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M. Eugene Randolph La Liberte,
Mining Engineer and Treasure-
Seeker Extraordinary, Braved
Hunger, Thirst, Hardships and
Death in His Many Searches for
Hidden Millions, but He Is
Ready to Go Again--Any Time.

Firm in His Belief That the

NextTripHe TakesWill Really
Bring Him to Wealth Beyond
All Calculation.

BY GEORGE ALLAN ENGLAND

OU may perhaps meet him walking
down Broadway, or in the sub-
way or on the “ElL” this unassuming,

man who today holds

sharks by & mob of 200 infuriated Negroes.
And another time when one of our prospects
yielded 2,200 “pleces of eight,” the coins had
to be smuggled out and quietly disposed of.
Otherwise results might have been far too lively.

The pileces of eight came from the wreck of
an old Spanish galleon, the Don Carlos 11, on
the southeast coast of a Caribbean island that
still remain nameless. This wreck lay on &
dangerous reef, with a most tremendous surf
breaking over it, but by dint of patience and
daring my friend Jim Hamilton (only that isn’t
his name) raked up the coins.

E also located an iron chest deep-buried in

the coral of the reef, and it's still there,
when we can get around to going after it with
proper equipment.

The coins were dated 1783, and were sold in
the United States for 48 cents apiece—which
was a most appalling sacrifice. But we didn't
have much time to bargain or dicker, you bet!

Then there was our six-wheelbarrow strike
on another part of the same island. One of
our organization, whom I will call Bill Jameson
(to conceal his identity), unearthed this by
accident about two years ago when a big tree
on top of a hillock blew down in a heavy wind-
storm. The roots, tipping up, disclosed a cavity
down into which he clambered.

He found a cave in the top of the hillock,
one side of this cave having been walled up
with masonry. His radio detector buzzed very
encouragingly over the cave floor of detritus
and bat-guano. Jameson went back to the
town of Las Palomitas for help by another of
our gang and for tools, He already imagined
we were all millionaires. But alas, no!

What happened was that when the two fel-
Jows got back to the hillock next day govern-
ment officials were in charge. Some way or

. They put laborers
right to work and kept our boys away.

We had the pleasure of knowing that the

suppose we'll ever guite recover from the shock
of that near-success and that most sickening
Joss of treasure wé'd almost had our hands on.
then, speaking of authentic cases, this
Liberte gives a genuine one. It

“Here is one I gsbsolutely know to be authentic,
treasure found in 1926 at Torres Junction, &

small station and apparently a very ancient
place about 3 Omiles from Hermosilla, Sonora,

me the most amazing data, maps, charts and
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The Mex rushed at me with a long knife. I jumped on
@ hasty exit from the ancho, thankful to be
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deposit was found in 1919 by three
prospectors, who had been fired on by the
Tiburon Seri Indians—a tribe with blond hair
and blue eyes, not long ago known to have been
cannibals. This tribe live in the sand dunes
on the island, their only clothing being a
breech-clout girded about their loins, Some
scientists claim they are descended from a party
of Norsemen who many centuries ago drifted to
Tiburon.
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Two of the prospectors were killed

Indians and the third one, named

I got verv much inte

In the land where riches in buried gold await the lucky hunter.. Inscription Rock, in New Mexico, believed to stand near
hidden “Mother Lode.” Near here La Liberte will mdnhz‘hudqwmu hnlestczpc&cul:
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