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James’ dad, Luke, never did tell him
much about his mother, just that she had loved him dearly but had
been unable to care for him beyond the time he was four. All he
could remember of her was a smiling face and long, flowing, golden
locks. The details had long since faded, but James could still
recall the love emanating from that figure.

Not that his dad didn’t do his best to make
up for the lack of a mother in the household. He worked a full-time
job, then came home and worked a second job of coding and running
websites for small businesses. Somehow he always made time for
James, whether it was helping with homework, playing video games,
or making his favorite dinner of red snapper with a tomato
sauce.

The only thing his dad didn’t count on was
lung cancer. It came on strong during James’ sophomore year of
college. He made it all of a week before the cancer ravaged through
his body. The cancer moved so quickly through his body that he went
from a man with a slight cough to intensive care and unable to
speak in two days.

As much as the doctor tried to console him
about it being a quick death, James struggled to hold himself
together as he took care of his father’s personal matters. His
school allowed him to put his attendance on hold in order to deal
with the family matters and the life insurance was enough to give
him the time to delve into the world of closing accounts and
dealing with wrapping up all the loose ends.

While James was clearing out his father’s
desk he came across an old manila envelope with James’ name written
upon it. Inside he found a key and a receipt for a safe deposit box
at the local credit union. Intrigued, he closed up the house for
the day and headed off for the credit union before the end of the
business day.

 


**********

 


In the bank he found the safe deposit box
had much of the usual things he would have expected. There was his
dad’s passport, a small stack of twenty-dollar bills, the deed to
his house, and a couple of gold coins. Underneath of everything
else was another envelope, stuffed fat, with a sticky note to read
the contents in private. James glanced about the room, took note
that the banker had left to help another customer, and slipped his
finger into the seal of the envelope.

James turned the envelope upside down and let
the contents dump into the deposit box. The contents caused a
raised eyebrow and a soft, amused chuckle. There was an old map, or
rather one made to look old. His father had loved to make up old
pirate maps when he was a kid, often they would lead to a buried
treasure of a chocolate bar or his weekly allowance. Luke had a
lifelong obsession with pirates, even going so far as to dress up
on talk like a pirate day and visit local coffee shops dressed up
as Captain No Beard.

When the door to the room opened to admit
the banker, he quickly tucked everything into the bank provided
envelope and shut the now empty box. James went through the process
of returning the key and closing the account for the box, then
headed back home, his thoughts on what sort of last treasure hunt
his father had left him.

 


**********

 


The house was eerily quiet now that the
funeral had passed and family members had stopped coming by to bid
their wishes, farewells, and in the case of a few distant
relatives, try to angle a few of his father’s belongings. That the
house and the belongings inside were now his still hadn’t quite
occurred to James. To him they were still his fathers, so in the
evening he avoided the master suite, instead taking up residence in
what had been his room.

James swiveled his desk chair back and forth
while going through some of the last paperwork of the evening. He
sipped away at a tumbler of Jack Daniels, well, okay, maybe some of
the things he thought his dad wouldn’t mind him having so much.
Luke had let him have a sip of it here and there, mostly during
holidays or during times of deep stress.

With the paperwork done with, James turned
his attentions to the map. A small smile played across his face as
he mused on what last little treasure his father had hidden in the
house. One last item to fondly remember his last treasure hunt with
his father.

The first thing that caught his attention
was that the map wasn’t just of the house, but instead of the
northern half of the state. There was also a list of items to pick
up along the way, some seemed to be in the spirit of pirates, like
a lantern and oil, others, well, he wasn’t sure what he would want
with sex lube. With a shrug of his shoulders, James put the map
down to pick up his smartphone and start entering the list. As a
last thought, he took a photo of the map.
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