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Chapter 1

Dana sat bolt upright in bed gasping for air, her heart racing. She stared into the darkness,
struggling to purge the nightmare from her head. The current was just too strong, and no matter
how hard she battled, the boat remained out of reach. She asked two white divers for help, but they
only laughed and proceeded to make the same tired jokes she’d heard a thousand times before
about the geoduck. She could see them perfectly, but how? They were under forty feet of water
shrouded in swirling sand and shredded seaweed frayed by the current.

She wiped the sweat on her forehead, pulled her soaked T-shirt away from the small of her
back, and reached for her phone. She fumbled it at first, having forgotten it was tethered to the
charging cord. The phone showed the time as one a.m. and her alarm was set for six a.m. She rolled
over and fussed with her pillow, but only managed a fitful sleep until the sun appeared in her
window.

“Shit!” she said under her breath, springing from her bed. She glanced at her dead phone on
the nightstand, the cord helplessly on the floor.

Dana had been working the geoduck season with determination and needed one more day to
meet her quota for the year. Maybe two, depending on her luck. The season was drawing to a close
and every day counted. Last year, she left a good portion of her pounds to other divers—those
were the tribal rules. Each tribal fisherman was given an allocation of pounds, and failure to fish
it by certain dates during the course of the season meant that another tribal member was given your
pounds.

She was determined not to let that happen again.



She would call Tom and Nephi from her car and tell them she was on her way. They would

wait, but it was an inauspicious start and she worried what the rest of the day might hold.
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Tom Reeves stared impatiently at his old pickup poised at the top of the driveway for backing
up. Nephi was in the driver’s seat, his head visible only as a silhouette in the rear window.

“Get off your phone, Nephi!” Tom hollered from inside the garage, breaking the morning
calm.

Still, not so much as a head nod from Nephi.

What the hell can he be looking at? It’s six thirty in the morning!

Tom started up the driveway to make his point clearer when Nephi stirred, followed by a quick
clank of the gears being set in reverse. Tom turned back, shaking his head and muttering something
unintelligibly profane about smart phones.

“Bring it back!” Tom yelled, and Nephi backed the truck up masterfully to within inches of
the trailer.

“All right! That’s good!” Tom said, wrestling the tongue of the trailer onto the hitch,
remembering to use his legs and not his back. He straightened and glanced at the tailgate, banged
up and faded to the point where FORD had nearly disappeared. Occasionally teased about the sorry
state of his old pickup, Tom’s response was quick and to the point: “Paint and chrome don’t get
you home.”

“Park it, Nephi!” he hollered, heading up the driveway. “I’m going to lock up!”



Tom stepped up to his door and pulled it shut while simultaneously turning the key, then
glanced at his dog spread out on the porch.

“Wanna go fishing, Murphy?”

The dog rose on all fours and momentarily appeared likely to go, but instead circled and
flopped back down on the deck with a deep sigh.

“Look at you,” Tom said. “I remember when you could spring into the bed of that truck from
a standstill. But that’s okay, ol’ fella. I guess there was a day when I could too. You stay home and
rest those old bones.”

Tom made his way to the truck and, when he got there, motioned for Nephi to slide over to
the passenger seat. Tom tapped the accelerator once. Twice. Then shifted the old rig into gear and
they were off to the boat launch.

Tom and Nephi found a party atmosphere at the launch lineup, the excitement undoubtedly
due to the record $21 per pound price for geoduck. But Tom was having none of it. A veteran of
the fishery, Tom knew the overexcited younger fishermen would do better with a little self-
restraint. There would be forgotten gas cans, hoses, fan belts, blowers, and compressor parts. You
could set your watch to it. Pleading for forgotten items would begin as soon as the fleet arrived at
the harvest area. Everyone knew not to call Tom for help, considered an old curmudgeon at this

point in his career.



For the uninitiated, the geoduck—pronounced gooey-duck—is a striking, if not offensive
underwater creature, bearing a not-so-subtle resemblance to an outsized male sex organ. The neck
of the clam can extend three feet, far too large to tuck itself inside its curiously diminutive end
shell that grows only six or so inches. Fundamentally uncovered its entire life, one wonders how
such a meaty animal survives in the brutal underwater ecosystem of Puget Sound, with everything
from sea lions to giant octopi surveying the seafloor for something to eat. But survive it does.
Found in the tide flats and just under the seafloor up to sixty feet below the surface, the geoduck
is relatively abundant in Puget Sound and coastal Canada. A typical lifespan is 140 years.

Tom had watched the geoduck fishery grow over the years. This year was particularly good.
Chinese buyers were snapping up as much as they could get their hands on. “The first thing that
happens when a poor man gets wealthy,” Tom would say, “is his diet improves. And in China,
eating is all about seafood. We can thank Nixon for making the Chinese—and us—wealthy,” at

which point he would hold up both hands sporting the trademark Nixon victory sign, puff out his



cheeks, and shake his head. The younger guys at the lineup had no idea what he was doing, but it
played great at the Senior Center.

“I’m getting a breakfast burrito from Herman, do you want one?”” Nephi asked. Herman and
his $3 burritos were a fixture at most openings. He would rise early, fry up a generous supply of
eggs, bacon, and ham, then wrap the food in individual flour tortillas.

“No thanks,” Tom said. “I don’t trust those things. I mean, he sells them out of his car for
Christ’s sake. No way that would fly with any outside the health department...”

Nephi knew that’s what Tom was going to say and was already on his way to join the others
at Herman’s car. He returned with two for himself.

“Where the hell is Two-For?” Tom asked, watching the sun break free of the Cascades and
rise over the tribal forest.

“She’ll be here,” Nephi said. “She’s running a little late.”

Tom was about the only one left who called Dana “Two-For,” a name she got back in her
teens from the one and only time she sold fireworks for the Fourth of July.

“You get two snakes for the price of one!” she would yell at the white people. “Two spinners
for the price of one over here!” This did little except annoy the other sellers who then started
teasing her with her own sales pitch.

“Well, she’s fortunate that we’re backed up like this,” Tom said, gesturing toward the line of
cars and boats. “She’s how old now? And she can’t make it on time?”

Tom’s irritation wasn’t to be taken too seriously. Tom viewed Dana not as just any itinerant
deckhand, but more like a daughter even though he couldn’t remember her age.

“Dana’s thirty-four,” Nephi replied.

“Is that right?”



“Nobody calls her ‘Two-For’ anymore,” Nephi added.

“Time flies, Nephi. Time flies. If she’s thirty-four now...let me see, that makes me...” He
shook his head and scratched the gravel with his toe.

Tom was sixty-six with a face matching his age, but a build that looked a decade younger. He
was of average height, perhaps five nine or so, with bushy eyebrows and brown eyes that were
turning hazel as he aged. His white hair was thick and neatly cut with a receding hairline like a
composed outgoing tide. His nose leaned Roman. It was crooked due to a fishing incident where
the sudden flop of a two-hundred-pound halibut caught his face flush, breaking his nose and
cheekbone. Deep face lines had formed on his wide bronze face, giving him the appearance of a
rugged Native seafarer that had weathered a few storms, on the water and in life.

Dana finally appeared at a distance on the beach, awkwardly jogging toward them with a full
backpack and a jacket tucked under her arm. She arrived out of breath. Dana knew Tom would
give her the silent treatment for being late. She decided to ignore him, walked directly to the boat,
then climbed aboard and disappeared into the cabin to store her gear. She emerged quickly, looked
over at Tom, and stuck her tongue out at him.

“Glad you could make it, Dana!” Tom said, ignoring the gesture.

“Thank you, Tom. And how are you, Nephi?”” Dana asked, looking at the lean young man. He
was letting his hair grow, she noticed, but it needed some tending. He was still a handsome twenty-
three-year-old. His skin was the color of cinnamon, his eyes dark. His nose was straight with
imperial Coast Salish nostrils. His chin was rounded, giving way to full lips and a strong jaw. He
was muscled, but not like a compulsive weightlifter. More like a construction worker.

Nephi was always polite, but he had an edge. And Dana knew he came about it honestly.

Nephi had been homeless in Tacoma before arriving on the reservation. He was born in Alaska to



a Tlingit mother who passed away when he was just eight. He never met his father, but he
remembered his mother telling him he was a Puget Sound Indian and had died in a fishing accident.

He bounced around between family members in Alaska. When discussions of foster care
surfaced, he took the Bellingham ferry to Washington State. He was fifteen on the streets of
Tacoma as an unaccompanied homeless youth, the name given to habitual runaways that the social
workers had grown tired of picking up and returning to their legal guardians.

Though he was living on the street, Nephi never missed school, mostly because of the free
lunches. To him, fish sticks and chocolate milk had to be better than anything at Tacoma’s finest
restaurant. One school day, he naively asked the school librarian if she would pay for a subscription
to a website that traced his ancestry through a DNA sample. To his surprise, the librarian agreed,
though Nephi could tell from her whispers that she was bending the rules a bit.

And that’s how Nephi found out he was part of a S’Klallam band of Indians on Port Gamble
Bay in Washington State.

The DNA website matched Nephi with Debra George, a S’Klallam woman in her forties living
on the reservation. The website said they shared a distant Indian ancestor who lived hundreds of
years ago. Nephi wasted no time calling Debra and after some discussion, Debra told Nephi his
father was Ty Jordan, a man who took her best friend to the senior prom in 1994 and had died
fishing “at least ten years ago. Maybe fifteen.”

Nephi stayed with Debra on the reservation while the tribe confirmed his ties to the tribe and
Ty Jordan. It was during the stay that Nephi recognized Debra’s struggle with pain pills. It was a
decade-long addiction, he learned, that caused her to lose custody of her kids. None of this mattered

to Nephi. To Nephi, Debra was a friend who had saved him from the streets.



Within a few months, Nephi was enrolled in the tribe, and soon thereafter got a job crewing
on Tom’s boat. And then one day Debra died from an overdose, and Nephi changed. Tom kept a
watchful eye on the grieving young man. He seemed to be getting better with time, but Tom had
recently told Dana that he feared Nephi was going to kill Melvin Purvis, the reservation drug dealer

rumored to have sold Debra the fatal dose.

“It looks like they’re ready for us to launch,” Tom said. “Let’s get out of here. This beach
gives me the creeps some days, and this is one of those days. I don’t want to get infected with any
funky spirits right before we go out...” He slapped the hood of the truck and gestured for Dana
and Nephi to grab the lines and get into position for launching.

The boat started with ease and they left Point Julia for the Straits. They were scheduled to
anchor at a spot near Port Townsend known for the bedeviling current, tumbling seaweed, and
sand clouds colluding to ruin visibility.

Now safely launched and in deep water, Dana looked back at the beach and remaining lineup
of fishermen waiting their turn to get in the water. So, Tom gets the creeps on Point Julia too, she

thought. There were times when she felt it, and other times she /eard it, something she never told



him or anyone. It was a peculiar din of voices, like in a cafeteria or a meeting of some kind. Dana
dismissed it as white people having a party on the other side of the bay. After all, there were a

couple of weekend rentals over there. The water carries sound, you know.
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Chapter 2

On the way to the harvest tract, Dana kneeled over her duffle bag and sifted through her gear.
She pushed aside her dry suit and clutched the mask. It was the first time she had a chance to look
at the mask since picking it up from the dive shop. She slid it on and smiled. There was no better
feeling than having a new lens free of scratches. She spread a dab of dish detergent on it and held
it over the side. The cold spray fell into the mask, and Dana quickly emptied it, leaving a protective
film of soap on the lens.

Dana would jokingly tell people that she was blessed with a frame for babies and hard labor.
Though she had yet to have kids, she was making the most of the labor part by working the fishing
seasons whether it was crab, salmon, or geoduck. Dana’s muscled legs filled out her jeans. Her
shoulders were wide set, and her back defined and straight. Her face was kind with wide, rounded
eyes, dark eyelashes, and eyebrows beautifully shaped by Wanda Wheeler, the tribal esthetician
who worked out of her home. Her hair was shoulder length, jet black with just a hint of gray. Dana
was a woman who had no interest in spending time in front of a mirror, but her lack of concern
only added to her natural beauty.

“Drop it right here,” Tom ordered, causing the crew to hold on while the boat came to a sudden
stop. “Start the pumps, Nephi. Nice and comfy thirty-five feet right here. What’s today going to
be like, Nephi?”

“Like picking up fifty-dollar bills!”” Nephi hollered, starting the pump.

“Dana?” Tom hollered.

“Like picking up fifty-dollar bills!” she yelled, rolling her eyes at Tom’s tired pre-game ritual.

“All right!” Tom responded. “Let’s get after it!”
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Dana stepped into her dry suit and slid into the frigid Salish Sea with a minimal splash. Unlike
a neoprene wetsuit, a dry suit is made of impermeable material designed to keep your arms, legs,
and torso completely dry. Demonstrably warmer than a wetsuit, the dry suit is often required for
geoduck fishing in Puget Sound where water temperature can dip to forty-two degrees in the
winter. The dry suit is sealed at the neck and wrists, so divers will wear neoprene hoods and gloves.
And this is where Dana felt the familiar sting of cold water as it made contact with her scalp and
hands.

She heard the generator pushing air into her breathing hose, free of any sounds that might
indicate obstacles in the line. Most importantly, her mask molded comfortably to her face,
responding to the water pressure as it should.

Visibility was poor at first but cleared nicely as she descended. Like in her dream, there was
a ghostly diver she didn’t know in the distance, his frame shrouded in sand and bubbles. Unlike
her dream, he waved politely, but she decided not to acknowledge him.

Dana landed weightless and leaned forward, her knees gently touching the sandy bottom. She
was happy with her positioning and applauded herself for calculating the load on her weight belt
almost perfectly. Too much weight and she would find it a struggle to move around on the seafloor.
Too little and she would rise at inopportune times, missing prized geoduck as they burrowed ever
deeper.

“I’m on bottom and ready for water,” Dana said into the mask microphone, referring to her
pressurized wand designed to flush geoduck from the seafloor.

“Okay,” Tom acknowledged on the surface. “Looks like you’re at forty.”

She stabbed at the seafloor to test her wand and unintentionally unearthed a geoduck. It floated

gently before her eyes and she snagged it before setting it in her bag.
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“Shit,” Dana said softly, raising no alarms above.
But she was in trouble. Seawater trickled down the inside of her mask, and she knew her lens
was quickly losing its seal.

“Something’s not right.,” Dana said calmly into the microphone. “My new lens—"

The lens popped off. Dana closed her eyes to the caustic seawater and maniacally turned her
emergency air valve. It would do no good. Without a lens, the life-sustaining oxygen simply
escaped into the sea in bubbles the size of softballs. She slowly opened her eyes and was
despondent to see the lens floating away end over end.

Dana fought the anesthetizing effect of the cold water and stood upright, determined to reach
the surface holding her breath. She tugged on the line, signaling to Tom and Nephi that she was in
trouble, then used the force of the wand to propel her a few feet forward to directly beneath the
boat above. She tugged hard again on the umbilical line. No response. She dropped her weight belt
and rose rapidly to the surface of Puget Sound, emerging with a desperate gasp only a few feet

from the waiting boat.
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Dana leaned back to take in the soft air and trained her eyes on the gunwale, expecting to see
her mates frantic and concerned. She was fine, she readied herself to tell them.

But there were no mates. No Tom. No Nephi.

Was she at the wrong boat? She wiped her face clumsily with her gloved hand for a better
look.

“Shit, Tom! Where are you?” she barked, now angry. “I almost drowned down there!”

But there was no voice in response.

Baffled into stillness, she bobbed quietly in the Salish Sea. It was an unnatural silence. No
sound of neighboring engines or pumps. No racket from the sea chop. No whistling breeze or
crying seagulls. It was like she was floating in a tepid mountain lake.

She dog-paddled over to the aft ladder and lifted herself onto the deck.

And there he sat, upright in a folding deck chair, knees high.

“Go ahead and get those lines off, Granddaughter.”

Dana fell to her knees from the weight of the suit. “Grandpa Wilford?”” she whispered to a
man who had passed two years ago. “Grandpa, are you really there? Grandpa, I...” She leaned
back and tears filled her eyes. “What is happening?”’

“Don’t. No, don’t cry,” he said gently, his arms outstretched. “Come,” he said, and Dana

scooted forward, folding into his arms, dry suit, tether, hose, and all.
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