EVERY HISTORIAN, explorer or re-

searcher finds that he has two sides
te his nature. One he tries to subdue and
the other he works to expand. There is
an inzatiable appetite for answers to ques-
tions that have defied solution. The side
that must be subdued is that which tries
to tempt and lure him away from goals
he has set for himself,

In 1965, for the first time since we be-

an doing research on the Superstition

ountains, we felt ourselves being torn
between the factual thinking of hiztorieal
research and the lustful thinking of a
treasure hunter on the scent of a bonanza,
We were invited by the mythieal Travis
Marlowe to walk beside him on an ancient
treasure trail, created by the Spaniards
who mined in theze mountaing over a
century apgo,

While our eyes and.thoughts tried to
obaarve everything with a serfous and
dedicated attitude, we began to feel the
infectious excitement of what it means
to'be a treasure hunter. Your heart beats
faster, vour blood runs a little hotter,
and the taste of gold and silver becomes
S0 strong in your mouth that you forget
for & moment your initial purpose.

The mnew sensation, unlike anvthing
we had felt before, was consumed hy
the “hungry side,” when it reminded us
that here were answers to unsolved gues-
tions, and that we were here to record
them. We had gratefully accepted the in-
vitation from Mr. Marlowe to come and
walk the Peralta treasure trail that has
lain under the camouflage of the Arizona
desert for 118 years. We zaw Marlowe’s
famous Peralta Maps in their entirety
and were allowed to hike beside him as
he led us up the trail that he knows will
lead him to the unbelievable wealth hid-
ten deep in in the Superstitions. We van-
quished questionz that had had no an-
swers heretofore—answers that history
had been unable to provide. For us, this
was a dream come trie.

Long, long ago a mere handful of
S?aninrds unintentionally left the curse
of ignorance and frustration upon those
of uz who would succeed them centuries
later seeking evidence of their past. Our
ambition has been to somehow break
through the barriers of time and to un-
ravel the mystery of what really trans-
pited in the Superstition Mountains of
southern Arizona,

Maybe we eould have selected a more
difficult area to study, but quite frankly,
it dossn't seem possible. To eoax these
mountaing to yield the facts we seck
has been quite a task. The old Supersti-
tions are undoubtedly the most exasper-
ating mountains that God ever took the
fancy to ereate—one huge eontradictory
masz! For over twenty years we have
tried to learn the truth about her two
most debatable phazes.

OUR MAIN INTEREST is what the

Superstitions have secretly hidden
from the prying and probing of other
eyes. Her boundaries are bulging with
the priceless remains of a prehiztorie
age which the average visitors choose to
ignore. They seem to be more interested
in the legendary “Lost Dutchman Gold
Mine” and are oblivious to the real
wealth imprizoned here, The monotonous
gtory of tﬂe Dutehman is all the public
has been allowed to know, Little has been
told of the many eliff dwellings waiting
to he explored, ancient buria] grounds,
pit houses, artifacts and petroglyphs that
date from the prehistoric “Ho-Ho-Kam™
to the Indians of a more recent period.
The sudden and mysterious flight of these
“Aneient Ones"” from their homeland has

&

driven archaeologists to despdir in search
of answers to wgo-—-where—what-—whﬂ

Only in 1983 did a partial answer come
to this highly debatable subject of the
{Jr&histnric Indian. It is a book that the

ndians finally had to write themselves.
Book OF The Hopi by Frank Waters and
Oswald White Bear Fredricks has solved
many riddles about the origin of these
ancient people, the reasons behind their
abrupt snd unexplainable migration from
not only the Superstitions, ‘but through-
out the Western Hemisphere.

Then, in 1964, came proof of the ex-
plorations of the Peraltas who gave the
Superstitions her second aura of mystery.
To fully appreciate the fantastic dizeov-
ery that was madée—whether your inter-
est lies in history or treasure—you must
first become better acquainted with the
Peralta family. The Peraltas, in search
of new deposita of gold and silver, came
to this southernmost end of the Pinal
Mountain Range in the mid 1840s. Their
mines in Chihuahua, Mexico, were show-
ing dangerous signs of becoming worked
out. .

History alzo tells us that they located
riches in the Superstitions, but what
proof was there? Faint clues of their
prezsence throughout the area—arrastres,
acrez of stumps from trees that must
have been us,e-f to fire their adobe fur-
naces and to build ladders to descend into
the funnel-shaped mines characteriztie of
early Mexican mining—these still did not
%mw that great wealth was attained!

he Peraltas left odd hieroglyphics
chiseled into the  sides of ecliffs and
boulders throughout the area of the
mighty Superstitions, but apgain, what
good were the gold signs and Spanish
measurements if no one could decipher
them?

In the man
cerning the

books we have read con-
eraltaz, we found nmo two

thus corroborating the story of the Per-
alta Massacre as they fled the moantains.

HE PROOF of these things was
found in 1849, but was not made
E‘ublic until 1964. Signed by Don Miguel
eralta and his eldest son, Pedro, three
carved stone maps dated 1847 were at last
discovered which told the true story of
the Peraltas and the fate that waz des-
tined to be theirs in the mountaing of the
Apache Thunder Gods,

Twice the stone tablets confirm the
year Don Miguel and Pedro worked the
mines. Before the zigning of the tMti
of Guadalupe Hidalge (1848), whie
would bring the area of the mines under
the jurisdiction of the United States,
Territory of Arizona, the Peraltas made
ane last effort to mine all the gold and
silver they could while the area was still
part of Sonora, Mexico.

They left Chihuahua with a large group
of miners and camp laborers. The number
of men in the expedition’s party has
been disputed. Some books say 400, some
say 68. Let us assume that the number
iz mot important; the fact thet the expe-
dition was formed and actually took place
1# important.

Onece they reachéd the Superstition
Mountains and mining was underway,
the men must have experienced some har-
rasament from the Apaches becanse they
were digging into and desecrating the
aacred grounds of the Indians. The raids
at first were probably considerad merely
a nuisance, but as mining activitiez in-
ereased, so did the number of Apaches.
The Peraltas must have sensed danger
when it became evident the Indiang meant
to rid themszelves of the trespassers.

Dun Miguel's youngest son, Enrico, had
been left behind in Mexico to manage the
family eztate in Chihuahua. It was for
him the maps were intended. This is the
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Through the Superstitions winds a trail so dim that only
wraiths—and one man—can see it clearly. The Peraltas
laid it out a hundred years ago and they travel it still

stories alike, We will not add to the
confusion by repeating them. The story
we are about to relate should clear up
once and for all that it was the Peraltas
who were in the Superstitions, and ex-
aetly which members of the family made
the historic expedition. It will alse prove
that the Peraltas found the riches they
were seeking, what they were, and the
fact that they were forced to leave the
greatest portion of the treasure behind,

reason the maps were so carefully pre-

ared, The existing maps reveal that the
]E‘Eraitns did have time to make them,
bury them, and set up the puzzling trail
to match the explicit directions earved
into: the stones, "Iﬁiey musat have realized
that in the event of their capture, death
or what-have-you, Enrico wounld eventu-
ally eome to investigate the disappearance
of his father and brother, Enrico had
never seen the mines; therefore, the maps
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had ta be hidden somewhere along the
trail from Chihuahua in hopes they
would be found,

The Peraltas” premonition of death
came true. In trying to escape the irate
Apaches, they ran dirvectly into a trap
pmparm{ for them at the northwest cor-
ner of Superstition Mountain, Either they
were driven this way purposely by the
Indians, or they thought this route of-
ferad themn the nearest and fastest exit

Mareh-April, 1956

Map of the area where Jack and
Bernice MeGee backiracked about S
a century in time.

toward the safety of the open dezert to
the west, As they passzed through the gap
belind Superstition Mountain, less than
o mile from safety, they were ambushed
and slavghtered.

It is known that they {ried to take
gome of the gold with them. A horsehide
pouch reported to contain 318,000 in
gold was found by a prospector in 1816
while he was walking across the now
historic Massacre Grounds. The pouch

either had been dropped during the melee
or had been eut looze from the pack-mules
after the butchering of man and animals
had taken place on that gruesome date
in 1848,

The irony of the Peralta story did not
end with their death, News of their fate
reached Don Enrico twelve years later
when a padre told the story as told to him
by an Apache convert, This ended the
suspenze and uncertainty as to the where-
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abouts of the missing men. Twelve years
was a long time for Enrico to remember
the discussions he had heard between
his father and brother. He did know the
mines were far to the north, beyond the
miszions of Tumacacori and San Xavier
Del Bac, to the Gila River. North of the
river would be a series of high mountains
ranging from east to west. These would be
the mountainz of gold.

JOURNEY was made in 1865 by

Enrice and his cousing from the
Gonzales branch of the Peralta family,
They successfully made their way to the
Gila River and there made the error
that cost them the Peralta fortune. After
erossing the Gila, Enrico veered too far
east from the markersz that would have
taken him to wheréa the maps had been
buried, The Gonzales trail swung north-
east toward Pieket Post Mountain, past
the eventual towns of Silver King and
Pinal, not founded until eleven years
after the family passed thiz way in its
gallant search. If Enrico had only con-
tinued due north, after croszing the Gila,
he would have changed the course of
Arizona history.

Enrico, of course, was not aware that
his father and Pedro had tried to leave
him messages along the trail north of the
river, nor was he aware that after the
massacre, work parties of Apache women
and children had been sent into the moun-
tains to cover all traces of the mines. (It
iz not believed that the Indian conwvert
d{miged this information.) Without the
aid of the stone maps, the stores of hid-
den silver and gold could not be found,
nor could the numerous mines the
Apaches had concealed with such cun-
ning perfection.

The Indians laid logs from the iron-
wood tree over the entrances to the
mines, plastered them with a mixture
of caliche and water that hardens much
like concrete when dried, and ecovered
the whole with sand, rocks, boulders and

lantz to harmonize with the surround-
ng landscape. No trace of these mines
has been found to thiz day, with the
possible exception of the Goldfield Mine,
approximately two miles from the site of
tl?e Magsacre Grounds. This will be men-
tioned a little later in our story, but it
does make one wonder when the other
geventeen mines will ecraumble in from
rotting timbers,

The Peralta family was never destined
to experience the triumph of their hard-
ﬁin&d prosperity. The ghosts of Don

iguel and Pedro still roam through the
mountains and canyons waiting for some-
one to release them from their surveill-
ance over the treasure for which they paid
the ultimate price.

TRAVIS MARLOWE possesses the
gecrets they hold. He is the one who
opened the backdoor of time and allowed
us to enter the world of a century ago.
All theories, probahilities and hearsay
were left far behind az he led uz over
the trail that was to have been Enrico’s
—ithe ghost walk of the Peraltas. To
our knowledge, we were the first to be
shown the secret trail, Mr. Marlowe has
Egrmitted us to share with the readers of

RUE WEST this incredible pilgrimage.

June 12, 1964 marked the beginning
of a strange chain of events in our lives,
On that day Life Mogazine released the
extraordinary news that the maps existed
and told about the man who owned them
—Travis Marlowe. This waz the news
for which we had waited so long. We felt
self-zatisfied and happy that “someone”
had finally come along and jerked a knot
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in the slingy earcazs of “Old Lady Su-
perstition,”

We had wanted to contact Mr. Mar-
lowe at that time, but the article had
expressed Marlowe's fear for his life and
had used an alias to conceal hiz identity.
This naturally led us to believe that he
most eertainly would not be receptive to
a letter from strangers even if we had
known how to contact him.

For weeks afterward, the thought of
the Peralta Maps haonted us. We con-
sidered them pieces lost from a gigantic
Higsaw puzzle, More than anything olzo
in the world we wanted to get these miss-
ing pieces of history restored to their

roper places—to zee a complete picture,

ow could we convinee Mr. Marlowe of
this? Wouldnt he think it was just an-
other approach from interested treasure
hunters?

On January 18, 1965 a miracle hap-

ned, We reccived a letter from Travis
F:Iearlowe. 1t stated, “1 read your article
ahout the Superstition Mountains in the
OLD WEST (Winter Edition, 1964) and
thought it mriegmd. Your intersst in the
legends and the mountains really shows
up in r:.ur writings. The enclosed book
is one | have written and iz just off the
press. It reveals the true facts that there
are numercus Spanigzh mines and trea-
sore to be found in these mountains.
I'm sure you will be interested in these
treasure maps and reading thiz book of
some of my experiences.”

He was 20 right! He had phum%'{n hs
of all six sides of the maps publis in
his book, Supérstition Treasures, with
small pieces of black tape covering a few
of the most important symbols. This by
no means took away from the importance
of the maps. They were not incoherent
seribblings but really beautiful works of
gtone sculpture, This was the first time
all three maps had been publicly dis-
playved. Mr. 3"5.1‘111\#&'5 gtory told how the
maps were discovered and how they had
ecome into his segsion after the death
of the original finder. Marlowe then re-
lated his own story of “Disappointments
Verzus Triumphs” alon~ the Peralta
Trail.

After reading his book and carefully
studying his maps, we were more excited
than ever before, and were full of gues-
tions. Where were the maps actually
found? Through which section of the
mountaing does the dotted trail lead? The
gnzwer to the latter question would es-
tablizh concrete proof of the much dis-
puted route the Peraltas had been thought
to use in entering the mountains.

Some have thought the Peralta Trail
went over Miners Needle at the southern
end of the Pinals; others have said the
Spaniards went to the extreme west end
of Superstition Mountain and followed the
old Apache Trail north to Salt River.
This route would have gained entrance
to the tributary creeks and canyons that
euts deeply into the Superstitions’ interi-
or regpions, creating tﬁe eorridors and
passageways that we ourselves have used
to penetrate the mountains. Some have
thought they eircled Superstition Moun-
tain from south to west, and entered
behind its northern side to reach Boulder
Canyon which runs the entire length of
the area from Salt River. The latter had
seemed the most plansible gince it was the
route they chose for escape when at-
tacked by the Apaches, To our astonish-
ment, when we later were taken over the
Peraft.a. Trail indicated by the maps, it
was none of thege.

Another question about which we were
concerned was the tvoe marker the Per-
altas found to use in thiz arid land. In
what condition were the markers when

discovered?

In the course of his letter Mr. Mar-
lowe included the number of & postof-
fice box in Apache Junction where he
could be contacted. Thiz made possible
1 note of thanks for the nice gesture of
gending us his book, and for the kind
words about our article in OLD WEST.
Thus hefan a correspondance which
lasted till the time we were to leave
for Arizona to do zome research for an-
other article we were writing. We tried
not to ask nnythinﬁ of a persomal natore
in our letters to Mr. Marlowe; any in-
formation he gave us was volunteered.

HEN IT CAME time for us to leave

for Arizona we gave Marlowe our
address there. He had told us that Apache
Junction was full of men claiming to be
Traviz Marlowe, Nothing could be easier
to do since no one knew Marlowe's real
identity or what he looked like. We jok-
inglil answered his letter stating that we
wonld recognize the true Travis Marlowe
from the large bottle of aspirin he prob-
ably carries for headaches he inherited
along with the maps.

We had planned te stay in an out-of-
the-way spot called Torti la Flat, about
twenty miles from Apache Junction on
the Apache Trail. Tortilla Flat iz con-
veniently near the tributary eanyons of
the Salt River—Willow Spring, LaBarge,
and Boulder Canyons to the west of us;
Peters, Tortilla and Ash Canyons to the
east, Tortilla Flat iz compri of one gas
station, a cafe, post office, and very com-
fortable cabins—population of three,

During the daylight hours, Tortilla
Flat is gus;,’ meeting the needs of tour-
istz drivine the beautifully scenic Apache
Trail, but only the foolhardy drive the
ninety-eight-mile trail after dark. At
dusk, the restaurant and service station
close for the day, and heaven help the
traveler who runs out of food or gasc-
line after the sun goes down. Mr. and
Mrs. Jerry Stepan, who own this desert
oasis, warned us about opening our door
to anyone at might. Such a statement
go%s;}'t. axactly make for sleeping like &

ahy!

It was hard to imagine anyone's walk-
ing around out here after dark, because
when the sun sets it seems to take the
moon with it. Tt is blacker than the in-
side of Satan's heart. 3

On our second night in Tortilla Flat we
heard a car laboring up Apache Trail's
steep incline and wondered if a touriat,
misjudging his timing, had been caught
on the trail. Frunklf, we were dismayed
to hear the car pull up in front of our
cabin and stop.

When we tﬁmw open the door in an-
swer to a knock, a nice-loocking couple
guickly ﬁtelgyeeé inside and asked, “Are
you the Me ™ We nodded our heads
in the affirmative,

The woman then said, "We are the
Marlowes. However, we forgot to bring
the aspirin bottle.”

We were 5o shocked to be face to face
with Travis Marlowe that it took several
moments to recover. We just stood there

inning like twao Euksﬂm eating this-
tles. In our last letter we had zaid that
we would love to meet them if they
thought it wise but, if not, we would cer-
tainl:[; understand their reazons. We
hadn't dreamed they would take us up
on the invitation.

Now that Traviz Marlowe was here,
what were we going to do with him? Haye
you ever tried to carry on & conversa-
tion with a stranger and not ask a
single question of him? Try it sometime,
ar;ﬁ slae how long diseussing the weather
W ast.

True Weat
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The Marlowes were quick to sense our
predicament and earried ws through a
very awkward situation with such grace
and warmth that within a matter of
minutes we were all settled down with
a large pot of coffee between us and talk-
ing like old friends. We assured the Mar-
lowes that by not asking questions of
them it was not through lack of interest
—on the contrary, we would be interested
in-anything they could tell us—but due
to the unusual circumstances of the meet-
ing we felt foolishly afraid to quiz them.
Onee both of our positions were made
clear, we felt much more at ease.

Mr. Marlowe explained many things to
ug that evening. He elaborated on how
the maps were found, and thrilled us
with stories concerning dizcoveries he had
made while wandering alone in the desert,
making his way from one Peraltn marker
to: the next. Most of our conversation
that night centered around the Peralta
family. The Marlowes are definitely in
the position to appreciate the - intelli-
gence of the Peraltas, and praised the
brilliant and shrewd manner in which
Don Miguel's and Pedro’s talented hands
and quick intellectz joined forces to
create  their masterpieces of charto-
graphic art.

After zeveral years of trial and error,
Marlowe discovered the sscret to the
maps’ hidden meanings. He knew his
translations had proven correct when he
continued to find one permanent marker
after another, each telling him the di-
rection or location of the next series.

WE HAD BROUGHT our copy of Su-
érglition Treasures with us and Mr.
Marfowe used the maps pictored inside
to help us associate EEE route with the
various markers he was describing. He
pointed out things on the maps that were
so obvious we had overlocked them.

Map Number One, the first to be found,
had a horse earved on one side; a witch
or priest on the other. Mariowe explained
that this map gave the directions to two
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other maps buried a few vards from it,
and it also deseribed what the treasure
would be at the end of the trail—one
cache of silver and one of gold. It fur-
ther described the eightéen mines from
which the treagure came. However, the
other two maps had to be psed with this
one before any solution to the myzsterious
maze of erosses, hearts, numerals, circles
and Spanish phrases could be found.

The map of the horsé looked like o
lovely piece of art work—nothing ‘more!
Marlowe told us this was the engraved
story of the “silver ecache.” The lock or
mane over the forehead of the horse turns
into the numeral 2" when viewed from
a gide angie; the mane a3 it continues
down the mneck spells out the letters
“mill," an abbreviation of the Spanish
word, milldn, Farther down, on the
horse’s side, is a crescent, the symbal for
gilver. Thus far it reads, “two million in
gilver,” To the right of the horse iz the
inseription yo paste (1 pasture); where
he pastures is concealed under black tape.

n the top left-hand corner of the map
are two river lines; the word wio iz
written beneath the northernmost line,
which incidently conforms to the topo-

aphic lines of Salt River. The bottom
ing is the surprise. It iz not the Gila
River as others, including us, have
thought. After reading Marlowe's hoolk,
many have guessed the Gila River, and
have been thrown off-course, Tt is none
other than Queen Creek, which we have
uzed on numeraus oceasions when explor-
ing the desert with trail machines. The
ereek bed is usually dry, a wide avenua
devoid of roeks and cactus, making a
quick means of travel,

Betweoen the two river-lines are three
small eireles with a dot in each center,
like doughnuts, Tn the area of the three
doughnuts we noticed a peculiar sign
that can best be described az a straight
line that has humped itself in the middle
much like one segment of an inch-worm,
When we remarked that the same sign
appears on the opposite zide of the horse

Y0 PASTO

0,

Author's conception of the
El "Cobelle” de Sanla Fe map,
believed to give the locations
and describe the contents of
Peralia treasure caches

Marlowe informed us that these

map,
are signg of the two caches,

The numeral “3" iz ecarved cloze to
the zilver crescent, and is repeated be-
hind the horse’s hindfoot. The numbers
“8" and “B" will be used quite extensively
throughout the story, @8 you will notice.

We talked for nearly three hours be-
fore Marlowe ﬁmldenli( gtood and an-
nounced it was time to leave. We were so
grateful that he and his wife had given
us 0 much of their time, a great deal
more than we had hoped for, but when
they walked out the door they would be
taking with them the answers to ques-
tions we had dared not ask, We hated to
gee them disappear into the anonymous
world they have been forced to build
around themselves.

The Marlowes had been saving the big-
gest surprise of all until the last moment.
We ean only assume that in the hours
gpent talking, Mr. Marlowe had reached
the conclusion that we were sincerely in-
terested in getting the true history of
the Peraltaz and were not treasure-com-
petitors intent on picking his brain clean
of the hard-earned knowledge he had had
to acquire from years of walking across
the hell of a desert summer, freezing in
an unexpected winter snowstorm, and
enduring months of a lonelinesz that only
he could know,

On the point of departure, Marlowe
stepped back info our doorway and said,
“Tf you can work it inte your schedule,
I would like to take —ou with me on the
Peralta Trail. It will help answer some
of the guestions 1 know both of you have
been wanting to ask'"

CUL‘LD WE fit it into our schedule?

Good-Gosh-Almighty! From that in-
stant all former plans were forgotien.
Two davs later we joined the Marlowes
on one of the most unforgettable ad-
ventures of our lives. It began on Thurs-
day, April 22, 1965. We rose at a very
early hour as it was a long drive from
Tortilla Flat to the meeting place Mry.
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Marlowe had designated. Excitement was
running high on the way out of the mouu-
tains that morning,

We finally reached the desert flats and
as we looked across the plain toward ti-
rizing foothills and mountains ahead of
us, lavender mist enveloped the forest
of giant saguaros like an eerie shroud.
The wizps of fog created a ghostly veu
through which we would soon enter, to
walk through a century of time,

The Marlowes were waitine, We were
briefed as to where we would be taken
and what would be expected of us. We
would be free to take photographs of
anything we liked with three exceptions
—Mr. Marlowe, hizs wife, and his desert
mode of transportation.

While standing beside their waiting

vehicle, drinking the coffes Mrs. Mar-
lowe had bro t to wake us up a little
bit, we ztared into the gloom and listened

for the sounds of desert life which we
should have heard. This was our first
evidence of feeling uncomfortable; how
lonely and quiet it was. We felt com-
pletely isolated from the world of living
things.

1t was an anpropriate time to bring up
the subject of Marlowe's ghostly visitor
which he had written of in hiz book.
Marlowe lifted hiz hand, and with a
wide sweep of his outstretched palm, he
indicated the mountain where the strange
apparition had appeared.

“Right over there iz where Pedro Per-
glta came to see me.” We almost choked
on our coffee when we saw how near
we were standing to Pedro's favorite
haunting-ground,

Mr. Marlowe had told the story of
finding a replica of the three-tiered ¥e«d&
stal pictured on the opposite side of the
horse-map. The priest stands atop such
a pedestal, his long robes flowing down
its back and side. The pedestal proved
to be a three-tiered cliff, chisled from
a mountainside by nature, not by the
Peraltas. In centuries past, a lava flow
had spilled over the sides of three pyra-
midal levels of the cliff, and had swirled
and folded into the sweeping lines that
precisely match the draped robes of the

priest,

While Marlowe was examining a hole
he had found bored through the top tier
of the pedestal, a specter appeared on the
ridge opposite from where he was work-
ing. At first glance the apparition looked
like part of the landsecape with which
Marlowe had become so familiar during
the weeks he spent clearing the tunnel.

An outline of a saguaro on the horizon
can easily be mistaken for a human being.
The figure might have ea:a{l:{l notice
had Marlowe not been attracted by the
movement caused from materializing and
fading away, reappearing and disappear-
ing. Mr. Marlowe watched for a time,
not trusting his eyes at what he was
witnessing. At lazt the figure of a man
came into permanent focuz, He remained
vizible long enough for Mr. Marlowe to
ﬁet 1 lun% look at the ghost of a man

e knew beyond all doubt to be Pedro
Peralta. The general appearance and
manner of dress confirmed his identity.

The man looked at Mr. Marlowe and
smiled. He continued to smile all the
while he stood on the ridge looking down.
Juzt before vanishing, he lifted his hand
ond motioned for the d.ig-gzng to continue.
Marlowe !Jedgan to dig where Pedro had
pointed and when he looked uﬂl a%ain,
the apparition had disappeared. Marlowe
never saw him again.

It made our blood run a little cold
to think of Pedro playving hide-and-seek
somewhere out there in the half-light,
and we wondered how we would react if
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we should see his shadow lurking behind
some rock or saguaro. We sincerely be-
lieve there wouldn't be enough room in
the entire width and breadth of the Su-
perstitionz for the two MeGees and one
eentlu'ﬂ-ald ghost—it is said that phosts
won’t hurt you, but they can sure as
hell make you hurt vourself!

Ag we piled into Marlowe's jeep and
started into the haze we prayed that
Sefior Peralta would respectfully stay
off the trails we would be using.

WE STARTED at the very beginning

—the lgm:esis of the Peraltn Maps,
the Burial Place. The route of the Per-
altas began from this spot and was of
major importance to the facts we were
seeking,

The maps intended for Enrico Peralta
were accidentally unearthed from their
burial plot in 1949 by 2 man who had
never n in the SBuperstitions before
and had no intention of ever becoming a
treasure hunter. This man, whom Mr.
Marlowe calls Jack, was driving through
Arizona on a summer vacation. While
driving along Highway 00-T0-80-88, he
and his family were being entertained hy
the magnificent view of the Superstition
Mountains. In the hope of sesing Weav-
ers Needle, the famous spire of rock that
lies behind the heights of “0Old Supe,"
Jack pulled hiz car to the side of the
highway.

ving his family in the ear, he
walked into the desert toward a =mall
hill, thinking the elightly higher eleva-
tion would enable him to catch a glimpse
of the peak.

Weavers Neodle iz beautiful and worth
aocing on its own merit, but was made
famous by the Dutchman, Jacob Von
Walzer, when he used the name of
Weavers Needle in the riddlez connected
with the loeation of his legendary Lost
Dutehman Mine. He said, “From my
mine you can climb up a short distanee
and see Weavers Needle.” What he forgoet
to mention was that you can see the
Needle from twentg miles in any direc-
tion depending on the right elevation and
loeation,

It was on this hill which Jack had
innocently climbed for nuthinF maore than
a view, that he found the first of the
maps. If he could have foreseen what the
maps held in store, he would have left
them ljring there—for the stone over
which he had fallen would send him to
his grave within a few short years.

When Jack looked back te find the
cause of his tumble, he saw a triangular

iece ‘of rock sticking out of the sand.

oser inspection revealed seratches or
cuts which did not appear to he acei-
dental. Dislodging the stone from its
resting place, he found he had tripped
over one cormer of a rectangular slab
17Tx22x3 inches, weighing approximately
256 pounds. This was the map of the
horse and priest. In 1950 after a year
of study, Jack returned to the area and
uncoverad two more maps equal in sige
to the first, plus a smaller heart-shaped
map, chisled and shaped to fit inside of
msi,{'r Number Three, v :
ithin six years after making his
first discovery om this hill, Jack was
dead. The voung, healthy man had suc-
cumbed to the strain of backbreaking
work under the rigorous conditions that
only the Superstitions can imposze. You
wha have experienced laboring for a
time in these mountzing will understand.

Fear of those who might learn about
his secret, hard work, heat, cold, frustra-
tion and disappointment were the only
rewards Jack received for his gallant
attempt to locate the Peralta ftreazure.

Hiz heart could not stand the years of
toil, nor hizs nerves the strain. rhaps
the eurse of the Apaches still hangs over
those who trespass into the realm of
their Thunder Gods in search of gold.
Mr. Marlowe had been a close [riend
of Jack and had asked to help in the
search, but Jack had wanted try it
alone. In 19566, Jack's widow brought
the maps to Marlowe announcing she no
longer wanted any part of them. This
then, marked the beﬁinning of our
friend's nine years on the Peralta Trail.
THE MOST IMPORTANT question to
be anzwered at the hill was, “How
wag Enrieo to know that the mapz were
buried here, thizs very inconspicious spot
at least seven milez south of the moun-
tains ™"
The explanation was simple. Jack had
ut the cart before the horse when aecei-
genta]!y tripping over the partially ex-
stone. South of the hill where
the maps had been hidden was a gigantic
old saguaro that had been bored out.
The hole went cumﬁletely through it.
When looking through the neatly drilled
hole, the height of & man’s head, it be-
eame much like a view-finder on a cam-
era. The hill was the dominant picture
and the burial place was the center focus.
This would be the spot to dig. Once the
first maB was uncovered, it led to the
i

others. rections were written on the
map of the priest. “Euste Beredan Ea
Peligroza,” {"Fhis trail iz dangerous),

“Yo Voy 18 Lugnres” (I eighteen
laces [mines]), “Busea El Mapa, Busea

Corazon” (Look for the map, look
for the heart).

The trail from here was found only
after Mr. Marlowe had figured out the
complicated syvstem of triangulations and
compass degreez, Compass de ATE
the important e¢lues conceal heneath
the tapes. It had been arranged into a
sories of three markers, each forming
a triangle. At the apex of the triangle
would be a rock pointer or some similar
ohiect giving the direction of the next
set of triangulated markers, At the most
important loeations, compass directions
would have to be taken from the stone

- MAaps.

In this manner Marlowe was taken
from the “Hill of the Maps” and was
led clozer to the canyon which the Peral-
tas had wanted Enrico to use in entering
mountaing, The answer to this puzzlin
canyon was eaved until almost the en
of our journey with Marlowe, The sns-
pense was agonizing, but therse was a

good reason for it

From the hill north of the Queen
Creck Bridge, we bhegan moving in a
northeasterly direction toward a low,
hog-backed ridge whose ugly, jagged
spine thrust itself upward from the
desert’s surface for a quarter-mile, It
resembled a sleeping dinosaur of gigan-
tie proportions.

On the southeast corner of the pre-
historie outcropping was a set of Peralta
petroglyphs—eireles with dotted centers
and a dagger pointing out the direection
to be taken. Mr, Marlowe has interpreted
the profusion of circles to represent
“Sunflower"” and has named this parti-
cular stretch of the Peralta course the
“Sunflower Trail.” Near the center of
the long narrow ridge was the first of
the markers proving Marlowe's theory.

After leaving the flower-glyphs, using
the dagger's point as a &irectmnalguide.
Mr. Marlowe drove into the desert and
stopped. We were surrounded by a forest
of saguarcs which all looked the same
to us, but to him they are old friends,
each having its own identity. He claims
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Petroglyphs depicting a sunflower and a directional dagger mark the south boundary

at Hill Ne. 1, The dagger points to the sast boundary of the iriangle which iz marked

by the sunflower-carved cactus in the photogroph af right, The inset shows a close-up
view of the marking.

to have personally inspected each sa-
ﬁ:}am in this area looking for the “zome-
thing" the petroglyphs indicated he would
find. We have watched him drive for
miles, then suddenly pull up to one
special saguaro without having to hesi-
tate for a moment to get hiz bearings,
even though he was among thousands
of them.

It was with a great deal of awe that
we stood at the base of a monumental
gaguaro and looked up at the work of

edro’. Peralta. A beautifully carved
sunflower looked down st us from a dis-
tance of perhaps eight feet. Each petal
had been carvefully and artistically cut
into the saguaro’s side, The fare of the
flower was at least sixteen inches across.
The fleshy meat had been removed from
the inner part of the design leaving the
ribs of the saguaro exposed to the sun
and air, A crust had formed over the
incigions that were from one to one and
one-half inches deep, therehy preserving
the cactus and its design. Juodging from
its height the carving must have becn
done by a man on horseback, From this
point on, mll of the marked cactus we
were to see were inzeribed in the same
manner and at the same height.

The Peraltas had tried to attain the
ultimate in elevation when preparing a
gaguaroe marker so that it could be seen
from a greater distance. Every marker
was extremely well planned, For ex-
ample, this sunflower was carved on the
west gide of the saguaro. The trail from
the fluwer-ﬁl}'phs wag to follow along the
eagtern  eide of the hog-backed ridge
which roughly funs north and south. By
walking along the enst base of the ridge,
the face of the sunflower canmot he
miszed. Its second fanction was to point
toward the third 1}a1't of the trisnguiated
markers. Had the flower been carved
on the oppozite side of the cactus it would
have gone completely unnoticed. This is
why one eannot vary one iota from the
ispre;:r'[ﬁed trail—one siip and the trail is
oat.
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We thought it odd that the Peraltas
had chosen the sunflower to reprezent
thiz section of the trail for it seemed
20 out of place in this arid wasteland.
We later did rezsarch and found that at
one time this entire valley was covered
with them, Although they are now al-
most extinet around the base of the Sup-
ersgtitions, the sunflower can still be =een
on rare occasions after a heavy rainfall.

BY USING the stone maps, along with

what he had already found on and
noar the ridge, Mariowe loeated his first
zot of triangulated markerz: the glyphs
to the south of the ridge, the sunflower
marker to the eazt, and the most im-
portant marker which was located to
the west-northwest of the Sleeping Dino-
saur. In his search for the remaining
piece of the triangle, Marlowe followed
the direction given by the face of the
sunflower. It forced him to climb the
intricate, steep side of the hog-hacked
ridge, From one end to the other he
picked his way along the top of the
narrow summit with no resultz, There
was nothing there.

At the northernmost tip of the high
ridge he sat down to rest for a moment
before tackling the precarious descent.
While looking down at the floor of tha
desert he was strock by how tiny every-
thing looked, It wag at this moment
Marlowe made the diseoverv that was to
help him break the code of the Peralta

msllpa.

he Peraltas had conceived the idea of
placing rock-markers in such a way that
they could be passzed by and ignored if
goen from the desert flats. For example,
if walking on the desert, it would be a
gure bet that the mounds of heaped and
piled rocks would blend with the many
other outcroppings. surrounding them,
and never he noticed. But from up here
on the rim looking down on the same
heaps of rock that appeared to have no
meaning, Mr., Marlowe saw a definite
diagram drawn out on the floor of the

desert. It was so large that only a high
and distant view would hring out the
tremendous horseshoe which had been
laid out in the desert with the use of
many rocks and boulders. ;

Marlowe told us he dezcended the hill
as fast as the loose rock and elippery
sides would allow. Onge inside the ring
of rocks, Marlowe was confused as fto
what he should do next. At last he dis-
covered that opposite the open end of
the horseshoe, several yards to the
northeast, a rock cairn had been gﬁlannd
in the “two o'clock™ position of the horse-
ghoa, as seen from the ridge, Marlowe
assamed it to be a directional pointer.

It wasz here the knowledge came of
the triangle system used by the Peraltas;
the glyphs, the sunflower saguara and
the horseshos—each leads fo the other.
This helped Marlowe to locate the trail
at a zomewhat faster pace. He had an
idea of what to look for. It may sound
easy but, as he was to discover, some
of the triangulations would be from
three to five miles apart. How Enrico
was to have mastered these maps is a
mystery, unless the Peraltas had had
geoagion to use the syatem before amnd
Enrico already knew what all the sym-
bols meant and exactly how they were to
be utilized.

AS THE MORNING wore on, the haze
began to dizzipate and familiar land-
marks popped through to establish where
we were, To the north, Miners Neadle
was outlined against the horizon. Super-
gtition Mountain was to the west, and
the lesser hills around the Whitlow Can-
yon area were to the east.

From the first set of markers just
deseribed, we were faken to another
foothill eloser ztill to the mountains. We
were now beginning to see the route
planned for Enrico taking shape hit by
bit. plece by piece, one step at a time.

We were edging closer and closer to
the mysterious passapeway into the
mountains. How far would the Marlowes
take ns and would we he allowed to learn
the anzwer to thiz question, we wondered.
We knew they were showing us every-
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The "Number 8 Saguarc” (above) marks
the south boundary of Hill No. 2. Travis

Marlowe remeved the hond-forged iron
band (right) from a saguaro marking the
south boundary of the third triangle.

thing they possibly could without
jeopardizing their own interests.

We had always thought we knew which
canyon the Peraltas had used and were
satisfied that it was the trail over Miners
Needle. Again we were shown three
markers. e southwest tip of the tri-
angle is marked by a saguaro carved in
the zame manner as the sunflower., How-
ever, this ecactus was engraved with a
large numeral “8." The number "“8" cac-
tus is almost dead now, s0 you can
imagine the markers that Marlowe has
fdiiled to find. But he stuek with his
tazk and eventually picked up the trail
again. This is the explanation for Mar-
lowe's nine-year search. whereas Enrico
could have followed the fresh trail in a
matter of weeks

Since the number “8" waz carved on
the zide of the cactus facing east, that
iz the direction Mr. Marlowe nsed to find
the next clue, The marker to the east
was another look-through saguaro whose
function was to locate the northern tip
of the triangle. The sighting-hole took
in the entire hilltop, the center point
focusing on its crest. When Marlowe
elimbed the small conical hill. he found
another man-made cairn of stones, topped
with a long, thin arm of rock that served
as an indicator. The direction surpri=-
ingly took an abrupt turn to the east.

The Marlowes Jeft out many of the
markerz on the way to the next group
which they particularly wanted us to
see, It would have taken weeks to have
zeent all of them. 20 we were shown what
the Mariowes felt was most important to
our interests.

While we zig-zagged over the desert,
they pointed out the mountains and foot-
hills containing markers, We were as-
tonished to find everything was taking
us in an easterly direction away from
Miners Needle and Superstition Moun-
tain. This really led to a great deal of
confusion om our part. It was a shock
to realize the canyons considered to be
the most likely candidates for the true
Peralta Trail were completely out of the
running.

The foothills through which we were
driving, Marlowe called “D" Hill, “#1
Hill," “#2 Hill,” “Hill of the Priest's
Pedestal ™ ete, All names and numbers
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matched those on the stone maps. We
asked Mr. Marlowe where the faint lines
came from designating what we shall
1au§h1ngiy call a road. He grinned and
said his nine ¥e3r5 of working thiz area
was responsible for all of them. What
a ride he gave us! What we couldn't

t around, over or under we went

rough!

At last we reached an old section of
dirt road which had been the Butterfield
Stage Houte between the cities of Flor-
ence, Hewitt Stage Stop, Silver King
and Pinal. The road is still used today.
We traveled it as far as the Whitlow
Dam where we saw another set of Per-
alts Trail markers. We felt quite fortu-
nate in being able to see this group be-
cause in the recent construction n? the
dam and its spillway they came danger-
ously eloze to being ohliterated.

On the south side of Whitlow Dam
Marlowe left the Butterfield Road and
swung toward the east side of the dam.
This was an important set and the Per-
altas had devized a brilliant scheme to
show Enrico that this place meant
zomething special.

PEDRID, a real genius, began this set
with the ubiquitous saguaro, whose
middle had been girded with a hand-
forged band of iron. We had seen this
cactus pictured in Marlowe’s book, but
it had n felled by a flash flood and
washed away not long after the photo-
graph was made. Marlowe took us to
where the saguarc had stood; in eom-
paring the photograph to the two mes-
guite trees that had embraced the sa-
guaro from both sides we found them
to be identical, as was the topography
of the background. Later in our ac-
quaintance with the Marlowes, we were
allowed to inspect the iron band that he
had painstakingly removed with a hack-
gaw, Marlowe reasoned that perhaps
the Peraltas had inscribed further in-
structions on the inside of the iron ring.
The removal of the band was accom-
plizhed after a lot of hard work, but
the inside surface was perfectly smooth.
The ring was meant to mark the south
houndary of the triangle, nothing more.

The loeation of the second part of the
triangle was agonizingly slow in its dis-
covery. Mr. Marlowe almost had to give
up on this one. Since the iron ring en-
cireled the sapuaro, he had no given di-
rection to work from. He had to work in
an ever-widening cirele looking at ev-
erything and anything that might give
him a clue.

On one tedious round of l:hﬁﬁlljh% sa-
guaros, he found it. Behind a head-high
clomp of mesguite that had grown
against the cactus, he discovered slashes
that had been cut into its southwest
side. Two symhbols were placed neatly
gide by side. The symbol to the left was
a reverse “F"; bezide it was a crescent—
the Spanish symbol for silver. This,
then, constituted the east boundary of
the triangle, but what did it mean-—this
marker, so different from the rest?

One afterncon, as he stood beside the
cactus, he saw what the two fingers of
the “F" were trying to tell him. To the
northwest, the afterncon shadows were
playing on the east side of the moun-
tains. Patterns of light were formed
which he had never before noticed. Half-
way up the mountain side was a black
crescent, painted by afterncon shadows.
The pattern was formed by a crack in
the rocky eliffs which made a perfect
half-moon.

The large creviee would have made
an ideal cache in which to store the sil-
ver., Marlowe felt sure the erescent-
shaped mniche would have appealed to
the Peraltas—what better place to hide
tha silver than a spot simulating their
gilver =ign?

Marlowe said he almost flew up the
side of the mountain in hiz haste to
recover the fortune. But the huge cave
held nothing except tracks of animals
which had been using it as a den.

In disgust he =at in the mouth of the
cave and wallowed in self-pity. For
years there had been ome disappoint-
ment after another. Would there ever be
an end to the trail?

MARLDWE told us that everytime he
was on the brink of quitting, some-
thing would happen to give him the en-
thuziazm he had enjoyed when he first
came to Arizona all keyed up with the
excitement of owning treasure maps,
and eager to start his search.

This elation was to be felt once more
as he sat in the mouth of the cave. In
his dejection and anger at another fail-
ure he picked up a rock and threw it
down the mountain he had climbed a few
minutes ago in such high spirits. As he
watched the rock jump down the slope,
hiz eyes were drawn to the very thing
he was supposed to see. Again, it was
only when looking down that he saw
the sign of the holy cross—a massive
thing twenty-five feet in length—per-
feetly arranged with piled stones. The
eross had gone unnoticed in his wild
seramble up the side of the mountain,
although he almost had crawled over
the top of it.

The cross led the way to the discov-
ery which established, once and for all,
the canvon used by the Peraltas-to en-
ter the Superstition Mountains,

The Marlowes had saved this till last.
They did not want us to merely take
their word for it; it was proved step
by step. making the information we
got really mean something. Perhaps it
was to teach us to believe in ocur own
convictions a little stronger. Tf we had,
we would have realized the route we
had explored on the 1063 expedition
waz a contestant for the honor of be-
coming the proven Peralta Trail

In 1963 we had tracked down the
trail which the Dutchman, Jacob Von
Walzer, had reportedly pursmed into
the Superstitions. At that time we had
followed Queen Creek toward the Whit-
low Ranch, there to turn northward
inte Whitlow Canyon, Whitlow Canyon
iz not the canyon used by the Span-
jards, but if we had ventured farther
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A monolithic whim of nature (above left) known as Elephanl Butle

marks the entrance intc the canyon the Peraltas chose for

their entry into the Superstitions. Entwined serpents and « ladder {ebeve right}) were etched in the side of & pinnacle that had

o be climbed in order to reach the second sel of petroglyphs.
the lelt-hand side of the symbol resembling a wheel connecte

inta the mountains from that point we
would have eventually been on the
Peralta Trail.

The first canyon to the east of Whit-
fow elaims the honor, but to our knowl-
edge it has no name, so we have called
it Mo Name Canyon. It runs north to
south, paralleled by Whitlow Canyon to
the west, Hewitt and Millsite Canyons
to the eazt. On topography maps of
1900 a dirt road is H]}mwn running from
the Butterfield Road northward along
the full length of No Name Canyon, At
the road's end the trail turps west up
Milk Ranch Creel, then past the old
Kavanaugh Goat Ranch on the north
bank of the creek until it converges
with the northernmost end of Whitlow
Canyon. It is here that our anonymous
canyon dead-ends  inte Coffee  Flat
Mountain or Picacho Butte, whichever
you prefer to call it. It is the first
mountain east of Miners Needle and is
on the southern edge of the Superstition
Mountain Range, lﬁ appears there are
two mountains in one, or & two-headed
mountain; the dome to the west is
cafled Coffee Flat, the east dome is
named Picacho Butte.

The important marker at the mouth
of this canyon-with-no-name was a
spectacular ‘monument of solid  roek
called Elephant Butte. An inscription
an the bottom of the Map of the }?nrs.e
reads, El Caballe De Santa Fe (the horse
of Santa Fe). Mr. Marlowe feelz that
Elephant Butte iz the horse of Santa
Fe. This coloszsal mound of granite
aould not have been more perfect had
it been sculped and polished by human
hands.

Marlowe iz convinced there iz a tie-in
between the map horse and Elephant
Butte, and that it could have been part
of a family joke that only the Peraltas
would have known. Perhaps a traveling
cireus or tent show had passed through
the old town of Santa Fe hringin%with
it the first elephant zeen by the Peral-
fas.

This may seem a rather Ffar-fetehed
theu?. but the stone elephant is sur-
rounded by a multitude of Peralta mark-
ers, and he does mark the beginning of

March-April, 1966

gnd the numerals stand sut much clearer.

No-Mame Canyon. His head lies to the
south: his tail to the north; his west
gide iz flanked by No-Name Canyon.
Across & clearing, behind the ele-
phant’s Tump, is a rugp"ed hill eoverad
with dense brush, We climbed boulders
and erawled through thickets until we
zaw what was hidden there. The Peral-
tas concealed many things from the
eyes of possible intruders. Only by using

Note the 3 and 8 af the top left of the petroglyph below. They are on
d to the directional spiral. Turn the picture a guarter-turn clockwise

e M

the degree markers inscribed on the
maps (under the tapes), was Marlowa
able to detect the loeation of these se-
erets, On the south wall of the hill's
highest pinnacle were some of the most
elaborate petroglyphz we have ever
seen. We have quite an extensive collec-
tion of petroglyphs which we have gath-
ered from the four corners of the Super-
stitions, but these differ from anything
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we have photographed, not only in size
but in technigue. The symbols are at
least three times larger than the aver-
age and the designz are quite unigue.
A ladder with many rungs iz pictured,
a horsezhoe, and ¢ ever-prezent nu-
meralz, “3" and “B”, eut into the tail of
the directional spiral showing that from
here the Peralta Trail goes northwest,
On a nearby boulder, the figure “8" ap-
pears in the form of two entwined
analkes.

A few yards from these glyphs iz per-
manent water. The three-tiered water-
hole is usually filled with sand and
gravel, but is a dependable source of
good water onee the sand is pulled
aside, Mr. Marlowe has had need of this
water many times. He has cleaned the
spring of sand only to return after a
few weeks' time to find it refilled. On
the cliff-side of the spring is the Span-
izh gold sign and beszide it iz a hird
with a feathered topknot. The Marlowes
have nicknamed it “The Goose that Laid
the Golden Egg.”

HIS 18 as far az we were taken on
the Peralta Trail. Marlowe would
have been foolish to have zhown us any-
more than he already had—and a fool,
he isn't!

Although we were not taken any far-
ther, we were piven oral directions, up
to o point, The Peralta Trail continues
north up to No-Name Canyon until the
canyon merges with Whitlow Canyon,
There they both dead-end at Picacho
Butte. The Peralta Trail them turna
eagt at the foot of the Butte to where
the junction of Frazer, Randolph, and
Red Tank Canyons verge on FPicacho
Butte's southeast corner. Like giant fin-
gers, Frazer Canyon continues to the
east, Randolph to the northeast, and
Red Tank continues almost due north
to end just short of mighty LaBarge
Canyon, the turnpike of the Supersti-
tions. From LaBarge Canyon only Mar-
lowe knows where the trail leads.

Marlowe says it is possible that he
will find other mapz hidden much the
same as the others. The number *6" and
the letter “M™ iz inscribed on the map
of the horse. On the Map of the Priest,
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“B-N-P" led to the discovery of maps
#2 and #3; eight north paces. There-
fore, Marlowe believes the "“6-M" to
mean sixth mapa. He is now in the vi-
cinity of the silver cache but has failed
to find the one remaining clue that will
tell him, “Here it is. This is it."

Marlowe takes the bad with the good,
never complaining or whining about the
yvears spent in a search that has shown
him no mercy, He feels his time has not
been wasted and iz completely happy in
what he ig doing. He has an unshakable
faith in his mapz and the =story they
tell. He haz come to the end of the trail
on the small heart-map but the signs
there tell him to keep going, He will go
on until he findz the silver cache, the
cache of gold, and maps which he says
will give the location of eighteen mines.

We discussed the possibility of In-
seription Rock in LaBarge Canyon being
another map. It is sometimes referred to
ag the “Peralta Maszter Map." Mr. Mar-
lowe had I}"ust proven the Peraltn Trail
enters LaBarge Canyon from its south-
ernmozt end. It seems that onee the Per-
altas had discovered this unchstructed
avenue to the Salt River, they certainly
would have taken advantage of the
eighteen to twenty miles of easy travel
it offered them. LaBarge also would
have provided them with many springs
of permanent water and ample camp-
gites, Ttz many side-canyons offerad
them dozens of paszages from which
they could explore every nook and cran-
ny of the Superstitions. The north exit
of LaBarge Canvon gave them the bo-
nus of the Salt River where water was
abundant for their mining operations,
camp needs, and for the large remuda of
horses and mules.

The master map, on Inzeription Rock,
was incised into the east wall of La-
Barge Canyon. It, too, was strategically
placed where it could not possibly escape
the attention of anvene traveling La-
Barge from either direction. The petro-
glyphs were chiseled into the dark glaze
of desert varnish that covers the surface
of the eight by ten-foot upright slahb.
The expozed white rock underneath
makes the symbols stand out in sharp
contrast.

Marlowe can depend on the three-tiered walerhole (left) be-

hind Elephant Butte as an uniailing source of water. The soli-

tary degree maorker (above) appears on a hilleide between the
Butte and the Peralta petroglyphs.

A directional spiral is to the left of a
network of cireles and the lines that
connect them, We feel this is more than
likely an archaic form of topography
map, the circles representing the sur-
rounding peaks, the lines illustrating the
canyons, If this map had been made by
the Peraltas, the dotted circles could
reprezent the location of the mines. If
made by the prehistoric Indians who
walked thiz ecanyon ten centuries ago,
the map was made for the succor, safe-
tyv, and guidance of thoze expected to
follow their restlegsz migratory path—
water, favorable campsites, and migra-
tion routes their only mezsage.

The latter of the two explanations iz
the most realistic, but for one drawing
that dominates the right-hand side. Ap-
proximately eighteen inches tall, it is
the figure of a man. He is facing the
labyrinth of cirelez and linez and ap-
pears to be walking in the direction of
Halt River, The figure seems to be that
of 2 miner, He carries an ore zack on
his back suspended from a band around
hiz forehead. To further clarify this as-
sumption there are two candles protrud-
ing from the headband to give the miner
light in the dark tunnels.

Inzeription Hock Map is no longer as
gharp and clearly defined as the maps of
Mr. Marlowe, It must be remembered
that while his had protection from the
elements, Inscription Rock has been ex-
posed to the blistering rayvs of the =un,
eroded by wind and rain, and, worst of
all, flash flooding has brought tons of
water and sand to grind away at its sur-
face, We wouldn't be at all surprised if
man himself hasn't been its most constant
enemy.

A slight change has taken place on the
Master Map over the last few yvears.
Some of our more inexperienced pros-
pectors and greenhorn treasure hunters
have taken advantage of itz lonely and
desolate location to mar its surface for
their own purpose. They evidently be-
leved they were the first to set eyes on
the map and have tried to destroy sym-
bols they thought to be of importance.
Their feeble attempts are equalled omly
by their feeble-mindednesz In thinkin
they could remove what the power
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God's elements have been unable to erase.
Nevertheless, one can plainly zee the
mrﬁtches where an attempt has been
made.

ERE I8 MUCH to be said for the
moral ethics of the Peraltas and their
workers regarding the decent way in
which they eonducted themselves during
their lengthy stay in the Superstititions.
They saw the writings from prehistoric
times but did not abuse or destroy. The
Peraltas showed an admirable guauaty 1n
that their own markers were always
placed a respeetable distance from those
of the Indians. It seems they, too, realized
their importance and had the vision to
gee that someday, someone would come
to study them for the sake of world his-
tory. In their effort to preserve the writ-
ings, we now have something with which
to work in trying to piece topether the
story of an extinet culture, This iz much
to the eredit of the Peraltas.

We are heartsick to see what some of
our suprlcsediy educated and civilized
visitors have done on their eXcarsions
into the outer fringes of the mountaing.
Some portions are fairly accessible to the
weeltend tourist. The ignorance of these
selfish and unthinking people is inexcus-
ahle and offensive to all of us.

Hieroglyphic Canyon, on Superstiti-
tion's south side, can be given as one
example, Tt has begun to spring forth a
new set of contemporary writings that
date from 1927 to the prezent time. This
new form of art we have named “Ego-
tgm,” It doesn't requive any talent; it
anly expresses the importanee the artist
places on his own name, and he bores us
with his monotomous ideas that never
vary, He always gives us the name of the
city and state that has the misfortune to
elaim him, then has the gall to hide
behind hiz initials. He then dates his
artistic endeavor to prove to the world,
which couldn't care less, just exactly
when it was lucky enough to have this
poor brainless creature visit this partic-
ular spot. There they stand, side by
side—clues to an ancient culture and the
work of an egomaniac.

We have found the life-giving water-

Bcrogs a clearing behind Elephont Butte
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holes filled with garbage, cans, paper and
geraps of lumber. Our most disgustin
discovery was a well-worn, well-zoak
pair of jockey shorts floating on_ an
orange-crate raft. We have I%-::nmd it
necessary to drink from strange sources
of water in the past, and did so with no
qualms, but this was too much. It might
have been funny if we hadn't beemn so
thirsty. After cleaning out the spring for
the next person who might stop here for
a drink, we went elsewhere for our water.
The rangers make the civeuit of springs
as regularly as they ean, but, they surely
could use a little help from the publie,

In the discussion of the LaBarge Map
and the possibility of its disclosing the
location of eighteen mines, Mr. Marlows
corrected us by saying there are now
only seventeen mines %eft to be redis-
covered, This was certainly news to us
as we had never heard of anyone's find-
ing & Peralta mine, unless it was the
Dutechman. Marlowe said this was a
proven Peralta gold mine, not the dubious
whereabouts of the Dutchman's gold.

Mr. Marlowe has seen the proof with
his own eyes and has held it in his hands.
One day, while pro=pecting around the
Goldfield area, a miner hit a large slab
of rock with his pick. Curious sbout the
hollow sound it produced, he pried the
stone slab to one side and found an open-
ing beneath {t—an old mine shaft. Once
inside the tunnel, he began looking for
some evidence of the mine's previous
owner. Lying on the floor of the shaft
was a hand-forged iron drill, eighteen
inches long, with one end tapcrinﬁ into
a cone-shaped tip. Deep grooves had heen
eut into the tip giving a ribbed effect.
On the side of the drill wers the engraved
initials “P.P."—Padro Peralta. The iron
was tested for age and proven to be of
the Peralta era.

HE SHAFT uncoversed by the pros-
ctor now lies at the bottom of
Goldfield Lake, a flooded memorial to
what might have been. Goldfield’s his-
tory has been plagued by flooded shafts
ginee 1917, when miners accidentally hit
an underground storage of water, either
a subterranean lake or river.

is the rugged hill below. Boulders and dense
the most elaborate set of markings appear.

Goldfield's history suppeosedly did not
begin until 1886, when four Mormons
did some prospecting around the base of
Superstitition’s western base, In 1801 the
first elpimz were laid out on what be-
came known as the “Mormon Stope”,
named after the four founders; Orlando
and Orrin Merril, Rile Morris and C. R.
Hakes. Could one of these men have been
responsible  for opening the Peralta
ghaft?

Much of the research on Goldfield has
been obtained from Spanizh Gold and the
Loat  Dutchman by Ludwig G. “Doe”
Rosecrans. We consider Mr, Rosecrans an
authority on the Goldfield area. For the
past nineteen years he has lived in a
cabin neatly tucked away in the heautifal
foothills between Goldfield and Govern-
ment Welle. He is well known in the
Superstitition area as a writer, a philoso-
pher and tressure hunter. Mr. Rosecrans
confirms the story of the Peraltaz’ work-
ing the Goldfield area.

“Extremely rich floats (pieces of loose
ore unattached to any particular vein)
have besn found on the Goldfield

rounds; ancient workings, timbered with

ironwood and almost totally collapsed,
have been found near the later mines.
Who might have labored in these aged
diggings1"

Az proof of this, his book shows photo-
graphs of ancient ironwood timbers that
have been uncoversd by modern mining
equipment. Scientific testing has proven
t.i]ag ogs to be approximately 100 years
ald.

There are very few residents mow in
the onee bustling city of Goldfield, but
Doe’s home iz ususlly filled with his
many friends, who enjoy the informal
“ret-topethera” for which Arizona is so
famous. The hospitality of this State is
incomparable,

The remainzg of the old boomtown are
five miles from Apache Junction on the

scenic  Apache Trall. The Massacre
rounds are plainly visible from Gold-
ield which brings up an interesting

question, “Were the Peraltas trying to
reach the safety of the Goldfield work-
ings? Waz this the reason for their using
the woatern retreat from the mountains?

thicket shield the hilllop (right) en which




Bernice McGee pauses by four maiched saguares near the Apache Trail. They peint
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toward the old mining town of Goldfield. a Imewn Feralta mine.

Or were they caught off-guard while
mining out in the open desert—making a
run foward the mountaine for the safety
its cliffs and fortress:-like pesks would
afford? This would reverse history some-
what, and since it may never be proven
which direction they were running, we
must be content to draw our own con-
clugionz,

Mr. Marfowe's new information ex-
plained the set of four perfectly matched,
spaced, and alipned saguaroz we had
found while riding our trail machines
in an exploration of the area between the
Maszsacre Grounds and Goldfield. We
should have known Mr. Marlowe had
already seen the saguarcs. We do believe
he knowsz every cactus on the desert ?ler-
sonally—especially the saguares. We had
taken many photographs of this rare
pattern of growth, but had failed to ex-
amine them elosely. Mr, Marlowe had
to tell us about the circle engraved on
the second saguaro from the south, It is
a degree marker and, when properly
uzed, pointz the way to Goldfield.

We first became interested in these
gots of four saguarc when we found our
first set in 1860, They are many miles
from the Goldfield series. We found them
on a hike into Hieroglyphic Canyon on
Superstitition's south side. They grew in
the desert’s flat country, but pointed out
the mouth of & canyon which led vz to
more proof that the Peraltas had traveled
whit is now called Hieroglyphic Canyon.
Why they used it, we are not certain.

Halfway up the mountain we found
a boulder pitted with seven holes rang-
ing from gix to ten inches in diameter,
tén Lo twelve inches in depth. The man-
made holes had been ground ocut of the
rock by the ancient method of erushing
ore by hand, A few yvards farther up the
canyon we found a Spanish “Sunburst
Symbol” the word “Cwo" chiseled be-
neath it. Fifteen feet from this we found
still another Sunbarst Symbol, different
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from the firzf in that one of the off-
shoots radiating from the “Sun" was
much longer than the others. This was
not & mere 5]1';{1 of the artist's hand, for
on the tip of the elongated arm was an
oval. The desert varnish had been care-
fully chigeled away to form an unmis-
takable trail marker, It clearly indicates
the direction to be taken from this point
—past the nomerous Indian writings for
which the canyon was named. :

The Peraltas disereetly placed their
symbols away from those of the Indian.
They cleverly carved the Sunburst and
Oro on a rock that had to be passed in
order to reach the two waterholes that
act a3 @ moat around the eliffs contain-
ing writings of the Peraltas’ predeces-
sorg, the “Ho-Ho-EKam.” On the narrow
iedge of rock separating the waterholes,
they added the Sunburst with the oval.
This is dead ecenter of the canyon’s rock
flaor. The directional arm leads away
from the Indian writings, so there could
be no mistake made by trying to read
them. By sighting along the arm of the
sunburst we could szee where the trail
had to continue. Several hundred yards
farther up the canyon, the walls come
together to form a tapering passagewny.
The oval iz aimed at the center of this
NArrow gorge,

OMEWHERE mnesr the summit of

Superstition Mountain may be anoth-
er of the seventeen mines waiting to be
uncoverad, For those of you who are
interested in doing a little treasure hunt-
ing, the gold signs are there. We feel
certain that more trail markers will be
found on the other side of the Narrows.
Something is to be found up there—that
ia a certainty. Iz it only a coincidence
that the four Apache Trail markers led
to Goldfield, and that the hieroglyphic
markers lead to the “potholes,” the Oro
Sunburst, and the Directional Sunburst?
We think not.

Of eourse, we found the treasure we
had been searching for in Hieroglyphie
Canyon. We packed it out in cameras!

e were grateful to capture Mr. Mar-
lowe's findings en film while they still
exist. The rock writings will be around
for many yvears to come provided the
epomaniacz leave them alone, but many
of the saguares are dying—some from
old age and zome from o new apecies of
moth that has invaded the Arizona
saguaros forests. It =eema impossible to
think of a tiny moth destroying and
toppling these encrmous plants. Even
the large slabs of flesh Pedro Peralta
removed did not harm them.

From: the ma.ni_r saguaros we saw bear-
ing hiz marks, from his work on stone
tablots, the cliffz and the boulders, Pedro
must have been guite an artist.  Mra.
Marlowe suggested that he was en-
amoured with the works of the master
artist, Michaelangelp. The latter’s mark
of the holy cross atop a vircle was found
0N one sagpudro, perhaps as o memorial,
and although we did not see thiz particu-
lar cactus, a color photograph iz in Mar-
lowe's book, :

Among Pedro’s various symbols with
their cryptic meanings, the ones on the
stone ma_{.‘Ps are the most difficult to
decode. For example, on the fromt side
of Map Number Two iz a deeg hole
drilled into the stone; a smaller hole is
above it. Both are set within linez re%;e-
zenting a fagged mountain peak.
Marlowe veluntzered an explanation of
thiz particular set of symbols to impress
on’ us the problems he has encountered
in his battle of wits with the Peraltas.

He had figured out the trail as far as
the two holes on the map. but he could
not understand their meaning and didn't
know what he should be looking for. On
one of his lonely and lengthy stays with-
in the Superstitions, and while looking
for shelter in which to spend the night.
he spied a eave high on the face of a
remote side-canyon., From the smoke-
blackened roof of the cave he knew it
had zheltered others béfore him. After
building his cook-fire inside the cave,
he noticed that the smoke was being
drawn toward a small opening in the
eave's ceiling.

The next morning he worked his way
to the ledge above the cave and found
g =mall smokestack overgrown with
brugh. It had beén eonstructed of stone,
much like the cairn at the end of the

Potholed rock ot the base of Hill Ne. 1.
Ore wos crushed by hand in thege holea
—a crude but effective monner of
early mining.

i
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horseshoe, Marlowe felt this was the
place indieated on the map and spent
ggcite gome time in the area trying to
ecide what he should do.

He worked in a eirele around the cave
trying to locate marked saguaros, petro-
glyphs or rock pointers, but there was
nothing. At last he hit on the idea of
petting a degree marker from one hole
to the other.

Marlowe placed a long stick vertically
in the eenter of the cave's entrance. He
thenn placed a second stick horizontally
over the top of the eave, One end rested
on the vertical pole, the other rested on
the smokestack, so that he more or less
had a triangle. When he took a degree
reading from the pole lying across the
eairn and followed itz course, he did find
the next marker and the triangulation
gystem was picked op again,

Marlows has found that the Peraltasz
had protected themselves against anyone
who might have accidentally found the
secret of three markers in a triangle.
By leaving miles of gaps between them,
they broke the chain of repititious tri-
angles, The ps are fill in on the
maps. Only the man who has all three
of the stone maps and knows how to use
them in eonjunction with the markers
will ever be able to follow the Peralta
Trail to its end.

Marlowe's book has brought many new
prospectors into the Superstitions. He
realizes that people are trying to use
his book az & puide to the treasure, but
he doesn't hold much fear of their sue-
cess. Some of the treasure hunters have
really gone in style using helicopters to
take them in and out of the mountains.
Others have packed in to set up perma-
nent camps.

Mr, Marlowe chooses fo stay anony-
mouz. He has been spied upon, acei-
dentally shot at, and even followed at
times, but the stalkers have never sus-

ectad they were watching Travizs Mar-
owe. God help him if his identity is ever
made known. We have met some ex-
tremely nice men prospecting in  the
Superstitions, but there sre a few who
would geare you a lot worze than meet-
ing up with the ghost of old Pedro Peral-
ta. At least, Pedro zmiles!

Speaking of Pedro, we were rather
disappointed that he didn't show up, once
we had grown aceustomed to the idea.
Marlowe's story of the ghost who Toams
at will through the Superstitions was
only one of four reports we received in
the space of & few weeks' time concern-
ing strange events which had taken place
in the area. We told Mr. Marlowe about
the stories and he didn't 2eem a bit sur-
l:rised. He only answered, “There are a
ot of strange things going on in those
mountains,”

We tried to check out the story of the
father and son who were trapped over-
night in Geronimo’s cave during a snow-
storm. They had each witnessed &
strangely gilent parade of flares, wagons
or carts and—we would azsume—people.
This was a Tascinating story, and we
did try to get more informationm, but
never received an answer to our inguiry:
{See True West, February, 1965, page
T1.) In the first place, nobody in his
right mind would be walking those moun-
tain trailz at night, especially during a
showstorm. Modern man would not be
using a torch or flare, nor would he
uge a cumbersome cart or wagon.

The two men watched this queer spec-
tacle with the aid of binoculars. %he
mixture of falling snow, fog and dark-
ness made a poor combination of E‘nﬂd
vigion. By the use of a board, which
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they found in the eave, they were able
to align themselves with the weird pro-
pesston determining that it took place on
ahout their same level on the opposite
canyon wall. The only thing we have
been able to confirm is that there was a
snowstorm in the Superstitions at the
riggg of the reported sighting in March,
Another report of unexplained hap-
penings came from a source that can
considered more reliable. The story con-
eerns two men, well known in the Apache
Junction and Florence localities. One of
the men had lived cloze to the Super-
gtitionz"all of his life; the other came

This cactuzs marked by a heart-shaoped

carving was found by the authors as they
rode their trail machines off the beaten
path. The heart coincides with the phrase
writtenn on Peralta Map Ne. 1; “Look for
the heart” and the map of the heart.

to Arizona from the East as a young
man. Both had oceasion to epend the
greater part of their lives in the moun-
tains, knew their way around and loved
every inch of the Range. We have had
the good fortune to kmow both of these
men. In their day, it would have been
hard to find any one in Arizona who
could outride, out-shoot or out-cass these
two tough but softhearted old fellows.
They were among the first to display the
pourage and stubborn desire required
to make a home out of this barren wild-
erness—Ilong before the ecity of Apache
Junetion was ever heard of.

Any person who chooses the harsh
connt of the Superstitions for his
home, hiz work ares and his playground
is not likely to be sporting lace on his
underdrawers. He iz all man and has
never carried the burden of fear.

Why then, would a man of this calibre
come out of the Superstitions so badly
shaken that he would never set foot in
them again? Why would he give no ex-
planation for his actions? Within a space
of two years this happened to both men.

No haman being could have frightened
pither one of these old pioneers. It
eould only have been something they did
not  understand—something  they had
never before encounteréd-—something
neither one could hope toexplain without
the risk of ridicule and lapghter. This,
wa helieve, iz the reason for their silence
about the ominous experience that took

them out of the mountains forever. Both
of our friends are now dead. They died
within two years of each other.

18 CANDOR is one of the many
reasons we admire Mr. Marlowe, Hea

told us his story of the mute, smiling

figre with such honesty and in such a
matter-of-fact way that there is no doubt
in ocur minds that he spoke the truth.
My, Marlowe is not a man given to small
talk. He speaks softly and guietly when
there is something of importance to say
and is not prone to long, windy tales
or gossip. He looks you square in the
eyes when talking or listening. His face
radiates with friendliness; his eyes show
him to be a kind and gentle man.

Marlowe is thoroughly poised. His
every move reveals the confidence of one
who knows what he is doing. It is re-
markable to watch his ecoordination of
theught, sight and body while in aetion
on the desert and in the mountains he
knows =0 well. He is completely at home
in the wilderness and has acquired the
instinets of the wildlife he loves s0 much.
Alert, agile of foot, quick of mind, cau-
tious of man, he has learned that omly
the strong survive,

WE WOULD LIKE to add a word of
adviee to anyone whose appetite
has been whetted for seeking Mr. Mar-
lowe's treasure. Tt is only fair to state
that it would be impossible to locate anf'-
thing from what we have told you in
thiz story. Many things have to be taken
into eonsideration. The things that were
gshown to us were spaced many miles
apart; the markers between could never
be found without Marlowe's maps, which
are kept safely in a bank wvault,

The Superztition Mountains are not o
be taken lightly. They can be as deadly
as they are beautiful if ou do not know
the country. Well-marked foot trails
have been huilt thmu%hout the Supersti-
tions by the United States Department
of the Interior for those who wizh to
hike into the wilderness area. Tt I8 wise
to stay on these trails unless you arve
accompanied by an expert guide, Take
plenty of water, don’t attempt to go in
alone, and though you are not permitted
to shoot any animal or kill any snake, it
is still wise to go in srmed. There are
$50 to $200 fines for violating this law,
as you are in a wilderness area and
game reserve,

The Superstitions can play rough at
times and the next moment be as gentle
gz = lamb. The only trouble iz that you
never know what mood they are in until
it is too late. If they take & notion to
become playful, they can bounce you
down the mountainzide like a rubber
ball, bang vou against a canvon wall un-
til your head rattles, seare the wits clear
out of you, blister you from the sum,
parch you with a terrible thirst, stick ev-
ery part of your anatomy full of eaetus,
take years off your life at the sight of
a rattlezsnake under your feet, or 4 near
brush with a deadly scorplon. The Super-
atitions ean freeze you in your tracks at
the sound of strange footsteps approach-
ing from the blindside of the next bend
in the trail, then relieve you when the
footztepz belong to a bearded prospector
whose features are hidden under masses
of hair, and whose only greeting is a
spspicious grunt as he rounds the bend
behind you and disappears from sight.

Your feet cry out in protest from
wa.l]:ing‘h over rocks that are either so
sharp they feel like they are trying to
erawl into your boots, or are so round

{ Continued on page §4)
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It turned out that almost eve?'l-hing
about the eastle was against the Sisters’
plan. In the building's favor were the
eight bathrooms, but few of the other
rooms were suitable for bedrooms, baeing
for the most part too small or too large.
Equipment for heating water to supﬁrly
the baths, the kitchen, and the laundry
room was inadequate. Any attempt at
housing winter visitors would have failed
more miserably, because the steam-heat-
ing Ellant installed by Father Francolon
barely took the chill out of the big castle.

When the boarding house project
failed, the eastle was closed. The Sisters
of Merey managed to pay off the mort-
gage in 1904, partly by selling the fur-
nishings. For many wvearz it remained
closed most of the time, opened only for
two weeks each summer for a retreat.

World War II came along and Manitou
found it needed additional apartments to
supply housing for families of troops
stationed at Camp Carson, south of near-
hﬁ’ Colorado Springs. Someone purchased
the castie for $4,500. Since that time the
place has bean used by a number of own-
ers as an apartment house of approxi-
mately ten suites of rooms.

Becanze of its unusual architecture,
Montealme Castle, as it's now known, re-
mains a special point of interest for
visitors to Manitou. The contrast be-
tween the castle and the =mall frame
houses around it is startling, Only a dirt
road on either side of the castle leading
to homes on top of Capitel Hill keeps
the neighbors from encroaching eéven
more on its doorstep, After all these
years it still looks surprisingly out of
place, but continues to known asz the
fabulous Caztle of the West.

Invitation to a Ghost Walk
{Continwed from page 17)

they roll your feet out from under you,
or are zo loose they slide out from under
you leaving you with nothing but a
handful of thornz grabbed to kesp from
following them down into the canyon
bottom. And if you get tired of the hlis-
ters that finally make walking unhear-
able, you can always get a horse that
;-.r;illruh off what skin you might have
eft!]

If it is posszible to endure all these
things, to laugh at vourself while under
the watchful scrutiny of the mischievous
mountaings, and let them see that you
intend to stay, th?{ will eventually open
their arms and allow you, the newly-
initiated tenderfoot, to enter the realm
of their wonderland. You have earned
your right to explore their ecrocked and
twisted canyons; g‘a{:ve at wind-torn
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erags, towering pinnacles and peaks that
only the wild beauty of the interior re-
giong can o. The indescribable

Ve

maze of tmﬁls offers you the serenity of
a virgin land, The dignity of the majes-
tie peaks reduces vou to humbleness in
thelr presence, and the occasional
glimpse of wildlife in thiz lovely refuge
makes all the hard knocks worthwhile.
To lie on your stomach and drink from
a stream of sweet water confirms the
saying, "Once you have drunk deeply
from springs in the Superstitions, you
are fated to return.”

Thousands of people wvisit the moun-
taing in complete gafety, just as we have
done over the yearz; others haven't been
go lueky, The slip of a carelessly placed
foot, the bite or sting of an unzeen en-
emy, an emFt}' canteen or lack of emer-
gency supplies on the part of a lost,
“uff-thu-trall"l tourist can end in trag-
edy, (Continued on next pogel
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YOUR NEXT FISHING TRIP MAY
BE THE TURMING POINT

Aside fram the sheer enjoyment aof
getting out and away from 1t all "'SOLD
IS WHERE YOU FIND IT." [t could he'r
&t the end of the Rainbew ar in the nasd
creek bed., BUT WOULD YOU KNOW
IT WHEN YOLL 5AW IT? Or any of the
scores of othor highly scught after

MINERALS AND METALS

Mat just precious ores—&OLD, SILVER,
but everyday big pay metals: copper
lead, minc, iron, tungsten—Would you
know whare 1o lock, how fo read the
signs? How many times hava you walked
right “on past valuable and nesded de-
posits of

CLAYS AND STONE

for making ceramics. china, vitrecus
itemz, for use in comtruction? Stone of
different types wantad by stons distribi-
tors and construction ‘companies. for
building, new style fronts, facades. Rayal-
ties collected from the discavery of just
ona such depasit, of WHICH THERE ARE
THOUSANDS YET UNEARTHED, COULD
MAKE YOL INDEPENDENTLY WEALTHY
FOR LIFE. Prospecting Unlimited offers

completion of coursa,

MAIL COUPON

AND $5 FOR
FIRST LESSON.
§$3 WEEKLY

ENROLL NOW

ENROLLMENT COUPON—MAIL NOW

PROSPECTING UNLIMITED
Box 324, Walla Walla, Washingtan

| would like to take Prospecions 9-week course and will wark
teward my cartificate of satisfactary complation,

Enclosad is 35 for my first lessen and | will send §3 weakly for
the wnsuing sight-weak pariod of my course unhil the total of

Complete

PROSPECTING COURSE

Starts

IMMEDIATELY
PROSPECT FOR FUN

PROSPECT FOR PROFIT

?-Week Course

ROCKS - ORES

MINERALS - CLAYS - METALS
CHEMICALS - STONES
: KNOW WHAT TO LOOK FOR
HOW AND WHERE TO FIND TREASURE
GEOLOGY + MINERALOGY + MINING - ASSAYING
Easy Detailed Course Covers Everything For
BEGINNERS - FAMILIES - ROCKHOUNDS
OLD TIMERS

the know-how you need, zimply, cléarly,
congisaly

EVYEN HOW TO
STAKE YOUR CLAIM

Hew, what, whera, when to file. How
o butld a retort at homs, with simple
bluaprints that will rander mercury from
Cinnabar  fin  which the Morthwest
abounds], You are faught lahdmarks,
strata, drift, volcanic. action. You will
know at a glance what could be. up that
next hill, down fthat caayon, in that
fissure, How many rocks have you kicked
aside that could have been preciaus or
semi-pracious,

GEMSTONE AND QUARTZ

material? Thundereqggs, agates, fassile,
dandritas, opal arne;?r,-:l. precious crys
tals wanted by industry or jewelers
Racent flocds in the Marihwest have un-
covered great new depesits of materials
whers you will Kave to ke familar with

MINING AND ASSAYING

to qet fun, anjoyment, healthful exercize
aut of 8- "do -;-;:l:ﬂ&fhing" haby and
pechapd you, oo, will “STRIKE IT RICH."

Complete Prospecting Unlimited Course includes weekly lessons and grading by mail,
Text books, detector charts, minerak and aore kit Your lessons are prepared by
aceredited instructors in public institutes of higher learning, and warking placer, sluica,
pit. surface miners, engineors, rockhounds—the fellows wha know how.

COMPLETE COURSE OMLY $290.00. $5.00 for first lesson and registration, $3.00

weekly for mnsuing eight lessons, test grading, feat books, kits, chorts, and certficats

FOR E“su‘m $29.00 is pald.
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ALL NEW—JUST OFF THE PRESS!
THE 5AGA OF TEXAS by Tom
Allen, MA, 5AGA has been de-
clared by +tressure hueters as -a
MUST for thair own Texas Reimarch
Library a3 well as functional infor-
mation on early exploration. H
includes literally dozens of good
locations for the serfows freasirs

and relic hunter. Alio & map of
trafls of varfous esplorers, Fineda
Marvaar, DaSofo, Coronade .a.n.d
LaSalle, Records of the sstablish-
mant and location of the eary
Missiams and Forfs with accom-
panying maps showing actual loca-
tlons,  Intraductory price ONLY
$2.50.

Early Spanish TREASURE Signs &
Symbolt by 'Wm, Mahan—Chnly

complete book with [ndiap &nd

Spanich gigne, symbals, messere-

manfs, alphabet, values and their BOTH
mean:ngs. Phus twa maps. For auto- FOR $5
graphed 1 edition $3.50.

TREASURE MAF OF FPADRE ISLAND. by Wm,
Mahan—-Authentic Tressure areas on PADRE |5
LAND accarding %o  history, legernd and actual
findd, Firgd hme sver disciosed. Be one of the
first to find SPAMISH TREASURES on PADRE
I1SLAND. £2.00.

TEXAS TREASURE MAF by Harley Smith. Largs
gire 22 1 29 ipches in 3 colors. Includes cwer 700
old forts, Spanish missions,  ghest tawng, sfage
moutes. catfle frails, mineral and rock formations,
kiskarical  markses  amd legundary treasure  |loca
tiors, §2.00,

THE SAM SABA MISSION, SPAMISH PIVOT IN
TEXAS by Robert 5. Weddle, Contains 4 maps of
early  Spanish settiemente and expeditions, The
founding of this important outpost, 1ife in tha
migsion throwgh its entire life as well a1 the mas-
satre, Hardback and over 200 pages of intprest
filled hisfong facks, §5.08,

101 EASY WAYS TO FIND BEURIED TREASURE by
Dayme Chastain. An - absolute must for the SETIGUT
freasure  hunter, Wiithan in esasy to read shyle
with  factual information for the professicnal as
well a3 the beginner. More good practical fips
than moil books costing muech more. 52.00.

LITTLE TREASURES PUB. C0.
P. 0, Box 726, Garlapd, Texas

MEN! 60 STYLES FOR
W-I-D-E
SR

E to EEEEE Only

Sires S to 13

ban oaly. ::mwl,
Yhat raatly 1if, I storws
Teo quality, pap-

whar prices. Money Write Today
Sk vpmiian. for FREE CATALDG

HITCHCOCK SHOES INC., Hingham, 138.C Mass.

WELLS, FARGO &

e probine

NOW FIND TREASURE! With
ihe pal super-senaitive ““COIN-
FIN " Locators. Quality tran-
sistor models make amazing finds
of colps, batile relics, d snd
silver, Complete and resdy to use
@ (llsstrated with & imch ssarch
¥ hesd for single eoies. Larger hesds

and loodepeaker models svailable.
i Friee for FREE catalag.

ART HOWE & COMPANY
#11-T Kazsas Ave., Atchison, Kansas

Bl

This old adobe house is one of the half-dozen buildings left in Encinose. It was in one
of these houses that Charley Siringo found o beel head baking in an oven.

Common sense, alertness and a cau-
tious step are all that's required for a
tremendously exciting trip that you will
never forget. Go and enjoy the Supersti-
tiong, but leave the treazure hunting to
thoze who know how to withstand the
hardshipz,

There is no possibility of someone's
uging this story as & means of ﬁndin%
the Peralta Treasure. Mr. Marlowe led
ug by the hands like two children, but
we could never hope to find the markers
again—even those which we touched and
photographed—without his help.

Fair Trial at Encinoso
(Continued from page 53)
Mexico to the Rio Grande. The herd
might change ownerz two or three times
before we'd finally catch up to them and
have & showdown."

Being a lawman for many years, Sir-
ingo had been on dangerous missions be-
fore. He didn't really conszider the job
at Encinoso a tough one. But tough or
not, his many experiences had taught
him to be alert. He remembered the time
a Ne woman had almost killed him
with hiz own handeuffs before he finally
got them on her,

The incident with the Hole-in-the-Wall
gang up north had been another near
miss, He had pushed his horse off a
bluff, made his own impression in the
sand, and had hobbled into the pang’s
hideout on & cruteh he had made of a
codar limb. He liked to think about the
atory he'd made up and told them. He'd
made it up good. He even showed them
where his horse had fallen and where
he had landed in the dirt. He was lucky
to be alive after a fall like that, he'd
told the outlaws.

That assignment had turned out fine.
He finally got the drop on his man and
had tnket? iim out of “the Hole® to a
jodge and a jury.

“%‘l;mre hamrEeen many times' Sir-
ingo said, “that my nose got me into
trouhle—real trouble. 1 decided in Enci-
nozo 1 would have to use it for what it
was intended. I had my old Russian
wolThound, old Eat-em-up-Jake, with me.
1 fipured he would be a big help in
smelling out beef too. As it turned out,
he really did his part.”

FTER PROWLING about the town
for awhile, not finding anything of
particular interest to a lawman, Siringe
saw Eat-em-up-Jake take off in a big
hurry toward a broken-down chicken
house with an old milch-cow corral
around it. Right away he heard some
loud cussing in Mexican, and a big
woman appeared at the door of an adobe
shack nearby.

Charley pulled up his horse and looked
as far as he could through the doorway,
momentarily forgetting about his dog
and the big woman. As he peered into
the room he saw a man inside and Sir-
ingo had a feeling he had uncovered some
evidence—the evidence he'd come to find.

Then he saw something else. The big
woman had picked up a stick as ghe wob-

bled aleng and she was headin Etraighl:
toward the chicken house and old Eat-
em-up-Jake. About the time Charley

caught the smell of burnt meat, the
Mexican inside the house had come to the
door. Siringo loocked beyond him. There
on the table, still smoking, was a whole
besf-head fresh from the big oven of an
iron cookstove in the room.

Siringe didn't have a warrant to enter
the man's house but knew he wouldn't
need one If he could secure enough evi-
dence. He'd trust in his luek as he had
many times before.

The Mexican who blocked the doorway
to the kitchen was a huge man—and
dark, with heavy shaggy brows, Siringo
remembered, It felt gpood to know his
Colt's 45 was resting on hiz hip.

The detective pushed his way through
the door to get a better look. He remem-
bered that most Mexicans favered baked
cow's head above most other kinds of
meat—they liked it real done. He figured
this one was about veady.

A howl of pain from old Jake brought
Siringo out of the house on a run. He

yelled at the fat woman as sghe landed
another blow with her eclub. Siringo was
over the corral gate and had grabbed the

fat sefiora before she could land another
blow on his hound. Then he saw the
reazon for old Jake's excitement.

There high up in the rafters of the
old chickenhouse was a fresh-killed beef,
all quartered and ready for barbecuing.
No wander old Jake had been so excited.
No wonder the sefiora was fighting mad.

True West



