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Chapter 1 
The Gold of the Incas 

 
 
The Incas, ruling a vast empire on the West Coast of South America, are 
regarded as one of the most highly developed civilizations in the Western 
Hemisphere. Their empire reached its peak about the year A.D. 1,000, and 
extended from Colombia south along the Pacific Coast to and including a 
large section of Chile. They built elaborate cities not only in the arid proximity 
of the Pacific Ocean, but in the high remote Andes, and even in the 
impenetrable jungle interior of the Amazon Basin east of the snowcapped 
Andes. 

 
 
Their extensive empire encompassed two capitals, Quitu (now Quito, capital 
of Ecuador) in the north, and Cuzco-in southern Peru, and they built a network 
of roads and trails extending over the mountains and through the valleys 
connecting these two cities. 

 
 
The Incas believed themselves to be Children of the Sun, and gold became 
their religious symbol, possibly because of its color. To them, of course, it had 
no monetary value, but was used in the making of idols, many of them life-- 
sized, and religious objects. The aristocracy ate from golden plates and drank 
from goblets of precious metal. Their courtyards were decorated with gold 
fountains and statues of jaguars, pumas, condors, eagles, and reptiles, all 
fashioned from pure gold. 

 
 
Archaeologists have brought to light many interesting facts about this 
fascinating people and their highly developed culture. Long before Columbus 
discovered America, their skilled surgeons were performing delicate brain 
operations using scalpels made of obsidian. Skull-openings were deftly fitted 
with pieces of pure gold, carefully molded to fit the aperture. By A.D. 1,000 the 
Incas were successfully cultivating cotton, potatoes, beans, tomatoes, 
tobacco, peanuts, and flax. Their homes, as well as their magnificent Temples 
of the Sun and royal palaces, were built of finely-cut stone. The world still has 
nothing to surpass their skill and accuracy in this field. The Inca artisans knew 
exactly how to cut and fit stones for both circular and rectangular buildings, 
and even without the use of cement or other binding materials, these stones 
were placed in such a manner that it was, and still is, impossible to insert the 
blade of a knife between them. 

 
 
Throughout the vast empire, other tribes of Indians whom the Incas had 



 

subdued over the centuries were forced to work not only as masons and road- 
builders, but in textile factories where bolts of magnificently hand-woven 
woolen cloth were fashioned in the most intricate designs and patterns. 

 
 
From their many arsenals came tough leather shields, bronze-tipped spears, 
brass knuckles, as well as long bows and arrows, used to equip their standing 
army of over fifty thousand, highly-trained warriors 

 
 
Their pottery was exquisite, replete with hand-painted designs in many colors 
which even today have lost none of their original lustre. Figurines used in 
decorating their homes were, for the most part, pornographic, surpassing in 
their lewdness the paintings and frescoes in the ancient ruins of Pompeii. 

 
 
The most beautiful young women of the Empire were, at the age of twelve, 
chosen to become Virgins of the Temple, and assisted the High Priests at all 
religious festivities. They lived separate and apart in splendid temples, many 
of them with ornate swimming pools, the sides of which were embellished with 
precious jewels. 
Because a great deal of the land was arid, water often had to be piped in 
through underground clay conduits from the far distant mountains to their 
cities. 

 

 
The Incas were ruled by a succession of Emperors, all of whom were 
considered descendants of their Sun God, and worshipped as dieties. They 
lived in royal splendor in richly-furnished palaces and because of their 
supreme status, were permitted as many wives and concubines as they 
desired. 

 
 
Oftentimes their religious edifices were covered with roofs comprised of slabs 
of pure gold. All of the precious metal which they used so lavishly in their 
temples and palaces was washed down into the rivers and streams from the 
inaccessible snow-capped Andean peaks, where it was carried by the 
turbulent waters eastward towards the Amazon. Even today, gold is still found 
in great quantities in the same rivers from which the Incas derived their 
fabulous wealth. 

 
 
Gold is a magic word that for centuries has lured brave and dauntless 
adventurers to the far corners of the earth, and it was inevitable that rumors of 
the immense treasure trove of the Incas should spread throughout the then 
civilized world. 



 

General Francisco Pizarro, the courageous Spanish soldier and explorer, first 
heard the rumor of Inca gold while on an expedition to the New World. But he 
acted while others dreamed. Pizarro was not only a born leader, but a most 
unusual man. Whenever historians refer to him, first and foremost they 
mention the fact that he was born a bastard and slurringly imply that he was 
nothing more than a lowly swineherder. Perhaps it is indeed fortunate in this 
instance that Pizarro was born out of wedlock for he inherited from his mother, 
Francisca Morales, qualities of loyalty and valor. Whether or not he was ever 
a swineherder is a matter of conjecture, but certainly be was not an illiterate 
farm boy as historians would have us believe. 

 
 
Francisco Pizarro was born in 1476 in the small pueblo of Trujillo in western 
Spain. It has changed but little over the years. Olive trees still grow in profusion 
on the sun-baked hills, and at night, the tinkling of guitars can be heard in the 
local cantinas. As a young man, he served under, his father, Captain Gonzalo 
Pizarro el Largo, in Italy and, years later, sailed with Balboa to Panama on his 
epic discovery of the Pacific Ocean. It was while in Panama that Pizarro first 
heard rumors of a land of vast riches lying along the west coast of South 
America, inhabited by Indian infidels, known as the Incas. 
Hungry for adventure and lusting for gold, he decided to form an expeditionary 
force and invade the hostile territory. Subsequently, he returned to Trujillo and 
after several weeks, succeeded in enlisting the services of many of his young 
friends hell-bent for adventure and gold. Journeying to Seville, seat of the 
Spanish government, Pizarro won over to his side the skeptical King Charles I, 
who agreed to finance the expedition in return for a third of all the gold and 
precious jewels that the Spanish officer and his Conquistadores would capture 
through force of arms. 

 

 
In 1531, General Francisco Pizarro, together with a half-dozen horses and 
185 foot-soldiers, including his brother, Hernando, and his close friend, 
Francisco de Orellana, who was later to discover the Amazon River, set sail 
for the New World. 

 
 
After a short stop over in Panama where his troops were trained and 
conditioned for battle, he continued his journey southward, along the Pacific 
Coast, and weeks later arrived at the northern frontier of the Inca Empire, 
where he established a base of operations. 

 
 
Farther to the south in the city of Cajamarca, Atahualpa, Son of the Sun and 
Emperor of the Incas, quickly learned of Pizarro’s arrival and sent a delegation 
of high priests and members of the royal family to meet and welcome him in 



 

peace. Gifts were exchanged and it was then that Pizarro received as a token 
of friendship seven priceless emeralds, together with an array of gold 
ceremonial knives and chalices. Pizarro, now realizing that the stories he had 
heard of the tremendous wealth of the Incas were no longer just rumors, was 
overwhelmed with joy, and the gifts he had received only whetted his 
insatiable appetite for more of their gold and precious jewels. 

 
 
The very next morning, the Conquistadores, as Pizarro and his followers were 
later called, broke camp and headed southward towards Cajamarca. Pizarro 
wanted to meet Atahualpa face to face. Perhaps he could conquer the country 
peacefully, but if not, he and his small band of mailed Conquistadores were 
willing to fight to the death to achieve such riches as they had never dreamed 
existed. 

 
 
It was in Cajamarca that Pizarro received his first shock. The great square in 
front of the Emperor’s palace was ringed with thousands of armed Inca 
warriors, whose vast array of weapons were even more formidable than their 
own. As the small cavalcade, consisting of less than two hundred men and six 
horses, marched to the centre of the square, a murmur of excitement escaped 
the lips of the Incas, as for the first time in their lives, they saw horses. Many 
of the milling spectators fell to their knees to worship these strange beasts 
which they considered minor dieties. Instinctively, Pizarro knew that he had 
struck the “Achilles heel” of these superstitious idol-worshipping Indians, for as 
long as the Incas continued to revere his horses, he was less fearful of the 
odds. 

 

 
Under the curious eyes of the Indians, be calmly pitched his tents and when 
everything was in readiness, sent his brother, Hernando, as a personal envoy 
to Atahualpa, asking this ruler of legendary splendor to come unarmed and as 
a friend to his headquarters. 

 
 
The Emperor, seated on a golden throne, surrounded by hundreds of his wives 
and concubines and a magnificent guard of warriors, did not answer. A 
chieftain replied that Atahualpa was feasting and would confer with the Spani- 
ards on the following morning. But the next day proved to be Doomsday for not 
only Atahualpa but the entire Inca Empire. 

 
 
Pizarro spent the balance of the afternoon conferring with his officers. 
Strategically, their position was weak and untenable. Opposing them were 
tens of thousands of foot soldiers capable of darkening the sky with their 
lances. It was quite evident that his small band of Conquistadores, even 



 

though armed with cross-bows and harquebuses, swords and daggers, could 
not possibly defeat them. There was but one alternative - to capture 
Atahualpa and hold him as hostage to assure their own safety. 

 
 
That moment came the next day when the Emperor, seated in a gold litter 
encrusted with emeralds and other precious jewels, emerged from his palace. 
A great shout of joy arose from his followers as the ornate and richly 
caparisoned couch, carried by eight men, was slowly lowered in the centre of 
the square. At this point, in spite of the Incas’ apparent adulation of the six 
horses, a word from the powerful Emperor Atahualpa might have quickly 
brought to an end the ambitious dreams of the Spanish general. But it was not 
forthcoming. 

 
 
Fortunately, at Pizarro’s suggestion and upon the Emperor’s command, the 
hostile Inca soldiers had already disposed of their weapons and now stood 
defenseless before the Spaniards. On the surface, it appeared as though the 
Conquistadores, too, had discarded their arms, but in reality, had merely 
concealed them under their heavy capes. 

 
 
Leaving his portable throne, Atahualpa arose to greet his guests. For this 
occasion, he wore a magnificent ankle-length robe fashioned from pure gold 
cloth. His head was covered with an array of plumes, held in place by a wide 
gold crown in the centre of which was an enormous emerald. Gigantic 
earrings, delicately fashioned from gold, hung almost to his shoulders, while 
on either arm were dozens of jeweled bracelets. Pizarro, his brown eyes 
widening in amazement, was awe-struck by the Emperor’s rich display of 
wealth Wearing a purple cloak over his defensive armor which concealed his 
long Toledo blade and dagger, the General advanced briskly across the 
square towards the Emperor After greeting each other, Pizarro unfurled the 
royal flag of King Charles I and declared in a loud voice so that all could hear: 

 
 
“I come as the Ambassador of the King of Spain, the most powerful monarch 
of the world, to bring this country in subjection to its rightful lord, to snatch it 
from the darkness of barbarism, and to convert it to the only true religion of 
Jesus Christ.” 

 
 
It is doubtful whether either the Emperor or the Incas understood Pizarro’s 
words, for they spoke an entirely different language. But it was of little 
consequence. At a given signal from their leader the Spaniards threw off their 
cloaks and with their horses leading them into battle, attacked, killed and 
routed the Inca army and took Atahualpa prisoner. It is said that over three 



 

thousand soldiers were slaughtered on that bloody morning. The Spaniards 
were now in complete control. 

 

 
Atahualpa was held prisoner in a large room in a house facing the square, and 
treated with kindness and respect by his captors. Later, he and Pizarro struck a 
bargain. Atahualpa agreed to fill his room once with gold and three times 
with silver in exchange for his release. Pizarro agreed with alacrity. Within a 
few days gold began pouring into the city. It came from towns along the coast, 
and from hidden pueblos high in the desolate Andes. Before the room was 
filled, however, the Spaniards agreed that they could not afford to free 
Atahualpa, at any price. He was still capable of calling in thousands of 
reserves, which could easily overwhelm the Spaniards by sheer force, alone. 
However, with the Emperor disposed of permanently, the Incas, lacking 
leadership and divine authority, could be easily subjugated. 

 
 
While a prisoner, Atahualpa learned of his impending execution and, in a 
desperate effort to forestall the plundering of their sacred temples and palaces, 
secretly sent out an order to his high priests, instructing them completely to 
dismantle their Temples of the Sun and royal palaces scattered throughout the 
empire, and to bury their sacred gold idols and other treasures to keep them 
from falling into the hands of the greedy invaders. 

 
 
On 3rd August, 1533, Atahualpa, after first being baptized to assure that he 
would die a Christian, was led out to the public square and there, in sight -of his 
thousands of followers, was garroted - a Spanish method of execution whereby 
the victim is strangled with an iron collar affixed to a post and tightened by a 
screw, a type of medieval torture still in practice today throughout Spain. A 
great moan arose from the Incas, and many of his wives, concubines and 
Virgins of the Temple committed suicide on the spot so that they could join 
Atahualpa in the next world. When word reached the Incas of their emperor’s 
execution, the gold and silver ransom en route to Cajamarca was stopped. 
Much of the treasure was buried; some was thrown into lakes and rivers. One 
instance of such an alleged act occurred near Cuzco. It is said that two 
hundred men were carrying an enormous golden chain weighing over two tons 
to Cajamarca when news of their emperor’s death reached them. According to 
legend they carried the heavy chain along secret jungle trails, eventually 
disposing of it in a deep gorge on the perpendicular slopes of the volcano, 
Sangay, their Fire God. 

 
 
On 15th November, 1533, Pizarro entered Cuzco, the southern capital, and 
captured a great amount of booty still left intact in the magnificent Temple of 



 

the Sun. Again receiving reinforcements from Panama, Pizarro’s soldiers were 
deployed to all parts of the empire, robbing, raping, killing, and plundering. 

 

 
Over a year later, on, 18thJanuary, 1535, Pizarro founded 
Lima, the “City of Kings”, and became the Governor of 
Peru. He dispatched his brother, Hernando, to the ancient 
Incan city of Quitu, and installed him as Governor of the province. For his 
valor and bravery on the field of battle, Francisco de Orellana was given large 
tracts of fertile farmland along Ecuador’s Pacific Coast, and was appointed 
Governor of Guayaquil and Puerto Viejo. 

 
 
General Pizarro lived in a splendid palace in Lima, and although he never 
married, he had four mestizo sons by his concubines, two Incan princesses of 
the royal family. 

 
 
But as the years passed, it was inevitable that the Spaniards would fight 
amongst themselves over the division of the spoils. Among Pizarro’s bitterest 
enemies was General Diego Almagro, who tried desperately to have Pizarro 
sent back to Spain for treason to the Crown, hoping to supplant him as 
govenor. On 26th June, 1541, the “Almagristas” (followers of Diego Almagro) 
stormed the General’s Palace and stabbed him to death. The body of the 
fearless Spanish general was interred in the cathedral in Lima, where it can 
still be viewed today. His heart, however, was returned to Trujillo, Spain, for 
burial. 

 
 
For many years, the Spaniards ruled the old Incan Empire, carving out such 
countries as Ecuador, Colombia, Peru, and Bolivia, only to be defeated by 
Simon Bolivar and his Army of Liberation early in the nineteenth century. And 
so ended the Spanish Conquest. 

 
 
But for over four hundred years, the search for the buried Inca treasure has 
continued relentlessly. Some has been found, but the great bulk of it still 
remains cleverly concealed in various parts of the old empire, awaiting but the 
hand of some daring adventurer to wrest it from its secret hiding place. 

 
 
It could be you! 



 

Chapter 2 
Treasure Chest of the Spanish Main 

 
 
Arriving on the northern frontier of Ecuador from their base in Panama, 
General Francisco Pizarro and his indomitable band of Conquistadores began 
the conquest of the Inca Empire, raping, robbing, pillaging and plundering as 
they advanced southward towards Cuzco, their final objective. It was 
inevitable that the Spaniards began accumulating great treasures of gold and 
precious jewels, one third of which had to be sent back to the Royal Treasury 
in Spain while the remaining two-thirds was divided equally among the 
Conquistadores and General Pizarro, leader of the expedition. 

 
 
In order to transport their loot, the Spaniards, excellent shipbuilders, 
constructed sea-going vessels in various ports along the Pacific Coast of South 
America which were used to carry their fabulous treasures northward to 
Panama There, Indian slaves, using thousands of mules and carts, transported 
the gold along hazardous jungle trails across the Panamanian 
Isthmus from the Pacific to the Atlantic, a distance of approximately sixty miles 
Many slaves succumbed to the rigors of this journey which took them through 
a malaria-infested country filled with poisonous reptiles~ crocodiles, and 
savage Indian tribes. Reaching the Atlantic Ocean, the Inca loot was carried in 
large barges along the Colombian coast to Cartagena, the most important city 
in the Old Spanish Main, and of particular value because of its great natural 
port. 

 

 
Twice each year, Spanish armadas would travel across the Atlantic from 
Seville to Cartagena to pick up the vast cargo of ever-increasing gold treasure 
and precious gems, returning it to Spain. News of this enormous treasure 
trove resting in the vaults at Cartagena spread like wild fire in. the pirate 
world, which quickly went into action. 

 

 
Robert Baal was the first corsair to arrive at Cartagena, in 1543, just ten years 
after the founding of the city. One can judge Cartagena’s spectacular rise to 
wealth from the fact that this one freebooter, alone, took from the young pueblo 
gold valued at approaching 100,000 pounds which would certainly be worth ten 
times that amount today. A few years later, the French buccaneer, Martin Cote, 
captured the city and took away almost as much loot. 

 
 
But Cartagena, learning from its tragedies, greatly strengthened its defenses, 
building huge fortresses with walls eight feet thick, in strategic locations 



 

around the city, mounted with heavy cannon, much larger and deadlier than 
any pirate ships could carry. 

 

 
Martin Cote, seeking a repeat performance, returned again, but failed to 
capture the city. Even the notorious John Hawkins attempted to defeat the 
Spanish garrison in 1565 and again in 1568, but was doomed to disappoint- 
ment. Later, in 1586, the notorious sea-rover, Sir Francis Drake, tried his luck. 
Arriving with twenty vessels and 1,300 men, he attacked and finally 
conquered Cartagena, with a loss of two hundred of his brigands. He not only 
captured a great quantity of Inca treasure, but forced the Spaniards to pay a 
huge ransom for the deliverance of their city. On passing through the narrow 
channel between the two small, but heavily-fortified islands of Boca Chica and 
Boca Grande on his way out to the open sea, Spanish batteries in concealed 
forts on either side of the channel opened fire, sinking at least six of Drake’s 
richly-laden treasure ships. This was the first instance during which pirate 
vessels had been attacked after successfully looting the city, thus forming the 
nucleus of dozens of other treasure ships which were sent to the bottom 
during the course of the next hundred years. 

 

 
Late in the seventeenth century, the scourge of the Spanish Main, Henry 
Morgan, together with two French buccaneers named Baron de Pointis and 
Jean Baptiste Ducasse, with a pirate force of 10,000 men, conducted a bloody 
twenty-day siege, almost destroying the town. After thoroughly sacking the 
beleaguered city, they departed, taking with them seven million pesos in gold 
and an undetermined amount of Inca treasure. After heading for the open sea, 
their ships were attacked by concealed batteries, and several were lost under 
a barrage of Spanish cannon fire. 

 
 
With the city being sacked regularly by hordes of armed pirates, King Philip III 
of Spain in 1630 ordered the construction of a gigantic fortress to be built high 
on a hill overlooking the Bay of Cartagena, and armed with the heaviest 
cannon available. This massive bastion, named San Felipe, in honor of the 
Spanish king, was honeycombed with a myriad of tunnels, some descending to 
a depth of 130 feet. Architects consider San Felipe one of the greatest 
military installations ever constructed. The tunnels were built in such a manner 
that Spanish soldiers, hiding in secondary narrow archways, and without 
revealing their own presence to the enemy, could actually see and kill the 
invaders as they walked along the principal channels of the tunnel. This was 
accomplished by a series of fresh-air vents along the main passageway, 
which allowed a certain amount of light to filter through, while secondary 
tunnels leading off on either side remained in Stygian darkness. 



 
 
When San Felipe was finally completed in 1657 the Spanish Governor of 
Cartagena personally delivered the bill to King Philip. It amounted to 
approximately eleven million gold ducats, a fabulous fortune in that era. It is 
said that the King was quite overcome with the enormity of the cost and, taking 
a telescope, climbed to a high hill in the vicinity of his palace in Granada, 
intent upon observing the fortification first-hand, insisting that any fort in the 
New World costing that much money surely ought to be visible from Spain with 
the aid of a telescope. 

 
 
But regardless of the cost, San Felipe, now fortified with heavy armament, 
proved its worth in what is known as the battle of battles. In 1741 England, 
which was then waging war against Spain, sent a fleet of ships and 27,000 
troops under the command of Admiral Edward Vernon against Cartagena. So 
certain of victory was he, that he brought along a box of medals with which to 
decorate himself after his victory - a victory which was to be denied him. 

 
 
After weeks of savage warfare, during which the guns of San Felipe played a 
vital role, the cadavers of some 10,000 Englishmen were left on the 
Colombian sands. The defense of the city added fame to an already illustrious 
soldier of Spain, Don Blas de Lezo, affectionately known as “half a man” by 
his stalwart Spanish soldiers, as in previous battles he had lost a leg, an arm, 
and an eye, but fought as though these were unneeded trifles. Amazingly 
enough, the Spanish garrison was manned by only 465 soldiers and this 
handful of men gave Britain one of the worst naval defeats in its history. 

 

 
It is believed that many of the tunnels under San Felipe Fort, now filled with 
rubble and closed to the public, still conceal a fortune in gold doubloons 
brought there by the Spaniards to keep them from falling into the hands of the 
Colombian revolutionary army in the war for independence in 1813. Just a few 
years ago, laborers clearing one of the myriad of tunnels, unearthed a chest of 
gold doubloons, each about the size of a shilling, and reddish in color. Not 
realizing their value, they sold them on the streets of Cartagena for just a 
fraction of their true worth. 

 
 
But even more important, skin-divers and underwater explorers have now 
located the wrecks of seven sunken vessels, some of them lying in the Bay of 
Cartagena, while others are located nearby in the deeper waters of the Carib- 
bean. It has now been ascertained that most of these ships once belonged to 
pirate armadas which were scurrying to the open sea, their holds heavily- 
laden with treasure and priceless jewels. 



 
 
Today Cartagena is a city of swaying palms, lush flowers, and blue skies, 
basking in a year-round tropical climate. Walking down the narrow streets of 
the Old Quarter, it is easy to imagine that you have been transported back 
several centuries to the days of the Spanish Conquistadores. In fact, very little 
has changed. The Palace of the Inquisition still remains intact, with all its 
devious methods of torture, and ancient buildings are still embellished with 
quaint balconies festooned with pink and red geraniums. But most amazing of 
all, great segments of the high walls and fortresses, built by the Spaniards 
completely round the city to ward off the frequent forays of pirates and 
buccaneers, still remain. 

 
 
Beyond the confines of the Old City, however, Cartagena has taken on the air 
of a gay and capricious resort. Luxury hotels and modem apartment buildings 
are scattered along the vast expanse of golden beaches that run for seemingly 
endless miles. At night, under the tropical stars, while a balmy Caribbean 
breeze blows across the city, tourists from all parts of the world dance to the 
rhythmic strains of the cumbia, and other typical Colombian folk music. 

 
 
But the ancient Spanish galleon treasure ships lying beneath the blue placid 
waters of the Caribbean these many centuries have not been forgotten. In 
ever-increasing numbers, underwater explorers, armed with the most modern 
electronic devices, are arriving in Cartagena intent upon locating the sunken 
wrecks of these treasure vessels, oftentimes buried under tons of silt. It has 
been rumored that one young Scandinavian from Stockholm, who has been 
skin-diving in the Bay of Cartagena for the past five years, has reclaimed a 
veritable treasure of sunken pirate gold from one vessel, alone. 

 
 
Naturally, those who have been fortunate enough to uncover buccaneer loot 
are loath to talk about it, as there are strict laws in most of the South American 
countries prohibiting the removal of what is known as “national treasure”. 
Beyond the three-mile limit, however, in international waters, are still other 
clusters of sunken pirate and Spanish treasure ships, casualties which 
occurred during running sea battles. 

 
 
Here, then, is a new challenge for those who lust for gold, but one requiring 
underwater skills, modern techniques, and above all, patience. To men who 
have the courage, stamina, and the fortitude to succeed in these shark and 
barracuda - infested waters, Cartagena offers a rich bonanza in ancient 
Spanish treasures. 



 

Chapter 3 
The Quest for El Dorado 

 
 
Every afternoon at three o’clock, weather permitting, Corporal José Daza of 
the Royal Battalion of Spanish Volunteers left the military barracks on the 
edge of the sprawling Indian pueblo of Quitu, and walked slowly up a steep 
winding trail that led to the summit of a small mountain which, because of its 
peculiar shape, was known to the Spaniards as Panecillo, or “small loaf of 
bread”. It was here that during past centuries the Indian tribes had gathered 
early each morning to perform their paganistic rituals dedicated to the worship 
of the sun, the most powerful deity in their strange and complex religion. But 
now, since the Spaniards had come, pagan practices were prohibited, and the 
small stone altar used by the Inca high priest in his religious rites had been 
destroyed. 

 
 
But the top of Panecilo was a wonderful place for contemplation, especially for 
a homesick young soldier. Somehow, it reminded him of the green hills of the 
Basque country of Spain, and as he looked about over the vast valleys below, 
he wondered if ever again he would see his native land, his ageing parents, 
and his young brothers and sisters. 

 
 
Lying on the soft grass flecked with a sea of yellow buttercups, he distinctly 
heard the sounds of saws and hammers as the Spaniards worked feverishly 
to transform the Indian pueblo of Quitu into a permanent bastion. The year 
was 1540, and the Spanish conquest of Ecuador was well underway. Palm- 
thatched huts were being torn down, and in their place, adobe buildings 
topped with pink tiled roofs were rising rapidly. From his vantage point, José 
could clearly see seven snow-capped peaks in the far distance, among them 
Cotopaxi, Chimborazo, and Cayambe, some of the highest mountains in the 
world, while the sound of galloping horses on the narrow cobblestone streets 
far below was plainly audible to his ears. 

 
 
This was a beautiful new world, to be sure, but although he had only arrived 
six months before, José was already sorely disappointed. In Spain he had 
heard of the tremendous fortune of gold and jewels that the brave and 
illustrious General Francisco Pizarro and his small but courageous band of 
Conquistadores had wrested from Cuzco and other Inca cities Simple soldiers 
like José had become rich almost overnight, and in fact, some had already 
returned to Spain where they bought beautiful haciendas and married hot- 
blooded voluptuous Spanish senoritas 



 
 
José had been born in Elizondo, in the heart of the Pyrenees, and not far from 
the French border Like his father, he had been trained in the art of stone- 
cutting, a trade which paid little money, but fortunately, churches and 
cathedrals were always being built, and as a result, stone cutters prospered 
But one autumn day, shortly after he had passed his twenty-first birthday, his 
employer had sent him to Barcelona to inquire about a supply of Italian marble 
for the new cathedral, and while there, José had heard the story of the great 
conquest of South America by the Conquistadores and of the amazing 
treasures of gold and jewels which they had captured after bloody encounters 
with tribes of savage Indians who lived in a faraway land which they called the 
“New World”. 

 
 
In Barcelona, José learned that young Spaniards in good health could 
volunteer for service under the banner of their illustrious king, and that in 
addition to their pay of approximately two dollars a month, they would receive 
a fair share of any booty captured from the hostile Indians. 

 
 
It was a wonderful opportunity and from the tales he had heard, José came to 
the conclusion that if he was willing to risk his life, and endure untold 
hardships, it was quite possible that he, too, could return to Spain a wealthy 
man, and take his choice of the lovely senoritas who now looked at him with 
disdain because of his lowly station in life. That night, before sundown, he 
volunteered, and the next morning, together with a hundred other lusty young 
men, José was sent aboard a sailing vessel bound for the New World. 

 
 
Months later, the small ship docked at the port of Guayaquil on the coast of 
Ecuador, and José’s unit had been sent overland on foot to Quitu, northern 
capital of the Incan Empire, for training. 

 
 
Day after day under the leadership of battle-scarred Conquistadores, the young 
recruits were drilled in the art of warfare, not only using the world- famous 
Toledo blades, but becoming experts as well with the crossbow, and the 
harquebus, an ancient muzzle-loading firearm, much feared by the Indians not 
because of the bullets, which seldom hit the mark, but rather because of the 
tremendous noise they made when fired. 

 
 
All of the Conquistadores, old-timers and royal recruits, eagerly looked 
forward to the day when they would be led into battle against the Incas, 
capturing their cities and villages and returning loaded with all the gold they 
could carry and, perhaps, a pocketful of emeralds. But the days had passed 



 

and nothing ever happened. And even worse, when José’s commanding 
officer learned he was a professional stonecutter, he was assigned to 
teaching his trade to captive Indians, and was put to work helping build a new 
cathedral on the great plaza in the centre of the city, on the site of which had 
stood the Incan Temple of the Sun. 

 
 
And so, one by one, José’s dreams vanished, and he was reduced to the 
stark realization that there was no more gold to be had, and that the Inca 
strongholds had all been captured and despoiled long before he had ever 
arrived in the New World. All of these thoughts flashed bitterly through his 
mind on this beautiful afternoon when, tired after a hard day’s work on the 
new cathedral, he lay on the soft warm earth atop Panecillo and absent- 
mindedly tossed buttercups over the edge of a cliff. 

 
 
From the corner of his eye, he saw a bedraggled-looking Indian walking slowly 
up the trail. His cushma, an ankle-length robe, was in tatters and a blood- 
soaked bandage was wrapped around his left arm. Subconsciously, José 
fingered the dagger dangling from his belt. One could never trust the Indians, 
who had become exceedingly hostile since the Spaniards had sacked their 
cities and raped their women. 

 
 
As the wounded man approached, he stopped momentarily and looked down 
at José. The Spaniard watched him quizzically. The Indian was a young man 
about his own age, and because he wore a bright red bird plume in his 
headband, José surmised that he was some kind of sub-chief from a 
neighboring tribe. The Indian hesitated and was about to continue on up the 
trail when suddenly he stopped and said courteously: 

 
 
“Would the white stranger mind if I rested just a moment? My arm,” he said, 
pointing to the bandage, gives me much pain. 

 

 
“It’s all right,” José assured him. 

 
 
The Indian sat down heavily and a long sigh escaped his lips. 
“You look tired,” José told him. 

 
 
“I have returned from a very long journey,” the Indian answered, and then 
suddenly untying a small leather bag from around his neck, said: “Perhaps the 
young stranger would be interested in buying a green stone?” 

 
 
José’s eyes widened. The Indian was evidently talking about emeralds, the 



 

most precious jewels in the world, something he had wanted to lay his hands 
on all this while, but had never as much as seen one during the six months of 
his service. The Indian opened the neck of a leather pouch and poured out 
two small but brilliant emeralds into the palm of his hand. The tropical sun 
caught their reflection and a myriad of sparkling green lights accentuated the 
brilliance of the gems. José tried to speak, but suddenly realized his throat 
was parched. 

 
 
“I am just a poor soldier,” he finally managed to blurt out, “but what do you 
want for them?” 

 
 
The Indians bounced the stones up and down in his hand, searching the eyes 
of the greedy Spaniard. 

 
 
“Not much,” he said. “Perhaps a horse, if you have one. 

 
 
José shook his head. “I haven’t any,” he admitted, “but look . . .“ He dived into 
his pocket and brought forth three gold doubloons, all the money he had been 
able to save since leaving Spain. “With these,” he told the Indian, “you can 
buy a horse in Quitu or, perhaps, even a harquebus. . . but it’s all I have. . .“ 

 
 
José did not want to disillusion the Indian too quickly. A horse, the most prized 
of all Spanish imports to the New World, would cost at least a thousand times 
more, but this was no tune to quibble. José wanted those emeralds desper- 
ately. The Indian studied his face for a long moment and then, finally selecting 
one of the gems, held it up close to José’s face, and said: 

 
 
“It is agreed, but for this one, only.” 

 
 
And so the sale was made. José’s heart sang, for he knew that even this 
small stone, no larger than his thumbnail, would bring a fantastic price once 
he returned to his homeland. 

“I would show you one more thing,” the Indian added. “It may interest you.” 

He opened wide the small leather sack and took out a jewel that made José 
gasp with astonishment. It was an emerald, almost as large as a hen’s egg, a 
deep dark green, and bi-sected with shadows found only in the very finest of 
stones. It was worth a King’s ransom! 

 
 
“This one I do not sell,” the Indian said. 



 
 
“But where . . . where did you get it?” asked José unbelievingly. 

 
 
The Indian smiled. “Not far from here,” he replied. “Only twelve days away - in 
that direction,” he said, pointing to the northeast. “There is a sacred lake 
called Guatavita. At the edge of the lake is the village of a very important 
chieftain. I have seen him with my own eyes, and I speak the truth. In the 
centre of the village is a temple in which are many images of his gods, all 
made from gold, and their eyes are emeralds, such as that which I have here. 
Each evening at sunset, the wives of the chieftain bathe his body with oils, 
and cover it with a thick crust of gold. Just as the sun disappears, he dives 
into the water of the sacred lake to wash away the gold. But that is only the 
beginning. Afterwards, the high priests and the virgins come to the edge of 
their sacred lake and throw handfuls of these green stones into the water, 
while others, carrying blocks of gold so heavy it is almost impossible to lift 
them, drop them into the sacred lake. I tell you, white stranger,” the Indian 
said, “there is so much gold around this lake that you can pick up handfuls of 
the yellow dust wherever you look, and not far away, behind the village, is a 
black mountain whose sides are covered with green shining stones, many of 
them much larger than the one I have here. 

 

 
The story seemed preposterous to José. And yet, in contemplation, he realized 
that anything was possible here in the New World. Had not General Francisco 
Pizarro shod his horses with gold? And yet another Conquistador, Jimenez de 
Quesada, had but recently returned to Spain with seven thousand emeralds 
which he had found in Colombia. Why would this unknown Indian 
tell him such a fantastic story if it were not true? He had no reason to lie 
because he knew that José was just a simple soldier. But the Indian had 
offered proof. José had seen the scintillating green emerald as large as a 
hen’s egg which the Indian claimed had come from this mysterious village. 

 
 
José trembled with excitement. Perhaps this Indian was the key to the fortune 
which the Spaniards had been seeking, thus far, in vain. 

 
 
“And what is the name of this chieftain who wears the suit of gold?” José 
asked eagerly. 

 

 
We call him, the Indian replied, El Dorado, the Golden One.” 
“And you say,” José continued excitedly, “that he lives on the shore of a 
sacred lake called Guatavita just twelve days away?” 
The Indian nodded. 



 
 
“Well,” José concluded as he stood up and brushed the dried grass from the 
back of his pants, “I must hurry back to my barracks.” 

 
 
Tightly clutching his newly-acquired emerald in the palm of his sweaty hand, 
he literally ran down the trail to the barracks and babbled out the story of his 
strange encounter with the Indian to his sergeant. The sergeant repeated it to 
the lieutenant, and before nightfall, it had reached the ears of Gonzalo Pizarro, 
who had recently been appointed Commander and Governor of the Province 
of Quitu by his brother, General Francisco Pizarro. 

 
 
Later that night in a veil of secrecy, Gonzalo called a meeting of his trusted 
officers in the Governor’s palace. Among them was the one-eyed General 
Francisco de Orellana, a seasoned veteran of the Conquistadores. He had 
been responsible for driving the savage Indians out of the coastal areas of 
Ecuador, allowing convoys of Spanish ships safely to enter the port of 
Guayaquil. In one desperate battle, an Indian lance had plucked out an eye, 
and his leathery skin bore the scars of a dozen wounds Because of his 
prowess as a soldier and leader the Spanish king had bestowed upon him 
great honors as well as several large tracts of land in the vicinity of Guayaquil, 
which he now farmed with the assistance of several hundred black slaves he 
had imported from the Indies. 

 
 
Once assembled in the newly constructed adobe palace, the high-ranking 
Conquistadores lost no time in discussing José’s encounter with the Indian 
and the story of the “Golden One”. The young Corporal, José Daza, was 
brought under guard to the meeting, and questioned closely. He repeated the 
facts over and over again, and answered all questions put to him to the best of 
his ability. At the conclusion of the conference, Gonzalo Pizarro addressed his 
compatriots: 

 
 
“We must lose no time in forming an expedition to find this fabulous land of El 
Dorado,” he said. “The rumors of the ‘Golden One’ will soon spread through 
the city, like trails of gunpowder set afire, and if we do not leave at once, there 
are others who might succeed in capturing these treasures of gold and jewels 
under our very noses. 

 
 
General Orellana was directed to depart the next morning for Guayaquil 
where he was to purchase horses and supplies, and return with a contingent 
of veterans skilled in Indian fighting. Meanwhile, Gonzalo would gather his 
own men and great quantities of supplies. Immediately upon Orellana’s return, 



 

the two would combine forces and take off for the fabled land of riches. 
 
 
News of the expedition soon set Quitu ablaze. The name of “El Dorado” was 
on everyone’s lips, and soldiers begged to be taken along on the forthcoming 
expedition, each of them dreaming of acquiring great wealth such as their 
brother Conquistadores had achieved in the capture of Cuzco and other Incan 
cities far to the south, in Peru. José had been assigned to the expedition in 
the hope that on the momentous journey to a land never before visited by 
white men, he might possibly lead them to the “Golden One”. 

 
 
As the days passed, jealous passions flared in the heart of Gonzalo Pizarro 
and an inborn selfishness caused him to wonder why his own expedition could 
not journey to El Dorado without the aid and assistance of the one-eyed 
General, a man whom the soldiers adored and worshipped as an indomitable 
hero. 

 
 
Finally, a month later, he decided to wait no longer for the return of Orellana, 
and Pizarro, together with over four hundred Spanish soldiers (about half of 
them mounted), four thousand Indian men and women acting as porters and 
servants, two thousand dogs, many of which had been especially bred for 
eating, four thousand hogs, to assure a goodly supply of bacon, and a vast 
herd of llamas, left Quitu and heading in a north-easterly direction, 
disappeared into the desolate snow-capped Andean peaks On their historic 
journey. 

 
 
For three long days, the expedition, advancing at a slow pace because of its 
enormous and unwieldy size, forged onward without incident. But it was tile 
only peace that they were to find for the next several months. 

 
 
On the morning of the fourth day they were attacked without warning by bands 
of savage Indians, and according to a written report later sent by Gonzalo 
Pizarro to the King of Spain, their poison-tipped arrows darkened the sky, 
nearly blotting out the sun. Fortunately, the Conquistadores were protected at 
least in part by their steel breast plates and other pieces of armor, but during 
the ensuing engagement, several Spaniards were killed together with a few of 
their prized horses. In the mêlée, dozens of Indians, most of whom had been 
forced to join the expedition against their will, fled into the deep underbrush and 
were never seen again. It was almost as though the savages had had advance 
knowledge of the movements of the expedition, and had lain in wait 
in well-concealed positions to launch their attack. 



 

Corporal José Daza in his first battle against the common enemy proved to be 
a courageous soldier. Armed with his Toledo blade and his thick leather 
shield, tough enough to ward off the arrows and poisoned darts of the Indians, 
he led several sorties on foot against their adversaries, routing them from their 
hiding places and sending them into a disorderly retreat. During one of his 
encounters, be saw an Indian on a knoll shooting arrows so rapidly at 
Pizarro’s soldiers that his right arm was in a continuous blur. Their eyes 
clashed momentarily, and José recognized his antagonist - he was the same 
Indian from whom he had purchased the emerald! Now dressed only in brief 
loin cloth, his body painted with horizontal red and green stripes and his wild 
black hair cascading across his shoulders, the Indian presented a fierce and 
terrifying appearance. 

 
 
But before José had a chance of engaging him in combat the savage had 
slipped away into the dense jungle and disappeared. The sight of the Indian 
catapulted José into a peculiar dilemma and for the first time, he realized that 
the painted warrior might have deliberately concocted the story about the 
fabled “El Dorado” in an effort to lure the Spaniards into a trap with the hope 
that they would be completely annihilated. It could well have been their way of 
striking back at the Conquistadores in retaliation for the Incas’ defeat and 
subjugation in Peru. 

 
 
Later, after the battle had subsided, Corporal Daza was tempted to seek out 
Pizarro to tell him of his strange foreboding, and yet hesitated because if the 
Conquistadores had been deliberately drawn into an entrapment, there was 
little doubt, he reasoned, that the entire blame would fall upon his shoulders, 
and so he decided to say nothing and see what the future might bold. He still 
remembered the sparkling emerald as large as a hen’s egg which the warrior 
had shown him, and there was still that remote possibility that the Indian might 
have been telling the truth. 

 
 
Seven days later, after battling a dozen other savage tribes on their way 
towards the crest of the snow-capped Andes which they had to cross in order 
to reach the mythical village of the “Golden One”, Pizarro and his followers 
toiled slowly through drifts of snow and ice that clogged the upper reaches of 
the great mountains. If their hardships had seemed unbearable thus far, they 
now appeared almost insurmountable. No wood was available building fires, 
and the barefooted, poorly-clad Indians suffered excruciating torture from the 
elements as well as rarefied air. By early morning, dozens of them had frozen 
to death, and their corpses were left lying in the snow, later to be devoured by 
the huge carrion-eating condors that made their nests in the perpendicular 



 

cliffs in the windswept mountains. The livestock, too, with the exception of the 
llamas, were also victims of the freezing blasts, and it was a pitiful and ragged 
little army that finally reached the 14,000 foot pass that led downward to the 
green impenetrable jungle far below. 

 
 
Reaching the Rain Forest they fought their way onward and weeks later, 
arrived at the bank of the Coca River where they hastily erected a barricade to 
fend off the Indians and allow them to plan their future strategy. 

 

 
Nearly a third of the valiant Conquistadores had died en route, and their 
livestock was seriously depleted. Only a few hundred Indians had survived the 
ordeal, not counting those who had escaped to freedom. It was one of the 
darkest moments not only in the life of the indefatigable Gonzalo Pizarro, but 
also for the Conquistadores who had hoped to discover Guatavita, the sacred 
lake, and treasures of gold and precious jewels, but found instead only 
bewilderment, despair, and sudden death. 

 
 
Gonzalo Pizarro’s expedition in search of the “Golden One” had left Quitu at 
the end of 1540. It was not until one month later that the one-eyed General 
Francisco de Orellana, together with a small but courageous band of mailed 
Conquistadores numbering about fifty, and a thousand lowland Indians, finally 
arrived in Quitu after a long and near-disastrous overland trip from Guayaquil. 
He was furious to learn that Pizarro had gone on without him and hurriedly 
purchasing additional livestock to replenish the losses he had incurred 
traveling from the coast, set out almost immediately on Pizarro’s trail, hoping to 
overtake him as soon as possible. Time after time, his group, too, was 
attacked by ferocious Indians, but his Conquistadores were all wily, seasoned 
combatants and under the direction and military genius of Orellana were able 
to beat off all attacks, though not without considerable losses. Following 
Pizarro’s trail was not difficult, for nearly every mile of the torturous way was 
dotted with corpses. 

 
 
Several weeks later, Orellana’s expedition arrived at the Rio Coca and there 
was a great reunion between the two forces, each swearing loyalty to their 
King and renewing their pledges to find “El Dorado”. Their words were brave 
but meaningless, for the cold fact remained that they were on the verge of 
starvation. Crossbowmen were sent out into the jungle to hunt food. 
Occasionally they found a tapir or deer, but even a small sloth or a monkey 
was jubilantly brought back to camp. Soon, they were reduced to eating their 
leather saddles and boots, which they boiled in huge iron cauldrons. Their 
wounded died from malnutrition and lack of medical supplies, while those who 



 

had managed to endure the terrifying journey now resembled walking 
skeletons. Indians whom the soldiers had occasionally captured told Pizarro 
that further downriver were several Indian villages where game was plentiful 
and corn could be obtained in great quantities. After a long discussion 
between the two leaders, it was decided that a brigantine should be built 
immediately, and sent out in search of food. 

 
 
Trees were felled and later converted into planks. The men worked diligently 
night and day, realizing that they were fighting against time and unless food 
was found quickly, they would all perish. 

 
 
When the brigantine was completed, it resembled a large flat-bottomed row 
boat, and was about thirty feet in length with ample space for eight to ten 
oarsmen. In addition, it carried a mast and large sail which, when the winds 
were favorable, would accelerate its speed. 

 
 
Choosing fifty-nine of the strongest Conquistadores from among the survivors, 
Orellana took charge of the new expedition and early one morning set sail 
down the Rio Coca, hoping to return within just a few days with ample 
supplies of food In order to protect the brigantine against attack, it was 
surrounded by eight large Indian canoes manned by Conquistadores. But 
during subsequent battles with the Indians, it was soon discovered that it was 
impossible for the crossbowmen and harquebusiers to fire their weapons 
accurately from their positions in the narrow, round-bottomed canoes, and 
after the Indians succeeded m tipping over several of them, with great loss of 
life, a second and larger brigantine was constructed and the two ships, the old 
San Pedro, and the newly christened Victoria, offering greater protection for 
each other, successfully worked their way together down the vast network of 
the inland waterway. 

 
 
Among those who accompanied the expedition was Corporal Daza, who 
fortunately had remained unscathed and because of his youth and vigor, had 
thus far avoided the many tropical diseases to which others had fallen victim. 

 
 
Two days later, the brigantines left the Coca and entered a broad swift river 
which we know today as the Napo. Keeping their course downstream, they 
sailed on day after day, fighting off Indian attacks with regularity, invading 
Indian villages in search of food, but finding barely enough to keep them from 
starvation. To add to their nightmare of horror, they were continually plagued 
with swarms of mosquitoes, and on more than one occasion, attacked by giant 
black crocodiles, as well as a great variety of poisonous reptiles. 



 
 
According to the pre-arranged plan, Pizarro and his soldiers were to work their 
way by land down the banks of the Coca, following the course set by the 
brigantines and eventually reunite with Orellana’s party, but as the days passed 
and their situation remained desperate, Orellana worried about the 
fate of his compatriots, and whether or not they had been able to survive their 
ordeal. He offered huge rewards to any of his Conquistadores who would 
volunteer to return on foot and advise Pizarro of their predicament, but none 
would leave the ships. 

 
 
Orellana then decreed that henceforth the San Pedro and the Victoria would 
continue under the flag of Guayaquil, and while he remained loyal to his King 
and Pizarro, the expedition would be solely under his command. At this time 
no one had given a second thought to the “Golden One” of the sacred lake, 
and the men would gladly have exchanged all of the gold and jewels of this 
mythical jungle kingdom for a bowl of corn. 

 
 
Orellana never discovered the immense treasure he had hoped to find, but on 
12th February, 1542, his brigantines, with the flags of Spain and Guayaquil 
flying from their mastheads, entered a river so large as to stagger the im- 
agination. Unknowingly, the valorous one-eyed knight, Francisco de Orellana, 
had led his little band of valiant explorers across an uncharted continent and 
had accidentally discovered the world’s greatest river - the Amazon. Those on 
the brigantines decided to call it the Rio Orellana, while at other times it was 
known as the San Francisco, or the Rio Quitu, but none of these names was 
to endure. 

 
 
Weeks later, while traveling eastward in its swift waters, the brigantines were 
attacked by a desperate band of Indians whose chieftains, much to their 
amazement, were tall, broad-shouldered full-bosomed women, and who wore 
as a mark of authority brilliantly dyed cloaks made from vicuna skins. They 
fought viciously, deluging the ships with a rain of arrows as they slowly 
passed. After several harrowing months during which they were attacked 
intermittently by other tribes, Orellana and his men had sailed their small 
vessels the entire length of the Amazon, emerging into the Atlantic. They then 
turned northward and worked their way back to Panama. While resting from 
the arduous hardships they had encountered, they told of the strange women 
of “Amazon” proportions who had attacked them. The story spread rapidly and 
from that day on, the river was referred to as the Amazon. 



 

Meanwhile, back in his jungle encampment on the Rio Coca, Gonzalo Pizarro 
waited in vain for the return of the brigantines and then, finally deciding that 
the entire party had been killed or lost, began a painful retreat to Quitu, 
arriving there many weeks later with only eighty survivors. 

 
 
The search for El Dorado and the ultimate discovery of the Amazon proved to 
be more disastrous than any other Spanish expedition in the New World, 
including the Conquest of the Incas, and cost the lives of over four thousand 
Indians, as well as three hundred Spanish soldiers. 

 

 
But El Dorado continues to lure those with the lust for riches and the spirit of 
adventure, and over the centuries, hundreds of expeditions have gone in 
search of this fabled land of gold and emeralds. Both have been found in 
great quantities, but not in the mythical kingdom of the “Golden One”, who 
historians are now convinced was a figment of the imagination and created 
solely to lure the unsuspecting Spaniards to their doom. 

 
 
After his long and harrowing trip, Corporal José Daza finally returned to his 
home in Elizondo. His only possession of any value was the small emerald he 
had purchased years before from an unknown Indian on the hill just on the 
outskirts of Quitu. But his fame as a member of Orellana’s expedition had 
preceded him and he became a national hero, eventually marrying a beautiful 
and wealthy young senorita from Madrid. 

 
 
There is little doubt that Francisco de Orellana’s discovery of the Amazon 
ranks as one of the greatest feats of valor and courage of all time. The 
“Golden One” had eluded the Conquistadores but they had found an “El 
Dorado” that was to emblazon their names in the pages of history for as long 
as man lives. 



 

Chapter 4 
The Treasure of Sangay 

 
 
Even by modern standards, the Incas are considered among the world’s finest 
road-builders. Their highways, many of which are still in use today, led not 
only along the Pacific coastal areas within their empire, but extended in 
various directions through mountainous as well as jungle terrain. They were 
probably the first in the Western Hemisphere to coat their principal stone 
highways with tar, obtained from the numerous tar-pits found in the vicinity of 
Talara in Northern Peru. The ancient stoves and huge clay pots in which they 
boiled their tar are still in evidence throughout this oil-rich region. 

 

 
Recently, Dr. Kurt Von Ritter, a Swiss-born archaeologist, discovered a secret 
llama trail that led from Cuzco in a north-easterly direction over snow-capped 
Andean peaks and great expanses of the Ecuadorian Rain Forest to the base 
of Sangay, the world’s most active volcano. Dr. Von Ritter believed that just 
before the capture of Cuzco by General Francisco Pizarro and his 
Conquistadores, the Incas succeeded in transporting a large portion of their 
treasures out of their southern capital over the secret llama trail that led from 
Cuzco in a north-easterly direction over snow-capped Andean peaks and 
great expanses of the Ecuadorian Rain Forest to the base of Sangay, the 
world’s most active volcano. Dr. Von Ritter believed that just before the 
capture of Cuzco by General Francisco Pizarro and his Conquistadores, the 
Incas succeeded in transporting a large portion of their treasures out of their 
southern capital over the secret llama trail to Sangay, where they buried it on 
the steaming slopes of their “fire-god”. 

 
 
To prove his theory, Von Ritter spent months and years in his perilous quest 
for this hidden treasure. Whether or not he succeeded is still a subject of 
conjecture. Perhaps it is better for the reader to draw his own conclusions. 

 

 
Let us go back and reconstruct those hectic days preceding the capture of 
Cuzco by the Spanish invaders: 

 
 
During the torrid, sweltering months of August until November of 1533, over 
ten thousand perspiring semi-nude Incas worked feverishly among the 
tremendous perpendicular lava cliffs of the volcano, El Sangay, their sacred 
“fire-god”, carefully lowering into a deep crevasse thousands of golden idols 
and sacred relics torn from their temples and carried by countless llama 
caravans to this desolate Ecuadorian jungle area in order to keep their 



 

religious treasures from the hated mail-clad Spanish warriors who, even then, 
were closing in upon their holy citadel in search of golden loot. 

 

 
Into the yawning gorge, nearly a half-mile wide, was buried one of the greatest 
golden treasures ever known to man; it included not only their pagan idols, but 
the most lavish and costly possessions of the Incan royalty - gold plates, cups 
and saucers, thousands of intricate, delicately-carved chalices inlaid with 
precious jewels, tremendous blocks of pure gold which once served as 
sacrificial altars, and leather casks filled with sparkling emeralds that had but 
recently adorned the Temple of the Virgins of the Sun. 

 
 
As soon as the crevasse in the side of this fire-belching thundering volcano 
was filled, the fissure was covered first with tree branches, and then with tons 
of volcanic rock and ashes. One day, when the greedy Spaniards were driven 
back to their ships, the Incas hoped to rebuild their religious temples and 
uncover their golden idols. But until that time, these would remain inviolate 
under the protection of their powerful and sacred “fire-god”, El Sangay. 

 
 
This, then, is but one of the many legends concerning the lost gold of the 
Incas. 

 
 
For centuries, archaeologists and treasure hunters have sought the golden 
hoard of the Incas, but their quests have always been in vain. For many years, 
it was believed that they had secretly carted their religious statues and golden 
bric-à-brac high up in the Andes and thrown them into Lake Titicaca, lying 
between Peru and Bolivia, but skin divers have carefully searched beneath 
the cold choppy waters of Titicaca without unearthing a single clue in support 
of this premise 

 

 
Other expeditions have thoroughly scoured countless lakes and rivers 
throughout the old Incan Empire in the hope of locating the missing treasure, 
but in spite of intensive efforts, most of these quests have ended in failure. 

 
 
It was only within the past few years that Dr. Kurt Von Ritter may have come 
upon a clue that will eventually lead to the solution of this centuries-old 
mystery. 

 
 
But getting Dr. Von Ritter to disclose his secret was a most difficult matter. 
Although I had known him for nearly a year and often visited his home, he 
remained adamant and silent about the many rumors one heard concerning 
his knowledge of the missing treasure. But all men are loquacious at heart, 



 

under certain circumstances, and one evening over a cold bottle of beer at a 
small cantina on the outskirts of Quito, he began telling me his strange and 
unusual story. 

 
 
“Stubbornness can be a fault,” he said grimly, as he wiped the foam from his 
tipper lip with the back of his strong hand. “In fact, in my case, it has been a 
personal calamity.” 

 
 
He went on to explain that while doing archaeological work in Peru over ten 
years ago, he first became interested in the lost treasure of the Incas. “I read 
dozens of books on the subject,” he declared, “and in fact, everything I could 
lay my hands on. During those years I became convinced that if one could 
break down and decipher the mysterious knot messages which the Incas used 
in their communications, I might discover the one vital clue that would lead me 
to their fabulous hoard of golden treasures.” 

 
 
“Knot messages?” I broke in curiously. 

 
 
“Of course,” he apologized, “the average layman would have little knowledge of 
this subject. Well,” he continued, “the Incas had no written language, but over 
the centuries developed a method of communication known as knot messages. 
Actually, these were nothing more than a series of irregularly placed knots tied 
into strands of woven flax, and which they called quipus. But one man, and 
one man, alone, made his knot messages in finely woven strands of pure gold. 
He was Atahualpa, last Emperor of the Incas, and the golden quipu which he 
left for posterity is among the most important ever devised.” 

 
 
I started to interrupt, but Von Ritter stopped me with a wave of his hand. 

 
 
“The golden quipu,” he said, as he leaned across the table, his pale blue eyes 
boring into mine, “was made by Atahualpa while still a prisoner of General 
Francisco Pizarro. It was smuggled out of his cell and carried by one of his 
followers to the royal family who were hiding in the hills just outside the village 
of Cajamarca. Atahualpa had a premonition that he was going to be killed, in 
spite of promises to the contrary, and in those last few remaining hours of his 
life he was determined that the golden religious objects and precious jewels 
so coveted by the avaricious Spaniards would never be theirs. The thirteen 
knots which he personally tied into the slender golden rope were his final 
command to the Incas throughout his empire secretly to place at least a part 
of their treasures under the protection of their sacred fire-god, El Sangay.” 



 
 
Von Ritter went on to explain that within hours after the message of the 
golden quipu had been received, hundreds of thousands of Incas in cities and 
villages, from as far south as Cuzco, and as far north as Quito, began dis- 
mantling their temples of gold, and carrying their priceless objects down 
secret trails through the impenetrable jungles, not only towards Sangay, but to 
other pre-arranged locations, as well. 

 

 
“Of course,” he laughed, “this information did not come to me overnight. I 
spent years buying old quipus wherever I could find them in an effort to 
decipher their mysterious series of knots, but nothing ever happened. 

 
 
“An eminent archaeologist from England believed that if you ran a quipu 
through your finger-tips very rapidly, the movement would set up certain 
sound waves that would convey a telepathic message to the reader. This 
sounded intriguing,” the doctor smiled, “and for a while I thought it might work, 
but the only trouble was that every time I ran the string between my fingers I 
got a different message, never the same one twice. 

 
 
“Finally, I gave up in disgust and turned my efforts to following old Inca trails 
which ran from Cuzco northward throughout their empire. On one of these 
trips I followed an old trail which wound through and around a series of 
gigantic mountains that took me to the base of Sangay, still the world’s most 
active volcano. In computing my notes, I discovered that during my trip I had 
passed thirteen snow-capped Andean peaks! Thirteen! The same number of 
knots that Atahualpa had so carefully tied into his golden quipu. Was there a 
significance? Looking at it logically, I came to the inevitable conclusion that the 
Incas could well have buried a part of their tremendous golden treasure in the 
vicinity of their fire-god, El Sangay.” 

 
 
Dr. Von Ritter leaned forward across the table. “At this very moment,” he 
confided, “I know where the Incas buried a large portion of their golden hoard, 
but,” he added, shrugging his shoulders hopelessly, “so far it’s done me no 
good. Now that I know where it is, I still have to find a way of getting it out. If I 
can break the damnable curse of that Inca fire-god, I may eventually succeed. I 
defy anyone in the world successfully to challenge Sangay’s demoniac 
power as the Incas’ pagan protector over their fabulous buried treasure. I’ve 
tried and barely escaped with my life! 

 
 
Suddenly the doctor’s eyes became cold and bleak, as if remembering some 
horrifying incident. For several moments he remained transfixed, and then 



 

finally the spell was broken. 
 
 
“The golden quipu,” he murmured, almost inaudibly. “I’ve wished a million 
times I’d never seen it!” 

 

 
Dr. Von Ritter’s was an epic story replete with the elements of suspense, 
action and dangerous adventure. Naturally, he had no idea as to the horrors 
that lay ahead as he followed the narrow, twisting trail that the Incas had used 
over four hundred years before while carrying their gold treasures from their 
ancient southern capital to the desolate, foreboding lava cliffs of their fire-god. 
At no time did he pass through a single pueblo, but there were dozens of 
rivers filled with gigantic black crocodiles, man-eating piranhas, and enormous 
anacondas, all of which presented constant threats. It seemed as though hell 
had spewn up its most grotesque and ferocious creatures to bar his path. 
Time after time, Dr. Von Ritter was forced to circumvent tribes of the most 
savage Indians - nude, cannibalistic ape-men, from whom he fled in terror. 
And then suddenly, early one morning, he emerged upon a wide grassy 
plateau and Sangay was visible for the first time. 

 

 
“It was as though I had suddenly entered Dante’s Inferno !“ he exclaimed. 
“Gigantic flames were leaping heaven-ward from the ice-capped crater and 
the very ground upon which I stood trembled beneath the ominous roar of the 
volcano’s continuous explosions But having come this far I was not to be 
denied.” 

 
 
Detached from the main chain of the eastern Andes, Sangay juts out over the 
Amazon Basin, a fiery, ice-covered sentinel, nearly 18,000 feet high. Although 
approximately one hundred miles south of the Equator, its summit is crowned 
with a sheet of solid ice, broken only by five or six rivers of red hot lava that run 
almost continuously down its sheer cliff. At the base of its eastern slope begins 
a tropical forest which stretches for 3,000 miles ending only at the Atlantic 
Ocean. So impenetrable is this jungle that even today no one has 
ever been able to find a way of reaching Sangay from this direction. Over the 
centuries mountains of volcanic ash have formed a labyrinth of black canyons 
impossible to scale. Down each canyon, because of the almost daily torrential 
rains, cascade gigantic waterfalls and angry rivers. Truly, Sangay is a 
veritable pagan god of fire and thunder, and not only unfriendly, but deadly to 
those who have attempted to conquer it. 

 
 
As Dr. Von Ritter neared his objective, he noticed that all of the Indians had 
suddenly disappeared, afraid, no doubt of venturing too close to this Goliath, 



 

flaming terror of the Andes. He camped within one mile of its base for several 
days until, in a last earth-shaking explosion, the volcano suddenly became 
peaceful. But for how long, there was no way of knowing. He literally ran down 
the jungle trail, hoping against hope that he would have at least a few hours 
respite, time enough to make a cursory examination of the many crevasses. 
And, with luck, he might determine which one held the buried treasure he 
knew was there. 

 
 
“For three hours the volcano remained peaceful, and like a terrified wild animal 
I scurried up and down tile perpendicular cliffs, looking for a clue, a single 
solitary clue that would lead me to the treasure. But,” the doctor added, “I was 
doomed to disappointment. Suddenly, without warning, the volcano erupted, 
and I was forced to flee for my life.” 

 
 
During the weeks that followed, Dr. Von Ritter lived in a continual nightmare. 
Time after time, without any forewarning, the volcano would burst into action, 
sending huge flames and gigantic stones, many as large as a house, 
thousands of feet into the air. Finally Kurt Von Ritter gave up in disgust and 
decided to return to Quito, his quest for the golden treasure a failure. 

 
 
Late that night he came to a small village and decided to live with the primitive 
Indians until such time as he had regained his strength. His clothes were torn 
to shreds and his feet cut and bruised from the sharp volcanic rock. 
Fortunately, the Indians proved friendly and one sloe-eyed, dark-haired, 
beautiful young girl nursed him back to health. Her name was Ahana and she 
told him that he was the first white man she had ever seen. Ahana lived with 
her father and mother and two young brothers in a small palm-thatched hut, 
together with about forty other Indians of the same tribe. They were direct 
descendants of the Incas and like them worshipped the sun, but whenever 
Sangay broke out in a violent eruption they prostrated themselves in silent 
adoration. 

 
 
During the days that followed, Ahana told Von Ritter that oftentimes when 
their fire-god was sleeping, she had spent long hours on the perpendicular 
cliffs of the tam, fascinated by the strange life she found there and then one 
day she brought him a small carved figure of a woman which she claimed to 
have found on one of the slopes. Von Ritter took it in his hands studying it 
carefully, and with his thumbnail, scratched away the encrustation of lava 
powder which covered it. His heart leaped wildly as he noticed a dull yellow 
gleam emanating from the cleansed surface. The statue was of pure gold! 
This young Indian girl of sixteen had unknowingly uncovered the buried 



 

treasures which he, after months of effort, had failed to find! 
 
 
“Lovingly holding the little golden idol, a replica of Illa-Tica, Incan Goddess of 
Creation, my fatigue suddenly left me,” Dr. Von Ritter related, “and I insisted 
that Ahana show me the exact spot on the desolate slopes of Sangay where 
she had found this priceless relic. But she refused, stating that their fire-god 
would soon awaken and we would both be killed. I begged her to change her 
mind, but it was no use. Then I tried a new tactic. I seduced her, something 
she had wanted from the very beginning. But even that was not enough. 
Finally, I offered her my Omega wristwatch, my only remaining possession of 
any value. This fascinated her and she agreed to go with me, but only after the 
change of the moon, at which time, she claimed, the volcano would remain 
peaceful for a short while. Early one morning, a week later, we set out just 
before dawn and followed the narrow jungle trail until we broke out into 
the open at the base of the mountain. Here, as far as the eye could see, there 
was nothing but desolation. Centuries of hot lava had succeeded in destroying 
every living thing. Not a bird flew through the air, nor even a solitary butterfly. 
Not a blade of grass nor a single bush had grown amidst the grey cliffs of 
lava. We trudged onward, our course leading in the direction of the southern 
slope. Here, the perpendicular precipices were many and reached staggering 
heights. Oftentimes, the trail was less than a foot in width and one misstep 
would have sent us tumbling thousands of feet downward to certain death. 
Ravines were numerous and it was little wonder that I had failed to find my 
objective in this labyrinth of horror.” 

 

 
That night, they lay huddled under the new moon in a small cave. The wind 
howled mournfully through the canyons and, frightened, they clung to each 
other for comfort. Far below in the distant green jungle they heard the night 
cries of marauding animals, the mating call of a lonesome jaguar, and the roar 
of a mountain puma. Sleep was impossible. Haggard and red-eyed, the two 
were up before dawn and resumed their perilous attempt. A few hours later, 
they reached an elevation which Dr. Von Ritter judged to be about six thousand 
feet. High above them, the glistening cone of the crater sparkled ominously in 
the morning sunlight. A thick grey cloud of volcanic gas rose slowly towards the 
sky. El Sangay was asleep, but for how long? Several hours later, Ahana 
stopped at a desolate spot between two enormous gorges. 

 
 
“Here,” she said, pointing to the earth, “this is the place.” 
Von Ritter sank to the ground and surveyed the scene. Underneath him, he 
was certain that there had been at one time another deep fissure. But now it 
had been completely covered over with lava and thousands of huge volcanic 



 

rocks. A fleck of white caught his eye, and rising, he walked over to it. Digging 
carefully around the object, he unearthed a skull, a grisly reminder of an 
ancient past. But upon closer examination he saw that its frontal bone had 
been pierced with an instrument, probably an Inca scalpel. There was little 
doubt that an operation had been performed. The skull around the opening had 
been carefully chiseled away and searching further in the hot ashes, Dr. Von 
Ritter uncovered a piece of pure gold which perfectly fit the aperture. For 
centuries, the Incas had been known for this type of brain surgery and now, 
he had found proof of their presence in this remote area. Frantically, he began 
clawing through the earth. In the course of the next few hours he found many 
other idols, most of them of stone and pottery. His face begrimed and 
streaked with sweat, Dr. Von Ritter sat down and calmly surveyed the 
situation. 

 
 
The fissure on which he was working was at least a half-mile in length and five 
hundred feet in width. On either side were sheer cliffs which fell away 
thousands of feet down into the grey valleys below. He had no doubt but that 
beneath them lay the fabulous buried treasure of the Incas. What further proof 
did he need? But how far down was this golden hoard? Judging from the 
depth of the surrounding terrain, it could have been anywhere from five 
hundred to a thousand feet, and possibly, even deeper. 

 

 
Suddenly, a sense of futility overwhelmed him. It would take thousands of 
men months and even years to uncover the volcanic debris which filled the 
canyon, and even then, how could human beings succeed under such 
terrifying conditions? How long would El Sangay remain dormant? And what 
would happen to the men digging into the ruins when this hideous fire-god of 
the ancient Incas roared into flaming action? This fiery pagan idol had 
defeated man’s efforts to wrest this golden treasure from its secret hiding 
place, at least for the time being. 

 
 
But even as Dr. Von Ritter contemplated these tremendous problems, the 
earth beneath him shook violently, and seconds later, with an ominous roar, 
Sangay became a flaming nightmare of terror. Dr. Von Ritter looked up at the 
jagged cone still surrounded by a pall of gaseous smoke, and stood transfixed 
while gigantic streaks of fire flared thousands of feet into the air. Horrified, he 
watched as the rivers of red molten lava came plunging down the mountainside 
in his direction. His eyes swung back to find Ahana. She was gone. Some sixth 
sense had warned her of impending doom. 

 
 
Hastily picking up his Inca trophies, Von Ritter took a last look at the nearing 



 

red river of death and dashed wildly down the trail, praying that he would be 
spared from the curse of the fire-god. Impelled by fear, he threw caution 
aside, now intent only upon saving his life. 

 
 
Hours later, when he reached safety in the green fringe of the jungle, he threw 
himself upon the ground, completely spent. For days he wandered aimlessly 
through the wilderness and only by a miracle found a trail which eventually 
brought him back to civilization. 

 
 
But this is not the end of the story. Within the past few months, Dr. Kurt Von 
Ritter disappeared from his home in Quito, presumably on another expedition 
to Sangay. Friends of his recently saw him in Vienna. He was driving a new 
Rolls Royce and living at the best hotels. From some unknown source, he had 
amassed a considerable fortune. It is now believed that he returned to the 
fiery slopes of Sangay and succeeded in recovering at least a small portion of 
the buried Inca treasure. How he managed to smuggle the gold out of 
Ecuador will perhaps never be revealed. Those who are successful in finding 
buried treasures are the last to talk about it. 

 
 
While Von Ritter escaped the flaming vengeance of Sangay others have paid 
with their lives. The latest victim, thirty-two-year-old Frank Rocco of Elmwood, 
Pennsylvania, who attempted to break the ancient Inca curse, is presumed to 
have died an agonizing and lonely death on or about 22nd January, 1962. 

 
 
Frank Rocco, together with his brother, Raymond, had come to Quito three 
months before. Questioned at the Hotel Majestic by their friends, the brothers 
remained taciturn and would not divulge the purpose of their visit, admitting 
only that they had come in search of gold. One day they disappeared, and 
later, it was learned that they had gone to Riobamba, a short distance from 
Sangay. 

 
 
From this point on the facts became garbled, and no one has ever known 
exactly what happened, but while in Riobamba the Rocco brothers met a 
fellow adventurer, Edward Robert Kaupp. A few weeks later, Frank Rocco and 
Kaupp told government officials that they intended to explore Sangay and in 
case they did not return within a week they could be presumed lost and in 
danger. 

 
 
The days passed and nothing more was heard from the two intrepid 
adventurers. Finally, the Ecuadorian Army acted and sent in several expert 
mountain climbers to try and locate the missing men. In addition, another 



 

rescue unit from the United States Embassy in Quito, under the leadership of 
Consul-General Harry Lofton, was rushed to the scene. Although Mr. Lofton 
scaled the peak, one of the few to have ever succeeded in this hazardous 
undertaking, he failed to find any trace of either Rocco or Kaupp. 

 
 
Shortly afterwards, however, Ecuadorian soldiers located Kaupp, semi- 
conscious and delirious, at the base of the mountain, and brought him back to 
the village of Culebrillas in a serious condition. He told a rambling story of how 
he, together with Rocco, had climbed Sangay to its very summit. Fortunately, at 
the time, the volcano was inactive, but both men suffered tremendously 
from escaping sulphurous gases, which emerged from the lava beds in a 
hundred different places. On their descent they followed a different path down 
the side of the crater, only to run into gigantic perpendicular cliffs which were 
impossible to traverse. The two men, both deathly ill and starving, were faced 
with the alternative of retracing their steps to the summit and picking up their 
old trail to safety, or proceeding downwards in the face of almost certain 
disaster. Kaupp turned back, but Rocco, in his delirious condition, decided to 
keep on going in spite of the obstacles which lay ahead. Although tremendous 
efforts were made to find Frank Rocco, his body was never recovered, and 
the government of Ecuador assumed that he had met an untimely fate on the 
slopes of Sangay. 

 
 
The ancient fire-god of the Incas had claimed another victim. 



 

Chapter 5 
Secret of the Golden Condor 

 
 
Although Dr. Kurt Von Ritter may have been successful in recovering Inca gold 
on the slopes of the fiery Sangay, there are those, among them many of the 
best-known explorers in the world, who have failed miserably in their attempts 
to locate the hiding places of fabulous lost treasures within the realm of the 
ancient Inca empire. 

 
 
For many centuries, it was believed that a great quantity of Inca treasure had 
been spirited away by the followers of Atahualpa, and buried in a remote area 
deep in the desolate, little-explored Llanganati Mountains of Central Ecuador. 

 
 
While most stories regarding lost and missing treasures are based on hearsay 
and rumor, the legend of the Llanganatis has a solid basis of fact - a 
document known as the “Derrotero de Valverde” (Account of Valverde), 
carefully dictated by the semi-illiterate young Spanish Conquistador, Juan 
Valverde, at the direct order of His Majesty King Philip II of Spain. But the 
document, itself, is not considered the final proof of the existence of this lost 
treasure. Valverde had brought back to Spain a veritable fortune in crude gold 
bars, prima facie evidence that the Inca treasure not only existed in fact, but 
that he, alone, actually knew its exact location. 

 

 
In the Archivos Indios in La Rabida, Spain, as well as the magnificent 
Biblioteca Nacional in Madrid, are many letters, documents, and other written 
reports attesting to the adventures of the original Conquistadores. Among 
these is specific evidence that Juan Valverde was not a figment of the 
imagination, but a volunteer soldier to the New World, and there is no doubt at 
all, after reading the testimony of the emissaries of King Philip II, that this 
young man returned to Spain with enough gold to elevate himself to a position 
of importance in the community. In addition, his story, revealing the hiding 
place of the Inca treasure, was enough to convince King Philip of its 
authenticity and, in ensuing years, he sent several Spanish expeditions into the 
Llanganatis in hopes of recovering the bulk of the gold. But starvation, 
superstition, fear of the unknown, and sudden death took an inexorable toll of 
lives, and not one of the Spanish expeditions was ever able to overcome the 
tremendous hazards which a relentless nature thrust upon them, and 
subsequently, they were never able to reach the spot where Valverde claimed 
the treasure was buried. 



 

Piecing together the various documents and other written material in the 
Indian Archives and Madrid’s National Library, there is little doubt but that 
Valverde had an interesting story to tell. 

 
 
It began on or about 25th May, 1589, in a small Indian pueblo called Pillaro, 
lying in the foothills of the foreboding Llanganatis, and just a few hundred 
kilometres south-east of Quito, capital of Ecuador. 

 
 
In a large house at the south end of the village, a small group of Spanish 
soldiers were busily engaged in preparing their breakfast of the inevitable fried 
corn cakes and strong coffee. All patrols in the immediate vicinity had been 
temporarily cancelled, because of the inclement weather, and their daylight 
hours had been spent in writing letters to their families and friends in Spain, 
cursing the New World and the horrible fact that they had not come upon a 
single hidden treasure or precious jewel in this legendary “Land of El Dorado”. 

 
 
To the east, where the sharp, jagged cliffs of the Llanganatis pierced the 
leaden skies, a rooster crowed unexpectedly. Down the rain-drenched trail 
there suddenly appeared a caravan comprised of eight burros and a half- 
dozen poncho-clad Indians. The small heavily-laden animals carefully picked 
their way through the pools of water, their brown fur turned completely grey 
from the clay through which they had traversed. 

 
 
Finally, the rain-soaked caravan stopped in front of an adobe house, and 
immediately the Indians hovered about the tired animals, untying the 
tarpaulins which covered their cargo, and then, with furtive glances up and 
down the street, quickly carried several heavy canvas-wrapped objects into 
the hut. After depositing them in an adjoining shed, they squatted around the 
roaring fire, gulping down gourds of scalding hot coffee and devouring huge 
quantities of freshly-baked empanadas. In one corner of the room, a young, 
barefooted man talked in low whispers to an old, dignified-looking Indian. 
Upon closer observation, it was obvious that the younger of the pair was a 
Spaniard. He had the fair skin and hair of one born in the northern provinces, 
and seemed strangely out of place in a room filled with copper-skinned 
Indians. And rightly so. The young man’s name was Juan Valverde. 

 
 
He had arrived in the New World as a Spanish soldier five years before, just 
shortly after his eighteenth birthday. He, too, had been lured by the fabulous 
tales of untold riches, of Inca gold and precious gems which, according to 
grizzled old Spanish veterans, could be had in the Incan Empire, just for the 
taking. Had not General Francisco Pizarro and his followers become 



 

millionaires in just a few years? Everyone in Spain knew the story of how he 
had acquired his fabulous wealth and when a call came for new volunteers, 
Juan Valverde had been one of the first from his province to enlist. 

 
 
After a torturous trip over the ocean, a horrifying voyage that had taken over 
three months, his ship had finally docked at Panama, and later, his company 
was brought into Quito, Ecuador. By this time the Indians had been 
completely subdued and although he and his companions had avidly 
searched for gold and treasure, none had ever been found. Evidently, the wily 
Pizarro had taken most, and that which remained had been carefully 
concealed by the taciturn Indians. 

 

 
After a few months in Quito, Valverde’s company had been transferred to 
Ambato, a small village to the south, and there, for one whole year, the 
Spanish garrison had lived on this dismal, windswept plateau where about 
nine months of every year, the surrounding countryside was inundated with 
cold piercing rains that chilled one to the very marrow of his bones. 

 
 
While serving his lonely vigil in Ambato, it was only natural that the homesick 
young Valverde should seek female companionship. As there were no white 
women within a hundred miles of his outpost, he found an Indian to his 
immediate liking. At seventeen, the beautiful, black-haired Catla was just what 
Juan had been looking for. She had laughing brown eyes, sparkling white 
teeth, and though small in stature, was well-proportioned. Her father, she had 
told him, was a high chieftain among the Salasaca Indians who had been 
brought north to Ambato many, many years ago by their great Incan Prince, 
Atahualpa. The Salasacas had been considered the finest agriculturists in 
Bolivia and now they were needed to till the soil and grow crops for the many 
Incan villages in the northern part of Atahualpa’s empire. They had come, 
thousands of them, over llama trails, crossing and criss-crossing the snow- 
capped Andean peaks all the way from Bolivia to northern Ecuador. 

 
 
All this had happened about the year 1500, and for many years, the 
Salasacas labored diligently and produced tremendous crops of wheat, 
cotton, corn and flax. 

 
 
But then one day the hated Spaniards had come, invaded their sacred land, 
despoiled their temples and palaces of their golden idols, and precious gems, 
and in treachery and bad faith, had publicly garrotted Atahualpa, after he had 
delivered hundreds of gold idols and other treasures to the Spaniards in 
payment for his ransom. Even after their empire had collapsed, the Salasacas 



 

had remained as a unit in their new homeland, growing crops as before, which 
were now constantly pillaged by the Spaniards in order to feed their troops. 

 

 
Now that love had come into Valverde’s life, and the chances of ever returning 
to Spain a rich man had dwindled, he decided to desert the Army and move 
with Catla to her native Pillaro, a small village nestled high amidst snow- 
capped Andean peaks, and far-removed from probing Spanish eyes Early one 
morning, the two of them, mounted on horses, galloped out of Ambato and 
headed eastward towards freedom. 

 
 
Valverde was treated kindly not only by the girl’s parents, but by all the 
Indians in the vicinity. He had forsaken his Spanish blood and had thrown in 
his lot with his new-found friends. Shortly after arriving in Pillaro, they had 
been married by a witch doctor since no priest at that time was available in 
this remote village. 

 
 
For three years, Juan and his young wife lived in their mountain hideaway and 
then disaster struck. Early one morning, a dozen Spanish soldiers moved into 
the village and established a new patrol. They had come, not only to keep the 
Indians under subjugation, but thoroughly to investigate certain rumors that 
somewhere near Pillaro, somewhere in the ghostly Llanganti Mountains, 
Ruminahui, an Incan Prince and favorite General of Atahualpa, had buried a 
tremendous treasure of gold and precious jewels to keep it from falling into the 
hands of the avaricious Spaniards. 

 
 
Fortunately, Valverde was not known by members of the Spanish garrison, 
but nevertheless, his life was in jeopardy. If caught he surely would be 
arrested and tried for desertion. If proven guilty, there was little doubt but that 
he would be forced to pay the extreme penalty - death. He discussed the 
matter with his family. Somehow he would have to escape to Spain and take 
with him his young wife. There, at least, he would be safe. But how could he 
flee the country without even a handful of pesetas? The situation was 
desperate. During the next few days they had many conferences. The 
Salasacas had grown fond of the young Spaniard and were determined to 
help him. 

 
 
Finally, one night while the grease candles flared eerily in the chieftain’s hut, a 
secret meeting was held between a half-dozen important tribal leaders, at 
which Valverde and his wife were present. There, they disclosed that in truth, 
a great treasure of their sacred golden idols had actually been buried by 
Rumiuiahui high up in the desolate and foreboding mountains, a place almost 



 

impossible to reach. The Salasacas had made a solemn vow never to 
disclose its location, but now in order to save the life of their young Spanish 
friend, they would leave the very next morning and bring back enough 
treasure to assure Valverde’s escape. 

 
 
Not for a moment did the chieftain consider desecrating their golden idols, but 
there were other pieces of treasure of less importance - gold fauns that had 
once adorned the Emperor’s Palace in Quito; gold dinnerware from which the 
high priests and Virgins of the Temple had feasted - these could be brought 
back safely and carried away by Juan and his wife to Spain. 
The journey to the secret cache would be long and hazardous and would take 
perhaps two weeks. In addition to several trusted Indians, it was decided that 
Juan would accompany the expedition, principally to keep him out of sight of 
the Spanish soldiers who patrolled the streets night and day. 

 
 
Early the next morning, a small caravan consisting of eight burros and a 
dozen Indians, together with Juan Valverde, left the village before daybreak 
and an hour later, were lost in the vastness of the surrounding mountains. 

 

 
And now, three weeks later, the party had safely returned and the golden 
objects which they brought back were carefully concealed in the hut. The first 
phase of Valverde’s escape to freedom had been completed. 

 
 
Throughout the ensuing nights while the soldiers were fast asleep, the thud of 
heavy hammers emanated from Valverde’s adobe hut. During the long, dark 
hours, the golden hoard of priceless treasure was being smashed to bits and 
crudely converted into heavy gold bars. Only one object successfully evaded 
destruction - a beautiful life-sized golden condor whose outstretched 
feathered wings had been delicately carved from silver. Its glistening eyes 
were two large emeralds which, in the candlelight, gleamed with green pagan 
fire. 

 

 
Valverde’s father-in-law had been aghast when the condor was unwrapped 
and be refused permission to destroy it. This sacred condor had been 
Rumiñahui’s symbol of authority and once graced the Incas’ magnificent 
Temple of the Sun in Quito. To destroy this bird, the ageing chieftain argued, 
would bring a curse on his tribe. “No!” be had exclaimed, shaking his silvery 
head, “the bird must be returned to the sacred burial ground from which it was 
taken - there to rest until such time as the Spaniards are thrown out of the 
country and the Incan Empire is restored in all of its splendor.” 



 

The next morning the bird was wrapped in canvas and two Indians were sent 
back into the Llanganatis to redeposit it among the other vast sacred 
treasures at the secret site. 

 
 
But even without the bird, Valverde was now a rich man. Once the gold objects 
had been pounded into bars, it was treasure enough to make the average man 
gasp with delight. In the small room, the gleaming candlelight disclosed twelve 
large bars, each weighing approximately one hundred pounds, enough gold to 
make Valverde one of the richest and most respected men in Spain. 

 
 
But with this veritable treasure before him, new complications arose. The gold 
had to be transported by mule-back through treacherous mountain passes 
and steaming jungles to the port of Guayaquil, a distance of hundreds of 
miles, and only there, if he made the trip successfully, could the gold be 
loaded on one of the many ships which lay at anchor on the Guayas river. 
Should his treasure trove be discovered, it would certainly be confiscated. 

 
 
He thought the matter over for days, and then decided upon a bold plan. 
Returning secretly to Ambato, he confided in Padre Olmedo Alvarado, an old 
friend of his who had originally come from his native Salamanca, and who had 
known both his parents. Finally, the priest came up with a solution - if the gold 
bars could be brought to Ambato they would be carefully wrapped and sealed 
in wax with the impression of the Church, making the cargo inviolate to 
Spanish military confiscation. In addition, the padre promised to furnish Juan 
with an official church document authorizing him personally to deliver the 
twelve packages to the Archbishop in Madrid. “Of course,” he said with a 
twinkle in his eye, “once you are back in your own province, I expect you to 
destroy these letters and then you can dispose of the gold in any manner you 
desire.” 

 
 
Juan, overwhelmed by the old man’s kindness, insisted on paying back the 
favor a thousandfold. This he did by giving the priest one of his precious gold 
bars. 

 

 
Valverde returned to Pillaro deliriously happy. Now the way had been cleared 
for his escape with his fortune in gold. But it was necessary to make one 
change in his plans. It was decided that Catla would remain in Pillaro until 
Valverde had successfully arrived in Spain and converted the gold into 
money. Thereafter, he would secure passage for her and make arrangements 
for Catla to join him in Salamanca. 



 
 
Later, the gold was surreptitiously convoyed by mule caravan to the port of 
Guayaquil where Valverde embarked for Spain. 

 
 
Arriving in Salamanca, he was warmly received by his parents and friends. His 
bars of gold were soon sold and almost overnight he became a rich man. News 
of his fortune spread like wildfire throughout Spain, and eventually reached the 
ears of King Philip II. Valverde was summoned to Granada for an audience 
with the King and questions were asked. Where did the gold come from which 
he had brought back to Spain? Threats were made that his fortune would be 
confiscated unless he told the truth, and he might well spend the 
rest of his life in some dank dungeon. 

 
 
It was at this point that the frightened Valverde, under the continual questioning 
of the King and his staff of experts, carefully dictated the exact instructions one 
must follow to the site of the Inca treasure. Although the original text has been 
lost, authentic copies of his now-famous “Derrotero de Valverde” are still in 
existence. Here is an English translation of the celebrated Derrotero: 

 
 
Once you have reached the village of Pillaro, ask for the Hacienda La 
Moya, and sleep the first night a little beyond it. Here, Indians will point 
out Mount Guapa, which summit will be discernible if the day is clear. 
With your back toward the pueblo of Ambato, look eastward and you will 
see three peaks of the Llanganati Mountains in the form of a triangle, on 
the slopes of which lies an artificial lake. It was in this lake that the 
ancient Incas threw vast quantities of gold that had been gathered for 
the rescue of Atahualpa, but upon learning of his death, the ransom was 
carefully deposited in this huge body of water. This, then, is your final 
destination. Although to reach it is a most difficult and arduous journey. 

 
 
Reaching Mount Guapa, proceed through a deep wood called “La 
Floresta” until you reach a wide, swampy terrain, and after crossing it, 
turn to the left and follow a small pathway which the Indians used in 
bringing the gold to the burial site. Following in this direction one will 
eventually come upon two small lakes, called “anteojos” or “eye- 
glasses” because in the centre there is a slight projection of land which 
resembles a nose. 

 
 
From this point you will again see the Llanganati Mountains which you 
first saw from the top of Mount Guapa. I advise you to leave these lakes 



 

toward the left, swinging around until you come to the projection of 
earth resembling the nose. Ahead of you, you will see a broad valley 
which is where you can make camp. At this point, you must leave your 
horses and continue by foot in the same direction until you arrive at a 
large black lake, called Yana-Cocha, and you must follow the shoreline 
of this lake along the left-hand side. 

 
 
From this point on the terrain becomes exceedingly rough, and you 
must descend the cordillera in such a way that you will arrive at a 
canyon in which there is a large waterfall. There you will find a bridge 
consisting of three tree-trunks. Should this bridge no longer exist, it will 
be necessary for you to build one in its place. Having crossed the 
canyon and followed the trail which leads through the forest, you will 
find a cave to the left in which you can sleep. The next morning, follow 
the trail in the same direction until you come to a canyon, which is very 
deep and dry. Here, a new bridge must be built, and pass over it slowly 
as the canyon is exceedingly deep and dangerous That night you will 
come to a camping ground of the Indians which can be recognized by 
the numerous fragments of clay pots which the passing Indians 
frequently leave there Following in the same direction you will come to a 
small mountain that is covered with daisies To the left of this mountain 
is a small valley in which grows a certain type of straw from which the 
Indians weave their hats and shoes. Eventually you will arrive at a 
waterfall which descends from an arm of the Llanganati hills and which 
will be found on the right side of the trail. In the stream, at the bottom of 
the waterfall, are great quantities of gold nuggets. To climb the hill 
directly in front of you, you must cross the brook and veer to the right, 
eventually passing the top of the waterfall and circling a small arm of the 
mountain. 

 
 
To the left of this mountain is an ancient smelter, where the Indians used 
to refine their gold. You will be able to identify this old oven by the fact 
that it was constructed with nails of pure gold, many of which still 
remain. 

 
 
Ahead of you is a third range of mountains which you must reach, for 
here, in the foothills is the lake which bears the golden treasure of the 
ancient Indians. If you get lost while traveling through the woods, look 
for the river and follow it along its banks to the right. Further on, you will 
find a canyon which is impossible to cross, but by proceeding further 
along the river bank, you will eventually be able to scale the mountain 



 

on its right flank. Once this has been done, the artificial lake will be 
found in a small, beautiful valley and in the water you will locate the 
golden treasure I have described. 

 
 
These, then, were Valverde’s instructions and they have been followed by 
countless expeditions into the Llanganatis in the intervening centuries. But all 
in vain. While the instructions remain clear and explicit, phenomena of nature 
have worked havoc with the clues that Valverde so specifically enumerated. 
Rivers have changed their courses; earthquakes have altered the mountains; 
waterfalls have disappeared and others have taken their places in still new 
locations. And yet in spite of these tremendous difficulties many explorers 
have stated that they were able to follow Valverde’s trail for several days but 
that then the landmarks became fuzzy or non-existent. 

 
 
The hardy band of rugged adventurers who have sought in vain for this 
bonanza reads like a Who’s Who of the world’s most illustrious explorers. 

 
 
Among them was the well-known British botanist and scientist, Richard 
Spruce. Around i8~o Spruce learned of Valverde’s Derrotero and spent 
several years authenticating the document. In a lecture before the Royal 
Geographic Society of London, he stated he had collected irrefutable proof as 
to its authenticity, and further claimed that only a man with an intimate 
knowledge of the Llanganatis could have written it. 

 
 
Another celebrated explorer who tried and failed to find this fortune was 
Antonio Guzman, a Spanish botanist, who lived at Pillaro for many years and 
led several expeditions into the Llanganatis not only in search of the missing 
treasure but in an endeavor to find gold, silver, and other precious metals in 
which the area abounds. While Guzman failed to find the Inca cache, he did 
locate several ancient Inca mines in the vicinity. It is to be noted, too, that in 
his quest for the treasure, Guzman, as well as all the others who came after 
him, followed the instructions set down in Valverde’s Derrotero. 

 
 
Among the better-known explorers of this century who have tried their hand at 
unearthing the golden loot of Ruminahui was the famous Britisher, Commander 
G. N. Dyott, who spent fifteen fruitless months in the Llanganatis. Dyott, it will 
be remembered, led an official expedition many years ago in search of the 
missing Colonel Fawcett who had mysteriously disappeared in the wilds of 
Brazil’s Matto Grosso. 

 
 
Nor can one forget the valorous Scotsman, Captain Erskine Loch, who in 



 

1937 led a well-equipped group of explorers and scientists into the Llanganatis 
in search of the fabulous fortune. When he finally returned he stated that “the 
Llanganati is a land of false promises and crushed hopes. . . .“ Depressed and 
discouraged, Loch ended his life with his army pistol. 

 
 
Also included in this group of celebrities are two Swedes - Rolf Blomberg, 
whose book, Buried Gold and Anacondas, is considered by many the best 
ever written on the Llanganatis; and Count Stellan Morner, who, within the 
past few years, has led two expeditions into the mountains in search of the 
Inca treasure, only to return empty-handed, but optimistic as to its eventual 
recovery. 

 
 
Among other well-known explorers who have gone into the Llanganatis was 
Richard D’Orsay, a French-American. Blessed with adequate financing, he 
first entered the Llanganatis about 1939, setting up a comfortable base camp 
five days out of Pillaro. After several expeditions into the interior his money 
ran out and he returned to the United States in the hope of raising $50,000 for 
a new try. Unfortunately, he died before he was able to return, but at least one 
of his discoveries has turned out to be much more than just a clue to the 
missing treasure. 

 

 
It was D’Orsay who discovered a 19,000-foot triangular peak, now known as 
Cerro Hermosa (beautiful mountain) together with an ancient llama trail that 
led to its base. On either side of Cerro Hermosa were other tall, triangular- 
shaped mountains, and these three peaks, he revealed, could be seen in the 
far distance from Pillaro on a clear day, just as Valverde had stated in his 
Derrotero. D’Orsay was convinced that the artificial lake was once located at 
the base of Cerro Hermosa but that over the centuries, gigantic landslides had 
completely covered it with tons of rock and debris, changing the entire contour 
of the topography. 

 
 
Today, it is generally conceded that Swiss-born Eugene Brunner, explorer and 
treasure hunter, has the best chance of eventually finding the missing 
treasure of the Llanganatis. For the past twenty years he has been scouring 
the cold bleak mountains for additional clues which may one day lead him to 
the buried Inca gold, and has succeeded in photographing a few of the 
original landmarks mentioned in Valverde’s Derrotero. 

 
 
During one of his frequent trips to Quito, Brunner came across D’Orsay’s 
notes and decided to investigate further. Arriving at Pillaro he took off for the 
Llanganatis and weeks later relocated the old llama trail that took him to the 



 

base of Cerro Hermosa. Here, he built a permanent camp, and over the past 
few years, whenever he had sufficient funds, returned again and again to the 
snowcapped peak, scaling the mountain innumerable times, as well as 
excavating at its base. Finally, he, too, reached the conclusion that one day in 
this immediate vicinity, Valverde’s treasure will be uncovered. 

 
 
Many Ecuadorian geologists are convinced that he is on the right track, and in 
a recent editorial, El Comercio, Quito’s leading newspaper, stated that 
Eugene Brunner could very well succeed in solving the mystery of the lost 
treasure of the Incas, a feat never before accomplished. 

 
 
But the nearly insurmountable difficulties facing Brunner, or any other explorer 
for that matter, bent on discovering the Inca gold of the Llanganatis, remain 
formidable. Leaving Pillaro, there are no trails, and horses can be used for 
only one day’s march. After that, one must travel by foot, carrying his supplies 
on his back, crossing en route tremendous gorges, oftentimes inching along 
an old log that has been thrown over a deep ravine or raging river. To reach 
Cerro Hermosa, it is necessary to walk for miles through marshland covered 
with razor-sharp sawgrass And in addition, vertical cliff, often over 10,000 feet 
in height, must be scaled. 

 
 
Even more depressing, eleven months out of each year, cold, icy rains fall 
continuously from heavy leaden clouds overhead; small rivers flood their 
banks and race towards the Amazon in wild fury. Knee-deep bogs are 
commonplace but must be traversed. Food is always scarce, and only 
occasionally is a tapir or deer sighted and brought down. In the past, most 
expeditions have been forced to turn back because of near-starvation and a 
state of depression which permeates one’s very soul. Experts have called it 
the “most inhospitable terrain in the world”. 

 
 
In the days of Valverde, conditions may have been different, and the jungle- 
wise Salasaca Indians might have had other means of reaching the treasure 
site. But their secret has been lost to posterity. 

 
 
There are many other problems still to be solved before the treasure can be 
retrieved. Ways must be found to bring in modern equipment that can be used 
to uncover a vast area of ground around the base of Cerro Hermosa. A few 
helicopters have attempted to fly over the region, but because of rain and poor 
visibility, they were forced to return to Ambato. In this deadly rugged terrain it 
is impossible to build a jungle airport which could be used by small aircraft 
flying in supplies. 



 
 
But the Llanganati has a special kind of fatal lure that men cannot resist, and 
presents a challenge not to be denied. 

 
 
The golden treasure of Rumiñahui may never be found, but it is certain that 
man, in his eternal quest for gold and riches, will continue to seek it. 



 

Chapter 6 
A Fortune in Emeralds 

 
 
 
The history of emeralds is one of romance, intrigue, violence, and greed. For 
untold centuries, these precious green gems have been considered the most 
treasured and coveted of all jewels and they have always played an important 
role in the lives of history’s most fascinating women. 

 
 
Hundreds of years before the seductive Cleopatra cast her voluptuous shadow 
across the Nile, the first emeralds were found in Upper Egypt not far from the 
coast of the Red Sea. As a young princess she quickly learned that the pagan 
green fire of these brilliant gems had a way of bringing out her most devilish 
attributes. Armed with this knowledge, once she became Queen of Egypt, she 
lost no time in taking over the mines and the available supply of emeralds for 
her own personal use. 

 
 
Since there were no court photographers to reproduce Cleopatra’s fatal 
beauty for the edification and adoration of her legion of male admirers, she 
hired skilled artisans to engrave her portrait on the surface of the jewels and 
gave them as gifts to those who struck her royal fancy. At the height of his 
romance with the lovely Cleo, Mark Antony is said to have strolled openly on 
the streets, wearing her treasured emerald on his forefinger, a sign to all who 
knew the secret of the jewel that Mark was a man who had been places and 
done things. 

 
 
Unlike diamonds and rubies, there is no abundance of emeralds, and that is 
probably the reason why these mystical pagan green gems are more 
expensive than any other jewel. One of the largest and finest emeralds known 
once belonged to the Duke of Devonshire. It was a natural crystal of the form 
characteristic of emeralds, namely, a hexagonal prism with a basal plane. This 
one weighed 1,350 carats and came from the Muzo mine in Colombia. 

 
 
Flawless emeralds of large size are exceedingly rare, and because of this, 
very expensive. The great majority of these jewels are crossed and bi-sected 
by tiny shadows or flaws known as “gardens”, and this is one of the ways in 
which jewelers are able to distinguish authentic emeralds from those 
manufactured synthetically. 

 
 
Up until recently, it was believed that true emeralds were first introduced into 



 

Europe at the end of the sixteenth century and that they came from South 
America. But this is not a fact. Emeralds have been found not only in the 
caskets of Egyptian mummies, but among the ruins of two Roman cities, 
Herculaneum and Pompeii. Undoubtedly, these early emeralds came from 
either Egypt or the Ural Mountains of Russia, where they are still found. 

 
 
At the time of the Spanish Conquest of South America, the Conquistadores 
stole hundreds, if not thousands of these precious gems from the Incas. The 
jewels were used to adorn the golden idols in the temples and palaces of the 
Incan aristocracy. One of the largest, found in the forehead of their Goddess 
of Creation, Illa-Tica, at the Temple of the Sun in Quito, Ecuador, was as big 
as an ostrich egg, dark-green in color, and semi-polished. Although it has 
been said that this stone came from a mine located in the heart of the 
Ecuadorian jungle, it was never found by the Spaniards. 

 
 
In Colombia, the Conquistadores were more fortunate. The Spaniards first 
learned of the existence of Colombian emeralds on 3rd March, 1537, when a 
gift of these precious stones was offered to the Spaniards by the Indians who, 
at the same time, pointed out the source from which these gems were 
derived. The Conquistadores attempted to work the mine with Indian labor but 
there were so many uprisings and attacks that the mine had to be abandoned. 

 
 
About a hundred miles distant from the original mine a second was discovered, 
now known as the Muzo mine, which today still produces about ninety per cent 
of the world’s finest emeralds. But here, too, the Spaniards encountered 
unforeseen difficulties as the result of attacks from the wild Muzo Indians who, 
for years, successfully resisted the Spanish attempts at 
conquest. Even today these same Indians are a source of continual irritation 
and have, on several occasions, attacked the mine, forcing government 
officials to abandon the area 

 
 
At the present time, there are four emerald deposits in Colombia which are 
being worked by the government, but only at the Muzo mine can one find the 
dark-green to black stones which bring the best prices on the world market. 
Some crystals have the peculiarity of failing to pieces, after being taken from 
the mine, from no apparent cause. Methods are now being employed to 
correct this disastrous situation by placing the stones, when first uncovered, in 
a closed box, thus protecting them from the action of light and allowing them 
to dry slowly for a few weeks. 

 
 
The world-famous Muzo mine is located approximately four hours by car, but 



 

with an additional three hours by mule-back, from Bogota, the capital of 
Colombia. The mine, itself, is surrounded by verdant green jungle hills covered 
with orchids and other exotic tropical flowers. Its sheer perpendicular cliff; 
about a thousand feet high and nearly a quarter of a mile wide, is easily 
identified by the color of the soil, a blue-black crumbly slate flecked with 
pieces of white quartz. 

 
 
Each morning at daybreak, under the watchful eyes of heavily-armed soldiers, 
and a dozen or more vigilantes, the workers are lowered by ropes to the side of 
the cliff and, using picks, cut away small sections of the emerald-bearing 
soil which cascades to the bottom of the valley. At no time are workers 
allowed to touch the soil with their hands. Later, when mounds of earth have 
fallen, the workers are pulled up to the peak of the mountain and sent back to 
camp for the rest of the day. The vigilantes, pistol-bearing civilians, then 
proceed carefully to search through the fallen deposits of slate but always 
under the watchful eyes of the heavily-armed soldiers. 

 
 
Whenever an emerald is located, the vigilante turns the precious jewel over to 
his armed guard who, in turn, hands it to the ever-present superintendent of 
the mine. Once a week, the gems are sent to the government Banco de la 
Republica in Bogota. Later, the gems are cut and polished before finding their 
way into jewelry stores around the world. 

 
 
No one knows exactly how many emeralds still remain in this fabulous old 
mine which has been in operation for hundreds of years, but the fact remains 
that even with the antiquated mining methods still in practice, many precious 
gems are still being taken from the crumbly black soil. In many instances, the 
most beautiful stones are found attached to pieces of white quartz. 

 
 
But there were still other sources of these precious stones, particularly in 
Ecuador that, try as they might, the Conquistadores were never able to locate. 

 
 
Within the past few years, one of these lost emerald mines of the Incas was 
actually rediscovered by an intrepid young American explorer, by the name of 
Stewart Connelly. 

 
 
The story of Connelly’s harrowing adventure and of his initial success may be 
found today in the archives of the Director of Mines in Quito, Ecuador. The 
only known record of his almost unbelievable exploit, it consists of a few 
yellowed and partially destroyed pages on which Connelly scrawled his 
personal journal, and represents the key to one of the richest lost treasures on 



 

record. For within those few short pages, Connelly described, to the best of 
his ability, the exact location of the mine. 

 

 
Since his mysterious disappearance in 1924, several men had attempted to 
backtrack along the route Connelly laid out, always without success. Their 
failure though cannot be attributed to any deliberate intention of Connelly to 
mask his trail. For one thing - and as he admits in the journal - Connelly was 
never able to do more than estimate the distance traveled, and on the return 
trip, having given away his compass, he could only guess his direction For 
another, his state of mind at the time of the journal’s writing accounts for 
certain lapses, confusions, and ambiguities. Over-wrought by the discovery of 
one of the world’s richest treasures, and crazed by a nightmarish trip through 
the Amazon jungle, Connelly could hardly have been expected to submit an 
orderly and comprehensive report. 

 
 
For all the unexplained aspects of Connelly’s story, two things are indisputable: 
that he did stumble on to an immense emerald mine some two hundred and 
ninety miles from Quito, and that he returned from the jungle with a dozen of 
the most perfect emeralds ever seen. The journal, despite its feverish quality, 
spells out in enough detail the location of the mine, its approaches and 
surrounding terrain, to leave no doubt concerning Connelly’s having been 
there. 

 
 
A careful reading of the journal reveals something of Connelly’s background 
and the determination which led him on a one-man expedition into the green 
hell of the Amazon. 

 
 
Stewart Connelly was born on 9th December, 1899, in a small town in 
southern Illinois. He enlisted in the Army upon graduation from high school 
and served in an infantry unit during World War I. After the war, he secured an 
overseas discharge and spent the next few years wandering through Europe, 
finally settling in Madrid. 

 
 
With time on his hands, Connelly began spending his days in the Biblioteca 
Nacional, delving into the many volumes on Pizarro’s conquest of the Incas. 
Fascinated by the exploits of Pizarro and by the immense treasures he and 
his Conquistadores had shipped back to Spain, Connelly pored over every 
available book on the subject. After some weeks, and quite by accident, he 
found one that changed the entire course of his life. A small volume, written by 
the monk, Sanchez, one of the friars who accompanied Pizarro’s expedition, it 
told of seven huge emeralds, given as a token of friendship by Atahualpa, last 



 

Emperor of the Incas, to the Conquistador, shortly after he had disembarked 
from his ship in a small Pacific port in Northern Ecuador. 

 
 
It was the first time that Connelly had come across any mention of Inca 
emeralds and the subject of these scintillating gems intrigued him. The 
padre’s book described how Pizarro had learned of the existence of the jewels 
on that sunny morning when Atahualpa sent his emissaries to welcome the 
Conquistadores and present Pizarro with the seven large emeralds. 

 

 
Pizarro, the monk wrote, had turned to him after the delegation had left, 
saying: “These I will send to our King as a gift of my undying esteem, but to 
you, padre, falls the task of learning the source of these magnificent stones. I 
want not seven, but seven hundred - yes, seven thousand - because in 
these,” he said as he tapped the stones with his forefinger, “is the real 
treasure of the Incas. Give me their emeralds, padre, and you can have their 
gold!” 

 
 
Although Sanchez tried desperately to learn the secret of the hidden mines, 
he failed miserably. As the months passed, the Incas were put to torture, 
quartered, boiled in oil and massacred, but none ever divulged the exact 
location of the mountain of green gold. All that Sanchez could learn was that 
the mine lay deep within the impenetrable Jungles of Ecuador, north by east 
of Quito, near what is now the Colombian-Ecuadorian border. 

 
 
This was enough for Connelly. The monk’s story and the dream of green 
treasure began to obsess him and he read the padre’s book not once, but a 
dozen times. He had practically memorized it when he decided to try what no 
other white man had ever succeeded in doing - find the lost emerald mine of 
the Incas. 

 
 
With limited funds, Connelly worked his way to Guayaquil, Ecuador’s major 
seaport, and then traveled to Quito by train. Living in an adobe hut on the 
outskirts of the city, he spent the next few weeks poring over the old maps in 
various government offices. 

 
 
Then, with his last remaining sucres, he made a purchase which, to any 
reasonable man, could only seem a sign of insanity, but which was part and 
parcel of a plan that had been forming in his mind. It was a stab in the dark, 
he knew, but that bamboo flute could be the key that would open the door to 
the world’s most fabulous lost treasure. 



 

Night after night, long after his Indian neighbors had retired, Connelly sat on 
the dirt floor of his hut and practiced blowing weird, outlandish notes on the 
flute. Only after several weeks of experimentation, when he was completely 
satisfied that he had mastered the instrument, did he forsake Quito and travel 
eastward by mule, through the high snow-capped Andes towards the im- 
penetrable jungle Oriente—and, he hoped, emeralds! 

 
 
As months passed, and no word filtered back from the gangling gringo, 
Stewart Connelly was completely forgotten. 

 
 
But early one morning, nine months after his strange disappearance, two 
Spanish padres, at their missionary outpost at Ahuana, on the Rio Napo, 
rubbed their eyes in disbelief as they saw a bearded, completely naked white 
man desperately swimming across the turbulent river. He reached the bank 
and collapsed, and the two monks hurried to his side and carried him to the 
safety of their mission. 

 
 
Connelly remained unconscious for several days and during his delirium, 
talked in a strange Indian dialect; one not even the padres could understand. 
When he finally regained consciousness, he obsessively clutched a small 
leather bag knotted around his neck. And never, in all the weeks of his 
recuperation, were the monks able to get a word from him on what happened 
during his jungle trek. 

 
 
On the morning of his departure for Quito, however, he opened the leather 
bag and shook out a beautiful dark green emerald of magnificent lustre and 
color, weighing some fifty carats. Placing the precious gem carefully in the 
palm of the mission’s rector, Connelly told him quietly that it was a gift to the 
mission for having saved his life. Then, without another word, he turned and 
disappeared along a narrow trail which followed the river in the direction of 
Quito. 

 
 
At this point, Stewart Connelly’s wildest dreams had come to fruition. In the 
little leather bag around his neck were a dozen emeralds with a total value of 
several thousand dollars. It was to be some weeks, though, before the world 
heard the news of his fantastic find This occurred m the early part of 1925 
when he made a sudden and unexpected appearance at the office of the 
Director of Mines in Quito, and asked for permission to file his claim But 
before the Ecuadorian government could pronounce his claim valid, a proper 
legal description of the location of the mine had to be furnished This proved a 
stumbling block for Stewart Connelly He carefully explained that while he 



 

knew the approximate location and the general area of the emerald mine, it 
was impossible for him to describe accurately the exact site, for the simple 
reason that the region was still unexplored and had never been surveyed. Nor 
did he know the names of the various rivers which he had traveled while 
seeking his goal. 

 
 
It was finally agreed, however, that if Connely, to the best of his ability, would 
write a detailed description covering his exploits from the time he left Quito to 
his miraculous return to the small mission at Ahuana, the Ecuadorian 
Government would grant him a temporary concession to be finalized later by a 
more concise topographical description when that became possible. 

 
 
“From my studies in Spain,” the report begins, “I had learned that for a White 
man to enter the forbidden territory of certain savage Indian tribes where, 
according to Spanish historians, the lost emerald mine of the Incas was 
presumed to exist, was not only impractical, but in all known instances, fatal. I, 
therefore, decided to enter the jungle in such a manner as to make the Indians 
believe I was demented. For some strange reason, jungle savages have in the 
past befriended and at times revered crazy men, and I hoped that the little 
bamboo flute I carried would serve to set me apart from normal people. No 
sooner had I crossed the Rio Napo and entered the deep jungle than I began 
blowing the flute, sending crazy staccato notes through the stillness of the 
green wilderness. I blindly followed a dozen or more trails, but using my 
compass, always walked in a north-easterly direction. 

 
 
For several days, Connelly kept on his predetermined course, covering an 
average of two miles an hour. As he worked his way deeper into the interior, 
he saw thousands of monkeys playing and chattering in the tree tops; exotic 
plumaged birds crossed his path, and occasionally, he picked up the trail of a 
jaguar. But there were no human beings. He was utterly alone in the vast 
wilderness, a solitary figure fighting for survival against the forces of nature. 

 
 
It was towards noon of the ninth day that he saw his first human creatures. 
Evil-looking, pygmy-like in appearance, with long black hair streaming down 
over their shoulders and wearing only narrow loin-cloths made from animal 
skins, they surrounded him, their deadly blow-guns aimed menacingly in his 
direction. Comely realized that the critical moment - the moment for which he 
had so long rehearsed and prepared - had finally arrived. Putting the bamboo 
flute to his lips, he blew a series of shrill, discordant notes, occasionally 
uttering shrieks of demented laughter and trying his best to look mad. The 
Indians’ eyes grew wide in amazement, and finally, they lowered their 



 

blowguns. For the moment, Connelly was safe. They hustled him down a 
narrow trail, but all the while, Stewart kept on blowing his flute, stopping now 
and then to break into another wild shriek. Two hours later, they arrived at the 
village, which consisted of a dozen or more palm-thatched pono-wood huts. 
Stewart was immediately surrounded by the serious-faced men and women of 
the tribe, who watched his antics with unconcealed fear. 

 
 
While the men were small and ugly, the women of the tribes were 
extraordinary beautiful, with long, black hair worn in page-boy style, wide 
brown eyes, and sensuous lips. Their bosoms were bared, their breasts pert 
and full. After a long conference between the witch doctor and several of the 
warriors, Connelly was escorted with dignity into one of the huts, and 
moments later, three beautiful Indian girls served him food - papayas, 
oranges, and a freshly fried fish. When he had finished eating, they handed 
him a coconut shell containing a vile alcoholic brew, which he downed without 
flinching. 

 

 
Stewart’s theory of faking insanity among these savages had proved correct, 
and he became a demi-god to the Indians whom he later learned were the 
Corinahuas, a nomadic tribe who roamed across the vast reaches of the 
Amazon in their eternal quest for food. Soon, Connelly shed his garments of 
civilization, adopted their manner of dress, and became, in the months that 
followed, one of their best hunters. 

 
 
Like many other South American Indian tribes, the Corinahuas practised 
polygamy and since Connelly was considered as one set apart, he was 
offered his choice of any of their women. He chose only three - Shirma, a 
sloe-eyed, raven-haired beauty whose conical-shaped breasts particularly 
intrigued him; Dayuma, a long-limbed sultry charmer whose pouting lips were 
made for kissing; and Tumwa, a fifteen-year-old wench whose sexual hunger 
was insatiable. The women literally threw themselves at Stewart, possibly 
because of his height and strength, and because of their curious desire to 
make love to a white man, especially one they thought “holy”. 

 
 
Comely could have remained with the Corinahuas for the rest of his life, but 
through all the tempestuous weeks that followed, he never for one moment 
forgot the green, sparkling emeralds he hoped one day to find - those 
emeralds which would make him wealthy beyond his wildest dreams. 

 
 
Altogether, Connelly lived with the Corinahuas for three months. He learned 
their native dialect, and his proficiency with the blowgun was phenomenal. 



 

During his many discourses with the witch doctor and other warriors, he 
discovered that far to the north-east lived a particularly savage tribe of Indians 
known as the Orijones - so ferocious indeed that none of the Corinahuas ever 
ventured into their territory. They were deadly enemies and fought to the 
death upon sight. 

 
 
The Orijones practiced acts of unparalleled cruelty and Connelly was almost 
tempted to back-track to civilization and abandon his quest for the green, 
shimmering stones. But a compelling force drove him on. And so, early one 
morning, using the pretext of a hunting expedition, he left the village and set 
out to the north-east where either sudden death or green gold awaited him 

 
 
On the afternoon of the fifth day, Comely discovered footprints on the wet trail 
and followed them cautiously Somewhere in the immediate vicinity, Connelly 
knew he would find a village and that within the next few hours, his fate would 
be decided. Carefully concealing his blowgun and quiver of poisoned darts in 
some nearby bushes, he inched his way forward through the dense 
underbrush. Moments later, he came to a small clearing. Dead ahead was a 
narrow river, its rushing waters brown with sediment. On the wide, grey banks 
were dozens of ferocious black crocodiles, gigantic monsters that lay quiet as 
death. 

 
 
Just beyond the river was an Indian village consisting of dozens of crude, 
palm-thatched shacks scattered around a clearing Stewart lay on his belly at 
the edge of the jungle and studied the scene carefully. Fifty or more squat, 
completely nude men, women, and children were milling around the huts. They 
more closely resembled anthropoid apes than humans. Their arms were long 
and hung almost to their knees, their massive heads were bullet-shaped and 
their torsos thick and ugly 

 
 
In the centre of the village, a group of women clustered about a smouldering 
fire, into which one of them had thrust a large, feathered canari, or jungle 
turkey. She turned it over until the carcass became black and most of the 
feathers had been eaten away by the flames. Then suddenly they began 
tearing the raw bird apart, biting off huge chunks of bloody flesh, consuming it 
ravenously, and pausing now and then to wipe their bloody hands across their 
dirty brown bodies. It was a revolting spectacle, but now it was easy to 
understand why this barbaric tribe was prone to torture its enemies and inflict 
upon them inhuman and sadistic deaths. But one thought kept running 
through Connelly’s mind - the more savage the human beast, the more 



 

susceptible to superstition and magic. Stewart clutched his bamboo flute and 
silently prayed that it would do its job a second time. 

 

 
Scurrying about on his hands and knees, Connelly quickly located a barbasco 
bush, the juice of which, he had learned from the Corinahuas, was particularly 
obnoxious to crocodiles. Pulling gently at the plant, he unearthed its roots, and 
carefully wiped his body with the juice. Then silently, he crawled on his belly 
across the broad, clay bank and disappeared under the murky waters of the 
stream. Several times he touched the cold, slimy bodies of half-submerged 
crocs, and expected momentarily to be attacked and devoured. But the odor 
of the barbasco turned them away. Reaching the bank nearest the village, he 
arose slowly, water dripping off his long hair and beard, and then, putting the 
flute to his lips, blew a series of weird, shrill notes that quickly brought every 
Indian to his feet. Like Poseidon, mythical Greek god of the sea, he emerged 
slowly from the water, alternately shouting at the top of his voice, and then 
blowing his flute. Their reaction was everything he had hoped for. Some of the 
Indians scattered and ran into the jungle, while others prostrated themselves 
before him. Later, after winning their confidence, Comely announced that he 
was “God of the Crocodiles”, and warned that those who disobeyed his orders 
would be tossed into the water where his scaly “brothers” were waiting. For 
the moment, at least, Connelly was in command, worshipped by the entire 
tribe. 

 
 
For all his apparent success, he lived constantly on the edge of danger. A 
lesser man would have succumbed instantly to any of a dozen terrifying 
situations that Connelly faced and ultimately overcame. To illustrate one of the 
most extreme of these incidents Connelly wrote in his journal: 

 
 
“Life with this primitive, savage tribe drove me nearly to the brink of insanity. I 
had to keep up my masquerade as the wielder of supernatural powers and 
could never forget for a moment that I had to live and act as one demented. I 
soon learned, however, that I had one enemy - Uajai, the witch doctor and the 
most powerful man in the village. He was a shrewd, cold, calculating individual 
and knew that he would have to kill me or lose his high position. There was 
but one thing left to do - challenge him to a fight to the death, to take place in 
the river….. 

 

 
“Early one morning I quickly disappeared into the jungle and again rubbed the 
juice of the deadly barbasco root over my face and body Whether or not Uajai 
knew the same trick was questionable, but judging from the low mentality of 
the tribe, I doubted it After all, this particular tribe of Orijones was on the 



 

bottom rung of the ladder of civilization and had not as yet learned how to 
make or use blowguns, or even simple bows and arrows They relied solely 
upon crudely-made lances for all of their hunting and warfare” 

 
 
As the sun came up over the outer rim of the jungle, Uajai and Connelly, 
followed silently by the Indians of the village, walked to the edge of the river 
and dived beneath the swirling waters. Connelly had counted on his superior 
strength and height for quick victory, but Uajai, slippery as an eel, 
circumvented his direct approach and Connelly quickly found himself 
encompassed in the witch doctor’s powerful arms. With his breath slowly being 
squeezed out of his body, and on the verge of unconsciousness, Connelly 
saw a flash of grey rise from the river’s bottom, and Uajai’s hold upon him was 
broken. Connelly struggled weakly to the surface as the Indians, watching on 
the bank, shrieked. For, at that moment, the legs of their witch doctor broke 
the surface of the water, and fastened to his thigh was the long, ugly snout of 
a giant crocodile! An instant later, both croc and man disappeared as pools of 
blood spread over the water. The battle was over, and from that day on, 
Stewart Connelly became tribal chief of the Orijones. 

 
 
 
Now that his position was secure, Comely took to roaming the countryside in 
hope of finding some evidence of the emerald mine, but always without 
success. 

 
 
Just before the rainy season, the Orijone warriors were accustomed to going 
on a protracted hunt for game - deer, bear, tapir and other edible animals, 
which were smoked and set aside to be used when the rivers rose and 
hunting and fishing became impossible. Generally, the men hunted in pairs, 
and on this occasion, Comely took as his companion Katuku, a young warrior 
who was well acquainted with the Rain Forest. 

 
 
It was the luckiest move Comely could have made for Katuku, indirectly, was 
to lead him to his long-sought destination. 

 
 
Regarding the discovery and exact location of the emerald mine, Comely said 
in his diary: 

 
 
“As the crow flies, it was my impression that I was about one hundred air 
miles from Puerto Napo, the small village on the banks of the Napo river, 
which had been my starting point. By following trails, however, I gauged the 
distance to be exceedingly more, and guessed that I had covered probably 



 

two or three hundred land miles. The village of the Orijones lay on a bend of a 
river which they called the “Numba”, meaning in their dialect “River of Blood”. 
The terrain in the immediate vicinity was hilly, and farther to the east were 
huge black cliffs, while in the distance lay a series of irregularly-shaped snow- 
capped peaks. 

 
 
“For two days, Katuku and I traveled eastward where, according to him, the 
best hunting grounds were to be found. On the morning of the third day, we 
came into the black, barren hills and, following a rock-strewn valley, suddenly 
were confronted by a tremendous precipice of black, crumbly slate flecked with 
large pieces of white quartz. We stopped momentarily at the foot of the cliff, 
and as I carelessly scanned the ground, I knew that I had reached the end of 
my search, for there, scattered among the white stones, were dozens - yes, 
hundreds - of green, sparkling gems - emeralds!” 

 
 
Katuku was quite indifferent to the fortune which lay at their feet. Casually, 
Connelly picked up a few gems of the deepest green color and placed them in 
a small fibre shoulder-bag used by the Indians for carrying food while hunting. 
Through a kindly fate, Stewart Connelly had discovered one of the richest 
treasures in the world. 

 
 
Two days later, they returned to the village bringing with them a 200-pound 
tapir. That night, as they gorged themselves on broiled tapir steaks and 
chicha, a native brew, Connelly committed his first and almost-fatal error. Half- 
drunk and feeling tremendously elated over his secret, he gave his small 
hand-compass to Katuku, who had admired it for weeks. Its quivering needle, 
pointing always to the north, would make Katuku an important man in the 
tribe. 

 

 
For Connelly there was now but one thing to do - he must take his green 
treasures back to civilization, convert part of them into cash, and return again 
with pack mules and enough proper equipment to strike it really rich. 

 
 
Two hours before sunrise, he left the hut and crawled out into the darkness. 
Moments later, he disappeared into the midnight black of the jungle. By noon 
of the following day he realized, to his horror, that he was hopelessly lost. For 
weeks he wandered aimlessly through the wilderness trying to fix his course 
by the path of the sun. He was reduced to eating roots, herbs, anything to fill 
the gnawing hunger of his empty stomach. It was only by a miracle that he 
finally emerged at the banks of the Rio Napo and far across the river, saw the 
tiny wooden church of the missionary fathers. 



 
 
Although kept secret by the Director of Mines, news of the emerald strike soon 
leaked out and Connelly was besieged by an army of treasure hunters and 
mercenaries, all of whom wanted to accompany him on his journey back to 
the lost mine. 

 
 
Disposing of a few of his emeralds for a fabulous price, Stewart spent a part of 
the proceeds in outfitting a carefully selected band of do-or-die adventurers for 
his return trip to the emerald mine. Forgotten was the bamboo flute. After all, 
he was still the witch doctor, and anticipated no trouble. His followers, however, 
were of a different opinion. Refusing to go into the jungle without protection, 
they fortified their bravery with shotguns, pistols, even antique muzzle-loaders - 
almost every type of weapon available. 

 
 
With six pack mules and enough food and ammunition to last several months, 
Connelly and his desperate band of followers left Quito, and headed eastward 
over the Andes in the direction of Puerto Napo. They reached that small 
pueblo ten days later, and after a short rest, moved out into the deep interior. 
Days and weeks turned into months, and months into years, but Stewart Con- 
nelly and his private army were never seen again. The hungry jungle had 
swallowed them up, and to this day, their fate remains one of the great 
mysteries of Amazonian jungle lore. 

 
 
Ten years after their disappearance, with Connelly and his followers presumed 
dead, his report was made public. However, all but the hardiest of adventurers 
have refrained from searching for Connelly’s lost emerald mine. Although many 
years have passed, the inscrutable jungle still holds the same dangers and 
terrors - savage Indians even today threaten strangers who enter their territory 
- the rivers and streams still abound in ugly crocodiles, and vast areas remain 
unexplored and unknown to the white man. 

 
 
With a little bamboo flute, and great ingenuity, Stewart Connelly unlocked the 
secret of one of the world’s greatest treasures, only to falter as greed 
overcame wisdom and force replaced cunning. 



 

Chapter 7 
A Lost City of Gold? 

 
 
There is not a treasure hunter in the world who would not like to discover a 
lost city, especially one within the realm of the old Incan Empire, where the 
chances of finding treasure are always excellent. 

 
 
Archaeologists are convinced that dozens of these ancient cities still exist, but 
are most difficult to find because generally they were built in almost 
inaccessible mountainous terrain and, over the centuries, the thick jungle 
foliage has practically obliterated all traces of them. When they are 
rediscovered, it is always quite by accident. One such city was located over two 
hundred years ago by a daring band of Portuguese explorers, and al- though 
many expeditions since that time have gone in search of it, all have failed, with 
the possible exception of one young New Zealander, Hugh McCarthy, who, if 
you can believe his story, found this magnificent City of Gold. Whether or not 
he succeeded is anyone’s guess, but the fact remains that he never returned to 
civilization and is presumed to have died somewhere in the unexplored jungles 
of Brazil. But first, before deciding whether or not 
this intrepid New Zealander actually found the lost city, it is best to start at the 
very beginning and relate all of the known facts concerning it. 

 

 
The Central Brazilian Plateau, known as the Matto Grosso, is one of the least- 
explored areas of the world, possibly because of tile dozens of savage Indian 
tribes who, for centuries, have attacked upon sight all white men who have 
dared penetrate its forbidden boundaries. 

 
 
Nor are the Indians the only menace. Here, giant jaguars stalk their human 
prey, and rivers and streams are alive with deadly black crocodiles, 
anacondas, and man-eating piranhas. He who attempts to invade the Matto 
Grosso courts swift, sudden death; but there are those who have tried and 
succeeded. 

 
 
In the archives of the Biblioteca Nacional in Rio de Janeiro, there is an ageing, 
yellowed document which was filed in 1734 under the number, Manuscript No. 
512. Year after year, scientists, historians, and adventurers have trekked to 
Rio, just to study this amazing document which reveals the existence of a 
fabulous lost city, perhaps Inca, or possibly, of an even earlier civilization, 
which once flourished on a broad plateau surrounded by ranges of mountain 
peaks in a remote jungle area somewhere in central Brazil. 



 
 
Only rarely are the broad plateaus and green valleys visible to the eye. Most 
of the time the mountains are covered with a thick, grey overcast, with the 
dazzling snow-capped peaks sticking up through it like so many gigantic ice- 
cream cones. Occasionally, small planes have attempted to penetrate the 
silent mysteries in this forbidding mountain range, but none has ever 
succeeded and some have never returned. The jungle swallowed them up as 
though they had never existed. 

 
 
Long before the era of aviation, however, a small party of Portuguese explorers 
left Rio de Janeiro and worked their way westward, finally entering the Matto 
Grosso and the unexplored areas farther to the southwest, in search of gold 
and silver. Months later, after many harrowing experiences, during which two of 
their party had been murdered by Indians, the three survivors reached the 
heart of the Central Plateau, where they came upon a high range of snow-
capped mountains. Climbing up a narrow fissure, they emerged upon a broad 
plain, and suddenly saw before them the outlines of a large city, the buildings 
of which were constructed from huge blocks of stone and appeared to have 
been partially devastated by an earthquake. Within the walls they found a gold 
sacrificial altar and dozens of life-sized statues, many of which had toppled to 
the ground. 

 
 
Sensing the importance of their momentous discovery, the three Portuguese 
explorers turned back to civilization, anxious to spread the news of their 
findings. Nearing the River Paraguassu, the expedition had sent a runner on 
ahead with the written report of their journey. He had arrived safely and the 
document was duly filed in the archives of Rio de Janeiro. The remaining 
members of the expedition, however, never reached the coast, and, as a 
matter of fact, were never heard of again. 

 
 
Down through the centuries that have followed the filing of this sensational 
document, dozens of courageous adventurers and archaeologists have made 
attempts to backtrack on the trail of the original Portuguese explorers, in the 
hope of finding their golden bonanza somewhere in that mysterious range of 
snow-capped mountains, but none was ever successful. In fact, many 
illustrious people have died in the attempt. 

 
 
Take Lieutenant-Colonel P. H. Fawcett, for example. The world-famous British 
explorer came upon the original report during one of his expeditions to South 
America He studied it thoroughly and completely convinced of its authenticity, 
set out to find the lost City of Gold. 



 
 
Many archaeologists have questioned Fawcett’s qualifications for evaluating 
the authenticity of this document. They were the best Colonel Fawcett had a 
most remarkable record As a subaltern in the British Royal Artillery, he served 
for eight years at Trincomalee, where he became deeply interested in 
Buddhism. During this period he searched diligently for the lost treasures of the 
Kandyan Kings. 

 
 
At the beginning of the First World War, he returned to England and served 
with distinction on the Western Front When the war ended he hurried to Brazil 
and devoted all his time and energy to preparing for his expedition to the “lost 
world”. 

 
 
Because of the problems of carrying sufficient food and supplies, Fawcett 
concentrated on a small, well-knit organization comprised of his son, Jack, 
and another Englishman. So certain was he of finding his “lost world” that he 
kept his trip a closely-guarded secret. He hoped to travel north from Cuyaba 
to about latitude ten degrees south, and then turn east through the heart of 
the unexplored country between Xingu and the Araguaya. Following this 
direction, he felt certain he would locate the range of mountains so fully 
described by the Portuguese. 

 
 
On 20th April, 1925, Fawcett and his two companions set off from Cuyaba 
with two guides. On 29th May they reached a spot called “Dead Horse Camp”. 
It was from this point that Fawcett sent back his last dispatch to civilization: 
“Our two guides go back from here. They become more and more nervous as 
we push farther into Indian territory. I shall continue to prepare dispatches 
from time to time in hopes of being able to get them out eventually through 
some friendly tribe of Indians. But I doubt if this will be possible.” 

 
 
Apparently, it was not possible, because the Fawcett group was never seen or 
heard of again. Many expeditions since then have been formed with the 
express purpose of determining this brave adventurer’s fate. One such party, 
under the leadership of Commander George Dyott, now retired and living in 
Ecuador, followed Fawcett’s trail northward from Cuyaba. In the caravan were 
64 oxen, 10 mules, and 26 men, including 2 cameramen and 2 wireless 
operators. In spite of the difficulties of maintaining so large a group, the 
expedition worked wonders. The party arrived at Dead Horse Camp, from 
whence the last word from Fawcett had been received, and continued down 
the River Kileseu to an Indian village, where they found the chief’s son 
wearing a brass plate stamped with the name of the Fawcett expedition. The 



 

chief guided the party on a three-day journey across the Rio Kuluene to 
another Indian village, inhabited by the Kalapalos tribe. Here, Dyott was told 
that Fawcett had reached this point in 1925, but that the entire party had 
arrived ill and exhausted. After a short rest, they had gone on into the 
unknown country east of the river. For five days, the Indians had seen smoke 
from their campfire, but on the sixth day there was none, indicating that the 
English party had been massacred by the savages. 

 
 
For some reason, Dyott was never able to reach the spot where the massacre 
was supposed to have occurred, and so could not bring back tangible proof of 
the death of the three men. His story, however, was accepted as accurate by 
most authorities. 

 
 
It was inevitable that a man of Colonel Fawcett’s stature should have a host of 
admirers, and among them was one Hugh McCarthy, a history teacher in 
Wellington, New Zealand. Soft-spoken in a scholarly fashion, Hugh had few of 
the characteristics of a real explorer. Although only thirty-two, his face was 
heavily-lined, and his once brilliant blue eyes held a faded, dull look. He 
plastered down his blond hair with oils and pomades to keep the thick curls 
from popping up all over his head, and while teaching, he wore thick spectacles 
which caused him to resemble a horned owl. But within his frail body beat the 
heart of a true adventurer, and after the end of his spring term 
in 1947, he resigned his position and shortly thereafter, sailed for Rio de 
Janeiro. 

 
 
None of his friends ever knew why he had so suddenly given up his career, 
and taken off so secretly for a part of the world that, to the average person, 
was beyond the pale of civilization. Hugh, however, had a definite plan. He 
was going to find Colonel Fawcett’s Lost City of Gold, or die in the attempt. He 
believed implicitly that such a city existed, because Fawcett had so stated 
in some of his writings, and while it was true that the Colonel and his 
companions were presumed to have met an untimely death at the hands of 
savage Indians, there was always the chance that he might succeed. 

 
 
Arriving in Rio, Hugh rented a cheap flat near the Biblioteca Nacional and day 
after day culled through the reports of the original Portuguese explorers, 
together with the last accounts of Colonel Fawcett. He then slipped out of the 
city and worked his way westward by plane, Land-Rover, and canoe. 

 

 
Many months later, Hugh McCarthy arrived at the little pueblo of Peixoto, an 
Indian village located on the eastern fringe of the deep and unexplored Matto 



 

Grosso. Here he found the Reverend Jonathan Wells, a missionary who had 
lived in the area for a dozen years, and the two became fast friends. Hugh told 
the older man of his hopes and aspirations and of his intention to keep on 
traveling westward until he reached the snow-capped peaks in the unnamed 
range of mountains, which the Portuguese explorers had so vividly described. 

 
 
Upon hearing Hugh’s proposal to journey westward, alone and ill-equipped, 
through the Matto Grosso in an attempt to find Fawcett’s Lost City of Gold, 
Jonathan Wells was naturally horrified and did everything he could to 
dissuade the young man. 

 
 
“Hugh, my boy,” he said late one night as they sat quietly on the wide bamboo 
veranda of the parish house, “I beg of you to take my advice. I’ve lived here in 
this jungle for twelve years, among these savage Indians, and only by the 
grace of God have I escaped death. For you to go on would be fatal. Forget 
Fawcett and his fantastic dream of this lost city!” 

 
 
He pulled down a dusty map from a shelf in his library and unrolled it. 

 
 
“You see, Hugh,” he remarked, “my mission is on the eastern fringe of the 
Matto Grosso. Believe me when I tell you that no white man within recent 
years has ever penetrated farther. Here,” he continued, pointing to a blank 
area on the map, “is the land of the Chevantes, one of the most deadly tribes 
in all South America.” 

 
 
He leaned back in his chair and studied Hugh’s sober face, but quickly noticed 
that no fear showed in his eyes. 

 

 
“These Chevantes,” the missionary said, “are nothing less than mass- 
murderers. Just a few years ago, the Brazilian Government sent in a small 
contingent of heavily-armed soldiers to explore this area. Do you know what 
happened?” 

Hugh smiled wanly. “Something dreadful, I suppose,” he replied. 

“Dreadful is hardly the word. They were all killed, every last one of them, 
butchered and mutilated. And now, you tell me that you want to continue. 
Think it over carefully,” the missionary concluded. 

 
 
“What you say may be true, and I certainly respect your good intentions, but 
I’m as dedicated to finding this lost city as you are to the Cloth,” remarked 



 

Hugh. “I know the odds are against me, and I know, too, that I should take 
your advice and return to civilization. But I am impelled to go forward by a 
hidden force, something within me that is stronger than life, itself. In a few 
days,” he said evenly, “I am leaving to continue my journey. 

 
 
The older man knew he was defeated. 

 
 
Whether or not he approved of Hugh’s venture, he had little doubt but that the 
young man possessed that element of steadfastness and loyalty to ideals so 
inherent ‘n the British character. As a last resort, the jungle padre, having been 
a bird fancier since his childhood days in Oxford, persuaded Hugh to 
take with him seven carrier pigeons of which he had a large stock. In addition, 
the two men worked out a system of communicating by shorthand, which both 
could read and write. Once each week, or whenever the opportunity 
presented itself, Hugh promised to send a terse report, written in shorthand to 
conserve space, attached in a special aluminum tube to the leg of one of his 
carrier pigeons. Thus, he would not be cut off from the world completely, and 
his friend and confidant would know at all times the general area which he had 
reached during the previous week. 

 
 
In case of danger or sickness, the minister agreed to lead a rescue party to 
wherever the young explorer might be, providing, of course, that the latter was 
able to give a more or less accurate account of his position. 

 
 
A few days later, the two men walked down the jungle trail to the banks of the 
Juruena river, where Hugh packed his gear, a meagre supply of food, and the 
seven carrier pigeons, each housed in a separate wicker container, into his 
small Indian canoe. He also carried an automatic pistol and a rifle, along with 
three hundred rounds of ammunition. The minister gave him his blessing and, 
moments later, Hugh McCarthy disappeared around the bend in the river. He 
was never again seen alive. 

 
 
Perhaps he is dead, but he is certainly not forgotten. The ageing minister still 
vividly recalls those tempestuous days which followed Hugh’s disappearance 
into the green hell of the Matto Grosso. 

 
 
After the first week, he began making dozens of trips each day to his pigeon 
loft, hoping that one of his carriers had returned, but he was always doomed 
to disappointment. Three, four, five weeks passed and the inscrutable jungle 
had closed in on the lonely wayfarer. What had befallen Hugh McCarthy? 
Then, early one morning, after the sixth week had passed, a miracle 



 

happened. One of the pigeons had found its way home and attached to its left 
leg was the tiny cylinder. With shaking fingers the missionary carefully 
detached and opened it. Inside was a tightly-rolled piece of thin paper 
scarcely an inch wide. The note had been carefully written in shorthand; at the 
top of the narrow strip of paper Hugh had indicated that this was the third 
pigeon he had released. He wrote: 

 
 
“I am still quite ill from my accident, but the swelling in my left leg is gradually 
receding. Had it not been for these friendly Indians and especially the girl, 
Tana, my body would now be lying in an unmarked grave. The Indians have 
taken me into their hearts and I could be happy living here the rest of my life. 
When I regained consciousness, I found myself looking up into the face of this 
beautiful girl. Her pale blue eyes made me think I had already died and gone 
to heaven. I have changed her name to Heather and am now teaching her 
English. Tomorrow I leave to continue my mission I am told that the mountains 
which I seek are only five days away God keep you Hugh” 

 

 
Wells carefully removed his spectacles and sat quietly, looking out with 
unseeing eyes into the green jungle surrounding him. “Thank you, Lord,” he 
said piously, “for having watched over this young man.” 

 
 
So there had been an accident, nearly a fatal one. Unfortunately, the first two 
pigeons had failed to return, so there was no way of knowing what had 
transpired. The swelling in Hugh’s leg could have been caused by a crocodile 
or snake bite, or possibly the deadly, poisoned fart from an Indian blowgun; 
but at least the Indians had saved his life. 

 
 
The missionary could hardly wait for the next pigeon to arrive. It did not come 
until nearly six weeks later. But now the picture had changed completely. The 
fifth bird brought a terse message which carried within its context a note of 
desperation: 

 
 
“I have reached the snow-capped mountains,” Hugh wrote, “but am in dire 
circumstances. Long ago I abandoned my canoe and threw away my rifle as it 
is impractical in the jungle. My food supply has been exhausted and I am 
living on berries and wild fruits. The weather has turned cold, and at night I am 
unable to sleep. I could turn back, as I know Heather is waiting for me, but 
having come this far nothing can stop me from scaling these peaks to either 
final victory or merciful death. Somewhere - somewhere in these snow- 
capped peaks, I hope to find Fawcett’s Lost City of Gold. But should I fail, it 
was at least a glorious adventure. Pray for me. 



 
 
Note in hand, the minister walked back and forth across the floor in his small 
study, his brow furrowed with deep anxiety. Again and again, he stopped 
suddenly carefully to re-examine the tiny shorthand symbols, hoping that 
somewhere he would be able to learn the approximate location of Hugh 
McCarthy, but there was nothing. True, he had lived with the savage, blond- 
haired Chevantes and successfully passed through their territory, and five 
days later had presumably reached the foothills of the mysterious unnamed 
range of snow-capped mountains far to the west. The minister toyed with the 
idea of gathering together a rescue party of friendly Indians and going in 
search of his friend, but upon further consideration, abandoned the plan. This 
was forbidden territory, and while Hugh had been fortunate, the priest knew 
that dozens of savage tribes lived in the impenetrable wilderness. It would 
take a company of well-armed soldiers to force their way as far as the snow- 
capped peaks, and even then, how could one possibly find a single human 
being in that vast uncharted area? 

 
 
He shook his head sadly and repaired to his small chapel to pray. Each day 
thereafter seemed an eternity. 

 
 
A week passed, then two, and then, at the end of twenty-four days, one of his 
carrier pigeons reappeared. Jonathan Wells practically tore the cylinder from 
the bird’s leg in his frenzied attempt to learn the fate of his friend. He shook 
out the strip of paper and saw that it had been sent by the seventh and final 
pigeon which Hugh had carried with him. The message read: 

 
 
“I know that the soft cold hand of death will touch me shortly, and in these last 
moments I can but pray that all of the pigeons I sent out arrived safely. Writing 
is difficult and my lucid moments are few. But what a glorious way I have 
chosen to leave this world. I hope my map arrived safely by carrier pigeon 
number six, so that you, of all people in the world, will know the location of this 
City of Gold. It is magnificent and unbelievable, with a golden pyramid and 
exquisite temples. With God’s help, you will soon be able to lead an expe- 
dition of archaeologists back to this most wonderful of all cities since the 
beginning of Time and its treasures can be preserved for generations to 
come. My work is over and I die happily, knowing that my belief in Fawcett 
and his lost City of Gold was not in vain. Hugh.” 

 
 
His face flushed with excitement Jonathan Wells stood alongside his wired 
pigeon roost and read and re-read he message until he knew it by heart. 
“Good Heavens!” he exclaimed. “Hugh has done the impossible!” 



 
 
But as his eyes scanned that part of the message which told of Hugh’s 
impending death, a feeling of sadness and remorse filled the heart of the old 
man. Something had to be done. Perhaps there was still time. The minister 
ran down the jungle path to the parish house, and with the three messages 
tucked away in his portfolio, was soon heading downstream in his canoe 
towards a distant village where he knew he could get a plane to Rio. It was a 
gamble, to be sure, but he was willing to risk anything in an attempt to save 
the young man’s life. 

 
 
Four days later he arrived in Rio and presented his case to the Brazilian 
authorities. To his horror and chagrin, they were skeptical and uncooperative. 
Days turned into weeks, and still nothing was done to send rescue planes into 
the little-known area in an attempt to locate the lost city. True, they studied their 
maps carefully, and even brought in hundreds of aerial photographs in an effort 
to locate the broad plateau on which, according to Hugh, he had made his 
momentous discovery, but it was useless. There was not one, but several 
ranges of mountains in the area. Upon completion of their studies, the 
authorities came to the conclusion that the City of Gold was non-existent and 
substantiated by neither history nor fact. They told the minister that quite 
possibly the young adventurer had, as the result of intense suffering and 
illness, lost his mind, and that his final statements, so vividly describing the City 
of Gold were figments of his imagination, written as the result of his obsession 
which had become so fixed in his mind that he could no longer distinguish truth 
from fantasy. 

 
 
After weeks of worry and frustration, the minister sadly placed the narrow 
strips of rolled paper back into his briefcase and quietly returned to his jungle 
mission. No one had believed his story, and yet, in his heart, he knew that 
Hugh McCarthy had succeeded in his fanatical quest; but there was nothing 
more he could do. And now, months later, unless there had been a miracle, 
there was no doubt but that the young New Zealander had succumbed to the 
rigors of his misadventure. 

 
 
Often in the early evening, just when the last vestiges of the late afternoon sun 
paint the western sky in brilliant blues, reds, and yellows, the old man stands at 
the edge of his unpainted, palm-thatched church and wonders about the lost 
City of Gold which, he is convinced, has become the immortal tomb of the 
brave young New Zealander who, against almost insurmountable odds, 
succeeded in the fulfillment of Colonel Fawcett’s daring but fatal dream. 



 

A word of explanation is necessary. In one of his messages, Hugh McCarthy 
spoke of a blue-eyed Indian girl. This is not at all impossible, especially 
among the Chevante tribe, as centuries ago the Dutch started a colony in the 
Brazilian Rain Forest and in time married Chevante Indian women. As a result 
many Chevantes, even today, are known to have light hair and blue eyes. 

 

 
Should you be skeptical about the Lost City of Gold, rest assured that many 
others are in full agreement with you. But there are some who think that a Lost 
City of ~s kind could exist in the mountainous region where undoubtedly 
ancient civilizations once lived. 

 
 
It is well to remember that Machu Picchu, a large Inca citadel lying only a few 
miles east of Cuzco, remained undiscovered until early in this century when 
Hiram Bingham, an American archaeologist, came upon these superb stone 
ruins hidden away in an almost inaccessible mountain valley of the Peruvian 
Andes. Although Machu Picchu was in existence before the year A.D. 1,000, 
neither the Spaniards, nor, later, the Peruvians had ever discovered its 
presence. 



 

Chapter 8 
Gold is where you find it 

 
 
 
On either side of the Pan-American Highway, in a northerly direction from 
Lima, Peru, are countless miles of sandy terrain reminiscent of the 
Sahara Desert. Because of a lack of water, the land is valueless. Long 
ago, before the advent of the Conquistadores, the Incas had built a wide 
thoroughfare along the coastal area which stretched from south-west of 
Cuzco northward to Guayaquil. It was one of their principal highways 
and was used to transport bolts of hand-woven cloth, various types of 
grains, as well as other foodstuffs to their important cities en route. 

 
 
Shortly after the execution of Atahualpa at Cajamarca, runners were 
dispatched throughout the realm of the Incas, with orders to bury their 
gold and precious jewels to keep them from the hands of the Spanish 
invaders. Although it is known that vast quantities of their golden 
treasures were hidden in this manner, only a few of these priceless 
objets d’art have ever been recovered. 

 
 
Within the past few months certain facts have been brought to light 
which prove beyond question that Inca gold in great quantities is 
currently being recovered in the sandy wastes of Northern Peru. It will be 
a revelation not only to the Peruvian Government, but to treasure- 
seekers, as well. The secret location of this ancient treasure trove was 
recently discovered by a young American professional gold-hunter who 
turned to the field of adventure after graduating from the University of 
Oklahoma. For obvious reasons, I cannot disclose his true identity, as 
currently, his life is in jeopardy, but all the pertinent facts concerning his 
recovery of a priceless hoard of Incan artifacts are true. Recently, while 
in Ecuador on a treasure hunt, he told me his story. 

 
 
“At the age of forty-two I can honestly classify myself as a successful 
treasure hunter. For the past five years my annual income has never 
fallen below a quarter of a million dollars, and that, as you may have 
guessed, is tax-free. In most instances, my work in Central and South 
America averages about six months a year, and the rest of the time you 
can find me on my yacht, luxuriating in the Greek Islands or dining with 
bikini-clad beauties off the Côte d’Azur. 



 

“In the United States as well as Europe, there are untold thousands of 
amateur treasure-hunters of all age groups and financial categories. 
With their metal detectors in hand, they invade the jungles of Brazil and 
Venezuela, in search of precious metals and gems; they flock to Cocos 
Island in quest of pirate treasure; and tramp along the rugged hills of 
Mexico hoping to find Pancho Villa’s lost loot. But take it from me - 
they’re all wasting their time and money and they have yet to be able to 
discern fact from fiction. 

 
 
“Perhaps I never would have become interested in treasure hunting, had 
it not been for my educational background. Graduating from the 
University of Oklahoma, I received my Ph.D. majoring in history, and the 
very next year began a dull, sedentary career as a Professor of History 
in one of the high schools in Oklahoma City. Teaching my students 
about the Wars of the Roses or the French Revolution did little more 
than put my football-conscious teenagers into a sound sleep. It wasn’t 
until the second term when we switched to the history of Central and 
South America and, particularly, the ancient civilizations of the Aztecs, 
Mayas, and Incas, that my students sat up and became alert. Perhaps it 
was partly due to the fact that I had on display in the classroom an 
exhibition of gold objects - intricately wrought chalices studded with 
precious emeralds, gold ceremonial knives inlaid with semi-precious 
stones, solid gold idols of the Incas (one of them weighing nearly 86 
pounds), and, of course, a variety of lesser objects including hand- 
painted pottery, stone and clay idols and other treasures. 

 

 
“During the term we studied the Spanish Conquest of the Central and 
South American civilizations and learned how, in order to save their 
precious religious gold objects from the Conquistadores, these ancient 
peoples buried them in remote and obscure places, hoping one day to 
throw out their conquerors and rebuild their Temples of the Sun and 
Moon, and their cities of gold. 

 
 
“Needless to say that upon graduation over forty per cent of my class 
entered the university to study archaeology. But if my teachings had a 
dominating influence on the future of my students, they also had a 
significant effect upon me, and changed the course of my entire life. 

 
 
“For the next two years I did nothing but delve into the histories of these 
ancient peoples, reading every book available on the subject. During 
summer vacations I traveled to Spain and, after becoming proficient in 



 

Spanish, spent lots of time delving further into the background of the 
Conquistadores and other Spanish expeditions which conquered the 
New World. 

 
 
“Suddenly I found myself with but one ambition - to search for lost and 
still missing treasures not only of the Aztecs, Mayas, and Incas, but of 
the many civilizations which preceded them. But I promised myself that 
at no time would I pursue this exciting career in a haphazard manner 
and that whatever I did had to be based on fact and logic. 

 
 
“It was at this point that I became interested in metal detectors, and 
experimented with all of them. Some, I quickly learned, had a 
penetration of only three feet. Others could locate metals at a depth of 
ten feet, while there were a few on the market that could penetrate to 
twenty-five feet, but these, strangely enough, were absolutely valueless 
in locating metal at shallow distances. 

 
 
“In order to perfect my technique in this field of electronics, I had a friend 
of mine bury metal objects at various depths in an open field outside 
Oklahoma City, and then, using the five detectors I had finally 
purchased, spent countless hours trying to locate them. In this manner, I 
became proficient in the various sounds which my detectors emitted 
upon picking up the objects. Within just a few months I was able to 
recover pieces of metal buried in shallow holes as well as others at 
greater depths. 

 

 
“But this was just a beginning, and no treasure hunter is worth his salt 
unless he becomes adept at the use of all the various types of modern 
electronic gear now on the market. 

 
 
“The following summer I took a trip to Guatemala where the Mayas once 
flourished, and arriving in Guatemala City caught a plane to Tikal, in the 
heart of the Peten jungle, and the site of one of the Mayas’ most 
magnificent lost cities. From the many books I had so eagerly devoured, I 
learned that the Mayas had excelled in mathematics and astronomy and 
used jade frequently in decorating their idols and pagan gods, and that 
on occasion, gold objects had been unearthed in their ancient tombs. Of 
course, it was forbidden to search for gold around Tikal, but 
with an Indian guide, I took off into the jungle and a few days later, came 
upon a ruined city. Originally, the buildings had been built of stone, but 
due to the severe earthquakes in tile area, had now tumbled down and 



 

were covered over with generations of tropical growth. Still a second 
hazard was the presence of great numbers of deadly reptiles, including 
the ugly squat fer-de-lance, and the ferocious bushmaster. But the lust 
for gold spurred me on, and for the next three weeks, I struggled 
patiently amidst the ruins, trying out all of my metal detectors which I had 
brought with me. Eventually, I found some excellent pieces of pottery, 
and on the last day of my visit unearthed a small gold lizard eight inches 
long which I later sold to a museum in Chicago for $1,500, just enough 
to pay my expenses for the trip. 

 
 
But finding one small treasure was enough to create within me an 
unquenchable fire and an insatiable lust for more gold. 

 

 
“I resigned shortly after the next term and from that moment on, became 
a professional gold hunter. But my experience in Guatemala, which I 
considered a monetary failure, set me off on a new tangent. From that 
day on, before searching for gold, I spent a great deal of time doing 
research on various Indian tribes who inhabited such countries as 
Mexico, Honduras, Colombia, Ecuador, Peru and Bolivia. But I soon 
determined that the greatest quantities of gold used in religious 
ceremonies were to be found in the old mean Empire of South America, 
as well as the civilizations preceding the Incas, all of whom lived in 
Colombia, extending southward to and including Bolivia. 

 
 
“No archaeologist or historian is certain as to the origin of the many 
Indian civilizations which preceded the Incas, and which inhabited the 
West Coast of South America. Some, however, date back thousands of 
years. Among these early tribes were the Chavins, who lived in northern 
Peru; the Paracas of the southern coastal peninsula; and the Mochicas, 
who inhabited the northern coastal areas. But there were many others. 
All without exception, including the Incas, were sun-worshippers, and 
because gold was plentiful in the rivers, they used it in the fashioning of 
their idols and other religious objects with which they adorned their 
temples and homes. Later, of course, the Incas, a highly intellectual 
race, conquered many of the lesser tribes and about the year A.D. 1000, 
controlled a vast territory extending from Ecuador southward through 
Peru and Bolivia to parts of Chile. Gold played a very important part in 
their religious life. Because of its color, corresponding to that of the sun, 
it had a special religious significance, and each day throughout the 
empire, tens of thousands of Indians panned gold along the rivers, which 
was then carried to Cuzco, and there the metal was transformed by 



 

expert craftsmen into religious objects, from life-sized statues of their 
pagan dieties, to small gold nose-rings and other personal adornments 
worn by the nobility. 

 
 
“Upon death, and this is very important, religious objects made of gold, 
including replicas of their gods, delicately-wrought chalices, gold 
bracelets, and other objects, were buried with the deceased in order to 
assure their souls’ safe passage to the eternal land of their gods. The 
higher the individual’s station in life the more gold was buried with him. 
Therefore, the graves of such highborn dignitaries as the royal family, or 
those related to royalty, as well as military chieftains, government 
officials, and Virgins of the Temple, became veritable treasure troves, 
and down through the centuries have yielded priceless gold artifacts. 

 
 
“With the fall of the Incan Empire in the sixteenth century, rumors began 
circulating throughout the world concerning vast treasures of gold 
religious objects which the Incas were presumed to have buried under 
the direct command of their last Emperor, Atahualpa. Among the most 
famous is the fabled treasure cache supposedly buried within the 
foreboding Llanganati Mountains in Central Ecuador. It is a lure that has 
drawn treasure hunters into the Llanganatis for over four hundred years, 
but to date, no one has ever come up with definite proof of its existence. 
I think it is a tragic mistake for treasure seekers to spend months and 
years searching for this elusive bonanza when throughout the vast Incan 
Empire there are hundreds of ruins of ancient cities as well as 
innumerable tolas and graveyards where golden objects are almost 
certain to be found. At least, I have found it a very profitable business. 

 
 
“Treasure hunters are great ones for depending on all ancient 
documents, maps, derroteros, or what-have-you to lead them to hidden 
wealth. But in my opinion, none of these can be trusted for their 
authenticity and many are completely phoney. 

 
 
“I have been successful in this business because of the many lessons I 
have learned through actual experience. I search for the ruins of lost 
cities. Having found one, I immediately ascertain whether or not rivers in 
the vicinity contain gold. If this is a fact, then I know the inhabitants of that 
ruined city once panned gold for their religious objects. With these facts 
clarified, I spend little time browsing through the ancient ruins. Rather, I 
concentrate on locating the cemetery, sometimes several miles distant 
from where they once lived. After I have located this necropolis, 



 

the rest is simple, and at no time have I ever left the vicinity without 
several priceless objects of art. It is in this way, alone, that I have made 
a fortune over the years. 

 
 
“But there are other means of learning of lost treasures. Some arise quite 
by accident. Recently, while in Miami, Florida, I visited an antique shop 
which deals in Inca and pre-Inca art. The proprietor is a good friend of 
mine, and he confided that for the past several years he had been 
receiving illegal shipments of gold artifacts from Peru, which he sold to 
dealers in New York at very high prices. In fact, during the past seven 
years, he, alone, had received over four and a half million dollars worth 
of gold mean artifacts, and the family with whom he dealt in Peru had 
still another agent in Geneva, Switzerland. 

 
 
“Upon hearing this story, my curiosity reached a fevered pitch, especially 
when I learned that this tremendous hoard of gold had been unearthed 
by the Indians of the hacienda and never once had they used electronic 
devices in locating their treasures. I had him write a letter to his contact 
in Peru, stating I was an electronics expert and would like to try out my 
equipment on his hacienda. The deal was that we would split evenly any 
gold found. A few weeks later, I received a letter, asking me to come to 
his ranch in Peru. The next day I picked up an Avianca jet to Lima. 
Arriving in this capital city, I hired a jeep and drove six hundred miles 
northward into the very centre of a Sahara-like desert, where centuries 
ago, the Inca civilization had flourished. 

 
 
“Arriving at the hacienda, I was greeted by Senor Gonzalo Alvarez, who 
welcomed inc most enthusiastically and could hardly wait until morning 
to try out the four metal detectors I had brought along. 

 
 
“Leaving his palatial home at sunrise, we drove in two jeeps through a 
valley of sand dunes approximately a half mile away, and it was at this 
point that I started scanning the surface of the ground with my detectors. 
In less than two hours, I had my first strike, and directed the Indians to 
begin digging at the spot. At a depth of twenty feet, we uncovered a 
veritable nest of priceless golden objects - one hundred and forty-eight 
pieces, ranging from gold ceremonial knives, masks, chalices, breast- 
plates, and idols. It was worth a king’s fortune! 

 
 
“Had I been permitted to stay there a month or two, I know I could have 
cleared over a million dollars. According to our agreement, we divided 



 

the treasure and it should have been a happy ending, but unfortunately, 
the greed and avarice of my host predominated, and one of the Indian 
workers warned me that Alvarez coveted not only his own portion, but 
mine as well, and that I might easily find myself a dead treasure-hunter 
buried forever in this vast desolate tomb of sand. 

 
 
“But I was determined not to go down without a fight. I wore a .41 
Derringer in a special calf-holster on my left leg, as well as a .38 Smith 
and Wesson in a shoulder holster. 

 
 
“Alvarez ordered his two peons to place his share of the gold in burlap 
bags, and after this was completed, he took off with them on foot for the 
hacienda, telling me he would return shortly with a basket of lunch and 
several bottles of wine to celebrate the occasion. But no sooner had he 
disappeared than one of his peons, an elderly friendly Indian, crossed 
himself reverently and in broken Spanish warned me to be very careful. 
He had worked on the hacienda for many years and said that Alvarez 
and his three brothers were not to be trusted. In the old man’s opinion, 
they would never permit me to leave the hacienda with my share of the 
gold. I hurriedly stowed my portion of the treasure in my jeep, not 
knowing whether or not to believe what the Indian had told me. But just 
at that moment, I happened to look in the direction of the ranch, and in 
the far distance saw four men, all in a crouching position, running 
stealthily towards a large sand dune. I saw, too, that they were armed. I 
hadn’t a moment to lose. Once they got behind the dune I would become 
a clay pigeon for their high-powered rifles, without a chance of defending 
myself. Raising the hood of their jeep, I tore out the ignition, and hurrying 
to my own car, I took off across the sand towards the main highway. 
And, none too soon. Even as my vehicle roared across the burning 
sands I heard the sound of rifle fire and two bullets embedded them- 
selves in my car, one shattering the windshield, the bullet passing within 
inches of my head. 

 
 
“I drove all night, reaching Lima early in the morning and fortunately, 
within an hour, was able to catch a flight to New York. How I passed 
through customs in Lima with two suitcases heavily-laden with Inca gold 
is a professional secret which I do not care to reveal at this time. I will 
say only that it involved split-second timing at the airport, just moments 
before the plane was ready to take off. 

 
 
“So far I have been lucky, but should disaster ever befall me, I could go 



 

to jail for several years for attempting to smuggle out of the country 
things classified as ‘national treasure’. 

 

 
“My seventy-four pieces of gold were disposed of through an agent in 
New York for ten times their gold value, and brought me a neat profit of 
$125,000 - a pretty good return for a few days’ work. 

 
 
“Currently I am in Ecuador preparing for still another exciting adventure. I 
hope to locate a veritable treasure of pre-Inca gold. By talking with the 
Indians in a mountainous area, I have learned of the ruins of a pre-Incan 
city. I have already ascertained that the rivers in the vicinity are rich in 
gold, and that undoubtedly the inhabitants used the metal in their religious 
ceremonies. The ruins are on a plateau twelve thousand feet high and are 
difficult to reach. Research has revealed that not one expedition has ever 
visited the ruins. To get there I must cross the crest of the Andes, and the 
journey is hazardous and fraught with danger. The Indians in that region 
are extremely hostile and have never permitted anyone to dig into the 
hundreds of tolas (burial mounds) which I have seen from aerial research. 
But I am not particularly worried. I realize that my occupation is a 
dangerous one, but the rewards far outweigh the diffi- culties one 
encounters. And when, finally, after days of strenuous toil under the most 
horrifying conditions, one unearths a tola and sees glittering through the 
dirt a vast and precious array of ancient golden treasures, nothing in life 
can compare to the thrill of knowing that you’ve struck it rich!” 

 
 
There are many other graveyards and tolas scattered throughout the old 
Incan Empire, and especially in Ecuador, that have remained inviolate 
during the centuries, and await but the hand of some daring adventurer 
to open them and wrest their fortunes from their secret hiding places. But 
there are also many difficulties confronting treasure hunters. One of the 
principal ones is to overcome the natural enmity of the Indians, who 
consider the tombs of their ancestors sacred. Still another is the fact that 
today, the various governments strictly forbid excavations of ancient 
graveyards and burial mounds on the theory that what lies beneath the 
ground is a “national treasure”. Let me cite a typical example: 

 
 
A few years ago, quite by accident, a vast burial ground of a pre-Incan 
civilization was discovered on a broad plateau in Ecuador, near the 
village of Pillaro, surrounded by some of the highest snow-capped peaks 
in the Andean chain - to the west lies the jagged Tungurahua, while to 



 

the south, the shimmering sentinel of Chimborazo rears its eternally 
snow-capped head. Lesser peaks form a ring around this vast city of the 
dead. 

 
 
In 1949, one of the most devastating earthquakes struck this 
mountainous region of Ecuador, and a lowly Indian while walking across 
the great plateau found a beautiful golden urn which had been tossed to 
the surface from beneath the ground. It was only then that the existence 
of a pre-Incan burial ground became known and archaeologists 
estimated that this necropolis held at least forty thousand graves. 

 
 
In most instances there would have been a rush of people from all over 
the world to this cemetery in search of these priceless golden idols, 
finely carved chalices, precious jewels and exquisitely wrought pottery. 
But over the past few years only a handful of the most daring had ever 
come to the site. The reason was obvious. The plateau of the dead lay at 
an elevation of approximately fifteen thousand feet, and was constantly 
swept by frigid chilling winds. Only the brave and hardy could withstand 
the rigors of digging under such conditions. 

 
 
Recently, however, Ken Krippene, well-known American adventure- 
writer, wrote an article about Pillaro which appeared in Argosy 
Magazine, a New York publication. Almost immediately swarms of 
treasure hunters descended upon the small pueblo, all intent on striking 
it rich in this ancient graveyard. Many of them were eminently successful 
and several returned to the United States with large collections of 
exquisite hand-painted pottery, stone idols, clay necklaces, and other 
objets d’art that were disposed of at high prices to museums and 
collectors. 

 
 
Prior to the influx of fortune-seekers, very few people in Ecuador had 
ever even heard of Pillaro, and it was a revelation to them, as well as to 
the government, to learn that this vast graveyard existed But 
unfortunately, several new arrivals intent on amassing a fortune within a 
few days used strange methods to achieve their ends. Shunning the 
conventional use of picks and shovels they tried dynamite, blowing large 
holes in the ground, and destroying the delicate pottery which lay 
beneath 

 
 
As the deluge of treasure hunters invaded Ecuador with a variety of 
metal detectors, electronic gear, and most important, American dollars, 



 

the inhabitants of the sleepy pueblo of Pillaro, undisturbed since the 
days of the Conquistadores, suddenly awoke, and took advantage of the 
situation confronting them New houses and even a six-room hotel were 
hastily erected to accommodate the grave robbers. Indian help which 
had once been available for fifty cents a day suddenly rose to an 
unprecedented $5 daily. Merchants tripled the prices of their canned 
goods, and one enterprising businessman scoured the countryside and 
came back with six young Indian girls, some of them sporting shiny new 
gold teeth, and promptly opened the town’s first brothel. Wily land- 
owners in the area around the graveyard made hurried ‘trips to Quito, 
buying up vast quantities of freshly-made “pre-Incan” artifacts, and 
buried them in various places on their haciendas. They then invited the 
Americans to dig on their property for a fee of ten dollars a day, and 
guaranteed each and every one of them that they would not leave 
empty-handed. Nor did they! Undoubtedly, at this moment hundreds of 
treasure hunters throughout the United States are proudly displaying 
their “pre-Inca” treasures to their friends, not knowing that they have 
been duped by the illiterate and lowly Indians. 

 

 
But Pillaro’s sudden economic rise was short-lived. The Casa de la 
Cultura in Quito objected strongly to the fact that hundreds of legitimate 
pre-Incan treasures were being shipped out of the country, and a 
governmental decree was issued closing the site to all but authorized 
archaeologists. 

 
 
Just before Pillaro became known to the public through Mr. Krippene’s 
article, I spent a few days at the burial ground, digging for treasure. 
Leaving Quito by bus I proceeded southward to the pueblo of Salcedo 
where I was fortunate in being able to hire an old broken down car that 
took me up the narrow mountainous road to the town of Pillaro and the 
site of the pre-Incan cemetery. 

 
 
Pillaro is a village of hardy mountain Indians who, for centuries, have 
lived in this high altitude and have become inured to the icy blasts which 
continuously surround them. But not me. That night I found sleep im- 
possible. Even six blankets could not stop the bitter, biting wind. 

 
 
Early the next morning, accompanied by two Indians who carried my 
equipment, I left the village and walked to the site of the graveyard. It 
was a vast plain, reaching as far as the eye could see. 



 

The method of locating the graves was practical. Armed with a slender 
T-shaped rod, the Indians probed the earth. If the slender shaft sank 
deeply into the soil, it meant I there was a grave beneath. Once this had 
been determined, the Indians began digging in the vicinity and after 
descending from three to five feet, they would start unearthing small 
pieces of human bones and pottery. 

 
 
All during the long daylight hours we dug without ceasing. In most 
instances, nothing of any value was uncovered. In the early afternoon, 
other Indians in the region joined our grave-digging expedition. Just at 
sundown, when icy blasts swirled around us, we began to work on our 
thirteenth grave - the one which was finally to yield priceless pre-Incan 
treasures. From this grave came forth an astonishing array of crude 
pottery, cloth, and a gruesome skull. But by far the greatest treasure was 
a collection of delicately-wrought hand-painted clay vases. 

 
 
It is believed that among the thousands of graves in this region is a plot 
of ground where the royal families of this ancient civilization were 
interred. One day, if ever located, these graves may reveal great 
treasures of emerald necklaces, gold idols, chalices, and priceless bric- 
à-brac. 

 
 
But Pillaro represents just one classic example of ancient cemeteries 
and burial mounds which lie scattered throughout Peru, Ecuador, and 
Colombia. Over the past few years in Colombia, alone, pre-Colombian 
gold relics have been unearthed by the thousands. In the Gold Museum 
of Bogota’s Banco de la Republica is an astounding collection of 
priceless gold objects, including necklaces, ear plugs, breast—plates, 
ceremonial masks and knives, and jewelry valued at over a half-billion 
dollars and, by common consensus, archaeologists working for the 
government admit that they have only begun to scratch the surface. 

 
 
To be a successful treasure hunter, however, it is necessary to devote all 
of one’s energies and finances to this monumental task. It takes months, 
and sometimes years of preparation, study and research, and even then, 
there is no absolute promise of success. But according to the handsome 
young professional treasure hunter who told me his story, there is nothing 
in life so rewarding, so exciting, and thrilling as unearthing a treasure 
trove of gleaming gold artifacts, priceless relics of a once-mighty empire. 



 

Chapter 9 
How to Make your First Million 

(The Hard Way) 
 
 
 
“Man and boy! For nearly thirty years I’ve been down here in these parts 
scourin’ these damned mountains lookin’ for Inca treasure, and all’s I ever 
found me was a few cracked pots and a pile o’ bones. Then I finally got wise 
and turned to the rivers, pannin’ ‘em up and down, and every which way. Take 
it from me - that’s where the gold is! They’re loaded!” 

 
 

Joshua Jenkins, 76-year-old Texas-born prospector 
 
 
How much hell could you endure for a million dollars in gold? Would you be 
willing to live alone in a palm-thatched hut in the green hell of the Peruvian 
Rain Forest, where the only other human beings are savage Indians, so 
deadly that they would gladly kill you for a two-dollar machete, or a string of 
glass beads? Could you live on nothing but fish and yucca, baked crocodile 
tail, and an occasional tapir or deer? It would be a horrible existence, but at 
the end of that voluntary sentence, you would have a fortune in gold dust, 
which you could sell in Lima or the United States for thirty-six dollars an 
ounce, or, if you’re good at smuggling and could get it out of the country, for 
twice that or more an ounce in such places as Tangier, Israel and India. 

 
 
I’m going to tell you exactly where to find your golden bonanza - I’ll tell you, 
too, of the trials and tribulations which lie between you and ultimate victory; of 
the many dangers you will face not only from the covetous and greedy 
Indians, all of whom are experts with their bows and arrows and blowguns, but 
of the natural hazards of the relentless jungle, as well - the deadly bush- 
master, whose bite is as fatal as that of the king cobra; the nasty little ringed 
coral snake, which is as venomous as they come; or the cascabel, as 
poisonous as a black diamond rattlesnake. The rivers in the immediate vicinity 
are alive with giant crocodiles, which dote on human flesh, and vicious man- 
eating piranhas that can reduce a human being to a skeleton in less than 
three minutes. 

 
 
Not a very pleasant picture, to be sure, but there’s a million dollars in gold 
dust waiting for you - if you can survive. 

 
 
One daring young adventurer from London’s teeming East End made the 



 

grade, and I want to tell you his. story so you will know what to expect if you 
are to step into his shoes. If nothing else, it proves that there is no such thing 
as a “get-rich-quick” formula for success. But it can be done—the hard way. 

 
 
Marc Cohen was born in a poverty-ridden district of the East End of London. 
Raised in an environment of penury and want, it was little wonder that even as 
a boy, Marc dreamed of the day when he could escape his seamy 
surroundings and have at least a fighting chance against an unfriendly world. 
Although frail, possibly from undernourishment, he was a brilliant student and 
would have liked to have continued his studies in the hope of becoming a 
doctor. But this proved impossible, because his father earned very little in his 
occupation as a diamond-cutter in a small wholesale jewelry firm, located in 
Black Lion Yard off the Whitechapel Road. 

 
 
Marc had a chance of learning his father’s trade, and be thought it over 
carefully, but the idea of sitting at a desk, cooped up in a small unventilated 
room day after day year after year repelled him. Even more abhorrent was the 
thought that while untold thousands of pounds in precious gems passed 
through his father’s hands each day, his wages at the end of the week barely 
covered the rent of their flat, with just a little left over for food. It was a grim 
future. 

 
 
In his seventeenth year, Marc left school, and with no opportunity for further 
education, had to reach some sort of decision as to what he intended to do 
with his future. His father, Abraham, had often told him about his older 
brother, Isadore, who many years before, had grown tired of London and 
worked his way to South America on a banana boat, ending up in Iquitos, a 
large Indian city in Peru on the headwaters of the Amazon river. 

 
 
There he had gone into business for himself strapping a pack on his back and 
selling bits of cloth, glass beads, and other trinkets to the Indians in the village 
who had little opportunity of buying such “luxuries” elsewhere. A man of 
uncanny perception, Isadore gradually branched out, opened a small store 
and began exporting crude rubber, chicle, jaguar skins, and other tropical 
products to Europe and the United States. Through hard work and 
deprivation, he finally made a small fortune and eventually built his own 
magnificent three-storey building in the very heart of Iquitos and became the 
city’s leading merchant. 

 

 
Marc reasoned that if his uncle had accumulated a fortune in the jungles of 
Peru, quite possibly he, too, might have a chance of following his example. At 



 

least, here was opportunity, something denied him in his native England. He 
broached the subject to his father who was in full agreement, and letters 
between the two brothers followed. Eventually, it was decided that Marc 
should travel to Iquitos as an apprentice and learn the export - import 
business. Isadore advanced the money for his passage, to be deducted 
weekly from his salary, which was the munificent sum of forty dollars a month 
with room and board included. 

 
 
And so it was that on a beautiful Spring day in 1941, having been rejected by 
the Army for military service, Marc Cohen, carrying all his worldly possessions 
in a cheap cardboard suitcase, set out on his great adventure. 

 
 
Iquitos is a sprawling jungle community comprised mostly of dilapidated palm- 
thatched huts and lying on the banks of the Amazon River. It has a population 
of approximately fifty thousand, the great majority of whom are Indians. There 
are a number of modern buildings facing the main square, and here the 
streets are paved, but in the outlying districts, there are only dirt roads and 
open sewers coursing down either side of the street as they find their way to 
the Amazon. 

 
 
Within the past few years, the Peruvian government has opened a new tourist 
hotel, and Iquitos has become a popular attraction for those who have been 
lured by the call of the mighty Amazon. There are only two ways of reaching 
this jungle metropolis - by air from Lima, a four and a half-hour trip over the 
snow-capped Andes, or from Belem, Brazil, journeying by boat up the length of 
the Amazon, a nearly four thousand-mile trip which requires weeks of 
travel. 

 
 
But to Marc Cohen, Iquitos was breathtakingly beautiful. Just beyond the 
outskirts of the city was the impenetrable jungle with its many surging rivers, 
and dozens of primitive Indian villages. There were hundreds of beautifully 
plumed tropical birds, and the trees were festooned with clusters of wild 
orchids. The weather was warm and sultry, a far cry from the horrible winters 
he had endured in London. And each day when he walked along the banks of 
the river he saw many different kinds of Indians, some of whom were semi- 
civilized, and wore khaki trousers and sports shirts, but there were others 
whose bodies were painted, and whose long black hair fell down over their 
shoulders. There were other sights, too, that intrigued Marc. Beautiful young 
Indian girls whose ripe figures were enveloped in tight-fitting cotton dresses 
and who looked at the young gringo with invitation in their smouldering eyes. 
Iquitos was going to be all right. 



 
 
But Marc soon learned that his Uncle Isadore was a hard taskmaster. His first 
assignment was in the bookkeeping department, a small stuffy room where for 
eight hours a day, he sat on a high stool and pored over accounts. 

 
 
Fortunately, there was a two-hour siesta, and after a hurried meal, he would 
run up the stairs to his tiny cubicle and lying on his cot, let the cool river 
breeze caress his body. At seven o’clock the store closed for the day, and 
after dining with his uncle he set out alone to drink in the beauties of the 
Amazonian night. Never before had he seen stars gleaming with such 
intensity, and when a full moon rose rapturously over the rim of the jungle, it 
bathed the city in an eerie golden light that had a way of softening the faces of 
the Indian girls, making them all seem incredibly beautiful to Marc’s hungry 
eyes. 

 
 
For nearly a year, Marc worked in the accounting room, but finally, one day 
his uncle sent him out in a large canoe filled with trade-goods to visit 
neighboring peaceful Indian tribes, where he was told to barter with them for 
jaguar and ocelot skins, crocodile hides, and anything else which might be of 
value to their export trade. 

 
 
It was probably the happiest day of Marc’s life. Now, for the first time, be was 
able to follow the Amazon and its tributaries to wherever they might lead, 
offering the opportunity of basking in the beauties of the untamed wilderness. 
As the months passed, he became extremely adept at trading. He quickly 
learned several Indian dialects and conversed with the tribes in their own 
tongues. 

 
 
His uncle was tremendously pleased and from the beneficence of his heart, 
raised Marc’s salary twelve dollars per month. 

 

 
But during this period, Marc had been formulating a plan. On certain rivers, he 
had seen Indians panning for gold, and on many occasions had been 
successful in bartering with them, either for cash or trade goods, in exchange 
for their small leather pouches heavy with gold-dust. Here, the Indians were 
semi-civilized and knew the value of money. And although he was able to buy 
gold for bargain prices, the margin of profit was not exceedingly high. It was 
then that he decided to travel deeper into the interior of the Peruvian Amazon 
where the Indians were primitive and savage and knew nothing of the outside 
world, in the hope of acquiring gold in exchange for cheap trinkets. 



 

But there was only one problem. During the past few months, Marc had met a 
lovely young girl, Naomi, who had recently come to Iquitos from her native 
Lima. Her father, Seymour, had opened a small but prospering hardware 
store. Naomi was just seventeen, honey-haired and blue-eyed, and it was 
inevitable that the two should meet and fall in love. But Marc realized only too 
well that on his meagre salary, he could never support a wife in the manner 
and custom which Naomi deserved. He had to earn more money. He wanted 
to become rich so that he could shower her with jewels and beautiful clothes, 
and to build a home in Iquitos that would be the envy of all his friends. There 
was but one way to accomplish this end - to resign his position, and take off 
for the jungle. 
Perhaps in a year or two, with good luck, be might be able to accumulate a 
small fortune, providing he could find the right place where the rivers teemed 
with gold, and the Indians could be induced to pan for it in exchange for his 
supply of trade goods, which he intended to purchase with tile three hundred 
dollars he had been able to save from his salary. 

 
 
Marc called on Naomi and told her of his idea. At first, she was horror-stricken 
to think that he would even consider subjecting himself to such dangers and 
hardships. 

 
 
“It’s my only chance,” he told her, “and if I don’t go. . . .“ He shrugged his 
shoulders hopelessly. 

 
 
“But can’t you borrow some money from your uncle to start a small business?” 
Naomi pleaded. 

 
 
Marc shook his head. “Not a chance,” he told her. “I know he has a big export 
business, but every cent is tied up in stock. But listen, Naomi,” he continued 
hastily, “I’ve lived out there in the jungle for nearly two years. I know how to 
speak the Indians’ language. I’ve dealt with them every day. I know I can do it, 
and if you’ll promise to wait just six months, I’ll come back with enough gold to 
start our own business, build a home - a place where we can live like civilized 
human beings.” 

 
 
Finally, Naomi consented and the very next morning, Marc withdrew his 
savings from the bank and invested it in trade goods. He bought everything he 
knew the Indians would like - spools of brightly-colored ribbons, fish hooks, 
pocket - mirrors, cheap plastic combs, glass beads of every color and hue, bars 
of yellow soap, thirty-six machetes and twelve muzzle-loading shotguns 
of ancient vintage which he picked up at a bargain price. 



 
 
Two days later, Marc said good-bye to civilization and stepping into his 
heavily-laden canoe, set out on his grand adventure. He finally reached the 
junction of the Negro and Pachitea rivers, deep in the little-explored interior. 
The country was wild, indeed. The rivers were alive with black crocodiles, and 
time after time, he spotted jaguars, packs of wild boar, and counted at least a 
dozen varieties of poisonous snakes. The Indians, too, were furtive and 
savage and on several occasions, appeared on the verge of attacking him. 
Only his gun and his knowledge of their language held them at bay. Arriving at 
a small beach, which gave him a view both up and down the broad Rio 
Pachitea, Marc banked his canoe and immediately set about building a crude 
palm-thatched hut. 

 

 
During the next few days he traveled up and down the river and its tributaries 
talking to the Indians and giving the children gifts of hair ribbons with which 
they adorned themselves. At each village, he invited the Indians to come to 
his hut where they, too, would receive the coveted presents. In the days that 
followed, dozens of Indians from various tribes cautiously appeared at his 
shack and with mouths agape observed the fine array of trade goods. He told 
them tile gifts would be theirs in exchange for quantities of little yellow metal 
flakes which they could easily find along the river banks. All of the Indians 
eagerly accepted his offer. Marc supplied them with large shallow galvanized 
containers and taught them how to pan for the precious metal, swishing the 
water around in a circular motion, eliminating bits of gravel while the heavier 
gold sank to the bottom. From that moment on, his daily hoard of tiny gold 
flakes increased rapidly. 

 
 
For weeks, Marc lived an indolent existence, having little more to do than 
weigh the gold as it was brought in, and giving them in exchange its value in 
trade goods. One ounce of gold was equal to a dozen assorted hair ribbons, 
and for twenty ounces of the rich yellow metal, valued at $640 in Iquitos, he 
gave in exchange a machete worth two dollars or, if the Indians preferred, one 
of his antique muzzle-loading rifles, which he had purchased for a mere five 
dollars. 

 
 
Hour after hour, Marc swayed lazily back and forth in his hammock, letting his 
imagination run riot. Within a few more months, as soon as his trade goods 
were depleted, he would take off in his canoe for Iquitos. At the rate his gold 
dust was increasing, he would go back with a small fortune, enough to build 
that beautiful home and even become firmly established in a good business. 



 

But then one morning everything changed, and for the worse. During the 
night, a nude, nomadic tribe of cannibalistic Indians known as the Amahuacas 
had arrived by canoe and upon hearing of the great treasures in trade goods, 
had menacingly stormed up the jungle path to Marc’s hut in quest of loot. In 
his most affable manner, Marc told their chief just what he had told the other 
Indians - that he wanted gold in exchange for his trade goods. When the 
Amahuacas learned they had to work for the coveted prizes, they became 
indignant and threatened him with bodily harm unless he complied imme- 
diately. He told the group of Indians to be patient until he could return to his 
hut and bring out his gifts, but once inside, he hurriedly grabbed his gun and 
fired a shot in their direction. The Indians scattered hastily and Marc prayed 
that that was the end of the incident. Wary of the little “wooden stick” that had 
made such a tremendous noise and ploughed their skins with tiny lead pellets, 
the Amahuacas made no more daily visits to the hut but began instead nightly 
attacks. 

 

 
It was a critical situation and one which would have made an ordinary white 
man flee for his life. Marc thought of running on several occasions, but always 
resisted when he thought of the golden treasures that could be his, if by some 
chance, he could placate these savages - placate, but not give in to their 
demands. 

 
 
Marc prayed for a miracle - a selfish one, to be sure - but a miracle that would 
permit him to remain in the jungle and continue building his treasure trove of 
gold. And one morning, the miracle happened. 

 

 
Looking out into the clearing he saw a beautiful nude girl walking slowly up the 
trail in his direction. He blinked his eyes in disbelief, but when he opened them 
again, she was still there. Red tropical flowers were entwined in her dark glossy 
hair that fell down in wild abandon across her shoulders, and a half- smile 
parted her sensuous lips as she neared his hut. She saw Marc standing in the 
window and her wide brown eyes surveyed him with cool appraisal. 

 
 
What a moment to meet a girl like this, Marc thought, as he rubbed the palm 
of his hand over the stubble of his beard, suddenly realizing that he had not 
shaved for several weeks. 

 
 
The girl’s lithe young body was an artist’s dream, with pert young breasts that 
jutted straight forward. Marc’s eyes ravenously devoured her body - her legs 
were long and supple, not like the dozens of other Indian girls he’d seen. Her 
flawless skin was the color of warm bronze. From the red and black stripes 



 

around her torso, Marc identified her as an Amahuaca, and immediately 
wondered whether or not she was a decoy sent ahead to lure him into the 
open. He left the window and walked quickly to the open doorway and in her 
native tongue invited the girl into his home. Without hesitation, she accepted, 
and moments later they were alone. 

 
 
With trembling fingers, he picked up a handful of hair ribbons and thrust them 
into her eagerly outstretched hands. She unraveled them, one by one, small 
sighs breaking out between her open lips. 

 
 
“Why have you come?” he asked her. “Your people are my enemies. They 
wish to kill me.” 

 
 
She shook her head slowly and explained that her father, chief of the tribe, 
had sent her on a mission of peace. He wanted only a machete and a gun, 
and in exchange for these gifts, he had sent her to become his woman. The 
girl assured Marc that she was not worth the price of such great gifts, but she 
would do her utmost to make him happy. If Marc accepted, her father had 
promised that in addition, all of the Amahuacas would immediately begin 
panning for gold. 

 
 
This was too much. Marc sat wearily on a crude wooden bench and cupped his 
head in his hands, unable to comprehend such good fortune, after having 
survived so many horrible nights. If only her story were true, it would mean the 
end of all his problems, and greedily, he thought of his golden hoard which 
would increase a hundred-fold during the next few weeks, at least until all of his 
trade goods had been depleted. 

 
 
He decided to take a desperate chance and test the truth of his new-found 
companion. He gave her two shiny machetes, together with one of his muzzle- 
loaders and a quantity of powder and bullets. Three hours later, she returned 
and with her came one hundred or more savage Amahuacas, all demanding 
that he give them the shiny little pans with which they could extract gold from 
the rivers. At long last, peace had come to the deep jungle - peace and the 
beautiful young Indian girl, whose name was Taisha. 

 
 
In the weeks that followed, Marc and Taisha led an enchanted existence. She 
washed his clothes, cooked his food, and gave unstintingly of the tender fruits 
of her body. Marc reveled in his new-found happiness and for the first time 
since he had left Iquitos, his fond memories of the lovely Naomi began to 
fade. But unfortunately, his trade goods were disappearing rapidly, and with 



 

his stock reduced to only a half-dozen fish hooks and three mirrors, Marc 
decided he had to leave for Iquitos immediately to replenish his supply. 

 

 
In Iquitos he knew Naomi was waiting, and that she would object vociferously 
when he told her that he intended to return to his palm-thatched hut instead of 
marrying her, as he had so faithfully promised. But nothing could or would 
deter him from his coveted goal of getting rich beyond his wildest dreams. 
Fortune had favored him. He had found the right river, the Indians were 
peaceful, and he had subdued not only the treacherous Amahuacas, but the 
beautiful and seductive Taisha who shared his lonely hours. This was the 
perfect set-up. 

 
 
Reaching Iquitos several days later, he first banked his gold dust and opened 
an account in British pounds. Then hurrying to his uncle’s home, he found a 
note awaiting him. It was from Naomi - she had grown tired of being alone and 
had gone to Lima to marry a banker. Like any other young girl, she told him, 
she valued security above all else and had come to the conclusion that Marc 
was really only a vagabond at heart and could never make a good husband. 

 
 
Marc took out his bank book and looked at the fresh entry - in only six months 
he had made nearly $10,000 pounds! This knowledge soothed whatever 
chagrin he might have felt at being jilted by the fair Naomi. And now the way 
was clear for Marc to continue. In his heart, he knew that this was the best 
thing that could have happened. 

 
 
Three days later, with a new supply of trade goods, Marc turned his canoe 
south-westward and headed towards the Rio Pachitea. Arriving at his jungle 
headquarters he was welcomed by the Indians who, during his absence, had 
already washed several ounces of gold from the rivers and had been eagerly 
awaiting his return in order to exchange the metal for his bright baubles and 
trinkets. Taisha was waiting for him with flowers in her hair and kisses on her 
mouth. 

 
 
Twice each year, for the next nine years, Marc returned to Iquitos and 
deposited ever-growing amounts of gold dust. In May of 1954, Marc Cohen 
made his last trip to Iquitos and exchanged his remaining gold for cold cash. 
In slightly less than ten years, he had risen from obscure poverty to a man of 
wealth, prestige and power, and had accumulated slightly less than a million 
dollars! Now that his goal had been achieved, he made arrangements to fly to 
Europe. There were broad and beautiful horizons awaiting him. He wanted to 
see the Left Bank in Paris, spend idle summer days in Vienna, and bask on 



 

the warm sands of the Aegean. All of these he, as a millionaire, could now 
afford, and he meant to enjoy life to the fullest. 

 

 
Naturally, the story of Marc Cohen became well known to many people in 
Peru. Among them was a young bush pilot by the name of Jack Farrell. Jack, 
together with his wife, and a couple of newlyweds, flew into the area and 
spent approximately a month panning for gold in the vicinity where Marc 
Cohen reaped his fortune. 

 
 
“There was plenty of gold there,” Jack told me, “and in the few weeks we 
worked, we were able to pan quite a bit of it, but we made no attempt at hiring 
Indians to work for us, as we only intended to stay a short while, and for us, it 
was just a vacation away from the airline routine. We did make enough, 
however, to pay our first-class fares back to Miami, and had quite a bit left 
over. Actually,” he said, “there were just two of us panning - my wife and I - 
the other couple were on their honeymoon and couldn’t have been less 
interested in looking for gold at a time like that!” 

 

 
Jack mentioned the fact that while panning along the river bank they had 
unearthed many crude Inca implements, including stone axes and other tools 
which the Incas had used hundreds of years before in extracting gold which 
they later fashioned into life-sized idols of their pagan gods that adorned their 
Temples of the Sun. “But,” he concluded, “while the area is breathtakingly 
beautiful, it’s remote and foreboding, and certainly no place to take a woman.” 

 
 
Over the intervening years, the Indians have become less savage and 
although still amenable to exchanging heir gold dust for trade goods, they 
expect a little more than hair ribbons and fish hooks in return. But there is o 
doubt that tremendous opportunities still remain. 

 
 
And what about Marc Cohen? An unkind fate refused grant him the life of 
luxury which had come to him only after a life of loneliness and deprivation. 
Less than a year after he arrived in Europe, he returned unexpectedly to Lima, 
and within a few short months succumbed to a tropical disease which he had 
contracted during the years he had lived as a recluse in the jungle. 

 
 
But there is nothing to stop you from duplicating Marc’s phenomenal success. 
His palm-thatched hut is waiting for a new tenant. All that is needed is a man 
with perseverance, determination, and courage. Marc Cohen was well-fortified 
with all three. How about you? 



 

Chapter 10 
Gold of the Aucas 

 
 
 
Many years ago, during the Gold Rush days of Yukon’s frozen northern 
frontier, an old prospector penned four lines which have long since become 
immortal: 

 

 
“The Yukon nights are bright and cold 
But a sourdough never minds it 
I’d sell my soul for a poke o’ gold 
If I could only find it.” 

 
 
In just a few simple words, this Yukon bard expressed the sentiments of all 
red-blooded adventurers in the world who are willing to risk everything, even 
life, itself, in their quest for the precious yellow metal. 

 
 
In the deep Rain Forest of Ecuador, eastward over the snow-capped Andean 
peaks, lies a vast region of nearly unexplored jungle wilderness, and it is a 
known fact that the hundreds of rivers which course through the impenetrable 
jungle, as they flow eastward towards the Amazon, are heavy with gold - gold 
in such quantities that a lucky prospector could wrest a fortune from this 
inhospitable land within the course of just a few months, if given the 
opportunity to pan any of these rivers unmolested. For this is the forbidden 
domain of the Aucas, one of the most savage and deadly tribes in all South 
America, a vast area comprising nearly 50,000 square miles and barred to the 
white man under constant threat of sudden death. 

 
 
The Aucas first became known when in the sixteenth century the Spanish 
Conquistadores, in search of gold, silver, emeralds, and other precious jewels, 
crossed the snow-capped Andes and by Indian canoe set off on an 
exploratory mission down the Napo river, one of the main tributaries of the 
Amazon. Eventually, they followed still other rivers which took them into the 
land of the savage Aucas. 

 
 
At first, the Indians were friendly, and offered the mailed warriors gifts of gold 
and priceless emeralds. But the lust for riches, inherent in all of us, caused 
their Spanish conquerors to demand even more. They insisted on learning the 
location of the emerald mine from which the magnificent green stones had 
come, and demanded that the primitive Indians reveal the secret of the source 



 

of their vast gold supply. When the Aucas refused, the Spaniards reverted to 
torture, burning the Indians at the stake or boiling them in oil. But all to no avail, 
and in the months that followed, small contingents of Spanish soldiers were 
successfully ambushed and slain by a rain of deadly lances and, ultimately, the 
invaders were forced to retreat and leave the gold and precious jewels for 
others who were to follow down through the centuries. 

 
 
But few took up the challenge, and this dreaded land was carefully avoided 
until early in the twentieth century when British and American explorers, upon 
hearing the oft-repeated tales of gold and precious jewels, decided to invade 
this hostile territory. 

 
 
In 1935, Erskine Loch, a well-known Scottish explorer, arrived in Ecuador 
where he obtained a commission from the government to map the Napo river 
region which included many of the principal rivers run-fling through Auca 
terrain. He and his group, known as the Andes-Amazon Expedition, set off on 
their perilous adventure on two balsa wood rafts laden with five tons of 
equipment, and spent the next two years on this project. Up until this time the 
area around the Napo was virtually unexplored, and Loch’s detailed map of 
the region is still considered the best ever compiled. His expedition spent 
several months in the land of the Aucas, and although they were repeatedly 
attacked by these savages, they were able to ward off disaster through the 
use of heavy firepower. 

 
 
It is interesting to note that on his return to Quito, Erskine Loch brought back 
several bags of gold nuggets and rough metal, and succeeded in rekindling 
the flame of adventure in the hearts of those who had long sought to invade 
this sinister world in quest of fabulous riches. 

 
 
Loch intended returning to Auca territory in quest of more gold, but 
unfortunately developed a cancerous condition in his throat, and, finally, 
ended his life with a bullet. His nephew Alasdair, however, who accompanied 
him on this dangerous expedition, is now living in Sydney, Australia, and plans 
one day to return to Ecuador for a new expedition. 

 

 
On the strength of Loch’s phenomenal success, a daring American adventurer, 
Sam Sauder, built a small house on the banks of the Rio Napo, close to Auca 
territory, hoping to make friendly contact with the primitives, and later, to pan 
the rivers with their permission. Each night, at the edge of a clearing on his 
hacienda, Sam left a variety of gifts, including machetes, and brightly-colored 
ribbons for the women, hoping that through his generosity, the 



 

Aucas would become amicable and co-operative. On several successive 
nights, his gifts disappeared, and encouraged, Sam sat on the veranda of his 
home during the daylight hours, momentarily expecting a friendly visit from his 
primitive neighbors. One day they arrived, but not in the manner he had 
anticipated. 

 
 
Out of the tall grass just a few yards from his porch, three nude Auca warriors 
suddenly arose, brandishing their deadly eight-foot long lances. Unfortunately, 
the ageing American had left his gun in the house, and he expected to be 
killed instantly. But suddenly an idea struck him, one that he hoped might 
prolong his life, at least until he could get through the front door to retrieve his 
gun. Sam wore false teeth, and in a desperate moment, he took them from his 
mouth, and holding them between his thumb and forefinger, began clacking 
them up and down at the startled Indians. This act probably saved his life, as 
the Aucas took off immediately for the jungle. 

 

 
But the very next morning, Sam Sauder packed his gear and headed back to 
civilization across the Napo river. He was not taking any more chances, and 
the gold in their rivers still remained untouched and inviolate. 

 
 
But even as Sauder fled to safety, another young American explorer, Bancroft 
Butler, who had originally come to Ecuador on a herpetology expedition for 
the University of Detroit, set off with three Ecuadorians down the Nushino river 
in the very heart of Auca territory. His guide on this expedition was Severo 
Vargas, well known as “King of the Rivers”, and an expert on Auca habits and 
customs. 

 
 
“We were gone about three months,” Butler recently told me, “and during that 
length of time, never saw a single Auca, possibly because we were heavily 
armed and prepared for any eventuality.” 
Since then, Butler has been on many other expeditions along various rivers in 
this vicinity, and he is still as enthusiastic as ever about the eventual 
possibility of reaping a rich reward in gold and other precious metals in this 
area. 

 
 
“As we passed slowly downstream,” he said, “the yellow glint of gold coming 
from the many playas (beaches) was visible, but we felt the appropriate time 
to make a killing still remained in the future.” 

 
 
According to Butler, within the next year or two, properly-equipped expeditions 
will be able to work the rivers, both by panning and with heavy equipment, 



 

without any danger of attack. “It’s just a question of time,” he remarked, “until 
these savages recognize that the in-roads of civilization into their land cannot 
be stopped.” 

 
 
But all expeditions were not as successful or fruitful as Bancroft Butler’s. A few 
years later, three young men - a professional photographer who immigrated to 
Ecuador from Europe, known only by the name of “Peterson”, joined forces 
with Kurt Bossack, Danish explorer-author, and a young American whose 
name was Ralph Darlington. They set out in two rafts down the Rio Nushino in 
search of gold, emeralds, and adventure. With them was a complement of 
Yumbo Indians who were hired as guides and porters. As they worked their 
way deeper into the domain of the Aucas, nothing alarming transpired, and 
they soon came to the conclusion that perhaps the Aucas would be friendly and 
ignore their presence. But around noon of the third day, all hell broke loose. 
The first raft approached a bend in the narrow river, and Peterson, who was in 
command, noticed that a tree had been felled in the channel which would force 
the raft within ten feet of tile embankment. As it slowly veered around the bend, 
Peterson, to his horror, saw a small group of approximately eight nude Aucas 
waiting in ambush. Almost immediately the savages began hurling their long 
saw-toothed lances. One of the Yumbos was immediately killed as a lance 
pierced his chest, and still another was wounded in the heel. As fast as the 
weapons were thrown, an Auca witch doctor supplied tile savages with 
additional lances. 

 
 
Peterson immediately opened fire and he, together with the others, jumped 
into the river at the far side of the raft, using it as protection against still other 
lances which rained down upon them. By this time, the second raft had joined 
them. Hurriedly opening a case of dynamite, Bossack and Darlington retaliated 
by tossing sticks of the lethal explosive at the Aucas, causing them to flee for 
cover. 

 
 
Later, when interviewed in Quito, tile three men told reporters that they had 
abandoned their supplies and equipment, and swimming across the narrow 
river, began a hasty retreat overland towards civilization. Nor did they stop 
until they were out of Auca territory. Quoting from the interview, tile young 
American Ralph Darlington declared: 

 
 
“All the way down this narrow river, which was more like a quiet stream, I saw 
evidences of gold, and at times, the water reflected a yellow light which came 
from clusters of nuggets close to tile banks.” 



 

But all those who, over the past years have gone into Auca territory were not 
bent on striking it rich. In 1956, a North American Protestant group known as 
Christian Missions in Many Lands, based in Shell Mera, a jungle outpost in 
Central Ecuador, only a short distance by air from the Aucas, decided to make 
a determined effort to Christianize these savages. One of their light planes, 
while flying over the Curaray river, had spotted a small Auca settlement. 
During the weeks that followed, the Piper Cub made daily flights over the 
large circular hut, and through a bucket drop method, left a variety of gifts in 
the hope that a friendship could be established. 

 
 
Later, the Aucas returned presents, placing parrots and feathered crowns in the 
bucket, and also gave other indications of friendship, such as cutting down a 
clearing near the village, building a high platform in order to be closer to the 
aircraft, and placing a crude model of an airplane on top of one of the houses. 

 
 
A small two hundred yard narrow strip of sand was located on the Curaray 
river, and aircraft flights were begun, using a Piper Super Cruiser, taking in 
food, radios and building equipment. A house was constructed in a tree about 
thirty yards into the jungle from the beach strip. 

 
 
On 3rd January, 1956, entry was made, carrying on subsequent flights all five 
missionaries - Nathaniel Saint, thirty-one; Edward McCully, thirty; James 
Elliot, twenty-eight; Peter Fleming, thirty; and Roger Youderian, thirty-five. The 
pilot, Nate Saint, returned to Shell Mera that night. On 6th January contact 
was made with three Auca Indians - a man and two women. These Indians 
were curious and unafraid, and Saint took the man for two rides in the Piper. 
On 8th January radio contact with the party was held at 12:30, at which time 
all was well, and the missionaries were expecting the first Indians contacted to 
bring more of the tribe to visit. Another contact by radio was scheduled for 
8thJanuary at 4.30 p.m., but was never made. 

 
 
The following day, John Keenan of the Mission Aviation Fellowship flew a 
Piper Cruiser over the site and saw the other aircraft on the sand beach with 
the fabric torn off, but no signs of life near the landing strip. 

 
 
Sensing trouble, the missionary base at Shell Mera cabled the United States 
Air Force Air Rescue Service at Panama, asking for immediate assistance in 
the search for the missing party. Help was dispatched at once. 

 

 
Shortly after noon on the following day, Captain William DeWitt, together with 
Major Malcolm Nurnberg, aboard an Air Force Albatross, took off from Shell 



 

Mera and headed eastward towards the site of the tragedy on the Curaray 
river. The green jungle below, dense and impenetrable, was strikingly quiet. 
There were no signs of life, no Indian canoes on the rivers. It was almost 
incredible to believe that somewhere in this foreboding wilderness a great 
drama was about to be enacted. 

 
 
Minutes later, the plane picked up the Curaray, a narrow, rock-filled stream 
that wound its way like a brown serpent through the never-ending green 
forest. Suddenly, Captain DeWitt tensed and pointed ahead. On a narrow 
bank of grey sand they saw the mutilated plane. Descending to almost tree 
top level, they searched tile area carefully. 

 
 
“Look!” exclaimed Major Nurnberg, his face drawn tense. “There’s a body!” 

 
 
It lay spread-eagled, face downward, in the brown murky water about a half- 
mile distant from the disabled aircraft. At low altitude, both men saw a long 
lance protruding from the victim’s back. It was an ugly sight and one that filled 
them with terror and fear for the lives of the remaining four daring 
missionaries. Captain DeWitt covered the area for a distance of twenty miles 
but no other bodies were seen. 

 
 
After a hasty conference, it was decided to send a land party consisting of 
thirteen Ecuadorian soldiers, under command of a member of the missionary 
group, into the jungle to recover the body of the dead victim and to locate and 
rescue any possible survivors. The land party would be protected by the Air 
Force planes which would precede them into the interior, and it was agreed 
that both land and air units would rendezvous at the site of the mutilated Piper 
Super Cruiser before proceeding towards the Auca village, located in a south- 
easterly direction some five minutes flying time from the place where the 
attack had occurred. 

 
 
The soldiers, heavily-armed, left the base at four o’clock the next morning. 
Shortly after their departure, Major Nurnberg and John Keenan returned to the 
scene of death and carnage. Flying low in a Piper Pacer over the river, they 
discovered not one, but two more bodies! Although neither expressed his fears, 
within their hearts, they reached tile inevitable conclusion that all of the five 
missionaries bad probably been murdered in cold blood by their savage 
adversaries. 

 
 
This was later verified when the foot soldiers reached the vicinity, and the 
mutilated bodies of the other two missionaries were found. No signs of the 



 

Aucas were discovered. They had melted into the jungle, following the same 
tactics they had employed against the Spanish Conquistadores, and other 
expeditions which had entered their forbidden domain. The bodies of the 
missionaries were carried to the site of the tree house and interred. 

 
 
For several years after this wanton massacre, the wives and children of the 
murdered missionaries remained in the vicinity and eventually started a small 
outpost on the fringe of Auca territory, still determined to do what they could to 
bring enlightenment to these heathens. Some of these brave women remain 
there today, and eventually, they were successful in bringing Christianity to at 
least a small segment of this ferocious tribe, including some who had actually 
participated in the original massacre. 

 
 
The tragedy of the unfortunate missionaries should have been more than 
enough to deter others from attempting to enter this forbidden land, but in 
1958, a brash young Canadian by the name of Robert McDuff, arrived in Quito, 
determined to make contact with the Aucas, establish friendly relations, and 
proceed to explore the many rivers for gold. According to his plan, he 
made arrangements with a private airline to fly him over Auca territory, and at 
an elevation of approximately 5,000 feet, he parachuted out into tile jungle. To 
date, he has never returned to civilization and is presumed dead. 

 
 
For nearly four hundred years, these indomitable warriors have remained 
strictly within their own territory, attacking those who entered, but disregarding 
Yumbo Indian villages which lay beyond the perimeter of their zone. But in 
1962, due to lack of food, or possibly, the shortage of women, small groups of 
Aucas began crossing the Napo river, which had always been the dividing line 
between their realm and the outside world, and indiscriminately attacked 
settlements and villages, killing not only peaceful Yumbos but anyone with 
whom they came in contact. These raids caused thousands of colonists to 
leave their pueblos and seek refuge in larger settlements closer to civilization 
which afforded military protection. 

 
 
It was in May of 1964 that the naked Aucas again crossed the Napo and 
attacked the village of Coca, the same pueblo from which, four hundred years 
before, the one-eyed Spanish General, Francisco de Orellana, together with a 
band of fifty Conquistadores, set off downriver in search of El Dorado. 
Attacked repeatedly by savage Indians en route, those who survived 
eventually discovered the Amazon river and traversed its 3,000-mile length all 
the way to the Atlantic Ocean. 



 

Today, Coca consists of about one hundred palm-thatched huts, and a small 
Capuchin Mission, with a total population of about three hundred Yumbo 
Indians. In fact, it has changed but little since the days of the Conquistadores. 

 
 
As is their custom, the Aucas attacked the village of Coca at night, killing 
several Yumbos with their lances, and during the ensuing battle, one Auca 
was captured. Amazingly enough, it was a young woman who, according to 
reports, fought as zealously as the male members of her tribe. Later, she was 
turned over to the Capuchin Mission where the nuns immediately covered her 
nudity with a cheap calico dress. Like all other Aucas, she wore enormous 
balsa wood ear plugs and although the padres tried to question her, she 
remained adamant and refused to speak. But this was understandable, since 
the padres had never learned the language of the Aucas, nor could she speak 
any other dialect. 

 
 
After this last raid, troops were sent into the vicinity to protect the villagers, and 
the Aucas turned to other regions where occasional attacks still continue. 

 

 
These primitive people have never learned the monetary value of gold, and 
like their ancient ancestors, the Incas, have regarded it as nothing more than 
a religious symbol. In their vast unexplored territory, there are hundreds of 
rivers that work their way from the Napo towards the Amazon. Among the 
better known are the Payamino, Manduro, Coca, Aguarico, Shiripuno, and the 
Curaray. The gold from any one of these is sufficient in quantity to make the 
Aucas one of the wealthiest tribes in South America. By the same token, any 
group of daring adventurers who can find a way to work even a small section 
of any of these rivers successfully is assured of a fortune great enough to 
satisfy even the greediest gold-hunter. 

 

 
But like the old Yukon sourdough who was willing to sell his soul for a “poke of 
gold”, there are those who would risk their lives in order to retrieve the gold of 
the Aucas. One such man is Dr. Victor S. Paulik, who has spent the past thirty 
years in South America in his eternal quest for gold and other minerals to be 
found in the remote jungle areas. Although born in Vienna, he is now an 
American citizen, and won his Ph.D. with a major in geology from the well- 
known Colorado School of Mines. He is definitely a man qualified to speak on 
tile subject of gold in the Auca territory, for just recently he and a group of 
fourteen armed Yumbo Indians set out in four canoes to placer-mine the rivers 
and beaches. 



 

“I found the wealth of Midas,” he told me recently here in his Quito home. “On 
the Curaray River, alone, I estimate that the gold content per cubic yard 
averages between $3 and $7 and in the region which I worked, there are 
approximately 600,000,000 cubic yards. Now, it doesn’t take a genius to figure 
out,” he added, “the staggering fortune which can be obtained in this vast, 
little-explored area.” 

“But what about the Aucas?” I asked him. “Didn’t they give you any trouble?” 

The seventy-year-old geologist laughed at my question. “I think they’re highly 
over-rated,” he replied. “Let me give you a few true facts - in all their history, 
the Aucas have never attacked in large bodies - sometimes three, six, but at 
the most, twelve. Of course, they know you are in their territory, but they also 
know that if you are armed they can’t fight you on equal terms, and they 
simply disappear into the bush. In the several months I spent on the Curaray, 
our group never saw a single Indian. Of course, we did cross many of their 
trails, but that was all that ever happened.” 

 
 
Dr. Paulik went on to explain that unlike other South American Indian tribes, the 
Aucas are a nomadic people, and live in small, isolated groups in bamboo huts 
along the banks of various rivers. These, they change frequently. “I would 
venture to state,” Dr. Paulik told me, “that in this tremendously vast region there 
are no more than eight hundred Aucas - not very many when you consider that 
they occupy nearly fifty thousand square miles of land. Their 
only weapon of attack is their eight-foot long saw-toothed lance, and believe 
me, they are afraid of gun-fire.” 

 
 
After returning to Quito from his expedition, Dr. Paulik immediately went to the 
office of the Director of Mines and filed for a gold concession in the region 
around the Curaray. Currently, he has a large British mining corporation 
interested in the project, and plans are now in preparation to bring in heavy- 
duty dredges and other mining equipment to work these rivers. 

 
 
Questioned about other minerals in this area, Dr. Paulik told me that he found 
evidences of platinum deposits, and precious jewels. “It has long been 
rumored,” he said, “that somewhere on the Curaray, the ancient Incas once 
built a small Temple of the Sun, near the site of one of their emerald mines. I 
haven’t located it yet,” he said, “but believe me, I’m keeping my eyes open! 

 
 
Dr. Paulik explained that at one time during the PreCambrian Age, the Pacific 
Ocean extended eastward to the very foothills of tile Andes Mountains and 



 

that during the drying-out process, hundreds of rivers were formed, the great 
majority of which are on the eastern slopes of the Andes and are highly 
mineralized, bearing great of gold, silver, copper and other precious metals. 

 
 
“I wouldn’t advise anyone to go into the Aucas in search of gold,” he said, 
“unless they know what they’re doing, and are prepared to meet any 
eventuality, but there are still many rivers, hundreds of them, in fact, outside 
Auca territory which are available to amateur gold-hunters and with little or no 
danger involved, excepting only the primitive life one must lead in working 
them.” 

 
 
In developing the Curaray river area, Dr. Paulik plans to build a large open 
camp, clearing the jungle and all other impediments of nature around the 
camp for a distance of one hundred metres. 

 
 
“This will eliminate the danger of a surprise attack, and with a hundred or 
more men in my crew,” he added, “the Aucas will have enough sense to stay 
away!” 

 
 
But I was still unconvinced. I wanted to take a trip into Auca territory for two 
specific reasons - was there really gold in these rivers in the quantity that Dr. 
Paulik suggested? And just how dangerous were the Aucas? 

 
 
To that end, I flew to Tena, capital of the Province of Napo - Pastaza in 
Ecuador’s Oriente, or deep Rain Forest, and contacted a very good friend of 
mine, Fausto Rueda. I had heard indirectly that his father, Juan, together with 
a group of Yumbo Indians, was panning gold on the Cononaco river deep 
inside Auca territory. Once each week, the group returned to Tena for new 
supplies and to sell their gold. Fortunately, I had arrived over a week-end and 
found Fausto’s father in the village. He readily gave me permission to 
accompany him on his return trip. 

 
 
Early one morning, long before the rising of the sun, our Johnson outboards 
roared into life and in the semidarkness, Juan Rueda and his forty-odd 
followers, consisting of a motley mixed crew of desperate-looking Jivaros and 
Yumbos, piled into three canoes hell-bent for adventure and gold. Fausto 
decided to come along at the last moment, and we entered the third canoe 
which he felt was slightly safer. Generally, in an Auca ambush, it is always the 
first craft that receives the brunt of the attack. 



 

Three hours after leaving Puerto Napo, we entered a small tributary and 
proceeded eastward through a maze of rivers and streams that eventually 
brought us into the Cononaco. Had I not realized I was in Auca terrain, I might 
have enjoyed the trip. The jungle has about it an aura of deceptive beauty and 
an overpowering loneliness. On either side of the banks of the many rivers we 
traversed was a wall of green, gigantic trees that jutted towards the blue sky 
above us, and looking carefully, I could discern clusters of orchids cascading 
downward from the towering branches. Because this was a sanctuary which 
no one dared enter, there were thousands of monkeys and tropical birds. 
Gigantic crocodiles, sunning themselves on a mud flat were aroused by the 
sound of our motor and beat a hasty retreat into the brown water as we 
approached. Tapir, giant jaguars, and diminutive ocelots were commonplace 
and appeared unafraid as we passed. 

 
 
The possibility of an unexpected encounter was always uppermost in my mind 
and I noticed that the Indians in our canoe kept their guns at the ready, their 
eyes searching the rim of the dense foliage for any strange movement. They 
were taking no chances. 

 
 
Finally, about three o’clock that afternoon we reached the playa and the camp. 
It consisted of a handful of palm-thatched shelters, under which we slept. All 
cooking was done over open wood fires at the edge of the river. We hurriedly 
unloaded the canoes and prepared for the evening. At dusk we ate a hasty 
meal of boiled rice, yucca, bananas, and freshly-caught fish. No sooner had 
night fallen than the jungle-wise Juan placed ten of our Indians in a semi- circle 
around the camp. In case of attack, a shot would be fired and thereafter, the 
rest of the men, quickly taking their guns, would rush to a small circular trench 
dug in the sand from which vantage point they would not only be protected 
from the deadly lances of the Aucas, but would be strong enough to ward off 
any sudden raid. Sentries were on duty for a period of four hours, 
after which they were relieved by another group of men. 

 
 
At ten o’clock in the evening I took my position in the trench with Fausto and 
several other Yumbos. All of the Indians were armed with rifles, none of them 
very modern, but if nothing else, they could make a lot of noise. Lying in the 
shallow ditch facing the jungle we kept our eyes alert for any movement. The 
air was filled with the raucous cries of night-flying birds, and occasionally, we 
heard the distant roar of a jaguar on the prowl. 

 
 
Suddenly, Fausto poked me in the arm with his elbow. “Listen!” he whispered. 



 

I strained my ears, but nothing more than the cries of the birds were audible. 
But now, for some strange reason they became more numerous. First, they 
seemed to emanate from the deep jungle to our right. Then, almost 
immediately, the bird calls were answered from the opposite direction. 

 
 
“They’re the Aucas,” Fausto told me. “They use bird calls when signalling 
each other.” 

 
 
But nothing happened that night, and at the first blush of dawn, we left the 
trench and returned to camp. When I questioned Juan about the bird calls, he 
merely shrugged and laughed disdainfully. “Of course, they were Aucas,” he 
admitted. “They do that every night. Two weeks ago they threw several lances 
at us from the jungle, but no one was wounded. We sent them scurrying with 
our rifles, and they haven’t bothered us since.” 

 
 
After breakfast most of the men, taking shiny tin pans, walked to the river’s 
edge and peered down into tile sunlit water, searching for a golden gleam 
which would signify the presence of the precious yellow metal. I walked along 
with Juan, an old hand at this game who knew exactly what he was doing. 
Occasionally, he would stop and point a stubby finger towards the edge of the 
bank. 

 
 
“See that glimmer?” he remarked. “That’s flake gold. It’s a good place to pan, 
but we’ll come back to it later. You’ll find that in certain pockets along the river 
bank, gold has a way of becoming trapped and can be found in much greater 
quantity.” 

 
 
Ten minutes later, we stopped at just such a pocket, and I gasped in 
amazement. The shallow water, only about two feet deep, danced with a 
golden glint. “Now, watch,” Juan said, as he rolled up his trousers and 
stepped into the water. He filled his pan with the golden sand and for several 
minutes rotated it gently, eliminating the twigs, leaves, and other debris until 
all that was left were dozens of lustrous gleaming gold particles and nuggets, 
many of them only as large as pinheads, while others were the size of walnuts 

 
 
Now, at long last, I was finally convinced. The gold was here, all right, and 
obviously in great quantities. But unfortunately, it took a veritable army of well- 
equipped men to recover it In spite of the fact that gold was in the rivers and 
ten Indians continuously guarded those who panned, the air was electric with 
excitement and all of us secretly kept our eyes on the perimeter of the jungle. 
Momentarily, we expected to be attacked by the unseen and deadly enemy. 



 

All of the men kept their weapons within easy reach, ready to fire at the first 
whirr of a barrage of Auca lances flying in our direction. There was never a 
moment of peace, and only the lure of gold kept the Indians at their task. 

 
 
That night, Juan collected the gold from all of his workers and poured it into 
small leather sacks. According to their agreement, his share was fifty per cent 
of everything recovered, and the balance was divided equally among the other 
men upon their return to Puerto Napo. All of them, without doubt, were 
earning more money than they ever had before. But in my opinion, they 
deserved every penny of it. This was definitely no adventurous “lark”, but a 
continuous struggle against an unseen foe, which, given the right opportunity, 
could annihilate all of us. 

 
 
At the end of the week, we returned to Puerto Napo and Juan took with him 
twelve bags of gold, quite a haul for just six days’ work. 

 

 
In retrospect, my journey into the Aucas was little different, but perhaps far 
more exciting, than other jungle expeditions I had undertaken over the past 
few years. Old Dr. Paulik had been right. The gold is in the rivers, and there is 
little danger from Auca attack as long as we went in force and maintained a 
constant vigil. I think, too, that the Aucas will eventually get used to the idea of 
strangers in their midst, and perhaps will confine their raids to small pueblos 
outside their own territory. I am convinced that some day a successful and 
friendly contact will be made with these savages which will permit an 
exchange of trade goods and various staples for their gold. But for the time 
being, this is strictly not for amateurs, or for the individual prospector who 
wants to go it alone. They should confine their activities to the hundreds of 
other rivers outside Auca territory, and it is not an undertaking that can be 
accomplished in two weeks or a month. 

 
 
It is quite possible that the savage Aucas are a diminishing tribe and their 
numbers may be steadily decreasing. Leading nomadic lives, they wander 
through the jungle continuously in search of food which oftentimes is very 
difficult to find. Over the past several years, a half-dozen or more Auca 
women have escaped and worked their way to Yumbo pueblos where they 
now live. They vividly described their difficulties in obtaining food and often- 
times were forced to survive on a diet of caterpillars, black beetles, and boiled 
boa snake. 

 
 
So far only a handful of people can speak the dialect of the Aucas. But this is 
relatively unimportant, as up to the present moment, it has been almost 



 

impossible to contact them. So furtive are their movements that they have 
become known as the “Shadow People”. 

 
 
But red-blooded prospectors and sourdoughs have never been known to be 
timorous of heart. And one thing is certain - as long as it is remotely possible 
to retrieve this fabulous fortune from the forbidden Rain Forest of the Amazon, 
rest assured that there will be many who are willing and anxious to pit their 
intelligence and daring against the primitive cunning of the naked Aucas, 
guardians of the golden bonanza. 



 

Chapter 11 
Today’s Quest for El Dorado 

 
 
 
Because of its great potential in gold, Inca treasure, agriculture, as well as 
unlimited business opportunities, South America, and particularly those 
countries comprising the old Incan Empire - Colombia, Ecuador, Peru and 
Bolivia - is rapidly becoming the focal point of an ever-increasing army of 
daring young men and women eager to find their own El Dorado in this, the 
world’s last frontier. 

 
 
This chapter is devoted to the true accounts of this new breed of twentieth- 
century Conquistadores, some of whom have been inordinately successful, 
while others, perhaps the majority, have failed, due to a complete lack of 
knowledge of the people, language and customs, not to mention their inability 
to cope with the backward and oftentimes primitive conditions always 
prevalent in underdeveloped countries. 

 
 
But all of them have blazed new trails and their triumphs and failures remain 
as beacon lights to those who would follow in their footsteps. 

 
 
Recently, on a bright sunny morning an Ecuatoriana de Aviacion airliner out of 
Miami, Florida, gracefully skirted a tall green mountain and descended into a 
jewel-like valley. Moments later, its wheels touched the asphalt runway of 
Mariscal Sucre Airport at Quito. 

 
 
The cabin door swung open and from its cavernous interior there emerged a 
heterogeneous group of passengers - eager salesmen, starry - eyed 
missionaries, curious tourists weighed down with their cameras and tripods, 
and intransit passengers on their way to points further south. 

 
 
The last to leave the plane was a young man of about thirty, who lingered for 
a fleeting moment to survey the scene before descending the ramp and 
entering customs. His well-creased khaki trousers were tucked into new 
brown leather boots, and his short-sleeved shirt was open at the neck. 
Perched on his head at a jaunty angle was a wide-brimmed Stetson, 
indicating the place of his origin – Texas. Dewey Shatley took a deep breath 
as his brown eyes absorbed the passing scene - barefoot poncho-clad Indians 
vying to carry his hand baggage, while voluptuous Latin senoritas, wearing high 
Spanish combs in their raven hair, smiled enigmatically at the presence 



 

of this handsome young gringo who had quite unexpectedly come to their 
centuries-old city. 

 

 
Dewey was pleased with what he saw. This was Ecuador, the last frontier, the 
land of gold and emeralds. Subconsciously, he jutted out his chest and at that 
moment felt for all the world like a Conquistador, setting out to seek his El 
Dorado in the untamed and little-explored Amazon Rain Forest. 

 
 
Dewey was a classical example of the strange breed of young men who today 
are coming to South America in search of adventure, and filled with a lust for 
gold. A graduate in architectural engineering of the University of Texas, and 
an expert in underwater diving, he had over the past year read several articles 
on Ecuador. Here was adventure, excitement and the thrill of the quest for 
riches. 

 
 
One night in his neat little bungalow in McKinney, Texas, he had told his young 
wife, Betsy, of his plans to give up a promising career in electronics for a fling 
at the gold-bearing rivers of Ecuador. Betsy, too, was a Texan, and as she 
listened to his impassioned plea, she could not help but think back over the 
years to the glorious fate of the one hundred and eighty-seven who had died to 
the last man defending the Alamo. As a young child she had heard the story 
many times from the lips of her grandmother of how one of the 
defenders had been a close relative, an impetuous young man who had left 
his home on the windswept plains and gone south towards Mexico in search 
of gold. But when he heard that the Mexican Army, under the leadership of 
Santa Anna, was determined to wipe out the Alamo, he bad joined forces with 
this itinerant band of frontiersmen and had gladly fought to the death in 
defense of the Lone Star State. These Texans, she mused, are a breed apart, 
and Betsy reached the inevitable conclusion that nothing she could say or do 
would ever change Dewey’s mind. 

 
 
And so a few weeks later, she kissed him good-bye and Dewey, driving his 
new jeep and trailer, loaded with underwater gear, took off for Ecuador, to 
quench his insatiable lust for gold and adventure. It took three weeks to drive to 
Panama and there he learned that the Darien Pass, one of the most difficult 
sections of road in the Pan American Highway, was completely underwater, 
and that to continue by jeep was impossible. Undaunted, he shipped his car 
and trailer by boat, and caught an Ecuatoriana flight in Panama City for Quito. 

 
 
As he checked into the Hotel Majestic - the gathering-place for all adventurers 
- he had no idea what was happening at that moment in the deep Rain Forest 



 

of this banana republic. He had no way of knowing, of course, that he was far 
from being the only stranger who had come to Ecuador impelled by that 
unexplainable magnetic force that draws brave and, sometimes, foolish, men 
into the never-ceasing whirlpool of chance, where Fate brings riches to one, 
and sudden death to another. 

 
 
But as a matter of fact, this was a momentous day for many others who were 
at that particular moment exploring the great Amazon Rain Forest.... 

 

 
Far to the north, near the Colombian border, helicopter-pilot Bob Conway, from 
North Carolina, was in more trouble than he had ever been in his entire life. 
Flying through the mountain passes in search of the legendary lost emerald 
mine of the Incas, he had attempted to bring his ‘copter down on a small 
beach, at the edge of a surging river, but disaster struck and the wheels, 
instead of touching on hard ground, landed in a patch of quicksand. Almost 
immediately the helicopter tipped over on its side, damaging it beyond 
immediate repair. 

 
 
Bob began a long walk to the nearest village, eight days away. Now and then 
on his arduous hike he occasionally stopped at the bank of a river and 
watched the savage Indians panning for gold. When, to his amazement, he 
saw the number of grammes they were exacting from the bank of the placid 
stream, he gasped with joy, and he knew that come what may, he would one 
day return to this locale and strike it rich. Fortunately, Bob was qualified for this 
type of work He not only was an experienced pilot, having served with 
distinction in both the Canadian and American Air Forces, but in addition, was 
a graduate engineer, and during the past few years had become a proficient 
skin-diver. He knew that with the proper underwater equipment he could 
extract large quantities of gold from the riverbed, and would not confine his 
activities to working only the banks as did the Indians. 

 
 
Carefully marking the location on his aerial map, he continued on and 
eventually reached Quito. 

 
 
A month later, he met Dewey Shatley at the Hotel Majestic and over drinks 
they exchanged confidences. It was inevitable that the two should form a 
partnership, and pooling their resources, sent to the United States for some of 
the latest under-water gold - retrieving equipment. Later, they disappeared 
into the green wilderness…. 

 
 
In the deep Rain Forest near the Peruvian border, shouts of joy could be 



 

heard above the roar of the waters of the Rio Santiago. Two middle-aged 
Americans, whose names must remain anonymous, were dancing and shout- 
ing excitedly around a small campfire at the edge of the river. 

“We’re millionaires, Bert!” shouted Joe, who hailed from Massachusetts. 

Bert, a Georgia “cracker”, garrulously agreed. “It’s about time, ain’t it?” he 
cried. “After the nine months we’ve spent in this hell-hole!” 

 
 
Every now and then the two men stopped their capers long enough to swig a 
drink from a bottle of Jack Daniels. Within an hour, they were snoring 
peacefully, totally unconscious, but still smiling. Neither Joe nor Bert knew 
much about prospecting, and even less about gold or any other precious 
mineral, but they had teamed up after meeting at a convention in Miami 
Beach, determined to give it a try. They had spent eight months at back- 
breaking labor, scouring the rivers and hills at the edge of Jivaro head-hunting 
country. And then one day they had found their “strike” - a veritable gold mine 
that gleamed ominously from the granite rocks of the river bank. It was 
unbelievable, but there it was, and the two men fell to work with a will. Using 
hammers and crowbars, they gouged out several small bags of ore, intending 
to take it to Quito for an appraisal and at the same time, file their claim with 
the Director of Mines. 

 
 
Before leaving, they camouflaged the site with branches of trees so that no 
one would discover their “Mother Lode”. 

 

 
After days of torturous travel, they arrived with their precious cargo. They took 
a taxi from the airport to the Director’s office, and there, joyfully untied the 
string from one of the bags, dumping the treasure on his desk. The Director, a 
mining engineer of many years experience, and with a vast knowledge of 
Ecuador, picked up one of the pieces and gave it a cursory glance. The men 
tensely waited for his words of praise and congratulations, but instead, the 
Director informed them, “I’m sorry, gentlemen, but this is not gold. It is iron 
pyrites. I think you have a word for it in English - fool’s gold?” 

 
 
But the men were not convinced. They thought that he was playing a trick on 
them, that he wanted to find out the location of their gold and then perhaps 
claim it for himself. 

 

 
“You just can’t trust these Ecuadorians,” whispered Bert to his friend. 



 

Before the night was over, they had their ore assayed in three other places. 
Same result - fool’s gold. The next day they returned to the United States, 
disgruntled, discouraged and bitter. 

 
 
Later, the Director of Mines, an old friend of mine, had said: 

 
 
“What I told these men broke their hearts, but I had to tell them the truth. It’s 
the same old story. Americans by the score, and Europeans, too, come to 
Ecuador each year in search of gold, but not one out of ten has ever seen a 
gold flake in his life, or has the slightest knowledge of geology or mineralogy. 
There are fortunes to be made here, to be sure,” he said, “but only those who 
have a knowledge of what they are doing will ever succeed.” 

 
 
But James Colson, forty, from Miami, fell into this latter category. He knew 
what he wanted and where he was going. He arrived in Quito, and together 
with a well-known geologist, disappeared into the jungle in the Rio Napo area. 
When he returned to Quito several weeks later, he immediately visited the 
office of the Director of Mines and acquired a concession for gold along a vast 
stretch of the Jatun-Yacu River, one of the tributaries of the Napo. Samples 
he brought with him proved beyond a doubt that this particular area was rich 
in gold. Although an experienced skin-diver, he confided to a close friend of 
his in Quito that he planned a big operation and a few weeks later, the first of 
a series of portable dredges arrived. 

 

 
“Skin-diving for gold is a lot of fun,” he said, “but in most instances, it pays off 
in peanuts. I’m willing to invest several thousand dollars in getting the right 
kind of equipment down here and doing things on a big scale. I’m looking for 
the big pay-off!” 

 
 
In order to expedite matters, and save time in river travel, he ordered an air- 
boat from Miami, a light flat-bottomed craft propelled by an airplane motor, and 
most practical for skimming through the reeds in the Everglades at high 
speeds. But in Ecuador, it was a different matter. Here, the rivers are fast and 
treacherous and underneath the surface of the water are numerous boulders 
of tremendous size. But being an experienced airboat operator, Colson 
anticipated no trouble in weaving his way through the Napo and Jatun-Yacu. 
But in this, he erred. And the jungle never gives one a second chance, never 
allows one to correct the first mistake. 

 
 
Together with Angelo D’Julio, his Italian associate, and two Indian helpers, 
they took off from their base down the Jatun-Yacu river at a very high speed, 



 

and moments later, struck a submerged boulder. Colson and D’Julio hit the 
stone with a terrific force and were instantly smashed to pieces. The two 
Indians, fortunately, were catapulted over the rock and thrown into the river. 
They managed to swim ashore. Colson’s body was not found for several days. 
Much later, his concession was sold to a Florida group for a considerable 
amount of money. 

 
 
But the search for gold, the lust for adventure, continues. 

 
 
A few months ago, an ambitious and headstrong young Canadian, Dirk 
Youngblood arrived in Quito intent upon placer-mining along little-known rivers 
deep in Ecuador’s Oriente. He trusted no one and refused to divulge his 
immediate plans. Like many other young amateurs, he spoke no Spanish and 
knew nothing about the customs of the jungle Indians among whom he in- 
tended to live for the next few months. He left by plane the next day for Tena, 
a small jungle community, and the jumping-off place to the Amazon Rain 
Forest. Working his way eastward by Indian canoe, he eventually reached the 
Rio Aguarico, the same river from which the Incas once extracted great 
quantities of gold. 

 
 
In this remote and foreboding area, his only neighbors were tribes of savage 
Indians. Dirk built a palm-thatched hut on the bank of the river and in close 
proximity to an Indian village. For the next few months, he worked diligently 
and extracted a fair amount of gold from the black sand along the water’s 
edge. 

 
 
Occasionally, a young Indian girl used to watch him as he worked and they 
became friendly in a strange sort of way. He carried on long conversations 
with her in English, a language of which she knew not one word, and she 
talked to him in Quechua, a language as foreign to the Canadian as ancient 
Greek. 

 
 
By any standards, the Indian girl could not have been classified as either 
beautiful or attractive. Her legs and feet were caked with mud - she had a 
pudgy body and a vermin - infested head. Her ear lobes had been stretched 
out of proportion and huge round balsa plugs filled the cavernous holes in 
each lobe. But the young Canadian, after months of isolation, began to 
imagine that his Indian friend was quite beautiful. He reached the point of 
desperation and decided to kidnap her and move on to a new river, far from 
her palm-thatched village. Early one morning, just at dawn, he packed his 
gear and when she arrived at the river for a rendezvous, he carried her away 



 

with him in his canoe. 
 
 
When the girl was missed at the village, the Indians took to their drums, 
booming out messages that were relayed to other tribes up and down the 
river. Hours later, his canoe was intercepted by Indian warriors and both the 
culprit and the girl were returned to the village. 

 
 
Had the young Canadian taken the time to learn just a little Quechua, he 
would have known that he had committed one of the most unpardonable of 
crimes - that of stealing a woman. Among some of the more deadly tribes in 
the Amazon Basin, the penalty for such an act is death in the snake-pit, the 
jungle version of an “electric chair”. Fortunately, in this instance, the witch 
doctor was more lenient in his punishment of the white stranger. Dirk’s 
possessions were confiscated after which he was stripped, placed in a canoe 
and given a paddle. While the savages watched from the bank, hurling insults 
and deprecations, the unhappy voyager took off upriver towards civilization. 
But during his entire trip he was shunned by the other tribes at every village, 
who had heard the story of his crime from the jungle drums. Even today, this 
young explorer is bitter about his experiences and vehement in his 
denunciation of the Indians. Yet, without reason. He had disobeyed the 
unwritten law of the jungle, and was fortunate in getting away with his life. 

 
 
But there is still another group of immigrants who have fared exceedingly well 
in agricultural pursuits, and many of them, on very limited investments, have 
become wealthy within just a few short years. Among them are Roscoe Scott 
and his brother, Leo, who came to Ecuador from Idaho some fifteen years ago. 
Shunning a desire to search for hidden treasures, they wisely bought a 
thousand acres of cheap farmland, and developed two of the finest haciendas 
to be found in Ecuador, in the Santo Domingo de los Colorados area. They 
have specialized in cacao, bananas, coffee, and African palm, and their joint 
holdings are now considered to be worth a million dollars. 

 
 
While in Guayaquil Tom Simpson, formerly of Oregon, has, within the past ten 
years, built up a major business in the exportation of balsa wood. His factory 
now employs over four hundred Ecuadorians. In addition, he has a 
tremendous cacao and banana plantation on the outskirts of Guayaquil, and is 
reported to be one of the most successful foreigners in Ecuador. 

 
 
Opportunities are not restricted solely to men. 

 
 
A few years ago, a platinum-haired former Miami model, Bernice Wasem, 



 

arrived in Ecuador to seek her fortune. Investing a moderate sum, she 
purchased a banana plantation near the port of Esmeraldas, and later, she 
and a Swiss associate opened a cocktail-lounge in the city of Quito. Between 
these two most profitable enterprises, she has amassed a considerable 
amount of money. 

 
 
But Bernice, like many others, was prone to make mistakes because of her 
inability fully to understand the mentality of the Indians who worked for her on 
the banana plantation. Shortly after she moved into her jungle home, she 
decided to have some neighbors over for a “get-acquainted” dinner. For the 
occasion, she had brought from Esmeraldas a large, tasty fish which was 
carefully baked, stuffed, and planked. Just before the meal was served, 
Bernice gave her Indian maid, Tamina, last-minute instructions in her very 
limited Spanish, on how to “place the fish on the plank and a bunch of parsley 
in the mouth”. Much to her surprise, when Tamina finally entered the dining 
room, the stuffed fish was on the plank, all right, but the bunch of parsley was 
protruding from the mouth of a much-confused Tamina! 

 
 
But Miss Wasem is not the only member of the distaff group who have found 
their way to South America and a new way of life. 

 

 
Hell Hemmeter from West Berlin came to Peru on holiday three years ago, 
and while there flew to Iquitos, a large jungle community on the upper 
Amazon. While traveling by Indian dugout along the many rivers in that 
vicinity, she discovered great numbers of semiprecious stones - agates, 
topazes, amethysts, tourmalines, and aquamarines on the rock-strewn 
beaches. Upon her return to Lima, she sent a part of her collection to a friend 
in Germany, and shortly thereafter received a cable advising that a well- 
known dealer in precious and semi-precious stones would buy at a very 
handsome profit all that she could supply him. Helli taught the Indians in the 
region to locate and identify various types of rocks and pebbles, and soon had 
over a hundred working for her up and down the far reaches of the Amazon. 
She became a resident of Peru and has remained there ever since, and in 
three short years, has established a very profitable business venture. 

 
 
Northward in the jungles of Colombia, two sisters, Amy and Hope Rockwell, 
formerly of Birmingham, England, are currently supplying dozens of 
universities and museums around the world with specimens of rare butterflies, 
moths, and insects. While working in Bogota, the capital, they decided to visit 
the Colombian Amazon where they were greatly impressed with the natural 
beauty and tranquility which this little-explored area offered. 



 

Back in Bogota they matriculated at the university for special courses in 
entomology. Upon graduation they returned to the jungle and set about 
collecting diurnal lepidopterous insects for which they found a ready and 
profitable market. Today the girls live in a palm-thatched house in the village 
of Leticia, and have developed over the years a thriving and fascinating 
business. 

 
 
The lure of new horizons and an exciting future still continues to attract great 
numbers of twentieth-century adventurers, dissatisfied with the monotonous 
routine of everyday life in an overcrowded world, with its high cost of living, 
increase in taxes, and ever-growing competition. The last frontier is for those 
who still cherish individual expression, and prefer the wide open spaces to the 
confinement of a well-regimented society. But it takes much more than daring 
and an indomitable spirit to succeed. For those who prepare carefully for their 
great adventure, the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow can become a reality. 



 

Chapter 12 
Gold from the Files 

 
 
 
It isn’t always necessary to spend months and years in an effort to discover 
gold in the many rivers and streams throughout the old Inca Empire. Here is a 
true factual account of two daring Americans who, within the past few months, 
found their bonanza in the yellowed pages of old documents in the office of 
Ecuador’s Director of Mines. 

 
 
Virgil Benson and Tony Williams stood on a small sandy playa at the edge of 
the Rio Nangaritza and carefully surveyed the scene which unfolded before 
them. 

 
 
“The river’s about a hundred yards wide at this point,” drawled the rugged 
Tony Williams in his Texan accent. “It’s got a good deep channel - deep 
enough to bring up our dredges and any other equipment we’ll need. Trans- 
portation won’t be any problem.” 
Benson, a six-foot-four blond giant, originally from Minnesota, nodded in 
agreement. As he watched the brown muddy river sweep by, he broke into a 
broad smile. 

 
 
“Look like we’ve got it made, Commanche!” he exclaimed. “Let’s head for 
Quito and start ordering our equipment. We’re going to need a lot of it.” 

 
 
They walked along the stony river bank to a small Cessna 180, and climbed 
into the cockpit. Moments later, the single motor roared into life and 
Lieutenant-Colonel Virgil Benson, with a service record of twenty-two years in 
the United States Air Force behind him, manoeuvred the little plane at ever- 
increasing speed down the sandy beach, barely gaining sufficient altitude to 
clear the giant trees which lined either side of the river. Soon they were high 
above the foreboding Amazon jungle on their way back to civilization. From an 
altitude of three thousand feet, they could follow the course of the surging Rio 
Nangaritza twisting and winding like a gigantic boa as it flowed northward 
through rugged terrain before emptying into the Zamora and Pastaza rivers. 

 
 
Little wonder that both men were exuberant and elated. After months of 
arduous physical labor, deprivation, and research, they had finally come up 
with one of the greatest gold strikes of the century, a bonanza that well could 
make them two of the world’s richest men over the next decade. For 



 

according to geological reports, their 125-mile claim along the banks of the 
Rio Nangaritza carries a gold-content averaging $13 per cubic yard. And if 
you’re interested in nice round figures, their concession consists of about a 
billion cubic yards! 

 
 
Lieutenant-Colonels Benson and Williams are not amateurs when it comes to 
adventure. Their backgrounds are as colorful as their own striking 
personalities. 

 
 
Benson, forty-one, was born in Marshall, Minnesota, of Viking stock. He took 
his first flight at the age of four and solo’d at fourteen. Enlisting in the Air 
Force at the age of nineteen, he was sent to the University of Maryland where 
he received a degree in military science. During World War II, he became a 
fighter pilot and served with distinction in the European theatre, rising rapidly 
to the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel. At war’s end, he was transferred to the 
Philippines where he worked in the Air-Sea Rescue Service. Always a man of 
action, Benson looks the part - he is a strapping six-four and carries 220 
pounds of brawn and muscle. During the past few years, he has spent 
considerable time as a pilot in various parts of Mexico and South America and 
has become an expert in jungle flying procedures. 

 
 
Two years ago while in Houston, Texas, Virgil met Tony Williams, a former 
Lieutenant-Colonel in the U.S. Army who saw service during the war years with 
the fighting First Ranger Battalion. Williams, part Cornmanche Indian, comes 
from a long line of Texans who date back to the days of Steven Austin. He is 
tall, wiry, and his grey eyes carry a glint of steel. Born in 1920 in Amarilla, he 
studied at the Utah State Agricultural College and later at the University of 
Colorado where he received a degree in forestry and a minor in geology. After 
graduation he worked for the United Geophysical Company in its Foreign 
Division and was sent to Venezuela and other parts of South America where 
his knowledge of geology proved a dominating factor in his adventuresome 
career. After the war, he returned to South America, worked for a diamond 
company in Brazil, and located several metal deposits, 
including gold and copper in the Brazilian Amazon. 

 
 
Later, while working as a roving geologist for a North American mining group 
on the West Coast of South America, Williams first heard about the gold 
potential of the Rio Nahgaritza, located in southern Ecuador near the Peruvian 
border. According to the story, in 1939 a small Canadian syndicate sent a 
well-known geologist by the name of Paul Sorison into the area in a search for 
gold-bearing rivers. The crew worked its way up the Nangaritza and after 



 

core-drilling in various locales to a depth of twenty-seven feet, down to 
bedrock, Sorison realized that he had made a fantastic discovery. At a depth 
of only one foot, the gold yield was 85 cents per cubic yard. At seventeen feet, 
in coarse sand and gravel, it jumped to $11.08, while at twenty-seven feet in 
very hard compact sand with clayish gravel, the gold content reached an 
astronomical $38.90 per cubic yard. 

 
 
Sorison then returned to Canada and gave the company a detailed breakdown 
of his findings. A Canadian lawyer then descended upon Quito and filed for a 
gold concession on the Nangaritza which was eventually granted. But in spite 
of its great potential wealth, there were mitigating factors at that time which 
proved insurmountable. 

 
 
In the first place, it was impossible to bring barges and other heavy duty 
equipment to the Nangaritza as there were no roads into the interior, but to 
make matters worse, World War II suddenly broke out. Not only were most 
Canadians drafted into the army, but equipment became impossible to buy, 
and the entire project was abandoned. Eventually, the concession expired. 
Under the laws of most South American countries, when a mining concession 
is granted, a certain amount of work must be done each year in order to hold 
the concession; otherwise, the claim reverts back to the government. 

 
 
When Tony Williams first heard the story of this fabulous bonanza, he was 
skeptical. But later, while working in Colombia, he flew over to Quito, Ecuador, 
to delve further into the matter. 

 
 
In the office of the Director of Mines he came across the original application 
and the Canadian geologist’s report. No other concession had ever been filed 
on the Rio Nangaritza since that time. A feeling of elation surged through him 
when checking further, he discovered that within the past few years, a new 
highway had been opened between Guayaquil, Ecuador’s major seaport city 
on the Pacific Coast, and Loja, lying near the Peruvian border, a city dating 
back to the days of the Spanish Conquistadores. 

 
 
Williams traveled by jeep to Loja and found the highway adequate for the 
transporting of heavy equipment and machinery. In Loja, he learned that it 
was possible to follow the Zamora river into the gold-rich Nangaritza. The 
greatest obstacle had now been removed. Between the road and the river, it 
would now be possible to bring all the barges and machinery necessary to the 
gold site, at a very low cost of operation. 



 

Now, for the first time, in Williams’s opinion, it could be a successful and 
profitable venture. True, there were still tribes of head-hunting Jivaros living in 
the vicinity, but over the years, they had become docile and friendly and did 
not now represent a threat. 

 
 
Keeping secret the news of his discovery, Williams took off for his native 
Texas in the hope of further developing his strategy. He needed a working 
partner and adequate financing, for be realized only too well that a gold - 
mining project, to be profitable, must be worked on a large scale, oftentimes 
involving the expenditure of several million dollars. 

 
 
While at a friend’s apartment in Houston, he was fortunate in meeting Virgil 
Benson. No sooner had the two met than they were enveloped in that bond of 
camaraderie born not only of military service, but a mutual love of adventure 
and the quest for gold. Benson had his own plane and was an expert flyer. 
Together, the two of them possessed the capabilities of surmounting every 
obstacle. 

 
 
They became partners and a few weeks later, accompanied by a well-known 
geologist from Houston, journeyed to Ecuador. 

 
 
During the next several months they core-drilled over one hundred miles of the 
Nangaritza and when the samples were analyzed the results corresponded 
almost exactly with Sorison’s original geological report. Pooling 
their assets, Benson and Williams obtained a concession from the Ecuadorian 
government to work this river for a distance of 125 miles. With the granting of 
their concession, their secret was now out in the open. 

 

 
Interviewed at their home in Quito, Tony Williams said: “We’re not going down 
there with some rubber fins, an oxygen tank, and diving gear. That’s strictly for 
amateurs. We’ve got to have machinery and equipment that will carry us down 
to bedrock - dredges that will eat up the cubic yards by the hundreds. But 
hell,” he added, “the Swede and I don’t want to become the richest men in the 
world. We’ll be satisfied with a few million apiece - just enough to live 
comfortably - perhaps a hacienda in Mexico, and a trip to Paris now and then. 
The rest is up for grabs. For those who are looking for excitement and 
adventure, and some gold - this is the place. Not only the Nangaritza, but all 
of the other rivers in the vicinity are wide-open, with no complications.” 

 
 
For the time being, the two men are going to begin operations on a small 
scale, but even so, according to Benson, the machinery they need will cost 



 

about $200,000. Later, when the gold starts rolling in, they intend to expand 
and purchase larger and more expensive equipment, including a Couple—Jet- 
--6 Sluice Dredge with suction tubes that have the power to chew up three 
hundred cubic yards a day. 

 
 
I asked Benson and Williams if they had any practical advice for the 
thousands of ambitious young men who want to strike it rich in adventures of 
this type. 

 

 
“We’ve seen lots of amateurs operating around Ecuador and Peru,” admitted 
Benson. “Some of them don’t even know gold when they see it. And others 
come down with a couple of pans expecting to find dozens of nuggets just 
waiting to be picked up. Things don’t work out that way. Gold-mining is big 
business - you’ve got to know what you’re doing every step of the way. And 
concessions cost money. If you don’t work them, you lose them, together with 
your investment. In my years of experience in this field, I’ve learned one thing 
- you just don’t go running wildly through the jungle panning here and there in 
the hope of coming up with a bonanza. Sometimes it’s much more profitable 
to go to the Director of Mines in these various countries, and examine their files 
- you can come up with some old concessions and geological reports that have 
long since expired, and which can save you a lot of time and trouble, 
giving you exact locations and the gold-content in the rivers involved. But on 
top of everything else, you’ve got to have adequate financing. A light plane 
like ours is invaluable. In two hours’ flying time, we can reach a location that 
would take us three weeks by road and river. Then, too, we use it for bringing 
in food and supplies.” 

 
 
Does all of this sound too unbelievable to be true? Well, in this instance, 
Williams and Benson have geological reports to verify their momentous 
discovery. Over a century ago the Sacramento gold strike, too, sounded far- 
fetched, until the cry of “Gold!” was heard around the world, with thousands of 
daring adventurers answering the call. 

 
 
Little-explored Ecuador has over the past few years become the centre of a 
new gold rush. Some have come digging for Inca treasures, others searching 
for lost emerald mines. These quests have ranged from the snow-capped 
Andean peaks to the impenetrable Amazon Rain Forest. Only a handful have 
succeeded. The inexperienced have not only suffered tremendous hardships, 
but failed in their efforts to strike it rich. 

 
 
Virgil Benson and Tony Williams are of a different breed - they are rugged 



 

individualists, but more important, have a precise knowledge of what they are 
doing. Oftentimes, this spells the difference between success and failure. 

 

 
There is little reason to doubt that there are still vast quantities of gold to be 
found in Peru, Ecuador and Colombia. These little-explored regions comprise 
one of the world’s last frontiers, offering untold opportunities to those with an 
insatiable yen for adventure. 

 
 
But beware - rotting crosses along jungle trails still mark the final resting 
places of those who dared and failed. 



 

Chapter 13 
Confessions of a Gold Smuggler 

 
 
 
It is a far cry from Inca gold to the vaults of Swiss banking institutions, and yet, 
there is a definite link between the two. 

 

 
Each year untold thousands of dollars in the form of gold dust and nuggets 
are extracted from rivers throughout South America, the great bulk of which is 
sold directly to various governments at standard prices. Later, this gold is re- 
shipped to the major banking centres of the world, where it is converted into 
bars. Switzerland is one of the few countries where the public is allowed to 
purchase gold bars in denominations ranging from fifty dollars and upwards, 
and as a result, many gold smuggling rings make their headquarters in such 
cities as Zurich and Geneva. The risks are great and the profits, enormous. 

 
 
How does the gold smuggling ring operate? Recently, while in Zurich, I 
became acquainted with one of the world’s most successful smugglers who, 
because of the fact that he was then retiring, told me his fascinating story. 

 
 
“For many world travelers, even jet flying can at times become monotonous. 
But I have never given it much thought. Riding first class as I always do, I find 
the liquor excellent, the food delicious, and the hostesses charming. 

 
 
“At least twice each month I leave my luxurious apartment on Bellerivestrasse 
in Zurich, and book passage to such faraway places as Beirut, Karachi, and 
New Delhi. By profession, I am a gold smuggler, although let me quickly 
clarify matters by saying for the past ten years I have never smuggled as 
much as an ounce of the precious metal into any country. I consider myself 
too valuable to risk being thrown in jail in some out-of-the-way country, nor am 
I expendable. 

 
 
“I am at the head of a world-wide organization which smuggles gold to any 
country where the price is right - say, two or three times above normal market 
prices. It’s an exciting business and, I might add, a most profitable one. 

 
 
“Although I was born an American I suppose you might classify me as an 
expatriate, having lived abroad all these years without ever returning to the 
United States. Not that I’m not proud of being an American. I am. But 
circumstances beyond my control changed the course of my life. 



 
 
“I was born in Boston, of Irish-American parents, and worked my way through 
Holy Cross, graduating cum laude with a business administration degree. I 
decided to go to London for some post-graduate subjects, but I got side- 
tracked in Switzerland. And one bright, wintry day, while skiing at Davos I met 
a slick individual - one of those suave, debonair, continental types - who 
introduced me into the gold smuggling ‘profession’. 

 
 
“I made three or four trips for him, carrying contraband to Cairo, and 
succeeded so well that he took me into his organization on a permanent 
basis. Fortunately, having finally accumulated a fortune, he retired and sold 
me his business and, most important, his connections, and I was on my own. 

 
 
“During the past fifteen years, I have been able to put away in a numbered 
account in a Zurich bank close to a million dollars. And after just a few more 
months in this business I shall retire. That doesn’t mean I intend to go to seed. 
At forty-two, I’m still in the prime of life and certainly have no intention of 
burying myself in some provincial town seeking tranquility. I’m going to live it up 
in Paris, Rome, and all of the other swinging spots of the world, and I know 
them all intimately. In my address book, I have the names of over two hundred 
of the world’s most beautiful women - gorgeous blondes from Scandinavia; 
long-limbed, full-bosomed beauties from England; and tawny-skinned 
seductresses from Egypt. Many of these girls have worked for me from time to 
time as gold smugglers, and made a good living at it. They all had to be 
beautiful, or I wouldn’t have hired them in the first place. But let me tell you 
about my last trip to Asia. It will explain better than any other way I know just 
how I operate.” 

 
 
He stopped momentarily to light a cigarette. 

 
 
“The Air India plane on which I am flying is packed with humanity searching for 
new horizons. Six of the passengers, all of whom are riding tourist class, are 
working for me, although none of them know what I look like When they were 
interviewed for the job back in Zurich, I sat behind a two-way mirror, and when 
one of the applicants impressed me as having what it takes to be a 
good gold smuggler, I pushed a little button on my desk, and Hans, my office 
manager, carried on from there. 

 
 
“Recruits in this business are always easy to find. Europe, and especially 
Switzerland, is filled with various types of people from all classes of society, 
out to make a quick, if dishonest buck. They frequent the bierstubes and 



 

nightspots along the Limmat River. Many of them are students; others, 
aspiring young artists. Some have titles but are nevertheless paupers. The 
kind who intrigue me most are those hell-bent for adventure, who can stand 
up and be counted when the pressure mounts. 

 
 
“Those whom I think have these qualifications are dropped a subtle hint by 
one of my emissaries that they can pick up an easy thousand dollars, and a 
free vacation to Pakistan, India, Israel, or one of a dozen other places, by 
taking in a small quantity of gold along with them. They are all told that this is 
an illegal operation, but in the event of their arrest, lawyers will immediately 
bail them out and fly them out of the country within twenty-four hours. It’s as 
simple as that. 

 
 
“Without exception, all novice gold smugglers wonder how it’s possible to 
smuggle gold into a foreign country without detection. There are a thousand 
and one ways, and new methods are being devised every day. 

 
 
“Let’s go back to my six couriers who are riding in the plane with me, bound 
for Karachi. 

 
 
“Among the many passengers is a bright-eyed, white-haired woman, wearing 
gold-rimmed spectacles, and old-fashioned clothes. She is sitting quietly next 
to the window, reading a religious book, and this is no act. She is a devout 
individual and loves to pass out religious tracts to strangers at airports where 
we stop en route. She has such a pleasant personality that no one ever 
refuses to take her offerings. 

 
 
“Her name is Molly, but what people do not know is that she has an 
adventurous streak which would make Frank Buck look like a Boy Scout by 
comparison. Molly has had an aversion to authority ever since childhood. She 
likes to match wits with police officials and customs inspectors, and so far she 
has never been bested. This wonderful old lady has been working for my 
company for the past eight years, and has never once been apprehended or 
even suspected of smuggling gold. Beneath her voluminous cotton dress is a 
specially-constructed corset holding sixteen pockets, in each of which is a 
gold bar contoured to fit her body. 

 
 
“Just a few seats behind Molly are two young girls, Kitty and Dawn, 
somewhere between the ages of eighteen and twenty-one. From their 
mannerisms, one would assume they were students, which, in fact, they are. 
They are dressed as teenagers, pleated skirts and sweaters, and berets 



 

resting jauntily on their heads. On the rack above them are a half-dozen 
school books. Two are authentic, the other four appear to be, but actually are 
hollowed out and make perfect receptacles for gold bars which are snugly 
fitted into the empty spaces. 

 
 
“Kitty and Dawn are Americans, in Europe as exchange students. This fact 
has been duly stamped into their passports, and opens the door for them, with 
only brief customs inspection, to almost every country in the world. 

 
 
“These two beautiful girls were chosen because of their figures. When they 
stand up, you will notice that their pleated skirts are exceedingly short, two 
inches above their knees, in fact, and their legs are long and shapely The 
Customs official in Karachi will not only admire their legs, but will drool over 
their full young breasts. 

 
 
“Actually, both Kitty and Dawn are what might be termed, ‘flat-chested’, but 
inside their specially made brassieres are cup-shaped lumps of gold. I want 
no Jayne Mansfield types for this job! 

 

 
“But this does not represent all of the gold they are carrying - not by a long 
shot. Moulded to their inner thighs and supported by tight-fitting canvas 
panties, are two large pieces of the yellow metal, each weighing about seven 
pounds. Carrying gold in this manner has been found most practical, as it 
does not interfere with their sitting postures and allows complete freedom of 
movement. 

 
 
“Young women who carry contraband in this fashion are known as my ‘Gold 
Panty Brigade’, and I have at least a dozen of them working at all times 
throughout the many countries in which I operate. 

 
 
“Although this is the first time Kitty and Dawn have worked for me, I have no 
qualms about their success. They are worldly and brazen enough to pass the 
critical eye of any Customs Inspector. They desperately wanted to earn the 
thousand dollars which was offered them, to help defray expenses during their 
next term at the Sorbonne where they are currently enrolled. Then, too, they 
were genuinely interested in the cultural background of Pakistan and wanted 
to learn more about it. 

 
 
“Towards the back of the plane you can see three young men diligently poring 
over maps of Nepal, and specifically, the Himalayas. One of them is Swiss. 
The other two are British. All are mountain-climbers. They will remain in 



 

Pakistan for a day or two, and then continue on the next flight to Katmandu, 
the jumping-off place for the giant snow-capped peaks. These three men will 
be gone for several months, as they intend to climb Annapuma. 

 
 
“In the cargo compartment is a great deal of mountain climbing gear, which 
they will use in their assault on this 25,000-foot peak. Everything, from their 
crampons to their picks, is made of pure gold, chemically treated to resemble 
steel. Their papers are all in order, and they will have no trouble entering 
customs at Karachi. 

 
 
“During their two-day stopover, they will be supplied with new, authentic 
mountain-climbing gear and each will be a thousand dollars richer for his 
efforts. 

 
 
“But in our business we can’t afford to take chances. Customs officials in every 
country where we operate are on our payrolls, and while our gold- smuggling 
operation may, on the surface, look simple, there is always the chance that the 
customs official on whom we depend may be on sick leave or vacation, or, for 
some reason or other, not working when our particular plane arrives. That is 
why we must choose our couriers carefully, and teach them how to pass 
successfully through customs no matter who might be examining their 
luggage. 

 
 
“Now, why should gold be so valuable in Pakistan, as well as in other 
countries? Why should it bring three or four times its monetary value in other 
parts of the world? Gold prices are always extraordinarily high in those 
countries which have unstable economies, inflation, or even more important, 
revolutions or wars. Let me cite an example: Had a group of enterprising 
Germans been able to get their hands on a few hundred pounds of gold after 
the Hitler debacle, they could have purchased half of Munich or Berlin, and in 
ten short years, would have become multi-billionaires. As it was, foreign 
capital moved in and gobbled up businesses and industries for just fractions of 
their true values, while the Germans were left holding the bag. 

 
 
“What happened in Germany became an object lesson for nationals of other 
countries, and ever since the war, they have been accumulating large 
stockpiles of gold, just in case of emergency. 

 
 
“In order to hedge against the shrinking of their fortunes, the wealthy people of 
many countries try desperately to exchange their local currency for gold. This is 
where we gold smugglers come into the picture. 



 
 
“For instance, a Pakistani millionaire who has his fortune in rupees in a bank 
in Pakistan could very quickly find his savings cut in half, or even less, through 
government restrictions, inflation, or threat of invasion. One of his agents then 
flies to Switzerland, smuggling out of the country in his briefcase a great 
number of rupees, in large denominations, perhaps amounting to a million 
American dollars. 

 
 
“Arriving in Switzerland, he comes to our office with instructions that this 
money be converted into gold and smuggled back to his employer in Karachi. I 
then convert his rupees into foreign exchange wherever I can get the best 
price for them - possibly Tangier. The price my client in Pakistan will pay for 
the gold is established in advance, and is set for two or three times its value 
elsewhere. In this manner, I make my profit before as much as one gold bar is 
carried back to Pakistan. 

 
 
“My clients, as you might assume, are all wealthy people, most of them 
millionaires, and are willing to take a big loss in order to have the security of 
knowing that they have an ample supply of gold on hand, which, when the 
opportunity presents itself (or disaster strikes) can be used to buy other 
businesses and make investments, at just fractions of their real values. 

 
 
“Gold is also in demand in India and Pakistan for social purposes. Weddings 
among the elite are not possible without a liberal show of gold, especially 
heavy gold bracelets, earrings, dinner sets, and other luxury items. In these 
instances, the gold bars are taken to a jeweler where they are melted down 
and transformed into a variety of objects. 

 
 
“With hundreds of millions of dollars worth of gold being smuggled into India 
and Pakistan and other Middle and Far Eastern countries each year, it is little 
wonder that gold smugglers have to be on their toes and must come up with 
new ways and means of getting the precious metal into these countries. 

 
 
“One of my Pakistani associates, for example, imports tractors and other farm 
machinery through my offices in Switzerland and is one of the few importers 
who can afford to sell this expensive equipment on a delayed payment plan. 
The machinery arrives by ship in heavy crates and is trucked immediately to 
the warehouse. Of course, what the officials in Karachi don’t know is that most 
of the steel parts are made of gold. After the gold has been dismantled, steel 
parts taken from the warehouse are welded into place and the equipment is 
as good as new. It must be remembered that the Pakistan corporation is a 



 

wealthy one, with high political connections, very necessary indeed for getting 
the agricultural equipment in with a minimum inspection. 

 

 
“There are other devious means through which gold is smuggled into foreign 
countries. Cargoes of dates from the Persian Gulf arrive with gold stones in 
them. 

 
 
“Just last year, two young journalists were intercepted in India wearing 
underwear made from gold. Within recent months a German private plane 
crashed at an air strip in Cairo. Upon examination, investigators found that 
part of its frame was made of gold. 

 
 
“Foreign emissaries often bring in quantities of gold in their diplomatic 
pouches, and of course, are immune to search and seizure. But these are the 
exceptions to the rule. And most of the bungling is generally done by amateurs 
who shouldn’t have gone into the business in the first place. 

 
 
“To give you an idea of the scope and magnitude of gold smuggling, it is 
estimated that over one billion dollars in gold has been smuggled into India in 
the past ten years, and it continues to be smuggled in today at the rate of 
about $100 million dollars a year. Only about one-tenth of the amount is 
intercepted by customs officials. 

 
 
“Today’s market for smuggled gold is tremendous. It is desperately needed in 
Egypt for the purchase of guns and munitions. Israel needs gold to bolster its 
foreign credit and to buy military equipment for its continuous struggle against 
Nasser. 

 
 
“In Argentina, Chile, and Brazil inflation is currently ruining the monetary 
exchanges and gold is eagerly purchased at three or four times its normal 
value. Little wonder that gold syndicates are flourishing all over Europe. 

 

 
“Gold-running is not to be compared with serious crimes such as the 
smuggling of narcotics, which we consider an odious profession. Dope 
smugglers, when caught, generally receive long prison terms. 

 
 
“However, our life is beset with its own share of problems. Couriers have often 
been kidnapped and robbed, and in a few instances, murdered. Just within the 
past few months, the body of Henri Schulman, who operated out of a swank 
office on the Champs-Elysées in Paris, was found floating in the Danube, his 
throat cut from ear to ear. For years, Henri specialized in contraband Swiss 



 

watches, and only recently entered the gold running racket. Too late, he 
learned it is a hazardous and oftentimes, deadly business. 

 

 
“So far I have been lucky and in fifteen years of operating my own business 
only four of my couriers have run into serious trouble. But it’s an aggravating 
business at best, and whenever the telephone rings, I can anticipate trouble 
somewhere down the line. 

 
 
“I always play my hunches, and something tells me now is the time to retire. 
I’ve made arrangements to sell my equity in the farm machinery business in 
Pakistan, and a couple of young Britishers are going to pay me a high price 
for my operation. 

 
 
“Gold-smuggling has been an exciting adventure, and a very lucrative one. 
From now on, instead of worrying about my beautiful young couriers, the ‘Gold 
Panty Brigade’, you’ll find me skiing at St. Moritz, dancing with the Mayfair Set 
in London, or living la dolce vita in Rome. 

 
 
“And from now on the only gold bars that interest me are those in my safe- 
deposit box in a Zurich bank.” 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 


