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“What’s that you got there?” It was Jason, Tony’s roommate. 
Tony instinctively closed his hand and hunched over his treasure. “Nothin’,” he muttered. He 

winced as Jason swung a meaty fist and connected with his shoulder. 
“What is it?” Jason loomed over him, not used to being denied. 
“Just a rock. Probably not real anyway.” He let Jason pry open his hand and take the shiny, gold 

colored stone from him.
“Whoa. What’s this? Gold?”
Tony shrugged. “Probably just pyrite.”
“What?”
“Fool’s gold. Not real gold. Just looks like it.”
“Where’d you get it?” Jason examined the stone with some curiosity. It looked like gold. It even 

smelled like it. Not that he actually knew what gold smelled like. It was a metal smell. Looks like 
a duck, quacks like a duck, probably is a duck…

“Nowhere.” Jason didn’t immediately respond to Tony’s feeble answer. The silence stretched 
between them until Tony couldn’t help himself. He looked up at Jason. Jason was smiling. It never 
boded well for anyone when Jason smiled… especially not for Tony.

Jason handed back the gold stone without another punch or even throwing the stone at him. 
Then Jason sat down across from Tony, just looking at the smaller man. Tony could almost see 
the tiny wheels in Jason’s head click over what he thought the stone was and Tony’s reluctance 
to talk about it. He watched the big man come to a conclusion and waited for the onslaught.

“You found something, didn’t you?” Jason’s voice was casual and friendly.
It wasn’t really a question and Tony knew it. “Maybe.”
“Something big.”
“Maybe,” Tony repeated.
“Is it what I think it is?” Jason gestured to the stone that Tony had cupped possessively in his 

hand.
Tony looked away and pushed his glasses up his nose. When he glanced back at Jason, he saw 

the storm clouds gathering there but also saw Jason’s control – the same control he always used 
to get what he wanted from women. The man had the cunning patience of a predator when he 
really wanted something and realized that “right of might” wasn’t going to cut it. Jason was smart 
when he needed to be.

Like now.
“C’mon, buddy,” Jason coaxed. “You can tell me. We’ve been best friends for years. Haven’t I 

always protected you?”

Fool’s Gold
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Tony shrugged, noncommittal. 
“Where’d you find it? The gold. You’re a smart guy. You’re the brains of the outfit. You know 

it. I’m kinda big and dumb. You’ found something, and people are gonna want it. I’ll be here to 
protect you from them.”

Tony thought about it a bit more and finally nodded. Jason was right in that one respect at least. 
“Yeah, it’s gold. I found it in one of the deep caves in the hills.”

“A lot?”
“Enough. Enough to make one… or two… people comfortable for the rest of their lives.”
Jason’s smile stretched wide, “Where?”
Tony shook his head. “It’s complicated. I’d have to show you.” He paused. “But we’d share, right? 

And you’d make sure that no one hurt me, right?”
“Right. I promise. No one’d ever hurt you again.” Jason’s smile grew wider and more predatory. 

“In fact, we’d move out of Olympia to Seattle. New place. New people. None of the old bastards 
from town begging for money. We’d be new people and I’d make sure it happened that way. I 
promise. This could be the break we’ve been looking for.”

Tony looked at Jason, calculating how much of what he was saying was the truth and how much 
of it was a lie. Jason seemed pretty sincere and it would be great to leave this tiny damn city. 
Capital of Washington state or not, it was still in the ass-end of nowhere and filled with bigoted 
hicks who looked at him and his cane like his arthritis might be catching. 

Finally, Tony nodded. “Ok. I’ll show you tomorrow. It’s kind of a hike. So, we’ll get up early 
and go.”

m m m
It was a cloudy, misty day in the Olympic National Forest, which wasn’t unusual. The two men 

tromped through the forest and up a hill on a barely-there trail. It was slow going with Tony and 
his cane, but Jason was in good spirits and feeling patient. If his little buddy was right, all of their 
money woes would be over with. If Tony was wrong, well, his personal woes at Jason’s hands would 
just be beginning.

After about half a day of easy hiking, Tony made a sharp left directly into the forest. Jason fol-
lowed. “Dude, how’d you find this place anyway?”

Tony shrugged. “Sometimes I go wandering to get away from town, in order to exercise my legs 
and help me get over the use of this damned cane.” He shook the cane to emphasize is point. 
“There’s nothing there for me. I like it up here.”

“Ok.” He paused before he asked, “So, how much further?”
Tony heard the clear suspicion in Jason’s voice. He paused and pointed with his cane to a copse 

of trees about a hundred meters away. “It’s just through those trees over there.”
“I don’t see anything.”
“You will.” Then he added, “Promise.”
And like Tony promised, just as they broke through the copse of trees, there was a large opening 

in the hillside. Tony stopped. “We’re here. Well, sorta. We gotta get our lights on and stuff.”
Jason shrugged off his pack and peered into the cave entrance. “You sure about this? Is it safe?”
Tony gave him a disbelieving look. “I walked in with only my cane and flashlight. We’ll be fine.” 

He couldn’t keep the touch of scorn at Jason’s concern out of his voice. He changed his tune as soon 
as he saw Jason register it. “Besides, you’re here if I get into any trouble. Right? You promised.”
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The big guy remembered the gold stone and nodded. His smile was a little forced but it was 
still there. “Right. I promised. You’ll be fine either way. You know this tunnel and I don’t.” 
He pulled his hat and headlight out from the backpack and put them on. “Lead the way to the 
riches, little buddy.”

Tony smiled, putting his own hardhat and headlight on. “That’s the plan.”

m m m
It was a much easier hike than Jason expected, despite the darkness and rubble in the 

tunnel. With Tony’s slow, careful movements, there was no threat of Jason falling at all. 
For a long time there was nothing but darkness and the sounds of their footsteps and 
breathing. 

Tony broke the silence. “It was just up here. There’s a big cave. It’s got some, um, quartz crystal 
growing, too. But that’s not as valuable as the gold. Just pretty.”

“Pretty is good. Gold is better.” Jason grunted as they continued on. But now he was paying 
attention. Part of him seriously considered murdering Tony and leaving him in another cave 
somewhere, but part of him knew that Tony was the smarter of the two of them and he’d be better 
at negotiating a price for the gold and managing the money. All Jason would have to do was make 
sure that no one else bullied Tony into handing over that gold. It would be the two of them, with 
Tony doing the work and Jason reaping the rewards.

Jason’s daydream about how he would spend his riches was interrupted when Tony stopped at 
the entrance of a large cavern, saying, “We’re here.” Jason stopped and looked around. His head-
lamp beam danced all over the walls and ceiling of the cavern as he looked for the signs of gold. 
The place was huge, and he would see an occasional flash of glittering in the light but dismissed 
that as not gold. He already knew that quartz really wasn’t worth that much. “Where is it? Where’s 
the gold?”

“You don’t see it?” Tony’s voice was calm.
“No, meathead. I don’t. Where? Show me!” In his eagerness, Jason forgot that he had promised 

himself that he’d be nicer to Tony now and in the future. 
Tony was silent and unmoving.
Jason realized his mistake. “I’m sorry, dude. Tony. I’m just, you know, excited.”
“Ok.” Tony sighed and headed forward. He kept his head down and his light on his feet to make 

sure he didn’t fall. He stopped again. “It’s here.”
Jason looked down at Tony’s feet. “Where?”
Tony raised his case and his head at the same time to point at the wall in front of them, “Here.”
In the glare of the headlamp, a large section of the wall as tall as Tony and as wide as a couch 

glittered: gold and gorgeous. Its beauty doubled when Jason’s headlamp joined Tony’s. Most of the 
wall was smooth with small veins of gold shooting off from the giant central deposit of gold ore. 

“Holy shit,” Jason muttered.
“I told you. Enough for one or two people for the rest of their lives.” 
Jason nodded and patted Tony’s shoulder as he walked past the smaller man. “You were right, 

buddy. Oh, you were so right!” Jason walked up to the wall of gold, admiring it. “We’re rich. 
We’re rich!” He put a hand on the gold to feel the cold, smooth, precious metal. “Screw Seattle. 
We could go anywhere on this.” He looked back at Tony to say something else but the wall of ore 
beneath his hand moved. “What the fuck?”
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Tony took a step back from Jason and the suddenly moving wall of gold. He did not look surprised 
or even scared as he watched Jason’s hand sink into the wall and a tentacle of gold shoot out to 
wrap itself around Jason’s wrist and forearm. As Jason struggled to get his right hand free, his right 
foot, the one he was using for leverage, also sunk deep into the wall of gold. Another tentacle of 
gold wrapped itself around Jason’s lower leg.

Jason flailed around and held out his left hand to Tony. “Help me! Your cane!”
Tony nodded and offered Jason his cane but instead of pulling it away from the wall to help 

Jason out of the slowly moving wall, Tony’s lip curled into a silent snarl and he lunged forward. 
The cane slid through Jason’s hand and the end of it slammed into Jason’s chest, pushing him 
backwards into the wall. Jason’s arms flailed briefly before his body succumbed to gravity and 
momentum, falling backwards into the wall of roiling wall of gold. He was immediately engulfed 
from the waist down and stuck from his waist to his shoulders. Only his chest, neck and head were 
free of the living rock.

“Help me!” Jason screamed in panic. He flailed as hard as he could but just like a bug trapped 
in amber, Jason was going nowhere.

“No,” Tony said; his voice was low and full of hate. “No. I did this to you. I did it on purpose. 
You’ve tortured me all my life and now I’m going to watch you die.” Tony smiled as he watched 
Jason’s realization that this had all been a set up. “Yeah. I’m the smart one, and I’ve had enough 
of you.”

He swung his headlamp to the wall of gold holding Jason fast. It was still now, and looked like 
stone again. “It almost got me, too. But I scared a mouse and it ran over the gold. I watched the 
gold thing grab it and eat it. It took less than an hour for the mouse to dissolve. I wonder how 
long you’ll take. A day? Two?”

“You can’t do this. You can’t! Help me, Tony. We’re friends.”
Tony shook his head. “We’ve never been friends.”
Jason struggled more but still could not get free of the thing’s grip. “It hurts. God, my hands! 

My hands are on fire!”
“Good. I hope you burn to your bones.” Tony smiled mirthlessly at Jason. But he almost lost 

his nerve when Jason started sobbing in pain and fear. Tony almost – almost – wanted to help 
the bastard. Then he forced himself to remember what Jason had done to him. He hardened his 
heart and turned to leave. 
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