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To my family: Some of you believed in me to one extent or the other. Some thought I was crazy. You know who you are.

This book is fiction, except for the parts that are not.

Every caper needs a fall guy.




If you came this way,

Taking the route you would be likely to take

From the place you would be likely to come from…

-T.S. Eliot, Little Gidding

There is one clue in this book [Too Far to Walk] that’s not in The Thrill of the Chase. And I didn’t know the clue was in this book until it was printed.

-Forrest Fenn interview at Collected Works Bookstore, Santa Fe, NM, 23 October 2013
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PREFACE

For all intents and purposes, this book should be considered a work of fiction. Due to the location of the treasure, legal jeopardy, financial liability, lunatics, lawyers, governments, and unwanted attention, a literal interpretation would be undesired.

Think of me "Franz" if you like. Or "Bill", or any other name. This book is not associated with my identity. When asked if I am the author, I can deny it. I will be most pleased by those who have the courtesy not to ask.

Some of the attributional statements that I've made have not been entirely factual or complete, and that is regrettable but it seemed necessary, for certain reasons. So don't be unduly perturbed by some minor discrepancies between what is in this book and statements that you've read or heard elsewhere.

I did not initially intend to reveal the location of the Fenn treasure because of the problems it might cause for me, and because I didn't want the place to be destroyed. The first concern is overcome by fictionalization, anonymity and plausible deniability. And after reading thousands of messages of fellow treasure-hunters, I've come to realize that the second concern is unwarranted, as the vast majority are kind and decent people, and lovers of being in nature.

I am writing this book for two reasons. First, I have great admiration for fellow searchers. Many have exercised diligence in thought, persistence in the face of great odds, and, in some cases, bravery. I know they want closure. Second, I know the pleasure that this puzzle has brought, mentally in terms of complex thought, and the tangential learning of new geographies and histories; and physically when in the mountains alone or with friends or family. After the treasure was found, I read many messages describing disappointment from the loss of an exciting mental and physical diversion. So I’ve decided to keep it going with a new adventure for those who wish to try, as described later.

There is not a lot of narrative in this book, except for the first few pages, which you can skip (to chapter two) if you want to get right to the point; and the narrative has been fictionalized and embellished to provide obscurity, so you won't learn anything about me from it anyhow. The narrative is solely intended to create a representational backdrop and mood for what follows.

To make the most sense of this story, I encourage you to read Death in Yellowstone by Lee H. Whittlesey and Lost in the Yellowstone by Truman Everts (Edited by Lee H. Whittlesey). I assume that readers have read The Thrill of the Chase by Forrest Fenn, as well as his other books Too far to Walk and Once upon a While.




PROLOGUE: PARK COUNTY, WYOMING
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Iwent alone in there, many times. It was foolish, but I knew that I would suffer until the following spring unless I proved or ruled-out what I suspected. I took all necessary precautions to be safe (other than having a companion), but when one is isolated in the wilderness the long cord that sustains life is stretched thin. No cliffs to fall off of, or rivers in which to drown here, but it would only take a single false step to break my gimpy ankle and invite death to come in a multitude of unpleasant ways. I swept aside thoughts of the morbid tales in Death in Yellowstone, and pushed forward through the marshes and deadfall.

Imagine me as I was then – perhaps soar above me from behind and a little to my left. Look to the dirt near my right foot. Go a little higher so you can see my surroundings. If you go high enough, not too high really, I will disappear into an insignificant speck in the vast wilderness. Now come closer.

Have you ever felt content and disquieted at the same time? I don’t feel the way I expected to. The initial amazement and relief, and disbelief, have worn off. The legend, when tangible, seems somehow less of a prize than it did in the abstract, and I’m beginning to foresee a lot of problems and worry. I feel like the dog that caught the car.

My backpack, full of equipment and maps, hangs on a broken branch in front of me. I am sitting on a fallen tree on the east side of a dense pine thicket, having moved a little bit toward the interior to avoid any possibility of being seen from the valley floor, several hundred feet down a gentle slope to my front. Ridiculous. There is nobody here, the forest is too dense, and the terrain too undulating. There is no path and there are no signs. Few people have ever come here. There would be little reason to do so. Well, maybe one reason. The blaze led me here but I can’t see it from where I am. Nobody can really, and I will get to that later.

The chest, having been found nearby, sits at my feet on the dirt.

On the outside it doesn’t look like much – flecks of dried mud, cobwebs, and pine needles adorn it. Dusty. Like something you might see on the garage floor at an estate sale. But on the inside it is just as he described, only slightly the worse for the years.

It was hard to find on the macro and micro level. He wasn’t kidding when he said he didn’t care if anyone ever found it or not. Even with the accuracy of an eight-digit grid coordinate, this thing could easily be overlooked. There was definitely some luck involved. I push it with my foot just to make sure again that it is real. It is heavy and it takes a good bit of effort to move a couple of inches by extending my knee.

I light up a cigar, which I have brought for such an occasion, should it happen (and there were many previous times that it didn’t, but I smoked them anyhow). I’m very careful with the match and the ash, grinding them into the dirt and spitting on it. I thought back to a couple of years before when I was here. The air was smoky but not from a cigar -- there were fires around the park, and the usually wide-open sky was full of haze. I think of the other hazards that I have prepared for, some better than others, on my journey into the wilderness, but I never considered having to escape from a ravenous forest fire. The memory of that smoky time feels a bit ominous, but now I’m glad that I’m alone. If someone were with me, my options would be more limited.

I am grizzled and tired, but the fatigue is moderated by elation. A string hangs in front of my eyes from an old battered cap that my mother bought me from a restaurant where she used to take me to eat the most delicious green chili soup and warm sourdough bread. A restaurant owned by an old Portuguese family. I think she is with me now. Could she have walked here when she was old? I remember making her walk seven miles round-trip over rough terrain to sit overlooking cliffs along the Washington coast where we watched tufted puffins diving for fish. She had had a stroke and was regaining the use of her left leg and left arm. She complained, but she was strong. She had a will to live, and she moved with my family to the occident and to the orient, ultimately succumbing in the East to another stroke. My brother flew her ashes to her favorite place in the Tyrolean Alps.

My boots are wet, soaked actually, and my feet are cold. I use a toe to scrape out a small hole in the dirt, and now I must think. I feel supremely satisfied having solved the puzzle, but now am anxious about what to do next. I had fantasized about several options, but now some of them feel naïve and foolish.

I was going to open a large safe deposit box in a nearby city and place it there. Or cancel my return ticket, change my rental car reservation to one-way, drive very-lawfully home, and put it in a gun safe. Swing by Santa Fe on the way home perhaps. But now I am feeling paranoid, thinking of civil asset forfeiture, IRS revenue agents, Federal Marshals, Park Rangers, search warrants, costly appraisals, more-costly attorneys, unending hearings and legal battles. It seemed likely that some of my plans could mean the end of fun and the beginning of pain.

Should I
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