CAVE AND TUNNEL ENTRANCES OF THE UNTIED STATES
compiled by B. Alan Walton
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#1 --- The following account comes from pages 7-10 of the
July, 1954 issue of FATE magazine:

"Nearly a year ago workers of the Lion Coal Corp®s Wattis
mine of Wattis, Utah, broke into a network of tunnels which
appeared to be of great antiquity. According to A. B.
Foulger, vice president and general manager of the company,
the miners were advancing down the center of a 3,000-foot
peninsula branching off from the mountain where the mine
is located. They were working an eight-foot coal seam at
8,500 feet.

"As they moved down the peninsula, the miners ran into
pockets of coal that had oxidized to the point that i1t could
almost be scooped off the face with bare hands. They
encountered larger and larger pockets of this lifeless coal
until at last they hit two tunnels, about 200 feet apart.

"In May, 1953, both the tunnels appeared to be between
five and six feet i1n height and width. Because of moisture,
the coal between the two tunnels had deteriorated to the
point where it was no longer merchantable.

"Several of the miners crawling down these old drifts
a short distance found that the tunnels were about halft full
of slack coal. Rooms had been mined off from either side
of the tunnels...

"By the testimony of the mining engineers, they were of
such great antiquity that the coal had weathered to
uselessness for any kind of burning or heat. By the
testimony of the miners, there were not only tunnels but
coal mining rooms.
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"By our conclusion, therefore, the tunnels were dug
by an ancient race which used the coal for some
purpose.

"It is no answer to say "we can"t be sure because we
don*"t know that the Indians iIn this area used coal.”

"The facts remain: here are ancient mines; they were
dug by someone, 1f not the Indians, by someone else.
Certainly by someone who preceded the white man to this
area. Possibly by someone who preceded the Indians.™

Rk

#2 --- The following letter appeared on pages 174-175
of the October, 1947 issue of AMAZING STORIES:

"Sirs: Perhaps | have delayed over-long to send you
my slight contribution to the master code. Why? I was
still afraid there might be some slip that would put me
in a bad spot. I am a druggist In this town and any
trace of nut"s talk would ruin my job. 1 have been
waiting for the issue which just hit the newsstand and
agree with you completely.

"There 1s In this area an artifact which seems to
prove all you have printed about the cavern dwellers.
First I want to ask a question. How are the caverns
ventilated? There 1s no vegetation to purify the air iIn
the caves. Therefore there must be some connection with
the surface, 1 know where one of the air shafts reach
the surface.

"My grandfather was raised with the Indians in this
section of the country and has told me of the stories
he heard when he was a child. The Indians describe the
wlnd cave as i1t is called around here, as the home of
the devlls who came forth in the dead of the night to
steal their women and food. No Indian will venture
within the area inside of five miles of the cave.

"Perhaps a description of the inside will make my
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meaning more clear. The entrance is just a hole In the
rocks, but after getting inside you come into a
foursquare tunnel about three and one half feet square
with a six-inch gutter along the west side, about 10
inches deep. This tunnel i1s intact for about 100 yards
and then opens into what looks like 1t might have been
at one time a completely round or half-round passageway
which now looks like the solid lava which it goes
through has been chipped and crumbled by extreme heat.
It 1s possible to travel for about a half mile iInside
before the tunnel becomes obstructed too much for a man
to get through.

I have been trying to get someone who would help me
clear this obstruction enough to get through and
several have agreed but when we get there and start to
work they soon give up and want to get out. Another
funny thing i1s that every time 1| go back the work done
before does not show, yet there 1s no evidence of fresh
falls of rock from the ceiling. At this point the
feeling that your in mortal danger becomes almost
overpowering, after battling this feeling for an hour I
feel as weak as i1f | had been sick for weeks and 1 have
made this attempt many times.

The opening has been dynamited at least four times
that I know of. Supposedly to kill rattlesnakes, yet 1
have never seen one either iIn the mouth of the cave or
inside. In fact my experience with snakes leads me to
believe they would never brave the cold blast that
comes out.

Still the feelings of distrust and fear clings and
none of the natives will consider exploring this
artifact which could be made the biggest tourist
attraction 1In this part of the state -- 1Tt people were
just not afraid to go down there... 1 am willing to
discuss what I know with anyone who won’t believe 1 am
crazy, and would like to find someone who has the
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intestinal fortitude to help me clear the
obstruction to the major cavern with which 1t
connects which I know extends to a depth of 30,000
feet because it has been drilled into and that much
cable let out without hitting anything to drill iIn
and I will show anyone who is interested the entire
set-up.

My grandfather is now dead unfortunately so he
can not verify the Indian stories mentioned, but i1f
Mr. (L. Taylor) Hansen i1s as familiar with Indian
legends as he claims and really desires the truth,
have him work with the Shoshones and Blackfeet.
Consider their tales of the demons who work this
countryside. Also investigate the story of the
three immortals who have been seen by many - to
rescue them from a lethal situation.

Write me 1T you are interested in these legends
and any knowledge 1 have i1s yours. --- George
Haycock., c/o Thriftway Drug., Main and Overland.,
Burley, ldaho

The next letter appeared later on pages 164-165 of
the January, 1948 issue of AMAZING STORIES:

Sirs: ITf you file your correspondence, you will
find a letter there from this writer which was
written in the early part of this year, advising
you of reading my Ffirst AMAZING STORIES magazine
and of my interest in the mystery of the caves,
especially the articles by Mr. Shaver. | haven®t
missed a copy of A. S. since then and interest in
the mystery of the caves has grown until you may
class me as an unofficial member of the CHMBS
(““Cave Hunters Mutual Benefit Society” - Branton).
In fact, the purpose of this letter is to inform
you of a recent expedition to one of the caves for
an i1nvestigation.

For you and those interested in the "air shaft"
near Burley, ldaho, reported by Mr. George Haycock,
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whose letter was published In the October issue of
AMAZING STORIES, this i1s to verify the truth of
this cave.

M/Sgt. Brentlinger (a Shaver fan), stationed at
Hill Field, Utah, and myself made a trip to Burley
over the weekend of the 17th of August to ascertain
the authenticity of both Mr. Haycock and the cave.
We had no trouble locating this gentleman and after
explaining the purpose of our mission he quite
readily agreed to show us the cave and to guide us
through, providing it was still possible to enter.
The entrance had been blasted since he was last iIn
the cave, he explained.

We drove about six miles west of town, then
turned off the highway onto a little road leading
off into the desert sagebrush. 0Oddly enough, this
road was well worn and seemed to be much used
although there was no apparent reason for so much
traffic. We failed to see
any other cars either on the way iIn or out.

Even though he had been In the cave many times
and to the entrance as recently as three days prior
to this trip, Mr. Haycock, strangely, had
difficulty in locating the spot and we stopped
twice to look before we finally found i1t about a
mile from the highway.

The entrance was located in the center of a
shallow circular depression. The surrounding
terrain was nothing but sand and sagebrush but
jammed in about the opening were several large
boulders. We found there was still a small hole
running down through the boulders and Mr. Haycock
thought 1t was possible for us to make entrance.
With some violent maneuvering we did manage to
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squeeze through and we followed Mr. Haycock to the
floor of the cavern. Then, crawling, kneeling and
sometimes walking, we were led back through the
cave fTor approximately one-quarter of a mile.

The cavern is cut through what appears to be
lava rock. Walls and ceilings are badly fallen-in
in many places but there i1s enough intact yet to
give the general appearance that the cave was at
one time square. In certain spots the walls and
ceiling are perfectly flat. Then, too, we noticed
one small chamber to one side of the main passage
that 1s square-cut except for one end which is
cupped out.

There are numerous small passages leading off to
the side of the main path, which Mr. Haycock said
led to dead-ends, In the ones he had explored.

After seeing enough to convince us of the truth
of Mr. Haycock®s story, 1t was decided to turn back
and not to continue inward to the impassable
obstruction Mr. Haycock mentioned in his letter. To
have gone that far more equipment would have been
required. We had nothing but two flashlights, both
being used continuously.

Where we turned back i1s approximately half-way
to the obstruction.

We failed to hear or feel the i1cy wind that is
said to blow from the shaft most of the time.
However, Mr. Haycock explained that it did become
quiet occasionally, as we found it that day.

At present another trip is planned to the cave.
This time there will be seven or eight of us and we
plan to take the proper equipment and enough
provisions to do some serious work at clearing away
the obstruction. It i1s desired by all to learn
what, 1f anything, might lie further on beyond this
obstruction. But, if there is nothing but more cave
it will at least be enjoyed and remembered by all!

Now for the information of two other caves this
writer knows of which might merit investigation.
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The first is in the Smoky mountains of North
Carolina in the Nantahalie (?) Gorge. It is called
"The Blowing Springs' and is easily reached from
the highway. The cave has an i1cy blast of air and a
cold stream flowing from 1t continuously, from
which 1t got i1ts name. It is not known by the
writer whether anyone has ever entered this cave or
iT this is possible, but there are many who have
been to the entrance to look in.

The second is called “The Devil®s Well”, and is
located 1In the "Hole-In-Ground™ near Pine City,
Washington. The cave i1s very round and
approximately five feet in diameter. People are
known to be afraid to enter this cave due to the
rumor that i1t 1s a rattlesnake den. 1t would be
interesting to learn 1Tt there i1s any truth to the
rattlesnakes and why 1t is named ""The Devil*s
Well,"” and by whom! -- Frank W. Haigler., Box 18,
Apr F-22_, Sahara Valley, Utah

Rk

#3 --- Pages 103-105 of F. L. Boschke®s book “THE
UNEXPLAINED” contains the following interesting
story:

"It 1s understandable that when volcanoes are
inactive, they are covered with snow and ice. Many
volcanoes rise out of "the eternal i1ce”. One of the
tallest volcanoes in the world is Mount Railnier, iIn
Washington, In the northwestern United states. This
mountain, which lies south of the port of Seattle,
iIs 14,000 feet high and naturally the top of i1t is
covered with 1ce. However, there is something
strange about this ice. If Jules Verne had known
about Mount Rainier, he would have made i1t the
place where the travelers entered the earth in his
science-fiction novel JOURNEY TO THE CENTER
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OF THE EARTH. In this mountain, volcanic forces
struggle with the eternal i1ce, and the result i1s a
phenomenon unique on this earth.

For hundreds of years people had heard that the
ice cap of Mount Rainier concealed a secret, a maze
of corridors and caves. But not until 1970 did
scientists begin a systematic iInvestigation. It was
necessary for them to do so, for shortly before,
seismographs had recorded violent earthquakes iIn
the gigantic crater of Mount Rainier, and
indications were that the heat In the cone was
increasing. The danger was obvious. ITf the ice
melted, some 4,000,000 cubic yards of water would
flow down the slopes from each of the two craters
at the top of Mount Rainier. The water would tear
stones, rocks, pebbles, and mud from the
mountainside, trigger landslides, fill up the
valleys, melt glaciers, and in general threaten
everyone who lived nearby.

In August, 1970, an expedition climbed to the
top of the eastern-most of the two craters. When
they arrived, instead of the crater they saw a
round hole one thousand feet wide and five hundred
feet deep, Tilled with snow and ice. In the white
mass they found three large holes sloping downward
from the inner wall of the crater. The holes sloped
downward at an angle of between thirty-five and
forty degrees. The descent was difficult and
dangerous. Deep In the crater there were corridors
in the i1ce, some of them as much as thirty feet
wide and almost fTifteen feet in height. The members
of the expedition took the danger i1n stride and
continued to descend. The adventure led them into a
cave of large and small corridors, some of which
branched off and then met again at some other
point. It was less like a maze than a system of
tunnels. Some corridors led directly to the center
of the crater; other dark passages led to dead
ends. At a certain depth the explorers found a
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broad "highway" which sometimes widened into a hall
and which followed the circumference of the crater
wall. This "highway" alone was over a half-mile iIn
length. For the most part, the floor of the
passages was damp, muddy, and strewn with broken
rock.

The system of tunnels was filled with strange
and threatening noises. Hot steam piped, gurgled,
and hissed from hundreds of places i1n the ground,
carving i1ts way through mud and potholes and
melting the ice on the walls and ceilings, which
dripped continuously onto the ground. At other
points there were streams of foul-smelling,
poisonous gases. In many places the path was not
only dark but shrouded with clouds of vapor which
concealed everything from view. All the moisture
the crater contained rained down into the depths.
Apparently a pond or a lake i1s located somewhere
deep inside this underworld.

A warm draft was blowing even at the tunnel
entrances, more than 13,000 feet high iIn the crater
wall. The temperature was 40 C. But on top of
everything else, i1t was hot inside the tunnel
system! The steam in the corridors was as hot as
560 C, and at one point the temperature of the
rocky floor was 860 C.

Struggling against the heat, vapor, water, and
gas, the geologists recorded, measured, and made
charts of what they found. They marveled at the
steep descents and at the cathedral-like grottoes
which had been melted out of the ice. At one point,
when the i1ce above them was four hundred feet
thick, they made two amazing discoveries. On the
ground before them lay the remains of a bird which
as a rule inhabits the coast sixty miles away, and
above them i1n the icy ceiling of the corridor they
found a red woolen glove!

Mysterious discoveries ought to occur in an
adventure, and this adventure had i1ts share. Up
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above, at the edge of the crater, the explorers found
the remains of another bird. Could a storm carry birds
as high as the top of the crater? Perhaps, like the
glove, 1t was brought there by some mountain-climber
long ago, Or perhaps the bird and the glove once lay on
top of the crater ice, until snow covered them and the
heat of the crater melted the ice, allowing both
objects to slowly sink Into the depths, covered with
new layers of snow and ice. This may well be the case.

However, no one doubts that Mount Rainier still
contains many secrets and that there may be other
explanations for the presence of the glove and the
bird.

Still another mystery of Mount Rainier is the
question of what happens to all the water that
continually streams into the depths of the crater.

Rk

#4 --- Mount Shasta, in the northernmost part of
California, has been a center of mystery for many
students of "metaphysics®. The mountain is an extinct
volcano and i1s the source of several Indian legends in
the area. The following account can be found on pages
257-258 of "A DWELLER ON TWO PLANETS'™ by Phylos (the
Thibetan). A similar account can be found in "AN EARTH
DWELLERS RETURN"™, by the same:

"Beside a roaring, dashing mountain torrent, falling
in myriad cascades of foam white as the drifted snow,

interspersed with pools of quiet water... deep, trout-
filled, blue, reflecting flowery banks and towering
pine-crested ridges, "ribs of the planet'”... we pause.

The day i1s hot, but the waters of the branch of McCloud
river are cold as the pristine snows of Shasta from
which they flow to our feet and thence away.

We recline on the brink of a deep blue crystal pool,
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idly casting pebbles Into and shivering the image
of a tall basalt cliff reflected from the mirror-
calm surface.

What secrets perchance are about us? We do not
know as we lie there, our bodies resting, our souls
filled with peace, nor do we know until many years
are passed out through the back door of time that
this tall basalt cliff conceals a doorway.

We do not suspect this, nor that a long tunnel
stretches away, far into the interior of majestic
Shasta. Wholly unthought i1s i1t that there lie at
the tunnels far end vast apartments, the home of
the mystic brotherhood, whose occult arts hollowed
that tunnel and mysterious dwelling: "Sach' the
name i1s. Are you incredulous as to these things? Go
there, or suffer yourself to be taken as I was,
once! See, as | saw, not with the vision of flesh,
the walls, polished as by jewelers, though
excavated as by giants; floors carpeted with long,
fleecy gray fabric that looked like fur, but was a
mineral product; ledges iIntersected by the
builders, and in their wonderful polish exhibiting
veining’s of gold, of silver, of green copper ores,
and maculation’s of precious stones. Verily, a
mystic temple, made afar from the madding crowd, a
refuge whereof those who '"'Seeing, see not,'" can
truly say:

“And no man knows. ...

“And no man saw It e"er."

Once I was there, friend, casting pebbles in the
stream®s deep pools; yet 1t was then hid, for only
a few are privileged. And departing, the spot was
forgotten, and to-day, unable as anyone who reads
this, 1 cannot tell i1ts place. Curiosity will never
unlock that secret. Does i1t truly exist? Seek and
ye shall find; knock and it shall be opened unto
you. Shasta i1s the true guardian and silently
towers, giving no sign of that within his breast.
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But there i1s a key. The one who first conquers
self, Shasta will not deny.”

(The complete account of his stay in the
interior of Mount Shasta later on iIn his life can
be found in the book, but due to its length, it
cannot be reproduced here)

Rk

#5 --- Mount Lassen is another extinct volcano and
i1s located southeast of Shasta In the Lassen
Volcano National Park. The following letter comes
from page 206 of the June, 1945 edition of AMAZING
STORIES, and the story which follows appeared on
pages 155-157 of the December, 1946 issue of the
same magazine:

Sirs: "._..._.In California there i1s a Mt. Lassen, and
I have been told that at times voices are heard
from the interior of the mountain, and that at such
times persons approaching too near are covered with
a shower of stones iIn size from peas to your head.
I have not been there, but have talked to at least
a dozen people who have; and that section refer to
it freely as an entrance to another "world"™ and a
different and strange people. - lrene M. Steen.,
General Delivery., Clewiston, Fla.

INSIDE MOUNT LASSEN - By RALPH B. FIELDS
(The writer of this article presents it as a
factual story; the editor’s present it as received.
It 1s amazing!)

"In Beginning this narrative and the unexplainable
events that befell my friend and myself, 1 offer no
explanation, nor do I even profess to offer any
reason. In fact, I have yet to find a clue that
will, even in part, offer any explanation whatever.
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Yet as it did happen, there must be some rhyme or
reason to the whole thing. It may be that some one can
offer some helpful information to a problem that just
should not exist in these times of enlightenment.

To begin with, if we had not been reading an article
in a magazine telling us about the great value of guano
(bat droppings in old caves) that have accumulated over
a great number of years, we would have continued to
wend our merry way through life without ever having a
thing to worry 'bout.

But having read the article and as we were at the
time living near a small town called Manten in Tehama
County, California, we thought that that would be a
good country to explore for a possible find of this
kind. After talking it over for some time and as we had
plenty of time just then, we decided to take a little
trip up the country just back of us. As we were almost
at the foot of Mount Lassen, that seemed the best place
to conduct our little prospecting tour. So collecting a
light camping outfit, together with a couple of pup
tents to sleep in, we started out on what we expected
to be a three-or-four-day jaunt up the mountain.

I guess we covered about ten or twelve miles on the
third day and it was fast approaching time to begin to
look for a place to spend the night, and the thought
was not very amusing and it had turned a little colder
and we were well over seven thousand feet above sea
level.

We soon found a sheltered place beneath a large
outcrop of rock and set about making a camp. As I was
always the cook and Joe the chore boy, I began getting
things ready to fix us some grub and Joe began digging
around for some dead scrub bush to burn. I had things
all ready and looked around for Joe and his firewood.
But I could see no sign of him. I began calling to him
and he soon came into sight from around the very rock
where we were making our camp. And I knew he was
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laboring under some great excitement as his face
was lit up like a Christmas tree.

He had found a cave. The entrance was on the
other side of that very rock. He was all for
exploration right away. But | argued that we had
better wait till morning. But he argued that in the
cave it was always night and we would have to use
flashlights anyway so what would be the difference?
Well, we finally decided that we would give it at
least a once-over after we had had a bite to eat.

It wasn®"t much to call a cave at first as i1t had
a very small entrance, but back about twenty feet
it widened out to about ten feet wide and around
eight feet high. And i1t did reach back a
considerable distance as we could see at least a
hundred yards and i1t appeared to bend off to the
left. The floor sloped slightly down.

We followed to the bend and again we could see a
long way ahead and down.

At this point we became a little afraid as we
were some way into the mountain. The idea of being
inside so far seemed to make us a little afraid.
But we reasoned that inasmuch that there were no
branches or connecting caves we could not get lost
and therefore had nothing to be afraid of. So we
went on. We found no sign of anything that we could
imagine to be our much sought guano nor signs of
any animals being inside the cave.

I don"t know how far we went, but 1t must have
been a mile or two, as we kept on walking and the
cave never changed i1ts contour or size. Noticing
this | mentioned 1t to Joe. We stopped to examine
closer by the light of our larger flashlights. And
we discovered an amazing thing. The floor seemed to
be worn smooth as though it had been used for a
long time as a path or road. The walls and ceiling
of the cave seemed to be cut like a tunnel. 1t was
solid rock and we knew that no one would
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cut a tunnel there out of rock as there had been no
sign of mining operations. And the rock in the
walls and ceiling was run together like i1t had been
melted... Or, fused from a great heat.

While we were busy examining the cave iIn
general, Joe swore he saw a light way down in the
cave. We started down the cave once more and found
a light. Or I should say the light found us as it
was suddenly flashed into our faces. We stood there
blinded by i1t for a minute until I flashed my light
at 1ts source and saw we were confronted by three
men.

These men looked to be about fifty or a little
younger. They were dressed in ordinary cloths such
as 1s worn by most working men in that locality.
Levi type pants and flannel shirts and wool coats.
They wore no hats. But their shoes looked strange
as their soles were so thick they gave the
impression of being made of wood.

We just stood there for a minute or two and
looked at them. We had no idea there was anybody
within miles of us and there stood three men
looking at us in a cave a mile or so in the depths
of old Mount Lassen.

I was scared. We were unarmed. And we knew
nothing about these men. One of them spoke to us.
He asked us what were looking for. 1 told him, but
I could see he didn"t believe 1t. We both tried to
convince him, but he just smiled. We had a little
argument with him, but fearing they might be some
criminal gang i1in hiding, we came to the conclusion
that we had better retreat. Turning to go we were
confronted by two more of them.

I can*t find any way to express the fear and
utter helplessness | felt in finding our retreat
cut off. 1 do remember having remarked to Joe...

"Well, 1t" looks like we are behind the well
known eight-ball." 1 sure didn"t feel as jovial as
I spoke either. One of the strangers told us, "I
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think maybe you had both better come with us.™

We were 1In no position to argue, though we both
would have liked to do a little of that right
there, but we had no way of enforcing our
arguments. Where could a hero gain any credit In a
place like that? So we permitted the five to escort
us deeper Into the depths of old Lassen.

They had led us farther down and 1 guess we had
gone a couple more miles when we came to the first
thing that really amazed us... We came to a place
where the cavern widened out a little and we saw
some kind of machine, if it can be called that.
Though 1 had no chance to examine it closely at the
time, 1 did later and 1t was a very strange
contrivance. It had a very flat bottom, but the
front was curved upward something like a toboggan.
The bottom plate was about eight inches thick and
it was the color of pure copper. But i1t was very
hard tempered. Although 1 have had a lot of
experience with metals and alloys, 1 had no
opportunity to examine i1t closely enough to
determine just what i1t was, | doubt very much i1f 1
could. It had a seat in the front directly behind a
heavy dash-board affair and there was a dial shaped
in a semi-circle with figures or markings on 1t. 1
had not the slightest idea what they stood for, but
they were very simple to remember. (See cut.)
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Markings ca dial (From memery)

IT there was a motor, i1t was In the rear. All |

could see was two horse shoe or magnet shaped

objects that faced each other with the round parts

to the outside. When this thing was in operation, a
brilliant green arc seemed to leap between the two
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and to continue to glow as long as i1t was 1In
operation. The only sound i1t gave off was a hum or
buzz that sounded like a battery charger iIn
operation.

The seat 1n the front was very wide. The only
method of operation was a black tear-shaped object
which hung from the panel by a chain. One of these
men sitting in the middle, took this thing and
touched the sharp end to the first figure on the
left side of the dial.

When he touched the first figure, the
contraption seemed to move almost out from under
us. But 1t was the smoothest and quietest take-off
I ever experienced. We seemed to float. Not the
slightest sound or vibration. And after we had
traveled for a minute he touched the next figure on
the dial and our speed increased at an alarming
rate. But when he had advanced the black object
over past the center of the dial, our speed
increased until 1 could hardly breathe. 1 can"t
begin to estimate the distance we had traveled or
our speed, but 1t was terrific. The two horseshoe
objects 1In the rear created a green light that
somehow shone far ahead of us lighting up the
cavern for a long way. | soon noticed a black line
running down the center of the cavern and our
inner-mountain taxi seemed to follow that.

I don"t know how long we continued our mad ride,
but i1t was long enough for us to become used to the
terrific speed and we had just about overcome our
fear of some kind of a wreck when we were thrown
into another spasm of fear.

Another machine of the same type was approaching
us head on. I could see our captors were very
nervous, but our speed continued. As the other
machine became closer, our speed slowed down very
fast and we came to a smooth stop about two feet
from the front of the other machine.

Our machine had no sooner stopped than our
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strange object in their hands. It resembled a
fountain pen flashlight with a large, round, bulb-
like affair on the back end and a grip something
like a German luger. They pointed them at us.
After seeing what had happened to our erstwhile
captors | thought that our turn was next, whatever
it was. But one spoke to us.

"Are you surface people?"

"l guess we are, as that i1s where we came from
very recently."

"Where did the hairlike find you?"

"If you mean those guys there," | pointed to the
five motionless figures, "back there a few hundred
miles." | pointed toward the way we had come in our
wild ride.

"You are very fortunate that we came this way,"
he told us. "You would have also become hairlike
and then we would have had to kill you also." That
was the Tirst time | had realized that the others
were dead.

They put theilr strange weapons away and seemed
friendly enough, so I ventured to ask him the who
and why of everything we had run into. 1 told him
of our search for guano and how we had encountered
the five horloks, as he called them. And also asked
him about the machines and their operation and
could we get out again? He smiled and told us.

"1 could not tell you too much as you could not
understand. There are so many things to explain and
you could not grasp enough of what I could myself
tell you. The people on the surface are not ready
to have the things that the ancients have left.
Neither 1 nor anyone in any of the caverns know why
these things work, but we do know how to operate
some of them. However, there are a great many evil
people here who create many unpleasant things for
both us and the surface people. They are safe
because no one on the surface believes us or them.



-19-
Neither 1 nor anyone in any of the caverns know why
these things work, but we do know how to operate
some of them. However, there are a great many evil
people here who create many unpleasant things for
both us and the surface people. They are safe
because no one on the surface believes us or them.
That 1s why I am telling you this. No one would
believe that we exist. We would not care, but there
are many things here that the outer world must not
have until they are ready to receive them, as they
would completely destroy themselves, so we must be
sure that they do not find them. As for the
machine, 1 don"t know how i1t works. But I know some
of the principles of it.

It works simply by gravity. And 1t is capable of
reverse. The bottom plate of i1t always is raised
about four inches from the surface of the floor.

That 1s why there 1s no friction and has such a
smooth operation. This object suspended from this
chain 1s pure carbon. It 1s the key to the entire
operation. As 1 told you before, I cannot explain
why 1t runs, but it does. We want you two to return
to where you came and forget about us. We will show
you how to operate the sled and we want you never
again to enter the cave. ITf you do and you do not
encounter the horloks, we will have to do something
about you ourselves, so 1t would not be advisable
to try to return at all events. One thing | can
tell you. We never could permit you to leave
another time."

He explained to us the operation of the machine
and In some way reversed i1ts direction. So thanking
them, we seated ourselves iIn the sled, as he had
called 1t, and were soon on our way back.

Our return trip was really something we enjoyed
as 1 was sure not to advance the carbon far enough
on the diral to give us such terrific speed, but we
soon found ourselves where we started from. The
sled slid to a smooth stop and we jumped out and



-20-
started up the cave afoot...

We must have walked a long way coming in, for we
thought we never would come to the surface. But at
last we did. And i1t was late afternoon when we
emerged... We lost no time in making our way down
the mountain and Joe tells me that he isn"t even
curious about what 1s In that cave.

But I am. What is the answer to the whole thing?
I would like to know. We had been told just enough
for me to believe that down there somewhere there
were and are things that might baffle the greatest
minds of this earth. Sometimes | am tempted to go
back 1nto that cave i1f 1 could again find 1t, which
I doubt, but, then I know the warning I heard iIn
there might be too true, so I guess | had better be
of the same mind as Joe. He says:

"What we don"t know don"t hurt us."

*kkkkkk

#6 --- The following iInformation can be found on
page 277 of Bourke Lee"s book "DEATH VALLEY MEN'.
This story of a strange tunnel was told after the
men had been discussing a local Indian legend,
similar 1n many details to the legend of Orpheus
and Eurydice, from Greek mythology:

"_.."Now! About this tunnel," said Bill, with his
forehead wrapped 1n a frown. You said this Indian
went through a tunnel into a strange country,
didn*t you?"

"Yes," | said. "I think I called 1t a cave or a
cavern, but | suppose a miner would call 1t a
tunnel. Why?"

"Here"s a funny thing," said Bill.._.

"This Indian trapper livin right across the
canyon has a story about a tunnel, an iIt"s not a
thousand years old either. Tom Wilson told me that
his grandfather went through this tunnel and
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disappeared. He was gone three years, an when he
came back he said he"d been In a strange country
livin among strange people. The tunnel i1s supposed
to be somewhere In the Panamints not awful far from
where we’re sittin (Emigrant Canyon, near Death
Valley). Now! What do you think of that?""

The same book, DEATH VALLEY MEN, also tells the
following story (pp-301-308) of an ancient city
beneath the Panamint mountain range iIn south-
eastern California. Bill Cocoran and Jack Stewart,
one time residents of the Death Valley area, upon
one occasion came across three individuals who were
experiencing troubles with their automobile. They
were kind enough to let the visitors stay at their
place for a few days, whereupon the five of them
became good friends. Because of their generosity,
the visitors had decided to let them in on a
secret:

"Thomason looked from Jack to Bill and asked,
"How long have you men been In this country?" Jack

( Salt flats are among the incredible sites to be found in Death Valley, the
lowest point in the Western Hemisphere. )



-22-
spoke before Bill had a chance... "Not very long," said
Jack quietly. Bill glanced curiously at Jack but said
nothing. If Jack thought that thirty years was not very
long that was all right with Bill.

Thomason said, "1"ve been In and out of the Death
Valley country for twenty years. So has my partner. We
know where there is a lost treasure. We"ve known about
it for several years, and we"re the only men in the
world who do know about 1t. We"re going to let you two
fellows In on i1t. You"ve been good to us. You"re both
fine fellows. You haven"t asked us any questions about
ourselves, and we like you. We think you can keep a
secret, so we"ll tell you ours."

Jack blew smoke and asked, "A lost mine?"

"No, not a mine," said Thomason. "A lost treasure
house. A lost city of gold. It"s bigger than any mine
that ever was found, or ever will be."

"It"s bigger than the United States Mint," Said
White, with his voice and body shaken with excitement.
"It"s a city thousands of years old and worth billions
of dollars. Billions of Dollars! Billions! Not
millions. Billions!"

Thomason and White spoke rapidly and tensely,
interrupting each other in eager speech.

Thomason said, '""We’ve been trying to get the
treasure out of this golden city for years. We had to
have help, and we haven"t been able to get 1t."

"Everybody tries to rob us," put In White. "They all
want too big a share. 1 offered the whole city to the
Smithsonian Institution for five million dollars --
only a small part of what i1t"s worth. They tried to rob
us, too! They said they"d give me a million and a half,
and not a cent more." White"s fist crashed on the
table... “A lousy million and a half for a discovery
that’s worth a billlan dollars,' he sneered.

"Boats!" demanded the astonished Bill. "Boats in
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Death Valley?"

Jack choked and said, ''Sure, Boats, There used to be
a lake In Death Valley. 1 heard the fishing was fine."

"You know about the lake,' Thomason pointed his blue
chin at Jack. "Your geology would tell you about the
lake. It was a long time ago... The ancient people who
built the city In the caverns under the mountain lived
on In their treasure houses long after the lake iIn the
valley dried up. How long, we don"t know. But the
people we found iIn the caverns have been dead for
thousands of years. Why! those mummies alone are worth
a million dollars!”

"1 had nothing more to do with them."

Jack got up and found his plug of tobacco. He threw
away his cigarette and savagely bit off an enormous
chew. He sat down and crossed his legs and glowered at
White as he worked his chew into his jaw.

Bill"s voice was meek as he asked®, "An this place
iIs In Death Valley?"

"Right 1In the Panamint Mountains!" said Thomason.
"My partner found 1t by accident.

He was prospecting down on the lower edge of the
range near Wingate Pass. He was working in the bottom
of an old abandoned shaft when the bottom of the shaft
fell out and landed him in a tunnel. We"ve explored the
tunnel since. It"s a natural tunnel like a big cave.
It"s over twenty miles long. It leads all through a
great underground city; through the treasure vaults,
the royal palace, and the council chambers; and it
connects to a series of beautiful galleries with stone
arches i1In the east slope of the Panamint Mountains.
Those arches are like great big windows in the side of
the mountain and they look down on Death Valley.
They"re high above the valley now.

But we believe that those entrances In the mountain
side were used by the ancient people that built the
city. They used to land their boats there."



-24-

White, his eyes blazing, his body trembling,
Tfilled the little house with a vibrant voice on the
edge of hysteria. "Gold!" he cried. “Gold spears!
Gold shields! Gold statues! Jewelry! Thick gold
bands on their arms! I found them! 1 fell iInto the
underground city. There was an enormous room; big
as this canyon. A hundred men were in i1t. Some were
sitting around a polished table that was i1nlaid
with gold and precious stones. Men stood around the
walls of the room carrying shields and spears of
solid gold. All the men - more than a hundred men -
had on leather aprons, the finest kind of leather,
soft and full of gold ornaments and jewels. They
sat there and stood their with all that wealth
around them. They are still there. They are all
dead! And the gold, all that gold, and all those
gems and jewels are all around them. All that gold,
and jewelry! Billions!"™ White"s voice was
ascending to a shriek when Thomason put a hand on
his arm and White fell silent, his eyes darting
about to the faces of those who sat around the
table.

Thomason explained quietly, "These ancient
people must have been having a meeting of their
rulers in the council chamber when they were all
killed very suddenly. We haven®"t examined them
very closely because 1t was the treasure that
interested us, but the people all seem to be
perfect mummies.""

Bill squinted at White and asked, "AIn’t it dark
in this tunnel?"

“Black dark,"™ said White, who had his voice
under control again. His outburst had quieted him.
"When 1 first went into that council room I had
just some candles.

“1 fumbled around. I didn*"t discover everything
all at once like I1"ve been telling you. | fell
around over these men, and 1 was pretty near almost
scared out of my head. But 1 got over that and
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everything was all right and I could see everything
after 1 hit the lights."

"Lights? There were lights?" 1t was Bill asking.

"Oh, yes,"™ said White. "These old people had a
natural gas they used for lighting and cooking. 1 found
it by accident. 1 was bumping around in the dark.
Everything was hard and cold and I kept thinking 1 was
seeing people and 1 was pretty scared. 1 stumbled over
something on the floor and fell down. Before 1 could
get up there was a little explosion and gas flames all
around the room lighted up. What I fell over was the
rock lever that turned on the gas, and my candle set
the gas off! Then was when I saw all the men, and the
polished table, and the big statue. | thought 1 was
dreaming. The statue was solid gold. Its face looked
like the man sitting at the head of the table, only, of
course, the statues face was much bigger than the
man®s, because the statue was all i1n perfect size only
bigger. That statue was solid gold, and i1t is eighty-
nine feet six Inches tall!™

"Did you measure it," asked Jack silkily, "or just
guess at 1t?"

"1 measured i1t. Now you"ll get an i1dea how big that
one room -- that council room -- is. That statue only
takes up a small part of 1t!"

Steady and evenly, Jack asked, “Did you weigh the
statue?"

"No," said White. "You couldn’t weigh 1t."

Bill was puzzled. "Would you mind telling me how you
measured 1t?" asked Bill.

"With a sextant," said White. "I always carry a
sextant when I"m on the desert. Then 1f I get lost, |
can use my sextant on the sun or moon or stars to find
myself on the map. | took a sextant angle of the height
of the statue and figured its height out later."

"A sextant,' said Bill, frowning heavily.
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Jack said, "It"s part of a church, Bill. Never mind
that.... Tell us some more about this place. It"s very
interesting."”

Fred Thomason said, "Tell them about the treasure
rooms."

"1 found them later.' White polished his shining
pate with a grimy handkerchief. "After 1 got the light
going I could see all the walls of this big room and |
saw some doors cut in the solid rock of the walls. The
doors are big slabs of rock hung on hinges you can"t
see. A big rock bar lets down across them. | tried to
lift up the bars and couldn"t move them. 1 fooled
around trying to get the doors open. It must have been
an hour before 1 took hold of a little latch like
(thing) on the short end of the bar and the great big
bar swung up. Those people knew about counter-weights
and all those great big rock doors with their bar-locks
-- they must weigh hundreds of tons -- are all balanced
so you can move them with your little finger, 1T you
find the right place."

Thomason again said,"Tell them about the treasure.™

"It’s gold bars and precious stones. The treasure
rooms are inside these big rock doors. The gold is
stacked 1n small bars piled against the walls like
bricks. The jewels are iIn bins cut into the rock.
There®"s so much gold and jewelry in that place that the
people there had stone wheelbarrows to move the
treasure around.™

Jack sat up In sudden interest. "Wheelbarrows?" he
asked, "'wheelbarrows a million years old?"

"We don"t know how old they are,"™ said Thomason,
reasonably, "But the stone Wheelbarrows are there.™

"Stone wheelbarrows,' marveled Jack. "Those dead men
must have been very powerful men. Only very strong men
could push around a stone wheelbarrow loaded with gold
bars. The wheelbarrows must have weighed a ton without
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a load In them."

"Yes," said Thomason, slowly, 'the wheelbarrows are
stone and of course they are very heavy..."

”But they"re very easy to push around even with a load
in them," White explained.

"They’re scientific wheelbarrows."

“No,” objected Jack in a low tone of anguish.

"Yes," 1nsisted White, pleasantly sure of himself. "A
small boy could fill one of those stone wheelbarrows full
of gold bars and wheel 1t around. The wheelbarrows are
balanced just like the doors. Instead of having the wheel
out In front so that a man has to pick up all the weight
with his back, these wise old people put the wheel almost
in the middle and arranged the leverage of the shafts so
that a child could put in a balanced load and wheel the
barrow around.”

Jack®"s heart was breaking. He left the table and threw
his chew out the door. He went over to the stove with his
cup. "Anybody want more coffee?'" he asked. No one did.

Bill studied Thomason and White for several moments.
Then he asked, “How many times you been in this tunnel.™

"1"ve been In three times," said White". "That"s
counting the first time 1 fell Iin. Fred"s been In twice;
and my wife went part way in the last time we was In."

Mrs. White stroked her blond hair and said. "1 thought
my husband was romancing when he came home and told me what
he found 1n the mountains. He always was a romancer. One
of the reasons | married him was because he was such a
romancer. | was sure he was just romancing about this city
he said he found. 1 didn’t believe i1t until they took me
into 1t. It is a little hard to believe, don’t you think?"
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Bill said, "It sure 1s." Jack stirred sugar
into his coffee and sat down at the table again.
Bill asked, '"Did you ever bring anything out of the
cave?”

“Twice," saild Fred Thomason. Both times we went
in we Ffilled our pockets with gems, and carried out
a gold bar apiece. The first time we left the
stuff with a friend of ours and went to try and
interest someone in what we"d found. We thought,
the scientists would be interested or the
government. One government man said he"d like to
see the stuff and we went back to our friend to get
the gold and jewels and he told us he"d never seen
them; and dared us to try to get them back. You
see, he double crossed us. We were 1In a little
trouble at the time and the loss of that stuff just
put us iIn deeper. We couldn®t get a stake because
we were having hard work making anyone believe us.
So we made another trip out here for more proof.
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brought out more treasure and buried it close to
the shaft entrance to the underground city before
we went back to the coast. | persuaded some
university officials and some experts from the
Southwest Museum to come out here with me. We got
up on the Panamints and 1 could not find the shaft.
A cloudburst had changed all the country around the
shaft. We were out of luck again. The scientists
became unreasonably angry with us. They"ve done
everything they can to discredit us ever since."

Jack watched Thomason and White across the rim
of his coffee cup. Bill said, “An now you can"t
get into your treasure tunnel. It"s lost again.
That"s sure too bad."

Thomason and White smiled. "We can get in all
right,"” said Thomason in a genial voice his cold
eyes did not support. Mrs. White smiled
confidently and her husband bobbed his head.
Thomason went on "You"ve forgotten about the old
boat landings on the Death Valley side of the
Panamint Mountains. All we have to do is climb the
mountain to the openings where the galleries come
out of the city on to the old lake shore. Do you
know the mountains along the west side i1f Death
Valley?"

"1 been down there'" said Bill.

Thomason turned to White: ""How high do you think
those galleries are above the bottom of Death
Valley?

White said, ""Somewhere around forty-five hundred
or five thousand feet. You looked out of them; what
do you think?"

"That"s about right,"” agreed Thomason. ""The
openings are right across from Furnace Creek Ranch.
We could see the green of the ranch right below us
and Furnace Creek Wash across the valley. We"ll
find those windows in the mountains, all right."
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"You goin down there now?" asked Bill.

"That"s what we came for,' said Thomason. "We"re
going to take out enough gold to finance ourselves,
and we" 1l open that city as a curiosity of the
world."

"That"s 1t," said White. "We’re through with the
scientists. We tried to make a present of our
discovery to science because we thought they would
be interested. But they tried to rob us, and then
laughed at us and abused us..."

Saying thanks and farewell the treasure hunters
left, promising to return, and drove in their car
down Emigrant Canyon towards Death Valley. Late
that same afternoon Bourke Lee (the author of DEATH
VALLEY MEN, which records his own experiences in
Death Valley - Branton) met the three of them on
the floor of the valley. Their car was parked
beside the road between Furnace Creek Ranch and the
Salt Bed. The men were patching a tube. They did
not need any help so he (Bourke Lee) said goodby
and went south 1n the valley. He never saw Fred
Thomason, Mr. White or his wife again, and ten days
later when he again visited Bill Corcoran and Jack
Stewart, they told him that they hadn"t seen them
since.

When another week went by and the proprietors of
the lost city did not reappear, the author and Bill
(Cocoran) made a trip down into Death Valley in
their car and took along a pair of field glasses,
hoping to see some sign of the explorers or the
"windows" In the side of the mountain. They failed
to find any sign of either.

About 17 years after DEATH VALLEY MEN was published
there appeared an article 1In the September, 1949
issue of FATE magazine, pp-17-21, which tends to
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support the story of Thomason and White, to a
remarkable degree.

The article was titled - TRIBAL MEMORIES OF THE
FLYING SAUCERS, written by a Navaho Indian, Oga-Make,
who sent In this tribal secret of the Paihute “Indians’
In appreciation for a story on the Navaho Indians which
appeared in the Spring, 1948 i1ssue of FATE magazine:

"Most of you who read this are probably white men of
a blood only a century or two out of Europe. You speak
in your papers of the Flying Saucers or Mystery Ships
as something new, and strangely typical of the
twentieth century. How could you but think otherwise?
Yet i1f you had red skin, and were of a blood which had
been born and bred of the land for untold thousands of
years, you would know this is not true. You would know
that your ancestors living in these mountains and upon
these prairies for numberless generations, had seen
these ships before, and had passed down those stories
in the legends which are the unwritten history of your
people.

You do not believe? Well, after all, why should you?
But knowing your scornful unbelief, the storytellers of
my people have closed their lips in bitterness against
the outward flow of this knowledge.

Yet, | have said to the storytellers this: now that
the ships are being seen again, 1s 1t wise that we, the
elder race, keep our knowledge to ourselves? Thus for
me, an American Indian, some of the sages among my
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people have talked, and 1f you care to, 1 shall
permit you to sit down with us and listen.

Let us say that i1t i1s dusk In that strange place
which you, the white-man, calls ""Death Valley." |
have passed tobacco (with us a sacred plant) to the
aged chief of the Pailute’s who sits across a tiny
fire from me and sprinkles corn meal upon the
flames. You sprinkle holy water, while we sprinkle
corn meal and blow the smoke of the tobacco to the
four directions 1n order to dispel bad luck and ask
a blessing.

The old chief looked like a wrinkled mummy as he
sat there puffing upon his pipe. Yet his eyes were
not those of the unseeing, but eyes which seemed to
look back on long trails of time. His people had
held the Inyo, Panamint and Death Valleys for
untold centuries before the coming of the white-
man. Now we sat iIn the valley which white-man named
for Death, but which the Paiute calls Tomesha --
The Flaming-Land.

Here before me as | faced eastward, the Funerals
(mountains forming Death Valley"s eastern wall)
were wrapped in purple-blue blankets about their
feet while their faces were painted in scarlet.
Behind me, the Panamints rose like a mile-high
wall, dark against the sinking sun.

The old Paiute smoked my tobacco for a long time
before he reverently blew the smoke to the four
directions. Finally he spoke.

"You ask me 1T we heard of the great silver
airships in the days before white-man brought his
wagon trains into the land?"

"Yes grandfather, 1 come seeking knowledge.™
(Among all tribe"s of my people, grandfather is the
term of greatest respect which one man can pay to
another.)

"We the Paiute Nation, have known of these ships
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for untold generations. We also believe that we
know something of the people who fly them. They are
called The Hav-musuvs."

"Who are the Hav-musuvs?"

"They are a people of the Panamints, and they
are as ancient as Tomesha i1tself."

He smiled a little at my confusion.

"You do not understand? Of course not. You are
not a Paiute. Then listen closely and 1 will lead
you back along the trail of the dim past.

“When the world was young, and this valley which
IS now dry, parched desert, was a lush, hidden
harbor of a blue-water sea which stretched from
half way up those mountains to the Gulf of
California, i1t is said that the Hav-musuvs came
here 1n huge rowing ships. They found great caverns
in the Panamint’s, and 1n them they built one of
their cities. At that time California was the
island which the Indians of that state told the
Spanish 1t was, and which they marked so on their
maps.

“Living i1n their hidden city, the Hav-musuvs
ruled the sea with their fast-rowing-ships, trading
with far-away peoples and bringing strange goods to
the great quays (openings high in the cliffs) said
still to exist in the caverns.

"Then as untold centuries rolled past, the
climate began to change. The water i1n the lake went
down until there was no longer a way to the sea.
First the way was broken only by the southern
mountains, over the tops of which goods could be
carried. But as time went by, the water continued
to shrink, until the day came when only a dry crust
was all that remained of the great blue lake. Then
the desert came, and the Fire-God began to walk
across Tomesha. The Flaming-Land.

"When the Hav-musuvs could no longer use their
great rowing-ships, they began to think of other
means to reach the world beyond. 1 suppose that is
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how 1t happened. We know that they began to use flying
canoes. At fTirst they were not large, these silvery
ships with wings. They moved with a slight whirring
sound, and a dipping movement, like an eagle.

"The passing centuries brought other changes. Tribe
after tribe swept across the land, fighting to possess
it for awhile and passing like the storm of sand. In
their mountain city still In the caverns, the Hav-
musuvs dwelt in peace, far removed from the conflict.
Sometimes they were seen at a distance in their flying
ships or riding on the snowy-white animals which took
them from ledge to ledge up the cliff. We have never
seen these strange animals at any other place. To these
people the passing centuries brought only larger and
larger ships, moving always more silently."

""Have you ever seen a Hav-musuv?'" (The Navajo
asked...)

"No.. but we have many stories of them. There are
reasons why one does not become too curious.'’

""Reasons?"

"Yes. These strange people have weapons. One i1s a
small tube which stuns one with a prickly feeling like
a rain of cactus needles. One cannot move for hours,
and during this time the mysterious ones vanish up the
cliffs. The other weapon i1s deadly. It is a long,
silvery tube. When this Is pointed at you, death
follows Itmmediately..."

"But tell me about these people. What do they look
like and how do they dress?" (the Navajo asked).

"They are a beautiful people. Their skin 1s a golden
tint, and a head band holds back their long dark hair.
They dress always In a white fine-spun garment which
wraps around them and i1s draped upon one shoulder. Pale
sandles are worn upon their feet..."

His voice trailed away iIn a puff of smoke. The
purple shadows rising up the wallS of the Funerals
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splashed like the waves of the ghost lake.

The old man seemed to have fallen into a sort of
a trance, but 1 had one more question.

""Has any Pailute ever spoken to a Hav-musuv, or
were the Paiutes here when the great rowing-ships
first appeared?"

For some moments 1 wondered i1f he had heard me.
Yet as i1s our custom, | waited patiently for the
answer. Again he went through the ritual of the
smoke-breathing to the four directions, and then
his soft voice continued:

"Yes. Once In the not-so-distant-past, but yet
many generations before the coming of the Spanish,
a Paiute chief lost his bride by sudden death. In
his great and overwhelming grief, he thought of the
Hav-musuvs and their long tube-of-death.

He wished to join her, so he bid farewell to his
sorrowing people and set off to find the Hav-
musuvs. None appeared until the chief began to
climb the almost unscalable Panamints. Then one of
the men In white appeared suddenly before him with
a long tube, and motioned him back. The chief made
signs that he wished to die, and came on. The man
in white made a long singing whistle and other Hav-
musuvs appeared. They spoke together In a strange
tongue, and then regarded the chief thoughtfully.
Finally they made signs to him, making him
understand that they would take him with them.

"Many weeks after his people had mourned him for
dead, the Paiute chief came back to his camp. He
had been in the giant underground valley of the
Hav-musuvs (a much larger and deeper caverous
"valley®™ to which they migrated from their city
within the Panamints istelf), he said, where white
lights which burn night and day and never go out,
or need any fuel, lit an ancient city of marble
beauty. There he learned the language and the
history of the mysterious people, giving them in
turn the language and legends of the Paiutes. He
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said that he would have liked to remain there
forever In the peace and beauty of their life, but
they bade him return and use his new knowledge for
his people.™

I could not help but ask the i1nevitable.

"Do you believe this story of the chief?"

His eyes studied the wisps of smoke for some
minutes before he answered.

"I do not know. When a man is lost i1n Tomesha,
and the Fire-God i1s walking across the salt crust,
strange dreams like clouds, fog through his mind.
No man can breathe the hot breath of the Fire-God
and long remain sane. Of course, the Paiutes have
thought of this. No people knows the moods of
Tomesha better than they.

"You asked me to tell you the legend of the
flying ships. | have told you what the young men of
the tribe do not know, for they no longer listen to
the stories of the past. Now you ask me i1f I
believe. 1 answer this. Turn around. Look behind
you at that wall of the Panamints. How many giant
caverns could open there, being hidden by the
lights and shadows of the rocks? How many could
open outward or inward and never be seen behind the
arrow-like pinnacles before them? How many ships
could swoop down like an eagle from the beyond, on
summer nights when the fires of the furnace-sands
have closed away the valley from the eyes of the
white-man? How many Hav-musuvs could live In their
eternal peace away from the noise of white-man®s
guns i1n their unscalable stronghold? This has
always been a land of mystery. Nothing can change
that. Not even white-man with his flying engines,
for should they come to close to the wall of the
Panamints a sharp wind like the flying arrow can
sheer off a wing. Tomesha hides its secrets well
even In winter, but no man can pry into them when
the Fire-God draws the hot veil of his breath
across the passes.
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"1 must still answer your question with my mind
in doubt, for we speak of a weird land. White-man
does not yet know it as well as the Paiutes, and we
have ever held 1t 1In awe. It i1s still the
forbidden; Tomesha--Land-Of-The-Flaming-Earth."

Rk

#7 --- The following letter was published i1In the
March, 1947 i1ssue of AMAZING STORIES magazine and
can be found on pages 171-173 of that issue:

“...The writer is presently a writer for the
Washington Times Harold, is a former World War 11
combat infantry officer and a holder of the
Distinguished Service Cross.

“l can be checked upon at my paper or better,
simply contacted there by your Washington office. 1
vouch for the following and will be glad to be of
assistance for the hell and not the cash of i1t.

“1*11 tell you a story about a story about a
cave and if you want to kick 1t around, 1, as I
say, will do all that I can to help, although at
this writing | intend to furnish you with the names
of persons more closely involved and you won"t need
me. In fact, for the time, 1°d feel better 1T I
just BURNED this letter.

“In 1935 these weary eyes gazed awe-stricken
upon a blue print of a California cave prepared iIn
his off-time by a member of the U.S. Geodetic
Survey.

“This cave was approximately the size of the
Grand Canyon.

“As 1 said, this is a story about a story.

“The story, telling all that was known to the
writer at the time, was written, with some slight
assistance from me, by Lowell E. Harmer, at present
a reporter for the Los Angeles Daily News -- he®s a
man with an overweening iInterest In caves.
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“The story was told by Esquire Magazine, but WAS
NEVER PRINTED.

“1 sure as hell would like to know why Esquire paid
good money for a story and never used 1t and WHAT WAS
BEHIND IT? The story was read and critiqued by Arnold
Gingrich himself. This 1 know, because i1t came back in
its first draft with suggestions for changes by
Gingrich and was purchased i1n i1ts second draft and
Harmer was paid. 1 think the price of the article was
$175.00, but 1 could be wrong -- if It"s Important.

“Substantially, the story was this -- Several years
before 1935 three Indian youths appeared In Needles
carrying the mangled body of a fourth -- their brother,
or brother tribesman. Time dims the memory.

“It developed that they had been mining a vast
underground cavern, complete with a series of terraces,
and the youth had slipped and fallen from the lowest of
the series, falling EIGHT HUNDRED FEET to his death.

“The boys said they had been depositing their gold
in the bank of Needles. This was investigated and found
to be true. 1 believe they had deposited about $55,000
worth.

“The cavern was reached on the property of the Dorr
brothers i1n San Bernardino county and rouphly was under
the lvanpah mountains. See map.

“Fearing the gold rush, the Dorr brothers made
arrangements to keep others out, and conducted an
underground exploration that took 8 days (and they)
failed to complete exploration of the main vast cavern.

“When they emerged they found the danger of the gold
rush even worse. They dynamited the entrance and spent
several years and all their money perfecting title to
their land and buying up all the desert lands they
adjudged to lie above their protected underground
domain.

“As of 1935 they were unable to find their way back
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through the tortuous and branching underground
tunnels back to the main cavern.

This main cavern, blue printed by the U. S.
Geodetic agent, whose name | cannot remember, was
tremendous.

There were 1500-foot waterfalls that washed down
into 1t, gradually filled 1t to a depth of many
feet, then suddenly rushed out iIn a direction away
from the falls. Siphonage, apparently.

This washing, continuous for God knows how many
millenniums, was what was mining the gold down in
the bottoms of the cavern, i1f memory serves.

There was a stalactite hanging from somewhere
that was 100 feet through at i1ts ceiling base, and
extended downward FIFTEEN HUNDRED FEET.

There were many other unbelievable features. It
was nothing less than the Grand Canyon of the
Colorado repeated underground.

A certain Sparks Stringer apparently was working
with the Dorr brothers to raise funds for further
attempts to re-enter.

One Ed Nuhl, then an executive and now business
manager at Universal Studios, was approached by
Stringer and one William H. Burk, or Burke, (who
will be in the Los Angeles city directory) with the
proposition that Universal put up the money for re-
opening, iIn return for photo rights.

This was favorably considered for a time then
turned down on the grounds that it was prevented by
technical difficulties. These were, 1 believe,
sufficient power for 1llumination, etc.

The Southern California Automobile Club, or 1
believe, one of i1ts officers, was interested,
somehow. 1t may have been because of i1ts promise as
a tourist attraction, but there was a mystery about
his interest. It did not seem legitimate to us at
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the time, as 1 remember. That was Harmer®"s opinion,
iIs what I mean to say.

You can have a Washington D.C. representative
contact me at the Times-Herald, or at my home, 5605
33rd st. N. W., Washington, D.C. My phone number is
ORDway 3374.

However, Harmer i1s your man. Or should I say
Shaver®s man? He was still at the Los Angeles Daily
News last May and I"m pretty sure he is still a
reporter there.

He"s a man with an open mind and will not allow
himself to be conquered either by Charles Fort or
Albert Einstein.

Incidently he knows about another cavern
operated near the Dorr brothers®™ place. The manager
(or owner, 1 forget) i1Is a man named Hansen, Hansen
i1Is a man afraid of his cave. He doesn"t go in
himself. He hires people to guide others iInto 1t.
Harmer, in 1935, didn"t find out why he wouldn®"t go
in, He just seemed to be a man afraid. --- Charles
H. Gesner., Times-Herald., Washington, D. C.

The following letter appeared on p. 173 of the Nov.
1947 issue of AMAZING STORIES:

Sirs:

I was somewhat surprised to note the letter of
Charles H. Gesner which appeared In your March,
1947, i1ssue and dealt with the tremendous cave
alleged to exist in California.

The story as told by Gesner is substantially
accurate in all details and was at one time printed
in the magazine of the Southern California Auto
Club.

The only existing copy of the blueprint showing
the internal ramifications of this cave was iIn my
hands for several years.
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Although no one, to my knowledge, has as yet
been able to re-enter this cavern I am of the
opinion that it actually exists, although perhaps
not to the dimensions given in the blueprint. The
person who asked my assistance in opening the cave
did not offer a proposition that could profit them
in any way except should their story prove to be
true, and 1 spent many hours cross examining the
original discoverer, now here in Mexico.

At the present time, this matter i1s, for obvious
reasons, under the jurisdiction of the War
Department. --- Sparks Stringer., Apartado 15 Bis.,
Mexico, D.F., Mexico

(For more info on this cave, see chapter 11 of
"DEPTHS OF THE EARTH", by William R. Halliday, M.D.
- Branton)

Rk

#8 --- The Hopi Indians are a group of native
Americans living on a reservation in northern
Arizona. The word "Hopi' means "Peaceful'. This
extraordinary group of "Indians® (native Americans)
have resisted all pressures to conform to the White
mans way. Their traditions and legends are very
colorful and detailed, especially the story of
their emergence upon the surface of the earth...
Long ago, they say, their ancestors lived in an
underground world. After millennia’s of such living
conditions and after migrating through four
different underground countries, they decided to
come to the surface of the earth to live. The
following i1s an account from pages 205 and 214 of
Harold Courlander®s book "THE FOURTH WORLD OF THE
HOPI1~S™:

"More Hopi’s then not accept the version in this
collection, and most agree that the location of the
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Sipapuni (place of emergence) has long been
forgotten.

However, some of the Third Mesa clans place the
Sipapuni i1n the Grand Canyon near the confluence of
the Colorado and little Colorado rivers, and they
stop at this sight ceremonially in the course of
salt-collecting expeditions..."

The legend primarily belongs to the Third Mesa
villages - Oraibi, Hotevilla and Bakavi (Bacobt) -
and to Moencopi, an offspring of Oraibi..."

As Titiev paraphrases the description given by
Don Talayesva: "1t was not long now before the
expedition found itself approaching the Kiva, the
original Sipapu through which mankind emerged from
the underworld. Its outlines are iIndicated by soft,
damp earth and an outer circle of bushes called
pilakko.... Pushing their way through the fringe
of vegetation, the party stepped into the i1nner
ring within which the kiva is located. The Sipapu
is full to the brim with yellowish water, of about
the same coloring of the surrounding earth, which
serves as a "lid" so that ordinary humans may not
see the wonderful things going on beneath the
surface. """

Rk

#9 --- The following statement can be found on page
144 of Ellen Russell Emerson®s book™ INDIAN MYTHS":
"A Great many years ago the Navajos, Pueblos,
Coyoteras, and (some) white men all lived under the

Cerra Naztarny, on the Rio San Juan. Here they
subsisted on flesh alone, for they had with them
all kinds of birds..."

Rk

#10 --- The Jicarilla Apache Indians are somewhat
divided as to the exact place from which their
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ancestors are alleged to have emerged from the
subterranean world. Pages 26, 57, and 163-164 of Morris
E. Opler®s book "MYTHS AND TALES OF THE JICARILLA
APACHE INDIANS"™ gives the information that some of the
Apache®s believe their place of emergence to be
somewhere west of Flint Mountain, which is west of
Abiquiu, New Mexico. Others place i1t north of Durango
Colorado; near Alamosa; or in the San Juan Mts. of
Colorado.

Rk

#11 --- On pages 23-24, we find the following
interesting story from Edgar L. Hewett"s book
""HANDBOOKS OF ARCHAEOLOGICAL HISTORY™:

"Tewa legendry tells us that the human race and the
animals were born in the underworld. They climbed up a
great Douglas "fir" tree, and entered this world
THROUGH a lake called Sip“ophe. When people die, their
spirits go to Sip“ophe, "lake of the dead"™, through
which they pass into the underworld. There are many
spirits In the waters of Sip“ophe. Sip“ophe is a
brackish lake in the sand dunes northeast of Alamosa,
Colorado (now within the Great Sand Dunes National
Monument). The senior writer of this volume visited the
site in 1892. He found among the dunes a small lake of
very black, forbidding-looking water. It was
approximately one hundred yards in diameter. Around the
shore was a continuos line of dead cattle. An old man
who had long lived on the slope of Sierra Blanca gave
the information that the lake never dried up, and that
many cattle died every season from drinking its water.
The location of Sip*ophe i1s generally and definitely
known by the Tewa. Here their ancestors came out upon
the surface of the earth.

Rk
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#12 --- (continued from Hewett"s book) ...In
varying forms, the name of the place of emergence
appears in other Pueblo languages. The Tewa say
that the Keres did not enter this world from the
dune lake, but from two caves, "‘Keres holes,' near
La Cueva, In Taos County, New Mexico. The cliff iIn
which these caves are situated i1s about twenty-five
feet high. They (the caves) are tunnel-shaped, have
a level floor, and are high enough for a man to
stand erect In them; the openings are a few feet
above the bottom of Oja Caliente creek. The
northern cave extends "into the cliff some seventy-
five to one hundred feet; 1ts Innermost recesses
are dark owing to the curvature which the cave
makes. Interior surfaces of the chambers are smooth
and flesh-colored. From these two caves, the Keres
people are said to have come forth when they first
emerged into this world."

Rk

#13 --- Page 13 of the September, 1978 issue of
"THE NEW ATLANTEAN JOURNAL"™ contains the following
legend, which comes from an article in that
magazine, titled "The Hidden Secrets of the
Southwest', by Tal Levesque, the (former) "Inner-
Earth" consultant for that publication:

" . ..Further research here may reveal something
even more extraordinary. 40 miles NE of Mt. Tayler
(in N_.M.), i1s a sacred Cabezon Peak -- Head of the
Giant - Ye-Itso... the Navajos claim they killed a
giant who lived iInside this ancient volcanic core,
when he came out and tried to steal their women and
food."

Rk

#14 --- The next legend was told by an old Indian
man to Grenville Goodwin. Goodwin, an ethnologist,
was the author of the book "MYTHS AND TALES
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OF THE WHITE MOUNTAIN APACHE"™. The story can be
found on page 120 of that book:

"...Some time after that the man who had warned
them, was walking along the top of this ridge
(between east and west forks of Ceder Creek, near
tl"uk®a*al®1", an old farming sight on the west
fork of Ceder Creek, within the San Carlos
reservation), going northwards. He came to a
porcupine. He mounted the porcupine and rode it
like a horse. The porcupine took him along up the
ridge and as they went the man dragged the toes of
his moccasins In the soft ground once in a while.
He did not know where he was being taken and wanted
to leave some sort of tracks on the ground that the
people might be able to trail him, 1f he did not
come back.

"After they had traveled some distance this way,
they arrived at the mouth of a cave which 1s on the
other side of this big bluff that you can see above
here (north side of the bluff about a mile or two
above the farming site mentioned earlier). The man
rode the porcupine right into the cave and when
inside he dismounted. Then the porcupine pushed him
on into the passage leading inward. He went iInto
the cave and followed a sort of tunnel for almost a
mile, which finally took him out on top of a
mountain. There on this mountain ga®"n people were
living and the man stayed with them."

Rk

#15 --- Carlsbad Caverns, near the southern border
of New Mexico and a few miles south-west of
Carlsbad, New Mexico, is one of the deepest iIn the
United States and has by far one of the largest
*known® cavern “rooms® in the world (also adjacent
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to Carlsbad i1s the "Lecheguilla®™ caverns,
discovered In the late 20th century, ad they are
nearing the length of the Mammoth-Flint Ridge
system ofKentucky, as new passages are being
"pushed” continually. The "Big Room"™ of Carlsbad
caverns iIs 4000 feet long, 625 feet wide and 300
feet high, i1t could almost hold the Golden Gate
Bridge inside i1tself and a 25 story office buirlding
could be built in the center of this tremendous
room with space to spare at the top! In another
room of the same cavern a seventy story skyscraper
could be fitted, being 820 feet in height. A few
miles away In another cave, the worlds largest
known stalagmite-stalactite column exists. The
whole area near the cavern could be honey-combed
beneath with even more undiscovered caverns.

Rk

#16 --- This next letter appeared on pages 171-172
of the October, 1947 issue of AMAZING STORIES:

"Sirs: Norman Finley, a neighbor of a good
friend of mine, told me about an experience he had
which was rather unusual. He and a couple of other
fellows were hunting down in the Big Bend country.
I don"t know whether you are familiar with the Big
Bend or not, but there i1s no more wild or desolate
area in the country. Rugged, mountainous, cut by
canyons, there are innumerable parts of 1t which
have never known the foot of man.

"It was 1In one of the most desolate areas that
Finley and his companions found themselves. They
had driven about ninety miles southwest of
Marathon, Texas, a little town of about 700 people,
at the foot of the Del Norte Mountains, 4000 feet
high, and had then gone on afoot. The dirt road
just petered out and they couldn®"t get their car
further. They were hunting deer but had had no
luck. Just as they were about to call it a day,
Finley spotted a mountain lion. He snapped a
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shot at 1t and knocked i1t over. But the lion just
rolled over on his feet and started to leave those
parts.

Finley and the other fellows took after him, since
it was obvious that he was wounded and not making very
good time. They managed to keep him in sight for about
a mile and were sure they had him when he ran iInto a
box canyon. The lion, however, started up a faint trail
up one side of the canyon to a small cave they could
see about a hundred feet from the floor of the canyon.
They followed him up this trail, but when they got to
the cave - there was no lion!

The cave was one of those dished out affairs that
are so common in the south-west. Eroded out of the face
of a cliff and cup-shaped. The only access to 1t was by
that trail. But this cave was a bit queer. It had a
sand floor and was just big enough to park twenty cars
in 1t. On the cliff edge was a low stone wall. This in
itselt was not too unusual, because such caves had
sheltered Indians for thousands of years.

The thing that did make 1t unusual was that in the
rear of 1t was a perfectly round hole. It was obvious
that the lion had ducked into this.

They approached i1t rather cautiously and tossed some
stones in it to see 1T they could stir him up. But
there was no response. They could hear the stones
rolling and bouncing down an incline and the sound just
got fainter and fainter until i1t died away altogether.

They then approached the hole and peered down into
it. It was perfectly round--also i1t was about four or
Tfive feet in diameter. They couldn®"t see very far down
it, but it appeared to descend rather sharply and at a
steady gradient. The fellows gathered some dry grass
from the canyon floor and made some torches. The
incline of the bore was too steep for them to climb
down so they tossed the torches down 1t. They just slid
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down further and further and disappeared Into the
gloom. They never did see or hear of the lion
again. At first they thought they had stumbled onto
some old Spanish mine workings. But there was no
sign anywhere of a dump that always goes with a
mine. By all rights there should have been some
sign of the earth and rock that had come out of
that hole--but there wasn"t.

When they inspected the hole i1tself more
closely, they were amazed at i1ts symmetry and of
the constancy of the section of the bore as far as
they could see down 1t. The fact that the bore was
perfectly round puzzled them, too.

IT 1t was a mine shaft, 1t most certainly
wouldn®t have been round, but instead would have
been flat on the bottom. The fact that the shaft
extended straight and unwavering as a rigid pipe
was cause for further amazement. Since the fellows
had no rope with them, which would have been needed
to descend the shaft, as well as lights, they
scratched their heads awhile and then left.

Finley wanted to go back with equipment and see
how far down the shaft went and what was at the
bottom of 1t. But ranchers are busy people and he
never went back. In the meantime he got pretty well
broken up whena horse threw him and he now lives In
Fort Worth while he has someone else run the ranch.
We talked rather idly about having a look at his
cave someday. He says he knows exactly where i1t is
and could find that box canyon with his eyes shut.
So far we haven"t done anything about i1t. But we
may either this summer or next when we can get time
to go down to Big Bend.

Finley told me this story about a year before
even you heard of Shaver so you can be sure he
wasn"t influenced by the "Shaver "Mystery'™ ...In
fact, 1 don"t believe he has ever heard of the
"Shaver Mystery,' even to this day. --- E. Stanton
Brown., 4931 Bryce Ave., Fort Worth 7, Texas
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Rk

The following paragraph can be found on pages 11-12
of lra A. Cole"s book "THE GOLDEN ANTELOPE™:

“...Then there was the story stone Calf told me
of the great caves somewhere on the Staked Plains
of southwest Texas or southeastern New Mexico where
the buffalo annually come out of the underworld in
countless numbers to take up their trek to the
north. Stone Calf never visited the great opening
in the earth but had talked with Indians who had,
and was confident he could go directly to the spot
from the directions given him. He was sure the
buffalo bred in great numbers in a land called
Shipapu deep under the earth, and came out by the
wish of the Great Spirit, solely for the use of his
Indian children. Later, he thought they might
return to this land of Shipapu by some northern
route under the earth and return again the
following spring through the mouth of the great
cave. OF course, no white man ever found this cave,
but that it exists somewhere down there iIn that
wild country, or did exist while the Indian had
need of the Buffalo, who can gainsay? Just because
a thing doesn"t measure up scientific-like seems to
me 1S no reason for doubting 1t or classifying i1t a
myth." (Cheyenne)

This following letter was published i1In the
January, 1948 issue of AMAZING STORIES magazine, on
pages 168-170:

“Sirs: Since | have been an interested reader
of AMAZING STORIES since my high school days (1929)
when A-S was a bigger magazine, | feel like one of
the family when | read the letters in the
discussion pages. The temptation has arisen many
times to write a letter to you concerning some
hotly discussed matter, but something has always
prevented me from getting at 1t. However, the
October i1ssue pushed me too far, and here goes.



-50-

“The mysterious cave Mr. E. Stanton Brown spoke of
in his letter i1s not exactly news to me. In 1938 a
party of six of my friends and myself spent seven
months In that area of Texas, and upper Mexico. We were
testing an electronic instrument that we had developed,
and needed lots of space and some mineral deposits for
the various tests. So, we got rather well acquainted
with the Big Bend country, and the figure 2 Ranch,
north of there. We arrived there in January and camped
in the Sierra Blancas, storing a lot of our equipment
at the town of Van Horn. By March we stumbled onto this
cave (or a twin) that Mr. Brown speaks of In his
letter. Everyone was so dumbfounded by i1t that we spent
the better part of the rest of the month in making a
thorough i1nvestigation. We penetrated the shaft to a
distance of 870 feet and at about 650 feet we found
very Tinely executed writing on the right wall at eye
level, in what resembles cuneiform. At 800 feet one of
the party fell over a cloth lying In the dust, and upon
closer examination, i1t was found to be part of a blue
shirt, of fairly recent manufacture; indicating that
someone else had been this far in recent times. This
and an empty pint whisky bottle dated 1897 was all we
located to indicate recent occupation. Of course iIn a
country where desperados such as Black Jack, Billy the
Kid, etc., hid out where they could and the more
solitary the better, such a find was not too
surprising.

At about 780 feet the floor dips more sharply
downward and at near 900 feet progress iIs very
hazardous due to the moisture and iIncreased slant
downward. We carried rocks from the opening, and rolled
them from the point where we could no longer walk, but
they simply faded out with a rumble after a few
seconds. We tried rolling flaming yucca stumps to see
if, perhaps, we might determine more about the bore
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further on, but the only thing would have been lots
of lariat ropes, or a long steel cable, and neither
was available nearer than some 50 miles.

IT Mr. Finley had taken the time to go hunting
up In the Figure 2 Ranch territory he might have
run across another, and to me more iInteresting,
cave than the big bend one. About 62 miles from the
town of Van Horn you go through the salt-flat
country, where the Salt Wars of the old west
occurred. Westward, some 8 or 9 miles from the road
iIs Apache Canyon country, and as rugged as anywhere
on the face of the globe. In an off-shoot of Apache
Canyon to the south, 1s an impassable gash called
Hell Canyon. The walls of this canyon rise
precipitously for at least 1000 feet and top out on
Apache Peak on one side and an old Indian
ceremonial ground on the other side. More desolate
country would be hard to imagine. Coyotes and
mountain lions are plentiful, and panthers no
novelty. | have seen as many as 34 deer iIn a herd
down below on a grassy ledge sloping down toward
the canyon floor. Of course, further up toward the
box end of the canyon i1t was much too rugged for
deer, but a few mountain sheep are seen. (1t was)
in the wildest part of the canyon that the other
cave was found, In fact we almost fell into i1t. The
high grass about the opening hid the dished out
entrance.

We were at an elevation of approximately 7000
feet and going was tough, especially with a pack,
and we had stopped to rest when one of the party
remarked that i1t "sounded hollow"™ when any of us
talked. Of course, we all yapped away at the same
time trying to see if this was so, and sure enough
it was. Further investigation located the hole some
six feet to the left of where we had stopped. It
was roughly oval in shape, some 30 by 18 feet; and
bridged in the center the short way by a natural
rock arch heavy enough to support an elephant. In
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the center of the arch were 3 deep grooves caused we
hazarded, by rope passing over the arch.

We spent several hours In Investigating the
surrounding terrain to see i1f there might be any other
entrances to the cave, but found none. It sloped
sharply from the opening down to about 200 feet, and
then the bore disappeared, curving upward.

We succeeded 1n getting down to the first level, by
tying all our ropes together, and subsequently
investigated a lot of 1t.

Threading through the soil were long stringers of
quartz, but oddly enough at the same there were chunks
of rock as big as a piano that were solid masses of
seashells. Quite a lot of pottery both broken and
whole, was found. The most iInteresting thing was,
however, that the further we went the colder i1t got.

Also there was a sound of either rushing wind or
water, which grew louder the lower we went. We came
upon two human skeletons not over 500 feet from the
entrance, but they must have been very old, as the
bones crumbled at the touch. Everything was covered
with a deep dust after passing the bend and no
indication of any living thing having passed there was
ever noted. It was very dark and depressing, and the
chill was very penetrating. When you consider that the
outside temperatures was near 100 degrees, you can
imagine how we were dressed. We had three flashlights,
one a five cell, and after awhile 1t was all that was
left that would give a decent light. Down at what was
estimated as 1200 feet from the opening we came smack
up against a smooth stone wall. That was 1t. The end.
None of us would admit it was natural, 1t was too
smooth and perfect, and look as we would we could not
find asingle flaw or crack in i1t. It was of a marble-
like texture and some eight or nine feet high in the
center and around eleven wide. By placing our ears to
the rock surface the roaring on the other side became
much louder, and the rock was quite cold to the touch.
There i1s natural marble near there, in Marble



-53-
Canyon, where marble was once taken out iIn large
quantities, and so the rock was native rock, I™m
sure. Since the remaining light was all we had
except matches, we voted to get back to the opening
as soon as possible, and after a hard struggle
upgrade we got back to daylight and held
conference. We decided to bed down and talk i1t over
further the next day, as i1t was getting late.

However, the next day we were inclined to look
foolishly at each other and claim 1t was all our
imagination thinking that there was anything
strange on the other side of that barrier, and it
was just another one of those many caves in the
country. Carlsbad is just 65 miles north of there,
and the whole country 1s no doubt honeycombed
underneath.

We finished our experiments and left, late in
July, but 1 have never been able to forget the
caves, and the odd sounds on the other side of that
barrier. Or for that matter, the barrier itself,
for 1t was too perfect to be natural, | believe. Or
maybe 1°ve just read too many AMAZING STORIES®", and
am inclined to wild 1deas. As the Mexicans say,
Quien sabe? Some day I"m going to write you a
ding-how Scientifiction or something-or-other, and
then place 1t and my rejection notice among my
souvenirs. Maybe then I can go on reading AMAZING
STORIES 1n peace, without wanting to dash off a
dinger. - K. A. Gookin., Carmel Radio & Sound
Service., Box 1865., Carmel, Calif.

Rk

#17 --- Franklin Folsom®"s book, "EXPLORING AMERICAN
CAVES" contains the following on pp. 203-204:

"It 1s part of folklore iIn some quarters that
cave alr is dangerous -- or that there may not be
enough (air) to breath. Spelunkers know better.

"They (Spelunkers — or cave explorers) know that
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caves for the most part are a paradise for sufferers from
hay fever, since the under-ground air lacks pollen and is
free of dust unless human beings stir It up...

“Nevertheless, there are persistent though unconfirmed
reports that Kiser Cave between Fredricksburg and Mason
Texas, pours out a steady stream of carbon dioxide from its
mouth."

Rk

#18 ——-- The following i1s part of a Kiowa Indian legend which
has 1ts setting in the Wichita Mts. of SWOklahoma. The story
can be found on pages 138-139 of the book ""AMERICAN INDIAN
MYTHOLOGY', by Alice Marriott and Carol K. Rachlin:

"...Then the white men hired hunters to do nothing but
kill the buffalo. Up and down the plains those men ranged,
shooting sometimes as many as a hundred buffalo a day.
Behind them came the skinners with their wagons. They piled
the hides and bones into the wagons until they were full,
and then took their loads to the new railroad stations that
were being built, to be shipped east to the market.
Sometimes there would be a pile of bones as high as a man,
stretching a mile along the railroad track.

The buffalo saw that their day was over. They could
protect their people no longer. Sadly, the last remnant of
the great herd gathered in council, and decided what they
would do.

The Kiowas were camped on the north side of Mount Scott,
those of them who were still free to camp. One young woman
got up very early in the morning. The dawn mist was still
rising from Medicine Creek, and as she looked across the
water, peering through the haze, she saw the last buffalo
herd appear like a spirit dream.
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Straight to Mount Scott the leader of the herd
walked. Behind him came the cows and their calves,
and a few young males who had survived. As the
woman watched, the face of the mountain opened.

Inside Mount Scott the world was green and
fresh, as i1t had been when she was a small girl.
The rivers ran clear, not red. The wild plums were
in blossom, chasing the red buds up the iInside
slopes. Into this world of beauty the buffalo
walked, never to be seen again.

Rk

#19 --- In an article titled "The Shaver Mystery"
by Vincent H. Gaddis, in the August, 1946 issue of
AMAZING STORIES magazine, he quotes from some
booklets written by Maurice Doreal., p.160:

"In a series of booklets written by Dr. M.
Doreal, issued by the Brotherhood of the White
Temple., 1600 Logan st., Denver 5, Colo., the
following claims are made:

“Eight shafts are protected by a "blue" race of
underworld beings. One of the entrances iIs given as
not far from Sulpher Springs, Oklahoma, and within
a mile of Bromide Springs. Another i1s iIn Kentucky."

R R

#20 --- Fred W. Allsopp"s book "FOLKLORE OF
ROMANTIC ARKANSAS', contains the following
interesting legend., on pp. 156-158:

"The famous Diamond cave, one of the wonders of
Arkansas, 1s located in the Boston mountains, three
miles southwest of Jasper, Newton County. Its
interior has been explored and surveyed for only
three miles, but 1t Is supposed to extend iInto the
mountain for more than 21 miles. A dazzling
panorama of magnificent stalactites and
stalagmites, as well as other natural
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phenomena, holds the visitor spellbound with wonder.

The legends connected with this great subterranean
marvel are very interesting.

According to one of these, communicated to the
Commercial-Appeal, by George M. Moreland, the Great
Spirit became much displeased with his children who
lived there. They were constantly quarreling and
fighting, and they refused to live together amicably as
brothers should. Angered at the antagonism iIn his
erstwhile happy kingdom, the Great Spirit, decided to
destroy these people and lay waste the beautiful
mountain land which for ages had been their home.

Only one chief was obedient, and the Great Spirit
decided to spare him and his family. The obedient chief
was directed to assemble his household and to fill
baskets with the seed of all good things, and to enter
the great cavern now called Diamond Cave. So with his
family, and baskets filled with seeds, the good chief
went far back beneath the mountain. The fairies and
elves paid homage to the Great Spirit, and importuned
him to allow them also to enter the cavern. This appeal
was granted. After the elves and fairies, and the good
chief and his family were all safely within the cave,
the Great Spirit set a huge stone over the entrance,
sealed 1t securely. Then he blew the breath of his
mighty wrath over the beautiful mountain lands, causing
icebergs to drift down from the northland.

All living things, both animal and vegetable, were
destroyed, except those safely within the cave. Years
passed, Years became ages, and ages aeons, but the land
remained one vast scene of frozen desolation. The once
beautiful mountain country was naught but one
tremendous glacier.

After countless centuries, the Great Spirit looked
upon this desolate scene, and his wrath was appeased.
He rolled the stone away from the cavern®s mouth, and
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bade the good chief and his family come forth and
replenish the land...

The Great Spirit was appeased, but the signs of
his wrath are a warning to his children of his
great power. Some of the rocks he left bare, as a
constant reminder of what the land might again
become 1Tt his children should disobey him."

Rk

#21 --- On pages 160-161 of the August, 1946 i1ssue
of AMAZING STORIES, Vincent H. Gaddis, in his
article "The Shaver Mystery"™ also makes the
following statements concerning Dr. M. Doreal:

"Doreal writes: “There never was but one book
written that told anything about the blue race and
it was written by a man for a group of his private
students and 1 have one of his letters iIn which he
said: "I will allow 1t to be published because
people will look upon i1t as a fairy story.” That
story was allegory but he told about the blue race
and he tells of a man on the outer earth who
entered the mysteries. | have a copy of this very
rare book. The book referred to is Etidorhpa
("Aphrodite' spelled backwards), or The End of
Earth -- The account of a Remarkable Journey, by
John Uri Lloyd, published by the Robert Clarke
Company, Cincinnati, Ohio, in 1895 (a revised
edition of this book i1s available from Amherst
Press, Amherst, Wisconsin, 54406). The entrance 1is
given as being near Biswell®s Hill, Livingston
County, Kentucky, not far from Smithland, but on
the opposite side of the Cumberland River from
town. The author of the book, now deceased, was a
famous Cincinnati scientist. Cincinnati is my old
home town. 1 never met Lloyd, but knew about him. 1
have a friend, a Cincinnati book dealer, who knew
him well.

\
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""He calls the book metaphysical fiction. Lloyd
himself did not make the trip, according to the
book. It was given to him by another man.

"Doreal claims to have visited Shamballa and the
Mt. Shasta colonies. They are cities of complex
machines, guarded by a "warped-space screen.' Of a
dimensional nature, these screens might be compared
to a etheric web that exists between the physical
and astral worlds.. Nevertheless, the fact that
these centers and their operating machinery are
described as physical seems to me significant.
Where there is so much smoke from so many different
sources, there must be some fire.

"Doreal implies that all these centers are
"good." ...l1t 1s well known that the cavern areas
in these two locales (Mammoth and Carlsbad Caverns)
are immensely extensive, and one of them alone
could house our entire population. Taking this fact
into consideration, and realizing that only very
scratchy exploration has ever been made of any of
these caves, and none to any depth at all, we
wonder why those doubters who keep scoffing say
"...1T they existed, why haven"t they been found?®
-- our caves have not been very well explored. For
instance, there 1s a hole in a cave, In Mexico
which 1s more than 6000 feet deep (by measured
lines) and 1f the caves do go down that far, we can
assume i1t possible for almost anything to exist
down there with no danger of our discovering it
from where we sit. So let"s not go around making
ridiculous claims about how much we know about our
caves."

Rk

#22 -—-- On pp. 82-84 of "THE SOUL OF THINGS™ by
William & Elizabeth M. F. Denton., Vol. 1., 1s an
account of a “psychometeric’ experiment (obtaining
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impressions from 1nanimate objects just by touching them).
There are a few people around the world who “claim” to have
this ability, one of the most famous being Peter Hurkos.
Although 1t 1s not known how much faith can be put into such
experiments, some “sensitive’s’ however have

“psychometrized” objects they new nothing about only to
learn later that what they had sensed was in fact a reality:

"EXPERIMENT XXXI1... 1 have a small fragment of fibrous
gypsum, which was obtained in Mammoth Cave, Kentucky. This
I gave to Mrs. Denton for examination; she saw 1t, but knew
nothing of its history, and supposed it to be a piece of
asbestos, which 1t somewhat resembles.

"You must have had this given to you. The place | see
does not look like this region. | see a beach with rocks
upon i1t resembling this specimen. Back of this beach I see
a hill with soil and vegetation on 1t. The rocks | saw seem
to have been placed there by artificial means. Now | see
a curved wall arching over head; the rocks that lie around
seem to have come from an open place near there. Farther
on, the rocks are perpendicular.

"I am 1n a cave that | have seen represented iIn books,
I am almost sure. It 1s very extensive (I am not in good
condition for examining, or I could see much better.). It
has been visited a good deal, for I perceive artificial
light; that i1s, light differing from the light that the
rocks give out, by which I see objects underground. There
are parts of the cave, however, that have been but little
visited. 1 notice one room that has been visited a great
deal, and visitors must have remained and talked In 1t.

"At one place | see steps going up, and a rock juts out
a long way; i1t looks fearful. 1 judge that this place is
more extensive than i1t 1s known to be. All the
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rooms near the entrance seem to have been visited;
this I know by the artificial light in them. Where
that 1s, 1 cannot see as distinctly; i1t makes
itself visible, rather than the objects around.

"There 1s a cave below this that i1s more
magnificent than the other, much more so. It has
not been visited, | think. It Is surpassingly
beautiful. It looks like a palace built to embody
the i1dea of beauty. There i1s something that shines
like a sun, raying out light all around; I cannot
tell what it is. | cannot think of this as a cave;
It 1s a gorgeous palace. | see a beautiful curtain-
like partition between two rooms, with ridges and
deep fluting’s. | notice one long hall with two
walls, about three feet high, running the whole
length of 1t; they look very singular here, for
they have quite an artificial appearance. What a
splendid place this would be to live in; only there
is a cool, damp feeling about 1t. I know not how
to get out of this labyrinth...

"There 1s a pit down, down much deeper. It goes
into another cave by a winding way. What monstrous
rocks! The cave near the surface i1s but a baby
compared with these giant caves below. 1 thought
that was a great cave, but what a poor pigmy by the
side of these! This cave is partitioned off, in
every direction, into long, fine rooms, with
entrances from one to another, generally having
high ceilings, though they are not all the same
height. There are grand long halls opening into the
entrance where 1 came down. I wonder i1If It Is not
dangerous. If those rocks were to fall, how could
one get out? 1 don"t know what i1t means, but I have
a sense of animal influence. All at once I am on
the surface."

Pages 309-310 of William Denton®"s book, "THE
SOUL OF THINGS™ - Vol. I11., also contains the
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following psycho-metric experiment (which, by the
way, reportedly involves something like “metal
projection” - supposedly, mental projection is
somewhat equivalent to “astral projection’, a
sometimes dangerous practice used by occultists. So
take these descriptions for what they are worth. -
Branton):

"MAMMOTH CAVE: When sailing on Echo River, 1in
that cave, | dislodged from the rocky ceiling a
small cup-coral, which Sherman examined in
November, 1866, with no knowledge of i1t except what
he might have obtained by seeing it.

"It seems to be all dark: no, not quite dark. It
IS underground; and there is rock over my head. 1
have to stoop In places. |1 can see where light
comes iIn. There i1s red rock by 1t. |1 see roundish
holes, with shining things In them. The place looks
as 1T somebody had been at work. It is a good deal
wider than 1t i1s tall.

"There 1s a place I go down into, where there 1s
a brook running and foaming through the rocks. It
has cut 1ts way right down from the top, | think.
It 1s not a small brook, either. 1t goes foaming
down. 1 am following the stream. It empties into a
large pond, or something of the kind; and that
empties 1Into another stream. The land i1s away above
me. The rocks are dripping. It 1s all solid, but
there i1s some coral-looking stuff on the walls.

"That stream goes away down, with six or seven
falls, into a large, broad place. I cannot see the
other side of i1t. 1 can see the gleam of the water,
and the circles made by fishes as they jump up. It
iIs very, very still here, and all 1 can hear 1is
these fish. There are many crooks to this stream,
and sometimes i1t goes away round.

"There are some animals iIn the water here that 1
think are not fishes. | see one that looks like a
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trilobite. It is round; and i1ts legs are spread
out. The water i1s Tifty or sixty feet deep. What a
big place underground this i1s! It 1s a long way
from the water up to the surface. | must have
traveled more than a hundred miles."

Rk

#23 --- This map reference (#23) refers to the last
two paragraphs of Frank Haigler®s letter regarding
the Idaho tunnel (See reference #2)

Rk

#24 --- 1 will now quote parts of an article In an
NSS (National Speleological Society) newsletter,
written by Janice Goad, entitled: “CAVE LEGENDS OF
THE CENTRAL APPALACHIANS":

"...The Indian Burial Cave is also a popular
story. For instance, last year |1 was told of a cave
in Russel County with a 250 foot entrance drop, and
with a floor that was covered with pink Indian
skulls and artifacts that had been there so long
that they were coated with calcite..."

" . ..Almost every cave is reputed to possess a
“Bottomless pit” in which rocks never hit bottom."

R R

#25 -—-- (1 continue quoting from the above
reference - 1.e. No.24): "One of the more
interesting ""Tom Sawyer™ type stories involves
Crabtree Cave, in Smyth County. During the
Depression, a man vanished into the cave and was
never found again. This disappearance was doubly
distressing, as he had eight hundred dollars In his
pocket (his relatives even had the F.B.1. looking
for him.)
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“This same cave had goose heads put Into 1t and
they re-surged on the other side of Big Walker
Mountain. A dog that fell into Maxie Knob Pit,
Kentucky, emerged at Lawson®"s Spring Entrance, two
miles and five hundred feet lower. Legend doesn"t
mention whether the dog was still alive or not. An
old hat thrown into Higgenbottom Cave, Tazewell
County, came out eighteen miles away. As a result
of this legend, cavers have been looking for the
lost back entrance to New River for Years.

Rk

#26 --- "Another motif involves that of the
supernatural: "haunted"™ caves or fabulous
creatures. Devil®s Slide (Higgingbottom #1) in
Tazewell County, is avoided by the local residents
because they are convinced that some loathsome
creature lives at the bottom. Periodically, strange
noises come out of 1t. Stoven®s Cave, Kentucky 1is
also avoirded because of ''Screaming Willie"s
Entrance'™ from which it i1s possible to hear
screams, moans, and other weird noises.

"Caves have traditionally been the hiding place
of outlaws and treasure. Buzzard®"s Roost (or
Devil"s Den) at Fancy Gap, Virginia was reputedly
the hide out of the notorious Allen Clan after they
"shot up' the Hillsville Courthouse In 1912.
Supposedly, Sidna Allen hid a considerable amount
of money there, but most people don*"t look for it
because of the "bottomless pits"™ and the rattle-
snakes..."

Rk

#27 --- Warren®™ Smith"s book "INTO THE STRANGE',
pages 70-71, carries the following unusual story.
The cavern in question WAS commercialized in 1978
and 1s located not far from Lexington, Virginia:
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A few miles from the tiny town of Bell"s Cove, deep
in the rugged mountains of Virginia, i1s an unexplored
underground wonderland in the little-known Buck Hill
caverns. While the nearby Natural Bridge i1s visited
each year by several hundred thousand vacationers, the
cave has not been opened as a tourist attraction.
People who have entered into the cave are convinced
something supernatural lurks within its dark passages.
“It"s haunted,” i1s a common statement. Jake Fitzgerald
was one of the few men to venture deep within the
astonishing wonderland. In October, 1889, Fitzgerald
was paid a dollar a day to explore the cave. "l"ve
heard some stories about the strange beauty i1n there,"”
Col. Henry Parsons said. "You tell me what you
discover."

Armed with kerosene lanterns, candles, ropes, picks
and shovels, Jake Fitzgerald and his brother, Joe,
disappeared into the cave. A curious group of
mountaineers waited at the entrance. The sun was
sinking below the mountain ridge when the two youths
returned. Excitedly, they told of a limitless
wonderland of jewel-like magnificence beneath the
ground. Vast open chambers, crystal lakes, strangely
shaped stone formations, jewel-like stalagmites and
stalactites intermingled with underground rivers,
waterfalls and even beautiful cave flowers.

Fired with enthusiasm, a team of eight men entered
the cave. They planned to open Buck Hill Caverns for
the public. For several weeks they mapped the vast
network of underground passageways and moved deeper
into the earth"s bowels. One day, the workmen were
resting beside a frozen, stone waterfall. To their left
was a yawning pit that seemingly had no bottom. They
had dropped pans into the opening and listened for the
sound of landing. There was only silence.
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They had been eating lunch when, without
warning, a strange cry drifted up from the pit. It
was an eerie groan.

"My God! That sounds like a woman crying,"
whispered a startled workman. The voice ceased,
then broke through the darkness again like the
anguished moan of a dying woman.

"There can"t be nobody down here but us,™ said a
youth, pressing close to the others. His spine
tingled with fear. A louder moan roared through the
cave, Tloating eerily out of the uncanny chasm. It
was followed by the sound of heavy, ominous
breathing.

"Something’®s alive In there," shouted the fTirst
worker. ""Boys, Let"s get to the top."

The panicked workers left their tools on the
edge of the chasm. They grabbed their lanterns. It
was a frantic, fearful group that clawed, ran and
crawled 1nto the welcome light of the outside
world.

The crew was adamant. They would not return into
the cave. Stories spread throughout the region
about the unknown "‘phantom' or "'ghost" in Buck Hill
Caverns ...The superstitious mountaineers listened
and nodded. Ghosts, spooks and haunts were common
knowledge. Everyone knew these things existed.
Alarmed men refused to accept any price to explore,
map and open the cave.

"There®"s something prowling around down there. 1
ain"t going in," was a standard reply.

It may prowl yet today in those mysterious
caverns.” (Note: 1°ve been In contact with a man
who lives near this cave. He says that this story
IS a very compressed version of the whole legend.
He also stated that he knew of a man who has In his
possession some letters concerning this legend. The
whole story can be found in the book "THE PHANTOM
OF BUCK HILL CAVERNS™, by J. P. Folinsbee.)

Rk
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#27 --- In Franklin Folsom®s book "EXPLORING
AMERICAN CAVES'"™, we find the following mysterious
account on page 202:

"Meteorologists are fascinated by the problems
they meet in trying to account for the movement of
air in some underground passages. For example, no
one has yet been able to explain the phenomenon
Tirst observed by the veteran spelunker Burton
Faust 1n a cave near Burnsville, Virginia. One day
while waiting at the mouth of a crawl-way for other
caver’s who had gone on through i1t, Faust noticed
that the air about him was moving strangely. He lit
a candle and watched i1ts flame lean iIn one
direction for awhile, then stand upright, then lean
in the opposite direction. He lit a cigar. The
smoke drifted into the crawl way, came to a stop,
then drifted back out and stopped once more. It
looked for all the world as if the largely
unexplored passages beyond were “breathing® -- 1In
and out. The cave became known as breathing cave.

"On numerous trips, observers have checked
Faust®"s report. The cycle lasted some eight
minutes, sometimes more -- but "breath" the cave
did and still does. Nobody can explain why.._._."

Rk

#28 --- The next letter appeared in the December,
1946 i1ssue of AMAZING STORIES magazine, on page
162:

“Sirs: | have been a reader of AMAZING STORIES
for a very long time, and have been even more
interested i1n your Magazine since Mr. Shaver has
begun his contributions on caves. At present I am a
patient (surgical) iIn Augustana Hospital, but will
be discharged In a few days, so any communication
will reach me at my home address. 1 too, know one
of these entrances into the world below. It is
about fifty miles south of Pittsburgh, Pa, in the
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first range of the Allegheny Mountains. My
experiment with the caves have been only partial
explorations, consisting of traveling about a mile
and a quarter down into the cave i1tself, and
returning. The cave i1s ventilated from below, and
stays at a constant 50 degrees no matter what the
outside temperature may be. It is a series of rooms
or galleries with narrow passages from one to
another... i1n about the sixth room down, there is a
large tree trunk which could not have come from the
surface above as the stratosphere i1s almost
completely free from local fault; and 1t could
never have come down through the openings in the
cave itself as they were small at the top, and kept
getting progressively larger as they got deeper.

“1 traveled down as long as | could find
comparatively easy travel -- about a 450-degree
descent all the way -- and finally came to what I
thought must be the end of the cave, for 1 could
see no more openings In the rooms, but on closer
examination found instead a bore, about six feet
across, straight down into solid rock. I turned my
flash downward and could see that 1t must have gone
straight down for at least a hundred feet, the
sides were perfectly smooth, and the shaft, or
bore, In a perfect round -- no apparent
irregularities anywhere -- | had no way of
descending any further, so | retraced my steps back
up through the different rooms to the top of the
mountain where the cave opens to this world. I made
discreet inquiries of several old timers iIn that
region, and found that in 1915, or about that year,
SiX survivors took gear and equipment, and spent a
month 1n exploration of the cave, going 18 miles
from the entrance, and down almost five miles below
sea level.

I have never gone back, but hope to some day in
the future, with escort, equipment, and supplies.
1"d certainly love to see the machine that made
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that bore! IT you have any information on other
caves i1In the area, let me know -- they too may tie
in with this one, though i1f they do, their
connections are very deep. Also, 1T you can, please
describe the equipment that made that vertical

shaft. Oh, yes, one more iInteresting item -- the
surveyors in their exploration of the cave,
distinctly heard the rumble of machinery -- but

their calculations proved they were nowhere near a
large city (surface) and they were too deep for the
surface noises otherwise. What i1s the answer?

-—- George A. LeHew., 1918 W. Newport Ave.,
Chicago 13, Illinois

For a possible description of the principles which
might have made this bore, I now quote from pages
71-72 of Erich von Daniken®s book "THE GOLD OF THE
GODS™:

"1 can refute the objection that the (ancient)
tunnel builders must have "betrayed® themselves by
the enormous quantities of debris excavated while
making the tunnels. As | credit them with an
advanced technology, they were presumably equipped
with a thermal drill of the kind describes 1n DER
SPIEGEL for April 3, 1972, which reported it as the
latest discovery.

“The scientists of the U.S. Laboratory for
Atomic Research at Los Alamos spent a year and a
halft developing the thermal drill. 1t has nothing
in common with ordinary drills. The tip of the
drill 1s made of wolfram and heated by a graphite
heating element. There 1s no longer any waste
material from the hole being drilled. The thermal
drill melts the rock through which i1t bores and
presses i1t against the walls, where i1t cools down.
As DER SPIEGEL related, the fTirst test-model bored
almost soundlessly through blocks of stone 12 feet
thick. At Los Alamos they are now planning the
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construction of a thermal drill that is powered by a
minil atomic reactor and eats Into the earth like a
mole, In the form of an armored vehicle. This drill is
intended to pierce the earth®s crust, which 1s about 25
miles thick, and take samples of the molten magma that
lies underneath it...

"Did the tunnel makers possess a combination of
thermal drills and electron ray guns? It is perfectly
possible. IT the drill came up against some
exceptionally hard geological strata, these could be
blasted by a few well-aimed shots with the gun. Then
the armored thermal drill would attack the resulting
blocks and heat the mass of debris to the liquid state.
As soon as the liquid rock cooled down, i1t would form a
diamond-hard glaze. The tunnel system would be safe
against infiltration by water, and supports for the
chambers would be superfluous.™

Rk

#29 --- The following article, from a newspaper in the
vicinity of Pennsylvania, was written by a man named
Stoney Brakefield. The story is as follows:

“*UNDERGROUND MONSTERS EAT 15 HUMANS ALIVE!®" - By
Stoney BrakefTield

“Humanoid subterranean creatures ate 15 miners alive
and almost killed two rescuers, claims a mining
inspector®s report SUPPRESSED for more than 30 years.

“Inspector Glenn E. Barger filed his startling find
with superiors iIn 1944, but details haven"t been
released until now.

“Immediately after returning from the disaster near
Dixonville, Pa., (60 miles northeast of Pittsburgh)
Barger announced his retirement, refusing to set foot
again underground, fearing he would face the mysterious
creature again.
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“He died 1n 1958, and his report remained hidden
until released by his son, Frank, earlier this
year .

“Although the public was kept from the truth
about the cave-in, miners who worked In the area
knew what really went on. They refused even to go
near the shaft of horror, which now has been
abandoned and sealed off.

“TONS OF valuable coal and the true facts of
what killed those 15 men remains hundreds of feet
below ground, probably never to be unearthed again.

"1 vowed 1°d never set foot in another coal
mine," the elder Barger told his son before his
death. "1 haven®t, and I won"t, either.”

“His father wasn®"t the sort of man to be easily
shaken, Frank Barger said. He gave up his lifelong
occupation for fear of the unknown.

“Barger fTirst learned of the mishap when Bill
Leigh, a mining company representative, and a
sheriff"s deputy spotted him and motioned him into
the trailer used as the mine"s main office, he told
his son.

"?Lying on the floor and covered by a blanket
was the body of a miner they"d pulled from the
cave-in,” he said.

SOMETHING IN their expressions told me all was
not as i1t should be."™ Barger lifted the blanket and
jumped back 1n fright.

"Something like an animal had attacked him," he
said. "Whatever i1s was, 1t still was 1In the mine."

"I want to know what"s down there,"™ Leigh
commanded. Other rescuers already were getting
anxious, fearing the men trapped below would be
lost if something wasn®"t done for them quickly.

Barger agreed to go into the mine with Ted
Walters, another inspector. Their fear reached
panic proportions as they reached the 200-foot
level.

"1 peered iInto the hole and saw that by removing
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a few more large rocks, we could get through to the
lower shaft,”™ he told his son.

"Halters and 1 crawled through that hole and, in
less than a moment, we stumbled across the body of
a miner who"d been crushed by a large timber."

THEY STUMBLED across another body a few feet
away .

"That man wasn"t killed by any cave-in.'" Barger
related. ""He must have been killed by some sort of
animal; that was obvious."

As the two men crept along In the darkness;
their lanterns revealed something even more
startling - the existence of a second, deeper
tunnel, which had been rumored to exist for years.

"I don*"t mind telling you, son, i1f Walters had
said turn around, your dad wouldn®t have argued,"
Barger related.

There was no way of telling how old this second
tunnel was - or who"d dug it.

“1 was afraid the slightest vibration would
bring the walls down around us.™

But the two mining inspectors had to go on,
since none of the other bodies had been found.

"HALF AN hour later, we found nothing, had come
to a dead end.' Barger reported.

There was no trace of the remaining miners.

As they turned to le