
    
      Chapter One
    

    
      Restricted Territory
    

    
      The 
      Invitation
    

    
      
    

    
      [Feelings]
    

    
      Evening approaches one of California’s coldest summertime locations, San Francisco Bay.  As is expected, the fog lazily rolls into the bay, first covering the Golden Gate, then drifting along the city’s shore and enveloping Alcatraz Island, silently making its way along the city’s shoreline to the Bay Bridge.  The fog’s northern finger passes through Racoon Straight, edging up the slopes of Angel Island to the south and blanketing the shores of Belvedere and Tiburon to the north.  The cold, gray mist ever creeping toward Point Richmond, San Pablo Bay, and beyond.  While the fog slowly consumes the visibility to the west, visibility to the bay's eastern shore may survive for another hour and a half.
    

    
      
    

    
      The fog of San Francisco is nothing new to fourteen-year-old Tylor, who stares blankly at the highrise buildings jutting above the Oakland commercial port. His height of 5’11” and muscular physique are concealed by the bright, colorful offshore racing suit he wears. The cold breeze ruffles his sandy blonde hair as he sits on the starboard trampoline of the 46-foot catamaran 
      Hot Stuff.  
      He looks comfortable with his long legs stretched toward the bow and upper body braced up by his sturdy arms; however, sunglasses conceal the confusion and concern his bright blue eyes would otherwise reveal.  
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ, Tylor’s older brother by two years, is lying on the port trampoline. As he talks on the phone, the breeze constantly adjusts his brown, untamed, wavy hair, and the sun reflects off the dark lenses that protect his piercing green eyes.  CJ also has a muscular physique obscured by a racing suit of the same team; however, CJ is currently one inch taller than Tylor.  He reminds his brother of this at every opportunity. CJ knows it won’t be long before the table is turned, so he has to get his teasing in while he can.
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ and Tylor are competitive brothers.  Each does his best to be victorious over the other whenever a match can be forged.  Their competitiveness is fierce but not adversarial, with each match more a test of themselves than each other.  Victors are recognized for their successes, and challengers are recognized for their efforts, but no score is kept, and no ranking is given. Once a challenge is over and lessons are gleaned, it is simply added to their troves of experience.
    

    
      
    

    
      The boys were raised in a loving family environment, where they were taught to love themselves, their family, and their friends. Their respectful and caring nature would be evident to the most casual observer, evidenced by their popularity.  Able to interact with anyone of any age, gender, or race, they make friendly connections readily.  Their gentlemanly manners and caring disposition belie their courage, inner strength, and capabilities. When necessary, they can be explosively effective in protection and survival.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill Davis, the boys’ father, is a proponent of sports and physical activities. He believes that team and individual sports foster inner strength, confidence, and mental acumen. He never insists on any particular sport; however, he requires the boys to participate fully in the sports of their choice.  Full participation includes learning the rules, basic and advanced techniques, and the sports’ strategies.
    

    
      
    

    
      Regarding sports, Tylor has always admired his brother and has followed in his footsteps ever since he could walk. First, there was tumbling, then gymnastics, soccer, baseball, taekwondo, swimming, three-gun shooting, rock climbing, and sailing.  Whatever CJ was doing, Tylor was interested in it, too.  Initially, CJ was burdened by his little brother’s presence in his activities. Eventually, when they could do the activities together and help each other excel, CJ’s burden transformed into one of his greatest strengths.  
    

    
      
    

    
      While the boys’ father kept them physically active, their mother, Susan, kept them mentally active as she balanced the brawn with the brain.  Activities she stressed were dance, music, study, and art.  Her philosophy, to which Bill fully agreed, was that the more you know, the more you can understand.  And the more you understand, the more you can learn.  The boys did not always optimistically accept her synergistic view on the educational experience most people call life.
    

    
      
    

    
      The boys could see some benefits to dancing in their sports activities; it improved body control and balance.  Music was fun most of the time, especially when they got together with their friends for jam sessions.  And, of course, study was required, but they saw little practical value in art. The boys acknowledge the skills of the artists, but looking at photos of sculptures of naked people (Michelangelo’s
       
      David) or a painting of a poorly assembled puzzle (Picasso) was just plain boring. To appease their mom, they struggled through.
    

    
      
    

    
      As 
      Hot Stuff
       gracefully forges its way through the chop, CJ is talking to Crystal, his current girlfriend, on his cell phone.  Crystal is his third girlfriend this year.  He may seem like a playboy, but that would be a mischaracterization.  His inability to understand the feelings and emotions of his dates is a significant cause of his multiple short-term relationships. Ignorance is not always bliss, especially concerning CJ and dating.  Once he comprehends the difference between hanging out with friends and dating, he will see things change for the better.  Until then, it seems like his love life will be one blunder after another.
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ, speaking into the phone, “Well, how about after calculus finals?  We could go to the mall, get something at the food court, and then see a movie.  I heard Shannon and Heather might be there.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      “What the .. Are you kidding me right now?” Her response is loud enough for CJ to move the phone away from his ear.  “I suppose you’re planning on dating the three of us?” Crystal angrily replies.  Crystal envisioned a one-on-one date - sharing popcorn and holding hands as they strolled along a secluded path. She is now presented with a group get-together that includes one of his previous girlfriends.  How could CJ even consider including others, especially an ex, on their date? 
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ is caught off guard by the harsh response. Once again, he didn’t think things through from his date’s perspective. CJ answers defensively but is still unsure what he said wrong: “No. Of … of course not.” Sheepishly, he continues, “I’m only going out with you.  I just thought since your friends were going to be there anyway, you might like to – ”  
    

    
      
    

    
      He was stopped in mid-sentence by a call from the helm.  “Ready to come about!”.  Sam, the boys’ uncle, intentionally called out loud enough to interrupt the phone conversation and get the crew into position.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam is the third person on the offshore racing team. He also wears his racing suit even when not racing.  Although they are just out for a relaxing day on the cruising cat, the team members like to wear their racing suits when sailing.  Their team is well respected, so they proudly show their colors.  Besides that, the suits are excellent protection from the cold summers of San Francisco Bay.  And, of course, they look cool.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam is a retired fireman in his early fifties.  His hair has grayed, and he now sports a short beard and mustache.  Although he has lost some of the youthful physique he had thirty years ago, he has aged well and is still in great shape.  Sam was in the fire service for over thirty years, the last ten as a Fire Captain.  A natural leader, he is the team’s primary helmsman when they race.  The boys like his command style.  Even though he is direct about pointing out errors, he is never bitter or condescending. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Responding to the call from the helm, CJ quickly ends his conversation, “Sorry.  I have to go.  Text me  – please”.  He quickly jumps up and races to the cockpit.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Not being delayed by something like a phone call, Tylor has already taken his position at the port jib windless.  Having beaten his brother in getting to their assigned positions, Tylor, after checking his quadrant (looking for traffic or obstacles in front of, behind, and on his side of the boat), announces with a broad grin, “Ready on port!”
    

    
      
    

    
      Delayed by the phone call, CJ arrived at his post a few seconds later. Acknowledging his late arrival, CJ checks his quadrant and, begrudgingly noting the defeat to post, he dutifully announces, “Ready on starboard!”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam smiles and chuckles to himself after seeing CJ struggle on the phone.  He recalls his personal difficulties in transitioning from hanging out to dating decades ago. It’s not easy, but it's a necessary hurdle of growing up.  Sam finds it interesting and satisfying to watch the boys mature.
    

    
      
    

    
      Clearing his head of distant memories, Sam refocuses on the job at hand. Although the boys pay attention to their respective water sectors, Sam looks port, starboard, and aft before announcing to the discussion group at the cockpit table (Sam’s wife, Trish, and the boys’ parents, Bill and Susan), “Boom, coming across!”  He turns the boat to port and calls to the crew (CJ and Tylor), “Coming about!”
    

    
      
    

    
      As the boat swings through the wind, CJ readies the jib sheet for release, and Tylor puts a couple of wraps on the port windless.  Just as the jib backwinds, CJ quickly eases the starboard jib sheet as Tylor pulls the port jib sheet, locks the sheet in the self-tailer, and cranks the windless to set the jib.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam adjusts the main sheet to match the point of sail. “As always, good job, team!" Sam says with a smile. Sam, CJ, and Tylor do a three-way fist bump to celebrate their perfect tack.
    

    
      
    

    
      While holding the wheel, Sam takes a step back from the helm as he says, “Ty, you have the helm. Take us in.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Aye, Captain," says Tylor as he moves into position to take over the helm.  Once Taylor takes hold of the wheel, he tells Sam, “Hands on.”  In response, Sam announces, “Hands off.” Sam lets go of the wheel, and Tylor centers himself behind it. Tylor, a conscientious helmsman with countless hours of helm time, checks his surroundings, gauges, sonar, and radar.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Hot Stuff 
      has already entered Point Potrero Reach, a narrow waterway with shallow sides.  Tylor’s time at the helm will be short; however, with narrow fairways and tight quarters coupled with the changing breeze, Tylor’s skills will be needed.
    

    
      
    

    
      When Tylor took over as helmsman, he also inherited the skipper position, so the boat is now under his command. Even though he has done this many times, he does not take the responsibility lightly. As Tylor checks his gauges and scans for hazards, CJ steps up beside him.
    

    
      
    

    
      “I saw you staring at that building again.” CJ quietly probes Tylor, “What’s up with that?
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor quietly replies, “I don’t know.  I’ve never had this kind of feeling before.  It’s more like an end-of-the-world feeling than a fall off the cliff feeling.”
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ thinks to himself, ‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ But noting the seriousness of Tylor's tone, he tactfully asks for clarification: “I don’t get it.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Well, it seems like I am not the only target of whatever bad thing is going to happen, but that it will affect a lot of people.  And –” Tylor hesitates.
    

    
      
    

    
      “And what?, demands CJ.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor reluctantly continues, “I know this sounds weird, and it's super confusing, but it’s like our future is in the past.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ was hoping for a response he could understand but got a more cryptic answer than before.  He gives Tylor the ‘What are you talkin’ about?’ look as he asks, “What does 
      that
       mean?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Thoughts swirl around in Tylor’s brain with no beginning or end as he hopelessly searches for an answer.  After what, to CJ, seems like an eternity, Tylor breaks out of the quiet conversation and frustratedly blurts, “I don’t know!  It doesn’t make sense to me at all.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor searches his thoughts for an escape from whatever looms from the tower. The only plausible answer he can come up with is avoidance.  With increasing angst and volume, he stares into CJ’s eyes and explains wildly,  “Whatever it is, we don’t have to worry about it.  We have no reason to go into that stupid building anyway.”  He tries to believe what he says but knows that the conflict he senses is inevitable.  Tylor breaks his stare when CJ takes a step back. CJ is alarmed at Tylor’s uncharacteristic venting.   
    

    
      
    

    
      With his mind now grasping at straws, Tylor tries to dismiss the truth. He stares forward, breaking all eye contact, and unconvincingly, almost under his breath, stutters, “It’s . . . it’s just a feeling.  Nothing that you need to worry about.”   Looking away from CJ, he wipes an unexpected tear from his cheek.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor realizes that his response was way too aggressive and becomes embarrassed.  He also knows that he now has everybody's attention, which is what he didn’t want.  Not wanting to prolong the discussion further and elicit more curiosity from the aft cockpit, he takes a deep breath, holds it for a second, and regains his composure with a slow, deliberate exhale.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking back at CJ, Tylor quietly apologizes, “Sorry, CJ, I didn't mean to yell.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ knows that Tylor must be very conflicted about his feelings and accepts the apology. “Hey, it’s fine. It must be frustrating. We’re cool,” he pats him on the shoulder. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Acting as if nothing happened, Tylor politely asks, “CJ, would you please take forward lookout? We have some blind corners ahead.”
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ hasn’t seen Tylor that worked up in a long time.  His concern for his little brother is balanced by his confidence that Tylor will seek assistance when appropriate. He responds in a calm, professional manner,  “Aye, Skipper.  Forward lookout.”  He gives Tylor a pat on the back before heading forward.
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor has had premonitions before.  They are usually ‘feelings’ that predict some sort of mishap like being late to an event or a minor injury from a fall - nothing of any magnitude.  CJ can tell that this is different.  He can see fear in Tylor’s eyes, and that worries him.  On his way forward, CJ mutters to himself, “Something’s going to happen . . . No, something 
      big
       is going to happen.  Ty’s premonitions have never been wrong.  Never.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam, who was tinkering with sail trim, didn’t hear the first part of the conversation but, along with the rest of the boat, certainly heard the last part.  He walks up behind Tylor, puts both hands on Tylor’s shoulders, and carefully asks, “Ty, you okay?”  
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor turns his head to face Sam, “Yeah.  Sorry.  I just got a little frustrated for a second, but I’m good now.  Thanks.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam gives Tylor a big back hug. “If you need a break, let me know.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor nods his head as Sam releases him.  Sam knows that Tylor is unusually stressed about something and that now is not the time to discuss it.  Tylor knows Sam is genuinely concerned about him and that Sam is graciously giving him room to process whatever issue he is dealing with.  They exchange smiles, acknowledging each other’s position on the matter.  Sam sits behind the helm station as a sign of passive support.  Sam’s choice of seats doesn’t go unnoticed by Tylor, who is somewhat comforted by it.  
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ sees a boat mast moving in the Richmond Point Harbor.  It is slowly making its way to the harbor exit into Potrero Reach.  He knows that the boat is not a concern for them, but to help defuse Tylor’s anxiety by changing focus, CJ points to the boat and calls back to Tylor, “Skipper! Sailboat under power leaving Point Richmond Harbor.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor looks to CJ to see where he is pointing and then to port, where he sees the boat's mast above the breakwater wall as it moves toward the harbor opening. 
    

    
      
    

    
       “Got it!” Tylor shouts back. “Thanks! Good eye.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor intentionally focuses on the boat to distract himself from that ‘other topic.’  He wonders about the boat's destination as it leaves the harbor. It won’t be long before the bay is socked in with near-zero visibility.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Running in the fog is scary and dangerous, even with sonar and radar.  Add to that the Oakland cargo shipping traffic and suicide might best describe the nature of the voyage on which they embark.  Oddly, Tylor did not sense any mishap as the boat passed port-side toward the bay.  His thoughts are no longer on the Oakland tower as he says a quick prayer of protection for the boat headed out.
    

    
      
    

    
      The afternoon has deepened to evening.  The sun loses influence in the Sacramento Valley, so the wind decreases, the sails lose shape, and the boat slows down to crawl.  As luck would have it, this happens at one of the worst places on their route home, the Potrero Turn.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Potrero Turn is a relatively quiet area, but it is the turning basin for large ships that dock here. Blocking this area is unprofessional, shows poor seamanship, and, at the very least, is impolite. Tylor would prefer to avoid having his colors (sailing suit) be seen causing trouble on the water. That would embarrass himself and the team.
    

    
      
    

    
      Because of his sailboat racing experience, he is unfazed by the sudden lack of wind. Instinctively, Tylor calls the crew to action: “Let’s furl the sails, boys!” is his booming command. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam and CJ reply, almost in unison, ”Aye, Skipper.  Furl the sails.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Typically, on a boat like this, there are many additional commands, such as ‘ready this and do that,’ but since this crew performs these tasks like clockwork, the skipper only needs to use a single command. The sails are furled in no time, and the boat is under power, headed to its home slip at Richmon Inner Harbor.
    

    
      
    

    
      In the aft cockpit, the adults are having a conversation.  Trish, Bill, and Susan are sitting around the table.  The table has a couple of books, an assortment of snacks, a vegetable tray, some beverages, and a pair of binoculars, among other things.  Bill’s beverage of choice is beer, while the women have their ever-present, insulated water bottles, complete with straws.
    

    
      
    

    
      Since his furling task is completed, Sam will have time to visit with the other adults.  Sitting at the table, he makes eye contact with Bill and points to the beer. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill gives a slight nod of understanding and slides a small ice chest over to Sam.  Bill continues his conversation, “It sounds rather interesting.  So this guy.” He looks at Trish, waiting for her to finish his sentence. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish 
      obliges using air quotes, 
       “ ‘This guy’ is Dr. Robert Owens, from Prescott Memorial Hospital in Ohio.  The hospital is part of the Children’s Hospital Network, and he is a director on the board of both the hospital and the network.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan adds, “The network is developing a plan for a camp for kids and their families.  The target group is kids with prolonged medical treatments.  Since the kids have to stay within quick access to specialized care, and their families sometimes live thousands of miles away, the kids have no place to stay except the hospital.  They get so depressed.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill chimes in, “I can see why.  Even just a couple of days of hospital food will depress anyone.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish non-aggressively hits Bill in the arm for the offense of him taking this issue too lightly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “Seriously,” Susan admonishes Bill.  Susan is interested in helping with this project and gives Bill a look, suggesting that he ‘grow up.’  Bill accepts the admonishment with a grimace.
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan continues, “So, the doctors at this children's hospital found that the recovery time was nearly cut in half when the kids get a mental break from the hospital.  This plan, somehow, gets the kids, their families, and medical staff out in the woods for a week of camping.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam is skeptical of the practicality, “Sounds good, but how’re they going to do that?”   Envisioning a caravan of more than a dozen ambulances. “Seems like a logistical nightmare.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I don't have any idea," Susan confesses. “I'm sure they’re still trying to figure that out themselves.  But first, they need a place to set up camp.  That's where Trish comes in.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish, Sam’s wife, is a lawyer and executive at one of Western states' highest-rated real estate offices, specializing in title and trust cases. She became the go-to person for these cases when she interned at a title company during her college work experience. The office staff where she worked found the task of title search tedious and difficult, especially regarding surveyor legal descriptions.  Language like, ‘The SE quarter of the NE half of the SE quarter of Section 15, T23N R6W’ was as easy for her to interpret as a first-grade storybook.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Her title skills improved as she continued her education in real estate law. As soon as she passed the bar, the top companies head-hunted her. Since she had her pick of companies, she chose the best one near her hometown of Folsom, California.  That’s where she met Sam.
    

    
      
    

    
      Among other duties, Sam was assigned point man for the fire department when a large or complicated event needed someone to field calls from outside agencies or companies. As the PIO (Public Information Officer), he would coordinate releasing confidential and public information to the proper requesters and schedule site walk-throughs when appropriate. It was during one of these walk-throughs that Sam and Trish met. The issue was the ownership of the property where the fire started.  Sam claims their first meeting is when ‘Trish started his fire.’  Bill groans every time he hears it.
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan looks over to Trish and hands off the conversation to her.  Trish supports the project, but because she was dragged in without much say, she looks at Susan rather sternly before continuing the conversation.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Rather conveniently, Sue dropped my name to this exploratory committee as someone in real estate law." Trish explains, “And I just happened to be right here near the 
      possible
       location.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam gets a beer out of the small ice chest and displays it to Trish in a playful gesture in hopes of a favorable outcome to his present query. He quietly asks Trish, “Hun, you driving?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish replies, acknowledging the beer, quietly back to Sam, “Sure, but you owe me.”  She picks up her water bottle and playfully tilts it side to side to show Sam that she has been drinking water the whole trip.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam indirectly thanks her with a devilish smile and a wink: “I'll pay you back, don’t worry.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill rolls his eyes at the innuendos before refocusing on the conversation. Responding to Trish’s emphasized ‘possible,’ he asks, “Possible? Why is this only possible? Shouldn’t that have been their first concern?”
    

    
      
    

    
      A call from Tylor at the helm stops the conversation, “Fenders out!  Make ready to tie up port-side.”
    

    
      
    

    
      From the bow, CJ answers back, “Taking the bow. Port Side fenders, aye!”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam calls to the helm as he gets up from the table, “Taking the stern. Port side, aye!”  Turning to the others at the table, he says, “Let’s finish this after we get secured.” He hurries to the stern locker, retrieves the fenders, and prepares to dock.
    

    
      
    

    
      With a barely audible hum from the electric motors, the boat serenely enters the harbor. The once strong breeze is now scarcely a zephyr, and the water has become smooth as glass; however, the crew and passengers are not so serene.  
    

    
      
    

    
      The Boys’ minds are buzzing with cyclical thoughts.  CJ is still wondering what exactly went wrong with his date planning.  “Was it the choice of the movie?  Maybe she wanted to eat at a restaurant –”
    

    
      
    

    
      Tylor fights to keep thoughts of the Oakland tower premonition from gaining prominence in his conscious mind, ”Did the boat make it across the bay?  I didn’t hear any radio traffic about issues –”
    

    
      
    

    
      Each adult ponders the situation with the children’s hospital from their unique perspective.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      [The Trip]
    

    
      The evening lull of the daily wind change is transitioning into an offshore 
      zephyr
       while  CJ and Tylor finish tying Hot Stuff into her slip. The adults in the aft cockpit resume their previous discussion, which was interrupted by the docking procedures.
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan explains the details of Dr. Owens's letter: “That's what I've been talking to Trish about. This Owens guy is looking into an old family rumor about some land they have in the mountains toward Reno.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill, skeptical when the undeclared ’they’ is used, interrupts, “Who is ‘they’? The hospital?  Or maybe the Owens Family?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish, matter-of-factly, “I’m not completely sure of the connection, but it seems to be the Owens family’s property.  The property will be donated to the Children’s Hospital if a clear title is secured. Owens doesn’t have much to go by, just a family name of Creighton, a survey legal description that puts the property just this side of the summit, and a date range back in November of 1877.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan begins unfolding a topo map on the table. “That’s why, in November, Sam will spend two weeks in a cabin up in the hills. The boys are going up for a few days, too.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan draws a large circle on the now-unfolded map with her finger and explains, “It’s in this area marked Restricted Territory on the topo. That whole area is the disputed property. For some reason, back in the day, a judge suspended ownership rights and put use restrictions on the land for 150 years.  It was a very unconventional ruling, but it withstood several challenges.  Since the time is almost up, everybody is scrambling to get their hooks into it, especially the land and timber investment groups.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Feeling left out of this new adventure, Bill complains, “What about me? Don’t I get to go?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam exaggerates his motions to rile Bill a little. He lies back in his seat to get more relaxed and comfortable. “Nope. Not this time, buddy. It’s just me and the boys. Somebody,” he hesitates and intently stares at Bill, pointing at him with his eyes. “. . still has to work.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill downplays his time-restrictive burden, “In just sixteen more shifts, I'll be a bum like you.” Bill pauses as he sips his beer, “But who’s counting?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “A bum?" Sam retorts. At first, he is slightly offended to be called a bum, but after brief consideration, he has to agree: “Probably. . .But, like me? Not quite.”  
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam readjusts himself into a more relaxed seating attitude: “It’ll take months of practice.” He repositions  the hat he is wearing to mostly cover his eyes and places his hands behind his head: “But don’t worry; I’ll help you through it.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan asks Trish, “Will they ever grow up?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish gives Sam a little hug and smiles, “I hope not. At least not too much.”  Sam reveals his true childish nature.  While looking over Trish's shoulder, he smiles rebelliously at Susan.  As Trish breaks her hug on Sam, he kisses her on the cheek.  Susan rolls her eyes and chuckles at Sam’s display.  Sam’s expression shows total satisfaction with his performance.
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill is used to the public display of affection that Sam and Trish routinely practice.  He usually feigns disgust at their PDA as a breach of etiquette; however, because the new project piques Bill’s curiosity, he ignores them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill asks, “So Trish, what's next with this camp project that everybody—except me—has a role in?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I have to finish a title search, check tax records, and all that legal stuff,” replies Trish. “It may take a while because all the old records are on microfiche. I haven't used one of those machines in years. Fortunately, Sam and the boys have schedule conflicts until November, so I have some time to get it all ready.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill knows, all too well, that people who volunteer for a little task somehow do all the work and incur substantial out-of-pocket expenses that go unreimbursed. Bill asks poignantly, “So, who's paying for all this?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Sam's volunteering for the time in the hills. . as if I had to twist his arm for that one," replies Trish, looking in Sam’s direction.  She knows that Sam loves the outdoors and adventures.  Sam smiles at the thought of going on an adventure and that Trish fully accepts his love of the outdoors.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish continues, “The legal expense for the land acquisition is on the hospital in Ohio. The hospital’s board seems to have a keen interest in making this happen. They’ll send someone out to manage the facility if everything works out.  Sue’s hospital has tentatively agreed to be the Sacramento portal.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam says in a practical tone, “It sounds like a cool idea, and I’m all for it, but it’ll take a lot of work. I hope it will work out.”   Sam pauses. He starts to feel that the conversation is getting too serious as if discussing a chore instead of an adventure. He raises his beer to heighten spirits and add excitement to the mission, “Wish us luck.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill raises his beer, “Luck!”  Sam and Bill clink cans, toasting to their unknown adventure.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      [Not Little Kids Anymore]
    

    
      The boys have finished securing the boat, straightened the foredeck, and now go into the cabin to clean up the galley.
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill, gesturing toward the boys, "Sure have grown up."
    

    
      
    

    
      Looking at them, Susan speaks proudly, "I’d say they’ve grown up rather well!”  Nodding her head toward Sam and Trish, she said, “In part, thanks to you two." 
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish agrees, "You know we think of them as our own. Lord knows, if we . .” She looks at Sam to include him in the ‘we,’ “were meant to have kids; we’d have had ‘em by now."
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam adds, "Not that we haven't tried.  We haven’t told anyone this yet, but we started to look into adopting.  Not a baby, we’re too old, but who knows?"  Sam squeezes Trish’s hand and gives her a wink. Trish gives him a playful push away.  Expectedly, Bill rolls his eyes.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Spending time with our nephews is almost like having kids of our own," proclaims Trish. “Well, we do get to have the boys whenever we want. And, the nice thing is, we can also return them whenever we want, just like we found ‘em.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill, in an unexpected negative tone, “Not exactly!” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Everybody looks at Bill, perplexed. There is a pregnant pause, and then Bill starts his list of examples showing why they are not ‘just like we found them,’ “CJ’s shoulder was black and blue for a week after he got second in the Junior Long-Range rifle competition that Trish signed him up for.  And how about Tylor’s sprained ankle last ski season and the black eye he got from the Taekwondo competition? Remember, Trish got them started in skiing and Taekwondo when they each turned four. Let’s not forget all the bruises and stuff CJ got learning to race that Hobie Cat Sam bought him.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam and Trish sit speechless because they cannot deny the ‘charges’ brought against them.
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan chimes in, “And Tylor’s tetanus shots—for the barbed-wire fence while riding the ATVs and the time he got the nail in his foot while doing the geo-caching with Sam.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill adds, “Not to mention the poison oak CJ gets from the camping and hunting expeditions on which you two take them.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam, desperately breaking the chain of incidents, puts his hands in the air, “Hold on, hold on. There might have been a minor scratch here or there, but we do have fun!”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill counters, “And 
      we
       
      get stuck with the doctor and food bills. Do you have any idea how much two teenage boys eat in a month?”
    

    
      
    

    
      They all get a good laugh. It becomes quiet as they sit back and recollect the fun they’ve had over the years.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      [Trip Planning]
    

    
      Sam breaks the silence, “Uhh, Yeah, anyway, can't wait for them to join me for a few days.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish is surprised they are traveling separately, “They're not going up with you?
    

    
      
    

    
      “Naw, they have finals until Tuesday of that week, so they'll come up early Wednesday morning,” explains Sam. “I'm planning to get there on Sunday afternoon. Some work will probably be needed to get the cabin in shape so we can stay there.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam raises his voice, directing forward to CJ and Tylor, who are hanging out at the helm. “Boys, it will likely be a little snowy during our trip. Pack your long johns.”
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ acknowledges, “Yeah, okay. I'll bring some snow shoes too. What’s the elevation?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam answers, “About forty-two hundred feet. You’ll have to take one of the UTVs up to the cabin from about thirty-four hundred.  I’ll have the shop put the tracks on and winterize them before then.”
    

    
      
    

    
      CJ is pleased, “Good!  Thank you, Uncle Sam.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Susan looks at Sam, “What’s good about that?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam and Bill respond together: “No poison oak!”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish adds, “One less thing to worry about.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trish surveys the weather conditions: "It's Starting to get a little cool out.”  She rubs her hands together to warm them up. She then reaches into her bag and retrieves a new pair of gloves, which still have the plastic tie to keep them together. She hands the gloves to Sam, who accepts them matter-of-factly,  for assistance in getting them separated.
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam takes out an old pocket knife with a white squirrel inlay on the handle. He uses it to cut the tie on the gloves, then promptly returns them to Trish: “Warm gloves for the lovely lady.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill sees Sam’s knife: “Still got that old knife?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam closes it and puts it back in his pocket: “Sure, works like a champ.”
    

    
      
    

    
      The discussion about the knife triggers, in Sam, a fond memory of when he got the knife.
    

    
      
    

    
      Flashback to Sam’s childhood, Sam is ten years old.  He is along a river bank with fishing gear around him and is trying to break a fishing line. An old man offers him a pocket knife.  While accepting the knife, Sam notices the man wearing an unusual amulet. Sam uses the knife and then thanks the man as he tries to return the knife.  The old man refuses to accept it.  He says, "Keep it. I’m sure it will come in handy.  Maybe you could pass it down to your kid someday."  Sam echoes the old man's words in his head, “You could pass it down.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam did not know the old man. He didn’t know where the man came from or where he went, and Sam never saw him again. It was a minor event, but Sam remembers it clearly. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill playfully mocks Sam, “You old Boy Scouts are all the same. Always have the right tool, quick with the wise sayings, and ready for anything. Oh, and helpful, too, right?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Sam is beaming like he was just called a hero, “Of course, it’s just the way we are.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill points to a small cooler that escaped Sam’s notice earlier, “Then why don't you get me that last beer?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Playing with the mockery, Sam reaches for the cooler with a half-hearted salute, “Yes sir, Captain Bill.”
    

    
      
    

    
      As Sam opens the cooler, he is sprayed with a shaving cream bomb. Everyone in the aft cockpit, including Sam, laughs as he is covered in shaving cream.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Bill, grinning from ear to ear,  “Gotcha!”
    

    
      
    

    
      The boys hear the commotion and look back to see the action. They laugh and, in unison, spout,  “Good one, Dad!”
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      [Planting Poison]
    

    
      Sunday, 12 Nov 2017. 
    

    
      It is early evening on a crisp, clear, cold winter day. Snow is on the ground about three inches deep, muting forest sounds. Since this is just inside the restricted territory boundary, except for two interlopers, no one else is around.
    

    
      
    

    
      The two trespassers, facing opposite directions, dressed in winter clothes, are standing on train tracks. The immediate area is the terminus of an abandoned railroad track in the forest. A couple of timbers across the track show that this is the end. The only footsteps in the snow are from the two men standing on the tracks.  About 50 feet beyond them is a squirrel digging in the snow. 
    

    
      
    

    
      A loud gunshot shatters the silence. Dirt and snow fly near the squirrel. The startled squirrel scampers off into the forest and up a tree.  From his safe perch, the squirrel barks with impunity at the shooter, announcing to others the threat below.
    

    
      
    

    
      James turns around and hits Charles on the arm, “Knock it off, you idiot! No one is supposed to know
    

    
      we’re up here.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Embarrassed by the scolding and poor marksmanship, Charles puts the gun away.  James hands Charles a bottle of blue-colored water and motions him to two spots in the snow where some liquid had previously been poured.  James gets out his cell phone and calls as Charles pours circles around the two spots.
    

    
      
    

    
      In a large, well-appointed office, an executive desk with a tall-backed leather chair faces the glass wall that is a window to the San Francisco Bay. The muffled buzz of a cell phone gently intrudes into the silence.
    

    
      
    

    
      The chair turns toward the desk, revealing a tall but overweight man in his forties.  Opening the desk's top drawer and selecting the buzzing phone from among half a dozen others, Mr.Thadeous Wilson gruffly answers the phone, “What’s up?”
    

    
      
    

    
      James, on the phone, “All done, sir.”
    

    
      
    

    
      With a satisfied grin, 
      Wilson hangs up his phone, removes the SIM card, and puts it into the shredder near his desk. 
    

    
      
    

    
      James hangs up his phone and puts it in his pocket. Following their footprints, the men leave the area on a path through the woods. Halfway down the path, Charles informs James, “I gotta take a piss,” as he stops to urinate. James walks a few steps more, then stops and waits for Charles. James fiddles with his phone until he gets a song playing (
      We Built This City
      ).  After finishing, Charles quickly walks to catch up with James, and they continue out the same path on which they came in.  
    

    
      
    

    
      Unknown to the two errand men, a figure is among the trees watching them. Wac ih a’, the property’s caretaker, is wearing white and gray camouflage and has been recording the actions of the two trespassers.
    

    
      
    

    
      Back in Oakland, Mr. Wilson gets out of his sizeable executive chair and stands at the window of his 32nd-floor corporate office building, which is situated just inland of Oakland Harbor. As he gazes at the cityscape of San Francisco across the bay, he puts his hands in his pockets, rocks slightly on his feet, and chuckles quietly. He is pleased almost to giddiness about how his plan is coming to fruition.
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