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LEGAL DISCLAIMER

This publication is a work of historical fiction.

While it draws inspiration from documented historical events, locations, organizations, and individuals, the narrative includes fictionalized characters, composite figures, imagined dialogue, and dramatized scenes created for storytelling purposes.

A historical photograph taken in 1915 on Crowley’s Ridge depicting Confederate veterans and Masons at the entrance of a cave serves as part of the inspiration for this novel. The photograph is authentic; however, the narrative interpretation of its context, significance, and associated events is fictional.

Any references to hidden caves, artifacts, treasures, rituals, coded messages, or secret activities beyond documented historical record are presented solely within the context of fiction.

References to Freemasonry and Masonic symbolism are used in a fictional and historical context only and do not represent the beliefs, practices, or activities of modern Masonic organizations.

This book does not assert the present-day existence, ownership, or location of any hidden sites, nor does it encourage exploration, excavation, or trespass on public or private land.

Readers are encouraged to understand this work as a narrative inspired by history, legend, and imagination—not as a historical, investigative, or factual report.
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To my wife, Marie Grace McGee, whose love, patience, and steadfast support sustained this work from its first idea to its final page.

To my daughter, Rachylle McGee, whose strength and unwavering encouragement pushed me to write this book.

Together, their encouragement carried me through every chapter, every discovery, and every late night spent searching the past for voices nearly lost to time.

To my greatest fans—Mrs. Teresita Tariman Genogaling, Father Fernando T. Genogaling, Emily Genogaling, Dr. Teri Yolangco, Dr. Monisita Lacorte, and Mehdi Fatemi—thank you for believing in this story long before it found its final form.

To my ancestors, whose stories echo through the generations and find new life in these pages.

From William Henry Harris Sr.—Pay Master and Land Surveyor for the Louisiana Territory, an early settler of Crowley’s Ridge, and the founding father of Harrisburg, Arkansas—emerged a lineage shaped by perseverance, conviction, and conflict. His sons—William Henry Harris Jr., Benjamin, and John, remembered as remembered as the Founding Sons—carried forward a legacy tested in the defining struggle of their era: the American Civil War.

This dedication honors their descendants and relatives, whose service and sacrifice shaped both sides of that conflict.

Those Who Served in the Confederacy

(Partial list; service details presented in good faith based on available records and family history)


	
Benjamin Franklin Harris
44th Arkansas Mounted Infantry (McGhee’s Cavalry)
Prisoner of War, Battle of Westport, Missouri – 23 Oct 1864
Master Mason


	
Mathew Harris
44th Arkansas Mounted Infantry (McGhee’s Cavalry)
Mason


	
Calvin Henry Harris
5th Arkansas Infantry Regiment
Roll of Honor
Killed at Chickamauga, Georgia – 19 Sept 1863


	
Susanna Roberts Harris
Sister of the Harris brothers; married Hosiah E. McGee,
42nd North Carolina Infantry




Brothers of Hosiah E. McGee:


	
Jonas Manroe McGee
12th North Carolina Infantry
Wounded at Gettysburg – 3 July 1863; later Prisoner of War


	
Eli Elijah McGee
42nd North Carolina Infantry


	
William McGee
72nd North Carolina Infantry
Prisoner of War, Battle of Fort Fisher, North Carolina – 15 Jan 1865




Those Who Served in the Union


	
Jacob Moulder
10th Tennessee Volunteers
Hanged by Confederate bushwhackers – 6 Oct 1863


	
Samuel Moulder
10th Tennessee Volunteers




To the Harris, McGee, and Moulder families—

farmers, soldiers, settlers, and survivors—

your resilience shaped the world that shaped me.

This book is dedicated to your memory, your courage,

and the stories you carried forward when the world around you did not.



Author’s Note

This book began with a single photograph taken in 1915 on Crowley’s Ridge—

a haunting image of Masons and Confederate veterans gathered at the entrance of a cave.

The photograph is undeniable. The cave still lies beneath Crowley’s Ridge, untouched by time and protected by silence. Whether its bell still rings, I leave for you to decide.

I did not set out searching for a legend.

The Ridge called to me in ways I cannot explain. What I found was more than a cave; it was a sanctuary—built by men who refused to surrender their honor, their brotherhood, or their belief that light can still burn in the darkest of places.

This story is not only theirs.

It belongs to all who have ever searched for truth buried beneath doubt, or hope buried beneath loss.

Reconstructing the history behind that photograph required three intertwined paths:

• Documented History:

Where records exist—through land deeds, military accounts, Masonic tradition, and surviving family documents—I have relied on them.

• Oral Tradition:

Where the historical record falls silent, I turned to the strength of family stories, regional folklore, and the living memory of those who preserved these accounts long before they were ever written down.

• Historical Fiction:

And where neither documentation nor tradition could fully explain what happened, I used carefully framed fiction to connect the known moments.

My goal has been simple:

To honor the photograph, the cave, and the men who stood before it—by presenting a narrative that is factual where it can be proven, respectful where it relies on memory, and honest where imagination must fill in the final missing lines.

This is a story made of history and tradition, bridged with adventure-driven historical fiction to recreate the danger, mystery, and hidden world of Crowley’s Ridge—before it slips beyond living memory and the record grows silent.

Clarification on the McGee Name

Readers may note that several men in this narrative carry the McGee surname. These are historically distinct individuals, not a single figure repeated through time. Their shared surname reflects broader patterns of family migration and settlement rather than coincidence.
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Prologue
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The Dock on the Langille River

In my old age, I sat on a dock overlooking the Langille River. For many years, I fished this river.  The year was 2021.  The dock was old with the same creaking boards, same slow water and the same ghosts circling in my mind. I held a fishing pole in my hands, but I wasn’t watching the line. I was watching the past.

I kept thinking of Uncle Harris—gone sixty years now, yet still closer to me than most living men.

I thought of Dr. Navarro, chasing some new treasure trail up in Missouri.

I thought of those scholars in that university hall, laughing at me, calling me a fraud to my face.

They said I was crazy.

They said no Masonic Confederate cave ever existed beneath Crowley’s Ridge.

––––––––
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But I knew better.

For, I had been there.

I remembered the dangers. The traps. The darkness.

I remembered how close we came to dying under that ridge.

And I remembered the moment the three of us—Uncle Harris, Dr. Navarro, and me—stepped into a cavern untouched by time, full of relics and treasure sealed away by men who understood secrets better than anyone alive today.

We found the cave.

We hid it again.

We kept our oath.

And the world mocked us for it.

After all these years, those memories still rolled over me like the river’s current. But that morning, something inside me finally shifted.

Time was no longer on my side, realizing I had not long to live.

My fishing bobber started to move—up and down, right and left—but never went under. Then it stopped.

Messing with me. Testing me. Just like all the others who never believed in me.

That fish and the world were on the same team, pushing me to my limits.

I decided to call a lawyer.

I told him to meet me on the dock.

Told him it was time someone else knew the truth.

I had held this secret too long.

I heard his steps on the planks before I saw him. He sat on the railing beside me, set his phone to record, and looked at me like a man expecting a tall tale.

“Mr. McGee,” he said, “are you still claiming there’s a cave on Crowley’s Ridge full of treasure?”

I didn’t look at him at first. I just stared out at the water and let the river steady me.

Then I turned and met his eyes.

“I’ve stood alone against doubt,” I said.

“Against time.

Against everyone who ever called me a liar.

Against the entire world alone.

But yes—with a strong voice, I said “The cave is real.”

“Every word is true.”

Just like that fish beneath my bobber, swimming unseen in the river. He is real whether we see him or not. The line moves. The water shifts. The evidence is there.

The same is true of the cave. And the treasure.

He still didn’t believe me.

So, I reached down beside my tackle box and lifted an old leather satchel. The straps were cracked with age, the edges worn from years of handling. Inside were the documents we followed all those years ago to find the cave—maps, markings, symbols—signed by Reverend Eli Hindman, 1864.  I handed them to the lawyer.

He scanned the papers and shook his head.

“This isn’t proof,” he said. “This could lead anywhere.”

I expected that.

So, I reached deeper into the satchel—past the maps, past the memories—and pulled out what could not be ignored.

A gold bar.

Heavy. Solid. Absolute.

I placed it in his hands.

He froze.

His breath caught.

His skepticism shattered.  His disbelief vanished in thin air.

Then I laid three gold coins beside it—each stamped with history no forger could imitate.

His grip tightened as if afraid the gold might vanish. His eyes, cold moments before, now burned with hunger, conviction, and something close to fear.

––––––––
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“Mr. McGee,” he said, lowering his voice. What you just showed me, “Doesn’t leave this dock.

“I want the whole story, from the beginning, all of it, every word.”  Do not leave anything out.

And right then, at that moment, on that weather-beaten dock, with the river whispering beneath us and the lawyer staring at me like he had just looked into the face of a legend, I understood:

The story—the memories—were no longer mine to keep.

For years, I had sealed them inside myself, secrets pressed tight and silent.

Now, it was time to let them go.

I looked across the dock at the lawyer and said,

“This story begins long before I was born.

Long before Uncle Harris.

It begins in 1915—when the Masons and the last Confederate veterans gathered for the final time, deep beneath Crowley’s Ridge.”

I turned toward him—toward the camera capturing every breath, every truth I had carried for decades.

“Let me take you back,” I said.

“To where it all truly began.”

The Cave That Never Surrendered.

At that very moment, my fishing bobber plunged beneath the surface.

The fish was strong, pulling hard against the line.
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