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Summary: Erica is the lone winter caretaker out on Georges Island in Boston Harbor. 

With only her dog for company, every day she hikes the island which is home to a 
decommissioned fort from the Revolutionary War era. She is gaining confidence and 
becoming comfortable with solitude, until one foggy morning she begins to suspects she's not 
alone. 

 

 

 

The island was engulfed in fog that morning. The air was still humid from last night’s 

storm and the sun tried to break through and heat things up. Jack and I had begun our morning 

walk, and headed out to the center green in the middle of the fort. Within the confine of the cold 

stone walls, the fog was roiling, beginning to lift, but for now it was still trapped. Jack ran 

through it, barking and snapping in the confusion and joy of it. I wanted to feel the smooth 

cottony veil of nearly solid air against my legs, but it was just an illusion, and even if I rolled up 

my jeans, it would feel like any other air. I threw the ball as far as I could, and it disappeared into 

the mist. Jack ran ahead and eventually he was swallowed up into the white void as well. The 

tinkling of his collar and tags was reassuring.  

The sunlight that managed to penetrate all the way down to my island did so in 

concentrated shafts, ethereal beams of light. I was giddy. The light, the air, the clouds—the 

whole display was just for me. I ran after Jack, seeing just far enough ahead so that I didn’t trip. I 

looked up for a second, my attention caught by a flash of motion to the left. But when I strained 

to see, everything was still save for the swirling, earthbound clouds. Farther afield, I heard Jack 

begin to bark, this time he was serious, alerting me to something. 
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“Jack!” I wanted him to stop barking, to come running to me with his usual goofy grin, 

letting me know there was nothing to worry about after all, but he continued his staccato, intense 

barking. The motion I’d seen in my peripheral vision couldn’t have been Jack; he’s too far 

away.  

“Jack!”  

This time I called because I wanted him near me. For the first time in a week, I was 

scared. I wished I had the satellite phone with me, or the pepper spray, but they were both back 

at the ranger station. Jack would not come to me; I had to go get him. The fog still looked like 

nearly a solid object, but there is a small circumference where my eyesight can penetrate, and 

eventually Jack’s body appeared within this space.  

His body was taut, tail low and out straight, but he glanced back when he heard me 

behind him. He relaxed now that the alpha of his pack is here. I called out, “Hello, who’s there?” 

in as assertive a voice as I could manage, and was happy there was no answer.  

I took my belt off and used it as a leash. I walked purposefully away, trying to look 

unconcerned, and fighting off the urge to run.  

I walked out of the fort, forcing myself to remain calm until we are past the permanently 

drawn drawbridge. Then I let panic take over and I bolted toward the ranger station. Jack 

matched my pace, and kept close without me tugging on the homemade belt/leash. I knew 

without looking that he’s serious, tense—no open-mouthed grin, no playful jumping at my side. 

My lungs burned from the cold air and my legs ached by the time I reached the door. 

Keys in, door opened, then closed and lock. I let Jack off his leash. I wanted him to sweep the 

place, and come back to give me the all clear, but he stayed loyally next to me, looking 

expectantly for the next order. Sometimes I did not like being the alpha. 
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When I could breathe again, I marched up the stairs. First I grabbed the satellite phone off 

the charger and dug out the can of pepper spray from the junk drawer. I looked out every 

window and contemplated calling Peter and asking him to send a boat out. 

The fog had lifted clear of the island. I decided to call Maureen instead; she’d understand 

and calm me down and I wouldn’t be embarrassed later.  

Jack and I headed out again to search the island, all the while talking to a surprised but 

supportive Maureen. We climbed the thin skeleton of stairs that leads to the perimeter trail on top 

of the fort. From this vantage point, I scanned back and forth as we walked, from the interior 

parade ground to the rocky coast of the island and found nothing amiss. 

Below, the geese had claimed the yard as their simultaneous bathroom and kitchen. 

Sometimes I wonder that the Bible didn’t find use for them as one of the plagues; they were 

always on the verge of destroying everything around them through the sheer force of their 

procreation and defecation. Would they be more likeable if there were fewer of them? I think 

not. 

Though I’d walked this perimeter countless times, this was the first time I was truly on 

watch, and now I could empathize with the soldiers who originally made these rounds. I imagine 

at the first sign of an unfriendly ship, they would have scurried below and inside, peeping back 

out through the slits in the rocky facade, guns and cannons at the ready. But back then, no one 

would have been stationed out here alone, and they wouldn’t have been worried that the threat 

was hidden within their own walls, like I am now.  

Still, the exercise, the pure ocean air, the relentless sunshine managed to restore a feeling 

of near normalcy once we’d walked the whole circuit. I sat on the wall near the playground, just 

left of the station and listened to the comforting silence. That’s when I noticed the bright sound 
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of the dripping water fountain spigot. I remembered turning off the valve to that spigot weeks 

ago, to keep the pipes from bursting in winter temperatures. Fear washed over me once again. 

I tried to stay logical and calm, I first checked the garage where the water valve was, and 

the door was unlocked. But then I couldn’t remember if I’d left it that way. It’s entirely possible; 

since I needed to get in and out of there fairly regularly with the golf cart, I didn’t always lock it. 

Nothing else seemed to be amiss. 

I grabbed the phone once again, and headed up to the highest wall of the fort to have 

another look around. As Jack reached the top ahead of me, he stiffened, growled and then let 

loose with ferocious barking. This time his attention was directed down toward the beach, and I 

swiveled in time to see a man standing there next to a small fishing boat. 

He waved up at us, an oddly friendly thing for a bad guy to do. He was far enough away 

that I knew I had time to call Peter. I fiddled with the phone as the man started walking toward 

us. Jack’s hackles were up, the barking continued.  

Ringing. 

The guy is heading up the path.  

The automated Parks Department answering system picks up.  

Goddamn it, why didn’t I call the emergency line? 

I’m such an idiot. 


