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ATLANTIS
IN THE

AMAZON

“This is a long-overdue book by an authority on the Carlo Crespi collection and what it means to our understanding of the first travelers to the Americas, long before Columbus. Not only is the case made for Atlantis in the Amazon, but Wingate also shows how this collection sounds a clear warning that humanity’s destructive ways are drawing us ever nearer to the same annihilation that wiped out this once thriving and advanced culture. Sadly, Wingate makes the case for the high probability that we are to go the way of Atlantis by continuing to use nuclear energy.”

ROBERT R. HIERONIMUS, PH.D., AUTHOR OF FOUNDING FATHERS, SECRET SOCIETIES AND HOST OF 21STCENTURYRADIO.COM

“The controversial Crespi Collection is presented here by the man who personally examined its artifacts before they were confiscated by Ecuadoran authorities. Richard Wingate’s photographs and descriptions of beautifully made objects representing Assyrian or Babylonian figures document the arrival of Near Eastern culture-bearers in South America nearly three thousand years ago.”

FRANK JOSEPH, AUTHOR OF ADVANCED CIVILIZATIONS OF 
PREHISTORIC AMERICA



INTRODUCTION

THIS BOOK IS WRITTEN IN two parts. Part One begins with evidence of an ancient civilization in the Caribbean, which could have been part of the far-flung diaspora of Atlantis. It also tells the story of Father Carlo Crespi and the fabulous collection of ancient artifacts he gathered in the Jivaro headhunters’ jungle near Macas in the Ecuadorian selva (rainforest). The chief of one tribe told him, “Now that we are Christians, the old oaths to our ancestors don’t bind us any more, and I will take you to what we have been guarding for the ancestors.” He led Padre Crespi, then a young Catholic missionary-anthropologist, to deep tunnels containing thousands of artifacts, loads of gold, and most amazing of all, technology from a previous lost civilization: steel-hard copper wheels and gears, aluminum “wallpaper,” machinery of unknown usage, and tons of Assyrian, Babylonian, Cretan, and Aryan artifacts. The priest had money of his own from an inheritance, which he had wisely invested, and he was able to purchase much of the tunnel’s contents. Without stretching the imagination too much, it is possible to believe these artifacts and the strange technology did indeed come from a now deliberately vanished scientific civilization. That someone hid this treasure is obvious. But what was the motive?

The second part of this book reveals that the “prehistoric” Hindu Aryans had science and technology and misused it. The misuse: a worldwide nuclear war, fought for world domination. The few survivors, in consensus, helped no doubt by a “green” police effort to eliminate all trace of technology and the horrible memory of radiation poisoning, which deliberately plunged us into the Stone Age. Except that this Stone Age was voluntary. The Hindu holy history books, such as the Mahabharata and Rig Veda, describe this war in great detail: the launching of nuclear weapons, the destruction of entire races of people, and the subsequent dismantling and concealing underground of all science and technology by enlightened kings. This hidden science is now emerging. This is its story.



PART ONE
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EVIDENCE OF AN ANCIENT CIVILIZATION
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Father Crespi’s Treasure
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BIMINI BOOGIE

“HEY RICHAH, RICHAH, MON.” Sgt. Rolle*1 of the Bimini Constabulary was pounding on my door. The clock said 6:00 a.m. I was trying to sleep off an exceptionally good night of jugging and jawing, so I rolled over and put the pillow over my head. The place was Jim Richardson’s house next to his hotel, the Bimini Islands Yacht Club on the south island of Bimini in the Bahamas.

“Hey Richah, mon.” I got up and opened the door a crack. There was the sergeant with four of his fellow officers. He was wearing his official uniform, dress whites, but the other police didn’t have uniforms on, just outlandish party clothes; one of them, Leroy, was carrying a .22 rifle, while the sergeant had strapped on his large revolver, an English Webley .455. This was heavy—the Royal Bahamas Police Force follows the British tradition: no firearms unless it is really serious.

“Come on, Richah, get your boat. We got work to do. A crashed plane.” I was almost alert by now. Michael Lopez, my stepson, staggered from another bedroom. We splashed cool water on our faces and ran down to our little boat, a twenty-two-foot Sea Ray. I checked the gas; the tank was full. We were ready to go but no breakfast and no coffee. Damn! As we untied the boat and headed down the canal toward open water, the sergeant told me the story. A cargo plane had crashed in a fierce lightning storm in the night as it was taking off from the tiny Bimini Airport. It had to be a smuggler’s plane, because the airport was officially closed at night. I hoped it wasn’t filled with injured or drowned illegals on their way to a new life in the United States.

We stopped to tie on our thirteen-foot Boston Whaler outboard, then Mike gunned the Sea Ray out of the Bimini harbor and we headed for a World War II cargo plane. It sat with the fuselage barely showing above the water’s surface, and its big fat tail jutted out of the water (figs. 1.1–1.3, pp. 5–7). You couldn’t miss it. A fisherman had reported that a man was standing on the wing, but he was nowhere in sight. As we roared up to the plane we spotted another boat, which had been hidden from view by the airplane’s huge tail. They gunned away fast, so we chased them with the sergeant holding his Webley revolver at the ready. They had a fast boat, but we were faster. When they saw they couldn’t outrun us, they stopped. There were no weapons aboard, so the sergeant read them a lecture about running from the police. “We were just curious,” the nervous fishermen from Ft. Lauderdale said lamely.

Fortunately, there were no illegal aliens, no bodies, just a cargo of Mexican marijuana, gasoline-soaked from a ruptured fuel tank. The plane was full of bales and bales of cargo. The sergeant had his men dive down and they began salvaging the cargo.

Policeman Leroy, wearing outrageous high-heeled platform shoes, stood on a bale of recovered pot clutching a single-shot .22 rifle while fiercely scanning the sky. His fellow officer said in a bantering tone, “Whatcha gonna doo wit dat little popgun, mon?”

“If dey come back, we be ready fo dem,” he fiercely replied. Mike cracked a little sarcastic smile, but I liked the man; Officer Leroy was a fighter. “Put the gun in the boat and start bringin’ up the stuff like the rest o’ the men,” the sergeant said, gently, and then I knew why he was the sergeant.
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Fig. 1.1. The Bahamas police recovering marijuana from a crashed 
World War II cargo plane hit by lightning during an electrical storm as it took 
off from Bimini airport, illegally, at night
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Fig. 1.2. The tail of the sinking plane
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Fig. 1.3. The author with the ill-fated cargo

An expensive, sport-fishing boat roared up, filled with young Bimini men. Just curious. The pilot yelled at me, “Hey Richah, I knew yoo wit de police. Yoo ain’t lookin fo’ ’Lantis,” the captain yelled hostilely. The sergeant ordered them back to Bimini. The local Bahamians often made big money salvaging cargo from Latin America. The men demanded the film when the sergeant got back to Bimini that evening. “Dey put our pitchas up in de customs office,” they angrily told the sergeant.

And again he answered gently, “I sent them to Nassau this afternoon. Ain’t nothing gonna happen to them. You okay, man.” The “captain” turned away from the sergeant, satisfied with Sergeant Rolle’s word.

Back at the downed plane, the Coast Guard helicopter had completed an air search around the plane, and a crewman held up a handwritten sign for us. It simply said “Body,” and beneath that crude message was an arrow pointing down. We drove to where the chopper hovered and saw a body floating about ten feet down in the crystal-clear water: it was a man. There was a big discussion in our boat about who was going to recover the corpse. No one wanted to until Leroy, the combative policeman, volunteered. The body was Edward Skene; his driver’s license said he was twenty-five years old and from Boston, Massachusetts. Blood was oozing from his nose and ears. He had gotten banged around in the crash and probably drowned. I suspect his companion, the man who had been spotted on the downed plane’s wing, must have tried to save him, and when death was obvious, cast him adrift as incriminating evidence.

The sergeant said, “Now look what has happened to him—his life cut off, and he was a young man.” Sergeant Rolle’s sympathy touched my heart, and I wondered if Edward Skene had left a sweetheart or wife and children, or perhaps a mom and dad back in Boston who would remember giving him a talking to about his reckless ways. Ah, Edward. Ah, Bimini!

We headed back to Bimini for breakfast—a steaming bowl of conch chowder and the long-delayed cup of coffee. The police put Edward Skene in the tiny jail, a blanket over his body, then filled the jail to the ceiling with the recovered eighty-pound bales and had to stash the overflow behind the jail. That’s when the “fast-boat” crowd got their revenge on the “’Lantis-man.”

That evening I went to bed early, and as local Bimini gossip told me the next day, two of the “fast-boat” crowd “borrowed” Michael’s thirteen-foot Boston Whaler, stole a boatload of grass from behind the jail, threw in some spare gas, and tootled their way to Nassau, the Bahamian capital, a little more than a hundred and twenty miles away—open water all the way and a dangerous crossing at night in a thirteen-footer with no spare motor. The grass was sold and back they came, considerably happier.

We found out later that the mysterious “wing” man had been rescued by the Chalk company’s commercial seaplane coming from Nassau on its way to the United States. When he got to the States the rescued man apparently walked right through customs and immigration and got clean away.
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Fig. 1.4. Richard and Beatrice Wingate searching Bimini with 
radio metal detector

One of the real problems with searching for Atlantis in the Bahamas is that generally the smugglers thought we were police, and the U.S. Coast Guard thought we were smugglers, and if the Bahamas Self Defense Force had captured our Boston Whaler full of stolen grass, it wouldn’t have been nice for us. But we persisted.
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ATLANTIS IN THE BAHAMAS

JIM RICHARDSON SHOOK ME awake, “Rich, take a look at the instruments,” he said, his voice tight with tension. “The damned things are going nuts.” We were flying to Jim’s flight center in Opa Locka, Florida, from the Exuma Cays, which are on the eastern edge of the Bahamas. We were west of Bimini.

Tired from scanning the flat, monotonously white sands of the Great Bahamas Bank while we searched for a prehistoric oasis, I had fallen asleep. Since the dazzling white sand must obviously have been a dry desert ten thousand years ago, before the world’s ocean levels rose to drown it, we might find a spring, and around the spring an oasis. Suddenly there it was: a clearly defined oasis/spring apparently still flowing, and scattered about it were shapes under the sand (see fig. 2.1). Buildings?

We were searching for archaeological remains in the waters of a vast, shallow, flat mesa jutting up from the sea floor. Specifically, we were looking for the remains of a marble building that Jim’s son Robbie had found, which, had it been in the Mediterranean, would definitely have been identified as an ancient Greek temple. However, in the Bahamas it was an oopart (out of place artifact) and had no business being there. Atlantis, perhaps?
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Fig. 2.1. Underwater oasis and building off the coast of West 
Bimini. The object in the upper right is the strut of the airplane wing.

Robbie had gathered thirty tons of this marble and had taken it to Nassau where it was installed in their small museum under the direction of Senator Doris Johnson, a Bahamian official who was minister of transport and had legal jurisdiction over ruins and wrecks.

Other parts of the marble, along with some peculiar granite, had been taken by barge to build part of the jetty off the coast of Miami Beach. We identified this granite as being ancient because of its irregular drill holes (see fig. 2.5).

And there it was: twenty miles north of Bimini under only twenty-two feet of water. On a return trip by boat, my stepson Mike and I were able to clear debris and many years of growth from the marble by using a homemade blower (shown in fig. 2.2). There were three wrecks scattered around the marble ruins. One was a wooden sailing ship carrying key-lock safes made in New York City. Another was an ancient Spanish cargo vessel, which we identified because it was carrying tin ingots stamped with “La Mina Divina” (The Divine Mine), almost certainly from the rich Spanish tin mines of Bolivia, and almost certainly being transported to Spain to be mixed with copper and tin to cast bronze cannons or mixed with zinc to cast bronze. The third sunken ship, sinking sometime after ship number two, carried 1904 key-lock safes and was filled with marble blocks. Someone in recent times had been in the midst of salvaging the marble when the salvor’s small ship, not more than fifty feet long, the hold filled with marble blocks, sank, quite likely in a storm, and sat on the rotten remains of the Spanish galleon. At least one person died in the wreck because a human knucklebone was plucked from a drilled hole in the marble. There was more marble lying loose around the wreck, enough to fill the hold of another ship. The marble building was a genuine artifact.

Quite likely the Spanish galleon and the key-lock safe ship sank in the ferocious hurricanes that plague the Caribbean. The relentless tides must have moved the wrecks till they snagged on the marble ruins. Manson Valentine, a noted zoologist, had wood from the Spanish wreck tested at the University of Miami by carbon-14, which revealed the ship had been built between 1700 and 1800 CE. The key-lock safe ship was easily dated, for on the safe door the still-legible enameled letters read 1904.
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Fig. 2.2. Mike Lopez and Kenny Huertas fastening a “mailbox” sand duster to the propeller mount on our
boat. We dusted the sand off the entire marble building in only a quick fifteen minutes. The propeller
blast came out the bottom of the tube with truly awesome force.
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Fig. 2.3. Pilot Jim Richardson rolling a drum of gas for our hi-tech Bimini refueling
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Fig. 2.4. The marble temple after clearing the sand away
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Fig. 2.5. Mike Lopez pointing to hand drilled, irregular sized holes in granite from a sunken building in the Bahamas and used in the Miami Beach jetty. The holes are not modern granite quarrying holes, which are machine drilled and uniform.

The giant bronze pins from the Spanish galleon tin wreck had turned black, showing they possibly had been exposed to sulfur, for copper pins would have corroded into green. Hence we concluded that the tin wreck had landed on a sulfur spring flowing up under the marble building. Then it was time to nap. Jim’s anxious voice woke me. The flight instruments were indeed acting nutty. Jim pointed to the ground-speed indicator needle, which tells the pilot how fast the plane is flying over the ground. The needle was gradually creeping down, yet we appeared to be moving faster than we ought. Jim’s Cessna cruised at 140 mph, while the air-speed needle inched slowly up to 190 mph. I asked Jim if we were in a tailwind, but he pointed again to the ground-speed indicator, which hones in on a radio beacon on Bimini, now behind us, as we headed west toward Ft. Lauderdale. The display showed us that we were flying slow, white-knuckle slow, as the plane approached stall speed. Uh, oh! Jim, a veteran pilot (he flew a P51 Mustang against the Germans in World War II) admitted that he suddenly felt nervous. That makes two of us, I thought.

We exchanged serious glances as I reached into the backseat for the life jackets. If we survived the crash, would the coast guard get to us in time? While they searched for us, we would be floating north, carried by the Gulf Stream, legs dangling in the water, an enticing mouthful for one of the big sharks. An irrational surge of fear convinced me that somehow the sharks knew we didn’t have a life raft. Then, to our relief, the instruments slowly, ever so slowly, went back to normal. We were picking up ground speed and gradually the air-speed indicator slowed to normal cruising speed. We were okay. Whatever had us was letting go.

Back at the flight center we discussed the peculiar “creature” that had grabbed us. Jim reminded me that crazy things were going on in the Bermuda Triangle, which includes the Bahamas islands. We’ve noticed our compass needle sometimes distorts crazily while flying over the Bahamas bank. Is there a logical explanation? A few people with vivid imaginations wondered if the sunken machinery of Atlantis is still functioning after all those years and affecting flight instruments.

A month passed, and we were once again flying from the Exuma Cays, where we had found two mysterious pillars still standing on two tiny, isolated cays. One column had what appeared to be a sundial at its base.

The drone of the Cessna’s engine had, as usual, put me to sleep. Jim woke me and said, “The damned thing is doing it again.” This time we were ready, and Jim banked the plane sharply. The wing dipped left, we banked, and a minute or two after Jim leveled the plane, the instruments slowly pointed back to normal. Whatever had grabbed us had let go. The explanation was that we had been in a freak wind and simply turned out of it. The prevailing wind that day was blowing in one direction, and what had us was a narrow bore, a pencil wind, blowing in the opposite direction. Meteorologists don’t know about such winds. Pilots without a ground-speed indicator would fly into such a death bore and fly on at decreased speed until they ran out of gas. Is this what happened to the entire flight of U.S. Navy Avenger pilots that mysteriously disappeared while flying over the Bahamas? Possibly, but what about the whiteouts and compass deviations reported by numerous flyers? Is there a logical explanation? Perhaps. That question was partially answered one afternoon on Bimini by Junior, a friend who lived in a houseboat up in Porgy Town. He told me about strange rocks being dredged up by a local homeowner who was deepening and enlarging his dockage because he needed a deeper mooring. The hired bucket dredge was biting into the coral limestone and hitting hard rock, including chunks of granite, some blue-gray shale, and an extremely heavy black rock. Granite is a continental rock, and shale forms from freshwater clay, and neither should be on Bimini, which is all coral limestone down thousands of feet, according to established geologists. The black stone was definitely magnetite, a major iron ore. What was it doing under the limestone of Bimini harbor?

Naysayer geologists claim that any continental rock found in the Bahamas must be ship’s ballast. To find out if it was ballast, I went to see Junior, a 250-pound, six-foot-tall native Bahamian teenager who had dug an eighty-pound rock out of the ground near the King’s Highway. Junior pointed to streaks of purple running through the boulder of magnetite iron ore. Now we had two locations for the iron ore, and a few weeks later, Joe Granville brought us to another location. Joe, who pioneered underwater TV for oil-well pipeline inspection and made a bundle, brought back lab reports from Miami of a black sand collected on the Bahamas bank by free-diving record holder Jacques Mayol. The sample was magnetite, one of the major world sources for iron ore, and a large body of it might cause a compass to point off course. What about a peculiar greasy fog called the “Atlantis fog”? Suppose a pilot gets caught in a combination of pencil wind and the Atlantis fog while flying over a great deposit of magnetite. Thoroughly confused, the pilot flies on until he runs out of gas and crashes.

Later, back in Florida, we called Manson Valentine. Perhaps he had some thoughts on these peculiar pencil winds. Valentine, a maverick scientist who was ridiculed by his colleagues for believing there had been an Atlantis, had been studying the underwater “roadway” and other constructions that he and pilots Trig Adams and Bob Brush had discovered. “No,” he said slowly shaking his head, “I’ve never heard of these strange winds. We’ll have to go flying sometime and study them.” Then he suddenly changed the subject. “Have you ever heard of the Crespi Collection?”

I had heard of it on an extended prospecting trip to the headwaters of the Amazon River system of Ecuador in 1963 but had never seen it. A local newspaper mentioned that a Catholic missionary priest named Carlo Crespi claimed that Egyptians had sailed up the Amazon River and colonized ancient Peru. His theory was substantiated by tons of artifacts he had recovered from deep tunnels in the rainforest of Ecuador. The museum housing the artifacts had mysteriously burned to the ground and, Crespi told a reporter for the Ecuadorian newspaper, La Prensa Grafica, some of his best artifacts had been lost in the fire. The museum had been filled with many golden objects and heavy copper and stone mechanical devices, along with what he believed to be Egyptian, Babylonian, and Assyrian artifacts. Popular opinion in Cuenca was that local leftists had set the fire to conceal a massive theft of the golden portion of the treasure. Since no puddles of molten gold were found in the ashes, that seemed like a plausible scenario.

Dr. Valentine suggested that I go to Ecuador and photograph the artifacts that had survived the fire. “Rich, take lots of pictures; what survived the fire might surprise you. There might be a connection to our Atlantis.”

A few days later I flew to Cuenca to see Carlo Crespi and discover why professional anthropologists and archaeologists called him a buffoon, and I was delighted to find that he was anything but. In fact, he had multiple anti-buffoon degrees from universities in Italy, including one in anthropology and doctorates in engineering and music. He was an extremely well-educated man with a salty indifference to “expert” opinions. I knew I would like him.
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FIRST VISIT TO CRESPI’S TREASURE

”I LOVE THAT MAN,” my companion said with a beautiful smile, “the peoples [sic] around here think he is a saint.” We were on our way to a storehouse of marvels I had heard described by Manson Valentine in Miami, just two days before. “That man” was Carlo Crespi—jungle missionary, priest of the Maria Auxiliadora Church, anthropologist, holder of numerous doctorates, explorer, filmmaker, and discoverer of an extraordinary archaeological treasure.

My companion was travel agent Cecelia de Eguez, who was my translator and one of Father Crespi’s many devoted friends. The town we were in was Cuenca, eight-thousand-feet high in the Andes Mountains of Ecuador.

When we arrived at the church, Father Crespi’s bent, aged figure strode quickly out to meet us with a lot of zip for an eighty-six-yearold man. “Cecelia!” he exclaimed, his eyes widening with pleasure. “When are you going to bring me a little one to baptize?” Cecelia blushed and introduced us with the affection due her family priest. Crespi shook my hand vigorously. “So, you’re the archaeologist, eh?” he asked, a sly smile twinkling his pale-blue eyes. Cecelia translated the wry greeting. “Not an archaeologist, an investigator and photographer, and a person who, knowing of your collection, has great respect for your work.”

“Ah,” the priest said, “enough flattery, let’s take a look.” Without ceremony, he forced a key into an ancient rusty padlock and opened the rickety door to his shed. He touched two bare wires together and a watery yellow light glimmered. Father Crespi was smiling like a man with a remarkable secret.

I was astonished at his huge collection of artifacts. Stacked against one wall were seven-foot-tall golden mummy cases in the quasi-Egyptian style with a fire-blackened finish.
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Fig. 3.1. The author with fire-blackened
golden sarcophagus
centerpiece in the Egyptian style.
Photo by Kurt Lowenstein.
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Fig. 3.2. An aluminum ark: hidden from sight are genuine gold rings to insert carrying poles. Animals marching up to a sun disc suggest this genuine artifact is pre-Hebrew.
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Fig. 3.3. Semite with oxidized
green copper patina. The statue
resembles painter Marc Chagall’s
The King.
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