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“Dominator to GB ... Come in GB. Over.”

“... Come in, GB.”

“Dominic, Grandpa’s honking the horn outside,” Mom yelled up the stairs. “Can you hurry up before he wakes the entire neighborhood?” 

“Be right there!” I shouted, stuffing my walkie-talkie into my backpack. Sliding down the banister from the second floor to the first, I was greeted by a scowl.

“Dominic Dorsey! How many times have I told you to walk down the stairs like regular people? That railing’s wobbly the way it is.”

“Geez, sorry Mom.” I reached for my baseball cap and rushed to the door.

“Aren't you forgetting something?” She folded her arms. I gave her a quick hug. 

“Come on, Dominic. Let’s get this show on the road!” Grandpa Bob hollered as I hurried outside.

This was our annual camping trip to Point Beach, and he sure seemed eager to get back. I suspect the reason he insisted on traveling at the break of dawn was so no one would notice his Stone Age pop-up camper. Bold orange and brown lettering proclaimed the word “Nimrod” on each side.

I hefted my bike into the truck bed. After a couple of pats on my back from GB, we waved goodbye to Mom and headed off. Grandpa Bob likes the nickname GB because it also stands for “Green Bay,” where we live, but more importantly, it’s home to the Green Bay Packers―our favorite football team.

We cruised down the road listening to polka classics almost as old as the camper, which made the short forty-five-minute drive seem like an eternity. When we finally arrived at the campground, GB turned off the music, but the accordion still played in my head.

At the park entrance, a stick of a man in a hat too big for his head waited at the window to check us in. With arms crossed, the ranger narrowed his gaze at our camper. Looking back at us, he snickered, “I think I’ve seen this Nimrod before—on the cover of Junkyard Salvage magazine.”

Nimrod is another word for fool, so it didn’t throw me for a curve when the ranger eyed us as we pulled up to the window. Grandpa Bob, on the other hand, refused to take any guff.

“You must be new here.” GB leaned over to read the ranger’s identification. “Officer Rick, do us a favor and save your jokes for the campers with less imagination.” He smoothed a few surviving strands of silver hair across his head.

“Don’t you worry.” The ranger reached out from the window with our tag. “I keep a tight watch over this campground, and I’ll be keeping both my eyes on you, Mister.” His stare shifted toward me. “You and your Nimrod.”

As we pulled out, GB mumbled under his breath, “Yeah, well I’m keeping my eyes on you, Ranger Rick.”

GB liked to speak his mind, but I shrank back in my seat. I decided right then and there to win the lottery so I could buy Grandpa Bob an RV from this century.

Nimrod creaked and groaned all the way to site #127, our favorite campsite. It provided privacy with the added amenities of water, electricity, and the Lake Michigan beach right behind it. I had built a fort there last summer out of evergreen branches and driftwood, and couldn’t wait to see if it survived, but first we needed to maneuver Nimrod onto our site.

GB handed me a walkie-talkie, bellowing orders into his as he slowly backed the truck. I tried to direct him from my end. “Left ... no, Grandpa, left.”

After nearly sideswiping a tree the size of Africa, GB decided to go left and finally snuggled Nimrod safely beneath the pines. He hopped out of the truck strutting and swaggering like a peacock. “You see how you do that, Dominic?”

I nodded. “Yup. Fits like a glove.” 

We celebrated our success with an Orange Crush soda pop, my favorite.

“Can I check things out now?” I pulled my bike down from the truck bed.

“Give me a hand before you take off.”

I don’t think GB understood 11-year-old energy. I slammed my Crush and helped him crank up the camper. After we unloaded all the supplies, I hopped on my metallic, lime-green, ten-speed Trek and sped off.

As I cruised down Red Pine Trail I started whistling a polka tune I’d heard on the way up, called, “Who Stole the Kishka.” It’s not that I liked polkas, but who could resist a tune that joked about sausages and butcher shops? Once you hear a song like that, there’s no getting it out of your head.

I had just rounded a curve when someone yelled, “Watch it, Nimrod!”

Too late. I collided into Ranger Rick, knocking him to the ground and sending a pair of binoculars flying out of his hands. Gripping the handlebar, I carefully untangled my front wheel from his legs.

“Where did you come from?” I stood there, shaking in my sneakers at the sight of him.

“I’ll ask the questions around here, kid.” He frowned, slowly getting back on his feet. “The question is—where did you come from?”

Still stunned, I backed up slowly, offering an apology. “Sorry, Ranger. I didn't see you.”

“You can stuff your sorry in a sack. You ruined my uniform,” he sniveled, brushing off the dirt. “I just had it dry-cleaned yesterday.”

A park ranger who has an aversion to dirt—that's rich.

“Get lost, kid.” He focused his beady eyes on me, then reached for his binoculars.

Fine with me. I bolted back toward camp.  Somehow, I doubted Ranger Rick was birdwatching.  More likely he was spying on some unsuspecting campers.

I got back to our site feeling hungry after that confrontation. GB was still inside Nimrod setting things up, so I started rummaging through a bag of snacks on the picnic table.

“Dominic, is that you trying to sneak some cookies?” GB hollered from inside the camper. I backed away when the door swung open and he stepped outside.

“I’m going to cook some brats and weenies on the grill, and I don’t want you spoiling your appetite.” He removed the bag from my reach.

“I wouldn’t worry about that,” I said. “If I spoil this one, there’s sure to be another one right behind it.”

GB relented and tossed me the package of cookies. “Okay, but only a few.”

“Thanks, Grandpa. I’m going to check out the beach now.”

“Just stay out of trouble,” GB warned.

“Sure, as long as Ranger Rick quits appearing out of nowhere. I had a head-on collision with him on my bike. Now he really has it in for me.”

“Some people in uniform get all puffed up.”

“No, I’m serious,” I explained, my mouth full of cookies. “I was whistling ‘Who Stole the Kishka,’ and he seemed to take it personally.”

GB laughed. “Well, maybe he’s hot on the trail of the guy who stole the kishka, and doesn’t want you interfering.” He retired to a folding chair.

After my cookies, I climbed the hill behind our site to check out my secret fort. It was still standing amid the dunes. All was well with the world. That is—until I heard voices coming from the fort.  Someone was inside.
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A sick sensation hit my stomach—-maybe from too many cookies. I strategically crept up on the intruders, worried they might hear me coming, until I realized I was sneaking around on a sand dune. How loud could it be?

“Hi-yaaaah!” I sprang through the willows, landing in a heap in front of the fort. I quickly jumped to my feet to see if I had scared them off.

A boy and a girl about my age stared back at me, wide-eyed. I can’t say that I blamed them.

“What do you think you’re doing in my fort?” I demanded, hands on hips.

“I’m sorry. We didn’t see your name on it,” the boy spouted back.

“Don’t mind my brother. He’s a hothead.”

After they stepped outside, I noted their sandy hair and eyes as blue as Lake Michigan. The girl’s hair hung almost to her knees, and even her brother’s hair was long for a boy.

“No problem. I hope I didn’t scare you. It’s just that I built this fort last year, and I like to use it as a hangout. I didn’t think anyone else knew about it.” They looked harmless enough, even though the boy had a bit of an attitude. I extended my hand to them and introduced myself. “I’m Dominic.”

The boy grabbed my hand first. “I’m Forest, and this is my sister, Sailor.”

“Those are names you don’t hear every day,” I remarked. 

“I was born in the woods, and Sailor was born on a boat. Our mother believes nature picked our names for us.”

“Huh. Doesn’t your mom believe in hospitals?” I chuckled. “Well, that might be a good thing. Otherwise your names might be Doctor and Nurse.”

We all shared a good laugh. “So where are you guys from?” I asked. 

“We’re from Chicago.” Sailor tucked her hair behind her ears, knelt down into the soft sand, and started drawing pictures with a stick.

“Apparently, that’s the wrong side of the tracks,” Forest scoffed, “at least as far as the park ranger’s concerned. He’s been watching us with binoculars all day.”

“Ranger Rick?” So that’s who he was watching. “I think he has it in for me and my grandpa, too. He’s shifty—reminds me of a raccoon with those dark circles under his eyes.”

“Oh, yeah ... like a thief.” Forest added. 

“So, are you guys camping here?” 

Sailor nodded. “Yep. We’re here with our grandma on the group site. Which site are you on?”

“What a coincidence. I'm camping with my grandpa.” I pointed up the hill. “Come on. I’ll show you, but you can’t make fun of the Nimrod.”

“Your grandpa’s a nimrod?” Forest asked.

“No, that’s the kind of camper we have. It’s ... been around for a while.” My face reddened. 

Blasted Nimrod. 

I quickly changed the subject. “We have lots
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