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IN GRATITUDE





  THIS WAS A VERY DIFFERENT KIND OF BOOK FOR ME, ESPECIALLY SINCE part of it takes place outside of the Adirondack Park. Because of this geographic shift, I had to rely on other people and references for those subjects that were outside of my realm of expertise.




  I’d like to first thank the entire staff of the Lost Dutchman Museum in Apache Junction, Arizona. Their expertise in guiding me through the maps, references, and exhibits at their facility provided me with a superb background to commence my research of this topic. They were comprehensive and patient as I asked the obvious questions that they have probably answered for thousands of other visitors.




  Much of my background material on the personalities of the Superstition Mountains and the theories of the gold mine came from a few references, which are not listed in any bibliography in this book. These include Michael Chabak’s The Lost Dutchman Mine Legacy and Jack San Felice’s Lore of the Superstitions. There are hundreds upon hundreds of other references on this same subject, including many that are longer and adorned with glossy covers and bookstore appeal, but these two notebook-style publications were invaluable in my initiation to the subject.




  I’d also like to thank Chris Anderson, who at the time of my visit to the Superstition Mountains was a guide for Arizona Outback Tours. Chris led me on a one-day visit from the Peralta Trail parking lot to the top of Fremont Saddle overlooking Weaver’s Needle. He explained not only the theories of the origin of the Lost Dutchman Gold Mine but also the entire natural (and human) history of the region, including that of the Native American tribes who resided therein. His patience in encouraging me to keep moving onward and upward toward our destination that day was laudable and highly appreciated.




  Peg Masters, the historian for the Town of Webb, was instrumental in locating some key references on the Great Train Wreck of 1913. She conducted the research and provided me with a baseline of information, including the names of some local residents who could serve as subject matter experts on the topic.




  Several references of Adirondack literature were key aids in pulling together the names and dates linked to the Great Train Wreck of 1913. Michal Kudish’s book titled Where Did the Tracks Go in the Central Adirondacks contained detailed information of the train routes, including the location of tracks and stations. Other information has been selectively harvested from articles appearing in the Adirondack Almanac and Adirondack Life Magazine. Specific details on the train’s route on the day of the wreck came from Henry A. Harter’s book Fairy Tale Railroad.




  The staff of North Country Books themselves were a wonderful resource on the topic of the Great Train Wreck, providing the names of reference books from their catalogs that contained additional information.




  I also want to thank Bruno Petrauskas, my dear friend and voluntary proofreader/editor, for his time spent noting all my inept typos and grammatical errors. I am so happy to have a “detail person” as a friend, who makes this work so much easier.




  Finally, to my family, who put up with a great many nights of “1:00 AM typing” and the uttering of the occasional expletive. Their patience with my chase of these pursuits is always reassuring and permits me to follow my literary passions.









   	



  
FOREWORD





  THIS IS THE THIRD IN A SERIES OF HISTORICAL NOVELS, WHICH INCLUDES Adirondack Trail of Gold and In Marcy’s Shadow. Both of these other books have had their initial roots grounded in historical truth before at some point leaving the tracks of reality and veering off onto the side rails of fiction. In fact, one of my favorite pastimes in the pursuit of a storyline is to identify a series of favorite American events and folk heroes, and then tie them together in a common thread.




  This book deals with a number of such heroes and happenings, both in the Adirondacks as well as the desert mountains of Arizona. One of the most famous hermit-guides of the Adirondack Mountains, Alvah Dunning, has been re-created and woven into the fabric of this story that includes his travels to the expanses of the great American West. Although the account of his travels and contacts with Native Americans in this book is entirely fictional, it does embrace an aspect of this legendary guide’s life that is otherwise unknown and unreported.




  Also addressed in this story is the fictional relationship between Dunning and the Great Train Wreck of 1913. Tens of thousands of visitors to the Adirondacks stop each year to read the historic sign post on Route 28, a few miles outside of Inlet, New York. Yet very few know much of the real story behind this tragedy, which took the lives of three employees of the Raquette Lake Railroad. The final ride of this engine and crew form an integral part of this story, along with the reasons of why it became so important over one hundred years after the crash.




  Finally, this story splits its time between the stories of Alvah Dunning and the Great Train Wreck with the Lost Dutchman Gold Mine of the Superstition Mountains of Arizona. Unlike the former subjects, the latter is one that is less familiar to the citizens of New York State. “The Dutchman” was a prospector of German descent who sometimes lived in Phoenix, Arizona, but was better known for discovering a massive gold mine in the Superstition Mountains west of the city.




  The origins of the gold mine story vary so wildly between three or four different major themes that many people doubt that the mine really exists. Between “the Dutchman” (Jacob Waltz) theory and contrasting themes that include early American soldiers or Spanish gold from Mexico, the actual number of plots and clues has ballooned to the point of absurdity. Many of these clues, such as the “Peralta Stones” that supposedly detail the mine’s location in coded symbols, have appeared seemingly out of nowhere, yet are considered sacrosanct by those who still actively search for the treasure.




  Additionally, the retelling of these stories over the past century has generated hundreds of new and evolving clues that are impossible to piece together. This includes descriptions of ridges, ledges and tunnels, arrows in the rock, and faces that appear when struck by just the right angle of sunlight. It’s no wonder that a Google search on “Superstition Mountains gold” generates a list of almost two million websites. Because of this massive stockpile of references on the topic, I made a conscious decision to bypass any attempt at complete adherence to the “factual” record. Accordingly, some of the geological features and directions in this book may differ from those provided in the piles of books and guides on this subject. That is to be expected and should not detract from this story.




  The lore of the Superstition Mountains and the gold supposedly contained therein continues to spark interest to this day. Dozens of treasure hunters resolutely attempt to crack the code every year, including several of prominent background. They follow in the footsteps of those who have gone before them for the past hundred years, several of whom have lost their lives in the pursuit of this venture.




  Before I started my research for this book, I made a personal trip into this territory to see it for myself. I hired a guide to lead me up to the Fremont Saddle overlooking Weaver’s Needle, and I was awestruck by the rugged beauty of the area. It is a 108 degrees Fahrenheit. My guide deserved a medal for tolerating my frequent stops, and for carrying most of the eight canteens of water that I consumed during our hike. The adventure provided me with the insight to understand just how difficult it was in those early days to survive and toil in that environment. I wouldn’t have lasted a single week, of that I am certain.




  One other advantage to my visit to this beautiful country was the exposure to the stories and history of Arizona’s indigenous tribes of Native Americans. Although I discuss only two of these tribes in this book, the Apaches and the Pimas, several others do (or did) reside in the areas in and around these mountains, and my guide discussed all of these at length during our time together. I have always been fascinated by the culture of our country’s first Americans, and I freely admit that this was one of the more enjoyable parts of my trip to the Superstition Mountains.




  The last two-thirds of this story then moves ahead at light speed to the modern day, when the same cast of contemporary characters (Chris, Sean, Kristi, et al.) tackle the mystery head-on and bring it to its fast-paced conclusion. For those who are expecting this book to end similarly to the previous two in this series, I will only say that you will be surprised (but hopefully not disappointed) at the conclusion. My main goal has always been to provide an entertaining story with plenty of twists and turns. To this end, I hope I have succeeded.




  One last point that I would like to make here is that, similar to my last two novels, this book discusses a well-known historical site in New York State and then places a made-up treasure within its boundaries. I urge all readers to recognize and understand that this is purely fictional. There is no gold buried at the site of the Great Train Wreck of 1913, and searching for such a treasure is not only a waste of time but also against the law. Please enjoy this part of the story as an artifact of the author’s imagination and nothing more.




  With this all said, I would now like to flip the pages of the calendar back to July of 1880, and transport you westward into the central part of southern Arizona. You are about to meet “the gold bug” face-to-face. Please try not to get bitten. It is a disease that is easy to contract but nearly impossible to cure.













  CHAPTER ONE




  Birth of the Legend




  July 1880




  THERE WAS NOTHING OUT OF THE ORDINARY ABOUT THE DISHEVELED, dust-covered stranger as he plodded up the dirt-packed avenue in Phoenix. He was of average height and girth, with thick hair and a full beard that were both well speckled with gray. He appeared to be a typical prospector of the day, as were so many of the men in that era who hoped to strike it rich with little more than a pickax and shovel. He was simply clad in well-worn tan work pants and a long-sleeve checked shirt, both of which had seen better days. His battered leather hat had a wide brim that served to protect his brow from the brunt of the intense Southwest sun. The man appeared to be in his early to mid-seventies, and his somewhat painful gait provided a hint of a lifetime filled with strenuous physical labor.




  Behind the weary traveler trod a pair of pack mules that were tethered and led by a simple hemp rope. The nomad could have ridden on the back of either one of these sturdy animals, and yet he had apparently decided to walk ahead of them as he moved along Adams Street. The mules were unhindered by riders but appeared to be heavily burdened, each with a number of satchels laid across their backs. The leather packs were accompanied by canteens, rolled blankets, and sacks containing clothing and other personal effects. It was as though the old-timer was prepared to spend several weeks on the trail passing from one territory to another. In truth, he had only traveled for five days to reach his destination.




  Before entering the busiest part of the burgeoning community, the prospector turned off the avenue and stopped in front of a recently established business that appeared to be half bank and half assay office. The Wells Fargo sign above the door confirmed that he was at the right location, and he tied his mule team to the hitching post by the front door. He removed a canteen from one of the loaded animals and took a long swallow as he squinted up at the blazing sun overhead. Although there were no thermometers present by which to measure the heat, the air temperature was a steady 106 degrees.




  Without further pause, the elderly man lifted one of the leather satchels off the first mule, grunting and struggling beneath its weight. Time had drained him of his youthful vigor and strength, making such efforts painful and more arduous than he cared to admit. Inside the shop, a number of employees jumped up to offer their assistance, which he gladly accepted. He appeared as though he wanted to keep an eye on the remaining cargo as he unloaded the balance of his bags.




  The employee in charge of the assay office directed his men to offload the freight directly into his office, where he lined the bags on a series of sturdy tables in back of the room. He motioned for the prospector to take a seat across from him at a heavy wooden desk.




  “Benjamin Carter’s my name, Mr. . . . ?” he asked, seeking the newcomer’s name.




  “Jacob Waltz,” the stranger replied, his eyes not meeting the gaze of the bank employee. He did not appear open to conversation, only to conducting his business and departing on his way. But even in his short, terse reply, Carter could detect a foreign accent—perhaps German or another European dialect.




  “I assume you’re here to have your ore assayed and valued?” asked the banker.




  “That’s right,” said the older gentleman. “Then I’d like to sell what I can and deposit the proceeds into your bank before I head back home.”




  “Home,” repeated Carter. “Then I assume you live somewhere in the area?”




  “No, not really. I traveled several days to get here, and I’ve got to make the return trip as soon as our business is done.”




  The banker sighed and leaned back in his chair, looking at the old-timer with an expression of regret. “I’m sorry to tell you this, but this is not a transaction that we can do in an hour. We’ve got to crush your ore and put it through a rather lengthy process called a fire assay. It’s really a three-step process that will take overnight, so we can’t rightly appraise your load until sometime tomorrow.”




  “Whatever it takes,” said Waltz, his face remaining as constant and staid as any poker player. “I’ll find a place to put up overnight and we can finish our business in the morning.”




  Carter got up and walked over to the table holding the traveler’s leather satchels. Selecting one at random, he strained to lift its bulk from the surface and carry it back to his desk.




  “Heavy bag!” he commented, surprised at the mass of the container. Waltz only nodded back in reply, his eyes glued to the employee.




  The banker placed a tray on top of his desk to catch any of the small-grain particulate matter that might otherwise fall on the floor. “OK, let’s just get a feel for what you’ve got in here,” he said, untying the leather drawstring from around the top and pulling the bag open.




  Benjamin Carter had been in the business of assaying and valuing gold for over thirty years. He had lived and worked in California through the 1850s boom years of the Gold Rush, and had seen the complete range of gold ore, from highest grade to lowest. He was savvy enough to detect “fool’s gold” from the real thing in an instant and possessed enough working experience to judge the value of gold-bearing ore per ton in almost any sample of rock. But nothing could prepare him for what he was about to witness.




  Instead of dirt and sand-covered quartz, Carter’s first fistful of material exposed about a cupful of clean, glittering golden nodules that sparkled even under the reduced lighting of the office lamps. Impossible as it seemed, they appeared to be pure gold with few (if any) impurities.




  Carter’s initial glimpse of the precious metal made him involuntarily catch his breath, his eyes wide in an awe-inspired stare. As though unable to believe his own senses, he reached into the bag to extract another handful of the heavy contents, and then another. Difficult as it was to comprehend, the more he extracted, the larger the nuggets became, all of the same gleaming color and purity. His hands trembling, he examined one of the same up close with the use of a magnifying lens, turning it over and over again looking for impurities.




  There were none.




  After repeating his examination of an additional four chunks, Carter put down the samples on the desk and then placed his hands flat on the wooden surface. He noticed he was sweating through his palms, which was not due to the warmth of the room.




  “Mr. Waltz, where did you get this material? Did you mine this yourself?”




  “I got a place in the hills,” replied Waltz, his eyes still averting the banker’s gaze.




  Carter remained silent for a period of time, his eyes fixed on the man seated across from him. Finally, he gave up waiting for additional details. “Can I ask you which hills you’re talking about?”




  “I got a place in the hills,” repeated Waltz. It was clear that he didn’t want to say any more.




  “Well, then,” started Carter as he launched himself up from his seat, “we’ll get these bags weighed out and get you a receipt for the entire load. I won’t be able to get you a dollar figure until after we’ve assayed samples from all four bags, in case there is a significant difference between the contents. But I’ve got to say that based on the stuff we just looked at, there won’t be much to separate; this stuff appears to be almost pure gold. In my entire lifetime in this business, I’ve never seen anything like it.”




  Carter stepped into another office and summoned three of the employees who had helped to originally transport the satchels into the building. Straining under the weight, the workers moved the collective load into the assaying lab where they would be weighed one by one. Another banker with a writing pad kept track of the individual weights as they were called out, while Carter ensured that the scales were operating properly as the parcels were weighed. His eyes still appeared to bulge from the front of his face as he noted the figures on the instrument. It was seemingly beyond belief.




  “Well, Mr. Waltz, the total of the four loads comes in at about 312 pounds. If we subtract eight pounds for the leather bags and straps and all, that still leaves us with about 304 pounds of ore. But as you know, most of this is not ‘ore.’ Most of this is pure gold, assuming that all four bags have similar content.”




  “They’re the same,” said Waltz, still remaining stone-faced.




  Carter shook his head again in disbelief as he walked with the prospector out to the front office. “Well, that’s going to be some payday for you tomorrow. I can’t imagine what the final take will be, but I’m sure you know that you’re already a very rich man.”




  Waltz looked back at Carter again and simply nodded. He didn’t seem happy or even impressed, which left the banker somewhat puzzled. In that day, some of the best lots in Phoenix could be purchased for the price of forty dollars, and this gentleman had just handed over what would surely assay out to tens of thousands of dollars. But Carter’s job was not to judge his clients, only to take care of their needs and ensure the profitability of the bank.




  As they stepped from the front door of the business and prepared to part ways, Carter handed Waltz a piece of paper with the recorded weights of each bag and an official certification that would serve as a receipt until the following day. Then, he put his hand on the prospector’s arm and fixed him with a stolid expression.




  “Mr. Waltz, there’s one other thing that I think you probably already know.”




  “What’s that?” replied Waltz, untying his mules from the hitching post.




  “This is a rough part of the country, and there are a lot of hooligans out there who would shoot you dead if they had any idea you were carrying even a small fraction of what you had.”




  Waltz motioned to the butt of a lever-action Winchester, which protruded through the top of a leather scabbard on one of the mules. “Thank ye, but I can handle myself just fine.”




  Carter nodded back at Waltz and simply said, “OK, until we meet again tomorrow.”




  * * * * * *




  The bank closed at 5:00 PM on most business days. Yet on this day, while the front room with teller service shuttered its doors, the back office remained open. The sheer size of this transaction required as much attention and care as the bank could muster, and the local manager remained on the premises to supervise the proceedings. The ovens used for the fire assay process blazed throughout the evening into the early hours of the morning. Sample after sample were mechanically crushed and then pumped through the heat and chemical processes, all returning the same results.




  Meanwhile, the manager, an aging financier by the name of Eugene Tillman, kept transferring the completed samples and other portions of the gold into the bank’s substantial vaults, which were locked immediately after the completion of each phase. He had also hired two of his associates from the local Sheriff’s Department to stand watch over the proceedings, in case word had leaked out about the massive cache. News like that would travel quickly, and might attract the attention of some of the region’s less savory characters.




  It was almost 4:00 AM when the last of the samples had been assayed and the ovens cooled. The three bank employees with financial experience and computing skills all worked the same figures, independently arriving at the same tallies. Their figures concluded that the net sum of gold in the total lode worked out to almost 196 pounds, or 3,136 ounces of pure gold. The figure was staggering.




  The last vestiges of nighttime were fading from the sky as Carter said goodnight to the other employees. His boss, Eugene, shook his hand and thanked him for his efforts. Then, all the other bank workers headed out the door to catch a few hours of sleep before returning to work in the morning. Only Carter and a single sheriff, who they’d decided to pay to remain on duty until morning, stayed behind. For Carter, it made no sense to walk back to his house on the edge of town for a single hour or two of sleep. He collapsed on a couch in the corner of his office while the deputy took up a seated position in the room holding the vault. It had been a most exceptional day.




  * * * * * *




  It was almost noon by the time Jacob Waltz made his way back to the bank, this time riding on one of the mules that had previously carried the bullion. If anything, he appeared more tired than on the previous day, with deep creases in the skin on his sunburnt face.




  “Mr. Waltz, a pleasure to see you again this morning,” said Carter, smiling and bowing slightly as the elder stepped into the bank.




  Waltz, for his part, simply gave one of his characteristic nods and strolled across the lobby to approach the banker. “Is it all done?” he asked in a monotone voice.




  “If it’s the assaying and valuation of your metals, then the answer is yes. Please follow me into my office to discuss the particulars of our offer.”




  Waltz followed Carter into his office and they took their positions of the previous day. Waltz noticed that none of the gold was present; only the empty leather satchels that had served to transport the ore to the bank. These Carter handed to Waltz, who waited patiently for the results of the assay.




  “I hope we’ve cleaned out your bags to your satisfaction,” began Carter. “They were a bit stained from the ore, so one of our employees had them dressed by a local shop that specializes in laundering. It was the least we could do for you for selecting our bank for your transaction.”




  “Thank you, but I haven’t agreed to anything yet,” answered Waltz, still emotionless. “I brought the gold here to be assayed and valued, and that’s all so far. But I am interested in hearing your results and offer.”




  Carter assumed a judicious pose, placing his elbows on the desk and bringing his hands together beneath his chin while smiling benevolently. “Our bank had completed the assay and evaluation of your parcel of gold and has arrived at the figure of 3,136 ounces of bullion. The value of gold today, as you probably know, remains fixed at 20.67 dollars per ounce, which we are prepared to honor. If we multiply the weight by the price, and subtract the 1.5 percent fee for the bank’s transaction, processing, and transportation costs, we arrive at a dollar figure of 64,043.27 dollars. I hope you find that to your satisfaction.”




  “I accept your offer,” said Waltz, his face registering a small trace of a smile for the first time in two days. “However, I want to leave most of that amount on deposit with your bank, and take only a small amount of that in cash.”




  “Very well,” beamed the banker, pleased at his ability to close a deal of such major proportions without haggling or delay. “I will lead you to one of my associates who will help you to fill out the appropriate forms to establish your account. I’ll also get you the cash balance of your transaction so you can take that away with you today. And how much did you wish to take in cash?”




  “Two thousand dollars,” replied Waltz, reverting to his stone-faced expression. “I have some debts to settle and some provisions to purchase. Then I’d better head back into the hills to oversee my associates. I sometimes suspect them of helping themselves to part of my claim.”




  “I could understand that,” agreed Carter as he gathered up the last of their paperwork. “If the rest of your claim even approaches what you’ve shown us here, they could become very rich within a matter of hours. You must be very careful and watch every move.”




  “That I must,” said Waltz.




  It took but another twenty minutes for Waltz to set up his accounts, which were then credited with over $62,000 in funds. Meanwhile, Waltz himself received a cash payment of $2,000, which was provided in a pile of currency notes with some gold coins stacked on top. Waltz filed the currency into a well-worn leather billfold, which he placed in his rear pocket. The coins were dropped into a small leather pouch with a drawstring, which he then placed in a side pocket of his trousers. It was the same pants and shirt he’d worn the previous day (and which Carter guessed he’d worn the entire week).




  “Please keep us in mind the next time you come to town with your next load, whenever that might be,” called Carter, eager for more of the lucrative business.




  Waltz simply nodded as he climbed on the back of his trusty mule, ready to ride back off into “the hills,” wherever that might be.




  As Waltz disappeared back down Adams Street, one of Carter’s associates came outside and stood next to him, watching Waltz blend in with the other traffic. The heat of the sun overhead caused a mirage over the expanse of desert visible outside of town. The visual effect of the heat waves seemed to swallow the stranger as he headed westward, back into the hills.




  “Odd kind of a fellow,” the associate commented. “Sounded somewhat like a Dutchman by his accent.”




  “Yes,” said Carter, still staring down the road. “A Dutchman he was.”













  CHAPTER TWO




  Blood in the Mountains




  July 1880




  THE BUSINESS OF EXTRACTING GOLD AND OTHER PRECIOUS METALS from the ground by hand is a backbreaking job. Countless hours a day with the pickax, hammered into the solid earth under a scorching sun, was enough to do in almost any man, regardless of age or conditioning. Food was sometimes short and water even scarcer. Many strong-willed individuals had died trying to find the mother lode, and the job was fraught with other perils as well. The land was populated by hostile Indians, rattlesnakes, man-eating cougars, and overly protective prospectors who would shoot first and ask questions later.




  The land containing the mine of Jacob Waltz was on just such a parcel of ground, perched on the edge of a cliff in the middle of an arid region that God had forsaken. The land was parched, and full of cacti and sharp brush that would cut you like a thousand knives if you attempted to traverse the wrong place. Spires of cathedral rock soared hundreds of feet straight up into the cloudless blue sky, as though stacked by unseen hands at an earlier time. The beauty was incredible, yet the dangers were immense. It was as though some divine force had attempted to combine heaven and hell in a single location.




  Toiling inside a deep pit high up on a ridge, obscured from view below, was a single man who was actively engaged in working the earth. He had several tools at his disposal, including a variety of shovels, a crow bar, and a heavily weighted pickax. Also situated nearby was his rifle, a Springfield Model 1873 that was always loaded and always ready. Although accurate in its performance, it was still a “single-shot” weapon that offered him close-in protection in the event of a wild animal but not much else.




  He was Jacob Waltz’s hired hand, and by coincidence was also named Jacob, although his last name was Weiser. For reasons unknown to Weiser, his boss always called him “Jaco,” but with an accented “J” so that it sounded like “Yaco.” Weiser was over twenty years younger than Waltz and blessed with a strong back and a mentality to succeed. He was industrious and intelligent, and he did not require continuous supervision to move forward with a task. Unfortunately, though, he was not always forthcoming with his finds on the land claim and found it easy to justify “sharing the profits” when his boss was away from the site. This time, Waltz would be away for at least eight days, maybe longer.




  Over the past several days, Weiser had developed a pattern of theft and deception that would have gotten him shot on any other gold claim. Working throughout the long, intense days, he would use the pickax to pull up more and more of the precious vein, cleaning and stacking the nearly pure pieces of gold as they came from the ground. He and his boss had been overjoyed at the initial discovery of this vein and had celebrated every day at their good fortunes. But throughout each session of digging and picking, Weiser secretly deposited a few nuggets at a time into a cavity beneath a large boulder on the other side of an outcropping near their site. Their find was so amazing that he knew his small bits would never be missed.




  Several weeks later, when Waltz announced that he was heading into Phoenix alone to sell some of their gold to trade for provisions and to pay Weiser, the assistant formed some plans for getting rich on his own. After all, why should he suffer the backbreaking manual labor to make money for someone else? Why shouldn’t he share much more than the 5 percent of the profits promised by his employer? It sounded so right to him, so justified that he immediately confirmed these plans in his mind. He would do what he needed to do to make himself wealthy while still allowing his boss to keep the lion’s share of the proceeds.




  Once Weiser had made up his mind, there was no stopping him. Waltz departed camp with their two pack mules the following Wednesday, and the younger associate went into immediate action. Retrieving the stash he’d hidden beneath the boulder, he formed a small pile of gold nuggets the size of an apple. It was an impressive start, but he knew that the mine could provide him with much greater wealth.




  Working throughout the day and into the evening, Weiser struggled on by himself, picking, digging, cleaning, and stacking. All the while he placed about 75 percent of his finds in the “camp pile” while holding back 25 percent for himself. At the end of the day, he would place his own pile into the various pockets of his pants and shirt and then start down the mountain. In a separate location, about a quarter mile away and up another incline, was another small cave-like indentation in the rock. It wasn’t nearly as big or as deep as the one holding Waltz’s claim, but it was deep enough to hide a man or protect him from a sudden storm. This is where Weiser kept a tightly locked metal trunk, known only to him. This container had originally served to transport his belongings from his home in Arkansas to his new abode in Arizona. It was large enough to carry a significant bulk of clothing or other material, and it could be secured with a padlock through a hasp on the top surface. Weiser trusted this trunk as a way to safeguard his part of the gold. He was also confident that no one would wander that way and discover his hiding place. Not even Waltz knew of its existence.




  Weiser’s week of solitude went on day after day in a joyous progression of finds. Working at the bottom of the pit inside the mine, he pulled out chunk after chunk of the shiny precious metal, some as large as a man’s clenched fist. He wondered whether anyone had ever located a site such as this, and he continued to build his own stockpile as he increased the size of the camp pile. It was completely win-win.




  After six days had passed since his boss’s departure, Weiser’s accumulation had already exceeded his wildest dreams. The locked case in the nearby cave felt like it weighed over fifteen pounds, and he could still stash away more if he did it carefully. If he bided his time until he’d socked away another ten pounds, he could live like a king for years without working a stitch. His daily trips to his hiding spot now took longer, as he stopped to linger over the glittering pile of nuggets lining the bottom of the case. He just couldn’t resist staring in admiration of that which would make him rich. And soon!




  It was on the seventh day when Weiser left the hiding cave and started back to the site when he heard it. The noise from behind him sounded like a quiet footstep. A single footstep. But when he turned around to investigate, there was nothing but the rock and the sky. The sun was beginning to dip lower on the rock spires, and the shadows were becoming longer and more pronounced.




  Another step and another sound. Another footstep, like an echo, following like one of the many shadows cast by the surrounding mountains.




  Weiser began to feel his pulse race, and he quickened his pace heading across the expanse between the upright walls of rock. He tightened his grip on his weapon, looking to ensure that it was fully loaded.




  Another footstep. But nothing in sight.




  By the time the mine cave was in sight, Weiser was in full sprint. He knew he wasn’t capable of running up an incline in that manner, but yet his legs and his lungs seemed to know no limits. He was hearing more footsteps around him, and turning his head he saw a form that was indeed following. Or was it two? Or three? Perhaps if he made it to the cave and could use it for protection, a single blast from his rifle would serve to scare them off. They were human, from what tribe he was not certain. But they were certainly after him.




  Weiser crested the final bluff leading up to the cave, his heart pounding itself out of his chest. Ahead of him was the front lip of the protective enclosure, and he prepared to dive headfirst into the darkness.




  But someone else had arrived first.




  As he closed the final few yards to the rock, a head appeared out of nowhere and raised a tightly strung bow into the air. He was totally unprepared for the sight and his remaining breath was sucked from his lungs. As though time had ceased to exist, he heard the high-pitched “ziiiip” of the arrow as it flew from the bow, straight and true into the middle of his chest. He was moving too rapidly to halt his forward progress and fell forward onto the arrow, which penetrated even deeper into his heart. It was quickly joined by another arrow from behind, which found the hollow between his two shoulder blades. Both entry points were quickly flooded with blood, which spilled from his rapidly pumping heart.




  Additional arrows and ax heads were sunk into the dying miner who would soon be a corpse. These were not the actions of individuals looking to profit from removing gold or any possessions from their victim. They did not even attempt to look for anything of value in his pockets or about the site, although they did take with them his trusty Springfield rifle. Instead, this was the retribution of a people who felt invaded, their territory taken and their resources plundered without so much as being asked. The scene was bloody and the violent killing completed in near silence, until the very end. With the remains of the miner now lifeless and completely bathed in blood, they erupted in an ear-shattering whoop before quickly disappearing into the background. Within a matter of minutes, it would have been impossible to know that anyone had been near the site. Except for the still-warm body and the neatly sliced entry holes in the miner’s clothing. Even the arrows had been removed.




  Then there was silence.













  CHAPTER THREE




  Abandoning the Mine




  July 1880




  JACOB WALTZ CARED FOR HIS PACK MULES AND TREATED THEM WELL, which is why he chose to walk alongside them most of the way from the mine to the assay bank in Phoenix. With almost four hundred pounds of gold and ore divided between the two animals, plus the weight of water and his other supplies, he didn’t care to further tax their strength and stamina by adding his own weight to the cargo. However, since they were now both relieved of their loads, he saw no reason why he shouldn’t ride “muleback” on the return trek.




  Taking advantage of the mules’ walking speed, Waltz made much better time on his trip back to his gold mine. Averaging close to five miles per hour, he could have made the trip in a couple of days, although he took an indirect route in order to visit some acquaintances and repay some debts. He also stopped whenever water was available to allow his animals time to rest and quench their thirst. Still, the route back into the mountains would take no more than three days, even at the leisurely pace.




  After leaving Phoenix and crossing the Salt River, Waltz headed east, toward the Superstition Mountains. Crossing the flatter areas that held minor population centers that would become Tempe, Mesa, and Apache Junction, he could usually maintain a steady heading by keeping the mountains in view. Early on the third day, he arrived at the outer abutments of rock that signaled the start of the ascent into the Superstitions. From there, his trail turned slightly southward as he headed down the canyon and over Parker Pass. The sun blazed relentlessly and he had to keep his skin covered in order to avoid a blistering burn.




  Although it was getting on in the day, Waltz decided that he would not stop until he reached his camp for the night. Pushing through O’Grady Canyon and over the last few climbs, he continued moving onward and upward, the Saguaro cacti poking their fleshy bulk over forty feet in the air. The air temperature had already dropped significantly and the birds were in full song as he approached the final steep inclinations of rock leading to the hidden cave.




  Then, Waltz stopped involuntarily, cautiously assessing the scene. Normally, his employee would be somewhere around the site, either moving rock or performing some other bit of manual labor. Unless he was already inside the cave and asleep, which would have been unusual given the time, Waltz was usually able to hear his associate somewhere in the vicinity. This evening there was only quiet, punctuated by the whisper of the wind.




  “Yaco!” called Waltz, moving closer to the entrance. “Yaco, can you hear me?” Still silence.




  So intent was Waltz’s gaze into the darkened entrance of the cave that he completely missed seeing the darkened remains of his deceased assistant. It was a sight that stopped his breathing and his heart for what seemed like an interminable amount of time. Weiser’s corpse had been exposed for two full days and had been ravaged by vultures since the hour of his death. This, when added to the desecration of the Apache attack, resulted in an unforgettably gruesome scene. Blood stained the rocky soil across much of the small clearing, and the now-bloated appearance of the corpse only added to the macabre sight.




  Waltz turned his head away from the body and gagged, and then he vomited on the ground. He felt dizzy and on the verge of blacking out, all the while continuing to feel his stomach muscles retching in horror and disgust. And yet, even in his physical and emotional distress, he knew that he had to protect himself in order to survive from whatever or whoever had killed Yaco.




  Forcing himself to stand and approach the body, Waltz could easily see the dried blood stains that had congealed around the holes in his shirt. They weren’t bullet holes, but obviously arrowheads that had provided the killing shots. He also noticed that Weiser’s rifle was nowhere to be seen, and Weiser was never without his firearm. Especially when left alone in camp as he’d been for the past week.




  The story was now obvious.




  Waltz rapidly spun around, scanning the area for hostile intruders while he simultaneously lunged for the rifle from the scabbard on his mule. Although not seeing anything in his area, he quickly raised the weapon and prepared to fire at the first sign of movement. There was none, so he retreated in a backward crouch toward the entrance of the mine.




  A rapid inspection of the shallow excavation area revealed nothing. Whoever had perpetrated this crime had probably left immediately after the killing. It made Waltz feel no better, and he felt his heart racing as he lowered himself to a prone position. He knew that he wanted to leave the place immediately, but sundown was rapidly approaching and he couldn’t make it down the incline before dark. He would have to remain in the mine for one more night before leaving for civilization one last time.




  It was a very long night, and Waltz did not want to call attention to himself by lighting a fire. Instead, he lay on a bed of multiple blankets, his Remington by his side and pointed out the front of the cave. He tried not to doze off as the last colors of dusk vanished from the sky, but he sometimes felt himself slipping away as the hours passed. It wasn’t a very dark night, the moon being more full than new. And all the while he pondered just what his future would hold. He had money in the bank, and he could probably manage to grab a few more of the larger nuggets that still lay buried in the bottom of the mine pit. But would he return? Would he try to recruit another assistant? Would he tell anyone what had happened to Weiser up on the mountain? Would he even bother to retrieve the body, now in very bad condition, and return it to a nearby town for burial?




  Waltz opted for the quickest route away from the scene. When the first light of dawn crept into his rocky abode, he slipped two small nuggets into his pocket and then loaded the mules with only those items he felt necessary to make town. He barely waited long enough to consume a few pieces of stale brown bread and mouthfuls of water before heading his mules back down the canyon.




  It was still very early when he reached lower ground, and he saw no one else as he retraced his steps of the previous day. The farther he made it alive, the more determined he was to never return to the mine. Let others who were more determined, or more brave, or less intelligent, move to claim the vast riches that still lay in the soil. As far as Waltz was concerned, he now had all he could use, and he was still alive. That was enough.




  Waltz did not stop until he reached the town of Phoenix, where he had once owned a partial interest in a farm near the Salt River. He used some of his funds to purchase a small holding, where he raised some crops and kept a few head of cattle and sheep. Age was beginning to creep up on his weathered body, and he was finding it harder to keep up with the chores of running a farm.




  By the time a flood wiped out much of his fields and buildings, he was beyond the point of caring. When he fell ill for a period of time, he paid a local acquaintance named Julia Thomas a weekly fee to look after him and his few remaining belongings. Thomas owned a bakery in Phoenix and converted a storeroom in the back into a comfortable bedroom where Waltz could rest in quiet. He had expected to make out a will in order to leave his substantial savings to Thomas, but he never got the chance. His health continued to fail him until he barely had the strength to raise himself from his bed.




  In Waltz’s final days, he attempted to tell Thomas about his bank deposits, but she dismissed it as the ravings of dementia in the dying man. Try as he might, he wanted to leave her with something of significance, something that would see her through to a comfortable retirement. Finally, on a dark night about a week before he died, he drew her a map of the route to his gold mine along with some oral instructions on how to find the cave. Once again, she refused to believe the story. Waltz then instructed her to search inside a box he kept in a wooden chest in the back of the storeroom. When she opened the box, she immediately saw the two nuggets, small but impressively pure.




  Waltz died a few days later, alone in the back of a bakery, his memories gone forever. Thomas made a single attempt to use the map and his descriptions to find the mine before giving up on the idea. Her son, bitten by the gold bug, ventured into the same wilderness, only to lose his life under mysterious circumstances. Since that time, the legend of the Lost Dutchman Gold Mine has grown and become more complicated with each passing decade.




  Although Jacob Waltz could not have imagined, his legacy has served as a catalyst for one of the greatest treasure-hunting frenzies in American history. Hundreds of searchers have headed off into the rugged wilderness that is the Superstition Mountains every year, only to return empty-handed.




  Or not return at all.













  CHAPTER FOUR




  Too Little Wilderness




  June 1899




  THE HISTORY OF THE ADIRONDACK MOUNTAINS IS FULL OF STORIES OF hunters and trappers, hermits and guides, each famous for their exploits in their own particular regions. Some were undoubtedly better and more authentic than others, more knowledgeable of their own woods and with greater refinements in woodcraft. But perhaps none of these proclaimed “mountain men” were more authentic than Alvah Dunning, the Hermit of Raquette Lake.




  Dunning was born in Lake Pleasant, of Hamilton County, in June of 1816. He was the son of Shadrack Dunning, another primitive woodsman who was also a self-sufficient hunter and trapper, although his earlier years had been spent engaged in warfare with the Indian population of the area. A coarse man of few words, he had young Alvah along with him in the woods on hunting trips from a very young age. Observing his father on these early hunting excursions, Alvah quickly learned the art of the kill, and took his first moose when he was little more than a child.




  As much woods savvy as he possessed, he was equally as deficient in social and domestic skills. He did marry, although he later learned that his wife had been unfaithful during one of his extended trips into the woods. His retribution against her for her adultery was so violent and abusive that he soon found himself an outcast from the settlement as well as an outlaw from the local deputies. He had to leave his home, and quickly.




  Dunning migrated north to Raquette Lake, where he lived for a number of years in total solitude. He made a living off the land and was perfectly content in doing so. He also picked up some money serving as a guide to those “sports” who sought to engage his services, although he did so reluctantly, and considered many of his clients to be complete fools. Many of the stories of his exploits describe a fiercely independent soul who would rather live a life in complete solitude than tolerate contact with those who paid him as their guide. It was part of his nature and he could not be changed.




  Dunning was forced to move from one location to another over the decades he spent in the Adirondacks. Sometimes he was forced off the land because the actual owner wanted to build a house or other structure, and sometimes he just became disgusted with the mass influx of “city folks” who appeared out of nowhere, infiltrating his wilderness and rendering it uninhabitable for his taste. He never actually owned the properties where he homesteaded. Instead, he simply arrived at a location and erected a crude shack, which became home. That he didn’t hold title to that plot made little difference; he was still willing to defend the place with his life and his rifle, and he was a very keen shot.




  Dunning’s perambulations led him to reside in a number of Adirondack locations and townships, including Raquette Lake, Eighth Lake, Blue Mountain Lake, and back again. Finally, in 1899, he was forced away from a shanty on Raquette Lake for a second time. It was then that he decided enough was enough. There was simply too little wilderness left in the East to meet his needs. He had listened to stories of the great American West, with majestic mountains and endless forests, where the fish and game were bountiful and the solitude impenetrable.




  And so, in 1899 at the tender young age of eighty-three, he boarded a train heading west, into the territories known as the Dakotas. There he would find himself again and submerge himself in the larger wilderness where no one would bother him and no one would find him. Alone at last in the environment that best suited this true man of the woods.




  The fact that Alvah Dunning never made it to his original destination was of little consequence to him, nor was he even aware of his misdirection. He had cashed in those belongings that would bring him any significant funds, and used them to purchase his ticket on any train headed west. The journey would take many days, and he wasn’t particularly aware of his desired terminus. As long as it was wild country and “in the West,” it would suffice. While it was true that he had intended to make it to the Dakotas, he was vague in his instructions while purchasing his tickets, and his lack of literary skills limited his ability to interpret his travel documents.




  “Dem mountains out west” was about all he asked of the ticket seller in St. Louis, who had himself been a resident of central Arizona earlier in his life. And so it was that Dunning found himself passing through Kansas City and then on to a branch of the Texas & Pacific Railroad heading south instead of another line that would have turned north and toward the Canadian territories. He eventually found himself at a railway station in Phoenix, where he was told by the conductor that he “had arrived” at his destination.




  It was late in the day, so Dunning paid for a room at a local boarding house before heading out of town the following morning. He bargained with a nearby rancher to purchase an eight-year-old horse, which would serve to take him and his belongings into the mountains where he would start life anew. Then he headed east, into the hills.




  These Arizona mountains did not appear as he’d imagined them. Instead of being heavily wooded, they were more barren except for the thick scrub bushes that made “cross country” travel difficult. Meanwhile, he was amazed at the massive bulks of the Saguaro cacti, some as tall as the spruce and hemlock trees of the Adirondacks, but very different and covered in sharp spines. He had heard about these things called cacti but had never seen one for himself. One quick touch of a needle was enough to convince him that they were better seen than felt.




  Dunning’s legendary survival instincts were enough to permit him to set up residence in the mountains. He selected a location situated on a ridge, up from the bottom of a canyon, where there was a natural rock overhang that would provide protection from the elements. The shelter had two natural walls that met in a “V” shape, which he utilized as the rear walls of his abode. Rather than attempt to complete the structure using wood, which was in very short supply, he simply constructed rock walls from the endless supply that littered the canyon floor. He then collected a supply of smaller branches and sticks, which he weaved into a thatched roof for any exposed portions of the structure. It certainly wasn’t an attractive residence by any measure. But then again, neither were any of his Adirondack habitations. As long as they would keep the elements and wildlife at bay, it was enough.




  Obtaining food was a much different proposition in the Superstition Mountains than it was back home. The animals available to hunt were very different and the terrain offered little cover for stalking. That Dunning became proficient within a matter of weeks spoke volumes of his natural senses in the great outdoors. He quickly became versed in the habits of the desert antelope and the big-horned sheep, which were among the more common big game species he encountered. These animals and the less common black bear presented a dilemma for the hermit, as they were very large and he hated to waste any part of his kill. For that reason, he was much more in favor of taking one or more of the many rabbits and hares that populated the shrub-covered canyon. They were easy to find and easy to kill, all without wasting a majority of the carcass.




  Dunning also became familiar with many of the desert plants and fruits that grew across the arid region. He knew where to find the canyon grapes and the prickly pear “apples,” watercress plants and dandelions, Arizona walnut trees, tubers, and a couple varieties of sunflowers.




  What Dunning did not find comfort with were the desert Indians, who appeared from time to time with stunning silence. Some of these native people appeared to be friendly while others behaved in an extremely hostile manner, although none actually initiated an attack against Dunning himself. He did not present a threat to any of them, and did not appear to have any interest in pursuing the gold or other natural resources in their territory.




  Over time, Dunning discovered that the native peoples he encountered were divided between at least two tribes, and these two did not coexist peacefully with each other. A storekeeper in the settlement of Tempe had explained that the Apaches were much more violent and prone to attack even a solitary recluse such as himself. The Pima Indians, however, were much more peaceful and could be made into friends, which would be useful for trading as well as serving as an ally. Dunning had no reason to make enemies, although he had that reputation while residing in the Adirondack Mountains. But here, potentially facing a large band of arrow-shooting natives, a shooting war was the last thing he desired.




  One reason why Dunning was able to survive in the midst of the Apache warriors was that they feared him, both in appearance and ability. His appearance, tall and narrow with an eagle-like beak of a nose, was profoundly imposing. He could move silently about the mountains without making a sound, and he appeared out of nowhere when there was nothing to provide cover. Once, he was descending a trail to approach one of the few springs that provided water following a rain. Without warning, he rounded a column of rock and found himself face-to-face with two Apache warriors. Both the warriors were preparing to collect some of the water themselves when they caught sight of Dunning, rifle in hand.




  The reaction was immediate; the Indians both raised their bows and reached over their shoulders for their quivers, ready to load their weapons for a close-range shot. It would have been deadly, as the hermit had no place to hide. However, Dunning already had his rifle in the raised position, and could have quickly killed both of them without even aiming. The hesitation in his movement took but a split second. Then, in a flash, he raised his sights up into the sky and fired a single shot. A red-tailed hawk, which had been flying high overhead, gave a single screech before tumbling from the skies, landing with a thud about fifty feet from the spring. Dunning then brought the gun back down and held it across his chest, staring at the two Apaches with an expression that required little explanation.




  To the Apaches, it was as though they’d encountered a god. They both froze in place, hands over their heads as they reached for their quivers, not daring to move a muscle. They both realized the ghostly apparition of a man that stood before them could end their lives at any moment. Had there been more of them, they would have attacked. But with only two of them they wouldn’t stand a chance.




  The staredown lasted another thirty seconds before Dunning, with a slight nod of his head, raised his right hand to his side and displayed an open palm, and said but a single word: “Go.”




  The Apaches did not understand the command, but they did interpret the movement as a sign that Dunning did not wish to fight. After the display of marksmanship, they also wanted to avoid a confrontation, one that most likely would end their lives as it had ended the hawk’s. They both turned around and immediately took off in a dead run, ascending a step-like set of boulders on the other side of the stream before disappearing over a rocky bluff.




  On a different occasion, Dunning was approaching the same spring hole (there weren’t many in the area) when he came upon a pair of Indian children who were filling some empty gourds from the spring. Nearby was a pair of Indian men and a woman, although Dunning could not tell who were the parents of the children in this group. He had met these natives before, and he knew they were friendly. One of the men previously had shown him how to remove prickly pear fruit from the cactus and had attempted to communicate with him, although Dunning was not able to understand his words.




  As Dunning approached the group, they hesitated, warily watching the rifle in his right hand. Was he still friendly? Did he remember them from their previous encounter? The two males suddenly froze in horror as Dunning raised his rifle and, in a flash, fired a shot at the two children by the water hole. The adult woman screamed, and the children leaped straight up from their position by the water, apparently not hit. The only other movement was the now-headless body of the rattlesnake that fell off the rock ledge next to where the youngsters had been squatting.




  The two Pima warriors were still standing, eyes agape, as Dunning strode the few remaining steps to the water, where he lifted the remains of the poisonous reptile, its tail still rattling in the arid afternoon air. He had put a bullet through its small head from a distance of thirty feet without even stopping to aim. One of the warriors approached Dunning and embraced him, speaking more words that he did not understand. The other warrior waited until the clinch was over and then took Dunning’s arm into his own grasp while reaching into a small leather pouch by his side. From the sack he extracted a turquoise-jeweled band of silver, which he placed around Dunning’s wrist. Speaking in his native tongue, the Indian stared into his eyes with an expression that could only be described as intense admiration and gratitude. Dunning couldn’t keep his own emotions in check as he immediately teared up and wept.




  From that day on, the Indians of the Pima tribe and Dunning got along famously. They would bring him samples of their crops, as they practiced agriculture and even performed minor irrigation in places where it could be constructed. Dunning would provide them with some larger game when he could obtain it, including several big-horned sheep, which they highly favored.




  Meanwhile, the Apaches stayed their distance, respecting not only Dunning’s accuracy with the rifle but also his humane decision to spare the lives of their two warriors when given the chance. It was a bit of a stand-off, and the Apaches realized that he was doing no harm and would not hurt their people.




  Dunning never did learn how to speak the language of his Pima friends, although they attempted to gain a rudimentary grasp of English. They gave him the Indian name of “Ghost Hawk,” which was derived from his stealth and his hawk-like appearance. He tried to teach them his first name, “Alvah,” but the closest rendition they could make from it was “Ah Hah,” which always moved him to laughter. He quickly gave up on the language lessons.




  One evening, after Dunning had given the Pimas a fine big-horned sheep that would feed their families for many days, a member of their tribe showed up outside his shelter and called out to him. When the nomad stepped out of his hut, he found one of his Indian friends, hand extended, offering him a piece of parchment with a drawing on one side. When Dunning examined the artwork, he saw that it was a fine sketching of himself, standing tall with a serious expression as he gazed at the horizon. It was a magnificent piece of work that must have been completed by an accomplished artist who was very familiar with Dunning’s facial features. This became a treasured possession and remained with him until he left the region the following year.
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