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It was the second day, and a misty rain fell on a cool morning. Despite the rain, we were on a motorcycle trip and we were gonna ride. 
We were thrilled to hit the road on our new motorcycles. This trip was a gift from Lisa, my homecoming after a six-month deployment to Afghanistan. We followed our new GPS to a motorcycle route Lisa had heard about. The GPS announced the next turn in my headset, a turn to FR’Y. 
“Lisa,” I said “What’s a FR’Y? I’ve never heard of a FR’Y.”
Just then the road made a sudden right turn, and I missed it but managed to stop before entering the woods. Lisa continued past me, then stopped at the bottom of a steep bank at the river's edge. I joined her. 
There a ferry, with a flat wooden deck and a small pilot house on the right side waited. A cable ran from the shore, through rings on the ship's railing, and then to a fixed point on the opposite shore. 
In front of us, a thick metal plate formed the ramp to the ferry. We rode over the metal surface onto the boat, then stood by the railing as the pilot ferried us across. Now on the opposite bank, we faced another metal plate that extended up the embankment. It was still raining and the plate was slick. 
We took a collective deep breath. Lisa went first. My heart stopped as her back tire slid side to side while she struggled to maintain control. At last, the bike found traction on the concrete, although on the wrong side of the road. My heart started again.
I was luckier. My bike went straight up like a rocket. We met at the top, collected ourselves, and rode on.
