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      To my fine sons Erik and Ian. For the many adventures we have shared.
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      The moments that define us are scattered through the routine of uneventful days. These impressions leave a photo history in our minds and a guideline of ethics and understanding that propel us along our life’s path. In some families, this is a shared journey from generation to generation, never ending.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

      

    

    
      Zane listened until the room came fully into focus. The waxing moon cast a dim light through the clutter of clothes and bedding. He placed his feet onto the cold wood floor. With his bare arm, he pushed the condensation from the window, sending rivulets of water coursing into puddles on the wooden ledge.

      He scanned the moonlit junipers and scrub brush that sent dark shadows onto the patchy grass of a yard. Stroking his long black hair from his face, he looked at the clock and decided to let Sara sleep awhile longer. The floor of the drafty old house squeaked as he walked down the hall to the living room.

      After feeding some dry pine into the wood stove and blowing life into the last glowing embers, he reluctantly stepped into a cold shower. The icy water shocked his muscles, chasing the last vestige of sleep from his oak solid body. As he dried and dressed, he heard Sara picking up the house as she worked her way toward the kitchen.

      The peaceful routine of the morning thinly veiled the tension, heavy in the room. Today would be the beginning of an extraordinary adventure for Zane and Sara’s sons. It had taken them thirteen years to come to this moment. Zane was responsible for the education of his sons. During his youth, his grandfather had given him a knowledge that few men shared. Most of the lessons were basic life skills like patience or respecting your elders and the world around you. But some took him into isolated and foreboding places where he learned to deal with difficult and sometimes desperate situations.

      Sara did not share his dream for their sons. Learning the skills and traditions of their father’s tribe was never part of her plan. She thought it was not reasonable for her young sons to be subjected to the hardships that Zane proposed. Every year there were news stories of grown men, who went missing while hunting and were later found dead from exposure. Her sons were just children.

      Through the years Sara endured and adapted as much as she could to the cultural differences in the raising of their children. She had been naïve to the hardships of an intercultural marriage, but she loved Zane. She also knew there was no better teacher than Zane. He would not be careless with their sons. The boys had been hunting and fishing since they were little children. Their time in the woods with their father and his friends was as natural to them as spending time playing baseball was to other boys. No matter her objections, Sara felt she could not deny her sons their father’s heritage and she’d given her consent.

      The frost crunched under Zane’s feet as he went to stow gear in the truck. A tall jackrabbit watched him work from his perch in the middle of the long gravel driveway. The approaching dawn pressed the cold closer to the earth, and Zane warmed his hands in his pockets. The boys’ bikes were lying in the yard and the archery target with their practice arrows scattered across it was tucked into the edge of the buck brush. His sons were still boys, but they were ready to start moving in a direction that would take them to their place amongst the men.

      This would be the first time Zane would let them reach out as far as they dared. They would make decisions that resulted in real consequences. He had faith in his sons, but he knew that they would be exposed, and anything could happen. If they made a wrong choice, he may not be able to save them.

      The fear of losing one of his sons swelled as a sick pain in the hollow of his gut. The danger was real, but Zane knew that going was the only way to find out if his sons were ready for a survival trip in the high timber. The lessons he learned when his grandfather had taken him to search for his place in the world spoke to him every day.

      The skills and knowledge are a sacred trust, Zane thought. “If I don’t teach my sons, the wisdom of my grandfather will be lost to The People.”

      Zane knew the hearts of his sons. He knew they were strong in the spirit and excited for the challenge. He prayed every day that the spirits of their ancestors would protect them, and the mountains would call to them. Zane, committed to their education, believed in his heart that they would embrace whatever lay ahead and see it through to the other side. They were ready.
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      Zane turned on the light in his sons’ room. “Come on, guys. Time to get up.”

      Springing to life, the two sinewy, long-haired boys pitched themselves from their beds and started pulling on their clothes.

      Zane took another load to the truck then checked his list. He had packed almost everything the night before, after the boys had gone to bed. In addition to the regular camping equipment, Zane included leather clothes and boots that he had made. They had taken him weeks to cut and hand stitch. He had worked on them after the boys were asleep, so they would be a surprise.

      The boots were his design. They were thick enough to protect against snake bites, and snug enough to give good support and a comfortable walk. The pants and breech clouts were traditional Nez Perce. They were made from hides from past hunts, including the deer that the boys had shot last fall.

      Joseph pulled on a black T-shirt and sweatshirt and then pushed his hair out of his face.

      “Ty, what do you think Dad’s going to let us take? A survival trip in the mountains is going to be cold. Do you think we can bring our pack boots?”

      “I hope we don’t need them,” Ty said. “I hope I get a pair of boots like Dad’s.”

      Joseph thought his father would probably let them wear their packs. He wanted the leather boots, too, but he really would rather have warm, dry feet, and he knew he could trust his packs if they were going into the snow.

      “I’m taking my normal stuff. Unless Dad says I can’t.”

      “Me, too, then, but I sure hope I get a pair of Dad’s boots.”

      “Boys, you’d better hurry up,” Sara said as she walked into their room. “Your father is about ready to go. What do you want for breakfast?”

      “Cereal,” Ty said.

      “Same for me,” agreed Joseph.

      “Well, if that is what you want. But I’m making bacon, potatoes, and eggs for your father. You guys hurry up. You know how anxious your father gets when he is ready to go. I think he is in one of his ‘we’re outta here’ moods,” Sara said as she returned to the kitchen to prepare breakfast.

      Sara was busy working when Zane wandered into the kitchen. “That smells great, sweetheart.” He filled his salt container and slipped it into a leather pouch.

      “You take care of my babies,” Sara said, tears in her eyes.

      “The boys will be fine.” Zane kissed and held his wife. “We will be out of touch for about two weeks. I’ll call you as soon as we get out. The maps I left on my desk show exactly where we’ll be, and how we plan to walk out. I’ll have the pilot call if we need to make any last-minute changes in plans.”

      “Pilot,” Ty said, walking into the kitchen. “Joseph,” he yelled, “we’re going to fly in!”

      Joseph trotted into the kitchen. “Cool. Where are we going? Alaska?”

      “You’ll know soon enough,” Zane said, winking at Sara to reassure her. “Now, eat your breakfast and kiss your mom good-bye. We need to get rolling.”
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      From Bend, Oregon to the Idaho border was about a four-hour drive. Zane loved every mile. The memory of wild Oregon filled his mind. Most of his life, he had hiked and hunted this beautiful country. Every foot of it either brought forth great memories of past trips or the promise of a new adventure.

      As they drove through Vale at the Idaho border, Zane remembered the great pheasant hunts of his childhood. It was different now. Only rich city boys could hunt here. Trying to hold onto their land in hard financial times, the local farmers and ranchers had sold the hunting rights to their fields. Even their own sons couldn’t hunt there any longer.

      After a few years, the wild birds learned that they could find sanctuary from the local hunters in the fields leased to the out-of-towners. The people who leased the hunting rights seldom showed. The overcrowded birds developed diseases, and the wild pheasants nearly died out. Now, the farmers stocked the fields with pen-raised birds they released in the mornings when the hunters showed up. Nice, slow, chicken-like pheasants. Even city boys could hit them.

      Civilization comes to the country, Zane thought as he drove across the border into Idaho. Idaho is a wonderful state. Like Oregon, it cares for its wild areas with the same regard as it cares for its people.

      By late afternoon, they headed northeast along the Lochsa River. The sweet crisp smell of spring rushed through the open windows of the truck. Warmth radiated through the windshield and the stiff ride of the old Ford Bronco rocked them down the road with daydreams of good days ahead. Beside them, the river crashed and rolled through the canyon.

      “Boys,” Zane said, “look at this world around us. God lives here.”

      

      Ty couldn’t believe this was happening. He was out of school a month early. It meant he would need to attend summer school, but for only three weeks. Today, he was free and on his way to another adventure. When he laid back and thought about the outstanding moments of his life, the trips with his dad were his best memories. Even back when he was three years old, he would ride on his father’s shoulders while they hunted for rabbits.

      Hunting and fishing meant something new and exciting around every turn, and Ty couldn’t get enough of it. He already knew he wanted to be a hunting guide when he grew up. That way, he and Dad could go on trips whenever they wanted. Joseph would come, but he didn’t really like the kill that much. He liked to fish, though, and he could track an animal almost as good as Dad.

      Ty hoped that one day he would be able to see the slight disturbances on the trails and know what they meant like Joseph could. But he had his skills and knew that he would be a better hunter than Joseph when they got older. Ty knew he wanted it more than Joseph.

      He didn’t always understand Joseph’s thinking, but he loved his big brother and was always proud of him. On this trip, Ty was not just relieved; he was thrilled to have Joseph along. This was not like other hunting trips. Dad had talked about past survival trips; long frozen days survived only because of marathon walks with little to no food. He would need Joseph’s help if Dad left them alone. Ty would never admit it, but the thought of being really alone in a remote place filled him with a fear that made his stomach lurch into his throat.

      Zane pulled over and stopped. “We’ll camp here tonight, guys.”

      “Yes! Get me out of this truck!” Ty said as he and Joseph piled out into the gravel parking area above the river.

      “Hallelujah, I’ve been wanting out all day! What’s this place famous for?” Joseph asked, walking toward a bronze plaque mounted into an overgrown stone monument.

      “There is a hot spring one-quarter of a mile up the trail on the other side of the river. It’s called Jerry Johnson Hot Springs. The local people have been using it for thousands of years. It is one of my favorite places. You guys are going to love it. All you need is sleeping bags; I’ll get everything else. If you want to fish, get your poles and tackle. They are behind the seat. If you guys get lucky, keep enough for breakfast. We already have food for dinner.”

      The boys ran across the narrow bridge over the churning water and stashed their sleeping bags in the brush next to the trail. With only an hour or so before dark, they wanted to get down to the river.

      Zane loaded his pack and headed toward the trail. “Don’t wade into the river, boys. It has a stronger current than you might think.”

      Zane followed the well-worn trail along the creek toward the springs. Deep in the canyon the long shadows weaved into a cool carpet of damp earth. Zane enjoyed the solitude of the lonesome afternoon shade.

      

      Joseph and Ty went straight down to the water’s edge. It was a beautiful sun-soaked late afternoon. The glare washed up the turbulent rushing current, giving a deceptively warm glow to the icy cold water. Joseph quickly scooted along the bank, turning over rocks to determine what insects the fish were currently feeding on.

      “We don’t have time for that,” Ty said. “I’m going to use my black and gold Panther Martin.”

      “Suit yourself, that should work fine, but I want to use some kind of a fly. I think I’ll use a rubber-legs followed by a black AP,” Joseph said, rummaging through his flies as he walked up along the bank. “We better stick together even though you’re using a lure, okay?”

      “Sounds fine to me.” Ty preferred to stick together. A couple of years ago, he had fallen into a river a lot like this one. Dad had to jump in after him. They had lost a whole bunch of gear, including Ty’s new fishing rod. It had scared him badly. When he hit the water, it took his breath away.

      He’d tried to swim, but the river’s bubbly mouth slipped up over his legs and, almost gently, swallowed him under. Then, as he bounced along, looking helplessly up through the foam at a distorted image of a bush limb reaching out over the water, his father’s strong hand had seized his shoulder and pulled him up into the air. He never wanted to experience that hollow, lost, helpless feeling again. Joseph could stay as close to him as he wanted.

      Joseph and Ty walked upstream. They weren’t the first people to fish in this stretch of the river this year. They could see the old worm containers and discarded fishing line, left by uncaring people. Their father had told them that these people suffered from a cultural disorder that made them think everywhere they went was a garbage dump, that life possessed no value and that wild things were just for killing.

      Two hundred yards upstream, they saw a giant old fir tree that had fallen out into the river. The water’s patient caress had pulled away the supporting earth, felling the regal giant. The branches now provided shade and diverted the relentless current into a swirling eddy for fish to rest from the constant press of the river.

      “This is where the fish live,” said Joseph. “I’m going over to above this tree and drift under it.”

      “Go ahead. Do you think I’ll spoil your drift if I cast out from here?”

      “No, go ahead. But you know what I’d do if I were you? I’d walk down that tree, find a safe place to sit down so you won’t fall off, then cast in toward the bank.”

      “I don’t know if I want to,” Ty started.

      “If you’re scared, I’ll go out there with you,” Joseph cut in.

      “No, I’m not scared. I can do it.”

      Ty was scared, but he wasn’t going to let Joseph know how ominous the turbulent black eddy looked to him. He also knew that if Joseph said the fishing was best away from the bank, chances were good he should fish away from the bank.

      Ty put down his small tackle box and carefully climbed past the rocks that had anchored the seventy-foot white fir into the cut bank above the water. The tree was a good three feet across where it had sprouted from the earth. With the bank another six feet high, Ty was looking at ten feet to the water. He glanced over and saw Joseph waiting to make sure he was all right. Branches pulling against the current gave rhythmic sway to Ty’s bridge out into the water. The pulse was a constant reminder that one day this river would have its way, and this great fir would succumb to its desire that everything join its quest to reach the ocean.

      Ty went fifty feet or so to where the trunk was one and a half feet across and still a little way above the water. The branches and top of the tree that rested in the water balanced and gave support from the current. Once Ty settled in, he felt quite comfortable. There were limbs to hold onto if he needed them and even one to lean back against.

      Ty looked up to let Joseph know that he was all set, but Joseph was busy drifting his line under the log Ty had crawled down.

      Joseph had waited until Ty was halfway down the tree and moving comfortably, then he walked upstream to where he could get a good drift under the tree. Joseph had a spinning rod with a six-pound test line. From the end of his line, he rigged on a four-foot long 4X fluorocarbon leader to a split shot, with a fourteen-inch leader to his rubber legs, then a 12-inch leader to his AP.

      Casting out to about twenty feet above the log, he watched his fly dip gently with the current under the log. His fly flowed with the current until it reached the shadow of the tree on the water, then suddenly with a shock and a lurch his pole sprang to life. An eighteen-inch brown trout swallowed the nymph and made a run for the underwater tangle of branches. Joseph didn’t have to set the hook. The fish hit the fly so hard, Joseph knew he had him.

      He held tension on the line as the fish pulled toward the fast water. It was the best fighting fish of his life. Running upstream, it took line and cleared the water three times before he managed to get it to the bank. It was the biggest trout he had ever caught. Joseph shouted in victory. He put his finger through the fish’s gills and held it up for Ty to see. Ty couldn’t look, he had one on himself.

      Ty saw Joseph with a fish on and thought, Man, I should have used a fly like Joseph. Looking up the log and realizing he had no time to make a change before dark, he settled down and cast up to about three feet from the bank and started reeling in. The lure hadn’t traveled ten feet when a twisting weight surged against his line. A hungry brown trout had attacked his lure and was headed for deep water. The fight was on! Ty struggled to stay on the log while battling the fish.

      The powerful underwater predator tried every trick to tangle the line or spit the hook. He ran for the heavy current then swept downstream, but Ty pulled him back to the eddy line. The thick bodied trout then ran toward Ty, trying to twist the hook out of his mouth, but Ty reeled fast and held tension. When the fight ended, Ty held up a sixteen-inch brown trout. Grinning from ear-to-ear, Joseph and Ty gave each other a thumbs up. Then, as quickly as they could, they cast in again to hook up a couple more.
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      Zane stood at the edge of the trees, closed his eyes and soaked in the smells of the conifers and the sound of the gentle sway of the aspen in the evening breeze. The trail was a peaceful walk along a small creek overhung with forest canopy that led to a suddenly open meadow with wisps of steam drifting up from the grass and rock. The hot mineral springs percolated up through the earth in wide marshy patches that trickled slowly to the creek.

      He walked to the far side of the meadow and down to the creek to his favorite camp area. He was the first person into this spot this season and the winter had pressed hard on the land. The fire ring was washed out and tree branches lay tangled after being dragged down by the heavy snow and wind.

      Zane prepared a level sleeping area free of rocks and debris, then laid out the ground covers for the sleeping bags. He gathered the firewood, made roasting sticks out of willow branches, then went to work repairing winter damage on one of the central pools. The hot springs had been used by the Native People for thousands of years. This had always been a place of peace and healing.

      The People would travel to these mineral baths and respect it as neutral ground where there was truce between all who rested here. The healing water rose up from the ground and mixed with the fresh clear stream. Year after year the areas where the hot springs poured up from the ground, the cool creek was mixed in to a desired temperature.

      Pools were made by stacking the river rock as deep as someone was willing to work. By the end of the summer, some of the pools had been improved by hundreds of people till they became as comfortable as any hot tub. Zane waded barefoot into the icy water and started moving rocks. The spring runoff had overrun the pools, scattering the rocks so there were only impressions where deep pools had once been. As the wall of rocks diverted the main thrust of the creek around the hot water rising from below, the water warmed, and the work became more pleasant. It took an hour before they could enjoy a warm soak.

      A half hour after dark, Joseph and Ty trotted up to Zane’s once peaceful fire. The two young men, drunk with adventure, proudly held their trophies aloft.

      “That was the best fishing I’ve ever done!” Joseph said.

      Ty yelled, “Look what I caught!” He held up the beautiful native trout.

      “We kept three. One for each of us,” Joseph said. “But I bet we threw back five or six. It was the best! Can we stop back here on our way home?”

      “Depends how things go, but at this point I kind of doubt it. Don’t worry; this is one of my favorite places. We’ll be back, but right now let’s cook up these nice elk steaks. Here are some baked potatoes. I cooked them last night. We will warm them by the fire. You guys watch your own, okay?”

      “I always burn my potatoes. Can you do mine?” asked Ty. “And I want to eat my fish. I’ll have my steak for breakfast. Okay?”

      “Yeah, that sounds good to me,” said Joseph. “I like to eat my fish before the spots fade.”

      “All right, we’ll have fish. But I want you guys to cook your steaks. We need to make a quick start tomorrow. Get to it, if you want to take a soak before bed. I also want to fill you in on where we’re going and what we’ll be doing.”

      The boys hurried down to the creek to clean the fish. They were filled with the thrill of the catch and eager to finally learn where they were going and how they would be spending the next two weeks.

      While Zane whittled on some small skewers to help hold the fish onto the roasting sticks, he thought back to the last time he was at these springs. In the pouring rain he rested in the hot water on a late August night. Lightning flashed frantically along the ridges on both sides of the creek. Zane had watched one bolt hit a tall white fir sending it into fiery fragments. The night looked like day and the thunder echoed through the canyon like cannons.

      The other people at the springs had all run for cover through the sheets of water when the lightning strikes walked across the meadow. Zane had always figured that when God was ready for him, no amount of running would change his destiny. And by God, that was the finest fireworks display Zane had ever seen. He looked for thunderheads in the star-filled sky and then turned his attention to mounding the coals to roast these most beautiful brown trout.
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      When he awoke, Zane looked up into the branches that draped low over their sleeping bags. He could see beyond the lowest branches. It would be light in another half hour. Zane slipped out of his bag and put on his pants. His neatly tied black hair lay to the middle of his back, the cold morning greeted him like an old friend. Zane liked the feeling of the morning dew washing across his bare feet, so he left his boots next to his sleeping bag and walked down to the creek.

      Thirty years ago, an old friend of his grandfather had told him if he bathed himself in cold water every morning, his body would stay hard and sickness would never linger in his bones. From that day, he had done a cold water wash every morning. He hated it, but old wisdom had prevailed. He was seldom sick, and his strength had only increased over the years.

      Knowing his friend’s Coyote nature, Zane had often wondered during these icy episodes if these supposed results were only a coincidence. He wondered if the old Shoshone would be laughing if he saw Zane splashing himself with icy water on these dark and frozen mornings.

      Zane thought about his grandfather almost every day of his life. His father had died in Vietnam when Zane was an infant. He and his mother lived in a small trailer on the Reservation in Lapwai, Idaho. She had never seemed to have much time for him.

      If it had not been for his grandfather, he would have felt alone in the world. He had never called his grandfather by his name; he was always Grandfather, a name spoken with respect, with reverence. To Zane he was a savior from a life of lonely desperation. More than that, his grandfather, who had been both warrior and healer before the devastation of the Nez Perce way of life had taught him the skills and language of their ancestors. He also taught Zane dignity and how to treat the world with respect.

      Zane was seventeen when his grandfather died. At one hundred and ten years old, Zane’s grandfather was a powerful source of history for the Nez Perce Nation. He had told Zane many stories during the time they had shared. He told about life when The People lived where they had always lived throughout Northern Idaho, and about how everything changed with the “Steal Treaty” in 1870.

      His grandfather told of their fight with the government soldiers and how The People ran into Montana till they got to the place the soldiers called Milk River, where they were exposed and surrounded. They could not fight without the risk of losing everyone. Only a few hundred People were left when they were sent away from their land like camp dogs. After seven years, some of The People were allowed to return to what was left of their land.

      Those People promised the exiled warriors that they would never be forgotten. They would remember what had happened, and The People would never forget them. Zane couldn’t imagine that a greater man had ever trod upon the earth than his grandfather.

      The boys were up at first light, getting their equipment together. After everything had been cleaned up and returned to a natural state, the boys headed for the road. Zane took one final moment to feel the morning sun on his face and to enjoy the peacefulness of the valley floor.

      Zane knew that the ancients honored these springs as a place of healing, free from war. It was a sanctuary of peace and comfort. Zane spread his arms wide and turned his palms open to the field. Joy spread through him like a wind crossing the grass. Zane smiled, gathered his things and then hurried to catch up to his sons.

      He had told the boys that they could bring everything they had in their pockets, their hunting knives, and no more. For clothes they could take their polar fleece jackets. Zane said he had everything else. So when the boys got back to the truck, they stowed their fishing gear and sleeping bags. Then they put everything they were allowed to take into a day pack.

      “This is a great spot, Dad. I want to stop on our way home,” said Ty.

      “Ty, this place will never be the same as it was last night. We will come back here, but don’t expect things to be the same. Each day brings its own magic. If I were you, I’d never fish that same pool again,” Zane said as he pulled onto the road heading toward Missoula, Montana.

      Ty wasn’t listening. As they drove off, he watched his tree stretching out into the ambling river. He remembered the power and run of the brown trout that had become entwined with his life the night before.

      

      Zane and the boys ate lunch in the truck. They enjoyed the northbound journey, wending their way along the Locksha River till it turned up into the mountain divide that separated Idaho from Montana. They arrived at the small airport outside of Missoula around midday. The sandwiches the boys ate for lunch sat heavily in their stomachs, nervous with anticipation of the flight that lay ahead.

      The pilot waited for them in his office. As Zane and the boys walked in, Mike stood and walked over to greet them.

      “You must be Zane Carter,” he said, putting out his hand. “I’m Mike Wallace.”

      “I’m glad to meet you in person, Mr. Wallace. Is everything ready to go?” Zane asked, shaking his hand.

      “You bet, and you can call me Mike. I flew over the lake last week. We should have no problem landing. The ice has melted back far enough that I can get you right up to the shore.”

      “Sounds great, Mike. I’d like you to meet my boys, Joseph and Ty.”

      “Nice to meet you, Mr. Wallace,” Joseph said, also shaking Mike’s hand.

      “Yeah, nice to meet you,” echoed Ty. “You’re going to land on a lake?”

      “That’s right. That’s my plane right over there. The best float plane anywhere around here,” Mike said. “You guys ready to go for a ride?”

      “We’re ready,” Zane said. “Do you have someone to shuttle my truck?”

      “My wife is around here somewhere. Let’s stow your gear. She should show up by then.”

      “Let’s do it, boys. Get your day packs and my black duffel. They’re right on top in the back.”

      The boys ran out to get the bags. Zane and Mike walked toward the plane.

      “Zane, this is the first time I’ve dropped people off with no real equipment. Most of the time, I have to tie things on the outside. Are you sure you don’t want me to at least fly over after a few days, or a week, to check on you guys? I’d do it for no extra money.”

      “No, Mike. I’d rather we stuck to the original plan. You drop us and shuttle our truck to the lake. I would also like to leave our street clothes with you in the plane to put in the truck. I don’t want the boys to have to spend the first night wet and cold if we have to wade to the shore.”

      “If that’s the way you want it. I made up a simple form for you to sign, so if they find you later, I won’t have to answer to your wife,” Mike said, handing Zane a single sheet of paper from the plane.
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"Never Lost beautifully captures the connection
between family, nature, and survival. Reading it
brought back memories of the summers I spent
with my grandmother in Yosemite, where we
honored the land in the same way the
characters do."

—Elmer Winfree, Elder of the Mono Tribe
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This is a work of fiction. References to real people, events,
establishments, organizations, or locales are intended only to
provide a sense of authenticity and are used fictitiously. All other
characters, and all incidents and dialogue are drawn from the
author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real.
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