
DOCTOR PRESCRIBES GOLD TREASURE 

“It was definitely in the Capital City,” he 

slurred on. I listened intently to every 

word. He said it was in a place that 

looked like it slithered, if it rained the 

mud ran copper red. A menace to anyone 

not in the correct place yet easy if you 

knew exactly where you were going. He 

mentioned a prophetic sign he’d seen on 

a sewer cover just after he hid this item, 

a gold leaf. He also spoke about a 

deliberate arrow he carved into a stump 

adjacent to the veiled location that could 

only be seen from above. His name was 

Colin Leary. 

By now I was really curious and as he 

got more and more drunk, I asked him 

baited questions, hoping to get him to 

slip up and reveal more. He must of 

caught on to my intense curiosity and 

later remembered my excitement for 

that could be the only reason I was 

summoned (after his internment) to 

receive photographs, pictures that relate 

back directly to a night’s treasure story 

of the Golden Leaf. 

 

For once in my life, I was privy to 

something no one else was able to hear. 

You see on that night we were the only 

two that had gotten together at one of 

our secret locations to discuss our 

hidings and finding. 

Rags to riches was not what this 

particular treasure offered up. This he 

said many times after sloshing his 

bourbon from cheek to cheek before he 

would swallow hard. He then spoke with 

a rasp that hurt my throat just to hear 

it. The good life was not going to be 

attained by finding this particular 

treasure, however, one would certainly 

have an adventure before and after 

finding it. And that was the whole point.  

 

“Night and day, you could search,” he 

said. “Who could I turn to, if I need help 

finding it” I asked. He just smiled a wry 

smile and said, “Anything goes, the best 

is yet to come!” Then he hiccupped and 

didn’t stop until he held his breath 

walking for 30 secs asking me to smack 

him on the back, squarely between his 

expanded muscular blades.  

 

The last thing he said before we parted 

ways that evening was something about 

not all things that said on that night 

were on accident or by coincidence. He 

hinted that he just may have said too 

much, possibly fearing that I, Dr. Tate 

Ivee, would go in search of this Golden 

Leaf, He rambled on about other things 

too. He did say he had hidden this 

precious gem by the same standards for 

which our group always hid out items.  

The question I had was, did he want me 

to search for it? Well, if not me, who 

then? Had he told others? What were 

his real intention? Alas, I thought I’d 

never know. But then came these 

pictures.  

After he left this life behind with these 

mysterious things addressed to me, my 

curiosity about the whole sorted affair 

sprang back to life. Though 

undoubtedly, my memory did not.  

I never found it. Truth be told, I never 

tried, really. Oh, I mused about it. I had 

some theories. Jotted a few down. Maybe 

I took a look on a lunch break or two but 

never came away with anything solid in 

my search. Then, as way leads onto way, 

I awoke to a day far from the elation of 

that night’s story. I say this now with 

reimaged feelings after seeing the 

pictures. 

Why am I telling this to a newspaper? 

Why is this story important? You see 

that leaf of gold just may still be out 

there somewhere. I am sure your readers 

- should they have an adventurous spirit 

and adhere to our standards - would be 

intrigued to wrap their minds around 

this mystery. Not to mention that this 

newspaper’s Editor-in-Chief has 

committed to pay $250 to the finder of 

the Golden Leaf who reports it found 

and present it through the appropriate 

channels. Seems he likes a good old-

fashioned quest and believes that a 

newspaper is not just for reporting 

things that have happened. They should 

inspire things to happen.  
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Layman’s = Lehman Lane near the 

treasure AND the first clue that put the 

winners on the right path 
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