
BACKGROUND: 
I have seen several images of the pages from this Life magazine article. Some are of such poor 
quality as to be of little use and the copies I have seen that look promising have been scanned 
at a very low resolution and cannot be blown up. 

Since I have nothing better, I have simply created a transcription of the Article and a description 
of the Photos that appeared in conjunction with the article. 

There was a copy of the article, including pictures, in the MOEL file at the Archives but when 
copied, they turned out to be of little use. 

This article was EXHIBIT #3 in the Julius Eberstein affidavit. 

Garry Cundiff 
3 May 2010  

TRANSCRIPTION: 
June 12, 1964 issue of Life magazine: Richard B. Stolley. Mysterious Maps to Lost Gold Mines. 
Pages 90-94, 96).Photographed for LIFE by Bill Ray 

 

LIFE MAGAZINE ARTICLE BY TRAVIS MARLOWE (CLARENCE MITCHELL) 
June 12, 1964 

PAGE 90 
[Photo of Arizona's Superstition Mountains] 

PAGE 91 
Clues carved on stone lead prospector on 

Mysterious Maps 
to Lost Gold Mines 

Drawn by a lust for gold, guided by cryptic symbols on mysterious stone maps, a prospector 
trudges deep into the mountains of southern Arizona. The heat off of the rocks burns through 
his thick shoes. Death waits in the bite of a sidewinder, the sting of a scorpion or a rifle bullet. 
But the prospector --  a level-headed businessman who has take the pseudonym Travis 
Marlowe – pushes on obsessed by the lost gold mines of the Superstition Mountains. 

In 1846, three Peralta brothers showed up in Mexico City with saddlebags full of gold that they 
had dug in the land of the Apaches. When Pedro headed back north, 68 men went with him to 
dig more mines. Then the Apaches massacred them and covered all traces of the mines. 

Since then prospectors have combed the region for the Peraltas' mines and a huge cache of 
gold they had. One found a Peralta shaft in 1871. He shot three men to keep his secret and it 
died with him. In 1914 another man found some gold-laden Peralta saddlebags. 

Then in 1956 a vacationing Oregon policeman found a stone map. Nearby he found two others. 
He studied them and decided they had been made by the Peraltas as maps of their mines. 
Quitting his job, he began to search. But it was too much for him and his heart gave out. After 
he died his widow passed the maps on to Travis Marlowe. With the maps went the obsession 
that for four years has driven Marlowe through dangers and disappointments, seeing in his 
stones a golden hope just over the next ridge or beyond the next canyon. 

Photographed for LIFE by Bill Ray 



[Photo of the Lower half of the Stone Map] (No Caption – Photo referenced in body of the 
article.) 

Marlowe heads into Arizona's Superstition Mountains (left), searching for gold. He follows clues 
on three stone maps like the one above, each about a yard long, weighing 20 pounds. A 
geologist certified the maps were made at least 100 years ago. 

Marlowe keeps the tablets in a vault, carries photos of them. Pieces of tape on the tablet hide 
what he believes are key signs. 
 CONTINUED 

PAGE 92 
[Photo of Priest Stone] (No Caption – Photo referenced in body of the article.) 

PAGE 93 
[Photo of Marlowe peering at Weaver's Needle] [No Caption – Photo referenced in body of the 
article.] 
[Photo of Marlowe digging for treasure] (No Caption – Photo referenced in body of the article.) 

Cryptic hats and hearts 
guide and baffle him 

The enigmatic symbols on his three tablets bear hidden meanings for Marlowe that both lead 
him on and stymie him. If the Peralta's made the maps, he reasons, then the figures are 
shorthand references to the topography around the mines. 

The witchlike figure on the opposite page, he thinks, has some relation to the rocky spire known 
as Weaver's Needle that he is peering at above. The witch's conical hat resembles the peak of 
the needle. Moreover, the peak was known in the time of the Peraltas as El Sombrero, "the hat." 
Viewed from another angle, the spire looks like the heart at bottom of his map. This confirms his 
belief that the mines are in this area but does not tell him exactly where. On his search he has 
found carvings that match other clues in the map; a cross made of stones; a cliff-face terrace 
resembling the front of the witch's frock; designs carved on boulders like the doughnut symbols 
on his map. 

Every line of the map, he insists, must have some crucial bearing on the location of the mines. 
But still the tablets remain a maddening puzzle. Time and again he has stopped to dig (right) 
where the maps seemed to promise treasure and has found nothing. Some of the symbols, he 
thinks, might have been included to throw booty-snatchers off the track, if the map should fall 
into the wrong hands. In the shadow of the needle are the camps of a dozen competitors, and 
Marlowe knows that he must solve the mystery before a rival finds the gold. 
 CONTINUED 

Page 94 
Despite four hard failures 
he wants 'one more crack' 

Travis Marlowe is 58 now, tired and almost broke. His partners in his small oil and mineral 
prospecting business want him to quit looking for the Peralta gold and get back into his 
business. He has had his hopes raised and shattered again and again. Yet he cannot stop 
searching, for on four separate exhilarating occasions he had been certain he had found the 
gold. 

He thought he had found it very early in his exhausting odyssey. He came upon a giant saguaro 
cactus whose trunk was encircled by a crude iron band 10 feet above the ground. "My heart 
stopped for a few beats," he recalls. 



By his interpretation of the map, he figured a cactus with an "X" carved on it should be close by. 
He found just such a cactus and began digging wildly around its base. He had scooped a fair 
sized trench when a flash flood swept through and toppled the cactus. But there was no gold 
anywhere near. 

Undismayed, Marlowe concentrated on finding a landmark indicated by a deep hole chiseled in 
one of the stone tablets. Nearby on the tablet is a dot. The man who owned the tablets before 
Marlowe often poked a finger into that hole and said, "When I find that, I've got the million. 

Marlowe discovered a hole in the fall of 1962, a natural chasm in the rock 15 feet wide. Just to 
the north was a painstakingly stacked chimney of small rocks – the dot. Marlowe was sure for 
the second time, that he had found the gold. 

The hole was filled with gravel and Marlowe hurried out to the town of Apache Junction, got a 
truck with a winch and a scoop shovel, and drove it back with a helper. But the trail was not 
meant for anything so effete as a truck. Its transmission fell apart and a new one had to be 
installed right there in the creek bottom. 

Cleaning out the gravel in the hole took two interminable days. "Every minute we thought we 
were going to hit it," Marlowe remembers. "Any minute we expected to see the flash of yellow," 
But the shovel struck bottom without turning up so much as a nugget. 

Marlowe penetrated deeper into the rocky wilderness and the perils increased. The mountains 
are thick with savage cactus which can shred a pair of overalls – and the leg inside. The bush is 
alive with rattlesnakes as long as a man, and small but deadly sidewinders. When a scorpion 
stung Marlowe on the finger, his whole arm was partially paralyzed for weeks. ("Up there," 
Marlowe says, you only touch rocks." Anything else will either stick you or bite you.") Once with 
only a miner's pick as a weapon, he confronted a bobcat chasing a porcupine on a narrow trail. 
Marlowe and the bobcat stood eight feet apart, staring at each other until the cat turned away, 
hissing with hungry rage. 

Despite the natural hazards Marlowe always thought himself in far greater danger from what he 
calls "the two-legged animals" — his rivals in the search for the lost gold. "I've run into 
characters up there packing rifles, six-shooters and knives." he says "Brother, look out. They 
could kill you off, throw you over a cliff and who would ever know? You go into those mountains 
loaded for bear, shoot first and wonder later." 

He hardly exaggerates. In the Superstitions, gunfights between rival prospectors are frequent. 
There have been 16 deaths and disappearances, most of them unexplained, in the last three 
decades. 

A rifle bullet whizzed past Marlowe's head one day as he reached the top of a steep ridge. He 
flattened, yanked out the pistol he always carries and snaked up on his belly to scout the valley 
– as if time had suddenly turned back a century and warring Apaches were abroad. Marlowe 
finally decided the sniper was an itchy-triggered hunter, not a would-be assassin. 

When he began finding a succession of natural landmarks which seemed to match symbols on 
the maps, Marlowe believed for the third time, that his triumph was close at hand. One of the 
landmarks was a distinctly shaped hill know as Elephant Butte. Its clue on the map, Marlowe felt 
was the carved horse (Below left). 

He reasoned – gold lust sometimes being the mother of strange reasoning -- that the Peralta 
saw an elephant in a touring circus in the then thriving city of Santa Fe. As a family joke, he 
goes on, they dubbed the elephant "the horse of Santa Fe" – the title which is inscribed on the 
stone map. 



Also carved on the map near the flank of the horse is a dot with the name "Pedro" barely visible 
along one side – Pedro was the name of the Peralta who had supervised the Arizona mining 
operations. His odd logic led Marlowe to inspect the stony flank of Elephant Butte. Sure enough 
after a perilous climb, he discovered a tiny pocket of earth nestled between steep cliffs. It was a 
perfect spot to hide gold. He dug frantically – and found nothing. 

Still he could not purge himself of dreams of gold. "I would work in the mountains all day and get 
so darned tired all I could think of was bed," he says. "But at 2 or 3 in the morning, suddenly I'd 
come out of my sleeping bag, yelling 'I've got it!' My mind never stopped working." A few weeks 
later he was studying the maps when he realized that a peculiar triangular pattern was occurring 
again and again in his search. Symbols on the maps – and the actual landmarks they 
represented – kept falling quite naturally into groups of threes – three hills, three cactuses. He 
excitedly began to search for others. 

He found a triangle bounded by two hills and a man made cairn. Standing within the triangle he 
spied a hill shaped amazingly like the rectangular base of the peak hatted figure on page 92. 
Marlowe's every-ready optimism surged again. 

The hill was pierced by a natural tunnel. It was big enough for a man to walk through, big 
enough indeed to house a fortune in gold, but choked with boulders. For the next month 
Marlowe doggedly cleared the tunnel. "I moved tons of rock," he says, "Some of the stones I 
pried out of that hole, why, they shook the whole countryside when they rolled down hill. 

It was backbreaking toil – and as it turned out, heartbreaking too. The tunnel was as innocent of 
gold as a baby's tooth. From the mouth of that shaft Marlowe stared out on the lunar loneliness 
of the Superstition Mountains and concluded that the tunnel was meant only to point him deeper 
into the mountains. It was a forlorn thought, for with each mile that wilderness becomes more 
hostile to humans. But Marlowe is sure he knows the general area where gold is cached and 
with it he believes will be instructions on how to find the lost mines.   

He wants one more crack at the Peralta treasure. "When you get gold in your blood," he says, 
"you never get it out. It's not that I want to get rich. In the end, just the finding of the gold is what 
you really care about." 

Marlowe knows now he will never find the treasure without help, But a helicopter will be needed; 
the search will require young men with guts and patience to look and be disappointed and look 
again. He is willing to listen to anybody – those with experience in mining cartography, those 
with thoughtful suggestions and even crazy hunches. but he will deal with advice givers only 
through intermediaries. He will not allow his real name to be used. 

If his methods to conceal his identity seem devious, they are so for a purpose. The old 
prospector knows what the lust for gold can do to a man, especially in the bloodstained 
Superstitions, and he frankly is afraid.  

"They would come to my house. They would follow me into the mountains," he says, "They 
would kill me for those maps. If you only knew what some people would do to find gold." 

RICHARD B. STOLLEY 

[Photo of Horse Map] (Caption: The “horse of Santa Fe" is thought by Marlowe to be clue to 
landmark called Elephant Butte. Tape conceals inscription at right after words "I pasture.") 
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PAGE 96 
[Photo of Marlowe Peering over Rim] (Caption: In the Superstition Mountains Marlowe squints 
warily over the rimrock before moving on in his long quest for the gold.) 


