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Cheyenne surprised Pierre as he studied some
ancient Chinese scrolls. He didn't want to share their secret but
she had to help him get them translated. When they were done, they
discovered these scrolls had been written by a Chinese Alchemist
over 2400 years ago. Could they hold the secret to transmuting base
materials into gold? Would this secret make them rich or would it
cause problems?
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Cheyenne Wilson ran up the stairs and stormed
into her room. When she rushed to the bed and jumped on it, Pierre
her leprechaun friend almost bounced off the bed. He had some
papers that he moved behind his back trying to hide them from
her.

Cheyenne tried to get a peek at them as she
said, "What's that Pierre? The map to all your hidden gold?" She
giggled a little at her joke.

"Now, lassie, I kin no tell ye that. These be
very old secret papers. I won them in a game of chance from an old
Chinese man many years ago. I be studying them trying to decipher
these chicken scratches," he said in an Irish brogue.

"Let me see. Maybe I can do better than
you."

"Do ye know Chinese?"

"No, is that what they are written in?"

"That they be. Now would ye please leave me
in peace to continue me studies."

Cheyenne bounced the bed and when Pierre
grabbed for the headboard to stay on it, she snatched the papers
from behind him.

He yelled, "Hey, that's me papers. Be
careful, they be delicate."

The one he had been studying was rolled like
an ancient scroll. She looked at the strange characters on it and
couldn't make heads nor tails of it. She turned the scroll one way
and then the other.

She asked, "Can you read any of this?"

"I kin make out a few of the words but not
all."

"How do you know how to read Chinese?"

"Lassie, when ye have been around for five
hundred years, ye just naturally learn a few things."

She said, "I know, let's look on the computer
to see if we can translate any of it. You tell me what you know and
we'll get the computer to do the rest."

"Will yer computer do the magic of
translating?"

"No magic, just technology. Now, tell me what
you know and I'll type it in. Then we just have to look up the
other characters."

Pierre told her five words he had deciphered.
Cheyenne quipped, "I can see that you know mighty few words."

Pierre just gave her a look. Cheyenne studied
what she assumed would be the title. Pierre told her Chinese
characters were read from top to bottom but sometimes from right to
left. She scanned some of the title into the computer and then
searched for a translator.

The Chinese characters 名词 brought a word up that caught
both of their imaginations. The translation said these characters
meant GOLD. More characters translated into alchemist.

Cheyenne asked, "How old is this scroll?
Where did it come from?"

"It be not that old. Maybe eight or nine
hundred years. I'm sure it's a copy of the original. The old
Chinese man who lost it seemed to be a little upset. He accused me
of cheating but I would ne'er cheat in a sporting contest. I was
just more skilled than he was."

"But where did he get it?"

"He told me a little of this scroll's history
when he put it up for the wager but after I won, he wouldn't say
another word. I've tried on and off to get it translated."

Cheyenne asked, "Why didn't you sell it back
to him?"

"Aw -- lassie, it's a long story and I don't
have time to tell it all right now but just say that ruffians tried
to capture me for my treasure and I had to depart the area. When I
came back, the old man was gone and I've never seen him since."

"Do you think this could be directions to
find a map to a gold mine?"

"The old man said it was detailed
instructions for gold or golden. I'm not sure. He mumbled and was
cursed with a funny accent."

"You're a good one to talk about accents with
your Irish brogue."

Pierre just went "Hrrump" and turned his back
to her. Cheyenne kept trying to get more of the symbols translated
but didn't have much luck. After a few minutes of pouting, Pierre
came back to peer over her shoulder. The symbols for gold came up
several times on the scroll but she didn't know if they really
meant gold or were part of another word. The translator program
kept saying something about not recognizing the characters. It
suggested that the characters might not be mandarin.

Cheyenne got out of the program as she said,
"This is too frustrating. Haven't you ever tried to find a Chinese
to read this to you?"

"I did once, lassie but he couldn't read it.
Said it was from an earlier dialect that he didn't understand."

"Well, I can't stay to help you right now.
I'm going to the Clark's to babysit. If I can think of anything,
I'll let you know tomorrow."

"Don't tell anyone else. This has to be our
secret."

"Why? Do you think it really has something to
do with gold?"

"Kin ye keep a secret?"

"Sure, no problem," Cheyenne said
quickly.

"Give me yer oath that ye won't whisper a
word of this to another soul."

"I won't tell anyone anything."

Pierre dramatically looked around, moved
closer to Cheyenne and whispered, "Me thinks this is an alchemist's
formula for making gold."

Cheyenne burst out laughing and Pierre
scowled at her. She said, "There's no such thing as a way to make
gold. That only happens in fairy tales."

He said, "Well, it could be a secret formula.
Maybe this alchemist did what no one else has been able to do."

"How could someone from eight or nine hundred
years ago make gold out of thin air?"

"Not out of thin air, dearie. Some alchemists
experiment in changing one substance to another."

"Oh, you mean take a rock and make it gold?
That makes less sense than creating it out of thin air," Cheyenne
giggled again.

"Hrrrumph. Ye still don't believe in me
treasure, do ye?"

"Naw, I keep looking at your raggedy clothes
and ask why you don't have better ones if you're so rich. I love
you anyway."

"Lassie, you'd drive me to drink if there
were anything around here to drink."

"We have milk, Kool-Aid and lots of different
soda."

Pierre made a terrible face and stuck his
nose back into the scroll. Cheyenne said, "I'll see you later. I
have to go now."

Pierre ignored her as she left the room. He
continued to look at the scroll and now looked at the symbols that
she had been able to translate. Cheyenne got to the door just as
Mrs. Clark drove up. She went to babysit and promptly forgot all
about the scroll.

The next morning, Anna, her best friend came
over. They were going to plan Anna's birthday party but first they
had to indulge in the morning cartoons. When the program finished,
they both decided it would be funny to sneak up the stairs and
scare Pierre. Anna was the only friend who could see Pierre.

They crept up the stairs trying their best
not to break out in giggles. When they arrived just outside
Cheyenne's bedroom door, Cheyenne counted on her fingers. When she
reached three, she threw the door open and they both jumped in
shouting "Hello".

Pierre sat on the bed with his Chinese scroll
and some other books. At their yell, he threw things in the air and
started moving his legs like he was in a race for his life. He
didn't move an inch though because his feet weren't touching
anything but air. The sight made Cheyenne and Anna burst out in
laughter. Pierre looked at them with a shocked look on his face.
This brought more laughter from the two girls. They had to sit on
the floor they were laughing so hard.

Pierre flailed around on the bed until he
could sit up. He scowled at the two and made his Hrrrumph noises
until they stopped laughing. Then he said, "I thought ye said ye
could keep a secret."

Anna asked, "What secret? Cheyenne, do you
have a secret?"

Cheyenne looked at Pierre as she said, "I
didn't tell her anything but now you'll have to or she will drive
you buggy."

"I'm already buggy with you two around."

Anna's curiosity went to high alert. She
stood up to look at what Pierre had on the bed. He tried to hide
everything behind him but she grabbed one of the books. She said,
"What's this?"

Anna looked at Cheyenne but she wasn't saying
anything and then she turned her charms on Pierre, "Pierre, what's
this? What big secret are you keeping? Does it have anything to do
with dancing? That was so much fun."

"If ye will leave me alone, I might be
persuaded to bring out me fiddle to set yer feet to tapping."

"That would be great but what is all of this?
Cheyenne, do you know?"

Anna looked from Pierre to Cheyenne and then
back again. Pierre just started muttering, "Pretty soon the whole
city will know about me scroll. How's a leprechaun supposed to get
anything done with silly lassies playing hobgoblin and scaring him
half to death?"

Cheyenne finally said, "Mr. Runner over
there…"

Both girls broke out into giggles again as
they thought of the sight of Pierre running in place on the bed.
When they recovered, Cheyenne continued, "Mr. Runner has an ancient
scroll that's written in Chinese. He's trying to translate it. The
trouble is that it's an old language and the computer doesn't
recognize the characters."

Anna asked, "What's the scroll about?"

Cheyenne looked at Pierre and asked, "Shall I
tell her or do you want to?"

Pierre said, "Look in the hall to make sure
no one is there and close the door."

Cheyenne looked and closed the door. Pierre
did his scan of the room just as he had last night. He beckoned
Anna close. He whispered, "Me scroll is an alchemist's secret
formula for making gold."

Anna stared at him in surprise and then
looked at Cheyenne. Cheyenne burst out laughing again and Anna
followed. Pierre just looked at the two in disgust. When the girls
settled down to just a few giggles, he said, "Now, dearie, ye have
to promise not to say a thing about this to anyone."

Anna said, "Oh, I surely won't. I could just
hear it. Anna knows a leprechaun who has an ancient scroll telling
him how to make gold out of thin air…"

Pierre gave her a disgusted look as he said,
"Not thin air. Changing something else into gold."

Anna looked at Cheyenne and both burst into
laughter. She said, "That's even better. What should we change into
gold? Silver or maybe we could use sand. My Dad had a load of sand
delivered to use in the mortar for our new barbeque. Cheyenne, I'm
rich. A load of sand turned into gold."

The laughter burst out again and Pierre gave
them a pained look before he said, "Why don't ye two lassies run
along and let me cipher?"

Cheyenne looked at Anna before both of them
flopped on the bed and started moving their legs like they were
running in place. This only lasted a few seconds before they burst
into laughter. Pierre hrrrumphed and turned his back on them as he
pretended to be studying the scroll.

The girls left and went back to the living
room to finish planning the birthday party. As they clomped down
the stairs, they both yelled back to Pierre, "We love you even if
you do believe in fairy tales."

They heard more muttering from the bedroom
which brought more giggles.

Anna said, "Maybe I should take a sample of
that scroll to my next door neighbor. Mr. Ling is Chinese or
something and might be able to read it or know where to get it
translated."

"I'll get you a sample. I have it scanned
into my computer."
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