You asked for the details, and I will do my best to fill in the gaps as best my memory can recall for the history and details of the Cabin, Cottage, FOB Ferrel, the “Dacha,” “Cabin Fever,” or many of the other names we have given the place over the years.
In the summer of 2001, my wife, Beth, and I were living in Stevens Point, Wisconsin.  I was one year into a position at UW-Stevens Point, having separated from the Active-Duty Army the previous summer.  I was sitting in my office on campus one day in probably June of that summer, when my phone rang and it was my father wanting to know if I wanted in on purchasing the cabin on Coumbe Island just outside of Blue River.  Apparently, the owner, an elderly lady by the name of Nora Williamson, had recently passed away, and her children, the sole representatives of her estate, did not want to keep the cabin and ½ acre of land that accompanied it, and had just put it up for sale.  My father was driving by the cabin when the realtor was putting out the FOR SALE sign.  He stopped and struck up a conversation with the realtor and asked him if he could take a look at the place now that it was for sale.  The realtor agreed and Dad did a quick look over the place and told the realtor to put his sign back in his car as he was interested in the purchase.  The Williamson Estate wanted $4,500 for the sale.  That may seem pretty cheap, and it was, but you have to understand the condition that the cabin was in at that time.
The cabin lies on the eastern side of Grant County Highway T on Coumbe Island in the Wisconsin River right next to the Public Boat Landing accessing the southern branch of the river.  That eastern part of the island minus our ½ acre is forested and owned by the Wisconsin DNR, and is designated as public hunting land.  As a child growing up in Blue River, I remember the cabin because I used to deer hunt on that island and our deer hunting party would always drive Coumbe Island for deer.  One of the photos hanging on the cabin wall is an 8x10 of our hunting party in the parking lot of the boat landing, preparing to drive the island.  You can see the cabin in the background of the picture.  My father took that photograph from the bridge over the river looking down upon us.  A twelve year old me is one of the people in that group.  To this day, many local hunting parties still drive and hunt on the island.  I cannot recall, in all of my days growing up in Blue River, ever seeing anyone occupying the cabin or using it.  Which means that by the summer of 2001, no one had actually used the cabin since the late 1970’s or very early 1980’s.  At the time of it going on the market that summer of 2001, it was an overgrown, dilapidated building surely condemnable by any standards.  Someone had taken steps to cover the roof with multiple tarps to try to stem the flow of rain into the place, and they had also propped up the ceiling and roof with multiple 2x4 boards.  It was in pretty sad shape.  But Dad and my Brother-In-Law, Jeff Muench, crawled under the cabin and realized that the frame and base were solid and had not been damaged by floodwaters over the years.  Jeff owns a private construction business and has been a carpenter now for about 30 years.  My father has also built homes in the past.  Together they realized that the solid frame and the rock fireplace were both preferable qualities that would make such a cheap purchase a very easy remodel and flip for profit.  They invited me to go along with them on their scheme to tear the place down to the bones and rebuild it for flipping.
I agreed to go along with them on this purchase, and we bought the cabin and land and were each 1/3 owners.  We started immediately by mowing, cutting trees and creating a lawn.  Next we emptied the cabin of the junk inside, and then began tearing it down to the frame.  We wanted to keep the original one-room cabin intact and use it and the rock fireplace as our starting point for the rebuild.  Once we got the place tore down to the frame, we jacked up the frame and leveled it and reset the cinder block stilts that the cabin rests upon to keep it out of the flood waters.  We insulated the spaces between the floor joists, and then covered the entire underside with sheets of four-inch insulation.  We began rebuilding the cabin with a new floor plan.  By the summer of 2001, that area was under the management of the Lower Wisconsin Riverway, so we could not expand the pre-existing footprint, but we could build within it. We put a deck on the front of the cabin, and decided on a heated three season porch as an entryway.  So everything within the cabin is 20 years old or less.  The interior walls are ½ inch cedar planks that my dad and Jeff planed down from a pile of old telephone poles that they acquired.  The entire re-build occurred over the next couple of years with the three of us and our families working on it on weekends and after work when we could.  By 2004, it was ready to go on the market, and we wanted to get $120K for the entire lot.  We put it up for sale and had some interest throughout 2005 and 2006, but no serious offers.
In 2007, Beth passed away from cancer, and I was stuck in Stevens Point with a 3,900 square foot home with a two car garage, lawn and four vehicles that we had planned to start a family in, but now was home to myself and a cat.  I had no ties to my employment at the University that would keep me there, so I decided to sell everything there, and buy out Jeff and my father, and take sole ownership of the property.  They agreed, and we took it off the market, and I moved into the cabin full time in the spring of 2007.  I lived there until I re-married in 2011.  
Once I moved in, I built the loft bed in the bedroom to maximize space (including a space underneath for hanging clothes), as well as the custom, pull out cabinet over the refrigerator (with the cute little space for cookbooks on the side, if you’ll notice).  I contracted two fireplace experts to redo the firebrick in the fireplace, and to put a new flute and chimney top on the chimney.  I used the fireplace quite a bit while I lived there, but it is more aesthetic than it is effective for heating.  I had plans to eventually build an outdoor fireplace/grill to go with the fire ring we originally installed.  The furthest I got with that project was pouring a slab of high heat resistant concrete for a base, and hauling down and stacking the old chimney bricks I was going to use to build it.  I also tore out the original CVC piping and replaced all of the plumbing with PEX to prevent breaking pipes in the winter in case it gets that cold.  I put in a new stove and a new refrigerator, hooked up cable, wired for satellite dish service, and Wifi (through Richland-Grant Telephone Cooperative in Blue River).  I also reinforced the electrical baseboard heating with a gas heater in the kitchen (currently with FerrellGas).  Last year I put new gravel down on the driveway, as well as hired Jeff to put a new steel roof on the cabin.  The fish painting above the fireplace, and an old board in the bedroom that is used as a shelf now across the east wall are the only two original items left from when we purchased the cabin.  We kept that board because, if you look at it closely, you can see names and dates of fishers past who stayed at the cabin written in pencil.
Regarding the plumbing in the cabin, as stated before, it is all new PEX piping, and the water heater is less than five years old.  There are two sand-point wells under the cabin (both were installed before the Lower Wisconsin Riverway regulations banning them, and are therefore grandfathered in legally).  The original well pipe is located under the cabin directly underneath the refrigerator.  It is capped.  We drilled a new well that was more conducive to our floorplan when we rebuilt the cabin.  The well pipe is exposed for a couple of feet from ground to floor, so I wrapped that pipe with electrical heat tape that you can plug in in the bathroom (that’s what that orange cord coming out of the bathroom floor is).  I keep the pipe well wrapped in insulation during the winter months.  Originally, the water that we tapped with the newer sand point well had a lot of iron in it, so I installed the other tanks in the water closet through Culligan water in Richland Center to help separate the water from the iron.  That worked great while I lived there, but when I had the PEX piping installed, I had the plumber look at the sand point, and it turns out that it was damaged in the original drilling process, and therefore was not filtering the water as best as it could.  I replaced it, and the water is fine now and the iron separation contraption has not been used since then.  There is no septic on the premises.  We have used a Biolet composting toilet the entire time we have owned the cabin.  As for the sinks and shower, the water runs directly into five-gallon buckets under the cabin that I haul across the road to dump in the public boat landing outhouse when needed.  In order to further guard against the prospect of contaminating the environment, I only use biodegradable soap, shampoos, and dishwashing liquid in the cabin.  We once looked into drilling a well and emplacing a septic system at the location in 2004, but were denied permission by the Grant County Zoning Administrator.  The Regional Flood Elevation at the site of the cabin is 668.9.  The flood protection elevation at the site is 670.9.  The entire site is in the floodway, and a new holding tank would have to be above that elevation and within 200 feet of County Highway T.  Kate and I were considering retiring and moving back into the cabin recently, so we worked with Jeff and the county administrators to revisit the possibility, and they seemed to be more amenable to finding creative ways for us accomplish it, but it would more than likely require the construction of a permanent enclosed foundation under the cabin.  So it’s not impossible.
I have enclosed some historical pictures and the original letter from an old man that my dad knew from Muscoda who was familiar with the cabin.  I have also included flood pictures of the highest I have ever seen the water get back in the Fall flood of 2010, in case anyone is concerned about the possibility of water damage.  Dallas Rose and his father knew what they were doing when they dragged the original cabin across the river from Jones Lake to its current location because they put it on the highest point in the entire island.  That’s not to say that it won’t flood someday, but it’s been dry for almost 100 years now.  I have also enclosed an addendum property description from the deed that I found that directly address the driveway right of way question that Travis asked about.  It is written into the deed to the property.
