“What’s up with the dock?” she shouted from the kitchen. (Unless otherwise specified, she always means my cherished wife of almost fifteen years, Victoria.)

“Huh?” I mumbled from the computer. Seems I’m always at the computer, updating a website or recording commercials for a media company in Chicago. So much for my generation’s alleged computer illiteracy.

“It’s floating away.” 

“No, it isn’t . . .  Is it?” 
Vic’s an alarmist sometimes. Lots of “What’s that noise?” and “How long has that crack been there?” It’s a wife’s job to be that way. Otherwise, men would shrug everything off with “I’ll get to it later. The game’s in overtime.”

So I mumbled-and-stumbled to the kitchen window, and took a look.
Our dock was floating away. Well, almost. The walkway (or gangway, or whatever seafarers call the little bridge from shore to dock) was hung up on a rock a couple of feet out. The guy wires (or whatever seafarers call the cables holding a floating dock in position) were well-and-truly snapped. 

It was very nearly floating away. I don’t think the 110 volt line, in which I had cleverly allowed some slack coils, would have held it for long.
Because the dock had been iced in the day before, I reasoned that some sort of upheaval had resulted from the thaw and busted the cables. 
Our dock is no lightweight. It’s got a center slip, and a steel roof, along with a big extension. I got lucky and lifted the walkway into place while she was holding the dock with a big tubing rope. We tied the rope around a fence post up the hill, and called it a day. 

Today I affixed new cables and clamps in four places instead of two. A good save, I thought. And I enjoyed working dockside after this interminable winter. 

But the escapade left me with a question: who installs or repairs docks around here?
