
The Freedom Treasure 

 

Slowly, quietly, the sun began to rise sending sunrays shimmering over the lake. Birds 

fluttered joyously in the cool air. The water on the Canadian side of Lake of the Woods stood 

crystal clear. 

Joel Brown took a deep breath of the refreshing morning air as he stepped out onto the 

porch. A Canada goose flew overhead and landed gracefully in the water. At that moment, he 

remembered. It was Canada Day! 

At breakfast, after Joel’s dad prayed for the meal, they began to eat. 

“Let’s discuss some of the freedoms we have here in Canada,” Joel’s dad suggested. 

“The freedom of religion,” Joel’s twin brother Jay put in. 

“That’s right,” Mr. Brown agreed. 

“Freedom o’ schoolin’,” three-year-old Joey said, trying to sound important. 

“Free enterprise,” Joel put in thoughtfully. 

“Freedom of press.” 

“And the freedom of speech.” 

“Very good!” Mr. Brown congratulated his family. 

After breakfast, Joel pushed back his chair and walked casually over to the screen door. 

“Me and Jay are going fishing on the lake,” he announced. “Then we’ll head up to Kenora, see 

our friends, and go to the waffle place. We should be back by two at the latest–” 

“Joey come too,” their younger brother cut in. “Joey come too.” 

Although Joel loved his younger brother dearly, and loved having him along, this time, he 

wanted it to be a “man’s” outing. “I’m sorry, Joey. Maybe tomorrow afternoon we could go on 

an outing together. It’s just today doesn’t work.” 

Joey kept insisting. 

“I’m sorry, Joey. Tomorrow–” 



“I’m sure he can come,” his mom cut in, smiling. 

Suddenly, Joel burst out laughing for no reason. “Sure, Joey. Be ready in five minutes,” 

he agreed. 

When they arrived at the barn, they studied the almost-finished boat. 

“Hey, Joel, have you decided what to name the boat?” Jay asked suddenly. 

“No,” answered Joel absently. 

“Joey name it. Joey call it Freedom,” Joey suggested. 

“That’s it!” Joel congratulated. “You’ve got it! It’s Canada Day, of course. Why didn’t I 

think of that?” 

Jay painted a maple leaf and the name Freedom on the side of the boat. 

When they arrived in Kenora, some of their friends were there to greet them at the port. 

“Hi!” James called. 

“Got your boat finished,” Henry commented. 

“Could we take a ride in it?” Matthew asked shyly. 

“I was thinking,” Joel began. “We could have lunch at the waffle place and then head 

over to our house, explore, and eat supper.” 

“Sure!” the boys exclaimed, grinning. 

“I need to pick up some supplies in town for Dad,” Joel put in. “Then we’ll go over to our 

favourite restaurant.” 

At noon, big fluffy waffles drenched in maple syrup were on the menu. They grabbed 

their trays and sat down at a table. 

A Chinese family the next table over was having a discussion about Canada Day. “It so 

great to live in a free country,” the dad commented in broken English. 

“We could not go to a church,” the mom said sorrowfully. 

“But here we can!” the dad exclaimed joyfully. But then they started speaking Chinese, 

and none of the boys knew any. 



“We take for granted our freedoms,” Jay said after a long silence. 

“Look at this Chinese family and all the freedoms they didn’t have,” James commented. 

At 2:30, they arrived at the Brown’s house. Joel tied the boat to the dock, and the six of 

them hurried into the house. 

“We’re back!” Joel called. Then he turned to his companions. “Let’s go up to my room. 

I’ve got a motor project I want to show you. I can push a button and the door opens.” 

“I go now,” Joey put in hurriedly. “Motor too much for Joey.” 

They all laughed. 

“I go take stuff we bought to Daddy at barn.” With that, he turned and headed outside. 

The other boys hurried upstairs. 

“It’s almost done, but there are no batteries in it yet,” Joel explained. He opened the door 

and began describing the way it worked. 

A paper that had been precariously set on the desk fluttered to the ground when Jay 

opened the door. He picked it up and looked at it curiously. Then a dismayed expression crossed 

his face. 

“What is it?” James asked nervously. 

“I can’t figure it out,” he said when he could speak again. “It says, ‘Go to the cabinet. 

“Go, Talk, Be.’ 

“What!” Henry said scornfully. “Let me see!” 

He grabbed the paper and looked at it. “It does say…” 

“What does it mean?” 

“I don’t now.” 

“We’ll, let’s check the cabinet,” Jay suggested. 

Joel got a step stool and searched around, feeling all the way to the back. He never stored 

anything there, because it was too high. Finally, they found a little toy dog with a note attached 

to it. 



“Oh, I wonder what this is,” Joel muttered. 

It said, “GO, BE IN TO BARN, STAIRS, OR SHACK.” 

“Well, let’s go check the shack,” James suggested. 

“It’s got to be some kind of code,” Jay mused as they exited the room. 

They were so occupied in their talking, Joel almost ran into Joey, who was coming up the 

steps. 

“I got stuff to Daddy,” he said proudly. 

Joel waited for him to continue upstairs, but he did not. They stood there uncomfortable 

smiling at each other. Finally, Joey said, “So, what this I hear about code?” 

Joel explained the whole story, forgetting he wanted it to be a secret. 

“Aye, Joey think ’e know,” he said smiling. “Perhaps match words with words that have 

same letter, in order.” 

“That’s it, Joey!” Joel congratulated. “How did you know? Did Mother tell you?” 

“Joey think,” he said. “No, Mommy not tell me. I think it through.” 

“Good job!” 

Joel and the rest of the boys went back up to Joel’s room. He set the paper on his desk. 

“Okay,” Joel sighed. “Let’s try matching the word Go with the first word of this little 

sentence. Go matches GO perfectly. Now let’s check the word Talk.” 

The most they could come up with was TO. Then they started looking for matches for Be. 

“Aha!” Jay shouted when they had finished decoding the message. “It says GO TO 

BARN! We would’ve been all day at the shack if it hadn’t been for Joey.” 

They excitedly exited the house. Joel opened the small barn door, expecting Dad and Joey 

to be there discussing this “treasure.” However, when Jay opened the door, he did not find either 

of them. All the lights were off, and in front of the workbench was a man with a cowboy outfit 

and flashlight, looking around the workbench. As he heard the door open, he swung around, 

shining his flashlight directly in the doorway. The boys disappeared behind a tall pile of hay. 



Who is this “cowboy”? Joel asked himself. Just then an awful thought hit him. The 

cowboy had probably gotten wind of the treasure, he reasoned. And had broken into the house 

while the rest of his family had gone for a walk. The “cowboy” probably tracked down all the 

clues, and, in his hurry, left the note on the desk to go to the barn. But then when he got there, 

Dad had come home, and he waited until they left. He probably found the other note somewhere 

else. And that explains why I never found the dog before, because I never had looked in the 

cabinet above my closet– 

The man left just then, and the boys got out from behind the hay. 

“Whew, that was close!” Matthew sighed. 

They then began to search the workbench. 

“Oh, the cowboy misplaced my stuffed dog,” Joel commented absently, setting it back 

beside his other ones he kept there for company. 

“The dog with the note!” James exclaimed. “Maybe it was misplaced on purpose to mark 

the treasure!” 

“Yes, that’s it!” Jay exclaimed. 

Hurriedly, Joel tried to place it back where it was. Yes, this was it. He pulled his bins of 

motors out from underneath the workbench. But there was nothing. 

“Do you suppose if we looked out back behind the workbench, we would find it?” Henry 

suggested. 

“We could surely try it!” Jay put in. 

They went out back and began digging. Finally, they found a treasure chest! 

“We found it!” Matthew exclaimed. 

Inside were some Canadian flags and collector’s coins. There was a note, too, that read, 

“Boys, I hope these things will help you remember the importance of freedom.” 

*** 



At supper, they found out that it was their parents that had set up the treasure hunt. The 

“cowboy” was only the new neighbour their parents had engaged to come and help the treasure 

hunt be more intense. 

“Never take for granted the freedoms we have in Canada,” Mom said. 

At the end of the meal, Mr. Brown said, “Well, anyone want to watch the fireworks in 

Kenora?” 

 


