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Whenever the twins, Kim and Kate, visited for the summer break, they loved spending
time with Sheila, Nicole, and me. In one of the few cases where we would be together as a
group, we spent the first night dancing to old school music and trying out Sheila's banana cake,
which the twins disliked. However, they chose to focus on living in the moment instead of

pleasing Sheila. She has always been adorable but obnoxious whenever she does not get praise.
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What made that night different was that I had a plan to finally share the details of my
grandfather's will. When Smith the Third died, he pinned down a will with clear directions on
my twenty-first birthday. I would have to find instructions in vivid writing, “A Treasure Hunt
Lilly.” As the girls listened to the story, I realized Sheila was angry that I had ruined the birthday
party with what she termed “an old man's waste of time”. Either way, I was turning twenty-one,
and my grandfather's wishes had to be fulfilled.

By dawn, I stepped out. It was too dark, but surprisingly, I was not afraid. Yet I knew that
whatever the outcome of the adventure would be, it was worth my grandfather's time and would
change my life. I walked to my friend Kim’s compound, and everyone was deep asleep. Their
dogs recognized me from a distance and did not bark. For some reason, his door was unlocked,
and I could see the light in his bedroom was on. We had made a solemn promise to each other
that we would gather all the knowledge from the Smith’s esteemed route. Kim was up burning
the midnight oil. I called out, and he recognized my voice. He wondered how I got in and said, “I
know what we said early, but your grandfather knows you deserve to sleep”. I ignored his
sarcastic humour, as I explained that he had left the door open. In his defence, he had been
carried away by some exciting book he was reading and forgot to lock the door. Kim’s brother
heard us talking, and he left his room. “'If what you are saying is true and makes you happy, then
I will help”.

We picked up leather bags, torches, bows, and arrows for security, called out four of
Kim’s and Kate’s dogs, and left for the search. It was cold, the morning dew was forming, and
the bushes were thick and terrifying, despite the security measures we had put in place. Nothing
would stop us, I was determined. As we began, we realized that Smith was not happy to draft

down the will. If he was, why would he hide anything in a place so bushy? We combed the
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bushes for close to three hours and there was no luck. We were giving up, and Sheila had already
begun complaining, blaming others for getting on with the “stupid idea”. “We came all this way,
from the house at dawn, for nothing,” she would mumble. Everyone was tired and sat by the
river bank. The sun was up. The river was raging, and there was a loud silence between us. Kim
and Kate were cheeky. They tried to push one of the dogs into the water. The dog dodged, and
Kim fell into the raging river. He has swept away; luckily, I was a good swimmer. “I am
hydrophobic and can't swim to save my life," Kim objected.

Despite the moment being intense and frightening, once we got out, the laughter that
followed was a gift to clear the frustrations. What I intended to be a discovery journey, had
turned into a lifesaving build with failures, and, to make it worse, it was on my birthday. I could
not help but laugh. I loved Smith, but this was not it. I was cursing the Universe. As we sat there
hopeless, the rare sign of hope came from Sheila. In her sarcastic demeanour, she never missed a
party for anything, and we could not agree more. We embarked on the journey and keenly took a
different path to try our luck.

As we cleared the woods to find our way, Sheila at the back shouted, “I found
something.” We all stopped. There was a short signpost with the initials H. L. S. My heart
skipped. When I was little, all my grandfather’s gifts had the same initials. It was his way of
making it known that they were custom-made and nobody else deserved to open the presents. We
took the signpost down. To our amusement, there was nothing! I was not angry; I was
disappointed. This venture had turned into a rollercoaster of emotions and unfulfilled
expectations. At 2 p.m., we were tired and hungry, but there was an uncomfortable sound of

silence among us again. No one could say it, but they all stared at me with a look of empathy.
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They were frustrated but could not speak. They were sorry this had not turned into what I
expected.

In almost an instant, fueled with anger, I began to dig down. I was utterly distressed
about life and expectations, I was not sure what I was doing, but I believed there was nowhere
else to find that something. If this was not the way to open the said birthday gift, then we would
pack our bags and go back home. I was optimistic before, but I have had enough. Moreover, we
came so far to give up. As the rest of the group joined, they helped with the work as the dogs
kept watching. Nonetheless, we dug. After thirty minutes, we heard the sound of Sheila getting

frustrated and using the signpost to hit the ground. There was an old box.

As we struggled to find clues to open the lock, we had to deal with personal
disagreements on what to do about it. There was no key, and the box was old enough to take up
all of our remaining strength. While everyone else buckled, I was just happy that it was not all
for nothing. After all, my grandfather did not disappoint. The frustration and being turned into a
lifesaver amid the adventure had all been worth it. Smith did not lie. We embarked on finding a
hard object to open the box. It was already 6.30 p.m., and getting stuck in the woods did not
sound ideal or smart. We began our journey back home. On our bicycles, we raced against time
with determination and newfound enthusiasm. We had something to look forward to. Kim and
Kate had found the energy to crack jokes, and Nicole was smiling. We all agreed to stop at
Sheila's house, as it was the nearest place to the woods.

We parked the bikes in a hurry and forgot to even look at the fridge to quench our thirst
or satisfy our hunger. The adrenaline rush was finally getting to us. We got into Sheila's room,

and she immediately ran into the basement to find one of her father's building tools. When she
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arrived, Kate and Kim shouted in unison, “Make a wish”. I had no cake or party, so opening the
box was my opportunity to blow the candle. “I wish it was not all for nothing”. Sheila knocked
off the lock, and it was an intense moment of opening as I closed my eyes while lifting the lid.
Everyone exclaimed, “wow”. My eyes opened. There was a shiny black rock and a note on the
side. “You have found gold!” Kim shouted. “It is a meteorite dummy!” Kate responded. I was
still in awe as I continued reading. The note said, “By the time you find this, it will be worth
your college fund and a beautiful house. Do not forget to tip your friends for trouble. Where you

found this, there is more.”



