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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fifty Three… 
April 27, 2020 

  The following email exchange may be of interest to those who are searching in the north. It 

reminded me of some events I had almost forgotten. f 

     

NOTE: The photos were not part of the exchange they are here simply as visual aids. 

Eagle’s Store, West Yellowstone in the 1940s 

 

Hello Forrest, 

 I was talking with my grandpa about the chase and learned he also lived in West Yellowstone for 

a time. He sent me the following story: 

The summer of 1938 we lived in a small cabin in West Yellowstone while my dad ran a small meat 

market in town next to Eagle’s store (still there). My brother Bob and I helped him take garbage 

out to the dump, where we would always see grizzly bears feeding. We also helped him get ice for 

meat storage from the “ice house”, an old building where blocks of ice were stored covered in 

sawdust; they remained frozen all summer. Across the street from Dad’s place, there was a Skaggs 

market, the supermarket of the day, where we were strictly forbidden to enter. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/Eagles56edit.jpg
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Bears and Garbage 

 

We sold the weekdays and Saturdays on the streets, taking care to frequent sidewalks near several 

taverns where we could always count on good tips from the drinkers as they left.  As I remember, 

we paid the Post half the cost of the paper and kept the other half, so we did well with the extra 

money from tips. Our paper was not as big a seller as the Salt Lake Tribune, which also had a big 

Sunday Edition. An older boy was the Tribune seller. One Sunday he had to be gone and asked 

Bob and me to carry the Tribune for him. The best place for selling was the long line of cars 

waiting to enter Yellowstone Park. We walked between the lines of cars and soon were sold out.  

When the regular carrier returned the next day and we had to give him half the proceeds to pay off 

the Tribune, we were told that the price of the Sunday Edition was three times what we had been 

collecting. So we ended up with a net loss for our first experience of the business world. 

We used to fish the Madison River just below Hebgen Dam and once I caught a big grayling. I 

don’t suppose they are still there? 

-Frank  

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/beardump.jpg
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Ice Harvesting 

Frank I don’t remember that Sterm name but I remember the Scaggs market because both Skippy 

and I worked there part of one summer. It was owned by a man named Con Peterson who was 

killed in a car wreck down near Ennis. Across the street north was another grocery store where our 

friend Ellert Kosky worked. One day we stood on the loading dock and threw heads of lettuce at 

Ellert, trying to hit him, and he threw them back at us. We got caught and our pay was docked for 

the loss.  

In 1938 I was 8 years old so it was in the 40s that I worked in the market. Onetime, Wallace Beery 

came in. He was a famous movie star who I recognized, and the uncle of Noah Beery Jr., who was 

more famous in the movies. Wallace wanted to buy some 22 caliber bullets, which were rationed 

during the war (so were tires, Skippy and Forrest trip back to Texas in skippys car). I wouldn’t sell 

them to him because he didn’t have any coupons. That made him really mad and I thought he was 

going to hit me. Skippy saw there was trouble and he came running over with a broomstick in his 

hands. Mr Berry cooled off some. I guess he didn’t like the odds or the choice of weapons.  

Those were the good old days. 

Our cabin was just 100’ from the ice house and we liked to play in it. The ice came from Hebgen 

Lake and was sawed in cubes of about 2’. The ice house had double walls and sawdust was packed 

in between them for insulation. We were always careful to cover the ice with sawdust and close 

the doors when we left. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/icehar.jpg
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We also watched the grizzlies at the dump at night, 

sitting in our car with the lights on. Sometimes there 

were as many as 20 grizzlies scavenging at one time and 

black bears would not dare come around. It was one of 

my mother’s favorite pastimes.  

Onetime Skippy and I (mostly Skippy) made a bear trap 

out of 2” dead pine logs, and baited it with road-kill 

meat. The next day we went to check it out and found 

only tree debris and scattered wood fragments. Guess 

some big griz didn’t like being caged, and the road-kill 

was gone. 

Ask your grandpa if he remembers what I remember. F 

Forrest Just south of Skaggs and across from  Dad’s 

meat market there was a store which provided gear and 

information for fishermen or fisherpeople. I remember 

it because there was a case in front where a sort-of 

“catch of the day” on ice was viewable, and my Dad 

provided the ice. Once there was a very large supposed 

rainbow which Dad insisted was a lake trout and not a 

rainbow. 

In our frequenting of taverns for selling newspapers, 

there was one on the northwest side of town where an itinerant preacher often held sway. We were 

really awed by his big booming voice as he inveighed against the evil of drink and loose living. 

We rented  a small slab wood covered cabin on the west side of town.   Somewhere I should be 

able to find a picture. One room was fitted out with a huge wall-to-wall bed where my sister, 

brother and I slept together with our parents. The toilet was an outside two-holer. The meat market 

turned out to basically be a break-even operation, so except for my Dad’s very hard work, it was 

a paid summer vacation. 

Frank 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/beery.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fifty Two… 

 

 

 

April 9, 2020 

 

Hello everyone, 

The world we used to know is coming back, and hopefully it will happen soon. My trees already 

think it’s summer and I’ll not be the one to tell them different. 

A friend just sent me the attachment and it surely must be one of the best videos I have ever seen. 

Try not to be down because of what is happening around the world. Let’s all send an email to an 

acquaintance and ask how they are doing. Say you are thinking about them and just wanted to 

say hello. I really like that idea. This post is my email to you. 

Hello everyone.f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/04/0T1A6332-moon-copy.jpeg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fifty One… 

 
 

March 27, 2020 

 

ATTENTION TREASURE HUNTERS 

Because of the virus, it is time to rethink the search. In these dire times every logic and street sense 

says stay at home. Mayors and governors have mandated it, and so has the president. Much of the 

search areas in all 4 states, are closed. Because so many searchers are out of jobs they want to head 

out in their car and look for the treasure. I am getting many emails each day that tell me that. Please 

don’t do it. Hopefully by summer things will be different. Let’s stay at home and wait it out. it is 

really easy to be sorry, and it lasts a long time. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/snowstorma.jpeg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/snowstorma.jpeg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/share.png
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fifty… 

 

March 23, 2020 

It’s only sweater time in Santa Fe today, but I think it’s just a ploy that nature sometimes uses to 

lure unsuspecting searchers into the mountains. I know she’s planning more snow and cold 

weather. Last week Shiloh and one of his friends made a moonlit climb up to 11,000 feet on the 

local mountain, and skied down. They froze, and Shiloh’s dog said he didn’t want to do that 

anymore.  

For those whose solve is in the north please know that West Yellowstone is expecting snow tonight 

and 24 degrees That’s burr time for everything but polar bears. Let’s think about 1 June for BOTG.  

With all that’s going on in this country wisdom told me not to venture outside except to get more 

firewood and teach Willie what “stay” means. He may be a little retarded in that area. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/snowstorma.jpeg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Nine… 

 

Forrest and Willie at home 

Yesterday it was 61 degrees in Santa Fe so Willie and I took a 45-minute stroll around the yard. 

The cottonwoods and willows were turning green on the limb ends and our daffodils were yellow 

with long, green stems. They’re the first flowers in our yard to smell like promise. The warming 

sun felt really nice. 

Things are tough down town and around the country, so my family is hunkered down with books 

aplenty. I may even read Journal of a Trapper again. We are almost completely staying-at-home 

folks for a while. 

During my almost 90 years I’ve seen the Great Depression, a few wars, and the Aids epidemic. 

They were all terrible and for many long months some folks thought they were world-ending 

events. But they  

weren’t. We worked our way through them by banding together and gutting down.  We’ll do the 

same with this virus thing too. That’s why I’m so optimistic about the future. 

It’s time to take another stroll around the yard. Willie just heard me think that and his tail started 

wagging. “C’mon Willie, let’s go. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/0T1A3930.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Eight… 

 

The Grand Canyon of the Yellowstone 

January, 2020 

In view of recent events perhaps it is prudent for me to recall an episode that has been lurking in 

the back of my mind for more than 7 decades. 

Many years ago, when I was a teenager young and vigorous, Donnie and I hiked on a fishing 

excursion down and into the canyon of the Yellowstone River in YNP. It was below the lower 

falls, and a terrible mistake. Our calves ached, but we persevered. 

The mean-looking white water seemed tight as it swirled around the big rocks. I told myself that 

the river there was too narrow to carry such a volume of water. 

A salmon fly hatch was out so we strung one on our flies. Every cast caught a trout that seemed to 

be abnormally angry. They fought in a fierce manner that was hitherto unknown in the annals of 

my fishing experiences. 

After a few minutes of such predictably, I lost interest, and rested on a rock to watch Donnie suffer 

the same angst as me. We both were strangely uncomfortable and didn’t talk much. 

After filling our canteens, we started out, not fully cognizant of what “out” entailed. It was 

tantamount to climbing the Washington Monument with loose rocks on each step. Our thighs 

resisted all the way up. 

I promised myself that I would never trek into the Grand Canyon of the Yellowstone River  again, 

and I haven’t. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/01/GCY.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Seven… 
December, 2019 

 

 Wherever the Bugle blows 

On the 24th of August, 1968, I was shot down in 

south Vietnam. One-hundred and nineteen days 

later, I was shot down again, that time in the 

jungle of Laos. 

Thirty minutes after I ejected from my crippled 

fighter, it was dark. There could be no rescue 

attempt at night. No one knew where I was.  

But the next morning, at first light, a recovery 

plan was in operation. A C-130, full of search 

and rescue experts, was circling high, directing 

my rescue. A forward air controller (FAC) 

spotter plane had found me and pinpointed my 

position on the ground. It was Lt. James Swisher. 

Four Sandy airplanes whose duty it was to strafe 

all around my position to keep enemy heads 

down, were doing their job. Four F-100 fighters, 

flying low and fast, and pulling Gs, were ready 

to roll in on any enemy position the FAC could 

find. Several other fighters, including a Misty, 

were close by, sauntering just out of the way, and ready to come in if needed. 

A Jolly Green Giant helicopter (the Candy Ann) came in low and dropped 240 feet of cable with 

a heavy jungle penetrator attached. Airman Bob Sully, and M/Sgt. Lee Maples, were watching 

from the chopper. When they saw me unfold the penetrator’s legs and strap on, they activated the 

hoist that reeled me 175 feet up through the tangle of trees and an additional 65 feet above that 

canopy to the relative safety of the helicopter. 

Meanwhile, a spare Jolly Green circled 1000’ above my position and was ready to assist if the 

Candy Ann started taking battle damage.  

Looking back at that incident, which occurred almost exactly fifty-one years ago, I am still 

humbled, and proud. And honored that all of that effort was expended in harm’s way just to save 

my life. I wish I could express myself more eloquently. 

I wanted to say those things now, at a time when our military seems to be taking heat from every 

radial. Are we ready to handle a homeland assault from a foreign power, especially one who 

Forrest's collage painting 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_7843.jpg
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possess gigantic weapons? We were not on December 7, 1941 when the Japanese bombed Pearl 

Harbor. Could that happen again? We must keep our military strong. 

This old flag flies to warn anyone who sees her weak. Long after they have gone, she will wave, 

still at her peak, daring all of those who call her out to test her wrath and act as foes. Her strong 

stripes still proudly there, her resolve still strong, her teeth still bare, ready to charge 

again…wherever the bugle blows.f  
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Six… 
December, 2019 

 The Promise of a Dream 

  Many years ago, when I 

was being wistful about 

what was ahead for me, I 

dreamed above my 

probabilities. It was fun to 

fantasize that someday I 

would write a children’s 

fiction book, and another 

that was non-fiction. And 

see a poem of mine in 

print, and one of my oil 

paintings hanging on the 

wall. 

As I matured, I learned that 

some of the wishes, which 

seemed so far from me once, might have fallen within my realm if I would just try. So I did. 

My book, The Beat of the Drum  and the Whoop of the Dance, was a biography. And later, The 

Thrill of the Chase, showcased poems that I wrote. 

Today, my children’s book is being shipped from the printer. 

Meanwhile, my oil painting dries on the living room table. It’s called, As the Bugle Blows, which 

depicts a time in my life that sublimely underscores my passage through it. Maybe I’ll talk about 

that at another time. And now to my country song. It’s called Cold Coffee in a Hot Cup. f  

My children’s book, Educating Ardi, does not contain any clues or hints to my treasure location. 

It was printed in only 100 copies, and will not be for sale. It is mostly just for family. f 

 

 

  

Front and back covers of my children’s book 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/ardicovera.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Five… 
December, 2019 

 

  Eric’s Funny Part 

The name Eric Sloane should be synonymous with wood. He wrote a book titled 

A Reverence for Wood. In his preface… 

“…one day we were flying over the 

New England country side. 

‘Someday soon,’ I said, ‘I must do a 

book about trees and wood.’ Down 

below, the wooded hills were just 

turning to their autumn colors, and 

the shadow of our plane raced across 

a sea of crimson and russet.” 

When he was building his home in 

Santa Fe, he had some boastfully-

wonderful old weathered boards. 

They were being saved to build 

doors and kitchen cabinets. He loved 

their roughness. They were stored 

outside in the sun and rain where 

they could take on more of a color 

that he called “personality gray.” 

But while he was back east for a 

short visit the carpenters nailed them 

up as joists. Eric’s recovery period 

was rather lengthy and I dutifully 

listened to the story more than a few 

times during our frequent lunches. 

Eric never lived to know that my 

dedication in Seventeen Dollars a 

Square Inch (a personal tribute to Eric Sloane) was really a dedication to his memory, in a funny 

abstract way. 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_1239.jpg
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When Eric learned I was collecting artists palettes, he lamented that he didn’t have one to give me. 

He had no use for one when he painted because he mixed his paints on a wooden board that was 

attached to his easel. “Never mind that,” he probably thought, “I’ll just saw off my mixing board 

and give that to Forrest.” 

 

 

And that’s what he did, but not before painting a covered bridge and nailing a favored old 

paintbrush on for added flavor. Although I had palettes from many important artists, including 

Nicolai Fechin, none was more revered than Eric’s.  

I just measured the palette with my spread right hand, which is exactly 8 ¼ inches, little finger 

nail, to thumb nail. So the palette is 33 ½ inches wide. But just for fun I measured it with my ruler 

also. Yup, 33 ½ inches wide. I always like to be exact. f 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_1240.jpg
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Jimmy Dolittle, Eric Sloane and Neil Armstrong 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_1238.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Four… 
December, 2019 

 

 Eric’s Humor 

More than 40 years ago, when Eric Sloane was building his home in Santa Fe, I gave him a painting 

by Leon Gaspard. It was a house warming gift depicting two Taos Indians on horseback, up close, 

and riding directly toward the viewer. They were wearing shirts with broad, brightly colored 

vertical stripes. And they each had on pauncho hats, one with a feather sticking up and out at a 

rakish angle.  

Eric decided to put it on the left side of a fireplace, and it looked great hanging there, except that 

he didn’t have anything to offset it on the other side of the fireplace. That problem was quickly 

solved when he painted the same Indians wearing the same clothing, up close, and riding directly 

away from the viewer. Another typically looking Leon Gaspard painting with Eric Sloane martini-

style humor. I told him how much I liked it, and we both had a good laugh. Eric was pleased to 

see that I recognized the subtle humor in what he had done.  

The next day he came into my gallery and presented me with a still-wet Gaspard-looking painting 

depicting two Taos Indians on horseback wearing shirts with broad, brightly colored vertical 

stripes. And they each had on pauncho hats, one with a feather sticking up and out at a rakish 

angle.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                      He titled it Gaspard Memories and here it is:  

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_7798a.jpg
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How can you not love a guy like Eric Sloane?f 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/12/IMG_7799a.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty Three… 
November, 2019 

 I had seen the movie, A River runs Through it, but had not read the book. “You should,” my friend 

said, and she gave me a copy. After only 8 pages a mood came over me and I put the book aside 

to write this story. It is something I had to do. The book will be there later.  

Our hair is beginning to turn white 

 I Remember Bip 

He was as close to me as anything 

could be, my arm for instance. His real 

name was Bippy, but I can’t imagine 

why. Perhaps it was given to him when 

he was just a pup and any flippant 

designation, applied with a laugh, 

would fit. You know how humans are 

around babies.  

As he matured, my little brown 

dachshund moved off of his pad and 

into my heart, and even closer if there 

was such a place. He started sleeping 

on our bed, and then under the covers. 

It was nice to awaken in the middle of 

the night and feel his warmth at my 

feet.  

Bippy became Bip, and then The Bip, 

as if the crown jewels had been 

injected into the name. In my work 

place he was always under the desk. If 

I moved an inch, he knew it. When I 

rose to walk, The Bip was always 

trotting, 3’ in my trail.  

Once, in Lubbock where we lived, at 

the time, my wife and I had the  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_7503.jpg
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occasion to drive from the Red Barn 

(the name of our art foundry) to visit 

Glenna Goodacre at her home. We 

drove about  

3 miles through downtown to get there. 

My little dog was in his usual car-riding 

spot on the top of my driver’s seat, and 

behind my neck.  

After a visit with Glenna we were ready 

to go, but The Bip wasn’t hanging with 

me, and he was nowhere around that we 

could see. He had never been to 

Glenna’s before and it was not like him 

to wander off into in a strange 

neighborhood. For three hours we 

searched, up this street and down that 

one, all about. He just wasn’t there, and 

I was sure someone had stolen him, or 

that he had been hit by a car. I was rife 

with despair.  

After more hours of circling and 

looking, we drove back to the Red Barn. And there he was, The Bip, sitting by the front door and 

wagging his tail if to say, “Where have you guys been?”  

How did he get from there to here, 3 miles through heavy traffic, and red lights, and big trucks? 

Those are the things that souls are made of.  

Peggy and I were going up the Amazon River when we received a frantic phone call from Santa 

Fe. A vicious dog had attacked Bip, and he was having trouble. We charted a small pontoon plane, 

which I think was held together with bailing wire and duct tape, (it had no heading indicator or 

altimeter) to come land beside our boat, and carry us to Manaus, Brazil, which was 250 miles 

across the unmapped Amazon jungle where we could catch a flight home.. The Bip saw us and 

wagged his tail. He quickly recovered.  

 

Reunions following near disasters, are wonderful. 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_7507.jpg
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In 1981, a friend assisted Bip in writing 

his autobiography. It’s called Bip, and has 

his signature on the leather cover. It’s a 

30-page fictionalized account of Bip as an 

artist, and Eric Sloane illustrated it with 7 

drawings.The book was published at 

Northland Press in Flagstaff, AZ, in one 

copy.  

The book starts out:  

I never wanted to tell my story. I think that 

should be stated at the start. I find most 

autobiographies rather self-serving. I 

hated “Doggie Dearest,” which I found 

highly exploitive, “For Whom the Dog 

Barks, “Memoirs of a Schnauzer of 

Pleasure,” “Cheaper by the Litter,” and 

all of the other volumes I have read over the years 

have left me cold. I always assumed that my art, not 

my printed word, would make the world aware that I 

have been one of the most colorful artists of the 

American West, Throughout all the years I have been 

painting, I have naively assumed that somehow my 

reputation would be discovered through the gallery 

we operate. But now that I am getting old, I think it is 

time that I tell the whole story. 

At about 13 years, Bip’s muzzle turned white, and he 

got a cancer on his right fore-arm. It was an ugly 

balloon looking thing, the size of a cue ball. Our vet 

just shook his head, a gesture I wasn’t ready to 

accept. The 2nd vet, a wonderful man named Clint 

Hughes, said he could operate and fix it.  

He operated for an hour and he did fix it, and he 

allowed me to sleep the night in his operating room 

on the floor beside my little dog. I knew he would be 

stressed.  

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_7508.jpg
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At about 15 years the terrible malignancy returned, and Clint fixed it again. We were on a roll. 

 

Then at 17 years or so, The Bip began to fall 

apart. His liver failed and he had other 

problems. His eyes told me he was ready. 

Clint came out of retirement to help us, and as 

The Bip went limp in my arms, all of us 

cried. But I wasn’t ready for all of that to 

happen, and I told Clint I wanted my little 

dog to spend one last night on my bed, like he 

had done so many times over the years. “He’s 

no longer there, his spirit has gone.” Clint 

said. It was a kick in the gut to me, And I 

quickly reacted. “Who says he isn’t still 

there, where is your evidence, please show 

me your evidence?” Why do we arbitrarily 

believe things that we’ve been told? Just 

because someone said it doesn’t make it 

true.  Throughout the night me and Bip were 

together in spirit. It was a warm sleep for me. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_7504.jpg
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The next morning, I wrote The Bip’s biography and placed it in a fruit jar that had a rust-proof lid. 

My words said what I needed to say, so I signed it with my name and date. 

Then I made small wooden box. The boards were new and the nails were applied with loving care. 

Then I wrapped Bip in some warm covers and buried him under the big plum tree just outside my 

office at the gallery. 

Many years later, when we sold our gallery, I moved Bip to a place just outside the bedroom at 

our new home on the Old Santa Fe Trail. 

Chiseled on a flat sandstone slab, and placed atop his little space, are these words, Bip, so long old 

friend, for now. I just went out and brushed the snow away to see if there was a date. There wasn’t, 

and I’m glad, because I don’t want to know when he passed away. I just want to remember 

that, in a real way, he is still with me. f 

That story is full of reminiscing words and I feel better for having said them. Now it’s back to A 

River Runs Through it, page 9. Thank you S. 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred 

Forty Two…        November, 2019   

 Related Cultures? I’m getting emails from some who 

want to see more of our collection. I hope you don’t think 

I’m over doing it.  

This beautiful 9” Sinagua lady is a pitcher. She was made 

of clay in north-central Arizona, and I excavated her on a 

friend’s ranch. She had 2 holes punched in her from a 

previous encounter. Can you tell where I gave her some 

necessary medicinal repairs?  

 

 

 

Dal thinks she’s ugly but what does he know about little 

‘ole pottery ladies? He probably thinks her nose is too high 

on her face, and it is by today’s standards. But in her day, 

1,200 years ago, she was right in the middle of what was 

culturally vogue. Her profile makes me want to agree with 

dal just a little bit.  

When my trowel found this woman, she was resting supine 

in the volcanic ash-like dirt. The 151disc beads in her 

necklace were made of shell, catlinite, travertine and 

argillite. They had become unstrung over time, but were 

still in place. I restrung them on cotton. Same for her 

turquoise earrings. 
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Meanwhile, and 4,000 miles to the 

south, the Chancay Indians of coastal 

Peru were making anthropomorphic 

figures like this 6” guy. His eyes of 

ostrich shell are inlaid in his wooden 

face. The other facial features are made 

of shell beads. Notice that his nose is 

up between his eyes.  

Inlaid in the right side of his headpiece 

is a recycled spiny oyster pendant (the 

other side probably had one also). Both 

sides of his earrings are inlaid with 

small slabs of turquoise, which are 

difficult to see because they are held in 

place with some kind of dark mastic. 

For several thousand years most all of 

the cultures up and down the Americas, 

constructed their art from identical raw 

materials. It nearly always included 

turquoise from what is now the United 

States. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty One… 
November, 2019 

 

 Olden Wood  

I like old wood when it has aged in a dry environment. It takes on a deep mellow 

patina. Can you see it in this 18th century Spanish Colonial chest? It’s just 9” long 

and 4” high. 

 

Perhaps at one time its purpose was to provide a travelling home for some special religious 

object, like the 7 1/4th inch bulto below. An old tag on the back identifies it. 
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Our Lady (of Guadalupe) 

Circa 1810 carried by Don Pedro Don Baptista Pino who was the only delegate 

from the New World to the courts of Spain. He was trying to acquire money for 

teachers and priests. The statue was carried with him at all times. 
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Today, the old chest serves a useful purpose for me. It provides a home for 880-dollar coins. The 

value of the chest and the coins is about $3,500. 

 

 

 

 

I’m trying to figure out what to do with it. Ideally, I would hide it somewhere in 

the New Mexico Rocky Mountains north of Santa Fe, but nearer than 8.25 miles 

from town. Then invite kids 16 years old and younger to go search for it. It can’t be 

out in the weather. What would you do with it? 
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Here are a few of my old Spanish Colonial wooden crosses. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Forty… 
November, 2019 

 

The Power of Dance 
 

 

Joe Rivera acquired this skull for me from an Indian who said it was used in a ceremony in 

Greengrass Montana. I wonder what he meant, because there is no Greengrass, Montana, at least 

not on my map. 

My recent post (SB-138) prompted some interesting comments about the Sun Dance, so I’ll tell 
another story. 
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About 20 years ago, Peggy and I went to Lodge Grass, Montana, to visit our friend Joe Medicine 

Crow. Since his place was just 20 miles south of Crow Agency, we had to visit there also.  

That whole country is pretty much sparse of trees, except along the Little Bighorn River and in the 

coulees. Off in the distance, on a rise, we saw some pickup trucks and a few horses parked in a 

small cluster, all by itself. Because it looked so strange and out of place, we drove over. I sensed 

that something special was happening, but I didn’t know what. We parked on the prairie about 

200’ away, and cautiously walked over. The Crow Indians were having a Sun Dance.  

I asked an elderly Indian woman, wearing 

a beaded dress, if we could watch the 

dance. She said, “Yes, but get smudged.” 

(cleansed) A young Indian boy 

approached us swinging a large tin can 

that was heavy with smoke. He was 

burning sweetgrass. (Two of my all-time 

favorite smells are sweetgrass in the field, 

and citronella on my hand).  

Sweetgrass maintains its pleasing smell 

for months, and then suddenly, its gone. 

The boy feathered some smoke on us and 

we walked over to where 7 men were 

participating in the dance. A woman next 

to us was quietly chanting as she cut her 

arm with a razor blade. She was mourning 

her dead, and blood was spilling on the 

ground. 

Peggy and I understood the sacredness of the ceremony and we stood reverently, without speaking, 

just looking. About 40 others were in a circle around the dancers watching the event with us, 

mostly Indians. Although the dancers were wearing modern clothing, the ceremony was ancient, 

and we felt blessed to witness it.  

After an hour or so, Peggy and I eased slowly back. It was time for us to go. Again, we were 

smudged by the cleansing smoke of sweetgrass.  

An Indian woman thanked us for coming and we spoke for just a minute. I asked her why 6 of the 

7 dancers were white men. She said, “When the white man cannot find what he needs in his own 

religion, he come to us.”  

How can we ever have peace on this planet when every religion is correct from its own point 

of view?  
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Nine… 
November, 2019 

 

 New Life From an Old Body 

 

This old juniper tree, adjacent to Shiloh’s house, was totally collapsed by the weight of snow about 

15 years ago. It didn’t much care, it just grew sideways instead of up 

In 1914, an archaeologist named Nels Nelson, working for the National Museum of Natural 

History in NY, took a photograph of a juniper tree at San Lazaro Pueblo. It was in full growth and 

seemingly in good health. I have that photo someplace but am too lazy to go into my basement and 

look for it. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_2137.jpg
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Many years later, I took this photo of 

the same tree. It looked melancholy and 

forlorn, a stump of its former self. Well, 

here, you can see for yourself.  

Sometime after 1914, someone cut all 

of its arms off, probably for no greater 

gain than to build a fence. It must have 

been a painful experience because an 

axe was used to do the cutting. Orange 

lichen soon covered its remnants as if to 

say “We’re helping you buddy, hang 

on.” It couldn’t, so it didn’t.  

About 20 years ago I couldn’t stand it 

any longer so I brought that beautiful 

thing home. Now it relaxes under a 

growing pinon tree by my gate. It has 

earned a rest.  

Juniper is a hard wood that grows 

slowly and rots slowly. Nevertheless, I 

know that in another 100 years it will be 

gone. But in leaving, its decomposing 

body will fertilize a new generation of 

growth. I planted a small cluster of 

juniper berries near its soft underbelly, where they will get moisture from the ground, energy from 

the growing rays of sun, and 

nourishment from juniper decay. 

Covenants on my 2 ½ acres say that no 

additional structures can be built on the 

property. So I expect the berries to 

germinate undisturbed, and enjoy full 

growth for many years. And every spring 

their own berries will residuate as the 

process renews.   

 

 

 

 

Please don’t anyone say I can’t influence the future? f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Eight… 
November, 2019 

 

 Paul Dyck and Me 
 

 

Paul and I at his ranch on Beaver Creek 

Paul Dyck was my friend and compadre. Although he was 13 years my senior I would like to have passed 

through some of his life adventures at his side.   

He was born in Chicago in 1917, and spent much of his early life in Germany, Czechoslovakia, and 

Florence, Italy.  

Paul returned to the United States and married Fawn on Elk, and they settled in among her Lakota people 

on the Standing Rock Reservation in South Dakota. That’s where Paul met One Bull, the adopted son of 

Sitting Bull. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/FF-and-Paul-Dyck.gif
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Although One Bull was many years older than Paul, they became such fast friends that he was 

adopted into One Bull’s family. In discussions between the two that lasted into the wee hours, they 

talked about the early Indian way of life and about the Custer Fight. One Bull said that some 

historians had written that he was the one who killed Custer in the fight, but it wasn’t true. 

Although he was in the battle, he said he never saw Custer. He was 23 at the time, and he died in 

1947. 

As a painter, Paul had an intuitive flair 

for color and description. So much so 

that the Sioux named him Rainbow 

Hand. He was fascinated by the 

carving that Gutzon Borglum was 

doing at Mount Rushmore, so he went 

over and got a job carrying water to the 

workers.  

After Fawn died in childbirth, Paul 

moved to Rimrock in the Verde Valley 

of Arizona. His ranch house was on 

Beaver Creek and when the water was 

up, a car couldn’t cross it. So Paul 

would come get you in his tractor.  

Paul’s house looked like an aircraft 

hangar, with the ceiling about 40’ high 

(I’m guessing). His bedroom and bath 

were off to the side and upstairs. It was 

generally considered that he had the 

greatest private collection of antique 

Plains Indian material in existence, 

and his big room was full of it. It 

included more than 80 beaded dresses, 

and 70 war shirts.  

                     Sitting Bull with his pipe, and One Bull 

Paul was one of the authorities on what he called, the “Buffalo Culture.” His book Brule’ about 

the Sioux people of the Rosebud, brought him national acclaim. Museums and universities sought 

his council, and he was awarded an honorary PhD by the University of Montana. 
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                                           Original watercolor from Paul’s book Brule’ 

 

 

Oil painting by Paul Dyck 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_1352.jpg
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Paul was married two more times. Jean Hamilton was his third wife, and the love of his life. He 

called her Star. When she died, he was devastated, and started spend time reading out by his corral 

where he had two buffalo. He fed them by hand, and delighted in watching his bull hook a big 

tractor tire and toss it high into the air.  

About 2004 I videotaped a lengthy interview with Paul at his ranch. He said a few things that ran 

contrary to the generally accepted history of the Custer fight. Supposedly, White Swan, a Crow 

Indian scout with the 7th Cavalry, was in a club fight with some Sioux warriors and was left 

prostrate on the battlefield.  

According to Paul, two days before the battle began, White Swan was dispatched to track down a 

trooper who had deserted, and return him to duty. A fight ensued, the deserter was killed and White 

Swan was severely wounded by a conk to his head. When he returned, the Custer battle was in full 

swing, and he collapsed on the battlefield, forever deaf and dumb from his fight with the deserter. 

Paul said that One Bull, who was in the fight, told him that story.  

It is terrible when history is written wrong, but worse still is not knowing who to believe. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Seven… 
November, 2019 

 

 Earthenware Bowl 

 

This 18” earthenware bowl has been a prize in our collection for more than 40 years. It was made 

in Granada, Spain about 1850. The galena (lead ore) blue and green glaze decorations were applied 

over a milk-white slip. A snarling animal is the featured figure.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/image5.jpeg
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At one time the vessel was broken into 5 distinct pieces with 2 large cracks that didn’t actually 

break apart. The bowl was so coveted that 26 iron “pins,” were used, in semi-ancient times, to put 

it back together and secure the pieces in place. To affect that end, 52 holes were drilled into, (but 

not through) the ½” thick sides and bottom. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/image2.jpeg
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Evidently the bowl continued to be useful for many years after it was repaired because all of the 

iron pins are heavily rusted, ostensibly from being in water.  

When the bowl’s life as a utilitarian object was discontinued, maybe 100 years ago, it was worth 

almost nothing. Many years later I gave $725 for it, but if it were not for the 26 repairs, I wouldn’t 

have wanted it. The older it gets, the more valuable it becomes.  

Well, I’m about half that beautiful thing’s age. I’ve suffered a few breaks, and had some repairs 

here and there. Although my rust is not showing, it’s there nonetheless. Nobody has ever said I’m 

getting more valuable as I move farther into oldenhood, but I’m still listening. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/image1-2.jpeg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Six… 
November, 2019 

 It was 41 years ago next month that Bill 

Oakton came to see me and took this 

photo.  

He was a writer for New Mexico Business 

Journal, a magazine that seriously reported 

on commercial re-financing, risk 

management, the problems with 

overstocking inventory, and other similar 

subjects.  

The publisher heard that Santa Fe was 

somewhat of an art community and he 

wanted to do a story about it. So Bill called 

the Chamber of Commerce and they sent 

him to me. When he showed up at our 

gallery, I was busy with a client. That gave 

Bill a few minutes to stroll through the 7 

spacious rooms in which we sold art.  

Evidently, he had had a conversation with 

his editor and they decided it wouldn’t be 

much of a story, but since Bill was going to 

be in town on other business anyway, he 

might as well drop in for a short interview.  

To him, art meant “hobby,” and he was ready to write a delightful little quarter-page item about 

art for the New Mexico masses, and put it on the back page.  

As Bill wandered around looking at wall stickers, he was thinking about Sunday afternoon 

paintings priced at several hundred dollars, or maybe $500 max. He wasn’t ready for $3,500 on 

the bottom, and more than several paintings priced in the middle six figure range.  

When he entered my office and shook my hand, the conversation went something like this: 

“Mr Fenn, you must really love art.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_1029-2.jpg
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“No, art is a business to me.” 

“You mean you just don’t, really, really love art?”  

“Listen Bill, my business is like most others, is the owner of One Hour Martinizing supposed to 

love dirty clothes?” 

That did it, and we started laughing, me at me and him at him. The coffee discussion after that 

lasted more than an hour. He wanted me to advertise in his magazine, and I told him that his 

pages were too serious for me. He countered with, “what’s not serious about a $350,000 

painting?” The repartee went on like that for a while, like two little kids playing in a grown-up 

sand box.  

When the December, 1978, issue of New Mexico Business Journal was published, it contained 

two stories about me. One was titled, “The business of art, and the other, “Money, not love. One 

sub-title read, “Santa Fe’s Forrest Fenn is a maverick in the art business, because he deals in art, 

not because he loves it, but to make money.”  

I always try to give writers something they can use. 

And the editor put my picture on the cover. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Five… 
November, 2019 

 

 Me and Bobby McGee 

When I was a kid wandering around in the country side where Belton Lake is now, I found a little 

kitten. The poor thing was resting under a tree and looking lonesome, and forlorn. It had to be 

newborn because it was so small, and barely had its eyes open. I sat on a rock holding the animal 

for almost an hour, expecting its mother to come looking. She didn’t, and its loud meow told me 

it was hungry. So of course, there was no other option but to take it home.  

I’m not normally a cat type of person, at least not a small alley-cat type of person. But my sister 

June was, so she took over the motherly care duties.  

I named the cat Bobby McGee.  

As she grew, my father was the first to notice that this animal was different. Her back legs were 

longer than her front legs, which gave the appearance of walking downhill all the time. Her face 

was feral-cat like, but she had a bobbed tail. Her fur took on dark spots, and short stripes. And she 

stalked a lot, even when there was nothing around to stalk at. Bobby was half and half, bobcat and 

alley cat. Wow! 

My respect for her magnified and suddenly I enjoyed hanging out with Bobby, and her, me.  

One moonless night, Bobby and I were in our front yard catching lightning bugs. A small porch 

light was the only movement that pushed some of the close darkness away.  

Then suddenly, there was a faint, far-away wail. Bobby froze in mid step. Me too, and I 

instinctively looked at her. Not a hair moved for the longest time. Then, again, distant and 

demanding, that same call… 

Bobby McGee sprang, and her first step was at whirlwind speed. In a mega second she disappeared 

into the total blackness of night, and I knew she was gone. She had been summoned, and the 

totallness of her response said everything to me that I was eligible to know. That’s why I didn’t 

wait up. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Four… 
November, 2019 

 

  Hot on the Trail 

I don’t know how many books J. Evetts Haley 

wrote but I have 25 on a shelf in my office. I just 

counted them, and he wrote some that I don’t 

have. He was a staunch conservative, a western 

writer, a cattleman, and a great American 

. There was nothing around anyplace that could 

scare Evetts Haley. When his book, A Texan 

Looks at Lyndon (the expose’ of Lyndon 

Johnson) was published, in 1964, Lyndon 

Johnson was President of the United States. 

Evetts distributed the book at midnight because 

the president was trying to charge him with 

sedition.  

Evetts was a severe book collector and the Haley 

Memorial Library in Midland, Texas, now houses his vast collection of books, paintings, and ranch 

memorabilia. When he saw John Marchand’s painting, The Trail Drivers of Texas, in my gallery, 

he liked it. When I said the painting was the frontispiece in a book by the same title, he liked it 

even better.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/JEH3_300.jpg
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“Forrest,” he said, “If you can find me a first edition 

of the book, I’ll buy the painting from you.” The 

price was about $7,000 even then, so I started 

moving. 

That was before the internet so I went to see my good 

friend and antiquarian book dealer, Fred Rosenstock. 

He had a book store on Colfax Avenue in Denver. 

When I arrived, Fred was talking to a hag looking 

guy who had ridden up on a bicycle. His hair had 

never seen a brush or comb, and for lack of front 

teeth every time he smiled his tongue could see 

daylight. He handed Fred a book, and let me see if I 

can remember what Fred said. 

“This is the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen, the cover is 

falling off, its full of foxing, and half the pages are 

crimped. I couldn’t possibly give you more than 

$4,000 for it.” 

I just stood there with my face trying to look away. Had Fred lost his consciences? When the hag 

of a guy left, his face was wet, and I think his tongue was seeing daylight. 

Later, Fred told me that it was a very rare and much sought after Colorado history book, and that 

after it was restored, he could sell it for twice what he gave. That was Fred Rosenstock, and 

everyone loved him because he was always doing 

things like that.  

When I told Fred that I needed a copy of The Trail 

Drivers of Texas, he paused, but only for a few 

seconds. “Follow me,” he said, and we headed for his 

“elevator.” It was the old kind where the driver had to 

close two iron screens and then throw a lever forward. 

Under perfect conditions the rickety thing would 

move up to the 2nd floor at about 1 mile per hour.  

Finally, the screens opened into Fred’s warehouse. It 

was the size a basketball court and was absolutely 

filled with dusty cardboard boxes. I was in another 

world as we waded through swirling dust, extinct 

spider webs, and Denver Post wadding papers that 

I’m sure dated to 50 years earlier.  

                                                                                                    Bookseller Fred Rosenstock 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/TDOT5.jpg
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After about 15 rows, Fred turned left into a narrow corridor of boxes that were stacked 3 or 4 high. 

He put his hand on one, and looked at me. “Forrest, I haven’t opened this box in 25 years, but I 

think I found your book.” 

And of course, there it was, the first one on top. Walking back to the elevator, we talked about 

Evetts Haley’s great book collection and I mentioned that it should be given to the Smithsonian – 

the elevator I meant. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Three… 
November, 2019 

 

 Prehistoric Corn 

The following story is a paraphrase of what I wrote on pages 124-5 of my book, The Secrets of 

San Lazaro Pueblo. I was on a roll with new discoveries. Only a week before, in a building across 

Del Charro Creek, I found a small corral that contained goat pellets. Not every amateur 

archaeologist can boast of having an important collection of 16th century Spanish goat droppings. 

 Another educating moment.  

It was about noon on a cold, blustery day in 

1989, when Charmay and I were completing 

the final work in a room on the north end of 

building l, not far from where I uncovered 2 

unique prehistoric kachina dance masks, and 

a wonderful associated ceremonial 

assemblage. 

It had taken us 3 days to carefully remove 

the room-fill rubble and only the final 

sweepings remained. A flagstone jar lid, 

broken in 5 pieces, was laying on the floor 

in the southeast corner, and I had seen no 

reason to move it in our excavation. 

Because the wind was brisk, we decided to 

have our soup and sandwich there in the 

room where no one had eaten in more than                                    
16th Century Goat Droppings  

500 years. It was a rewarding moment and we were pleased to see this place almost as it had been 

when new, so many years before.  

One could not help but think of those who had lived here, and wonder what their dreams and 

aspirations might have been. Did they have enough food and water? What did they do for 

recreation? Our thoughts wandered… 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_7089.jpg
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While sitting on the floor and leaning against the wall, I placed my cup of hot tomato soup on the 

round piece of flagstone. It sounded a little hollow and different from what I had subconsciously 

expected. No matter, I thought, so we enjoyed a short break while the antics of several ravens 

entertained us, and a red-tailed hawk watched suspiciously from his high soar.  

As we rose to leave, Charmay said, “Just for the fun of it, why don’t you look under the jar lid?” 

After considering what I thought was the futility of doing what she asked, against a desire to 

favorably respond to a somewhat stern question, I carefully removed the five broken pieces of 

flagstone, one at a time. Before the second piece could be moved, we both felt something 

different was happening. To our astonishment, and utter amazement, we discovered a black, 

plain-ware pottery jar that had been buried up to its rim under the floor.  

 
 

 

Inside the jar rested a rectangular dragonfly-painted bowl, and both of them contained corn 

kernels. For us, this discovery added a whole new dimension to our knowlege of prehistoric life at 

San Lazaro Pueblo. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/potall.jpg
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Charmay was a good friend and trusted digging companion. She excavated the beautiful emerald 

cross that I found with a metal detector at San Lazaro. 

 

Together, we owned the One Horse Land and Cattle Co. (RIP) that published my San Lazaro 

book, and a few others. f 

PS My treasure chest is not hidden at San Lazaro Pueblo. 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty Two… 
November, 2019 

 

 Revenge is Best Served Hot  

On the ides of March (or there abouts) in 1967, my friend Bill Griggs suggested that we attend a 

gun show in Snyder, Texas. Where we lived in Lubbock was just 85 miles away and it was 

Saturday, so I said okay. Driving down I promised myself that I wouldn’t spend much money, 

primarily because I didn’t have much money to spend.  

Both Bill and I were expert western history shoppers, and surely we would know some of the 

dealers and collectors who would be in attendance. It promised to be a fun day. 

I was walking up and down between display tables, minding my own business, and taking 

everything in. Then, on Bob Algee’s table, I spotted a beautiful old holster. It had been made by a 

Navajo Indian to fit a Colt 1860 Model Army pistol. I recognized it immediately and it was love 

at first sight. But it was 200 bucks. So I started arguing with myself. What I had going against 

buying it was my promise not to spend much money. But I owned a beautiful 1860 Model Army 

pistol with ivory grips that needed a holster. Desire superseded my promise and I told Bob, “I’ll 

take this holster, but let me leave it here for a minute while I look at other things on your table.” 

He had a long table that was full of wonderful things that I also couldn’t afford.  

When I glanced back at Bob he was working with another client and they were stacking artifacts 

up in a pile. And my holster was sitting right on top. I hurried back and said, Bob, just a minute, 

that’s my holster and I’m ready to take it.” 

“Well, this gentleman is buying a few things from me and I told him he could have it.” Bob had 

finality written across his face, he was bigger than me and could probably run faster. So I said 

“gulp,” and turned to the new owner.  

“Is the holster for sale?”  

“Yes it is.” 

“How much do you want for it?” 

“Two hundred and fifty bucks.” 

“Gulp.” 

“Take it or leave it, I don’t have all day.” 

“I’ll take it,” and I wrote him a check.  

On the way home I felt terrible. Breaking a promise was bad enough, but breaking one with myself 

was truly awful. 
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My 1860 Model Army looked really great in the new holster. 

 

About 30 days later Bob appeared at my foundry door. His “wonderful” wife Hilda had made “A 

nice little art object and I want you to cast it in 30 copies. She wants to give one to each of her 

friends for Christmas. It’s my gift to her.” 

“Bingo,” I thought, and I added $50 to his cost of each bronze I made for him.  

“I hope your wonderful wife Hilda will be happy with these castings.” 

“I’m sure she will be.”  

It cost me $50 when he was unethical and sold the holster out from under me, but he paid me back 

30-fold, and he never knew it happened. I was reminded of a rule I made for myself when I was 9 

years old, “Don’t make the alligator mad until you’ve crossed the river.” I could hardly wait to tell 

Bill Griggs. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty One… 
November, 2019 

 

 Yazzi Yarnell Dolls 

I need some help with this one. Not much is known about these dolls. Supposedly, they were made 

by a Hopi Indian named Yazzi Yarnell who was born about 1900. But Yazzi is more of a Navaho 

name than Hopi, so I don’t know.  

 

The antelope figure in the center is 43” tall, a monumental size for a doll. He has real horns. Many 

of the accouterments on the dolls are genuine historical artifacts that predate the doll. The antique 

white beaded buffalo on the breast of the figure at far left, is one, and the beaded bald eagle on the 

second doll, is another.  

I acquired the dolls from a lady who got them at a shop on Canyon Road in Santa Fe about 30 

years ago. She was told that Yazzi made 28 such figures for himself, and only after he became 

elderly, did he decide to sell them. I now have 14 of the 28.  

If any treasure hunter should come across any of the remaining 14 dolls while cruising the internet, 

I hope that person will contact me. The style of manufacture should recognize them as Yazzi dolls. 

f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirty… 
November, 2019 

 

And Then There Was This Rhondo Guy 

His name is probably descriptive enough to tell you something about his personality. It was for me. He had 

a little one-room shop in a nowhere location, and was known best for trying to sell antiques that no one 

wanted to buy.  

I didn’t know the guy but when I accidentally happened in his place one day, he recognized me and said, 

“Hey dude, I’ll flip you one time for a C note.”  

I said “What?” 

He repeated, “You know, we flip a coin one time and the winner takes home a picture of Benjamin 

Franklin.” 

I figured this guy was way too kool for me, but I was intrigued. The odds were 50/50 so what did I have to 

lose? “Okay,” I said, “but only one flip.” So he flipped a dime and I lost $100. Now I was mad, and departed 

his place trying to figure out how the guy had cheated me. Maybe his nose ring had something to do with 

it.  

Revenge was festering inside of me when I came up with a plan. I was going to rearrange his karma, and I 

was going to do it by being positive and making him be negative. I had never tried this idea before but since 

our personalities were so diabolically opposed, maybe it would work.  

The next day I went back, and he saw me coming. His toothy mouth said something like, “Hey dudie, not 

had enough yet, ugh? Hope you brought another picture with you?”  

I was ready for him. 

“Sure,” I said, here’s a quarter, you flip it.” (That’s #1, it was my quarter so I was making the rules. #2, I 

instructed him to flip it so again I was the positive one, so he had to be negative.) 

“But wait a minute,” I said, “I’m not ready yet,” (That’s #3, I was making him follow my instructions, He 

was subservient to me). 

I closed my eyes and told myself it was going to be heads, it was going to be heads. (That’s #4. I was using 

the power of positive thinking against him).  

“Okay, flip it and I’ll call it,” (That’s #5 & 6. I was totally in charge of what was happening).  

He flipped it and I yelled “heads.” (That’s #7, heads is positive and tails is negative). It fell heads and I 

went home with his picture of Franklin. I was feeling good.  
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These quick flipping episodes became rituals, and they continued every several days for a few months with 

me having a small edge. (I was keeping notes at home). I wasn’t really happy with the way it was going. I 

needed a little something more.  

 

Then I found a buffalo nickel in one of Rhondo’s parking spots “Wow,” I thought. This could not be an 

aberration, the fates were helping me. The Indian whose image is on the buffalo nickel is Iron Tail, one of 

my favorite Oglalas. I have some photos of him. The buffalo on the obverse is my favorite animal, and it 

was my birthdate nickel, dated 1930. It was a triple whammy. I was now going to show that Rhondo guy 

which one of us was a dudie, and which one of us wasn’t one.  

I had him continue to flip, but with my new birthday nickel. I now had a distinct positive advantage. The 

contest continued, but now it wasn’t just about money. In 68 flips I won 45 times, and that’s 67%. Don’t 

talk to me about odds when karma enters the picture.  

The last time I went to see Rhondo he was gone. His sign was down and the windows were boarded up. I 

don’t know what happened to him, and I don’t even know his last name. If he ever calls me and needs a C 

note, I’ll be happy to give him a presidential portrait.  

PS, 

My birthyear buffalo nickel is now retired to a special place. It’s resting beside the golf ball with which I 

made a hole in one on the 4th hole with a 7 iron. Sometimes you have to give credit where it’s due. And it 

helps keep my karma on straight. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Nine… 
November, 2019 

 

 Medicinal Mojo Necklace  

About 1973 or 4, when I was still young to Santa Fe, my thin wallet’s shadow could not shade my 

fat ideas. With my wife’s wisdom and energy at my side we worked to make opportunities happen. 

That’s how I came into a few thousand strands of antique Venetian, Dutch, and French glass trade 

beads. Sosoko, a beautiful African man brought them to me strung on native grasses.   

The more I studied the beads the more I was drawn into them. Even large bits of information I 

received were not enough. I learned that some beads were simple, while others were compound, 

mandrel wound, drawn, glob wound, and rolled on a marver. I even hired some kids on the island 

of Murano, off of Venice, Italy, to dive down and bring up sweepings from a few hundred years 

of bead making.  

After a few years of study, I decided to write a book about ancient beadmaking and beadmakers. 

Finally, I learned enough to know that I couldn’t write the book. The subject was just too complex 

for me. And now, here I am with all of these beads.  

 

Some of my mojo beads 

 

So I started making necklaces, and here is one of them.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_6966.jpg
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The Mojo necklace 

I guess I’ve made 200 or more in 3 and 5 strands. I strung 

them at night while we watched Johnny Carson and they 

sold in our gallery so fast that we almost ran out of sales 

slips.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_6964-2.jpg
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My bead making kit 

The diagnostic medical descriptions below are Sosoko’s. He recited them to me one hot day when we both 

were high on cold Coca Colas. There are a few non-bead items strung on. I did that to give balance to the 

power of the necklace. Every item is old and authentic. The orange coral spacer beads are from the 

Mediterranean Ocean. As I describe each bead see if you can find it on the necklace. 

1. Red Peking bead. Helps reduce your blood pressure when the witch next door takes your parking 

spot. 

2. Argentinian German coin dated 1930. Can be used if you are in Argentina and need to take the 

bus home from a blind date. 

3. Green faceted Russian trade bead, dug up, ca 1810. Prevents dings, lesions, and scratches 

when you are attacked by a woman who is jealous of your good looks.  

4. Ancient Venetian Millefiori (a thousand flowers) bead. Prevents sleep if you suffer from 

catalepsy. 

5. Three paternoster (chevron) beads. Gives you 3 times your normal protection while you’re 

drinking in saloons. Doesn’t work after 2am if Brad Pitt is present.  

6. Ancient vaseline bead from Jakarta. This bead has such catch-all healing prowess that it can 

only be described in 3 mother languages. 

7. Ancient projectile point from Texas. Made from Edwards Plateau Chert. Protects you from 

those who would lessen your desirability. Doesn’t work when Playboy photographers are in the 

neighborhood.  

8. Metal girl’s shoe buckle. Picked up on the Santa Fe Trail where it was lost about 1850. It adds 

nothing to this necklace but wonderment. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/IMG_6970.jpg
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9. Ancient eye bead from polynomia. Copied from 2,000-year-old Egyptian faience beads. It 

warns you when your mother-in-law approaches. Inoperative during Christmas and 

Thanksgiving.  

10. Five-inch John Campbell bone hair pipe, ca 1860. Was originally a hair drop owned by a 

Blackfeet Indian maiden. Helps keep you awake during PTA meetings. 

11. Rattlesnake vertebra from the Galisteo Basin in New Mexico. If you walk through the forest it 

will prevent your knees from clanking together and scaring the rabbits. 

12. Copper hawk bell from a Cheyenne woman hide dress, ca 1850. Contains the original 

Klanker. Warns you when weird men approach you in a bar. Doesn’t work after you’ve had 4 

beers.  

13. Yellow/orange amber bead from Afghanistan, ca mid-1700s. It keeps your face from turning 

red when you embarrass yourself at Christmas parties.  

14. Handmade mother of pearl blouse button, ca 1880. Keeps you from having a wardrobe 

malfunction when the wind over 40 knots. Especially useful at outside Justin Bieber concerts.   

15. Copper gear from a pocket watch, ca 1880. Makes time tic faster when you’re at the opera or 

your mother-in-law’s house.  

16. Generic female silver Milagro from a church in Oaxaca, ca 1825. Instills energy when you’re 

talking on the phone with an obnoxious woman. Tells you when to hang up in her face.  

17. Brass US Army Cavalry button from an officer’s uniform, ca 1876. Slows food intake. 

Doesn’t work with tapioca and most flavors of ice cream. It automatically malfunctions if you are 

eating a hot dog with mustard, dill relish, sauerkraut, salt and pepper, and tabasco.  

18. Green sentinel bead, ca mid-1700s. Jingles against your skin to alert you when you’re standing 

under mistletoe and an obnoxious jerk kind of guy is somewhere around your close area.  

19. Malachite bead, ca 1740, from New Caledonia. Helps you retain mental blockages when a 

Politian asks you for a donation.    

20. Experienced German silver cross, ca 1750. Will give you strength physically, mentally, 

spiritually, and morally, if your faith is strong enough, and if it isn’t, you’d better be very careful. 

f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Eight… 
November, 2019  

 

Alexandra, and a lot more.   

 

Nicolai Fechin painted this portrait of his wife Alexandra.  

It’s a great painting and I wish we had a better 

photo with which to show it off. It was in my 

collection for many years, and it has an 

interesting history. 

Fechin painted it on plywood in 1933, the year 

his wife divorced him. It wasn’t yet finished. 

Eya, (Fechin’s 19-year-old daughter, who 

moved with her father to NYC after the 

divorce), thought the painting was left with 

Alexandra in Taos. Alexandra figured Nicolai 

took it with him to New York. 

But in fact, Fechin stored the painting in an 

antique Spanish trustero, and left it in Mabel 

Dodge Lujan’s hay barn, where it languished, 

lost and forgotten, for almost 31 years. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/new-painting.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/alex-d-2.jpg


Page 73 
 

Nicolai died in 1955, and when 

Mabel died in 1962, Eya went 

for the trustero, and found the 

painting. It had a serious 4” 

horizontal scratch across the 

lower right bottom. I called it 

battle damage because of what 

that poor thing had been through. 

Maybe the painting should have 

received a Purple Heart.  

It was the last painting the artist 

made in Taos, and the last ever 

portrait of Alexandra. 

Eya sold the painting to me for 

$5,000 because she didn’t like 

the subject, its history, and 

certainly not it’s “terrible state of 

disrepair.” None of those things 

bothered me at all, and I never 

framed it. 

I displayed the painting in my 

gallery on and off for years, as it 

was, and not for sale.  

 

Nicolai Fetchin, Self Portrait 

When my biography of Fechin hit the bookstores in 2001, the painting was illustrated in full page 

color on page 5. I even included a close-up inset of Alexandra’s left eye, so I could brag about how 

strangely beautiful it was painted.  

When my wife and I started de-acquisitioning our art collection, more than 10 years ago, I 

reluctantly sold Alexandra to a billionaire for exactly 100 times what I gave for her, and I sold her 

too cheap. I didn’t take intrinsic value into account.  

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/fetchin-self-1.jpg
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An off the subject side note.  

I used to have 2 birthday parties every year for Alexandra. Her nickname was Tinkabelle, but I 

called her Tinka for short.  

One day when we were in a pensive mood, she told me about her divorce. Fechin (she always 

referred to him as Feshin, with her heavy Russian brogue, and I hope you can discern the 

difference.) always needed absolute silence when he was painting, and that’s why he didn’t allow 

a phone in his studio.  

He spoke unacceptable English in the beginning, but Alexandra was semi fluent. That meant he 

could do the painting, but she had to do the selling.  

One day two ladies appeared at the studio door. They wanted each to buy a painting. Tinka put a 

finger to her lips and spoke to them in hushed tones.  

When Fechin yelled “Shut up” the ladies took a few steps back, but their voices soon elevated 

above the artist’s acceptable decibel level. He jerked the painting from his easel and flung it across 

the room, hitting Tinka in the mouth, knocking her down and breaking her lip.  

The ladies fled.  

Tinka said she could have forgiven Feshin if the 2 ladies had not been there and seen that, but since 

they were there, she had to divorced him. She was still very Russian. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/fetchin-book-1.jpg


Page 75 
 

Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty 

Seven… 
November, 2019 

 

 Enter King Beowulf 

 

That’s Beowulf there on the left. He lived in the pond behind our gallery. His expression never 

changed so it was hard for me to tell exactly what he was thinking. He probably thought I was an 

Alligator Whisperer. 

Sometimes when I went out to see Beowulf, he’d open his mouth really wide. I never knew whether 

he was thinking about eating me or just saying hello. But in the back of his mind he must have 

known that if he lunged at me, I’d make shoes out of him. 

Every 4th day I’d go out to the pond with a big slab of beef liver in my hand. When he saw me 

coming, he’d ease off of his sunny rock and swish over to me. When I bent down and offered him 

food, he’d politely eat from my hand. 

The pond was 12’ deep over by the waterfalls, and we also had ducks and several big fish. When 

the ducklets swam past Beowulf, I’d yell for him to be nice and I never knew him to disobey me. 

Sometimes when I wasn’t there, we’d miss a duck. Beowulf instantly became an alligator of 

interest. There were no eyewitnesses so we had to let it pass. 

Then one afternoon about 4 o’clock, 6 baby ducks were swimming behind their mom when I heard 

a dull GULP, and then there were 5 baby ducks swimming behind their mom. The culprit was one 

of two 6-pound channel catfish, but still there were no eye witnesses. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/alligato.jpg
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Beowulf lived like a king. The first freeze in Santa Fe each year was supposed to occur on the 15th 

of October, so on the 14th Beowulf moved into his custom-built winter home. It was a 10’ x 10’ 

wooden enclosure with pond water circulating in and out. It had an electric heater and a transparent 

plastic roof to let the sun in. Beowulf was the envy of the neighborhood, and his hedonistic life 

promised to go on forever. 

But then we sold the gallery. When the new owner was showing her insurance agent around the 

property Beowulf was seen chasing a small dog across the yard. It was his last day of acquaintance 

with the gallery, because, like Saddam Hussein, he journeyed way past the point of no return. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Six… 
November, 2019 

 

 Frankie and Johnny 

 

This is either Frankie or Johnny with my daughter Kelly. They were a pair-the parrots I mean. I couldn’t 

tell the difference between them. (I don’t like the way this story is going) 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/kelly.jpg
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They lived in a big pandoroma just outside of our bedroom door upstairs at the gallery. It was not 

unusual for one of them to lose their footing on the roost, in the middle of the night, and tumble 

crashing about 3’ to the floor. It made a terrible noise that caused me to think someone was 

breaking into our gallery. So of course, I had to go down stairs, half asleep and half naked, to check 

it out. I hated doing that and always questioned the logic of doing anything at all.  

 

What if there actually were a couple of huge convicted felons with big knives breaking in? What 

was I supposed to do, apologize for interrupting them and serve coffee to keep them from killing 

me?  

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/bird.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/patch.jpg
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On the other hand, If I called the police and just sat there waiting for them to arrive, it would be at 

least 20 minutes. By then half of our stuff would have been hauled away, and my wife would kill 

me. it was a no-win situation. 

There was a story about a man who heard two burglars robbing his garage. He called 911 and the 

lady apologize and said she didn’t have anyone to respond, and hung up. So the man called 911 

again and said, “forget my last call lady, I just shot the two guys and they are bleeding all over the 

floor.”  

About 2 minutes later the police came rushing in and arrested both burglars. The 911 lady said, “I 

thought you said you shot them,” and the man replied, “I thought you said no one was available to 

respond.” 

I think that’s what I’m going to do next time. Either that, or get my parrots a padded floor. f  
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Five… 
November, 2019 

 

Young at Heart 
 

Peggy must have done something to make me 

mad so I did this to her. My math wasn’t very 

good and she didn’t correct me so I’m sure I got 

her age right. We moved to Santa Fe in 1972 

and this full-page notice in the Santa Fe New 

Mexican must have appeared about 4 years after 

that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Peggy has always looked young for her age and even 

today people are saying that she doesn’t look 69. f 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/callpeggy.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/girl.jpg


Page 81 
 

Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Four… 
November, 2019 

 

Three Sevens and a Vacuum Cleaner 

 

Bitburg Air Base about 1957 

When I arrived at Bitburg Air Base in 1957 they didn’t have housing for Peggy and I. She was 

coming over from the states to Germany in about 6 weeks, so I checked into the Bachelor Officer’s 

Quarters. It was okay for a temporary place to stay, with a strong emphasis on temporary. The 

bathroom was flanked by bed rooms on each end. The bed was a wooden Army folding cot about 

20” wide. I think it was designed for a combat zone by someone who hated the human body. But 

I was going to stay there for only a few days, right?  

No, wrong. When my wife finally arrived, we still didn’t have suitable living quarters, so Peggy 

moved into that cot on top of me. Getting up in the middle of the night for a potty break was almost 

impossible and I don’t want to say anything more about that.  

A month of that and they moved us into 4 rooms on the 4th floor of a 4-floor walk-up. I think the 

Air Force had never heard of an elevator. We were young and happy and not making much money. 

But life was good because we both went way out of our way to make it that way. 

The question of buying a vacuum cleaner came up a few times. The cost was $19.95 and we were 

not budgeted for that kind of extravagance. Peggy was pretty insistence and she usually got her 

way. I balked and we had several “discussions.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/hg.jpg
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Fortunately for me, our squadron was sent on temporary duty to Wheelus Air Base, just outside of 

Tripoli, Libya, where we had a gunnery camp. Derelict trucks, tanks, and airplanes were placed 

out in the Sahara Desert for us to shoot at with our F-100 fighter guns. Occasionally we saw packs 

of wild dogs and we strafed them instead. They were known to attack and kill pilots who had to 

eject from a crippled airplane.  

Wheelus was not the end of the world, but it was rumored you could see it from there. They had a 

thing called a Ghibli. It was a sandstorm that came out of the west and you could see it coming 

from 75 miles away. With the winds out of the Sahara blowing sand more than 60 mph, it was 

almost overwhelming. Visibility could reduce to 20 feet. When we saw one of those things coming 

there were 2 options. You could run back to your tent and be 100% miserable for 2 days, or you 

could rush to the Officer’s Club and be 95% miserable for 48 hours.  

 

It didn’t happen very often, but when it did, I chose the club. They locked the doors, taped up the 

cracks, and nobody got in or out until the Ghibli ran its course and dissipated in the Mediterranean 

Ocean. 

That left us with 2 things to do at the club, eat or play poker. The problem was the food. They had 

powdered potatoes, powdered milk, powdered ice cream, and cooked meat that no one ever talked 

about. That left me with the poker option, and there were a few games scattered around the club 

that I could sit in on.   

I forgot to say that there was also bourbon, scotch, vodka, and myriad other such libations that 

freely flowed into everyone’s mouth but mine. I didn’t drink. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/running.jpg
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Fortunately, about 6 years earlier, when I was a 

corporal, there were frequent poker games in the 

barracks. Not wanting my lot to fall upon chance, I 

went to the base library and checked out Hoyle’s 

Book of Odds. We played only 5 card draw or 7 card 

stud, dealer’s choice.  

I memorized all of the odds for each game, and made 

myself 2 rules, never ever play a hunch and don’t 

bluff again after you’ve been caught bluffing. I also 

knew that most poker players who drank while 

playing, liked to play hunches. 

At Wheelus, one dark Ghibli night, in the wee hours, 

it came to a showdown between me and my boss, a 

major named Charlie Davis. The game was draw and 

I was dealt 3 sevens, a jack and a duce. I discarded 

the jack and asked for one card, which didn’t help 

my hand. By holding 4 cards I figured my boss would think I was holding either 4 to a flush, or 4 

to a straight. The odds against drawing a helping card were very high and I’m sure my boss knew 

that. He probably grinned when I wasn’t looking. 

Charlie was sitting straight across the table from me and the 4 other players dropped out. I was 

startled when the major also drew only one card. Was he trying to do to me what I was trying to 

do to him? I figured his best hand to be 2 pairs and my 3 sevens would beat him. 

The pot was big, over $40. Nether of us was completely broke, we just didn’t have much money. 

This pot was the culmination of the nights work, and important to both of us. I was thinking about 

Peggy.  

He bet five-bucks and suddenly it was put-up or shut-up time for me. Should I fold my hand and 

let him win? He was my boss and my career depended on how he rated me at the end of the year.  

Or did I call his bet and take the pot home? I didn’t dare raise. My thought processes were on fire. 

I would probably work for the Major another year or so, no more. But Peggy and I had already 

been married 5 years (going on 66 now). The decision was easier than I thought and that night I 

phoned Peggy and told her she could buy the vacuum cleaner.  

And Major Davis wrote me an efficiency report that got me promoted to Captain.  

In all of these years of marriage, my wife has never argued with me, but I’ve argued with her a 

few times. Always, when she sensed strong words were coming, she’d say, “Well honey, I’m sure 

you’re right,” and she would walk away, which totally debased me. She knew that in 10 minutes 

we were going to do it her way anyway, so why discuss it. But I was always the winner because I 

won the argument. That’s just the way us alphas are. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/vaccuum.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty 

Three… 
November, 2019 

 

Pansies on the West Fork 

 

I really like this picture. That’s my dad on the left, Mike Hall on the right, and me in the middle 

again. My dad used to be taller than me but now I’m shorter than he used to be.  

The photo was taken at the West Fork Cabin Camp that was operated by Gary and Linda Evans – 

good friends of my parents. Mike and I owned the Hall & Fenn Real Estate Company in Santa Fe.  

If the log building in the background were to disappear you might see the West Fork of the Madison 

River confluencing with the Madison River. That’s where it is. 

Out of the photo, there on the close right is where my mom had a pansy garden that she planted 

and tenderly tended each summer day. She died while sitting in their Airstream motor home just 

10’ north of this photo. A tall pine tree guarded her pansies. The flowers are gone now, and so is 

my dad. It would be kind of like a toast-of-thanks if I could go there next summer and pour warm 

water on roots of that pine tree. But I don’t even know if it’s still there. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/westmad.jpg
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You can’t see the Madison River either, but it’s just 20’ behind the two pine trees on the right in 

this picture. My parents could hear the ripples rippling at night as the water worked its way 

downstream toward Ennis Lake, not too many miles away.  

Mike and I were on our way to the 1st annual Charlie Russell Riders fest-out on the Sun River in 

the Bob Marshall Wilderness Area. It was an annual event, and still is. The fishing was good, but 

I didn’t go back again because there were too many people, too much talking, too much drinking, 

too much eating, and too much of several other things I didn’t much care for.  

 
Sun River in the Bob Marshall Wilderness 

One of the things I remember about that trip was Bob Dunn’s horse kicking a hornet’s nest. I’m 

sure Bob remembers it too, and I hope his face has recovered. 

Coming home we had to stay under the clouds between Denver and Santa Fe because I didn’t have 

an IFR clearance. The clouds kept getting lower and lower and the mountains kept getting higher 

and higher. And many of the clouds had mountains in them.  

After a while we found ourselves cruising generally south and lost. That was before GPS and all 

of the radio navaids were hiding behind mountains where my antennas couldn’t see them.  

 
Great Sand Dunes National Park 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/sunriver.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/GSDNP.jpg
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Finally, we saw the Great Sand Dunes National Park, which contained 5,000,000,000 cubic meters 

of sand, so we knew we were near Alamosa, Colorado. I flew a few miles west to highway 285 

and let almost all the way down. We were pulling up to clear telephone poles and a few small 

towns.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Control Tower at the Santa Fe Airport 

 

Landing on runway 20 at Santa Fe was almost straight in and easy. The FAA tower operators 

wanted to know how we made that flight without getting in the clouds. I told them I was magic. 

They couldn’t prove what they couldn’t see and I wasn’t going to tell the rest of the story. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/sfiap.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty Two… 
October, 2019 

 

Athletic Addie 

 

Addie Fleischaker was athletic, or at least she used to be. At a decade or so past middle age her 

physical prowess, when I knew her, was mostly used up on the golf course.  

She was part of the Singer/Fleischaker Oil Company in Oklahoma City, and a very good friend 

and art client of mine. I saw her as a quiet and reserved person who liked to seclude in the 

background.  

We didn’t communicate much but I considered her to be a very good friend. So when I heard 

through the grape vine that she was going into the hospital for a very serious backbone operation, 

I was understandably distressed.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_6292.jpg
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Without saying anything to Addie, I went into my private collection of prehistoric Zuni fetishes. 

There were a few that fit the description of what I needed, a stone bear or mountain lion fetish with 

an elongated back. I wrapped it carefully, and put it in a box with a note. 

Addie, I hear you are going under the knife for a bone fusion. If it were anyone but you, I’d be 

worried. I’ll throw in some powerful medicine to help you. This is a back fetish. Please keep it in 

your hand during the operation. It will work for you if you have faith. I’ll be with you in my prayers. 

Good luck. 

Forrest 

PS it is important that you have faith. 

Addie was quiet. I didn’t hear anything from her for a long time. No news was out there anywhere. 

Then I received a letter. 

Forrest,  

Not only am I playing golf with the girls again, but today I made a birdie on the 4th hole. That 

never happened to me before. I want you to know that I went into the operation with your fetish in 

my left hand. I had the nurse tape it closed so it couldn’t fall out when I was asleep. I had faith in 

it and the doctor said it probably helped me. I owe you a boa hug. 

PS I really did have faith in the fetish.  

Addie 

Don’t you just love stories that have a happy ending? f 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_1315-1.jpg


Page 89 
 

Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty One… 
October, 2019 

 

Us and Mexico Beach 

 

The date on this photo reminds me of some fun times. I had recently graduated from pilot 

training and was now learning to fly the F-86D at Tyndall AFB, Florida. 

Peggy and I rented a very little house at Mexico Beach. It was on the Gulf of Mexico and only a 

few feet from high tide. My twenty-five-minute drive to work along the Gulf of Mexico was very 

relaxing. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/039-2a.jpg
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Immediately behind our place was a fresh water lake that had a mind of its own. It was fed by a 

small streamlet of water that was barely big enough to get you wet. But over time it dumped enough 

water into the lake to fill it up. 

But there was a problem. The tide came in every day and moved enough sand to dam up the outlet 

that allowed spill-water to flow from the lake into the gulf. So the lake just kept filling and kept 

filling. 

Something had to give, and eventually the lake over filled and breached the sandy dam. Water 

rushed out for a day or two and drained the lake. Then the process was ready to start all over again. 

This took place not far from where we lived. 

 

Enter me.  

One time some tourists walked on the beach past our house and picked up some of my sea shells 

that had washed up overnight. I just watched, trying to contain myself. How dare do those guys do 

that without my permission and in broad sunlight.  

Coincidentally, the lake had reached its total fill, and the tourists were almost out of sight. It was 

my turn. I took a stick and drew a thin line several inches deep. It was about 50’ long and spanned 

from the lake water to the downhill side of the sandy berm. As gravity worked its magic, fresh 

water pushed the sand down my manmade gutter toward the salt water in the gulf. 

At first it was a dribble that turned into a trickle, that 

turned into a flow. And before long it was a maniac 

river 40’ wide and 4’ deep. I wondered if the sheriff 

would come and get me. 

He didn’t. When the tourists returned, they couldn’t 

figure out where the river came from all of a sudden. 

After their bewilderment subsided, they backtracked 

and cut up to the road. It was the only way they could 

get back to where they started several hours before.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_20191028_195107171AA.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_6290.jpg
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I never saw those guys again and I hope they’re not still mad at me. 

 In 1954 I was drawing 2nd Lieutenants pay. I don’t remember 

how much it was but I remember it wasn’t very much, and we 

had a monthly car payment. To help make ends meet Peggy 

fished off the pier at Mexico Beach. She didn’t like to bait the 

hook or take the fish off. Fortunately, there were always a few 

old guy fishermen around to help her. 

That evening after work, I cleaned the fish and Peggy cooked 

them. We even had shark filets once in a while. It was a young 

family effort and life was good.  

Then, 44 years later hurricane Michael came along and almost 

completely disappeared Mexico Beach and Tyndall Air Force 

Base. I took it personally. It was kind of like life got mad at me. 

Look at it this way. My family home in Temple burned to the 

ground twice, they tore down my junior high school building and 

they liked it so much they tore down my high school building. 

Over time I’ve lost 2 ½ inches and 24 pounds, my family won’t 

let me drive outside of Santa Fe, trout in the Pecos River contain 

mercury, and I probably have less than 20 years to live. How can things get any worse?  

 

Mexico Beach after Hurricane Michael 

If it were not for my upbeat attitude and a bunch of good treasure hunting acquaintances, I’d worry 

about myself. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/mb.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_6289.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twenty… 
October, 2019 

 

Singer-Fleischaker Oil Company 

 Armand Hammer 

Armand Hammer was a good acquaintance of mine.  He 

said, “Every great happening begins with a benevolent 

gesture.” I made it one of my rules. This Joe Singer story 

is about that philosophy.  

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                                Oscar Berninghaus painting similar to “Forgotten” 

I always wanted to advertise full page 

color. The Santa Fe opera bulletin was 

small so they allowed me only a 1/4th 

page ad. The painting I gave them was 

an Oscar Berninghaus night scene of a 

horse tied to a hitching post. It was 

snowing and the lights in the cantina 

across the street were inviting. You 

could almost see music coming from the 

windows. The painting was untitled, so I 

called it Forgotten. 

I’m guessing about this next part but I 

think it’s a pretty good guess. Joe and 

Richard, and their wives, were at the 

opera. Ann and Addie were full of the 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/ah.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/lf-1.jpeg
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music and scenery,   but the men were 

seriously bored. While thumbing 

through the bulletin, wishing the opera 

would hurry up, the men came upon 

my ad. It was a melancholy scene and 

it struck a chord with them. They 

wanted to look at it.  

The next day, they came in Fenn 

Galleries Ltd, and I met them at the 

door. It was love at first handshake. We 

drank coffee (I always put cream and 

sugar in mine to help kill the taste) and 

laughed a lot. We just really got along.  

The women headed for the vault where 

the Indian jewelry was housed. And there was plenty of it on display. Squash blossom necklaces 

were hanging from every square inch of the ceiling, turquoise bracelets, rings, and ear drops were 

everywhere. There must have been 1000 pieces if you counted them slowly. The girls (you can 

call a female a girl until she 16 and after she’s 70, but not in-between) wore big grins. They didn’t 

have any Indian jewelry but suddenly they wanted some. The romance of Santa Fe was homing in 

on them. 

I gave my secretary a wink, and she knew what that meant. As the girls darted from one display to 

another, I unlocked all of the glass cases. It was fun to watch their enthusiasm. Soon, my secretary 

appeared, right on cue. “Mister Fenn, you’re wanted on the phone. It’s an important call and I think 

you should take it.” 

As I was walking out, I said, “OK girls, I’ve got so much of this stuff, pick out what you want and 

it’ll be a gift from me to start you on your Indian Jewelry collection. I’ll be back in a minute.”  

 

Fenn Galleries, now the Matteuchi Gallerie 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0001-1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Matteucci.jpg
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After about 10 minutes I returned to see what they had amassed. Ann was wearing a $6,500 #8 

spider web turquoise chunk necklace, and Addie had on a bracelet-ring set that was worth about 

$4,800. I said, “Lordie, I should have known you’d pick my very best things.” The girls giggled. 

Joe and Richard were the Singer/Fleischaker oil company in Oklahoma City. They were not art 

collectors especially, but when they saw what we offered, they started thinking about it. 

That night we had dinner at The Pink. After about an hour of talking about everything, and 

eating some of Rosalie’s hot apple pie with rum sauce on the side, the girls got up and walked 

across the street to the Desert Inn, where they were staying. Joe and Richard lit up expensive 

Cuban cigars. The air got quiet and I just sat there, taking it in. I liked both of those guys. 

Finally, Joe said, “Forrest, we’ve got a lot of money and everyone is trying to get it. We never 

had anyone treat us like you did today.” Suddenly I felt like we had a father/son relationship, but 

I don’t remember which was which. 

The next day they came in our gallery and purchased about $265,000 worth of paintings, 

including Forgotten, 

Armand Hammer was right. 

But there were shadows on the horizon. Ann told me a story in private. Their son Paul was a 

medical doctor in the Army. Without telling his father, Paul volunteered for combat duty in 

Vietnam. The news infuriated Joe. He argued, why in the world would you willingly put your 

brilliant future in harm’s way? The arguments were fierce and frequent. 

The night before Paul was to leave for Southeast Asia, Joe and Ann threw their son and his wife, 

a huge black-tie dinner/dance bash at the 

country club. Hundreds of their friends 

and relatives were in attendance. Two 

hours into the event, and right in the 

middle of the dance floor, Joe and his 

Paul got into it again. Paul stalked out of 

the dance, went to Vietnam, and was 

killed in action. 

It weighed heavily on Joe, who blamed 

himself for what happened. He suffered 

long periods of severe depression. 

Some months later Joe happened into 

our gallery unannounced. He was in 

Santa Fe to buy oil leases from the state.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/ph03.jpg
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I had recently traded four big Walter Ufer paintings from the Houston Art Museum. They were 

big, two were 30”x 40” and the others were 40”x 50.” They had been purchased with an 

endowment left to the museum by a wealthy philanthropist named Ima Hogg.  

The paintings were hanging in our high room and the two of us were looking at them. “Joe,” I said, 

“these smaller paintings are perfect for your collection, but the 40 x 50s are too big for your house. 

Why don’t you buy all 4 of them and give the two large ones to the National Cowboy Hall of Fame 

in Oklahoma City, in memory of your son.” 

Joe didn’t say anything. I think he was stunned. Finally, he said something silly. “How do I know 

they want them.” I told Joe that Dean Krakel was the director. “I’ll go call him.”  

The problem was that Krakel was an expert, and if you didn’t know it, he would surely find a way 

to tell you. I had had a couple of strained business deals with him in the past. I worried about it 

most of the night. He could blow the deal if he wanted to. It was no skin off of his nose either way. 

I almost felt subservient to the situation.  

Then, in the wee morning hours it came to me. I predicted nearly every word that would be said. 

I had to bait Dean one time then close the deal if I could. I needed some luck. 

The next afternoon we were standing in front of the paintings. Dean on the right and Joe on the 

left. I was relaxed in the middle. 

 
National Cowboy Hall of Fame in Oklahoma City 

Then, in the wee morning hours it came to me. I predicted nearly every word that would be said. 

I had to bait Dean one time then close the deal if I could. I needed some luck. 

The next afternoon we were standing in front of the paintings. Dean on the right and Joe on the 

left. I was relaxed in the middle. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/NCM.jpg
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Dean didn’t act like he was impressed, but I knew he was. “They’re very nice,” he said, and he 

walked over to the big painting on the right. The wall sticker said $275,000. “Wow” came out of 

his mouth. “Where’d you get the precedence for that price?” 

“Dean, there’s no precedence for that price because there’s is no precedence for that painting.” 

“Yes there is, we have “The Corn Thief,” it’s the same size, same artist, and a better painting. We 

gave $250,000 for it.” 

“I know that Dean, and I’ll give you $300,000 for it right now. You’ve either got to buy mine or 

sell me yours.”  

“There’s no way you’re gonna get mine.” 

Joe Singer said, “Well then, I guess we bought some paintings.” I smiled inside and congratulated 

both Joe and Dean. 

We hanged the paintings and remodeled one corner of the museum. Paul’s stethoscope and Purple 

Heart were proudly displayed in a glass case alongside his scrubs. I gave them some Indian rugs 

and other things to warm the place a little. It looked really nice and Joe was beaming. 

Later, Ann told me, with a tear, that the veil of remorse had lifted from Joe’s body and he was his 

old self again.  

A personal note. 

They said I was eccentric, and they still do. Maybe it’s true. The art business was good to me 

because I gave so much away. It was certainly unorthodox. When you start out with no 

education, no experience, no inventory and no money, there are not many more nos that you 

don’t have. So you do what you have to do to make things work. My rewards came from every 

direction, and helping them along was just good business. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0003.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Nineteen… 
October, 2019 

 

Good food times in SF 

Today is Saturday, October the 26th and that means it’s chili cook-out time at Christ Church in 

Santa Fe. I attended the event last year and that experience demanded that I not miss it this one, 

The temp is above 50, the sun is shining full bloom, and the wind is naught but a wisp. So I drove 

about 15 blocks down hill to the church. The parking lot was packed, so I had to walk a short 

distance past an antique car show to get in. 

That church must be the friendliest place in the whole country. Two of the 3 pastors worked their 

way through the crowd to shake my hand. One of them was John Standridge. He’s originally from 

Kerrville, Texas so we had to talk about BBQ. He’s also bearded and I couldn’t let that pass without 

a comment. But then to the chili line.  

Twenty-two crock pots were all lined up in a row. They were full of 22 different kinds of chili, all 

plugged in and steaming hot. I read some of the labels: beef, chicken, buffalo, “meat,” glutton free, 

and green. I’m sure each recipe was a very closely guarded family secret. 

 My plan was to check each one. It was a contest to see who was the best chili cook, and I planned 

to vote. The first pot I tried had some thin white pasta things in it. I never saw pasta in chili before 

and I’m sure the chili purists would disapprove. Anyway, I put a little in my bowl and sat down to 

eat. When no one was looking I removed a Tabasco bottle from my pocket and sprinkled some 

on.  

The pasta chili was good, really good and a little of it just made me hungrier. So back in the line I 

pretended to walk up and down checking out the other 21 crocks, knowing full well that I would 

end up back the #5 crock, the pasta chili crock. Heck with the contest, I was seriously focused and 

not at all interested in being distracted. I don’t know who made that pasta chili but I’d like to put 

her on my Christmas card list. 

The other 299 people who passed past the crock line depleted the respective pots pretty fast, and 

as soon as one got low it was quickly filled again. 

There were other things to eat also, like veggy queso, corn bread, green and red salsa with chips, 

regular “mac and cheese,” sour cream, and beans “cooked in tequila & beer.” I hope somebody 

around there had a liquor license. A volunteer wandered through the tables carrying large pitchers 

of ice water.  

A bunch of costumed little kids were running around everywhere, a few being chased by their 

moms who were also in costume. It was a recipe for chaos but it wasn’t. It was just fun. I think the 

kid contest was won by Zoro, but the adult contest was much more complex. The serious 

competitors were 3 ladies wearing huge hats made of feathers, leaves, and something else. My 
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favorite had dangerous looking red hair under a pull-down feather fedora. It was a rather striking 

ensemble. The runner up was a young-looking middle-aged woman who had really short green 

hair. She was soothing to look at so I just watched her.  

A few dogs of carryable size were there also. I checked them out and decided that none were as 

cute as Willie.  

My path to the door was almost blocked by the dessert trough. I didn’t even want to think about it 

because I was totally totaled out. 

Everything was free and the caterers were all church volunteers. Those people really know how to 

put on a do. You have to love that Christ Church. I have friends and a daughter who attend services 

there regularly. Maybe I’ll start going more often.  

The way to my car took me through the antique auto show. About 20 were being shown off, and 

it was interesting. One silver thing was so low that if you were riding in it down the road your 

jockey shorts would be about 8” above the asphalt. A speck of dust would not dare land on that 

thing. I asked the owner if it would go 500 miles an hour, and he said, “not with me in it.” 

My favorite though was a strikingly blue 1956 Ford Thunderbird. It had a V-8 engine with 255 

horse power. There were only 15,631 made and it sold new for $3,151.  

I drove home in my dirty Jeep Grand Cherokee. It was made in the USA in June of 2011. It says 

on the side that its trail rated and I’m not completely sure what that means. The odometer reads 

19,139 miles. The right-side mirror is broken and the back-left tire is 2 pounds low. I have no idea 

how many horsepower the engine has and I don’t even care. That car has always taken me there 

and brought me back again. We’re a team, and that’s all that matters to me. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Eighteen… 
October, 2019 

 

Kid’s Toys   

 

Here’s an old photo of me and Skippy in the back yard of our house in Temple. I don’t remember 

that car. Wish I had it now. 

It looks like my big brother is holding me back from running him over. Makes me wonder 

what happens to great toys like that when the kids get too big to play with them. They’re 

probably just thrown in the dump. 

If I were 50 years younger I might go back to Temple and excavate the dump and see. 

The swing behind us is strung from a grape arbor my father built. Can you see the grapes 

growing up on wire to the left? It’s hard to see the wire, but it’s there just the same. The swing 

was my mother’s idea. 

I don’t know how old I am in that picture, but I was born in 1930. You guess. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/002-7a.jpg
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My house is gone now, but the arbor once stood in the green splotch shown in this photo, and left of our 

garage, which still stands. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Seventeen… 
October, 2019 

 

 Verdun   

 

I took this picture in 1958. It’s a small part of the Verdun battle field where in WW-l, the Germans 

fought the French for 303 days, the longest battle in that war. 143,000 soldiers were killed. 

Because this “war zone” was still littered with land mines and other terrible killing devices, no 

civilians were allowed near it. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/verdun.jpg
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I was one of 26 pilots in the 23rd Fighter Squadron stationed at Bitburg, Germany. There were 

many other fighter squadrons scattered around Europe, and we needed a gunnery range. 

So a very narrow swath of a dirt road was cleared of mines all the way to the end, where a makeshift 

tower was erected. A chair and a radio were its only inhabitants. I stood duty as range officer there 

several times. It was a terrible job. Big red signs were planted every 200’ or so along the road 

going in, DANGER – DO NOT GET OFF OF THE ROAD. I didn’t. 

Occasionally, a strafing F-100, using ball ammo, would hit some kind of live ordinance that was 

hidden just under the ground surface of that seemingly extinct battle field, causing an explosion. 

And once again the echoes of 1916 would rumble across the serene French country side, causing 

temporary panic in the local kitchens. 

In some places the residuals of war last on for many years after the formal fighting has stopped. 

Verdun is one of them. 

Plato said, “Only the dead will know the end of wars.” When are we going to stop this madness? 

f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Sixteen… 
October, 2019 

 

Relentless Pursuit 

 

In the early 1980s, I was working on my first biography of Joseph Henry Sharp, who in 1915, was a 

founding member of the important Taos Society of Artists. I was so raw at writing that I started out using 

a pencil on a yellow pad. My day job was running our Santa Fe gallery and we didn’t own a computer. 

In some of our magazine ads we asked for information about Sharp. One day a nattily dressed man walked 

into my office. The guy’s chest filled out his shirt so completely that his tie looked like an aberration. When 

he sat down without being invited, I figured he had something important to say. I took a sip of Grapette and 

tried to appear nonchalant.  

“Whatcha know about Sharp etchings,” he said with an attitude. It sounded more like a statement than a 

question. I explained that as far as I knew, there weren’t any. “Then what’s this?” He threw an 8 X 10 black 

& white photo on my desk.   

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A4215.jpg
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                                                                 Photo of a Sharp etching 

It was of a Sharp etching for sure. The artist’s scald was all over it and the signature was right. I 

was astonished in an ecstatic sort of way.  

I asked the man if I could please make a copy for my records, and I motioned to my secretary. “No 

you can’t,” the jerk said, as he grabbed for the photo. I quickly turned it over and read the logo on 

the back. JOHN WHITAKER PHOTOGRAPHY – CINCINNATI, OHIO. 

The guy stormed out of my office like he was late for lunch with the queen.   

The logo was burned deeply into my mind, and it started me on a research expedition that lasted 

for many months.  

I must have made 20 phone calls in pursuit of that etching because it was fresh information to me 

and I needed it for my book. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/sharpcz.jpg
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The Whitaker photo business in Cincinnati had changed names and was being run by a wonderfully 

accommodating man. He gave me the name and address of lady who owned the etching. Phone 

calls and letters to her went unanswered. Requests for information about Sharp etchings in my 

magazine ads were ignored.  

I received information about the artist from museums and galleries, but nothing about his etchings. 

The trail ran cold for about 20 more phone calls. Then I started getting some breaks.  

I’ll shorten the story and get to the good part. I called a very elderly lady in Liberty, Indiana, and 

said, “Madam, about 1903, your father purchased at public auction in Cincinnati, 14 Joseph Henry 

Sharp zinc and copper etching plates. Included in the lot was a cigar box filled with etching tools.” 

There was a short pause, then in almost a whisper, she said, “No, I think there are 16 of them.” 

 

Joseph Henry Sharp (1859-1953). Copper etching plate, ca. 1900. Buffalo Bill Center of the West, Cody, 

WY. Gift of Mr. and Mrs. Forrest Fenn. 
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Joseph Henry Sharp (1859-1953). Copper etching plate, ca. 1900. Buffalo Bill Center of the West, Cody, 

WY. Gift of Mr. and Mrs. Forrest Fenn. 
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Joseph Henry Sharp (1859-1953). Copper etching plate, ca. 1900. Buffalo Bill Center of the West, Cody, 

WY. Gift of Mr. and Mrs. Forrest Fenn. 
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It was a lightning strike moment for me.  

They were stored in her garage and much too heavy for her to lift. When she agreed to sell them, 

I made plans to meet her the very next day. “Please have your doctor or lawyer present when I 

arrive.” 

When I entered her home, 16 etching plates were spread out on her living room carpet. They were 

beautiful. Her attorney, John Something, was standing guard, probably not knowing for sure why 

he was even there. He struck me as being the kind of guy who would hit himself in the head with 

a stick because it felt so good when he quit. 

I inspected each plate to make sure it hadn’t been cancelled. All but one were Indian portraits. 

They were in perfect condition. 

I asked what she wanted for the 16 plates. Her lawyer started expounding on how valuable they 

were and…she interrupted.  

“Mister Fenn, I don’t know what they are worth, probably not very much. What are you willing to 

give me for them?” I said “Madam, I will give $5,000 each for the 16, that’s $80,000. 

They both were shocked, and numbed, almost into incredulity. Their faces gave testimony to that 

fact. John Something sat down and began cleaning his glasses.  

“Mister Fenn, I think we have a deal.” The attorney had checked me out so I handed that beautiful 

lady a check, kissed her on the cheek, and was gone.   

What I had going for me was a note Sharp had written many years earlier stating that his intention 

was to print 250 copies from each plate, but most he had printed was 23. 

We had a special porous paper made, each sheet with a large F hidden in the watermark. It could 

be seen only when held up to a strong light source. I didn’t want our etchings to be confused with 

those Sharp had printed, which were more valuable.  

Over the next few months we had a professional print maker finish printing the editions for us. 

That totaled 3,632 etchings that varied in value from $100 to $1,800 each. It was a wild expense 

for our gallery, but everything was tax-deductible. We donated 50 or more sets of the etchings to 

museums, art schools and other non-profits. 

And more importantly, we bound an etching in each of 100 limited edition copies of The Beat of 

the Drum and the Whoop of the Dance and Teepee Smoke, my two biographies of Joseph Sharp. 

Each book was leather bound, numbered, and signed. For years they lumbered off of our book 

shelves.  

We gave the 16 etching plates to the Buffalo Bill Historical Center with the stipulation that no 

additional copies would ever be printed.  
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Our gallery sold hundreds of the etchings, both individually and in sets. They also made great gifts 

for birthdays, weddings, Christmas, anniversaries, graduations, and “I’m just thinking of yous.” 

The complicated etching operation was spread out over several years and I never knew how we 

came out financially. I hope we at least broke even.  

Those were happy days for me, partly because I was busy doing the things I liked doing. And now, 

nearly 40 years after I acquired the etching plates, I have 1 etching left. It’s a portrait of White 

Swan, who, after the Custer Fight, was found deaf and dumb on the battlefield. Sharp was deaf, 

White Swan was deaf, and so am I 

. 

                                                         White Swan Etching by J. H. Sharp 

 

Maybe that’s why I’ve kept this particular etching. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fifteen… 
October, 2019 

 

Business Partners   

Personnel retention was always a concern and we were constantly trying to think of creative ways 

to deal with it in our gallery. I never wanted to reward an average or mediocre performer. It was 

too easy to change the performer.  

One day I got an everybody-wins idea and it didn’t cost anything, at least not very much of 

anything. 

Mary Lou was a good employee who had been with us for more than a year. Everyone liked her. 

One day I took her to lunch at the Shed. It was near the plaza on Palace Avenue, and they had the 

best Mexican food place in town. While we were eating enchaladas (I always called them that). 

We talked about her boyfriend who had a good job, and was well liked in the community. Then I 

asked Mary Lou how she liked her job at the gallery, where she planned to be in 5 years, what 

could we do to improve our operation, and a few other nosey questions.  

I was impressed with her answers, so after we finished our sopapillas and honey, we walked a few 

doors east to Guadalupe’s Shoe Store.  

I told Mary Lou that I had to run to the bank and while I was gone, she could choose anything in 

the store she wanted (Ladies really like shoes).  

Guadalupe came over and said hello. As I headed for the door I turned and said, “but you have to 

pick out what you want before I get back and the bank is just 2 blocks away.” 

Guadalupe, whom I had known for many years, helped Mary Lou select some imported shoes, a 

nice hand bag, and a belt to match the new spring ensemble that was in her wardrobe at home.  

After I complemented Mary Lou on her taste, I winked at Guadalupe and we walked out of the 

store without paying. I didn’t want to discuss money in front of Mary Lou. That would have been 

vulgar. Guadalupe knew I would return later in the day with a bunch of dollar bills in my hand.  

We were mostly silent on our way back to the gallery. I closed the door to my office and we sat 

down. 

“Mary Lou, I particularly like your work ethic and the way you handle yourself. We want to keep 

you here. As an incentive to stay I’d like to give you half interest in that painting,” and I pointed 

to an Eric Sloane hanging on the wall near my desk. I saw a flash in her eyes that said she knew I 

wasn’t kidding.  
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It was a $15,000 painting that we had recently purchased from Eric for $7,500. I explained that the 

gift came with 3 rules. One, she couldn’t tell anyone that she was half owner in the painting. Two, 

she couldn’t get pushy. “Let someone else sell it.” And 3, you must work at our gallery when it 

sells or the whole deal is off.” She blushed and nodded at the same time. It was a cute gesture. You 

had to like Mary Lou. 

She had to be thinking that she was now our business partner, in a small way. She became more 

diligent and almost daily brought cut flowers to put on the front desk. 

When the painting sold a week or so later, I wrote Mary Lou a check for $7,500. The transaction 

cemented our relationship with a top employee, and we got our cost back. We didn’t make any 

money. Our profit was intrinsic, and an investment in our future.  

We used that technique with several other “Mary Lous” during our 17-year tenure on the Santa Fe 

art scene. There were a few “Billy Bobs” too.  

The secrets about what we did eventually leaked out and I became known around town as Daddy 

Warbucks.  

Louise was different. We needed an accounts receivable clerk and she applied. She was out-

flowing and a little gushy, but that was ok.  

That night I knocked on her door about 8 o’clock. She had invited me to meet her husband. I had 

to step over a hoodie to get in the front door, and “things” were strewn all around the house. Dinner 

dishes were dirty in the sink, on the table, and on the divan. Something gooey-red was spilled on 

a chair. I didn’t dare sit down. 

This gal was not going to work in my accounts receivable department. 

Messy people are usually extroverted, smiley, and meet people easily. That seemed to be Louise’s 

forte’ so I hired her to work in sales. I was a good decision because she kept our staff morale up. 

We even taught her to wash coffee cups.  

And then there was Grace. She was a gentle Spanish lady, severely Catholic, who must have been 

sent to us from the personnel department in heaven. Both of her husbands were murdered and her 

son was hit by a car and killed at night while trying to change a flat tire.  

Grace quickly became part of our family, and after 42 years with us we talked her into retiring. 

That was 6 years ago. I once told her that she was “the strawberry in the milkshake of my heart.” 

I think she repeated that comment to everyone in North America and some of the ships at sea. My 

wife just rolled her eyes.  

We still give Grace her salary but she has to come to our home each a month to pick up the check. 

We just want to see her and make sure she’s okay. Her daughter drives Grace now because she’s 

94 years old.  
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The gallery business in Santa Fe was good to my family for 17 years. We worked with some really 

good people and met a bunch of celebrities. And you know what I found out about them? They 

were just plain-ole people who had a highly specialized talent. But doesn’t that describe all of us?  

Sometimes when I write stories like this, I feel really good when I’m done. Maybe I’ll go make 

some hot chocolate and pet my dog. f 

 
Me, my wife, my daughter, some Mary Lous and a couple of Billy Bobs 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Fourteen… 
October, 2019 

 

The John Ehrlichman Saga. 

 

When John was the Domestic Advisor to President Nixon it could be argued that he was one of 

the 5 most powerful people in the world. Then along came the Watergate scandal that drove Nixon 

from office. It also spelled John’s political ruin. He said, “rules in the Oval Office were different 

from rules anywhere else in the world.”  
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He was convicted in federal court of conspiracy, obstruction of justice and perjury, and he served 

18 months in the prison at Safford, Arizona. 

 

Forrest, John and Diane Sawyer in the library at Fenn Galleries. She has just interviewed John for 

a nationally televised program. John refused to answer any questions unless both he and Diane 

were on camera together for fear that the question would be changed before broadcast and it would 

look like he was answering a different question. 

I met John soon after he was released and we became friends. Our gallery had a book signing for 

his, Witness to Power (there were pickets outside our gallery), we fished the Pecos and San Juan 

rivers together and went to China on business once. 

John and I spent many hours in conversations about his political experiences and the famous 

personalities he had met along the way. I found his stories fascinating, especially the one about a 

criminal plot to break him out of prison and hold him for ransom. He thought it was funny that the 

government would have to pay the ransom to get him back so they could put him in prison again 

John was easy and forthcoming with an answer to any question posed by me. One day John and I 

were talking about his trial and it was plain to see that he felt abused. He pointed out that, with 

public opinion so strongly against him, there was no way he could be found not guilty. He said, 

“When the president of the United states asks you to do something it is very difficult to say no,” 

thus his perjury conviction. 
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To fight the boredom of long hours sitting in a courtroom John doodled. He drew portraits of the 

jurors, witnesses, lawyers, prosecutors, bailiffs, US Marshalls, other things, and Judge John Sirica 

several times. There were 102 doodles and many were drawn on White House letterheads.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/je02.jpg
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Original documents by John Ehrlichman 

What his doodles lacked in artistic deference was made up in historical importance. They showed 

what a very important, man on trial for serious crimes, was thinking about while his fate was being 

decided by a group of people he didn’t know.  

Accompanying each doodle was a lengthy ink-written caption that explained the subject or 

provided commentary about it.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/kissinger.jpg
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I suggested that we publish his art in a leather-bound book. To give it class we needed to gild the 

edges and put it in a slipcase. The plan was to sell the books, each one with a doodle tipped in. 

That meant printing 102 books, I knew I was going to lose a bunch of money. John agreed, and 

we signed a contract. I wrote the foreword for the book. John Connally signed it. 

Soon after the book was printed, we had a party at my home. While thumbing through a copy, my 

attorney turned to me and said, “Forrest, you’re gonna be sued for a hundred million dollars.”  

The comment caught me in mid sip. The small Corona beer I was half way through didn’t seem as 

necessary as it did when I first started drinking it.  

All of a sudden, I saw my attorney as a lawyer. Although I didn’t know the difference between the 

two, I think that characterization was correct. He started showing why I had made a mistake by 

publishing the book. One aberration was the drawing of a woman’s leg.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A3659.jpg
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I didn’t think that was so bad, but when my lawyer started reading other captions in the book, I 

balked. I had heard enough already, and I turned to John, who was standing nearby. “John, will 

you indemnify me for any loss I might incur as a result of what you wrote in this book?” He said 

“NO” with a halting abruptness that made me think it might be the only word he knew.  

With concern that something might happen inimical to me, I wrote a letter to John dated May 23, 

1985. It said, in part, “When the book was printed and we were ready to start advertising and 

distribution, you took a copy to Morton Janklow (John’s lawyer and agent in New York, whose 

daughter worked in our gallery). He raised the question of libel, which you relayed to me. At that 

time, I put a hold on the project until we could find out where we stood.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/knee.jpg
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Other things were happening that I didn’t like, so one cloudy afternoon I burned 101 beautifully 

bound doodle books that had gilded edges and were slip cased. With that deed done, my liability 

was gone. I kept one copy for my own library and that’s all. It’s an orphan.  

There are a small few unbound copies of the book out there somewhere. Morton Janklow has one, 

my daughters each have one, and a friend in Cody has a copy.  

I just hope Jill Wines doesn’t get wind of it and come looking for me.  

In 1999 John died from complications of diabetes. He was 74 years old. I’m glad that chapter in 

my life is closed. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Thirteen… 
October, 2019 

 

New Things That Turn Into Old Ones 

 

For a while now, I’ve been on a history kick, trying to think of ways I can influence the thinking 

of folks in the future. All sorts of ideas are coming in. One of the best involves plant life. 

The changing leaves of autumn are bragging about their new fall colors, I’m taking advantage of 

the situation. 

I’ve gathered some of the prettiest newly-fallen leaves from around my yard. Then, with a felt-tip 

pen, I write the type of plant, the date, and print my name. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/aa.jpg
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So far, I have a yellow from an aspen tree, a beautiful red from a vine that climbs one of my 

ponderosas, and a maroon from a group of weeds that keep coming back into my garden each year, 

much to my chagrin.  

Then I place each each inside the cover of a book to dry out and wait for some smiling face to find 

it in the far-distant future. 

You should do that too. It’s a way to leave your mark on history and someday cause a smile. Please 

don’t underestimate your importance. What fun it would be to find an old book with a leaf that 

George Washington had signed.  

If you don’t want to do that, please go out someplace and plant a tree. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Twelve… 
October, 2019 

 

My Rubloff Experience 

 
Arthur Rubloff, Chicago Real Estate Developer 

In the 1970s, when our Santa Fe gallery was in full flourish, one of our good clients was Arthur 

Rubloff. He personified aristocracy in its finest moment. Wearing a 3-piece suit and patent leather 

shoes, he looked like a Prime Minister. The only fault I ever found with Arthur was that his shoes 

looked to be too long for his feet, although I didn’t profess to be an authority on either subject. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/ar01.jpg
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Massasoit Bronze 

Somewhere along those years, we sold Arthur a bronze portrait of Massasoit (1581-1661), the 

great chief of the Wampanogas tribe. At more than 10’ tall, some said the feather in the Indian’s 

hair reached clear up to the sky. 

The bronze was installed in one of Arthur’s Chicago shopping centers, and he invited me to attend 

the unveiling ceremony. When we walked into the mall, I saw that the bronze had been cordoned 

off, about 10’ around, with an obtrusive white picket fence. Arthur smiled and said the fence was 

there to prevent the kids from damaging the bronze.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Massasoit06.jpg
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Grizzly Bronze Outside the Natural History Museum in Denver. 

After telling him that there was no way anyone could harm that piece of sculpture, I reminded him 

that he wanted the bronze on display to give something back to the many shoppers who frequented 

his mall. I told him of the giant Jonas Brothers grizzly bronze that stood outside the entrance to 

the Natural History Museum in Denver. “As high as the kids can climb, and reach with their hands, 

it has the most beautiful patina in the country, and above where they can touch, it is dull and 

lackluster.” 

As the fence was being removed, the band played Hail to the Chief. 

Arthur said a few words to the small crowd of people who had paused in their shopping to listen, 

then he introduced me. It fell my lot to explain who Massasoit was and say how much the art meant 

to the city of Chicago. It was one of my classic red-face speeches that lasted just long enough to 

satisfy propriety.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/bear.jpg
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Arthur’s limo took us to his office. The driver, dressed in a casually pressed black suit, sat erect 

and always faced forward. His matching colored leather cap, daintily tilted, seemed to evoke a 

festive mood. The lady in the shotgun seat I guessed was one of his secretaries. I couldn’t see her 

face because a glass partition separated the two of them in the front from the two of us in the back.  

During the 30-minute ride Arthur and I didn’t talk about architecture, but I couldn’t help but notice 

the name Rubloff written on the sides of 2 or 3 buildings. He asked what I would like to have for 

lunch. My reply was something like, “Well, under the circumstance, maybe champagne and 

pheasant-under-glass are in order.”  

We laughed and I asked him about his celebrated glass paperweight collection that he had promised 

to the Art Institute of Chicago. The question was a mistake because he started dropping types and 

names about which I knew nothing. Out of respect, I listened intently, and frequently nodded. 

When we entered his spacious office spaces and sat at his dining table, we were served glasses of 

chilled sparkling champagne, which had to be from a very good year. Although I didn’t like the 

stuff I sipped and smiled in celebration of the moment. After a nice salad came the pheasant-under-

glass. (His secretary had listened on a secret limo intercom, and phoned ahead).  

It didn’t take me long to realize that I was way out of my cozy element, and I probably wondered 

if Arthur knew what a hot dog was. 

Looking back on that day now, more than 4 decades removed, I am reminded of other experiences 

that similarly favored me during my gallery years. But none of them were as good as being at home 

in the friendly surroundings of my family. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Eleven… 
October, 2019 

  

Requiem for a Wreck 

A few months ago, I pulled out of my garage, 

successfully negotiated the turn around a big 

pinon tree, and headed for the street. I had done 

that about 58,688 times before. But this time I 

was fiddling with the radio trying to find Meryl 

Haggard singing Me and Bobby Mcgee.  

Everything was going great until I hit an 

awkward looking box elder tree. It was in front 

of the bunk house where Shiloh lives. There was 

a loud careening noise that resonated around the 

inside of my car, and parts of something were 

flying through the air.  

It was the housing that covered the mirror on the 

passenger’s side of my jeep. I suddenly went into 

denial and hoped Shiloh had not heard the crash. I thought about blaming it on Willie, but he 

wasn’t in the car. 

So I picked up as many of the pieces as I could find and hurried them into the big trash can stationed 

by the gate. As I drove away, I noticed that the mirror was working fine. Only the covering was 

gone.  

And you know what? Even to this day no one has noticed the damage, and I’m not talking. The 

unfortunate mirror still needs a little cosmetic surgery, but I don’t care about that.  My wife would be 

appalled if she knew.  

The wreck made me start thinking. Maybe the gods were telling me to pay more attention to things that 

were happening in my life, and be more in charge. So I will, starting right now. 

Who says I have to repair the fool mirror? It’s my car isn’t it, and I get to make all of the decisions related 

to it, don’t I?  

And while I’m on the subject, who says I have to eat broccoli, cauliflower, rhubarb, and certain 

kinds of squash?  Men my age are supposed to do as they’re told but from now on, I’m gonna do 

exactly as I please.  

With my new found freedom I might even get a piercing someplace, who knows? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Broken-Mirror.jpg
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And maybe I’ll make myself a hot dog for lunch, with sauerkraut and whatever else I want on it. 

But for now, I’m going out and thank that great box elder tree for giving me inspiration. f   
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Ten… 
October, 2019 

 

Canoncito Church at Apache Canyon 
 

 

photo by Lou Bruno 

This painting hangs near the kitchen door that leads out to our portal. I look at it several times 

every day. It was painted by Joseph Cestmir Svoboda (1889-1953), and was exhibited at the 

Chicago Artists Exhibition in 1934 where the listed price was $5,000. 

 Joseph was born in the Austro-Hungarian Empire but came to America early on so he could study 

at the Art Institute of Chicago. There he met Walter Ufer, who was elected to the Taos Society of 

Artists in 1917. Under Ufer’s influence, Joseph painted in Taos on and off for 30 years.  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Painting-1.jpg
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I think it is a sweet little painting, but I like it for another reason. I acquired it from a neighbor lady 

one morning while we were sipping green tea and munching on Oreos. She was Joseph Svoboda’s 

daughter and her name was Olga. f 

 

Contemporary photo of Canoncito Church at Apache Canyon 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/canoncito.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Nine… 
October, 2019 

  

 
Chaos      photo by Cynthia Meachum 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_3589a.jpg
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Embroidery               photo by Cynthia Meachum 

 

I love these two objects. 

They found their way into my collection via a friend of many years past.  Are they soul fairies bred 

in chaos, demoted angels, nascent beings – what? Their exaggerated personalities are somehow 

persuasive to me. Why is that? 

Both are wrought with a penchant for trickery. Maybe it’s because their armatures are made of 

spring wire. When I push one away, it comes leaning back at a nervous angle, as if were ordained 

to taunt me – or protect me.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/IMG_3588a.jpg
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Look at their faces, each has an eerie diabolical grin as if is possessed by some unknown seminal 

moment. Their clothing is made of spangly materials, luscious forested vegetation, and woven 

woolen fabrics from around the world. Ancient beads adorn their necks while silent fetishes secret 

themselves beneath the understated colors. 

Everything on their bodies is sewed in or tied down. Nothing can be removed, not even an ancient 

Afghani turquoise necklace that rests amid a cluster of old beads and precious amulets. 

 
Chaos Full Frontal          photo by Lou Bruno 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Doll-1.jpg
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Chaos Full Back                      photo by Lou Bruno 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Doll-2.jpg
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Chaos Front Bottom                      photo by Lou Bruno 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Doll-3.jpg
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Chaos Front Top                                 photo by Lou Bruno 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Doll-4.jpg
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Chaos Back Top                                        photo by Lou Bruno 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/Doll-5.jpg
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Embroidery Full Frontal 

Have they been thrown out and are now suffering amidst the wreckage of failed marriages? I don’t 

know, but never mind, I like them as they are. I can relate somehow, especially now that I am past 

middle age and unwilling to postpone or subjugate any part of my life. Maybe they have the power 

to protect me and that’s why I keep them close. I hope so. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/aaaa-copy.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Seven… 
September, 2019  

 

Absarokee Hut 

 

In 1982, I was writing The Beat of the Drum and the Whoop of the Dance, my first biography of 

the painter Joseph Henry Sharp (1859-1953). It was a wonderful and fulfilling experience for me. 

My friends complained that the story had consumed me. Maybe so, because a note written to 

myself at the time, reads “I am drawn to Mr. Sharp like smell is drawn to a daffodil.” (that 

unfortunate comment is the by-product of too much wine, and working too late at night).  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/beatbook.jpg
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Early Winter on the Crow Reservation by Joseph Henry Sharp 

Sharp wanted to spend his winters at the Crow Indian Reservation in Montana where he could 

record a culture on canvas that he felt was fading from our national view. It was not uncommon 

for Sioux, Cheyenne, Arapahoe, and Blackfeet Indians to visit the Crows, and Sharp wanted to 

paint all of them. 

My preface to “Beat of the Drum” reads, in part: 

I journeyed four times to Crow Agency, Montana, where the artist spent the happiest part of his 

life. I swam the Little Big Horn River, and walked the Custer Battleground as Sharp had done. I 

saw many of the things that he had seen, and thought many of the thoughts he must have thought. 

Present reality faded as I saw hundreds of teepees that populated the valley while painted ponies 

grazed along the river.  

As my knowlege of Sharp expanded, I found a growing parallel in our personal philosophies and 

interests. We both revered the life the old-time Indian lived, and bemoaned the bureaucratic 

overcast that suffocated the very spirit of his dead.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/Early-Winter-on-Crow-Res.jpg
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In 1905, with the blessing of the Indian agent, Sharp built a log cabin on the reservation adjacent 

to the battleground. Seventy-nine years later, I purchased the cabin for $15,000. 

The problem was that an Indian school teacher was living in it, and I certainly wasn’t going to 

throw her out. We made a deal, she could live in the cabin, rent free, as long as she wanted to if 

she would notify me when she moved out. I was told it would be vandalized if it stood empty.  

A few months later she called to say she was leaving, and I flew up to look at the cabin I had never 

seen on the inside.   

In 1926, it had been the headquarters for the 50th reunion of the Custer Fight. A few of the old 

battle-hardened troopers and Indian warriors who had fought in the fight, signed the guest register 

in the cabin. That number included General Edward Godfrey, who was with Captain Benteen in 

the fight and later received the Medal of Honor for his action in the Indian skirmish at Bear Paw 

Mountain. I was thrilled to own such an important piece of history.  

Soon after, I gifted the cabin to the Buffalo Bill Historical Center in Cody, Wyoming, 164 miles 

away. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/sharpscabin01.jpg
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I knew it would safely rest there in perpetuity. 

 

The Cabin Inside the Historical Center 

But there were two rules. They had to go pick it up intact, and install it within the museum complex. And 

if there was anything under the floorboards, it had to stay under the floorboards. I had learned from a 

Montana old-timer that tradition required the builder to leave some kind of “thank you” token under the 

floor, a talisman of sorts. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/0T1A3401.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/0T1A3346.jpg
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 Sure enough, when the cabin was lifted, there was a claw hammer laying in the dry dirt among a 

host of spider webs and doodlebug swirls. It was vintage-old, but in good condition. I thought that 

was pretty well-ordered because an interesting footnote to history had unfolded right there in front 

of me.  

 
Cabin Interior 

A few years later, when I was a trustee of the museum, I enjoyed touring the many artifacts in the 

basement storage areas.  

Well, there on a shelf was the hammer, horribly out of context, forlorn looking, and totally 

forgotten. To make matters worse, someone had affixed an ugly, sticky label to the hammers 

handle. I was sure that both the cabin and the hammer felt maltreated.  

I asked the curator to gather up a shovel and the two of us headed to the museum alcove where the 

cabin was installed. It didn’t take much effort to dig a small tunnel below the footing and slide the 

hammer in under the floor.  

The curator and I were joking as we walked back to his office. At the next board of trustees meeting 

he made an announcement about what we did. They all smiled.  

Sometimes you have to just grab a misplaced tradition by the tail and rearrange it back like it’s 

supposed to be. f  

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/0T1A3339.jpg
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Author’s notes:  

*There is some reason to believe that the hammer was later retrieved and placed inside the cabin. 

I don’t know. f 

*My treasure chest is not associated with any structure, and it has not been retrieved or moved since I first 

hid it. f 

*The email below confirms my story about the hammer at the Sharp cabin. Maybe it is time for me to 

give another hint. The Fenn Treasure chest is not hidden at the Buffalo Bill Center of the West in Cody, 

or any property owned by them. f 

 10/14/19 

Dear Forrest, 

I wanted to make you aware that lately several people looking for the Fenn Treasure came 

by/contacted the Center of the West hoping to gain access to the Joseph Henry Sharp Cabin to 

view the hammer kept in the crawlspace under the floorboards. One gentleman spoke to several 

staffers on the phone and then proceeded to misrepresent our conversations in a YouTube video. 

I wonder if we can request your help with this and other inquiries by confirming to the public that 

the treasure is not buried at the Center? And/or, may I make an image of the hammer available to 

the public, and explain that the hammer resides below the cabin at your request, by verbal 

agreement? 

 

Thank you in advance. 

Sincerely, 

Karen 

Karen B. McWhorter 

Scarlett Curator of Western American Art Whitney Western Art Museum                    centerofthewest.org 

  

http://centerofthewest.org/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/19.00.269.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/image010.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Six… 
September, 2019 

 This is Michael Houle’s 22nd video. I think the guy is a genius. We recently spent 3 days 

together and had some very stimulating discussions. He is Canadian but teaches school in Japan. 

His wife lives in Indonesia. In a lead-in to the video Michael wrote: 

To the best of our knowlege, every attempt so far to find Forrest Fenn’s treasure chest has failed. 

But in the Chase, without that risk of failure, there would be no Thrill. 

https://youtu.be/N9mqpGsWXeg 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://youtu.be/N9mqpGsWXeg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Five… 
September, 2019 

 

  Nineteen-hundred and seventy was an interesting year for me. I retired from the Air Force 

after 20 years on active duty, and I met Greg Perino.  

 
Greg Perino 

I was an avid arrowhead collector and Mr. Perino was the American expert on lithics and 

associated artifacts. He wrote the best books on North American stone projectile typology. 

When he said I could come to Tulsa and get his opinion on several of my Cody Complex points, I 

was thrilled. Greg had been Special Assistant to Thomas Gilcrease of the Gilcrease Museum, and 

when he died, in 1962, Greg stayed on as a curator.  

My parking spot behind the museum was tight and as I backed, the car bumper tipped over a large 

tin garbage can. It made a moderate racket, and its contents spilled all around the local periphery. 

My embarrassment was hiding behind sunglasses when Greg and I got out to clean up the mess.  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/greg_perino.jpg
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In addition to the usual paper cups, coffee grounds, and candy wrappers, were a few interesting 

items that had belonged to William R. Leigh (1866 – 1955), the great Western artist. There were 

pencils with his name stamped on the side, some of his calling cards, letterheads, and other items. 

But best of all was a 3” white goat made of rubber. Greg recognized it immediately as being from 

the hand of Mr. Leigh. He was positive.  

He just stood there staring at the little goat. Then Greg spat a few maledictions, the definitions of 

which were not familiar to me. “What %$#@& tossed this model in the garbage?” His words 

contained a serious bite as the sound slowly tapered off and was dissipated in the wind.   

To belay his irritation I quickly muttered, “Greg, let me take this goat home and cast it in bronze. 

I’ll make a copy for each of your board members, one for you, and one for myself. What do you 

think?” 

He nodded okay, and his annoyance was suddenly gone. 

Back in Lubbock I quickly made a mould and prepared 10 wax copies of the goat to be cast in 

bronze.  

Then I ran a hose from our fireplace in the living room, through the kitchen and pantry to the 

garage where my melting furnace was waiting. I’d made it from a vacuum cleaner motor. That 

gave me ¼ psi of natural gas, which was enough pressure to melt the metal. It was so much fun 

that I also cast the nameplate in bronze. 

The little Billy Goat needed a base so I blow-torched a piece of wood and then wire-brushed the 

black ashes away to get the antique finish I wanted.  

In a weak moment we sold my copy of the goat, but over time the memory of it periodically floated 

back into my mind. 

Then this morning a lady named Lou, called me from Albuquerque. She said that her husband had 

died and she wanted me to help her sell his art collection.  

A couple of hours later we were unloading bronze sculptures in my driveway, about 20 in all.  
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Suddenly, there was my little Billy Goat. “Wow,” and my eyes thought about tearing up. Lou 

remembered when I sold it to her husband and how happy he was to get it. That was 49 years 

ago. 

In the trunk of her car were 6 other bronzes I had cast and sold to her husband, including some 

George Dabich buffalos. After about 10 minutes of discussion we agreed on a price and I wrote 

her a check for the lot, including the goat. It was a lucky morning, and afterward, I thought 

maybe I should go play the lotto.  

Another thing Lou brought me was a pony express belt buckle. I wasn’t the artist but I remember 

centrifugally casting it in sterling silver. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/0T1A3014.jpg
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My logo is on the back and the date ’73. It is fun seeing some of my old memories come back home 

again. f 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/0T1A3017.jpg


Page 150 
 

Scrapbook Two Hundred Four… 
August, 2019 

 

 West Yellowstone, as I remember… 

 

Sometimes our family would go out into the country-side north of town to pick wild berries. We 

usually had to drive off the road and around the trees and underbrush for a few minutes to find a 

ripe huckleberry bush. Dad knew where they were, and we could usually fill a pail. Berries were 

great for breakfast with Wheaties. We ate a lot of Wheaties, and mom made really great jam that 

was good on top of hot biscuits. Yes, I still remember. 

The kids competed with each other to see who could gather the most berries. I always lost because 

I munched too much as I picked. 

There were strawberry bushes too, but they were isolated, the fruit was small, and it hung close to 

the ground. We didn’t mess with those guys. 

It was not unusual for black bears to be eating berries on bushes within short walking distance 

from us. When that happened, mom would start singing. Dad said to leave them alone and if they 

moved toward us, just give them space. There were plenty of berries to go around. That was in the 

1930s, and early 40s. I never heard of anyone being hurt by a black bear up there. Meeting a grizzly 

was different, but it was not something we worried about. If one ever wandered in to command the berry 

bushes, we surely would have retreated at a nervous pace. We never had to. Those were fun family times. 

f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/08/berries.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Three… 
August, 2019 

Eli’s book was published in 2007 and I wrote my review soon after. It was printed in the local 

paper. The last time I saw Eli he had a small house up in the mountains, maybe Penasco, or some 

other small town in Northern New Mexico. I don’t remember which one for sure. He told me that 

he still had his home in Santa Fe, and that he moved from one place to the other every two weeks. 

Yeah, it’s just like Eli to do something like that. f  

 

Santa Fe Bohemia 

The Art Colony 1964 – 1980 

By Eli Levin 

A book review by Forrest Fenn 

The book signing took place near the top of Lower Canyon Road at Argos Etchings and 

Paintings, there on the left, next to Ed Larson’s gallery, whose large sign reads “Jesus Says Buy 

Folk Art.” All of this fits Eli exactly, I thought as I splashed up the steps and into a small but 

pleasant gallery space. It was crowded with people I didn’t know. 

 

          Argos Etchings and Paintings in Santa Fe 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/08/argos.jpg
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\ 

Ed Larson’s Gallery in Santa Fe 

Well, there was Eli, standing beside the exit signing books. His brown, Humphrey Bogart hat fit 

like it was sewn on, and the heavy sweater he wore in the warm room suggested he was ready for 

a quick exit down the steep steps, through the mud and away, should one of the characters in his 

book arrive in person to disagree with his take on him or her. And there are many of both 

genders that felt the swath of his laser sharp pen. 

Most chapters contain interesting geographical descriptions of the person whose name appears in 

the chapter head. Some of what he calls “little jibes” about his friends are: 

“…a puffy old alcoholic,” 

“It was hard, looking at her, to imagine her with a man.” 

“…her worst feature was her brown teeth.” 

“…was tall, with a sunken face, dark crooked teeth, bugging eyes and a balding pate fringed with 

scraggly grey hair.” 

For him to say that the wonderfully petite and sensitive Carol Mothner was “quick at repartee,” 

and high strung and aggressive and had a sharp voice, shows me that he spent too much time 

holding down bar stools at Claude’s – which he readily admits to on nearly every page. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/08/larson.jpg
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His books were selling well when I arrived at his signing, as buyers and well-wishers, three or 

four at a time, slowly moved up the line to get his signature. When my time came, I said, “Eli, I 

hear you gave me hell in the book.” So we both laughed as he wrote, “I gave you hell,” and 

signed his name. Anything less would have disappointed me. 

 

Book cover – “Santa Fe Bohemia” by Eli Levin 

Now, I’ve always had a warm place in my heart for Eli, though the reasons are not at all clear. 

Perhaps it’s because he seems to personify the underdog. The sincere smile that always curls his 

face seems perfectly at home, his down-beat eyes and gentle manner, the intensity with which he 

engages his craft, his “lookout” for fellow artists, are all traits we’re quick to admire in anyone. 

We didn’t socialize over the years because we never happened to be in the same place at the same 

time. He’s a New York Jewish Bohemian and I’m a recovering Texas Baptist. There was little 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/08/71MjYEf1ktL.jpg
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reason for us to mix even though art made our paths cross on several occasions.  Chapters in his 

book describe several such events. 

In 1968, when I was fighting the unfortunate war in Vietnam, Eli was in Santa Fe expounding on 

how tough life was for him. His feelings were honest; he was having a hard time. That’s the 

definition of an underdog. In 1972, when I moved to Santa Fe and built a gallery, Eli was well 

established in the barrios and Canyon Road art places. He had become the Chief Cultist, the 

professional underdog, or the head of the art world underground as “Pasatiempo” recently 

insinuated. He had a large following of admirers, most of whom were painters and drinkers, as he 

describes them. And nearly all are barb recipients in this book. 

Somehow I envy what he had, and has. While I was working forever in my gallery office he was 

holding court in smoke-filled kitchens and bedrooms that were clouded with jabbering, coffee and 

wine drinking soulmates – all artists, whose studios housed easels and sincere canvases hoping for 

a magical brush-stroke that would make their masters famous. It didn’t happen, and the mourning 

continues. I’m not talking out of school, saying those things, because that’s what Eli’s book is 

about over and over. Santa Fe Bohemia – The Art Colony 1964-1980. 

Along with renderings by other artists, Eli’s paintings and etchings decorated the walls of Argos 

gallery. I told myself that all of the artists showing their art there must be friends because there 

seemed to be a cohesive warmth in their combined display, maybe a “togetherness” of sorts. That 

seemed to fit. Many works by the artists, all unknown to me, were pleasant and soothing. 

Although I had seen pictures of Eli’s work before, this was the first occasion I remember taking a 

close-up look and having an opportunity to examine them with my magnifying eye. His folk art, 

mostly bar room scenes, is graphic and funny and it’s easy to see that he doesn’t sketch anything 

on the canvas before his brushes arrive. And what he lacks in technique he makes up for with warm 

visual dialogue. His work makes me wonder whether he paints because he likes it or likes it 

because he does it. In any event, his rewards must mostly be the satisfaction he gets from the 

participation and its associated camaraderie. The shameful thought came to me that perhaps he 

should be showing next door where Jesus might buy one. 

It had been a long time since I had seen Eli but I swear he has not changed a hair since we first 

met thirty-seven years ago. And as he remembers and reminisces in this book about the old days 

in Santa Fe I must also admit to remembering a few things about the people he describes – about 

Don Fabricant quitting his job as critic for the New Mexican because of me, and about his 

newspaper review of Susan Rowland’s show at St. John’s College, saying that her work “isn’t too 

bad if you get back far enough, like clear across the street,” and knowing that she cried for days 

because of it. And I remember consigning a Macaione painting to Margaret Jamison that was so 

cluttered with thick paint clusters that, for three years, we didn’t know it had seven bullet holes 

through the canvas, and might not have known even today if we had not taken it outside so the sun 

could shine through the holes. Everyone, it seems, was a critic.  Someone said the bullet holes 

made the painting more valuable so we went up on the price. Those were the good old days. 
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The Santa Fe art history about which Eli writes was so vibrant with energy you could feel it tingling 

in your bones. Today we have more galleries and more artists, but the energy is gone. Hopefully 

this review will start it anew. Your turn Eli. f 

 

Back cover – “Santa Fe Bohemia” by Eli Levin 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/08/back.jpg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred Two… 
june, 2019 

Gadi was one of the first searchers. As a reporter for NBC News in Albuquerque, he made a 

documentary about the treasure that won him an Emmy, and a promotion to Correspondent for 

NBC News in LA. 

He remembered in my book, TTOTC, that Donnie and I took 2 Babe Ruth candy bars on our 

horseback quest up Red Canyon while Looking for Lewis and Clark. So Gadi decided to search 

the canyon himself, and for luck, he ate 2 Babe Ruth candy bars and nailed the wrappers to the 

Red Canyon sign that had been placed by the National Forest Service to mark the trailhead. 

Well, not much later, Dal, while searching Red Canyon, saw the 2 wrappers on the ground under 

the sign, and placed them in the trash can. Dal should have given me the paper souvenirs so I could 

picture them in this Scrapbook. Maybe they could bring other searchers good luck. it is indeed a 

small world. 

Gadi came to see me his week, on his way to Yellowstone on assignment about grizzly bears 

tearing up garbage cans. He told me the story about how he proposed to his girlfriend. It was on a 

deserted island and includes a treasure chest with a secret inside, It is right out of Treasure Island, 

You can’t make this stuff up. Maybe Gadi will write a Scrapbook and tell that story. Here is an 

email I received from him this morning. f 

————————————– 

From: Gadi Schwartz (Google him) 

Sent: Friday, June 14, 2019 11:13 AM 

To: Forrest Fenn 

Subject: Almost found your treasure again… 

Howdy Forrest! 

You’ll be happy to know that there are legions of pterodactyl sized mosquitoes out guarding your 

treasure! 

I finished my assignment a little early at the Grizzly Discovery center, so I headed up to the 

Firehole and spent the afternoon exploring as many little slots as I could. I thought I hit the jackpot 

about a quarter mile down from the falls when I found this little crack. I crawled in, did some 

interior decorating and checked the crevasses and cubbies until my work clothes were 

indistinguishable from a miner’s. After a bit I sat back in the dust and cleared my mind and tried 

to imagine you sitting in Mummy Joe’s cave. 

cave movie 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/Video01.mov
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When I came out, I spotted a couple armed with binoculars who seemed a little out of place. No 

fishing gear, not particularly interested in taking photos and stopping at every pull off to scan the 

cliffsides. All told, I saw about 20-30 people that matched the description of treasure hunters 

around Yellowstone. (I didn’t stop and talk to any of them though, because I wouldn’t have been 

able to resist bragging about our lunch which would have wasted precious time) 

After a graceful and wet mini tumble into an eddy, I headed upriver and put some eyes on that old 

grizzly cave. There are still bones from some sort of elk or deer bleaching away at it’s opening. 

My log bridge I crossed last time has washed a little downstream and I decided not to press my 

luck again. 

I headed just past the falls pull out and checked on a couple more spots, one place I really love is 

this little ledge right above where the falls goes over the edge. It’s hidden from view but also nearly 

impossible to get to. One of those rocks gave me a gnarly little cut on my city hand that I can’t 

wait to get home and fuss over. 

On my way back I spotted a big nest that had been destroyed by some kinda marmot. I finally 

decided to call it a day and head back to my car. As I got in, I heard a noise in some brush beside 

me. I turned to see a 3-400-pound grizzly lumbering toward me. I let out some sort girlish yelp 

that evidently conveyed I would taste very sour, so he went around and headed down toward the 

river where I had just been looking. 

bear movie 

Hope he has better luck in the search than I did. I finished the day pretty proud that I survived and 

decided to celebrate by buying a steak and frying pan from the grocery store next to The Dude. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/Video_1.mov
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I found a nice spot overlooking 

Hebgen Lake to cook a romantic 

dinner for me and 7 million 

thirsty insects. I forgot seasoning, 

a knife and a can opener for my 

side of chili so my meal was 

small and over cooked. The 

mosquitoes ate me medium rare. 

Sending you picture and videos. 

Also, I love your new book, Once 

Upon a While. 

“Took a long pull of Worcestershire 

Sauce to clear my head” 

“While trying to avoid those who 

distract me from my self-esteem, I 

am always reminded of the heroic 

performances I committed on the 

football fields of my youth. “ 

“Fear they’d turn their vocabulary 

loose on me” 

“… the candles died of old age” 

“I mostly listened, not wanting to 

interrupt him with the weakness of 

my thoughts.” 

My favorite chapter the bridge 

jump. My least favorite was the 

forward by Douglas. I was terrified 

he gave too much away! But that 

was before I headed back out to 

explore and was once again 

reassured by Yellowstone himself at 

how insanely large the woods are 

and how enigmatic the blaze 

remains. Here’s to hoping the 

treasure is never found! 

Gadi 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/image1.jpeg
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Scrapbook Two Hundred One… 
MAY, 2019 

 

 

I will try to keep this short. I have emailed a few times already but for me, this is the most 

precious one. I went on my first search this weekend and cannot thank you enough.  I am an out 

of shape, stay at home mom of 5 kids. I rarely, rarely ever leave my kids. Me, my husband and 

his buddy went out this weekend to search. It was so amazing having an entire, kid free day to 

ourselves. I conquered a couple fears in the process too! The gift of going out and feeling a part 

of my younger, fear free life was amazing. I used to be much more adventurous and I was the 

one talking my friends into adventures but once I became a mom I acquired a fear I never knew 

was possible.  I’m so worried I will go out and somehow die and leave my children momless. I 

know it may sound crazy but there is a voice in my head telling me they need me more then I 

need to be out doing things that could take me away from them. I had such a good time and felt 

truly alive for the first time in over 13 years. Thank you for reminding me I am more then just a 

mom, but that I am a person who needs some adventure to keep me happy and alive. I found a 

greater treasure just in that day away then the treasure itself could have given me. I have tears in 

my eyes writing this because I had completely lost my adventurous side until yesterday. Thank 

you from the bottom of my heart. 

Warmest reguards, 

Mary 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/05/mary.jpg
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This email from Mary came in last night just as I was closing down for the evening. I asked for 

her permission to post it on Dal’s blog as a come-along for other latent adventurers. This is what 

she said: 

“You can absolutely post it. No need to change my name, I’m a pretty open book. Thanks for the 

reply.      ” 

  

I slept with a smile on my face. f 
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Scrapbook Two Hundred… 
APRIL, 2019 

  

Today I read a most wonderful book. It’s called My Childhood in Montana, by Irene Estella 

Stephens (1920-2015). It is published in paperback, on demand, and can be purchased on 

AbeBooks.com for under $10. It was compiled by Pamela Gehn Stephens, and copiously 

illustrated by William Shumway. 

The book came to me in the mail from 

Brent, with a note that said, “Forrest, I 

hope you enjoy my grandma-in-law’s 

stories. She was a great storyteller and 

really would have liked to have read your 

memoir I’m sure.”  

On the back cover of the book are these 

words, “Irene was my mother-in-law until 

her passing at age 95 in 2015. She was an 

exceptional person of many talents, and I 

especially loved reading her straight-

forward vivid description of growing up 

on a remote dryland wheat farm on the 

central plains of Montana during the Great 

Depression. This memoir evokes her close 

family and neighbors, and the constant hard 

work to survive in this harsh environment 

where the winters were long and bitter, and 

the growing season was, at most, four 

months.” Pamela G. Stephens 

Chapter 13 is titled Teacherage 

“In late fall, when the Montana winters 

dug in, it became too difficult to ride our horses to school, so our folks would take us to the 

schoolhouse Monday morning, and we would live there with the teacher until Friday afternoon. 

The school building was heated with a coal furnace in the basement, and the teacher had to shovel 

coal into the furnace or see that it was done by one of the older boys. She also had to cook our 

meals and get us to bed at night. Before school started in fall, the parents would bring a load of 

coal out from Roy, along with school supplies and food staples. Of course, the toilet was an 

outhouse, same as at our house. 

“One year our teacher was Mrs. Stephens, and I remember giggling with the other girls when we 

saw her son Webb wearing his long red nightgown. That boy grew up and became my husband. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/cover.jpg
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We were married for 55 years.” (A cutout from Chapter 6. “There were at most 14 students, and 

sometimes as few as 9 or 10, from 4 or 5 families in grades 1-8, all taught by 1 teacher). 

The 40, one-page chapters were drawn to a time, just 10 years before mine, when the promise of 

an easy life seemed distant. But they held sway so potent that I longed to harken back and live it 

all again with them. Tough times make memories stronger, and longer lasting. I love Irene and 

her sister, and their father with his rigid expectations. Please read this book and tell me what you 

think. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Nine… 
APRIL, 2019 

For video https://dalneitzel.com/2019/04/15/scrapbook-one-hundred-ninety-nine/ 

 Slush Cup Competition  

According to the Santa Fe paper more than 280 inches of snow fell on our ski hill this winter. Now 

it’s melting all up and down the Rockies and the rivers are filling with run-off. Soon it will be time 

to start searching for the treasure, but not yet.  

Sunday the 14th was the last day of skiing 

for this year and there were several 

hundred people on hand to watch the 

Slush Cup competition, or as some call 

it, the “The Annual Dunk.” Doug 

Preston, and his wife Christine, were 

there taking pictures. About 100 men, 

women and children registered to 

compete in the juried event. 

Tradition suggests that competitors wear 

costumes, and many did. A mystery man 

wearing a banana suit with a cape drew 

the most laughs, especially when he 

splashed soon after he reached the 2 feet 

deep pond. Superman soon followed 

with the matching results. Many 

participants made multiple runs and they 

didn’t seem to mind getting soaked in the 

32-degree weather.  Some were topless and 

others wore swim suits or skivvies. About 25 

skiers and snow boarders made it safely 

across the 65-foot pond. Shiloh and his friend Nick (who is one of the geniuses at Los Alamos National 

Laboratory) made multiple runs during the 3-hour event, and both were able to skim across. They also 

crashed a couple of times. 

Contestants were judged on style and results. Shiloh and Nick didn’t win anything, but they were 

smart enough to take a change of clothing. The top prize went to a 23-year-old woman who 

received tickets to the Ten Thousand Waves Spa, where the water is warmer. Maybe I’ll enter the 

competition next year, it looks like fun. f  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/IMG_6935.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Eight… 
MARCH, 2019 

 

 Hey Forrest, 

Here are some documents I dug up related to your 12/21/1968 rescue: 

1) Handwritten log from the Joint Search and Rescue Center (JSARC).  

2) Mission Narrative Report 2-3-79 written by Lt. Eagan, USCG. 

Also, I found some records related to the first time you were shot down on 8/24/1968 

1) Handwritten log from the Joint Search and Rescue Center (JSARC). 

2) Electronic records list the aircraft as F-100 D with serial # 563019. 

Note, TACAN ch-89 is Nakhon Phanom and TACAN ch-115 is Binh Thuy. Positions in logs are 

often given as TACAN coordinates: heading / distance (NM) / TACAN channel. The heading is 

from the tower to the current position. 

Some other notes: 

– Your chute beeper never activated (phantom beeper picked up 35mi south of your position). 

– Swisher ran a MISTY thru your flt path to figure out where to search for you. 

– PJ King (high bird) was MIA/KIA 4 days later (on xmas, about 25mi NW of your pickup). He 

was awarded the AFC. 

Best, 

Chris L 

 

Chris L., 

Thank you so much for finding those documents for me. I had not seen them before. They 

explain a few things that I had wondered about, especially that my parachute beeper had not 

worked. My chute is probably still hanging in the tree. Anything else you can find for me will be 

greatly appreciated. I received a Silver Star for that mission, But I have never seen the narrative 

that was written that convinced the brass in the Pentagon to give the medal to me. I would like to 

read that document. It must be somewhere in my personnel records. Where do you live Chris? If 

you are ever in Santa Fe I would like to show you my combat scrapbook. I have a photo of me 

being pulled up on the 

Cable, taken by someone in the high chopper. f 

 

  

http://lummifilm.com/docs/01.pdf
http://lummifilm.com/docs/02.pdf
http://lummifilm.com/docs/03.pdf
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Seven… 
JANUARY  22nd, 2019 

 

A More Human Side of the Chase 

Normally I don’t read long emails, but these three came to me with the flavor of a different 

personality. Lee, who is from New York, was drawn to the chase by the desire for companionship 

with a friend who had no rigid expectations. This is their story. f 

Dear Mr. Fenn; 

I have written you before and I feel like you have become a great friend of mine even though I 

have not had the pleasure of meeting you.  I hope you won’t mind if, in the future, I address you 

as Dear Forrest – you have become very dear to me. 

 

Here is a picture of my best friend in all the world – Tyke.  Tyke and I took the train to search for 

your treasure in Colorado this summer, and (look at his face), we had the time of our lives.  After 

we got home, I learned that Tyke had terminal cancer.  As I write this, I’m about to lose my best 

friend, and I feel lost.  How can I ever thank you enough for getting us on that train and creating a 

wonderful memory that will last into eternity for us?  Words don’t suffice, but my heart is full. 

Happy New Year, my dear Forrest. 

Lee 

 



Page 166 
 

Dear Forrest; 

Thanks to you, we had four glorious “Fenn trips” – two were camping, in which we stopped at 

all sorts of fantastic places (Dodge City, the Daniel Boone National Forest, some reservations, 

we went to Pagosa Springs and camped out (with my father who is 3 months younger than you 

and a cancer survivor) in 38 degrees – and no, I did not think that Where Warm Waters Halt was 

Pagosa Springs!  We just wanted to see it. 

I wish I knew you better because I think we have many shared interests.  I am around the same age 

as your daughters. My baby died on January 2nd.  Now I have to finish the story that we started 

together. 

Lee 

 

Dear Forrest; 

I wanted to send you two more pictures of Tyke, to show you what a handsome fellow he was, 

and what a sweet soul.  He made friends wherever he went because he was so full of love and 

enthusiasm, and he thought that everyone was his friend. 

On our last two trips, we took the train, and he made friends with people in the station, other 

people in the sleeping car, the conductor!  One girl I met on the train took pictures of Tyke and 

has them on her refrigerator! 
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Lee 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Six… 
December 20, 2018 

 

At 1755 this evening I will salute an anniversary that is noteworthy only to me. It will mark the 

exact time my parachute and I floated down into a dark, dank, and dense Laotian jungle after we 

ejected from my crippled F-100. It was during the Vietnam War, and little did I know at the time 

that the incident would indirectly lead to me writing The Thrill of the Chase, a memoir. I told that 

story to Nelika and here is an email I received from her this afternoon. Thank you Nelika. f 

Subject: 50 years ago 

Hi Forrest, 

Just thinking of you on this day and wanted to send you a lil poem I wrote just for you: 

Today, half a century ago, 

You rose up from below; 

Shot down from the sky, 

Yet once again, you did fly. 

Those moments a memory, 

Embedded for eternity; 

In a mind thinking a thousand thoughts, 

Collecting them all, like snapshots. 

You soared through life, 

Alongside your wife; 

A maverick each day, 

Living it your way.  

Thank you for being you!! 

Your friend, 

Nelika 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Five… 
December 5, 2018 

  

 

Suzanne and Barry Manilow made this video privately. 

She is fed up with what she sees around the world and wants to make a political 

statement. It has been sent to a very visible political commentator hoping that 

person will play it nationally. She has been very close to Barry for many years and 

they have great chemistry. She joked that the “Movement” may have her arrested. f 

  

Video: https://dalneitzel.com/2018/12/05/scrapbook-one-hundred-ninetyfive/ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2018/12/05/scrapbook-one-hundred-ninetyfive/
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Four… 
OCTOBER 15, 2018 

 

I woke up to snow on the ground this morning in Santa Fe, and a temp. below freezing. I went out 

to get the paper and about froze. Hopefully all searchers will stay by the fire drinking hot Ovaltine 

til about May or June. To me, being cold is a lot worse than being hot. All of the Rockies north of 

SF are now unsearchable to my way of thinking. f- 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Page 171 
 

Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Three… 
OCTOBER 2018 

 Well, here’s Rooster, 

One of the more famous searchers who probably has to look on a map to find out where she’s 

standing. Fun comes to her easier than it does for most of us. She said dal could post her email if 

I blocked out her very secret search area, so I placed ???? in its place (rolling eyes). Thanks Mz 

Cogburn, and please don’t ask me to be your search partner. f 

Subject: ScaredyCat 

Dear Forrest Fenn, 

I finally ran away from home, for 25-hours. 25-hours of sheer hell. Hell of my very own making. 

I did see a moose and found a tin can sculpture, so I can probably subtract 15-minutes from my 

hell. 

Attached is a map and a sculpture. 
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I made it through the private community of ????. As I was trespassing on private property, I was 

tracked down by two old biddies, I guess they are the sherriffs in the place, making sure they keep 

the riffraff out. Actually, they were very nice, after I let them know that I was trespassing because 

I was chasing a wily fox (which is technically true), the old biddies bid me good-day, reminding 

me to wear my orange when hiking around. Because of course, it’s hunting season. Crap, I forgot 

my orange. After I was busted by the biddies, I tried to make my way up a bit North to where I 

think there is a gaze connecting my tary, but a hunter chased me away. It occurs to me constantly 

that I am the very worst searcher, ever. I am truly a doofass. I haven’t given up, but I gave up this 

time. I did make my way to Laramie and seen the UofWyo, it was dark. I slept at a rest area, I was 

scared, and then I came home. In the gray areas of my narrative, there are only dark dumb scary 

things that I do all the time, like driving with my lights out, getting lost ALL the time, being weird 

and not knowing North from South, taking i80 east instead of i80 west, more than twice. Almost 

driving up a “Do Not EnterWrong Way, Not bringing bright orange, and babbling like a criminal 

to the two old biddie sherriff’s. I might not ever find your treasure, but I’ll keep trying and crying. 

I hope you and yours are well, Forrest Fenn. 

Hugs from Utah, 

RoosterCogburn 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety Two… 
OCTOBER 2018 

 Today I received a wonderful email from Jeff Olsen and he gave me permission to post his P.S. I 

always had good excuses not to spend more time with my parents. And now, at age 88, I regret 

everyone of them. If anyone is listening please post a comment on this blog. f 

“P.S. – I want you to know also that The Thrill of the Chase has already had an immeasurable 

impact on my life. Especially in regards to the relationship I now have with my dad (he is 82 and 

has recently just completed his memoirs as a partial result of me giving your book to him for 

christmas a few years ago), and in the adventures that I am able to take my kids on now and in the 

true spirit of your gift to the world…” Jeff 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety One… 
SEPTEMBER 2018 

 

George and Me 

 

George Montgomery was born in 1916, which made him 14 years my senior, but we didn’t care 

about that. We were really good friends who collected western art and Indian artifacts together. 

He was a movie star and an artist. Our gallery sold his bronzes. We both loved Montana where I 

spent many summers. He was born in Brady, MT, and half of his ashes are buried there. 

But our similarities started slowing down really fast after that. He was a genuine cowboy who 

worked on his family ranch. That was nothing I wanted because they had to get up too early, work 

outside when the ground was frozen, and dig fence post holes in the blazing summer sun. 

Other dissimilarities: George was 6’3”, strikingly handsome, possessed the gift of glib in a good 

way, and made 105 movies. Some with John Wayne. 

And he was haunted by a fear of flying the likes of which may be noted in the broad annals of 

aviation history. One time we were having Frito Pie at the Santa Fe Five and Dime on the plaza. 

Our spellbinding stories to each other occupied too much time in the telling, but we loved them 

anyway. 

Suddenly George looked at his watch and cried, “Oh God, I’m going to miss my plane.” He had 

an important meeting in LA that absolutely could not be missed. I thought he might collapse, and 
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the airport in Albuquerque was 65 miles away. “George,” I shrieked, “You can make it if I fly you 

to ABQ, what do you think?” He looked horrified. “Ok”, he whimpered. 

Twenty-five minutes later we were in my little propeller driven airplane heading south. 

Albuquerque Center handed us off to Approach Control, who turned us over to the tower. They 

cleared us to enter a right base leg for runway 27 and we were number 2 in the pattern. An aircraft 

on a half-mile final approach was cleared to land ahead of us. 

Well, the small airplane ahead of us crashed on the runway and started to smoke. Two people 

crawled out of the wreckage and fled. Suddenly there was a lot of commotion on the radio. 

 

George looked straight ahead and didn’t say anything. 

The excited tower operator reported that runway 27 was now closed and advised us to enter a right 

base leg for the north/south runway. We touched down over a mile away from the accident and 

didn’t interfere with the copious emergency vehicles that raced down a taxiway. 

George looked straight ahead and didn’t say anything. 

After some back-and-forth discourse with Ground Control, we were cleared to taxi to the gate 

where his jumbo jet was loading passengers through an up-ramp. 

When I stopped, George quickly got out of my plane, jumped off the wing and boarded the airliner 

just as the door was about to close. 

I don’t remember if I yelled goodbye. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ninety… 
SEPTEMBER 2018 

 

A recent conversation with a friend about Eric Sloane prompted me to go through his papers in 

my file cabinet. The first item I found was the following story that I wrote many years ago, and 

never published. I remember with great fondness that interesting event with my friend Eric. 

Today I look around at me, 

And rue so many things I see. 

Maybe it will help if we 

Recall the way they used to be. 

The Sheet Episode 

One winter morning about 1980, while gathering some sun near the pond behind my gallery, I told 

Eric a funny Taos story about an Indian who had been invited to dinner at the home of Louise and 

Joseph Henry Sharp. During the meal, the host and his wife retreated briefly to the kitchen. When 

they returned they found that their guest had departed along with Louise’s prized white linen table 

cloth that had adorned the table. The dishes were askew and Louise was aghast. The next day 

Sharp witnessed the Indian walking near the plaza wearing his new wrap-around table cloth. 
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My story reminded Eric that in 1925, when he visited Taos Pueblo, most of the Indian men wore 

white sheets as an outer garment. He recalled that many years earlier, some of the men wore 

nothing at all in the summer time, except maybe an eagle feather hair decoration. 

During the Army presence at the pueblo after the revolt of 1847, some of the wives complained 

that the feathers didn’t cover up enough. Kit Carson took the matter up with the Governor of the 

Pueblo, and after some deliberation, the Indians agreed to wear clothing, but only if the Army 

supplied the garments. 

A simple solution was effected with the issue of regulation army sheets for the Indians to wear, 

thus starting a long and colorful tradition at Taos Pueblo. Everyone was happy, especially the 

female tourists. 

 

Standing Deer by Joseph Sharp – Forrest Fenn collection 

Unfortunately, over time the Army disappeared from Taos Pueblo, and so did the white sheets. 

So, Eric and I decided to re-supply sheets to the Indians, expecting them to be thrilled, and we 

could wallow in the realization that an interesting episode in Taos Pueblo history had been 

rekindled. The next day, with a gross of J.C. Penny sheets in my car, we struck for Taos where we 

spoke with the Governor of the pueblo. After telling him the Kit Carson story, we suggested that 

he take our gifts and issue them to what we were sure would be a delighted group of natives. 
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We departed the pueblo with the gratification that belongs only to those who have made great 

cultural contributions on a magnificent scale. Our friends held us in thrall until the next day when 

a friend of Eric’s in Taos phoned him to report that the governor and two of his friends were 

successful in wholesaling large quantities of sheets on the plaza. 

Eric and I had a good laugh at our own expense but were somewhat pleased to know that at least 

we had added, in some small way, to the economic growth of the pueblo. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Nine… 
 

AUGUST 2018 

 

 Does Forrest Fenn’s Treasure Really Exist? 

I met Forest Fenn one day in the early 1970’s while visiting family in Lubbock, Texas.  I was 

around 10 years old and with my dad who had an interest in everything and anything art.  It’s all a 

blur now.  I had no real idea of where we were or what we were doing at the warehouse in what 

seemed to be an industrial side of town. 

My dad had learned of a foundry and a caster of bronze who was moving to Santa Fe to set up a 

foundry. We found him and he made time for us. Dad asked Mr. Fenn many questions that day 

about the lost wax method of casting bronze sculptures.  I was fascinated by the discussion and 

was even more interested when Mr. Fenn handed me a small piece of dark brown casting wax and 

told me that if I sculpted something out of it he would cast it for me. 

I naively took this man at his word. I lost no time and quickly sculpted a rather crude horse figure, 

placed it in a box and sent it back to Lubbock. Several months past and the horse crossed my mind 

a number of times. But back in those “no internet’, “no over-night shipping” days we had a healthy 

patience about expectations and waiting. 
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Sometime later a small box bearing weight arrived by mail and I recognized the name on the return 

address  – Forrest Fenn – Santa Fe, New Mexico. I hurriedly open the box and unwrapped the 

packaging and there it was, my little wax horse exactly as I had sculpted it, only now it was in 

solid bronze. I was amazed. A sculpture that I had created with my hands now was in a form that 

was as permanent as it could possibly be. I felt like a real artist! 

Looking back on all of this, there was no gain in it for Mr. Fenn.  He had to fabricate a mold, and 

then melt the wax out of the mold followed by sweat and the extremely high temperature of a 

foundry. He took on the risk of pouring the molten bronze into the mold, followed by the finishing 

work and a patina applied perfectly – even to an insignificant piece of “art”. He did all of this while 

keeping up with the address of a boy he would probably never see again. And, Mr. Fenn never 

asked for anything in return. 

The horse is almost comical looking and it sits today in my living room. And although very few 

people notice it, when I do, I think of a young boy and a man who did not know each other but 

made a promise with each other. And that promise was kept. 

Many people are searching for the famous treasure. I feel a responsibility to tell all, that, I already 

found the real Forrest Fenn treasure -over 45 years ago! 

By the way, Mr. Fenn, Thank you.  

Bill 

Natchitoches, La. 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Eight… 
JUNE 2018 

  

 

In 1955 I was at the Texas Open golf tournament in San Antonio walking on my way to someplace 

when I heard a booming voice “Hey kid they got any cold beer around here?”  

I stopped and looked about. There were lots of people milling but none of them were paying 

attention to me so I thought it must be an aberration. 

“Hey feller I’m up here” the voice bellowed. I was standing beside a ladder that climbed straight 

up about 10 feet to a platform where I saw an arm wildly waving at me. “Think you could find a 

couple of cold ones somewhere?” 
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The arm belonged to Dizzy Dean and I recognized his beaming face right off. He played for several 

teams including the St. Louis Cardinals and was the last pitcher in the National League to win 30 

games in one season. 

He was one of my all-time favorite baseball heroes (along with the ageless Satchel Paige who 

famously said “How old would I be if I didn’t know how old I wuz?” 

About 10 minutes later I climbed the ladder holding a six pack of Jax beer and a Dr. Pepper. My 

cost was almost 2 bucks but I didn’t care because this was Dizzy Dean . I was thrilled even more 

than when I shook hands with Sammy Baugh. 

Dizzy was commentating on the radio between sips and talking with me during commercials and 

more sips. 

It was Sunday afternoon and as the tournament wound down Dizzy finished off the last Jax and 

my bottle of soda was almost done. We said our good-byes and I climbed down the ladder 

expecting to see a bunch of photographers recording me and Dizzy. There weren’t any but it was 

an experience I’ve enjoyed for the last 63 years. 

A personal note: 

I’ve been criticized for the way I write and use words. I say I too much, mix verb tenses, use 

commas wrong, and I can’t spell. 

I just read through my story above about Dizzy Dean, and removed all of the commas. I feel so 

good I may just go get myself another Dr. Pepper. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Seven… 
JUNE 2018 

  

Jerry and Keri came to see me yesterday and brought their two boys. Little Willie thought he was 

in charge of entertainment so it was pretty exciting until he got tired and went to sleep. 

Some of you may remember that Jerry became somewhat stranded in Montana a few years ago 

while searching for the treasure in deep snow. Keri gave me a frantic call and I got my cousin Chip 

Smith to call out a rescue chopper to find him, and it did. All ended well and we have been friends 

ever since. Check out the video that Keri made yesterday. f 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://animoto.com/play/UkZuc9XAh2ENMb8LBgspjQ
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Six… 
FEBRUARY 2018 

  

More than an asterisk in my Book of Days 

Mickey Goolsby, with whom I jumped the milk truck in high school, died last week. I talked about 

him in my TFTW book, page 40. He was my age plus a few months. After college he owned a 

construction company that built some of the schools in our town. His demeanor was one I might 

wish to emulate, would that I could start anew. A special breed of men narrows with Mickey’s 

passing, and soon it won’t exist at all. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Five… 
November 2017 

  

A while back our little Tesuque’s spirit went to a place 

in heaven that is reserved for special pets. Now her body 

rests in the little cemetery beside her sister, a brother, 

two cousins and a friend. 

This morning a new little companion arrived on United 

Airlines from Dallas. 

He’s a Bichon Frisee poodle mix, and weighs 3 pounds. We 

don’t have a name yet although my grandchildren and great 

grandchildren are throwing all kinds of names in the 

suggestion pot. I will let them decide. 

With all of the ill feelings around the world the future still 

looks bright when an old man plants small trees and has a 

new little friend who rests beside him in his lounge chair – 

where he is now. He’s 2 ½ months old so that makes me more 

than 4,500 weeks his senior. And both of us seem to be very 

happy with that. f 

 

On November 28th Forrest added that the pup’s name is Willie. 

On November 28th Forrest added this video. 

https://vimeo.com/244919485 

On December 4th Cynthia added this video of Willie greeting Desertphile. 

https://vimeo.com/245840175 

 

 

 

 

  

https://vimeo.com/244919485
https://vimeo.com/245840175
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Four… 
MAY 2017 

 

House Bronze Foundry 1972-2010 

 

“Jerry House was a good friend who shared my interest in history. So of course we collected history 

together, which was not a big deal because neither of us had earned income to spare back in the 

late 60’s.” 

– Forrest Fenn 

In December of 1968 a singular event in a war zone 8,500 miles away nearly altered the time space 

continuum of the art scene in the southwest United States. That was when Forrest Fenn, future 

Santa Fe gallery owner and arts benefactor almost didn’t make it out of Southeast Asia alive. Had 

Forrest perished over the dense jungle canopy of Laos that month it is a given that Fenn Galleries 

would never have hatched onto the Santa Fe scene a few years later. It is equally unlikely that 

House Bronze, an acclaimed art foundry run by Jerry and Gail House, could possibly have emerged 

on the stubbornly dry, staked plain of Lubbock, TX in 1972. 

In January of 2010 Gail House was closing the doors on an art business she and her late husband 

Jerry operated since 1972. House Bronze Foundry occupied an unremarkable building in an 

unremarkable section of Lubbock, TX. But what went on in this “plain Jane” building for the 
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previous 38 years is indeed quite remarkable and has added significantly to the collections of art 

bronze statuary and monuments worldwide. 
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Creating mostly large public statuary, House Bronze turned out bigger than life monuments of 

icons of our times including president George H. W. Bush, the astronaut Willie McCool and even 

a nine foot Rev. Billy Graham. They didn’t just cast important folks though. They also made 

elephants and lions and bears and giant whatcha-ma-callits that adorn public gardens, university 

lawns, town squares, corporate entryways and great halls all over America. 
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Texas Tech University in Lubbock 

But it wasn’t Jerry and Gail’s dream to own an art foundry back in 1968. They both worked at 

Texas Tech University. In fact, large art bronzes probably weren’t even anything they thought 

much more about than you or I do today. 

Jerry collected guns and was interested in obtaining a smoothbore muzzle loaded firearm. Those 

things were expensive and the company told Jerry that if he could generate $5,000 in sales he 

would get a discount. So he was contacting everyone he knew that might be interested in buying a 

modern black powder gun. Black powder guns are a kind of unusual firearm. His list wasn’t 

building rapidly. 

Someone told Jerry that there was a pilot over at Reese Airbase, a Major by the name of Forrest 

Fenn and if Jerry could wait two months Forrest Fenn would be back from Vietnam and surely he 

would be interested in buying one. Jerry added Forrest’s name to his list of hopefuls. 

Nearly two months went by when Jerry heard the news that Forrest and his F-100 had been shot 

down and he might not be heading home. Jerry added a question mark after Forrest’s name on his 

still incomplete list. 

In 2010 Gail House was reminiscing about her late husband Jerry and his friendship with Forrest. 

She remembered when Forrest arrived back home from Vietnam. ”The morning of the 26th, our 

phone rang and it was Forrest Fenn. A helicopter had picked him up not long after he was shot 

down, and because he was due home, he took the next Red Cross plane back.” 

For his part, Forrest wanted to make sure Jerry didn’t scratch him off the buyer’s list. He wanted 

that muzzle loader. 

“When Jerry got the call from Forrest, we were stunned,” Gail recalls. “Jerry went over that day, 

and they formed a real friendship.” 

At the time, Forrest had started a part-time business in his garage where he was casting small 

bronzes for artists. Jerry was intrigued. More-so when Forrest told Jerry he could make a handsome 

$10 an hour doing this kind of work. That was the egg that Jerry later developed into his own 

foundry, House Bronze. 

Forrest recalls that he was thrilled with his new black powder gun. “Jerry and I knew how to load 

it: measure the powder and pour it down the barrel. Then tamp some wadding in. The round bullet 

was next, just roll it down the barrel. More wadding was added to keep the bullet from rolling out 

if you tilted the gun down.” 

They really wanted to shoot the thing because neither had done that before as Forrest remembers, 

“The problem was that we didn’t have any bullets. After looking around for a minute I found some 

old chewing gum that one of my young daughters had placed on the kitchen counter. It was dried 

and hard. I remember having to force it down the barrel with the ram-rod that came with the gun. 



Page 190 
 

Are you ready for this? Jerry took the first shot and that glob of chewing gum went clear through 

a 1” board in my back yard fence. We couldn’t believe it and Peggy couldn’t stop laughing.” 

So now it was Forrest’s turn to shoot and he put a small rock down the barrel and shot at the fence. 

“When the powder ignited our close proximity went black with smoke that chased my wife into 

the house. You are not going to believe this, but that little pebble came out of the barrel in pieces, 

and each one was impaled in my fence. There must have been 6 or 7 pieces. Jerry and I talked 

about that for a long time and considered telling the Army about our newly discovered secret 

weapon.” 

The camaraderie lasted well beyond their first muzzle loader experience. “Jerry was a lot of fun. 

One of his legs was 2” shorter than the other, so he wore a shoe with an elevated sole. He bragged 

about it keeping him from being drafted. One thing you never did with Jerry, and that was to call 

him on the phone between 12:00 and 12:15 because that was when Paul Harvey was on the radio. 

Jerry was a fanatic about that guy, and he got me started listening. Paul, Jerry, and I had something 

in common. We were good, conservative, patriotic, American citizens.” 

After awhile, Forrest moved his foundry out of his garage, hired some help and started Fenn Bronze 

on the outskirts of Lubbock. “Jerry used to come see me in my foundry, which was just a few 

blocks from where he worked. After a while he started helping me work waxes and get them ready 

to pour in bronze. He liked it, and was soon on my payroll. It wasn’t long before he knew the 

business as well as anyone.” 

After Forrest moved to Santa Fe, in 1972, Jerry opened his own casting studio with his wife Gail 

in Lubbock called House Bronze and did very well for 38 years. 

Jerry and Forrest kept in touch. He was still working long hours at House Bronze and probably 

making considerably more than $10/hr when he died in 2009. 

You can read more about Forrest’s “Bronze Years” on this blog in Forrest’s Scrapbooks: 

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/12/29/scrapbook-one-hundred-twenty-two/ 

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/11/02/scrapbook-101/ 

  

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/12/29/scrapbook-one-hundred-twenty-two/
https://dalneitzel.com/2014/11/02/scrapbook-101/
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Three… 
APRIL 2017 

 

Forrest Gist and the Waning of Art 

There was this really good potter I used to know in Lubbock. Forrest Gist was his name, or Forest 

Gist, I don’t remember which so I’ll call him Forrest because I like that name better. 

 

I had purchased one of his bowls from a store and gave it to my wife for her birthday. She liked it 

so much I thought it might be nice to get her another one for Christmas. (I hate that her birthday 

and Christmas are just 38 days apart). 

So I went to see Forrest at a time when I knew he was firing about 30 pottery vessels in a large 

outdoor kiln. I arrived just in time to see him remove a still hot jar with a stick, look at it for a few 

seconds, then throw it on a cement sidewalk where it splattered. What th…? 

I approached Forrest cautiously, not completely cognizant of his mindset, and remembering he had 

a hot stick in his hand. “Whatcha doin’, Forrest?” I asked respectively. He didn’t answer, but 

instead, threw another hot jar on the pavement. This went on a couple of more times before I 

decided to be rude to my friend. 

“Stop, you idiot! I’ll buy some of those things from you.” He turned to me and politely said, “Look 

Forrest, I’m experimenting with a new glaze here, and that’s why I didn’t sign the pots in this 
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firing. I want quality to be my signature, and if they don’t measure up to my standards I don’t want 

my name on them.” Gee, and I thought they were really good. 

I helped Forrest clean up the mess caused by the demise of one kiln-worth of fired clay “Junkers.” 

And I had to admit that Forrest was the consummate artist. Although I didn’t agree completely 

with his quality control methods, I respected his philosophy. 

What he had done prayed on my mind for a few days. I had already decided to be a world class 

bronze sculptor, and was sure my first two efforts were excellent platforms from which to launch 

my career. 

 



Page 193 
 

 

What I lacked in talent could be compensated for in other ways. For instance, since I couldn’t get 

the hooves on my buffalo just right, I solved the problem by having him stand in mud. And my 

pilot self-portrait, well surely my talent would improve over time, maybe over a long time. 

Going to Forrest Gist’s pot firings ruined my promising art career, so I decided to be an art dealer 

instead. The two bronzes remain in my collection to remind me to not to ever try that again. 

Quality matters, and although no one should be allowed to set a standard for art, common-sense 

propriety must come into play at some point. My gallery purchased a drawing from a Yahoo artist 

for $15 because he wanted to buy a sandwich. 

Over the next several years no one wanted to buy that sad sketch from us at any price.  One day 

Mr. Yahoo saw it in a storage drawer with a price of $15, and he became irate. He didn’t think we 

should be offering his early work because he had gotten better since then, and that sketch 

embarrassed him. When I offered to sell it back at my cost, he wasn’t interested. I’m sure he knew 

non-quality when he saw it. He should have thrown it in the fire years ago instead of bringing it to 

me. 
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My first impression of The Scream was that it should have been thrown in a spewing volcano. 

Never mind that not too long ago a pastel on cardboard version of it sold for about 

$120,000,000.00. Guess I don’t know as much about art values as I thought I did. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty Two… 
APRIL 2017 

 

 Rusted Remnants of History 

My son-in-law, David Old, owns the 2,400 acre Viveash Ranch. It is just northeast of Pecos and up. Up to 

10,637 feet. In 1977, his father died in a plane crash in Alaska, leaving David the ranch. 

 

The 45 minute drive from pavement up to the first gate is a shock absorber crushing ride over rocks 

that feel a special disdain for any modern conveyance. 
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The ranch contains some of the most beautiful landscapes in America, with house-size rock 

outcroppings, 5 spring-fed ponds, and far-seeing mountain vistas. Animals are everywhere: elk, 

deer, turkey, and bear. Mountain lions, porcupines, and bobcats are also present. 

 
Shiloh with a turkey he shot 4/22/17 
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Bears have been known to break a window in the main cabin and thrash everything inside, 

including the refrigerator and pantry, causing general mayhem. Several years ago David shot a 

rifle bullet through the front door to stop a bear that was clawing, and close to getting in. I think 

little Piper frequently peeped through the hole to see what might be lurking just outside, lest she 

open the door to a big furry surprise. 

 

Each of the ponds contained trout that were fat from eating grasshoppers, crawfish, and unlucky 

water dwelling insects. Elk ate the cattails we planted, but the lily pads thrived. Fishing was good. 
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Three pet llamas and five horses grazed the wooded high country, undisturbed for years. Then all 

of a sudden there were only two llamas. Shiloh blamed a mountain lion. 

 

There was always some grass, but occasionally during the dead winter months when the snow got 

deep, the pets retreated to the barn to wait for a chinook or a more enjoyable temperature. When 

necessary, Shiloh took hay up by snowmobile. 
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Then came the Viveash fire that started May 29, 2000. In a terrible few days the ranch lost 

17,000,000 board feet of standing timber. The sky turned so black that the animals must have 
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thought midnight had arrived twelve hours early, and just stayed. Billowing clouds of smoke could 

be seen from as far away as Pike’s Peak. Commercial airliners were diverted. 

 

Scorching heat disappeared the vegetation down to hard pack, and below, destroying root systems that 

held the soil tight, and leaving a thick layer of ashes on top. 

 

Then the June monsoon thunderstorms arrived on schedule and washed the ashes downhill in a flowing 

mass that covered the ponds, and suffocated the fish. The smallest pond was boiled to its muddy, 

steaming bottom. 
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Two historic one-room log dwellings stood in the fire’s path. 

 

The Viveash cabin was built in 1885 by Lionel Viveash, who suffered from leprosy. He lived in the cabin 

for 27 years before New Mexico became a state, and died a year after, in 1913. I hoped the fire would spare 

the cabin that had stood for 115 years, but it didn’t. 

 

Only fire-rusted nails now remain to tell that man had once lived there, and soon they also will 

disappear as the land residuates, and no one will remember where they were. The history of that 

cabin, and another one, was deleted from the world. 
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The beautiful sky-reaching ponderosa, pictured here being hugged by Shiloh, and many others 

like it, also succumbed to the heat and flames. 

 

In the fire’s aftermath thousands of jet black ponderosa pine skeletons still stand erect, but 

without needles, as if to underscore the tragedy. 
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I had walked across those timbered mountains and witnessed the wild, pristine wonders that were 

there: majestic pine trees, douglas firs, aspens and scrub oaks. And to punctuate the expanse, a 

decoration of flowers: reds, yellows, purples, and the ever present white day’s eyes (daises). The 

green stalks of wild onions that we like to pull and eat were found throughout that colorful bouquet. 

And then to see it later, as miles of rusted cinders and grotesquely shaped rubble, was a shock that 

surpassed my ability to describe, or a desire to even try. 
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The last vapors of smoke were still fading toward the Eastern Plains when the promise of a new 

beginning appeared. Someone said if your ship hasn’t come in, swim out to it, and that is exactly 

what David and Shiloh did. They hired lumber crews. Chain saws began to buzz through the 

mountain quietness. A sawmill was quickly erected, and trucks laden with logs pounded the ashy 

roads. Thousands of trees that had endured for decades, then killed by nature’s unreasonable wrath, 

were harvested. 

 

When faced with a catastrophic event, the father-and- son team didn’t cry about the dead trees, 

they cut them down and made plank flooring, end grain wood blocks, and stylish three-dimensional 

wall paneling. 
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A market was waiting, and the demand was met. Customers for major hotels, government 

buildings, and eight Starbucks stores as far away as Kuwait, are now walking on Viveash wooden 

floors supplied by Oldwood. 
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And then, in 2013, as if to display another of nature’s irritating moods, the Tres Lagunas Fire 

flashed through the trees, burning 860 acres on the west side of the Viveash Ranch. 

But again the Old family looked to themselves for strength and ingenuity, and expanded their business. 

This year they will supply 130 semi-trailers of split firewood to a major retail outlet. 

Nature frequently takes away, and in doing so she always looks at the big picture. Five-hundred years from 

now no one will remember the fires. But I’ll still be thinking about that great little Viveash cabin that 

disappeared. f 

 

 

 

Personal note: The Fenn treasure chest is not hidden on or near the Viveash Ranch. 

Photos by Lacee: 

http://www.ellepeaphotography.com/viveash 

Additional ranch photos can be found HERE 

  

http://www.ellepeaphotography.com/viveash
https://dalneitzel.com/additional-viveash-ranch-photos/
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty One… 
APRIL 2017 

 

 Doug Hyde in Full Flourish 

Doug and I happened upon the art scene at about the same time, my gallery in Santa Fe was a 

little behind him maybe. That was 1972, and his sculptures had a small, but budding following in 

Scottsdale. 

 Over the next few years Scottsdale was where 

most of the money for contemporary western art 

was coming from. About 20 collectors held up 

that market, and if there had been an art 

marquee in town someplace, a few names would 

have been at the top: Eddie Basha, Henry Topf, 

the wonderful widow Kieckhefer, Kay Miller 

(Miller Brewing Co), and more, but mostly 

Eddie Basha, who owned a large chain of 

grocery stores. 

Doug and I were a good combination, and we 

serviced those Arizona clients with an adroitness 

and polish the likeness of which I never 

witnessed again. Doug made hundreds of stone 

sculptures, Scottsdale wanted them, and I did 

the accommodating. 

My wife and I liked Doug’s work so much we 

kept two pieces for ourselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

Doug Hyde 
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Lady Pretty Blanket 

This alabaster lady is not tall, just 2’, but she’s really 

heavy. That’s why she has been sitting on our living 

room fireplace without moving for almost 30 years. I 

couldn’t lift even half of her. She was isolated and 

lonesome. But then our great-granddaughter Arden came 

along, and at age two, fell in love with Lady Pretty 

Blanket. That’s what I named the stone pueblo woman 

holding a pot. When the house was too quiet, we’d look 

over there and see Arden and “Lady” sitting side by side 

talking to each other, and sometimes hugging. So of 

course we gave the sculpture to Arden, but she can’t take 

possession until my wife and I are gone. Ha! 

 
Doug Hyde 

Doug Hyde is mostly Nez Perce, and he possesses bold native features and a strong code of ethics. 

During the many years we worked together, mostly without contracts, there were nothing but 

handshakes and pleasantness. 
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My other Doug Hyde sculpture is 27” tall. It epitomizes a dignified Nez Perce chief whose name 

has long been forgotten. His feather fan and drop-alongside ear rings testify as to his stature in the 

tribe. 

He stands facing the wall in my kitchen now because the sight reminds me of the great Henry 

Farny painting, The Song of the Singing Wire.  



Page 211 
 

\ 

The Song of the Singing Wire by Henry Farny 

To me, both figures personify the west at a threshold moment when the first faint sound of change 

was beginning to resonate across the soundless mountains. The western atmosphere was moving 

fast to make room for the “giant horse that gallops on iron rails.” There’s the same sadness in the 

painted Indian’s face that I notice in Doug’s sculpture. 

Can you see tears of sorrow building in the eyes of those two Plains warriors? I can, and I wish 

my inadequate words about that sentiment were more eloquent. 

 
Senator Al Simpson, Joe Medicine Crow and me. 

Joe died at age 102 and was the last War Chief of the Crow Tribe. His great uncle, White Man Runs Him, 

was a scout for General Custer at the Battle of the Little Bighorn. Many years ago, Joe said to me in a 

wistful moment, “When I was just a little Indian kid running around, my elders told me about our history. 

I asked them if the government would ever give our future back to us.” F 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighty… 
APRIL 2017 

 

The Unfortunate Hiccup 

 

While walking around my office a few minutes ago I paused to look at this thing. It’s a hip pocket 

flask that was made to hold a “3/16th pint” of libation. It says so right there on the bottom. The 

silver overlay on the bottle is applied by a complex chemical procedure. If it was a Russian icon, 

you’d have to call it an oklad, but this is different. 

The swirly engraved initials near the bottom were adeptly applied, ostensibly to identify the owner 

who will always remain a mystery to me because I can’t read the fancy letters. 
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Sam Snead 

At the 1949 Master’s Golf Tournament I observed a nattily dressed gentleman use a pair of 

binoculars to watch Sam putt on the 10th green. It was a little strange because the man was standing 

less than thirty feet away from where the putt was about to be made. 

And then I noticed something. The fan wasn’t watching golf at all. He also held a flask in his 

hands, and every time he raised the binoculars to his eyes, he took a swig from the bottle. It was a 

subterfuge that very effectively disguised his odd drinking practice. No one seemed to notice but 

me, and just as Sam drew his putter back to make the stroke, the natty guy hiccupped, causing the 

putt to jerk left a few inches and unceremoniously roll past the hole. I felt partially to blame just 

because I was watching it. 
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The binoculars guy 

As the crowd moved to the next tee the binocular guy was noticeably teetering to the starboard 

side. That’s why I moved to the 13th fairway and watched Jimmy Demaret hit his mashie niblick 

shot to the green. Sam Snead won the tournament so I went home happy. 

Surely it won’t be long before our government enacts legislation that prohibits anyone from 

drinking and watching golf at the same time.f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Nine… 
APRIL 2017 

 

Heck With Those Guys 

In high school I don’t remember anyone giving me instructions on how to write. They probably 

did and I just wasn’t paying attention. So in later life, when I became interested in words and 

how they were used, I naturally gravitated to a trial and error style of writing that suited me best. 

In 2011, when my book, The 

Thrill of the Chase, co-won an 

award for best independently 

published book of the year, I 

received a letter from the judges. 

It said my entry was among 

other things, childish, which 

they must have thought was 

pretty good because otherwise 

how could I have won the 

award? It started me thinking 

about how different people 

write. 
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William F. Buckley Jr. 

 

William F. Buckley Jr. was one of my heroes. I saw him once in an airport in Newark and he 

looked straight at me, so I’ll call him Bill. Bill had a daily column in the NY Times. When he got 

on the commuter train in Connecticut each morning he didn’t know what he would write about, 

but when he alit an hour later in New York City, his creation was finished. He rarely rewrote, he 

said, and no one ever dared to edit him. While his method is on the Technicolor end of the writing 

spectrum, mine is on the black and white. That’s okay with me because our composing modes are 

diabolically opposed to each other. 

My habit when writing something short, is to decide on a subject, then start gathering sentences 

together with some kind of focus, but not much direction. They need to stay close to the topic and 

carry my theme or plot to the end of the story. Often, the thoughts come rushing out as I think 

along. One notion propagates the next. Sometimes I can’t type fast enough. 

Then I retreat to the beginning and try to reorganize my words into some kind of acceptable 

cohesive unit. How can I say a line better and keep it in the same flavor as the others? Is this 

sentence too predictable? Do I want to misspell a word to make the reader stop and look it up, and 

maybe feel a need to respond? It’s okay if the reader wants to work with me. I use other techniques 

too, like corrupting a word or idea. In my Thrill book I wrote about courting my wife. “Everyone 

knew she was too good for me, but tenacity was never one of my shortcomings.” That sort of thing 

causes the kind of word-of-mouth publicity that I need because I self-publish and don’t have any 

distribution. And it’s my way of keeping a reader’s attention fresh. If one knows exactly what I 

mean then who cares what the word is, or how it’s used. Educated editors disapprove of me en-

masse, but they don’t have a Pulitzer either. 
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I am frequently criticized for where I put commas. My reply is that I don’t want to use 

anybody’s book-writing rules. It is my prerogative as the writer to decide when I want the reader 

to pause, not the reader’s, and certainly not the critic’s. Cormac McCarthy was known to write a 

story and then go back and remove all of the commas. 

The hardest part of writing for 

me is sitting down and getting 

started. Some of my techniques 

develop themselves as I write 

along. For instance, I learned 

when researching my J. H. 

Sharp biography that the elderly 

Taos Indian models wouldn’t 

answer my questions about the 

artist. I quickly discovered that 

if I said something to them that I 

knew was wrong, they would 

correct me, on and on, and tell 

me things I wanted to know. 

Success sometimes hides in 

squinting wrappings, but a 

delicate new bow, if tied 

correctly, can widen eyes. 

 

 

 

I wrote this someplace a few years ago and maybe you’ll think it’s worth remembering, 

Imagination isn’t a technique, it’s a key. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Eight… 
APRIL 2017 

 

The Graciella Experience 

Pony Ault was the only important client our gallery had in Santa Fe, and she seemed to know 

everyone. It was not unusual for her to bring celebrities in to meet me, and I loved that. And I 

equally loved that she could write a check for nearly anything she wanted, a fact that did not go 

undetected by my banker. 

Everyone loved Pony, especially me. She was a chatterbox conversationalist so I always 

gravitated to her at parties, dinners, and art openings. She took chitchatting to an intellectual 

plateau that was several layers above where I normally felt ease. Our discussion time found me 

mostly listening, smiling, and nodding. Being seen with her was always good for my sometimes 

flailing ego. 

Pony said she wanted a painting by Robert Henri (1865-

1929), so I started looking. The problem was that she had a 

great eye for art, a trait that never worked to the advantage 

of art dealers. When discussing art Pony nearly always knew 

more about the artist whose work was hanging on my walls, 

than I did. So when we talked price I was somewhat 

disarmed and usually capitulated to what she delicately 

described as her “medicinal discount.” 

Henri paintings were very important and quite valuable so 

my eyes were always on alert for his name in auction 

catalogs. After a few weeks I bought one. It was a picture of 

a little girl named Graciella. But for some unknown reason it 

didn’t appeal to me. Her face was, well, I don’t know. 

 

Robert Henri 
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Graciella by Robert Henri 

So we hung it on the wall in my office opposite my desk. Every time I sat in my chair, there she 

was, her stern face staring at me. I didn’t expect to actually warm up to Graciella, but at least I 

hoped we could establish some kind of meaningful rapport. 

When I called Pony she made an appointment for the next afternoon. She wanted me to meet Cary 

Grant. I couldn’t have been more thrilled because To Catch a Thief was one of my favorite movies. 
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When they entered my office, introductions were made and I shook hands with the debonair Mr. 

Grant. We talked for several minutes and then Pony turned around. 

And there it was in grand lighting, the Graciella Henri. It was hanging where it had been for a 

month while I tried to warm up to that little girl. No other clients were allowed to see her because 

I was saving it for my special client. 

Well, Pony immediately recognized the artist’s style, palette, subject, and personality. She wasn’t 

impressed, and as if possessed by the spirit of Thor, she turned to face me. “Is that what you called 

me down here for, to look at that thang?” Her face looked unsympathetic as her nose pointed 

toward the 17th century wooden door to my office, beside which one must pass to exit, and out she 

strode, the sensitive Mister Grant silently following in close trail. Neither of them even said 

goodbye. 

Gulp! 
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I went to my refrigerator and took a long pull of Worchestershire Sauce to clear my head. 

Pony liked to show off our gallery to her lunching friends and house guests, so over the next few 

weeks she strolled them into my office and acted as docent. Often she was seen to glance at the 

You-Know-What that was hanging on the wall opposite my desk. Each time she left without 

comment. I didn’t care because Graciella and I were becoming friends. 

During an evening art opening at our gallery Pony open the door to my office and sneaked in. She 

was in there for a minute or more. That’s when I started to worry. 

A week later she called me on the phone. “Forrest I want that painting, and I’ll be there in thirty 

minutes to get it.” My heart sank. “Pony,” I lamented. “You didn’t say anything and I’ve grown to 

love that “thang.” I’ve decided to keep it in my own collection.” There was a gravid few-second 

pause in our conversation, necessitated by a requirement for Pony to recover. Then a loud sound 

vibrated against my ear drum. “What?” she sputtered. I felt like my tail was under a rocking chair, 

and Pony was sitting in it. 

What could I do but capitulate? After all, she was a good friend and she was a good client, and I 

did offer it to her, and I sensed that she was about to have an unfortunate physical issue. Not to 

mention that I needed the money. 

An hour later my wife walked into the office and asked why I was reading my bible. I didn’t mean 

to be rude, I just didn’t want to talk about it. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy 

Seven… 
APRIL 2017 

 

The other side of Eric 

I wrote a book about Eric Sloane that most people who read this blog haven’t seen. It’s called 

Seventeen Dollars a Square Inch. If you think I talk too much about Eric please try to overlook 

this effort. It’s just that I think about him a lot. He died ten years into our relationship, but they 

were significant times for me, and I hope they were worthwhile for him. In a perfect world 

everyone would have their very own Eric. Maybe it would be fun to show parts of Eric that no one 

knows about anymore: 

 
 

Eric could be dapper. 
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Or he could be pensive. 
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Eric could be serious with a bite. 
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Sometimes he was playful. He didn’t drink. 
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Or he could be all business. 
 

 
 

Here he is with Jimmy Doolittle and Neal Armstrong. 
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Showing his talent with a pen and ink. 
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\ 

 

Modern art was like an itch to Eric. 
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And he could be overboard generous. One year for Christmas he gave me a copy of his book I 

Remember America. It had 59 original drawings in it. This is one of them. 

No one knows for sure how many books Eric wrote but I have forty-five, most of them with 

doodles or a personal note to me from him. Once I asked him about his total output of paintings. 

He didn’t know, but he said “If you placed them side by side they would stretch five miles.” 

As what I thought would be a fitting ending to my book about Eric I wrote this poem. I called it a 

Quadplet: 

Mighty oaks from little acorns slowly grow 

Then finally fall and wisp to naught, 

But those who plant a seed of words 

Live on in groves of human thought. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Six… 
APRIL 2017 

 

 The White Fox 

Every store needs a client like Dr. Gene Scott. He was fun, decisive, and he had money. His long 

chalk-white hair didn’t abide by anyone’s decorum, certainly not his own. 

He always came into 

my gallery with a male 

assistant who carried a 

large humidor. While 

he was in coat and tie, 

Gene wore a relaxed 

collar and a thread-

bare cashmere 

sweater. Everything he 

was or did made you 

like him. He was 

especially fond of my 

wife and she always 

came running when 

his call for her 

boomed through the 

gallery. 

Gene collected art, and 

when he bought a painting the humidor lid came off, and a top thin tray of cigars was set aside. 

All that remained was two layers of paper money so tightly packed in that you couldn’t tell what 

it was. 

At our first meeting, he left me with 350 one hundred dollar bills. As they were counted out on our 

front desk, I felt a little uncomfortable. I had not seen anything like that before. A check doesn’t 

look like much money, but 350 big bills spread out was a different view for me. 

Gene was a preacher with a long list of important religious achievements. I often watched him on his 

Sunday morning television program. His chair was on the front edge of a huge stage and he sat there each 

Sunday wearing a different hat. It was almost like he wore them chronologically by type. His stage was 

bare, but for his chair, a small table that held a pitcher of water and a glass. That’s all. 



Page 231 
 

 

The preacher almost looked swallowed up. But he spoke with a melodic voice that was 

mesmerizing as the golden bible verses rolled through his lips and were distributed to his 

audience of thousands. They sat rapt as he talked about human frailties, apostles, scriptures, 

prophets, and sin. I wondered if his viewers were paying him by the word. 

During the commercials, which were rare, Pastor Scott was at his best. Quite often he would say 

something like, “Okay my friends, I need a new car. Please send money to our church,” as an 

address flashed on the screen. They responded in droves, and Gene probably had a lot of 

automobiles 

.  

Everything they gave him was legal and tax free, to both him and them, but not me. When I walked 

into my bank carrying a big sack of money, other customers stared and the tellers smiled. 
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When I sold my gallery, in 1988, I lost track of 

Gene. He died seventeen years later. But the memory of that indelible man has not faded. It has been easy 

for me to hold his image. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Five… 
APRIL 2017 

 

The Iron Rooster of Santa Fe County 

Years ago I got a bargain on two old cast iron 

chickens. They’re probably 20th century Spanish 

or from over there someplace. The rooster 

weighs 70 pounds, and is almost 2’ tall. Here’s a 

photo of the hen. Both were rusty brown and 

ugly-dull finished. 

I really liked those things, but my wife saw them 

on our kitchen table asked if I was okay, and felt 

my forehead to see if I had a temperature. That 

suddenly gave me terrible buyer’s remorse. I 

looked at the chickens again and out in the garage 

they went. It really bothers me to make art 

mistakes like that. And then I thought of my 

friend Joe Anna Arnett. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Joe Anna Arnett 
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No one in the world is better at painting still life florals than she is, and you have to love her as a 

person. That’s an envious position for anyone to be in. 

 

Joe Anna Arnett painting 

 

Joe Anna Arnett painting 
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A call to Joe Anna brought her running with her husband, Jim Asher, who also is a world class 

painter, a watercolorist. 

 

Joe and Jim 

 

Jim Asher painting 
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Jim Asher painting 

Joe Anna took one look at my rooster and groped for the nearest chair. I’m sure she was thinking, 

“Oh my, what did I do to deserve this?” She had never put paint on an iron rooster before, at least 

not a tall, heavy, cold, brown one. She was not smiling when I put that thing in the back of her car. At 

home, Jim put it by a heater to warm it up, probably hoping it would melt. 

I didn’t hear from Joe Anna for a month, then one day an email came in. She wanted to bring my chicken 

home. I just knew she was weary of it, and whatever catastrophes that occurred in her studio would probably 

be my fault. Maybe it fell over and broke her paint box, or the weight of it collapsed a leg on her Woodbridge 

table and sent her coffee cup splashing across the floor. I didn’t feel too good. 

The iron rooster was covered with a black garbage bag when Jim put it on my table, and stepped back 

behind the counter. I looked at Joe Anna and she looked at me, neither of us smiling. After a long few 

seconds, she nodded toward the plastic bag, insinuating that I should pull it off. 
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Wow, this is what was under the bag. When Joe Anna saw me grinning she started laughing, and we hugged. 

I love it when I make really great art decisions. f 

Google them and look at their paintings. 

James Asher Santa Fe 

Joe Anna Arnett 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Four… 
APRIL 2017 

 

 The Quahada Chief on a Black Pony. 

I was born and raised in Central Texas where the Comanche Indians often ranged and 

plundered. Being an early student of their history, and an avid collector of their clothing, weapons, 

and photographs, my imagination long ago fell prey to their way of life. Historians call them the 

“Lords of the Plains,” and that name is well-merited because no other tribe could sit a horse and 

ride with such a handsome manner. 

Of special interest to me is the Quahada band, and 

Quanah Parker especially. His father was Peta 

Nakona, chief of the Quahadas, and his mother was 

Cynthia Ann Parker, a white woman who, in 1836, 

was captured by the Comanches. She lived with 

them for 24 years, and had three children. When she 

was “rescued” by Sul Ross, a Texas Ranger, and 

returned to her people, Cynthia Ann couldn’t speak 

the language. She yearned to go back, a plea that 

was repeatedly denied. After a few years she 

stopped eating and died. The doctors said it was 

influenza. 

On October the 10th, 1871, during the Battle of 

Blanco Canyon, Quanah Parker rode up to Trooper 

Gregg of the 4th US Cavalry and shot him with a 

Smith and Wesson American. The trooper was 

interred where he fell and rocks were placed on his 

grave. 

 

Quanah and Wekea, one of his seven wives? 
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Blanco Canyon 

Captain R.G. Carter, a witness to the event, said Gregg’s horse was faltering, and gave this written 

account: 

A large and powerfully built chief led the bunch, on a coal-

black racing pony. Leaning forward upon his mane, his heels 

nervously working in the animal’s side, with six-shooter poised 

in air, he seemed the incarnation of savage brutal joy. His face 

was smeared with black war paint, which gave his features a 

satanic look. A large, cruel mouth added to his ferocious 

appearance. A full-length headdress or war bonnet of eagle’s 

feathers, spreading out as he rode, and descending from his 

forehead, overhead and back, to his pony’s tail, almost swept 

the ground. Large brass hoops were in his ears; he was naked 

to his waist, wearing simply leggings, moccasins and a 

breechclout. A necklace of bear’s claws hung about his neck. 

His scalp lock was carefully braided in with otter fur, and tied 

with bright red flannel. His horse’s bridle was profusely 

ornamented with bits of silver, and red flannel was also braided 

in his mane and tail, but, being black, he was not painted. Bells 

jingled as he rode at headlong speed, followed by the leading 

warriors, all eager to outstrip him in the race. It was Quanah, 

principal war chief of the wild Qua-ha-das. 
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Captain Carter, who was awarded the Medal 

of Honor for his action in the fight, drew a 

map of the battle, which loosely identified the 

burial location. Ninety-five years later, when 

I was stationed in Lubbock, a friend, Bill 

Griggs, and I searched relentlessly for the 

trooper’s grave. The evidence showed it to be 

somewhere about 46 miles north of where I 

lived. 

With Captain Carter’s original map in hand (I 

didn’t want to carry a copy.) Bill and I hiked 

on weekends. Back and forth across the 

grassy rises and rugged dips we walked, 

binoculars in hand. We were ever watchful 

for the errant pile of rocks that were 

deliberately placed to keep scavenging 

animals from digging. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                         

Twenty days or more we did that, often 

finding remnants of the fight, a canteen, 

a rusty knife, a brass cavalry uniform 

button, lots of bullet casings, but no pile 

of rocks. We replaced everything as it 

lay, lest we betray the sanctity of that 

battle ground. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                                                                                                               Blanco Canyon 
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We didn’t locate Trooper Gregg’s resting place. My 

wish now is that the chaparral and long-living creosote 

bushes will protect that soldier and permit him to rest 

in the dignity of the North Texas soil where Mother 

Wind will forever wail the long mournful sound of 

Taps. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Comanche beaded moccasins 
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             Did this Comanche bow and arrow set belong to Quanah Parker? 

My motive for searching was important to me. I just wanted to stand there and render one last 

salute to the fallen fighter, and to “watch” as hundreds of yelping natives and Army troopers fought 

one of the most decisive battles of the Indian Wars. I would like to have thrown a rock at Quanah 

as he sped by on his “coal-black racing pony.” 
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Please allow me to explain something. 

I would like to have known R. G. Carter, but he died when I was 5 years old. I collected his personal 

papers, letters, documents, and books, so I probably have more information about him than anyone 

alive today 

Now, about Quanah Parker. J. Evetts Haley and I went to the spot in the Palo Duro Canyon where, 

in 1874, General Mackenzie routed the Comanches, including Quanah. Visiting his gravesite at 

the Ft. Sill Indian Cemetery where he’s buried beside his mother and daughter (Prairie Flower), 

was a spiritual experience for me. I just love the Indian history of this country. Thank you. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy 

Three… 
APRIL 2017 

 

 The Prince of the Comancheros They said that Jose 

Tafoya was 7’ tall, and that he stuck out of both ends of 

his blanket. Maybe he couldn’t decide which part he 

wanted to keep warm. I don’t know about that, but I do 

know that in the 1860s, and 70s, he struck a pretty wide 

swath through Eastern New Mexico and across the Staked 

Planes of North Texas. From south of Lubbock to north of 

Amarillo and into Oklahoma, the land was table-flat, and 

almost totally devoid of trees. You may be able to guess 

how the little town of Plainview got its name. The women 

who travelled the long miles across that brushless country 

on horseback were frequently embarrassed to the point of 

mortification, but the men probably didn’t care. 

That was Indian country, and the Comanches under Chief 

Quanah Parker were raiding, and plundering with resolve. 

Jose didn’t care. He traded the Indians cattle, horses, 

rifles, ammo, whisky, and anything else he could steal. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                     Jose Tafoya 
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Quanah Parker, 1879 

President Grant got fed up, and the order came down, “Control the Indians no matter what you 

have to do.” In September of 1874, General Randal S. Mackenzie and his 4th US Calvary went 

looking for Quanah and couldn’t find him. So they tied Jose Tafoya to a wagon wheel and tortured 

him until he revealed where the Comanches were camped in the Palo Duro. With that knowlege 

the soldiers swept into the canyon, routed the Indians, burned their lodges, and killed 2,000 horses. 

With winter coming, and their stores gone, the 1,500 Comanches were forced to seek shelter under 

Army supervision at Ft. Sill. 



Page 246 
 

 

Quanah at Ft. Sill, Oklahoma 

Quanah was mad at his old friend. “If I ever catch Jose Tafoya I’ll boil him in oil.” With that said, the big 

Comanchero, his wife and four children, retired to his sheep ranch in New Mexico where he died in 1913. 

The life or death of a Comanchero on the Staked Plains in those days often hung on the whim of a trigger 

finger. Rarely is it written in the annals of western history that someone like Jose would live to be 83 years 

old. 

A personal note: 

I was about to cast this 28” portrait of Jose Tafoya in an old abandoned grain elevator in Lubbock. It was 

1969, and I was still in the Air Force. Bill McClure, the artist, was standing there as I put finishing touches 

on the wax model. “I’m not happy with his shirt,” Bill said. So I soaked an old piece of potato-sack burlap 

in hot wax, and with thick rubber gloves, I draped it around Jose’s shoulders. Bill was laughing at me. 
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When I poured the piece in bronze every detail in the burlap came out perfectly, and gave me the 

effect I wanted. Bill too, and he agreed that I should be credited as co-artist. 
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We sold that bronze, and both Bill and I made a few bucks that were badly needed. More than 

twenty years later, I was happy to buy the bronze back from the man I sold it to. Being a pioneer 

is really fun. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy Two … 
APRIL 2017 

 

The Sound of Bells 

That’s the name of a wonderful book that 

Eric Sloane wrote in 1966. Later, he 

bought all of the remaining copies from 

the publisher so he could re-issue it into a 

special bicentennial edition. It never 

happened, and my copy, a gift from the 

author, is one of those he wished to 

modify, but didn’t. 

 

Eric hand lettered most of the book 

Eric loved bells, and noted that under 

ideal conditions their rings can be heard 

nine miles distant. He said, “The far-

away sound of a bell could be both 

“forlorn and soul-stirring.” Funny I 

remembered that. 
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I acquired this generic cast iron train bell from Eric. He probably apprehended it from some old 

wrecked steam locomotive somewhere, but who knows? The bell has the loudest clang in our 

whole area. I know that from how many miles away I get complaints. 
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The support upon which the bell rests held up the roof in Kiva A at San Lazaro Pueblo. The 

Dendrochronology Lab at the U of Arizona said the tree was cut in 1475 plus a few years added 

for residual rottage. That means it was cut with prehistoric stone tools because metal did not come 

to the pueblo for at least another 65 years. 

 

It was set 24” into the ground, and that’s about as deep as a man’s arm can reach and hand-dig the 

dirt out. At my home I cut the post to fit, tarred the bottom 24” and placed it back in the ground. 

Then I mounted the bell on top. My wife rings it to summon me when I’m working way out in the 

trees. One ring means come to supper, two means carry the trash out, and three means “Come at 

once, I need you.” I always do what she rings. 
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A cross section of the post. It still contains its ancient cedar scent 

Because it personally cannot relate its history, my bell tower invites little more than a curious 

glance. I wonder if the owners of my home a hundred years from now will appreciate the 

dichotomy that stands just off the east end of my portal. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy One … 
APRIL 2017 

 My library contains a few hundred books on archaeology because that’s my hobby, and I’ve read 

or thumbed through all of them more than once. Most are highly researched, well written, too 

technical, and dull as cold oatmeal. C’mon you guys, it’s not like tornados are stopped in mid-air 

by archaeology, or famines prevented, or even terrible diseases cured for crimanny sake. Loosen 

up some. 

 

In 2004, when I wrote a book about my excavations at San Lazaro Pueblo I tried to change the 

archaeological norm by adding some levity. The book is quoted in technical journals, but credit is 

not given. They don’t like land owners excavating ruins on their own land so they ignore me. 

That’s okay because I’m having more fun than they are. 
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Many archaeologists are really good guys, like David Hurst Thomas, who is Curator of 

Anthropology at the American Museum of Natural History in New York. He is loose, and he’s 

analyzing the San Lazaro church bell fragments for me. 
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The secret is to not get too excited about the little things. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventy… 
MARCH 2017 

 

   Once in a while I do something right. 

 

Wilson Hurley was an artist, and a good one. The price of his paintings frequently ran up to around 

$100,000 for the larger ones. He was entertaining in a conversation. His father was Patrick Hurley, 

who, during WW2 was Ambassador to China. As a kid Wilson travelled widely with his father 

and he had personal letters from Generals MacArthur and Eisenhower. In 1945, Wilson graduated 

from West Point and became a pilot in the Air Force, serving as a forward air controller in Vietnam. 

We always had plenty to talk about. 
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Well, sometime in the 1980s probably, some guy ran a red light and hit Wilson’s car. The jolt 

pinched a nerve in his neck. He was incapacitated, unable to paint for a year maybe. He couldn’t 

make a living so he sued, and it went to court in Albuquerque. 
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Since I had a gallery in Santa Fe and sold Wilson’s paintings, I was called to testify as an expert 

witness about the value of his work, and how much money he lost by not being able to paint. I was 

duly sworn to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. 

 

Problem was I didn’t like the defense attorney at first sight, and every sight after that. I didn’t 

know the jerk, but he was someone I very much enjoyed not caring for. His villainous face and 

bulging eyes made him look like Peter Lorre. The judge broke with tradition and wore a blue robe, 

my favorite color. The scene was set with only a few spectators. 

Well, most of the questions from the jerk’s mouth came out reeking with sarcastic idioms that were 

aimed at discrediting me. He covertly insinuated that I was a derelict witness, not qualified to be 

on the stand. I was happily getting fed up with this guy. When one of my answers turned into a 

short dissertation, the defense jerk interrupted me. “Yes or no, Mister Fenn, yes or no,” he yelled 

in a croaky belligerent voice. All of a sudden the court room was a very hostile environment. I just 

sat there as the lawyer’s eyes captured me. It was like a 40 pound turkey staring at a June bug. 

I turned to the bench and said, very apologetically, “Judge, I swore to tell the truth and the whole 

truth. If the defense attorney won’t allow me to do that I must respectfully withdraw my oath.” 

There was silence in the court as everyone sat stunned. The defense attorney looked like he’d just 

crawled out from under a garbage truck. I posed straight ahead and tried to stay collected, hoping 

the judge wouldn’t cite me for contempt. 

Finally he called the lawyers into chambers and as they disappeared, and the door slammed, I 

relaxed. It could go either way, I thought. When Wilson, who was also a lawyer, saw the jury 

feigning snickers his frown turned to a smile. When the legal force returned, the judge said I could 

answer the questions as I pleased, and I was re-sworn. I ducked that bullet with impressive form. 

Wilson agreed. 

Surely what I did was not only legal, but necessary, although no one had ever heard of a 

witness being unsworn before. At lunch Wilson paid. I ordered chicken fried steak with the gravy 

on the side, and no veggies. It had been a good day. f 
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Wilson Hurley 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Nine… 
 

MARCH 2017 

 

EUNICE, LA 

 

One late Friday afternoon in 1951, I found myself in Eunice, LA., visiting Peggy Proctor and her 

family for the weekend. It was raining when a buddy dropped me off on his way to somewhere 

else. Peggy and I had been dating since our early grades in high school and everyone considered 

me part of her clan. 
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At the time, I was a PFC in the Air Force making $95 a month, and attending Radar Mechanics 

School in Biloxi, MS. I was on the red-eye shift, 1800 to midnight. 

Sunday evening came too early and I had to be in school the next afternoon or really bad things 

would happen to me. The Korean War was new and the military was unreasonable about discipline. 

PFCs were easy targets. 

I told Peggy to not worry about me and when I heard her front door reluctantly close behind me, 

it was dark and Biloxi was more than 200 miles away. 

After walking a couple of blocks while holding my little suitcase over my head against the 

irrational moisture, I heard voices coming from a little church just ahead. The front doors were 

open and the warm incandescent lights were compelling. When two ladies saw me dripping in the 

vestibule they rushed over, and with typical Cajun hospitality, pulled me inside for coffee. 
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The congregation was playing Bingo. All of a sudden I was in a completely different world. 

I didn’t have enough coins to jingle, but I did have a quarter, just 

one quarter, and the sign on the wall said “Cards – 25 Cents.” 

What the heck, I thought, and I invested all of my cash. There 

were three winners in the first game and I was one of them. Now 

I had $3.75, and hope was flickering. 

The bus station was three blocks away and I started running. The 

drizzle stopped bothering me. When the ticket man told me the 

fare to Biloxi was $3.95, I felt numb. I spread all of my money 

on the counter and asked if I could please buy a ticket with that 

amount? 

His finger started counting and with each word he spoke my 

pulse rate increased. Our eyes locked for an eternity and then he said, “No you can’t buy a ticket 

with that amount,” still looking at me hard, “but I’ll give you 20 cents.” 

 

I waved to my friend behind the counter as I climbed into the bus. He was smiling, and I knew 

everything would be alright. 

I came away from that experience with some thoughts to live by. 

1. There is no such thing as a self-made man. 
2. Give it your best shot and see what happens. 
3. Never underestimate the power of a quarter. 
4. Give some of it back when it is needed. 

f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Eight… 
MARCH 2017 
 

GENERAL SPICER 

I thought I was the world’s greatest fighter pilot just like all twenty-four-year-old recent graduates 

of pilot training who were long on ego, and short on everything else. 

Colonel Russ Spicer in WWII 

When I walked in General Russell Spicer’s 

outer office and asked his secretary if I 

could please see the general, she asked if I 

had an appointment. When I said no, she 

asked me what I wanted. I told her I would 

like to have permission to fly the general’s 

F-86F. He was Chief of Flying Safety for 

the entire Air Training Command at Scott 

Air Force Base, and had no business letting 

a lowly 2nd Lt. fly his airplane, especially 

since I had never flown that model before. 

That’s what I had going against me. 

I had not met the general but knew him by 

reputation. Everyone did. He shot down 

three German airplanes in WW-2 and 

when his P-51 took battle damage, he was 

forced to bail out over the English 

Channel. He floated around in a one-man 

dinghy for two days, finally washing ashore in France. His hands and feet were frozen when the 

Germans took him prisoner. As the senior officer in Stalag Luft 1, he gave a speech that the German 

commander said was “riotous,” and Spicer was sentenced to six months in solitary confinement 

and then execution by firing squad. The day before he was to be executed, his POW camp was 

overrun by Russian soldiers and the Germans fled. Spicer was liberated. 
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Major General Russ Spicer in the 1950s 

When the general’s secretary picked up the phone and said, “General, I think you should come out 

here,” most of my cockiness went south, and I suddenly felt like a crippled ant in an elephant 

parade. 

The general’s huge, black mustache startled me because it separated his nose from his mouth in 

such a commanding way. I wondered if he could intake air. When he grinned at me, and after we 

saluted, he invited me into his office. “What can I do for you, Sir?” the general asked as he lit his 

pipe and offered me a seat. I told him my name, and that I was a pilot in the 85th Fighter Interceptor 

Squadron flying the F-86D, and that one of our hangars was next to where he kept his plane. We 

talked for a while. I had seen him many times approach the field at 1,500’, 250 knots, make a tight 

pitchout, drop the gear and flaps, and land. To me it was like poetry. His F-86F was the same 

model that had shot down most of the Migs during the Korean War, and I really wanted to fly it 

He looked at me for a few seconds, then picked up the phone. “Get my crew chief for me please.” 

The general said, “Pull my airplane out because Lt. Forrest Fenn is coming down to fly it.” I was 

really grinning. I thanked him, saluted, and turned to leave when he said, “Don’t you dare break 

my airplane.” 
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An F-86F passing the tower at Nellis AFB 

The crew chief stood on the ladder and talked me through the engine start. That must have been 

1954, and I flew for about an hour. It was the thrill of my life to fly that airplane. I went back to 

my squadron thinking I was the world’s leading ace. When my boss learned what I had done, he 

came over and congratulated me, not because I had flown the general’s airplane, but because I 

had guts enough to ask him if I could. 

But that’s not all of the story. 

Five years later I saw the general again. He was commander of the 17th Air Force at Wheelus Air 

Base, Libya, where we had a gunnery school. He remembered some brash Lt. asking to fly his 

plane, but he didn’t remember my name. 

Thirty years later, the lady who purchased my gallery hired one of General Spicer’s sons to be her 

driver. Is this a small world, or what? f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Seven… 
FEBRUARY 2017 

Jon Lackman conducted this email interview with Forrest for a publication that did not use it. 

Rather than let it die in his computer Jon has decided to share it with us. The interview was 

conducted in May of 2015. 

Thanks Jon!! 

——————————- 

– My apologies for the morbid impolite question, but it seems quite possible that this treasure 

hunt will be the first line of your obituary. Are you comfortable with that? Is there something 

else you’ve done that you’d prefer to come first?  

FF: I said in my book that my obituary should say, “I wish I could have lived to do the things I 

was attributed to.” During my art gallery years I advertised full page color in some of the most 

prominent magazines of that time, which made me an “expert” in the eyes of many. It was good 

for business, but it also made me a target. My treasure story lit a fuse that will burn until someone 

finds the chest full of gold, and perhaps beyond, My 20 years as a fighter pilot was a much larger 

part of my life. In Vietnam I flew 328 combat missions, and was shot down twice. The reality is 

that what my obituary says will be of little consequence. 

– I’ve read that you wrote the book and set the treasure hunt to get kids off their little texting 

machines and outside to smell the sunshine.  Apart from this, are there any other important 

messages that you wanted to get across?  

FF: Yes, I have two daughters who are in their 50s and don’t know who Clark Gable was. I wanted 

them to know that their great great grandmother watched Comanche Indians run through her 

barnyard in Ft. Worth trying to catch chickens. 

– You have said some things in scrapbook entries that seem too bizarre to be true, like the 

fact that you keep your jeans on when you shower.  Are you at times just pulling people’s 

legs? 

FF: Yes, I didn’t think that comment would fool many people. I was trying to make a point. 

– Last month, you indicated that still nobody has correctly solved beyond the first two 

clues.  Is this correct?  Still nobody has solved beyond the first two clues? 

FF: Very few people tell me exactly where they are searching so there is no way for me to know. 

Some searchers have been within 200 feet. 
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– Without saying how you know, you have offered reassurance that you know the treasure 

is still in its hiding spot. Is there any method planned for hunters to obtain this reassurance 

after your death?  

FF: No sir. 

– Do you intend to keep releasing occasional small hints for as long as you live? Have you 

made any plans for clues to continue surfacing after your death?  

FF: No sir. 

– I’ve also read that you wrote the treasure hunt for an unemployed redneck with 12 

kids.  Does this mean that all of those people who are delving into Native American history, 

Greek mythology etc are looking too deeply?  Can hunters really get to the treasure location 

with just a good map, the poem, and a decent knowlege of words?  

FF: I wrote the book for everyone who feels a sense of wanderlust. In your last question if you 

change the last word to geography, my answer would be yes. 

– How much progress can be made by someone just thinking and searching the Internet from 

home? (Another way of saying this: How many clues can only be decoded in situ?)  

FF: All of them, in theory, but not likely in practice. A searcher must go to the site to find the 

treasure. 

– People have become fixated on you telling them to bring a sandwich and a flashlight.  Are 

they just wasting their time focusing on these things as clues?  

FF: They certainly are not clues. 

– How much more likely are hunters to work out where warm waters halt with the aid of 

TTOTC, compared to without it? 

FF: You sure ask confounding, but insightful questions. The clues are in the poem, but there are 

hints in the book. 

– Can you give me one quote that will inspire my readers that it is possible to find your 

treasure?  Something to motivate them?  Something to tease them. 

FF: Those who solve the first clue are more than half way to the treasure, metaphorically speaking. 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Five… 
JANUARY 2017 

  

Another reason I hid the chest.f 

Video: https://dalneitzel.com/2017/01/24/scrapbook-one-hundred-sixty-five/ 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Four… 
JANUARY 2017 

When Forrest sent me this poem I was put a little aback, Here is what I sent him: 

“I don’t know how long you worked on that poem but it is pretty delicious, gut-wrenching and 

personal… 

It’s very cool Forrest… 

I think it reveals a lot about your feelings about war… 

and loss… 

But it conceals a great deal as well and that will be what folks will discuss… 

I noted a couple of typos…or maybe they are intentionals… 

Imagination is more fun than knowlege  

Did you mean to spell knowlege correctly…? 

You have a reputation for your unique spelling of knowlege.. 

where on some Flanders Field my favoured companions fought. 

Did you intend to use the Brit spelling of favored?…probably so…it works very well… 

This mysterious vestige of a sailing past, shappend by myriad winds and waves,  

Did you mean shappend or shaped? 

And here is what Forrest replied: 

“Leave everything alone.” 

Below is Forrest’s poem and original note: 
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Imagination is more fun than knowlege 
 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/01/1209.jpg
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A wanderer chanced upon this driftwood art, shipwrecked and lonely on a sandy shore. 

At least to me it plays that part; an olden sailing ship, 

and nothing more. 

 

 
 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/01/2545.jpg
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Or maybe it’s a desperate soul, a sentimental sort, standing on a sodden knoll, searching 

for his Candy Ann, who, absent from her role, lately departed from a distant port. 

And no one was there to pay her toll. 

 

 

Or is it not his throbbing Ann, wrapped in shroud against the breezing cold, yelling with 

all she can, a screaming voice so loud, and nothing there is told. 

Is she below the saline door forever reaching back no more? 

But is it all for naught, wild upon my imaginations fraught; dreaming of wild journeys 

too late sought, or of cold battles where on some Flanders Field my favoured 

companions fought. 

Let it stop now, and be no more. 

This mysterious vestige of a sailing past, shappend by myriad winds and waves, occupies 

my hand at last, subject to whatever whim my mind, in its wanderings, craves. 

And that will henceforth, forever be her lore. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/01/2057a.jpg
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A treasure searcher, a pleasant stranger, posted me this wonderful wooden hand-size object along 

with words that bare, wonderful enough to covet, yet too personal to share. 

This paragon of expression stands straight and bold. Its blackened keel, harden by fire, hints of 

battles fought and won. A single jib yet unfurled, still serves testament to this vessels willingness 

to bare its gun. 

Surprisingly the forces of oceanic turbulence combined to pare this ready boat. I’ve told you what 

I think, but what else does it know? 

Thank you for the favor, Mister Poe. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Three 

Point Five… 
DECEMBER 20, 2016 

 

 

Crew of the Candy Ann and Forrest after snatching him from the jungle in Laos. This photo was 

taken on December 21st after Forrest spent the night in the jungle and was rescued by these guys 

on the 21st. 

I am toasting myself with hot chocolate because 48 years ago today I was shot down in Laos and 

enjoyed all of the fruits such a jungle paradise could provide. It would be my hopeful lot to 

retrace my steps and retrieve my pistol and Minox camera, both of which were unceremonially 

extracted from my person as I egressed that location, up through breaking limbs and leafs galore, 

via a life-saving hoist. But alas, perhaps I shall fail that rendezvous in lieu of, and deference to, 

demands made by my 86 year-old carcass. I guess my parachute is still hanging in that tree where 

I left it. I will wish it a Merry Christmas and thank it for doing a great job. Ain’t life grand? f 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/candyann.jpg
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F-100F  Super Sabre cockpit at the National Museum of the U.S. Air Force. (U.S. Air Force photo) 

 

Forrest flying an F-100 Super Sabre. 

If you’d like to hear Forrest tell the story of being shot down and then rescued the next day follow 

the link below to go to a video interview of Forrest filmed by the Air Force Association a couple 

years ago. 

http://lummifilm.com/afa/page3.html 

The interview is in two parts. The link to the second part is on the bottom of the video page. 

  

http://lummifilm.com/afa/page3.html
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/f100fc0ckpit.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/f100.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Three… 
NOVEMBER 2016 

  

Remember the story titled “The Everlasting Forrest Fenn” that appeared in the California Sunday 

Magazine last summer? The writer, Taylor Clark, visited Santa Fe early in 2016 to interview 

Forrest. After he wrote the story and his editor approved it for publication it went to a “fact-

checker” whose job is to make sure the purported facts in the story are true and not simply the 

imaginative construction of the writer. So, the fact checker must contact someone who can 

authenticate the facts in the story. In this case that was Forrest. 

California Sunday Magazine comes inside the Los Angeles Times and San Francisco Examiner 

every Sunday, so potentially, a few million eyeballs browse the colorful, photo essay stories they 

publish. 

I was perusing my files and ran across the following note from last May.  I thought you’d find it 

interesting. Below is the fact-checker’s questions about “facts” in the story and Forrest’s factual 

replies. Do a little fact-checking on your own. Compare what Forrest wrote to what was actually 

written in the story. What do you think? 

The California Sunday Magazine story is on our Media Coverage page on this very blog… 

Look about three links down.. 

CLICK HERE TO GO TO THE MEDIA PAGE 

 

The cancer in your kidney was in more than one spot?  

It was under my kidney embedded in the inferior vena cava, which is the vein that takes blood 

from the lower body back to the heart. There was just one spot 

Your cancer was removed in 1988?  

My kidney was removed in 1988 and also the cancer. 

You were shot down in an F100 over Laos? What happened? How did you survive that? 

I was shot down twice in the F-100. The first time was in south Vietnam and the second time in 

Laos. I crash landed the first time on a small airstrip and walked away. The second time I 

parachuted into the jungle and was picked up by a helicopter the next day. 

You’ve searched for artifacts in deserted canyons? 

Deserted canyons is not a good phrase. I have looked for artifacts in the mountains and deserts of 

New Mexico, Wyoming and Montana. 

https://dalneitzel.com/2013/03/17/media-coverage/
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You’ve sold moccasins to the Rockefellers and sculptures to the Spielbergs?  

Yes, I sold antique Sioux moccasins to Peggy Rockefeller and Charlie Russell sculpture to 

Steven Spielberg. 

Two years before you were diagnosed with cancer, your father was diagnosed with 

advanced cancer? 

Yes, my father had terminal pancreas cancer. 

And he took a handful of pills after he was diagnosed? 

My father was given 6 months to live and 18 months later he took 50 sleeping pills 

When you talked about facing death, you expressed that you’d rather die alone, but with 

dignity, and at first, you thought you might take sleeping pills at the site of your treasure?  

Yes, since I was told I was going to die I wanted to do it on my own terms as my father had 

done. 

So it would be fair to say that you sort of see this as a dignified way to go out, rather than 

sort of dying slowly? 

I saw my alternative as being a hospital bed that would offer a temporary postponement with a 

hose in my nose, tubes down my throat, and needles in my arm. And with friends and relatives 

watching and crying. That was the last thing I wanted. 

Initially, you weren’t really sure how you’d want to die? 

I don’t understand that question. If I had my way I would die under a tree somewhere deep in a 

pine forest and let my body go back to the earth. 

But then one night you were lying in bed when you got the idea for hiding the treasure 

chest and then leaving behind a poem. Correct?  

Yes 

But then the whole scheme was a disappointment because the cancer treatment fortunately 

ended up working? 

Yes, I got well and ruined the plan. 

However, you still liked the idea of hiding a treasure, so you stuck with that part of the 

plan? 

Yes 

The hidden treasure includes Ceylon sapphires and Alaskan gold nuggets the size of 

chicken eggs? 

Yes, two nuggets weigh more than a troy pound each, and hundreds of smaller ones. There are 

two Ceylon sapphires, hundreds of rubles, 8 emeralds and lots of diamonds. 

And while some of the things included in the treasure came from your own collection, you 

bought some of the things to add to the chest? 

Yes 



Page 280 
 

Even your wife didn’t know when you buried the treasure, correct?  

I have never said I buried the treasure so please don’t say that. I hid the treasure, but that does 

not mean it is not buried. I just didn’t want to give that as a clue. My wife’s name is Peggy. 

You hid it in 2010? 

I have never pinned it down that close. I just say I was 79 or 80 when I hid it. 

It took you two trips from your car to get all of the treasure to the hiding spot because it 

weighed 42 pounds?  

Yes 

So you were 80 then?  

I was  79 or 80. I have a reason for not wanting to give an exact date. 

And you kept  what you’d done completely secret?  

What I have done is no secret at all. My book describes it. The hiding place and when I hid it are 

secrets. I am the only one who knows where it is. 

And even your daughters didn’t find out until you published your autobiography? 

Yes, but I call it a memoir. 

How long did it take you to refine the poem included in your autobiography?  

I worked on it for 15 years, changing and rearranging words. 

You originally had 1,000 copies published? 

Yes, because I didn’t think anyone would want my book. 

And you’ve now sold around 20,000 copies? 

I gave the books to the Collected Works bookstore in Santa Fe, and they sold them. I have made 

no money and have not sold any of the books personally 

And you gave rights to your book to Collected Works because you didn’t want to be 

accused of doing this for the money? Is that correct? 

No, I did not give the rights or the copyright away. I gave only the books. I didn’t want anyone 

to say the hidden treasure is a hoax for me to make money on the book. 

But the treasure is worth a lot of money, correct?  

Yes 

So that would be funny if people accused you of trying to make money off of this.  

You are correct. I didn’t even get my publishing costs back. 

You added to the gallery a brick-laid plaza, a gold-fixtured guesthouse and a sculpture 

garden with a scenic pond, correct? 

The brick plaza is part of the big guest house. There were 3 other guest houses and the pond has 

2 waterfalls. 
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And you did that by hand? You did that yourself? 

No, I had contractors do it for me, but I helped. 

And the pond once housed two pet alligators, Elvis and Beowolf?  

Yes, but the name is Beowulf, not Beowolf. 

Did you self-publish The Thrill of the Chase?  

Yes, I have self-published all 10 of my books. The name of the company is The One Horse Land 

and Cattle Company. 

Your walls are lined with age-cracked pottery, feathered headdresses and a case of 

arrowheads. Correct? 

Age-cracked is not a good phrase. How about ancient pottery? 

You grew up in Temple, TX?  

Yes, born and raised 

Your dad was the principal of the elementary school you attended? 

Yes 

As you were rising in the Air Force ranks, you realized you worked best as a schemer, 

working on your own?  

I was not a schemer, but I knew that if I was to compete with PHDs and aeronautical engineers I 

had to out hustle them, and I did. 

You left when they tried to promote you to colonel lieutenant? 

I was promoted to Lieutenant colonel but turned it down and retired. If I had accepted the 

promotion I would have had to stay in the Air Force two more years, and I wanted out. 

How, if at all, did your experiences in Vietnam impact the decision to leave?  

When I was shot down in the Laotian jungle I had a lot of time to think. I kept telling myself that 

there had to be something better than this. 

 

  

If you are interested in comparing some of what the fact-checker fact-checked, against what was 

eventually published in the story you can find a link to the California Sunday Magazine story on 

our Media Coverage page on this very blog… 

Look about three links down.. 

CLICK HERE TO GO TO THE MEDIA PAGE 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2013/03/17/media-coverage/
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty Two… 
OCTOBER 2016 

  

 

 Forrest forwarded this to me with few words, which is not like him at all. I think parts of it made 

him nervous. 

dal- 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/mnewmexico.gif


Page 283 
 

————————— 

Mr. Fenn, 

You likely don’t remember me but I wrote about a month and-a-half ago to praise you on your 

book The Thrill of the Chase.  In my email, I mentioned that my husband and I would be visiting 

New Mexico (for a business trip, which would include a quick search for your treasure, 

beginning at 32 degrees latitude at the southern border of NM and working our way 

north.)   Well, we took the trip and, as you know, we did not find the treasure.  There was some 

disappointment of course — I was secretly certain that I’d interpreted your clues accurately — 

but that disappointment was quickly dispelled by what we did find… amazing sites and 

interesting history.  Because of the book, I truly believe that our eyes were open a bit wider and 

our minds that much more receptive to the stories and histories we learned.  So, although we 

didn’t find the treasure, it was a wonderful trip. 

I write again to give you a bit of an update. 

I’ve reread The Thrill of the Chase and Too Far To Walk umpteen times now. 

I laugh now when I think back to the first few times that I read The Thrill of the Chase.  At that 

time, I was enamored with what I thought were the simple, gentle musings of a fellow harkening 

back to his younger years .  To me it was a collection of amusing stories, life lessons, and 

inspirational insights.  It was imperfect yet sweet.  Now, I simply think that the piece is genius and 

calculating, thick with creative license (remember non-fiction only has to be 85% accurate), 

multiple layers and ciphers that redirect the reader to entirely different end points.  It is not a 

collection of short stories culminating in one book; it is a collection of riddles culminating in what 

could be three or four books, depending upon which layer you’re on.  Pictures contain hidden 

letters and numbers, the meaning of words and sentences are altered by either a phonetic re-read 

or a reorder or substitution of letters.  It’s flexible and supports unsuspecting readers as they 

continue down the wrong path.  It’s the literary version of the Butterfly Effect.  And it is the reason 

everyone has different starting points, different ending points.   It is brilliant… and addictive… 

and the reason why I question everything I read (hmmmm, I wonder what that’s supposed to mean), 

why I’ve read Hemmingway and Salinger and why I know that Robert Redford actually has written 

a book.  It’s the reason I know your Grandpa Fenn’s name and about the YMCA (thanks to my 

love of genealogy), and the countless other tidbits of information I’ve garnered along the way.  It’s 

the reason why I may just go for it and search for the “missing appendix” behind the hardcover 

and binding… 

And it’s the reason why I’ve never squinted so much in my life!  My flashlight’s batteries are now 

dim and my eyes are nearly crossed.  I never used “reader” glasses before but over the past several 

weeks have found them to be quite helpful.  My rock hounding loupe (my husband and I are 

rockhounds) is constantly at my side and I eagerly await a new one, which I ordered off Amazon, 

with a stronger magnification.  Then perhaps I can learn your alphabet (I do know that L = Y, as 

in YMCA) and I’ll hopefully soon make sense of what appear now to be random numbers and 

letters and superimposed images cleverly hidden behind the innocent photographs of your 

youth.  Until I can figure out the alphabet, my “solve” begins by Hebgen Lake and winds up at the 

Thumb Basin in Yellowstone. Perhaps yet another victim of the butterfly, or perhaps my route will 

change, but right now it is the path that I’m on. 
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Regardless, it is a fun ride and I just want to thank you for this perfect puzzle. 

Sincerely, 

Bonnie 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty One… 
OCTOBER 2016  

 

 

Here is a story from the 1941 Alaska Miner.. 

So what do you think? 

Can a porcupine actually throw his quills or not?? 

Castus 

————– 

Castus- 

A porky swats with his tail, and it stands to reason that if some quills find their mark other quills 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/pork01.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/Let_Sleeping_Porcupines_Lay.jpg
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would fly, caused by the sudden stop of the said tail. The skin of a porcupine is not attached to the 

animal’s flesh in the same way that a banana is not attached to the peeling, which means the quills 

are loosely hanging in the skin. Now, that’s everything I know on that subject and it graphically 

explains why bananas can be so dangerous. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixty… 
OCTOBER 2016 

  

Hello Forrest, 

I hope this email finds you well and ready for winter! 

I’m delighted to say our film ‘The Lure’ about your magical hunt will have it’s world premiere 

in New York in November. 

Here’s a link to the festival: 

http://www.docnyc.net/film/the-lure/ 

And to the film’s site, with a short teaser trailer: 

http://www.the-lure.com 

The film couldn’t have been made without your support and contribution, so I’m thrilled to be 

able to share it with the world. 

We’ll be doing a tour of the south west at some point, so I’ll keep you posted. 

In the meantime, feel free to share. 

Thanks once again, 

Best, 

Tomas 

 

 

 

  

http://www.docnyc.net/film/the-lure/
http://www.the-lure.com/
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Nine… 
SEPTEMBER 2016 

 I love your story Kristen. Once again I am reminded of why I wrote the book and hid the 

treasure. f 

——————————— 

Mr. Fenn 

I hope this email finds you and your family well.  My name is Kristen and I live in Atlanta with 

my husband and 2 kids. I discovered your book, ‘The Thrill of the Chase,’ about a year and a half 

ago.  Not only was I fascinated by your stories (and highly entertained by your sense of humor and 

witty writing style) but it also hit close to home. I was 34 and had just recently been diagnosed 

with stage 4 breast cancer and told I had a 20% chance of still being here in 5 years. At the time 

my son was 4 and my daughter was 5 months old.  So…I get it.  Everything you think and feel 

when you think it’s all over. 

I loved reading about the summers of your youth spent in Yellowstone with your family and 

wanted the same kind of memories for my kids.  I grew up in rural Missouri and my dad is a 

cropduster/farmer and avid outdoorsman but my kids were born in Atlanta and are ‘city’ through 

and through. You inspired me to change that.  I shared your book with my parents and siblings and 

proposed a family treasure hunting adventure. After they checked my temperature and determined 

I wasn’t delirious, they all got on board. We studied the poem, but came up with exactly zilch for 

a solve. We decided to go on an adventure anyway.  The obvious choice was Yellowstone.  A 

place we’ve always wanted to see, just never gotten around to making the trip. 

Well, we did it. We spent a week in Big Sky Montana. My parents, my siblings, and our kids were 

all there together.  We explored Yellowstone, hiked to Ousel Falls (on a day where a grizzly was 

spotted on the trail!), fly fished the Gallatin river (THAT was a sight to behold, let me tell ya!), 

and saw TONS of wildlife. My dad was thrilled that we were finally coming around to his way of 

thinking. 

We brainstormed about the poem at night trying to find our ‘aha’ moment.  I am of the consensus 

that solving the riddle reveals the exact location and just randomly ‘searching’ is a waste of time, 

but that’s just my humble opinion.  So, needlessly to say, we left with no treasure chest but that 

wasn’t really the point of the trip anyway. 

The point of this rambling novel is to thank you.  I listened and took your words to heart and was 

inspired.  My family made memories last week that will last a lifetime (see picture below).  And 

hopefully it was just the first of many adventures we’ll have together.  We’ve decided Alaska will 

be our next. So from the bottom of my heart, thank you Mr. Fenn.  If you ever find yourself in 

Atlanta I would love to buy you a cup of coffee. Or maybe I’ll come to Santa Fe and bring your 

bracelet back if I ever solve that damn poem:) 
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All the best, 

Kristen 

 

That’s my son, Jack, and my niece, Jessie Leigh. She caught that whopper but then bolted like a 

spooked horse when Max (with Gallatin River Guides) tried to get her to touch it. 

PS…After 18 months of chemo there is currently no evidence of any cancer in my body. I’m not 

going anywhere anytime soon. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/10/IMG_7192.jpg


Page 290 
 

Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Eight… 
SEPTEMBER 2016 

 

AN EARLY ARRANGEMENT 

 

Here’s a long forgotten photo that I discovered in an old laptop. It shows the treasure chest at a 

time when I was still deciding what it should contain. 

The two round objects in the center are 300 year-old gold and silver hunting case minute repeater 

watches. They came out, as did the large gems. The gold coins and nuggets were removed from 

their plastic containers and are now residing in the chest beside the little jar that contains my 

autobiography. 

Months later, when the chest was almost full, I added two 5” round Pre-Columbian gold “mirrors,” 

the Tairona fetish necklace, and my revered turquoise row bracelet. Then I closed the lid, and that 

was that. Now the treasure is hidden in the mountains, patiently  waiting…f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/09/boxcopyrightff-3.jpg


Page 291 
 

Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Seven… 

SEPTEMBER 2016 

 

THE TODAY SHOW IS BACK 

  

 

On August 10th the Today Show crew showed up at Forrest’s home in Santa Fe and taped an 

interview with him. This was before Forrest announced that he was going to give his computer a 

rest. NBC also chased Cynthia Meachum up the Pecos to one of her fav places to look for Forrest’s 

chest. 

Here is what Forrest says: 

Can you announce that the Weekend Today Show will air a segment about the chase on Saturday 

next (Saturday, September 17th). I was recorded sitting by my pond and Cynthia and her dog Molly 

went searching in some beautiful country.  She wouldn’t tell me where for fear I would discover 

her secret fishing spot. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/09/today.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Six… 
AUGUST 2016 

 For health reason’s Forrest is cutting back in his involvement in the chase. Less attention to 

email, fewer interviews and blog appearances will be his new MO. Here is what he wrote: 

“I’m cutting back on my activities, which means going to lunch, seeing people, and time on my 

computer. f” 

Jenny has a supply of Weekly Words from Forrest to last awhile and also wrote on her blog 

about Forrest’s intentions: 

http://mysteriouswritings.com/featured-questions-weekly-words-and-forrest-fenn-

note/#comment-139345 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://mysteriouswritings.com/featured-questions-weekly-words-and-forrest-fenn-note/#comment-139345
http://mysteriouswritings.com/featured-questions-weekly-words-and-forrest-fenn-note/#comment-139345
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Five… 
MAY 2016 

 I was very careful not to say I needed to be correct only 85% of the time. Read it again, middle 

of page 14. It doesn’t help to stretch a tangent. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Four… 
APRIL 2016 

 Forrest, 

Thought you might like my video I threw together of our trip yesterday. 

Garden of the Gods 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://animoto.com/play/g4A5eyMjeS12aZVIFgbbag
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Three… 
MARCH 2016 

  

Forrest 

I just read your signed copy of the Thrill of the Chase. I enjoyed it all 

the way through. When I read the segment on Skippy’s passing I was set back 

for a minute. That is why I am writing to you. It was astonishing how he 

passed and the similarities to my story. You see, I took a cruise with my 

wife. We went to Cozumel and took a scuba diving adventure. At about 20 to 

30 feet in depth, I stopped her, and in my best attempt, proposed to her 

underwater using my redneck form of sign language and theatrics. She 

squeezed my hand firmly. With her goggles steaming, bubbles spewed out of 

her mask as she said yes. Odd how some journeys end and how some begin. Bless you sir, 

Adrian 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty Two… 
MARCH 2016 

 I received this story from an old friend. We flew the happy fighter skies together in the 1960s when 

he was a major and I was a 1/Lt. His call sign was Black Bart and I was Comanche. He is a man 

of fiber and substance who retired with three stars on his collar. He didn’t write the story, but his 

comment to me was about living when times were simpler and the rewards were greater. He taught 

me that imagination could nearly always be used to narrow the gap. f 

————- 

When I was a young boy, my father had one of the first telephones in our neighborhood. I 

remember the polished, old case fastened to the wall. The shiny receiver hung on the side of the 

box.. I was too little to reach the telephone, but used to listen with fascination when my mother 

talked to it. 

Then I discovered that somewhere inside the wonderful device lived an amazing person. Her 

name was “Information Please” and there was nothing she did not know. Information Please 

could supply anyone’s number and the correct time. 

My personal experience with the genie-in-a-bottle came one day while my mother was visiting a 

neighbor. Amusing myself at the tool bench in the basement, I whacked my finger with a 

hammer, the pain was terrible, but there seemed no point in crying because there was no one 

home to give sympathy. I walked around the house sucking my throbbing finger, finally arriving 

at the stairway. The telephone! Quickly, I ran for the footstool in the parlor and dragged it to the 

landing. Climbing up, I unhooked the receiver in the parlor and held it to my ear. 

“Information, please,” I said into the mouthpiece just above my head. 

A click or two and a small clear voice spoke into my ear. 

“Information.” 

“I hurt my finger…” I wailed into the phone, the tears came readily enough now that I had an 

audience.. 

“Isn’t your mother home?” came the question. 

“Nobody’s home but me,” I blubbered. 

“Are you bleeding?” the voice asked. 

“No, “I replied. “I hit my finger with the hammer and it hurts.” 

“Can you open the icebox?” she asked. 



Page 297 
 

I said I could. 

“Then chip off a little bit of ice and hold it to your finger,” said the voice.. 

After that, I called “Information Please” for everything. I asked her for help with my geography, 

and she told me where Philadelphia was. She helped me with my math. 

She told me my pet chipmunk that I had caught in the park just the day before, would eat fruit 

and nuts. 

Then, there was the time Petey, our pet canary, died. I called, “Information Please,” and told her 

the sad story. She listened, and then said things grown-ups say to soothe a child. But I was not 

consoled. I asked her, “Why is it that birds should sing so beautifully and bring joy to all families, 

only to end up as a heap of feathers on the bottom of a cage?” 

She must have sensed my deep concern, for she said quietly, “Wayne, always remember that there 

are other worlds to sing in.” 

Somehow I felt better. 

Another day I was on the telephone, “Information Please.” 

“Information,” said in the now familiar voice. 

“How do I spell fix?” I asked. 

All this took place in a small town in the Pacific Northwest. When I was nine years old, we moved 

across the country to Boston. I missed my friend very much. 

“Information Please” belonged in that old wooden box back home and I somehow never thought 

of trying the shiny new phone that sat on the table in the hall. As I grew into my teens, the memories 

of those childhood conversations never really left me. 

Often, in moments of doubt and perplexity I would recall the serene sense of security I had then. I 

appreciated now how patient, understanding, and kind she was to have spent her time on a little 

boy. 

A few years later, on my way west to college, my plane put down in Seattle. I had about a half-

hour or so between planes. I spent 15 minutes or so on the phone with my sister, who lived there 

now. Then without thinking what I was doing, I dialed my hometown operator and said, 

“Information Please.” 

Miraculously, I heard the small, clear voice I knew so well. 

“Information.” 
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I hadn’t planned this, but I heard myself saying, 

“Could you please tell me how to spell fix?” 

There was a long pause. Then came the soft spoken answer, “I guess your finger must have 

healed by now.” 

I laughed, “So it’s really you,” I said. “I wonder if you have any idea how much you meant to me 

during that time?” 

“I wonder,” she said, “if you know how much your calls meant to me. I never had any children 

and I used to look forward to your calls.” 

I told her how often I had thought of her over the years and I asked if I could call her again when 

I came back to visit my sister. 

“Please do,” she said. “Just ask for Sally.” 

Three months later I was back in Seattle. 

A different voice answered, “Information.” 

I asked for Sally. 

“Are you a friend?” she said. 

“Yes, a very old friend,” I answered. 

“I’m sorry to have to tell you this,” She said. “Sally had been working part time the last few 

years because she was sick. She died five weeks ago.” 

Before I could hang up, she said, “Wait a minute, did you say your name was Wayne ?” ” 

“Yes.” I answered. 

“Well, Sally left a message for you. She wrote it down in case you called. Let me read it to you.” 

The note said, “Tell him there are other worlds to sing in. He’ll know what I mean.” 

I thanked her and hung up. I knew what Sally meant. 

————- 

Life should be an illustrated search for hidden treasures, and not just a guided tour. f 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty One… 
MARCH 2016  

 

A Stellar Solution 

The author of this story asked that he not be identified, so Dal named him Stern. But after 

reading it in the Scrapbook, and deciding he was some kind of a genius, I begged to allow his 

real name be used. He replied, “Eck! I’m not that kind of brave! How about Reddigo? He was 

my first dog and a weiner dog at that. Somehow at three years old, ‘The Ruff and Reddy Show’ 

became ‘Reddigo.’ Mom says I wanted to name him after both cartoon characters at once and 

that’s how it came out.” 

The name doesn’t identify the writer, but it does show that he’s human. f 

—— 

Mr. Fenn, 

A 10″ x 10″ target, to my mind, is an impossibly small target considering the vastness of your 

target area.  How to reconcile those two extremes has been on my mind a lot and has gotten me 

off on a tangent that, to my knowlege, nobody has considered.  Possibly not even you, but, given 

your aviator experiences, it’s a distinct possibility that you’ll understand my reasoning 

perfectly.  Of course if you did, my hat is off.  It’s brilliant. 

However, it’s so brilliant that I have some difficulty in believing that anyone would ever come up 

with it.  I’m not exactly sure what that meant, but nevertheless… 

Google Earth has a sister component named Google Sky*.  If you look up, to the stars, in the right 

place and at the right time, an entire series of clues fall into place.  For instance,  Acamar, in 

Eridanus, and Arching are both excellent candidates for “where warm waters halt” because 

Eridanus is the river constellation and is visible only in the Southern sky. Both stars are known as 

“the end of the river.” Archinar isn’t visible from above 33d so it gets the axe, leaving Acamar as 

a reasonable start place. If I assume Santa Fe as a starting point and look south (“As”), there is 

distinct time of year when Acamar and all the subsequent clues (described below) are above the 

southern horizon.  That date in the Fall, more or less, is August 22 or roll that to the Vernal equinox 

and you have the same thing.  Assume “I” is the intercept angle from the horizon up and it’s not a 

big jump to “horizontal azimuth vernal equinox” or “have.”  At that point, all of a sudden, the 

“home of Brown,” becomes apparent. The First point of Aries, as described in “Brown’s Nautical 

Almanac” is your HOB. 

There a couple of other indicators.  “Not far, but too far to” sounds an awful lot like “Not Fornax, 

but to for(nax) two” or Beta Fornax, which lines up with “the bend in the river,” or Angetenar.  Of, 

course the perfect place to put in. 

Horizontal East from there is Columbia (the dove, no place for the meek), Canopus (no paddle, 

the rudder), the end (Puppis), ever drawing (Pictor, the easel), heavy loads (Vela, the sails), and 
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water high (Antlia, the water pump), and, of course, the chest or Pyxis.  So, who is the blaze?  Beats 

me. 

Wezen (wise and) points at Sirius. Maybe, but there are two wezens in that region of space.”In 

peace” or in Pyxis, points at Naos, or “the bright and shining one.”  Down, in this reasoning, is the 

incidence angle to the horizon. A minimum of two over lapping great circles drawn from the 

incidence angle will define a specific location on Earth.  Whether that’s the start or finish, I don’t 

yet know. 

After that, I’m stumped, but if I ever nail down a specific sidereal hour angle, I think I have a 

reasonable shot at measuring an assumed position using navigational stars, incident angles, and 

great circles.  That answers my original question on how to pinpoint a 10″x10″ plot of ground, or 

at least eliminate a lot of potential targets.  Of course all that also 

perfectly fits with your statement about over thinking the solution.  I’m really good at that. 

Then there’s my alternate theory.  In Google Earth, just west of Hegben Lake are a couple of 

silhouettes created by the general land forms.  Directly west is a gentleman with a staff and a hat 

that looks suspiciously like your TFTW cover, he’s even carrying a sack of gold (Gold 

Butte).  Directly above him is the silhouette of a ram, and nestled right below there is the city of 

Sheridan, which is suspiciously close to Sharadan, the second star seen (right behind Mesarthim) 

in the First point of Aries.  It’s a loose connection to the star solution, but there none the less. 

Like before, all the clues are there, like mesa art, as silhouettes and landmarks.  The blaze is a 

cow’s face.  Wise is a river.  Divide is “ever drawing.”  No place for the meek is Silver Star.  The 

chest, when you see it, is a heart attack waiting to happen.  Drill down and you find that “Why” 

has a question mark.  Bell Mountain points to McCartney Mountain.  If you “list ten” degrees 

good, you’ll finally see the wood.  At that point, you had better be brave.  Else Tesuque will get 

you.  Just north of there is a flying key, which presumably, fits the keyhole, to its South.  I sent 

you that picture for a Christmas card.  It’s just north east of Glen, MT.  Take a look from about 

30,000 ft.  You’ll see the chest.  Zoom in and you’ll see a great big W with a question mark above 

it.  Nine clues, start to finish, but again, I can’t imagine anyone ever figuring all this out.  Let alone 

being within a few hundred feet and not finding the prize.  It’s far too simple after a point. 

I know.  It’s a stretch but good for the brain.  You quoted Einstein and after a lot of digging I found 

the magazine article for that original interview.  His full quote includes another line.  “… 

Imagination encircles the world.”  So there you go! 

Oh, btw, I just ordered “A Walk Too Far.”  If it only came with a sextant, my life would be 

complete. 

Regards, Stern 

*Another excellent star mapping program is “Star Walk.” 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifty… 
MARCH 2016 

 

FORREST INTERVIEW ON NPR 

This post is by Dal and not by Forrest 

Forrest was interviewed by National Public Radio’s John Burnett a few weeks ago. That interview 

will air across the country on NPR stations on Sunday, March 13th on Weekend Edition Sunday. 

Typically, this show airs on Sunday mornings but stations can vary the broadcast to meet their own 

needs so the start time may be different on your local NPR station. Check your local station’s 

program schedule. 

The show’s current (January 23, 2020) website is HERE: 

dal- 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://www.npr.org/2016/03/13/469852983/seeking-adventure-and-gold-crack-this-poem-and-head-outdoors
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Nine… 
NOVEMBER 2015 

 

A Memory Runs Through My Family 

Lightning struck me today in the form of an email from someone I never met and do not know. But the 

history of our respective families is so entwined as to be almost umbilical. 

Here is her email to me. My response to her is at the bottom. 

  

Mr. Fenn 

Can’t tell you how much your treasure hunt has rekindled memories of my best childhood vacation! 

When I was 10, back in 1958, my family went on a fishing pack trip out of Jackson Hole, over the divide, 

and into the Lamar River Basin. These were the most special 10 days I can recall in all my youth. Though 

my mom, dad, brother and sister were there for the fishing, I have to admit I was there for the horses. I can 

still remember all 14 of them with names and color (how is that even possible). Our guide, Bob Adams 

(how do I remember that???), would get up before everyone else and catch trout for breakfast. There is 

nothing better to wake up to than trout for breakfast over the campfire! It was 10 glorious day in the 

wilderness with lots of fishing and wildlife watching! 

Looking for treasure clues online brought up all kinds of Yellowstone photos and reminded how I always 

said I would return. Somehow I never did. Don’t know why. But now I am determined to take my trip down 

memory lane next summer before it is too far for me to walk! Thank you SO much for that extra push in 

the right direction! 

In doing my research, I was looking for connections that might tell me why you used the phrase “if you’ve 

been wise” and found this lovely story about the Eagle family and their “right of passage” introducing the 

next generation to fishing the Firehole River. Subsequently I decided that there was no connection between 

“wise” and “Hoot Owl Hole” where the Eagle family started the younger kids fishing but it was a great 

story anyway. It led me to wonder if you were friends with the family as they did have an outfitting store in 

West Yellowstone and were themselves fishing guides in Yellowstone. Just curious. 

http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3487577/ A River Runs Through My Family. 

My real question is: if I were to happen to find the treasure and if it happened to be in Yellowstone Park, 

would you consider claiming it yourself and offering a finders fee? The last thing I would want would be 

to find it and hand it over to the government! Just askin’…… 

Again, thanks SO much for setting in motion an amazing adventure for thousands of individuals and 

families who will now have all their own stories to tell about their great treasure hunt! 

Lou Ellen Williams 

———- 

http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3487577/
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Dear Lou Ellen, 

I knew all of that old bunch in West Yellowstone, starting in about 1938, from old Sam, the patriarch to 

Wally, Joe, Bette, Rose, and the rest. Wally and I fished together many times on the Firehole, Gibbon, and 

Madison Rivers. I knew your grandmother Frankie when she was barely old enough to wear a top and even 

today she remains a cherished friend. I love the link you included in your email, and think I need another 

hankie. 

If you find the treasure in YNP, tell me where it is and I’ll go get it for you so you won’t be thrown down 

the hole at Old Faithful. 

Forrest Fenn 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Eight… 
NOVEMBER 2015 

 

The Winds of Change 

 
Red Vine 

The autumnal equinox occurs on about the 24th of September. That’s when the sun is lined up 

with the center of the earth. Darkness and daylight are exactly twelve hours apart, and the sun 

rises due east and sets due west. The temperature begins a steady drop and the days start getting 

shorter. Those are the two changes I don’t like. 

Oh, tell me not with words asunder, 

Seasons bring both dry and wet. 

Spare me hues of grey and umber, 

I’m not through with summer yet. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/IMG_1580.jpg
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Aspen Trees 

By early November the sun is passing farther south, and although she’s closer to the earth, her rays hit my 

orchard at a cooler angle, causing summer’s palette to fade toward wistful browns, reds and yellows. 

 
Apricot 

The cooling winds are now fresh as they blow through my apricot trees, whose leaves dry and 

drop to the ground where they slowly decay and enrich the soil. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/IMG_1579.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/IMG_1575.jpg
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Apricot Tree 

Several years ago Madam Nature exercised her prerogative in our space without forewarning nor 

even offering a reason why, and countless trees in my little forest perished. No longer will I be 

lulled by the throaty whisper of quaking aspens that one time populated our landscape, nor shall I 

ever again enjoy their shade that protected me from the glaring summer sun. Much of nature’s 

colored complexion, which once was enough to attract the approval of even the most indifferent, 

is now absent from my hillside.  

Soon I’ll plant 200 pine saplings. 

There is always hope when old 

men plant young trees. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/IMG_1574.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/carve101.jpg
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A few years ago my grandson, Shiloh, shoveled snow from my portal. Notice the aspen trees in 

the background. Now they are gone. 

Don’t hale when north winds blow too 

soon 

Across my pine trees tall and lean. 

Let’s keep the warming days of June, 

Blueberries are red when they’re green. 

f 

  

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/fox-family-artifacts-434.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/IMG_1631.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Seven… 
NOVEMBER 2015 

 

ART AS AN EMOTION 

That’s what I don’t understand. If a man really loves art, why would he pay $2,500 for an oil painting by a 

local artist when he could have the greatest art ever painted for $1,500? It’s a foggy question I know, but 

I’m thinking about a life-size print on canvas by Velasquez, Botticelli, or maybe Ilya Repin. 

 
Ilya Repin – Religious Procession Kursk Province 

Does it seem reasonable to you that a $50,000,000 value should separate an original by one of 

those guys from a print of the same painting, when, from five feet away, they look exactly alike? 

And if the original and the reproduction were hanging side by side, and you didn’t know, I’ll bet 

you’d choose the one in the best frame. (Of course I never expressed those sentiments when I was 

trying to sell one of my really great $2,500 paintings to my best client.) 

Years ago, Stanley Marcus and I enjoyed excavating together at San Lazaro Pueblo. He collected 

prehistoric pottery. I usually did most of the work and he did most of the talking. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/10/Kurskaya_korennaya-copy.jpg
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Uncovering a 500 year-old Glaze Period D olla at San Lazaro 

 
Stanley Marcus and crew at San Lazaro 

He was probably the world’s greatest merchandizer. (Okay, maybe second to Joe Duveen.) 

Once he said, “Forrest, two ladies are walking down the street together wearing identical looking 

full-length fur coats. One lady bought hers from my Neiman Marcus store in Dallas for $10,000, 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/10/combo.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/10/03a.jpg
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and the other received her’s as a Christmas present from her husband. He got it on sale at JC 

Penney for $1,995. Do you think you could tell which lady was wearing my coat?” “No,” I said, 

tolerantly, and that got him started. In his quiet and unobtrusive manner he explained that he built 

his businesses on the premise that one could tell the difference. “The woman wearing my label 

carries herself better. She just knows – and pride sets her mood. She’s not afraid to make eye 

contact with anyone on the street.” 

I’ve been thinking about what Stanley told me so maybe I’ll have to rethink my art emotions. Is 

there some middle ground, or a good place to compromise? Recently, I saw a really nice painting 

by John Moyers in Nedra Matteucci Gallery. It was about $7,500 or so. Maybe I’ll go back and 

take another look. 

 
John Moyers – Chief’s Blanket – oil on board – 18″ x 12″ 

  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/11/04.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Six… 
SEPTEMBER 2015 

 

Compensations for being quiet 

Last evening, when I had an idle moment, I walked around our pond and sat on a rock by the 

waterfalls. I do that whenever I can because opportunity doesn’t like to be kept waiting. The 

serenities of nature were all around, and they prompted me to pause and reflect. 

 

Here’s a toast to the art of forgetting 

That friend of the fast dimming past. 

Gone down with the sun that is setting, 

The sordid has vanished at last. 

Remembering beauty untarnished, 

The joy and glamour enhanced. 

Reviewing the years with laughter and tears, 

In the twilight I ponder entranced. 

John Young-Hunter 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1458.jpg
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An orange dragonfly rested on a water iris. He was very still – just looking. Another landed beside him (or 

her), and a third, and then a fourth. They were perfectly aligned, as if in a pew. Where was my camera? 

I’ve often wondered how insects of the same species recognize each other. They can’t see themselves so 

how do they know they’re chumming with others of the same kin? Yes, I know, it’s instinct. But because 

they all look exactly alike how can one identify his brothers from the others? 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1505.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/bl-rd.jpg
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Then some damselflies arrived, both red and blue. They bobbed about for a while, but soon were 

gone with little more than casual disinterest. Maybe they had a beef. Perhaps they didn’t like 

what their cousins were doing on the water iris leaf? 

 

A chair is posted at a favored spot beside the pond. My fishing rod is kept there too, constantly at the ready. 

A dragonfly likes to rest there also. He always looks so composed. Evidently blue dragonflies are not 

likewise so disposed. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1516sm.jpg
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Then suddenly, amid a muffled whirr of sound, a resident hummingbird joined our company and 

checked me out, and the dragonfly too. She likes to dart back and forth, and hover. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1508sm.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1509sm.jpg
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This must be her nest. It was just there, lying on the ground. There were no eggs or shells 

anywhere around. Hmmm. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1475sm.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1522sm.jpg
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Three esteemed inhabitants on the pond are Angelo, Barney, and Tail End Charlie, so named because of a 

birth defected left leg that slows him to half a normal waddling gait. How did such an imperfection occur, 

and when? A friend told me it was either a freak of nature, or something his mother ate. Okay then. 

 

They were 3” tall when I purchased them at the San Marcos Feed Store. The clerk said, “You can’t take 

just one; they come in sets,” like he knew. I didn’t think three bucks each was too much to pay for the cute 

little pets. Do you? 

Several times a day the farm ducks come up on the grass and quack, which means they’re ready for their 

cracked corn snack. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_0004crop.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1503.jpg
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The hungry threesome likes to wander up and down a little streamlet that flows into the pond, looking for 

things to grub. Crawfish, being lower on the food chain, are mostly too late in hiding, as are some of the 

water bugs. 

 

Both peppermint and spearmint plants grow in great abundance at the waterfall, blocking most of the 

splashing water from our view. The blossoms on top of the mint attract bees from all around the 

neighborhood. I think they like the purple hue. 

One of our tall cottonwood trees was maimed by a lightning strike and lost a big limb. I saw the whole 

thing. I was just standing there at our kitchen window watching. So now when there’s thunder, Peggy and 

I and little Tesuque, run for cover. 

Peggy’s grandmother once told me that just a millisecond before lightning hits, the hair on the back of my 

neck will stand up. It’s a static electricity phenomenon, she claimed. When that happens lightning is about 

to hit nearby with a jolt. But if I jump really high, maybe it will hit the ground while I’m still in the air, thus 

saving me from the fiery bolt. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1482sm.jpg
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Of course I don’t know if that’s true. She also said you shouldn’t plant a weeping willow tree because when 

it gets big enough to cover your grave, you’ll die. However, Peggy and I have such a giant willow that we 

planted as a seedling in 1988, and we’re still vertical. Makes me suspicious of grandmotherly wisdom. 

Nothing but good can happen when I’m still and observing wildlife in its natural landscape. To describe it 

almost wears me out of words. In nature’s quietness I can steal away to places where all my dreams come 

real, at least for a little while, that’s the way I feel. f 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/09/IMG_1553.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Five… 
AUGUST 2015 

 

 The Bullet comes home – after sixty-five years on the road 

My first car was a black, 60 hp, 1935 Plymouth Tudor sedan. It was not the deluxe model so it didn’t have 

a sun visor or windshield wiper on the passenger side. 

 

It was eleven years old when I purchased it in Atlanta, Georgia for $250. A thick book and a pillow were 

placed on the seat so I could see over the dash. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/Dodge-Challenger-Race-Car-055.jpg
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I drove only at night so the police couldn’t see I was only 15. The 1,200 miles to my home in 

Temple, Texas passed slowly at a top speed of 55 mph, but it was love at first sight for me. During 

the day I curled up on the back seat and dreamed about my beautiful Plymouth. 

 

It had no safety glass in the windows, no air conditioner or radio, no power steering or power 

brakes, & no power windows or turn signals. I stuck my arm out when I wanted to turn; straight 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/Dodge-Challenger-Race-Car-046.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/Dodge-Challenger-Race-Car-066.jpg
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out meant left and straight up meant right. I felt like I was bragging every time I signaled a turn. 

But I could lever the windshield up when I wanted ventilation. 

 

Peggy named my wonderful car “The Bullet” because she said it was shot. Out of respect, we never 

used that term when we were within earshot of the car. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/35PJ_DelmarDrag_NJCarTour_LightHouse2012-303.jpg
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When we were in high school, in the late 40s, I’d take Peggy home for lunch, and thirty minutes 

later, pick her up again. We always had a few minutes to sit in the Bullet, listening to Eddy Arnold 

on the portable radio while waiting for the bell to ring. Gas was 11 cents and I often pulled into a 

station and bought two gallons for a quarter, and saved the three cents change for next time. 

When Peggy and I wanted to go out on a date, like for a burger and a movie at the Arcadia Theatre, 

I’d pawn my two-dollar bill with Peggy’s mother. I was always able to buy it out of hock by 

babysitting or mowing the neighbor’s lawn. I still have that two dollar bill, but it looks a little 

wallet worn. I am trying to decide where to leave it when I’m gone. Can’t be just anyplace. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/IMG_1557.jpg
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When I went to Yellowstone for the summer of 1950, Peggy drove the Bullet for three months. 

That fall three eventful things happened, Peggy started school at the U of Houston, I joined the Air 

Force, and my mother did something terrible with The Bullet. When I came home on my first 

leave, the car was just gone, and no one was willing to talk about it. I went into mourning. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/IMG_1559.jpg
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The story is told in my book Too Far to Walk, that I’d give $250 again if anyone could find The 

Bullet for me. I felt outside of the hope that comes with possibility. When I mentioned it to my 

friend Richard Blake, who is a serious car nut and has 9 garages all in a row, he went to work. 

Richard is the world’s leading authority on the sun, and is a retired solar physicist from the Los 

Alamos National Laboratory. 

It took some long months for Richard to find The Bullet’s twin brother. It was in Maryland and he 

successfully talked the owner into selling. With one email I came out of mourning after sixty-five 

years. All of a sudden, instead of feeling old, I felt like I’d ripened. It’s wonderful to refresh the 

memory of a friend long past. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/08/35PJ_DelmarDrag_NJCarTour_LightHouse2012-305.jpg
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For many years Dr. Blake has been one of my heroes, but now I will give him a gold star to put on 

his bathroom mirror. 

Eat your heart out, Mr. Rolls Royce. 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Four… 
AUGUST 2015 

Dear Forrest, 

I first heard of you while talking in passing to a work colleague about their personal interest.  While 

at first this was a way for me to network, the passion behind this story was admirable at the very 

least.  As time moved on, this person helped me through a difficult period of my life. 

I come from a very dysfunctional background starting from birth.   The last 3 years has been 

shocking and tragic for me and my 7 year old son.  At the time William  introduced me to you, I 

was questioning me as a person and a mother.  My life has always been drama filled and chaotic 

and as 40 was fast approaching I felt I really needed to find my happiness for my own sanity. 

See I come from a very long line of addiction.  I never got on the drug train but alcohol was my 

crutch.  William hasn’t had alcohol in 25 years so he quickly became a sounding board for me.  The 

last 6 months of 2014 I was drinking more than I ever had.  I was spiraling out of control in anger, 

regret, and pity.  Making the decision to change my behavior was at times painful and a reality I 

never had to deal with.  I masked realities for a long time. 

I haven’t had a drink since December 22.  Since this time, I’ve learned to appreciate what is really 

important in life.  I’m learning to work to live, instead of living to work.  I understand there is no 

book on the perfect parent and societies label that we should be super heroes is an expectation no 

one can achieve.  I have learned that I am important, and no one should take my weaknesses to 

make me feel small or not significant.  I’m learning that I may not have received a royal flush in 

life but a pair of 2’s is just as good if you play it right. 

George introduced me to The Thrill of Chase.  I got to know you, William and myself.  Your story 

has allowed me to open my mind to what the value of me is.  Through your story I have fallen in 

love with William – and he has since moved from Louisiana to Missouri so that we can be together 

as life partners – my husband.  Forrest I’m the happiest I have ever been in my life and I must 

thank you for your part in that. 

Today, William  and I will leave Missouri and start our adventure.  Over two weeks we will 

explore Montana, Wyoming, Colorado and end in New Mexico.  While I think the hunt is an added 

bonus to keep us looking for the prize, the thrill of spending quality time and appreciating the 

beauty, history and what God has left for us is truly the value for me.  J 

I know you get thousands of requests but it would be nice to meet you while we are in New 

Mexico.  This trip will be one of my legacies. 

I’m expecting we will leave the New Mexico on August 14 or 15 to head back to Missouri.      We 

have no laid plans except where we want to hunt, and for the first four days in Wyoming and then 

Montana.  I must add we are tent camping this entire time!    My cell phone number is xxx-xxx-

xxxx or you can respond to this email if this is an option. 
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Thank you again Forrest.  I hope one day I can tell you this in person. 

Sincerely, 

Josie 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Three… 
JULY 2015 

Dear Forrest, 

Hello! I hope it is alright that I call you by your first name. I just wanted to convey how important your 

words and stories have been to me these last few weeks and offer thanks. I would venture to guess most 

emails you receive are in regards to the treasure; questions about the poem, its clues, people wanting more 

information, etc; that is not this email. 

I purchased your book, “The Thrill of the Chase”, June 15th after hearing about it from my parents, who 

they themselves were leaving to search for the treasure in New Mexico that week. Something about a real 

life treasure hunt made a tiny spark in my mind and soul. Perhaps it was the kindling of memories of 

making treasure maps with my cousins and running through the “jungle” (fruit orchards), swinging on 

“vines” (ropes we hung) to cross “rivers” (irrigation for the trees) to evade imaginary adversaries also in 

search of our treasure. Perhaps it was the notation that I like to think I am clever and like to solve a puzzle 

just to know I can. Or the fame in being the first to do so. Or the thoughts of what I could do with the 

money; pay off school loans, travel, I could go horse back riding through the Scottish highlands, see the 

pyramids of Egypt, safari in Africa, see all the beautiful art and architecture in Italy, go repelling into 

caves, so many places to see and things to do!! Whatever the reason, I purchased the book. 

I have to say your book saved my life. 

I had at the time, well I still am, going through a divorce from my high school sweetheart. It had only 

been the first few weeks when I purchased the book and I have to say the hardest few weeks thus far. I 

have not handled it well. We were married 10 years. Which I think is an accomplishment for people my 

age nowadays, especially with the challenges we had to face with multiple deployments. But I still 

couldn’t shake the feeling that I had failed. I had an array of feelings at any one time but the majority was 

anger and sadness. All the unmet expectations that I had, that we had, for the marriage gone, the life I had 

dreamed, gone. So here I am at 30 starting over. How? I’ve really don’t know how to date having gotten 

married at 19. All the doubts came flooding in, that I am not good enough, not worthy of love or 

happiness, that I will be alone forever, etc everything seemed pointless and I quickly went to a dark place. 

But it was your book that offered relief from that dark place. I could read the book and imagine  making a 

goal or plan to go look for the treasure. Make a plan to go on a trip with my family, at the very least we 

have a great time camping and seeing a part of the U.S. we’ve never been before. Talking with my parents 

about our theories has been probably the most time we have spent talking with each other in a long time. 

So as a mere distraction your book saved me but there is more to it than just distraction. 

I will probably not be able to verbalize just how much this part of the book meant to me at the time 

because some weeks have passed, but the last two pages of your chapter ‘My War for Me’ resonated with 

me. It is true that in a hundred years no one will know I even existed, but that doesn’t matter now does it? 

Because it “really doesn’t matter who we are if we are someone to ourselves”. The beauty that exists in 

me is there whether anyone sees it or not; the beauty and value in every living thing exists whether we 

recognize that value or not. I think I realized I didn’t want to waste my turn either. When I read this in the 

middle of the night I cried and held my hand to the page as if this action somehow connected me to you, 

to the universe, to every person who has felt the same. It was funny that later on you mentioned about 

touching art, and how not being allowed to touch the art, to be separated from it in some way was 
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impersonal. I agree. I think that’s way I want to travel so much, to be present in a place with history, to 

stand where others have stood and to look around and see what they saw, smell what they smelled, hear 

what they heard, (though these things can change) but I would love to go to Deadwood and just be in a 

place where Wild Bill lived, hike the John Muir trail and imagine what it must have been like for him 

seeing Yosemite essentially untouched by man, to stand in the Sistine Chapel and look up and imagine 

how Michelangelo felt when he did the same. That can’t be experienced by reading a book or looking at a 

picture. 

Anyway, I just wanted to say thank you. You probably never thought your book would save a suicidal 

divorcee, but it did. 

Have a good night, 

Jessica 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty Two… 
JUNE 2015  

 

What About You? 

Whitey Ford won 236 games pitching for the NY Yankees. I once 

asked what made him better than most other baseball pitchers. He said, 

“I could always throw a strike when I needed one.” What a great 

response! 

Having been shot down twice during the Vietnam War, and surviving 

both times, I can now look back and say, “Yeah, I too threw a couple 

of strikes when I needed them.” 

 

Byron Nelson, as a 

professional golfer, 

won 18 tournaments in 1945, and 11 were 

consecutive. When he came into my gallery I 

asked him a similar question. “What separates a 

good golfer from a great one?” His answer also 

was interesting. “A good golfer can hit a great 

shot from the fairway, but a great golfer can hit 

a good shot from heather.” Wow! And yeah, I 

made a great stroke from the heather, so to 

speak, when I had cancer and recovered from 

unlikely odds. 

Now, as my candle burns ever lower, I like to 

compare my accomplishments with those of 

some great men I’ve met. Sure, I can arbitrarily 

declare myself successful in some areas. I just 

have to remember that I’m in a different league 

from those other guys. But certainly my way of 

thinking makes me feel good when I need it. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/65638.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/a_byron_i.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty One… 
MAY 2015 

 Today Forrest got this in the mail. Pretty cool!!! 

Last summer the motel occupancy rate in Santa Fe was up 10% over the previous summer and no 

one knows why, except maybe the Chamber of Commerce, and the stores that sell metal detectors. 

  

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/proclamation.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Forty… 
MAY 2015 

This story illustrates once again that old age came to me at a really bad time. 

The last day of skiing on the Santa Fe hill was Easter Sunday, so the day before was fun time, as 

hundreds who like to ski, gawk, or gasp came to join in the fracas. 

 

My grandson Shiloh and his little sister Noah, whose face has many flattering angles, posing in 

her new ski ensemble. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/snn.jpg
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Cass and Shiloh, the dreaded duo of the mountain. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/snn2.jpg


Page 336 
 

 

Cass and friends. 

  

Here’s Shiloh coming down the chute and across a 3 foot deep pond that was built for anyone who was 

willing to test the cold water gods at an elevation of 10,300 feet. 

Shiloh-On-The-Water movie  

  

Many tried, and about half made it across. The others were wiser for the trying. One intrepid lady 

said it was hard to smile when her lips and eyes were frozen shut. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/snn.mov
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/snn4.jpg
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And here’s Cass, everyone’s friend, who was so busy tossing Easter eggs to the crowd as he 

screamed down the slope, that his balance was not ready for what was about to happen. His sense 

of adventure suddenly dwindled, then vanished as the laws of physics and gravity took charge. 

Two seconds after this photo was taken, Cass found himself racing the half mile to the lodge for 

an ice pick, dry clothes, and a gallon of hot chocolate. 

  

Evidently Noah was not prone to tempt such a transient pleasure, but at the end of the day, fun 

was crowned the winner, and many memories made on the hill that day will last longer than any 

ordinary person’s reach.f 

 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/snn3.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Nine… 
MAY 2015 

Dear Mr Fenn, 

This morning there are tiny patches of melting snow surrounding the tulips in my front yard in 

Casper, Wyoming. It is a visual mix of what the calendar claims is spring, yet we are still haunted 

by the chill of winter. Our home is bustling with the morning noise of our eight homeschooled 

children and I know that in this moment, I am truly blessed. 

We are a traveling family. Our summer weekends are spent on the back roads of Wyoming 

exploring and letting the children play when we find a spot that beckons us to stop and just be. We 

have found some of our favorite “places” by not having a destination in mind and just going where 

the beauty and unexplored roads take us. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/search1.jpg
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In June 2014 we loaded up our family into our 10 passenger van for the drive to Yellowstone with 

the intent to search for your treasure. We nicknamed the treasure “the bird” in case anyone heard 

us on the trails talking about it. When we arrived at where I thought we needed to start our trek, 

we found ourselves distracted by the fun in watching our kids scamper over fallen trees, picking 

up pretty rocks, and “hunting” for treasure in their own way. My husband and two of our boys 

ended up in an area completely different than we had come to search. Their excitement I heard in 

their voices from the crackles of our walkie talkies as they explored was enough to let the 

distraction simply be. The rest of my children and I played in a meadow while we waited for the 

return of daddy and their brothers. We blew bubbles and chased them where the wind blew, we 

flew a kite high into a cotton candy cloud sky next to the Firehole River, and we enjoyed the warm 

sunshine on our faces. Daddy and the boys came back to us empty handed, but full of stories and 

with memories made from crossing the freezing river with their pants rolled up high while holding 

tight to daddy’s hands. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/search2.jpg
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We never did search for the blaze where I believe is where the clue “Put in below the home of 

Brown” refers to, as the Brown Trout. That’s okay though; it means we have another treasure 

hunting adventure in our future and one that I can’t wait to begin! 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/search3.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/search5.jpg
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Our tables are strewn with books about mountain men, fly fishing, Yellowstone maps, and 

dictionaries. Our kids are full of ideas and it is amazing to see how they interpret your poem and 

seek out answers to the clues. Our heads are full of wonderful history lessons and information that 

make our journeys around Wyoming even more enriched. I know we will travel again back to 

Yellowstone this summer with dreams in our heads of what it would be like to find your treasure. 

I also know that even if we don’t find the treasure you left to be found that we will create more 

family memories which truly are what makes our family, our family. 

Thank you for the fun and the extra adventure in our adventures. We are grateful. 

Sincerely, 

Aubrey 

Casper, Wyoming 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/search4.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Eight… 
MAY 2015 

A few years ago the Super Sabre Society asked each member who had ejected from an F-100 to 

write a short description of what happened. My story took place during the war in Vietnam and is 

published on their web site. It was written for fighter pilots and is full of jargon. Sorry about that. 

f 

 
Forrest flying an F-100 Super Sabre. 

 

Unassing a D model near the DMZ 

It was 1755 on December 20, 1968, when I floated down into the beautiful Laotian jungle near the 

DMZ. What a paradise! I had been leading a flight of four C models out of Tuy Hoa on what was 

to be my last mission (number 327). Both my wingman and I had four CBU-34s and the other two 

had four M117s with instant fuses. Our mission was to mine the main trail at Tchepone, and we 

planned it for a late TOT to take advantage of the low sun. 

My first pass was up the canyon, along the road and into the sun, 200′ and 500 knots, hoping to 

surprise the guns we knew were there. It took about ten seconds for the cluster bomblets to roll out 

of the canisters, so I was straight and level for a long time. I probably took hits on that pass. At the 

end of the run, I pulled up and came back out of the sun for the second pass expending both inboard 

CBU-34s. 

Toward the end of the run, I saw multiple muzzle blasts at 11 o’clock and level with me. I think 

they were holding a couple of ZPUs steady so I could fly through the bullets. My first indication 

of trouble was when the canopy shattered and thick pieces of plastic hit my body and scarred my 

visor. Both drop tanks had ugly 50 caliber holes, fuel was pouring out (we had just exited a tanker), 

and the engine started going through withdrawal. It was compressor stalling but it kept trying, so 

I felt it didn’t really want to quit. When it did, I knew my life was about to get exciting. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/f100.jpg
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So I made a tight 270 to the right, heated the guns, and gave the NVA guys about 200 rounds of 

HEI. When I pulled up and looked back, they were still shooting. 

Nail 74, (the FAC, Lt James Swisher), who was four miles away, called me trailing smoke, so I 

turned 030 degrees and instructed my wingmen to hit my mark with all they had. Later intelligence 

reports said they got secondary explosions. 

I left the target without a lot of things working for me except the red and yellow lights on the 

instrument panel. I pulled the Rat on and noted the airspeed – 385 knots. 

Jagged pieces of the canopy were still hanging to the front frame, and that got my attention pretty 

good because I figured the ejection system might have been hit also, so I would have to crawl over 

the side. Although I wasn’t ready to eject, I raised both armrests and the canopy frame blew off as 

advertised. I felt a little better. 

The jungle was dense, but I still didn’t want to go out until the last minute for fear of being shot 

on the way down, or at least to lessen the chances of someone seeing my chute. A 1000′ high karst 

appeared under my left nose so, I decided to punch out over it in hopes of landing 

on top, thinking the enemy wouldn’t be up there, and besides it would be a good 

place for a chopper to pick me up. 

I was still ready to go over the side as I ran through the checklist: gun film in my G suit, visor 

down, chin strap fastened, head back, boots in the stirrups, pull both triggers. So at about twenty 

miles from the target, at 240K and 1500′, I had a great rocket ride that took me up 150′ or whatever. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/f100fc0ckpit.jpg
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The butt kicker worked, and I was in one of the greatest experiences of my life. All pilots should 

get to do that once a year instead of taking a stan check. 

The next thing was to pull the lanyard and drop the survival kit and dingy, so of course the lanyard 

wouldn’t pull. I jerked it hard a couple of times and the handle came off in my hand. 

And worse, I missed the karst by a little because I couldn’t remember which risers to pull that 

would fly me to a landing on top (I never was very good with math). As it happened, the wind 

blew me over, and while I don’t remember my body hitting the bluff, the chute did, so it dragged 

for a while and then streamed. Now I was falling face down with mean looking rocks and trees 

approaching at flank speed. 

With a big limb, dead in my trajectory, I closed my eyes and wished I’d gone to church more, as 

my body bounced off of hard things for what seemed like an unfair length of time. Finally, all was 

quiet as I gently bounced up and down. My chute had caught on a low limb and when I opened my 

eyes I was hanging about 18″ off the ground. I couldn’t believe it. 

Everything had happened so fast that I wanted to just sit there for a minute and soak it in. None of 

my body parts were giving me major pain (they would later that night), but I was bleeding from 

my nose and head. (That’s the best way to get a Purple Heart.) 

After a few minutes I felt myself going into shock. Hot, clammy, apprehensive, shortness of breath, 

symptoms that I had learned at snake school in the Philippines. So I climbed out of the harness, 

elevated my feet, closed my eyes and thought about sitting on the bank of the Lampasas River in 

Texas with a bobber in the water, catching 5″ blue gills. It worked, and after maybe 30 minutes I 

was back again. 

By this time it was getting seriously dark, so I pulled the dingy about 50′ into some dense 

undergrowth, leaned it over a log and climbed under. I could hear dogs barking, and that wasn’t a 

good sign since the Pathet Lao didn’t take prisoners. 

It was just cool and damp enough to keep me awake most of the night, and when I did doze off the 

flights of three hero B-52’s from Guam woke me up by spacing out 315 five hundred pounders all 

around me. I told them on guard channel to go play somewhere else, but they didn’t respond. I 

think they were listening to Bing Crosby sing Silent Night on AFN radio. 

At 0800 the next morning, here came Lt. Swisher again. He had to give up the night before because 

of darkness, but was up at 0200 and out again at first light. Don’t you love a guy like that? Although 

I couldn’t see him, I could hear his putt-putt. He responded to my call and asked me to pop smoke, 

which I was reluctant to do, so I moved over to the bottom of the karst where there were large 

rocks. 

When I spotted his plane, I told him to start a left turn and stay in it until I said stop. “Now look 

down your wing at a large pile of rocks. That’s me waving like a windmill.” 
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That was fun until he told me to hang tight, that he’d be back later. Well, I remember thinking I’d 

just as soon he’d hang around for a while, but before I could tell him, he was gone. 

So after about thirty-minutes there were so many aircraft in the sky it made me feel important. A 

Crown C-130 flying high and directing traffic, four Sandy prop jobs (one was Capt James 

Jamerson, later four stars) flying low to keep the enemy heads down, a flight of huns making tight 

circles at high speed, and two determined looking Jolly Green Giants coming in fast. It was just 

like in the movies. 

The low chopper (the Candy Ann), flown by Lt Cmdr. Lance Eagan (US Coast Guard), asked me 

to move away from the karst so he would have more rotor clearance, so I went into the trees again. 

After confirming that I was alright a heavy jungle penetrator came crashing down bringing a lot of 

limbs and foliage with it. It took 240′ of cable, and I quickly unfolded two legs and strapped on. 

The ride up was slow enough for me to maneuver around some of the larger limbs, but I just 

crashed through the others because the cable was twisting and the chopper was moving. 

It didn’t help my morale any when I looked up and saw the hoist operator (M/Sgt. Maples) with 

his hand on the emergency cable cutter; the “Guillotine.” But when I cleared the trees, he signaled 

the pilot, and we were up and away at max speed. 

When I got up to the door, the PJ, A1C Sully, jerked me in and yelled, “Quick, jump across the 

flak vests and get in the back.” On the way to Nakhon Phnom and after high-fives all around, I 

took inventory. I had lost my pistol and gun camera film in the trees, but I had my head, my arms, 

my legs, and memories of a bunch of great guys who knew how to make things work. It beat the 

hell out of walking home. 

 
Crew of the Candy Ann and Forrest after snatching him from the jungle in Laos. 

And would you believe it? The co-pilot of the high Jolly was taking color pictures while they were 

pulling me up through the trees. As it turned out, I was the 1500th air crew to be rescued by the 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/candyann.jpg
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ARS in SEA and the 331st by that unit. (See Daedalus flyer, Vol. IX, No. 3, September, 1969, for 

the chopper pilot’s description and pictures of the rescue). 

Because that mission was supposed to be my last, they had closed me out, so it took a call to Saigon 

to get one more. Who wants to be shot down on their last mission? The general said “OK, but keep 

him in-country.” Two days later I walked through my front door in Lubbock, Texas. My lovely 

wife and two daughters were grinning. It was Christmas Eve. 

Addendum 

I had been shot up a few months earlier, flamed out, and dead-sticked a D model into the short 

runway at Bien Thuey in the Delta. After touching down at 205 knots, my hook grabbed the 

approach end anchor chain so I pulled that thing the wrong way. They said I stopped in 250′. The 

leg straps on my chute were pulled so tight I thought for a while I had been placed into a different 

social stratum. I’d always rather be lucky than good. -Forrest Fenn 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Seven… 
APRIL 2015 

 Dear Forest Fenn, 

I wanted so very much to tell you how deeply your autobiography touched me. I would write more but my 

words and lack of eloquence would just embarrass me. Suffice it to say I truly understood your words as 

profound as they were and it was a blessing to be able to, in some small way, meet you. 

I was very sad to have finished reading The Thrill of The Chase and wanting to read more as if there was 

so much more of the story left unsaid. I quickly ordered your other book, Too Far To Walk and inquired if 

you had written any others. They told me “only two coffee table art books that were very expensive.” lol 

I read that you have written a biography and placed it in the chest as well as a few other places. I would 

very much like to have a copy of your biography, more than words can say. I am not sure if you put any 

clues in them but perhaps you can just delete those parts. I am interested in the treasure, the chase really, 

but I am much more interested in your words. You are from a world long gone and reading your words was 

like being able to touch the past and those who were there. Not many people can share that, it is as a lost 

language. 

I guess I could share with you that I recently found my great great great grandfather, Beddingfield’s,history 

and his sons and their sons. He is buried just outside Gwinnett, Georgia in a small unknown grave within 

the family graveyard of his wife’s family, the Kilgores. There is a man who lives near by there, a 

photographer, who while jogging past, took a picture of the little grave site now sitting all alone on the side 

of a road and posted it on-line saying meet my neighbors from 200 years ago. He did not know who they 

were or who was lying beneath the now eroded and broken headstone. 

He did not know he, meaning my ggg-grandfather, had fought in the civil war, that his younger brother had 

died in the war and he had been held prisoner at Vicksburg. He was unaware that he and all his six brothers 

and sisters had been born in the house that use to stand a few yards away and his father was buried out near 

the old mill. That his sister had chased away Sherman’s men down the long dirt road swinging her broom. 

Their farmstead was now long gone. No picture of him remains, no name. But I knew and that meant the 

world to me. To travel out to the grave site which no one understood and thought was foolish was like 

touching them, seeing what they saw, being closer if that makes sense. Kinda like touching George 

Washington’s painting. 

Well, it’s after 1:30 in the morning and I will be heading to work soon. I don’t sleep much perhaps I can 

get a little more time by only sleeping 18 years. I would share much more but I do not wish to bore you and 

think of my letter waded up lying next to The Great Gatsby in a waste basket. (I never liked that story much 

neither.) and I suppose it is of little meaning that I tell you how much your book meant to me and how I 

truly enjoyed every word. But it means a great deal to me; not sure why but somehow it does. 

With kindest regards, 

Kimberley 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Six… 
APRIL 2015 

 I want to thank Justin Watts for sending me this article about my father. It appeared in the 1954 

edition of The Waco News Tribune in Earl Golding’s Field & Stream column. Was he a fisherman 

or what. f 

http://lummifilm.com/images/mfbc54.pdf 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://lummifilm.com/images/mfbc54.pdf
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Five… 
APRIL 2015 

 Here’s a short documentary that Iron Will made. Where was I when they were handing out this kind of 

talent? f 

https://docs.google.com/file/d/0ByvN52FbiY4XaDJBYW5qWUVENm8/edit?pli=1 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://docs.google.com/file/d/0ByvN52FbiY4XaDJBYW5qWUVENm8/edit?pli=1
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Four… 
APRIL 2015 

 

There once was a man named Fenn, 

Who much to our chagrin, 

Went on a quest 

To hide his chest. 

Now he taunts us all with his pen. 

  

Dear Forrest, 

I am writing this to you in letter form, instead of email, as I believe that letter writing has become 

an endangered species and I’m doing my part to keep it alive…I also think it is more personal. 

First, let me preface the rest of this letter with this statement:  I am not “fishing” for clues or leads 

to the chest…I just wanted to share a few stories with you, if you have the time. 

My husband, Jake, and I learned of your treasure story late last spring.  We read your poem and 

both of your books until the ink was embedded into our finger prints. Both Jake and I already read 

the Journal of a Trapper several times.  We conducted more research and settled in on an area near 

the Madison River and Hebgen Lake to begin our expedition.  Neither of us had been there before, 

so we decided to approach the first trip as a “scouting” effort.   We packed up our dogs, Jasper – 

Border Collie/Red Heeler mix; Hope – Australian Shepard who was a pound rescue and Rowdy – 

Toy Fox Terrier who was a puppy mill rescue, and headed out.  That trip we camped in our wall 

tent. (Won’t do it in that country again…As we live in a mountainous region of Western Wyoming 

we should have known better…More on that later.) 

The first day we hiked around the Madison River where it makes its deposit into Hebgen 

Lake.  Jake collected a couple of treasures – a Bison skull and some wild Bison hair – he had to 

be sneaky and move real fast to get the hair. ☺)  I have enclosed a sample to share with you. 
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The next morning we awoke to find very large grizzly tracks on top of our truck tire 

tracks.  Ursaphobe that I am, this was a little unsettling. 

We spent most of that day fly fishing the Madison, both prior to Hebgen Lake and below the 

dam.  We managed to land a few fish, but the flies lost outnumbered the fish caught.  I have heard 

about a small creature, which lives in trees and bushes, and snatches fly fishermen’s lures just to 

wrap them around branches out of our reach.  It’s called it a Pharnox.  (Pronounced Far-Nocks)  No 

one has ever actually seen one, but I have plenty of evidence and experience to prove their 

existence.  I must confess to not being a “good” fly fisherperson, but I sure have a good time doing 

it. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/002.png
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/003.png
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 On our second trip we took our old horse trailer and camped in that.  I felt much safer in a tin can 

than surrounded only by a piece of canvas.  We did not go home empty handed.  Jake stumbled 

upon a set of elk ivory from a winter-killed cow elk.  Lucky for him.  Not so lucky for the cow. 

Our third trip was in June.  On one particular outing we had several encounters of interest: 

We hiked up the Cabin Creek trail and ran across a tree with the initials FF carved into it.  Below 

is a picture.  It looks like someone tried to hack it up.  We wondered if this might be a tree you 

marked in your youth, or if someone was just “Fenning” with us.  (Sincerely, I’m still not looking 

for clues.  – I just thought you’d like to see these pics and it gave me a chance to utilize my new, 

made up verb, “Fenning”.) 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/001.png
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It’s a little tough to make out on the left pic, but in person you can see the “FF”. 

The one on the right just had an “F”. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/004.png
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/005.png
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After a few miles we ran out of trail at the confluence of Cub Creek and Cabin Creek.  It appeared 

that, at some time in the not too distant past, Cub Creek washed out the trail.  The water still was 

running fast and deep and I knew my little terrier, Rowdy, would have difficulty crossing.  Jake 

was determined to see what was on the other side.  He left his pack with me.  Which by the way 

contained his bear spray and .45 cal pistol.  (You probably see where this is going.)  Our Aussie, 

Hope, crossed over with him while Rowdy and I sat on the bank on the other side of the creek. 

Pretty soon Hope came splashing back to me.  I glanced up and saw that Jake was upright and 

mobile in the willows, so I knew she wasn’t channeling her inner Lassie to tell me that “Jake had 

fallen in a well.”  She waited until her arrival at my side to shake off the muddy river water.  I 

stood up and turned around to face the sun, and the trail we had hike to get to this spot, and began 

brushing off the water.  About that time Hope and Rowdy took off barking like their tails were 

afire.  They got about twenty feet ahead of me towards the trail when I called them back.  I knew 

something was amiss when they each flanked me.  Hope was three feet ahead of me and five feet 

to my left.  Rowdy stationed himself similarly to my right.  They quit barking, hairs on their backs 

standing straight as soldiers, and eyes fixed toward the trail.  I looked up and saw a brown patch 

of hair.  Immediately, my subconscious tried to defuse my panic and told me it was probably just 

a moose, as we had encountered moose tracks on the way in.  Then, I saw a shoulder roll.  It was 

a bear.  Since the river was to my back, there would be no fleeing that direction, so my mind tried 

to convince my eyes that it was just a brown-phased black bear.  Nope.  It peered around the side 

of a tree.  There was a classic grizzly bear face staring back at me.  It then stepped out from behind 

the trees.  Yep.  Full grown boar grizzly.  Close enough to see its eyelashes and determine his 

gender. 

By this time I had my bear spray in my left hand (safety off) and Jake’s 45 in my right (cock and 

locked.)  Knowing he had no protection on the other side of the river, I began to holler, 

“Bear!  Bear! Grizzly Bear!”  Unbeknownst to me, he was yelling, “Where?”  (For some reason 

he could hear my voice over the roar of the river, but I could not hear his.  I know there’s a joke in 

there somewhere about the acoustics of women’s voices over men’s…But I won’t go 

there.)  During this time, the bear continued to stare, unblinking, at the dogs and me.  He kept 

rocking forward on his massive front legs as though he was trying to decide whether or not to come 

through us.  About that time I saw Jake, in the river, out of the corner of my left eye.  I yelled, 

“There’s a grizzly bear over here!”  He hollered back, “I know!  I see it!”   My husband is not a 

man small in stature.  When the bear heard him, he took one look and I guess decided that Jake, 

added to the equation, was just too much to tackle and left the scene.  I maintained my cool until 

Jake was back at my side…At which time my gun hand began to tremble and I turned into Barney 

Fife. 

We headed back down the trail toward the truck finding tracks where that bear had trailed us the 

entire way.  From one of the trees along the trail we did collect some of his hair.  I’ve included a 

bit for you with this letter. 

About half way out, Hope commenced barking again.  We said, “Oh no!”   (Okay, those are not 

the exact words we said…)  But this time she was barking towards a mountain goat crossing the 

river.  Awesome!  I managed to obtain some of the goat’s hair from a bush where it 

snagged.  (Perhaps a Pharnox grabbed that too?)  There is a little baggie of his hair for you too. 
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We live in Wyoming and have long, cold winters with little else to do but shovel snow and conduct more 

“Fennian” Research.  This is Jasper at the task.  He is 16 yrs old with bad hips and canine lupus so he 

does not get to go on our hikes anymore.  For Jasper, it’s just “too far to walk.” 

Sincerely, 

La Lee 

P.S. – For fun, I tied a fly with some of the grizzly bear hair.  Spoiler alert – trout don’t bite on 

grizz hair.  I’d send you a picture of the fly, but a Pharnox got it. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/006.png
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Three… 
APRIL 2015 

 

 

It’s not coins, it’s chocolates. Some searcher is trying to bribe me and it might have worked but 

they didn’t send me anything but a photo. f 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/04/DSCN3321.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty Two… 
FEBRUARY 2015 

  

 

 

This letter came from Allison with no return address so I don’t know where she is, or who she is. 

Since I can’t respond by mail I’ll post a message on Dal’s blog and hope she reads it: 

 

Dear Allison, 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1425.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1423.jpg
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Thank you for the $100,000,000 check. It cleared, and is now in my Santa Fe account. The banker said 

funds will be taken from your father’s future pay checks. Please thank him for me. I think you are made of 

sugar. Send me your address so I can give you some bubble gum. 

 

I will give an easy clue that will take you to a special place in the forest north of Santa Fe. But I know 

several girls named Allison so to be sure you are the right one, please tell me by email what is on the back 

of the envelope you sent me. 

Good luck, and thanks again for the money. 

Your secret flame, 

Forrest Fire 

 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1424.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty One… 
FEBRUARY 2015 

 

 

f now this is my idea of a bed roll in the back of a pick up truck………..LOL Eve 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/chevy.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirty… 
FEBRUARY 2015 

 

Not Tired Yet 
 

 
The Cuddles Twins 

Okay, so we look a little wear weary, who cares? And the tarnish we’ve taken on is from walking 

around for the last forty years. It just proves that we’re low maintenance. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1378-2.jpg
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Illustration by the author 

But to say we’re on our last leg shows you don’t know doodly. Who asked you anyway? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1402.jpg
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Keeping an eye on wannabes 

Nobody wants you so your future will have to wait a while, because it just will. Our seasoned 

guard dog is watching you. Besides, your label says “Fabrique en Vietnam,” Ha, big deal! Don’t 

call us, we’ll call you. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1389.jpg
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Cuddles off duty 

 

Bubba doesn’t call us “Cuddles” for no reason. It’s an endearing term. We have dependability on 

our side so you can go cool your heels in the closet and gather dust with the other standby wannabe 

house shoes. Our place is near his recliner in the den. Got that? 

Sure, we’ve suffered some usage wounds on us, or “battle damage”, to quote the boss, but what’s 

wrong with having experience? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1398.jpg
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Doesn’t Bubba wear us when he needs warmth and comfort around the house and in the yard? Yes, 

it’s us he wants, not you. His toes have indented little compartments in our sheepskin, and they’ve 

grown to like the fit. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1395.jpg
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Wannabes 

 

 
Wannabes 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1392.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1393.jpg
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Your labels say ‘Made in China,” and “Fabrique en Chine,” respectfully, so we’ll count you guys 

out also. 

“This life, which had been the tomb of his virtue and of his honour, is but a walking shadow; a poor player, 

that struts and frets his hour upon the stage, and then is heard no more …” 

Thank you Mister Shakespeare, but we didn’t ask for your opinion, and we’re not ready yet to 

retire. We’ll let you know when. Hope you’re taking notes. 

 
Cuddles on duty 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1401.jpg
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No comfort shoes can compete with us when it comes to staying power and customer 

satisfaction. If you don’t agree, then prove your point and Bubba will send you one of his 

experienced socks. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/02/IMG_1404.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Nine 

Point One… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Glenna Goodacre 

Since there seems to be an interest in Glenna’s work I took some photos of a few things in our 

collection. All were gifts to us from the artist. 

 

The little bronze is one of a small edition. It is the first little ballerina of her daughter Jill, who 

grew up to be a Victoria’s Secret model and married to Harry Connick Jr. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/GGB.jpg
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The 7 ½ inch coin is ceramic and was cast from Glenna’s original that the dollar coin was made 

from 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1373.jpg
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Sometimes Glenna makes ceramic copies of her bronzes to give to friends. 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1374.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Nine… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

My Eric 

 

Here’s my seventeen-inch bronze portrait of Eric Sloane created by Glenna Goodacre. She made 

it just for me, and that’s the way she is. You may not know that she made the Sacagawea dollar 

coin for the U.S. Mint, 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/ericstatuecover.jpg
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and of course she also sculpted the Vietnam Women’s Memorial that’s on the National Mall in 

Washington. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1356s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/VWM.jpg
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Even Glenna’s flaws have artistry. That’s if she has any, flaws I mean. 

 

Eric’s depiction of an airplane flying above the clouds on the front of my bronze is a take-off of 

his 59 x 75 foot mural that’s on the wall of the National Air and Space Museum in the Smithsonian. 

Lindbergh’s famous airplane, the Spirit of St. Louis, hangs in front of the mural. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/mural.jpg
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Eric said that I was flying the airplane in my little painting. His smiling words fell softly on my 

willing ears. Such was his friendship. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/CCC.jpg
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Glenna captured that mischievous smile on Eric’s face. I know it well. It meant he was about to 

say something entertaining, probably at my expense. 

He was the most productive man I ever knew. He could paint a major painting a day, lunch with 

me, and dine out with his wife that night. And he wrote fifty books in fifty years, or close to it. I 

talked about that in his biography, Seventeen Dollars a Square Inch. 

Glenna also gave me a $1,000 bill. It was to commemorate ten years of being in the art business 

together. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/face.jpg


Page 376 
 

 

If I’d put it in an interest bearing note when I received it, thirty-three years ago, at 6% interest 

compounded annually, it’d now be worth … oh, never mind. Maybe someone can tell me. I flunked 

math class in high school. I don’t intend to spend the bill, but if someone steals it, please keep your 

eyes peeled for me. Its serial number is J00003274A, and it has President Cleveland’s picture on 

the front. If it had been my choice, I’d have probably put Eric’s photo on it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_0622s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Eight… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

 In a Tuck 

In 1952, my buddy Sammy 

Myers and I were Buck Sergeants 

in the Air Force, stationed in 

Greenville, South Carolina. Our 

job was repairing airborne radars 

and flying radio operator on C-

82s and C-119s. 

Sammy and I enjoyed a friendly 

competition with each other on a 

personal level. Compared to him, 

I was shorter, less obvious, and more talently disadvantaged. But I had the instincts of an 

adventurer, and he didn’t. Maybe that gave me a slight edge in areas where results could easily be 

measured. 

One such place was The Tower. (I hated that thing with a dedicated cynical fervor.) I don’t even 

want to remember how high off the water it was, but it was enough high for me. I had jumped off 

the Leon River Bridge at home a few times so I knew how long the fall time was – it was forever, 

or at least that thought came to me. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/noguard.jpg
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Sammy and I dove off the intermediate level a few times, and jumped off the top a couple. Then 

he made a nice swan dive from high up that barely broke the surface of the water. I figured he was 

warming up to do a dive that I didn’t even want to think about. He appeared too nonchalant for my 

taste. 

“Do a ‘show off,’ and I’ll take your picture,” Sam dared from ground. I just stared. The pressure 

began to build, and it was so terrible my mind went into spacial overload for a few seconds. 

While standing on the top, in the #1 position, my entire life flashed before my eyes. Did I dare? 

I’d done a few 1 ½ forward somersaults from a ten foot springboard, but I didn’t do them very 

well. Now it was put-up or shut-up time. My smile was a misnomer and I knew the desire in my 

heart was at odds with reality, but I was drawn to the seductive glamour of Sam’s camera. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1354d1s.jpg
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With a deep breath and a giant spring, I left the platform in a tuck, which opened too late, and my 

dive quickly unraveled into an over-rotation that landed me flat on my back. Whatever confidence 

I had was knocked out of me with a sudden traumatic jolt. The blistering pain was almost visible 

and my embarrassment rang out in exaggerated decibels. 

“Got it,” Sam yelled, “They heard the splash in Memphis! You almost made it, Buddy, try it again. 

I have one more shot on the roll.” 

With all I could muster, there I stood again in the rarefied #1 position. But this time I was mad … 

mad that he’d ask me to do it again after I’d just maimed myself, and mad because with his street 

level imagination, he thought I wouldn’t try. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1354a1s.jpg
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If I’d over-rotated trying to do a 1 ½, what if I stayed in the tuck a little longer and went for a 2 ½. 

Ha, I’d never even thought of that before, but what a great idea. To forget my previous mistake 

would be done at my own peril. That was for sure. 

 

With the thought that talent has no loyalty, I left the platform in a tighter tuck than before, thinking 

that I wanted to see the sky twice as I rotated, then quickly open and enter the water. 

And to my great surprise and satisfaction, that’s exactly what happened. The dive was not very 

pretty, but it was there, and both my body and tattered ego were intact. Sam got the picture, and 

congratulated me with a pleasant sincerity that felt really good. I never climbed the ladder on that 

tower again, and I still haven’t. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1354b1s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Seven 

Point One… 
JANUARY 2015 

 This is an extended body dry fly. This type of fly is rather 

difficult to tie, because you need to criss-cross wrap the 

thread out to the end of the body and back in mid-air off 

the hook, and let the delicate tails extend beyond the body. 

But it allows you to use a smaller, lighter hook which 

usually stays above the water, and you achieve a very 

realistic mayfly pattern. There are no Jungle Cock eyes, but 

there is ginger hackle, fine grey deer hair body and tail, and 

foam wings cut to shape and colored… 

The downsides of this tie are that it’s very time consuming 

to tie and vulnerable to damage. If you catch a trout, it may 

be history. But then you caught a trout. Halogetter 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMAG1895.jpg
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This is my first Fly to ever make. I learned a couple things while making it. 1) I could use a third 

hand. 2) It’s alot harder than it looks. Don’t bother asking me what kind it is because ” I don’t 

know ” and I’m sure it doesn’t fit into any class… Anyway , this is my Fly to enter into Forrest’s 

” Fly Challenge “ Focused 

 

I hand tied this one using my needle nose pliers . It’s not pretty but I suppose it would do the job. 

Made from deer hair and coyote fur & thym. Doesn’t have a name. !!!! Woody Bogg 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/focused.jpeg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/P1000752.jpg
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I call her “Beauty”, and as you can see this is one good looking fly! I used a plastic rubber mold 

casted body for durability under fishing duress. I chose the near extinct sand flowing hair of the 

Barbie Cocke (doesn’t matter how I say it… it sounds wrong). Topping the golden hair is a duo 

of proven Bass lure colors in the “cotton candy” hair bow and frill skirt. The skirt scantily 

camouflages her size 2 Octopus barbed hook, ideal for luring 8 trout in at a time. Finishing off 

the visible touches is a ruby red lipstick to match her passionate eyes. Every fly I make has to be 

stored for 48 hours beside my good luck charm “Cardiac Carl”, in order to imbue the tiny 

weapon with his magical properties.Iron Will 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/FlyFrontBack2.jpg


Page 384 
 

 

Hello everyone , 

I have already sent a pic of my first fly ever to tie and after looking at other flies online I determined that 

my first fly looked like an over sized Mosquito that was crossbred to a dragon fly      . So I decided to tie 

some more and update everyone on my progress. I sure have a long way to go before I can say I’m 

qualified enough to give advice on this subject. These are my ” second , third , fourth and fifth ” flies to 

ever tie in my life…..and I feel like I’m improving . Now I just need to get a fly rod and test the ones that 

I have . I don’t know if trout will eat these or run for cover. anyways it will be fun trying them out. 

Thanks Forrest for the ” Fly Challenge “. I have had a blast . 

” LET’S GO FISHING ” Sincerely, Focused 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/fly-pic-075.jpg
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This is the Redneck River Reverberator. Nice M-80, disguised with turkey feathers. Fly rod is 

optional. Guaranteed to bring up the big ones. Even those finicky fish. Forrest, can I come fish in 

your pond? 

Pirateofgold 

 

There are more things wrong with it than right but I don’t think that matters. 

Pacman 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/JPEG_20150131_100741_-12500203.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/FullSizeRender.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty 

Seven… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Holy Feathers 

 

This cape was one of my father’s favorite objects. It came from the Jungle Cock, which was a 

fowl indigenous to India. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1336s.jpg
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Jungle Cock 

Flies made from its feathers were popular among trout fishermen in the 40s, but not so much 

anymore. The “eyes,” as we called them, were always tied on the hook in pairs, one on each side. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/junglecock.jpeg
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There was a time when the bird was classified “Endangered,” which meant no one in America 

could legally buy, sell, barter, or import the feathers. They became so scarce that a frightened 

stillness fell over the entire fly-tying community. Fishermen spoke in hushed whispers about the 

law that seemed unreasonably punitive. But the war was going on and there were other big issues 

to think about. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1328s.jpg
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I caught a nice brown with this fly, and you can see how it got chewed up. I retired it to a place of 

honor in my ornament box. I used a lot of peacock herl on my streamers, but never made two the 

same. The fish didn’t care, because they were so hedonistic in those days they’d eat anything that 

looked like a bug, and Jungle Cock eyes made them all the more ferocious. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1335s.jpg
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My special fly box still contains about 200 Jungle Cock flies that I made as a teenager. They were 

so handsome I retired them also. No malodorous fish was going to chew those beautiful bugs. 

If anyone can make a better looking fly than this one, and post its photo on Dal’s blog, I’ll give 

them a quarter. Just send me a SASE, 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1331s.jpg
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Each fly my father sold was impaled upon one of these little advertisements. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1341s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Six 

Point Two… 
JANUARY 2015 

More Personality Galore 

More hats from searchers taking up Forrest’s challenge: 

 

 

IronWill 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/jc1117.jpg
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Kathryn 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/kathryn.jpg
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BW 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/buster.jpg
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Ed 

 

Lois 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/ed.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/lois.jpg
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Austin 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/KirbyPoe.jpg
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Pirateofgold 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/DSC_0056-1-1.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Six 

Point One… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

More Personality Galore 

Hats from searchers taking up Forrest’s challenge: 

 
TB 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/TB.jpg
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jdiggins 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/jdiggins.jpg
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amyork2 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/amyyork2.jpg
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CindyM 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/cindym.jpg
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Jamie Jones 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/image.jpeg
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deb 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/deb.jpg
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Mindy 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1565.jpg
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Libby 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/photo.jpg
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Charissa 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/photo-2.jpg
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23Kachinas 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/Trophy-Bear.jpg
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Diggin Gypsy 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/dg.jpeg
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Violet 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1143.jpg
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Furdew 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/furbeewhat-Copy.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventeen Point 

Five 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Posted by Dal-You might be wondering 

what to do with your mammoth tusk 

fragment from Forrest. Chuck and Terry 

made a really attractive shadow box for 

theirs with text from the original Scrapbook 

entry by Forrest, the fragment and the note 

that came with the piece of tusk. 

The text in the shadow box reads: 

“Mammoths roamed all over the Americas, 

and if you get way out into the countryside 

you might find one. That’s what we did, and 

we were many miles from a road on a 

friend’s ranch in northeastern New Mexico. 

We first found a large mammoth tooth. The 

enamel plates had broken apart and the wear 

patterns said it belonged to a very old 

animal. A mile or so farther, as we walked 

along a softly flowing stream of water, I 

discovered a tusk. It had been exposed to 

the elements for a long time because the 

ivory had dried and layers were popping off 

in fragments. I guessed it was a mammoth 

because mastodons are not commonly 

found in the Southwest. I started excavating 

in the cement-like clay that engulfed the 

tusk. It was a hot summer day, and the bursitis-inducing work with a small handpick progressed 

slowly. Meanwhile my ranch friend scavenged the surrounding area, searching for artifacts. 

Suddenly he discovered a knife eroding from the bank. It was of useful size and made of Edwards 

Plateau flint. Heavy damage on both blade edges indicated that it may have been used to cut meat 

from bone. We knew that tool could not be associated with the mammoth because the flake patterns 

were not Clovis technology, and Clovis man was the only human known to kill the great beasts. I 

continued working as the sun burned low in the sky. Finally the tusk was completely uncovered 

and I took this photo. The mammoth tusk weighed 70 pounds when we lifted it into the bed of the 

pickup. Over the years it has dried and crumbled into a sad semblance of what it used to be. If one 

should grasp a chunk of an ancient mammoth in one’s hand and close one’s eyes, who knows what 

thoughts might flow into one’s fertile mind? I always intended to go back to my friend’s ranch and 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/cnt01.jpg
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dig out the mammoth skull. But it’s been thirty years since I walked along that softly flowing 

stream of water, and now, at age 84 …  it’s just too much for me. ” 

This is the note from Forrest that came with the tusk specimen. 

 

The text under the note in the shadow box reads: 

“Look quickly down, there is a chunk below you are welcome to touch.” 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/cnt02.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Six… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Personality Galore 

You know, I really hate to brag about some of my stuff, especially since Tesuque just won the 

Blue Ribbon for being the best pet on the internet. But honesty compels me to admit that I possess 

the most interesting hat on this blog. 

 
Click on this photo to see the hat close-up. 

 Her name is Mildew. She was given to me by the son of a guy named Dither who hunted coyotes 

in the Bosque. He was lanky and spoke with a slow kind of drawl that made him look taller. He 

was wearing the hat when he died, and no one can explain why it exploded from the inside out. 

Maybe the bob wire hatband had something to do with it. In any case, I’m not going to ever wear 

the hat. 

I hereby make the assertion that Mildew has more personality than any other hat within word 

distance of Santa Fe, and I dare anyone to challenge that claim. 

See the hats of those who were brave enough to take up Forrest’s challenge HERE. 

https://dalneitzel.com/2015/01/22/scrapbook-one-hundred-twenty-six-point-one/
http://www.lummifilm.com/images/hat.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Five… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Fire Cracker 

Skippy never had a plan B because he always expected his plan A to work. He functioned on the 

periphery where most kids his age didn’t even think to look, me neither. But he couldn’t forever 

control unexpected outside interferences. 

When he was seventeen, he erected a New Year’s firecracker business at the corner of 3rd Street 

and French in Temple, near the high school and next door to Smith’s Drug Store.  His good friend, 

Leroy Calhoun, who had a few bucks saved up, became his partner. 

School was out for the holidays, but all the kids still were hanging around the social soda fountain 

at Smith’s, and waving past the firecracker stand. 

The second day a couple of giggling girls walked up to flirt with the two enterprising business 

men. One purchased a fuse bomb, lit it, and tossed it over the counter at Leroy, thinking it would 

be a fun joke. Except that the dangerous apparatus landed on some Areal Bombettes, which 

promptly detonated with a furious ricocheting blast that was heard clear down to the cemetery, two 

miles distant. The entire store inventory of holiday explosives joined in the mighty discharge. A 

local newspaper reporter noted that a box of dung fuse-lighters landed over by the school 

gymnasium. 

Both Skippy and Leroy, with hairs afire, were blown onto the 3rd Street yellow center stripe. One 

observer lamented that tires were screeching as speeding cars careened through the burning debris 

and secondary explosions, trying to dodge human bodies and dangerous burning devices. 

The first I knew about it was when my father yelled, “Quick, Bubba, get in the car, Skippy’s been 

blown up.” When he saw us walk into the hospital room his face lit up with a wide grin. It was 

easy to see how proud he was. But what a pitiful sight, with a blackened face, and bandages 

covering his body. Father just shook his head as if to say, “Well, at least he’s still alive.” 
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After a few minutes, Irene Vance, who was Skippy’s girlfriend, entered the room with her cousin, 

whom I had not met. Her name was Peggy Jean Proctor. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/skippy01.jpg
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Irene Vance 

I don’t remember what happened to the two giggling girls, but I suspect they stopped giggling at 

the first flash. Skippy recovered and married Irene. Peggy and I started dating and were married 

eight years later. That was sixty-one years ago and almost nothing has changed, except Peggy has 

gotten prettier and I’ve gotten older, which must be one of Madam Nature’s major design 

deficiencies. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/skippy05s.jpg


Page 418 
 

 

Forrest, Peggy, Irene, Skippy in back, Donnie and June 

Poor Leroy Calhoun was classified 4F as a result of the firecracker episode, and it prevented him 

from being drafted during the Korean War. 

I’ve jammed a lot of oral history in these 515   words, but I’ve also left out a few things. Skippy 

trampled the grass around some pretty interesting events during his fifty years, and I was a tag-

along observer with him for my share. I don’t know who decided that we can’t go back and do it 

all over again, but I don’t subscribe to it. Can anyone help me? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/skippy04s.jpg
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Skippy on Silver 

 

 

Skippy 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/skippy02s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/skippy03s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty One 

Point Seven… 
JANUARY 2015 

Melissa has an unruly health issue that has her in a pensive mood to write stories for her grandsons. 

She has a nice way of expressing her thoughts that I suspect are similar to what each of us has felt 

on occasion. 

At a time when our world is casting dark shadows over the land, maybe it’s now that we should 

reflect back to our basic human instincts, and remember what’s most important in our daily lives. 

Here is one of Melissa’s stories. f 

The day I ran away from Home 

 

Me and Tippy 

It was 1962 and I was 8 years old. I felt like no one cared about me or even knew I was around. 

The night before I had been playing outside and it had gotten dark. I was being so brave by staying 

outside in the dark. When I went to come inside the front door was locked. That sort of puzzled 

me so I went around to the side door which was glass and it was locked to. I looked in and didn’t 

see Dad or Mom sitting in their chairs. I ran to the back door and it was also locked. I was sort of 

half panicked and went back to the front door and looked in the door which was glass also and 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/me-and-tippy.jpg
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everything was dark. I sat on the porch for a moment and tears came and I went to the back side 

of the house and climbed up the pipe and went in the bedroom window and then just went to bed 

thinking and crying that no one cared about me. Just left me outside and everyone had gone to bed 

I guess but didn’t even check to see where I was. Something like that can work on a kids mind. So 

the next day I was going to run away. I got my little blue and white record player with the handle 

on it and took out the player and it made a little suit case. I put coco my little stuffed dog in, a 

couple dollars and went down stairs to the kitchen made me a sandwich and got an apple and was 

all ready to run away. While I was walking down the hall to the front door here comes dad. He 

asked, “where you going”? And “whatcha got”?  I told him I was running away cause no one cared 

about me and told him what I had in my box, cause I always told my dad everything. He said, 

“okay, but first you need to say goodbye to all the animals cause they will surely miss you”. I said 

okay and he said, ” I hope you come back and visit”, and I said okay. 

So I headed out, said goodbye to the horses, then the cats and when it came time to say goodbye 

to my dog Tippy, I just cried and cried….then I headed out the driveway to the park and when I 

got there, I sat and ate my sandwich and hugged my little coco and cried some more and then just 

ran back home. 

I am pretty sure that Dad knew I would have had a hard time leaving the animals and especially 

my dog. 

Melissa- 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Four… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

Lost My Spot 

There are a few fault lines in my aptitudes. I can tell because sometimes the spell checker in my 

computer starts to smoke. And I perform typos with a physical dexterity that no one can respect. 

But it’s my word arrangement and memory loss that bother me the most. 

You see – once I went fishing with Joe Billy Bob. He was an acquaintance from the neighborhoods. 

Most people called him JBB, but I called him JB for short. I caught a nice fish and with it he took 

my photo. I mean he took my photo with it. 

 

Here it is, and I wrote on the back, “Rainbow 28”, 11 lbs, #8 fly, 6 lb tippet.” I was using a Midge 

Blue Dun. But I didn’t make note of where I was fishing at the time. Can you imagine that? And 

now I don’t remember where that spot is. 

But JB does, only he won’t tell me, thinking that since I can’t remember, he’ll keep that knowlege 

for his very own personal use. He didn’t catch a single fish that day and probably was put off that 

I skunked him with three others about the same size, and a nice brown. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/IMG_1288abs.jpg
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Finally I capitulated with JB because I really wanted to know. I promised him that if he’d remind 

me where we were fishing that day, I’d leeve him my prize Pflueger Medalist reel. 

 
A prized Pflueger Medalist reel 

Instead of telling me, he suddenly disappeared, and his wife had no idea where he went, except 

that his fly rod also was missing, and so was his box of Midge Blue Duns. I just don’t understand 

the way JB thinks. What are friends for anyway, if you can’t use them? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/PMReel.jpg
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Midge Blue Dun 

 

Well, that’s the sad story, and I really don’t know what else to say, except that if anybody can tell 

me where I caught that beautiful rainbow trout, I’ll tell them a secret that I haven’t revealed to 

anyone – ever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/mbdfly.jpg


Page 425 
 

Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty One 

Point Five… 
JANUARY 2015 

 

PET CONTEST WINNER ANNOUNCED 

 

From your Distinguished Judges 

Tesuque esq. and Forrest Fire 

After studying the 84 animals in Dal’s pet contest, Tesuque and Forrest are exhausted. 

All photos were reviewed under intense magnification and each animal was graded on a point system, 1 to 

100.  Most fell in the 96 to 99 range, and some ranked as low as 94. 

Unfortunately, one scored only 2 points. The judges decided not to reveal which pet that was because they 

didn’t want to embarrass 23kachinas. 

The Exalted Winner was Tesuque who scored a perfect 100 points. She received a banana as the grand 

prize. She loves bananas. 

Tesuque asked me to express her heart-felt congratulations to all of the contestants, and in her humble and 

unselfish way, wish them a warm bed, a caring owner, and all the bananas they want. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/01/tesuquewithribbon.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty 

Three… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

 More Than Just a Pig 

The problem with having a wild pig for a pet is that you have a wild pig for a pet. And if you get 

two of those little things that grow up to be giant 400 pound wild boars with 5 inch bone-crushing 

tusks, your troubles mature exponentially. 

 

So of course that’s what I did while Peggy rolled her eyes and reached for a hankie. “They’re easy 

to provide for because they’ll eat anything,” an environmentalist friend remarked, “… and they 

love feeding on rattlesnakes.” Whaaaaat??? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1266s.jpg
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They were so adorable climbing on the rocks around my yard and eating my daffodils. And best 

of all, they loved having their tummies rubbed. I became smitten. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1267s.jpg
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A friend trapped those critters down near Houston and put them in a large cage to await my arrival. 

When he took me out to look at the sweet darlings, we found their mother trying to get into the 

enclosure by chewing on the 4” galvanized steel cyclone fence. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1268s.jpg


Page 429 
 

 

Prudence whispered that we should swiftly retreat to the house. The word fury cannot begin to 

describe what was happening to that poor fence. 

Well, the animals grew quickly and when they began to lose their stripes, I lost all desire to take 

their picture or rub their bellies. Love at first sight had faded like smell on my dead daffodils! 

It was not without enthusiasm that I contacted my environmentalist friend who lived on a ranch 

near Santa Fe. He could sense my excitement as I explained the merits of possessing two of God’s 

most magnificent creatures. “They live close to the earth,” I said, “And besides, they’ll reduce the 

rattlesnake population on your property, thus enhancing its value.” The enthusiasm in my voice 

won the day. and my precious pets quickly became his very own. 

Several months later I drove out to see how the pesky hogs were faring. As I neared the south 

pasture I noticed the ranch foreman sitting high up in a pinon tree with two severely predatory 

boars below, looking up with hungry anticipation. 

So I thought it was judicious to quietly turn my Jeep around and head back into the direction from 

whence I had come. As the sun mellowed across my rear view mirror, I couldn’t help but smile 

and think that once again, success had been snatched from the jaws of defeat. I really do enjoy 

getting myself out of tight spots. I’ve gotten pretty good at it. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/pig1001.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty Two… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Fenn Bronze 
 

When I retired from the Air 

Force in Lubbock, on 

September 6th, 1970, my 

routine had been to arise about 

0430 and go teach students 

how to fly airplanes. So when I 

got out of bed on the morning 

of the 7th, my wife asked, 

“Where are you going?” The 

question was a shock and I 

suddenly realized that I didn’t 

have any place to go. So I got 

back under the covers and 

started pondering the future of 

my family. 

My retirement pay was 800 

bucks a month, and I had a wife and two young daughters to support. Necessity wets the wits of 

the inexperienced and that meant I had to move quickly. 

The Babysitter was cast in 6 pieces and put together with a heliarc 

My hobby was casting art bronze. I did it by running a natural gas line from the fireplace in our 

living room, through the kitchen and pantry, and into our garage. That’s where I melted and poured 

the metal. I was a one-person operation. Could I turn it into a living, I wondered? 

My foundry equipment was homemade. I powered the melting furnace with a vacuum cleaner 

motor, and, by welding in my front yard, I created the lifting tongs and the pouring shanks. 

My wife and I decided to go for it and see what would happen. She would tend the house and the 

kids, and I would finance the operation. 

So I hired two guys and rented an old, abandoned grain elevator in town. My idea had little to offer 

but some promise … and a whole lot of exertion. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1241ss.jpg
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The pyrometer measured the bronze temperature. We wanted 1850 degrees Fahrenheit 

 

Lifting molten bronze from the furnace 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1226s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1234s.jpg
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Pouring bronze into the molds 

 

  Soon, I was casting work for artists who couldn’t pay. They wanted to settle up when they sold 

their bronzes that they couldn’t sell. That twist started me thinking. I could make the castings at 

very little cost if I didn’t count my labor. So I started buying the artists’ original wax models and 

casting editions for myself. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1256s.jpg
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Original wax model by George Dabich 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1242s.jpg
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That should have solved the 

problem, but I quickly realized 

that I couldn’t sell the bronzes 

either. So I learned to trade. It was 

easy to make deals with traders 

who had antique guns and Indian 

things that they couldn’t sell. After 

months of working all day long 

and most of the night, I still didn’t 

have any money. But I had a nice 

inventory of Indian baskets, rugs, 

Winchester rifles, and Colt pistols. 

I was like the rich man who had all 

of his money in a safe and couldn’t 

find the key. 

My wife and I lived that life for 

two years until we moved to Santa 

Fe where we slept on the floor and 

built a foundry – and an art gallery. 

Peggy was my rock and mortar. 

Lots of doubts and insecurities 

were felt during those building 

years. We learned early on to stop 

looking for reasons why 

something couldn’t be done, and 

to just go do it! And I have never 

been sorry. 

 

 

 

Applying liquid patina to a bronze 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1232s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty One… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Tesuque is Best 

What’s fun about pets is that you get to grow up with them. Tesuque is eight now. I was seventy-

six when she was new, so it’s a stretch to say I grew up with her. Hopefully you know what I mean. 

 

When she’s hungry her desire ripples over me and her expression says something like, “Feed me 

now or there’ll be a train wreck with no survivors.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1261s.jpg
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You wouldn’t think she was so commanding if you saw her wading in Del Charro Creek, now 

would you? 

She has lost eleven teeth, but she still gulps her food okay. Catfish and corn bread are her 

favorites. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1263s.jpg
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If you think you have a pet as cute as Tesuque, just post a link here and let’s see a photo. I’ll be 

the judge and you know I’m 100% impartial. Don’t you know that? f 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1265s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1262s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twenty… 
DECEMBER 2014 
 

Sixty-One Years Today 

 

“You’re going to wear a tuxedo!” 

“No I’m not.” 

“Yes you are.” 

“We aren’t married yet so you can’t make me.” 

“We will be in a few minutes, so put it on.” 

Well, maybe that’s not exactly the way the conversation went but I think you get the gist. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1278s.jpg
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She had me eating out of her hand from the first few minutes and that hasn’t changed. I can’t 

believe we’re now working on 62 years together. And I bought her a sewing machine four years 

before we were married. I think it was four. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1273s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1275s.jpg
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Peggy and I ran out of the First Baptist Church in Temple, and started a journey of exploration and 

discovery that continues at a reduced pace even today. Locations where we’ve lived include 

Panama City, FL, Belleville, IL, San Antonio, TX, Bitburg, Germany, Phoenix, AZ, Lubbock, TX, 

and Santa Fe. 

Our major accomplishments are two daughters, seven grandchildren, and two great grandchildren. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1274s.jpg
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Not bad for a first marriage, doncha think? 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/83-2s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Nineteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Birds Galore 

This is a very short video clip 

taken at Forrest’s San Lazaro 

Pueblo. You can see 

Forrest, Suzanne Somers and 

Alan Hamel exploring the 

ruins. Shiloh Old (Forrest’s 

grandson), Valerie Plame 

Wilson (America’s favorite 

ex-spy) and Valerie’s two 

kids, Trevor and Samantha are 

also exploring. Don’t you 

think Suzanne has a great 

laugh? 

(turn up your sound) 

When the Spanish explorers arrived 

at San Lazaro Pueblo in 1540, they 

found the Indians living in one 

story buildings constructed mostly 

of adobe. They were farmers who 

subsisted on corn, squash, and 

whatever else they could find 

growing in the high pinon & 

juniper desert. 

Much of the pottery they produced 

was decorated with abstract bird 

motifs applied with a glaze paint 

called galena (lead ore). Rarely is 

any other kind of animal in 

evidence. 

https://vimeo.com/54120461
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A hundred years later life was very different. The Indians had moved 1,000 feet east across Del 

Charro Creek where they built two and three story dwellings that were made from slabs of latite, 

an igneous rock. 
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And still, bird designs were the favored art forms. It is common to excavate long bones from the 

buffalo, antelope, horse, cow, and other domesticated animals that were brought in by the 

Spaniards. The bones are found in the trash heaps, in the plaza, and in the rooms. But we don’t see 

those animals on the pottery. Why is that? 
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There must be an overpowering reason because it’s too extraordinary to be coincidental. I’d be 

interested in your opinion if you care to comment. 

Here is the question: 

Why were four legged animals not pictured on the pottery at San Lazaro Pueblo between 1150 

AD when the pueblo was established and 1680 when it was abandoned? 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eighteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Montana Golden Fish 

 

Avalanche Lake was a fairy-tale spot for me in the 1940s when I was young and could do anything. 

It was few miles north and west of where, in 1959, a mountain fell and dammed the Madison River 

that formed Quake Lake. 

To reach Avalanche Lake I had to climb about 3,000 feet, over a six mile stretch. In one spot the 

path was only 4 feet wide and had a 700-foot tumbledown drop on the left. It was a scary place 

and if my hat blew off I’d never see that thing again. The Forest Service said no one ever went up 

there because the hike was too tough. 

My father warned that grizzlies ranged in the area where I was going so I planned to carry a dead 

fish. If I met a bear I’d throw the fish at him and run downhill. A grizzly’s front legs are shorter 

than its hind legs so I would have the advantage if it came to a race. Besides, my incentive would 

be greater than his. 

After seven hours I reached the lake and started fishing. The water was deep and cold. Several 

dozen huge golden trout slowly swished through the glassy water. To my disappointment, none of 

them wanted any fly in my vast repertoire of lures, not even a wooly worm. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/ff-3s.jpg
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One of my most humbling dreads, and one that’s most idiosyncratic of my personality, is to be 

ignored by a beautiful fish. I didn’t catch any … not even one to throw at a griz if I met him on the 

down trail. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1223s.jpg
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The next day, while preparing to leave, I placed my Dr. Pepper under a rock in the lake to save for 

next time. No need to haul it out. ZOWEE!!! That’s when I noticed the fresh water shrimp. It 

looked like a hundred of them scurrying about. They were small, maybe 1/4th inch long, and their 

yellowish-translucent color made them almost invisible. That had to be the answer. That’s what 

the fish were feeding on. I could hardly wait get home and make some flies that imitated the 

shrimp. 

Several weeks later I took Donnie with me to the lake. I wanted to apply my fishing genius and 

show those rude trout who was their better. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1222s.jpg
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Last Lament 

Oh, somewhere near a placid mountain meadow 

A mariposa lily blooms its yellow best. 

And on the hills and in the valleys mellow, 

The chirpy plover gathers grasses for her nest. 

But on a lake that tries the sportsman’s skill, 

He went to cast his line and catch a trout, 

Alone he stood to test the wily fishes will. 

And again the mighty fisherman struck out. 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1224s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seventeen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Ancient Leftovers  

 

 

Mammoths roamed all over the Americas, and if you get way out into the countryside you might 

find one. That’s what we did, and we were many miles from a road on a friend’s ranch in 

northeastern New Mexico. We first found a large mammoth tooth. The enamel plates had broken 

apart and the wear patterns said it belonged to a very old animal. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1195.jpg
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A mile or so farther, as we walked along a softly flowing stream of water, I discovered a tusk. It 

had been exposed to the elements for a long time because the ivory had dried and layers were 

popping off in fragments. I guessed it was a mammoth because mastodons are not commonly found 

in the Southwest. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1191.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1192.jpg


Page 452 
 

 

I started excavating in the cement-like clay that engulfed the tusk. It was a hot summer day, and 

the bursitis-inducing work with a small handpick progressed slowly. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1193.jpg
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Meanwhile my ranch friend scavenged the surrounding area, searching for artifacts. Suddenly he 

discovered a knife eroding from the bank. It was of useful size and made of Edwards Plateau flint. 

Heavy damage on both blade edges indicated that it may have been used to cut meat from bone. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1198.jpg
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We knew that tool could not be associated with the mammoth because the flake patterns were not 

Clovis technology, and Clovis man was the only human known to kill the great beasts. 

I continued working as the sun burned low in the sky. Finally the tusk was completely uncovered 

and I took this photo. 

 

My efforts to learn when the mammoth died proved futile because there wasn’t enough collagen 

in the ivory to obtain a carbon-14 date. That meant the animal died many years ago – perhaps 

50,000 or more. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1189.jpg
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The mammoth tusk weighed 70 pounds when we lifted it into the bed of the pickup. Over the years 

it has dried and crumbled into a sad semblance of what it used to be. 

For those who read Dal’s blog and want a rare ivory fragment of American history, please send a 

padded, self-addressed stamped envelope, postmarked on January 5, 2015, or earlier, to: 

Forrest Fenn 

P.O. Box 8174 

Santa Fe, NM  87504. 

If one should grasp a chunk of an ancient mammoth in one’s hand and close one’s eyes, who knows 

what thoughts might flow into one’s fertile mind? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1201.jpg
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I always intended to go back to my friend’s ranch and dig out the mammoth skull. But it’s been 

thirty years since I walked along that softly flowing stream of water, and now, at age 84 …  it’s 

just too much for me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1206.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Sixteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Peek-a-Boo Art  

I said in my book, The Thrill of the Chase, that I shower at night so I can’t see how old I am. But 

there’s also another reason. I’m just really nervous with so many girls and other critters watching 

while I lather up. 

When Mother Nature made the tiles in my shower she probably giggled, knowing I’d be 

embarrassed. 

Everywhere I look I see another face staring at me so I don’t dare shower without my jeans on. I 

never have any privacy anymore. f 

 
Here’s a Cowgirl riding a bucking bronco 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1165s.jpg
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See that girls face in the middle? She watches everything I do 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1166s.jpg
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There is a dog here that follows me all around the shower 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1167s.jpg
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This woman is always there when I shower. I think she likes me. 

 

 

 
I hate this critter. He just stands there and laughs at me. I’m thinking of putting duct tape over his eyes. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1169s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1180l.jpg
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There, that’s better! 

 

These two zombies are really scary. They’re just outside my shower but they watch me shave. And 

the fox in the bottom right of the photo just appeared. I didn’t know he was there. I’ll never shave 

in the nude again. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1180r.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1181s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fifteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Proper Dental Care 

It’s not as important as it used to be. Having so many 

toothbrushes, I mean. That’s because I don’t have all the 

teeth that once decorated my mouth. When I smile, or even 

laugh, my mouth stays closed, unlike some people who 

show all of their uppers and lowers when they grin. I think 

they have an advantage over 

me because they appear 

friendlier. 

I had a friend in high school 

whose laugh made her look like 

a snarling 

Pomeranian. It bothered me 

just a little and that’s why I 

always talked to her on the 

phone rather than in person. Her name was Sonja Jane 

Pulver and you could sure pick that girl out of a line-up. 

I brush my teeth four times a day, but more often if I snack between 

meals, which is all the time. Taking turns with the brushes is a major 

problem because I forget which one I used last. After cleaning my teeth 

I dry the brush with my face towel and try to place it in my frog jar so 

as to keep it in chronological order with the others. That wasn’t stated 

just right, but hopefully you’ll know what I mean. 

Once a year I gather all of my toothbrushes and clean them in our dish 

washer. That’s always when I’m home alone, of course. Then I can 

start the rotation over again. I think it’s important to have a system. f 

  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1174s.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_117501.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1175a.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Fourteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

Cork Poppers Galore 

While we’re talking about fishing I thought I’d throw this story in. 

Every time I found an old piece of cork, I’d make a bass popper out of it. Wine bottle stoppers 

were good. My father taught me how to make those things, but I’ll admit to not having made one 

in over 60 years. 

 

First, I’d take a big Eagle Claw hook and clamp it in the vise. Then I’d tie the tail on, which took some 

imagination. Every popper was different, and sometimes I’d tie on grizzly saddle hackles, javelina bristles, 

squirrel fur, or hair from the rear end of my neighbor’s cat. Once I found a bald-headed lady’s brunette wig 

at the dump. It made good popper tail material. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1156s1.jpg
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Then I’d shape the cork to look like something a big fish wanted to eat, and bind it to the hook 

shank. Bass are carnivorous animals so the juicier the bait looks, the more likely they are to attack 

it. They especially like frogs. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1159s1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1161s1.jpg
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The fun part came next, and that was painting the lure. I used some of my sister’s fingernail polish 

and that added to the excitement for me.  Ha, she never found out, and a salvo of discouragements 

would’ve blistered my ears if she’d known. Oh, please forget I said that last part. 

 

I put lots of eyes on my poppers to make them look threatening. Bass will usually attack when 

they feel frightened. That twist of knowlege always gave me an edge. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1163s1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1160s1.jpg
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The fact is I never fished with any of my hand-painted poppers, and that’s the truth. There was no 

way a slippery sided smallmouth black bass was going to scratch the paint on my special, sculptural 

artforms. That’d be tantamount to messing with my poem. f 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1158s1.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Thirteen… 
DECEMBER 2014 

 

THE ATTRACTION OF PICKLES 

 

This little 2¼” lure doesn’t look like much, but please don’t let his appearance mislead you. He’s 

a killer bait that keeps his talent well hidden until he’s thrown into the water. His name is Pickles. 

In 1955, I carved him from a piece of oak that I had in my fireplace at Randolph AFB. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1153.jpg
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Just outside the base was a little pond that was owned by Claude Ivey. He let me fish anytime I 

wanted to. I’ll bet at least 200 smallmouth black bass succumbed to this bait’s allure. He floats 

when I leave him alone, but when I start reeling in, he ducks under the water and starts fidgeting 

in a way that drives fish crazy. 

Claude always wanted me to keep two small fish for his family, and I usually took one for Peggy 

and me. The others I released back into the pond so they could rest up until I returned. 

Pickles is retired to an honored place on a bookshelf with a few of his cousins, once removed. 

They were store-bought so Pickles doesn’t want them in his close proximity. f 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1154.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/12/IMG_1155.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Twelve… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 A friend just sent me an email that was attached to a story from my semi-distant past. It was 

written by a man from LA who accidentally happened into our gallery. I met him at the door and 

offered him a cup of coffee. He was full of fun and kept asking questions, the answers to which 

frequently made both of us smile or laugh. 

 

Fenn employs an impressive antique Hopi Indian basket to collect about $1,000 a year for the 

Special Olympics fund. 

In one of our back gallery rooms we paused so he could take my picture standing behind a large 

Hopi basket. It was so big that no arm could reach the bottom. That’s why we used it to collect 

donations for the Special Olympics. The bottom six inches was filled with paper money of all 

dominations, including a few fifties and some hundreds. He laughed when I said we always watch 

lanky guys from LA who had long arms. 

During a leisure lunch his desire to write a story for People surfaced in our casual conversation. I 

suddenly became apprehensive and sensed that my criterion for immortality was tenuous. “Don’t 

worry Forrest, it’ll be a love story,” he said. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1128s.jpg
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This is the article as it appeared on June 09, 1986: 

Forrest Fenn is a Santa Fe, N.Mex. art dealer with a bustling, eight-room gallery, but one of his 

most prized acquisitions is a 36-inch alligator, Beowulf, who inhabits a pond on the gallery 

grounds. In artsy Santa Fe, riddled with some 110 galleries, lots of folks think they detect a 

resemblance between Beowulf and his owner. 

It is an unkind comparison, no doubt the result of professional envy of a colleague who makes big 

waves and bigger bucks. The controversial and flamboyant Fenn grosses about $6 million a year 

by flouting tradition. His collection may politely be called eclectic: a jumble of Indian artifacts 

and curios, mixed with expensive paintings and bronzes. He openly sells forgeries of Modigliani, 

Monet and Degas, and he gets good money for them to boot. Indignant colleagues grumble, but 

Fenn doesn’t snap like an alligator; he only smiles like one. He gets most of the celebrity collectors 

who come to town. 

 

Forrest and wife Peggy get into the act with, “The Hopi Indian Dancers”, a five ton sculpture carved from 

a single piece of limestone by Doug Hyde. It sells for $120,000. 

Charming one moment, gruff the next, Fenn admits that his flair has created a flap. “The art 

business is like religion,” he says. “You can lose money or break even, but if you make money, 

you get a dirty name.” That doesn’t sound quite like a definition of religion nor does it appease his 

detractors. “Forrest is a great promoter,” says Gerald Peters, whose Santa Fe gallery competes with 

Fenn’s. “He has a marvelous sense of the moment.” Los Angeles gallery owner Steve Rose, who 

frequently does business with Fenn admires his style but understands why others don’t “For one 

thing he’s a better merchandiser than most of us,” Rose says “and he makes a lot of money. Most 

of the dealers who have grumbled about him are small ones who are jealous of his success.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1127s.jpg
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Fenn makes no claims to the finer things in the art business. A high school graduate who put in 20 

years as a U.S. Air Force fighter pilot, he arrived in Santa Fe 14 years ago with a shoe shine, a 

smile and $20,000 in savings, and set himself up in a business he knew little about. “I never studied 

art, didn’t own a painting and didn’t know anybody who did,” he says. But the pilot, who says he 

survived 328 combat missions in Vietnam, is adept at landing on his feet. “It doesn’t matter who 

you are,” he argues, “it only matters who they think you are. It’s true in Hollywood, in politics and 

it’s true with a painting.” 

Following that principle, Fenn tucked his showrooms off Santa Fe’s main strip and enclosed them 

behind 11-foot-high adobe-and-stone walls. In addition to the pond, the elegant grounds feature a 

garden, exotic birds and three guest houses. One of them, attached to the gallery, is stocked with 

volumes of books, fine wines and $1 million in art. When the rich visit Santa Fe, Fenn scoops them 

up at the airport in his limo and lodges them free of charge in one of the houses. Jackie Onassis, 

former President Ford and Cher are among those who have been pampered with catered meals, a 

Jacuzzi, steam room and a masseuse. Many, notably Steve Martin, have also bought art. 

One of Fenn’s repeat customers is Robert Redford, who collects Eric Sloane oils priced up to 

$15,000. Sam Shepard and Jessica Lange picked up Western art, and Steven Spielberg carted away 

a Charles Russell bronze. Ethel Kennedy bought an antique Chinese incense burner and raved 

about it. “One day,” says Fenn, “Andy Williams came in and said, ‘Ethel Kennedy said I just had 

to come in.’ There were about 50 people in the room and all their eyes went zonk.” 

Suzanne Somers met Fenn during a search for a Georgia O’Keeffe painting. “He is an incredible 

host,” says Somers. “To lie in the bed in that guest house and see the most incredible library and 

be surrounded by fabulous art and pueblo pottery was a feast.” Guests aren’t obligated to buy, but 

as one art colleague puts it, “Forrest doesn’t miss a chance.” Nearly everything—furnishings, 

artwork, baskets—carries a price tag. At the end of her stay, Somers had bought several Navajo 

rugs and some Indian jewelry. As for starting her O’Keeffe collection, she says, “When I do decide 

to buy one, it will be from Forrest.” 

Fenn encourages gallery browsing with signs that read: “Please touch. We are responsible.” 

Customers can handle any of 2,000 Indian bowls, moccasins and arrowheads. Big spenders might 

be drawn to a $375,000 painting that Corot signed on his deathbed, or a $350,000 Remington 

bronze. Fenn’s collection of fine fakes (owned in partnership with Texas’ ex-Gov. John Connelly) 

is the work of the late master forger Elmyr de Hory, who fooled many an expert in his time. But 

why sell phonies? Says Fenn: “If you love it less when you see the signature who now is the fake?” 

That challenge has shamed buyers into taking 26 De Horys so far, at $9,500 a shot. 

Fenn claims an inventory worth $20 million and presides over it all with a staff of 16 and a 

seemingly cavalier attitude. “Does the guy at One Hour Martinizing love dirty clothes?” Fenn asks, 

knowing the answer full well. “Does the guy selling used cars like clunkers? Art is a business, and 

what I love is the business. I’m not particularly into art.” 

Fenn, who was born 55 years ago in Temple, Texas, has a bottom-line style that was shaped in the 

Air Force, where he won 25 decorations, including the Silver Star. Stationed in Lubbock, Texas at 

the end of his stint, he began buying sculptures from struggling artists and casting limited-edition 
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bronzes of them. Some of the bronzes he sold for cash, but the rest he traded for Indian artifacts. 

When he was ready for retirement, the hobby provided an inventory for opening an art gallery, 

which seemed the logical next step. 

The business allows Fenn and his wife of 32 years, Peggy, to live comfortably in a spectacularly 

appointed apartment over the gallery. Fenn collects rare and historical books and takes an 

occasional day off for a desert walk, fishing or piloting his single-engine airplane. “When I was a 

kid,” he says, by way of explaining his passion, “I played Monopoly. I have always thought of 

myself as one who plays Monopoly. That’s what I’m doing here.” 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eleven… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

The Salvador 

 If you think Dal is the type who sits at a computer all day long and types then you need to reboot 

your frontal lobes. Actually, he’s been all over the place. 

Crayton Fenn, who is Skippy’s son, and a professional deep-sea diver, sent me a few photos. 

Since Dal’s face is plastered on most of them I asked him to give me some short descriptions. 

Instead, he wrote a book. But the stuff is kind of interesting so I begged him to post a couple of 

stories and illustrate them with the photos.f 

 

Juan Doe 

This is a photo of neither me nor Crayton. This fellow is one of about 400 who’s bones rest, often 

unarticulated, in Maldonado Bay on the shipwreck of the Salvador off the coast Uruguay. 

If you look closely you can see an old brass button from his shirt just right of center in the picture, 

just as it was found. His shirt has long since rotted away. Juan rests quietly now but the chaotic 

moments leading up to his death were anything but peaceful. He was terrified and fighting for his 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/salvskull2.jpg
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very existence against a terrible storm that unleashed itself on the armed troop ship Salvador in 

1812, breaking the ship apart and drowning most aboard. 

In Uruguay, the story of the Salvador is entrenched in colorful South American history and lore. 

This great wooden ship, a hundred and fifty feet in length, carried over 500 war hardened Spanish 

soldiers as it stealthily approached the coast of Uruguay. Their purpose was to attack and seize 

almighty control for the mother country and mercilessly put down a growing revolution by the 

disenfranchised and disgruntled patriots of Spanish South America. If the Salvador and it’s cargo 

of well trained and tested infantry had reached shore that late summer day over 200 years ago, the 

face of South America and the lives of those living there would most certainly be very different 

today. Many Uruguayans considered it nothing short of a miracle that this ship never made it to 

shore. 

 
The salvage crew enjoying a moment after their first canon lift from the Salvador 

 

I am in the center in the back and Crayton Fenn is next to me on camera right in the blue/green 

checked shirt. The town of Punta del Este, Uruguay is behind us. Crayton was the leader and 

operations manager of this project in which we had a contract with the Uruguayan government 

allowing us to search and salvage in an area known to be riddled with ships from the 15th century 

to the present and loaded with everything from gold bars to French wines. 

In the 19th century, Spanish canons did not have serial numbers. Instead they were each baptized 

with the name of a saint, typically the name of the saint whose day it was when the canon was 

“born”. The canon in front of us is named S. Rafael (Saint Rafael). It was created in 1801. S. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/GroupCan01.jpg
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Miguel and S. Graviel were the next canons brought up. In addition to its name each canon also 

carries the inscription, “Domingo Soriano Me Fecit”, which means, “Domingo Soriano made me”. 

Another canon laying on the bottom, just as it was found. 

You can see from this photo how thousands of artifacts were laying on the bottom, as if they had 

simply “spilled” off the ship yesterday. Of course there were tens of thousands of artifacts hidden 

under the sand as well. The salvage of the items here was a precise archeological dig, except under 

water. Artifacts included everything from weapons to buttons to jewelry to coins to crystal wine 

glasses to medical supplies, there were also the skeletons of nearly four hundred soldiers and 

sailors who drowned while trying desperately and impossibly to keep their ship from sinking under 

their feet. Some of the skeletons were still wearing leather boots. Some linen shirts survived and 

many skeletons had items such as beads or a crucifix circling the neck, coins in their pockets and 

swords at their sides The Oxford Encyclopedia called the artifacts we found on the Salvador “the 

most significant collection of Napoleonic era artifacts surviving today”. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/Cannon13.jpg
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A few silver and brass artifacts from the Salvador 

 

 
Posing with one of our 200 year old canons 

Crayton Fenn on the left and me behind the canon, taking careful aim I guess… 

You will note that we are wearing our nice crew shirts and clean socks in this photo. We are coming 

into the harbor in Punta del Este to unload our first cargo of bronze canons. We heard that a crowd 

had formed on the dock to meet and greet us. Although we wanted to look sharp for the crowd, we 

had no idea we were about to be treated like heroes. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/artifact20.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/CanCraDal01.jpg


Page 478 
 

 
We were the lead story in every newspaper and on every news report in Uruguay 

Hundreds of folks came down to the dock to see and hopefully touch the canons. When we placed 

these beautiful relics on the dock, hundreds and hundreds of Punta del Este residents reached out 

to touch the canons and then make the sign of the cross and bless both themselves and the muzzles. 

Many Uruguayans believe that it was divine intervention that prevented these 

deadly weapons from being used against the patriots. They wanted to treat the canons with respect 

because the artillery pieces “refused” to be used against their ancestors. 

For the next two weeks we were not able to pay for dinner in that town. The President of Uruguay 

and the Chief Admiral of the Navy visited us on our boat and thanked us. It was a humbling 

experience. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/tres1.jpg
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three brass earrings from the wreck of the Salvador 

 

 
“Surveyor”, our research and salvage vehicle built especially for work off the coast of Uruguay 

This is our 50ft survey vessel, “Surveyor”. She was deigned by Crayton and built in Seattle 

especially for our work in  Uruguay. That’s Crayton at the helm putting her through test paces and 

making as much wake as possible before freighting her down to Montevideo. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/artifact3.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/Surveyor1.jpg
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Crayton next to a provocative treasure chest off the Salvador We didn’t open it until it was on the deck of 

Surveyor. 

 

 
Taking pictures in one of the many areas where artifacts were exposed on the bottom 

All told, the project here resulted in locating hundreds of historic shipwrecks containing everything 

from gold to beans, over a period of five years. In the end, the government did not honor their 

contract with the us. We were never allowed to fully recover the tens of thousands of artifacts that 

we discovered because policies were amended, governments changed and historical research and 

recovery became increasingly difficult in South America. As the word “nationalization” began to 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/chest.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/VidGlass02.jpg
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get louder, the crew loaded up Surveyor with as much research gear as possible and ran as 

fast as possible up the coast to Rio de Janeiro where Surveyor was placed on a container ship 

headed for Texas. 

In shear volume of discovered shipwrecks and unrecovered historical artifacts this project was a 

stellar success. However, since the 50/50 agreement with the Uruguayan government was never 

honored by them, the project was never able to recoup its considerable expenses. 

Marine archeological work in South America can be difficult and expensive. 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Ten… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

Marvin Fenn Park 

 An old buddy sent me this photo. He was right guard on the 1948 Temple high school losing 

football team. I didn’t make the line-up that year. 

I knew there was a park in Temple named for my 

father but I’d never seen this sign before. The guy 

who made it is an accomplished poet: 

NO 

SMOKING 

NO 

GLASS 

NO PARKING 

ON GRASS 

My father would be proud if he knew about this 

honor, especially since the lake in his park is full of 

big bass. f 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1110.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Nine… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

Hothgar 

 Here’s another volume in our library. It was written by two friends of mine who are among the 

most important players in the intriguing world of paleo archaeology. 

 

A few special copies were made just to keep for fun. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/fenncachebooksmall.jpg
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The Clovis point embedded in this padded leather binding is a reproduction of Big Red, which is 

made of jasper from the Bighorn Mountains in northern Wyoming. It has faint traces of hematite 

on its surface, and may be the finest of its kind yet unearthed. The person who made the projectile 

lived in ice-colored surroundings, possibly 12,000 years ago. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/redpointbooksmall.jpg
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I like to put things in my books that relate to the subject. In this case it’s mammoth hair resting on 

the first page, which is a very thin slice of tree bark. The original 113 ink drawings that illustrate 

the book are pocketed at the left. 

When I first clutched Big Red, and closed my eyes, I envisioned a long-haired, severely whiskered 

man sitting on a log knapping a Clovis point. Perhaps his name was Hothgar. The mountain winds 

moaned and wailed at his loins as he toiled. His small clan of wanderers stood anxiously by as a 

group of giant mammoths grazed in the distant view. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1075.jpg
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When the point was completed, and hafted, Hothgar stalked a calf that had strayed from the herd 

and with a mighty throw, his Clovis spear point penetrated the 2,000 pound body of his prey. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/illustration01small.jpg
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The hunter quickly retreated to the safety of a nearby cottonwood knot and waited. As the herd 

ambled on, Hothgar and his tribe followed, for perhaps a week or more, until the young animal 

succumbed to its wound. At last the nomadic family ate. And after a few weeks Hothgar again sat 

on a log and began to knap. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1082small.jpg
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https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1085small.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Eight… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

NOTE FROM JB 

 JB is a good friend although we’ve never met. He researched my family like he worked for the 

KGB, and mailed me all sorts of things, like my father’s college annual from TCU. I guess he 

reads Dal’s blog or he would not have sent me this email. f 

Hey Forrest, 

Just checked it to see what you are up to.  I’m going to send you a little care package to cheer you 

up:-) 

I grew up in a house where I had to dig through a double-wide drawer of literally hundreds of 

mismatched forks, spoons and knives to find one that not only suited my fancy,  but was actually 

clean (often had to clean it to use it).  When I moved out on my own, I started stacking my forks 

neatly in a plastic drawer organizer that a poor college student could afford.  It helped that I could 

only afford an ultra-cheap, sheet-metal, press-cut, four piece “silverware” set (less to organize).  Of 

course I had to get roommates to keep rental costs low and that is where I had to learn 

tolerance.  There isn’t a male college student on this planet that would ever stack their forks or 

untangle a telephone cord, or clean the toilet for that matter.  I finally found a roommate that 

generally didn’t make a mess and put his dishes in the old portable dishwasher I acquired, so we 

didn’t have to fight over dishes….but he just wouldn’t stack the forks!  I realized then that there 

are some things we each do that you cannot impose on others.  It was a valuable lesson and 

important to my happy marriage.   My wife and children are never going separate and stack the 

forks according to size.  That is my “cross to bear”. 

All my best, 

JB 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Seven… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

 People Just Don’t Understand 

 

Don’t you just hate that? Look at it! With copious people wandering by that spot you’d think 

someone would pause for two seconds and untangle the poor phone cord? Why would anyone 

stand there talking and twisting the thing in the first place? It’s so jumbled the sound probably gets 

distorted going through it. 

And that’s not all, there’s always a write way to do something and a wrong one. Maybe I’m just 

too meticulous, but for me it’s important to keep my priorities straight. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1063s.jpg
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Please don’t tell me that I’m the only Homo Sapien on the entire planet who cares about these 

things? 

 

It’s been a bad day, I mean besides my hair. It’s the last date to get my driver’s license renewed or 

take both the stupid written test, and the driver’s exam. Just because I’m over eighty I have do it 

every year. 

In my rush to get over to the MVD I ran out of gas. It was right in the middle of the busiest street 

in town, and because I forgot to plug my idiot phone in I had to just sit there until the honks brought 

every cop in town to my “location.” Big deal, you’d thought I robbed a bank or something. 

A cab brought me home and I’m resting comfortably by Tesuque and my warm little fire, but I 

guess they towed my car to the Walmart parking lot. That’s ok because I don’t ever plan to drive 

again. I’ll just stay home and keep my eye on the telephone lines. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/combos.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1062s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Six… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

  

Dal, this lady is a beautiful, petite, medical doctor and intellectual who takes her two dogs 

into the mountains searching for the treasure. She brings a different flavor to the chase. 

Maybe your bloggers will enjoy her slant, slightly edited and forwarded with her 

permission.f 

 Dear Mr. Fenn, 

How have you been?  I hope you and your family are healthy and happy.  As always, there is too 

much I would like to tell you.  Half are stories about my recent adventures.  Half are thoughts that 

I believe pop like balloons into my consciousness, inspired and inflated by your subliminal 

airs.  Lucky for you that my memory is that of a brain damaged caterpillar’s rather than an 

elephant’s (or so my sister has informed me).  I may have told you already that I have been 

prioritizing actual exploring over writing of my roamings.  Tengo prisa for so many reasons. 

Winter will be here too soon and access to my favorite hunting grounds will be difficult.  The 

reliability of the 4 runner has been in question and hippo-worthy mud puddles have made for some 

interesting moments. JCs gray-gowned patience is exhausted despite my efforts to spare him from 

my daily “discoveries” within your riddle.  And I’m afraid that the heft of reality and repeated 

failures may tip my scales, outweighing the lightness of imagination and hope. The best laid 

schemes oft go awry, at least for this mouse.  Such an imbalance would fill my tramping boots 

with cement and drown desire. 

Orion has found his way into my sky again!  Another year chases its quarry around the solar system 

without gaining ground but gaining experience.  Just now he appears to be reclining against the 

Sandias in silhouette, marvelling at the Milky Way. 

I am enslaved by my habits.  Only recently have I been exploring all the alternate routes to my 

destinations.  The latest path takes me past a different quarry.  For the  most part, however, I ask 

for advice and direction but kind words go in one deaf ear and out the other without leveraging me 

out of my rut.  And my perspective is as focused as from a fixed periscope, only seeing 10 degrees 

of the horizon through one unblinking eye, missing the other 350 degrees above and everything 

below.  With such sensory deficits I have to rely upon my dogs’ noses that much more to guide 

our search.  But Kiva’s olfactory skills are blunted by time and Sombra’s are blunted by the deer 

droppings. 

I feel a bit overwhelmed.  Perhaps that is my MO.  Surely this contributes to my inability to 

write.  And of course, there is the issue of plausibility.  It is not because I could ever be clever 

enough, but because I have such dogged perseverance, that I hope to understand the web you 

weave.  It is a daunting prospect.  JC was out of town this weekend so I researched and fanangled 

explanations that might tie some loose ends together.  Piles of information.  Where will all of these 

hours lead?  Oddly, I am considering this time as meditative, brain wave frequencies harmonizing 
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with the universe.  well.  In the past few weeks I have searched along the sharp edge of 

Shakespeares blade, red-eyed and relentlessly, over hills and vales, far from the arroyos where I 

started, going full circle.  I have made multiple trips to criss cross the web space and pace the 

curves of this “holy field.”  I’ve incensed myself and gone around and around and around, chasing 

the wrong tail.  Its like motorboating in a morass, frustrating.  But at the end of each day, its not 

the pot at the end of the rainbow but the rainbow’s kaleidoscope, which was the treasure.  I fed 

ruby red Fuji apples to horses through barbed wire fences.  The last of the aspen’s gold shone 

against sapphire skies.  Dark emerald evergreens gave shade to Kiva and Sombra.  You’ve heard 

all this before. To give you hints as to the piece of peace I seek, tiny slice of my heart, miniscule 

portion of eternity, is the only way I can show you my appreciation.  So I carry on almost 

incessantly. 

Tangentially, you have inspired me to check out some books from the library today.  Prior to 

reading your memoir I had not read any biographies nor autobiographies.  Now that I am trying to 

write my patient’s photobiography, it occurred to me that I better study the art.  My intended 

subject was Van Gogh but I found books on A. Earhart, Oppenheimer, Ben Franklin, 

Keith  Richards, and Houdini instead!  I think I wish (I’m always careful about how I wish for 

things) that I was a speed reader with a photographic memory.  But I wouldnt wish that if it was 

at the expense of my health or happiness.  To some small degree, maybe ignorance is bliss.  Who 

knows? 

sincerely, 

E 
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Scrapbook One Hundred Five… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

 My Art For Me 

None of my friends know I’m an artist and I hope they don’t find out. That’s why I haven’t shown 

in galleries. My art is nature-specific and reflective of what freedom of expression means to me. 

All raw materials used in my sculpture are free. They must be something I’ve picked up in the 

mountains or around lakes and river bottoms. Those are the rules and I’ve named each piece in my 

portfolio. 

I made Loonie Bird over at Vermejo Park one Sunday afternoon 

after catching a 20” brown trout and two 16” rainbows. It was a 

good day. 

My favorite art supplies are cattails, animal bones, tree knots, 

water iris, pine needles, wild flowers (especially dandelions), and 

a host of other such materials. I don’t use lily pads because they 

usually have yucky insect eggs on their underneath. 

I’ve learned to anticipate color changes. When a green plant 

dries and turns brown it can ruin the composition of my work, so 

I freshen selected masterworks from time to time. 

It’s alright if I use man-made objects but only if I find them out 

in the wild, like barbed wire, beer cans and pop bottle tops. But 

no tires, dishwashers or refrigerators. I have to draw the line 

somewhere. 

 

 

 

 

 

Loonie Bird 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1054s.jpg
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-  

Loonie Bird with Hackles 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1057s.jpg
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Rustie and Her Friend 

 

Sometimes my work reminds me of incidents from youth and I title them appropriately. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1050.jpg
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Miss Ford 

I really like sculpting because it gets me out where the air blows fresh and my imagination can 

roam free. That’s when I’m most creative and easy to please. Eat your heart out Andy Warhol. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1052s2.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Four… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

 I forgot where I left my memories 

It’s not fair to suggest I’m eccentric because of a few 

things I do that are different. Being ordinary or 

predictable is no fun. Let’s talk about stretching the 

norms, and I’ll use literature as an example. 

A book doesn’t have to be just another inanimate 

object that’s bored and forgotten on a sagging shelf? 

Why not give it some personality? Let me illustrate 

my point. 

On page 114 of Ken Tankersley’s book, In Search of 

Ice Age Americans, he wrote about the Crook 

County Clovis artifacts that were found buried in red 

ochre. A few of us went to the remote site in 

Wyoming and I collected some of the pigment. To 

get to the exact spot we received permission to take 

a fence down, drive cross-country through gullies, 

dales, and a few sage-brush flats, so we did. 

 

I smudged some of the ocher on page 114 adjacent to where Ken speaks of a Clovis fluted knife. 

Scholars might say it was a stupid waste of time and I was just weird for doing it. And to reinforce 

their point, twenty-two pages later I did it again 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1035.jpg
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But think about how educational it will be a hundred years from now when someone reads my 

copy of the book. Who says we can’t influence the future? 

I always make a few unique copies of the books I write. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_10361.jpg
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They’re just something distinctive for me to keep for myself. This is one of them. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1042.jpg
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This is my first biography of Joseph Henry Sharp, who was born two years before the Civil War 

started and lived until the year Peggy and I were married. That won’t reveal my age but may 

explain why I don’t remember things like I used to. The book has hand marbled end-papers, and 

an original oil painting blatantly emblazoned upon its cover. “Smooth idea Forrest, but don’t you 

think it’s a little curious?” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1034.jpg
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Hand marbled end paper 

Nicolai Fechin is one of my favorite artists. I wrote a book about him and published another. When 

celebrities came in our gallery or stayed in one of our guest houses I asked them to sign my Fechin 

book. I always wanted to schmooze, maybe go to lunch with them, or dinner, hoping some of their 

mojo would rub off on me. It never did, but at least I got 8 pages of autographs: 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1038.jpg
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Ginger Rogers, Karen Allen, Sam Shepard, Jessica Lange, Shari Lewis & Lamb Chops, Suzanne 

Somers, Lillian Gish, Ray Bolger & the Scarecrow, Johnathan Winters, Joe Foss, David 

Rockefeller, John Connelly, Greer Garson, Gene Hackman, Georgia O’Keeffe, Martha Hyer, Hal 

Wallace, Steven Spielberg & ET, Jackie Kennedy, Shirley MacLaine, Tab Hunter, Cesar Romero, 

Sam Elliot, Katherine Ross,  Byron Nelson, Steve Martin, E. G. Marshall, Dick Van Dyke, Cher, 

Roger Miller, Sandy Duncan, Jane Russell, Ellsworth Bunker, Larry Hagman & JR, Dinah Shore, 

Richard Avedon, Whitey Ford, Robin Olds, President Gerald Ford, H. R. Haldeman, Doc 

Severson, and a host of others, especially artists. Fun stuff. 

Roaming through my book shelves is a favorite pastime on snowy days and nights, especially when 

I look through a book that has original documents or drawings bound in. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1037.jpg
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To assist my memory I sometimes tip mementos in a book to remind me of business deals that 

didn’t work, and also make silly notes that help me remember whose book it is. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1049.jpg
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OK, I’ll admit to having a few abstract philosophies, and sometimes I’m weird, but my fear is that 

someone might say I’m typical. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1031.jpg
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https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1046.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred Three… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

My Zebras 

 

Hesna al Ghaoui – a great Hungarian film maker, but a little eccentric. When the wind blows she 

has to sit in the car. 

I can’t keep girls out of my Zebras. Maybe it’s because they’ve been known to evoke animal 

instincts to the wearer. One middle-aged lady who wore them to the opera said they’re 

hallucinogenic. She thought lions were watching her. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/image.jpeg
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Unfortunately my Zeebs are a full size too small and that means I can only wear them for four 

minutes before my feet feelings start going from discomfort, through agony, to numb. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/dags-015.jpg
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So if I’m ever invited to a Coronation or some other big event, like if I’m Knighted, then I’ll just 

cut my toe nails short, forget the socks, and sprinkle alum in the boots. That’s what my 

grandmother used to do. She said it made her feet shrink. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/dags-017.jpg
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These great boots were made by Leddy’s in Ft. Worth and were once owned by my old friend 

Snuff Garrett. He was so influential in the music industry that his high school gave him an honorary 

diploma, and that’s true. He collected art so we had fun arguing about artists. He knows what he 

thinks, but was always so busy talking he couldn’t hear what I was saying. 

I thought about giving my Zebras to Dal but his feet are bigger than mine and he’s afraid of pain. 

Besides, his wife would steal them away. I just know she would. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/47.jpg
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That’s my youngest granddaughter Piper who thinks she’s Taylor Swift. She said Dal’s wife can’t 

have her zebra boots. 

  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_1027.jpg


Page 512 
 

Scrapbook One Hundred Two… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

Age 

 

Of course she wasn’t 29 but I don’t dare mention that. You know how women are about their age. 

That ad ran on November the 16th sometime during the 20th century, and that’s all I’m going to 

say, except that the phone started ringing and she didn’t know she knew so many strangers. 

http://airmail.calendar/2014-11-16%2012:00:00%20PST
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/114.jpg
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Peggy 

If you want to know her age you can ask Peggy, but if you do I suggest you come wearing a bullet 

proof vest and carrying a bible. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/112.jpg
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A few relatives know that I’m ___years older than my wife so I can’t talk about that either because 

anyone who’s good at math could figure it out. But I’ll give you a hint; all of my friends tell me I 

don’t look 49. 

 

Forrest-2014 

Some men are a little secretive about their age also – like Dal, so I would never embarrass him by 

saying. But he’s 20 + 9 – 7 x 3 + 13 – 6 + 8 + 8. If his wife works the arithmetic and tells him his 

age he’ll probably deny it. But he is however old he is. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_10051.jpg
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dal 

Maybe I’m just mad because political correctness won’t let me say what I’m thinking.  Guess I’ll 

just go fishing. f 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/Dal-31.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred One… 
NOVEMBER 2014 

 

Things and Stuff 

I don’t know what it is about things and stuff but I like to make them. 

 

When our Santa Fe art foundry was running full speed in the early 70s, working in the pouring 

room was frenzied. Molten bronze was 2,000 degrees hot and scary, and the angst of spilling some 

on my toes made my pulse quicken some and my eyes stay wide. 

After work it was time to play and unwind. A favorite hobby was making art jewelry. My repertoire 

included chains, kachina figures, crosses, bracelets, pendants made from spilled bronze droplets, 

and whatever else I could think of. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_0988s.jpg


Page 517 
 

 

All I needed was a roll of bailing wire, some cement nails, a few welding rods, an acetylene torch, 

and a jar of flux. That’s all. 

When visitors looked at my work and squinched I’d tell them I was going through my mid-life, 

avant-garde, art period. Men especially didn’t like my stuff until I gave their wives a necklace or 

some ear rings, then suddenly I was their hero and everyone loved my boundless talent. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_0987s.jpg
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I learned enough about human nature doing those things that I thought some small college in Colorado 

would give me an honorary PhD in Anthropology or Physiology.  But they didn’t. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/11/IMG_0986s.jpg
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Scrapbook One Hundred… 
OCTOBER 2014 

 

Glory is where you find it 

I’m so proud of this football. It’s a genuine Rawlings Pro 5 lace-up. 

 

For two years I was the star 98 pound quarterback for the Central Junior High School Kittens. With 

this very football I finally made a touchdown. It was a one-yard dash through the middle of the 

line. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/pro5.jpg
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Illustration by the author 

We were playing the Troy Warriors and my good friend, Edard, who was the center for our team, 

moved the opposing guard to the right just enough for me to plunge through. It was a daring feat 

of mental and physical dexterity. I’m sure the crowd was roaring and the Temple Daily Telegram 

probably would have reported it in headlines if someone had told them about the achievement. I 

don’t remember who won the game but I got to keep the ball and that’s glory enough for me. 

While trying to avoid those who distract me from my self-esteem I am quick to remember those 

incidents in my past that define me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/fenn06.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Nine Point Five… 
OCTOBER 2014 

 

I have rules: 

No one comes in my bathroom and that’s final. Except to get dirty clothes from my hamper when 

I’m not there. But they’d better not mess with any of my other stuff. 

 

I don’t like clutter so everything on my counter is necessary. Kleenex, tooth brushes, clock, and 

sink are on the left. Lotion in the middle. A wooden box for pennies, and my TV on the right. 

Everything else is hidden in drawers or cabinets. That’s me in the three mirrors. I cannot imagine 

why there are three mirrors. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0912.jpg
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My wife designed my shower except I didn’t want it enclosed with glass. She said I’d have to 

squeegee it after each shower and I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I’m careful not to splash. 

And she put the huge skylight above my sprinkler. It’s just right there, and let’s light from the 

entire world in on me while I’m standing naked. Next time I’ll design my own shower. That’s 

shampoo and conditioner on the banco, and my towel drying on the warmer. I don’t know why the 

wall is pink in this photo. Please don’t tell anyone the walls in my bathroom are pink. They’re 

white. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0928.jpg
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This door goes to my closet where my jeans and shirts are stored. The flowers never bloom but 

who cares? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0915.jpg
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This door leads to our bedroom. When it’s locked I can exhale and loosen my belt two notches. 

It’s where the ever vigilant Tesuque and I can hide from the grandkids and the rest of the world. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0917.jpg
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Our 17th century Spanish traveling desk stands against the south wall. It has children’s faces carved 

up and down both sides. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0930.jpg
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The sculptures on top are an antique Kongo nail fetish and an old pottery children’s game bowl 

from Mexico. And in-between is my faithful bamboo back scratcher that has served me so well for 

about sixty-years. If you look close you can see it. In the mirror that’s me again, also early Spanish. 

The mirror I mean, not me. 

How fortunate we are to have the luxury of warm water and electricity, an extravagance that 80% 

of the world population doesn’t have. That fact is not lost on me. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0922.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Nine… 
OCTOBER 2014 

 

family in crisis 

My granddaughter Noah has this mix of a poor dog. She named him Tucker of all things. Well, 

Tucker’s hair kept growing over the winter, and spring, and summer, and fall. The unfortunate 

thing was awkward by necessity because he couldn’t see out. He kept running into trees, and 

rabbits in the yard were absolutely safe. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_9732.jpg
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Finally, one day while Noah was in school, someone sneaked Tucker to the hairdresser. Here’s the result. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_9084.jpg
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Later, Noah asked about that strange looking dog that was prancing around the yard with such 

artistry? No one dared speak under penalty of death. The problem was that Noah is a pretty bright 

girl and soon figured it out. So she started crying, and laughing, and then crying again. Sometimes 

she didn’t know for sure which one she was doing. 

But all ended well. Tucker had rediscovered himself, the trees were relaxed, and the rabbits hid 

out under the wood pile till after dark. The other dogs in the family: Chappy, Tesuque, Boss and 

Apache, all though Tucker was charming, so Noah was pleased at last. 

Don’t you just love a story like that? 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0904.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Eight… 
OCTOBER 2014 

 

Closet stories 

I’ve decided to simplify my life. Things are just too wild out on the streets so I don’t go there 

anymore. I’ve also stopped watching the news. And I had to give up reading Dal’s blog because it 

cut into my nap time. And the Lawrence Welk show is on my agenda again. 

With my little dog Tesuque on constant alert for terrorists I have time to sit in my recliner and 

write poetry. He’s the only thing I have now that eats, except my wife, and she doesn’t eat much. 

 

It didn’t take much for me to move a few things from my closet to the basement, like my suit, my 

tie, and my pair of good shoes. I don’t plan to attend any more weddings or funerals, and that space 

is needed for jeans, shirts, fur slippers, and Nikes. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/tesuque.jpg
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My closet is attached to my bathroom so when I lock the outer door I’m a king 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/jeans2.jpg
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I wear my shirts from left to right and change every five days in the winter – four days in the 

summer 

Most of my hats are gone now too, because I’m into my “retired rancher” persona these days. 

That’s why I always keep my brown Stetson in the Jeep. It cost me 10 bucks extra to have horse 

manure put on the crown but it’s worth it. How else would anyone know I’m originally from 

Texas? 

Now days I supervise a lot. That probably was my calling all along. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/jeans.jpg


Page 533 
 

 

I enjoy excavating at San Lazaro Pueblo 

And I’ve turned into a bird watcher. My favorite is the Whippoorwill because it reminds me of the 

song “My Blue Heaven,” which I like to hum. 

Friends don’t come around much anymore but once in a while someone will wander in. They 

always want to talk about the treasure and when they ask where it’s hidden I say “Why do you 

want to know?” That really stumps them and I’ve trained my grandkids to come running in about 

that time. Ha, I may be getting old but my shadow still ain’t cast by no fool. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/SL100.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Seven… 
OCTOBER 2014 

  

There are three animals in the forest that don’t play 

fair and all others try to avoid: the skunk, the 

rattlesnake, and the porcupine. I made this gallon 

bronze jar with a screw-on lid after witnessing an 

unfortunate event near Hebgen Lake. I plan to fill 

it with things that will be fun to see in the year 

5,450 when someone might unearth it. I want to 

bury it this year. Can anyone suggest what I should 

put in it, besides my autobiography? 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I want to bury it this year. Can anyone suggest what 

I should put in it, besides my autobiography? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0900s.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Six… 
OCTOBER 2014 

 

 War Trophy or…? 

I made my first flight during the Vietnam War on January 18, 1968. The action was heating up 

and when the Tet Offensive started twelve days later I had already flown fifteen combat missions 

in the F-100. 

 
My palatial hootch at Tuy Hoa where I lived for a year, a pilot on each end. 

Tet was the big push by the Viet Cong and North Vietnamese Regulars to take over South Vietnam 

and push America and her allies into the beautiful South China Sea. The last attack in that offensive 

was on February 10th. During the intervening eleven days 14,000 Vietnamese civilians were killed 

and 24,000 were wounded. I have maintained my sanity over the ensuing years by telling myself 

that none of them were in my target areas. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0828.jpg
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Sometimes the war interfered with farming. 

 

At 0300 on the morning of 31 January, Tuy Hoa, where I was stationed, was hit hard. I was jolted 

awake by the sound of explosions and machine gun fire. I didn’t know what to do. We weren’t 

allowed to have fighting weapons in our living areas, so I climbed on top of my hootch where I 

could hide and watch the action. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0826.jpg
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A Viet Cong who thought about coming through the concertina wire. 

Enemy sappers breeched the base perimeter and threw satchel charges under our airplanes. Wings 

and tails were blown high into the black sky. The light from huge fires allowed our security 

forces to see enemy troops running around. Most intruders were killed but many disappeared back 

into the night. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0827.jpg
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One of our cargo planes in need of maintenance. 

 

About 0900 the fighting was over and we started taking inventory. The warm-eyed Vietnamese 

woman who did my laundry; a pleasant person whom I liked and gave soap to, was killed coming 

through the concertina wire. She was a Viet Cong soldier. Identifying her body was almost beyond 

the reach of my imagination. 

It was a frightening scene at our Command Post, with AK-47s, hand grenades and rocket launchers 

littering the sand all around. I retrieved a small flag from the body of a Viet Cong soldier who 

didn’t make it through the razor wire. Our intelligence officer said the flag was one that had been 

hand-stitched in silk by a local Vietnamese family who was selling them as souvenirs to the GIs. 

The flags weren’t official, or issued, and had nothing to do with the war. All of that changed when 

the Viet Cong raided the small shop, killed the family, and took their inventory of flags. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0824.jpg
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War trophy or…? 

So now, forty-six years after leaving the Vietnam War, I have successfully unremembered many 

details of my involvement. But I still wonder if my small 32-inch flag is a legitimate trophy from 

that conflict, or just the peaceful symbol of an unfortunate family that was caught in the middle, 

trying to make a living. What do you think? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/10/IMG_0821b.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety Five… 
SEPTEMBER 2014 

Forrest, 

I was on Renelle’s treasure quest with her…..more the brawn than the brains.  She may have told 

you about me.  I worked with her in the Tetons.  I was her legs on a number of adventures as she 

would send me off into the hills with a set of GPS coordinates and an X on a map.  More than 

once, as I was thrashing through the brush, climbing over rocks, or staggering down a steep 

hillside, I wondered, ‘could that guy really have gotten the treasure here’?  We had some fun 

adventures, and I always hoped that I would find that box hidden away at the point she had sent 

me to.  She was so captivated by her search for the treasure, and except for her many sleepless 

nights of research, I think it was the most wonderful distraction for her. 

We had a wonderful gathering of folks here in the Tetons to commemorate Renelle’s life.  She will 

be sorely missed.  The most repeated theme that day was how much Renelle embraced life.  What 

a wonderful inspiration! 

Thank you for embracing Renelle too.  She had such wonderful times meeting you and sharing 

experiences with other treasure hunters.  I, like others, find some solace in the thought that perhaps 

Renelle’s spirit was finally able to find the treasure. ……..and if it did, maybe you felt a little poke 

in the ribs and heard Renelle say “HA!”. 

PS- One fun story- On one trip to Gardiner, Renelle sent me way up towards the top of Sphinx 

Mountain.  It was a long sweaty climb with a great view from the top.  When I arrived back at the 

parking lot, we met a camper there named Bob.  We visited just a bit and then drove five hours 

back to the Tetons, arriving late in the evening.  I collapsed that night exhausted and woke to a 

phone call from Renelle at 4am.  She hadn’t slept a wink, and told me that she had to go right back 

up and talk to Bob.  I said there was no way she was going to drive five hours on no sleep, so I 

picked her up and away we went.  We had an interesting, if not surreal, visit with Bob in his tent 

at the trailhead later that morning.  I don’t think that visit got us any closer to the treasure, but we 

made a friend in Bob, and those hours on the road through Yellowstone with Renelle will be fond 

memories that I will cherish forever. 

Thank You. 

Scott Guenther 

———————- 

Thanks for the note Scott. Renelle and I talked often and she spoke fondly about giving you her 

heart by proxy. It was such a beautiful heart. f 
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Scrapbook Ninety Four… 
SEPTEMBER 2014 

This ode to the chase was forwarded to me from a searcher who wants to remain anon because he 

thinks he knows where the treasure is and doesn’t want the birds to give away his secret. Everyone 

will recognize that it’s a take-off from Edgar Allen Poe’s Quote the Raven Nevermore. f 

  

Only the Phantom 

Once upon a night inspired, while I pondered weak and tired, 

Over many a curious volume laden with a treasure lore, 

While I plotted on its mapping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As a Shadow’s gently rapping, rapping at my bedroom door. 

‘`Tis a butterfly,’ I muttered, ‘fluttered by my bedroom door – 

Only this, and nothing more.’ 

Ah, distinctly a tinkling bell rings in the spirit of a spell, 

I listened good and listened well… there was no ringing at the door. 

So, eager for a bath and rest; -as vainly I had sought the best 

Path forward to surcease the quest – fulfill the quest for gold and more, 

That it begins where eagles nest, then down into the canyon’s core – 

Nameless here for evemore. 

Suddenly my soul grew weaker; Shadow at the inter. speaker, 

‘Sir,’ said I, my heart grows meeker, ‘this IS my place so I implore; 

But the fact is I was halting, these hot waters from exalting 

These warm waters from assaulting, threshold of the bathroom door’, 

And, as I slipped into my sneaker, looked quickly down through open door; – 

Shadow there, and nothing more. 

… 

Then fast asleep, lasting escape…, there’s rustling of the Phantom’s cape 

That chased me – thrilled me with fantastic and covered me from pore to pore; 

So that now, my heart stopped beating, through the shadow twilight fleeting 

‘`Tis the Shadow now entreating and this fantasy explore. 

Moaning Phantom at the window, knowing Shadow through the door;- 

This is it and nothing more,’ 

And as the evening shades prevail, thinking of those who passed the vale, 

Attentive still to Phantom’s wail, heard somewhat louder than before. 

As the silence was then broken, but the Shadow gave no token 

And the only words then spoken were the whispered words, ‘NO MORE!’ 

`Twas Phantom on my bathroom scale, wishing he was just forty-four, 

Ounces that is, and nothing more. 
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‘There’s circumstantial evidence, I’ll be your guide in dream or trance, 

Through wiles of nature, circum-stance; you’ll tract a thread to golden ore’, 

Said Phantom perched upon the scale. ‘And have you trekked this secret trail?’ 

Asked I, afraid the chase might fail, ‘Have you’ve been down this path before?’ 

‘Alone and bold I went by chance’. ‘Phantom!’ said I, ‘but that’s infernal’, 

And the moment seemed eternal… ‘How deeper then, should I explore?” 

Quoth the Phantom, ‘Four-two-four’. 

Merely this and nothing more. 

Erratum: 

And if this blending plagiarism, seems poor labour of a mime. 

That changes… looking through the prism, of vodka raspberry and lime. 

For, in expanding Universe, there is no lesser of a crime, 

Than at the ending of a verse, copying and pasting of a rhyme. 

It could be worse! (I’m out of time) 

The Phantom 
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Scrapbook Ninety Three… 
SEPTEMBER 2014 

 

Renelle Jacobson 

 

As the days of autumn approach each of us must know that our hour glass is slowly getting bottom 

heavy. Hopefully, as each crystal of sand drops, it takes with it the story of a fruitful life, full of 

grateful memories and dreams fulfilled. 

And so it was with Renelle Jacobson. Three days ago she ran out of sand and she fell to an evil 

malady that made her suffer for many years. She was not fooled by what she knew was inevitable, 

and I know she left with a smile on her face. She lived a full life during her few short years, and 

our lives are suddenly poorer. I especially feel the loss. f 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/renelle01.jpg


Page 544 
 

Scrapbook Ninety 

Two… 
AUGUST 2014 

Me and Mummy Joe 

     The archaeological dig underway in the mid 60s. 

Only a few minutes after you leave the East 

Entrance of Yellowstone, on the way to Cody, if 

you pay attention, you’ll see a big cave there on the 

left. Its mouth is 150-feet wide and looks like a 

giant opera singer yawning in the side of the 

mountain. The beautiful North Fork of the 

Shoshoni River splashes the opposite side of the 

road right there. 

The cave didn’t have a name when I first knew it 

but it always made a strong impression on me, and 

it was a favorite lunchtime respite for my family 

when we were headed to Texas after a summer in 

Yellowstone. 

And of course I usually climbed into the cave and sat on a rock in the back to eat Fritos and drink 

my Dr. Pepper. That was in the 1930s and 40s. 

Twenty-five years later I became friends with two of the men who excavated the cave. They were 

Bobby Edgar and George Dabich. For two years in the middle 60s they carefully moved rocks, 

shoveled dirt, screened for artifacts, compiled data, and helped uncover Mummy Joe.       

And the cave finally had a name  

            . 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/mummycave60s.jpg
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Mummy Joe during reburial in the cave 

Once, when George and I were having dinner at the Erma in Cody, he spoke of watching an 

archaeologist uncover an Angostura point that was 28-feet below the cave’s surface. The weapon 

had been flaked to kill an ancient species of bison and had not seen daylight for almost 9,000 years. 

 George also talked about the artifacts he uncovered: stone choppers, hammers and grinders, 

projectile points, cordage, fragments of tanned sheepskin, arrow shafts, basketry, rabbit nets, and 

more than 2,000 leftover animal bones that had been discarded by the ancient dwellers. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/mummyjoe.jpg
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In 1967 I received a gift from George. It was a 5-inch long knife 

he’d carved from a mountain sheep bone that came from layer #3. 

He said it carbon-14 dated to about 682 AD. 

George’s tales were colorful and compelling. He spoke of what it 

was like living in the cave 1200 years ago when Mummy Joe died, 

and of the trail weary hunters who returned from a hunt dragging 

elk hides full of meat that would sustain their clans through the 

freezing-cold winters. I was fascinated by the stories. 

After midnight, with George’s words fresh on my mind, I drove to 

Mummy Cave. The night was so black that the snow-covered 

ground offered little moderation. With a small light as my only 

companion I climbed up and in, and sat on my rock against the 

back wall. In the lonely silence nothing was moving but the wind 

that whispered its way through the trees, down the river, and past 

the cave. 

As I sat in the eerie quietness I could feel the austere grandeur of 

my surroundings. Who were these ancient people who called this 

sheltered place home? Over the last few thousand years several 

hundred nature-toughened Indians had rested their butts on the 

very rock upon which I sat. I just knew it. Can you imagine how 

that made me feel? 

 Today my thoughts sometimes harken back to Mummy Joe, who 

was wrapped in sheepskins so long ago, and buried deep in the 

dirt. What would I have thought when I was a kid, sitting on my 

rock, knowing that Joe was just a few feet away. Are there any 

among you who are as intrigued by America’s ancient past as I 

am? Tell me. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/dabitchknif.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety One… 
AUGUST 2014 

 

Shelling Corn Painting  

Keri sent me a full-page color magazine 

ad that our gallery ran in 1978. It 

advertised “Shelling Corn,” a large oil 

painting by Joseph Henry Sharp. It 

depicts Elkfoot Jerry Maribal and 

Crucita, two Taos Indians sitting on a 

banco by the fireplace in the artist’s 

studio. 

The ad conjured up old memories from 

my seventeen-years as a gallery owner in 

Santa Fe. I can recall the entire history of 

that shelling corn painting. Well, maybe 

not the entire history, but I’ll tell you 

what I know. 

It was painted about 1925-35, I’d guess, 

but it could be a little earlier. I gave a 

local family $55,000 for it. They 

obtained it from the artist in trade for 

Navajo weavings. I sold the painting for 

$65,000 to an old friend. When he 

wanted to buy a yacht his wife made him 

sell the painting back to me for $75,000. 

Later, we sold it to a good client in Blue Bell, Pennsylvania for $150,000. When he passed away 

the director of the Los Angeles Athletic Club acquired it for $250,000 and sold it for $750,000. It 

sold again for 1.5 million and then again for I don’t know what. Not bad appreciation for just 20 

years or so. 

 

 

 

I interviewed Jerry Maribal in 1980 while researching my Sharp biography. Jerry was 110-years 

old, and totally blind. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/jm04.jpg
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When I entered the room Jerry was reclining on his bed. He smiled and said, “I’m happy to see 

you Mr. Fenn.” 

Meeting Elkfoot Jerry Maribal was a wonderful life experience for me. He said interesting things 

about his early life at Taos pueblo and about his relationship with Mr. Sharp. In his quiet way he 

spoke through the haze of far-away memories while I mostly listened, not wanting to interrupt him 

with the weakness of my own thoughts. As I left his room a granddaughter said, “The leaves will 

soon fall from the apricot tree.” I thought that was such a beautiful Indian-thing to say. Mr. Maribal 

died the next morning, and out of respect, the pueblo was closed to all outsiders for three days. 

I can’t say that Elkfoot Jerry was a 

friend because we met only that one 

time. It was remiss of me for not 

meeting him earlier. And why didn’t I 

also meet Hunting Son, Soaring Eagle, 

Crucita, Standing Deer, Leaf Down, 

Agapito, George Eats Alone, Lady 

Pretty Blanket, Adalina, Wolf Ear, 

Strikes His Enemy Pretty, Mary 

Tailfeather, Shows A Fish, Medicine 

Crow, White Swan, Takes A Wrinkle, 

Julia Sun Goes Slow, Shorty White 

Grass, Naked Alberto, Hairy Moccasin, 

Albidia, Bawling Deer, and a host of 

other Indians who also posed for Mr. 

Sharp? I think I deserve another chance. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Photo from Teepee Smoke by Forrest Fenn 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/jm01.jpg
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Scrapbook Ninety… 
AUGUST 2014 

 

Forgotten Memories 

They don’t build guys like George Dabich anymore. If 

you saw him walking down the street wearing a brown 

cowboy hat you probably wouldn’t be impressed. He 

wasn’t tall, athletic, flashy, famous or rich. But you’d 

run out of things he wasn’t pretty fast because he had 

assets we all should wish to emulate. 

As a 22-year old sailor in WW-2 George was cruising the 

South Pacific on a destroyer, the USS Brooks, when it was 

hit by a kamikaze. George was blasted end-over-end out 

into the ocean where he flailed around in burning oil and 

gasoline for hours until he was rescued and put aboard the 

USS Hovey, another destroyer. 

In less than 24-hours that ship was torpedoed and sank 

while George watched again from the vantage point of an 

ocean burning all around him. He didn’t much care for the 

turn his life had suddenly taken. 

After the Navy, George settled in Cody where he became 

a professional outbacker and hunting guide. And he was 

painting some pretty good Indian pictures. When we met, 

about 1967, I was teaching pilot training in the Air Force but had orders to Vietnam. His parting 

words to me were, “If you come back whole I’ll take you out where we can pick up some buffalo 

caps and maybe a skull or two.” We both were collecting western history things. That invitation 

may have motivated me to fly faster and keep my head down deeper. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/977435_profile_pic.jpg
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“Salute to a Warrior”, by George Dabich, cast at Fenn Bronze in Lubbock, Texas. 

Upon my return I gave George a hunk wax and asked him to create some figures for me to cast in 

bronze. I’d set up a foundry in my garage. He did that and so did I. Our relationship flourished into 

close personal and professional bonds. 

 And of course he took me out into the Skylight country north of Cody where we found several 

dozen buffalo horn caps and a few skulls. This is my best one. It was a young bull. I found in some 

shades of a giant lodge pole pine. It was covered with reddish-yellow lichen, the faded remnants 

of which can still be seen between the horns and down. I removed the pine needles that populated 

the eye sockets and nose cavity. Wish now I hadn’t. 

 

And a basalt arrowhead was imbedded in the bone just inside his left eye. It penetrated only half 

an inch and broke where it was affixed to the arrow shaft. It didn’t kill the animal and the bone 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/IMG_0753sm.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/IMG_0751sm.jpg
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grew back around, holding it tight. I wish it had been me with the Crow Indian hunting party 

who released the arrow to fly on its last mission. 

“In my solitude, it haunts me with memories of days gone by. In my solitude, it taunts me, with 

reveries that never die.” (Thank you Tony Bennett). 

The brown hat I wear so proudly was George’s. He wore it 

while his hunters killed 28 grizzlies out there just east of 

Yellowstone. He placed it on my head beside a campfire one 

night, and said, “Fits you like a glass fits water, so I want 

you to have it.” 

  

George died last year at age 91, and his passage went largely 

unnoticed, save for a scant few guys like me and some 

relatives. But the coyotes and sage brush know he’s gone, 

and so do the tall pines, under which he sat and drank coffee 

from a tin cup. The red embers of his camp fires will miss him badly, but not as much as me. 

 
Preparing Sweat Lodge – George Dabich 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/prparingsweatlodgesm.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/dabichhat.jpg
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Scrapbook Eighty Nine… 
AUGUST 2014 

The Long Jump… 

 

It was a huge monster of an iron looking thing. The 

bridge I mean, and I hated it with a passion. It crossed 

the Leon River on state road 53 about 6 miles west of 

Temple where I was born and raised. 

Well, it wasn’t really the bridge itself that bothered 

me, it was the 40-foot drop to the water, and I’ll tell 

you why. 

The cadre of friends I ran around with in high school 

was a pseudo-macho bunch. There was Edard, Kacir, 

Scotty, Paul Emery, Laurens, and several others who 

sat on the close periphery of our small group. They 

were all good guys and we were close, which made it even harder for me because I didn’t jump 

off of the bridge. I was going to until I looked down and heard someone say that submerged logs 

sometimes lurked just under the surface and if you landed on one it would break both of your legs. 

“Let’s go,” they yelled, and all of them 

jumped, leaving me standing all alone on 

the asphalt. I couldn’t believe it. All of a 

sudden they were just gone and I wasn’t. 

How do you think that made a 16 year-

old, 138 pound kid feel? 

I knew what they were thinking “It was 

a test for toughness and Fenn’s tail fell 

out.” I could just see them telling every 

good looking girl in the whole junior 

class. It was a catastrophic moment for 

me and I felt terrible. My value shouldn’t 

be diminished just because those guys 

couldn’t see my real worth, should it? 

                                                                          from google maps 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/bridge04.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/bridge01.jpg
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from google maps 

It prayed on me, but for only a week or so. I felt my courage was only an inch too short to be long 

enough so I developed a plan that was indelible on my mind. I’d show those guys. 

On a cold, moonless night about 3:00, I stole out of my bedroom window, jumped in the Bullet, 

and drove out highway 53. My mind was made up and nothing could stop me. No one was around 

so I stopped on the bridge and looked down. I couldn’t see the water but I knew it was down there 

somewhere. My pulse was tingling but without a seconds hesitation I climbed over the rail with 

all of my clothes on and jumped. I just did it and that was that. After what seemed like an hour I 

hit the water with a hard, cold splash. 

When I surfaced my whole world had changed. I started laughing with an insane sense of 

empowerment. I really showed those guys, and ha, I did it at night. “Just wait’ll the news gets out,” 

I thought. 

I was wet and frozen when I climbed in my bedroom window. Another idea came to me. Why 

should I even tell anyone? They probably wouldn’t believe me anyway. Besides, the power of 

what I did would be subjugated a little if they knew. 

Looking back now, I think maybe I grew up a little on that dark night at the great Leon River 

Bridge, 68 years ago. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/bridge02.jpg
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© 2011 Larry D. Moore 

Overview 

Through truss bridge over Leon River on FM 817 in Belton 

Location 

Belton, Bell County, Texas 

Status 

Open to traffic 

History 

Built 1939 

Design 

Parker through truss 

Dimensions 

Length of largest span: 200.1 ft. 

Total length: 412.1 ft. 

Deck width: 24.0 ft. 

Vertical clearance above deck: 15.7 ft. 

Recognition 

Posted to the National Register of Historic Places on October 10, 1996 

Also called 

Waco Road Bridge 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/bridge031.jpg
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Approximate latitude, longitude 

+31.06639, -97.44222   (decimal degrees) 

31°03’59” N, 97°26’32” W   (degrees°minutes’seconds”) 

Quadrangle map: 

Belton 

Inventory numbers 

TXNBI 090140001505060 (Texas bridge number on the National Bridge Inventory) 

NRHP 96001119 (National Register of Historic Places reference number) 

Inspection (as of 04/2013) 

Deck condition rating: Satisfactory (6 out of 9) 

Superstructure condition rating: Satisfactory (6 out of 9) 

Substructure condition rating: Satisfactory (6 out of 9) 

Appraisal: Functionally obsolete 

Sufficiency rating: 63.6 (out of 100) 

Average daily traffic (as of 2011) 3,000 
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Scrapbook Eighty Eight… 
AUGUST 2014 

  

Forrest’s Wooly Worm (aka wooly bug) 

Hello Mr. Fenn, 

My name is Pat and I live in Denver, 

Colorado.  I had not known of your story 

until I heard a morning news cast about 

Yellowstone Rangers rescuing a person 

(people) in one of their rivers and your 

name was mentioned.  I looked into it 

further and read different websites and 

blogs……very interesting.  I must admit, 

I tried to figure out the poem, too.  My 

family and I already made reservations to 

Yellowstone before ever hearing of your 

story…….we LOVE going there.  My 

husband and I have 6 children……the 

oldest will be 30 and the youngest will be 16……she’ll be the only one able to make it this 

trip.  We’ve gone ever since they were little and all the pictures and memories are quite the 

treasure.  We had always wanted to see the Perseid Meteor Shower there and this year we’ll get 

the chance to do that, as long as the weather cooperates.  We hope to experience different things, 

but memories are what’s important. 

I have a story I’d like to share with you in regards to the Wooly Bug fly…….I saw a video of you 

making one!  Many years ago, my husband’s family would travel on vacation and many times 

gone to Yellowstone.  They had fished in different areas, Fishing Bridge (which you can’t fish 

now, but was extremely popular as you know), Yellowstone Lake, rivers/creeks, etc.  My husband 

was given a Wooly Bug by his father when he was a kid and he kept it throughout the years.  His 

father passed away nearly 21 years ago and when he travels there, I can see his heart is still there 

with his dad.  He walks through where the Fishing Bridge campground use to be, now belongs 

back to the bears, and searches for the rock he use to climb when they camped there.  Several years 

ago in particular while in Yellowstone, we decided to fish at Yellowstone Lake.  My husband cast 

his line, with Wooly Bug and bobber in tow, out into the water.  After a few bites or the Wooly 

Bug coming to shore, he reeled in his line and made a cast and it happened………..the line broke 

and his Wooly Bug his father had given him went into the water and was caught in the waves!  I’ll 

never forget the look on my husband’s face when that happened.  It was as if he had totally lost all 

the connections he had with his father…….the last bit of physical memory he had of him.  It was 

a very sullen day for him.  The following day we returned to the spot we fished and I could see it 

still bothered my husband.  While throwing his line into the lake with a different fly, I chose to 

walk the shore.  Yes, I found his Wooly Bug!  My husband Ray was extremely happy…..as if I 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/08/woollyworm.jpg
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had brought back his life!  He hugged and thanked me and I could tell it came from deep within 

his soul.  Ray placed the Wooly Bug back into his tackle box and swore he’d never use it 

again.  About three years or so ago, I took the Wooly Bug, with a picture of a trout Ray caught 

with it the very last time he used it before he lost it in Yellowstone Lake and placed it in a shadow 

box for display.  I’m attaching a picture of the Wooly Bug and trout for you to see.  We plan on 

doing some fishing this coming week…….vacation is Aug. 9-16.  A quote my husband loves to 

say is, ‘A bad day of fishing is better than a good day at work.’ 

Mr. Fenn, in regards to the Wooly Bug, do you sell any of the ones you make?  I would LOVE to 

present one to my husband rather than finding one at the store…..they’re a bit hard to come by 

here.  Any information is greatly appreciated. 

Mr. Fenn, I wish you continued success in unearthing history and telling their stories, not wanting 

history to go silent. 

Sincerely, 

Pat 

——————– 

From dal- 

You can watch Forrest make a wooly worm and talk about them on the “Gone Fishing” videos: 

https://dalneitzel.com/video/fishing/index.html 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/video/fishing/index.html
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Scrapbook Eighty Seven… 
JULY 2014 

  

I received these photos from K and she wants to remind everyone that when searching in Canada 

please be careful and take plenty of pepper spray. 

Polar Bear attack in Manitoba 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/bearattack.jpg
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Scrapbook Eighty Six… 
JULY 2014  

 

Fun is where you find it. 
I just put my tooth brush in the dish washer so I have a 

few minutes to talk about how I’ve learned stay happy in 

today’s gloomy world. 

When I was in junior high I hated washing the dishes, 

especially after supper, which was our family’s big meal. 

So sometimes my father would assign those duties to me 

alone, thinking it’d be a satisfactory supplemental punishment for doing one of what he called my 

“personal inconsiderations,” like putting itching powder in Skippy’s shorts. 

 There were five in our family plus a dog, so when 

you threw in a skillet, rolling pin, cleaver, and 

potato masher, the dish washing and drying task 

became monumental. 

But I developed an antidote that I recommend to 

anyone who feels down and wants to acquire a 

more positive attitude. 

While standing on a stool in front of the kitchen 

sink, I’d break into song as if I were on a national stage and performing before the great kings and 

queens and Tsars and Tsarinas of the world. What my voice lacked in quality it made up with in 

quantity, and the flourish of scrubbing a pressure cooker only enhanced the drama. As the 

crescendo built so did my motivation and our neighbors could probably enjoy me clear down the 

block. Even my father had to admit that I could 

perform Oh Sole Mia with unusual aplomb? 

Often the dirty dishes disappeared before I was 

ready to take my bows. Sometimes I wasn’t 

finished with my aria, and I’d look around, 

desperate for something else to wash. Finally, that 

done, I would step down from my stage happy, 

having forgotten that I’d washed and dried the 

dreaded dirty dishes. 

That subterfuge was a great life lesson for me and over the years it has manifested itself in ways 

that have allowed me to stay positive – at least some of the time. 

Oops, the dishwasher just stopped, gotta go. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/brush.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/itchingpowder.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/dirtydishes.jpg
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Scrapbook Eighty Five… 
JULY 2014 

 To everyone out there on Dal’s blog, let me introduce you to someone we can all admire and 

whose life practices each of us might aspire to emulate.  Her name is Donna Karan, who is one 

of the most influential fashion designers in America. 

Donna wanted to go through my antique Indian 

clothing collection and talk about some ideas. 

She thought maybe I could help. Ha! We used up 

a wonderful afternoon laughing at each other. 

 

 

In this photo Donna models an Indian legging 

that was made by a Kiowa woman in Oklahoma 

about 1875. It’s fringed and covered with green 

and yellow ocher. Donna thought that design 

idea might not be too popular with her 

Manhattan staff. 

She was born in Forrest Hills, NY, in 1948, and 

at an early age began selling women’s clothing 

at a local boutique. That’s when she discovered herself. After attending several design schools she 

started moving up the fashion ladder. At age 35 she married Stephen Weiss, who became CEO of 

the Donna Karan design company. She wanted to manufacture “modern clothes for modern 

people” and was known for being, what her envious competitors called, “practical.” Around New 

York she was popularly nicknamed “The Queen of Seventh Avenue.” Donna was a success in the 

tough New York fashion market where next to nothing can endure. 

At age 44 Donna launched her first perfume line and sold a fragrance that she said smelled like 

“Casablanca lilies, red suede and the back of Stephen’s neck.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/dkny.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/dkny2.jpg
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In 2001 Stephen died of lung cancer and Donna started wearing her wedding ring with the diamond 

turned in, she told me, “so I could hold it,” and that’s when she decided to start giving back. 

She sold her publicly traded company for about $650,000,000, and gave personal belongings and 

vintage company design samples to benefit the Urban Zen Initiative, a charity she co-founded. A 

foundation she ran donated $850,000 to New York’s Beth Israel Medical Center. 

Not bad for a little Jewish girl who dropped out of school at age 14 to chase a dream, doncha think? 
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Scrapbook Eighty Four… 
JULY 2014 

 

 Since my eulogy for Mike Kammerer appeared as Scrapbook eighty-three on Dal’s blog several 

folks have asked me to say something more about the man and his home. This is going to be fun. 

I went through the house construction with MK and it took me three years. For two of those years 

it was the biggest mess I ever saw, with workers lumbering around carrying objects that looked 

too heavy to carry. I told MK his debacle would never come together. He just laughed at me, and 

it did. 

http://hookedonhouses.net/2011/03/26/for-sale-the-sprawling-rancho-alegre-in-santa-fe/ 

The kitchen ceiling was made of Mexican bricks that were cemented in on a slant so their edges 

would stick out. The effect was wonderful but I couldn’t understand how they did it. 

The master bathroom had a shower that was 300 square-feet in size. It had a fireplace in one corner 

and an 8 foot-wide waterfall decorating the back wall. I guess MK wanted to be comfortable while 

he cleaned up. And the same shower contained another smaller shower over there in another 

corner. It was glassed-in and his wife preferred that one, saying “I didn’t feel comfortable standing 

naked in the middle of a large room with no clothes on.” She had a quaint way with words. 

The eleven bathrooms in the house had sinks that were hand-shaped from solid rock, and each one 

was a different style. The gym was just off the master shower and a stone bathtub was in there 

somewhere. The huge his-and-hers closets looked like something right out of Imelda Marcus with 

clothes and shoes lined up like they had been measured in. 

The outside on the north side of the house looked like a small Mexican village from the 1880s. 

MK’s custom built stagecoach was there by the carriage house, as was a store fully stocked with 

mercantile goods of the period. Guest facilities that continued the country feeling seemed to be 

everywhere. MK could sleep 56 people. Goats, sheep, peacocks, and other petting animals were 

there just for fun. 

The church, a replica of the cathedral in Santa Fe, stood stately in its place on the far end of the 

plaza by the gate. He built it to get married in, and gave $25,000 for the wooden 17th century 

Spanish, hand-carved door. 

http://hookedonhouses.net/2011/03/26/for-sale-the-sprawling-rancho-alegre-in-santa-fe/
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MK and Susan on a sneakaway in Aspen. 

The outside on the south side of the house was inhabited by the swimming pool, hot tub, bathhouse, 

and about fifteen large sit-on rocks that had their underneaths carved out to house speakers for the 

audio system. One never knew they were there until one strolled by and the stones started playing 

music. When the well pump shorted out MK trucked water in from sixty-miles away to fill the 

swimming pool. Flower gardens, fruit trees, grape vines, and large western bronzes abounded the 

pool area. 

MK was a calf roper who aspired to the rodeo, and he was pretty good. His collection of horses 

and longhorn steers was housed in what I called the Kammerer Hilton. It was located on the fenced-

in west end of his 175 acres. 

When entering the property from a county road, two blocks from the Eaves Ranch movie set where 

John Wayne made movies, you passed MK’s five bedroom house that was built many years ago 

by the Underwood typewriter family. Then another 500 feet, and adjacent to a lushly lilypadded 

pond, was the front entrance to the villa. A larger-than-life-size bronze (MK bought the entire 

edition of fifteen) stood like a sentinel beside a small stream that fed the pond, which I stocked 

with damsel and dragonfly eggs, game fish, crawfish, snakes, frogs and turtles. MK gave Peggy 

and me a smaller version of the bronze. Ours weighs only 65 pounds. The tacked-on plaque reads, 

“Code of the West by Herb Mignery, dedicated to Forrest and Peggy Fenn, keepers of the code 

and folks to ride the river with.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/sb02.jpg
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Code of the West 

 

When Mike divorced his second wife he was suffering from several maladies, one of which 

eventually took his life. I “made” him hire Susan Bodelson who was a very special woman, and 

coincidentally, a registered nurse. She came from a family of ten children, seven of whom worked 

for me at one time or another. Her brother Danny made the illustrations for my TFTW book. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/sb03.jpg
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Susan wears her working face as she peers out of a “secret” chamber in Kiva A at San Lazaro 

Pueblo. She and her daughter, Perry, helped us with the excavations. 

While Susan was pampering Mike back to health they had a whirlwind romance and eloped 

without telling anyone – not even me. He loved camping with her in the Pecos wilderness on rainy 

days and nights, and then more rainy days and nights. Many dinners under the stars were private 

to them alone and when they surfaced to enjoy a libation at Vanessie’s Piano Bar they sat close, 

and probably wondered why they were there at all. 

But their life together was short lived, an account I spoke to in my eulogy. When Mike died I 

fabricated two ½ inch hearts in wax, cast them in silver, linked them forever together, and strung 

them on a chain for Susan. One had her name on it and the other, his. Inside a hollow in her silver 

heart I placed one of Mike’s small cremated bone fragments, and sweated it over with a silver 

plate. That was seven years ago and Susan has not moved on like she should have. Her heart 

remains with Mike and she still wears the little necklace I made for her. I think she likes it. ff 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/sb01.jpg
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Scrapbook Eighty Three… 
JULY 2014 

 

 I don’t know if many of you will appreciate this scrapbook item. It’s my eulogy for Mike 

Kammerer. He was a man who stood singular in most crowds; a self-made man of rare bark who 

built a $15,000,000 home. When he died he left another $75,000,000 in a checking account in 

Jackson, Wyoming. He had three wives and his two divorces happened because he didn’t know 

how to say he was sorry. He loved Peggy’s hot muffins and often called her to ask if he could 

come to dinner. She always said yes. 

This story was presented before about 300 close friends outside his home by his pool. It reveals 

what I thought of the man. It has been edited only slightly to fit this occasion. 

 

Mike Kammerer supervises Forrest as he excavates Kiva B at San Lazaro Pueblo. Suzanne Somers 

stands guard. 

Final words for MK 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/SANTA-FE-MAY-1-5-06-043.jpg
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I wondered what I could say at a time like this about a man like Mike. And then I thought about 

the time he and Susan closed the Indian school at Santo Domingo Pueblo and took all of the 

children to the Natural History Museum in Albuquerque – and then sat with them on the grass 

and ate pizza. 

  

And I thought about his support of the under appraised teenagers from Wyoming who come 

annually to camp at San Lazaro Pueblo to excavate and learn the disciplines of life. The hundred 

thousand dollars Mike invested in those young men and women paid dividends that continue to 

grow as they emerge from children at risk – to productive citizens. And when their transportation 

broke down Mike gave them a new seventeen passenger van. 

  

Nothing about Mike Kammerer was common – rather he was a man of extremes – and his 

personality touched the spectrum at both ends. He was always full of new ideas and no challenge 

was large enough to retard his charge. I remember his chase to find Amelia Earhart – his desire to 

produce nitrogen fuel cars – and of his plasma destruction  process to destroy solid waste. I look 

back now with beautiful memories of a hundred lunches and dinners – and can still hear the 

melancholy echo of a thousand forgotten laughs. 

His mind was like a bee in a meadow of spring flowers as he darted from one challenge to another 

– this beautiful home – his huge four engine airplane that could land in the middle of any ocean. 

  

Each of his projects was the best one – since the last one – or until the next one. Even so, his 

knowlege of the subjects he faced each day was conspicuously exceeded by his enthusiasm for 

what he was doing. His aspirations were huge – and his relentlessness – his impatience with 

conditions which impeded or slowed his progress was matched only by his over flowing 

reservoir of vitality. 

  

Mike was happiest when he was under his cowboy hat. During the last ten days of his life I lunched 

with him twice and each time he wore his hat and roping boots and spurs. When I asked about 

wearing spurs in the restaurant – he just spread a wide grin at me. That was Mike all over. 

  

On the 9th of May, he and Susan (his wife) went into their bedroom to watch a movie. He said that 

he would be content to spend the rest of his life with her between those four walls. And when he 

was slumped at her feet he was still wearing his roping boots and spurs.  He never opened his eyes 

again but he was where he wanted to be – at home, with the one he loved. I know he still has a 

smile in his heart, and I hope his hat and boots and spurs are with him now, as he strikes his final 

trail. 

  

There was a high octane quality about Mike – an overt, manly charm. But what his good friend 

Sally Denton remembered most were his “incredible blue eyes that could alternate from an 
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impenetrable glacial lake to the most inviting Caribbean lagoon.” Those are her words, not mine! 

  

During these last two years Susan was a moderating force in Mike’s life and he told me just a few 

days ago that he wanted to be a better person, – a better husband – a better father – a better friend. 

  

He said that when he was a young man his father was displeased with him – and thought he was 

worthless – and asked what he had done in the last year that was worthwhile. Mike just said, 

“Well, I made a million dollars for one thing.” 

  

Mike was at his best when he was quiet and reflective and we often spoke of ways to simplify 

our lives. But fickle is the finger that points at winners – so we find ourselves here today to 

celebrate the life of Mike Kammerer. And although he has passed from our view he will never 

fade from our memory. His childish, giddy laugh was volcanic and could erupt and spread across 

his face like a tidal wave – making you laugh and want to be with him. 

  

So now, I sense Mike’s agreeing presence and remember him as being a man of great vision that 

was taken from us in the moment of his greatest blossom – and left us with a grove of evaporated 

hopes and demolished dreams. But from Mike’s seeds have grown a beautiful symphony of 

creative combinations in the form of his children – Rudy and Kristen, and their life partners, 

Yvonne and Tina. And while the world is poorer with the passing of Mike Kammerer we are still 

blessed to have his wife Susan and her children – David, Corinne, Perry and the wonderful Eric. 

We are thankful to have wallowed in Mike’s brilliance for a time that was way too short. But all 

things that belong to man change, and we must be part of that change, however painful it is. 

For life is a game of poker, 

And happiness is the pot. 

Fate deals you four cards and a joker, 

And you play whether you like it or not. 

In closing let me say that I hope your memories of that indelible man are as vivid as mine. If you 

look into the full moon you may see him sitting beside the great council fires of history – arguing 

with Rasputin – or Shakespeare – or Sitting Bull. All of that is within him. Mike is not resting – 

he has too many ideas and too many things to do. 
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Scrapbook Eighty Two… 
JULY 2014 

  

During my late pre-teen years I was really into reading funny books. They weren’t funny but that’s 

what they were called. Later they were renamed comic books but I will never subscribe to that 

unfortunate change. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/Sub-Mariner-Comics-34_Page_01.jpg
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 Across the street from my house and down on the corner of French and Main was a magazine 

distributor. I forgot his name. Many of the publishers sent their periodicals to him and he’d deliver 

them around town to every newsstand where magazines were sold. It was a small mom and pop 

operation. 

At the end of each month all of the unsold magazines would have their covers removed and 

returned to the respective publishers for credit. The employee who made that happen was an elderly 

black man named Joe. I absolutely loved that old man, and after school I’d often go over to see 

him and we’d talk about all sorts of things while I helped him tear covers. His grandparents had 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/Captainamerica1.jpg
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been slaves and his tales of picking cotton on the Mississippi river bottoms were right out of Mark 

Twain. When I told him I’d like to have worked alongside him in the fields. He said, “Hush boy, 

you froth too much,” or words to that effect. Funny that I would remember that about him. 

Joe, whose life experiences extended past both extremes, lived alone in one room that had an 

unshaded light bulb hanging from the ceiling. His space was so small that he sat on his bed while 

he worked. Joe was fluent about life on the foggy shores of civilization and I was thirsty to learn 

what he knew. 

He told of being in a store in Hillsboro, Texas when it was robbed by Bonnie and Clyde. As the 

gangsters fled, a piece of paper fell from Bonnie’s coat pocket. On it was a poem she had written. 

Joe pulled the poem from his bible and let me read it. 

I never heard Joe complain and maybe it was because he knew how to make things work. As a kid 

he greased wagon wheels, and for a while he walked door to door in town trying to sell turkeys. 

When he was successful he’d go buy one from a farmer on credit and deliver it to his client for a 

small profit. Then he’d walk a few miles back to pay the farmer. 

Occasionally I could beg Joe into letting me go home with a couple funny books that had their 

covers removed. I didn’t care about that. The retail price was a dime and I couldn’t afford even 

one. He had to take all unsold magazines to the dump and would get in trouble if he couldn’t 

account for all of what he called “dead ends.” I’d read them at night and take them back to Joe the 

next morning before school. I had many funny book heroes but my favorites were Sub-Mariner 

and Captain America. 

Occasionally my mom would make a mincemeat pie for me to take hot to Joe. They were his 

favorite, and once a month or so she’d invite him over for supper. I don’t remember what happened 

to Joe because my mind has mostly faded into the rest of my life, but he was much more than just 

an asterisk in the family scrapbook of those years. He was a mentor to me at a time in my life when 

it mattered. He wasn’t the kind of guy I could forget. f 
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Scrapbook Eighty One… 
JULY 2014 

 I told a story in my Too Far to Walk book about buying a collection of antique African wooden 

sculptures from Sosoko, a trader friend from the Dark Continent. 

A short time later, Michael Douglas wandered into our gallery. I had not met him before but I 

knew his resume was crammed with accomplishments that would impress even the most self-

possessed. He stayed in our guest house and we socialized for a short time. He seemed like a down-

to-earth, normal kind of guy, so I asked him how he could not be affected by his successes, which 

included winning an Academy Award. His response spoke to his humanity. “Because, as Kirk 

Douglass’ son, I grew up with all those Hollywood stars who were big shots.” 

 
 

Michael enjoyed antiques and purchased five of our African statues. They were large, gangly and 

hard to ship so I decided to pack them in my airplane and personally deliver them to his front door. 

A week later the two of us were chewing some finger cheeses and drinking wine beside his pool 

up Benedict Canyon, or wherever it was. It looked down on all of Hollywood, and I was impressed. 

The company and the view provided me with an enjoyable but fleeting sense of preeminence. 

After a few minutes Michael went into his house for more wine, leaving me alone to wallow in the 

flourish of his opulence. Just then, a man wearing a low thread-count sweater, shorts, slosh slippers 

and rose-colored glasses entered through the gate and sat beside me on a bench. He also was 

wearing a rather toothy smile. We introduced ourselves but his name didn’t register, and talked for 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/mdouglas.jpg
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a few minutes. He seemed poised and confident, but otherwise ordinary. Suddenly he glanced at 

his watch, mumbled something, and departed with some urgency. How strange that was, I thought. 

When Michael returned I mentioned what had happened. He said, “Yeah, I saw him through the 

window. That was Elton John, he lives in the neighborhood and comes by once in a while.” 

When I told that story to my daughters they laughed, and reminded me of something I keep 

reminding myself, that I was born a hundred years too late. f 
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Scrapbook Eighty… 
JULY 2014 

 

 Hi Mr. Fenn. As I’m broke and half a continent away 

from my search location I got creative in searching my 

location: Craiglist! I went into the “Bozeman, MT” 

jobs section, under the category of “Etc.” and said that 

I was looking for a Treasure Hunter. Told them I would 

split the treasure with them if they found it and offered 

gas money for their trip. Not expecting much, if any, of 

a response, I was surprised twenty-four hours later 

when I had over a dozen different people offering to 

partner up with me. Turns out everyone wants to search 

for treasure, they just need an excuse, or someone who 

claims they know where it is anyway. Ha ha. Following 

my detailed directions my Craiglist partner went out to 

the Lamar Valley where he was quickly semi-circled by 

bison whom he escaped by crossing the Lamar River–

part of the directions, though instead of wading across 

as I told him, he had to swim the last 15 yards. Oops. 

Shows you how little you can plan for. 

 

 

 

Luckily everything worked out and he had a great 

adventure, sending me back lots of photos–he even waived 

the gas fee. The only thing that would have made it any 

better would be if the had found the treasure. Oh 

well. Gonna go through my list of applicants and find 

someone to check out my other solve… Have a good 

Fourth weekend. 

Bill 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/IMG_1238.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/IMG_1230.jpg
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Scrapbook Seventy Nine… 
JULY 2014 

 

Everyone will remember Jerry Golday. He has searched four times for the treasure in his secret 

Montana spot. On his second expedition he became mired by snow and circumstance. Dal was 

with me in Santa Fe when Jerry’s wife called to say she was worried because Jerry had not checked 

in. When our quick investigation revealed that he had not slept in his motel room Dal joined in the 

concern. So I called my cousin Chip Smith, who lives on Grayling Creek near Hebgen Lake. Chip 

in turn notified his high octane search and rescue buddies to gas up the helicopter while he and his 

wife Amber raced in their truck to the search area. The next morning Jerry got a cold but welcome 

chopper ride out and all ended well. 

He and Keri have been back searching in the same area two times since. She commented in an 

email that those who think searching in the mountains is too dangerous should just “pick up their 

lower lip and go do something else.” Jerry and Keri and Chip and Amber are now hugging friends, 

which is yet another fortunate byproduct of searching for hidden treasures. These next words are 

Keri’s. 

——— 

Most of the time we hear of a man’s great accomplishments first. Then how he succeeded and persevered 

through his trials to become who he is and achieve what he has. When the story is told in this order we tend 

to admire him for his actions and what we then call bravery. When the story is first heard about at the 

beginning of a journey, where mistakes are being made and personal trials are being faced, it’s easier to 

scrutinize, call it irresponsible, or even look at him as a victim of his circumstances. For a man to be a man 

he has to walk his own journey and find himself. That doesn’t mean that he has to walk it alone, but it does 

mean that he may have to walk the path a little differently then others. 

Jerry’s story is not about a man’s failure, poor judgement, or one of being enticed. It’s about a man’s 

strength and determination to achieve what he set out to achieve by reevaluating, facing fears, and following 

through even though the possibility of making mistakes lies ahead still. It is those who continue forward 

when others would deem it impossible, foolish, and dangerous, that will learn from what doesn’t work out, 

which brings what is trying to be achieved even closer. 

“A man can get discouraged many times but he is not a failure until he begins to blame somebody else 

and stops trying” 

John Burroughs 

“A somebody was once a nobody who wanted to and did.” 

John Burroughs 

  

Video: https://dalneitzel.com/2014/06/30/scrapbook-seventy-nine/ 

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/06/30/scrapbook-seventy-nine/


Page 576 
 

Scrapbook Seventy Eight… 
JUNE 2014 

 Normally I would not comment on what is said on the blogs but since there seems to be so much 

acrimony on two of them I will. 

First, I do not own Dal’s blog and he has never been in my employ. I sometimes send him things 

and he frequently declines to post them. 

Second, I have not said that a searcher was closer than 12’ from the treasure. It is not likely that 

anyone would get that close and not find it. 

Third, I had not heard of Christ of the Mines Shrine in Silverton, Colorado until many months 

after I hid the treasure. 

Forth, there is some geographical dispute about whether Bandelier National Monument is in the 

Rocky Mountains but since it is shown on the map in my Too Far to Walk book it must be 

considered within the search area. 

Fifth, I have never consciously misled any searcher or privately given a hint or clue I thought 

would help someone find the treasure. 

Sixth, I think I will be a little let down if someone finds the treasure in the next several years but 

I  will quickly recover. It is out of my hands now. 

Seventh, there has been talk about some searchers receiving under-the-table clues that will help 

them find the treasure. Those accusations are false. I have, A wife, two daughters, two sons-in-

laws, seven grandkids, one great grandkid, a cousin, a nephew and his wife. I like all of them better 

than I like Dal so that makes him 17th on the list to get clues from me. The fact that none of them 

have found the treasure should speak for itself. 

Eighth, I have received word from three ladies who wanted me to know that they are no longer in 

the search. They have fear of finding the treasure and being branded a harlot. Please folks, let’s try 

to get the blog conversations out of the gutter. 

Ninth, I reserve the right to be wrong once in a while. 
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Scrapbook Seventy Seven… 
JUNE 2014 

 Dear Forrest, 

To include our boys in the fun of treasure hunting we put together a little treasure hunt for them 

using your poem as the clues. We have a state park right down the road from us and we take the 

kids hiking and on picnics there. It is full of places that could be used as clues and was a perfect 

place to have a treasure hunt. Both the boys were really excited and were thinking hard about the 

clues on their hike. Jaxson, the oldest, had me take pictures of some spots he thought were clues 

so he could go back and look at the pictures if he needed and also he said to remember where we 

have been in case we got lost. We never got lost, but glad he thinks ahead. 

We guided them through a little by pointing out certain things and asking hypothetical questions 

about the clues we used. Their imagination of what fit as clues was very creative. When they got 

to the spot, they worked together to get the treasure. You could see the excitement on Maddox’s 

face and by the squealing sounds he was making. It was really nice seeing them help each other 

out and encouraging one another. Their treasures consisted of a couple silver half dollars, liberty 

coin, pyrite, crystal rock, fake bear claw and arrowhead, and one of their favorite animals made 

out of marble. No real monitory value, but of great value to them and their efforts. I loved that this 

was a chance for all of us to be adventurous together and that the boys got to be a part of treasure 

hunting. 

By the way, we never told them that we hid it. They both think that they have found one of your 

treasures. When we were hiking back Jaxson said “I can’t believe we found that old guys treasure!” 

I really wish I had gotten that recorded because I still crack up when I think of him saying that. He 

asked if you had another poem leading to some treasure. HA! They want to tell everyone about 

their treasure hunting and show off the treasure they found. They are so proud of what they did! 

They are both ready to go on more adventures and see what they can find. It has sparked an 

explorers mind in them both. 

I created a little 2 minute video of their treasure hunting experience. I do this on occasion and 

wanted to make one for this. Hope you watch and enjoy. 

Thanks for the inspiration, Keri 
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Scrapbook Seventy Six… 
JUNE 2014 

 I was just informed that Dal has recused himself from the search for reasons I think are 

inappropriate. It is unfair to cast a shadow across a man of his integrity. And since there are other 

searchers who have fallen in that same line of thinking I believe I have a solution. 

If a majority of people think Dal should stop his search for the treasure because he is getting inside 

information from me, then I will recuse myself from further posts on his blog, thus removing the 

reason for him to stop searching. If you have a comment one way or the other please post it here. 

f 
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Scrapbook Seventy Five… 
JUNE 2014 

 Forrest,  

I am father to Wyatt Lles, a twelve year old boy, diagnosed with autism.  He is rather high 

functioning for his diagnosis. 

Although I have many treasured childhood memories of adventures in the forests of Kentucky, 

my son has never really been the outdoor type.  He prefers to spend much of his free time with a 

variety of electronic devices, such as games, internet videos, etc..  I was especially excited in that 

one day last week, while playing around on the internet, Wyatt introduced me to your hidden 

treasure story and poem of clues to it’s location. 

Wyatt said he wanted to try to decipher your clues, and search for your hidden treasure.  As this 

meant he would be getting out of the house and off the computer, I was all for it. 

This is his decipher, and search story. 

Begin it where warm waters halt  and take it in the canyon down, 

Wyatt decided this meant you hid it Coldwater Canyon in California (luckily this is only 30 

minutes from our house). 

Put in below the home of Brown.  From there it’s no place for the meek,  The end is 

drawing ever nigh;  There’ll be no paddle up your creek,  Just heavy loads and water 

high.  

Wyatt decided this meant to go up Lytle Creek Road in Coldwater Canyon, past the outdoor 

shooting ranges where they shoot “heavy loads,” and past the water tower further up the road. 

If you’ve been wise and found the blaze, 

Wyatt decided this meant the Stockton Flat Campgrounds, as the only indication you are there is 

a blazed tree. This tree is “home” to many “Brown” birds.   For some reason, Wyatt decided 

the treasure must be buried below the blazed tree marking the entrance. So we went to a local 

outdoor sporting equipment store and got a cheap metal detector.   You should have seen his 

face when we reached the exact tree Wyatt thought about, turned on the metal detector, and it 

indicated there was in fact metal there!! 

He dug up the spot and found two dimes, a penny, and a rusted nail.  Wyatt, does have a good 

sense of humor, because he started to laugh at this. We spent the entire rest of the day in the 

outdoors in this area with no electronics, and no cell signals. 

I know I will treasure the memory of our day trip. I hope that he will as well. 

Thank you for inspiring our adventure!!       Luther Lles 
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Scrapbook Seventy Four… 
JUNE 2014 

Posted by Dal 

Forrest sent me this… 

Thought I’d post it for those who read… 

Graphics and copy are from the publisher…not Forrest… 

 

 

Lisa Batstone’s first young adult novel in a planned series, about a young pirate boy, is to come 

out this fall. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/06/image003.jpg
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An author from Cloverdale has hidden a treasure chest worth $500 in coins as part of her drive to 

publicize her novel about a young pirate. 

Lisa Batstone’s The Pirate Apprentice is inspired by the true story of John King, who at the age 

of nine became the youngest pirate in history. King was travelling with his mother on the 

Bonetta when the ship was captured by Sam Bellamy. King joined Bellamy’s crew. It was 

common for captured sailors to turn pirate during the golden age of piracy in the early 1700s, but 

rare for a child so young. 

Batstone first encountered the idea while watching a documentary about the discovery and 

excavation of the pirate ship Whydah. “The youngest boy in history (at age nine) joined 

Bellamy’s crew by threatening to kill his mother,” said Batstone. “I became fascinated with John 

and read everything I could on his life. But the history books only tell a small fraction of his 

story. So I decided to tell his story using the medium of historical fiction to fill the rest in. The 

fascination in pirates grew as I wrote.” 

She and her son Logan, two and a half years old, like to dress up and play pirates themselves. 

Her fascination with buried treasure doesn’t just come from pirate lore. She was also inspired by 

the book “The Thrill of the Chase” by Forrest Fenn. In the non-fiction book, Fenn laid out a 

poem and other clues to a treasure composed of his own gold nuggets, coins, jewelry and 

gemstones, which he said was buried on a mountain somewhere in the American Rocky 

Mountains. 

“I read Forrest Fenn’s book and became fascinated with finding buried treasure,” said Batstone. 

She has an idea of where she thinks the $1-3 million in treasure might be located. 

“But alas, going to New Mexico to search [for] the treasure doesn’t make much practical sense 

for the mother of a two-year-old boy,” she said. 

In the meantime, she has set up her own treasure hunt as a bit of publicity for her own book. The 

treasure is worth $500, and the treasure map – complete with an X marking the spot – is 

available as a reward to some of the contributors to Batstone’s Kickstarter project. 

The Kickstarter campaign ended April 25, and Batstone hopes to use the crowdfunding campaign 

to raise $3,000 to hire a professional editor for her manuscript. 

Once the editing is done, she will put out the book through self-publishing sites Bookbaby and 

Amazon for Sept. 30. 

Regardless of how things go, Batstone is already working on her second novel in the series. She 

intends to keep telling her tales about pirates and the high seas. 

“In my mind, pirates symbolize freedom and individuality,” said Batstone. “I believe in fostering 

creativity and individualism in people, especially children. There’s an underlying message in my 

books that may go unnoticed by most and that is: no matter what happens, kids are who they are 

and not what others want them to be.” 
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Scrapbook Seventy Three… 
MAY 2014 

  

Spring is out of hibernation in Santa Fe. Several days ago we had 2 inches of rain and yesterday 

the high was 72 degrees. That means life is rapidly regenerating itself. Green is the dominate color 

again, having just this week replaced the depressing browns and greys of winter. 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/IMG_0634.jpg
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The two acres surrounding our home are covered with beautiful bluish-purple flowers. My wife 

says they’re weeds, and I don’t understand why. Who gets to decide what’s a weed and what’s a 

flower? Some things that seem simple to me can be so complicated for others. I think we should 

take another look at our definitions. If it’s pretty, why would anyone call it a weed? That’s a 

derogatory term. Besides, weeds grow much faster than flowers and that’s a plus for us gardeners. 

I wonder if our nursery sells weed seeds. 

As with some definitions, there are many issues in this life that I don’t agree with (“with” is a 

preposition). Who made the rule that says I shouldn’t end a sentence with a preposition? Probably 

some Harvard PhD somewhere. Einstein said, “Ending a sentence with a preposition is something 

up with which I will not put.” He had a very unique way of saying things differently. (My English 

teacher in high school told me that “There is no such thing as very unique. Either it’s unique or it 

isn’t and unique doesn’t need to be qualified.” I never liked that woman. 

Spring is a time to relax and think. This morning I sat in my plastic folding chair beside our pond, 

sipping Grapette, while I threw floating fish-food pellets at a big largemouth bass. He likes to 

cruise into the shallow water and hide under the lily pads. The problem was that he totally ignored 

my offerings of food, and I don’t understand that either. In this very complicated world that’s just 

something else to worry about I guess. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/IMG_0636.jpg
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Scrapbook Seventy Two… 
MAY 2014 

Once in a while I get an email that I have to read several times. I am constantly amazed at the 

strength and resilience of women who come nose-to-nose with tough choices. I think Ann is one 

woman who doesn’t need an Equal Rights Amendment. What do you think about this exchange? 

f 

—————– 

Hi Forrest,     It’s been a while since I bugged you with something.  I was wondering if you could 

send my sister Ann an email.  Cutting to the chase, she has been diagnosed with breast cancer. She 

and her doctors are confident that everything will be okay. However, a mastectomy and 

reconstructive surgery are in order.  One of the first things she said to me after her diagnosis was 

that she won’t be able to search for your treasure this summer.  She’s afraid that she will be in no 

shape to do any serious hiking and is bummed out about the whole situation.  A short, “Hang in 

there” type note would lift her spirits and make her very happy if you have a minute to send one. 

Thanks, Chris 

——————- 

From:Forrest 

To:Ann 

Chris gave me your address and said you were going out of the chase for a few weeks. Bummer. 

You may not know that I had cancer, lost a kidney, and was given a 20 percent chance to live. That 

was 26 years ago and medicines are so much better today. I should have waited. 

Hope you can get out in the trees again soon and look for the treasure. You are young and beautiful 

and have a lot going for you. Please keep me in the loop on your progress. Maybe we can meet 

sometime and jabber about hidden treasures. Let me know if there is something I can do for you 

because I’m in your corner. f 

——————- 

From:Ann 

To:Forrest 

Mr. Fenn,  Oh My Goodness!!  Thank you SO much for your kind words of encouragement!!   I 

feel honored you emailed me!   I think you and my brother, Chris, would be best friends if you 

lived near each other.     From reading your books, I can tell he is a lot like you.    I got the 

book Thrill of the Chase for his son Daniel’s birthday last year….. and I told Daniel  “if anyone 

can figure this out it will be your Dad…..  and if you two go treasure hunting, you have to take me 

along.”   Well Daniel didn’t come with us but Chris, my husband Tom and I went and we had 

a  BLAST!   It was a little disappointing when the treasure wasn’t where it was supposed to be, 

&#9786 , but we had a great time and I have to say, Chris and I are closer and talk more than we 

used to.       I am very disappointed this breast cancer junk is getting in my way of treasure 

hunting this summer.  Maybe I will be able to go along, out West, but a am not very confident that 



Page 585 
 

I will be back to “my healthy self” enough to be able participate in “the hiking” part this 

summer.   We will just have to see.    I did find an arrowhead on May 2nd, my biggest and best 

one yet.  I attached a picture.  It measures 5 and 1/4 inches long.  I found it down in the creek 

behind our house.  We had 2 big “Gully Washers” in the week prior, so I knew the creek would be 

“turned over” from all that rain.  Thanks again for the email, it made me smile and giggle.   

One of your Treasure Hunting fans,   Ann 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/100_6688.jpg
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Scrapbook Seventy One… 
MAY 2014 

Fifty percent of the people were put on this planet so that we could enjoy the other fifty percent. 

This family personifies the latter group in its positive best. It is for them, and others like them, that 

I wrote my books, and hid the treasure.ff 

 Dear Mr. Fenn, 

My name is Margaret and I am writing to thank you. Because of you and your poem my sons and 

I have been spending more time together in the wild. 

I grew up in a family of 7 and we barely had enough money to make ends meet. But my father 

always took us out camping, hiking and exploring. I love that he instilled a love of the outdoors in 

his children. Over the years, I made it outside less and less. 

About a year and half ago I stumbled across your poem and my son asked what I was reading, so 

I read it to him. He was intrigued. We talked about it a bit and although we didn’t have the 

resources to search for the treasure, he has since taken to treasure hunting everywhere. 

 I would love to introduce you to my oldest son, 

Charles. He turned 5 on May 15th. For his 

birthday party I gave him the choice of a party at 

Chuck E Cheese like all his friends or a camping 

trip with family. 

He picked the latter with no hesitation! He spent 

hours in the woods looking for treasures with his 

cousins! He actually carried 2 bags around. One 

for special things he found and another to pick up 

trash left by others. 

Earlier this spring we took a trip to a local hot 

spring here in Utah. 

Shortly after we began to research other springs 

close by that we might be able to visit someday. I 

was reading some excerpts from online to him and 

we came across a blog where the author said something about coming to a gate across the road 

that was locked so he had to turn around. And that it turned out to be (search area removed by 

editor) in Colorado. 

Charles turned to me and laughed, he said ‘where warm waters halt.’ I could not believe he 

remembered that since it had been quite a while since we discussed your poem. We started 

researching the area a bit and are falling in love with the area around there. Charles wants to visit 

the Anasazi Heritage Center down by the reservoir and see all the ruins of the old pueblos. I don’t 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/5.jpg
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know when we will be able to make it there, but we will keep reading and planning while we 

explore the wilderness here in our backyard. 

This boy amazes me. The way his mind works at such a young age seems so unique to me. 

Although, through all my reading, I have yet to find anyone who interprets the clue that way. I 

can’t help but be intrigued by the thoughts of a child.  And I truly wanted to let you know how 

grateful I am for you. Because we found your poem, I was reminded about all the adventures of 

my youth and have been able to begin to expose my boys to the same.  I’m pretty sure that we will 

never come close to finding your treasure, but how amazing it is to be able to share the excitement 

of the chase with my son. If we ever do make it to the area he thinks it may be we will follow his 

path and look. Even if someone has found it elsewhere before then. Maybe by that time my other 

son Arlo, who is one and a half, will be old enough to share the thrill with us. 

 

Next step is to get a copy of your books to read together. We are saving up and hope to have them 

soon! 

Thank you for taking the time to read this. And thank you again for the wonderful gift you have 

given my family and countless others! You are a special person and the world needs more like 

you! 

Cheers, 

Margaret 

“There is no such thing as poor weather when it comes to being outdoors.” 

Only poor preparation.” 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/11000.jpg
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Scrapbook Seventy… 
MAY 2014 

I wrote this poem in 5 minutes to counter Dal’s malicious Garmin malplacement of the treasure. 

There are as many hints in this poem as there are dents in Esmeralda, who still glides the tartop 

after 294,000 miles. Dal must be on something and I don’t think its Sarsaparilla. 

Don’t tell me Dal in whispers hushed, 

Of golden hoards and treasures lush, 

And broken trails and bushes crushed, 

Or shattered dreams lost in the rush. 

But say it true and not a fib, 

And make it plain without the glib, 

I’ll set my spinnaker and jib, 

And go directly for the scrib, 

(I don’t know what scrib means but it rhymes and that’s all I care about) 

———- 

  

Forrest is referring to my story called The Tewa Connection… 

Found here 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/05/19/the-tewa-connection/
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The Tewa Connection… 

 

POSTED IN may 2014 

For quite awhile now I have been looking at various Native American legends that might contain 

allusions to Forrest’s poem. What I was particularly focused on was finding a legend that would 

give me a place to start…some Native American story based upon “where warm waters halt”. I 

have read legends from Blackfeet, Shoshone, Ute, Apache, Navajo, Sioux and several others 

looking for ideas. I came up empty. I couldn’t really find anything with a specific reference to 

“where warm waters halt”. Perhaps because I missed it or perhaps because it’s not there. 

But it didn’t occur to me until much later that I left out at least one important group of Native 

Americans who could have occupied land where Forrest might have hidden his chest. 

As you know, Forrest owns land that is the site of an ancient Tewa Indian pueblo called San Lazaro. 

He has been excavating it for some time and made several “new” discoveries that have contributed 

to the culture of the Tewa people. It occurred to me much later that perhaps the Tewa people have 

a history or legend that would point to “where warm waters halt”. This past winter I read dozens 

and dozens of manuscripts, books, essays and theses about and by the Tewa people. I reread 

Forrest’s San Lazaro book. I could find nothing and was considering the distinct possibility that I 

was barking up the wrong pinyon when a friend mentioned a collection of oral histories that live 

at the UNM and were recorded in the 1950’s. It took me awhile but I tracked down the curator of 

these recordings and inquired if I could listen to them. I was told they were not catalogued nor 

digitized at this time but I would be allowed to listen to the original recordings if I made an 

appointment. I did, and I was excited to begin. 

  

 
A reel of 1/4″ audio tape 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/lizardbanner.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/reelaudio01.jpg
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The recordings are on reels of audio tape. There are literally scores of reels. Handwritten notes on 

the boxes tell the interviewee, interviewer, date, location, etc. I had no idea where to begin. So I 

just began at the top. Most of the tapes I listened to were family stories…genealogical in nature 

more than anthropological..by my definition. The recordings were fine but I had a difficult time 

understanding much of what the interviewees were saying and little to none of it had anything to 

do with my own interest in legends. 

Hours into my appointment, barely able to stay awake, I was scanning through a tape at double 

speed when I heard something that sounded like “In the beginning where warm waters halt…” My 

mind stirred..I became alert…I stopped the tape, rewound and played that section back. 

It was an older male voice and he was retelling a legend of the Tewa winter and summer people 

who were living at Posi Ouinge, a prehistoric pueblo ruin just above the hot springs at what is now 

Ojo Caliente (hot eye) in New Mexico. There were several lines in the old mans’s telling of the 

legend that sounded very close to the lines in Forrest’s poem. The similarity was stimulating. 

He told of the creation of the Tewa and started at the Ojo Caliente spring but talked about how the 

people visited a place of high water in a dry canyon too far for the elders to walk. He referred to 

the place he called “the rocks” as an area that is now known as Tres Piedras, which is about 30 

miles from Ojo Caliente by road. 30 miles certainly seemed to far for me to walk. 

I decided that someday, when visiting NM I would examine this place. That opportunity became 

reality last week when I drove Esmerelda to NM and met with Nick Lazaredes from Dateline, on 

the SBS TV Network in Australia. Nick had just flown in from the Ukraine where he was filming 

a story about the insurrection along the Russian border. I looked at his report. Bold filming… 

Now he was producing a story on Forrest’s treasure hunt. He followed Diggin Gypsy around in 

the Montana snow for a few days and then came down to NM to follow me around, interview 

Forrest and visit Desertphile’s Fennboree (more on the Fennboree with pictures in my next post). 

This seemed like the perfect opportunity to explore the Tewa legend. 

 
The Ojo Caliente Resort which is near the ruins of the Tewa pueblo of Posi Ouinge 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/oc01.jpg


Page 595 
 

I downloaded the Posi Ouinge brochure printed by the Bureau of Land Management and decided 

I would take Nick to two sites. First the pueblo site at Ojo where, according to the legend the winter 

and summer people began “where warm waters halt” and second to the place at Tres Piedras where 

“high water ended in a dry canyon atop the brown rocks striped with white”. 

Now everyone who has listened to me spout off knows I don’t believe that a hot spring could 

possibly be a place where warm waters halt simply because the water does not halt. Instead it 

reaches the surface and spills out into a river or rivulet and continues on it’s journey to the sea. 

But here it was in a Native American’s own voice…the warm water’s halting at Ojo 

Caliente…possible?? 

Pottery shards are scattered all over the ancient pueblos site 

The pueblo above the spring at Ojo is a fascinating place. Broken pieces of 500 year old pottery 

and other prehistoric artifacts of civilization are scattered throughput the area. I am sure someone 

with a better understanding of the land could have painted a clearer picture of exactly how the 

pueblo was once arranged on the wind eroded hills. But even without that knowlege it was great 

fun to stand among the fallen walls and imagine the day to day life in a community of 5,000 people 

who lived there for 500 or so years before the Spanish arrived in New Mexico. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/shard01.jpg
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The landscape near the ancient ruins of Posi Ouinge 

Here they prepared arrows, told stories, collected water from the stream below, grew crops, 

butchered animals and created thousands of pots whose painted shards were now scattered in every 

direction around me. Walking this rolling, juniper dappled landscape was thought provoking. The 

small wildflowers in the arroyos were in full bloom and since it was May the temperature was still 

tolerable for a guy from Washington State. 

 
Wildflowers on the mesa at Posi Ouinge 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/juniperdotted.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/wildfl02.jpg
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A Collared lizard eyes my carnivorous self suspiciously 

Nick spent about two hours filming up there. I saw thousands of pot shards and a single arrowhead. 

I left everything at the site just as I found it since the government’s merciless rules forbid removing 

artifacts. 

Next we drove over to Tres Piedras (three stones) and took a red dirt road nearly two miles past 

the ranger station back into the piñon and juniper and ponderosa. We parked and walked about a 

mile to the westernmost hummock of smoothed sandstone jutting out of the ground maybe 50 feet 

in height. The area reminded me of an old TV western. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/cliz01.jpg
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Nick in a cleft in the rocks at Tres Piedras 

 

I imagined the Apache preparing to attack us at any moment. Gene Autry or Jay Silverheels or 

Ward Bond taking up a position behind the safety of these hoodoo rocks. But we never saw anyone 

else back there. The brown rounded sandstone is indeed striped with ribbons of thick coarse quartz 

that stand out vividly like white blazes. So many to choose from… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/nick02.jpg
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From the tops of the hoodoo rocks at Tres Piedras 

We followed several white blazes to the ground. We explored inside small dry caves and under 

dark ledges and had a grand old time. Although no chest was found, Nick discovered a perfect, 

small white arrowhead resting upright in a clear pool of high water atop the rounded sandstone. 

We knew we were not the first civilization to play on these rocks but are we the last? 

  

You can download the BLM’s brochure about the Posi Ouinge ruins at Ojo Caliente here. 

You can watch Nick’s Frontline Ukraine report here. 

We will post his Forrest Fenn report as soon as it is available. 

My Garmin tells me our location at Tres Piedras was here: 

36°39.729N 105°59.374W 

It’s a cool spot with views and shade and rocks to run around on and blazes abound. 

Just because I didn’t find the chest does not mean you will not… 

Bring water and have fun!! 

When you find the treasure in this spot…please don’t tell me.. 

 

  

http://www.blm.gov/pgdata/etc/medialib/blm/nm/programs/more/cultural_resources/cultural_docs.Par.48367.File.dat/Posi-Ouinge.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tfN86_F2XHQ&index=7&list=UUY_Bq1AF0xvPUjaAqV7kweA
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/rocks01.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty Nine… 
MAY 2014 

Occasionally I get an email from a searcher who presents a different twist 

to the story. I always get permission before forwarding it to Dal to post. 

This is one of those. Please don’t misunderstand me. I’m not hinting that 

the treasure is hidden on top of a rock with a bear guarding it. f 

Forrest, 

A serious question on Spring hiking that could save my life. Last year we 

hiked Beaver creek in the soft spring snow for 13 miles and it was 

miserable. Especially with the bears out there and hungry and all. I’m not 

sure what was worse, the fatigue from that soft snow or my worry about being 

out there all night with those grizzess. 

Can bears climb rocks? If I get stuck out all night when we go next time, I 

might try and sleep on some rocks to hide from them. But if they eat me, 

then it’s your fault for hiding the chest in a place with mean bears all 

around!  Next time can you pick a nice forest with small little creatures 

that don’t eat people? 

Phyllis 
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Scrapbook Sixty Eight… 
MAY 2014 

Many searchers have thought that warm waters halt at a dam because water being released through 

flues near the bottom of the dam is much colder than water on the surface of the lake. I have 

discussed around that subject with several people in the last few days and am concerned that not 

all searchers are aware of what has been said. So to level the playing field to give everyone an 

equal chance I will say now that WWWH is not related to any dam.  ff 
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Scrapbook Sixty Seven… 
MAY 2014 

 Good evening Mr. Fenn, I hope all is well for you and would like to share that my fiancé and I 

will be spending our honeymoon camping in our favorite spot this summer for a couple weeks then 

we intend to explore and possibly hunt for the remainder though we intend to get sidetracked and 

lost whenever possible. So glad to have the sunny days returning and thank you for your 

response. While I do not come to you for help in seeking your treasure–that part you have left to 

each seeker’s own talents and time. After having read so many people’s comments and while there 

are many who are in it for the “thrill of the chase” and the fun, there are still many of the others 

from the crazies who claim that you want to steal souls to those who accuse you of lying and still 

others who try to use your good-intentions to take advantage of others and I was reminded of a 

Shel Silverstein poem: 

 

WHAT’S IN THE SACK 
by Shel Silverstein 

What’s in the sack? What’s in the sack? 

Is it some mushrooms or is it the moon? 

Is it love letters or downy goosefeathers? 

Or maybe the world’s most enormous balloon? 

What’s in the sack? That’s all they ask me. 

Could it be popcorn or marbles or books? 

Is it two years’ worth of your dirt laundry, 

Or the biggest ol’ meatball that’s ever been cooked? 

Does anyone ask me, “Hey, when is your birthday?” 

“Can you play Monopoly?” “Do you like beans?” 

“What is the capital of Yugoslavia?” 

Or “Who embroidered that rose on your jeans?” 

No, what’s in the sack? That’s all they care about. 

Is it a rock or a rolled-up giraffe? 

Is it pickles or nickels or busted bicycles? 

And if we guess it, will you give us half? 

Do they ask where I’ve been, or how long I’ll be stayin’, 

Where I’ll be goin’, or when I’ll be back, 

Or “How do?” or “What’s new?” or “Hey, why are you blue?” 

No, all they keep asking is, “What’s in the sack?” 

“What’s in the sack?” I’m blowin’ my stack 

At the next one who asks me, “What’s in the sack?” 

What? 

Oh no. Not you, too! 
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I do believe that you wanted to add some mystery and sense of adventure in the actual World that 

is ever growing too focused on electronics and immediate gratification. So I would like to ask 

that should you respond to my email, it be with a memory or joke or riddle or anything that you 

would like to share other than answering a question about the trove.    My fiancé and I live in 

Colorado and though I work in the technology field, I love nothing more than to ramble the 

mountains with him and explore . The treasure has sometimes added a little new color to these 

trips, but wandering and seeing new sites and places has always brought our most memorable 

times. For us, you have added another part to the many treasures we already find out in the 

mountains, but for those who did not already have that appreciation, you have awakened it! 

 

One Tin Soldier 
by Original Caste 

Listen, children, to a story 

That was written long ago, 

‘Bout a kingdom on a mountain 

And the valley-folk below. 

 On the mountain was a treasure 

Buried deep beneath the stone, 

And the valley-people swore 

They’d have it for their very own. 

So the people of the valley 

Sent a message up the hill, 

Asking for the buried treasure, 

Tons of gold for which they’d kill. 

 Came an answer from the kingdom, 

“With our brothers we will share 

All the secrets of our mountain, 

All the riches buried there.” 

Now the valley cried with anger, 

“Mount your horses! Draw your sword! 

“ And they killed the mountain-people, 

So they won their just reward. 

Now they stood beside the treasure, 

On the mountain, dark and red. 

Turned the stone and looked beneath it… 

“Peace on Earth” was all it said. 

Go ahead and hate your neighbor, 

Go ahead and cheat a friend. 



Page 604 
 

Do it in the name of Heaven, 

You can justify it in the end. 

There won’t be any trumpets blowing 

Come the judgement day, 

On the bloody morning after…. 

One tin soldier rides away. 

It is mostly the thought of treasure and the mountains and the “Go in peace” that makes this song 

pop into my head every time and again, in the case that you are unfamiliar with the song, I thought 

I would share. 

Finally, I will share the zygote of the thought that I am on with your treasure poem but not to seek 

confirmation or hints–just to share. If you do respond, I really do not want you to think that I am 

clue-seeking and I am having fun even if I am possibly way off in left field       so while I am 

sharing, if I am completely wrong then you can have a good chuckle, but do not steer me please…I 

would like to make the trips and if I do not know I am wrong, then there will still be the fun of 

possibility! 

My family is from the far southern part of this State (Colorado) and while I never have been to my 

tiny family town of Antonito, I have always intended to see my Gammu’s (grandma) origins and 

have read much about the whole South/Southwest portion of the State. I am familiar with the 

history of the Ute Indians and Chief Ouray including his lone entombment in a secret cave. While 

not born of the tribe that he later led, he did become one of the Uncompahgre Utes–loosely 

translated to “warm waters”. “Not far but too far to walk” could be a train which led through the 

whole area. There are many canyons, rivers and streams in area, that I would like to visit a few 

times first to see which leads where. “Put in below the house of Brown” has meant several things 

to me at different times, everything from the giant bat cave at Valley View to a Bear cave 

or trout pond or Beaver dam, but I would like to look a little more at the area and especially the 

small brown adobe home built up the canyon by Ouray. The last large event that to the Utes being 

forced off their Colorado lands and onto the reservations in Utah, was the Meeker “Massacre” a 

little ways further up from Ouray, CO. And now some of the rivers have been damned “no paddle” 

though I thought perhaps a play on words too (i.e. paddle = oar = ore?) Along the top of the 

reservoir is an old mining area including bridge that is collapsing. 

As the boom fizzled down, these “tired” (as in weary) tracks then had train cars build from cars! 

“tired” (as in wheels)–even if wrong, I liked the possible double-entendre.  There are several 

references in the area to wise, but I thought this too might be a play on the Weisbaden Hot Springs 

spa that were built over the small hut built by Ouray. This blaze, I thought could be another double, 

both blaze as in marker/trail and as fire/light in a point right up the road that is called “Look Out 

Point” marked by a huge sign (featuring both a bear and a trout by the way) and looks out on Red 

Mountain so-called because it looks like it is on fire with the sun at certain angles. The “..tarry 

scant with marvel gaze” could both refer to hurrying up (if the sun is setting) and also the large tar 

pit in the area. I thought that this might all be leading to the secret cave where Ouray’s body lay 

hidden for 45 years until he was ceremoniously buried next to his wife in Ignacio, CO and he was 

then and now known as the peacemaker. 
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There were a few items that I also wanted to state I am pretty sure that people are 

perhaps being too presumptuous with (but I am still awaiting a copy of your book 

and so I could be wrong): 

* That you carried all 42 lbs. at once 
* That it must be buried –even though you say not 

* That the box and not perhaps the spot/place is hidden 

I was introduced to your poem last year by my fiancé and while we did a little wandering and 

research (Wise Mountain, Mount Meeker, looking for forest fens, etc.) and it was not until I was 

floating dozing at a hot spring that the thought of the brown bats caves occurred to me and I began 

to wonder again. I need to further develop my idea but I feel like I could be on a very strong goose-

chase!   So, again I would like to thank you for allowing others to be a kid again and say that 

we will remember you. 

Sincerely, 

Tomacita 
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Scrapbook Sixty Six… 
MAY 2014  

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

Greetings!  I Hope you are well these days.  I have enjoyed reading many of your little anecdotes 

throughout this adventure, so I thought that I would share one with you.  I hope that you have some 

time to read it, and that you find it amusing. 

A few weeks ago, I returned from a wonderful trip to the Caribbean.  We took the RC cruise ship 

“Jewel of the Seas” up the Eastern passageway, through St. Johns (VI), Antigua, Martinique, and 

St. Croix, among other ports-of-call.  It was breathtaking, and I feel fortunate to have been able to 

take a trip like that. 

On the way there, a funny thing happened every time I went through security at the airports, and 

when boarding the ship. Each time I sent my black Colorado Rockies backpack through the xray 

“tunnel”, the security agents would pull me aside and carefully go through the contents of my 

bag.  Aside from the tangle of headphones, kids books and snacks, I couldn’t think of what could 

be in the bag that would be causing such a commotion.  Eventually, the TSA agents would look at 

me, then back into the bag, back at me again, and finally they would hand me the bag and send me 

on my way.  Of course I would rummage through the pack each time, trying to find what had 

caught their attention and could find nothing! I was perplexed at what could be causing such a 

commotion, but got busy with everything else and forgot about it for the whole week, while we 

enjoyed our cruise. 

A week later, while sadly packing up to head home, I discovered the culprit! In the very bottom of 

the backpack, hidden in the darkness, was a little memento I had kept from my first trip looking 

for your treasure chest.  It was an old rusty railroad spike, about 6 ” in length.  I’m sure you know 

the kind. 
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I felt a little bad taking it at the time, but there had been many more lying around, so I didn’t think 

this one would be missed.  It had followed me on all 3 trips to the same exact spot I was shooting 

for, where I believed that the chest was hidden.  I had to smile as I held the heavy little piece of 

iron in my hand, rolling it around.  I really had thought I was right, on that last trip to my 

“spot”.  Could’ve bet my life on it!  But I had to have been wrong, because I know you would have 

never hidden the chest on private property, right under the nose of a nice rancher who was 

unwittingly keeping guard over it.  So I decided the moment that I drove away that I must have 

been wrong after all – as amazing as a solution I had to your puzzle, I had failed. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/IMG_4404.jpg
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And so I had given up on the chase and decided to move on.  That reminds me – I always wondered 

why you called it the thrill of the “chase” and not the “race”.  A race implies an actual end point, 

and chase.. well not so much. 

Anyway, back to the railroad spike.  So I’m standing there holding this spike, wondering what to 

do with it.  My chase was over, and I didn’t feel like being stopped by security every time on the 

way back, so the solution was clear.  I stepped out on the balcony as the ship passed quietly through 

the waters, and took a deep breath of the warm, salty air.  Then, doing my best Peyton Manning 

impression, I threw the spike as far as I could into the sea.  It slipped beneath the waves without a 

sound, and that was it.  And that, Mr. Fenn is where my quest ended- not on some dusty railroad 

track in New Mexico, but in the Eastern Caribbean.  The rusty spike is now sitting at the bottom 

of the ocean, thousands of miles away. I can’t help but wonder if maybe thousands of years from 

now, some diver will discover it.  Can you imagine his (or her) surprise?  What the hell is this 

doing here, he would surely ask!  But more than likely, no one will ever find it. It will sit there at 

the bottom of the ocean for eternity.  And the only ones that knew it was there at all will be long 

gone. 

So that’s my little story, and I hope I didn’t take up to much of your time.  I really loved the chase 

– it was truly a high point of my life.  I do feel that what you did was a good thing, getting people 

out there and spending time with their families.  Thank you again for that.  And if someone does 

find the chest – where I thought it was – then at least I will have the satisfaction of knowing I was 

right. 

Sincerely, Mike B 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/05/IMG_4394.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty Five… 
APRIL 2014 

 

This was posted by Dal not by Forrest 

Fellow searcher and friend of this blog, Renelle Jacobsen is the subject of a story about her fight 

against cancer in “A Woman’s Health” magazine. 

 You might remember that last winter the searchers on 

this blog contributed over $23,000 for fellow searcher 

and cancer victim, Renelle Jacobsen. The fund raising 

took place in the form of a raffle for one of Forrest’s 

handmade bronze jars. In the jar, Forrest placed 

goodies he collected like arrowheads and beads and 

bones and also a beautiful handmade necklace he 

crafted from objects in his collection. In the end 

Forrest not only donated the prize but also wrote a 

check for $5,000 to Renelle upping the total sent to 

$28,000 and some change. Money to help her through 

her expensive and prolonged battle against cancer. 

Renelle is one of a growing number of people who are 

living longer-term with metastatic cancer—cancer that 

has spread from the original site to one or more distant 

sites in the body. Metastatic cancer is generally 

considered incurable; but, as cancer treatment 

continues to evolve, more and more patients are living 

longer with metastatic disease. 

“You have to figure out what keeps you going,” she 

explains. “It is important to have as much of a life as you can. If you can’t have it outside your 

house, then figure out how to have it inside your house.” 

Renelle’s hunt for Fenn’s treasure has been one way she has continued to live a full life—sifting 

through clues and trying to deduce where to look next for the bounty. The thrill of the hunt keeps 

her going, especially on hard days. 

If you’d like to know more about the raffle look here: 

If you’d like to know more about Renelle, click here: 

If you’d like to read the entire story from “A Woman’s Health” magazine, click here: 

http://awomanshealth.com/living-life-day-by-day-with-metastatic-cancer/
https://dalneitzel.com/2014/01/01/scrapbook-fifty-four/
https://dalneitzel.com/2013/12/04/salute-to-a-warrior/
http://awomanshealth.com/living-life-day-by-day-with-metastatic-cancer/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/renelle01.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty Four… 
 APRIL 2014 

Joseph Archuleta  

My name is Joseph Archuleta and I am in 

the fourth grade at Chamisa elementary 

school in Los Alamos New Mexico.  My 

assignment was to research someone who is 

famous that lived in or did something 

special in the state of New Mexico.  I chose 

Forrest Fenn my dad and I got his book The 

Thrill of the Chase a couple of years ago 

and got very excited about the buried 

treasure.  We read the book in just a couple 

of nights because it was such an easy read 

and so fascinating.  I chose Mr. Fenn and I 

studied about him and his life.  I had to be a 

wax figure today at school and when people 

would put a ticket in my bowl I would 

come to life and give a speech about Mr. 

Fenn. I made a poster and used pictures from the web and also one he sent me by email.  I got 

lots of compliments on my speech and poster and my cowboy hat and jean jacket that I 

wore.  Thank you Mr. Finn for writing such an exciting book and sharing your life story with us I 

really had fun learning about your life I especially liked the stories of you and your brother 

Skippy. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/photo-3.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty Three… 
 APRIL 2014 

 

Forrest did not post this. Dal did. 

I feel it belongs in his scrapbook and I figured searchers would like to read the citations 

that explain in simple words why Forrest’s combat efforts were worthy of high praise. 

  The decisions a person makes in combat often have little to do with personal safety. The millions 

of minute calculations that a single experienced fighter pilot makes while moving terrifyingly low 

over the deck at unfathomable speeds are impossible to document but the combined effect can 

often mean the difference between life and death to dozens or hundreds of his fellow fighters on 

the ground. 

 The President of the United States of America, authorized 

by Act of Congress July 9, 1918 (amended by an act of 

July 25, 1963), takes pleasure in presenting the Silver Star 

to Major Forrest B. Fenn (AFSN: 0-31233), United States 

Air Force, for gallantry in action in connection with 

military operations involving conflict with an armed 

hostile force as an F-100 pilot in Southeast Asia on 20 

December 1968. On that date, Major Fenn and his flight 

were scheduled to attack and destroy hostile truck routes 

and supply locations. While on his second pass over the 

target area, Major Fenn sustained numerous hits to his 

aircraft, some of which shattered his canopy resulting in 

facial laceration. Instead of heading for a safe area in 

which to eject, Major Fenn elected to remain in the target 

area to mark the hostile gun positions with cannon fire so 

that the remainder of the flight could silence its intense 

fire. By his gallantry and devotion to duty, Major Fenn has 

reflected great credit upon himself and the United States 

Air Force. 

Silver Star 

Awarded for actions during the Vietnam War 

General Orders: Headquarters, 7th Air Force, Special Orders G-1333 (April 4, 1969) 

Action Date: December 20, 1968 

Service: Air Force 

Rank: Major 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/070929-F-8175W-005.jpg
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——————————- 

  

The President of the United States of America, authorized by 

Act of Congress, July 2, 1926, takes pleasure in presenting 

the Distinguished Flying Cross with Combat “V” to Major 

Forrest B. Fenn (AFSN: 0-31233), United States Air Force, 

for heroism while participating in aerial flight as an F-100 

pilot near Hue, Republic of Vietnam, on 1 June 1968. On that 

date, Major Fenn attacked a fortified village containing an 

estimated force of sixty North Vietnamese Army Regulars. 

Major Fenn, after delivering all bombs precisely on target, 

made repeated strafing passes at very low altitudes to draw 

fire away from friendly wounded personnel who had been 

pinned down by the hostile forces. With all ammunition 

expended Major Fenn continued to make dry passes until the 

friendly forces were rescued and returned to a safe area. The 

outstanding heroism and selfless devotion to duty displayed 

by Major Fenn reflect great credit upon himself and the 

United States Air Force. 

Distinguished Flying Cross 

Awarded for actions during the Vietnam War 

General Orders: Headquarters, 7th Air Force, Special Orders G-2884 (September 19, 1968) 

Action Date: June 1, 1968 

Service: Air Force 

Rank: Major 

—————————— 

Forrest was actually awarded three DFCs. 

I think it is wise to understand the kind of spirit, character and resolve held by the man 

who has hidden a fortune for you to go find. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/070515-F-8175W-008.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty One… 
APRIL 2014 

  

 

It seems logical to me that a deep thinking treasure searcher could use logic to determine an 

important clue to the location of the treasure. Is someone doing that now and I don’t know it? It’s 

not what they say on the blogs that may be significant, it’s what they whisper. f 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/fff2.jpg
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Scrapbook Sixty… 
 APRIL 2014 

 Hi Forrest its Marie, we are coming to the end of our trip and have enjoyed every breath taking 

moment and the  inspirational conversations that have come to us from the incredibly wonderful 

laid back people of Taos new mexico. As we sit in our hotel we are  joyfully reviewing our last 

few days ventures in the theme of Dr Suess, 

We sought it high within a tree  

we sought it low on bended knee.  

We did not find that house of brown  

Not in the air  

Not on the ground.  

We did not find it in a nest  

Oh where! Oh where !  

Is that gorgeous chest! 

We couldn’t wait to get started however the beauty of the area the shops, the galleries and the 

scenery were a constant distraction, the Rio Grande Gorge for example ..Wow….Wow. 

This past week we climbed a mountain amongst other activities, it wasn’t pretty but I did it,  and 

in that moment felt a sense of success and satisfaction that was known to the athlete I used to be… 

Every moment we’ve been here was filled with the thrill of  the chase and not about work or stress 

or worry, not enough shopping but there is still tomorrow…. It has been a bliss filled week indeed. 

When this journey started which was  at the time I first wrote to you, I had one solve… by the time 

I got here I had several and once we saw the area there were more. 

We got very excited when we incidentally came across a geo cache and tucked it back in place 

after signing the log. A small stuffed animal, pens and toy star wars characters had us laughing 

truly excited for the find. It was quite a moment. Just wanted to write again and say, thank you so 

much for creating the foundation for our journey One more day to try my best to find the elusive 

chest but I think I have already found the treasure that is New Mexico. I will leave here with the 

most amazing memories and time well spent, certainly one of the most spontaneous fun adventures 

we’ve ever had. Tentatively we coming to Sante Fe on Thursday hoping to get a copy of the books 

I’m a little afraid to read them just in case I want to turn around and come right back. The thrill of 

the chase is my best and favourite obsession…. 

All the very best, 

Marie 

——– 

Marie 

Thanks for the update. If being a poet gives you an advantage in the search then surely you will find the 

golden treasure. Good luck tomorrow. f 
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Scrapbook Fifty Nine… 
APRIL 2014 

Mr Fenn, 

Well, the search is over for me.  What a joy it has been.  I have challenged 

my body and exceeded any expectations I may have had. 

Yesterday I stood on the edge of the mountain looking down into the valley 

below and cried.  I knew I had found a treasure far richer than any you hid. 

For that I shall be eternally grateful. 

Today my son and I sat quietly at the lake and listened to silence, it was 

beautiful. 

 

Not only did we take the canyon down, we also walked along Trail 82 around the lake, it was so 

beautiful. I can see why you love it so. I have attached two pictures that I wanted to share. 

As you have guessed, we did not find the blaze, therefore no chest. Which sadly means no San 

Lazaro, no bracelet to return to you as I promised. I still believe we were in the correct area, maybe 

another day. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/image.jpeg
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While there we munched on carrot sticks, for some reason he took one, held it up in the air then 

laid it on a rock. Out of nowhere came two Least Chipmunks. They loved the carrots. What a way 

to end a wonderful week. 

I do hope you have read my emails. For some reason knowing that you have will give me closure 

to this adventure. 

Mr Fenn, it has been a pleasure I never expected. Thank you! As I said before, I will never ring a 

bell and not think of you. 

Marge 

————— 

Dear Marge, 

Thank you for the nice note. I am pleased that you and your son enjoyed the 

search. It was for people like you that I hid the treasure. Good luck. f 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/image-2.jpeg
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Scrapbook Fifty Eight… 
APRIL 2014 

Terry Campbell 

Dear Forrest Fenn, I know you will most likely never read 

this email but feel compelled to tell you about a gold hunt I 

created in 2012.  I was in a residence art program called 

Redline in Denver Colorado.  Each artist was given 2.5 grams 

of gold and asked to create a piece of art.  I’m a painter but 

didn’t want to use the gold to create a painting. 

When I was a child my mother invented a game called 

captain.  She would make me pirate hats out of newspaper and 

draw pictures of places in the house.  I would go from clue to 

clue eventually finding a prize. 

I wanted to recreate this experience for other people.  I used 

my gold to create a gold hunt where people would go from 

clue to clue in the hopes of being the first to find my 

gold.  When I created this adventure I thought the experience 

would inspire me to create a piece of art.  The gold hunt didn’t 

happen the way I thought it would.  What I thought would be 

a fun adventure that I casually mentioned on Facebook got out 

of hand right away.  The gold was only worth about 150 

dollars at the time but many of the participants had no scruples 

in double-crossing one another and tricking me into giving 

information.  I don’t know why I thought there wouldn’t be 

cheating but there was a lot of it.  No one wanted the game to 

end so the finder of the gold bought more gold and created 

new clues to keep the hunt going.  I was then able to look for the finders gold and became a 

hunter.  The hunt become even stranger and took on a new life.  No one seemed to know where it 

was headed.  I had to complete strange challenges involving rolling craps and speed hammering 

to get me to the gold.  Things got even further complicated when a token that could have been 

turned in for gold was broken into 4 pieces each possessed by a different person.  The game 

eventually ended and I didn’t get the gold. 

The gold hunt became a piece of art.  The legend was better than any documentation of the 

experiences.  The stakes were so low but some people wanted to win at all cost. 

Many of the participants and I wondered what would have happened if there was more gold 

involved.  I’m recreating the gold hunt again and pulling out all the stops.  There will be nine 

thousand dollars in gold this time.  I‘m creating clues that will make it harder for people to cheat.  I 

am also looking forward to seeing how people figure out how to cheat.  I have been working on 

promoting the gold hunt by telling people the story of the first gold hunt one person at a time.  I’m 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/terryprofilepicture.jpg
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raising money to buy gold and will have a new gold hunt in July.  There will be 20 clues this 

time.  Each participant will have to work much harder. Participants will have to be able to research 

and problem solve. 

If you end up reading this email thank you for your time. 

Thank you, 

Terry Campbell 

Terry Campbell – The Choices Made 

You can see Terry’s work, watch interviews and hear more 

about his treasure hunt at the links below 

http://terrycampbellart.com 

http://redlineart.org/art/redline-alumni/terry-campbell.html 

 http://www.bmoca.org/2012/03/bmoca-at-macky/ 
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Scrapbook Fifty Seven… 
 MARCH 2014 

Dear Forrest- 

My husband Ken and I  Iive in Forest City, Ontario Canada. In few weeks from now we are 

heading to New Mexico  to see if we can locate the treasure. 

A few months ago, I contacted Dal.  I had a  few thoughts and I sincerely hoped  it might help 

him find the treasure. I wanted to share my ideas to give them away , truly happy that he would 

be the one to benefit. He dissuaded me from sharing and encouraged my own journey, he planted 

the seed so to speak and did not want me to give my ideas to him…He expressed how much joy 

it was for him to hopefully find it himself. 

After my email exchange with Dal, I found myself completely drawn in to the thrill of the chase 

and more and more, by researching and attending to the hints you have given, I excitedly shared 

with my husband a determination that we had to go to look for it ,at least once. 

At first we were committed and I felt the reborn excitement of a child believing in buried 

treasure imaging the moment of finding it. To me ,as a child, every fossil find with my father 

was amazing, important historical artifact  and every wet rock plucked from a cold stream, was 

glistening with ribbons of  gold and sparkling diamonds. Back then I was so rich with the joy of 

imagination. Adult life is dull by comparison. 

I grew up in a home where my parents worked on deciphering cryptic crosswords and where 

everyday conversations  usually lead by my father, were more  puzzling queries and 

pondering  to get us to think outside the box or to satiate his own indomitable curiosities in life. 

He made us go big in our wonderment but always grounding us  firmly  in simple logic. I have 

applied those life lessons in the research in preparation for the Thrill of the chase. 

Following the decision to go, I was fraught with the stress of work  and came home not feeling 

so successful about my job ,with the end result I wasn’t feeling very good about myself.  For a 

couple of days it impacted me greatly to the point  I reconsidered the trip, thinking I was not 

worthy or deserving of such an indulgent spontaneous adventure, I was talking myself out of 

going.   Then my husband just went ahead and booked it. So we are heading down very soon and 

I’m so darned excited. 

I  have always lived my life believing that experiences such as this become the character building 

fibre of one’s life or…one heck of a story to share        and so from that perspective I embrace 

this fully as it was fully intended.  I have read so much in preparation and learned so much 

history and geography all the while developing a strong desire to see the area and this, 

completely aside from the desire to find the treasure. Every clue uncovered fills me with an 

incredible excitement which leads me to believe  and conclude there is nothing to lose. The 

failure, a good friend once told me ,only comes when you don’t try… So we are going to try, 

unfortunately  I  haven’t a clue what  to do with it if Ken and I are successful in finding  but we 

certainly do giggle like children at the thought of that welcome predicament. 

Forrest,  I hope our paths might cross in this journey I’m hoping to come to your gallery at some 

point and I have very much enjoyed this gift you have given to me. I know it is intended to 

inspire the whole world for years to come, however, you have inspired me personally and so, I ‘d 

like  to  I thank you personally  for the gift you have given to  me. I know for one, regardless of 

the treasure  I have been blessed even before we travel to go there. It is an escape from the daily 
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stress of work and the awareness of that profound dichotomy also inspires me to think about 

getting a new job…lol 

Do you think an Irish girl from Forest city could be lucky enough to find the treasure, perhaps 

it’s meant to  be but  who really knows?. Finally I wish to thank you so kindly for the thrill of the 

chase. It is and will be a thrilling adventure for us I can’t get there soon enough. 

Kindest Regards 

Kay 

  

Kay, 

Reading your email was refreshing to me and to see how you put words together makes me think 

you should go into some kind of business for yourself. When you are headed in my direction 

please give me a few hours warning so we can arrange to meet. I use every chance I get to see 

Canadians. Sure, you have a shot at finding the treasure and, to me, you are what the thrill of the 

chase is all about. ff 
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Scrapbook Fifty Six… 
MARCH 2014 

 

Last Saturday Shiloh rented a plane and flew me to a party at Suzanne Somers’ home in Palm 

Springs. The weather departing Santa Fe was terrible and for the first 100 miles I kept my eyes 

closed, deferring to Shiloh to keep me alive. How can you fly under clouds that are kissing the 

ground? I didn’t want to know. 

 

Suzanne’s house doesn’t have an address so we received email directions and pulled up to a huge 

green gate, and rang the bell. After convincing the security staff we were not terrorists the gate 

opened and we drove a few narrow winding blocks to a secluded parking area surrounded by 10’ 

high oleanders and palo verde trees. It was like a jungle. 

Strangely, there are no roads within 300′ of the house, (all of the building materials were carried 

up by burros). So the “walkers” put us in a small open-air tram and pushed a button. Two minutes 

later we were half way up the side of a rocky mountain that’s full of mountain sheep, bob cats and 

rattle snakes. Suzanne doesn’t like rattlesnakes. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/photo-1.jpg
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Our greeters at the top were George Hamilton, (He made 57 movies) and a lady with an 

unforgettable face who lived with Elvis for seven years. (Sorry, I forgot her name) George wanted 

to know about the hidden treasure and couldn’t stop asking questions about it. Shiloh was 

impressed and I tried to appear indifferent. 

Then Suzanne introduced us to a few of her friends: a dashing shipping magnate who wore a white 

hat and a matching white tie. He owned three, 300’ long ocean freighters; a slight, soft-spoken 

man who recently stepped down from a job making $200.000.000 a year running Occidental 

Petroleum; and a guy who sold Google one of the three city blocks he owned in downtown Seattle. 

I decided to back into a corner and make notes while Shiloh, who was thirty-years younger than 

anyone else at the party, flirted with Suzanne’s divorced daughter, Leslie, and a billionairess 

widow lady who financed many of the civic organizations around Palm Springs. 

Barry Manilow, who remembered me from my gallery days, wanted to talk about the treasure. He 

said that if he could get out of a contract he would go looking for it. 

A ten-piece orchestra played Cuban music non-stop in a natural stone amphitheater that abutted 

the house. The singer moved to the music, and I swear, her body shook in places that I didn’t even 

know existed. She had to take frequent breaks. You know how Cuban music is. 

 
Suzanne’s favorite bathtub, a gift from her husband who is an avid photographer 

At dinner I sat next to Suzanne and she HAD to introduce me to everyone who came up to chat, 

about a hundred in all. I felt like a dime at a dollar bill convention. 

When the candles burned low Shiloh took me to our motel. Then he went back to the party and 

stayed until the candles died of old age. He denied it but Leslie told me. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/03/photo-2-7.jpg
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At breakfast the next morning eight of us sat around Suzanne’s kitchen table while her husband, 

Alan Hamel, cooked eggs over-easy on corn pone cakes and grits that were decorated with bitelets 

of bacon. Suzanne served healthy glasses of a severely green liquescent she described and “a 

blend.” It was made of eight different fruits whose names were foreign to me, except bananas, and 

I didn’t taste them in the mix. I drank it like it was good and I’m sure it was because Suz is a health 

nut. 

I didn’t know the man sitting on my right but when he was introduced as Arnold Kopelson, I said 

“Oh,” pretending to understand. Suz knew I didn’t, so she whispered that he had produced 29 

movies and received an Oscar for Platoon. I smiled and sat up straighter in my chair. 

At 10:30 Shiloh and I jumped in the Cessna and pointed it 060 degrees for Santa Fe. The strong 

headwind didn’t help so we stopped at Sedona for fuel and a buffalo burger with grilled onions 

and a small fries. With the time change and an hour lost, it got dark fast and Shiloh couldn’t see 

the flight instruments. After fumbling with the switches he got the lights working just in time for 

us to land at a very dark airport. No one was around anywhere. It was nice. 

In my car driving home Shiloh noticed we were almost out of gas and there were no stations close. 

But a few minutes later we coasted into my garage and closed the door. It had been a good trip. 

For an aged kid from a small town in Texas, the Palm Springs experience was both ego shrinking 

and mind expanding. It was fun to see how some people lived. But it was nice to be at my computer 

again with a little pinon smoke coming from my fireplace. There is no place like home. 

ff 
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Scrapbook Fifty Five… 
February 2014 

 

 
Brinley and her brother with dinner 

A BOOK REPORT BY BRINLEY, 10 YEARS OLD. 

The Thrill of the Chase, by Forrest Fenn.  The book is full of stories and adventures about Forrest 

Fenn. 

The book is about the life of Forrest Fenn and all the different places he has been.  He was born 

during 1920, in Temple, Texas.  His dad was a teacher and then the principal.  During the summers, 

they would go to Yellowstone for all of the summer, driving 1,600 miles at 35 mph.   Then after 

the summer ended, they would go back to Texas and he would go to school.  He joined the military 

and travelled a lot of places, and was in the Vietnam War flying a jet.  After retiring from the 

military, Forrest, his wife Peggy, and his two daughters moved to Santa Fe, New Mexico. 

Forrest hated school so much that he didn’t even go to college.  He liked to play marbles and he 

would make marbles out of rocks and sell them to the rich kids.  He would buy Frito’s, Coke, and 

fried pineapple pies with the money.  He didn’t like being in class and he would sleep and 

sometimes sneak out a window.  He liked being out doors and especially liked FISHING!  He liked 

playing with Skippy, his brother.  Forrest liked to collect things.  When he was little, he collected 

bottle tops and string.  His ball of string was so big it couldn’t even fit through his bedroom 

door.  Later in life, he built an art gallery and collected lots of art and old Indian artifacts.  He sold 

the art gallery and now owns an old pueblo site today that he is excavating. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/02/Brinley.jpg
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Skippy was Forrest’s big brother.  He did crazy things.  He was inventive and built things.  He 

flew a plane and landed on a lake and also drove a car from Yellowstone to Texas with out a 

driver’s license.  Skippy didn’t like to go to bed and would stay up.  His father would give him a 

spanking.  At age 50, Skippy died in a scuba diving accident. 

Forrest loved going to Yellowstone during the summers as a kid and loved FISNING!  One 

summer, he sold newspapers for 1 cent but got canned when he had sat down to rest and his boss 

drove by seeing him sitting.  Forrest didn’t know what canned meant and thought it was a good 

thing.  His mom later told him that he had been fired and Forrest cried.  His mom helped him get 

a job washing dishes.  He would get up at 4:45 AM to be on the job at 5:00 AM.  Forrest would 

work for 16 hours and would make 8 dollars.  One day, Forrest stole a pie and snuck out behind a 

tree and ate the whole pie.  The manager caught him and told him that he was fired.  The waitress 

asked who was going to wash the dishes then.  Every one said they weren’t going to.  So the 

manager told him he was not fired and told him to get back to work. 

When Forrest was in the military, he flew a fighter jet in the Vietnam War and he almost died.  He 

got shot down twice out of 238 runs he made.  While making the flights and dropping bombs, he 

discovered a waterfall in the middle of the jungle that he later got a friend to fly him to.  While 

there, they tripped over some gravestones in the tall grass.  The gravestones were of French soldiers 

from a war fifty-six years earlier in that area.  The second time Forrest got shot down was supposed 

to be his last flight before going home right before Christmas.  After being rescued, and getting to 

go on one more flight, he left and got home to Texas on Christmas Eve. 

Forrest got cancer when he was 58.  His doctor operated on him for 5 hours and said he had a 20% 

chance of surviving.  While being treated and getting chemotherapy, he had an idea of something 

he could do before he died.  He would take gold, jewels, and other items and hide them in a bronze 

chest, and then let other people look for it.  He had everything planned but then he got better and 

is still alive today.  When he got to be eighty, he finally decided it was time to hide the treasure 

and wrote a poem that people could use to try and find the treasure. 

One lesson that Forrest learned was when Skippy and Forrest drove home by themselves from 

Yellowstone to Texas.  While driving, they got in an argument and Forrest told Skippy to pull over 

and let him out.  Skippy did and he left Forrest in the middle of nowhere in Wyoming.  Later when 

it started to get dark, Skippy came back and got Forrest.  They didn’t ever fight again after that 

and Forrest realized how much he loved his brother. 

Another lesson that Forrest learned was when Forrest completed a transaction with two 

men.  After, his father looked at the paperwork and told him that he made more money in 15 

minutes than his house cost and that it took him 20 years to pay it off.  Forrest realized that his 

father made a difference in many peoples lives and he could only make money to take care of 

himself and his family.  Forrest realized that his life was only important to himself if he could 

positively affect the lives of others. 

A personal connection I made to the book was the story about a buffalo named Cody because I 

went to Yellowstone last year and saw a lot of buffalo.  Skippy, Forrest, and their friend took 

Skippy’s old car to chase a buffalo that wandered out of Yellowstone.   Forrest tied a rope to 



Page 627 
 

Skippy’s car and then threw a lasso over the Buffalo’s horns.  Then Cody wouldn’t move so Skippy 

honked the horn a couple times and he would just look at them.  Then Cody noticed something 

odd when the rope got tight.  He jerked his head from side to side and started jumping up and 

down.  Cody started snorting and running and pulling the car.  Skippy was trying to not run into 

the trees and finally they went down into a stream and stopped with a hard jerk.  The front axel of 

the car broke off and was bouncing wildly behind Cody as he was running.  Later, Cody was shot 

and his meat was made into buffalo burgers.  It made Forrest really mad and he never ate at that 

restaurant again. 

Another personal connection I made to the book is fishing.  Forrest loved to fish and I also like to 

go fishing.  The book has pictures of Forrest and his family fishing a lot and I want to go fishing a 

lot too. 

I would recommend reading this book because it tells you about secrets to life and how you can 

be happy and make others happy.  There are lots of funny stories and you will laugh a lot if you 

read the book.  There is also a treasure mystery in the book and he gives clues on how to find the 

treasure that he hid. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Page 628 
 

Scrapbook Fifty Four… 
JANUARY 2014 

 

RENELLE’S MEDICINE BUNDLE 

 Because I’ve received so many emails from searchers who are curious about the bronze jar 

we’re raffling for Renelle, I thought I’d add to its contents and make it even more mysterious. I 

enjoyed selecting what relics to include, and will admit to having sneaked in a few pieces from 

my personal medicine bundle. Some passions might derive a judicious sense of power from these 

ancient treasures. For me, it’s the mystery associated with whose hands made them, and exactly 

when and where. And more importantly, what depth of relevance attached them to their creators. 

When used properly, imagination also can be a treasure. Sometimes I have deep feelings about 

olden things, especially when they reek with the history of how the world used to be. 

 
Click on this image to view it larger 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/01/jc02.jpg
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Click on this image to view it larger 

 

THE ARTIFACTS FROM BOTH PHOTOS ABOVE WILL BE INSIDE THE BRONZE 

JAR 

 With the simple drawing of a raffle ticket these artifacts will pass to a new custodian, and in time 

others will inherit what influence comes with their ownership. I am happy to let this bronze jar go 

in deference to this special cause, and with its transfer I will ask only that it be treated with the 

same respect and loving care with which it was formed. If kept intact it will endure a million years, 

and then ten-million more. Ff 

To see a partial list of the jar contents, click here. 

TO BUY RAFFLE TICKETS, CLICK HERE. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Bronze Jar With Butterfly and Dragonfly 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/01/list.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/cancer/tickets.html
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/01/jc01.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/01/jar02a.jpg
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Scrapbook Fifty Three… 
December 2013 

 

INTREPIDY 

 Most of the fair-weather treasure searchers are in hibernation. They probably are resting by the 

fireplace drinking spiked apple cider, or something worse. Some are sitting on the kitchen counter 

with their feet in a sink full of hot water. Anything to keep warm. Right? 

Nope, not true of the Gypsy from Georgia. The first week in December she filled her black Ford 

250 with gas and aimed its radiator at Montana, a gazillion miles away. Blinded by a flush feeling 

of anticipation, she had an idea that couldn’t wait until spring. Her husband said she was “born 

goin out the door.” 

 
The Gypsy from Georgia 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image002.jpg
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Alone, and with a financially under privileged budget, the Gypsy struck across the guts 

of America: Georgia, Tennessee, Kentucky, Illinois, Missouri, 

Nebraska, and Wyoming, where next to zilch could endure the -38 degree temps. 

Wyoming – 80 mile winds here 

“In Cheyenne,” she said, “I was so cold I had to go to Cabela’s and charge me some warm 

clothes. Kept tags on so I could return them after my adventure. I went out to eat one morning, lil 

ole man pointed out I had my tags still attached to my coat. I said I’m Trying to bring the Minnie 

Pearl look back.       Lil did he know I even still had the tags on my under amour :-)” 

The wind howled across Wyoming where the Gypsy put chains on her tires. “It was so cold,” she 

said, “I huddled tight against the wind and pretended there were four of us.”  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image004.jpg


Page 632 
 

WIND (click on “WIND” below to see short video) 

 
All of the rest stops in Wyoming were closed for the season 

The Georgia Peach was making mental notes about western road travel. In Rock Springs, she noted 

that the hotel mattress was better on the side away from the phone. And nearing Pinedale, where 

she hoped to visit the Mountain Man Museum, she learned not to drive on an icy road while eating 

a Subway sandwich. She said, “My Ford 250 spun around, dodging semis, and landed in the 

median; my tuna sandwich still clinched tightly in my fist. I put that baby in 4-wheel drive and 

gassed it. The thought in my head, as I was spinning out of control, ohhhhhhh damn, this is sure 

gonna hurt :-)” There were signs on the road saying how many ppl died on the highways for 2013. 

The whole ride I was like, omg I don’t wanna be number 349.” 

Mountain Man Museum was closed for the season 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/IMG_5052.mov
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image006.jpg
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The Gypsy saw this sign as an omen 

“I was on my last 7 miles to West Yellowstone, on the home stretch coming down hwy 20. At the 

last moment, I see 2 semis sitting in the left and right lanes. I couldn’t stop. I totally lost control 

again thinking ohhhhhh hell I’m gonna hit a loaded tanker truck. Somehow, my 250 manage to 

miss them, but I landed in a 4-foot ditch of snow. The semi drivers were rude and a lil slow minded. 

They had no dash at all. A cop, a handsome cop from Michigan helped me dig out as much as we 

could but then I got a tow truck. The driver, he asked what I was doing in Yellowstone. I said I 

must be lost. I didn’t dare say I was looking for Fenn’s treasure. Lol. He didn’t believe me so I 

stood on my tip-toes.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image008.jpg
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Will someone please tell me why I’m here? 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image010.jpg
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“I was really wanting a hamburger and a hot bowl of chili at The Gusher in West Yellowstone, but 

it was closed for the season.” 

When the Gypsy finally reached her isolated search spot near the north side of Hebgen Lake, she 

said, “Nothing was watching but me and the wind. I sensed the treasure was right there – and all 

of the clues fit perfectly. The blaze was winking at me and grinning, and I was grinning back.” 

 
Hebgen Lake – no searchers in sight 

When a grizzle of an old man told her the ice on Hebgen was 4’ thick, she wisely decided to wait 

until spring. “The treasure chest was probably frozen in for the winter anyway, and I didn’t have 

a jackhammer. LOL.” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image012.jpg
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On the way to Bozeman, the Gallatin Rive 

The easiest way out of the ice was north. “I cut up thru Bozeman and took 90 

toward Sheridan, Wyoming.  80-mile winds plus icy highways made for one hell of a ride. I got 

thru a bad spot where 18 semis were tossed on their sides. I counted them. I made it thru right 

before they closed 90 :-)” 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image014.jpg
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Long and forlorn 

 

“The distant warmth of summer was on my mind, and I was 2,600 miles from John Wayne.” (her 

rooster) The Gypsy said she enjoyed being alone on the long journey. She had time to think and 

she learned a lot. “I found that experience is something you don’t get until just after you need it. I 

won’t make some of those mistakes again.” She said she was anxious to get home so she could 

return her coat to Cabela’s. Everyone loves a happy ending. ff 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/clip_image016.jpg
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Scrapbook Fifty Two… 
December 2013 

 

SURVIVAL NOTICE FROM FORREST 
 

 Winter is upon the Rockies from the Canadian 

border in the north to Santa Fe in the south, and 

the many lofty  mountain tops that are jammed 

in-between. Most searchers have retired for the 

winter and are saving money for expeditions 

planned for spring when the mountain laurel will 

again bloom above 5,000. Others complain about 

the cold but continue searching favored 

locations. For those who are still active, please 

heed the rules that govern cold weather survival. 

Some fireside researchers have ganged together 

on the blogs hoping to find flaws in my character that will miraculously lead them to the treasure. 

It is interesting also, that crazies continue to surface. I have emails from both police and doctors 

suggesting that I stay alert. Being Forrest Fenn is getting harder all the time, but it will continue to 

be fun as long as I have a tree to hide behind, maybe a tree with an f carved in its trunk. ff 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/snowy-tree-mountain-snow-151757.jpg
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Scrapbook Fifty One… 
December 2013 

 

BLOWBACK 

 

blowback 

Syllabification: (blow·back) 

noun 

• the unintended adverse results of a covert operation that are suffered by the aggressor. 

Sentence: 

• The blowback was significant 

————- 

Forrest met with America’s favorite ex-CIA agent at Collected 

Works Bookstore in Santa Fe to celebrate her shiny new spy 

thriller, “Blowback”. 

At left, Valerie Plame, Forrest and Sarah Lovett pose 

with  Valerie’s and Sarah’s first cowritten novel, “Blowback”. 

You may remember that Valerie was a clandestine CIA agent 

when she was outed by then Vice President, Dick Cheney’s 

Chief of Staff, Scooter Libby. Libby spent some time in prison 

for his actions and Valerie wrote a book about the travesty 

titled, “Fair Game: My Life As a Spy”. 

Some are saying that “Blowback” may not be entirely a work 

of fiction. Is it just a coincidence that Plame’s protagonist, 

CIA agent, Vanessa Pierson has the same initials as Valerie? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/Italian-Citizenship-Page2-Redacted.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/Blowback-2.jpg
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Over at Amazon the book is getting high marks for 

excellent writing, splendid storytelling and riveting 

reading. 

The plot centers around nuclear weapons in foreign hands 

and one woman’s attempt to keep things from going 

ballistic. A very timely scenario. 

Forrest wrote this about the book: 

“I have read Val and Sarah’s book Blowback and liked it 

a lot. The heroine is a CIA agent and they already started 

working on a new book with the same characters. f” 

So…if you’re ready for some cerebral adventure while 

you’re waiting for the snow to melt in the mountains 

north of Santa Fe, you can get a signed edition of 

“Blowback” from Collected Works in Santa Fe. You can 

order plain old unsigned editions through Amazon or just 

about any bookstore that keeps spy novels on 

hand…Oh..by the way…you can read a bit of it and see 

what you think on the Amazon site… 

dal… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/valerie-plame
http://www.amazon.com/Blowback-A-Vanessa-Pierson-Novel/dp/0399158200/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1385967512&sr=8-1&keywords=valerie+plame
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Scrapbook Fifty… 
NOVEMBER 2013 

 

SEARCHING FOR MONEY GALORE 

Treasure searchers are an inventive lot, and industrious, and energetic. I guess it comes with the 

genre. A pretty, blond-haired woman from Georgia has made the long driving trip to New 

Mexico, Wyoming, and Montana, more than a few times. Last summer she spent four days 

treasure searching in one spot on the Madison River. Sleeping in the car doesn’t bother this gal 

and I think the griz are afraid of her. 

 
the actual ’67…what a beauty.. 

A recent email from her illustrates why we don’t need an Equal Rights Amendment in this 

country. She bought a ’67 Ford for $400 so she could tear it up and sell the parts. “The radiator 

alone is worth $450,” and I suspect she knows about which she speaks. Just think what she’s 

going to get for the grill, generator, air conditioner, tires, rear-view mirror and tail lights. If I 

were a betting man I’d bet on this woman. She has a pet rooster named John Wayne that she 

might sell to raise additional funds. Her neighbor brings her corn and “he wants the chicken.” 

ΩΩ 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/11/photo.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Nine… 
NOVEMBER 2013 

 

SWEET FRAGRANCES 

It’s blustery outside and my wife has gone grocery shopping so I decided to revisit a fun time I 

had when I was a kid. My mom let me smell the different spices and herbs as she stirred them into 

recipes she was making. I enjoyed the interaction with my mom, and the wrinkles in my nose 

indicated to her how much I liked or disliked each aroma. 

Just so you’ll know the difference, spices are dried seed, root, fruit, bark or vegetable substances. 

Herbs are seeds, roots, leaves, flowers, resin, and berries. OK? 

So I removed my wife’s metal spice drawer from the cabinet. It was heavy so I rested it on our 

kitchen table. When I sat and pulled the drawer toward me something sharp on the bottom scraped 

a gash on the wooden tabletop. I’ll try to fix it with wax before my wife gets home. I hate those 

things when they happen and I can’t blame them on my dog. 

There were 72 bottles in the 

drawer, each about 4” long 

and generally round. I read 

the labels and sniffed the 

contents of each jar. Then I 

stuck my finger in each 

spice to taste the flavor. It’s 

funny how some smells are 

so different from the way 

they taste. If you don’t 

believe me, just go in the 

pantry and smell your 

vanilla. You’ll love it 

enough to take another 

whiff, but don’t take a taste, 

and that’s fair warning. 

I quickly learned that some 

spices smell like others so I 

don’t know why a cook 

needs so many different 

kinds. Most didn’t make 

much of an impression but here are some notes and observations about those that did. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/11/IMG_0577.jpg
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Turkish Ground Cumin “Use on Middle Eastern & Mexican dishes.”  They say it’s a must but it 

doesn’t do much for me. If I ever try any Middle Eastern dishes I probably won’t like them. I love 

Mexican food but I’m not going to put this stuff on my enchiladas. 

 

Cloves Smells bizarre and strong. The taste has a bite that comes with a lasting sting. It took three seconds 

to feel the full impact of the flavor on my tongue. It was terrible. I felt jaundiced and had to suck on an ice 

cube. Stay away from cloves – that’s my advice. Are you sure it’s something to eat and not some kind of 

disinfectant? 

Oregano The label is supposed to say what it is but it doesn’t so I don’t trust it completely. I think you put 

it on spaghetti, but maybe not. Some herb makes spaghetti sauce good though. Oregano has a bitter taste 

and it numbed my tongue a little. I know it’s used on pizza. I like pizza if it has pepperoni, cheese, bell 

peppers, onions, anchovies and oregano on it. 

Poppy Seeds “Ancient civilizations used them to add color and texture to food.” Yeah, I know what’s 

made out of  poppy seeds and it doesn’t need color or texture. It might be embarrassing to have this little 

jar in my house if the drug enforcement guys come nosing around. I’ll speak with my wife about it. 

Mace It’s smell is stronger than it’s taste. Makes me suspicious. “Use on puddings and spinach,” it says. I 

think the person who wrote that may have been sniffing poppy seeds. It says mace grows on the same tree 

with nutmeg and it tastes warm. OK, I like things that taste warm. 

Garlic Powder When I unscrewed the lid, fine white powder spilled all over my lap. It smelled like 

something that might rust the lid. I don’t like garlic unless it’s on toasted bread and I’m eating spaghetti. 

It’s fun to grow garlic in my garden because it’s educational to watch. 

Cloves Another jar. Why would anyone want two full jars of cloves? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/11/IMG_0584.jpg
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Anise Seeds These are cute little gray seeds but hard to bite. They taste like liquorice. The label 

says something about pastries but is faded and I couldn’t read more. It’s probably okay. When I 

was a kid people tried to give me soft sticks of liquorice. They came in black and an ugly 

red/maroon color. Maybe that’s why I didn’t like liquorice then. I probably still don’t. 

Paprika I can’t tell if I like it or not. It’s the “Ground dried pod of the sweet chili pepper.” That’s 

what the label says and I really don’t care one way or the other. “Mix lemon juice, celery, crab and 

mayonnaise together and spoon into hollowed tomatoes, or use as a sandwich spread.” Sounds like 

something they serve in expensive restaurants. Not for me, but thanks anyway. 

Cayenne “A dash awakens dips, soups, salads, sauces and entrees.” Awakens? (maybe that’s a 

typo) I used to like a little cayenne pepper on Texas chili but haven’t tried it in a while. Maybe I 

should stop reading the labels. 

Lemon Pepper It’s made of ground lemon peel and “hardy coarse-ground pepper.” I absolutely 

love it on grilled steaks and hamburgers. They say it has Riboflavin in it for color. I can’t imagine 

why anyone would want to add color to a hamburger. Sometimes I sprinkle a little Lemon Pepper 

on my arm and lick it. All of my grandkids think I’m weird, except maybe little Piper. 

Allspice It’s made from the berry of an evergreen tree but it smells a little like cloves. I don’t dare 

taste it. When the label suggested that I put it on squash that was enough for me. I screwed the 

green lid back on that jar and hid it on the bottom of the pile. I wonder if my neighbor would like 

to have it. 

Ground Turmeric “Belongs to the ginger family.” I don’t want to talk about it. The label doesn’t 

say what it is but something in there is dead. Google says it’s active ingredient is curcumin and 

it’s used to treat cancer. You probably need a prescription to buy it. I’m throwing this stuff out 

fast. I think I need to speak with my wife again. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/11/IMG_0587.jpg
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Pickling Spice “Use with boiling beets, sour beef, pickling and cabbage.” I just don’t know what 

to say. I’ll bet someone’s making a fortune with these things. 

Ground Cardamom This one is pungent. “You can add it to hamburgers and espresso.” I would 

never use it on both. I use onions when I want pungent and I don’t drink espresso. It’s a drink for 

girls. 

Rosemary You should sprinkle it on the charcoal just before you start grilling the chicken. That’s 

an herb? I don’t like it because it reminds me of a girl I once knew. She threw rocks at me one day 

when I was walking home from school and I never forgot it. Heck with her. 

Thyme This one has a funny name and a routine aroma. “It is the essence of French cooking and 

is used as a background flavor.” Background flavor? What does that mean? “It’s good with 

creamed onions” I don’t like creamed onions. In fact, I don’t like French cooking and I feel better 

having said that. I think the French believe they invented food. “Thyme was the symbol of courage 

in ancient Greece.” Now I remember why I’m not a chef. 

Celery Salt Very salty and tastes like celery. I like both so I guess it’s OK. The Indians may have 

used it to help tan skins. 

Whole Nutmegs They look like small pecans before you take the hulls off. Not much smell. You’re 

supposed to grate them on top of hot chocolate and things like that. I may try it later tonight. It will 

impress my wife if she doesn’t look closely at her kitchen table top. 

Bay Leaves These smell good. They look like plain old leaves to me, are about 3” long and crisp 

to the bite. They are hand gathered from bay laurel trees and “carefully dried to insure superior 

quality.” I wonder why they have to be careful, they’re just leaves. You’re supposed to cook them 

in soups and other things but remove them before you serve the dish. I would sure hope so. They 

must grow near water. 

Why does my wife have three bottles of cloves? 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/11/IMG_0581.jpg
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Arrowroot Powder “Easily digested – may be substituted for cornstarch.” If that’s true then why 

would anyone buy cornstarch, which is more expensive? I think this spice company should be 

investigated. 

My favorites are Lemon Pepper and Ground Saigon Cinnamon. I don’t remember any of these 

spices from when I was a kid. Maybe I’ll just stick with sea salt, black pepper and Tabasco. 

I hear my wife pulling into the garage so I need to hurry and get the wax. I wonder if she bought 

another jar of cloves. ff 
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Scrapbook Forty Eight… 
 October 2013 

 

This is not a scrapbook item posted by Forrest… 

This is a scrapbook item about Forrest’s Book signing on October 22nd at Collected 

Works Bookstore in Santa Fe… 

  

Gold-less Rich sent along this photo from the October 22nd book signing… 

and added this. 

Forrest gave some new ” clues”. (not exact quotes) 

1. The treasure is below 20,000 feet ( and he laughed, of course.) 

2. Forrest said, I took out Utah and Idaho because I said that the treasure is in the Rocky 

Mountains and those states have only a little bit of those mountains. 

3. You will not find my treasure on a picnic, it took me 15 years to write my book and I revised 

my poem many times. (He mentioned 10,000 years, hundreds of years,, etc.) 

4. My treasure is not on top of a mountain, remember, it can’t be hidden anywhere a 79 or 80 

year old can’t hide it. 

 

Thanks Rich… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/image.jpeg
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Below are some pics from Toby Younis: 

 

The author, Doug Preston on the left, then Forrest and I assume that must be author and retired 

sheriff, Michael McGarrity on the right, holding the microphone… 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/Image1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/PIC_0120.jpg
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That’s Shiloh is the background wearing the checkered shirt. Shiloh is Forrest’s grandson and also 

the shipper of Too Far To Walk books ordered from this blog. Also in the background wearing the 

red jacket and glasses is Irene Rawlings…author, radio personality and long-time friend of 

Forrest’s. So who is Forrest flirting with? 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/PIC_0130.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/PIC_0133.jpg
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That’s Stephanie just right of center in the red jacket, having a talk with her camera. 

Thanks Toby… 

Anybody know other folks in these photos? 

The pics below are from Frank Abel: 

 

Collected Works Bookstore near the Plaza in Santa Fe. This is where the book signing took 

place. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/PIC_01361.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16711.jpg
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That’s Peggy, seated in the lower center with glasses. Her grand daughter and daughter are 

standing on the right…moving toward some empty seats. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16731.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16741.jpg
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Doug, Forrest and Michael on the stage… 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16821.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16851.jpg
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Forrest with Cynthia of Rio Rancho… 

 

  

Thanks Frank…. 

If anyone wants to tell me who they are…screen name or real name…I’ll be happy to add names to the 

photos.. 

dal… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16911.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/DSC_16921.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Seven… 
October 2013 

 

 

Margie Goldsmith sent this email to Forrest. It’s from her friend in Australia. The problem is that 

Forrest can’t read French. So he wonders if anyone can give him a short summation of what it 

says. Here’s your chance to get even with Forrest because he won’t know if your translation is 

correct. 

He demonstrated his prowess and versitility with words in a short story at the bottom. 

dal… 

———— 

Hi Margie, 

For French homework this week, we had to write a short story. Your story about Forrest Fenn was 

my inspiration……thank you!! 
 
Un homme American millionnaire excentrique, Forrest Fenn, a caché un trésor  vaut $3m 
quelque part dans les montagnes au nord de Sante Fe.   Il a cancer et ce sera son 
héritage.   On doit lire son livre ‘The Thrill of the Chase’ pour qu’on obtienne des indices 
d’ou le trésor se trouve.  Le succès aussidépendra de l’ interpretation de son poème dans 
son livre qui a aussi des indices cachés.  Peut-être les indices pourraient à 
l’envers.   Peut-être il est une blague et Forrest Fenn a caché beaucoup de pain 
rassis.   Mais, si  non, et je le trouve, je serais aux anges.  

 

Amicalement, 

 

Kate 

————- 

Forrest writes: 

When I was in the 8th grade our English teacher gave the class an assignment to write a story 

with these rules. It should be as short as possible, and include religion, sex, and be a mystery. 

After about 8 seconds I turned in my novel in. It said: 

“My God, I’m pregnant, I wonder who did it.” 

The teacher fainted and I got an F on the course. ff 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/fr.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Six… 
October 2013 

                                                                                             I never go shopping… 

But I was in Kaune’s grocery store with five 

items in my cart. Just a few things I needed 

to watch the Broncos play the Cowboys: 

pepperoni, bologna, Tabasco, salami and 

horseradish. 

  

As I approached the check out counter, a 

shapely twentyish-looking woman raced 

past me. Her pushcart was loaded with six-

packs of Corona beer. She wore tight shorts 

and slosh sandals, but it was her large hair 

– garish red and full of curlers – that struck 

me. The curlers were mostly white but a few 

were brown, and her piercings and tattoos 

introduced me to a world I had rarely seen 

before. I told myself I had to get out more. 

As I slowed my cart to prevent a wreck, Mz Fashion Maven gave me a grin that said my 83 years 

were no match for her youth and exuberance. 

The checkout line moved slowly and the delay gave me time to observe Mz Maven, who seemed 

to be annoyed by my preoccupation with the objects that decorated her hair. As we stood there 

looking at each other, I politely asked, pointing to her hair, “How many stations can you get on 

that thing?” 

Wow! I quickly regretted the question as the color in her face started to match her hair tint. 

Suddenly she looked like she had an itch in a place she couldn’t scratch. It really bothered me 

when she yelled, “How dare you…!” (expletives deleted) in a loud and commanding voice. 

When all of the shoppers started staring at me, I wanted them to see that my hands were in my 

pockets and had been there for a long time. I was embarrassed and started backing away. Outside 

I watched from behind a truck of watermelons until Mz Maven loaded her supplies beside a 

chainsaw in her pickup truck. As she pulled out, I saw she had a bumper sticker that read: Practice 

Beauty & Random Acts of Pleasure. 

I munched on saltine crackers while the Broncos beat the Cowboys by three points. I’ve decided 

to stay at home more. ff 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/SplashImage.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Five… 
October 2013 

 

 This is not a story from Forrest, but rather, it is a tale about him. We could not attend a recent 

event in Santa Fe but we had a mole secreted among those who did attend. 

Forrest was asked to participate in the KSFR (Santa Fe’s 

Public Radio Station) annual, on-air fund raising effort. 

For a $25 donation to the station, listeners could 

purchase a raffle ticket and have a chance to win a lunch 

with our hero. Forrest whispered to the host that perhaps 

the tickets should sell for only $5. 

Everyone donned headsets and the live interview began. You know the scenario, Forrest and the 

radio station staff were in the studio jabbering about the treasure and art tastes of the rich and 

famous. Volunteers behind them were eager and ready to take phone call donations from listeners. 

Forrest was chatting folks up and instigating a good time. There was no discussion about whether 

he should give a special clue for KSFR listeners. Maybe Forrest had warned them ahead of time. 

I don’t know. 

Phone calls and donations rolled in and eventually Forrest’s 30-minute segment ended. As he 

turned to leave the studio a cute brunette, who had been attending one of the phone banks, stopped 

him and whispered in his ear, “I gave my $25 and hope to have lunch with you.” Our informant 

admitted that her nice smile demurred as she batted her long eyelashes at Forrest, who turned and 

walked out of the small room. 

After a few seconds, Forrest reentered the room and walked over 

to the brunette. He handed her something, and whispered in her ear. 

What was that all about? Inquiring minds want to know. When 

Forrest left, our mole asked the comely brunette what he said. She 

opened her hand to reveal two, crisp, 100-dollar bills. She was 

rather breathless and admitted with a blushing giggle, “He asked 

me to please go buy eight more raffle tickets.” 

Some people figure all the angles.\ 

 

 

 

Sandia Peak radio & TV towers 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/ksfr3.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/sandia-vertical.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Four… 
September 2013 

This is very cool!! 

We’re all invited to a Forrest Fenn bash in Santa Fe… 

Forrest says- 

I am having a book signing and celebration in the Tesuque Room at the Loretto Inn in Santa Fe on 

Tuesday evening, October 1st. It’s an RSVP party so if you’d like to help me celebrate my new 

book, meet Folk legend Bob Haworth and listen to him perform his new song, Too Far To Walk, 

just drop me an email and I’ll see you at the Loretto at 5pm on Tuesday. 

All the information you need is on the invitation below..looking forward to meeting all the 

searchers…ff 

Loretto Inn & Spa in Santa Fe 

rsvp –  ffenn@earthlink.net 

http://www.innatloretto.com/
mailto:ffenn@earthlink.net
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/book-signing-event-a.jpg
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Scrapbook Forty Three… 
September 2013 

 

 Forrest joked in an email that I am hogging the press and then added this… 

  

“These writers are teaching me things about myself that I didn’t even want to know. I’m so 

famous I can’t afford my own autograph. ff” 

http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-

treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/
http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/
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Scrapbook Forty Two… 
September 2013 

New outrageous Forrest Fenn interview by Margie Goldsmith at Huffington Post… 

The photos are a riot… 

Made me laugh!!!! 

How much is a “bazzillion” anyway??? 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/margie-goldsmith/rocky-mountain-treasure_b_3936009.html 
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Scrapbook Forty One… 
September 2013 

FORREST IS HAVING A BOOK SIGNING IN SANTA FE FOR “TOO FAR TO WALK“… 

On Tuesday the 22 of October at Collected Works Bookstore and Coffee Shop in Santa Fe, come 

on by for the new book signing. Event starts at 6PM. Doug Preston and Michael McGarrity will 

be with Forrest on the stage and all will be signing books. Google Doug and Michael if you don’t 

know who they are…or click on their names above… 

These three guys are a riot together…sure to be fun and maybe Forrest will give a clue…who 

knows? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/
http://www.prestonchild.com/
http://www.michaelmcgarrity.com/index.htm
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Scrapbook Forty… 
September 2013 

I wonder if any of your bloggers know of a cartoonist who wants to illustrate a children’s book 

I am working on. The person must have a sense of humor, talent, and a willingness to work 

with someone who doesn’t have the slightest idea about what he is doing.ff 

– 

Forrest is working on a children’s book. So what I thought we would do is ask you to 

communicate with your friends or acquaintances who are illustrators or who should be 

illustrators and let them know what Forrest is considering. Ask them to send us a sample of 

appropriate work at dal@lummifilm.com. 

I will post their image right below this message and send Forrest their email address so he can 

contact them if he wishes..  Anyone who wants to work with Forrest can send in a sample for 

him to look at. 

This might be interesting … 

 
Suzanne Steimel 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/forrest-helpers.jpg
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Q 

  

 
Hannah Fuller 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/photo.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/photo-copy.jpg
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George Lawrence 

  

 
Kevin Brunner 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/Darwin02.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/image.png
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Juan Nueve 

  

 
Anita H. Lehmann 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/cartoon.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/willa1.jpg
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Rhandi Pendergrass 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/HDColorBW.jpg
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Elizabeth Schultze 

  

Bob Haworth 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/forrest_fishing2.jpeg.jpeg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/Dont-befriend-the-wildlife-5-11.jpg


Page 670 
 

 
Wendy Bradshaw 

  

Sally Nixon 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/Always-A-Solution-page-120.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/inevitability.jpg
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Elena Conoscenti 

 

 
Sherrill Skanes 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/forrest.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/09/watercolor1.jpg
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Scrapbook Thirty Nine… 

 

From Forrest- 

The Thrill of the Chase has been on the market for several years now and thousands of individuals 

and families have jumped into search for the golden treasure. Irene Rawlings, who has a radio 

program in Denver, first promoted my book, then introduced me to Margie Goldsmith. Margie is 

the Manhattan girl who snatched the torch from Irene and started writing about the treasure: three 

times in the Huffington Post, full page story in the Robb report and in the United Airlines 

Hemispheres magazine. Sparks started flying and I have received 1,200 emails from that story. My 

book rushed out of print and has since been reprinted three times. I owe those girls a lot. 

Then there’s Dal. He’s a frustrated searcher who hides behind a white mustache and lives on a 

little island where he makes videos and pushes information. I sometimes send him things to place 

in the cyber file, hoping to correct some of the misconceptions and misapprehensions that always 

surface when many people seek the same goal. 

I am separated from the action now, but am interested in hearing from the players. With the 

hindsight of reading 21,000+ emails, I see hundreds of people worrying about where someone else 

is looking. Searchers are rushing to take advice from those who don’t know. 

Beware of those who say they’ve found the treasure, and there are at least 31 of them out there. 

My silence will never be a hint. 

Let me summarize a few real emails for you: 

A man said he found the treasure and the bracelet that I wanted back was a rusted tin can, so he 

sent it to me in the mail. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/07/ffdesk045-copy.jpg
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A mayor in a small town wanted to know why I hid so much money that could have been spent 

building a pool hall to keep teenagers off the streets at night. 

A preacher needs the treasure so he can go on vacation because his parishioners are too poor to 

pay for it. 

All sorts of people need open heart surgery, hernia operations, an oxygen bottle for aunt Phyllis 

“because she smokes and can’t breath.” 

Houses are in foreclosure and I could be a hero to so many people. 

Some say I am unreasonable because I won’t tell them exactly where the treasure is. “There is no 

closure from our trip.” 

Some want to know how deep the treasure is buried. 

Mr. Dunham from South Dakota took his wife and four boys into the mountains looking for the 

treasure. They didn’t find it but he said they gathered fire wood to justify the trip. 

One man said the Forest Service is mad because treasure hunters are making them do the job they 

are being paid to do. 

There were 160 tents on government land in New Mexico where a tent had never been before and 

the Forest Service had to take rangers away from very important jobs to patrol and keep people 

from digging and cutting down trees. 

Eight year old Marva Jane caught a cold while standing out in the rain looking for “billions of 

dollars in gold.” Her mother wants to know if I will pay for the family health insurance. 

One cute little girl (who sent me her picture)wants to know if the Hope diamond is part of the 

treasure. 

Thirty-two women want to marry me. I usually ask for photos and whether or not they have an 

airplane. 

Another is concerned that if the gold gets wet it will rust and lose it’s value. 

Some think the bronze chest will melt if it gets hot in a forest fire or a hot spring, and the gold will 

spill out. 

One man, who claimed a few months ago that he found the treasure is now saying the story is a 

fraud and that I never hid it. 

A few have asked if Mt. Rushmore is the right blaze. 
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One lady is worried that the gold coins are getting old and won’t be worth as much when she finds 

them. 

An Indian saw the pre-Columbian gold frog in one of the photos in the book and said frogs are bad 

luck and that’s why no one will ever find the treasure. 

A New Mexico archaeologist criticized me because a deer might trip over the “box” and hurt its 

leg. 

NY cops caught a guy digging in Central park near the Alice in Wonderland sculpture because he 

heard that I could quote some of Lewis Carroll’s book. 

Searchers are worried about the gross number of Babe Ruth candy wrappers that are littering 

the pristineMontana forest, and wanted to know if I feel bad about it. 

A family wants to know where they can rent a boat to cross Lake Tahoe because they think 

they see blaze on the other side. “Our binoculars are very good.” 

A college student wanted to know if I made an environmental impact study before I “dug the hole 

and put the jewelry vault in it.” 

If Margaret’s husband goes looking for the treasure one more time she’s going to divorce him and 

take the kids. She’s holding me personally responsible. 

Two guys got into a argument over a parking spot in Jackson Hole but discovered they were both 

looking for the treasure so they went out searching together the next day. 

A lady wants to know how far her teen age son can walk out into Grebe Lake. “Are there any 

alligators in the lake and if there are, does Yellowstone control them?” 

Another is mad because she was told not to slide down the Firehole River falls with no clothes on. 

A few searchers are concerned that the treasure has been found, and asked if I would trust them to 

go see for sure? They promise not to tell anyone. 

A New Jersey couple said their son got lost in the mountains and think he deserves the treasure 

chest for risking his life. 

A seemingly sober searcher from Cimarron said God told her the treasure was two feet deep in the 

pond beside my house and wanted to know if it would be all right for her to look if she brought 

her wet suit. 

Several people have asked where they could register to look for the treasure and if it was OK to 

search on Sunday. 
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One 73 year-old man said that if he was younger he could “line the clues up” and wanted to know 

if that counted? 

A boy said that if he found the treasure his parents would probably make him split with his sister, 

and wanted to know if I could help. 

A man heard that I wanted the bracelet back and asked that I deposit $50,000 in his bank account 

to assure that I would be an honest man when he found the treasure. 

A stalker rang my gate bell on and off for two days. When I dialed 911 and the police caught him 

he said all he wanted to do was “search my yard and look in my garage.” 

A man from Arizona refused to leave my property and when the police came he tried to attack a 

female officer. He was wrestled to the ground and handcuffed. 

A man said his car was unreliable and asked that if it broke down in the mountains, would I come 

and take him the rest of the way to the treasure. 

More than a few people have said they know where the treasure is but are in wheel chairs. They 

want to know if I will bring the treasure to them. 

A man called on the phone to say that he had found the treasure. When I asked him if hot water 

had discolored the bronze chest, he said, “Thanks for telling me,” and hung up. 

I get many emails that have no text, just coordinates or the name of a Town or place. 

Someone said they went to where the treasure had been and wanted to know why I moved it. 

The great preponderance of folks who are searching seem to be the typically good honest people 

who relish in memories of their adventures, especially when their children were along. I enjoy 

getting photographs of the people and where they have looked. 

ff 
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Scrapbook Thirty Eight… 

Back in May Forrest posted a story on his blog called 

“Wars Last Forever”. It’s the story of a Vietnam 

Veteran’s jacket that was sent to Forrest for 

safekeeping earlier that same month. Forrest wasn’t 

certain what to do with that jacket and asked for 

ideas from his readers. That started a rush of 

comments. Not all of them very respectful. A 

commenter by the name of Dale Joritz has been 

particularly emphatic, some have said vile and 

ignoble. In Dale’s recent comments he called Forrest 

a liar and claimed Forrest didn’t even have the jacket. 

Below is Forrest’s solution to the disposition of the 

jacket and a couple of photos that clearly illustrate 

that Forrest is certainly in possession of that jacket. If 

you’d like to read the story behind the photos below 

and learn about the history of that jacket, head to the 

story on Forrest’s blog here: 

Forrest replies: 

“I just wanted the Vietnam veterans and their wives 

to know that I had the jacket dry cleaned and am in 

contact with a former member of the 101st Airborne 

who knows the real history of those involved. 

Tracing its history has been a rewarding journey and 

it will go to a deserving home. ff” 

 

http://www.oldsantafetradingco.com/blog/wars-last-forever
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/08/IMG_0496.jpg
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https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/08/IMG_0495.jpg
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Scrapbook Thirty Seven… 

Craig Rosequist sent me a copy of his new book, “Forrest Fenn’s Unexpected Treasure,” and I 

have looked it through. It’s very interesting. If I didn’t know where the treasure was hidden I 

might want to buy his book to get some ideas. It’s more imaginative and thoughtful than any 

other information I’ve seen for sale on the internet. ff 

  

 
Craig’s new book 

You can find information about and purchase Craig’s book at his website, here. 

 

  

  

  

  

  

http://www.fenn-treasure.com/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/07/book-300x297.png
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Scrapbook Thirty Six… 

 

 

This is Terri Fenn, Forrest’s web master (mistress?). He said she dares the rhododendron to 

match her blossom. 

dal… 
  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/photo-e1371015791828.jpg
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Scrapbook Thirty Five….. 

 
WAITING FOR TODAY 

 

 

Forrest and Tesuque at 430am watching the Today Show crew set up for a live feed to New 

York.(photo by Erika Angulo) 

Forrest answers a few questions that popped up in recent blog chatter- 

Are there clues in the book? 

Yes, because the poem is in the book. 

a 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/photo11.jpg
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a 

Will the poem lead you to the treasure? 

Yes if you know where to start. 

a 

a 

Are there nine clues in the poem? 

Yes 

a 

a 

Are there subtle hints in the book? 

Yes, if you can recognize them. 

a 

a 

I said on the Today show that the treasure is not associated with any structure. Some people say I 

have a desire to mislead. That is not true. There are no notes to be found or safety deposit boxes 

to be searched. The clues can lead you to the treasure, and it will be there waiting when you 

arrive. 

  

a 

ff 
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Scrapbook Thirty Four…… 

 
FIFTH PRINTING OF THE THRILL OF THE CHASE  7,700 COPIES 
 

Dorothy  and Padraic from Collected Works visit Roswell Printing. The photos are by Padraic 

O’Neill Click on any photo to see it larger 

 

After printing the first step is cutting and collating all the pages 

http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/collating-4.jpg
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You end up with a palette of glued books without covers 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/bound-glued-coverless-stack.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/covers-stacked-4-not-printed.jpg
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Next come the covers. 

 

They have to be foil stamped with the books title 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/foil-stamping-13.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/foil-stamping-11.jpg
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Another view of foil stamping 

 

Everything is inspected by the boss, Mike Roswell 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/mike-roswell-inspecting-a-job.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/preparing-to-marry-the-cover-to-the-unit.jpg
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The covers are married to the books 

 

The full color jackets are wrapped around by hand 

 

And stacked on pallets until they are boxed or shrink-wrapped and sent off to the retail stores 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/final-assembly-2.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/final-packaging-2.jpg
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   The Thrill of the Chase by Forrest Fenn 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/booksmall1.jpg
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Scrapbook Thirty-three… 

 
A YELLOWSTONE ROMANCE 

This is an actual email to Forrest from a searcher 

————— 

 

Hello, Forrest! 

Since you have gone on national television about the Chase, I’m sure there are many many more folks 

looking for the treasure. 

After being stumped last October, this time I returned to Yellowstone with my boyfriend to search around 

the base of Osprey Falls, which if you have never been to it, is an awesome site that can only be seen by 

hikers. 

While we didn’t find the chest, another treasure came to me that day.  I proposed to my boyfriend at a 

scenic overlook of Osprey Falls before the trail goes down into the canyon. He said “Yes!” 

Upon our return home to New England, he surprised me with the engagement ring his mother and 

grandmother had worn over 80 years ago. The diamonds are hand-cut, and I am now proudly wearing a 

piece of his family’s history. 

After many displays of affection (which scandalized the grouses and marmots!), we hiked down into 

Sheepeater Canyon. The base of Osprey Falls has a trail marker. It has overhangs and caves.  Sadly, even 

though we looked in cracks and crevices all around and below the wooden post there (the blaze) that was 

marking the end of the trail, we did not find the chest. 

Due to recent warm weather and previous rain, Osprey Falls was in full-force and everything around its 

base was soaked. Thankfully, my fiance and I are well seasoned hikers and we had our rain gear on for 

the cold exploration.  The force of the water did not permit me to wade anywhere near the bottom of the 

falls. 

Proposing at Yellowstone gave us an excuse to return some day and look again.  Whether we find the 

chest or not, Yellowstone will always be special to us. 

Thanks for the Adventure, Forrest!  Any boyfriend crazy enough to follow me looking for your chest is a 

person I want to have adventures with for the rest of my life. 

Best, 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/rings.jpg
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Aurora 
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Scrapbook Thirty-one… 

 

ITEMS IN THE TREASURE CHEST 

Many years ago Glenna Goodacre (she made the Sacagawea dollar coin for the US mint, and the 

woman’s Vietnam memorial on the mall in DC) gave me a $1,000 bill to commemorate an 

anniversary of the two of us working together. She was a painter. I gave her a piece of wax and 

said that if she would make something really nice with it I would cast it for free, but if I didn’t like 

what she made I would throw it in the trash and that would be the end of it. She made a beautiful 

little ballerina (her daughter Jill modeled for it and is married to Harry Connick Jr.) I cast it for her 

in my foundry doing all of the work myself. Her professor in college said she would never be a 

sculptor. When I handed the little 

bronze to Glenna the expression 

on her face said it all and she 

became an important artist and 

was elected to the National 

Academy of Design. She lives in 

SF and a nice book has been 

published about her 

Back to the subject. I put the 

$1,000 bill and two $500 bills in 

the treasure chest originally but 

after thinking about it I took them 

out because I didn’t know how 

moisture would effect them over a 

long period of time. I wish now I 

had left them in the chest. You can file this information under Misc in your trash can. F 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/sq.png
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/wvnm.png
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Scrapbook Thirty… 

 

Bookbinder Mike Roswell made this specially bound copy of The Thrill of the Chase for Chanon 

Thompson, the lady who was “lost” in the Bandelier National Monument while searching for 

Forrest Fenn’s hidden treasure. She spent the night alone with temperatures huddling around 26 

degrees. Forrest presented the book to Chanon who jokingly promised to carry it when she went 

searching in the mountains again because the compass imbedded in the leather cover would assist 

her if she became disoriented. Forrest said that Chanon is “a delightful lady who is full of vinegar 

and sparks.” (photo by Janet Shamlian) 

  

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/redff.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-nine… 

 

 

  

 I received a nice letter today from a delightful woman in Colorado Springs. Her name is Jeannie. 

She said she was in the grocery store and looked at a bag of dogfood that weighed 20 pounds so 

she put two of them together to see if she could lift them (the treasure weighs 42 pounds) she 

said she couldn’t budge the two bags. Maybe that’s why a 79 year old man had to make two trips 

to hide the treasure. f 

 dal… 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/df02.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-eight… 

 

Okay…so this isn’t actually something 

Forrest sent. I just thought you might 

enjoy something different by Forrest. 

Some people think that The Thrill of the 

Chase is Forrest’s only book. In fact he’s 

written nearly a dozen. If you’ve got a 

copy of The Thrill of the Chase you know 

how beautifully designed, illustrated and 

printed the book really is.  My guess is 

that if you enjoyed Forrest’s memoir 

you’ll also like his book titled Seventeen 

Dollars a Square Inch. It’s a great read 

about Forrest’s good friend and prolific 

artist and writer, Eric Sloan. It’s written in 

the same style as his memoir and gives an 

intimate peek at an unlikely friendship 

between a New York City artist and a 

cowboy hatted gallery owner . Did you 

know that Eric Sloane and Forrest Fenn 

wanted to build a covered bridge but their 

wives wouldn’t let them buy a river? 

  

 

  

This book can also be purchased from the 

Collected Works bookstore in Santa Fe. 

Phone 505-988-4226 or on their website. 

The more we know about the man who hid a 

fortune, the more likely we are to discover his 

hiding spot… 

  

dal… 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Eric_Sloane
http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/bokrak.png
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/17bucks.png
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Scrapbook Twenty-seven… 

  

 

 Dal, seems I am the godfather to two parrotlets. Cindy named them Forrest and Fenn. I think the 

one on the left started loosing feathers in protest to its name. Do you think your blog readers are 

interested in this story even if Cindy won’t tell where she thinks the treasure is? 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/img_20130324_122521.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-six… 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/00a.jpg


Page 696 
 

 

 

Forrest says: 

This thing is 9″ tall, and I acquired it from an old Spanish family whose heritage has been traced 

back to Spanish land grant times in New Mexico. Does anyone have an opinion about it? 

Below is an image of just the painting. If you click on it and open it full size you should be able to 

get a pretty good view of that painting. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/00a1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/00a1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/00b.jpg
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https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/00a1.jpg
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Scrapbook 

Twenty-five… 

Earlier today the Santa Fe cops detained 

and questioned a person who has been 

ringing Forrest’s gate bell on perhaps 10 

occasions over the last two days. The 

person’s replies have often been 

incoherent at the gate. This person 

promised  the police he would not come 

back and was released without 

charges.  But a witness just saw this 

person sitting in a car parked a few homes 

away. 

Folks, there are both bad people and wacko people out there….please be careful… 

Also, please note, Forrest says he will not give out clues over the phone or in person or in email. 

No clues…so don’t ask! 

Watch the Today show for more clues….please! 

dal… 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/sfp.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-four…  

Hello Forrest, 

Just wanted to let you know that my father called me at 5:30 this morning from the Middle East 

while on deployment to tell me to get ‘get off my ass and get out into the mountains because 

everyone there is talking about your hidden treasure.  With the weather so great this weekend, I 

am happy I did get an early start! 

Thanks! Rick 

 

This picture was taken in Northern New Mexico, about an hour from Santa Fe.  I had been there 

once before, but only in passing, and thought it would be a good place to explore.  We have been 

out a few times hunting for the treasure, and it has been excellent.  The treasure is a great goal, 

but more important than actually finding it, the hunt provides a reason to go out and really 

explore the wilderness; to get dirty, crawl around in caves, and cross rivers.  Even after going out 

a few times I’ve begun to notice things I haven’t before, and through the research I’ve done to 

try and make sense of the poem, I’ve learned a lot about the history, culture, and geography of 

the mountains around Santa Fe. I feel like I have developed a few insights into the clues, and 

maybe I have an idea of where the treasure might be, but if I never even come close to finding it, 

I will still have the appreciation for the land, the growing collection of arrowheads and fossils 

that I have found, and the memories of amazing days spent in the woods. 

Rick 

 Dal 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/1.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-three… 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/carve03.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/carve02.jpg
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Forrest sent these without explanation a few minutes ago. Where in the blazes are these? I know 

what some of you are thinking but I am not sure… 

(Stephanie is busy digging out her old photos to compare…) 

My favorite is the running guy with the bike helmet and what appears to be a spike on his 

back..perhaps he’s running from a bear in Yellowstone… 

Different fonts for the “f”.. 

and they definitely look like they could have been around for  three/four years… 

————————– 

Okay…you guys have figured this out…congrats… 

I’m going to repeat what your sleuthing has revealed… 

Forrest sent those pics this morning. 

You got the date of the photos correct…he took them yesterday. 

You probably got the time of day that he took the photos correct..even though the clock on his 

camera was inaccurate… 

You saw the stucco wall in the back correctly. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/carve01.jpg
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You got the location correctly…Forrest’s backyard. 

You matched that “F” to both the YouTube video and the earlier photo taken with my Canon 7D. 

You saw that I resized them in Photoshop on my Mac. 

You guys are good.. 

But what we don’t know is WHY he sent them… 

He has always given me some sort of caption for the photos he has sent…until these… 

But I don’t think we’ll know why he sent them until the treasure is found…the blaze is found… 

Is this a hint..or just a test of everyone’s sleuthing ability..? 

I do not know… 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Twenty-two… 

 

 

Barry Peterson from CBS News, singer, songwriter Bob Hayworth, Forrest and author Douglas 

Preston grin after a book signing at Collected Works book store in Santa Fe. 

dal… 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/4amigos.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty-one… 

 

 

This photo shows another adventurer in Forrest’s family, his nephew Crayton. This is from off 

the coast of Uruguay. The wonderful bronze canon is from the Salvador, a Spanish ship that sunk 

in Maldonado Bay in August, 1812 in a terrible storm. She was carrying nearly a thousand souls. 

Practically all were lost in the wreck. 

That is Punta del Este in the background. Can you guess which one is Crayton? 

dal… 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/canon01.jpg
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Scrapbook Twenty… 

 

 

 A fox in Forrest’s yard by his pond, taken by one of his outside cameras. 

dal… 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/fox01.jpg
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Scrapbook Nineteen… 

 

 

  

Forrest’s back yard fishing pond that is 11′ deep. He says it’s catch and release only. 

dal… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/pond011.jpg
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Scrapbook Eighteen… 

 

 

 

Some of the bells Forrest made to bury deep in the ground. He has buried eight bells or jars with 

his name and date on them. Each is in a remote area somewhere and he said he could not go 

back and find them even if he wanted to. He plans to bury another dozen, including the ones 

pictured. These are 10-12 inches tall. 

dal… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/jars01.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/jar021.jpg
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Scrapbook Seventeen… 

 

 

f 

Forrest often has said that he was born a few hundred years too late. Although he uses a computer 

to write, he thinks he’s not ready for the 21st Century and all of the fancy gadgets that it brought 

along. Family members are moving apart, he laments, “because children today have so many 

distractions. They never use the telephone because there are faster and better ways to communicate. 

When he told me that his two daughters, both older than fifty years, don’t know who Clark Gable 

is, I suggested that it was more a reflection of who he is than who they are. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/slforcoke.png
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This picture of Forrest, leaning against a 600 year old wall at the privately owned San Lazaro 

Pueblo, reveals a man who is contented. He says it comes with being in a serenely remote place, 

alone or in the company of a special friend. His hand rests on a stone threshold, worn smooth over 

the centuries by the bare feet of countless humans, all of which are unknown to us now. The 

following words are taken from his book, The Secrets of San Lazaro Pueblo. 

“When I was just a kid, more than seventy-five years ago, my father and I often walked the wooded 

hills and along the creek bottoms in Texas, searching for signs of ancient man. We loved doing 

that together. The thrill of finding my first arrowhead ranks among my fondest memories. It was 

not the arrowhead alone that marked the event. It was also that my father was there to share it with 

me. I have long remembered the expression on his face as he watched mine. A few years before 

he died, he sent me this poem. Some words can be worth a thousand pictures.” 

f 

O’er fields of new turned sod 

Communing with my God, 

I tramped alone. 

  

And in a furrow bed 

I found an arrowhead 

Chiseled from stone. 

  

Then fancy fled on wings 

Back to primeval things 

Seeking the light. 

  

What warrior drew the bow, 

Sighted and let it go 

On its last flight. 

  

How oft this flinten head 
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On deadly errand sped 

I do not know. 

  

Nor will the silent flint 

Reveal the slightest hint 

How long ago. 

  

Were its grim story told 

What tales would it unfold, 

Tales that would chill! 

  

I know but this one thing 

Beyond all questioning, 

“Twas meant to kill”. 

  

Ages have worn away, 

Warriors have gone their way, 

Their bones are dust. 

  

Proof of a craftsman’s skill 

Survives the ages still 

Left in my trust. 

f 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Sixteen… 

 

fForrest signs his memoir, The Thrill of the Chase, at the Collected Works book store in Santa 

Fe, while his wife, two daughters and their husbands and three of his seven grand kids supervise 

the operation. Forrest gifted the book store all of the books they could sell because he didn’t 

want to make any money on the book. Ten percent of the sales price goes into a cancer fund to 

be used to help some deserving patient. 

f 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Fifteen… 

 

 

fForrest sent me this photo of him that was taken at Hebgen Lake in the 50’s. I wonder if there is 

a clue in here someplace. 

f 

dal… 

 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/lake.jpg
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Scrapbook Fourteen… 

 

 

Here is Forrest in his vault with the designer Donna Karen. She tries on an antique Kiowa Indian 

legging made about 1875, and covered with green ocher. Maybe she was thinking of something 

new in ladies evening wear. Forrest said she is a very special and sensitive woman. When she lost 

her husband to cancer she turned her wedding ring around so she could hold the diamond in her 

palm. She said it made her feel closer to him.  

dal… 
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 Scrapbook Thirteen… 

 

 

f 

Forrest, all alone in his Piper Malibu Mirage, scouring the country side in the wilds of New 

Mexico. He said that one of his great pleasures was “…going to the airport, pushing the hangar 

doors open, cranking up that beautiful sounding 350 HP Lycoming engine, and heading north for 

Montana or Wyoming, not knowing or caring where I would land.” It was not something he had 

to worry about for at least 600 miles. “I didn’t have to talk to anyone after I left Santa Fe, and at a 

hundred feet above the telephone poles I could see a lot of things under my wings: moose, grizzly 

bears, teepee circles and cowboys on horseback. If I saw a little airport I’d look in the book to see 

if they had a rental car. If they did I’d land and ask about anyone who collected arrowheads. I sure 

met a lot of great ranch folks that way and ate some pretty volcanic elk chili.” He said, “I can’t 

think of anything I’ve ever done that was more exilerating.” 

f 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Twelve… 

 

 

Some searchers think Forrest hid his treasure chest in Yellowstone near the falls of the Firehole 

River. Forrest has admitted that this was one of his favorite places to swim when he was a kid. 

dal… 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/fhfalls1.jpg
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Scrapbook Eleven… 

 

 

f 

This 1880 Army ammunition wagon stands guard in the middle of the Santa fe Trail that started 

900 miles east at Independence, Missouri and stopped at the La Fonda Hotel in downtown Santa 

fe. The historic wooden relic may have been one of the thousands whose iron wheels dug deep 

ruts in the trail that is less than 20 feet from the library in Forrest’s home. 

f 

dal… 

 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/wagon.jpg
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Scrapbook Ten… 

 

Wolfgang Pogzeba and Forrest in his gallery chatting at an art opening in 1982. Wolfie, as he was 

called, was returning to Taos from Montana in his twin engine airplane. He stopped in Salt Lake 

for a quick repair of his electrical system, but didn’t take on fuel. It was dark and snowing hard in 

Taos when Wolfie should have landed. He didn’t get there, and a search was launched. Forrest 

followed a grid pattern in his airplane for five days looking for his friend but the wreckage was 

not found until the following summer. Wolfie and his three passengers did not survive the crash, 

nor did a Joseph Sharp painting that Forrest had consigned to his friend. It spent the winter outside 

the plane under 3 feet of snow. The insurance company offered Forrest the ruined painting but he 

didn’t want it. There were some things he didn’t collect. 

dal… 

  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/fennpogzeba.jpg
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Scrapbook Nine… 

 

 

f 

Here is Forrest posing in his office while a little girl gives her opinion of her grandpa. 

f 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Eight… 

  

 

Forrest accepts his Wrangler Award at the National Cowboy Hall of Fame in Oklahoma City for 

his biography of Joseph Henry Sharp. It was voted the best western art book of 1984. Forrest was 

on the stage with James Michener, who won a similar award. Rumor has it that they closed the 

bar at a very ugly hour. 

  

dal… 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/award.jpg
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Scrapbook Seven… 

 

 

Forrest and Peggy stand in front of an eight foot Georgia O’Keefe painting at Fenn Gallery in 

Santa Fe. Michael Douglas liked big African wooden sculpture and Forrest delivered them to him 

in his Rockwell Commander airplane. 

Forrest said this photo was taken about 200 years ago. 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Six… 

  

 

  

Forrest at 9,500′ with his grandson’s dog Boss. The horses are Buttercup on the left and her 

daughter Lollypop, on the right 

  

dal… 
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Scrapbook Five… 

 

 

Forrest with Donald Rumsfeld at a luncheon for him in December 2012. Forrest and his wife 

enjoy having parties and their guests are always surprised by who they might meet. 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Four… 

 

 

Forrest and senator Barry Goldwater chat in front of a T-38 at Reese Air Force Base in Texas, 

before flying to Phoenix. Col. Hendry, the wing commander stands at right. Forrest, an old friend 

of the senator’s, was impressed with how much he knew about his home state of Arizona. “As we 

cruised at 38,000 feet and 650 knots, he was calling off every canyon, every mountain and every 

little town.” 

dal… 
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Scrapbook Three… 

 

 

Joe Medicine Crow-High Bird stands between Senator Alan K. Simpson and Forrest at the Buffalo 

Bill Historical Center where the three are board members. Joe is 100 years old and the other two 

guys are mere kids in their low 80s. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/cimg3595.jpg
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Joe, one of Forrest’s heroes, is best known for his writings and lectures about the Battle of the 

Little Big Horn. He is the recipient of the Presidential Medal of Freedom. In WW II he became 

the last war chief of the Crow tribe. This is what Wikipedia says about Joe. 

”Whenever he went into battle, he wore his war paint beneath his uniform and a sacred eagle 

feather beneath his helmet. Medicine Crow completed all four tasks required to become a war 

chief. He touched a living enemy soldier (1) and disarmed an enemy (2) when he turned a corner 

and found himself face to face with a young German soldier. ‘The collision knocked the German’s 

weapon to the ground. Mr. Medicine Crow lowered his own weapon and the two fought hand-to-

hand. In the end Mr. Crow got the best of the German, grabbing him by the neck and choking him. 

He was going to kill the German soldier on the spot when the man screamed out “momma”. Mr. 

Crow let him go.’” 

He also led a successful war party (3) and stole an enemy horse (4), making a midnight raid to 

steal the horses from a battalion of German officers. As he rode off, he sang a traditional Crow 

honor song. 

  

dal… 
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Scrapbook Two… 

 

Forrest is a “collector”. It took me a while to figure 

out what this really means. 

Although he is not an indiscriminate collector, his 

collection can certainly be said to encompass a 

broad variety of objects. For instance, if you’ve 

read his book and blog you know that as a child he 

collected bottle caps and string. Apparently his 

string collecting got out of hand when the “ball” 

would no longer fit through his bedroom door. 

Then one day it mysteriously disappeared. Not his 

mother, father nor his siblings admitted to knowing 

about its disposition. I personally am suspicious of 

his brother, who shared the room with him, who 

probably had to roll this great twine orb out of his 

way several times each day and finally had enough. 

Perhaps this incident was the factor that tipped 

Forrest to be the vigorous collector that he has 

become. Certainly everyone who has heard of 

Forrest is well aware of his indian artifact 

collection which includes Indian dolls, moccasins, 

masks, arrows, bows, feathered war bonnets, pipes, pots, baskets, knives, arrowheads, blankets, 

mats, painted buffalo skulls, ceremonial garb and more…much more. But let’s not stop there 

Forrest also collects rare and beautiful books and military objects from his own war and others. 

Below is a photo of one of Forrest’s prize possessions, a Flying Tigers flight jacket with a leather 

blood chit on the back. It has General Chennault’s 14th Air Force patch on the left shoulder, and a 

secret object in one of the pockets that he won’t talk about except to say that it’s a secret and it’s 

there. 

Here’s the flip side. Some folks tried to be aircrew just so they could get issued one of these great 

leather jackets. They made even a geek look cool… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/b2back.jpg
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The companies that made them during the war knew they were on to a good thing. The design was 

never copyrighted. So after the war all those guys that never had one while they served could fork 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/b2front.jpg
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out $10 and get the same exact thing and be almost as cool as a real pilot…of course theirs didn’t 

have shoulder patches and blood chits…but the girls might not have known about that… 

A blood chit is a document that pilots carry when 

they fly over foreign territory. The chit is usually 

in a foreign language and asks for protection and 

help getting back to friendly forces. It often 

offers a reward to the person that helps. The 

Flying Tigers were a volunteer force of American 

military and civilians whose mission was to 

defend China against the Japanese  forces in 

WWII. They flew out of Chinese National 

military bases at great risk to themselves to keep 

the Chinese mainland from being lost. They 

came to China just a few days after Pearl Harbor 

and remained a volunteer group until July of 

1942 when the Army took over. The entire flight 

crew of every Flying Tiger aircraft carried “blood 

chits” to help them survive if they were forced to 

land in areas away from their base in China. 

Typically, the blood chit was printed on silk or 

linen and carried in a pocket or sewn into the 

lining of the jacket. But the owner of this jacket 

had his chit sewn to the back of his jacket where 

it could be seen readily by any folks who might 

find him. The American flag on the left side of 

the chit is an unusual addition probably made by 

the person who wore this jacket. Note that the 

flag has 48 stars rather than today’s 50. Alaska and Hawaii were territories but not yet states. The 

flag in the upper right of the 

chit is a Chinese National 

flag. The script below it 

reads: 

“This foreign person has 

come to China to help in 

the war effort. Soldiers 

and civilians, one and all, 

should rescue and protect 

him”. 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/a-2_jacket.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/b2chit.jpg
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Below is the emblem of the 14th Air Force from the jacket’s shoulder. 

 

dal… 
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Scrapbook One…. 

 

Thought you might enjoy some photos of Forrest and his family and environs that you may not 

have seen before. 

I figured we’d add one of these pages to the blog every once in awhile. Just for grins… 

These photos show one of Forrest’s grand daughters with a very nice rainbow trout. Forrest taught 

her to tie flies and as payment, made the rule that she can never fish for trout with a fly that she 

has not made herself. 

She laughed and the deal was struck. 

 

A fly fisher spends her day shin deep in the cool warmth of a sun splashed stream among the 

chatter of chipmunks and clobber of woodpeckers. She shares the stream with darting dragonflies 

and dancing dippers ambivalent to her presence.  A fisher must use all her senses when on the 

water. Smell the scent of sweet wet grass bending along the water’s edge. Feel the sun warm her 

determined shoulders. Listen for the faint patter of insect wings in the clear air just above the 

ripples. Taste the lightly beaded sweat on her upper lip and dance with the swaying dark 

shadows she watches and admires. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/363a.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 1 
 

You’ve Got Mail…… 

 

 

Forrest in his office reading email... 

We’d all like to be able to read some of the email Forrest must get every day. I know I’d like to see where 

everyone is looking and maybe see if Forrest gives them any additional hints. 

Forrest graciously agreed to share some of his voluminous email with this blog. 

Some of these notes are very sincere. Others are intended to give him a laugh. A few are quite clever while 

trying to weasel additional clues.  Some are just plainly stupefying. 

Comments in black are my own, Forrest simply passed on the email clipping and when appropriate, his 

response. I have edited some for the sake of clarity and to eliminate any identifying elements. 

Some people just need to have their noses rubbed in the clues before they can see them. There was a fellow 

who was certain he had come up with the correct location for the hidden treasure in the cemetery where 

Forrest’s parents are buried in Texas.  He wrote: 

I suspect the treasure is buried behind their gravestone. I can furnish you with the reasoning behind this 

conclusion. I call it common decency, to ask before I dig. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/forrestfenn02.jpg
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To which Forrest quickly replied: 

The treasure is hidden north of Santa Fe. Texas is south.  Please don’t dig up my parent’s graves. f 

Some people are certain they have it all figured out and you have to wonder if they are serious…and for 

that matter, if they ARE serious, what they read in the poem that you missed. 

Okay I know the canyon is in Colorado. The treasure box is right underneath a brown bear cave. They 

protect the gold in the summer so the gold can only be discovered in the winter while the brown bears are 

hibernating. Heavy loads is the pretty sparkling snow and water is high from the snow. Warm water halts 

because its down in the canyon where the water gets colder not warm. No paddle up your creek and there 

is only one creek in Colorado that flows uphill. Hmmm… I’m still thinking but it’s just right there not far. 

Hmmm???? 

Do bears live in caves? 

Sometimes Forrest does give out additional clues. Here is one we all now know: 

The chest is not in Eastern Saskatchewan. Now you owe me. f 

That should save us all some time and energy. Here is someone who found a second message in addition to 

the challenge of finding the hidden chest: 

Yesterday I purchased your book and finished it about three hours ago. I paused for a moment and no 

longer thought about the challenge, but rather the tone in which you wrote your book. Towards the 

beginning you seem very upbeat and have many things to say but then you taper off into heartfelt thoughts 

and feelings that really shaped and molded you into the man you are. I appreciated the openness you had 

in your book. As you pointed out you had a renewed sense of the meaning of life, and for me the meaning 

was that you finally realized, at age 79, that you were not invincible after all and you wish to experience 

more things before you go and to never be forgotten. Well, Mr. Fenn, I think you have accomplished that. 

I am happily going to accept the challenge, and if one day I figure it out and find your treasure, I will keep 

your place a secret and leave some treasure of my own. It will be a thrill to be in your chase. 

Some try humor as they attempt to unhook a clue or two: 

Forrest. I am very fascinated with your treasure hunt poem. I read it over and over but, I haven’t bought 

the book because I don’t have enough money and my car is broke down. I believe that Home of Brown is 

the Home of Yogi Bear at the Yellowstone National Park is where the treasure is hidden. The first line is a 

big hint. You have gone in there alone, so you went into the Brown Bear Cave. Found the Blaze? It’s Yogi!!! 

I’m not done but, I know I am very close to finding the treasure. 

But wait!! What’s the deal with this bear cave theme that keeps coming up? What did I miss? 

Maybe I should be glad I don’t live near Forrest. He shared this with me… his response to a phone call:   

A “neighbor.” whom I do not know called on the phone yesterday and she was maddern hell. She said some 

guys were digging up her yard because they said I had buried a treasure there. She wanted to know what 

was going on. I said that I don’t know anything about it but she could buy my book, The Thrill of the Chase 
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and she might give it to them so they would go dig someplace else. She hung up on me. I listened for shots 

but didn’t hear any. I think I’ll have someone black out my windows. f 

There was a fellow whose name I have changed, who contacted Forrest about doing a documentary. Forrest 

wrote: 

Tim, tell me something about yourself and your project. One doc has already aired and another in 

December. f 

To which Tim replied: 

Mr. Fenn, 

Thank you for responding. Our project focuses on the archetypal hero’s journey, and what prompts a man 

to take that journey, and why taking that journey is so important for each of us. We feel that you are a like-

minded individual who understands that it is this mythic journey we must all take which helps to define us, 

and give our daily lives meaning. 

Best regards, 

Forrest’s reply: 

Tim, 

I’m kinda worn out with docs. If you still want to do it after a few months lets talk again. Thanks for asking. 

f 

 Some people see hidden messages in the stories from the book: 

I read again the story “Seventeen Dollars a Square Inch”.  I remember that you also mentioned Eric Sloane 

and numbers in your book. The numbers I see in this story could be coordinates. 

Cundiyo is at 35 57′ 35″N 105 53′ 51″ W (or 35.95972 N, 105.8975 W 

Jemez is also at 35 N + 

Taos is at 36 N +  

So, I won’t be going north of 36 degrees.  

  

Some folks stay in communication with Forrest while they are out searching. This can lead to additional 

short stories about Forrest’s past. This is his response to someone tromping around in his summer childhood 

home in West Yellowstone: 

You might drive by The Dude Motel on Boundary Street. I built it in 1962 with my brother and brother-in-

law. Ronald Reagan stayed with us when he was governor of California. He lost his key late at night when 

no one was around and couldn’t get in his room so he broke the bathroom window and climbed in. f 

Sometimees readers respond in ways that can touch: 

Mr. Forest Fenn,  Thank you so much for sharing your memories and feelings.  Yesterday after watching 

It’s a Mad,  Mad, World with my husband and son,  the news came on and there was a segment about the 

treasure you hid.  I must admit the thrill of the chase had me hooked .. but for all the wrong reasons at 

first.  I got busy with my plan to head to Santa Fe to pick up my signed copy and get started.   After a long 

day, a wonderful day driving with my mom, dad, husband, and son we headed back to my home.   I read 

your book late at night and through the smiles and the tears I learned so much, and even a bit  about how 

to face one of my biggest fears.   I am so afraid to sift through the memories of fishing trips, playing in 

sprinklers,  and doing all those wonderful things as a youngster because although they were happy times 
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–  my heart aches when I relive them.   Your book walked me through that and I am so grateful .  I know 

that I will also be a better person because of your writings and though I think I forgive sinners and smile 

at the homely – I will do it with much more intent!  Thank you again ..I was so pleasantly surprised by the 

wealth gained within those pages… but,  I know myself – the thrill of the chase is something I have in me – 

and by God I think I know where it is at without looking, but I guess most people feel that way.   Well it’s 

been a pleasure reading your book – it’s almost like I know you.   May God continue to bless you …. happy 

trails to you…. 

Forrest’s reply: 

Sharon, words like yours make it all worth while for me. f 

Some folks send photos while digging for more clues. 

This is where I think it is….and this is how I think you know if it’s been messed with. If these are disturbed, 

then you know someone was there. Any thoughts? 

 

To which Forrest responded: 

Could a 79 year old man move those logs to put a heavy bronze box under them? No one ever called me 

Clark Kent to my face but some people think I’m from another planet. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/streamlogs.jpg
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Sounds like this guy is asking for a clue to me: 

Hello Forrest, 

If it is not considered a clue, I would like to ask you for clarification on something about the “Treasure 

Hunt”. My son and I seem to have a difference of opinion on weather the chest is “Hidden” or “Buried”. 

If it is not giving away anything, can you enlighten us on this matter, before he runs out to buy a 

shovel.  Thank you! 

And this guy: 

Just need to ask cause I dont want to go to the wrong mountains. Is it in the jemez? 

Some have concerns about their search location: 

I saw some pictures online of that area and I think there are rattlesnakes. The Indiana Jones I’m married 

to doesn’t like the idea of hooking up with one. 

Others compose a little poetry of their own: 

I think I found your sweet spot 

& thought “I should drop a line,” 

To see if my trail is hot… 

(except for that part with the slime) 

  

I’m from central Texas, so 

I really felt quite at home 

And into that wood I did go, 

Went over it with a comb. 

  

Thinking it’s not underground – 

So when you say “water high” 

Unless it’s already found, 

Do you mean chest, hip, or thigh? 

  

Thanks for the adventure!! 

Finally this from a tired searcher who had been out for awhile 

Inch by holy inch I am finding places it cannot be… 

I just hope that the moon is not north of Santa Fe… 

  

This just in… 

I heard from a friend of Forrest’s that he received over 700 emails after that story aired on KOB-TV. The 

amazing part is that he answered every single one of them. That’s dedication to your fans!!!! 

dal… 

http://santafe.kob.com/news/news/91819-hunt-2-million-treasure
http://www.kob.com/


Page 738 
 

Forrest Gets Mail 2 
 

Forrest Gets Mail… 

 

  

Forrest gets dozens of emails each day from folks looking for his fabled bronze chest. Every once in a while 

he shares some of his email with us. Below is some of Forrest’s personal brand of wit and wisdom. 

Names have been deleted and/or changed and there is the occasional edit to keep us from identifying the 

senders. 

We’ll start out with a simple note sent to Forrest from a searcher who is headed home empty-handed. I 

think we can all empathize. 

 Hi Forrest, 

I fear I may share the fate of Tantalus, I thought I had solved all the clues but I think I’m going to fall at the 

final hurdle. I thought the treasure was buried roughly six feet from the 8pm position on the crescent, in 

line with the submerged tree stump but alas I was wrong!  It’s been a joy to learn of your life, I’ve been a 

treasure hunter since the age of ten but have never risen above the rank of amateur. But as you say, it’s the 

thrill of the chase that gets us every time even if it does get us in trouble with our wives! Many thanks 

Forrest and good luck to whoever solves the final piece of the puzzle. 

———– 

Forrest, 

I have a couple of suggestions for your final hour: 

1)      I would make you a similar offer like Olga requested of you – I would drive you in my vehicle – wait 

for a specified period of time (as determined by you) – and then drive back home.  Or 

2)      You can put the title of your vehicle in my name, make sure you don’t leave anything personal in it 

at your final resting place, wipe down any fingerprints, then, when it is found it will be in my name, have 

my address etc. (be sure to send me photos of it)—people would swear that it was your vehicle because 

they had seen you driving it,  but, with it being in my name I don’t think they would think twice about 

it.  And, NO I don’t need another vehicle I have six (6) already in the family.  I would sell the vehicle for 

you and make an anonymous donation to a Non-Profit organization of your choice. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/barn2.jpg
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3)      Also, I could suggest Parachuting—that would take you back in time, however, I feel you would be 

too old (sorry) to make it safe to your final resting spot after that endeavor. 

I wouldn’t want you to commit suicide like your father but, I understand.  You could draw-up a contract 

for us to sign stating that I couldn’t claim the Treasure.  Doing it yourself would ensure that no one other 

than you and I would know the plan.   Just a thought, I know you don’t know me or I you, I just feel a 

connection with you somehow.  Maybe it’s just the long forgotten memories of my youth.  Then again, you 

may want to choose a closer friend or not.  Just think about it.  No rush!  I’ll go on with the remainder of 

my day either way. 

Forrest responds- 

I am a very simple person and you want me to have copious meetings with lawyers, preachers, undertakers 

and your family. What is wrong with me just riding my bike out there and throwing it in the “water high” 

when I am through with it? You don’t know how many man hours I have spent on that subject. Thanks for 

the input but I think you should mobilize your club and hit the trail searching for the wondrous treasure. 

Besides, I’ll probably get hit by a train. When you find the treasure please come sell me the great turquoise 

and silver bracelet that is in the chest. I wish now that I had kept it. f 

—————– 

 Dear Mr. Fenn, 

I am planning on leaving this Friday and spending the weekend looking for your treasure. I believe I know 

exactly where it is, like you said everything you need is in the poem, and if I find it I would like to thank 

you in person. I also would like to give you the chance to see the treasure again. I know I sound very sure 

of myself but once you figure it out everything makes perfect sense. Thank you again. 

Forrest responds- 

Confidence will take you a long way and I wish you luck. Please come see me with the treasure. I may 

make you an offer for the row bracelet. Wish I had kept it now. f 

————– 

 Forrest, 

Heading out on another search to a spot I think has a lot of merit.  I was hoping to get your take on a couple 

of questions before I head out. 

1)  Can you give me the context in which you said the treasure was “in the mountains North of Santa Fe”?  It 

seems a lot of people have taken that phrase and ran with it.  My question is whether or not this was intended 

to be a clue. 

2)  Was there significance, beyond an anecdote for the book, of the Horseshoe in “Thrill of the Chase”? 

 Forrest responds- 
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The treasure chest certainly is in the mountains somewhere north of Santa Fe, and that is a clue. That is not 

to say it is exactly 360 degrees from Santa Fe, but generally. If you start chasing horseshoes you may go 

crazy, but it’s the thrill of the chase, remember? Other clues I have given but are not commonly known are: 

It’s not in Nevada and it is more than 300 miles west of Toledo, but those won’t help you much. Good luck. 

f 

—————– 

Hi Forrest, 

Last month, i read about the treasure hunt you started – and I have been thinking about it ever since! I just 

wanted to send you a note to tell how much i appreciate the adventure that you started. I’m having so much 

fun! 

After reading about the hunt, i ordered the book and started thinking about where the treasure could be. 

Since i live in Colorado, i feel like i am in the perfect place to look in the mountains “somewhere north of 

Sante Fe.” 

Have you provided any guidance about how we should be reading the poem and approaching the hunt? Any 

advice you can offer would be greatly appreciated. 

Thank you again for initiating this adventure! I’ll let you know when we find it. 

PS: I recently found a solution to the poem that would be brilliant, if it was correct. I am tempted to share 

it with you… do you give feedback on hunters’ ideas? But perhaps it is better to just wait until i can go to 

the spot myself and see if the solution actually leads to the chest. 

Forrest responds- 

I agree that you are in an ideal location from which to search for the treasure. I have received 4,526 emails, 

many of them similar to yours. It is not feasible for me to give feedback and be fair to everyone. There is 

lots of feedback on my web site if you want to follow what other people are doing. I am glad you are in the 

chase with your friends. I will give you an important clue, no need to look for the treasure in a place where 

a 79 or 80 year old man couldn’t go with a 44 pound treasure chest full of gold and precious gems. Good 

luck. f 

—————– 

 Forrest, 

My wife told me to write to you to clear my head or get kicked out, because she thinks  I’m obsessing way 

more than I should. Not like this is gonna help but I said fine. 

Forrest responds- 

Sorry, maybe your wife will let you sleep in the barn. f 

—————- 
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 Forrest, 

I know we don’t need the book to find it but I can’t help to think that you put a road map of sorts in it, as 

nothing in the book is just there for the hell of it. Like the colophon you used. 

Then there’s them little stamps you made with days that don’t match the years. I have put a lot of time into 

trying to understand them. 

Question for yea, what did you do first? Hide the trove or write the book and how long did it take to do the 

book? And why in the hell did you make all them little stamps? Lastly, this Obsession is not good for a 

relationship, I hope I’m on to somethen , cause if not I’m gonna need a room. 

Thanks 

 Forrest responds- 

You are not the first to figure the postmarks into some kind of equation. What difference does it make which 

one came first, the book or the hiding? You are an individual thinker and the kind who might find the 

treasure. But remember, if you follow yourself around a circle sooner or later you’ll be behind yourself. 

Happy hunting. f 

 —————- 

 Sir, 

I came across your name through a Google search of “Metal Detecting in New Mexico”.  My intent was to 

find historical maps of New Mexico to help guide me to a good spot to hunt for treasure.  I just purchased 

a metal detector and I plan on taking my kids on an adventure.  It’s my heavy-hearted belief that kids lack 

any sense of adventure anymore and camping to kids these days means camping in line for the next 

iPhone.  I read more about you and I thought it was pretty neat that you were in the Air Force. 

At 21, going to war seemed noble and adventurous, but after seeing war and not understanding why we are 

at war, it’s anything but an adventure.  These deployments are getting longer, less organized and we are 

doing it with less people due to budget cuts.  More with less is something that should be reserved for the 

woods, not the Air Force. 

The purpose of this email is to say thank you.  I’m not on my hunt for your treasure, yet, but the thought of 

an adventure of this magnitude really picked me up.  I’ll be deploying again at the end of the year and the 

taste of adventure will pass the time as I count the days down.  I think I’m going to start in Wyoming and 

end the trip in the mountains of Montana.  Even if I come home without any bounty, the adventure will be 

unforgettable.  Thank you for your service to the country and thank you again for this brilliant and exciting 

mission! 

Forrest responds- 

I joined the AF as a private and made buck Sgt. before going to pilot training. I stayed 20 years and 24 

days. The military was good for me and to me. Thank you for your service also. f 

————- 
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FORREST 

I READ YOUR LATEST BOOK. COOL STUFF. I WOULD LIKE TO FLY DOWN AND HAVE A CUP 

OF RED TEA WITH YOU. 

NOTHING ABOUT YOUR COOL TREASURE(I HAVE ENOUGH AND WOULD LEAVE THAT FOR 

SOMEONE MORE DESERVING). HOPE YOUR STILL ALIVE! LET ME KNOW. 

Forrest responds- 

Why would you fly from all of the way from Red Wing to Santa Fe just to have red tea with a flaps-

down fighter pilot, and not care about the treasure because you have plenty? You sound like my kinda guy. 

—————-  

Forrest, 

I haven’t seen where anyone has asked you if you mean Santa Fe, New Mexico or another Santa Fe. I think 

we all assume Santa Fe, NM but there is a Santa Fe, TX as well as in other states. Have you specifically said 

New Mexico? Maybe we should expand our search area to in the mountains somewhere north of Santa Fe, 

Argentina. Once again, if I ask too much please forgive me and disregard this e-mail. I have really enjoyed 

this puzzle, thank you. 

Forrest responds- 

I didn’t think of that Franklin. But yes, it’s Santa Fe, New Mexico. f 

 ————— 

 Forrest, 

We looked around the area of “Forest Creek” near a blaze there on Cabin Creek but found nothing. We also 

looked in a small cave further downstream where the pinnacles of the cliff look like a blaze of fire and up 

the side of the opposite wall about 40 feet. We took bear spray as well as our 9mm’s(some elk hunters 

laughed at us and said it would only make the bears madder!) Nonetheless, we had a great time as brothers 

on an adventure and probably will not make it back up there anytime soon. Maybe we can visit again if we 

get back to Santa Fe. 

Forrest responds- 

Glad you got in the chase but bummer about not finding the treasure. Don’t give up, maybe next summer. 

Did you see any other caves near where you were looking? f 

————– 

Recently, I purchased one of Eric Sloane’s books from the Collected Works Bookstore, “A Reverence for 

Wood”. I didn’t know if I would like it or not,maybe it would have a lot of technical terms in it and not 
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being that knowlegeable about wood, maybe it would be boring to read.  The title of the book was so 

interesting to me, however, that it was important to me that I read it. 

At 8 years of age, my reading skills were not good so my mother thought she would foster in me a love of 

reading by buying me the books she loved to read when she was little.  They were books written by Laura 

Ingalls Wilder.  The first two given me were, “Little House in the Big Woods” and “Little House on the 

Prairie”. I was supposed to read 10 pages every night.  Pretty soon, nobody was forcing me to read 

anything. My mother aways bought me two books at a time and in about two years or so I owned them 

all.  I loved those books and read them over and over until the pages started looking ragged and the backs 

fell off of them.  I kept reading them even when I was older and my reading skills had outgrown these 

children’s books. 

What was so interesting to me was what life was like for a little pioneer girl in the 1800s.  The stories had 

so much detail on how they cooked their food, made their clothes, built their homes and lived their lives 

with almost complete independence.  It was easy to see how much pride someone could have in growing 

and raising most everything they ate or making everything they used.  When a family traveled  to a new 

place in a covered wagon, they couldn’t take much with them.  Maybe some pretty dishes to display in their 

new home, a few books, the family bible, their clothes and bedding. Laura’s pa built their homes himself, 

made a table for dining, frames for their beds, rocking chair for Ma,a barn, etc and he made it all out of 

wood.  I could see how wood was so essential to their lives. I also loved the illustrations in the books.  They 

were all drawings and over time, they were as familiar and precious to me as the stories themselves. 

As I read Mr Sloane’s book, I was struck by how it made me feel about times long gone, just like my 

beloved books of my youth.  I could understand how he felt about wood and what it meant to people one 

hundred or two hundred years ago. Through trying to figure out where your treasure is hidden, I have gone 

off on numerous tangents, researching even the people you mention in your book.   I might never have 

heard of Eric Sloane if I hadn’t read your book and so I thank you. 

 Forrest responds- 

It is nice to be able to touch someone once in a while. f 

—————- 

 I had a chance to scoot down the Madison this evening. Its a beautiful river. I’ve never seen it before. 

Next I’ll have to be concerned about a blaze but first things first. The “home of Brown” is first. I walked 

some nice river tonight and saw some beautiful flywater. Will check out more tomorrow. 

Forrest responds- 

I am afraid you will figure the clues and find the chest. That’s why I am trying to guide you to where the 

grizzlies hide near Brown’s house and wait for treasure hunters. It was a hard winter for them and they are 

really hungry. 

————— 

Thanks for sharing Forrest. 

 dal… 
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Forrest Gets Mail 3 
 

Forrest Gets Even More Email… 

 

It’s winter and time once again for glimpses of email from Forrest. These are letters he has received from 

real live searchers with his real live replies. The names were edited out or changed to keep lawyers from 

making any money off of us and sometimes the notes were edited to keep us all from falling asleep while 

reading them. In my humble opinion there is always something fascinating…some lovely nugget of 

digestible information in these emails Forrest shares with us… 

Thank you Forrest! 

The original emails to Forrest are in white and his responses are in yellow. 

———————– 

Hi Forrest- 

The beautiful weather the last few days lured me toward a winter attempt to reach the chest.  I took two 

Geologists that work with me on a wild, crazy, snowshoe adventure. 

We are back home in Utah this morning, very sore, but exhilarated by the adventure.  What a great trip and 

it was a fantastic bonding experience with the guys.  We worked to the point that our bodies were giving 

out.  I won’t give up and will continue to improve my fitness level for the next go around. 

Hope all is well. 

Alan, no need to go where a 79 or 80 year old codger could not go carrying a 42 pound box of gold. Rest 

up and try again in the spring. f 

———————– 

Forrest- 

I have figured out there is no treasure.  This is a medical study being done by Dr. Fenn concerning the use 

of riddles to help delay the effects of Alzheimers Disease. 

We are the case study to prove his theory that by doing riddles helps your ability to keep your mind 

healthy.  This will soon be published in the PubMeds that are available to all doctors.  The population at 

large will only get a brief overview of the complete study, which will more then likely not help much. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/flanry_civil_war_letter_back.jpg
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Looking forward to receiving your memoir, researching has been a lot of fun for my son and me.  He is 

very excited about our trip.  Which I think will be in June for 2 weeks. 

I am concerned about one thing about the quest, should I carry a firearm (as laws permit)?  Its more to do 

with safety with wildlife there, then protecting from other people.  But I guess that wouldn’t be a bad idea 

either. 

Hope all is well 

Bruce- 

I hid the treasure chest at the first onset of dementia. I knew I had a disease so I made myself a note 

that revealed the exact location because I wanted later on to give some additional clues. Now I don’t 

remember where I put the note. Maybe if I search my fishing box I can find what it is that I was looking 

for. But why would I want to fish in this weather? I’ll go ask my wife Phyllis where my tool kit is. 

  

No gun necessary if you are to search NM, just watch for the rare rattlesnake. In Montana and Wyoming if 

you see a griz you should be safe. All you have to do is outrun your son. f 

 ———————– 

Mr Fenn, 

It is with great pleasure that I am writing you to say “Thank you”. 

I was given a link to your story by one of my employees. She knows that I love chasing gold and treasure. 

She thought I would enjoy your story. Not only did I enjoy your book, but I have had it two days and have 

read it three times.  I am planning a Spring search. Somewhere deep inside, I hope that I never find your 

treasure. The journey will be treasure enough. 

Thank you for creating a legend. I hope you have a wonderful day. 

Please don’t feel obligated to return my email.  I run a small business and don’t have time for all the emails 

I get either. I will understand. 

Warm regards, 

Of course I have time for you Jack. Please thank your employee for giving you the link to my book. I can’t 

believe you read it three times already. I like what you said about the journey being treasure enough. There 

is a quote in the new book about Joe Duveen, “They never knew that it was the search they sought, and not 

the quarry. Good luck in the spring. f 

———————– 

Hi Forrest; 
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My wife does not believe this story to be true and is unwilling to support my actual treasure hunt trip out 

to retrieve the treasure. Since my wife and beautiful newborn son are more important than even the worldly 

treasure that awaits me; I am wondering if there is some agreement we can come to on how I actually 

retrieve the treasure. If I tell you exactly where you’ve hidden the treasure would you get it and present it 

to me at my home in Toronto Ontario Canada instead? 

Then I can really buy you that drink and tell you about how I found it without spending a dime OR leaving 

my home! Between you and I, this experience, this treasure will forever change my life, my families life 

and my son’s life. 

For that I cannot ever repay you. 

Eagerly anticipating your response. 

Adam, 

I understand that your wife and son mean more to you than any other treasure. The fact that she doesn’t 

believe the story to be honest makes it probably not in your best interest that I bring the chest to you. It 

would embarrass her for being wrong and that could cause disharmony in your family. All things considered 

I think you should forget the gold and jewels. f 

———————– 

Hi Mr. Fenn, 

I wonder if you could tell me if it’s at a place that my boys and I would be able to go to that’s not too risky 

of a place (ie: the side of a cliff). I haven’t even read your book yet. I’m already planning a trip though to 

Yellowstone with my family. 

Patty, the treasure is where an elderly man put it so I suppose your kids would be in a safe place if they 

found it. f 

———————– 

Hi Mr. Fenn, 

I read your magazine article in a flight magazine. I’m very excited about the idea of this. Do you know if 

it’s been found yet? Do you know of any treasure hunters out looking now in the cold? 

The treasure has not been found and I don’t expect it to for a while. Most of the searchers have retired to 

the fireplace until spring. f 

———————– 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

I learned of your hidden treasure today and admit I have spent the last three hours analyzing your poem and 

researching geography in northern New Mexico. I was speaking with an old friend on the telephone this 

afternoon and he told your story with an excited interest. He is finishing medical school and wants to go on 
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an adventure before his residency begins. As for me, I’m studying to sit for the Iowa bar exam at the end 

of February (rather, I am studying in those hours I am not distracted by tales of chests of gold). I have very 

little hope of ever finding your treasure chest and even less inclination as to its whereabouts after hours of 

research. However, I am very seriously considering a trip out west after the bar exam. Though it would be 

unimaginably wonderful to pay off my student loan debt in one fell swoop – I think the true value of the 

hunt lies in the experience, or if you will, the thrill of the chase. I have yet to read your book, but I imagine 

it will be only a matter of time before I order it. 

I have also spent a fair amount of time researching you. One tidbit of information I found particularly funny 

is that you have been kicked out of Pompeii on more than one occasion. Is this true? 

You have been compared to the coyote from Native American mythology. A rascal, a trickster even. I want 

to say that regardless of whether your hidden treasure will be found, regardless of whether there is a hidden 

treasure to find, I think you have done more good in this world with your wealth than most. Simply by 

motivating others to seek and explore. 

I wrote because I imagine you enjoy the many correspondences you receive in a day and my email would 

not be an unwelcome addition. I also wanted to thank you for reminding me of a part of who I am that has 

waned greatly during the last years of my legal studies. I have had the opportunity to live abroad and travel 

widely. But now, after law school, (a black hole of creativity and childish adventure), I feel old and defeated 

much more often than I should. 

Take Care, 

Seetak, since you took the time to write me a long email I feel obligated to respond in kind, even though 

yours was the 6,864th one to enter my inbox. I am 82 years old and you are college age. Let me give you 

some advice because you will not live long enough to make all of the mistakes on your own. Go ahead and 

pass your bar exam but don’t you dare work as a lawyer. If you do you will wear a coat and tie, sit at a desk 

all day. You will not have time to smell the sky or experience the soft breeze ripe with sun. Go looking for 

my chest full of gold and all of the other treasures that lurk once you leave the florescent lights behind. I 

have spoken. f 

———————– 

Hi Forrest; 

Sorry, Just a quick follow up question if you wouldn’t mind helping me understand the legalities around 

this before I make the trip and collect. I am from Canada; Since this “found” treasure is okay/legal to have 

but isn’t legal to sell/buy; I’m in a pickle. I wont be able to take it across the US/Canadian Border back 

home and wont be able to sell the loot for money without getting shot robbed, killed, arrested, detained, 

investigated etc.. Do you have any suggestions? I’d hate to leave it there. Did you look into the legalities 

around this before you stashed it and offered it up? 

Thank you again for your time 

Ansel, I don’t see a problem. If you find the treasure in the US then sell it here and take the cash back to 

Canada. They do allow you to have cash don’t they? f 

———————– 
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Forrest- 

I had taken a break from all things Forrest Fenn and treasure there for a spell.  While I was away I see folks 

saying you’ve said a treasure hunter was within 500ft. 

Hope you are doing well. 

Good luck in the chase Jameel. Call me when you find the treasure because I may need to borrow some 

money. f 

———————– 

Forrest- 

What’s next, the Today Show? You probably won’t even talk to us after you get all snuggly with them. 

That should bring in a few thousand more searchers… 

Did I tell you how much I dislike competition? 

Delano, no, I will never forget the common folks as I climb the ladder to Emperor. I am so thankful that I 

might send out a few arrowheads. f 

———————– 

Hi Forrest (Indiana Jones), 

Thanks for the laugh! My husband didn’t think it was necessary for me to rip your story out of a magazine, 

but he has been the one hoarding the article since. Haha. As for your blogs, I will definitely read them and 

any other information you think I may find helpful. I also plan to read your books as we continue analyzing 

your poem. 

Although I am hopeful we will figure out your poem in its entirety, I realize thousands have not…but I’d 

like to think I am unique. 

Thanks for recognizing that I am really Indiana Jones. I had to get a new hat so I could fit the description. 

And the horse manure on the rim cost $10 extra. I am glad you and your husband are gonna jump in the 

chase for the treasure. Tell him that if you find it he can have 10% of the gold so his feelings won’t be 

damaged. I think it is funny that you tore pages out of Hemispheres magazine. But aren’t you worried now 

that if you find the treasure a lot of United passengers are gonna be angry with you. Please keep me informed 

about your travel plans. f 

———————– 

Hi I’m Melody, 

I am so excited about the book the Thrill of the Chase! I ordered the book yesterday and it should come on 

friday. I read all about the treasure in the January 2013 Hemisphere magazine on an air plane, and i asked 

my dad if we could take a trip out to the mountains. He said yes!!!!!! I have been waiting my whole life for 

an adventure like this! Well at least the past 2 years for an opportunity like this one!! 
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Happy trails, 

I am glad you are interested in the adventure. It should be fun for your whole family. Please keep me 

informed about where you are going and when, and my spirit will tag along with you. f 

———————– 

I can’t believe you swim there too!!! I am from Bozeman, and my parents used to take us to the boiling 

river and the firehole all the time when we were kids!! Now that we are older I go there with friends in the 

summer to relax and hang out in the sun.  It makes me so happy that you are telling other people how 

beautiful Montana and Yellowstone are, I don’t think very many people realize how amazing it is! 

Thanks for reading my blog and enjoying what it said. I have fond memories of Bozeman. One time a friend 

and I walked from West Yellowstone to Bozeman, 91 miles. It was maybe the best trip I ever made. We 

were walking along the Gallatin River with our bedrolls and candy bars on our backs when a mother black 

bear swam across the river with her two small cubs. She ran across the highway just 30′ in front of us, and 

climbed up a steep bank. Then her cubs ran across the road shaking water off their backs. But they couldn’t 

get up the steep bank. So my friend and I picked them up and threw them about six feet up on top. I’m sure 

the mother was thankful. It was fun walking on the outskirts of danger. f  

———————– 

Hi Forrest. I wrote you on FaceBook, but I thought I’d send you an e-mail as well. You don’t know me, but 

I’ve recently gotten to know lots of things about you and your hidden treasure. I’m on the way back from 

a trip I took skiing in Colorado where I randomly met a reporter that shared your whole story with me. It 

was one of the most fascinating stories I’ve heard, and I just wanted to send you a message to thank you 

for doing something so adventurous and imaginative. I will continue to follow you on your blog and Dal’s. 

Best wishes, 

Phyllis, thanks for the email. I hope you didn’t learn too much about me from the reporter, but if you did, 

please don’t tell my wife of 59 years. So far she thinks I’m acceptable, however barely. And don’t follow 

Dal too closely unless you have pepper spray in one hand and a bible in the other. 

———————– 

I just wanted you to know that you have someone trying to find the treasure even in the country of Ukraine. 

I sure hope that I don’t come to the time when I think I know where it is. I will be here for a year and a half. 

Can you imagine waiting a year and a half or even six months to actually look for the treasure when you 

think you know where it is?  I just wanted to thank you for what you have done. This has got to be one of 

the most interesting things I have ever read about. I even used your story as a sermon illustration on Sunday. 

I told your story and then said that God also has a treasure in His Word and He gives clues also telling us 

what it is and how it can be ours. 

Good luck on your tour Franklin and hurry home and look for the treasure. I don’t know how long it will 

wait for you. f 

———————– 

Are you saying Bruce was close? 
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No, I’m not saying who was close. If I said Bruce was close he’d go back and step off exactly 500 feet and 

pick up the treasure. That would be terrible because you wouldn’t have anything to do all winter. One lady 

said she knows where the treasure is but it’s in the home of the brown recluse spider that likes dark, moist 

places. So she won’t go there even for the treasure. She hates spiders so she wants me to go get the chest 

and take it to her son, who needs the money for his education. She says he will probably give my bracelet 

back to me. So I have those things to think about. Being Forrest Fenn is not easy. 

———————– 

Dear Mr. Fenn 

I’m sure that you have received several email in regards to your buried treasure. I am not one to ask for 

help, but I have been looking into ways to help my wife and kids have a better life and unfortunately 

working two jobs to make ends meet helps but takes away from family time. I’m not asking for you to give 

the exact location of your life’s amazing collection but an extra clue of where to start would be great. I have 

read every article I can find and had an idea of were to look. Then I read a statement you made about how 

this box was North of Santa Fa and south of Alaska. Now you have me more confused then ever. I’m sure 

it would make you happy to know the this amazing treasure is going to help some family out. Unfortunately 

only those who are retired and are already pretty well off can take the time to go look for this wonderful 

treasure hunt. I hope you will take my request into consideration. Thank you for your time. Wish you the 

best and God Bless. 

James, 

If I gave you a clue and you found the treasure you would feel terrible because you had an advantage that 

no one else had. I could not do that because it would not be fair to you. But I wish you luck in the chase. f 

———————– 

Forrest- 

Do you still pilot? 

No, If you took off right now and didn’t land for 11 months, you still would not have as much flying time 

as I have, nearly all of it in jet fighters. That’s about 26,000,000 miles, or 1,040 times around the world.  

———————– 

Forrest- 

Hardly a half day goes by that I don’t whittle away at that poem. I had a revelation about “warm waters” 

today while I was driving to the conservatory. It sends me in a different direction, more or less, anyway I 

am excited about following up on it. It’s the first new idea about the poem that I’ve had in awhile. 

Clevon, tell me what you are thinking now so if it’s close I can go get it right quick and move it to a harder 

place. f 
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Forrest Gets Mail 4 
 

Forrest Gets Weird Mail… 

 

 
In this, the fourth installment of actual email to Forrest you will find notes from people who claim to 

have found the chest (they did not) with Forrest playing along and notes that are downright scary 

and notes that are sweet. All in a days email for Forrest… 

  

Mr. Fenn, 

After locating the Blaze in the poem by solving the clues, and having been led to the chest, I was 

disheartened to learn that there are two different versions of the poem.  The version found on The Thrill of 

the Chase Resource page online shows: 

The answer I already know 

While the version published in your memoir reads: 

The answers I already know 

Based on the way the clues are solved to this point, it is obvious that every word and every letter are crucial.  

I was hoping you would be able to clarify which version of the poem is correct.  Should the word answer 

have an S on the end to make it plural?  Pehaps this one letter has no bearing on the final solution, but it is 

something that continually weighs on my mind. 

Hope all is well! 

Archie 

  

Archie, 

It makes no difference, one of them is only an innocent typo. You can pick which one. f 

———- 

Hi Forrest! 

I wanted  to share with you my adventure in trying to find the treasure.  The general thought around 

Yellowstone is only crazy people are looking for it and it is a hoax. 

After 2 trips, 5 days looking in a concentrated area.  I’m beginning to wonder.  If anything, the treasure has 

been found or I have been within 100 feet of it. 
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My first trip turned into a search and rescue effort that seems to have made my name a household word 

around Yellowstone.  2 nights that each one of them could have killed me…long story and amazing what 

the human body can endure to survive.  20 people went looking for me and they found me walking out.  

Then took 4 people to jerry rig a line to cross the Yellowstone River too retrieve my pack that I had to cut 

to get out of the place where I spent my first night.  They couldn’t go down where I went up,  Dangerous is 

an understatement.  You might have had a visit from my wife and dad had I not returned and I don’t think 

it would have been pretty.  This time I thought the treasure could be on a little island upstream from 

Gardiner.  Nope! 

So further research refined.  Words like bluff, crack (crevice), Knowles Falls (wise – butterfly – flutterby) 

starting coming to life for me.  The marbles and the miner looking down while two people are now pointing 

to the third marble.  At first I took the image literally but after a day of tromping around over each bluff 

and valley leading up to Knowles Falls I realized I missed something.  Then I realized the image was 

reversed and the bluff I needed to get to was not easy to get to.  But the next day I did.  I walked the big 

bluff, the little bluff next to it and the two bluffs below it. (half way up the bluff)  I got some great pictures 

and saw a really unique rock formation that could draw unwanted attention.  Saw a lot of trees and rocks 

but I didn’t see the treasure.  I also expected to see perhaps a marking on a tree by Joe Meek who travelled 

around this area as he escaped the Indians.  I did see a bear and her cub.  That was scary.  I didn’t see any 

marking like a headstone…I presume grandma’s headstone.  I’m thinking grandma must be related to either 

Joe Meek or Mr. Knowles.  But I looked all over that area overlooking Knowles Falls and Crevice Creek.  

No luck.  Last night climbing out of that area I made a wrong turn on a mountain.  So getting dark I set for 

the night on a side of a hill.  My friend couldn’t traverse the whole distance on the 3rd day and waiting for 

me with a plan in mind.  I missed my deadline and so once again the search and rescue started setting  up a 

search.  Fortunately, I got back to my car by 8:00 AM.  Fortunately, my wife and dad weren’t called.  

Needless to say, either the treasure has been found or it is a hoax.  If I have missed it, the path must be 

down off Rescue Creek Trail to the river line and then up to Knowles Falls – perhaps a little beyond from 

the other side but consistent with the marbles picture it would have to be a lower bluff closer to Crevice 

Creek.  Needless to say, my wife won’t be letting me make this trek again.  She’s probably going to make 

me unwind my business.  Another casualty of the recession.  Needless to say, I tried and feel like I just 

didn’t see the right tree.  It  may not be in a dangerous place, but the switches make it a dangerous adventure. 

In closing, I hope it is real.  I feel I have solved the puzzle, but it is not there.  Risking my life a 3rd time 

just isn’t an option.  In closing you got me.  I wish I could say I was right there because I solved it and 

that’s good enough like you telling the lady if she could tell you where it was, you would go get it for her.  

The Thrill of the Hunt was more like an mission gone awry x2. 

In the end, you got me. 

Sincerely, 

Randolph 

  

Randolph, 

No need to search any place where a 79 or 80 year old man could not carry a 42 pound box full of gold. 

Please don’t over extend yourself. f 

————— 
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Hello Forrest, How have you been? Have not seen or heard much lately. 

I found your treasure. 

Plato 

Congratulations Plato, do you want to sell the bracelet? f 

     sir its yours . you know im screwing around all though i do think its in the Fleetwood  make you a deal 

, not only can you have the bracelet back but I will also return anything else out of the treasure you would 

like. Its never been about the riches its been about the chase. One question : is it in the fleetwood? if not i 

will know to move on. if so I would honored to return your treasures. Have you read my previous emails 

or do you remember me? your friend, Plato. 

Just a minute my friend Plato. You said you found the treasure. Are you saying now that you did not? f 

———- 

Hi Forrest, 

Hope all is well. I just want to know what I am supposed to think of this site. He wrote me saying I should 

check it out. I did and it has me wondering. Do you know this guy? 

Best wishes, 

Cowboy 

http://nmtreasure.com/ 

  

Cowboy, 

Everyone wants in the act. Did you send your $99 in yet? 

I am sure that any advice he could give would be worthless. You can quote me. f 

———- 

Forrest, 

Ive been on this thing a month now. Each time I think Im close the rug gets pulled out from under me. The 

broken arrow pointing at the commode and the placed stone, the commode with a pretty necklace like the 

photo. The Alpha which was ok because Alpha is the begginning. The swivet was cruel I think, but ok, your 

book your rules. Ive used money I need to survive with thinking im almost there, I’m almost there. Ive been 

persistant, diligent, and I’m worn to a nub. I’ve braved the cold nights and cold water days. My fear of Evil 

spirits out there on what  is a massacre area camping out. I’ll be out there at dawn while the Indian is 

sleeping  and give it a final go.  There are two Indians on the trail of this. The one with the truck and the 

one with the horse Im guessing. The one with the truck threatened to disapear me. I think they are related. 

Is the death threat part of the deal? Part of the puzzle? Be brave? The kid said the owner is dead? Are you 

dead? 

There is now a record of the threat, by whom. If he gets in my face again in a threatening manner I am 

going to pull my bowie knife out and cut his throat open from ear to ear.  After the last death threat I believe 

I am justified in doing so. I wont bother to threaten him with the knife as he could easily run to his truck 
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and pull a gun. You see the problem with waiting periods?  Just my having a holstered pistol or shotgun 

would prevent violence. Maybe he is your angus man and this is part of the gag. Maybe he isnt and is 

willing to disappear me for a million and a half bucks. Quite a motive and plenty of opportunity out there, 

me alone with no protection. 

These guys have had a big edge for years now, Knowing its your land. Living surrounding the land. They 

have tapped no hole I hadnt tapped already accept maybe the ball of the feet at alpha. I let them fixate on 

Alpha slide to buy time.  While I dug out the commode then 16 inches in the married trees, ”win all”. 

Theve apparrantly given up on Alpha and now want my diggings. 

Now they want me gone so they can take over what I think is the final spot. I pray the didnt see me come 

outa there. There is enough evidence in there like the hole and tracks of mine behind the tree it wont take a 

genius to figure it out. The Truck Indian is bud light boy I think now. His son is the kid and the kid says 

they live next to the blue barn. 

I know your real smart, I hope I am not being used to harm your enemy if what Matthew the kid of  Truck 

Indian says is true about the legal beef. Even if it is self defense. I’m sending copies of all my 

correspondance with you to my ex wife in case of my demise.  She can give it over to the media if I get 

croaked or in an altercation. 

Who is the unseen hand?  Somebody moved those cows like the guernsey and opened the gate and made 

initials, my initials on the log. I know it aint Indian. It would be kind if he could hang close I have no 

backup, nobody. 

I restored the broken arrow at the commode. hope that buys time.  I’m really peeved. 

Call me  if you want, I have to go get a charger for my phone in the morning. 

Gene 

  

Gene, 

I think it is time for you to leave wherever you are and go home. If there is any kind of violence you will 

be the loser. It is stupid to take a knife to a gun fight, Go away now please. f  

———- 

Forrest, 

Just cause you will probably get a laugh…i spent hours last night with those numbers below…i added them, 

multiplied them, found a pattern, try latitudes, hardshad #, morse code, applied it to the alphabet, searched 

zip codes, elevations, phone codes etc…dreamt of numbers and woke up this morning and said. If Hegben 

was that deep it would reach China and have a drainage hole, all the water would leak out and if you did 

plunk it at Hegbens depth then I could just walk around and find it.  Giggles. 

  

Here’s a lady who may find the treasure because she has done the math and knows exactly where it is. f 

———- 
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The internet abounds with a supposed statement from you, saying to “think big”, particularly about the 

home of Brown.  Did you ever say that?  Is that a “fact” that I can add to my page?Kindest regards from a 

rainy UK! 

Stanley 

  

Stanley, 

I don’t remember saying that related to the treasure and can’t imagine why I would. f  

————– 

Forrest- 

Dal’s blog thickens again with a rush of ideas ranging from interesting to scary. The topic right now is 

Tesuque. They are looking at that photo of you and Tesuque on Dal’s blog watching the Today Show crew. 

(look here for the pic  https://dalneitzel.com/2013/04/17/2071/) 

The latest question is “I wonder what Tesuque is thinking?” 

Maybe they think they can snark a clue out of Tesuque since they can’t get one from you… 

Lemonhead 

  

Lemonhead, 

Tesuque can be bought but they would be cheated because she does not know where the treasure is.f 

———— 

Hello mr. Fenn, My name is Octavios im 27 and I’ve been studying your poem extensively, and 

unfortunately all my efforts have led me nowhere. I have lived an awful life full of misery and despair, a 

horrible childhood that left me with no desire or purpose to live. I was planning to take my life two days 

before I read about your treasures, and the adventure I was hoping would turn my life for the better and it 

did. For that I thank you, I’ve added a few great years in hopes of finding your treasure and making my life 

good and worth something. Since I was unable to find your treasure once again I’ve failed to do something 

great and bring meaning to my life. I’m once again planning to take my life before someone else unearths 

your trove, the pain would be too much for me. I thank you once again Forrest for giving me a glimmer of 

hope, and a very exciting 3 years in this world and in the two weeks I have left before I leave this earth I 

will be waiting for even just one sentence from you, it would mean everything to me. I know I’m a fool for 

being selfish with something as beautiful as life, but the hurt is too much to bear, a few words from you 

would bring me much comfort and ease my mind for the short time that I have left. Thank you so very much 

mr. Fenn and have a beautiful time on this earth. 

Octavios 

Sent from my iPhone= 

———- 

Hello, Forrest! 
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Since you have gone on national television about the Chase, I’m sure there are many many more folks 

looking for the treasure. 

After being stumped last October, this time I returned to Yellowstone with my boyfriend to search around 

the base of Osprey Falls, which if you have never been to it, is an awesome site that can only be seen by 

hikers. 

While we didn’t find the chest, another treasure came to me that day.  I proposed to my boyfriend at a scenic 

overlook of Osprey Falls before the trail goes down into the canyon. He said “Yes!” 

Upon our return home to New England, he surprised me with the engagement ring his mother and 

grandmother had worn over 80 years ago. The diamonds are hand-cut, and I am now proudly wearing a 

piece of his family’s history. 

After many displays of affection (which scandalized the grouses and marmots!), we hiked down into 

Sheepeater Canyon. The base of Osprey Falls has a trail marker. It has overhangs and caves.  Sadly, even 

though we looked in cracks and crevices all around and below the wooden post there (the blaze) that was 

marking the end of the trail, we did not find the chest. 

Due to recent warm weather and previous rain, Osprey Falls was in full-force and everything around its 

base was soaked. Thankfully, my fiance and I are well seasoned hikers and we had our rain gear on for the 

cold exploration.  The force of the water did not permit me to wade anywhere near the bottom of the falls. 

Proposing at Yellowstone gave us an excuse to return some day and look again.  Whether we find the chest 

or not, Yellowstone will always be special to us. 

Thanks for the Adventure, Forrest!  Any boyfriend crazy enough to follow me looking for your chest is a 

person I want to have adventures with for the rest of my life. 

Best, 

Betheny 

———- 
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Forrest Gets Mail 5 
 

Forrest Gets Friendly Mail… 

 

With this fifth installment of email to and from Forrest we get to read about the ways the 

treasure hunt has been a reward for Forrest as well as the folks who gave looking for the chest 

a good try. Finally, we learn quite a bit about how Forrest made his fortune in the gallery 

business… 

————— 

Greetings Mr. Fenn..So happy to have a copy of your book to study and enjoy. My notes could 

only provide me with so much understanding….The Thrill  of the Chase takes on more and more 

depth and meaning for me each time that I read it… 

My daughter got married in San Diego on Sat. It was a beautiful wedding and celebration of their 

love. She has some wounds from her childhood.  Hoping forgiveness will come sooner than later 

in her journey! All of her problems have my and her Dad’s name on them but her solutions will 

be her own! I just keep pouring in the love! 

Though it has been a busy time with other activities, your book and the message have never left 

my mind for long. Looking forward to reading it all the way through again and will write you a 

letter explaining why brass is cold to the touch in a warm room… 

Hope all is well with you…I can still hear you asking me, “What do you think?” Really hoping 

to meet you soon! 

Love, 

Mandi 

Mandi, 

Would that I could have your eloquence and way-with. Thank you so much for those words, 

they came with some needed ignition… 

  

Please, lets meet sometime. I think I need a hug. f 

———————— 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/08/pmmail.jpg
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Dear Forrest, 

I was just at the site….is it in a hard mound of rocks and sand below the stone man? Will I be 

arrested? 

If you are arrested I’ll help you with the bail. Tell me where you are so I can make reservations. f 

—————— 

Mr. Fenn: 

I’m not sure but I think I may have found the Toledo you were referring too..as I recall you said 

your treasure lies 300mi. W of Toledo. 

I did find one Toledo, Historical Town of Toledo South Dakota & 300mi. W would be the Big 

Horn Mountains, Wyoming! 

I’ve created a monster. f 

————— 

Forrest, 

My family and I went on a vacation to West Yellowstone. We saw Hebgen Lake and took 191 

down into Canyon St. We turned onto HWY 20 below the Madison River into Yellowstone. We 

drove for about 20 miles up river until we reached Gibbon Falls. We went down to the river and 

it sure was cold. I wonder if they ever remove that wood that’s below the fall? There were 

Buffalo all over the roads it was wonderful. We seen a Grizzly up close and all kinds of animals 

we don’t have in Florida. If it had not been for you Mr. Fenn we would have never gone out west 

to see all the beautiful wonders that God created. This trip has enriched our lives in more ways 

than we can describe. Thank you from the bottoms of our hearts. 

Jerry Zacuto and Family 

It is for people like you that I wrote the book Mr. Jerry Zacuto and Family. Please don’t stop 

searching. f 

—————— 

Mr. Fenn, 

If I may be so bold I’d like to offer a suggestion for your next clue revelation. It might save folks 

some grief to know for sure whether this is really buried or not. I know you have indicated pretty 

strongly that it is not, but not exactly been firm about it. For example, I have seen several folks at 

the Dunn Bridge and at the Red River Hatchery (another popular place with searchers) carrying 

in shovels. I try to explain they probably don’t need them, but that usually goes over their heads. 

Anyway, thanks for the adventure. When (not if) I find your pretty little box I’ll be more than 

happy to return your prized bracelet. 

Stay well Forrest – the world needs more guys like you!! 
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Sir, just because I haven’t said the treasure is buried doesn’t mean it isn’t. Reminds me of the old 

axiom, “Just because you’re paranoid doesn’t mean they’re not after you.” I just don’t want to 

reveal that as a clue. I hear there is a guy up near the John Dunn Bridge using a bull dozer. Good 

luck. f 

——————- 

And Finally…An artist friend of Forrest’s has a show scheduled in Santa Fe for October. 

Since Forrest had been in the art business for many years he was asked what advice he had to 

share in preparation for the show. This is Forrest’s reply. 

It is the responsibility of the artist to present a product that the consuming public wants to buy. 

That’s the main thing, and the hardest part. Galleries in Santa Fe go out of business every week 

because they are trying to sell something that they like personally. It’s a fast poison.  

  

It’s OK for an artist to have romantic notions in his studio about who he is but lets face it, an 

artist is little more than a manufacturer in the business sense. Art is a commodity and should be 

treated as such, except when speaking with a client. 

  

One bad painting hanging with good ones ruins the whole show. Just do not show anything that 

is not your best work. 

  

It is the responsibility of the gallery to pull the public in to look at the art. It can be done by 

having a dynamic speaker talk for 15 minutes. (no longer) That speaker should be someone 

whose name will attract listeners and thus, expose them to the art. Ask Paul Hutton to talk about 

a subject related to your work. Johnny Boggs should be there with his titles for sale. 

  

And most important, someone must sell the art. Expensive things are rarely purchased – they are 

nearly always sold. There is a distinct difference. When I walk into a gallery and someone looks 

up from a computer and says, “Let me know if I can help you.” That means he doesn’t have time 

for me, so instead of spending $100,000 on a painting, I walk out, not wanting to interrupt a 

computer game. 

  

Selling means you need someone who is attractive, eloquent, enthusiastic, knowlegeable, and 

extroverted. That person is lacking at your gallery, which means you should bring someone with 

you, even if you have to hire that person for three hours from another gallery. 

  

The artist should try to meet people at his show but not be actively involved in selling until the 

deal is almost made. Then such comments as, “I think this is one of my best paintings,” “This is 

one of two paintings that my mother wanted to keep but I talked her into taking the other one 

because I needed this one to dress up my show,”  Joseph Sharp, when a buyer balked, would say, 

“How foolish of a man to wait, when once his chance is nigh, tomorrow may be too late, some 

other man may buy.” 

  

Soft western music in the background can add ambience, but softly. Mood is important. When 

someone wants to think about a painting, that means no, not maybe. 
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Lighting is critical. Your gallery murders paintings with light. Lights should be on reostats and 

turned down until the painting warms.  

  

Serve a drink that’s different. What about sarsaparilla? I’m serious, and make a big deal about 

how important it was in the 1850s. 

  

Put a few sold stickers on paintings you think won’t sell, or two that you don’t want to sell. Look 

successful. 

  

Do you know someone who will loan a CMR or Remington painting to hang with yours? 

  

Each painting should have it’s own focus, like it will be seen in someone’s home, not up near the 

ceiling. 

  

Don’t invite friends who you know will not buy a painting. They crowd buyers away from the 

walls. Invite those who will make you look important, even if you know they won’t buy. 

  

Talk to EVERY client. Talk about whether that’s a ’73 model Winchester or a 66 model. If there 

is history going on in the painting talk about it. 

  

Complement people who like your work. If someone has a “good eye” because they have one of 

your paintings, maybe they will have a better eye if they have two. Tell them that in a way that is 

not pushy. 

  

Ask a client to take one of your paintings home and hang it for a month on approval. See if it fits. 

If not, tell them you will send someone over to pick it up. Make sure he lights it properly. 

  

A client with two of your paintings is not a collector, but one with three is. Bring some small 

“thank-you, giveaway paintings,” to let your buyer know he is more than a sales slip to you. 

Giving costs you very little; not selling costs you plenty. 

  

Tell a buyer to pay your retail price and take it home for a year. After that he can bring it back 

for full refund. Worse case scenario is that you get to use his money for a year, and hopefully the 

painting will have appreciated. it so you win twice if he brings it back because you can go up 

25% and sell it again. 

  

When shipping a painting on approval don’t ever use a box wherein the painting can be returned. 

If the guy doesn’t want your painting make him go get his own crate. Sometimes they will keep 

the painting instead. It’s a percentage. 

  

I could go on but I think I sold myself one of your paintings so I am headed to the gallery so I 

can pick the best one. f 

————– 
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Forrest Gets Mail 6 
 

Forrest Gets Crazy Mail… 

_________________________________________ 

A NEW EVENT…A RAFFLE TO RAISE 

MONEY FOR RENELLE’S CANCER 

TREATMENTS 

 

CLICK ON THE IMAGE ABOVE TO FIND 

OUT MORE 

  

______________________________________________ 

https://dalneitzel.com/2013/12/15/forrest-gets-crazy_mail/
http://www.lummifilm.com/cancer/
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This is the sixth installment of the ways in which searchers…and others…communicate with 

Forrest and visa versa. You may have read one or two of these elsewhere. I think there is 

useful information in these notes… 

As in the previous email pages, the notes both to and from Forrest have sometimes been edited 

for brevity’s sake. Names have been changed, but the humor and confusion have been left 

intact… 

How would you like to receive a few hundred of these in a day?… 

————— 

Mr Fenn 

We r in Santa Fe  and must see u today. I need to tell u where it is so u can get for me. We 

respect you and your property. What do we do now? 

Anxiously waiting 

Dear Anxious- 

You go get the treasure yourself and buy Arkansas with the money. Is there some way I can 

assist you? ff 

—————————— 

Forrest 

The fact that you are writting so many books and selling them for so much 

makes your whole story a lot less believable… You’ve made more money 

teasing people with this story then the treasure is actually worth. I feel 

like if it was real you’d drop it and move on. 

Oscar 

Oscar 

Now I remember why I didn’t ask you for an opinion. Guess I got it anyway didn’t I? ff 

——————————————— 

Hello Forrest 

May I ask – is it still true that now, even with searcher numbers doubling in the last year, you 

still don’t know of anyone who has solved beyond the first two clues? 

Emily 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/5508322453_46e1f571c9_o.jpg
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Dear Emily 

Searchers continue to figure the first two clues and others arrive there and don’t understand the 

significance of where they are. f 

——————————————————————— 

Dear Forrest, 

Well no luck on that this weekend. I really cant do much on icy ground though. The area was 

gated closed so my hubby went in alone. While he was out looking he got stalked by a mountain 

lion. In the daytime, how unusual. Must mean there isnt alot of game around? Now we 

understand the forest services need to post info on mountain lions in that area. 

Geri 

Glad you are not giving up Geri. I have a plan that will re-introduce grizzlies in New Mexico 

They will help keep the mountain lion population in check so you won’t have to worry when you 

search. f 

————————————————————— 

Hello Mr. Fenn 

I wish to visit the Yellowstone area this spring and view the wild flowers, but my dilema is this, I 

wish to view the Shooting star in bloom at an elevation of 9,000 feet or a bit more. I have done 

what I can to learn everthing about the purple and yellow flower, consulting botanist at Montana 

university … the web… ect… and I know the blooming of this flower is dictated by weather,, an 

early spring or late… elevations.. ect….And I only have a few weeks a year for vacations and I 

have to pick soon. So out of all my research regarding this flower, I am thinking the second and 

third week of June 2014. What I am asking is your honest opinion…. Do you think this is too 

soon or too late to see this flower at that high elevation, Sincerely 

Phillip 

Phillip 

We always called the Shooting Star plant Mosquito bite because it looked like a mosquito’s 

head. I think the first week in June may be too early to view the plant. I have seen them in 

Yellowstone blooming below 7,000 feet. They seem to like the north side of a mountain where 

the soil is a little damper. You can spot the plant from a distance when it is in bloom and 

evidently the animals don’t eat it but I am not sure. Good luck to you on that one. ff 

———————————————————————— 

Forrest- 

There is a guy on Dal’s blog that says he is going to Terre Haute, IN to look for the treasure 

because it’s 300 miles west of Toledo and because he thinks you like b-ball and Larry Bird. 

Beaker 

Beaker 

That’s true so what’s the problem? ff 
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————————————————————————————— 

Forrest 

There’ll be no paddle up your fluorspar. This could be your last chance to email me back. 

You rock 

Arti 

Arti- 

Why should I email you back, and why should it be my last chance? Are you sick, standing in 

the middle of I-25, or on death row? ff 

—————————————————————— 

Mr. Fenn, 

I accidently spilt my water color brush jar today. Good thing I had you book right there to mop it 

up. I have been using it to store my sandpaper in my garage, Its getting pretty dusty out there. 

Especially since the cat litter is out there. I didn’t have any more kitty litter liners, but that dust 

jacket on that book of yours came in pretty handy. Our front door threshold is a little uneven so I 

took your other book and shoved it under the welcome mat so now its little more level. 

Sometimes it slides out of place a little and you got to kick it. I think a dog might of peed on it a 

little. I am sure it will all buff out with a little JB Weld and 40 grit sandpaper. I could probaly 

just buff it out with a rock or somethin. 

—————————————————————————— 

Forrest 

This is probably gonna sound like a strange question…but do you, by any 

chance, like almond joy candy bars? 

Louise 

Louise 

Yes, why do you ask? ff 

————————————————————— 

Hello Forrest 

l’m still enjoying thinking about your treasure poem, especially after watching your performance 

at Moby Dickens. 

Would you be so kind as to answer a question that has been niggling me – it’s to do with the ball 

of string.  As an engineer I can’t help doing a quick calculation when I see something like this, 

and my ball-park figure says that on average you had to collect about 40′ of string per day to 

make your ball in a year or so.  Is it that: 

a. You really managed to find that much string? 
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b. You were exaggerating about the size of the ball? 

c. My maths is wrong and I should hang my head in shame? 

d.  Unlike the ball of string, you are winding us up? 

Keith 

Keith 

When I was a kid string went a lot further than it does today. ff 

————————————— 

Hi Forrest, 

I saw an excerpt from your Oct 22 event at the bookstore where you mentioned again that the 

furthest people have gotten was only figuring out the first 2 clues.  I had sent you an email after 

my 7th trip to Montana from Connecticut a few days before the event outlining my solution 

which led me  xxxxxx   where I planned to continue my search in the spring.  Obviously if you 

said you know of only the first 2 clues being solved then all of the people who emailed you their 

solutions, including me, should start looking elsewhere.  Before I give up my solution, I just 

wanted to confirm that you do in fact read every email even if you don’t respond. 

Rod 

Rod, 

I read all emails unless they are too long, unsigned, or ask for an advantage or confirmation. 

  

Those who have solved the first two clues are not aware that they did, so I don’t see that as 

useful information for anyone. I will not comment on any solutions that are sent to me by email. 

Good luck sir. f 

———————————————————— 

Forrest 

I finally got to read the True West story. Boggs did a great job… 

Billy 

Billy 

I was on Denise Plant’s radio show in Denver this morning for 6 minutes and on KSFR in SF for 

30. The latter was fun and it was a fund raiser for them. They sold lunches with me in a raffle for 

$25 a shot. A cute little brunette sitting in the back receiving call-ins said she gave her check and 

hoped she won the raffle. When I was leaving I gave her two hundred bucks to buy 8 more raffle 

tickets. f 

———————————— 
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Forrest Gets Mail 7 

 
This is the seventh installment of the ways in which searchers…and others…communicate 

with Forrest and visa versa. You may have read one or two of these elsewhere. I think there is 

useful information in these notes… 

As in the previous email pages, the notes both to and from Forrest have sometimes been edited 

for brevity’s sake. Names have been changed, but the humor and confusion have been left 

intact… 

How would you like to receive a few hundred of these in a day?… 

————— 

FORREST 

Will you talk to someone that solved your poem before they go get it.And by talk I mean explain 

why there but they would tell you where since your memory is fading Forrest Fenn 

My memory is fading so fast I don’t remember what you said. Can you tell me again please. f 

  

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

How are you Sir? My adventure to seek the hidden treasure will begin very soon. Before I begin 

my adventure, I have two questions for you. How will the location of the treasure chest remain a 

secret if it’s also your final resting place? One cannot take one to the resting place if one has 

passed. Can one find the general location of the treasure just by studying the poem and reading 

your books without ever been to the Rocky’s? 

Looking forward to your wise response. Thank you. 

You underestimate me sir. f 

  

Can I email you where treasure is? I know. 

Yes, but why don’t you just go get it and then we can talk? f 

https://dalneitzel.com/2015/05/06/mail07/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/5508322453_46e1f571c9_o.jpg
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Forrest, 

How often do you check it?   I’ll be going to the destination to claim the elusive prize on 

Wednesday.  I’m leaving here in the morning and should be there before sunset.  Please be sure 

to check your mail before retiring for the night on Wednesday. Please mark my words.  On 

Wednesday everyone can cease their searches.  It will be done. 

How fast do you plan to drive sir? Please fasten your seatbelt securely. f 

  

Forrest, 

My brother and I have recently begun our search for your treasure. We 

believe we know where it is, but we are nervous to look as we believe it 

would be illegal to dig here. Im assuming that might be why its no place for 

the meak      What would you say if we said it was buried somewhere under this 

square of dirt?: 

I wouldn’t say anything Mitch. f 

  

(This response from Forrest was to a woman who planned to ask me to accompany her on her 

search in bear country.) 

If you want Dal to accompany you on your search in griz country you should contact him 

directly. But beware for three reasons: 

1.   He’s a coward when it comes to sacrificing his life for two beautiful women. 

2.   He suffers from grizzlitis, which is incurable. 

3.   He can out run you. 

Good luck in the hunt. f 

  

I will find your treasure or die trying. 

Where would you like me to send flowers? f 

  

Forrest, 

If I might be so bold as to humbly implore your aid.  I am pursuing direction with regard to a 

certain work.  If  you would be able to assist, guide, or direct me with the following question, I 

would be forever temporally grateful. 
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Question: When the “Sun” and the “Moon” are in their prime, does one join them in the “secret 

fire of the sages” or under the external influence of Vulcan? 

Thank you for being forever temporally grateful. Both the sun and moon are past their prime so I 

think your soomonna should be allocated with mykanther riggens to effect maximum alkabate, 

otherwise the third sedentary might implure your aggrabate. What do you think? f 

  

I would like to know how you came into your wealth, and how you find the 

time to write books. People’s stories are always interesting and inspiring 

to me, and I’d very much like to hear your story – provided you have time to 

share it with me! 

I was successful because I took the time to sit down for a few minutes each day and think. Try 

that and see if it will work for you. f 

  

(This is a question from a TV reporter who’s story already aired. The day after it’s airing she 

followed up with an important question about information she got wrong in the story.} 

I should have asked yesterday: have you said the treasure is buried in New Mexico? 

I have never said the treasure was buried, I said it was hidden, I didn’t want to give that as a clue. 

I have not said it was in New Mexico. I only said it was in the Rocky Mountains north of Santa 

Fe.  f 

  

I am a very meek person not to mention out of shape. I will always muster all the strenght and 

courage I have in order to go in there. to be honest I am scared to death. But it is part of the 

solution so I have no choice but to do it to get your treasure chest. 

Please don’t look for the treasure in a place where a 79 or 80 year old man could not have hidden 

it. Be safe please. f 

  

sr if it wouldn’t be to much to ask could you tell me what month you hid it so when I go the 

water is gone thank you for your time 

I don’t remember what year it was, much less the month. Sorry. f 

 I Solved the riddle,  And do not know whom to contact. 

Contact your banker and the IRS. f 
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Forrest Gets Mail 8 

 
In this email from Forrest to a fact-checker for a Outside Magazine, Forrest answers some 

questions you may have been wondering about yourself. The story is in the September 2015 

issue and not all these “facts” made it into the final story. You can find the finished story by 

Peter Frick-Wright on the Media Coverage Page of this blog. 

————— 

How old were you when you were a fly-fishing guide? Where was that? 

I was about 13 and it was in and around Yellowstone Park. 

How old will you be on August 15? What year were you born? 

I will be 85 on August 22, 2015. I was born in 1930. 

How old were you and what year did you join the Air Force? 

I was 20 and I joined the AF on 6 Sept. 1950. 

What happened the second time you were shot down in Vietnam? How were you rescued? 

I ejected from my burning F-100 near the DMZ in Laos. I was rescued by a helicopter the next 

day, which was 21 Dec. 1968. 

When were you discharged from the Air Force, and when did you move to Santa Fe? 

I retired from the AF at the end of September 1970 and moved to Santa Fe in the summer of 

1972. 

When and how did your father pass away? 

My father had terminal pancreas cancer and was given 6 months to live. He refused to take any 

pills for pain, and eighteen months later he took 50 sleeping pills. He died on 8 Feb, 1987. 

Can you explain your first plan for the treasure, before your cancer went into remission? How 

did your disease impact the plan for the treasure? And why and when did you start it up again? 

I don’t know what you mean by “first plan.” When I was told that I had a 20% chance of living 3 

years I decided to take some of my things with me. My plan was to let my body go back to the 

earth at the place where I hid the treasure. When my cancer went into remission I decided to hide 

the treasure anyway. 

https://dalneitzel.com/2015/08/16/forrest-gets-mail-8/
https://dalneitzel.com/2013/03/17/media-coverage/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/5508322453_46e1f571c9_o.jpg
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How many people would you estimate have gone out looking for the treasure? 

Based on the number of emails I have received I estimate that by the end of this summer 

(summer of 2015) 100,000 people will have been out searching. 

Have you narrowed the search area for the treasure? 

Yes, I said the treasure is hidden in the Rocky Mountains at least 8 miles north of Santa Fe, 

excluding Utah, Idaho, and Canada. I have said it is above 5000’ and below 10,200. 

You told P* that, considering some of the lengths people have gone searching for the treasure, 

your story has turned into a monster. 

I did not expect the story to get as big as it has, nor did I expect a few searchers to go to such 

great lengths in the hunt. 

You’ve said repeatedly that the treasure isn’t in a dangerous place, and searchers shouldn’t look 

anywhere you couldn’t have gone. 

That is true. There is no percentage in searching where a 79, or 80 year old man could not carry 

the treasure. 
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Forrest Gets Mail 9 

 
In this email from Forrest to a journalist in Italy, Forrest answers some questions you may 

have been wondering about yourself.  

————— 

Are there signs that people are getting closer to solving your puzzle?  How many clues have 

people solved now? 

Searchers have come within about 200 feet. Some may have solved the first four clues, but I am 

not certain. 

You have told people to stay at home unless they have solved the first clue. 

If you don’t know where you are going any trail will take you there. 

Do expect that people will somehow *know* for sure once they have found the first clue? 

No, many people have found the first clue but they didn’t know it. Until someone finds  the 

treasure they will not know for sure that they have discovered the first clue. 

Or they might have found it without realizing it? 

Yes 

Is it an advantage to buy The Thrill of the Chase and Too Far to Walk? 

There are hints in my TTOTC book that can help solve the clues in the poem. 

We don’t have sagebrush here.  Is it a nice smell or a strange smell?  Does it smell like the herb?  

Sagebrush has a nice aroma that lasts a long time if you take a cutting home and let it dry. I used 

to put twigs in letters to clients hoping the smell will remind them, and lure them back to my art 

gallery. Please tell Italy hello. I love your country and its people. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/5508322453_46e1f571c9_o.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 10 

 
Forrest answering questions in email from a journalist in Arizona. You may have heard some 

or all of these Q/A before…but worth repeating. 

————— 

Why did you hide a treasure?  

You need to read my Thrill of the Chase book wherein that question is answered in some detail 

What’s in this treasure box?  

That question is also answered in my book, but the quick answer is: 265 gold coins, mostly 

American double eagles and eagles. Hundreds of gold nuggets, two the size of hen eggs, 

hundreds of rubies, 8 emeralds, 2 Ceylon sapphires, many diamonds, 2 ancient Chinese jade 

carvings, a 2,000 year old Sinu and Tairona necklace, Pre-Columbian gold bracelets and fetishes, 

and more. 

Do you believe the treasure it still buried or have any of the people who claim to have found it 

actually found it?  

I have never said it was buried. I said it was hidden. Many have claimed to have found it, but 

none could provide evidence. It is still hidden. 

Of course, he (my editor) has no idea that no one — besides you, I guess — knows where the 

treasure is. It is not that easy.  

It is not easy, but it is not impossible. 

Having said that, if you were me — an enterprising reporter interested in following a trail to your 

treasure — where would you suggest I go?  

I suggest you go to my poem in the book and read it a few times. All of the necessary clues are 

there. 

Is this hidden spot near your home?  

https://dalneitzel.com/2016/07/05/forrest-gets-mail-10/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/5508322453_46e1f571c9_o.jpg
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I don’t know how close near is. To an ant a mud puddle can be an ocean. 

Is it in New Mexico, even?  

Not talking about that. 

Is it dangerous for a hiker to set out looking for the treasure alone?  

A hiker should never go into the mountains or the wilderness alone. It is not in a treacherous 

place. 
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Forrest Gets Mail 11 

 

 Mr. Fenn, 

I am a professional poker player living in Las Vegas… im 44 years old and I came to Vegas 

when I was 19 to pursue a career  in playing Blackjack… (not such a good idea btw) and have 

been here ever since. I received your book for Christmas (never heard about your story) and I 

will be trading in gambling on cards for gambling in the wilderness. Should be fun. 

I recently purchased 10 books and have decided I need 10 partners and figured the best way to 

find 10 people I can trust* was to send it off to 10 inmates serving life sentences… figured they 

have the time and won’t be looking themselves             . 

I chose 9 men and 1 woman. I’m thinking my best shot is the Unibomer Ted Kaczynski.. as he is 

a pretty brilliant guy and also lived in Montana for a number of years… I have 1 question, Has 

anyone ever told you they were doing this also? 

Hope this finds you well, 

Brett 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2017/01/10/forrest-gets-mail-11/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/01/vegas.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 12 

 

Hello Mr. Fenn! 

My name’s Kenda.  Had a strange thing happen the other day –involves you oddly enough 

I watched Destination Unknown “Finding Fenn’s Treasure” on 1/13, Friday evening 

I’m a paranormal researcher, I record ghost voices…  been doing it on a regular basis for 10 years now. 

Saturday morning -5 am EST, (3 am your time)  I did a recording session.   A voice that sounds an awful 

lot like you is speaking on it.   It’s not unusual for sleeping people to show up on recording, happens 

pretty regularly…no rhyme or reason to it actually. 

Here’s what “sleeping you” said, “IT’S A GREAT DISAPPOINTMENT TO ME THAT MY OWN 

FAMILY HAVEN’T FOUND IT.” 

“TAOS…  IT WOULD BE BALD WITHOUT THIS”    “DON’T YOU KIDS READ?” 

Now, I don’t speak at all during the “answer” parts of the recording, only when asking questions. 

Vocally, I’m 99.999% sure it’s you; got the accent, cadence, everything! 

Just thought you might find it interesting  –I definitely do 

I did a video of it if you’d like to hear it —  (incidentally, I was asking about the existence of Bigfoot at 

the time –“You” suggested I STOP asking about it considering  “THEY COULD BE FROM THE 

PRIMATE FAMILY” ) 

Sincerely, 

Kendra 

Here’s the link to the video… 

FORREST FENN (Pure EVP) Sleeping Forrest Messages 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2017/01/21/forrest-gets-mail-12/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VSWmJdO1LnY
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/01/bf.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 13 
Forrest Gets Mail From a Middle School Class 

 

 Thank you Karen, 

I will try to answer the questions for your students. I received about 30 emails and was a little 

overwhelmed. That’s why I didn’t respond to more than I did. My answers follow the student’s 

questions and are in bold type. 

I can see by the first question that your students probably are not asking what they want 

answered. I will answer the questions as presented and not judge them. I will also leave your 

students with a poem. It is not a reflection on anyone, or the questions, but something for them to 

think about. 

Today as I went up the stair, I met a man who wasn’t there. He wasn’t there again today, oh how 

I wish he’d go away. 

 Can you describe the first and last time you visited your secret fishing spot? 

Yes, I went in my car both times and the sun was shining. 

Also you said gold. In the canyon we are guessing the sunset make the rock look like gold is this 

significant to the place where you hid the treasure. 

I am sure the rock would think so. 

Does the 4 line in each stanza have a significance to when you hid the treasure. 

No 

Would you please give us a list of all your friends/superiors in the Vietnam war? 

There are several hundred. Would you like the names alphabetical? 

Could you also tell was time of year you hid the treasure? 

Yes, it was summer. 

We have a guess about where the treasure is hidden, and we were wondering if you could give us 

some feedback on it. 

Yes, I think I could. 

https://dalneitzel.com/2017/02/08/forrest-gets-mail-13/
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We believe that the treasure is hidden near agua fria peak, New Mexico. 

I think that is very interesting. 

Our group also thinks if it is not hidden there, then it might be hidden some where near Cimarron 

canyon. 

The canyon is very long so if you go searching there please be prepared. 

Our final guess is that the treasure may be along road 156 in Wyoming. Thank you for taking 

time out of your day to help us in our class! 

You cannot solve the problem by starting in the middle of the poem. You should start with the 

first clue and then solve the other eight in order. 

What is your favorite thing about the place where you hid the treasure? 

It is in a place that is dear to me. 

When was the first time you went to the place where you hid the treasure? 

I don’t want to answer that question. It is more of a clue than I want to give. 

What is your favorite outside activity? 

Fishing 

When was the last time you went to the place with the treasure was hidden? 

A few years ago. 

Did you name the poem The Thrill of the Chase? 

No. I forgot to name it. 

Were you close to your father? 

I think I was closer in my memory of him than in practice. 

Does Bighorn Canyon,WY ring any bells in your past? 

Or does Black Canyon,CO ring any bells? 

What do you mean by “ringing bells” 

What is the emphasis of “where warm waters halt”? 

I don’t understand the question. 

What does “warm” mean to you? 

It means being comfortable. 

Where did you mostly go during your lifetime? 

Europe, Asia, South America, and the United States. 

When did you find this spot to bury the treasure like year? 

I have not said that I buried it, and I don’t want to reveal when I discovered the spot. It is too 

much of a clue. 
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Does a blaze mean the treasure? 

Not in my dictionary. 

Why did you hide the treasure where you hid it? 

I love the way you worded that question. I think you are going to be a science fiction writer. The 

answer is in my book, TTOTC. 

What inspired your passion for art? 

I have no passion for art. It was only a business to me. 

Who was your biggest influence growing up? 

My father and my football coach. 

Why did you choose the specific riches in the treasure? 

Because I needed them to put in the treasure chest. 

Have you ever revisited the place you hid it? 

No 

How did the Vietnam War affect you? 

It made me more forgiving, more considerate, and more aware that we need to leave other people 

alone. 

What time of year did you hid the treasure? 

Summer 

Is there is specific reason that halt and walk are the only words that do not follow the  rhyme 

scheme? 

Yes, I was limited by my ability. 

What is your favorite place to be? or river? 

In my home in Santa Fe. 

Where was your favorite place? Why? 

Why don’t you ask me how deep is a hole? I cannot single out one to be my favorite. 

Why did you marry? 

Because I was able to find a woman who was much better than me, and then spent 63 years 

hoping she wouldn’t find out. 

What is “too far to walk” to you? 

It is the name of a book I wrote. 

Who were your partners in the Air Force? 

I had no partners sir. 
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When you wrote the poem, were you thinking about fishing 

No, I was thinking about the poem. 

What was your favorite Hike/Trail Yellowstone.? 

Trails are not favorites of mine. I always hiked off trails. Why go where everyone else had gone. 

The rangers didn’t like that, but I did and I was the one doing it. Do you see my logic?  

Did it lead to the top of a waterfall? 

Some did but most didn’t. 

Where did you catch the Fish that you still have a memory. 

In Alaska.  

If so, why do you remember that memory? 

Because a 900 pound bear also wanted it. Guess who won? 

What type of fish did you like fishing for? 

Trout, bass, perch and catfish. 

What Is Blaze? 

Anything that stands out. 

How hard was it to write the poem and not give the location away? 

It was not hard at all. I just had to stay focused. 

In the poem, Thrill of The Chase when you talk about “Not far, but too far to walk” and “Take it 

in the canyon down,” is it referring to a waterfall. 

You guys seem to be hung up on waterfalls. Don’t try to change my poem to fit your ideas. 

We were also wondering if you could tell us anything about “The home of the Brown. 

No 

“Do you “check” on the treasure every once in awhile to see if it is still in tact. 

Do you mean as opposed to being torn apart? I feel sure it is still intact. 

And does anyone know for sure where it is, for example, your wife, or closest friend? 

No one knows where it is but me. 

We are looking into places in New Mexico and we are curious if we are in the right direction. 

Go back to the poem and start with the first clue. 

When was the last time you have been to where the treasure is hidden? 

A few years ago. 
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Forrest Gets Mail 14 

I love emails like this one from Diane. Makes me wish I could go back to the starting place and 

experience all of the things I might have done, but didn’t. 

 
I have a technicolor picture of me running through the brambles with Diane. 

It is comforting that the treasures chest thread has brought so many of us together in a kindred 

way. I feel like I know that girl who played with hobos. f 

————————————————————— 

Forrest- 

My grandfather was a train engineer.  He used to do a big train whistle out of town so my 

grandmother could hear to let him know he was on the way, and she’d tell me to take off 

running. I would run like the dickens through the bramble, and meet his train on the edge of 

Lewistown, Mt., and he would stop it to a complete halt, then let me on, and I got to drive the 

train all the way through Lewistown, Mt., then I would hop off, with the train building steam and 

run back to grandma’s house.  Never fell once.  I remember the train would slow down slow, 

then come to a complete halt like how I think warm waters halt. 

One of my favorite things to do is go in to town and have lunch with the “young hobos” who hop 

the trains out of Colorado Springs.  My Sunday hobo church.  They grab food from people 

coming out of the cafes and eat it up like morsels form heaven.  Took me only a day to adjust to 

their routine.  They are brilliant poets, just like Forrest.  A few are banjo players, and they are 

peaceful, but not for the meek.  They are totally free to ride the rails to the next adventure, and I 

live vicariously through them, as I also love the rails. 

I’m new to the chase, and am having fun studying my stacks of maps, and the poem, and I giggle 

a lot when I wonder- “What would Bubba do?” 

Diane 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2017/02/17/forrest-gets-mail-14/
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Forrest Gets Mail 15 

Forrest sent me this without a comment. 

What do you think?? 

 

  

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2017/02/20/forrest-gets-mail-15/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2017/02/imageemail-1.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 16 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

I have an 11 year old son named River. Last year sometime he said to me, “I wish there were still 

treasures left to find”. I found this to be a telling part of his personality. He wasn’t taking about 

money. He was talking about the adventure, the purpose, something bigger than himself. I agreed 

with him. I always wished I were Indiana Jones when I was little and that there were still 

mysteries to solve and adventures to be had, by normal people. That you didn’t have to be 

someone special or have special education to be able to go do this amazing thing. I had never 

heard of your treasure until today and I’ve spent all morning reading about it. 

 

Here is River, age two, teaching my brother to fly 

I’m home schooling my son this next year and your poem just became part of his curriculum. I 

believe this treasure is out there, but for me in just excited to have something for my mind to 

ruminate over. How fun. I don’t know about you or your life, but now I want my son and I to 

read your book together- to show him there are still treasures to be found and adventures to be 

had. Thank you for the chance you’ve given so many people for that. Is it true you can figure all 
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of this out remotely by looking on a map?? I wish I were more familiar with the terrain as I was 

born and raised in Alaska      

Anyhow, I hope this finds you in good health. I hope reading of others odyssey’s has brought 

you as much satisfaction as searching for it has brought them. 

I plan on studying your puzzle. Feel free to update me on any new clues haha! Maybe someday 

we will go rescue your box from its watery grave. Until then, thanks again for the adventure. 

Roxanne 
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Forrest Gets Mail 17 

Mr. Fenn, 

My students have a question for you. Since you have spent much time in the west around 

Yellowstone, do you have any personal experiences with cattle ranching and cattle drives? 

Franklin 

Franklin, 

Many years ago, my good friend J. Evetts Haley (the writer), invited me to help him brand calves 

on his ranch in the panhandle of Texas. It was 103 degrees in August and they built a big fire to 

heat the branding irons. There was no cooling breeze. After the cowboys roped a calf, it was my 

job to run up and throw the poor thing on its side. I think every one of those critters kicked me in 

the nose. After the branding, the calf jumped up and ran off, and I had to do it all over again. 

That day was so hot and sweaty I lost 6 pounds. All of my aspirations for being a rancher were 

used up that day and I never wanted to see a branding iron again. Please tell your students to 

study hard so they don’t have to grow up to be a cowboy. f 
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Forrest Gets Mail 18 

hi Forrest, ran across an old article, about the death of 

Lt. Col. John H.I. Morse Sr., the article mentioned 

your call sign, was that chosen by you or the 

military and what was it for 

thanks M 

( Article is HERE ) 

———————- 

Mary, thanks for the email about L/C John Morse and Litter 81. To answer your question: 

Litter was the call sign of the 308th Fighter Squadron at Tuy Hoa, South Vietnam. The 8 

indicated that it was the 8th  combat mission of the day for that squadron. The 1 meant that I was 

leading the flight of F-100s. My wingmen were Litter 82, 3, and 4. Anyone hearing those call 

signs on the radio knew where the planes were from and could easily find out who was flying 

them. 

The aircraft I ejected from on that day (20 Dec, 1968) was an F-100D, #647. The 

maintenance  crew called it the “Hanger Queen,” because it was nearly always broken. 

Thanks for the info about L/C Morse. I met him just that one time when his helicopter hoisted 

me out of the jungle in Laos. You don’t forget guys like that. it would be nice to know where 

Charlie Morse is now. I would like to talk with him. f 

  

https://www.daytondailynews.com/news/local/helicopter-commander-vietnam-dies/M5vTTxWau9Rj3PNmJG5REI/
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Forrest Gets Mail 19 

“The virtue lies in the struggle, not in the prize.” 

Richard Monckton Milnes 

The treasure chest is still out there waiting to be found. It is not easy to 

find, but the fortunate bi-products of searching seem to come from all 

directions. f 

—————————— 

Dear Mr Fenn, 

I have found your treasure. Not the treasure that you hid but the treasure I 

found is worth much much more. Let me explain, many years ago I was going 

through some tough times; struggling through college, 3 jobs and barely 

making it. I made a tough decision back then to give up a baby for adoption 

to a lovely couple. The time flew by, as it always does, and 18 years later 

I received a message on Facebook from a young man stating that I’m his 

biological father and that he would like to meet me. After having a lifetime 

of doubts as to if I did the right thing by giving up my child for adoption, 

he turned out to be an amazing young man. We finally met and it was 

wonderful. One evening he called and mentioned your hidden treasure. We 

talked about it quite a bit. We finally made the trip out west and spent an 

entire week getting to know each other and looking for the treasure. Every 

night we would talk about how we would spend the money if we found it. It 

was the best week of my life. We found the treasure mr Fenn. Only it wasn’t 

the one you hid. This one is worth far more than anything in your chest. 

It’s getting to spend the rest of my life with my son. We are planning 

another week now to go and look for your treasure again and I can’t wait. 

Thank you Mr Fenn. 

Sincerely 

David L 
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Forrest Gets Mail 20 

 

Mr. Fenn, 

I have thoroughly enjoyed the treasures of your stories, and thank you for sharing them. I am 

blind, and my friends tell me that Ray Charles and I “look alike”. I am pretty suspicious of their 

use of those words. 

My computer can read me your book as I turn the pages, but only the text. I can not see any of 

the photos or non-text items. Does this hurt my chances of solving your poem in any way? 

If I should happen to come up with some sort of solution, I have people that can take me. I may 

even pretend to solve it just have an excuse to smell the waters you mention and feel the grasses 

and rocks under my feet. 

I am already richer for having experienced your guided tour of your travels through life. 

Thank you, 

Fred 

——————————— 

Well Fred, because you can’t look at a map you certainly are at a disadvantage. I know where the 

treasure is hidden, but if I were blind even I couldn’t go to that spot. Sorry. Thanks for listening 

to my book. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/04/fgmbl.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 21 

 

A dear friend sent me an email today to announce the birth of a grandchild. She sounded like she 

had just won the lotto. 

Here is part of that email. Maybe there will be a rush of treasure hunters across our northern 

border. What do you think? f 

 

Forrest, guess what…here in Canada someone heard your poem/treasure story and they formed a 

company that hid 3 treasures in 3 cities and wrote a poem for each city/treasure. One in 

Vancouver, British Columbia, one in Edmonton, Alberta and one in Calgary, Alberta. Each 

treasure chest is worth approximately $100,000. They had several writers/poets who wrote the 

clues for each of the three poems. They are selling the poems for each city, $25 each or $45 each 

with bonus clues. They were hoping that the sales for the poems would offset the initial treasures 

combined total of $300,000 in gold and silver Canadian coins. The poems were released on June 

1, 2019. As of June 2 the Edmonton treasure had been discovered. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/canada-map-vector.jpg
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I’d say they might should have just asked for your poem/clue writing abilities in order to elude 

their treasures searchers a touch longer. At least it got people out of there house for a day, 

perhaps the other two cities will be slightly more challenging but I believe neither will outlast 

yours!! 

Have a wonderful day, 

Nelika 
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Forrest Gets Mail 22 

 

This email came in today and I am posting it here with permission from the writer. How do you 

help someone who says they don’t need help, when you know they do? f 

Dear Forrest, 

I want to thank you for just being you. I am a single mom of 5 kids and I raised all my kids the 

hard way pay check to pay check. I never had money to send my kids to the activities that kids do 

baseball soccer football cheerleading that kind of stuff that you got to pay a lot of money for. So 

anyway I instead found ways to to keep my kids entertained. And that was bottle digging and the 

dig is easy but doing the research of a town to find where a privy to dig up the privy to find a 

bottles doing the history was the thrill for me and it taught my kids a lot of stuff about Maps and 

history of the town they lived in. I took them in the woods to teach them to mushroom hunt for 

morels. We all went camping fishing in our little town. I would maybe have 5 bucks for gas and 

we would go drive around Missouri and look for creeks to walk in to look for arrowheads or get 

fish put them in our homemade fish tank, And so this is how you help me my kids all grew up they 

are all out on their own all 5 and they are all doing good with life. No drugs no serious drinking 

you know they’re just normal kids all five. I don’t know how I got so lucky cuz some moms out 

there are dealing with having to raise their grandbaby cuz the kids are on drugs, sad. Well after all 

kids left I was alone I spent my whole life taking care of my kids and when the last one left I felt 

so alone. I was like making plans to just weather away and die because I had no kids to take care 

of anymore. And then you came along and your story. Well I am still a little too poor to afford 

your book but one day I will be able to and I’ll get to read your book I’m excited about that one 

day. Well I got to see a lot of it. Your book off of you tube…And your treasure hunt got me back 

into looking up history learning about the Indians and the brown trout how beautiful Yellowstone 

is I don’t get to see it in person but I do get to see it through other people’s cameras the GoPros 

whatever they use to film stuff. It got me out of feeling sorry for myself and getting back to living. 

And what you said about you can shut one door and open other, So once again I am living and that 

is why I felt the need to write you and thank you. I do love the Thrill of the chase I didn’t get to 

read your book but just the thrill of the chase of looking up history in finding something that’s 

never been found. I do know about your poem that you have no x letter in your poem and. X marks 

the spot..That is really neat. Your kewl. Take care and thanks for being you. 

Thunderose 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/key.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 23 

 

 

Johnny and Donna were fortunate enough to experience something very rare in the Rockies. I 

have spent a lot of time there and have never been so lucky, but maybe next time…f 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

We returned today from our most recent BOTG and wanted to tell you about a very exciting 

discovery.  While we were in the wood yesterday morning, Donna and I encountered a fully 

grown wolverine!  As a wildlife biologist/research scientist, I can assure you that this was an 

incredible experience…something that is too rare to even consider happening by chance 

alone.  The Chase put us in the right spot at the right time.  We will cherish  this MARVEL 

GAZE forever.  Donna found a newspaper article from last year that details the discovery of 

wolverines in the Wind River Range for the 1st time in over a century.  There is also a short 

video in the article.  Here’s the link; 

https://trib.com/outdoors/male-and-female-wolverines-documented-in-the-wind-river-

range/article_2e2cf7e2-a347-5fc0-a0e1-8b731be02514.html 

We anticipated being able to go straight to the spot that we’ve had an eye on since last summer 

to search for Indulgence.  Unfortunately, foot travel became too dangerous and we were forced 

to turn back after only getting 1/3 of the way across the raging flow.  We are planning to return 

as soon as conditions improve. 

Sincerely, 

Johnny & Donna 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/07/Wolverine.jpg
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Forrest Gets Mail 24 

 

Hello Mr Fenn, 

My oldest son and I who had a rocky relationship due to his choice of wives and her inability  to 

let me just be a grandparent which cut off communication, began communicating with me 

because of your poem . 

All excited with a “mom I’m obsessed by this”  we have begun communicating regularly about 

your poem and clues. 

In a nutshell Mr Fenn, you have reunited a mother and son.  And hopefully I’ll see my grandkids 

soon. 

I don’t anticipate a relationship with my daughter in law which is fine. Civility for the kids is my 

wish and we can on that. 

I really need to know if the treasure has been located. 

We can find other adventures now that we both know we truly love this sort of thing.  He never 

had any patience as a child or young man so his intentions on this I thought would be short lived. 

They are not.  He is really ready to go! 

Being of little means and less $$, my husband and I took in three grand daughters from our 

middle son who was an addict. I’m not ready to burn gas from Green Bay WI,  home of the 

frozen tundra to follow 9 clues to anything. 

Thus looking for you to be  honest and it will go no further if the chase must continue even if 

found for all your fans.   I’d prefer to bark up other trees is all if it has. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/wi.jpg
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You already have me my treasure with getting my son back. But he still wants to find yours. I’ll 

follow and lead to ends of the earth for him. Just not if the end of the road on this one is a wasted 

trip. 

Thank you for giving of yourself in a very stressful and sad point in your life. I took care of both 

of my parents as they took their last breaths from lung cancer. I understand the scary part and the 

can’t take it with you . All we leave here with is who we love and hopefully a piece of ourselves 

they hold onto. 

God bless, 

Joanie 

—————————— 

Joanie, 

As of this posting the treasure chest is still where I hid it. Good luck to you and your son. f 
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Forrest Gets Thankful Mail… 

Mr. Fenn, 

I just want to let you know what your chase has done for my son. He is almost 9 years old and 

has autism. He has never shown any real interest in doing things until he sound out about you 

treasure. He now loves to look for it where ever we are. 

It is one of the reason he has come out of his shell. He loves the idea of being a treasure hunter. 

We have made a few “real” trips out west to look for it, but whenever we go camping even here 

in Michigan, he wants to see if he can find it. 

We went to Iceland for a camping trip on spring break this year and had to spend some time 

looking for your box there. That trip would not have been possible if he had not learned how to 

camp to find the treasure (we did not find it in Iceland). 

The quest has help him see the natural world and enjoy the outdoors, and we are trying to 

encourage it build on that foundation. 

I have wanted to sent this for awhile, but have not gotten around to it. 

Thank you for helping my son and me, 

Thankful parents 
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Forrest Gets Engaging Mail… 

Howdy Forrest! 

Just wanted to let you know you took part in my engagement last year! 

Recently, my girlfriend and I took a train from Boston out to New Mexico and then up to 

Wyoming to treasure hunt in northern Wyoming over the last week.  We were heading up 

towards Jackson, but due to the forest fire, we stuck around in Pinedale, WY. 

So under the guise that we were looking for your treasure (I wish we had found that also) I 

buried a box of my own right along Fremont Lake, WY. 

She found it the next day, and in the bottom of the box was an engagement ring.  She loved it, 

and the adventure as well.  So thanks for helping in setting it up! 

Great adventure, 

Jeff 

https://youtu.be/XeoZl5VVk9o 

  

https://youtu.be/XeoZl5VVk9o
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Forrest Gets Motivational Mail… 

Dear Forrest, 

I wanted to just say thank you for the weight loss.  I am preparing for my 

4th treasure hunting expedition and in preparation decided I needed to lose 

some weight.  I set a goal of 35 pounds for my trip in August.  I started in 

February and have lost 29 pounds.  I have 6 more pounds to go to reach my 

goal. 

My wife said even if I don’t find the treasure she thanks you for the 

motivation to get into better shape and lose weight! 

Thanks Again! 

Vinson Myers 
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Forrest Gets Lifesaving Mail… 

Dear sir, 

I have seen in recent articles that you are getting a lot of pressure to end the search for your 

hidden treasure. I would be lying if I said that this email is not an attempt to dissuade you from 

ending the treasure hunt. I will keep it short, but I would like to tell you how your treasure hunt 

saved my life. 

To make a long story very short, due to a failed marriage and some other life events I was on the 

verge of committing suicide. To put it simply the thrill of the chase saved my life. I learned of 

the treasure, and searching for it gave me a reason to keep on going. Thank you. I haven’t found 

it, and probably never will, but I have something to strive for at least. 

Full disclosure, as I stated above the purpose of this email is to weigh in on whether the Chase 

should continue. Not that my opinion matters but since I’m writing this anyway I might as well 

share it. 

You have stated very clearly multiple times not to look for the treasure anywhere a 80 year old 

man could not go, or where a 87 year old man could not go back to. You have also said not to go 

alone. Some people for whatever reason choose to disregard both of these. That is 199% their 

own fault, and the only reason I can think of to go alone is because a person is greedy and does 

not want to share. There are more than enough people in the community of searchers that it is 

easy to get online and find a group to go searching with( as I have done multiple times). 

Just my two cents. 

Thank you! 

Jon 
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Forrest Gets Relative Mail… 

Dear Forrest, 

I am writing you tonight wanting to thank you. I have just recently discovered your story about 

the hidden treasure and it brings me a sense of adventure and motivation. I love everything about 

it. The best thing though is its bringing together a once torn apart relationship with me and my 

mother back together again . So thank you for that . 

We recently had a birthday celebration for my nephew and she attended for the first time in a 

long time . We hadn’t talked very much over the years due to decisions and choices she choose 

to take when I was in my youth. Grudges and bad feeling and really just being stubborn I never 

made any attempt to reach out and make our relationship better. So sitting around the party I 

brought up your story and I promise for the next four hours we talked about what it would be like 

taking a trip and searching and the things we would see along the way and how much our lives 

would be so different if we were to ever find the treasure. 

In those brief hours talking about it for a moment I had forgotten all the bad things she had done 

the bad things I had said and it was just us again mom and son no worries in the world . We 

talked about it throughout the night and even into the next morning when she called me . I feel 

your story has gave us a starting over point in life with our relationship and I just want to thank 

you for that Mr. Fenn. 

  

Even if we never get to take a chance to search for your treasure you have helped me find mine 

again so thank you again. 

  

Stay young my friend,   Jack 
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Part 3: 

More Forrest Stuff 
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Forrest Makes Comment 
Forrest Comments on the Treasure Hunt 

Forrest released the following statement the day after a searcher was arrested for digging on 

public property while searching for Forrest’s treasure 

————————– 

This is going to get me in trouble but I have to say it. The following words have nothing to do 

with the treasure chest I hid, and they will give no hints or associations to its location. 

Searching for hidden treasures in the mountains is enjoyable. It brings families together, it 

promotes bonding and it gets kids off the streets, out of the game rooms and away from their 

texting machines. During rough economic times, it provides hopes and dreams where otherwise 

they might be lacking. It is both healthy and mind expanding. And it utilizes the great outside for 

the purpose it was intended. I have 14,442 emails that have told me those things. 

I am sorry that someone was arrested for digging a small hole in the ground. In the scope of 

world events, surely it should not have made the front page and NBC news. It is beyond me why 

anyone would want to prosecute that man. If I were his judge, I would fine him ten bucks and tell 

him not to do it again. What has happened to our basic senses? There are those who will tell me 

that I do not understand the problem, and they will be right, I don’t. 

Let us put things in perspective and look at them from a different slant. There are 654,885,389 

acres of land in the United States that are owned by the American people. That is what the 

federal government admits is “public property.” And the population of this great country is 

313,914,040. After doing the math I learn that my allotment is exactly 2.086 acres. 

Now, what if I wanted to secret a can of Dr. Pepper under a rock in the cooling waters of a 

rivulet somewhere in my allotted public acreage? If I did, I would not need to use all of my area, 

I would need just 7.5 fluid ounces and 90 calories of space. And I would still have about 2.08555 

acres remaining. Seems fair to me but would I have broken the law? Yes or No? If yes, then let 

us change the law because who knows where that nonsense could end. If no, then why are we 

getting so excited about the little things? 

Forrest Fenn 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/2013/04/05/forrest-comments-on-the-treasure-hunt/
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Happy Birthday Forrest 

Forrest is 83 today, August 22nd. 

He hasn’t changed much…same fair-haired boy…same cowlick…what do you think? 

Forrest and Skippy in their backyard, Temple, TX, 1932. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/08/ffsk.jpg
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Forrest and Cody’s ancestor just hangin around in Forrest’s office, Santa Fe, NM, 2013 
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Interpreting Clues 1 
Part one – What do those clues mean…? 

 

CAUTION: HERE BE IDEAS THAT NEVER WORKED- 

The usual response I get from folks when I talk about Forrest’s hidden treasure chest and show 

them his poem is, “What the heck does that poem mean?” 

This is usually followed by “I have no idea where to start. Where does warm water halt?” 

Then, when I tell them that Forrest has said that it is hidden in the mountains North of Santa Fe, 

they sort of implode. “That includes Canada,” they say. I agree and add that it also includes the 

Alps and even the Urals. 

This post is intended to help new folks get a handle on how to start thinking about where to 

look…and just as important..where not to look. Just remember these are my own stupid ideas and 

none of them have worked for me…yet! 

Forrest says that there are nine clues in his poem. I first read it in November of 2010. The same 

with his memoir “The Thrill of the Chase”. I worked all that winter trying to weave the hints 

from the poem and the information in the book together into a place where his treasure was 

hidden. 

First I had to make some assumptions about the kind of place where Forrest would hide his 

treasure. Some of these assumptions are based on information from his book. Others are my own 

ideas based on who I think Forrest is. Remember, these are just assumptions. Not fact. Nothing I 

know for certain. Just my own attempt to condense what I have learned about Forrest into 

information I can use to find the treasure. 

Here were my assumptions at the time about where the treasure is hidden: 

1. Special place to Forrest 

2. Trout related…probably a trout stream or near a trout stream 

https://dalneitzel.com/2011/09/04/part-one-what-do-those-clues-mean/
http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/book/9780967091785
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/headlineimage23.jpg


Page 804 
 

3. Beautiful place 

4. In the mountains North of Santa Fe 

5. In a place where it will stay for a thousand years if no one finds it 

6. Not on private or tribal land 

 

A great trout stream in the mountains... 

Okay, so I am looking for an attractive trout stream. I know it needs to be special to Forrest but 

there is no way I can gauge what “special to Forrest” really means because I don’t know how he 

thinks. But I believe that there is a more or less universal standard for beautiful and Forrest was a 

gallery owner and dealt with images of the west. His definition would probably not be too 

terribly far from my own. I don’t think he hid his treasure in a dump or an industrial area or off 

the side of the freeway. I believe its near a stream… a trout stream, and a pretty one. 

It also needs to be In the mountains. This is one of my first conundrums because what exactly 

determines if something is “in the mountains”? To me, all of northern New Mexico is in the 

mountains. But that does not mean Forrest believes the same. He could mean just the places 

higher than 8,000 feet. Because I don’t know what precise definition he uses I must accept the 

widest definition. In my home in western Washington State that would mean everything above 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/rriver01.jpg
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about 4,000 feet. In New Mexico, if I apply the same definition, it would mean the entire width 

of the state above Santa Fe…even Farmington. 

In all of North America this could mean anywhere in the Cascades, Rockies, Coast Range, 

Appalachians, Adirondaks and so forth. But from his book, Thrill of the Chase, I feel I can also 

eliminate places he doesn’t mention. Like the Adirondaks for instance. In fact, when I read the 

book there were only a few places that are North of Santa Fe where most of the stories take 

place. 

Even though folks tend to “give-up” when they read that Forrest hid his treasure “somewhere in 

the mountains North of Santa Fe”,  I don’t think its that intimidating.  Others feel that such an 

area is immense…too large to search…and it is. But I think I’m right when I say that you need to 

read his memoir and when you do you will see that there is no mention of Vancouver, BC or 

Portland, ME or Geneva, Switzerland. In my opinion you can rule those places out…and many 

more. 

My last assumption is that its in a place where it isn’t likely to be disturbed for awhile. So not a 

likely place for a tractor to be plowing or the gas company to be laying pipe or the highway 

department to build a bridge. 

Now I have an image of the place I am looking for. Its a pretty trout stream in a relatively remote 

location on public land….I hope… 

Next, I can start applying the hints in the poem and see where they lead… 

Oh…by the way..take everything I say with a grain of salt because even though I’ve looked in 

more than a dozen different places, I have not found it. I don’t think I’m any kind of an expert 

about finding this treasure. I’m just hoping to give folks who are confused about how to start, a 

bit of a push. 

Continued in Part Two. 

dal….. 

email me at: dal@lummifilm.com 

  

http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/book/9780967091785
mailto:dal@lummifilm.com
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Interpreting Clues 2 
Part two…Interpreting the clues… 

Sharing the poem with your friends can lead to a lot of questions. One I hear often is “Why is 

Brown capitalized?”. The short answer is. “Because Forrest wants it capitalized.” Its not a mistake. 

Its not an oversight. Of these things I am certain. Forrest told me that he wrote that poem years 

before he actually hid his treasure. He crafted the words over and over again. They are perfect. 

Given this, why does Brown need to be capitalized? Here are some ideas…just ideas…     A proper 

name…as in, “the Brown family” would certainly be capitalized. There are other instances of 

capitalization as well. For instance, “Brown salamander”. In this case Brown is not the color of 

the salamander but rather a common English name for a specific type of salamander. Those who 

study salamanders or who write about them,  generally capitalize the first descriptor.  There are 

other instances where Brown, as a specific descriptor, gets capitalized.  I don’t believe Forrest is 

suggesting that his chest is hidden near the home of Brown salamanders. But I do believe “Brown” 

is a descriptor and probably has nothing to do with the color “brown”. I’ll leave it to you to research 

other possibilities on Wikipedia or Google. Use your imagination. Don’t be limited by what you 

already know. Learn something as you investigate. Forrest wants us to do that. Perhaps because 

his dad was a school principal….and for goodness sake read his memoir where there are lots of 

hints to ideas conveyed in the poem. Finally, don’t forget that Forrest is a big fan of playing with 

the rules of punctuation…and possibly even capitalization…maybe the capital “B” means nothing 

and could have been a small “b” just the same. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/2011/09/04/part-one-what-do-those-clues-mean/
http://www.oldsantafetradingco.com/blog/expensive-memories/
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The toughest part is finding a place to begin… 

 

FORREST FENN’S POEM 

As I have gone alone in there 

And with my treasures bold, 

I can keep my secret where, 

And hint of riches new and old. 

Begin it where warm waters halt 

And take it in the canyon down, 

Not far, but too far to walk. 

Put in below the home of Brown. 

From there it’s no place for the meek, 

The end is ever drawing nigh; 

There’ll be no paddle up your creek, 

Just heavy loads and water high. 

If you’ve been wise and found the blaze, 

Look quickly down, your quest to cease, 

But tarry scant with marvel gaze, 

Just take the chest and go in peace. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/gorge03.jpg
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So why is it that I must go 

And leave my trove for all to seek? 

The answers I already know, 

I’ve done it tired and now I’m weak. 

So hear me all and listen good, 

Your effort will be worth the cold. 

If you are brave and in the wood 

I give you title to the gold. 

Lets go to the second verse of the poem and look at the line “Begin it where warm waters halt”. 

What could that mean? Just some possibilities to get you thinking: 

Where a hot spring enters a cooler mountain stream 

The last house with a hot water heater along a mountain stream 

Behind some sort of barrier that stops warm water from going further. 

I think there are other possibilities that you will find if you read Forrest’s memoir. 

But its an important idea to get right because its where you begin. 

Okay, what about a blaze? A blaze is a fire. Its also a trail marker. Sometimes its a trail itself. The 

Santa Fe Trail could be called a blaze. The person who first marked it out was a trailblazer who 

blazed the Santa Fe Trail. There are more contemporary meanings as well. Aren’t there several 

sports teams called the Trail Blazers. One is in Portland. Maybe the treasure is hidden there. (I 

would be very surprised). 

That last verse…what does “in the wood” mean? To me, as a kid that grew up in Michigan “in the 

wood” means “in the woods”. So I would expect there to be trees around. Others have suggested 

to me that it means something broader. It means “in the wild”. So it could be in anyplace outside 

of a human population center. Someone else suggested it could mean in a wooden box. That too 

could be possible. 

Now let me show you a set of applications that I used to find an area. I already thoroughly searched 

this area and all around it. I didn’t find a thing. But if you think this is the spot…go for it. If you 

find it there please tell me so I can cry myself to sleep. This was my first search area. My good 

friend Tom and I headed out to New Mexico in May of 2011. We knew precisely where we were 

headed because we had been researching and planning most of the winter. 

http://www.collectedworksbookstore.com/book/9780967091785
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Trail_blazing
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Portland_Trail_Blazers
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The gorge of the Rio Grande…very intimidating 

 
Begin it where warm waters halt 

This is the key line of the poem. If you  can find this place everything else will fall into place. I thought 

we had found it. To me this was the place where the glorious Rio Grande river begins its plunge into the 

gorge at about the New Mexico/Colorado border. The Rio Grande is the river in New Mexico. All others 

pale in comparison. If you talk river in NM you have to talk Rio Grande and the “gorge” is the place 

where that river really takes on it’s New Mexico flavor. I read in an essay written by Tony Hillerman (I 

think) that up to the gorge, the Rio Grande thru the San Juan Valley in Colorado is shallow and warm. 

But as it starts its plunge into the Wild Rivers area and the start of the gorge the river becomes cold. Cold 

enough to sustain a wonderful trout fishery. So this became my starting point…the place where warm 

water halts. 

And take it in the canyon down, 

This is obviously the gorge itself. An 800ft  deep canyon and wild as wild can be. 

Not far, but too far to walk. 

This means I travel down the canyon some distance that I (or Forrest) would not want to walk. 

Hopefully I can drive it. 

Put in below the home of Brown. 

To me the home of Brown had to be the home of Brown trout. About 12 miles down that gorge is 

where the Red River joins the Rio Grande and the Red River is a heralded Brown trout fishing 

stream. 12 miles is way farther than I would walk. So I would “put in” where the Red River ends 

at the Rio, which is below the home of Brown trout. 

From there it’s no place for the meek, 

The end is ever drawing nigh; 

There’ll be no paddle up your creek, 

Just heavy loads and water high. 

Access to this point is via one of several trails that plummet 800 feet into the gorge. The gorge 

itself is supposed to be home to snakes and polecats and all kinds of critters one would rather not 

put one’s finger in the mouth of. Its a steep trail… not for the meek. Once down there, the river is 

a torrent. I have heard more than a few stories about fishers who lost their footing in that gorge 

and were found drowned miles downstream. Experienced paddlers sometimes go down this 

ranting course of river but they cannot go up it…no paddle up your creek. Additionally, giant 

boulders broken off from the canyon rim above have landed in the cascade and over millennia 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/gorge01.jpg
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been sculpted to polished beauty. These giant beauties dot the river all thru the gorge…heavy 

loads. 

 
My friend Tom on the rim of the gorge in May of 2011… 

If you’ve been wise and found the blaze, 

Look quickly down, your quest to cease. 

This is the part of the search I could not do from the safety of my laptop. I had to go down into 

that gorge and look for a blaze. Tom and I descended. We scanned every tree and rock for miles 

up and down that gorge along both the Red and the Rio looking for a blaze…a mark..on a rock or 

tree or a signpost. After 3 days of searching….NADA…Nothing…no blaze. 

So this is where my search area fell apart. This is where I finally had to admit that I needed to 

move on to my next potential location. 

and on it goes… 

Please be aware that I am not suggesting that anything I say here will lead you to a chest full of 

gold. I am fully aware that I know very little about where Forrest could have hidden his treasure 

and further, my ideas are only as good as everyone else’s. I only wrote this blog because I want 

others to begin considering what that poem might mean and where the treasure could be. 

Someone will find it. Your ideas are just as valid as anyone elses. Go for it…and have lots of fun 

along the way… 

I had a gas in that gorge. It was nearly my ruination getting back up and out but it was a great 

time and I saw so much that is different from where I live. I met new folks. I saw eagles and 

osprey and deer. I never saw a single beer can down on that river. It was BEAUTIFUL! 

dal…. 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/gorge02.jpg
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Is The Book Important?… 

 
I get occasional email from folks out there who wonder how important the book (Thrill of the 

Chase) is in finding Forrest’s treasure. Why they write asking me about this is always a surprise. 

I mean it’s not like I’ve figured out all the hints and found the treasure. Seems like a better 

option would be to go right to the source and ask the only guy who really knows the answer to 

that question. 

It turns out that many folks do. Forrest shared a couple of emails with me on this topic so I can 

share them with you. That way we all have the same information. It’s one way of getting the 

word out. So here goes… 

This is a note sent to him just a couple of weeks ago. Names have been changed so no one will 

yell at me. 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

We are a group of avid elderly bridge players in San Diego who after reading your book hope to 

find your treasure.  We are not into poetry as much as the memoir.  We realize the clues are in 

the poem, but were wondering if there isn’t at least one clue in each chapter. 

Thank you for a great book 

Sincerely,  

Emily 

Forrest’s succinct response: 

Emily, 

All of the information you need to find the treasure is in the poem. The chapters in my book have 

very subtle hints but are not deliberately placed to aid the seeker. Good luck in the search. f 

In the past, Forrest has stated that the poem has all the information a person needs to find the 

treasure. But this email adds clarity to that message by saying that the book isn’t necessary. Its 

clues are subtle and apparently unintentional. He didn’t even deliberately place clues to the 

treasure in the book. Maybe that’s true but I think anyone searching for the treasure would be 

foolish not to know as much as possible about the man that hid it. There are most certainly clues 

in that book not only to the treasure but also to the interests, likes and dislikes of Forrest who 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/cemetery.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/cemetery.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2012/01/ttotc98.jpg
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made this great hunt possible. Besides, some money from each book goes to help someone with 

cancer pay their bills… 

My advice is..get the book…and read it cover to cover… 

Maybe we all need to take the approach of this writer. 

Dear Mr. Fenn 

In my last email I thanked you for writing this book but did not really explain why I felt this 

way. I believe everyone  must work hard for the things they want in life but everyone needs a 

dream to hang on to. I lost my husband several years ago and although my sons are grown men I 

want them to learn its ok to have a dream, 

I have shared my book with them as well as I  belong to a group that is working on the book. 

For me its does not matter if I find the treasure  It’s more about the fun of the hunt.  

I will not lie finding the treasure would make my life easier, as well as give me a chance to 

improve our small town one room library. But then that all falls in to the dream. But as I said 

before Thank You for writing the book and putting a dream out there. 

Sincerely  

Betty 

Forrest say’s that letters like this one above make it all worthwhile for him.They probably make 

it a lot more worthwhile than letters like the following. 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

You would not believe the day I just had, after staying up all night studying your memoir. After 

having stayed up all night the night before.  

I decided to go and get my bearings and follow my hunch, and lo, the river was not snowed 

in.  There followed two trips to the summit above your spot looking for water high (I was 

thinking springs) followed by a dunking in the river, before I realized the folly of my ways.  No 

matter how fit anyone may be, those two trips to the high-country ridge had my heart pounding 

and the sweat pouring.  I saw a deer kill, and I swear I felt a mountain lion…  

Needless to say, this has been an utterly unbelievable journey, filled with twists and turns and 

stupefying synchronicities. No movie could ever do it justice.   I found your missing ball of 

string, in pieces I am sorry to say!  I am stout-hearted, but I found myself fearful when it came to 

extracting your chest from the spot on the bank.  I don’t want to damage anything, because I ‘ll 

probably have to use a pick on the rocks.  If I can prove to you decisively that I know the exact 

spot, will you help me with the logistics? 
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I am sitting where some of your story began.  My cell is ###-#### if you care to call. 

Thank you for the white knuckles! 

Stephan 

Forrest’s reply: 

You’ve got me scared now because I was hoping the chest would not be found for at least a 

couple of years. I don’t dare call you for fear of giving you a coordinate or some other useful 

clue. Please let me know if you find the treasure. f 

Am I the only person that senses the sarcasm in Forrest’s response? I’m pretty sure he doesn’t 

trust this guy to find his britches with both hands. Forrest, of course, enjoys playing with him as 

if he were a trout. 

There are a lot folks who truly appreciate what Forrest has done not only with his treasure…but 

also with his life. As in this note from Jim. 

Forrest, 

Wow a fighter pilot. Must have been scary times. I hate seeing our nation suffering now too. Hey 

I wanted to ask u kind of a favor. If u can’t do it I understand. But I would Rilke to send you a 

check to your shop and maybe you can sign your book and send it to me? The reason is how 

much you inspire me, also so I can tell the story to my son and when he’s older we can go on the 

adventure together. That would be neat wouldn’t it? Well if you don’t wanna do that it’s ok, I’ll 

buy your book anyways. But I thought its worth a try to ask. talk to ya soon. I hope.  

Jim 

Finally, this lovely quote from Forrest. I think it explains why he hid the treasure in the first 

place. 

If I cannot enrich those with whom I interact each day and cause them to be better for my having 

passed their view, then I have wasted my turn. That I succeed in that endeavor is not as 

important as it is for me to make a solid try. For if the try is sincere I have succeeded in 

whatever failure resulted. 

Like Betty wrote..He’s giving us all a dream with the Thrill of the Chase… 

dal… 
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Legal Ponderings… 

 

A commentor on this blog who goes by the name Mapsmith contributed thoughts to the 

discussion of the legal issues surrounding ownership of the chest once it’s found. I thought the 

points were really well thought out and deserving of a spotlight for their clarity. Makes me 

wonder what Forrest actually considered when he hid the chest… 

————————– 

FROM MAPSMITH 

My feeling is a millionaire putting a million dollars gift out there -like any million dollar 

investment- didn’t do so without first consulting an expensive lawyer. 

1. He didn’t leave a gold mine, nor a sack of gold, he left an antique box , His box, that is 

specifically from a time/culture/place that could NOT have been in the Rockies. There’s no way 

NPS or BLM can claim “that was already there”. 

2. It’s Fenn’s personal property, like if a millionaire hiker lost a very expensive watch. You can 

pick it up. The poem in fact is a “lost” flyer: the hypothetical millionaire is asking for help in 

finding his watch. Additionally /actually, he’s said there’s a reward for return of 1 bracelet in the 

trove : if he decides to reward me (with a box of gold) for finding his bracelet, that’s not illegal. 

At all – lost & found rewards aren’t regulated. 

3. He chose to put wording in the poem that legally declares the gold a trove and grants title 

transfer. “Troves” have completely different rules, left over in some cases from mine stake eras- 

and this could help protect legal right further. 

4. Those familiar with law school might know this one– there are certain areas of the US where 

jurisdiction is in question to the point where legal scholars still don’t have an answer: law 

students hate being challenged with questions like “how would a crime here ever be tried?” & “if 

a jury could never be raised, the bill of rights rights couldn’t be fulfilled, right?” 

Ok. Fine. 

Well, 

…two of those jurisdiction ‘no man zone’ areas are in Yellowstone 

Mapsmith… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/08/lawbanner.png
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Media Coverage… 

 

I don’t know about you, but for me as the stories about the treasure grow in number it is 

increasingly difficult to remember where everything is located. This post will contain links to 

audio, video and written articles about Forrest and the search. We will start with a few and add 

more as I find them. Please email any media link about Forrest or the treasure that you don’t see 

here.  If you note that a link has gone dead please email me. 

 Jean Lotus wrote an article for UPI on February 18, 2020. She used some of info from Dr. Alan 

King’s paper on Treasure Hunters that came out last week and is linked in the previous citation. 

Jean’s story can be found HERE. 

  

 An estimated 2 million Americans are actively in the search for Forrest’s chest. That’s the 

number arrived at by Dr. Alan King in his paper, just published in the “Human Arenas Journal”. 

  

Alan is with the Psychology Dept. at the University of North Dakota. He spent time with many 

searchers last summer and even more time researching the Chase, and us who are involved in it. 

He also collected data from searchers via this website and others. His end game was an academic 

paper characterizing searchers. 

  

The paper was published on February 11, 2020 and is titled “Treasure Hunting as an American 

Subculture”. Alan sent along a link to his website where you can view some of his photos that 

don’t appear in the report and on that page is a link to the paper itself. 

  

When. you click on the link HERE you will go to Alan’s website with a gallery of photos. On 

the top left of that page is a green box that reads: “Journal Publications”. Clicking on that box 

will take you to the report on the journal’s website… 

  

There is another green box on the far right that reads “Time Line, Close Encounters…” 

Clicking on that box will call up a page of quotes. Some common…some rarely read. 

Anyway…have fun and enjoy reading about yourself… 

In February of 2020 Bronson Hair released an interview with Forrest on his blog, Running The 

Dream. Bronson is a good interviewer and the interview is also a lot of fun. I believe Forrest was 

having a great time. Probably nothing new in it  for those who have Forrest’s books but there is 

always the pleasant twist to Forrest’s stories when he retells them. I recommend listening to 

Bronson’s interview HERE. 

https://www.upi.com/Top_News/US/2020/02/18/10-year-Rockies-treasure-hunt-has-lured-hundreds-of-thousands/5401581558404/?ts_fn=1&ur3=1
https://alanking1.wixsite.com/mysite/the-thrill-of-the-chase
https://runningthedream.com/forrestfenninterview/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/bannermedia.png
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In January of 2020 Cynthia posted this video interview that she shot in May of 2019 at Forrest’s 

home. HERE 

 In November of 2019 Cowlazers released this video interview of Forrest Fenn and his friend and 

author, Doug Preston. HERE 

 In October of 2019 Geoffrey Gray wrote a story for a California publication about Forrest and 

the treasure titled Fools Gold. He also interviewed Saca, IronWill and JDiggens. 

Read it HERE. 

 In September 2019 Voice of America reporter Penelope Poulou did her version of the Fenn 

treasure hunt story. In addition to Forrest she interviewed Mark and Sacha. There are two 

versions on the web: 

Click HERE 

Click HERE 

 This is a story that appeared in July of 2019 in Germany. You’ll need the password: FennSchatz 

Click HERE 

 John Johnson wrote a story for Newser on July 18, 2019. It’s HERE. 

 Julia Glum wrote an article for MONEY Magazine in June of 2019. Find it HERE. 

 Eric Spitzenagle wrote an article about the hunt that appeared in the May, 2019 issue of 

Reader’s Digest. Find it HERE. It’s 3.3mb so it takes a little time to load up. 

 April 23rd, 2019 and the Daily Mail has a story about a crackpot who tried to get onto Forrest’s 

property AGAIN. This time he’ll spend time in Jail. Look HERE 

 JDiggins wrote a story for Gold Prospectors Magazine about the chase and the people in it. The 

story focuses on how folks helped her family move on after they were burned out of their home 

by the California wildfires in 2018. It’s a good read. It’s in the Jan/Feb 2019 edition of Gold 

Prospector and it’s HERE. 

 This is an old recording. Probably from 2011. It was recorded by Irene Rawlings and her 

husband at Forrest’s home. It is a discussion between Forrest and his friend and author, Doug 

Preston who had recently released his novel, The Codex. The discussion covers many topics but 

also gets to the treasure. The recording has some issues. It starts in the middle of a conversation 

and near the end, the microphone gets moved. It is a long recording so it may take some time to 

load up in your browser. Give it some time. HERE 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=IP6fcZ-yn9M
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PoWbwFZlTyA&feature=youtu.be&t=1569
http://www.lummifilm.com/docs/Fool.pdf
https://www.voanews.com/arts-culture/thousands-scout-rocky-mountains-hopes-finding-treasure
https://www.voanews.com/episode/fact-or-fiction-treasure-important-and-thrill-hunt-4045401
https://vimeo.com/350052165
https://www.newser.com/story/276693/someone-has-come-very-close-to-his-buried-treasure.html
http://money.com/money/longform/theres-a-treasure-chest-worth-millions-hidden-somewhere-in-the-rocky-mountains-these-searchers-are-dedicating-their-lives-and-savings-to-finding-it/
http://lummifilm.com/images/RD_201905.pdf
https://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-6951093/Man-arrested-stalking-millionaire-art-dealer-famous-hiding-2m-treasure-chest-Rockies.html
http://lummifilm.com/docs/GPA201901.pdf
http://lummifilm.com/AUDIO/doug.mp3
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November 23, 2018. This is a story in Huffington Post by Chris D’Angelo…HERE 

 I just found this story…another by Eric Spitznagel on his blog. Click HERE 

 November 1, 2018. Esquire Magazine publishes a lengthy story written by Miranda Collinge 

about Forrest and the chest and searchers. Look HERE 

 October 20, Fox picks up pilot titled Forrest’s Treasure…Look HERE 

 October 15, 2018…According to the New Mexican, the Fenn family doesn’t take intrusions 

lightly…Look HERE 

 September 2nd, 2018…This is a video posted on Facebook News about Forrest and the chest. 

Go HERE 

 Not exactly news but definitely media…check out this animation…Leeroy Begins His Search 

for  Forrest Fenn’s Treasure. 

HERE 

 Awhile back storyjumper.com, which publishes on-line books for kids, published a kids book 

about Forrest and the treasure, including the poem. It’s pretty cute and can bre found HERE. 

 On July 26th, 2018 David Kushner’s story about Eric Ashby’s death was published in WIRED. 

Read it HERE. 

 From Margie Goldsmith in Forbes Magazine, July 2018…HERE 

 Samual Gilbert wrote a “Shock and Awe” piece about the hunt for The Guardian in July 2018. 

Sasha is his dominate searcher. See HERE 

 From the Daily Mail on June 27th, 2018. See HERE 

 June 26th, 2018. Direct Expose published a story by Michael Berry about Forrest and the 

hunt…some fact…some fiction. It is HERE. 

 June 13th, 2018. The Santa Fe Reporter published a great interview with Forrest by reporter 

Julie Ann Grimm. It’s HERE 

 May 18th CNBC published a “music video” about the chase. It’s HERE. 

 In May of 2018 Eric Spitznagle wrote a piece on the treasure hunt for Amtrack’s in coach 

magazine. It’s HERE 

  

https://www.huffingtonpost.com/entry/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunt-sana-fe-new-mexico-gold-chest_us_5bc66d7de4b0d38b5872b5f0
http://www.ericspitznagel.com/the-national/forrest-fenns-treasure/
http://lummifilm.com/images/esquire2018.pdf
https://deadline.com/2018/10/forrests-treasure-family-drama-forrest-fenn-elwood-reid-mcg-put-pilot-1202480444/
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/hunter-of-famed-treasure-is-arrested-in-santa-fe/article_e33f51b0-68d9-59f3-ac78-bd13e655c9f5.html
https://www.facebook.com/plugins/video.php?href=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.facebook.com%2FNowThisNews%2Fvideos%2F1943466809289215%2F&show_text=0&width=476
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JeLU1PO8rMg
https://www.storyjumper.com/book/index/17259248/The-Thrill-of-the-Chase
https://www.wired.com/story/forrest-fenn-treasure-online-mystery/
https://www.forbes.com/sites/margiegoldsmith/2018/06/28/hello-world/#5b1a09566159
https://www.theguardian.com/environment/2018/jul/02/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunters-millionaire-rockies
http://www.dailymail.co.uk/news/article-5888961/Inside-epic-fatal-treasure-hunt-Rockies-gold-hidden-millionaire.html
http://www.directexpose.com/mystery-forrest-fenn-treasure/
https://www.sfreporter.com/news/coverstories/2018/06/13/the-legend-of-fenns-gold/
https://www.cnbc.com/2018/04/17/millionaire-forrest-fenn-hid-treasure-in-the-rockies-and-left-a-clue.html
http://www.amtrakthenational.com/inside-the-epic-search-for-forrest-fenns-gold
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In January 2018 there were two stories on ABC’s Nightline site. One story is video and the other 

is written. The written story is here: http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-

hidden-treasure-rocky-mountains/story?id=51766060 

The video story can be found here: 

http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-hidden-treasure-rocky-

mountains/story?id=51766060  

Explore Big Sky is pretty happy that searchers are coming into their area to search. Read the 

story by Bay Stephens HERE. 

 Broadcaster, actor, filmmaker, reporter and penman Allen Abel has produced a riveting story 

about Forrest and the treasure hunt published in the October Maclean’s Magazine. Look HERE: 

 Kelsey Sinclair interviewed Forrest and wrote a story that’s been published in the latest 

Distinctly Montana magazine. Read it HERE. 

 New Mexico Archaeologist Dave Phillips wrote a piece for the Albuquerque Journal on 

Thursday, August 10th titled: 

Halting Fenn Treasure Hunt No Guarantee of Safety. 

Read it HERE. 

 Heavy.com is a NYC based news site that claims 35million readers per day. Holy Cow!!! 

Anyway, they published a story about folks who have died on the search for Forrest’s treasure. 

Read it HERE. 

 July 31st, 2017 on the Today show a story aired about the the death of Eric Ashby on the 

Arkansas River in Colorado. Look HERE. 

 Peter Frick-Wright from Outside Magazine/Outside Online wrote a great article about why 

Forrest should not stop the hunt after Pastor Wallace’s death in the Rio Grande a couple of 

weeks ago. HERE. 

 Bruce Krasnow over at the Santa Fe New Mexican wrote a piece about Forrest’s resolve after 

the NM Police Chief called for Forrest to stop the chase. It’s HERE. 

 From December 27th an Inside Edition story about Sacha, a single mom chasing the chest in 

New Mexico. It’s HERE. 

 Forrest states that he is NOT stopping his treasure hunt, HERE: 

 The death of Pastor Wallace while he was searching in the Rio Grande has generated a lot of 

finger pointing. Chief finger pointer has been the New Mexico State Police Chief, Pete Kassetas. 

He called the chase “foolishness” and insisted that Forrest should stop the treasure hunt. Here are 

a few of the multitude of stories about the incident and reactions: 

http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-hidden-treasure-rocky-mountains/story?id=51766060
http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-hidden-treasure-rocky-mountains/story?id=51766060
http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-hidden-treasure-rocky-mountains/story?id=51766060
http://abcnews.go.com/US/people-continue-seek-reported-hidden-treasure-rocky-mountains/story?id=51766060
http://www.explorebigsky.com/finding-fenns-treasure
http://www.macleans.ca/news/world/on-the-trail-of-forrest-fenns-hidden-treasure/
http://digital.distinctlymontana.com/i/872264-distinctly-montana-fall-2017
https://www.abqjournal.com/1045890/halting-fenn-treasure-hunt-no-guarantee-of-safety.html
http://heavy.com/news/2017/06/forrest-fenn-treasure-poem-clues-found-extra-list-all-paris-wallace-randy-bilyeu/
http://www.today.com/video/man-s-disappearance-during-treasure-hunt-raises-new-safety-concerns-1013645379796
https://www.outsideonline.com/2196787/hunt-must-go
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/forrest-fenn-strengthens-resolve-as-controversy-over-hidden-treasure-grows/article_b13e3993-8fd4-563c-a2f2-58a799eca24c.html
http://www.insideedition.com/headlines/24173-single-mom-unwavering-in-hunt-for-treasure-thats-already-cost-2-men-their-lives
http://www.westword.com/news/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunt-continues-despite-paris-wallace-death-9200842
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http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/forrest-fenn-strengthens-resolve-as-

controversy-over-hidden-treasure-grows/article_b13e3993-8fd4-563c-a2f2-

58a799eca24c.html 

http://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/body-found-after-pastor-searching-famed-fenn-

treasure-goes-missing-n773871 

http://www.insideedition.com/headlines/24087-after-2-deaths-millionaire-pressured-to-end-

search-for-hidden-2-million-treasure 

http://www.cbsnews.com/news/paris-wallace-dies-search-for-forrest-fenn-treasure/ 

http://www.9news.com/news/search-still-on-for-new-mexico-treasure-despite-second-

death/451467287 

 There was a discussion with Forrest and Tomas Leach after the Santa Fe premiere of Tomas’ 

film, The Lure on May 18th, 2017. Cynthia Meachum recorded portions of that interview from 

her seat in the auditorium. Watch HERE, HERE, HERE, HERE and HERE.  

Isaac Cole has a podcast called On the Road With Charlie. He posted this interview with Forrest 

in May of 2017. Listen HERE 

 James Gorman at 9News in Australia wrote this story about Forrest and the treasure hunt in 

March of 2017. Look HERE 

 Gabriel Spitzer from KNKX-FM in Seattle has a great show called “Sound Effect”. I was 

invited onto the show to talk about looking for Forrest’s treasure with Gabriel. I thought it was 

pretty fun. It was recorded in March of 2016. You can find the interview and a photo of the 

object I was certain was the chest on one of my searches, HERE. 

 Vox has a great story written by Zachary Crockett and Estelle Caswell about their search for 

Forrest’s treasure. It’s in the March 2017 edition. Lots of photos and graphics and some video 

too. Look HERE 

 Aine Cain wrote a story about the treasure hunt and Forrest. It is in the February 10 edition of 

Business Insider. You can find it by clicking HERE. 

 The British weekly news magazine, The Economist published a story on Forrest and the treasure 

hunt in November of 2016. It’s HERE. 

 A couple of years ago artist John Mollison who captures warbirds and the crews that flew them, 

did a beautiful drawing of the aircraft Forrest had to bail out of over Laos in December of 1968. 

Although not an actual news story it is non-the-less a media story with quotes from Forrest. 

John’s art is beautiful…and you can order one, signed by Forrest if you’d like at the bottom of 

his story. Which is HERE. 

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/forrest-fenn-strengthens-resolve-as-controversy-over-hidden-treasure-grows/article_b13e3993-8fd4-563c-a2f2-58a799eca24c.html
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/forrest-fenn-strengthens-resolve-as-controversy-over-hidden-treasure-grows/article_b13e3993-8fd4-563c-a2f2-58a799eca24c.html
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/forrest-fenn-strengthens-resolve-as-controversy-over-hidden-treasure-grows/article_b13e3993-8fd4-563c-a2f2-58a799eca24c.html
http://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/body-found-after-pastor-searching-famed-fenn-treasure-goes-missing-n773871
http://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/body-found-after-pastor-searching-famed-fenn-treasure-goes-missing-n773871
http://www.insideedition.com/headlines/24087-after-2-deaths-millionaire-pressured-to-end-search-for-hidden-2-million-treasure
http://www.insideedition.com/headlines/24087-after-2-deaths-millionaire-pressured-to-end-search-for-hidden-2-million-treasure
http://www.cbsnews.com/news/paris-wallace-dies-search-for-forrest-fenn-treasure/
http://www.9news.com/news/search-still-on-for-new-mexico-treasure-despite-second-death/451467287
http://www.9news.com/news/search-still-on-for-new-mexico-treasure-despite-second-death/451467287
https://vimeo.com/218296788?utm_source=email&utm_medium=vimeo-cliptranscode-201504&utm_campaign=29220
https://click.email.vimeo.com/?qs=4893cfde34cb8ba0a772526b377a19f0383fdc476e8b4dfb87a23cc7a98668e21916758c84aa591590a00092a5182db0e0c8270fad9f2736af03343d49af648c
https://click.email.vimeo.com/?qs=d9451375ae61e884d146e661a1bbf7b8bae703b570c9d6d085e2826f3490ccbc7b9c28b4f22a9393a9b70b2193e22328ab75edc1a6dc3a70555e76679e1cd50a
https://click.email.vimeo.com/?qs=4893cfde34cb8ba0a772526b377a19f0383fdc476e8b4dfb2df59de6a6d024bf644943eb1514724c777287488d4b40fa2eb4fbba83a41e332ff25c4c03cffbaa
https://click.email.vimeo.com/?qs=33c0280a3b0ce3802c858779539113d518ff822faa6badd80a9ac7a76b4019b2e718098014d11375ebb348b2d5b734a3f912fd760715ac3cfdfb41c5ba36bc96
https://www.ontheroadwithcharlie.org/podcast/
https://www.9news.com.au/9stories/2017/03/24/13/25/the-hunt-for-forrest-fenns-million-dollar-treasure-chest
http://knkx.org/post/thrill-chase-adventure-seekers-decipher-poem-search-treasure-chest
http://www.vox.com/a/fenn-treasure-hunt-map
http://www.businessinsider.com/forrest-fenn-fortune-hidden-rocky-mountains-2017-2
http://www.lummifilm.com/images/economist20161124.pdf
http://ww2fighters.blogspot.com/2013/05/profile-77-final-647-as-flown-by-major.html
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 On September 17th, 2016 the Weekend Today Show pushed out an update on Forrest and the 

treasure hunt. They followed Cynthia out looking and interviewed Forrest in his backyard. You 

can find it HERE. 

 On August 11the, 2016 Michael Roberts over at Denver’s weekly paper, WestWord wrote a 

story about the treasure hunt and Randy. It’s HERE. 

 In July California Sunday Magazine’s Taylor Clark and Jesse Chebak set out to tell Forrest’s 

story in a piece called “The Everlasting Forrest Fenn”. Read it HERE. 

 On July 17th, 2016 Forrest was a guest on the Rudy Maxa Travel Show that appears on 

syndicated radio stations and is podcast. The interview lasted 8 minutes. It can be listened to  in 

its entirety, HERE. 

 CBS added a piece of interview with Forrest where he directly answers the question about legal 

concerns depending on where the chest is found. Find it HERE. 

 On July 10th, 2016, Julio Sanchez Cristo from W Radio in Bogota Columbia interviewed 

Forrest. You can struggle thru the interview HERE. 

 On July 7th, 2016 Great Big Story published an entertaining video about the Chase. It’s HERE. 

 On July 5th, 2016 Fernanda Santos wrote a very short story about the hunt for the New York 

Times. She followed avid New Mexico searcher and Fennboree co-organizer Cynthia on a 

search. Find it HERE. 

 On May 29th, 2016 Forrest and Dal were on the Richard Eeds Show on KVSF Radio in Santa 

Fe. The show can be found HERE. 

 In September 0f 2015 Stowaway Magazine from BYU published this story on Forrest’s Treasure 

Hunt. It can be found HERE. 

 NPR’s John Burnett reported on the treasure hunt for Weekend Edition, Sunday Morning, 

March 13th. Full story is HERE. 

 Forrest answers a few questions about the value of adventure and the outdoors in our lives and 

in his own. You can find the interview and article in WANDERLUST. 

HERE 

 Outside Magazine published a story about Randy and the search. HERE 

 People Magazine published an interview with Forrest on February 10th, 2016. It’s HERE. 

  

http://www.today.com/video/treasure-hunt-or-hoax-cryptic-poem-sends-people-on-2m-gold-rush-767451715544
http://www.westword.com/news/forrest-fenn-on-death-of-randy-bilyeu-ongoing-hunt-for-2-million-treasure-8140159
https://stories.californiasunday.com/2015-07-05/the-everlasting-forrest-fenn/
https://dalneitzel.com/video/maxa/rm.mp3
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SLqqxClGN-g
http://www.wradio.com.co/escucha/archivo_de_audio/para-encontrar-mi-tesoro-de-us2-millones-deben-descifrar-mi-poema-forrest-fenn/20160710/oir/3184644.aspx
http://www.greatbigstory.com/stories/the-hidden-treasure-of-the-rocky-mountains?iid=ob_homepage_deskrecommended_pool
http://www.nytimes.com/2016/07/05/us/treasure-hunt-in-rockies-for-2-million-dollars.html?smprod=nytcore-iphone&smid=nytcore-iphone-share
http://santafe.com/podcasts/forrest-fenn-treasurer-hider-author-gallery-owner-and-santa-fe-legend
http://stowawaymag.com/2015/09/17/x-marks-the-spot-adventure-and-gold-in-the-rocky-mountains/
http://www.npr.org/2016/03/13/469852983/seeking-adventure-and-gold-crack-this-poem-and-head-outdoors
http://wanderlust.com/journal/the-treasure-that-lies-in-adventure/
http://www.outsideonline.com/2052281/forrest-fenn-leads-search-missing-treasure-hunter?utm_source=dispatch&utm_medium=newsletter&utm_campaign=02042016&spMailingID=24644804&spUserID=MTMyMzczMTM4OTIyS0&spJobID=740823740&spReportId=NzQwODIzNzQwS0
https://people.com/celebrity/author-forrest-fenn-talks-about-missing-treasure-hunter/
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The Independent in the UK published this story about Randy with an interview with Forrest. It’s 

HERE. 

 A Columbus, OH radio Station aired this interview with Forrest on December 3rd, 2015. It’s 

HERE. 

 Fox31 in Denver aired a 4 minute story on Forrest on November 25th, 2015. You can find it 

HERE.  

The Expedition Unknown episode from the Travel Channel that aired on November 18th, 2015 is 

available to view on Amazon and on iTunes. It costs $1.99 for SD or $2.99 in HD. Find it 

HERE. 

 Forrest wrote a piece for a new Art Blog called ArTalk. It’s an interesting story about Forrest’s 

early art and gallery days. You can read it HERE  

This is a recycle of the story that first appeared in Outside Magazine in Auust of 2015, but it has 

different pics. It’s a long skinny article in a .pdf. You might have to save it to your computer in 

order to be able to zoom in close enough to read it. Look HERE 

 There are a couple of recent (last few months) videos on youtube.. 

Lite VUZ has one HERE 

 Outside Magazine has one HERE 

 This is a story about Forrest and Peggy’s collection of Native American Artifacts on The 

Splendid Heritage site. You can find it HERE 

 This is a story written by Forrest for the West Yellowstone News in 2008. He wrote many 

stories for that paper around that time. They were primarily stories about his youthful 

experiences in and around Yellowstone. Many of these stories were rewritten and reappeared in 

forrest’s memoir two years later. This one is from February 7, 2008. It can be found HERE 

 I doubt there are any clues in this article from the New Mexican on October 11th, 2015 but it is 

certainly amusing. Look HERE 

 This is a lengthy article on the Altered Dimensions website about the treasure, Forrest, the chest 

and a solution or two…a lot of work went into this..it has some pretty darn good info…It was 

originally posted in May of 2015. 

HERE 

 Forrest had an interview with the Scottish newspaper the Daily Record about the Andy Briggs 

solution. The story has been archived as a .pdf HERE. It’s 1.5mb so it will take a little bit of 

time to load up. 

  

https://audioboom.com/boos/3900899-millionaire-adventurer-forrest-fenn?t=0
http://kdvr.com/2015/11/25/man-says-2-million-treasure-hidden-in-rocky-mountains-can-you-find-it/
http://www.tvguide.com/tvshows/expedition-unknown/episodes/722372/
http://arttalk.us/forrest-fenn/
http://www.lummifilm.com/images/TheWeek20151023.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=1&v=KWT3PHvEJgM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T_fPF8Gc1I8
http://www.splendidheritage.com/TitlePages/FennTitlePage.html
http://www.westyellowstonenews.com/community_notes/article_0395f55d-1a78-5112-a9cc-1030c5a840a4.html
http://santafe.com/article/forrest-fenn-and-the-things-kids-say
http://altereddimensions.net/2015/forrest-fenn-hidden-treasure-millions-dollars-hidden-gold-jewels-clues-treasure
http://www.lummifilm.com/images/briggsscot.pdf
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Forrest was on The Richard Eeds Show on KVSF Radio on September 14th. He talked about 

Andrew Briggs’ solution that has been floating around. It’s HERE. 

 Mark Oswald wrote a humorous piece in the Albuquerque Journal about the celebs of Santa Fe 

all being a part of the recent CBS Sunday Morning story. It’s HERE. 

 Nic Krause tried searching around the Green River at the Gates of Lodore in July and wrote this 

story for the Colorado Springs Independent. 

HERE 

 There is a new story by Peter Frick-Wright in the September issue of Outside Magazine. I think 

it’s one of the best written adventures about the chase that I’ve read.. 

Don’t miss watching the video… 

It’s all HERE. 

and there is a follow-up by the editors HERE. 

 CBS Sunday Morning ran a piece produced by Dustin Stevens and reported by Barry Petersen in 

July of 2015. It is HERE. 

 Playground Magazine out of Barcelona Spain carried this story written by Rafa Marti in August 

of 2015. Find it HERE. 

 TaoStyle has a very nice photo story on searcher Katya Luce who has changed her life to play 

in the Thrill of the Chase. 

HERE 

 California Sunday will be publishing a lovely pictorial story about the Forrest and the Chase on 

some Sunday in July, 2015… 

The photos are great..the story is a little on the colorless side … 

but good profile on Forrest… 

How did Taylor manage to make it so little fun? 

Katya is WONDERFUL.. 

You can read it early and often by going 

HERE: 

 CJ Baker wrote a second story for the Cody News Company about the Virginia couple that got 

in trouble and had to be rescued on the east side of Yellowstone. I like this story even better. 

Some interesting info about the gold dust inside the chest. 

HERE 

 CJ Baker at the Powell Tribune reported on two searchers that got into trouble in an area 

between the East Entrance to Yellowstone National Park and Cody, WY in June of 2015. HERE 

 Richard Eeds on KVSF in Santa Fe had a great 50 minute interview with Forrest and his 

Granddaughter Mika. on May 29th, 2015. Turn your sound up. 

HERE 

http://s3.amazonaws.com/sfdc_podcasts/the_richard_eeds_show_forrest_fenn_091415.mp3
http://www.abqjournal.com/613813/entertainment/sf-celebs-converge-on-hidden-treasure-2.html
http://www.csindy.com/IndyBlog/archives/2015/07/19/treasure-lost-and-found
http://www.outsideonline.com/2005391/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunters
http://www.outsideonline.com/2006866/other-treasure-hunters
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Vu4lkAnRwl0
http://www.playgroundmag.net/noticias/historias/tesoro-escondido-vuelto-buscadores-aparecer_0_1594040589.html
http://taostyle.net/2015/07/treasure-hunting/
https://stories.californiasunday.com/2015-07-05/the-everlasting-forrest-fenn/
http://www.codynewscompany.com/2015/06/could-codyyellowstone-area-hold-million.html
http://www.powelltribune.com/news/item/13757-treasure-hunters-rescued-from-north-fork-backcountry
http://lummifilm.com/AUDIO/kvsf2015.mp3
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 Maria Judnick wrote a piece on the chase for KQED’s website on May 20th. It’s riddled with 

misinformation. 

HERE  

This is a video shot by Julius Brighton for the BBC in the spring of 2013. The story originally 

aired on BBC1 in the UK. Dallas Campbell is the reporter. We went looking for the box together. 

The crew was a lot of fun to shoot with. We had a good time. 

HERE 

The story couldn’t be seen by those of us in the USA til 2015 when Julius put it up on YouTube. 

I wrote a story about searching with Dallas for the blog. It is HERE. 

 This is the link to the Mike McConnell interview with Forrest on WKRP…oops..I mean WLW 

in Cincinnati from May 18th, 2015. 

HERE 

 Here is a new story (May 17, 2015) in the New Mexican about the treasure hunters who claim 

they found it. Kind of amusing.. 

HERE 

 The video of Bruce Krasnow from the New Mexican interviewing Forrest about folks who 

‘found it in their mind” is HERE 

 Bruce Krasnow wrote a short article aimed at folks who believe the stories that claim the chest is 

in New Mexico. 

HERE 

 ABC News in the USA did a story on Forrest that has a very nice interview in April of 2015. 

HERE 

and the KOAT-TV version of the story is longer with more interview. 

HERE 

 A sociologist explains why Forrest hid the chest: 

HERE 

 Mary Caperton Morton wrote a great story about Forrest’s treasure for EARTH Magazine. You 

can read it here: 

http://www.earthmagazine.org/article/trail-treasure-rocky-mountains 

 Here is the New Mexico Tourism piece that drew so much attention for the things Forrest said in 

it. He later tried to clear all that up on this blog and in an interview in the New Mexican…which 

you can find two links below this one. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aJBakBqwQVs 

http://ww2.kqed.org/pop/2015/05/20/miss-last-summers-hidden-cash-find-forrest-fenns-treasure/
https://vimeo.com/128361901
https://dalneitzel.com/2013/08/17/the-british-are-coming/
http://www.700wlw.com/onair/mike-mcconnell-54767/forrest-fenn-and-his-hidden-treasure-13595825/
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/many-claim-they-ve-solved-forrest-fenn-riddle-but-treasure/article_3605fc91-a501-5764-b47e-5bf2efdab234.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=huBtdJqdfU4
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/business/nearly-years-later-forrest-fenn-treasure-hunt-continues/article_1c3384c3-2f1c-55fc-8297-789c07e13d87.html
http://abcnews.go.com/Business/mexico-millionaire-lures-treasure-hunters-hidden-chest/story?id=30642375
http://www.koat.com/news/man-says-poem-will-lead-hunters-to-treasure/32606038
https://video.search.yahoo.com/video/play?p=forrest+fenn&vid=9808635180555e5a7742f813548fad9e&l=12%3A40&turl=http%3A%2F%2Fts1.mm.bing.net%2Fth%3Fid%3DVN.608035393836355084%26pid%3D15.1&rurl=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.youtube.com%2Fwatch%3Fv%3DKKAcAA8FpOs&tit=FORREST+FENN+TREASURE+Thrill+of+the+Chase+New+Clues&c=17&sigr=11b8bfhpv&sigt=11j2svvrd&sigi=11re3fsjp&back=https%3A%2F%2Fsearch.yahoo.com%2Fyhs%2Fsearch%3Fp%3Dforrest%2Bfenn%2Bvideos%26ei%3DUTF-8%26hsimp%3Dyhs-001%26hspart%3Dmozilla&sigb=12v153lq9&ct=p&age=1365523200&fr2=p%3As%2Cv%3Av&hsimp=yhs-001&hspart=mozilla&tt=b
http://www.earthmagazine.org/article/trail-treasure-rocky-mountains
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aJBakBqwQVs
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 Here’s the Huffinton Post LIVE piece with Forrest, Dal and Kim 

http://live.huffingtonpost.com/r/segment/modern-day-treasure-

hunters/54ca9ef12b8c2a7e5a00088e 

 A story in the New Mexican tries to clear up the controversy about what Forrest says in the New 

Mexico Tourism promo. But it doesn’t help very much…And I swear, I never searched in 

Minnesota..Jeese!! 

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/state-tourism-ad-aims-to-draw-treasure-

hunters-but-fenn/article_5abf4aa5-c34a-5ad3-9dfe-bbd4ac3bb524.html 

 Brian and Greg hunt for the chest around the Chama River. Great pics and some pretty good 

tips. 

http://travelbluebook.com/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunt/ 

 The Santa Fe New Mexican carried a story today about their favorite treasure hunter, Forrest 

Fenn. The story was primarily a friendly nod to Forrest and a link to this story that appeared just 

before Christmas on National Public Radio’s Beautiful World program, which is produced out of 

Minnesota Public Radio. 

http://www.mprnews.org/story/2014/12/22/a-beautiful-world-fenn 

 BYU Radio won the Silver Award from the Utah Broadcasters Association for their story on 

Forrest and the treasure hunt. It’s an hour long and Forrest isn’t even interviewed in it????Once 

you get past my stammering and guffawing there might be some useful info for someone new to 

the chase. The best part is the geologist who doesn’t think it’s in Montana. 

http://www.byuradio.org/episode/9893abad-90d1-4798-8871-6a8389b2df16/the-apple-seed-the-

treasure-of-forrest-fenn  

 Tom Hoesten insists that he knows where Forrest hid his treasure and has a picture of it to boot. 

Read the story as it appeared in the news here: 

http://lummifilm.com/images/hoesten.pdf 

 Desertphile has made several videos confronting those who take Forrest’s treasure hunt into 

areas not intended. My favorite is this one where he questions the validity of a nimrod claiming 

that he found the treasure.. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m2uA0Lxn3zk 

 Rockwell, Texas native Tracey Tousley’s harrowing experience as she was caught in a Colorado 

flash flood while out searching can be found in the Blue Ribbon News. 

http://blueribbonnews.com/2014/08/rockwall-treasure-hunter-enjoys-thrill-of-the-chase/ 

 The Jackson Hole News has a story about the treasure hunt with quotes from Will Ortiz and 

Diggin Gypsy. Please note that on the bottom of the story there are links to three more stories 

about Forrest… 

http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/features/yellowstone-s-hidden-golden-

opportunity/article_5ec8b5ef-9d41-50bf-8729-26d160dfd9c8.html 

http://live.huffingtonpost.com/r/segment/modern-day-treasure-hunters/54ca9ef12b8c2a7e5a00088e
http://live.huffingtonpost.com/r/segment/modern-day-treasure-hunters/54ca9ef12b8c2a7e5a00088e
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/state-tourism-ad-aims-to-draw-treasure-hunters-but-fenn/article_5abf4aa5-c34a-5ad3-9dfe-bbd4ac3bb524.html
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/life/features/state-tourism-ad-aims-to-draw-treasure-hunters-but-fenn/article_5abf4aa5-c34a-5ad3-9dfe-bbd4ac3bb524.html
http://travelbluebook.com/forrest-fenn-treasure-hunt/
http://www.mprnews.org/story/2014/12/22/a-beautiful-world-fenn
http://www.byuradio.org/episode/9893abad-90d1-4798-8871-6a8389b2df16/the-apple-seed-the-treasure-of-forrest-fenn
http://www.byuradio.org/episode/9893abad-90d1-4798-8871-6a8389b2df16/the-apple-seed-the-treasure-of-forrest-fenn
http://lummifilm.com/images/hoesten.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=m2uA0Lxn3zk
http://blueribbonnews.com/2014/08/rockwall-treasure-hunter-enjoys-thrill-of-the-chase/
http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/features/yellowstone-s-hidden-golden-opportunity/article_5ec8b5ef-9d41-50bf-8729-26d160dfd9c8.html
http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/features/yellowstone-s-hidden-golden-opportunity/article_5ec8b5ef-9d41-50bf-8729-26d160dfd9c8.html
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Bruce Krasnow from the New Mexican wrote a front page piece about Forrest and Pam 

Shetron’s claim. It’s here: 

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/ 

 The Dateline story from Australia has been posted on Youtube.. 

This was filmed in May of 2014 and includes Diggin Gypsy, Dal, Forrest, Ranger Tim Reid and 

others at the Fennboree and elsewhere… 

There are two videos. Each is different. Look here: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qZjwIVzcbjk 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=StlJL10sgCs 

 Emma over at the Jackson Hole News has a good story about the arrest of a couple of searchers 

in Yellowstone National Park in May of 2014. 

http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/cops_courts/booty-hunters-dig-up-

trouble/article_458e0012-b393-5ce7-b865-e1511b4254ea.html  

 Brian Mockenhaupt is a freelance writer and storyteller who drives an old Corolla. He ran into 

Forrest’s story in 2014 and decided to look for Indulgence…and possibly get a new Corolla 

along the way….HERE is his excellent story. 

 On May 21st the Huffington Post had a new story about active treasure hunts including 

Forrest’s. 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/05/21/hidden-treasure_n_5274647.html 

 The April Issue of Southeast Antiquing and Collecting Magazine has a story about Forrest. You 

can read it by clicking on “Click here and read the entire edition now” on their page. It starts on 

page 12. Good luck negotiating all the ads … 

http://www.go-star.com/antiquing/seantiquing0414.htm 

 The guys over at EIS (Everything Is Stories) did a great interview with Forrest. Some of it is 

what we’ve heard before. But there is some interesting new stuff there too…The part about the 

IOU is interesting. Forrest mentioned that IOU before but never in exactly this way…and it 

raises some interesting questions…and I certainly chuckled when he mentioned that the Air 

Force offered him submarines…lol… 

Hear it for yourself…It’s a strange site to negotiate but there are both photos of Forrest and the 

interview to listen to…you can also download the interview at their site… 

http://www.eisradio.org/item/003/ 

 This is a new Forrest Fenn interview by Jenny Kile over at SIX QUESTIONS posted in 

February of 2014. Here there be some interesting hints…don’t miss it!! 

http://mysteriouswritings.com/six-questions-more-with-forrest-

fenn/ 

  

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qZjwIVzcbjk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=StlJL10sgCs
http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/cops_courts/booty-hunters-dig-up-trouble/article_458e0012-b393-5ce7-b865-e1511b4254ea.html
http://www.jhnewsandguide.com/news/cops_courts/booty-hunters-dig-up-trouble/article_458e0012-b393-5ce7-b865-e1511b4254ea.html
http://lummifilm.com/docs/backpacker052014.pdf
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/2014/05/21/hidden-treasure_n_5274647.html
http://www.go-star.com/antiquing/seantiquing0414.htm
http://www.eisradio.org/item/003/
http://mysteriouswritings.com/six-questions-more-with-forrest-fenn/
http://mysteriouswritings.com/six-questions-more-with-forrest-fenn/
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Toby’s excellent video from the Moby Dickens book signing on November 2nd, 2013. Forrest at 

his best. Wonderful information. Some good laughs. 

https://tinyurl.com/y94uj9uq 

 This is a story from September 2013 by KOAT-TV on Forrest’s, new book, Too Far To Walk. 

The YouTube URL is ridiculously long so just click below. 

Click Here 

 Here are a couple of videos from the October 22nd book signing with Forrest, Doug and 

Michael. Toby filmed one and Stephanie actually live streamed the event so others could see it 

who were not there…A lot of work… 

Toby’s is open to all 

Stephanie’s requires a Facebook account or email log-in 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ti2peP8jWYM 

https://new.livestream.com/accounts/5804404/events/2476641 

 This is the great story in TrueWest Magazine by Johnny D. Boggs. Also mentions Marc and 

me…did I mention that I am also in the story?…lol… 

http://www.truewestmagazine.com/jcontent/travel/travel/travel-

features/6357-modern-day-treasure-hunt 

A radio interview with Forrest, Danny Bodelson and Shiloh Old by Dorothy from Collected 

Works Bookstore in Santa Fe. 

http://lummifilm.com/forrest/ffatcw20130926.mp3 

The September 2013 edition of Open Skies magazine has a story on Forrest and the treasure 

beginning on page 108. His pic is also on the cover and on page 30. 

http://issuu.com/motivatepublishing/docs/openskies_september_

_2013/108 

This is a Canadian paper and this story by Alex also appeared in the London Sunday Telegraph. 

http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-

treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/ 

New outrageous Forrest Fenn interview by Margie Goldsmith at Huffington Post… 

The photos are a riot… 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/margie-goldsmith/rocky-mountain-treasure_b_3936009.html 

Denise Plante is an Emmy winning radio host in Denver on KOSI-FM. She co-hosts Murphy and 

Denise, a popular morning show in the Denver area. She visited Forrest in July of 2013 and 

brought back this report for her show. 

http://lummifilm.com/movies/Forrest Fenn.mp3 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8RzrIu3hMec
http://video.search.yahoo.com/video/play;_ylt=A2KLqIFy5nNSIHcALAT7w8QF;_ylu=X3oDMTB2cmZjcWlmBHNlYwNzcgRzbGsDdmlkBHZ0aWQDVjE0OQRncG9zAzM-?p=fenn+koat&vid=a8943809f6ac116b822cdd3aec45b529&l=2%3A43&turl=http%3A%2F%2Fts3.mm.bing.net%2Fth%3Fid%3DV.4812847026145706%26pid%3D15.1&rurl=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.youtube.com%2Fwatch%3Fv%3DxTtoDgqi55A&tit=Santa+Fe+author+who+hid+%242+million+treasure+pens+new+book&c=2&sigr=11apvv0hb&sigt=11pm43il4&pstcat=healthcare+and+medicine&age=0&fr=sfp-vid&tt=b
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ti2peP8jWYM
https://new.livestream.com/accounts/5804404/events/2476641
http://www.truewestmagazine.com/jcontent/travel/travel/travel-features/6357-modern-day-treasure-hunt
http://www.truewestmagazine.com/jcontent/travel/travel/travel-features/6357-modern-day-treasure-hunt
http://lummifilm.com/forrest/ffatcw20130926.mp3
http://issuu.com/motivatepublishing/docs/openskies_september__2013/108
http://issuu.com/motivatepublishing/docs/openskies_september__2013/108
http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/
http://news.nationalpost.com/2013/09/16/the-thrill-of-the-chase-why-forrest-fenn-sparked-a-treasure-hunt-for-3-million-worth-of-gold-and-artifacts/
https://dalneitzel.com/2013/03/17/media-coverage/New%20outrageous%20Forrest%20Fenn%20interview%20by%20Margie%20Goldsmith%20at%20Huffington%20Post...%20The%20photos%20are%20a%20riot...%20http:/www.huffingtonpost.com/margie-goldsmith/rocky-mountain-treasure_b_3936009.html
http://lummifilm.com/movies/Forrest%20Fenn.mp3
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Hunderte Karten, Bücher und Luftaufnahmen der Rocky Mountains hat er studiert, sie füllen ein 

ganzes Regal in seinem Haus. Er wohnt in der Nähe von Seattle, am anderen Ende Amerikas, 

nach Santa Fe ist er mit dem Auto vier Tage unterwegs. 

http://sz-magazin.sueddeutsche.de/texte/anzeigen/39691/2 

The Air Force Association group from Albuquerque interviewed Forrest in June of 2013. This is 

an audio only interview. 

http://lummifilm.com/movies/afc2013.mp3 

Craig Rosequist just published a book about his search for the treasure. As I look at his site I 

don’t see an email or any way to purchase the book except by sending money via USPS. I’m sure 

he’ll come up with a better solution . His website is here: 

http://fenn-treasure.com 

Michelle Teheux at the Pekin Times in Pekin, Illinois wrote a nice piece on Forrest. You can 

leave comments. 

http://www.pekintimes.com/article/20130713/NEWS/130719843/-1/lifestyle 

Catlin O’Connell wrote a short but accurate story that appears in Reader’s Digest’s July 2013 

edition. You can find a copy of the one page story here: 

http://lummifilm.com/fenn/readersdigest.jpg 

Holly over at Club Thrifty produced a very nice interview with Forrest. There are certainly some 

tips in there about searching for the treasure. You can find that interview here: 

http://clubthrifty.com/forrest-fenn-an-interview/ 

The June 28th Today Show clue is here: 

http://www.today.com/video/today/52339204#52339204 

Roc Morin over at VICE Magazine wrote a story for the July 2013 edition. You can find it here: 

http://www.vice.com/read/searching-for-forrest-fenns-gold 

This is the Pick & Shovel Gazette, June-July 2013 Issue. There is an opinion column on Forrest 

by Brad Jones on page 4. He expresses some interesting ideas. This is a 6mb .pdf file. 

http://lummifilm.com/PNS_Jun_Jul_2013_Marketing.pdf 

This is Davis Zombrano’s (sp) search story on Channel Nine News in Colorado: 

http://www.9news.com/video/default.aspx?bctid=2400149541001 

 This is the May 2013 Today show clip with Forrest’s new clue. 

http://www.today.com/video/today/51760392#51760392 

http://sz-magazin.sueddeutsche.de/texte/anzeigen/39691/2
http://lummifilm.com/movies/afc2013.mp3
http://fenn-treasure.com/
http://www.pekintimes.com/article/20130713/NEWS/130719843/-1/lifestyle
http://lummifilm.com/fenn/readersdigest.jpg
http://clubthrifty.com/forrest-fenn-an-interview/
http://www.today.com/video/today/52339204#52339204
http://www.vice.com/read/searching-for-forrest-fenns-gold
http://lummifilm.com/PNS_Jun_Jul_2013_Marketing.pdf
http://www.9news.com/video/default.aspx?bctid=2400149541001
http://www.today.com/video/today/51760392#51760392
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A really great story by Bruce Krasnow in the New Mexican from May 1st, 2013. 

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/article_39c48885-cda7-5c2f-adf4-

b0c1fd3b42f7.html 

Lorene Mills of KNME-TV in Santa Fe has been hosting Report From Santa Fe for about 40 

years. There are three interviews with Forrest here. You can find links to all three on the 

following page if you use the search mechanism and type in Fenn: 

http://reportfromsantafe.com/episodes/search/ 

This is a nice video interview by the folks at SantaFe.com. It was filmed in April of 2013. 

http://www.santafe.com/videos/watch/forrest-fenns-hidden-treasure-its-still-out-there 

Here is the audio only portion of the event held at Collected Works Bookstore on April 17, 2013. 

Authors Douglas Preston and Michael McGarrity help Forrest with questions from a crowd of 

about 150 people. Many of them readers of this blog. 

http://www.lummifilm.com/cwb/cwb20130417.mp3 

Here is an interview by Todd Eric Lovato of KVSF-FM in Santa Fe. The interview was recorded 

on April 11th, 2013. 

http://www.santafe.com/podcasts/listen/the-hunt-continues-forrest-fenn-on-his-hidden-treasure 

This is a new Huffington Post article by Margie Goldsmith and published  on April 11th, 2013. 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/margie-goldsmith/3-million-treasure-still-_b_3024459.html 

http://old.hemimag.us/2013/01/01/the-thrill-of-the-chase/nggallery/image/treasure1/ 

This is an Associated Press story written by Jeri Clausing. Forrest mentioned in a note that he felt 

this story was particularly accurate. Okay…but she got my name completely wrong… 

http://news.yahoo.com/love-mysteries-says-man-claiming-hidden-gold-173507907.html 

This is a radio interview with Forrest by Radio New Zealand on April 3rd 2013. 

http://www.radionz.co.nz/audio/player?audio_id=2550897 

This is a 30 minute KOB-TV program that aired on “Eye on New Mexico”, March 17th, 2013. 

HERE 

This is a story published in the Suddeutsche Zeitung Magazin on March 17th 2013. The author, 

Til Krause, visited Forrest in January 2013. Do you understand German? 

http://sz-magazin.sueddeutsche.de/texte/anzeigen/39691/Wo-steckt-die-Million 

This is from Chicago radio station WGN and aired in March of 2013. 

http://lummifilm.com/blog/WGN2013.mp3 

http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/article_39c48885-cda7-5c2f-adf4-b0c1fd3b42f7.html
http://www.santafenewmexican.com/news/local_news/article_39c48885-cda7-5c2f-adf4-b0c1fd3b42f7.html
http://reportfromsantafe.com/episodes/search/
http://www.santafe.com/videos/watch/forrest-fenns-hidden-treasure-its-still-out-there
http://www.lummifilm.com/cwb/cwb20130417.mp3
http://www.santafe.com/podcasts/listen/the-hunt-continues-forrest-fenn-on-his-hidden-treasure
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/margie-goldsmith/3-million-treasure-still-_b_3024459.html
http://news.yahoo.com/love-mysteries-says-man-claiming-hidden-gold-173507907.html
http://www.radionz.co.nz/audio/player?audio_id=2550897
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F9-AqETpYQc
http://sz-magazin.sueddeutsche.de/texte/anzeigen/39691/Wo-steckt-die-Million
http://lummifilm.com/blog/WGN2013.mp3
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This is from the CBC radio program “As It Happens” and aired in March of 2013. 

http://lummifilm.com/blog/CBC2013.mp3 

This is a collection of interviews with Forrest filmed in June of 2012 known as the Santa Fe 

Interviews. 

http://lummifilm.com/sfi/ 

This is a print story from Hemispheres Magazine written by  Margie Goldsmith. It appeared in 

the January, 2013 edition of the magazine. 

http://old.hemimag.us/2013/01/01/the-thrill-of-the-chase/nggallery/image/treasure1/ 

These are most of the stories that have appeared on NBC Nightly News and the Today Show 

about Forrest and his treasure hunt. 

http://www.nbcnews.com/pages/search/?q=forrest+fenn 

This is from The Metro in March of 2013. The Metro is a UK publication. The story was written 

by Ross McGuinness. 

http://metro.co.uk/2013/03/08/forrest-fenn-and-the-raiders-of-the-stashed-gold-real-life-indiana-

jones-stages-treasure-hunt-3531551/ 

There is a series of posts on Jenny Kile’s, “Mysterious Writings” blog that are related to the 

chase. Included is an interview with Forrest and a fascinating discussion on the Home of Brown: 

Six Questions with Forrest Fenn 

http://mysteriouswritings.com/six-questions-with-forrest-fenn-author-of-the-thrill-of-the-chase/ 

Put in Below the Home of Brown 

http://mysteriouswritings.com/forrest-fenns-poem-line-put-in-below-the-home-of-brown/ 

There is a Kindle edition eBook out. “How To Find Forrest Fenn’s Treasure”. I noticed a couple 

of factual errors but it looks like it might contain good advice for folks who are having a hard 

time figuring out how to get started with the poem. I suspect Maxwell Steele is a pseudonym. 

This book was released in March of 2013. 

http://www.amazon.com/Find-Forrest-Fenns-Treasure-

ebook/dp/B00BSXTISS/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1364169317&sr=8-

2&keywords=forrest+fenn 

There is an iPad App called “$1,000,000 Santa Fe Treasure Hunt” that provides a lot of info 

about Forrest and the chase and also provides monthly updates on the hunt. It came out in March 

of 2013 and was developed by Robert Knack. I can’t really put a link to it here because the 

iTunes store can’t be linked to. But those of you with an iPad can find it in the store by searching 

the authors name, Robert Knack. 

This is from the Today Show on March 27th, 2013. A New Clue. 

http://www.today.com/video/today/51345637#51345637 

http://lummifilm.com/blog/CBC2013.mp3
http://lummifilm.com/sfi/
http://old.hemimag.us/2013/01/01/the-thrill-of-the-chase/nggallery/image/treasure1/
http://www.nbcnews.com/pages/search/?q=forrest+fenn
http://metro.co.uk/2013/03/08/forrest-fenn-and-the-raiders-of-the-stashed-gold-real-life-indiana-jones-stages-treasure-hunt-3531551/
http://metro.co.uk/2013/03/08/forrest-fenn-and-the-raiders-of-the-stashed-gold-real-life-indiana-jones-stages-treasure-hunt-3531551/
http://mysteriouswritings.com/six-questions-with-forrest-fenn-author-of-the-thrill-of-the-chase/
http://mysteriouswritings.com/forrest-fenns-poem-line-put-in-below-the-home-of-brown/
http://www.amazon.com/Find-Forrest-Fenns-Treasure-ebook/dp/B00BSXTISS/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1364169317&sr=8-2&keywords=forrest+fenn
http://www.amazon.com/Find-Forrest-Fenns-Treasure-ebook/dp/B00BSXTISS/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1364169317&sr=8-2&keywords=forrest+fenn
http://www.amazon.com/Find-Forrest-Fenns-Treasure-ebook/dp/B00BSXTISS/ref=sr_1_2?ie=UTF8&qid=1364169317&sr=8-2&keywords=forrest+fenn
http://www.today.com/video/today/51345637#51345637
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This is a story that appeared in the on-line Temple Texas newspaper in June of 2013 by Patricia 

Benoit. Click HERE 

 This is a Tony Dokoupil story for Newsweek Magazine in August of 2012. Click HERE. 

 This is a story by Forrest’s friend and gifted writer, Margi Goldsmith that appeared in The Robb 

Report in March of 2012. 

http://robbreport.com/Art-Collectibles/The-Robb-Reader-Forrest-Fenn 

 This is a Huffington Post Story from August 23, 2011 by Forrest’s friend, Margi Goldsmith. 

https://www.huffpost.com/entry/2-million-santa-fe-treasu_b_932299 

 This is a video interview conducted at the Buffalo Bill Museum in Cody, WY in 2006. Click 

HERE 

 This is one of the earliest stories we have read about Forrest. This is from People Magazine in 

1986. Click HERE. 

Please note that you cannot comment on this post. 

dal… 

  

http://lummifilm.com/images/temple.jpg
http://www.newsweek.com/forrest-fenn-wants-you-find-his-treasure-and-his-bones-64427
http://robbreport.com/Art-Collectibles/The-Robb-Reader-Forrest-Fenn
https://www.huffpost.com/entry/2-million-santa-fe-treasu_b_932299
https://vimeo.com/297819295/2e4f9fa790
http://www.lummifilm.com/images/people-magazine.pdf
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Rumors Abound… 

 

Trying to squash a rumor is like trying to unring a bell. ~ Shana Alexander 

I thought we’d try to explore some of the rumors and mysteries going around about the 

chest…it’s hider…it’s location. Many of these rumors and mysteries started with stories that 

have misquoted Forrest. Perhaps you have an opinion on some of these…or others. If so, feel 

free to comment. Please understand that not all rumors can be squashed. Forrest rarely remarks 

on rumors except to say that searchers should only believe the poem and what he has written in 

the book. There is a wealth of material both written and recorded using Forrest’s own words. 

There is also material surrounded in quotes which Forrest never said and never penned. So be 

careful what you believe. 

Lets begin with a very misleading quote that appeared in one newspaper and two on-line journals 

in 2010. This was very soon after Forrest made his first public announcement and gave his first 

interviews about the existence of the chest. Those articles are still around today because, what 

once appeared on the web…stays on the web. 

The chest is in New Mexico – Some searchers believe this to be an actual quote from Forrest. 

But it is not. According to Forrest this quote is inaccurate. Forrest has tried to correct the writer’s 

mistakes and has often said. “I never said it was in New Mexico.” In fact, he has written and 

said, “The chest is hidden in the mountains north of Santa Fe.” Although Forrest has never said 

that it is in New Mexico, conversely, he has never said that it is not in New Mexico. 

The chest is in the Rocky Mountains – Forrest first narrowed the location of the chest to the 

“the mountains north of Santa Fe”. Later, he said “the Rocky Mountains”. It is not in the 

Appalachians nor the Cascades nor the Coastal Range nor the Sierra Nevada Range nor the 

Brooks Range. Wikipedia’s definition of the Rockies include only the mountains highlighted on 

the map below. This is the commonly accepted geographical region of the Rocky Mountains. 

Forrest would know this although he might be counting on us not to know it. Many people 

believe the Rockies extend into places geographers do not. The Rockies extend from Northern 

New Mexico northward to northern British Columbia. The Rocky Mountains do not exist in 

Alaska, Arizona, Nevada, California, Saskatchewan, Oregon or the Dakotas. It’s also important 

to realize that the lines where the Rockies end and start are fuzzy. Please keep that in mind if you 

start ruling out areas that are very close to the Rockies or because the first source you looked at 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/rumorsbqnner.jpg
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said that such and such a range is not in the Rockies even though it is very close. Forrest has also 

said that the chest is above 5,000feet and below 10,200 feet. 

 

The Rocky Mountains. From Wikipedia. 

The chest is in Colorado or Wyoming or Montana or New Mexico north of Santa Fe – More 

recently Forrest narrowed the resting place of the chest to be in one of four states. There is a map 

of these four states in the back of his book, To Far Too Walk. He has stated that the chest is 

somewhere on that map. 

At least 8.2 miles north of Santa Fe – Forrest stated on another blog: “The Treasure chest full 

of gold and precious jewels is more than 66,000 links north of Santa Fe.” 

100 links = 1 chain 

66,000 links = 660 chains 

1 chain = 66 feet 

660 chains = 43,560 feet (660 x 66) = 8.25 miles 

300 miles west of Toledo – Forrest has stated that the chest is “more than 300 miles west of 

Toledo.” He has also said “300 miles southwest of Toledo”. He has since admitted that this is a 

relatively worthless clue and will not help anyone to locate the chest. He has also recently said 

that by “west of Toledo” he meant “generally”. In the same way that the chest is “north of Santa 

Fe”. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/rockymountainslocatormap.jpg
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I was very confused by this clue when I first read it from Forrest. I felt that all of the Rocky 

Mountains were generally west of Toledo, OH. So it was hard to imagine how a clue like this 

could help. It just seemed like a “non-clue”, in the same category as “not in Nevada”. Then one 

day I had a conversation with Forrest. I mentioned my aforementioned reasoning for believing 

that the clue was generally useless. Forrest lit into me. He explained quite strongly how West 

was 270 degrees and not a general direction…as in “it’s over there”. After that conversation I 

went home and located every Toledo I could find in North America.  It occurred to me that to 

Forrest, as a military trained pilot, West would mean exactly 270 degrees. How could I not 

realize the import of that clue from the start? I dutifully drew a line 270 degrees from each 

Toledo and closely observed where these lines crossed the Rockies. I plotted and applied the 

clues from the poem. I looked for how following the clues in the poem could land me near one of 

these westerly headings in the Rockies. One line actually crossed a place I had been considering. 

I was excited. I sped out to this place. I searched. I moved north and south of the line to allow for 

miscalculation or improperly calibrated GPS. I spent five days exploring the area for any kind of 

blaze…none was to be found. I returned home and recalculated all my lines and set out once 

again to find a place where warm waters halt and etc. that could lead me to a place near one of 

my lines in the mountains…but  I was skunked again. 

Then one day another searcher shared a note Forrest had sent about the “more than 300 miles 

west of Toledo” clue. In this note Forrest confessed that the clue was, in fact, “worthless”. So I 

wasted a lot of time drawing 270 degree lines out of a bunch of Toledos only to find out later that 

Forrest meant nothing by this “non-clue”. In my opinion Forrest is like the Navajo “Coyote” 

character. He is a trickster. But the clue is real because not only is the chest hidden in the 

mountains more than 300 miles west of Toledo…but also because all of the Rocky Mountains 

are generally west of Toledo (OH) by more than 300 miles. 

Searchers have been within 500 feet of the chest – Forrest did say this and he was quoted in 

the Hemispheres story in January of 2013 by Margie Goldsmith. Some people think that this 

would be a huge clue to any searcher who was told this.  Is it in fact a huge clue…? 

Forrest has said the chest weighs about 42 pounds. The laws of biology pretty much demand that 

a 79 or 80 year-old man is not likely to haul that kind of weight very far on foot. So my guess is 

that the chest is probably within striking distance of some kind of road. That being the case, how 

many people do you think have driven down that road and passed within a reasonable proximity 

of the treasure, never dreaming it was there? Mr. Fenn is pretty frugal with any new information 

about where the treasure is hiding. Further, there is no reason to assume that the searchers who 

were within 500 feet of the chest were ever told by Forrest just how close they actually were. It 

may have been you. If this is a clue, I don’t see how. 

Folks have had the first two clues correct – Forrest did write this as a comment on my blog in 

the story “Stephen Returns to the Blaze”. His exact quote from the comment is as follows: 

“some folks correctly mentioned the first two clues to me in an email and then they went right 

past the other seven, not knowing that they had been so close”. 
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My interpretation of this is that a lot of people write Forrest with their ideas for the clues in the 

poem. I think some hope that Forrest might say something like “By golly, you’re right. You’ve 

guessed it.” Of course Forrest would never say that but my point is that Forrest hears a lot of 

ideas that searchers have for the clues in the poem. And at least some of them have gotten the 

first two clues correct but then went on to incorrectly state the next seven clues. Forrest keeps 

telling us that we have to start at the beginning or to start with the first clue. That may or may not 

be “Where warm waters halt.” Furthermore, he has said that trying to find the chest 

by starting with trying to identify “Home of Brown”, won’t get you anywhere. He tells us we 

must start at the beginning and follow the clues in consecutive order to find the chest. 

Map in book shows where the chest is hidden – Forrest has said that there is no secret “x” on 

that map (page 133) anywhere so don’t bother looking for one with a magnifying glass. 

Double Omegas in the colophon of the book – It was once relatively common for publishers to 

add their marks in the colophon of their books. Today, those devices and the colophon itself is 

rarely used. Since Forrest published most of his books himself and since Forrest is a collector of 

rare books it would seem a logical guess that the double Omega in the colophon (page 148) of 

“Thrill of the Chase” is Forrest’s personal mark. This could be, but I have not seen the double 

Omega in his other books. 

Another idea is that at one time writers used the Omega symbol (the last letter of the Greek 

alphabet) to signify the end of their story. But typically, only one Omega was used…not two. 

Forrest has not commented on those marks and so it is possible that they are meant as a clue. I 

once interpreted them to be a clue to look near the Horseshoe Mine. Others have suggested they 

are somehow a unifying remark about the burros he saved. I now believe them to signify 

promises made and the end of a story for Forrest and his closest friend. 

Postmarks contain a numeric clue to the lat/lon of the hiding place – Some searchers have 

tried to use the postmarks printed throughout the book as a numerical code to reveal the lat/lon of 

the hidden chest. Forrest has not commented on the postmarks. Still a mystery. 

Tear in the bottom of the page of fishing photos in the book – Some searchers believe the tear 

(page 122-123) was placed there purposely by Forrest and is therefore meaningful. Forrest has 

not commented on that tear. I don’t know what to make of the tear but honestly, is every little 

oddity in the book to be considered a clue? Still a mystery. 

Letters “CE5” on latch of chest – In the photo of the chest on the back of the 

TTOTC  dustcover one can clearly see the engraving “C E 5” on the latch. Forrest has said that 

the “CE5” was placed on the chest by him and that it is an accounting code that tells him what he 

paid for the chest. 

The chest is buried – Forrest has never purposely said the chest is buried. He has always 

attempted to say that it is hidden. He has gone out of his way to correct the language of 

interviewers who say that the chest is “buried” (on at least two occasions Forrest mistakenly said 

it was “buried”, but I believe those to be moments when he was simply repeating what an 
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interviewer said and he mis-spoke). Conversely, Forrest has never said the chest is not buried. I 

personally believe the chest is not buried…but it is hidden from view. 

Surrounded by trees – Forrest once wrote to a searcher that the chest was not hidden in a tree 

but that it was surrounded by trees.  I suppose it is useful to know that the chest is not in a tree 

but the notion that it is surrounded by trees is definitely not a clue. Everything is surrounded by 

trees if you go far enough out. This is exactly the kind on non-clue a trickster would deliver. 

Special spot – Forrest has said the spot is special to him. I suppose any spot with a million or so 

dollars hidden in it is a special spot. But I have always thought that the spot was special to 

Forrest before he hid the treasure there. Knowing Forrest and knowing his background and 

history will help me know what kind of place might be special to him. 

Begin with the first clue – Forrest has reminded us over and over to begin at the beginning. 

That the clues are consecutive and that starting in the middle will get us no where. Without 

getting this first clue, he says, we cannot expect to understand the rest of the clues. 

Oddities in the poem’s construction – Folks have recognized inconsistencies within the poem. 

One having to do with rhythm and the other with rhyming. Most of the lines have eight 

syllables but not all…Is this important? 

Line #2 has six 

Line #3 has seven 

Line #7 has seven 

Only one word in the poem does not fit the rhyming sequence. Why is that? Some have 

suggested that Forrest did this on purpose and in order to get the real clues one has to repair 

those errors. Forrest has not spoken about the construction of the poem nor about those 

idiosyncrasies in it. But poetry is an art form, not a science. Many poems never rhyme at all. 

Further, Forrest originally began writing the poem in 1988 so he has had a lot of time to make 

sure it’s exactly how he wants it. It is totally plausible that Forrest simply wrote it the way he did 

because he likes it that way and we should just accept it and move on. Perhaps we should not be 

trying to alter it. Once when I tried to substitute words in the poem he wrote me back and said 

“Don’t mess with my poem.” 

What does Forrest want to happen with the treasure once it is found? – Forrest shared this 

note with us that he sent to a new searcher who wrote that Forrest was his idol. I think it 

illustrates beautifully Forrest’s humor, self-effacing character and desire for the future of the 

treasure. 

“Don’t see me as your idol, set your sights higher. And don’t get old, it’s overrated. If you plan 

to join the Indiana Jones club you must have the right kind of hat, one that’s been seasoned in the 

soil and baptized in vinegar and sea salt. Let curiosity be your motor and adrenalin your fuel. If 

you find my treasure please give a little to someone who must otherwise do without and let the 

remaining baubles be seeds for your next adventure. Keep me informed about where you are and 

what you are doing.” 
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To the point- 

I believe that folks who have been looking since the search began in 2010 have no more practical 

knowledge of the place Forrest is describing in his poem than the person just beginning their 

search. To wit: No one has found it. 

Bottom line is that people have all kinds of solutions to the poem. There is no “one way” to 

decode the clues. This is certainly by design. The trick is to find Forrest’s spot by decoding it the 

way he has imagined it. Just because the first way you follow the clues have not led you to the 

treasure does not mean the 29th or 47th or 123rd time will not. Clearly, the clues in the poem are 

cleverly constructed. Don’t expect to match wits with a successful poker player, trader and 

trickster and win in the first round but don’t give up trying to understand his interpretation. Keep 

thinking about it and keep learning about Forrest and how he thinks. 

Forrest has said that the chest is not supposed to be easy to find. Whoever finds it will certainly 

have to work at it. Remember, Forrest has had since the ’80s to contemplate a description to his 

spot. We have only had since 2010 to dwell on how to decipher that description. 

I’ll try to update this page over time so check back… 

dal… 

(last updated October 2016) 
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Tips From Forrest… 

 

Here are some tips from Forrest with interpretations by Dal..Take the magenta text as fact but take the 

interpretations as suggestions from me…not from Forrest… 

1. HE NEVER SAID “I HID IT IN NEW MEXICO.” 

He originally said its in the Rocky Mountains north of Santa Fe. That includes Colorado, Utah, Wyoming, 

Montana, Idaho as well as British Columbia and Alberta…and New Mexico. Possibly even Alaska. Since 

this post was written in March of 2013 Forrest has eliminated all states and provinces that the Rocky 

Mountains rest in except Montana, Wyoming, Colorado and northern New Mexico. 

2. HE SAID, “I NEVER SAID IT WAS BURIED.” 

He said he hid it. That means it might be buried but since he never used the word buried it  might also 

mean that it is not. 

3. HE SAID, “IT’S NORTH OF SANTA FE.” 

Don’t bother looking at areas south of Santa Fe, NM. It’s not there. He does mean SF New Mexico. Not 

SF Texas or SF Mexico or any other SF you come up with. 

4. HE SAID, “I WAS 79 OR 80 WHEN I HID IT.” 

So it’s probably not some place terribly difficult to get to. So don’t expect to have to use advanced 

climbing techniques or kayak through Class 6 whitewater to find it. He wants you to have fun looking for 

it so although it’s difficult to find it should not require you to put yourself in danger. That being said you 

are responsible for the decisions you make looking…so be careful. 

5. HE SAID, “START AT THE BEGINNING”. 

He has told us over and over that the smart place to start is at the begining. Starting in the middle of the 

poem, for instance at the home of Brown, is not a good strategy. 

6. HE SAID, “IT’S DIFFICULT BUT NOT IMPOSSIBLE TO FIND.” 

Forrest has said it takes brain work and research to figure out the clues. He also said “If it was easy 

anyone could do it.” Don’t head out to the first Brown Hotel you find. Don’t head for the first place to 

catch Brown trout. 9 out of 10 folks who have looked have already been to those same places you just 

found on the internet. Do serious research and start with where warm waters halt. The poem is a puzzle. 

7. HE SAID, “IT’S ABOVE 5,000 FEET.” 

This was Forrest’s first clue on the Today Show. Duh…It’s in the mountains. Not much of that swath of 

peaks and plateaus known as the Rockies is below 5,000 feet. However you can eliminate those places 

that are at 4,999 feet or less. 

8. HE SAID, “THE BOOK CONTAINS SUBTLE HINTS.” 

Forrest has said that the poem is all you need to find the chest and also has said that the book contains 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/tipbanner.png
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subtle hints that will help. So, if you cannot find the treasure after just trying to decode the poem, then 

maybe you should read The Thrill of the Chase”. 

9. FORREST SAYS THAT HE WILL ANNOUNCE WHEN IT HAS BEEN FOUND. 

Forrest says that it is still there. Some people feel they know where it is by playing with Google Earth and 

other mapping programs in their own homes. They boast that they have found it. But apparently they have 

not, no one has so far. Some folks have never left their homes but like to come here and announce that 

they have found it. Don’t be put off by these foolish boasts from people who like to hear themselves talk. 

Ignore them and get out there and enjoy the countryside. Your ideas are as good as the next persons…If 

someone does find it you’ll read about it here and on Forrest’s blog. 

10. HE SAID, “BRING A FLASHLIGHT AND A SANDWICH.” 

Folks have been agonizing for a couple of years now about Forrest saying this. Why would we need a 

flashlight? Is it in a cave? Underwater? In the basement of Brown’s home? Maybe we need a flashlight to 

throw at a bear guarding the chest…who knows? Recently Forrest sent me an email in which he said “A 

flashlight isn’t necessary unless you are searching at night.” So why did he say this to begin with? It’s just 

a saying…a reminder. My dad used to tell me, “If you are going to be late, take a flashlight.” 

11. HE SAID,”THERE IS NO NEED DIGGING IN THE OLD OUTHOUSES. THE TREASURE 

IS NOT ASSOCIATED WITH ANY STRUCTURE.” 

Since the beginning searchers have had questions about the “Home of Brown”. Is it an actual house or a 

hotel? Some have thought it was an outhouse or municipal sewage treatment plant. On the Today Show 

airing on March 27th Forrest made the above statement. 

12. HE SAID, “THE TREASURE IS NOT IN A GRAVEYARD.” 

This is the clue from Forrest’s May 3rd, 2013 appearance on The Today Show. It’s an important clue 

since people have been digging in a lot of inappropriate places including graveyards. 

13. HE DIDN’T SAY, “THE TREASURE IS MORE THAN 8.25 MILES NORTH OF SANTA FE.” 

At least not right away. 

Forrest originally said something else over on Richard Saunier’s blog: “The Treasure chest is full of gold 

and precious jewels and is more than 66,000 links north of Santa Fe.” and we know that a link is 1/100th 

of a chain and a chain is 66 feet. So: 

100 links = 1 chain 

66,000 links = 660 chains (66,000 ÷ 100) 

1 chain = 66 feet 

660 chains = 43560 feet (660 x 66) = 8.25 miles 

Later on, Forrest did start saying that the chest is at least 8.25 miles north of the northern limit of Santa 

Fe. 

14. HE SAID, “THE TREASURE IS NOT HIDDEN IN UTAH OR IDAHO.” 

Forrest announced this on his Today Show appearance on June 28th, 2013. 

dal… 
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What’s it Worth…Really! 

 

The treasure has been contrarily valued in the press on blogs and TV at half a million dollars, a 

million dollars, two million dollars and somewhere, I remember someone writing that it’s worth 

is a colossal, three million dollars. This is a wide gap..half a million to three million dollars. The 

real value is a hard number to pin down because only Forrest has a list of everything that he put 

inside that chest. And even if you had the list in your hands there would be controversy and 

contradiction about the precise value of many of the items. A list does not give you a real sense 

of the item. Holding it in your very own hands is the only way to truly appreciate the actual value 

of a lovely artifact. Some feel that placing a monetary value on the objects in Forrest’s chest is a 

crass example of capitalism at it’s very worst. How can you, these folks inquire, place a value on 

history, on craftsmanship, on beauty, on the last vestiges of a once vibrant culture? 

I have no idea. 

 
Forrest’s treasure chest showing only some gold 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/moneybanner.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/treasurechest3.jpg
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And there are other problems too. Often times the owner of an object feels it is worth much more 

than someone who is going to pay for it. Ask any insurance agent. If, for instance, I own a shiny, 

red, 1945 Willy’s Jeep in mint condition. I might feel that it’s worth $33,000 dollars because 

that’s what the bluebook say’s it’s worth. But that is not it’s value because I haven’t actually 

found anyone willing to pay me that much. When my neighbor buys it from me for $19,000 we 

have now established it’s actual value. I think the phrase is, “It’s only worth what someone is 

willing to pay for it”. The rest is just speculation. So the half million to 3 million dollar 

guesstimates by the press and others about the value of Forrest’s treasure are simply speculation. 

There is no basis for those values. But can we nail it down any closer than somewhere between 

half a million and three million dollars? 

Even Forrest has stated that the true value of his treasure is a moving target. For one reason, the 

price of gold varies a great deal from day to day. In “The Thrill of the Chase” Forrest wrote that 

there are “over twenty Troy pounds of gold” in that chest. Elsewhere he has used the number 

20.20671 Troy pounds. There is more than just yellow metal in there but let’s concentrate on the 

value of the gold since it may be the easiest to attach a value too, albeit a value that changes from 

day to day. 

So…moving forward, gold, silver and gemstones are measured in an older system of weight 

called Troy pounds. Each Troy pound is made up of 12 Troy ounces. If we look up the price of 

gold on the web we will not typically see that it is measured in Troy ounces. The listings simply 

say “ounces” or “oz” for short but in truth they are using the Troy pound system which is 

universal in gold pricing. It matters to us because a Troy pound contains 12oz while an 

Avoirdupois pound…the measure we typically use for…say calculating the weight of a salad 

from the grocer…has 16ozs. 

20.2 Troy pounds is roughly 242 Troy ounces. At the moment that I write this blog entry the spot 

price of gold is $1,751.40 per oz. The spot price of gold is the price that someone is willing to 

pay for gold at the moment. Forrest’s 242.4 ozs is therefore worth $424,539.36 at this very 

second. In the not too distant past gold was priced at $721oz. At that price the gold in that box 

would shrink in value to $174,770.40. On the other hand some gold speculators are saying that 

gold will top $5,000oz soon. Exactly when, they do not say but that would mean Forrest’s gold 

would then be worth $1,212,000.00. Based on these fluctuations alone the value of the chest will 

certainly rise or fall on a daily basis. 

Okay…but what about the rest of the treasure. Well…here things get really sticky. We know 

some of the other items in that chest but not all. And we may…or may not know the weight of 

the chest and its contents. I remember reading somewhere that the weight of the chest and its 

contents was 42lbs. In fact, someone who actually hefted it before Forrest hid it told me that he 

figured the whole thing weighed in excess of 40lbs. I have also read that the chest by itself 

weighs 20lbs. If true, the contents should weigh-in at about 22lbs. We know that the gold alone 

in that chest weighs 20.2 Troy pounds. Now the difference between a Troy pound and an 

Avoirdupois pound is 2.8ozs. In fact 20.2 Troy pounds is equal to 16.99 Avoirdupois pounds. So 

if it’s true that the chest and contents together weigh 42lbs and the gold weighs 17lbs and the 

chest weighs 20lbs than there is about 5lbs of “other items” in the chest. 
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The gold includes 265 coins, pre-Columbian animal figures, gold dust, placer nuggets and two 

pre-Columbian, hammered gold “mirrors”. The mirrors are 4-5 inches in diameter and have holes 

in them for wearing. But what about the “other items”? Forrest, once again helps us out. In his 

memoir he mentions some of the items that are not pure gold and therefore not already accounted 

for. He mentions the following: 

– Ancient Chinese human faces carved from jade 

– 17th century Spanish gold ring with large emerald 

– Antique dragon coat bracelet with 254 rubies, 6 emeralds, 2 sapphires and numerous diamonds 

– Silver bracelet with 22 turquoise disc beads and a wonderful history 

– 2,000 year old Indian necklace from Columbia 

– Modern olive jar with biography inside 

I cannot begin to estimate the value of these things so I pressed an acquaintance who trades in 

historic and prehistoric artifacts to provide some estimates. Of course he declined, “its 

impossible”, he said. Of course I insisted saying “lets just make some educated guesses”, and of 

course he declined again. So I threatened to stay through day and night until he gave me what I 

wanted. That seemed like a terrible curse so he relented. I also agreed to buy him as much 

Bacardi on the rocks as he could drink and drive him home afterward and make sure he got in 

bed safely. Here is what he had to say about the items, understanding that he knows not a tinker 

more about them than you do. I promised not to reveal his name because he felt that this was a 

really ridiculous request and therefore his guesstimates are ludicrous and completely 

unprofessional. Perhaps, but I think it’s fun to try and place some sort of value on these things. 

Ancient Chinese human faces carved from jade 

How big are they? I don’t know. 

How many are there? I don’t know. 

What color are they? I don’t know. 

Are they the same or different? I don’t know. 

How finely carved are they? I don’t know…but…knowing that they are Forrest’s I am guessing 

that they are the best of whatever they are. 

Okay..lets say $550ea. 

17th century Spanish gold ring with large emerald 
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How many carats is the emerald? I don’t know. 

What color is it? I don’t know 

What cut is the stone? I don’t know. 

What kind of condition is it in? I don’t know…but…knowing that it was Forrest’s I am guessing 

that it is the best of whatever it is. 

Okay…Last year Atocha divers found a 16th century Spanish gold ring with an emerald that was 

reported to be worth half a million. But I think that’s high. You can see it here: 

www.melfisher.com/SalvageOperations/RecentFinds/080612_EmeraldRing/080612_EmeraldRin

g.asp 

Forrest’s is from the17th century so lets say $210,000 for it. 

Antique dragon coat bracelet with 254 rubies, 6 emeralds, 2 sapphires and numerous 

diamonds. 

I don’t suppose  you know anything about it?  No, I’ve never seen it. I don’t even know what a 

coat bracelet is. 

Okay…$26,000 

Silver bracelet with 22 turquoise disc beads and a wonderful history 

Forrest has stated publicly that he would like to have this bracelet back and will pay for it. 

 
If you find this, Forrest wants it back. 

The bracelet’s history makes this much more collectible and therefore more valuable. The fact 

that the beads came from Richard Wetherell means that there may be more known about them. 

The fact that the silver was worked by a Navaho also gives it more value. The fact that Forrest 

wants it back is even more interesting. 

I’ll guess $34,000. 

http://www.melfisher.com/SalvageOperations/RecentFinds/080612_EmeraldRing/080612_EmeraldRing.asp
http://www.melfisher.com/SalvageOperations/RecentFinds/080612_EmeraldRing/080612_EmeraldRing.asp
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/jp266.jpg
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2,000 year old Indian necklace from Columbia 

Do you know anything else about it. Yes…Forrest describes this in his memoir. It is a Tairona 

and Sinu creation. It contains 39 animal fetishes carved from quartz crystal, carnelian, jadeite 

and other exotic stones. It also has two cast gold objects. One is a jaguar claw and the other is a 

frog. Forrest considers it one of the prizes of his collection. 

Sounds stunning and special…I’ll say $40,000. 

There are other items too. Things never listed but hinted at. Items too numerous to mention. 

There is also the chest itself. Forrest writes that he overpaid for it at $20,000, but it was the 

perfect treasure chest. Forrest likes to do things right! 

 

A gold eagle coin made before 1933 

And one other consideration about the gold. It’s value is going to be more than the spot price of 

gold because it is “collectible”. There are 265 gold coins in that chest. A few are ancient coins. 

Some are pre-twentieth century, US eagle and double eagle coins. They stopped making these in 

1933. The eagle contains .48oz of gold. It’s face value as a coin is $10. It’s value based on the 

spot price of gold this minute is about $841. As a collectible it’s worth even more. Mint, they 

appear to be worth about double the spot gold price. Well worn they are valued at just over their 

spot gold price. 

But all this talk about value is moot if a true collector finds Forrest’s 12th century bronze chest, 

the beautiful objects inside might never be traded for money. They will simply be appreciated, 

admired and enjoyed by the finder. The bracelet will go back to Forrest and the rest will become 

legend. Creative and embellished stories will be told and retold about the chest and it’s fantastic 

contents. 

Oh…one other item that we know a great deal about is the olive jar. It’s a classic, modern olive 

jar that Forrest used to protect his biography which is rolled up inside the bottle and sealed tight. 

In a thousand years it might very well be the most valuable item in the chest but for now, that jar 

is…well…appreciating. 

So…after all this talk, what is the treasure’s value? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/eaglecoin.jpg
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Knowing what we now know I think we can pin it down to somewhere between half a million 

and 3 million dollars…give or take. 

dal… 
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Yellowstone Caution…. 

 

Yellowstone National Park ranges from about 7,500ft to 14,000ft. It is very cold and very snowy 

there from October through May. They do not keep all the roads open all the time. In winter 

some roads are open to Nordic skiing and some for snowmobiles…no cars. 

My point is that if you plan on a Yellowstone trip in spring or fall you need to find out if you can 

even get to the spot you want. I failed at getting to my spot one spring. You can read that post 

here: 

http://lummifilm.wordpress.com/2012/04/22/dont-try-this-without-a-lifeguard/ 

The roads are not completely open until Memorial Day. But they open incrementally starting 

around April 26th. Budget cuts may also effect how quickly the roads are 

opened…Finally…there is a lot of snow there so even if the roads are open you may not be able 

to see the ground beneath 3 feet of snow. 

The parks’s facilities closings are found here: 

http://www.nps.gov/yell/planyourvisit/open_closedates.htm 

They manage not just visitors but also wildlife and many areas are closed during various 

breeding seasons in the spring. There are lots of reasons in the fall, winter and spring why the 

place you want to explore may not be accessible. 

The best plan is to call ahead. Here is the Visitor Center info number: 

307 344-2107 

But please, if all 9,000 of you call at the same time they will close the doors, turn out the lights 

and go home… 

A cautionary note from Forrest: 

If you are searching for my treasure please stay safe, take adequate supplies and a GPS. The 

chest is not in a dangerous place. Remember, it weighs 42 pounds and an old man carried it to its 

http://lummifilm.wordpress.com/2012/04/22/dont-try-this-without-a-lifeguard/
http://www.nps.gov/yell/planyourvisit/open_closedates.htm
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/06/ynpbanner.jpg
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secret location. Keep your children close in the mountains and search at your own risk. Good 

luck in the chase. f 

  

dal… 
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Part four: 

Most Important Info 
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Important Advice From Forrest… 

 

SUBMITTED NOVEMBER 21st, 2019 

by Forrest 

  

It is snowing in Santa Fe on top of 6” that I already have at my house. Willie is crazy out in it. 

Tomorrow will bring 25 degrees and my ducks are not looking forward to the pond freezing over. 

That means it’s time to shut down all searching in the Rockies till next spring or summer. My 

advice is to get a cup of hot chocolate and watch a good Indiana Jones movie. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/11/90.jpeg
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Emailing Forrest?…Please be 

Considerate… 

SUBMITTED OCTOBER 25th, 2019 

by DAL 

  

 

I recently spent a couple of days with Forrest in Santa Fe. We had an opportunity to chat about 

many things. First off I want to say that Forrest is in good health but both his hearing and his vision 

are weakening. Additionally, Peggy is frail. but in good spirits. Forrest spends much of his time 

caring for and attending to Peggy.  

At this point in his life the 200 emails per day that searchers feel compelled to write him are, by 

and large, a distraction from more important duties. He uses a magnifying glass to read his email. 

As you can imagine, it takes a significant amount of time to get through email that way. 

What Forrest wants…and needs…is to receive fewer emails, from you, from me…from searchers 

everywhere. Believe it when I say that there are some searchers who write Forrest several times 

each day…with nothing more than idle chit-chat. He told me that this has become quite tedious. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A3929.jpg
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Other searchers send him their solutions, hoping for a response that will verify or nullify their 

ideas. Forrest will never answer such emails with remarks that could support or thwart any 

solution. To do so would be to give the sender information that no one else has. He refuses to do 

that. So, sending Forrest a solution is pointless. 

If you have the chest in your possession, Forrest certainly wants to know that…you can remain 

anonymous. He has no desire to know who found it. If you find the chest there will be ample ways 

to prove that you have it without disclosing your identity and Forrest looks forward to that 

information. 

I realize that it is difficult to believe that I am speaking about these things with any authority from 

Forrest. But Forrest asked me to post this note to everyone in hopes that we would all cut back on 

sending unimportant email… 

In the past Forrest has announced twice that he would be cutting back on responses to email. Those 

announcements never affected the number of emails he received. This is a third attempt to cut 

down the number of emails he receives. 

It would be easy for him to just hit the delete button on any email he does not want to read…but 

the problem is…the email he deletes without reading may be important…so he reads most… 

The solution to this problem is not for Forrest to read fewer emails…but rather, for us to respect 

his wishes and send less…self edit…be aware of his need to spend less time at his computer. 

I think we can do that… 

Sincerely, 

-dal 
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VOA Unedited Interview… 

  

 

SUBMITTED OCTOBER 2, 2019 

by DAL 

  

In September I visited with Forrest while a Voice of America film crew recorded an interview 

about the treasure hunt with him. I asked the crew and Forrest if I could audio record the interview 

and post it on the blog. The crew and Forrest agreed. 

My interest was in recording the entire interview because we rarely…if ever… get a chance to 

hear parts of these interviews that are not used in the final stories. Reporters often have different 

priorities when they edit the story than those of us searching for the chest might have. 

 
Forrest with Penelope the reporter 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/VoiceOfAmerica.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A2847.jpg
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Mike the cameraman 

 

 
Forrest by his army ammunition wagon on the Santa Fe Trail which goes through his yard 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A2841.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/10/0T1A2889.jpg
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So here is a complete interview…beginning with the first question by Penelope, the VOA reporter 

and ending some 28 minutes later with Forrest reading his poem. I did cut out a minute or so of 

silence near the very end…just before the poem is read because it took us awhile to locate a copy 

of the poem for Forrest to read…other than that minor edit…this is a continuous recording and 

includes many things said by Forrest that did not make it into the short finished stories that 

appeared on the VOA website. 

The voices you hear on this recording include: 

Forrest 

Penelope, VOA Reporter 

Mike, VOA Cameraman 

Me 

Just a technical note…I broke the interview into 4 parts to make the file sizes 2mb or less so that 

my WordPress server would accommodate them. There is no missing information at the breaks. 

Where one stops is exactly where the next begins. Each segment is aprox 7 mins in length 

depending on a nearby convenient breaking point. 

Links to those audio files can be found here… 

https://dalneitzel.com/2019/10/02/voauneditedaudio/ 
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Tarry Scant… 
 SUBMITTED OCTOBER 1st, 2019 

by DAL 

 In September of 2019 I visited Forrest and was at his home when Penelope and Mike arrived for 

their meeting. They are from Voice of America and were there to record an interview with Forrest 

for a story about the treasure. 

Penelope is the reporter and Mike is the cameraman. I asked, and received permission to audio 

record their interview with Forrest for the blog while they were taping. 

That entire audio interview will be posted later. 

This particular snippet occurred after the formal interview was over. Mike had stopped his video 

recording, Penelope and Forrest fell into a casual conversation and I stopped my recording. I got 

up to stretch my legs and had taken only a few steps away from my recorder when I heard Penelope 

ask Forrest, “What does tarry scant mean?”. 

I did not think much of the question because Forrest always seems to answer those direct questions 

about the poem with one of two typical responses. 

Either, “I don’t want to give out any more hints.” 

or 

“I’m not going to answer that right now.” 

But to my amazement he started in with an actual answer. I swiveled around and leaped for my 

recorder and microphone, turning it on and pointing the mic at him as he was repeating what he 

had just said. I barely caught his response… 

Audio Player https://dalneitzel.com/2019/10/01/tarry-scant/ 

 

This is only a 20 second clip so you can play it over again until you are satisfied you heard it 

correctly. The noise is from me trying to get the mic pointed at Forrest. 

Here is a transcription of the actual words spoken by Forrest and Penelope: 

F: …hang around 

P: (interrupting) Don’t hang around. 

F: Take the chest and get the hell out of here. 

P: Okay 

F: Tarry means wait around 

P: Okay 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
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F: And scant means… 

P: (interrupting) Okay 

F: …for a second or two. 

P: uh huh, uh huh 

F: I don’t have the slightest idea what I’m talking about. 

P: I don’t know. I got the sense of urgency…. 

F: Yeah 

P: …when you say that. That there’s some urgency there. 

F: Yeah 

Later that day after Mike and Penelope had left I mentioned to Forrest that I was surprised that 

he had answered her question about tarry scant. Forrest said “Why? What else could it mean?” 

I responded that searchers had been talking about what those words meant from the very 

beginning of the search. 

Forrest just shook his head and said, “It’s not complicated.” 

  

There are two posts with two different versions of the edited story on the VOA website: 

https://www.voanews.com/episode/fact-or-fiction-treasure-important-and-thrill-hunt-4045401 

https://www.voanews.com/arts-culture/thousands-scout-rocky-mountains-hopes-finding-treasure 

  

https://www.voanews.com/episode/fact-or-fiction-treasure-important-and-thrill-hunt-4045401
https://www.voanews.com/arts-culture/thousands-scout-rocky-mountains-hopes-finding-treasure
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Winter’s Warning 2019… 

 

SUBMITTED SEPTEMBER 26th, 2019 

by Forrest 

  

For those treasure hunters who are searching the northern Rockies, it’s time to hang it up for 

another season. Please don’t tempt those mountains. One of the things I hate most is to have my 

feet cold. Burrr, makes me cold just thinking about it. f 

https://www.foxnews.com/us/historic-snow-storm-rockies-blizzard-montana-snow-mountains-

weather 

  

https://www.foxnews.com/us/historic-snow-storm-rockies-blizzard-montana-snow-mountains-weather
https://www.foxnews.com/us/historic-snow-storm-rockies-blizzard-montana-snow-mountains-weather
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2019/09/snow.jpg
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Good Quality Scanned Images of 

Forrest’s Book Covers… 

Link to original page https://dalneitzel.com/2019/02/08/book_covers/ 

 

BOOK COVERS FOR DOWNLOAD 

Folks have asked me if I would provide high quality scans, suitable for close examination, of the 

book covers of Forrest’s three memoirs. The scans provided are from my own first edition 

volumes. Here they are: 

Once they load up you can save them to your computer. 

The Thrill of the Chase 

Too Far To Walk 

Once Upon a While 

Once Upon a While-Back Cover 

Too Far To Walk-Back Cover 

The Thrill of the Chase-Back Cover 

  

http://lummifilm.com/images/TTOTC.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/images/TFTW.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/images/OUAW.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/images/OUAW_BACK.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/images/TFTW_BACK.jpg
http://lummifilm.com/images/TTOTC_BACK.jpg
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Winter’s Warning 2018… 

 

SUBMITTED October 11th, 2018 

by Forrest 

  

It’s 4 degrees above freezing in Denver and West Yellowstone is under snow. So it’s time to stop 

searching the northern Rocky Mountains for another season. It was fireplace time for me yesterday 

morning in Santa Fe, but it warmed nicely by afternoon. This note is just a reminder to everyone 

that the winter mountains can be terribly unforgiving for those get caught out or go unprepared. If 

you are still searching please stay weather and mud aware. f 
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Search Prepared… 

  

 

SUBMITTED MAY, 2018 

by Forrest 

  

Summer is settling in and the Rocky Mountains are beginning to warm up some. The weeds are 

doing very well in my yard, and the humming bird feeders just outside my kitchen window are 

busy. 

Santa Fe is full of treasure hunters and the Collective Works book store is selling about 35 copies 

of my books each day. 

In the north, Montana, Wyoming, and northern Colorado, snow still covers the ground in many 

places, and the nights are very cold. Since most schools are out for 3 months, families are headed 

for the Rockies. Maybe it’s time again to review a few essentials when entering the mountains: 

Take a buddy or two with you when you search. 

Tell someone where you are going and when you expect to return. 

Take plenty of warm clothes, water, food, a GPS, survival gear, and a cell phone. There is no 

substitute for planning, and please don’t go anywhere an 80-year-old man couldn’t go twice in one 

afternoon. Good luck, and please stay safe. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg


Page 860 
 

Winter is Here… 

  

 

SUBMITTED NOVEMBER, 2017 

by Forrest 

  

Snow covers the north end of the Rocky Mountains so it’s time to shut it down for this season. 

New Mexico and parts of Colorado are still snow free and temps in the 60s. Good hunting, but 

please don’t search in the snow or mud. And remember, the temps are down in the low 20s in 

places. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
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Safety First… 

  

 

 

SUBMITTED JUNE, 2017 

by Forrest 

 When I said the treasure was not hidden in Utah or Idaho it was my plan not to narrow the 

search area further. But in the light of a recent accident, and in the interest of safety, I feel it 

necessary to alter that plan. 

The treasure chest is not under water, nor is it near the Rio Grande River. It is not necessary to 

move large rocks or climb up or down a steep precipice, and it is not under a man-made object. 

Please remember that I was about 80 when I made two trips from my vehicle to where I hid the 

treasure. 

Please be cautious and don’t take risks. 

My guess is that in the last 7 years more than 250,000 people have searched for the treasure without 

suffering any serious injuries. I invite you to add your name to that list. The search is supposed to 

be fun. f 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
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Has it Been Found?.. 
SUBMITTED JULY, 2017 

 In July of 2017 Perry Stone pushed out a video on YouTube claiming he had found Forrest 

Fenn’s treasure hiding spot…not the treasure mind you…just the spot where the treasure was 

hidden. The chest was not there. So of course Mr. Stone believes that the chest had been found 

and removed. 

These are not unusual claims. I would say there have been a few dozen such claims that I am aware 

of since Forrest hid Indulgence. A minority have become videos that still float around on YouTube 

giving the impression that the chest has been found and the chase is finished. 

It seems these folks have a difficult time admitting that their solution was wrong and led them to 

a place where the treasure chest is NOT, instead of where it is. So, rather than admit defeat they 

often decide that they were correct, but someone else got to the location before them and removed 

the chest. What is so interesting to me about these claims is that as far as I can tell no two of them 

are in the same location. 

Today, Forrest was asked by a reporter in Denver if Mr. Stone’s claim was true. This is Forrest’s 

generous response: 

I enjoyed Mr. Stone’s well-presented video. He is a far thinker and has a knack for analyzing. 

There are half a dozen other videos that were made similarly. The treasure remains where I hid it 

about 7 years ago. It is interesting that the film makers are so positive while leading their viewers 

to where the treasure chest never was. I compliment all of them and am reminded that it’s all about 

the thrill of the chase. f 

By the way you can view Mr. Stone’s video here: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jQ5fWkYb708&amp 

  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jQ5fWkYb708&amp
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Forrest is Awarded… 
 SUBMITTED APRIL, 2017 

 

by dal 

 In March of 2014 True West Magazine honored 

Forrest with their second annual “True 

Westerner” award for his contribution to and 

preservation of America’s Western Heritage. 

Forrest was chosen because of his work in Santa 

Fe as an author, collector, entrepreneur and artist 

and also for stoking “the national media fires 

with his $1million hidden treasure hunt”. 

Forrest received this award in pretty good 

company. The inaugural award went to the 

irascible Larry McMurty and talented Diana 

Ossana in 2013 for their work as authors and 

screenwriters who together turned Annie 

Proulx’s Brokeback Mountain into an award 

winning screenplay. Not a work that portrays the 

classic vision of America’s western landscape. 

Certainly Bob Boze Bell, the editor of True West 

Magazine uses a wider lens when seeking 

candidates for his magazine’s heritage award. 

While Forrest, to my knowledge, has not turned 

in a screenplay, his contribution to the heritage of the American West is none-the-less 

towering..although largely undocumented. He has helped, nudged and sometimes dragged artists 

into their own glorious spaces. Books he has authored on established artists have uniquely framed 

their experiences for the rest of us to comprehend. Forrest is both a respected admirer and a gifted 

promoter of the artistry of others and in doing so has diversified the market, increased the value 

and expanded the availability of works by the well known as well as the lesser appreciated. He has 

become the necessary angel of many artists and craftfolk of the wide west, tirelessly encouraging 

and pointing. 

Certainly Bob Boze Bell is a wise man to have recognized Forrest for his contribution to America’s 

Western Heritage…and if you ever have a chance to visit Forrest’s home, I’m sure you will be 

wildly enthusiastic about his stunning collection that preserves a meaningful and beautiful portion 

of our magnificent western heritage. 

dal- 
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Forrest’s True Westerner Award 
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The Moby Dickens Book Signing… 

Moby Dickens Bookstore in Taos, NM 

 

SUBMITTED March, 2017 

by dal 

 Moby Dicken’s Bookstore was a 30 year fixture on the Taos scene. It closed it’s doors in 2015 

but not before Forrest held a book signing there in November of 2013. After the book signing 

event Forrest took the stage and talked about his book and answered questions from the crowd. 

Many searchers feel it is one of the most revealing interviews Forrest has given. Toby Youris 

shot a video of that event and posted it on YouTube. Unfortunately he removed it from public 

view recently. Word is that Toby intends to monetize that video, so perhaps it will return. At any 

rate it has been unavailable for some time. I had an audio recording from that event transcribed. 

Below is the result. It certainly is not as good as watching Forrest on the video but it is better 

than staring at a blank spot on YouTube. 

Toby’s monetized video is now available HERE. 

There are some other bonus materials available when you rent or purchase the video.. 

https://vimeo.com/ondemand/fennatmobydickens
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Forrest Fenn at Moby Dickens Bookstore in November of 2013. 

Forrest: Well, I always thought I deserved a throne. I’m very glad to be here. I want to thank Jay 

and Carolyn and Dorothy for bringing me up here. Jay asked me to say a few things about my 

treasure’s story. Is there anyone here that knows about the story? Who in this room has not heard 

about my treasure story? That’s pretty good. 1n 1988, I had cancer and they told me I was going 

to die. That’s a good way to start off a talk. They gave me a one in five chance of living three 

years. A lot of things were happening about that time. I was selling my gallery in Santa Fe and I 

had a lot of clients that were coming to see me to do different things. 

It just so happened that Ralph Lauren came to my house. He collects antique Indian things like I 

did. He didn’t know that I had cancer. We were standing in my library and I had something that 

he wanted. It was a beautiful Sioux Indian bonnet with white ermine skins hanging on it and split 

antelope horns. It was a wonderful thing. He wanted to buy it. I said, “Well I don’t want to sell it.” 

He said, “Well you have so many of those things. He said you can’t take it with you.” I said, “Then 

I’m not going.” We laughed and changed the subject. 

That night I started thinking about that. Who says can’t take it with me? Why do I have to live by 

everybody else’s rules? If I’m going to die of cancer, I’m going to take some stuff with me and I 

made up my mind. I bought this beautiful little treasure chest 10 inches by 10 inches and 6 inches 

high. Wonderful Romanesque thing, an antique scholar told me that it was probably Romanesque 

11th or 12th century. Maybe it held a Bible or a Book of Days, but it was wonderful, had a great 

patina on it. I started filling it up with things I thought would be attractive. There are 265 American 

gold coins, mostly eagles and double eagles. There are some middle eastern gold coins that date 

to the 13th century. There’s a little bottle of gold dust in there. There are hundreds and hundreds 

of gold nuggets, mostly from Alaska, Placer nuggets. Two of them are so large that they’re the 

same size as a hen’s egg. They weight more than a pound a piece. 

In this chest I put hundreds of rubies. There are two beautiful Ceylon sapphires. There are eight 

emeralds, lots of little diamonds, Pre Colombian wakas, 2,000-year-old bracelets and a tirana and 

sinew necklace that dates probably 2,500 years old. The finishes on the necklace are made out of 

quartz crystal and carnelian and semi-precious stones.  I told myself I wanted it to be visual enough 

so that when a person found the treasure chest and opened it for the first time, they would just lean 

back and start laughing. I showed the chest to a number of people in Santa Fe and that’s what they 

all did. I invite you to go look for the treasure chest. 

My plan was … If I was going to die of cancer … They said I had a one in five chance of living 

three years. They told me I had a year probably anyway. I decided I knew where I was going to 

hide the treasure chest. I told myself with my last gasping breath I was going to go out there and 

fling myself on that treasure chest and let my bones go back to the dirt. It was a great plan. The 

trouble with it was that I got well and ruined the story. 

I told myself just because I got well didn’t mean that I could not hide the treasure chest anyway 

and I did that. In my book, The Thrill of the Chase, there’s a poem in there that has nine clues in 

it. If you can follow the clues to the treasure chest, you can have the treasure chest. I thought about 

that a lot and when hid the treasure chest I had to make two trips because the thing weighs 42 
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pounds. It’s small but gold is heavy. When I hid and was walking back to my car, I started laughing 

out loud and said, “Forrest Fenn, did you really do that?”  I had a hole card. I told myself if I 

decided later if I didn’t want to do it, I could go back and get it. The more I thought about it, the 

more I said, “Yeah this is perfect.” Why can’t I influence somebody a thousand years from now, 

a hundred years from now? Okay, next weekend. If you can find it I think it will be worth your 

while. 

A lady reporter from Texas, called me on the phone and said, “Mr. Fenn who is your audience for 

this strange book?” I said, “My audience is every redneck in Texas with a pickup truck, a wife 

with 12 kids, who lost his job. I said, “Throw a bedroll in the back of your truck and go look for 

the treasure and take the kids. Get the kids out of the game room away from their little playing 

machines and let them breathe the sunshine and the things that the forest has to offer, a wonderful 

opportunity.” I just this last week passed 25,000 emails from people and probably 15,000 of them 

have told me, “Mr. Fenn we’re not going to find the chest, we know that, but I want to thank you 

for getting me and my kids off the couch and out in into the world.” 

I could go on and on, but I don’t want to talk too much, I would entertain some questions if anybody 

has one. Yes sir. 

Male: Did I understand that the proceeds from you book are going to cancer? 

Forrest: I’m having trouble hearing him. Can somebody help? 

Male: Did I understand that the proceeds of your book are going to a cancer foundation? 

Forrest: Let me explain that to you. Dorothy Massey at Collected Works Bookstore in Santa Fe 

owns these books. Jay bought them from Dorothy. The deal I made with Dorothy was that she can 

have the books but she has to leave 10% of the gross sales aside for a cancer fund. I think we have 

about 50,000 bucks or something in that fund now. We’re looking for somebody that we can feel 

proud about helping. If I had my way, we’d find some little minority kid that can’t afford what it 

takes to get well and spend our money that way. I don’t know whether that will happen or not, but 

that’s the plan anyway. Is there another question? 

Female: I have one about the poem. If you follow the poem precisely will you find yourself 

switching back? 

Forrest: If you follow the clues in the poem precisely would I what? 

Female: Will you find yourself switching back, making a loop? 

Forrest: This gal’s dangerous. Would I find myself switching back? I think I can say no to that 

without giving away too much of a clue. 

Female: Okay. 
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Forrest: Nobody is going to happen on that treasure chest. You’re going to have to figure out the 

clues in the poem and go to it. There are several people that have deciphered the first two clues. I 

don’t think they knew it because they walked right on past the treasure chest. I’m not going to tell 

those people who they are because one of them particularly would faint I know and tear the 

countryside up trying to figure out where they’d been. It’s an opportunity to … Doesn’t have any 

downsides I think. Everybody wins if you go out looking for it. Another question? 

Female: Given that your simply gave it away. You gave this treasure away to the cosmos and to 

whomever. Did you have any heart wish of how the treasure might be used for good? 

Forrest: No. I don’t feel like I’ve given it away. Whoever finds it is going to earn it. Once they 

find it and have it in their possession, I’m out of the picture. They can do whatever they want to 

with it. You can’t … I don’t want to make rules for people after the fact. Yes, sir. 

Male: How would you know it hasn’t already been found? 

Forrest: I’ve been asked that question. I really don’t want to answer the question because that 

would be an answer that I don’t want to reveal, but I can tell you that no one has found the treasure. 

Yes, sir. 

Male: When do you think the treasure would be found? Do you think it’s a 10 year, 100 year? 

When do you think it will actually be discovered? 

Forrest: Why don’t you ask me how deep is a hole? 

Female: Okay, how deep is a hole? 

Forrest: It’s not predictable, but I think this last summer … I’m guessing, but I think there were 

35,000 people out looking for the treasure chest. 

Male: Are you concerned that once it is discovered that your private spot will be exposed to so 

many people that it will no longer become special? 

Forrest: There’s all kinds of case scenarios. If a person finds it and he doesn’t want the IRS to 

know it, then maybe the spot will never be revealed. In my opinion, the type of person that’s going 

to find the treasure chest is the type of person that can’t keep it quiet. I’m not worried about that 

really. Yes, ma’am. 

Female: You said that it took you two trips to hide the treasure. Did you hide it two times or did 

you carry it the second time? 

Forrest: I hid the whole thing in one spot, but it took me two trips to get to that spot with the weight 

of the treasure chest. 

Male: From the car to the spot. 
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Forrest: Very special spot. 

Female: Could you tell us more about what’s in your book like it’s not just the poem but it’s a 

memoir right? 

Forrest: It’s a memoir. I never did go to college. I prayed for D’s in high school and nobody ever 

listened. I graduated because my father was the principal. I never did read the great books. I talk 

in my book about Hemingway and other writers that are very internationally celebrated and so I 

went down to the book store and I got a couple of those books and I started to read them.  I told 

myself, “These things are no good.” For Whom the Bell Tolls, I read about a third of that thing 

and threw it in the trash. I started to wonder, “Why does everybody?” … You may think those are 

wonderful books. I’m little bit weird. I’ll have to admit that. 

JD Salinger died. Diane Sawyer’s talking about how wonderful he was that he wrote books and 

put them in a vault so nobody could see them. I told myself, “This is my kind of guy.” I went down 

and I bought Catcher in the Rye by JD Salinger. I thought I was going to like that book because 

I’d never heard of the guy. I said “Everybody thinks the book’s pretty good. He’s nobody so it 

must be a pretty good book.” I started reading it and I read a little bit. I put it down and started 

thinking about it. I read some more. It took me about a day and a half to finish that book, and I 

wasn’t ready for it to end when it was over. I started telling myself, “You know if this is a good 

book … If Catcher in the Rye is a good book, I can do that.” It’s nothing but a guy talking to 

himself really is what it is. 

I said, “I can do that.” I started writing my memoir. I started remembering … I would encourage 

all of you to write your memoir. You don’t have to edit it. Send it to the Library of Congress. They 

love those things. Start with your earliest recollections like I did. I remember when my 

grandmother told me about when she was a kid in Fort Worth watching the Comanche and Kiowa 

Indians run through their barnyard trying to catch chickens. I have two daughters that are in their 

50’s who don’t know who Clark Gable was. I wanted my kids, my family, my grandkids to know 

something about my family. Something about me and my wife and what we’ve done and where 

we’ve been, kind of a peek back into our lives. At the same time, I was thinking about my treasure 

chest. How do I bring all of these things together? 

It was 15 years from the time that I got cancer until the time that I hid the treasure chest, 15 years. 

The poem in my book is something that I changed over and over again. When you read the poem, 

it looks like just simple words there, but I guarantee you I worked on that thing. I felt like an 

architect drawing that poem. The original version of the poem said, “Take the treasure chest, but 

leave my bones and go in peace,” or something like that. Then I got well and I ruined that story. 

I believe very strongly in that. I started making bells out of bronze and little jars. The jars I put my 

autobiography in the jars and seal them up tight. I’ve buried eight of those things way out in the 

desert and in the mountains. Nobody knows where. I couldn’t even go back to them because I’ve 

hidden them so well. Who says I can’t influence the future? Who says can’t take it with me? I 

don’t believe in those things. 
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Which is best? Laying on the ground on a treasure chest, your bones rotting in the sun or laying in 

a hospital room with tubes down your throat and your nose and machines everywhere? People 

running out watching you all the time. Which would you rather have? 

Female: The desert. 

Forrest: That’s my philosophy. Anyway I’ll admit I’m a maverick in that area. My father had 

pancreas cancer. They gave him six months to live. 18 months later, he was still fishing up in 

Yellowstone in those lakes and fast streams. One night about 10:00 at night he called me on the 

phone. I was in Santa Fe and he was in Temple Texas. He said, “Forrest I just want you to know 

that I’m getting ready to take 50 sleeping pills.” I said, “Dad I’ll be there first thing in the morning.” 

I had an airplane. He said, “That’s too late.” It was too late. 

I respected him because he wanted to do things on his own terms. What’s wrong with making your 

own rules about things? He could have gone in the hospital and withered away for another three 

weeks or a month. That’s no way to live. All of these thoughts manifest themselves in my treasure 

chest. The thrill of the chase, I keep going back to the thrill of the chase. You can think I’m crazy 

if you want to. A lot of people have said that. It’s something that I believe in. That treasure chest 

I’ve said is in a very special place to me. If I get another disease, on my last dying gasp, I’m going 

to throw myself on top of that treasure chest. Then I’m going to dare you to come find me. Bella, 

do you have a question? 

Male: Mr. Fenn, we actually have one that sent to us. Since you were speaking about the poem, 

Dal Neitzel has asked if you would kindly read the poem of which I happen to have a copy of said 

poem. 

Forrest: That damn Dal Neitzel’s always getting me in trouble. 

Male: I’m just the messenger. 

Forrest: He think he’s safe because he lives on a little island, Lummi island out of Seattle. I’ve got 

his number though. 

“As I have gone alone in there, and with my Treasures bold. I can keep my secret where and hint 

of riches new and old. Begin it where warm waters halt and take it in the canyon down, not far, 

but too far to walk. Put in below the home of Brown. From there it’s no place for the meek. The 

end is ever drawing nigh. There’ll be no paddle up your creek, just heavy loads and water high. If 

you’ve been wise and found a blaze, look quickly own your quest to cease. But tarry scant with 

marvel gaze just take the chest and go in peace. So why is it I must go and leave my trove for all 

to seek? The answers I already know. I’ve done it tired and now I’m weak. So hear me all and 

listen good” … I may have to read this thing. “So hear me all and listen good, your effort will be 

worth the cold. If you are brave and in the wood. I give you title to the gold.” 

I view that as a challenge. There are so many things in life that are wonderful. There are so many 

things that are not wonderful. I think this world’s in trouble. I don’t need to tell you that. I think 

we need to … My father used to tell me, “Grab every banana.” He told me that a 100 times. He 
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and I collected arrowheads together. We were thinking about going out to a friend’s farm with 

newly plowed to look for arrowheads, but it was drizzling rain. I didn’t much want to go, but my 

father did. We were discussing, he said, “Grab every banana.” I said, “Father, you’ve been telling 

me that for years.” I said, “I don’t know what you mean.” You know what he said to me? He said, 

“Now that you asked the question, maybe you’re old enough to know.” Pretty profound huh? He 

said, “The train doesn’t go by that banana tree but one time.” He said, “You should reach out and 

grab every banana on the way back.” I thought that was pretty good. Let me tell you, I’ve grabbed 

a few bananas in my time. Grabbed a few lemons too. Yes, sir. 

Male: Are you familiar with the poet Robert Service? 

Forrest: The what? 

Male: Poet, Robert Service. 

Forrest: No. 

Male: You’d give him a run for his money. 

Forrest: Thank you, thank you. I like poetry. I can walk down the street and see something and I 

quote poetry to myself. I did that coming up here today in the car with Dorothy Massey. It’s a little 

… I’ll read you a poem from Alice in Wonderland. “How doth the little crocodile improve his 

shiny tail and pour the waters of the Nile on every shiny scale? How cheerfully he seems to grin. 

How neatly spread his claws and welcome little fishies in with gentle smiling jaws.” I like that. 

You may not know who Senator Al Simpson is, Senator from Wyoming, retired. He can quote the 

entire book from Alice in Wonderland. Yes, sir. 

Male: Do you want to say anything about the accumulation of that treasure and why [those specific 

things were [inaudible] must have been a big piece of the pie.[inaudible] Or is that too personal a 

question. 

Male: He’s wanting to know, on the accumulation of what you put in the chest, were they personal 

type items? How hard was it for you to put some of those items in there? How did you determine 

what you placed in there? 

Forrest: Thank you for asking that question, sir. I wanted that treasure chest to be part of me. I 

wanted … If I’m going to take it with me, I don’t want it to be a bunch of abstract items. I put 

things in that treasure chest that are very dear to me. One of them, probably the cheapest thing in 

that treasure chest is a wonderful little bracelet, has 22 prehistoric turquoise beads in it. The beads 

were found by Richard Wetherill. The first day that he discovered Mesa Verde and climbed down 

into the ruin from the canyon top. He picked up those 22 little turquoise beads. In 1901, when 

Richard Wetherill was excavating Mesa Verde, there was an Indian working for him that made a 

bracelet out of those 22 little turquoise beads, disk beads. They call it a row bracelet. It was made 

about 1902 or so. When Richard Wetherill sold it to Fred Harvey of the Harvey houses, and years 

later that whole Harvey collection was given to the Heard Museum in Phoenix. 
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I won that bracelet in a pool game with Byron Harvey who was the nephew of Fred Harvey. That’s 

how I got that bracelet. I have an association. It’s the only Indian bracelet I ever had that fit me. I 

used to walk down the street showing off that bracelet. It’s worth about $350. It was special to me. 

Female: Have your grandkids ever tried looking for the treasure? 

Forrest: What’d she say? 

Male: Have your grandkids ever tried looking for the treasure? 

Forrest: No, but I’ll tell you an interesting story. Some of the emails I get from people, I got one 

last week from a lady about your age. You must be 11? 

Female: Nine. 

Forrest: Nine? She said “Mr. Fenn if I find the treasure chest do I have to share it with my brother?” 

I get all kinds of emails. This one lady said my truck is not very reliable. She said, “If I go in the 

mountains on the way to your treasure chest and my truck breaks down, will you come and pick 

me up and take me the rest of the way?” 

Female: Do you think kids will ever find your treasure? Do you think kids have a shot at trying to 

find your treasure? 

Male: Do you think that kids will ever find the treasure? 

Forrest: Do I think that kids …? You worry me a little. Yeah I think kids may have an advantage. 

Don’t expect me to explain that, but sure. Their eyes are better. They’re more agile. They have 

more energy. Why should a kid take backseat in the treasure hunt? Is that your daughter there? 

Male: Sure is. 

Forrest: She’s dangerous. Okay, more questions. Yes, sir. 

Male: You put a lot of people, a very bold, exciting adventure. It seems you put yourself on an 

adventure watching all these people. Are you enjoying that? 

Male: He said that he put a lot of people on a bold and exciting adventure and yourself. How are 

you enjoying watching all of this adventure around you? 

Forrest: “Well tell me not in mournful numbers.  Laugh is but an empty dream. For the soul is 

dead that slumbers and things are never what they seem.” I’m enjoying it, yeah. I didn’t expect it 

… I always figured that the treasure chest was a bomb. I didn’t know that I had a fuse until Dorothy 

came along and a couple other people that started giving publicity to the book. Now it’s out. No 

matter what happens now, it belongs to the ages I think. Sure, there’s a … People talk about, “Mr. 

Fenn is that your legacy?” You know, I don’t like philosophy of that. I don’t like … Once a person 
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dies, that should be the end of it. If you want to say something kind about me, say it me while I’m 

alive. Don’t wait until I die. Let’s not talk about legacies. Yes, sir. 

Male: When you had cancer and you got well and you decided to hide the treasure, do you think 

maybe fate … Maybe you got well so you would hide the treasure? 

Forrest: I believe that there’s a higher hand someplace. I don’t know what it is, but I think that I’ve 

lived a charmed life. Here’s a little kid from a small town in Texas, made D’s and F’s in high 

school. Joined the Air Force as a private, became a fighter pilot.  When I was 27 years old and a 

fighter pilot in Germany, I went down to supply and checked out an atomic bomb. I signed a form. 

I owned that atomic bomb, 61 kiloton bomb. The bomb at Hiroshima was 17,000 tons. This was 

61,000. I thought that if I can do that from my background, then look at what other people can do 

from their background. 

I had a hard tour in Vietnam. I flew 328 combat missions in about 348 days. I was shot down twice. 

I took battle damage a few times. I lost some roommates. I lost 22 pounds and didn’t even know 

it. When I came home, I was tired. I was tired mentally. I was tired physically. I wrote a story 

that’s in my memoirs that’s called My War for Me. If you don’t do anything else, read that story. 

I think it’s 7,500 words, but I’m very proud of that story. It tells … In my new book, ‘to far too 

walk’. Do we have a copy of that? 

I tell another story that’s an aberration to My War for Me story. I’ll [00:30:00] tell you briefly 

about that. I was laying in the wet jungle in Laos. I just jumped out. My wife got a telegram saying 

that I had been shot down and no parachutes had been seen. I’m lying there trying to decide what 

to do. I had a radio. If I call the rescue people, they would probably come get me and I’d go home. 

It was Laos in those days, 1968 was pretty wild country. What if the helicopter comes in to get me 

and it’s shot down and two or three guys are killed? Now where am I? I haven’t been rescued and 

four guys have been killed. Those things were preying on my mind. 

I was 38 years old. I was a perfect human physical specimen. I had graduated from the jungle 

survival school in the Philippines. The jungle was never hot. It was never cold. Fast running water, 

drinkable water was everywhere. I had two guns. I had a knife. Under every log in the jungle is 

nourishing food if you’re willing to eat it and I was. I figured that I could walk to the South China 

Sea in a month or six weeks. So the question is am I going to take the challenge that will never in 

a million years be offered to me? Or do I remember my wife and two kids at home? So what do 

you do? I decided it wasn’t fair to my family. So I used my radio the next morning. They came 

and got me and nobody was killed taking me out. One of the things in my life that I think I’ve been 

not gifted of course, but I hate to use the word luck, but I believe there’s a higher hand yet. 

Tomorrow I’ll get run over by a train, but I believe in karma and some of those things. 

I’m not a religious person, but I’m probably the most spiritual person around. That’s the way I 

define it. I hate to get on my soapbox. Yes, sir. 

Male: I’d like to know more about your new book. 
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Forrest: My new book, ‘too far to walk,’ in my preface I explain where I got the title to the book. 

Dal Neitzel who put me on the spot a while ago, three days before we went to press … I own my 

own little publishing company, it’s called a One Horse Land, a Cattle Company. Two days or three 

days before we went to the printer, I didn’t have a dust jacket. I sent Dal Neitzel an email. I said, 

“Go to the Madison River in Yellowstone Park. There’s a very special place I’m going to tell you 

about and take a photograph of the water.” Stand on the bank. Put the flowers in the photograph 

and send me the photograph. He did that and sent me the photograph. My designer here in Santa 

Fe put the shadow across it. Two days before we went to the printer, I was still writing this book. 

When a writer sends a manuscript to a publisher, two years later they’re thinking about going to 

the printer. We did this in two days, a byproduct of having your own people working for you. 

People that designed this book and helped me are wonderful. Same people that did that book for 

me. Some people you can never thank enough. 

Male: We’ve got a question from your online fan base that we got to address to. 

Forrest: Who is it? 

Male: This one’s anonymous. 

Forrest: Okay. Boy I’m in trouble now. 

Male: Was the car you walked back to after hiding the treasure rented? 

Forrest: Was it rented? 

Male: Was it rented? 

Forrest: You know that’s the first time I’ve been asked that question. I can’t tell you how many 

times I’ve thought about that. That’s why I told people that I hid the treasure chest when I was 

either 79 or 80 years old, because I don’t want the exact date to be known because I’m afraid 

somebody will go check the rental car records and how many miles did Mr. Fenn put on a truck or 

a car. I don’t answer those kind of questions, but shoot that person that sent that email. 

Female: Back to The Thrill of the Chase, outside of the poem, approximately how many hints or 

clues are in the book? Would you say 10 to 20, 20 to 30? 

Forrest: How may clues? 

Female: How many hints? 

Forrest: There are nine clues in the poem. If you read the book, there are a couple of good hints. 

Then there are a couple of aberrations that live out on the edge. Yes, ma’am. 

Female: You say there’s nine clues in the poem. The poem has more than nine lines. Can you share 

with us which are exactly the lines are the clues? 
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Forrest: Which of the 24 lines are clues? 

Female: Yes. 

Forrest: Little girl I already know you. You’ve been out looking for the treasure. 

Female: I’m trying to help everybody else. 

Forrest: She already knows what the clues are. No I don’t want to do that. 

Female: Okay. 

Forrest: She’s scary too. Have I talked enough? 

Male: No. 

Male: I don’t have a question, but I just want mention since you’re so interested in information 

that the gentleman that emailed you from Lummi Island. 

Male: Dal. Dal Neitzel. 

Male: Lummi Island is on the far side of a reservation that’s called Lummi Reservation. He has to 

go through the reservation every time he goes home to catch the ferry to go out to his island. Just 

an interesting fact I thought you might be interested in. 

Forrest: I didn’t know Dal until after I’d written my book. He came to Santa Fe because he wanted 

to talk to me about the book and the poem. I didn’t know the guy so I didn’t want to meet him at 

my home. I met him at the Collected Works Book Store in Santa Fe. He introduced himself to me 

with a fictitious name. He had some ulterior motives related to that. After a few minutes of 

conversation, I learned that his name was Dal Neitzel and that he had worked with my nephew 

Crayton Fenn who’s a professional deep sea diver. He found the Agamemnon, Lord Nelson’s 

flagship, and brought a canon up off the {?} … He has a website that’s as wonderful pictures. I 

don’t know what the website is, but Dal Neitzel was working with my nephew when they found I 

think 79 17th century sunken Spanish galleons off of Uruguay. 

Dal Neitzel, his water runs deep, and he’s a really neat guy too. He runs a blog. I think he controls 

that whole blog. It’s very interesting. I read his blog so I can learn a lot about myself. Your friend 

isn’t laughing. 

Male: Coming from the online site again, I’ve been asked to ask you, how many people have told 

you they’ve discovered the unintended clue in ‘too far to walk’ and how many were right? 

Forrest: I haven’t had anybody tell me the answer to that clue. If you read my preface it doesn’t 

take a genius to figure it out, I think what they’re talking about. There are clues in my new book 

that can help a person. Did I answer that question? Did it have two parts? 
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Male: Yes, no that was it. Now here’s a really obscure one. Is it possible to locate the treasure 

chest without ever leaving your computer and Google Earth? 

Forrest: No, it isn’t. Did I really say that? 

Male: I believe it got caught on tape. 

Forrest: There’s not a picture of the treasure chest on Google Earth. Was that your question? 

Male: Yes, I think that will suffice. 

Forrest: Google Earth doesn’t go down far enough. 

Male: Yes, sir. 

Male: Tell us about the children’s little book that you have planned. 

Forrest: The children’s book that I have planned? 

Male: Yes, sir. 

Forrest: There’s a lady that contacted me. She’s written several children’s book and she read both 

of my books and she said, “I want you to write a children’s book with me.” For some reason she 

thought I was a child, I guess, the way I write my books. I said, “Okay.” We’re thinking about that. 

I would like to do that. I’m not a natural writer. I struggle when I write. I think my prose looks 

easy, but sometimes … I said just today, “Sometimes when I get to the end of a sentence trying to 

write the end of the sentence, I forgot what the front part of the sentence was.” I may be running 

out of words. 

I have three books in my computer that I’m really proud of. I would like to finish one. The main 

one is a book called Closet Stories of Taos. It’s about the artists and the characters, but it isn’t an 

art book. It’s a gossip book. It’s about Long John Dunn. That wasn’t his name at all. His name was 

Vigil [Vehill]. He killed two people in Texas, both of them justifiable, but the Court didn’t think 

so. They convicted him of first degree murder and gave him life in prison. The Sabine River down 

in south Texas overflowed and they let all the prisoners out to stack sandbags to protect the house 

and John Dunn jumped in the river and floated on a log “far from the reach of Texas Rangers”, he 

said. It’s a wonderful story about John Dunn. 

It’s about Harsh [McHorris] who owned the first car dealership in Taos. Teracita Ferguson and 

there’s a great story … I don’t know whether I could tell this story in this mixed company, but I 

will. There were two guys down on the plaza walking around one Sunday afternoon. There were 

accosted by two women who wear hoods over their faces. They wanted these two men to go over 

to LaFonda Hotel with them because they had a room over there. These two guys didn’t want to 

do it. I’m not going to mention their names, but in my book I do. The two women turned to walk 

away and one of the men lifted the hoods of these two women. One of them was Teracita Ferguson 

and the other was Georgia O’Keeffe. My book is really a gossip book. It’s stories about Doc Martin 
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and the artist. Great stories about Gas Borden, Fechen and Sharp and Couse, and Victor Higgins 

and some of the others. 

Male: Questions? Okay then I will ask another from the online world. 

Forrest: Will you quit going back to the computer? 

Male: Okay, this will be the last one. Other than the one you’ve mentioned, are there any other 

hints in ‘too far to walk’ that would help solve the nine clues? 

Forrest: There’s the major clue in the book, but I don’t think it will help you find the treasure chest. 

I’ll tell you what the clue is. In the back of my book, there’s a map. I’ve said that the treasure chest 

is hidden in the Rocky Mountains. Here’s a treasure chest of the Rocky Mountains. If you knew 

where the treasure chest is hidden, you could find it on this map. The map stops at Canada. The 

Rockies keep going up there, but I said that it’s in the Rocky Mountains which would include 

Canada. When this book was printed, I didn’t realize that Benchmark Maps that made this map 

stopped at the Canadian border. That’s a clue, but it’s not going to help you much. 

Female: That’s not the clue. 

Forrest: What did she say? 

Male: She said that’s not the clue. 

Forrest: There are no clues in this book, but there are some hints. What I tell people to do, if you’re 

really serious about looking for the treasure, get The Thrill of the Chase and read it. Then go back 

and read the poem over and over and over again. Then go back and read the book again, but slowly 

looking at every little abstract thing that might catch up in your brain that might be a hint to help 

you with the clues. Any part of some is better than no part of any. I don’t think that will help you 

much. 

Male: If someone does find the treasure and they reveal themselves that they have found it. 

Forrest: If somebody finds the treasure what? 

Male: If somebody does find the treasure, and spoils your plans to cast your bones on the chest, 

will you find a new location and do it again? 

Forrest: How do you answer a guy that asks a question like that? I don’t think so. I mean I’ve had 

my run.  A lot of things you can’t plan. Making plans is antagonistic to freedom. I used to tell a 

story in my ‘too far to walk’ book about in Santa Fe I had a Piper Malibu Mirage. It carried lots of 

fuel. It had 43 foot wingspan. I could go out there all by myself. Push the hanger doors open 

because I didn’t want anybody to help me. Crank that airplane up. Get permission from the tower 

to take off and head north and then turn my radios off. I had no idea where I was going to land, 

what I was going to see. I didn’t even care. I had six or seven hundred miles before I had to think 

about that. I had GPS and I had maps. I’d find a little town up in Wyoming or Idaho or someplace 
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in Montana and look on my map and see if they had a rental car or an airport. If they did, I’d land 

and rent a car and go out and sit by the lake or the river. I did that. 

I tell a story about that in, I think it’s Lander, Wyoming. The little Popo Agee River runs through 

lander. How can you not stop when little Pope Agie River runs through a town? 

Female: My best friend who passed away a couple of months ago, she lived in Lander. 

Forrest: She lived in Lander? 

Female: Yeah. 

Forrest: I’ve been to Lander a few times. It’s a typical little town. You have to love Lander. That’s 

grassroots America. As a matter of fact, I have a granddaughter that’s pre-med at Texas Tech 

University. I told her that I would pay for all of her college to get a medical degree if she would 

promise me that when she graduated and got her license that she would go to a little town like 

Lander. Set up a shingle and make house calls. She has to do that for two years. She promised me 

that she would to that. That’s where I am with this whole thing. Yes, sir. 

Male: Forrest, did you have nine clues before you wrote the poem? Or did nine clues appear after 

you wrote it? 

Forrest: They’re contiguous.  I knew where I wanted to hide the treasure chest, so it was easy for 

me to put one foot down and then step on it to get to the next foot. That’s what I did. I changed it 

over, I don’t know how many times. I looked up the meaning of words. You know, we really don’t 

know what some of our words mean. For instance what does the word several mean? S-E-V-E-R-

A-L, what does that mean? 

Male: Many. 

Forrest: What? 

Male: Many. 

Forrest: No. It means more than two, but not many more than three. Isn’t that a way to define a 

word? More than two but not many. I doubt that anybody in this room knows that. I mean I 

wouldn’t know it except I’m a writer and sometimes I look things up. There are lots of words in 

the English language that we can’t define. Consequently we use them erroneously. How the hell 

did I get on that subject? 

Female: Is there anything in the chest you would like back? 

Forrest: Is there anything in the chest that I want back? Yeah, I want my little bracelet back. I’m 

glad you asked that question. Her name is M A C I. Anyway, I’ve had about 35 men or people 

send me an email that says I found your treasure. I’m looking at it. Of course, I don’t believe it, 

but I write them back and I say congratulations. I say, “Will you sell me my bracelet back?” They 
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say, “What bracelet?” This one guy said that to me that he had my treasure chest and I said, “Well 

I’m interested sir, did the hot water affect the patina on the treasure chest any?” He said, “Thank 

you,” and hung up. He thought I had given him a clue and he’s going to go out and look in all the 

hot water up and down the Rocky Mountain. Everybody has their own gig. I keep saying that, but 

I believe it. Yes, ma’am. 

Female: Have you left comparable treasure to you grandchildren sir? 

Forrest: Do I have comparable treasures for my grandchildren? 

Male: Yes. 

Forrest: My family is taken care of. I’m another maverick in that area. The last thing I want to do 

is make my kids or grandkids wealthy. I was in the art business for so many years and I saw what 

inherited money can do. It’s the thrill of the chase. It’s the thrill in doing it yourself. I bought all 

my grandkids cars when they got their driver’s license. I’m paying for all their education. Then 

they’re on their own. First of all, I’m really not that wealthy. I mean I can live on the interest and 

that’s the definition of a wealthy person, I guess. Lots of things … I have everything I want, but I 

don’t want very much. 

Female: How did you come out with the title ‘too far to walk’? 

Forrest: You have to read my preface. I explain it in my preface. Let me read it to you. I’ll read 

the dedication. 

“This book is dedicated to all who have pushed me against my will and made me a better person.” 

Here’s my preface. “I put a small, rubber dingy in the Madison River a few miles from West 

Yellowstone Montana and fished downstream to Baker’s Hole. That part of the river was in the 

quietly forgotten western edge of Yellowstone Park. There were no roads, no trails, and no rangers 

to tell me that I wasn’t supposed to do that. The river distance was about ten miles, and the best 

fishing was in the bends where the water turned greenish deep and beautiful. The small boat 

containing my camping gear was tethered to my belt and as I leisurely walked in the quiet river, I 

spent three days there casually casting my fly and enjoying the solitude. The river experience, it 

cemented my connection to that special country and I promised myself that someday I would make 

that trip again. That day never came for me and my disappointment still casts a lonesome shadow 

across the Madison River. For me now, it’s just too far to walk. 

That’s where I got the title. Yes, sir. 

Male: Forrest, may I suggest that you tell the audience, those of who aren’t searchers. 

Forrest: What? 

Male: Tell those in the audience who are not searching why the phrase too far to walk is so 

important? 
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Forrest: I didn’t say it was important. That part of my preface I think is a metaphor for my entire 

life. Looking back, I’ve done some things that I’m not going to brag about, but I’m also not done 

some things that I wished I had. As a matter of fact in ‘The Thrill of the Chase’ I talk about writing 

my obituary. My, what do you call it? 

Female: [inaudible] 

Forrest: Yeah, I wish I could have lived to do the things I was attributed to. See there? She feels 

the same way about that. I had my gallery for 17 years in Santa Fe and I had no education. I’d been 

a fighter pilot all my life. When I opened my business I didn’t have a painting, knew nothing about 

business, knew nothing about art. I had to start from scratch. My first two shows I didn’t sell so 

much as a book. I finally told myself … I had a little bit of money left that I had saved 20 years in 

the Air Force. I said “I’m going to spend this money advertising and if that doesn’t work I’m going 

to slam the door and go do something else.” It started working for me. 

I learned to play monopoly in my art gallery. Every time I sold a painting, I took the profit and 

bought two paintings. Then I took the profit and bought four paintings. Over a period of time, it 

took me two years before I could finance my gallery out of accounts receivable. I learned a lot 

along the way. There’s so much to learn. I learned that when I needed somebody to work in my 

accounts receivable and accounts payable office, that’s a very important job. In a business, 

everything depends on cash flow. 

This lady came to see me. She wanted to work for me, and I needed somebody in accounts 

receivable and accounts payable. I said, “Let me think about it overnight.”  About 8:00 that night, 

I went to her house and knocked on her door. She let me in. I wanted to see what kind of 

housekeeper she was. If there’s stuff laying all over the floor, she’s not going to work in my 

accounts receivable. I want her working as a salesman out front. Different personalities have 

different … I’ve always said that salesmen like school teachers have shelf lives. It’s about six 

years. Dorothy will say that’s not true. If you own you’re own business it’s a little bit different.  I 

learned a lot in the art business. I learned a lot about people. I learned a lot about business and I 

learned a lot about life. 

So many writers, I don’t want to be critical, but I know so many writers that are so much better 

than I am. Everything is researched perfectly. Everything is correct. The commas are in the right 

spot. You go right down the center line. I told this writer today, she should be writing Encyclopedia 

Britannica’s. It’s no fun to read. Everything’s there but it’s no fun. I said how are you going to 

know where the edge is if you don’t go out there and look? I never wanted to go down the center 

line. I want to bounce off the curbs. I think I’ve done that. I got caught a few times. 

If I had my life to do over … I said in one of these books, if I had my life to do over, I’d change 

nearly everything. Why do the same thing over and over again? You read in these different 

magazines. They ask a question, “What would you change in your life?” “I wouldn’t change 

anything. Everything’s been perfect.” I think that’s such a thing to say. Why do the same thing 

over again? Nothing wrong with slamming a door and starting out new again. 
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“Out of the night that covers me, dark is the pit from pole to pole. I thank whatever God’s may be 

for my unconquerable soul.” I think that’s a good place to stop, don’t you? 

Male: I agree. 

Forrest: Thank you. 
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Chasing Words… 

  

SUBMITTED January, 2017 

by dal 

  

People think I am a genius! 

Okay…maybe none of you think that…but my mom does. 

Truth is…for the last couple of days I have been using a sophisticated, yet easy to use tool that 

gives me precise locations to hundreds of Forrest Fenn quotes. This TOOL was created by J. C. 

Merritt, AKA JCM and I find it indispensable. Not only is it a great tool…but I have fun playing 

with it too… 

It’s a sophisticated research document tiled “Chasing Words of Forrest Fenn” This document is 82 

digital pages with clickable links to quotes and topics by Forrest that appear digitally in TV and 

radio interviews, magazines, email, various blogs, websites and forums…This thing is absolutely 

WONDERFUL! 

For instance…today I needed to figure out where Forrest talked about “where warm waters halt”, 

and what he said about it. So I opened up my electronic version of Mr. Merritt’s book and in the 

search mechanism I typed “warm waters”. 

PRESTO…95 clickable links that will not only take me to where Forrest actually utters or pens 

the words “warm waters” but includes places where others have quoted Forrest talking about, 

“warm waters”. 

Anyone who spends time trying to dig out the truth from the fiction about what Forrest has actually 

said is going to NEED this electronic book. 

I cannot imagine the number of hours Mr. Merritt has tossed into this project…well…actually I 

can, which is why I never tried to put one together myself… 

Most importantly…it’s easy to use on your own computer…no matter what kind you use… 

But I think I’ve yapped on long enough… 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/12/IMG_6939.jpg
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Oh…one more thing… 

Forrest has not stopped talking or writing yet…so there will be more quotes to add to this 

document…and if you buy one now…the updates are minimal for future editions…I think I heard 

$3… 

This is great…valuable,,,important if you take the search seriously… 

Did I mention that it’s an instant download?…buy it today and get it today.. 

PS-I am NOT getting money or favors from Mr Merritt for promoting his book. I bought the 

combined version and paid the full price for it and I love the darn thing. Finally…something useful 

and beneficial to the chase. 

Click HERE to go to Mr. Merritt’s promotion for the book and buy one 

  

https://dalneitzel.com/books-by-searchers/chasing-words/
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No Hoax Folks… 

 
SUBMITTED AUGUST 2016 

by dal 

  

I have been confronted by a few folks over the past six years who have claimed Forrest’s Treasure 

Hunt to be a big fat hoax and those of us who pursue it to be as clueless as Inspector Clouseau. 

“Forrest”, this small band of naysayers squeal, “is pulling wool over our eyes”, “a puppet master 

yanking our strings”, “a wealthy man teasing us working class stiffs with promises of gold and 

gems that never existed.” 

Their reasoning seems to ride on a few self absorbed claims, to wit: 

“I solved the poem but when I got to the chest’s location it wasn’t there, so it must not exist.” 

or 

“I am a puzzle master and I have an IQ of 162. The poem is unsolvable therefore the treasure does 

not exist.” 

or 

“No one would do such a thing as hide a treasure worth millions.” 

or 

“You all have been looking for that chest for years now. If it was real you’d have found it.” 

You get the picture. And for proof that what they proclaim is fact, they offer the following 

evidence- 

Nothing. 

But fair is fair…so what proof do I have that the treasure is real? 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/08/nohoaxbanner.jpg
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None. 

So where are we? Forrest says that the only proof he could offer would be to take us to the chest, 

and he isn’t going to do that. So Forrest can offer no proof that the chest exists and those who 

believe it’s a hoax have no evidence that it does not exist. Is this a stalemate? Forrest’s word 

against the naysayers? 

No! 

I think it’s more than that. Although I have no proof that the chest exists I do have some pretty 

convincing evidence that it does. Listen up! 

Let’s begin at the beginning. Did the chest ever exist? 

Yes. We have a couple photos of the chest. At least one with some gold nuggets and a lot of gold 

coins. 

 

These photos were taken before the valuable contents were finalized so they do not show all the 

jewelry or many of the gemstones or other goodies that Forrest has told us are inside it today. We 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/08/image.jpg
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know where and approximately when those photographs were taken by a Santa Fe professional 

photographer. Further, we have eyewitness accounts from folks who saw the chest before it was 

hidden. Forrest says that over 100 people saw that chest when it was in his vault. I have personally 

met at least 10 people who saw the chest in Forrest’s vault before it was hidden. One of them is a 

close friend who also hefted the chest and agrees that it weighed around 40lbs. My friend tells me 

that the chest in Forrest’s vault was the same chest that is in the photos. He saw it several times 

and it usually had different items in it each time he saw it. One day when he visited Forrest it was 

no longer there. 

So we have photos and first hand accounts from eyewitnesses that the chest did exist and that it 

was in Forrest’s home and then one day it was simply not there. We know without a doubt that the 

chest with treasure inside existed. 

Could Forrest have actually filled the chest with millions of dollars in baubles and artifacts, 

gold coins and nuggets and then hid it without anyone knowing where? 

To answer this question I’ll approach it like a detective…I am looking for Means, Motive and 

Opportunity. 

MEANS 

It does not seem far fetched at all for Forrest to have access to the kinds of items he has described 

are in the chest. Forrest found, collected. traded, won and bought items from thousands of clients 

over 18 years in the art and artifact business professionally. Prior to that he traded and hunted items 

for at least 30 years as an amateur collector. Although he specialized in American western and 

southwestern items, his collection today includes objects from around the globe. He has owned 

individual items valued at hundreds of thousands of dollars and collections of items worth millions. 

Forrest, Peggy and the IRS are probably the only three entities that know precisely how much 

Forrest has made but his wealth has been estimated by journalists to be well over several million. 

Forrest had access to items beyond the ordinary. These items would be unobtainable by most of 

us. Further, Forrest has provided individual photographs and intriguing descriptions of many of 

the objects in the chest. It seems quite clear he had the means to obtain and fill the chest with the 

unique and valuable items said to be inside. Even more evidence of the likelihood that the chest is 

filled with valuable items can be had by viewing Forrest’s collection today. One quick walk 

through his office will inform even the diehard skeptic that Forrest has collected items worth 

millions of dollars. His personal collection is filled with thousands of beguiling and extraordinary 

artifacts. 

MOTIVE 

Nothing focuses the mind like the ultimate deadline…impending death. Remember that this whole 

treasure hunt was planned by Forrest when he believed he had only a few months to live with an 

incurable cancer. He was going to take some of his collection with him. His plan was to fill the 

chest with a few of his favorite pieces, gold coins and gemstones and move it to a “special place” 

he had known about for awhile and at this spot next to his chest, end his life. He would die on his 

own terms rather than let the cancer slowly destroy his body and mind. His death bed would 
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become a hidden cache like those left by earlier mountain dwellers, hundreds…even thousands of 

years ago. Forrest wrote a poem with clues to where he and his chest would be sequestered. His 

intent was to have folks look for his special place and the finder would be welcome to take the 

chest and it’s contents. 

“….Take the chest but leave my bones alone.” 

Forrest was motivated partly by admiration for early hunters, traders and travelers and partly by a 

desire to give back some of the experiences he has enjoyed. 

But then he got well and that ruined his plans. So Plan B evolved. He already had the chest and 

the artifacts. Why did death have to play a part in the game? 

OPPORTUNITY 

As a child Forrest was given a great deal of freedom to make his own choices. Here are some 

examples: 

Take-off on a horse-riding adventure into the mountains of Montana..no problem. 

Skippy and Forrest cruising north thru four states in a not-so-fine jalopy to work out their own 

issues and finances..no problem. 

A fishing guide at 13 responsible for guiding and feeding and getting everyone safely there and 

back..no problem. 

Head off into the woods to log on your own with little in the way of provisions or back-up..no 

problem. 

These are events that shape your life. No adults to run for when things go backward…you just 

figure it out and continue on. Forrest was very social yet terribly independent as a teen and those 

qualities stuck with him as an adult. He often had no assistance in figuring out how to do things. 

He just worked through it on his own. As a result, he became a very creative problem solver 

because there was often no one around to seek sage advice from. 

As an adult Forrest enjoyed short adventures such as taking off from his military job to look for 

artifacts and meet up with others who collected and traded. Since Peggy was not always interested 

in these adventures Forrest often went alone. In the gallery business he would leave for days at a 

time on missions to acquire paintings or private collections. Even after he sold the gallery his 

collecting continued and his solo treks to procure items for his personal collection or information 

for his books took him away from home for days at a time. Peggy and the girls understood this 

part of Forrest’s character and were comfortable with Forrest leaving for a few days whenever he 

needed too. 

Forrest leaving for a few days, even when he was 79 or 80 would not have raised any eyebrows 

among his family.  In fact, for Forrest to stop heading out on small adventures would have been 
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cause for alarm since he had been disappearing, on his own, periodically, from childhood. It 

is perfectly likely that he could have placed the chest and goodies in his car and driven, days if 

necessary, to the correct location and made two trips from his car to the hidey spot and then driven 

home with no one knowing what he was up to. 

So Forrest had all the needed elements in a good detective novel to complete his mission..He had 

motive, means and opportunity. 

But wait! There’s more! 

CHARACTER 

To a trader or collector whose good name means everything when it comes to business 

opportunities an excellent reputation is something to strive for and protect. Forrest’s gallery was 

“Fenn Galleries”. He wanted his name attached to it. He wanted people to know who they were 

doing business with as well as what that person stood for. In the art business where scandal and 

forgeries loom large in headlines, trust is supreme. Folks who plunk down hundreds of thousands 

of dollars for a Chagall or a de Kooning want assurance that it’s the real thing. Yet, there are never 

any absolute assurances in the art business. Trust and reputation are everything. Folks who have 

trusted Forrest have invested wisely. His reputation as an honest dealer is supreme…even today, 

more than 25 years after he sold his gallery. 

There are always naysayers and Forrest has been investigated more than once but nothing has ever 

come of any attacks on his reputation or honesty. Writers Michael McGarrity and Douglas Preston 

have both said to my face that there is no question in their minds that Forrest is honest in his 

dealings and that his treasure chest story is absolutely true. In fact, it appears that the only people 

who believe the treasure chest is a hoax, are those who don’t know Forrest. Perhaps they are 

skeptics because they know that they would never do anything like this themselves and simply 

cannot understand anyone who would. 

MONEY 

It has been ridiculously tossed about more than once that Forrest created this treasure hunt to line 

his own pockets, that it is nothing more than a scheme to sell his book, The Thrill of the Chase and 

pocket the profits. Anyone who has done the slightest investigation into The Thrill of the Chase 

can see that there is no money in the sales of that book, nor any other, for Forrest. Forrest gave the 

rights to sell the book to an independently owned, small bookstore in Santa Fe called Collected 

Works Bookstore. They are the only bookstore that sells TTOTC new. When they sell a copy 10% 

goes to a Cancer Fund that Forrest started. The rest is theirs. Forrest does not see anything from 

the sale of those books. 

Additionally, Forrest has all the money he needs. His worth is reputed to be above several million. 

One of his stated goals was to never sell anything where his best client paid him $100. So it’s 

unlikely that selling a $35 book that probably cost $25 to print and ship was an incentive to “line 

his pockets”. 
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SUMMATION 

What possible value could a hoax be to Forrest? His reputation is already well defined. Forrest’s 

stature as honest and trustworthy is beyond reproach by persons who know him well enough to 

voice a worthwhile opinion. A hoax would destroy his reputation forever. 

We know the beautiful bronze chest rested in Forrest’s vault because many have attested to seeing 

it there. We have seen photos of it brimming with gold. 

Forrest had the motivation, means and opportunity to hide that chest and therefore, likely did hide 

it. He has no need for any monetary reward that selling books might bring and he has divested 

himself of all income from the books anyway. 

So it seems that even though we have no proof that Forrest hid the treasure chest, the evidence 

strongly suggests that he did…and that’s good enough for me to head out into the “wood” and try 

to find it. 

It’s a lot of fun..you should try it too… 

dal- 
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Blog Video With Forrest… 

 

  

At the top of this page on the far right is a menu item labeled “Forrest Speaks” under it is a set of 

links that will take you to interviews and stories from Forrest that are not available elsewhere. 

This is the place to discuss those interviews. 

 https://dalneitzel.com/2016/07/16/blog-video-with-forrest/ 

Here are links to the 4 video interview sections on this blog in case you are using a device that 

does not let you find the menu easily. 

Air Force Association Interviews 

Gone Fishing Interviews 

Santa Fe Interviews 

Spring 2016 Interviews 

  

http://lummifilm.com/afa/
https://dalneitzel.com/video/fishing/
https://dalneitzel.com/video/sfi/
https://dalneitzel.com/video/spring/
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/07/storiesheader.jpg
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One Born Every Minute… 

 

MAY 2016 

Interested in knowing where the treasure chest is at? Why wait or try to figure it out on your own? 

Some brilliant soul on eBay is selling the answer outright. You can buy it for under a hundred 

thousand bucks… 

I can’t help but wonder why anyone would sell the resting place to a couple million dollars for a 

fraction of it’s value…Do you smell something? 

http://www.ebay.com/itm/152103002379 

  

P. T. Barnum- 

  

http://www.ebay.com/itm/152103002379
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/05/brookbridge.jpeg
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Loving it…to Death! 
MARCH 2016 

  

 

We love the outdoors right? So here’s the problem. We’re screwing it up. There is a lot of evidence 

to prove this, and many articles have come out recently that reveal just how we are loving the 

outdoors to death. 

Please read one or all of the following articles and then come back here and lets see if we can figure 

this out… 

Outside Magazine – New Golden Rule 

Rick & Joann’s Travels 

Huff Post – Loving Paks 

There are plenty more stories out there that sound a lot like these these…wild lands of all types, 

including parks, are more popular than ever and we appear to be destroying what we set out to 

maintain for future generations. 

But here’s my question, What can we do about it? 

Simple answer is to stay away. But that’s not going to work. We pay big money to maintain the 

wild lands and we want to use them. Another answer is to admit that the population of earth is 

simply too large and we need to stop making babies and get things back in check before we eat 

ourselves out of house and home, literally. I don’t know if that can work or not. I suspect it can’t 

in a free world where we all make individual decisions based on our own interests. 

So if those two won’t work, are there other ideas. I really liked the idea that the parks should stop 

wasting money on marketing. That seems logical. Spend the marketing budget on education. But 

maybe education won’t work either. 

http://www.outsideonline.com/2059261/big-idea-conservationist-recreationist-wilderness-clash
http://www.rjrvtravels.com/2014/11/loving-our-national-parks-to-death.html
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/trent-sizemore/how-were-loving-our-natio_b_8340980.html
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/03/wild.jpg
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So anybody out there have ideas about how to save the parks and other wild lands of this 

country…and still use them? 

Recreation vs Conservation vs Preservation 

This is the place for that discussion… 

dal- 
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Fundamental Guidelines…… 

 

UPDATED JUNE 26th 2017 

By Forrest 

  

The treasure has been hidden in the mountains for more than 6 years now and I think as many as 

250,000 may have gone searching for it. Two have lost their lives in that process, and I can’t help 

but think those losses could have been prevented. 

We know that the chest is not hidden in a dangerous place, nevertheless people are putting 

themselves at peril by not paying attention to some common sense rules. It is time for everyone to 

come forward and make suggestions that will keep us safer. 

When searching please don’t get target fixation or become obsessed with your solve to the point 

where you ignore these fundamental guidelines: 

• If you can’t make two trips from your car to your solve in several hours, then don’t go. 

• Don’t search anywhere an 80 year old man could not carry a heavy backpack. 

• The treasure is hidden more than 8.25 miles north of the northern limits of Santa Fe, New 

Mexico. 

• The treasure is very definitely in the Rocky Mountains. 

• Never search alone or when nighttime temperatures are low or when there is snow on the 

ground. 

• Carry some kind of device that will make your location known at all times. 

• If you are going into rough country it is probably best to leave your pets at home. 

• A whistle can be handy if you get separated from your partner. 

• It is always a good idea to wear a personal flotation device (PFD) when you enter fast 

moving water. even if you are a strong swimmer. 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/02/important-information-barbados-1.jpg
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Seeker’s Recap of Forrest’s 

Statements…… 
JULY 2015 

  

Seeker put this collection of Forrest’s answers to specific questions and a few random 

statements by Forrest  in a comment  but it seems to me comments are often lost after a few 

weeks so I added it here as a post for easier locating. These, along with Goofy’s “Cheat Sheet” 

in the tabs above are littered with important ideas that should not be forgotten while 

considering where Forrest may have hidden his chest. 

Thanks Seeker- 

and Goofy- 

————————— 

“Some searchers overrate the complexity of the search. Knowing about head pressures, foot 

pounds, acre feet, bible verses, Latin, cubic inches, icons, fonts, charts, graphs, formulas, curved 

lines, magnetic variation, codes, depth meters, riddles, drones or ciphers, will not assist anyone 

to the treasure location, although those things have been offered as positive solutions. 

Excellent research materials are TTOTC, Google Earth, and/or a good map.f”  

From Jenny Kile’s Six Question Blog: 

1Q) Enthusiasm towards finding your treasure continues to remain strong.  So many people are 

enjoying the wonderful opportunity you have given them for such a bold adventure. 

Considering the many years the hunt has been going on, and from your perspective and 

interaction with searchers, do you feel searchers are becoming closer to solving the clues to the 

treasure, or further away? Do you feel over time, some searchers have forgotten beginning 

basics or thoughts they once had, and might benefit going back to them? 

There’s a lot brain power being expended on the blogs by some pretty bright people Jenny, and 

it seems they are having fun. But the great preponderance of searchers don’t comment 

publically. Very few tell me exactly where they are looking so I don’t know how close they are 

to the treasure. I’ve said searchers should go back to the poem so many times that I don’t want 

to say it again here. ff 

Six questions yet again:  

3Q)  In your memoir, The Thrill of the Chase, after the poem, you mention there are subtle 

clues sprinkled throughout that book.  You have said you hadn’t deliberately placed these 

subtle hints in your book; but have you done so in any of your other writings mentioned in 

Question two (scrapbooks, vignettes, etc)?  Or, even if maybe not purposely sprinkled in those 

writings of Q2, would you consider some of those to contain subtle hints too, like in The Thrill 

of the Chase?  
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I don’t want to broaden the clues and hints I’ve written about by pointing them out. What 

surprises me a little is that nobody to my uncertain knowlege has analyzed one important 

possibility related to the winning solve. ff 

Mr. Fenn, Is there any level of knowledge of US history that is required to properly interpret 

the clues in your poem. ~Steve R 

 

No Steve R, The only requirement is that you figure out what the clues mean. But a 

comprehensive knowlege of geography might help.ff 

Someone unfamiliar with your poem receives a message that says “meet me where warm 

waters halt, somewhere in the mountains north of Santa Fe”. Would they be able to work out 

where to go? If they can’t, would they need the whole poem, another stanza, or just a line or 

word to help them on their way? ~Phil Bayman  

There are a few words in the poem that are not useful in finding the treasure Phil, but it is risky 

to discount any of them. You over simplify the clues. There are many places in the Rocky 

Mountains where warm waters halt, and nearly all of them are north of Santa Fe. Look at the 

big picture, there are no short cuts. f  

“The most common mistake that I see searchers make is that they underestimate the 

importance of the first clue. If you don’t have that one nailed down you might as well stay 

home and play Canasta.” f 

“I warned that the path would not be direct for those who had no certainty of the location 

beforehand, but sure for the one who did.” f 

Over the past half-decade, your challenge for any cavalier spirit to find a valuable treasure 

chest hidden in the Rocky Mountains sparked a veritable gold rush of knowledge.  Searchers 

endlessly immerse themselves in study of topics previously unknown to them hoping to gain an 

advantage in their quest.   I would even go so far as to speculate that some have done more 

research in relation to the chest than some doctoral students do in completing a thesis. 

To be sure, there is value in wisdom.  That value is then increased when wisdom is shared with 

others.  Which is why I was hoping you might be willing to share a thought or two about 

something you’ve learned from searchers over the past five years.  Whether related to 

geography, geology, history or even human nature, I’d love to hear if there’s been anything 

offered up by a searcher, or searchers, that enlightened you in some way. 

Hope all is well!  ~ S&H 

Thanks for the question S&H.  

I learn something every day from those who are in the treasure hunt.  

What surprises me is that so many ignore the first clue in the poem. Without it all the searcher 

has is the memory of a nice vacation. Although many have tried, I doubt that anyone will find 

the blaze before they have figured out the first clue. f  
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Forrest, you have stated that several searchers correctly identified the first two clues in your 

poem. Could you tell us how many searchers to your knowledge have correctly identified the 

first clue correctly? Thanks. ~49 Dollars 

No 49, I cannot tell you how many searchers have identified the first clue correctly, but 

certainly more than several. I cannot imagine anyone finding the treasure without first 

identifying the starting point, although many seem to be preoccupied with later clues. To me 

that’s just expensive folly. f 

Dear Mr. Fenn, 

You once wrote: “There isn’t a human trail in very close proximity to where I hid the 

treasure.”  You also once wrote: “And in close proximity were stone projectiles and crudely 

made hand axes that could have been 30,000 years old.” 

Can you clarify for us your definitions of “close proximity” and “very close proximity?” (e.g. 10 

feet, 50 feet, 100 feet, 500 feet, etc.?) 

Thanks, Milan 

It’s not that easy Milan. Are you asking me to carry a caliper in my pocket? Each “close 

proximity” is different, relative, and site-specific, as you pointed out. So I can’t answer your 

question. To an ant a mud puddle can be like an ocean. f 

Dear Forrest, 

Now that the 2014 search season has ended, can you summarize the results? Ie: is anyone close 

to the treasure chest? Has anyone given you a solve? Thanks, puttputt. 

I know of a few searchers who have been reasonably close to the treasure puttputt, but there is 

no indication that they knew it. No one has given me the correct solve past the first two clues.f 

Hi Forrest, 

You once said you walked the 92 miles from West Yellowstone to Bozeman to just experience 

it. Obviously you were much younger than you were when you hid the treasure. Too far to walk 

means different things at different ages so I was wondering if you would be so bold as to give 

an estimate of how far you walked to hide the treasure after leaving your car: was it 

&gt;10miles, between 5 and 10 miles, between 1 and 5 miles, or less than 1 mile?   ~Thanks, 

Ron 

Ron, your question sounds like a travelogue, but I’ll answer it. No, I don’t want to be that bold. 

But I will say that I walked less than a few miles if that will help. I just looked “few” up and one 

definition is “scant.” Why do I sound like I’m talking in circles? f 

Would you want the person that finds your treasure to admire the place where it rests? 

Andrew 

Well Andrew, I’m not sure “admire” is the right word but if we twist it a little maybe we can 

make it work. The word means approval or high regard. So it works. I sure feel that way or I 

would not have hidden it there. I like the way you think Andrew. f 
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Mr. Fenn, Is there any level of knowledge of US history that is required to properly interpret the 

clues in your poem. ~Steve R 

No Steve R, 

The only requirement is that you figure out what the clues mean. But a comprehensive 

knowlege of geography might help.ff 
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Phakes and Spoilers…… 
JULY 2015 

There are people out there who are keen on spoiling everyone else’s fun. You might know the 

type…. 

Back in Michigan I lived in a thickly populated, urban neighborhood near Detroit. Still,  there was 

a coveted empty lot down the street where neighborhood kids hid in the tall grass, chased 

butterflies and collected bouquets of dandelions for their moms. But the most important thing that 

happened in that lot, as far as I was concerned, was ball. We played softball, baseball, whiffleball 

and any other game that took a bat and a ball of some sort. The type of ball played depended on 

who brought the ball. I had a hardball, but Steve Drojibecky had a softball and Billy Wojakowski 

had a whiffle ball. Everybody had a bat. No shortage of bats. But balls got lost and so at any one 

time there might be a wide selection or a narrow choice. We played whatever game we could and 

just adjusted the distance between the paper plates we used for bases to coordinate with the 

distance we could hit the ball. If we were using my Costa Rican, hand stitched, major league 

special, that cost an entire dollar at Grasekey’s Sports Chalet downtown the bases were so far apart 

we lost track of where they were off in the tall weeds and sometimes had to run around looking 

for second while some outfielder chased after you with the ball, yelling and screaming that you 

were OUT! Not being able to find a base didn’t matter. If you were tagged, you were out. 

There was a guy that lived on the next block over. His name was Stewart. And Stewart liked to 

sneak up on our ball field from the direction least likely to be noticed and hide in the tall grass 

until someone hit a ball in his direction.  Then he would leap up like a jack in the box on cocaine, 

whoop a rebel war cry, grab the ball in the air, sometimes making spectacular catches, and take off 

running back to his house faster than a jack-a-lope. We’d all take off in pursuit but it was always 

a lost cause. Stewart must have had a pretty good collection of balls by the time he turned 12. 

It always seemed to us that Stewart just wanted to ruin the game and spoil our fun… 

We called him the Stewart the spoiler… 

  

What made me think of old Stewart was this photo sent to Forrest the other day, that he wanted to 

share with us: 
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I think this photo originally appeared on Mike’s blog before he shut it down. But it still surfaces 

from time to time. 

In my mind, and Forrest’s it is clearly a faked photo of the chest, in situ. Someone spent a lot of 

time (maybe not enough time) making a “sorta” convincing image of the chest buried in dirt. Why? 

Well, again, in my mind the purpose is to spoil everyone’s fun. It’s not evident to all that this 

image is a fake. To some, this will appear as real as the hair on Stephen Colbert’s head. To others 

this will appear as real as the hair on…well on Donald Trump’s head. 

In fact, it is just a photoshopped version of the below photo from Forrest’s website: 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/07/tcifound1.jpg
https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2015/07/Fenn001-2.jpg
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As Forrest pointed out to the concerned sender of this photo: 

“He (the originator of the faked photo) turned the chest 90 degrees and photoshopped the dirt and 

rocks on top. Note the 3 glare spots on the lock.” 

My point is that there are a lot of “spoilers” out there who don’t want to get in the game but also 

don’t want you to have fun in the game. So they will do what they can to interrupt the hunt and 

take away the “thrill of the chase”. 

Forrest says the chest is still where he hid it. 

I already have my next search planned… 

Now, if I can just find the time to get out and smell the good air… 

dal- 
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Be Careful Out There…… 
MARCH 2015 

Wildlife don’t always understand us humoresque type folks out and about on their land and unlike 

citizens they can’t legally buy land or post “no trespassing” signs. So we often don’t know that 

we’re bugging them… 

In my opinion this is how Forrest has trained the woodland animals to keep us away from his 

chest..and if you think this is intimidating you should see what the porcupines do!!! 

Click on the pic below to watch “Elk vs Photographer”. 

 

  

dal- 

  

http://m.koreus.com/video/wapiti-vs-photographe.html
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The Map… 

CLICK ON THE FORREST FENN TREASURE MAP TO LOAD A LARGER VERSION 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/2014/07/02/map/ 

 

 

https://dalneitzel.com/wp-content/uploads/2014/07/mapforweb.jpg
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