
F&M Calculus Student
c/o Professor Crannell
Frankin & Marshall College
Lancaster PA 17604-3003

September 5, 2014

Dear Calculus Student,

Well, howdy there! The other day when I was moseying up to the latte bar, I happened to stumble
upon your math professor, an old friend of mine. We started shooting the breeze, and she mentioned
she might have a student or two who has a handle on some mathematical muscle. That was a
fortuitous meeting for me, because suddenly I find myself in a bit of a pickle. Seeing as your very
own Dr. Crannell allowed as how she might have a student or two who might be able to lend me
a hand with my particular predicament, I reckoned that if you might agree to give a deserving
stranger a bit of your wisdom, that’d be mighty neighborly of you.

It seems I am in some desperate need of someone who can help me figure out the height of our
tides. You see, it so happens that I am a pilot for the prestigious Quinoa Couriers. Together with
my co-pilot, Roger Over, we deliver grain to isolated islands all across the Atlantic. Our suppliers
pack the quinoa to us on barges that float along the local Cornwall Canal, bringing their barges
right up to our dock on Barley Bay, and then we load up the cargo in our bi-planes and fly her out
to our clients.

Now, I don’t know if you’ve ever put up your feet and rested your weary bones on the shores of
Barley Bay, but you’ve probably heard this is a right pretty place to hang your hat. The weather
can’t be beat, and the waters are famous for their healing properties. Tourists come here from
all around the world to take a dip in the soothing sea waters that roll in and out of the bay each
day.

So, here’s where the hairy part begins. We think that our rival company (owned by one Hugh
S. Carryman) has sent a spy into the bay to steal our company secrets. Carryman’s main thug
is a rat-faced, double-dealing skunk by the name of Hess S. Snavely. Roger saw Snavely sneaking
about in a skiff, nosing about our dock yesterday at 5 o’clock. In fact, we know it was exactly one
minute after five, because Roger had just sauntered out onto the dock for his dinner break when
the quitting-time whistle blew. Well, rafting around with all the tourists who were enjoying the
waters of Barley Bay, Roger saw some no-gooder who looked just like Snavely. Roger hollered and
whooped, and the little rat got startled and sped away across the water.

Well, it didn’t dawn on us until that evening what the real intent of that vermin must have been:
stealing our customer list and trade routes! You see, earlier on the previous day at noon, a barge
had come in loaded down with a quinoa delivery for us. The captain of the barge had given Roger
a complete itinerary of all the islands and atolls that ought to be receiving shipments from us. It
being the time of low tide in the bay, and Roger and the Captain being down in the barge, the top
of the dock was 8 feet above their head. So they didn’t bother to climb up the ladder of the dock
and take the list to the office; instead they just tacked that list onto the leg of the dock. Since the
barge draws 2 feet of water, and since Roger stands 6-foot-even, we figure he tacked it up 4 feet
above the waterline.
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Now, we protect these lists from the sea water and the salt in the air by laminating them, so having
them out in the open doesn’t hurt the lists. In fact, since Roger and the Captain tacked that list
to the leg of the dock, we had a high tide and another low tide; somewhere after the next low tide
but before the Snavely visit, I had to check up on the spelling of one of our customer names, and
I just climbed down the ladder by the side of the dock to do it; I didn’t bother to un-tack the list
and bring it into the office.

It wasn’t until later that evening we realized that that list is what Carryman was after! There’s
a danged good chance that that snake of a Snavely was taking a peek at the list of our customers
and trying to steal them right out from under our noses! By the time we figured out what Snavely
must have been up to, it was 9 o’clock at night. I rushed down to the dock; the sun was setting but
there was a bit of light to see by. I peeked down at the legs of the dock, but we were at full high
tide once more: the water came up to within a foot of the dock, and the list was now submerged.
I couldn’t see hide nor hair of it. And then I thought—maybe the same had been true for Snavely!
Maybe the list had been underwater when he skulked by!

So here’s our Quinoa Quandary: do we need to contact all our customers to tell them our list
has been compromised? Or were we lucky enough that Snavely timed his malicious mission all
wrong?

Our boss is going to want some convincing that either answer is the right one—contacting all our
customers is expensive and embarrassing, but not contacting them might prove disastrous if their
information is in Hugh S. Carryman’s evil clutches. If there is any way possible for you to get us
an answer by September 19, well, we’d be right grateful to you.

Mighty obliged,

Rhoda Way

Rhoda Way
Quinoa Carriers
1234 Cornwall Canal
Barley Bay, PU 56789
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