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UNTER OF BURIED TREASURE

id peon, who after a great deal of urging and

“That night I could not sleep. I was afraid
some of the other workmen might find my gold
and then torture me till I told where I had
found it, after which they might kill me. For
you know, senor, ‘Dead men tell no tales.' "
The peon was so alarmed that he gave up his
job and crossed over into Arizona, afterwards
making his way to California. This old man
was still living three years ago. He believed

at the time that he had stumbled by chance
into a robbers’ cave, and being very superstitious
and full of fear he was extremely reluctant
to give any information. But after a great deal
of urging La Liberte got the exact location.

La Liberte then
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sacred soon after, the secret perishing with
them. I took a party down there to recover the
treasure, but soon after we had camped near
the location our camp was fired on by revolu-
tionists.

His adventures read like romantic fic-
tion. Fugene Rudolph La Liberte,
poisoned. shot at, attacked with knives
in his hunts for buried gold

of showing what kind of adventures I've often
been up against, see what happened: 1 had our
camp equipment hauled from the railroad sta-
tion at Douglas over into Agua Prieta, the
Mexican port of entry. I had handed my
baggage to one of the Mexican customs in-
speciors, who had already begun to untie my
bedroll, when a truck driver—quite an alert
young man—asked me if I had any guns or
ammunition. 1 answered:

“‘Only four guns and about 1000 rounds of
ammunition.”

“*Good Lord!’ he exclaimed, throwing up his
hands, ‘you're committing suicide, buddy! Un-
Jess you ean get your luggage away from that
inspector you're as good as a dead man!’

“ ‘How come?’ I asked.

“‘Why, man,’ he explained, ‘there's a rev-
olution going on right now. Agua Prieta has
been fired on this very day. If they find the
guns in your baggage theyT think you're help-

4 treasure seeker on the job. George Allan England opening a treasure cache
on a Caribbean island, uncovers the skull of a pirat(.

ing the revolutionists, and then good-night for
yours! You'll face a firing squad!’

NW!TEOUT another word I grabbed my
bedroll from that Mex. The truck
driver—good scout!—gathered up the rest of
my duffie. I explained to the official that
‘manana’ would do just as well for the inspec-
uon.undthanndelbuenmosrah.m
steered me up against this friendly truck driver.

“Inside of an hour they marched 14 rebel
prisoners into the general's headquarters, only
& stone’s throw from the United States
boundary. One of these prisoners happened to
be an American. He managed to escape; the
rest were executed next day.

“I made another try for the treasure, how-
ever, with a very high-powered car, so that I
could outdistance any pursuing band of
Greasers, friendly or otherwise. However, now
the Yaquli War was blazing in all its ferocity,
and the treasure lay very close to the Yaqui
Indian country. So once again discretion was
the better part of valor.

“But my search for that $16,000,000 lost
treasure of Arizpe hasn't even begun to sprout
yet,” La Liberte concluded with a smile. “Some
of these days before long if I can get the
backing of somebody with a little courage and
cash and a love for the spice of adventure this
undertaking will once more burst into full
bloom!”

He searched among his many papers—plans,
maps, charts and data of all kinds—and pres-
ently fetched out a clipping, worn and yellowed
with age.

“See this?” he asked, handing it over. iRl
cutting from a magazine Was found in the
leather fold that once belonged to an old pros-
pector named Anderson, and with it was also
this map. Just read the clipping and let's hear

m
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gold nuggets in & eavily back of the
fall, but illness forced them to leave the country.
X S00n after they
to search for the

e to find it, however,
and finally went insane and was locked wp in
an asylum.

RUMORS about the rich gold deposit have

persisted, however, and the clipping re-
marked that “some day it will be found—prob-
ably by accident.”

“Some story!” I commented, handing back
the document. “And have you any dope on
this?"”

“I believe so,” La Liberte answered. “I think
this has a close connection with the wonderful
deposit that I call the Madre del Oro, or
Mother Lode, in the northwestern part of New
Mexico. This came to my attention in 1926
through a friend of mine named Jordan, who
was informed about it by a doctor then attend-
ing an old ‘desert rat,’ or prospector,

“The doctor told Jordan that the prospector
was dying and had a statement to make about
a vein of gold-bearing quartz, said to be
enormously rich. Jordan visited the prospector
and heard his story—that the prospector had
been searching for this vein for many years
and had at last accidentally stumbled across it.
The old man claimed he ‘had taken out $25,000
in six hours, with millions in sight ready to be
had for the taking.'

“During this visit Jordan saw mint receipts
for $18,000 which corroborated the old pros-
pector's story. The prospector explained that
he had given $7,000 to an associate for having
made the trip to the mint, but that as this
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And when in the face of death they
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it,” continued La Liberte. “When I got t4
New Mexico I found it far different from what
it had been pictured to me. Instead of a land

“My search continued, and believe me, ¥
suffered plenty. Poison nearly ended my 22
poison



Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown


Unknown



