Rescued!

It was what we call Wee-Ma-Weather, eighty degrees, dry and sunny. My son and his friend were visiting from Up Nort’. With a picnic lunch befitting my new diet, and some WMTLA stickers to deliver to Steve Slaight, we aimed the pontoon toward Steve’s new property—the cabins on the old Pschirrer place. To deliver them by car with the dam road closed would have been fuel-silly. 

Stickers handed off, welcome-to-Wee-Ma-Tuk-Steve, we backed away from his nice interlocking plastic dock.

BUZZZZZZZZ! 

Huh? The horn’s stuck? I pull the fuse. Nope. Still screeching.

Then smoking. Wispy, white, out of the console. 

We’ll gun it for home, said I, confusing myself with George Clooney in The Perfect Storm. 

Uh--no. Smoke thicker. Shut it down. Cool it off. Restart.
No again. Dead as a carp. 

At this point I bit my lip to keep from reminding Vicki that my lobbying for a bow-mount trolling motor included this scenario. And anyway, I started laughing when she asked:

“Do we have oars?”

Getting back was really easy. We flagged down some nice folks who towed us back. (Thanks, Mr. and Mrs. Kearns, and welcome to WMT.) 
It wasn’t the horn. It was an overheating alarm. The old Evinrude had stopped cooling properly, and all the wiring got really hot. The negative battery post became a pool of lead.

When you see us out, say hello to our new Mercury 4-stroke. As soon as the checkbook recovers, I’ll resume lobbying for the troller. You never know. 
