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Chapter 1

Dear Zif,

By the time you read this letter, I will be dead 
and buried in my plot, snug in the red clay of Georgia, 
and you will hold the deed to my old homestead out in 
Southern Oregon.  I guess I always knew I’d never return 
to it.  I always meant to, but somehow I just never did.  
I got too wrapped up in my affairs over here on the east 
side of the continent to ever go back.  So I am leaving 
the old place to you, as you are my next of kin.

At first take, it may not look like much to you.  But I 
always thought it had possibilities.  There’s good spring 
water, and lots of trees.  A fellow could probably clear 
some of it and plant crops on that southern hillside.  
The crest of that same hill would make a great homesite, 
overlooking the valley to the north.  You could even run 
a few cattle or horses.

The winters aren’t too cold there, and the summers 
aren’t too hot.  It rains a lot, though, maybe 7 or 8 months 
of the year.  The winters can get painfully long and give 
you a bad case of cabin fever, if you let it.  The remedy, 
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of course, is companionship and a warm fire.  Hopefully, you 
have someone to share your time with out there.

The property once belonged to a mining company that 
went broke back in the late 1800’s.  Of course by now, 
just about all of the evidence of their operation has 
disappeared.  Even the tailings from their diggings 
have become overgrown with trees.  The mineshafts have 
been sealed, and the equipment hauled away.  The water 
flues and whatnot were made of wood, and have long since 
rotted away.  If you went up there with a metal detector, 
you might find evidence, but nothing that would amount to 
more than a rusty horseshoe or perhaps a railroad spike.  
I doubt you could even find the mineshaft without some 
help, which is one of the things I must tell you, after 
I explain a few things.

When I first arrived there in Oregon, I was 23 years 
old and full of big ideas.  I acquired the old homestead 
for a song, as nobody thought it worth much since the 
mines had closed.  There were a few old sourdoughs 
that pretty much kept to themselves, and some friendly 
Indians in the area, but not much else.  The closest 
city of any size was over a hundred miles, and most of 
that by horseback, although one could go by canoe a lot 
of the way if they knew how.

There was a wagon train that passed through shortly 
after I arrived.  It consisted of six families, altogether 
about 20 people, among which was one beautiful young 
lass by the name of Sarah, who later became my wife.

They were bogged down in a low area and having a hard 
time of it making any distance when I came upon them.  
They were tired and frustrated enough to take a few days 
rest while they reconnoitered what they should do next.  
When I chanced to meet them, they offered to hire me as 
their guide to the Pacific Ocean.

As tempted as I was, I declined.  Being a newcomer myself, 
I hadn’t any knowledge of the area.  The best I could do was 
to offer to find them a local guide, which I did.

His name was Frenchy, and he hailed from Louisiana.  
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He claimed to be a gold miner and trapper with over 20 
years experience in these parts.  He said he could get 
them over the coastal range of mountains and out to 
Coos Bay in about 2 weeks.  Having never been to the 
Pacific Ocean myself, I offered to accompany them, and 
we set off.

It turned out that Frenchy was as unsavory an 
individual as you could imagine, and in the space of two 
days, he had managed to turn the entire party against 
himself, stemming from his bad manners and foul mouth.  
He was a hothead with a short fuse.

Well, to make a long story short, he provoked one of 
the party into a duel, and was shot dead on the spot.  
Since I was more or less responsible for finding him in 
the first place, it somehow became my duty to bury him, 
which I promptly did.  

This left us without a guide, and under the 
circumstances I assumed the duties myself, being at 
least as qualified as the next man in the wagon train.  
I picked up Frenchy’s personal effects and went through 
them that first night, hoping to find something that might 
give me a clue as to how to guide these poor people to 
the coast.  I was looking for a map, and I found one.  
But it wasn’t at all what I expected.  It was inked in 
detail on what was probably deerskin, soft and thin, 
and rolled up so that it fit into a silver flask about 
8 or ten inches long.  The map contained no familiar 
landmarks or trails, and there was no ocean, and so at 
first I believed it to be worthless, so I slipped it back 
in its tube, tossed it aside and continued my search.

Finding nothing of practical use, save a very nice 
revolver pistol and a superb hunting knife, I packed it 
all away into a bundle and forgot all about it until 
after we had reached Coos Bay.  The trip took only a few 
weeks and we reached our destination without mishap.

It was during that time that I fell in love with 
Sarah, and asked her to be my wife.  She accepted 
and her folks consented to our marriage.  We tied the 
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knot a few days after we arrived in the coastal town, 
and remained there for a month, helping her folks to 
construct a cabin and get settled in to their new life.

Her father was a handyman, and so found work quickly 
and easily.  They found that they fit into the coastal 
life easily, and were among friends from the start.

But soon, I felt it was time to be getting back to my 
valley home, where Sarah and I would begin to make our 
new lives together.  We started back in the early fall, 
riding horseback in the rain, Sarah and I.  The trip 
took three weeks, during which I was able to observe her 
in the toughest and roughest of adverse conditions.  It 
was cold, wet, and very tiring at times, but she never 
wavered or complained even once about it.

We wintered through OK.  That first year was the 
happiest I’d ever experienced, and come the next fall, 
she blessed me with a healthy young son, whom we named 
Seth Elvin.  We made it through two more years there, 
and each year it seemed was better than the first.  We 
had everything we needed, and what we didn’t have we did 
without.  Each summer we made our way back to the coast 
to see her folks and pick up what supplies we needed.  
Life was beautiful.

Then one spring, a man came walking up to our place 
from out of the woods.  He inquired about work, and when 
I said I couldn’t afford to hire, he asked to stay a 
few days to rest from his travels.  He said he would be 
happy to help out with the chores and whatnot in order 
to earn his keep.  He seemed like a nice sort of fellow, 
so we fixed him a bed in the lean-to out back and invited 
him to supper.

He told us he had come from Louisiana and was actually 
trailing an old acquaintance that he had heard was up this 
way, and it turned out it was Frenchy he was looking for.  
I expressed my condolences in telling him that his friend 
was killed some years back, at which he became a changed 
man.  He suddenly became very agitated, and wanted to know 
where Frenchy’s effects were sent, and where he was buried.
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I immediately sensed that this man was cut from the 
same cloth as Frenchy, and that he was up to no good.  I 
inquired as to what he was looking for and why, saying 
I might be able to help him.  He told me that he was 
looking for a map that Frenchy carried.  He said that 
they had been partners some years back and that he laid 
claim to whatever personal effects Frenchy might have 
left behind, as he had no next of kin.  He showed me a 
deed that had both of their names on it.

Perhaps I should have given the man what he wanted 
right then and there.  After all, he did have some kind 
of claim that may or may not have been legitimate.  All 
I know is, I gave him the pistol and knife, but not 
the map, and it wasn’t because of some kind of greed, 
or even from dishonesty in its basic sense.  I always 
felt myself to be a reasonably honorable man.  However, 
this man had that sort of wicked disposition that fairly 
shown in his eyes, and I felt it in my very soul.  I was 
sure he would tell me anything and stop at nothing in 
order to get his hands on that map.  I somehow felt it 
my duty to withhold the damned thing from him, at least 
until I could figure out what it was all about.

That was a big mistake, as I will tell you.  The 
second mistake was in leaving Sarah and Seth there by 
themselves while I took the map and hid it where I’m 
sure no person could ever find it without my telling them 
where it is.

I didn’t think the man would come back, at least not 
so soon after leaving us that morning.  I walked down 
the hill with him and saw that he was off to a good 
start and headed west.  As soon as he was out of sight, 
I went back up to the house, grabbed the map, and headed 
east toward the old mine.

I spent most of that morning perusing that old map, 
trying to make sense of it, but it was sadly lacking in 
specifics, like anything at all that might suggest what 
the map was of, or a familiar landmark or name.  But it 
only showed some lines that could have been rivers or 
trails, judging by the way they wound about.  There were 
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some graphic representations of mountains and trees, 
but no scale, compass or words of any kind, excepting 
a handful of symbols that ranged from simple circles 
with peculiar marks inside to various moon-shapes.  
These were placed seemingly at random, and could have 
represented anything.  There were some number pairs 
probably by another author than the one who created the 
map, as they were scribbled in the margin in ink of a 
different color.   Of what significance the numbers were 
was not evident to me.  

I decided that one must already possess some 
pertinent information about the map in order to make 
anything out of it.  There was no single “X” to mark the 
spot, no pointing arrow or otherwise any indicator of 
a specific object or prize to be found, and I wondered 
what Frenchy’s partner could possibly want this map for.

It turned out that the little circles and moons 
probably represented the gravesites of long dead Indian 
holymen, and Frenchy’s partner was after something from 
that ancient graveyard.  Whatever it was drove the man 
to return to my cabin before I did, and he ransacked the 
place, and murdered my wife and young son.

I found them in the late afternoon, amid the shambles 
of our once tidy home, thoughtlessly cast aside.  I can 
only say that I don’t think he made them to suffer, 
but rather heartlessly shot them where they stood, for 
there were no signs of any other violence, save a small 
hole in the head of each.  He must have surprised them, 
and then after shooting them, searched the house over, 
tearing down everything from the walls and cupboards, 
emptying every drawer and chest, spilling the contents 
out upon the floor.

He took nothing of value, excepting the lives of the 
two most important people in the world.  The only thing 
he could have been after was the map, which he didn’t 
get because I had hidden it in the old mine.  I was 
devastated, and blamed myself for their deaths.  If I 
had only given him the map at first… and so I buried my 
wife and son.
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Now, all I could think of was revenge.  My heart was 
broken, but I was furiously mad with rage.  All I wanted 
was to get my hands around that young scoundrel’s neck, 
and squeeze the life out of him!  I knew it would not 
bring Sarah and Seth back, but I would not be satisfied 
until I found him.  Then and there, I vowed not to rest 
until revenge was mine.  It was my only reason left to 
live, and it fueled an inferno of vast proportions.

I packed a meager bag of staples, grabbed my bedroll 
and slicker, loaded my revolver, and saddled up Old Joe.  
The sun was going down as I rode down the hill cutting 
for sign, and before it was too dark I found some.  By the 
time the moon came up, I was following my shadow west.



Chapter 2

Old Joe nickered and twitched his ears. The man sat forward 
in the early morning sun and tried to see what had caught his 
attention. Listening and sniffing the air, the old horse cautiously 
stepped forward a bit, and then stopped and nickered again, tossing 
his head. Not sure what the matter was, he slid off the horse’s back 
and proceeded on foot, holding the reins in one hand, and cocking 
the pistol in the other. Parting the brush before, he eased up and 
peered through.

Below was a small creek, and on the other side was a campsite. 
Rolled up next to a spent fire was a solitary figure, asleep and 
breathing regularly. The blanket slowly rose and then fell with 
each snoring breath. There was no horse, or dog, nor any camping 
supplies. From the vantage point, it looked as if it could be the man 
he was looking for, yet there was still some doubt.

Deciding to get closer, he eased his body through the brush, 
leaving Old Joe behind. Wading the creek, never taking his eyes 
from the sleeping form for a moment, and reaching the other side, 
he crept closer until nearly on the man.

Suddenly, the blanket was cast off and I was looking down the 
barrel of Frenchy’s pistol into the eyes of the same young man who 
I was sure had killed my family. I froze, thinking I was done for, 
but the man did not fire. Instead, he simply motioned for me to sit 
down next to the dead fire. He pulled a pair of handcuffs from his 
knapsack and tossed them at my feet. I was ordered to put them on 
my wrists and did so.

The man said he must have that map and threatened to skin 
me alive a little bit at a time if I did not produce it. When I denied 
having ever seen the map, he went into a tirade, saying that he 
knew Frenchy had the map when he died and that I must know 
something. He advanced with the knife and I kicked him. He fell 
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and hit his head, which slowed him considerably, giving me enough 
of an advantage to wrest the knife from him, and to plunge the 
weapon deep into the scoundrel’s chest.

Mad with rage, I plunged it again and again, until I was wet 
with his blood. Out of breath and exhausted, I let the corpse fall to 
the ground and I fell down beside it, shaking with terror at what I 
had done.

I sat there for a long time, until my breathing returned to normal, 
trying to sort things out. I was sick at what I had done, yet not at 
all sorry for taking a man’s life under the circumstances. I drug the 
mutilated body over to the side of the creekbed and caved sand in 
over him until he was completely covered. I kicked sand over the 
fire, washed myself in the stream and then made my way back across 
to where Old Joe stood patiently waiting for me.

Looking back across the water, I could see no signs that any 
camper had ever been there. Mounting up, I turned and rode back 
toward my homestead, not knowing what I would do next. I was 
just stunned at the events of the last two days, and wallowing in my 
sorrow at the loss of my beloved wife and child.

The next few weeks are not clear in my memory. I must have 
wandered back out to the coast, for I found myself in Coos Bay 
again. I knew I had to tell Sarah’s folks what had happened, but 
I was dirty and unshaven, tired and undernourished, and I didn’t 
want them to see me in that condition.

Finding a public bath house, I began the process of trying to 
reconstruct myself. After a shave and a good meal, I was sitting back 
in the corner of a tavern, quietly sipping an ale, and trying to figure 
a way to break the news to Sarah’s family.

The door was flung open and four men sauntered in to belly 
up at the bar. They were loud and boisterous, having already been 
drinking at another local establishment prior to arriving here. One 



10 Tawilla’s Gold

man was digging at another, swearing and occasionally cuffing him 
to accent his accusatory words.

“…and we wouldn’t be here if you had just said something!” He 
slapped the smaller man in the back of the head, just as a third man 
stepped between them.

“Wolf! That’s enough! What’s done is done and we can’t change 
that! Now leave ‘im alone!”

Wolf just sat there, looking disgusted. He took a long swallow of 
ale and wiped his mouth with his sleeve.

The smaller man turned to Wolf. “How’d I know he’d taken the 
map?”

Wolf slapped at him again. “How’d anybody know what Frenchy 
would do? You were supposed to be watching!”

At this, I cocked my ear and listened more intently. 
This had to be about the very map that I had hidden in 
the old mine. I thought perhaps I might learn something 
of interest and so sat there quietly, my head bowed, my 
hat brim covering my eyes, pretending all the while to 
be asleep.

The fourth man in the party turned around with his back to the 
bar and leaned back, resting on his elbows. “Wolf,” he said. “Instead 
of bitching at little Jimbo here, why don’t we talk about what we’re 
gonna do next?” He motioned with a casual swing of his hand at 
the fourth man. “Me an Georgie here can’t be wasting our valuable 
time,” he said, his eyelids veiled.

“Screw off, Tommy. Your time ain’t worth the air you breathe!” 
said Wolf. “And until we get our hands on that map…”
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Tommy stood up and looked around, placing his finger to his 
lips. “Shush up!” he scolded in a coarse whisper. “You want the 
whole goddam world to know?”

They took no notice of me sitting in the booth next 
to them, and I could hear most of what they were saying 
with little difficulty. I learned that they and several 
others were seeking Frenchy’s map. But I couldn’t get 
a line on why, only that they wanted it bad enough to 
kill for it.

“Frenchy’s trail went cold somewhere east of the Cascade 
mountain range,” Tommy was explaining. “But it really shouldn’t 
matter, ‘cause we know he was headed here to Coos Bay. “

“What if he never made it?” asked Wolf.

Tommy frowned and shook his head. “Always the pessimist, 
aren’t you? We don’t know that. We haven’t looked very hard yet, 
and until we do, we won’t know.”

“Suppose we can’t find him?” 

“Jeez, Wolf! Give it a chance, will ya’?” Tommy turned to the 
other two. “Now listen, guys. I want us to spread out and search 
this town over from one end to the other. Talk to folks. Describe a 
loud, boisterous, uncouth Frenchman and they will remember him. 
Frenchy would not go unnoticed around here.”

Wolf scowled. “He could be laying low. If he wanted to just melt 
into the crowd…”

Tommy whirled and struck Wolf on the jaw with a loud smack. 
The man went down, striking a table and chairs, and knocking them 
against the wall. He lay in a tangle.
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“That’s all I’m gonna listen to! Now you either get in line or hit 
the road! I’m not gonna have your negative attitude influence Jimbo 
and Georgie here.” He jerked his thumb toward the other two men.

Wolf sat up, glaring at the man who had hit him. He rubbed his 
jaw and struggled to his feet, but said nothing. He sauntered over to 
a barstool and sat down.

“Awright,” said Tommy. “Just remember, if we find that map, our 
troubles are over. We can all live like kings. We can go our separate 
ways afterwards. But until then, we work together, and you guys do 
what I say. Got it?”

Jimbo and Georgie nodded, but Wolf just sat there, glaring. 
Tommy advanced, drawing his fist back, when Wolf held up one 
hand and nodded.

“Yeah, I got it,” he said.

Tommy lowered his arm. “That’s better,” he said. “Now get 
going and meet me back here in about three hours. Sooner if you 
learn anything.”

They all walked out the door and I was left to ponder 
what I had heard. Sitting back, I tried to recall what 
was on the map again, but all I could remember was that 
the lines and symbols were vague.

I decided to hang around, knowing that they couldn’t 
possibly find Frenchy, but I was anxious to see what they 
would do next. My only problem was if they thought they 
were at a dead end. I knew at once that I would have to 
devise some sort of scheme to find out what they were 
about. I had about three hours to do so.

A red sun was just above the western horizon, rapidly plunging 
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downward into the sea when Tommy stepped through the doors of 
the little tavern. He found all three of his companions, bellied up 
to the bar and half full of ale. From the looks of Wolf, he had been 
there for quite a while.

“You covered the whole town?” he asked them.

Georgie and Jimbo nodded. Wolf scowled, but said nothing.

“No word of Frenchy?”

Georgie and Jimbo shook their heads in unison.

“We checked all up and down the wharf,” said Wolf with a 
sneer. “Where did you look?” He turned around and rested back on 
his elbows.

Tommy pulled out a stool and sat on it. “Yeah. I bet you guys 
checked every tavern on the wharf. How about the hotels and the 
livery?” he asked.

Jimbo looked at Georgie, who looked at the floor and fidgeted.

“Yeah, I thought so,” said Tommy. “Do I have to tell you guys 
everything?”

Suddenly, the door opened, casting a bright red beam of light 
onto the eastern wall. Then a man stepped into the doorway, his 
dark silhouette blocking out most of the light for a moment, and 
finally cutting it out altogether with a quiet latching behind him.

The four men turned to look at the figure that stood before them.

“Evenin’,” nodded the newcomer, advancing to the bar. “How’re 
you fellas doin’?”

Tommy looked the man over. He vaguely remembered seeing 
him earlier in the booth at the back of the tavern. He nodded back, 
but did not answer.

“I’d like a draught,” said the man, laying a gold coin on the 
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bar top. Then, eyeing Tommy, “and whatever these gentlemen are 
drinking, I’d like to buy a round.”

Tommy’s face relaxed a bit. “Why thank you friend,” he said. 
“My partners and I just come into town this afternoon. Up from 
N’Awlins. Come across’t to California, then up from ‘Frisco on a 
freighter.”

The man nodded. “On your way to the Yukon, are ya’.”

Tommy grinned. “Why no, but we are prospectors… of a sort. 
What’s your line of business?”

The man studied Tommy for a moment before answering. “You 
might say I’m an opportunist. I do what I must in order to make 
ends meet. Lately, I’ve been a guide, but my hands fit many tools and 
I’m not afraid to earn an honest day’s wages.

Tommy’s grin got even wider. He stuck out his hand. “Thomas 
is my name, sir, and I must say that it’s a pleasure to meet an honest 
and sincere person like yourself. There aren’t many of us out here 
you know.”

“Elvin. Elvin Lee,” replied the man, shaking Tommy’s hand.

Tommy motioned at the other three men at the bar. “These are 
my pards, George, James, and Mr. Wolf.”

Elvin picked up a frosty mug. “Prospectors, you say? Where do 
you mine for gold around here?”

Tommy’s grin remained locked upon his face. He looked at the 
bartender as he said, “Well now it wouldn’t be good business practice 
to tell where your mine is, now would it?” He raised his glass and 
turned to Elvin. “How ‘bout you tell me where your gold is?” He took 
a long swallow of beer and then set the glass on the bar. He looked 
Elvin in the eye.

Elvin met his stare evenly. He still held his glass with both 
hands. He licked his lips. “Didn’t mean to pry,” he said at last. “Fact 
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is, I don’t have time to mess with lookin’ fer gold. Not when I have 
Frenchy’s map.” He watched as his words made impact.

Tommy’s face slowly changed from a silly grin to a look of shock 
and wonder. It was a long moment before he blinked his eyes and 
replied, “What?”

Elvin was grinning now. “You heard me.”

Now Wolf started to get up, but before he could fully stand, 
Frenchy’s big pistol was cocked and in his face.

“I guess you must’ve heard me too,” he said. “But let’s not get 
too excited.” He turned his head to the man behind the counter. 
“Bartender, my friends would like another round while we discuss 
some common interests.” He motioned to the booth. “Gentlemen?”

 

I was able to persuade these four rogues to talk 
about Frenchy’s map. After a few more glasses of the 
local suds, they became real friendly and they told a 
fantastic tale that I was hard pressed to believe. But 
Zif, wait until you read all of it before you make any 
judgment regarding my sanity. I know it will interest 
you greatly. After I finish, you can check out a few 
things and decide for yourself. 

Here is what they told me:

It seems there was a legendary medicine man named 
Tawilla. He was an ancient Indian Shaman and was said 
to be ageless to all those who had ever seen him. The 
stories about him were older than anyone could remember 
and could not be corroborated. Still, he was a solid 
legend in the pacific northwest (and other places) and 
was said to live in the coastal mountain range somewhere 
east of the Coquille River. 

Men had searched for him in the past, but no one 
could say they had actually found him. The local Indians 
and old-timers swore that he was still around, that he 
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could be seen sometimes in the evenings at a distance, 
lighting ceremonial fires on the mountaintops.

His tribe was of a very ancient order, so old that 
there simply were no reliable records, no artifacts, 
no descendents. Nothing but spoken legends remained of 
Tawilla’s people. But the stories were many and told 
around campfires ever since anyone could remember, told 
by trappers and frontiersmen, Indians and immigrants.

The tales were about bands of ferocious small people, 
and strange creatures that emerged from the forest near 
his home. Tawilla was said to summon them at times, 
unleashing them on his enemies and keeping men at bay 
should they come too close.

But perhaps the most intriguing part of these 
legends was that of Tawilla’s gold, said to be vast in 
proportions, hidden deep within a cave beneath his home. 
Men died seeking Tawilla’s legendary cache of treasures. 
They sometimes disappeared into the forest, leaving 
nary a trace. Tawilla was often said to have taken 
them and punished them for intruding into his forest. 
Imaginations run wild when unexplainably strange things 
happen. No matter what the real truth, it is next to 
impossible to separate it from the mystic superstitions 
that accompany it, especially when men occasionally 
get a glimpse of something that seems very real, but 
somehow unworldly.

On the surface, we don’t really want to believe in 
these evil-sounding legends. Yet there is something 
deep within us, some primordial fear that can be 
awakened under certain circumstances. This fear can be 
so overwhelming that it can make an otherwise brave and 
reasonable man drop everything and run for his life, 
leaving his friends and possessions behind.

After the four men told me all they knew about 
the legend, Tommy gave me his views, explaining that 
he wasn’t afraid to venture into the forest in search 
of Tawilla. He didn’t believe in ghosts, monsters or 
boogeymen. But he was sure that Tawilla’s gold existed. 
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His partner, Frenchy had been there once and seen 
the gold with his own eyes some years before, but he had 
been attacked and driven away before he could get his 
hands on it. Tawilla and his warriors had surprised them 
at night as they slept, killing all in the party but 
Frenchy, who barely escaped with his life. But Frenchy 
didn’t come away entirely empty handed. He had the map.

Only Frenchy was dead now, and I had the map… or 
at least had it hidden away in a safe place. This was 
something that Tommy kept pressing me for. He wanted to 
see the map, to be sure it was authentic.

But I didn’t trust the man, and so was purposely 
evasive about it, telling him that I would produce it in 
due time. First I wanted to know just what their plans 
were, and how they intended to go about finding and 
securing the treasure.

Tommy could see no other course than to cooperate 
with me. Otherwise, he would never see the map. But he 
did emphasize that only he could read the map, because 
Frenchy had shared that information with him and no one 
else.

I had to assume Tommy was lying here, and suspected 
there were even more who knew about the map. I thought 
about the young man I had killed a few weeks before. 
He had also claimed to be Frenchy’s partner. I wondered 
how many others Frenchy had sold interest to, and then 
given them the slip.

One thing became clear, however. Tawilla’s stomping 
grounds had to be somewhere near my own property, east 
of the Coquille River. The more I thought about it, it 
all seemed to add up. Frenchy was in the area at the 
time, trying to figure out the map when I hired him as 
a guide. The greedy bastard was an opportunist himself, 
and took on the task in order to gain some kind of 
dishonest advantage over the folks who hired him.

I’ll never know, but it was probably most fortunate 
that Frenchy died when he did. It turned out there were 
actually several other parties after the man for a lot 
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of the same reasons. He was a scoundrel through and 
through, and I couldn’t help but feel that he was at 
least partly responsible for the death of my wife and 
child. I was determined now more than ever to find out 
the secret of the map.

In the end, I agreed to lead them back to my valley, 
where we could look at the map and try to decipher its 
meaning. However, I made it clear that I was in charge, 
and that at any time I felt that they were not on the 
up and up with me that we would part company.

And so it was that the five of us set out that 
afternoon for the Coquille River and points beyond in 
search of Tawilla and his hidden treasure. Little could 
I imagine the events that would occur.

Georgie and Jimbo were brothers and very much alike 
except that Georgie was very big, and Jimbo was on the 
frail side. They shared the same horse, a big chestnut 
mare named Molly. Wolf followed at a distance on a 
mount probably older than him. Tommy’s roan gelding was 
the best of the bunch, other than old Joe, my mount. 
Together we were a sorry lot. But then we were not 
on any particular time schedule. More importantly, I 
wanted to learn more about Tawilla, and I felt like a 
journey of a few weeks with these birds might give me 
that chance.

As long as I didn’t have the map in my possession, 
I was safe. Tommy wouldn’t pull anything until I did. 
Still, I kept my eye on him. His companions were another 
story.

Tommy said Wolf was a Seminole Indian, which was 
another way of saying he wasn’t really connected to any 
tribe as such. He’d met Wolf in New Orleans, at a crap 
game in an alley. He’d taken the Indian’s side in a 
dispute over cheating, and together they had left town 
ahead of some ruffians. It was all a misunderstanding, 
according to Tommy. Wolf had been with him ever since.

Georgie and Jimbo were working on a barge on the 
Mississippi when he’d met up with them, victims of a 
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tyrant of a captain who basically had enslaved them. 
They weren’t smart enough to know that they could have 
left at any time. He told them that they were under the 
spell of a gypsy woman and were bound to him for life. 
He worked them on his barge, and kept a tight rein on 
them, until Tommy won them in a poker game. He wasn’t 
exactly sure how it happened, but they somehow thought 
the world of him. They would do anything he said, and 
Tommy thought that was something.

Together they had come to Oregon trying to find 
Frenchy, but had lost his trail somewhere in the coastal 
mountain range. They had journeyed to Coos Bay because 
Tommy had heard Frenchy speak of getting an outfit there. 
He said he knew some people he could meet up with on the 
coast that could help him find Tawilla.


