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            CLUES IN THE SHALLOWS

          

        

      

    

    
      Cole stood at the Lodge's deck railing, mug in hand, watching morning light pour across the tideflats below. At the bottom of the ramp, Murphy shouldered into Cooper and the two set off across the sand—Murphy zigzagging with his nose to the ground, ears flopping with each enthusiastic bounce, his white blaze catching the sun as he worked a scent line only he could read. Cooper followed a little further back, twenty pounds of compact muscle with huge paws, his tan coat blending with the sand until he moved, his perpetually worried expression seeming to relax a little.

      Cole collected his mug and went inside. Sam was coming out of the service hallway.

      "I'm heading out on the Loop Trail," he said. "You want to come?"

      Sam glanced up. "Sure. Give me a minute."

      By the time Cole reached the bottom of the ramp to the shoreline, boots finding purchase on sand still damp from the tide's retreat, Sam had fallen into step beside him without fuss. The air had that particular northwest clarity that came with high summer—dry and still, everything sharp-edged and present. Salt on the wind, western hemlock warming in the sun, the faint sweetness of madrone bark baking in the heat.

      They walked in comfortable silence past the Glass Pavilion—another one of his designs, simpler than the Lodge but sharing its vocabulary of transparency and restraint. Ahead, the hemlock stand rose dark and full against the sky.

      "I bet you're glad that's done," Sam said.

      "An architect never stops second-guessing, but I think it blends well with the Lodge."

      "Those hemlocks are going to save you in the afternoons," Sam said. "That much west-facing glass could cook the place."

      "That's why I made sure the Pavilion was built around them."

      The West Lawn stretched green and manicured to their right as they started up the gentle switchbacks to the cliffside trail. The path rose gradually, switching back on itself, each turn offering a slightly different angle on the Lodge and the water. Cole had walked this loop dozens of times, but the view never quite repeated itself—different light, different tide, different weather rewriting the scene. He'd designed the Lodge to sit lightly on this land, to frame the fjord rather than dominate it. Some mornings, like this one, he thought he'd gotten it right.

      Out on the sand below, Cooper shouldered a bleached driftwood log into place, shoving with his massive paws until it rocked into a better angle. The log was sun-bleached bone-white, stripped of bark, shaped by water into something sculpture-like. Murphy watched from a few feet away, head cocked, clearly calculating.

      Then the little beagle sprang, using the log as a springboard to launch up and snag a frayed length of rope tangled in an overhanging branch. For a heartbeat he dangled there, back legs bicycling in empty air, the rope creaking under his weight, until it jerked free.

      Murphy looked at Cooper who then planted himself squarely on the rope. Seemingly satisfied, Murphy barked, turned, and ran hard towards the Lodge, then checked himself where the trail crossed his path—nose lifting as a familiar scent pulled him uphill instead. His ears swiveled, torn between two imperatives.

      A few turns up, where the trail narrowed and the drop grew steeper to their right, Sam and Cole came upon a woman paused at a narrow overlook. She stood perfectly still, binoculars lifted toward the water, silhouetted against the bright sky.

      Red hair escaped from beneath a wide-brimmed sun hat. Everything she wore was practical and clearly chosen with care—lightweight, technical, built for someone who spent serious time outdoors. A dog-eared birding guide rode under one arm, bristling with sticky notes and paper scraps.

      Cole gave a casual nod as they passed, the trail too narrow for much more. "Morning."

      "Morning," the woman said, lowering the binoculars with a pleased little smile, the kind that suggested she'd just spotted something good.

      "They've been busy today," Sam said, more observation than expertise, but friendly.

      The woman brightened, turning slightly to include them in her discovery. "Sanderlings on the flats. And a kingfisher—very opinionated."

      Sam smiled at that, and they moved past, boots scuffing on packed earth and scattered gravel.

      As they rounded the next bend in the trail, where Douglas fir threw deep shadow across the path and the air cooled several degrees, Murphy came pounding up from below. His paws hammered the trail, ears flat, legs churning with the kind of urgency that bypassed all his usual enthusiastic distractibility.

      He shot straight for Cole and latched onto his pant leg, yanking once, hard, with surprising strength for such a small dog.

      "Okay," Cole said, catching his balance against a tree trunk, feeling the rough bark under his palm. "Okay—what is it?" Murphy released and danced backward, whining, eyes bright and insistent.

      The woman's gaze flicked past them toward the flats below, following some line of sight Cole couldn't quite track. She paused, binoculars rising halfway, then lowering again as she searched for the right word.

      "That looks…" she said slowly, carefully. "Intentional."

      The word landed wrong, changed the temperature of the morning somehow.

      Sam's expression changed, the pleasant hiker-greeting mask dropping away. "Where's Cooper?”
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      Cole scanned the beach below through gaps in the trees, his architect's eye automatically cataloging distances and angles. Cooper was a dark, planted shape near the waterline, maybe two hundred yards out, not moving like he usually did—no patrol, no investigation, just stillness. "There," Cole said, pointing. "Come on."

      They followed Murphy back down toward the Lodge, then turned onto the trail that continued along the waterfront, the air cooling as they dropped toward the flats. The path here ran closer to the water, winding between western hemlock and salal, the undergrowth giving way to beach grass as they approached sea level.

      As they passed the Orca Column Conservation Center, its angular cube catching the light, the smell of salt and kelp grew stronger, edged with something metallic. Gulls wheeled overhead, complaining about an opportunity they'd apparently been denied, their cries sharp against the quiet morning.

      By the time they reached Cooper, out where the flats stretched quieter and more exposed, the sand firming under their boots with each step, he was planted squarely over the rope Murphy had freed, front paws braced on either side of it. The rope disappeared into a shallow, murky channel where the receding tide still pooled, brown water stained with silt and tannin.

      "Oh, you clever boys," Sam breathed. Cooper gave a low huff, as if to say, Finally.

      Cole crouched and set his hand on the rope. It was thick and gritty with sand, rough fibers abrading his palm, tension humming through it from whatever weight lay below. The rope was alive in his hand, vibrating slightly with the pull of water and tide.

      "Feels like more than driftwood," he said.

      Murphy crowded in, tail beating, eyes bright. He mouthed the rope again as if demonstrating, leaving wet marks on the fiber.

      "Okay, okay, we see it," Sam said. Her voice had shifted—no longer amused, all business now. "Let's find out what you two discovered."

      Together, Cole and Sam hauled on the rope. It rose grudgingly, trailing weeds and bubbles, water streaming off in brown rivulets, until the rusted metal frame of a crab trap broke the surface.

      Another trap followed, then another, chained together in a daisy chain that must have run all the way out toward the channel. The metal scraped and clanked as each trap emerged, barnacles crusting the bars, eelgrass tangled in the mesh.

      "Someone went to a lot of trouble to hide these under the Lodge's nose," Cole said, watching the chain emerge link by link.

      Sam's jaw clenched. "Under all our noses."

      The first trap hit the sand with a thud, water draining from its corners. Inside, a tangle of legs and claws scuttled, frantic, shells clicking against metal. Live crabs—their shells still bright, barnacles fresh.

      "These should've been pulled weeks ago," Sam said, running her fingers along the frame. "Season's over." She flicked the metal rings with her fingers, the sound sharp and hollow. "And no escape rings. That's illegal gear, full stop."

      On top of the crabs, a smaller specimen clung to the bars, abdomen flared, its movements more sluggish than the others. Sam squinted, leaning closer. "That's a female," she said. "They're not supposed to be in here at all."

      Murphy whined at the sight of the trapped animals, nails scraping the sand, his whole body tense with distress. Cooper paced a few steps away and back, anxious, his worried forehead even more creased than usual.

      "All right," Sam said, more to them than to Cole. "We're on it."

      She popped the hatch, the rusty mechanism protesting, and reached in with practiced hands, lifting crabs out one by one, checking size and sex with the efficiency of long experience. The legal ones she carried to the shallows and released, wading in ankle-deep, watching until they vanished into the eelgrass, their shells disappearing into shadow. The undersized and out-of-season she set gently into a bucket of seawater to be turned over to enforcement, counting them as she went.

      "Someone set these to kill and forget," she muttered, brushing sand from her hands. "Weeks after closure, down where nobody walks."

      "They walk up there," Cole said, glancing toward the trail that climbed the hillside above the flats. From here he could see only the suggestion of movement, people reduced to silhouettes against the treeline, cameras and phones lifted toward the view. "Anybody on that switchback gets a perfect view of the Lodge and this entire stretch of water."

      Sam followed his look, eyes narrowing, her expression hardening. "Yeah," she said. "I hate how that suddenly matters."

      She wiped her hands on her jeans and pulled out her phone, thumbing it awake. "I'm calling the Sheriff."

      "Not WDFW directly?" Cole asked.

      "Chain of custody," she said, already scrolling through contacts. "We go through the Sheriff's Office, they dispatch, they call Fish & Wildlife. It keeps things clean."

      She stepped a few paces away, enough for the wind to catch her words and tear them into fragments. Cole heard "illegal pots," "live crabs," "below the Glass Lodge," "no, we're not touching anything else."

      Murphy watched her, ears tipped forward, as if waiting for orders. Cooper stayed over the remaining traps, shoulders squared, refusing to yield his post, his massive paws planted on either side of the gear like he was guarding evidence.

      When Sam returned, tucking her phone back into her pocket, her expression was set. "They're sending a deputy," she said. "Troy Cutler."

      "You know him?" Cole asked.

      "By reputation," she said, mouth twisting. "Not corrupt. Just likes things simple." She looked down at the traps, at the chain stretching toward deeper water. "This isn't simple."

      "What do you want me to do?"

      "Stay with the boys." She nodded at Murphy and Cooper. "Don't let anybody come down here and start poking around. I'll keep notes. You⁠—"

      She broke off, looking up toward the deck. The Lodge loomed above them, glass walls flashing in the sun, the steel octopus sculpture on Tahoma's column catching light like a beacon, oblivious to what lay below. "—actually, no. I need Mike down here before Cutler gets here," she said. "He's the one they'll really listen to, or blame, or both.”

      Cole didn't argue. "I'll get him."
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      He jogged back up the slope, the incline steeper than it felt walking down, lungs burning by the time the ramp brought him level with the deck. Inside, the air-conditioning was a slap of cool after the exposed beach.

      The Great Room buzzed with quiet morning energy—guests clustered at tables, Irene directing staff from the coffee station, the Eagle Cam playing on the big screen by the fireplace, someone's child pointing excitedly at a fish being delivered to the nest.

      Mike stood near the windows, arms crossed, eyes on the water, his profile backlit by the morning sun streaming through the glass.

      "Mike," Cole said, catching his breath. "You need to come down to the flats."

      Mike didn't turn immediately, still watching something outside. "They get tangled in bull kelp again?" he asked, voice carrying that patient amusement he reserved for the dogs' antics. "You know how they are when it's shedding season."

      "It's not kelp," Cole said. "It's traps. A chain of them. Murphy and Cooper pulled up the rope."

      That got Mike's attention. He pivoted, the lines around his eyes deepening, the amusement gone. "Illegal?" he asked.

      "No escape rings," Cole said. "Crabs still alive. At least one female."

      For a moment, all the years showed at once—three decades of fighting for this place, for the water, for the idea that the Lodge was more than a pretty view. Mike's jaw tightened, his shoulders squaring as if bracing for impact.

      "Sam's called the Sheriff," Cole added. "They're sending a deputy."

      "Of course they are," Mike said softly. He grabbed his radio from the sideboard and clipped it to his belt, the gesture automatic, practiced. "Thirty years, and one bad find below the property line can send us straight down the sewer pipe."

      He started for the doors, moving with purpose. "Let's go."

      They descended together, Mike setting the pace, the shift from glass-and-cedar to salt-and-sand as abrupt as walking through a doorway in a dream. Down on the flats, Sam stood with her arms folded, the bucket of undersized and out-of-season crabs at her feet, the rest already released. Murphy and Cooper flanked the remaining traps like sentries, Cooper's worried expression somehow appropriate to the situation, Murphy's tail still despite his usual bounce.
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      "You took your time," she said to Mike, but the relief in her eyes undercut the words.

      "Blame the architect," Mike said, gesturing toward Cole. "We put the deck too high."

      Up on the road, gravel crunched. A sheriff's SUV rolled into view and pulled into the small turnout above the trailhead, dust rising from its tires. A few minutes later, a man in a tan uniform made his way down the path, hand resting just shy of the butt of his sidearm, as if gravity simply demanded it. His gait had a swagger to it, boots striking the trail with confidence.

      "Deputy Troy Cutler," he said when he reached them, voice easy, chin tipped with the kind of confidence that assumed the world would cooperate. "We got a call about some gear."

      Sam gestured to the traps, the chain, the bucket. "Unmarked, no escape rings, still fishing weeks after the season closed. We found live crabs. Females, too." Murphy gave a small huff, as if seconding the complaint.

      Cutler squatted and peered inside one of the traps, then eyed the length of the chain stretching toward the channel, his expression unchanged. "Seen worse at the edge of the shipping lanes," he said, straightening. "Folks drop pots and never bother to pull 'em. Could be old junk working itself loose in the tide."

      "The crabs aren't old junk," Mike said. He kept his voice level, but anger threaded underneath, taut as the rope had been. "Neither is my shoreline."

      Cutler flicked him a quick look, assessing, then reached for his phone to snap a few photos, the shutter sound artificial and intrusive in the open air. "We'll log it," he said, thumbs moving across the screen. "I'll call WDFW Enforcement, let them decide how excited to get. For now, don't move the gear any more than you already have."

      "Leaving illegal traps in the water is getting them excited," Sam said tightly.

      Cutler shrugged, pocketing his phone. "I'm not saying it's right. Just that it's not the first time someone's been lazy." He tapped notes into his phone, squinting against the sun, then stepped back. "I'll file, they'll read, the machine grinds on."

      He nodded to Mike in a way that probably passed for reassuring in his head, then trudged back up the path, radio crackling as he called in his status, his voice fading as he climbed. A moment later his figure vanished over the rise and the sound of his footsteps faded completely, replaced by the lap of water and the cry of gulls.

      For the first time since Murphy had yanked the rope, the flats went still. The wind settled. The dogs stopped pacing. Sam exhaled, tension draining from her shoulders as the silence returned, leaving only the three of them and the evidence at their feet.

      Whatever came next would not be simple—but the Sheriff's part in it was over.
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      The moment the shoreline quieted, a new engine sound drifted down from above. A white WDFW truck rolled into the turnout and backed carefully toward the top of the path.

      Kara Lindstrom, WDFW Enforcement, descended with the steady, economical movement of someone who'd done this a hundred times. Dark hair in a braid, olive-green jacket with the Fish & Wildlife patch, expression sharp and assessing even before she spoke.

      "Kara Lindstrom, WDFW Enforcement," she said. "You're the reporting party?"

      "Sam Westhill, Lodge manager," Sam said. "This is Mike Danner, owner, and Cole Walker. Murphy and Cooper get co-credit."

      Kara gave the dogs a quick, approving nod. "We should put them on salary." Murphy's tail thumped. Cooper stood a little taller.

      Kara pulled on gloves and crouched by the nearest trap. "No escape rings," she murmured. "Bait still fresh. These were working recently, not months ago." She opened the hatch, gently removed a crab, and flipped it over. "Female," she said. "They're supposed to be off-limits."

      "We saw more like that," Sam said. "I set aside the undersized and out-of-season ones for you." She gestured to the bucket.

      "Good call." Kara looked up at Mike. "You know how many traps you pulled?"

      "Enough that I stopped counting, "Mike said. "We hauled what we could reach. There may be more out in the channel."

      Kara rose and scanned the shoreline. A little farther up, where the sand gave way to gravel, a loose mound of broken shells caught her attention. She walked over, crouched again, and sifted through with gloved fingers.

      "These shells didn't come out of these traps," Cole said, joining her. "They look… deliberate."

      "They are," Kara said. She held up a fan of fragments. "Look at the abdomens here? All females. Someone's been shucking them and dumping the shells in one spot."

      "Why bother taking them out of the shells if they're just leaving them here?" Cole asked.

      "Because the meat walks away," Kara said. "Shells are bulky, messy, and obvious. Meat travels in coolers and five-gallon buckets. Easier to pass off as 'from somewhere else.'"

      "And those?" Sam asked, pointing to a different pile where flatter, chalkier shells gleamed.

      Kara's mouth thinned. "Oyster shells. Planted stock, not wild. See the growth rings and the drill marks? That's a commercial grower product. Somebody's been hitting beds they don't own."

      She looked back at the daisy chain of traps, at the Lodge above them, at the trail switchbacking across the hillside. Her gaze took in everything, weighing angles, sightlines, stories people would tell.

      "This isn't abandoned gear," she said finally. "It's active poaching. Not a weekend pot or a few extra crabs for the freezer. This is organized."

      She ran the math without meaning to—habit, after enough cases. Back-channel crab brought almost nothing per pound, and that was before gas and the risk of a felony charge.

      Someone had put real time into this system, built it carefully, run it on a schedule. That kind of effort didn’t make sense for the return. Either there was more to the operation than what she was looking at, or the crab wasn’t really the point.

      Mike's shoulders sagged and straightened all at once. "On my shoreline," he said. "Under my windows." His gaze moved from the traps to the Lodge above, and something shifted in his expression—not anger, but the quiet ache of violated trust. He'd built this place to be a refuge, not a crime scene. "That's how it'll read."

      "It'll read that you reported it," Kara said. "And that matters. We'll take custody of the gear and the shell piles, document everything, and open a case."

      She signaled toward the truck. Two additional officers came down with plastic crates and evidence tags, moving with the same efficient choreography as a hundred other scenes they'd probably rather forget.

      As they began transferring traps into crates, metal clanged softly against plastic. One officer carried the bucket of illegal crabs up toward the truck, careful not to slosh.

      Somewhere above them, high on the slope, a faint sound cut through the gulls' cries.

      Click.

      Cole looked up. A figure stood at one of the trail's overlooks, phone lifted, lens pointed straight down at the WDFW truck, the crates, the Lodge gleaming in the background. Another soft click drifted on the breeze. The figure shifted position, taking another angle—capturing the Lodge's gleaming facade with the WDFW truck prominently in frame.

      "That trail," Cole said quietly to Sam. "Anyone up there sees all of this."

      Sam followed his gaze, saw the phone, and exhaled. "Fantastic," she said. "By lunch this'll be on every forum between here and Seattle."

      "Let it," Mike said. "Better they see us on this side of the line."

      Kara glanced up as well, expression unreadable, then went back to her notes. "We'll process the gear at our facility," she said when the last trap was loaded. "I'll file an initial report today and notify the State Patrol. Given the scale and the commercial product involved, this is going to get more eyes than just mine."

      "Does that mean they're coming here?" Sam asked.

      "Eventually," Kara said. "This many traps, this close to a high-profile property?" She gave the Lodge a pointed look. "Someone will want a press conference when we have more."

      She stripped off her gloves and met Mike's eyes. "In the meantime, keep doing what you're doing. If anyone asks, you discovered the gear, you called it in, you cooperated. Which is the truth."

      "It had better be enough," Mike said.

      "It's a good start," Kara replied. "And if you see anything else off—strange boats at odd hours, lights where they shouldn't be—call me directly."

      She handed Sam a card. Sam took it like it weighed more than cardstock.
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      The WDFW officers finished securing the last crate in the truck bed. The engine rumbled to life. As the truck pulled away, the dogs watched it go, ears forward, as if they could see the case riding with it.

      Silence settled over the flats, broken only by the slap of small waves and the distant buzz of a boat motor.

      "Well," Sam said at last. "That was a morning."

      Murphy shook himself, sending a spray of sand against Cole's jeans, then looked up hopefully.

      "You're an opportunist," Cole told him. "You know that?"

      "Valid criticism," Sam said. "But he did find a crime scene before breakfast. I think he's earned something more than kibble."

      Mike scrubbed a hand over his face. Some of the strain had eased, but not all of it. "You two get out of here for a bit. Take the boys into town, grab lunch, breathe something other than adrenaline and salt." He looked at Sam with the quiet steadiness that had steadied her through a dozen crises before this one. "I'll start drafting the incident write-up and fielding whatever calls start coming in."

      "You sure?" Sam asked.

      "I'm sure you've been running on fumes since before dawn," he said. The corner of his mouth lifted. "Go. That's an order from management."

      Sam didn't argue. She knew that tone—the one that said he was taking the weight so she didn't have to.

      As they started up the path, Cole glanced back. Mike stood alone on the flats, hands in his pockets, looking out at the water. Even from here, Cole could see the set of his shoulders—not defeated, but bearing something heavy.

      "He's worried about you," Cole said quietly.

      "I know," Sam said. "It's mutual."

      She clipped leashes onto the dogs—more for form than necessity—and they followed her up the path, Cole beside her. At the top, he glanced back once. From here, the flats looked ordinary again, the tide slowly reclaiming the scar where the traps had been.
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      In town, the marina was its own small world—fuel dock, bait shop, boats rocking in their slips. The hot dog stand sat near the boardwalk parking lot, a bright metal cart under a striped umbrella, the scent of grilling meat cutting through diesel and brine.

      Murphy's nose went into overdrive. He bounced in place, front paws lifting in his pogo-stick routine, eyes locked on the cart. Cooper's approach was more strategic; he drifted casually around the back, tail wagging like he belonged there.

      "Cooper," Sam warned. "We are paying customers, not pirates."

      The vendor, a man in his fifties with a sun-creased face and a baseball cap that had seen better days, laughed. "Looks like somebody's already placed an order," he said.

      Sam caught the look in Cooper's eye—that calculating stillness that preceded trouble—but before she could intervene, he struck. In one smooth, horrifyingly efficient maneuver, he hopped up, snagged two hot dogs from the lower tray, and landed with them clenched triumphantly in his jaws.

      "Cooper!" Sam yelped.

      Murphy pogoed higher, ecstatic at his partner's success.

      "I am so sorry," Cole said, reaching for his wallet. "We'll pay for those. All of them. And anything else he even thought about touching."

      The vendor waved a hand, still laughing. "Relax. I've lost worse to seagulls." He plucked a pair of buns from a warmer, tore them in half, and tossed the pieces down. "Here. Let's at least give the thieves some carbs to go with their haul."

      Between the stolen hot dogs and the bun halves, Sam and Cole did the math and the dividing, making sure each dog ended up with about one hot dog and one bun, torn into bite-sized pieces. Murphy danced in delighted circles before settling to eat. Cooper sprawled like a king, chewing with noisy satisfaction.

      "You know," Sam said, watching them, "if word gets out that they bust poaching rings and earn hot dogs, we're going to have people trying to hire them away."

      "Good luck with that," Cole said. "Their union rep is brutal."

      Sam snorted, the sound half-laugh, half-sigh. She pulled out her phone, typed a quick message—*We're fine. Dogs committed larceny. Normal service resumed.*—and sent it to Mike. Some of the tightness had left her shoulders, but not all.

      "They're going to say it's us," she said quietly after a moment. "On the forums, in whispers over breakfast. 'Traps below the Glass Lodge. Must be nice to poach your own front yard.'"

      "They'd be wrong," Cole said.

      "Doesn't matter," she replied, echoing what Mike would later say in darker moments. "Matters what they decide is true."

      Cole looked out over the water, where the reflection of the hills rippled in the wake of a passing boat. Five summers, and he'd never seen the place feel quite so precarious.

      "Then we give them a better story," he said. "Dogs who refuse to look the other way. A Lodge that calls it in instead of covering it up. A manager who stands her ground."

      "And an architect who can't leave a loose rope alone," Sam added.

      "Hey, Murphy yanked the rope," Cole said. "I just followed his specs."

      Murphy, finished with his share, looked up with a smear of mustard on his nose and wagged as if he agreed.

      Sam smiled, for real this time. "First ripple," she said. "Let's hope it doesn't turn into a tidal wave."

      Cole had the feeling it already had. They just hadn't seen the far shore yet. Murphy pressed against his leg, the cheerful spark dimmed to something watchful, as if he sensed it too.

    

  

OEBPS/images/colophon.jpg
Cascadia Books





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Clues in the Shallows
      


      		
        2. Ripples Begin
      


      		
        3. Early Shadows
      


      		
        4. Worth Protecting
      


      		
        5. Under Suspicion
      


      		
        6. Tara’s Class on the Tideflats
      


      		
        7. Cracks in the Veneer
      


      		
        8. The Long Afternoon
      


      		
        9. The Governor’s Night at the Pavilion
      


      		
        10. Undertow
      


      		
        11. When He Saw What You Needed
      


      		
        12. A Glint of Truth
      


      		
        13. Exposed at High Tide
      


      		
        14. The Buffer
      


      		
        15. Taking the Risk
      


      		
        16. Choosing a New Life
      


      		
        17. Listen to the Water
      


      		
        18. What Settled
      


      		
        19. Visitors at Salmonfest
      


      		
        Epilogue: Homeward Light
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        End Matter
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/acorn_dinkus.jpg





