
Going for the Gold 

Living the Dream 

By Buck Boudreaux 

 

Ms. Ollie and I have been doing just what the title says for nearly 30 
years.  Sometimes between us we call it the Buck and Ollie show.  Ms. 
Ollie suggested we share with you something about my very early 
years – up through the mid-teens, times that were instrumental in 
bringing Gold Nugget Man and the Buck and Ollie show into 
existence.  We want you to feel like a personal part of our experience 
- a link in the chain.  So return to the humble beginnings with us and 
become an early traveler on the Gold Nugget Man journey.  “Okay, 
Ms. Ollie, Just for you!  Here goes in my own words” …… 

Hi, I’m Buck.  In retrospect, after a childhood of doing without and 
near poverty – I watched other kids enjoy all their nice “stuff” while I 
made do with second best, or third, or fourth, or nothing.  It seemed I 
was always dreaming of something better, and wishing but not 
having.  So as odd as it may seem for a very young fella, I found 
myself drawn to gold in stories and movies.   Materially speaking you 
can’t reach for anything more precious than gold.  It’s the best!  – I 
dreamed of having the best…  I now realize that from early on, it was 
gold that inspired me, spiritually and emotionally.  I was captivated 
by adventurous tales of gold and the pursuit of gold….  

Before going any further, Ms. Ollie suggests (and she’s always right!)  
that I clarify something, and, I must say here in defense of my folks 
that I was most certainly never abused or neglected.  No, they were 
honest, sober, hardworking and loving parents, and did their very 
best.  But they were not money managers, and they just couldn’t 



earn enough to stay ahead of their bills.  It was pay check to pay 
check, with no fancy trimmings.  I can remember Pop often taking 
extra side work just to get by…. 

Let me give you an example from my childhood so you’ll understand 
a little better the kind of thing that shaped me.  While leaving painful 
memories, this was also the powerful force that to this day has driven 
me to go for the gold.   

My friends all had nice bicycles, and I wanted one badly.  I would 
borrow a bike whenever I could.  I learned to ride on a borrowed 
bike.  As a boy I took a job delivering a little shopper newspaper in 
the neighborhood.  I walked the country route – a long ways between 
houses.  I got paid by going door to door, every month, trying to 
collect a stated, small voluntary fee from anyone who would be 
willing to pay me for the delivery of the “free paper.”  Some did, most 
didn’t.  When they did, it was mostly pennies – some nickels and 
dimes or an occasional quarter. I sure do remember this - I didn’t like 
trying to collect, it felt like begging.  Any money I got was my pay, and 
I saved it in a big glass bubble bank that my grandma gave me.  It 
couldn’t be opened, but it had a big oversized coin slot on the top.  
After a number of months, I could clearly see my bank was getting to 
be quite full of coins.  Mostly pennies.  I didn’t know how much was 
in there, but I was hoping I had enough to buy a bike.  By tipping the 
bank upside down on my lap and using a butter knife in the coin slot, 
I was able to guide the coins out and onto the floor for a tally.  I had 
less than ten dollars, but it was enough to buy a rusty, old, somewhat 
green, full sized “girls” bike from somebody in the neighborhood.   It 
was the only thing I could afford. As a boy who was all boy I sure 
wasn’t proud of riding around on a  girl’s bike, but I wanted a bike.  I 
needed a bike.  This one had good tires and the foot brake worked.  It 
became mine for seven dollars.   



Somewhere I got a hold of an old, partial can of green house paint, 
and covered the rust on that bike – but it was still ugly!   

A friend invited me to go with his family to his grandpa’s place in 
another town.  We would bring our bikes, spend the night, and ride in 
their parade the next day.  It sounded fun!  But me? With that ugly 
old girl’s bike?  How could I?  My dad came to the rescue, though.  He 
surprised me with several rolls of crepe paper – red, white and blue.  
He dressed that bike so beautifully patriotic - with crepe paper woven 
through the spokes, and hanging off the handle bars, seat and 
fenders, plus several strips of red, white and blue twisted and taped 
into place to look like the bar on a boy’s bike.  It was a labor of love 
and really quite impressive!  I was very proud of it and ready to go 
the next day when my friend and his dad showed up with their pickup 
truck.  We carefully loaded my bike beside his in the truck bed and 
headed to his grandpa’s house in some little town I can’t recall.  I was 
excited! 

The bikes remained in the truck bed that night. We stayed awake 
late, anxiously talking about tomorrow’s parade.  We woke up to a 
sunny day, but it had rained really hard through the night.  What was 
left of the crepe paper looked like a drowned butterfly, and I was 
heartbroken…   I watched the parade from the curb with the rest of 
the small crowd, and my friend waved to me from his shiny new bike 
as he went by…  

I could share a lot of childhood stories similar to this, but I think you 
get the idea.   

These things left me longing for something better.  I was determined 
to have it, and I became a prospector at a very early age.  Just like in 
so many cowboy shows that I loved to watch, gold was the driving 



force.  I guess you could call it the fever, because it’s burned inside of 
me for just about as long as I can remember. 

I lived in the country, or on the edge of it, and four special things 
went with me on almost every one of my adventures - my bike, a gold 
pan (tin pie plate), a fishing pole and my BB gun. These were my 
closest friends, and I spent most of my free time with them.  I’d like 
to note that my BB gun and my fishing pole were compliments of my 
grandpa and my grandma through my great Uncle Albert’s hardware 
store.   (He was my grandpa’s brother). 

I must add this short note.  Rarely did my mom have a spare nickel to 
give me for BBs – yep, five cents for BBs back then. (They’re a dollar 
now for fewer BBs.). I would often ride the road side till I found three 
glass pop bottles – that deposit refund gave me enough for a pack of 
BBs and a tootsie pop.  With that, I was set to go! 

I never found much gold as a child, but dipping that pan of dirt into 
the creek took me to a different world where I could hope and dream 
- and dream of gold I did! 

Through the years, I became more and more serious about my search 
for gold.  My methods and efforts increasingly expanded and became 
more sophisticated.  I’ve been searching for and collecting gold for as 
long as I can recall.  Today, GoldNuggetMan.com is representative of 
that success, and it continues to grow.   

 

I’m blessed to be partnered with and inspired by a hardworking lady 
who is captured by the fever and by love.  Today, Buck and Ms. Ollie 
are living and sharing the dream.   


