I was looking in a file drawer through some folders just to see what was in them and what could be tossed away. I ran across an old clipping from the Jackson Hole News that Paul Scherbel had sent me with a little note that said, “I See That You’re Famous”. I’d forgotten all about this one event in my surveying career almost 40 years ago.

To add a little more to the story and newspaper clipping. We were staking the lots in the Replat of Snow King Estates, a Subdivision on Snow King Mountain southeast of the Town of Jackson, Wyoming. The original plat of the Subdivision was done several years prior by another firm or surveyor and the property had changed ownership from the original developer to our client. It also had a floating South Boundary that butted up against U. S. Forest Service Lands that the original surveyor did not tie into during the course of his survey and platting. There were several lots at the bottom that had been sold and had been built on based on the original plat. Anyway, the Replat was to fix the South Boundary and redesign some of the lots and to fit into the roadways that had already been constructed on the face of the mountain and holding the location of the lots that had already been sold.

While working in a portion of one of the Northern Boundaries, I looked down the slope and saw what looked like a part, or  a corner of a cast iron stove sticking up out of the ground. There wasn’t any reason for a stove to be there as there had never been any homestead or inhabitants in that particular area. So, I decided to walk down and investigate a little further to find out what kind of stove it was. When I got a little closer, I could see that it wasn’t a stove at all, but that it was the bottom of a safe with about a 10 or 12 inch hole cut in the bottom and the cut portion was peeled back so access to the safe’s contents could be gained. Whoever went to the trouble to put it there had dug out a small pit and placed the safe in it and what they didn’t bury, they covered with pine needles and some tree limbs. I looked inside and saw some papers, which turned out to be the previous years tax returns for a local business and other items, which I didn’t disturb. I thought that I’d better go into town and notify the Police Department of what I’d found. They in turned called the County Sheriff, as it was his case, so he also came over to get in on the details of the find. The Sheriff told me he had hunted all over the Jackson area, along the Snake River, and also over into Idaho trying to find any clues or the safe itself. He took quite a ribbing from all those law enforcement personnel about his search, with them saying to him, “That In All His Searching, It Was In His Backyard All This Time”. The reason for this remark was, and the funny part was, the Sheriff lived in a townhouse on one of the sold lots at the bottom of the Subdivision. Once all the information had been documented at the Police Department I took them up to the area where the safe was and they had a wrecker come up and winch it up to where they could load it up and take it into town.     

