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The Treasure

O ONE MOVED. THEY ALL JUST STOOD
there and stared into the box.
“Dump it out,” ordered Jill. “There on the table. Dump
it all out!”
Jake turned the box upside down until everything it held
clattered and clanked onto the small wooden table.
“What is all this junk?” shouted Marc. “This ain’t no
treasure.”
“Sure it is,” said Jake. “It meant a lot to Charlie.”
“An old compass, a tin can, an old book …” Marc looked
again. “Make that two old books, an old rusty handgun that
isn’t worth a hill of beans, and some lacy thing with a mess
of strings tangled around it.”
Jake picked up the tin can. Something rattled inside. He
pulled out an old, faded piece of newspaper that had been
stuffed inside of it and poured the rest of the contents onto
the table.
Marc laughed. “Now that’s more like it,” he said with a
smirk. “Now we’re getting somewhere.” On the table lay ten
golden eagle coins.
Jill’s eyes were wild with anger. “That can’t be all of it,”
she snarled. “After all the work I did—all the planning—just
ten lousy coins?”
“Actually,” Jake butted in, “these are worth quite a bit.
Did some research and with the price of gold … that’s a
nice haul.”
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Marc slowly gathered the coins up and shoved them into
his pants pocket. “We’ll take these off your hands,” he said
laughing. He waved his free hand over the table. “You three
can divvy up the rest of this junk.”
He pulled the gun away from Larran’s head and grabbed
Jill’s arm. She was still fuming, but he coaxed her to slowly
back away toward the door. “Don’t call the police,” Marc
warned. “I know where Miss Wakefield lives … and you too,
Miss Hill. Jill and I will always be watching you.”
“You brute,” cried Emma. “That treasure belongs to—”
“It’s all right,” said Jake quietly. “It’s not worth dying
over, Em.”
“Smart man,” said Marc. “Now, enjoy your windfall.” He
laughed out loud as the two of them disappeared out the
doorway.
Jake threw his arms around Emma and Larran. They
listened until they couldn’t hear footsteps any longer.
“Jake,” Emma said weakly. “They took Charlie’s treasure.”
“No, they didn’t, Em,” Jake said firmly. “He took a small
piece of what Charlie had buried here, but it’ll be returned.”
“How can you be so sure of that?” asked Larran. “They
got away.”
“Well, remember our friend, officer Miller?” Jake said
with a smile. “He and the little man, Lance Lancer have
been outside waiting this whole time. I’m sure those two
thieves didn’t get far.”
Larran looked puzzled. “Lance?”
Jake grinned widely. “Yeah, who’d have thought, but our
little man Lance is an FBI agent? He’s been tracking Jill for
quite a while. Seems we’re not the only folks she’s swindled
out of their inheritance.”
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Just then Jess stepped into the cabin. He was grinning
from ear to ear. “Slippery little eels,” he said jovially, “but
Miller and Lancer’s got this under control.” His eyes caught
the items on the table and he stepped in closer. “Well, I’ll
be,” he whispered. “If that doesn’t beat all.”
“What?” asked Emma.
“Mind if I tell you about what you’ve got here?” asked
Jess, leaning over the contents and picking up the compass.
“Not at all,” said Emma. “Please, have a seat. We’re all
ears.”
Jess chuckled. “Oh, no, thank-you, ma’am,” he said
softly. “I never could sit in these chairs. I’ll stand.”
“This compass,” started Jess, “is an 1870 U.S. Army
compass” He turned to Jake. “It first belonged to your greatgreat-great grand-pappy, Phillip LeFaye, Jake. But he traded
it to Charlie Smith for a belt buckle back when they first
met and became great friends. That was in 1871. LeFaye
was in the army and Charlie helped drive some cattle that
the army had purchased from his grandfather up to Camp
Collins. LeFaye was one of the soldiers on the drive. That’s
where they met and made the trade. Later, Charlie gave it to
his grandfather as a Christmas present.” Jess gazed out the
back door. “He gave it to Grandpa so he could always find
his way home.” He thought for a few seconds then shook his
head. “Well,” he chuckled. “That’s a different story.”
“1870,” said Larran. “So this compass is worth a bit of
money in and of itself?”
“It is,” agreed Jess. “Priceless to some.” He looked at
Emma, who nodded agreement.
“Just as this old Smith and Wesson is,” he added. “Been
in this family a long, long time. Made by a Smith—Stuart

M YSTERIOUS W AYS

Smith’s uncle. Stuart held on to it until Charlie came of
age, then it became his. Thought Jesse James was gonna
confiscate it during a train robbery once, but he didn’t.
Charlie was sure glad of that!”
“The Jesse James?” asked Jake.
“Yep. The one and only. I tried to get through to that boy
many times, but he just wouldn’t listen.”
Larran reached over and picked up one of the books.
It was old—very old. She carefully turned it in her hands
and wiped the dirt from its cover. “Oh my!” she exclaimed.
Her eyes grew large as she turned its yellow pages. “Emma,”
she whispered. “This is a first edition of Charles Dickens’ A
Christmas Carol. It’s a first edition!”
A smile spread across Jess’s face. “Charlie learned to read
from that book,” he said quietly. “Taught him from that
book, and he could read anything he set a mind to, from
then on. … Mostly he read the Bible.” He pointed to the
smaller book, still lying on the table. “That one right there.”
Emma carefully gathered the delicate, lacy handkerchief
and the thin, multi-colored ribbons in her hand. The tatted
lace on the handkerchief had yellowed with age. Some of
it was torn, and pieces were missing, but the piece was still
lovely. “Whose was this, Jess?” she asked, cradling the hanky
in her hands.
“That belonged to Charlie’s mother,” Jake answered
quietly. “It was made for her by her grandmother. You can
make out pieces of her initials. See there.” Jess pointed out
what used to be the letters E.A.S. “Stood for Emily Anne
Smith,” he continued. “Charlie found it lying on the living
room floor in Nana’s house the first time he visited there.
She told him then that it was a treasure he should keep.”
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“Beautiful,” whispered Emma.
Jake pointed to the strips of faded satin. “And those
belonged to Charlie’s Grandma Elizabeth—hair ribbons
that he used on his Christmas trees after her death. Doesn’t
look like they weathered as well as the hanky.”
Emma held them carefully and let them flow from her
fingers. “Hello, Elizabeth,” she whispered.
Jake reached over and picked up the leather book. “This,
too, is an early printing, Larran. Did you say this was Charlie’s Bible, Jess?”
“It was,” replied Jess. “His very first. Is the inscription
still legible?”
Jake opened the cover to the front page of the book.
In letters written as clearly as if they had just been printed
yesterday, Jake read:
To my friend Charlie,
This is God’s BIG plan, Read it, learn it, and
Trust it always. It will never steer you wrong.
With love,
Jethro Ezekiel Samson Uriah Samuels
Jake looked up at Jess. His eyes were already asking the
question.
Jess smiled. “Just as I told Charlie all those years ago—as
I tell all of God’s children—I am always with you. I will
never leave you, nor forsake you. I am right beside you, no
matter what you’re facing. I hold you when you’re weak. I
catch you when you fall. I hear you when you cry. I hear
you when you pray.”
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Jake swallowed hard. “You are always with us,” he said
quietly. “Never to leave us nor forsake us.”
Jess nodded. “I make my presence known in many forms,
Jake. I am who people need in their lives. I’m a mountain
man or a driver. Sometimes, I send others to minister to
those in need. For you, it was Emma. For Charlie, it was
Miller and Tonka. We weave people in and out of each
other’s lives to serve a purpose, to do the Father’s will. The
same purpose is true of me.”
Jess then turned to Larran. “You’ve been searching for
the answer for a long time, Larran Wakefield. It now stands
before you. Are you ready to believe, young lady?”
Larran’s eyes brimmed with tears. “I am,” she whispered.
“I am.”
Jess pulled her up from her chair and held her in a
tight embrace. He listened to her quiet prayer. Then he
opened his arms and held all three. They cried; all of them.
When Jess let them go, he pulled three small Bibles from his
pocket. “One for each of you,” he said, “to remember me by.
The inscription inside of each one is the same that I wrote
in Charlie’s all those years ago, because those promises are
still true today.”
Larran, Emma, and Jake looked down at the Bibles.
When Jake lifted his head to thank the man, the room
was still and Jess was gone. The three of them stood alone,
around the rustic table in Stuart Smith’s cabin. No one said
a word for some time. “He left us God’s written Word,”
whispered Emma. “We can always hear his voice, see him,
walk with him, in this book.”
Larran held her Bible to her heart. “Thank you, Jess,”
she said softly.
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“Amen,” Jake whispered.
After a few more moments of silence, Emma sighed.
“Well,” she said, glancing at the items on the table. “I guess
we better wrap things up. Our agreement with the state was
we could keep any monies we may find. All other items go
to the Colorado Museum in Denver. Looks like we have
some wonderful things to contribute.”
Jake picked up the metal box as Larran moved over to
him. She turned her face towards his. Tears were streaming
down her cheeks. Jake hesitated, but sat the box back down.
“Jake,” she said quietly. “I was hoping that we’d all walk
away from this with some monetary reward.” She looked at
the old items on the table. “I mean, all of these are wonderful. I’m so glad we found them, but we can’t sell them, so
we’ve gained nothing personally. Please don’t get me wrong,
Meeting Jess has changed my life. Finally believing in God
and knowing him, is beyond any earthly reward I could’ve
gained; but those gold coins that Marc took, well, they
could’ve changed your life. And now—”
“I know what you’re trying to say, Lar. In essence, we’re
still no financially better off than we were when we started
this little adventure, but we’ve gained more than we ever
could’ve imagined.”
“But your business. I was hoping that you’d—”
“What about you?” he asked, stepping closer to her until
he could feel her breath on his face. “Couldn’t you use a
good P. I.?”
She looked up into his eyes and smiled. “I guess I could,”
she said quietly.
Jake looked deeply into her eyes and smiled. “Is that a
job offer?”
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Larran chuckled. “I guess it is. Will you move to Denver
and work in the firm?”
Jake bent down and kissed each woman on the cheek.
“I will, now that I know I have family here. This is where
I belong,” he said quietly. “I’m so glad we’re finally together.
There is no sweeter treasure than family. After all, the only
thing from this earth that we can take to Heaven with us is
another human being. Nothing matters more to God, and
now, to me.” The ladies nodded agreement. “Now, let’s pack
up. I’m sure Miller and Lance have the dastardly duo in
custody and would appreciate our reports.”
Emma turned to Jake. “Well, if Miller and Lance have
those two in custody, then shouldn’t the gold coins be
returned to us?” she asked innocently. “They are, after all,
money, aren’t they? We should gain some monetary reward,
shouldn’t we? Not that I want any, but it would help you get
moved out here and then things would—”
Jake grabbed Emma and, squeezing her tightly, laughing. “You are so right, detective Hill. You are so right!”
Emma turned her light blue eyes up to Jake. “Not to
put a damper on our celebration, but do we have keys to
the Lincoln?”
“I do,” replied Larran. “I’ve always had an extra set.”
Larran grabbed the shovel and Emma grabbed the
gloves. The two women went out to the car while Jake began
loading the “treasures” back into the box. The Dickens’ novel
slipped out of his hand and when it hit the bottom of
the box, he heard an odd sound. He pulled the few items
back out of the box and tapped on the bottom again. Sure
enough, it sounded hollow. He fumbled with the bottom
until it moved in his hands. Carefully, he removed the false
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bottom from the box and gasped out loud. “Larran!” he
called.
She ran back into the cabin, “Yes?” she said breathlessly.
“What’s wrong?”
“Nothing,” Jake said grinning from ear to ear. “Not one
thing!”
Larran stepped up to the table. She gasped so hard she
started to choke. “Jake,” was all she could muster.
He took her in her arms and kissed her softly. “You did
mention that the state said all money was ours, didn’t you?”
he whispered.
She looked at him with her beautiful green eyes and
nodded.
“Well, then, it looks like we are quite wealthy,” he said
laughing. They looked down at the pile of silver certificates,
gold certificates, and the fifty golden eagle coins that had
fallen out of the false bottom of the old metal box and now
lay strewn across the table. “According to my research, this
is worth millions. So even if you get half, Emma and I will
make out quite nicely.”
Larran stiffened. “A third,” she said firmly. “We all get
a third.”
Jake smiled warmly and whispered in her ear. “Okay,
darling. We all get one third.”
Emma walked in and stopped in her tracks. Larran,
with her arms still around Jake, was staring at what Charlie
had left them in disbelief. Jake was just smiling. “Well,” he
whispered. “It looks like we’ve each found everything we
were looking for, doesn’t it?”
Larran turned and looked up at Jake. “Oh?”
“Well, Emma found out more about our family; you
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found peace; and me … I found my faith.”
Larran stood on her tiptoes and kissed Jake’s cheek.
“God truly does work in mysterious ways.”
Emma stepped up beside them and took their hands
in hers. “God has truly blessed us,” she whispered. “But
remember, besides our faith, the most wonderful thing we’ve
found is family.” She fought hard to hold back the tears.
“There is no greater treasure in the entire world than the
people who love you, and the people whom you love. That
is what Charlie was telling us. He loved his family, including
those of us who were to come in the future. Because we are
his bloodline, he considered and loved us enough to leave
those things which were most important to him.”
She held up Charlie’s old Bible. “But more than Charlie,
God loves us. We are his bloodline too; this is the true
treasure,” she said firmly. “Of all the items in that box, his
Word is the only thing that will stand the test of time. It
will always tell of the family of God. Through his son, Jesus
Christ, we are his—bought with a price. As Jake said, the
only earthly thing we can take to Heaven with us is another
human being. Through him, to us, runs a Crimson River.”
“The Crimson River,” whispered Larran. “It all makes
sense. Finally I understand.”
Jake took her face in his hands and kissed her softly. “I’ve
never been happier than I am right now,” he said smiling.
“You and Emma …” Just then, his cell phone rang. “Bet
that’s Miller,” he mumbled.
He pulled the phone out of his pocket and glanced at the
illuminated number. The room grew quiet. The only sounds
he could hear were the shrill ringing of his phone and the
sound of his own heart beating in his ears. He stared at the
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number in disbelief. It was her.
He had waited for this moment for so long. He’d even
prayed for this moment. But as the phone buzzed in his
hand, he looked down into Larran’s face. Her eyes spoke the
question, but he wouldn’t answer it. Not verbally. He looked
back at the phone; slowly he placed his thumb over the ‘end’
button. It hovered there for what seemed like minutes, but
finally, after taking a deep breath, he pressed it.
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