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    To all my friends who love adventure,and all the beauty involved in it.

      

    

Chapter 1

“Dude, if there is one thing you can do well, that is driving!” Dickie said with excitement towards his friend who had managed to bridge the distance between the ruins that they had just explored and the hangar in record time. All their pursuers were far behind them now, and that gave them a certain sense of relief. 

When they got out of the car, they ran with speed to enter the hangar. His trusty plane should be ready. Dickie pressed his backpack tightly against his chest while Dude advanced and stared at his plane seriously.

Dude was wondering why the plane was still inside the roofed hangar. It should be on the airstrip ready to take off. 

He glanced in all directions for the person in charge of the hangar, whom he had spoken to earlier, he did not seem to be around. Dude frowned. In fact, there was no one in the place, which seemed strange. 

“Listen, Dickie! Go to the plane and get it ready. I’ll find the owner of the hangar!” Dude said while looking at Dickie, his faithful companion of adventures. 

After giving the instructions, they both separated. Dude ran towards the offices in great haste. He had left the pursuers behind, but they would bridge that distance quickly without a doubt—he had to hurry. 

Upon entering the office, he saw a man with a hat and a white suit reading the newspaper. He seemed to do anything but work in the hangar, but his instinct could tell that something was not right. 

“Hey! Where is the manager?” Dude asked casually, while staring at the man. 

The man looked up towards his direction. He smiled frivolously, before asking, “What manager, Mr. Smith?”

Dude wondered; his eyes narrowed at the man. He was about to demand when he heard Dickie scream loudly behind him.

“Dude! Albert is tied up and knocked out in the back!”

Albert was the manager with whom he had the deal. When he heard the news, he quickly turned to look at the man in a suit. However, this time, he had a Walter PPK pointed directly at Dude’s face. 

“Sorry, Mr. Smith! I can't let you go with the Golden Idol!” The man said with an evil grin.

Dude raised his hands in surrender, and looking at him with a tired smile, he said, “You work for him! Right, Senior Jeffe?”

His most annoying rival was; without a doubt, the biggest headache that Dude had to face in each expedition and in each adventure. 

For some reason, Senior Jeffe lackeys would always find a way to annoy him, and apparently, this would not be an exception.

“Enough with your nonsense, Smith! Give me the Idol!”

Dude looked at his enemy's weapon and nodded stiffly. He took off his back, and took it with both hands, and then, he opened it to search for what was inside. 

“Stop! Don't think I'm stupid! Give me the backpack, and I'll look for it!” The man in suit smirked, before he walked cautiously towards Dude. 

Another two steps and the man would have gotten the backpack. However, Dude suddenly looked towards the hangar. 

Deceived by his gaze, the man in suit took his eyes off Dude for a moment. Big mistake; as that was enough for Dude to throw his bag over his face. 

With a swift movement, Dude kicked the gun out of his hands. The man backed away in surprise, but managed to still find the weapon immediately. 

Dude approached and kicked his chest to make him go back. The man must have been prepared as he did not fall down. 

From his suit, he took out a huge knife with which he tried to cut Dude, but this surprise shortened the distance. The man swung the knife at Dudes face, but he used his body as a point of support, and passed the man’s arm with the knife over his shoulder... flipping him to the ground.

“Sorry, my friend! Why don't you rest a little bit?” Dude told him, knocking him unconscious. He took his backpack quickly and went down the stairs towards the plane.

“The plane does not have enough Gasoline. I am filling it!” Dickie yelled, when he saw Dude’s anguished face. 

Dude could already hear the cars approaching in the distance. He shook his head, “Half a tank will have to do. We have to go now!”

Dickie nodded quickly. After removing the refueling hose, they entered the plane. Dude checked all the mechanisms of the plane, and was satisfied. He took a deep breath before putting the bird in the air. 

Escaping from this place was priority number one.

Three days ago, they had arrived hoping to have misled the Senior Jeffe, and for a while, it was. 

Still, the man had an enormous number of resources, and in a matter of hours, he always managed to catch up with them. The plane took off, and once in the air, Dude felt the relief of victory. 

“Dude, how much do you think they will give us for an object like this?” Dickie asked curiously while looking at Dude, as he admired the Idol in his hands.  

Dude smiled at the question. He looked at his watch, before replying instead, “The man, who hired us to find it, said it is invaluable. A lot of money, Dickie.”

Dickie smiled and relaxed in his seat. It was lovely to think of a more peaceful future. 

Despite being Dude’s partner, he did not really share his adventurous spirit. It was always very exhausting for him after every strange adventure. Dickie was mostly grateful to still be alive. 

However, Dude was a different man. He always adored mystery, traveling to unexplored places, and facing enormous intellectual challenges, or for his body. Dude always did his best to keep his word, and the way he behaved was really inspiring. Being his friend came with a lot of problems, and usually, those problems involved, angry faces and automatic weapons.

Just as Dickie was deep in his thoughts, several shots hit the fuselage of the plane. It immediately alerted Dickie, who was about to fall asleep. 

Dude looked at the gages, and poked his head out of the window. He quickly saw two Ansat helicopters approaching fast behind his back. His heart started beating fast. Dude was nervous, but he still managed to smile. 

“They really won’t give up, it seems.” 

Dickie looked at him with a truly discouraging expression as more shots collided with the fuselage. Dickie ducked and clutched his head as Dude maneuvered his best to escape his pursuers. 

His Cessna was reliable at short distances, and his maneuverability was good, but it was not designed for jams. Aside from that moment, the men in those helicopters didn't skimp on bullets.

The shots did not stop hitting the fuselage, and the Cessna machinery began to vibrate. Against Dude’s hope, the plane would not bear that pressure too much longer. 

So, Dude looked at Dickie and said gravely, “It seems to me that we will have to jump!”

Dickie looked at him with a pale face. He gritted his teeth before he stood up. “Just for the record, I hate riding on airplanes with you, Dude!”

Dude smiled at his statement, as he was right. The same situation had happened many times, and each time it had been his fault. There was no reason to deny it. 

Dickie took a parachute, before he tried his best to keep the Idol in his backpack. “Will, you jump Dude!?”

“Yes, but first, there is something I want to do!" Dude answered with an evil grin. 

Dickie opened the side door of the plane, and strong wind hit him in the face immediately. The fall would be a long one, but it was not the first time. 

“Boss, see you downstairs!” Dickie yelled, then jumped. 

Before leaving in his backpack, Dude took a rope to tie it to the helm of the plane. He decided to go back slowly while he took a parachute.

Another hail of shots hit the fuselage, passing very close to him, the helicopters had him sick, and with a smug look, he said, “See if this works!”

By pulling the controls, he made the plane rise, almost falling vertically. Without being able to hold himself firmly, he told himself, Jump already!

Dude's eyes widened. He did not delay the matter and threw himself into the void. As he did, his plane lost control and turned against the Helicopters.

In the helicopters, a man with a mustache and strong jaws was watching as they both jumped out of the plane when one of the pilots asked, “Did I shoot him?”

But before the man could respond, he saw the plane in front of them rise abruptly until it lost control and began to fall on a semicircular axis. 

The pilot moves the commands of the Helicopter violently to avoid the crash, as all the men watched what happened in horror. 

Dude was falling down fast. But he still managed to witness how the plane turned violently, flipped, and almost hit the helicopters. 

He grinned, as he opened his parachute, and slowly descended. Dude saw Dickie, who was staring into the void with fear.

When he reached the ground, Dude freed himself from the parachute with ease, and ran a couple of yards, he ran the distance to his friend, Dickie. 

Dude realized that something was wrong when Dickie was looking at him with shame and fear. He even showed him his empty backpack.

“Dickie, please tell me you didn't lose the Idol!” Dude glared at him. 

Dickie nodded slowly, but with a reformed hope, he pointed to the place where it had fallen. Both running with speed reached the point only to see a helicopter lifting into the air. 

“Sorry, Dude! Until next time!” Senior Jeffe greeted them with a wave of his hand, as he left that place with the Golden Idol in his hand. His laugh seemed to echo as they flew toward the horizon.

Dickie sat on the ground, feeling devastated. 

But his friend shrugged his shoulder and said, “It doesn't matter, man! What are a few million dollars?” Dude Smith smiled. This adventure was over.

***
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Chapter 2

Dude and Dickie suffered for a couple of days to get out of this terrible situation. After doing so, they managed to return home. 

Dude lived on a boat in a port far from the city. He always found peace, living in the bay reminded him of his good childhood times.

When they returned, they both sat down. While looking at each other's faces, Dickie reviewed all the expenses that the last expedition had garnered.

“This was a disaster!” Dude said, looking at the numbers. 

Dickie nodded silently and, looking at him, said seriously, “Maybe, to pay off some debts, we will have to sell some relics.”

“No way!” Dude answered firmly as he looked around him. Priceless relics of his ancient adventures adorned the offices where masters chatted of treasures. 

Dickie looked at him with some frustration, that was always his response when he suggested selling some of the objects that he treasured, but this time, he could not try to talk about it because he was the one who lost the Idol that would keep them in black numbers for a long time. 

“Dude, then I don't know what we will do. We need to do something. The debts accumulate and also...”

“Also?” Dude looked at him, intrigued.

Dickie took a breath with some resignation and said bitterly, “We will also have to pay for the plane!” 

Dude's eyes widened. “But the insu―”

“Insurance didn't cover gun knockdowns!” Dickie cut him off. 

Dude dropped back to his chair. He placed his hat on his face, and started reciting all the bad words he knew. Suddenly, he heard murmurs. The voice was delicate that he could barely hear it at first. 

“There is someone there!” Dude got curious. 

Dude looked at Dickie, who nodded. He got up and left to see who was calling. As he lifts his eyes, they fell when on the deck of the boat, a young lady in a pink summer dress looked at him with a smile.

The young lady was tall, thin, and well-behaved. She had blue eyes, and light brown hair, she calmly approached him and calmly with an angelic voice and a polite appearance.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Dude Smith? My name is Bella Fransa! It is a real pleasure to meet you!”

Due to the surprise, Dickie greeted her without correcting her as she shook his hand Dude came out behind him. Dickie was a thin and helpful man. His appearance was completely opposite from Dude, who was also taller than him. 

With a confident gaze, he descended, while looking at the girl, and then, said, “I am Dude Smith, darling!”

The girl was surprised but still looked at him curiously. 

His white t-shirt and his blue jeans showed the figure of a practical man. When he took off his hat, he showed dark dreamy hair. 

“How can I help you?” Dude curiously asked. 

His words puzzled her, his appearance was that of a dangerous thug, but his way of speaking and his smile were different. 

She could not help feeling somewhat nervous and backing away, and said awkwardly, “Sorry, Mr. Smith! I didn't expect you to be ... like this...”

Dude raised a brow. He glanced at Dickie, who only shrugged his shoulders calmly. 

He shook his head, and sitting on the railing of the boat, he asked, “This? Like what?”

She looked directly at him, not knowing what to say. There was a complicated expression on her pretty face, and Dude decided to not make things hard for her anymore. 

Dude waved his hand. “Never mind, what brings you to my house, Miss Fransa?”

Bella gave him a small smile, “My father wants to talk to you about a major quest!” After saying that, she shifted her gaze between them before adding carefully, “He is willing to pay good money, Mr. Smith.”

Dude looked at Dickie with a smug smile, only for Dickie to return a grimace that Bella didn't understand. 

“First, call me, Dude! And what quest are we talking about?” Dude asked while looking at the young woman with a grin. 

Bella smiled, and from her bag, she took out a small pamphlet of a museum. When Dude saw it, he let out a snort that made Bella unhappy. 

“Sir... Dude, is something wrong?” She asked with a frown. 

Dude studied the pamphlet without taking it from her. “Lost tribe of Mt Shasta! That lady is a myth! We may as well go hunting for bigfoot while we’re at it”

She widened her eyes in surprise. Dude shook his head before he got up to leave.

She looked at both of them, surprised by Dude's prompt refusal. “My father is willing to pay the amount you ask.... any amount!” She hurriedly said, as if she was getting scared and desperate. 

Dickie's eyes widened, and he took a breath to speak, and was about to agree. Only to be stopped by Dude, who turned around and said, “If I accepted your money, it would be stealing! We will not find the mountain tribe from Shasta. It does not exist, darling. It is a waste of money and time, and I have other things to solve at this moment.”

“Yeah, like getting money, Dude,” Dickie retorted with arms crossed over his chest. Dude gave him a murderous look. 

“I can offer any amount, Mister Smith! That is not a problem for my father!” She insisted with a raised chin, trying to be confident. 

Dude stopped. He looked at the girl, seriously before asking, “Fransa? Like, Pete Fransa?”

The girl nodded proudly as if wearing that last name was an achievement. 

Dude took off his hat to scratch his head, and smiling, gave a resigned snort and said, “Miss, listen. Although I need the money, and your father couldn't possibly get broke even if he wanted to, my principles prevent me. I can't take the money if I'm not going to do the job. I'm not like that, but thank you.

The girl was surprised when he started walking back to the cabin, she yelled, “We have a map!”

“Everyone has one,” Dude replied mockingly, before he entered the cabin. He yelled once more, “Still a myth!”

And with those words, he went down the stairs, Bella being completely surprised, decided not to give up. She ignored Dickie, and went down the stairs to look for Dude. 

He stopped whatever he was doing. Dude frowned when he saw her sit behind the desk in the cabin. 

She looks around, she saw all the artifacts that adorned that office, and her fascination rose to nines.

Bella looked at everything carefully. With her like this, she earned approval from Dude. 

“Worthy daughter of Pete Fransa! I bet you know what each of those antiques is,” Dude said with a more relaxed tone while looking at her. 

She nodded slowly, with a bright smile, Bella said, “You can easily have $5 million in relics here.”

Dude hummed in agreement. “The price for the story is much higher than that.” 

She nodded, fascinated and looking at him, she said, “That should be enough for you to accept our offer, Mr. Smith. You can make a discovery that would leave his name written in the annals of history!”

He smirked before he shook his head, “That's a good try, but it won't work. Look, miss, I don't want to take your money that way, my father taught me better. If you allow me to give a little advice, you should perhaps take better care of your money and your father. Many people would cheat you guys with that impulsiveness.”
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