
Chapter Thirteen
C. C. sent the letter out to his uncle the very
next day. All we had to do now was wait. C.C. asked his
uncle to hurry ‘because his buddy needed the money
the coins would bring very bad.
It seemed like it took forever for the return
letter from his uncle. We stayed away from Mulberry
Branch while we were waiting on a reply from C. C.’s
uncle.
It was two weeks to the day before the letter
from his uncle arrived. I saw C.C. running from the
mailbox with a letter in his hand. I could tell he had
already opened it and knew what it said. He was
running and jumping all at the same time, which ain’t
no easy task.
We went to running to meet him. Doug and I
had been waiting down at the fort and had been
watching for him, as we had every day for about a
week. C. C. did not stop when we meet him in the path.
Running past us he shouts, “Come on to the fort. This
is important stuff.”
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After we had seated ourselves, C.C. said,
“Gentlemen, I have received an answer from my
Uncle.” Now I did not know what to make of that. In
all the time I have known C.C. he has never called us
“Gentlemen”. Boys, Men, a few cuss words from time
to time, but never “Gentlemen”.
I think to my self, maybe we really are rich.
Maybe we really are worth a DAD BLAME
FORTUNE. I spoke up pretty quick, “Well, read us the
confounded letter, would you please?”
C. C. came back at me, “Ok, Ok, don’t get so
dad gum snappy with me!” I guess we were both a
little on edge from all the waiting.
C. C. went to turning the pages this way and
that, like he had them upside down or something.
Finally Doug reached over and snatched the letter out
of his hand and shouted at him, “I’ve had enough. I’m
reading the dang letter!”



I said, “Out loud, Doug, out loud.”
He did. “Dear C.C., I received your letter the
other day and I was surprised to discover that you had a
friend that has in his possession two of the most prized
coins around. For you to be writing me he must be a
new numismatic to not know the value of the coins in
his possession. I would be very interested to learn just
how he came to have them and also if he would
consider selling them. Your question as to the worth of
the coins depends a lot on the condition they are in.
However, they are so rare that I could not venture to
guess at their real value. But just to give you some idea,
I would guess the 1856”O” at somewhere around
$5000.00 and the 1860 “O” maybe as high as $1000.00.
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I, myself, am prepared to make a trip to your
hometown to view these coins. Please relay my interest
to your friend and advise me of his answer at your
earliest convenience. Your Loving Uncle,”
“$6000.00 DAD GUM DOLLARS. WE ARE
RICH. WE ARE WORTH A DAD BLAMED
FORTUNE. WE ARE RICH. WE’RE RICH. SET UP
THE R.C.’S MR. AUSTIN. WE PAYING CASH ON
THE BARREL HEAD.”
We were all jumping up and down and carrying
on. When us cousin’s get to carrying on it is a sight to
behold, I can tell you that. And we were carrying on big
time.
Doug spoke up, “Wait a minute. Them dang
coins are still down on Mulberry Branch where them
dang ghost have set up their band stand. What we
gonna do now, tell me about that.”
I said, “Are you talking to me?”
“Yes, I’m talking to you. You the one who was
going to dig up the coins and then said you were run
off by a lisping, banjo playing ghost. If that don’t beat
all I ever heard. You fed a horse sweet taters up at Mrs.
Old Lady Thornton’s Place and now you talking to a
lisping banjo player. You beat it all, you know that?”
I looked at Doug for a minute and said, “Well,
thit, Doug, sthat’s diss what happened.”
I was gonna say more but Doug, Homer and
C.C. went to laughing so hard I could not go on. They
would have missed it anyway.
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Chapter Fourteen
Even though I made light of what Doug had



said to me and even though I knew he was not serious
about what he said, I still felt pretty badly about my
failure to retrieve the coins. So I offered to go down
there by myself and to see if maybe one person would
have a better chance at getting the coins dug up.
I mentioned this to the guys and they got all
bent out of shape, “we are not taking a chance on you
running off with the coins,” “yeah, you would like for
us not to be around”, “what do you take us for,
dummies?”.
I said, “Alright, I can take a hint. I will not go
without you guys. Anyhow, you can’t dance by yourself,
can you?”
A smile was all I could get out of them with my
attempt at humor. I think that it had settled in their
minds that we were pretty dad blamed rich but first we
had to do some digging. That is what we decided we
better do. C. C. went down to his house and got
his shovel and we met where the two paths converged
coming from the store down to the trestle and from C.
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C. house to the trestle. After we reached the road it was
about a mile and a half down to the bridge over
Mulberry branch. Then we had to go south about 100
yards plus what we added when we reburied the
treasure.We got down to the Hickory Nut tree and
Doug stepped off exactly 5 paces uphill from the tree.
C. C. went to digging. After he had dug up about three
square feet of ground, he looked at Doug and said,
“Are you sure it was five paces?”
I spoke up, “I remember it was five paces, but I
think Doug went a little more south than he did east.”
Homer said, “No, it was exactly five pace uphill
from that very hickory nut tree.”
I looked down the hill a little ways and asked,
“Or was it that hickory nut tree.”
They all jerked their heads around looking at
the tree I was talking about. It looked almost identical
to the one we were digging at.
Doug said, “Or maybe that one.” A few feet up
hill from the one I had noticed. We got to looking and
there were hickory nut trees all up and down that darn
branch.
“Gentlemen,” said C.C. “ain’t but one thing to
do. Doug marks off exactly 5 paces from every one of
these dang old hickory nut trees until we find our can
of coins.”
You talk about slow going. C. C. had the only



shovel and the rest of us were using a sharp stick. If the
ground was too hard for digging we figured we had the
wrong tree ‘cause the ground had already been dug up a
few months ago.
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We stuck with the five paces very closely;
however, we varied a little on a north-south line from
the tree since Doug was not sure about “exactly uphill”.
After about an hour of digging we were taking a break.
I looked at Doug and said, “And you were on
my butt about not digging up the treasure. I’m not so
sure you remember how many paces it was. You don’t
know uphill from downhill anyway and you have always
had the blind staggers when you walk. We should have
known better to have done this without putting some
markers down.”
Doug jumped up read quick like and went to
running around all the hickory nut trees in the area.
“Dang Pete, “Doug said, “you are right. I did put a
marker down. I made a cross out of two limbs to mark
the burial spot of the can. Try not to kick any limbs
while you are walking around looking.” All of us
jumped up and were checking the hickory nut trees. I
had checked two when I was stopped right in my
tracks.
MUSIC! Dad-blamed TURKEY IN THE
STRAW type music! I just can’t stop my feet. They
want to go to running and it’s about a half a mile before
I can get them to stop. Homer and I are side by side.
We look behind us and there is no one there so
we lay down in the grass. Huffing and puffing. When I
can finally talk I say to Homer, "A few months ago I
had only heard Turkey in the Straw one are two times.
Man, am I ever sick of it now.”
Homer says, “Yeah. Well, a few months ago a
turkey in the straw was a big bird hiding from my
chopping axe and now I’m finding out it’s a song old
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ghosts play. You ain’t nearly as sick about it as I am, I
can tell you that.”
I hear Doug and C.C. talking a few feet from
where we are. We make our way over to them. I asked
C.C.”Well, what do you think we should do now?”
He replies, “We got to go back. The only way
we are ever going to find our coins is to examine every
tree on that hillside.”
Doug says, “Yea, it ain’t but 15 or 20 left to
check. That won’t take too long, will it?”



Every once in a while that boy can get under my
skin. But I grit my teeth and think about all the R.C.’s
we will have as soon as we find those coins. Again.
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Chapter Fifteen
Even with each of us taking a tree apiece it was
taking forever to dig around all the Hickory nut trees.
We did not want to step it off because Doug’s step was
so much longer than the rest of us.
So we had to wait on him to do the stepping
before we could do the digging. I told him, “Doug,
when you were stepping off the paces, I wish now you
had done a two step. Who ever heard of a five step,
anyway?”
Doug said, “You beat it all, you know it! You
just beat it all. Here we are all worried about our
money, worried about old ghosts playing music, tried,
hungry and sore all over and you talking about
dancing.”
I look at him for a couple of minutes and said,
“Well, thit Doug, I dost happen to know the banjo
player in thwis band.”
That got all of them, a Rolling down laughing.
Homer is on his back with his feet stuck up in the air.
I said, “Fellows, we must be pretty tired because
that wasn’t that funny. What do you say we go to the
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store and have a R.C. Cola before Mr. Austin closes
tonight?” Everyone agreed with that so we high tailed it
to the store.
When we got to the store there was a host of
people around. When we walked in the door Mr. Wild
Bill Wilkins met us at the door. “Mr. Austin, these boys
look like they could use a cold drink. Name your
poison, boys. I’m buying. Why don’t you give them a
Milky Way candy bar also, Mr. Austin?” Well, we
jumped right on that. It was not very often that Mr.
Wild Bill bought anybody anything and we wanted to
hurry and start eating and drinking ours before he
changed his mind.
I looked at Mr. Wild Bill and said, “Dang, Mr.
Bill,” careful not to put the Wild on it to his face, “did
you come into a lot of money or what.”
“You gald dang betcha I come into a bunch. I
was down on Mulberry Branch to other day gathering
hickory nuts and I came upon a fresh dug grave of a
sort with a cross made out of limbs on top of it. It
looked peculiar to me, so I commenced to digging.



Wern’t no time a’tall ‘til I dug up a molasses can. That
can had two gold coins in it, twenty dollars gold pieces
they were and Elrod paid me $250.00 apiece fer them
thangs. Can you believe that fellar? Giving me $250.00
apiece fer them. Beats all I ever saw.”
You talk about some long faces, all of us was
pure-old-dee sick, I can tell you that.
I looked at Mr. Wild Bill and said, “We the ones
who buried them coins!”
Everybody in the store went to laughing and
hah-hahing and pointing at us, “Yeah, we know you
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did.”, “Just happen to have had to much pocket change,
did you?” “That’s what your Uncle El paid you for
doddling sawdust?” I turned plum red they were
needling us so.
C.C. said, “Pete, let’s get out of here.”
We walked on down to our fort, sad, sick and
downright dejected. Our shoulders were hunched over
and we were some sick boys. No one said a word.
After we had sat around there for maybe 15
minutes, Homer spoke up, “C.C. yonder comes your
pappy.”
It wasn’t but a few minutes until Uncle El stuck
his head in the door of the fort, saying, “Can I come
in?”
We all answered “Yes sir” at the same time.
He said, “Let me tell you boys something. I was
puzzled over C.C.’s interest in gold coins a while back
and especially gold coins with the dates he mentioned.
So when Wild Bill showed up offering me the coins
with those same dates, I figured he had stolen them
from you or swindled them from you. Either way, I
figured something was wrong. I don’t know the full
value of these coins but I know it’s a bunch. I’m going
to sell them for you guys, deduct my expenses, then put
the rest of it in the bank in each of your names, divided
equally among you.”
While he was talking we started getting taller
and taller and feeling a whole lot better. Every one of
us thanked him about thirty or forty times and told him
the whole story and even included the lisping banjo
playing ghost.
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He didn’t act like he believed our entire story
but he accepted it. It worked out real well for us. We
ended up having over a thousand dollars apiece in our
bank account. Only thing, we had to graduate high



school before it became ours. If we didn’t graduate high
school, it reverted back to him.
Well, we all finished high school and made
good grades while doing it. I took a special interest in
history, American History, Civil War type history. I
don’t think you are surprised by that, are you?
To this day, whenever I hear anyone talk about
the civil war, I think about them old boys playing their
music down on Mulberry Branch. I’ll bet you they are
still at it.I have gone down to Mulberry Branch every
once in a while and sat on the bridge listening for some
music. One day I thought I heard a lonely banjo picker,
off in the distances, plucking away at a sad tune. It
kind’a made me sad and to feel bad listening to that
music; but not bad enough to offer him the money
back.
Then I thought, “Well, thit, he’s an old ghost.
He can dost come with me if he wants to.”


