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Synopsis: A woman living in the Klondike
Territory decides to head down to San Francisco after getting an
apparently legitimate treasure map from a local character, and when
she determines that her theoretical claim is real, she runs into a
charming but shady character laying claim to the very same piece of
real estate, which happens to lie under the cold waters of the
bay.


Tuesday, February 2, 1849

Klondike Region—Evening

Clinton Creek Home of Clarrisa Pierre

Yukon Territory, Canada


Twenty-six year old dark-brunette Clarrisa
Pierre paced the floor of her one room cabin waiting anxiously,
clutching the last of her life's savings while waiting for old
Aramis Fairbanks to show up. She didn't think he'd show up.

She placed her hands on her high forehead and
brushed her curly dark-brunette locks over her bangs. Several
reasons for Aramis not showing crossed her mind. One, her high
forehead advertised the Native American heritage mixed in with her
curly dark-brunette French hair and slanted eyebrows.

Third generation ivory skin tones Klondike
woman like herself would surely pass as full European outside of
Yukon, Canada. Inside Yukon, Klondike, Canada, and everyone knew
Native American women and lonely Canadian men had been mixing
together for some seventy-five years now.

Two, sixty-five year old Aramis shuffled one
foot before the other slowly, patently. His legs still moving as he
used to swim while cave diving off the California coast. In
contrast, Yukon, Klondike, Canada lay far north of California
though, an entirely different terrain, environment.

Three, Clarrisa possessed an intelligent
mind, a busty, Amazonian hourglass shape and had no marriage
prospects. He might fear being tempted to uncontrollable behavior.
He was a God-fearing man.

Four, she had plenty of sex prospects,
especially in the one saloon down in Dawson. But Clarrisa hated
saloons which Aramis sometimes frequented telling his exciting
tales of adventure.

Five, she studied ballet before her
thirty-six year old private teacher, Jacques Lerfervre, moved back
to Paris. She was cultured and Aramis was a low-middle class
explorer and runabout. Her mom and dad died five years ago, having
had her at a late age of thirty-six. Clarrisa was their wonder
child.


The only reason Aramis might show up,
Clarrisa thought as her red and white striped dress of Canadian's
colors swished against her cabin floor getting dirty, was she loved
collecting old maps, too. Aramis had a special old map to show her.
He said it contained a treasure he was too old to claim now. A
treasure he wanted to give to someone worthy of it. She qualified
as worthy in his mind.



Clarrisa wore her best outfit. The dress had
a one-inch, solid red, ruffled hem. She wore her white background
black cameo necklace on the black band around her slender neck. Her
medium size feet wore dark-red Cupola boots that laced nine inches
up her lower leg. The two and half inch heel made walking on
cobblestones or the non-existent roads of Klondike, Yukon, Canada
easy.

Classy black spats and shoe coverings not
only completed her worthy look, but also extended the life of her
only pair of shoes.

"If he doesn't show up, I'll just go find
him," she muttered to herself in her fruity-husky voice. The
statement sounded like a plea for help if one over heard the
seductive tone. Clarrisa never affected the fruity-husky tone to
manipulate others; her words just came out that way.

Husky, sexy, open, fruitful, fertile,
flirty.

Short, five feet, five inch Aramis was known
for disappearing for weeks at a time. No one knew where he went or
from where he returned. He showed up wearing that skullish grin on
his wrinkled-leathery complexion face. He'd be wearing black work
pants, his favorite dull gray shirt and no tie around his open
shirt collar. His heavy fur coat reminded her of pictures of
mountain men who also disappeared for weeks into the tundra of
America and Canada.

Her natural-salmon pink lips trembled. This
opportunity to get out of sparsely populated Yukon and find better
marriage prospects would probably never come again. Nothing
happened in Yukon, Canada.

Aramis had to come. He just has to," Clarrisa
said aloud, wringing her hands around the leather purse holding her
life savings.



Tuesday, February 2, 1849

Klondike Region—Evening

Clinton Creek Home of Clarrisa Pierre

Yukon Territory, Canada


"Knock. Knock. Knock-Knock!"

One hundred and fourteen pounds, five feet,
six inch Clarrisa turned back toward the door. Her periwinkle blue
eyes flashed. She rushed to the door. She tugged the doorknob
quickly and the heavy spruce wood door opened.

"Aramis!" Her words sounded like the call of
one lover to another.

He wore black work pants and his favorite
dull gray shirt. He wore no tie around his open shirt collar. His
hair was mussed constantly as if he just got out of bed. Clarrisa
waited for his big gray and white walrus mustache to move up and
down when he talked.

He ignored the inadvertent compassion in her
voice. "Thought I wouldn't show, didn't you lass?" He shuffled one
foot before the other holding a scroll of dull-yellow paper in his
left hand.

"You told me you used to climb out of school
window before lunch and run off camping in the woods seeking
adventure. You wanted to be Robin Hood." She shrugged. "What was I
to think, Aramis?"

He shuffled, slowly passed her and walked to
her kitchen table. The only furniture Clarrisa Pierre had. Two oak
chairs faced one another. He sat down.

Clarrisa was relieved he did not fall
down.

She plopped the leather pouch down on the
table's center. "All I have," she remained standing.

Aramis stared at it hungrily for a second.
"All I need."

Clarrisa snatched up the purse again before
Aramis' dirty fingernail hands reached it. "The Treasure Map
first."

"Very good, lass. Never trust a man when it
comes to money or property." He laughed a halting laugh, almost as
if it would be his last. He stared his steely eyes into Clarrisa's
periwinkle blue eyes. "I know I made the right choice in this." He
patted the yellowed scroll of paper as if it were the Magna
Carta.

He wiped her table clean of any debris first.
Then, Aramis Fairbanks unrolled the parched yellow scroll. "This is
it."

"A map of California! I'm not giving you
my--"

"Hold on Clarrisa. This isn't just a map of
California. It's a treasure map." Aramis shook his head, no doubt
from the husky-fruitful tone of her voice. "Sit down. You can trust
old Aramis."

Hesitantly, Clarrisa sat down, careful to
pull her red and white stripe dress under her bottom. She leaned
forward to see the map close up.

The kitchen table was small, but perfect for
the treasure map to cover.

"You may not know this, but right now there
has been a gold strike in California, in the Sierra Mountains as
they call it."

"Gold strike! I can go and--"

Aramis shook his head. "No . . . you don't
want to go and dig." He waved his knotty small hand. "You'd have to
wade in the water; you’d be fighting for a claim with rugged men
willing to do anything to a," he hesitated and his eye roved up and
down her busty figure, swan neck and high-forehead pretty face,
"French woman like yourself, Clarrisa. Now . . . most of those men
will leave poor or break even."

"How come?"

"Because, Clarrisa, you have to buy a pick,
shovel, bucket; pay for housing, cleaning your clothes, and buy
food." He chuckled. "A sandwich is going for ten dollars and apple
two dollars."

"Madness."

Clarrisa studied Aramis skullish grin and
wrinkled face closer. His steely eyes seemed trustworthy.

Aramis nodded, "Madness indeed." He patted
his treasure map. "Now, what I have here is nowhere near the gold
strike, near a small place called Sacramento valley. You won't be
around a hundred, sex starved men, Clarrisa."

"Where is this treasure?"

“This legitimate gold claim is on the
California coast at San Francisco. The claim is off the coast."

"No, Aramis. You had me pacing the floor,
feeling bliss and dread, worry and euphoria for a scam. I can con
myself by going to the Dawson saloon thinking I'll get a decent
job."

"No con, Clarrisa,” he continued in a calm
voice. He rolled the map on its backside for a second. He pointed
to a small seal. "That seal is legitimate. It's from the land
surveyor who can sell land in California."

Clarrisa calmed down. "Go on Aramis," she
said, leaning forward again.

"Long ago, the Spanish were all over
California. In fact, Mexico and the United States just got finish
fighting a war over the California territory last year 1846-1848.
Mexico lost. I heard from and old Indian that heard it from an old
dead Catholic priest that a Spanish galleon bringing gold from the
new territories of Mexico, Peru and so forth sailed into the port
and during a storm crashed and sunk. That was over two hundred
years ago."

"Aramis, that's too long ago. I don't believe
it."

Clarrisa knew what was coming. Aramis was the
consummate storyteller. His big gray and white walrus mustache
began to move up and down as he continued the tale. The more
excited he became the more his steely eyes lit up. Only when
finishing his yarn would the light in his steely eyes dim to the
level of a normal person doing their everyday tasks.

"That old Indian described the Spanish ship's
heavy square-rigger, several decks and elaborates poopdeck
perfectly. How could an Indian know that unless he'd seen it with
his own two brown eyes?" Aramis pointed his first two fingers, in a
forked formation, toward his own steely eyes. "This Indian pointed
out where his relatives said it went down. And those Native
American have an oral tradition still alive. They don't write
everything down on paper and in books like we Europeans do."

Clarrisa was smitten.

"I cave dive—well, not anymore. In my younger
days, I had the old Indian show me the spot and I dove down. You
have to hold your breath for a long time. Once you get to the ship,
you have to get inside the ship, to see the gold."

"You saw the gold, Aramis?"

"I saw the gold, and it's waiting there right
here," he forcefully thumped his forefinger down three times on the
parched yellow map. "It's too heavy to get out, though."

Clarrisa looked at the spot. She looked up at
Aramis. "Why don't you just pay someone to get all the gold?"

"I'm way too old for that. I don't trust
anyone to save me any of it. John Sutter's land is run over with
people mining, mining his gold." Aramis Fairbanks scoffed. "John
Sutter will end up poor unless he can sell his land."

"But why doesn't someone legal--"

"They all want the gold, Clarrisa. Remember
what I said never trust men with money or property."

"Yes. And how do I get the gold, Aramis?"

"You'll have to find someone who cave dives
to find it. Then, you'll have to figure a way to reclaim the
land."

"Reclaim the land."

"Yes. Take the land back from the ocean that
wasn't there two hundred years ago. It's buried under the land.
Anyone looking at it will see only a shipwreck. They don't know
about the gold."

Clarrisa sat back in her chair. "I don't know
anyone. I understand reclaiming the land."

"Just find yourself a cave diver you can
trust. Once you see the gold the rest will be easy. You can borrow
against the gold in your worst case scenario."

"How long you think it'll take?"

"I don't know Clarrisa that's why I'm giving
it to you. You're a young woman, twenty-five is it?"

"Twenty-six."

"You can work reclaiming the land long enough
to get the gold."

Clarrisa reached up placed a hand on her high
forehead. Her dark brunette hair fell about her shoulders of her
red and white striped dress. "I'll never come back to Yukon,
Aramis."

"You won't have to--trust me!"

Clarrisa turned over her life savings.
"There's fifteen thousand Canadian dollars in that pouch. Enough to
live on for the rest of your life, if you don't use it all on
whoring saloon girls, Aramis."

"You got anything left?"

"You want more?"

"You need money to go to San Francisco, get
set up in a hotel, and hire a cave diver." He opened the pouch and
pulled out the money. His skullish grin widened in his leathery
much wrinkled sixty-five year old face. His yellow teeth showed.
Finally, his Walrus mustache moved up and down in unspoken
excitement.

"I'm holding five thousand dollars for
myself, Aramis."

"The treasure map's all yours Clarrisa," he
stood up. "And good luck."

"I'll do fine," Clarrisa said hurriedly,
rolling up the map. Then she unrolled it again as Aramis watched in
confusion. She folded it back up and put it in a brown leather
purse at her waist. "No need to tell the entire world of my
treasure map is there?" she smiled wide. Her naturally salmon pink
lips framed her perfect teeth.

"You'll find a cave diver. With your ivory
skin tone and dark-curly brunette French locks like yours. It's
bound to happen."

"Thank you for the compliment, Aramis."

"Thank you," Aramis said, and he shuffled to
the door.

As Clarrisa watched him leave, she knew, he
probably did cave dive for a living; he had a particular walk and
his breathing was deep and long.

She watched for a second as his shuffling
feet, moved slower in the Canadian snow and then closed the door.
"I'm either the biggest fool or I'll be the richest woman in
California."



Tuesday, February 14, 1849

Klondike Region—Morning

Clinton Creek Home of Clarrisa Pierre

Yukon Territory, Canada


Twenty-six year old Clarrisa could not think
of a better day to leave sparsely populated Yukon Territory than
Valentine's Day. She wore her Bristol Taffeta Suit in Garnet. The
outfit matched a floor length skirt and a nipped waist cut jacket
and puffed sleeves marked with high, five inch buttoned cuffs.
Around her neck she wore white cameo on a black background on a
black band.

She kept out a copy of Punch satire magazine
to read. She hated the periodical but her dad loved them and so
Clarrisa let the subscription run out. In Punch, she found ribald
humor, satire, politics and funny cartoons. But more importantly,
Punch was a man's magazine; furthermore, she hoped to find some
article about fishing, cave diving, or those who did such
hobbies.

She boarded the small ferry which took her to
Anchorage Alaska in America from there she'd sale on down the coast
to San Francisco, California and claim her gold.

She heard several people, mostly men, talking
about the new gold strike in

















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
" THE TREASUREF/

, , i OLD
: Francisco

o






