


























































































































































































































































































































A Talk with Father Garces

“Yes, the Quicheanas, the Toltecs and others came up from
the south and many settled here in what is now California and
Arizona.”

“Historians do not seem to recognize this fact.”

“No, they do not.”

“It is interesting to get this inside history. Did you find the
Yumans a superior type?”

“Yes, they were a fine people. They were artisans. They
mined their own metals and worked in them. They molded
them into rings and bracelets, chains and many other things —
crosses, of course.”

“You state in your diary that you were well received by
them.”

“Some of them were hostile, but I fared very well. They
were kind to me. I was alone and they were not afraid of me.
They had never seen a white man before I came.”

“And yet ultimately they did kill you?”

“Yes.”

“No white man witnessed that?”

“No. I was alone among them.”

“Could you tell me about it? I suppose no one knows exactly
what happened.”

“No one.”

“You were among them nine months, while they were plan-
ning this revolt?”

“Yes, I was there at the very time they were making their
plans, but unfortunately I could do nothing about it.”

“How did they kill you? Some say they used stones and
clubs.”

“They used stone hatchets. They tied me and burned me.”

“And yet they had been friendly with you?”

“Some were and some were not. Some considered me an
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The Mystery of the Buried Crosses

intruder. They were a childlike people, and did not welcome
intruders. They considered me an enemy, a spy, I suppose.”

“Can you remember anything in detail about your death —
the actual scene?”

“No, it was so long ago and those things we wipe from
memory here.”

“You were insensible, I trust, so that you could not remem-
ber what happened?”

“Yes, after they struck me, I became unconscious and I do
not remember any pain. Of course such experiences of the
body are soon forgotten in the spirit world. We wipe them
out.”

“Is it known in Christian history that you were tied and
burned?”

“I do not know. Yes, I think so. I was tied — my hands be-
hind me, and my feet were also tied. I was then struck down
and burned. I was taken from the fire after I was dead so that
my body was not burned beyond recognition.”

“I have read that when on these entradas you were very
like an Indian in appearance.”

“I was very much in the open. I walked many leagues across
desert spaces. I lived as the Indians did. I found it a sensible
way to do while under their conditions.”

“What clothing did you wear? You couldn’t have worn
your priestly robe.”

“I wore a breechcloth; and upon my head I wore a mantle
which I threw across my shoulders to keep off the sun.”

“What did you have on your feet?”

“Sandals made from skins.”

“I infer that you made these yourself?”

“That is correct.”

“In fact, you were what we would now call a ‘good trailer.” ”

184



A Talk with Father Garces

“Yes, I had to be. You see, the Indians were a very natural
people. Like the animals, they had adjusted themselves to
their conditions and I thought it best to do likewise. I followed
the Indians in my way of living.”

“I read that you shared their food and liked it.”

“I did. It was made from corn, the flesh of animals and fish.
It was very palatable.”

“And you had a good appetite?”

“Yes. I walked much.”

“We can eat almost anything when we are hungry.”

“You understand! You have traveled very much as I did,
only you did it by horseback.” :

“Yes. I was a trailer in my youth. You can eat anything on
the trail.” Here he laughed; I could hear his chuckle. I went
on, “Yes, I have had many toilsome experiences, but nothing
like yours. Your journey across this wild country was marvel-
ous. In these days you would be called a chief Boy Scout.”

Here again I heard him chuckle — a soft, rustling sound —
and he said, “I suppose I could be called that.”

“Father Garces, I am greatly obliged to you for your courte-
ous answers to my questions. There are others I would like to
ask. I hope you will come again.”

“I shall do so. Good day.”

I may be entirely wrong in my feeling that this is an un-
paralleled experience. To talk with a man who was killed by
the Indians over a century and a half ago, to get from him a
vivid and candid account of his life, while the medium was
shut in a separate room is incredible, nevertheless I ask the
reader’s careful reading of my report. It is not verbatim, but
its essentials were recorded at the moment and supplemented
by my own hand within an hour.

After Father Garces had withdrawn, I said to Fuller, “That
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was a most interesting talk with Father Garces. Now I want
to talk with Espejo and also with Adam Smith.”

“I shall locate them for you.”

“Henry, here is a searching question. Have you thought that
some of these pieces might be apports? After I had cut my way
through that cactus tangle and saw that cross lying where no
human hand could have planted it without first chopping his
way through as I had done, 1 decided to ask, ‘Did you put
that object there, just so that 1 would not be disappointed?” ”

His reply was instant and almost indignant. “No, no! 1 had
nothing to do with it.”

“Well, anyhow, I now have five crosses which we ourselves
have discovered.”

“That is sufficient. There can be no benefit to you in climb-
ing other cactus-covered cliffs, getting yourself full of needles.”

“If you will find one or two more on a nice easy hill — I'll
take another chance.”

“Very well. I shall see what can be done.”

It remains to say that this story of Garces’ murder differed
in several particulars from the report made by a soldier who
visited the scene several months after the massacre and re-
covered the bodies of the two padres, but these differences
argue that the psychic had not read the report, for if she had,
she would not have ventured to differ from it. It is interesting
to note also that the report made to the church authorities
contains certain miraculous incidents, touches which Father
Garces wholly ignored.

Suppose we say that the psychic, either by phenomenal
acuteness of hearing, or by some occult power, was able to
hear all my questions and to read by some clairvoyant power
my Spanish letter — there still remains the amazingly fluent
and highly personalized dialogue which Father Garces and I
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carried on. Even if she had read the Garces’ diary, she could
not have known exactly what line my questions would take.
She could not normally hear more than the rumble of my voice,
and yet the whispered replies to my questions were prompt,
relevant and admirably concise.

I leave this puzzle in the hands of the reader.



Chapter 16
Espejo and Onate

IN MY journal I find this significant entry: “June 23, 1937. I
heard the word ‘Espejo’ spoken this morning for the first time
but did not recognize that it had anything to do with my
problem.”

A few days later, in reading the report of an early explorer,
I came upon this name in print: Espejo was named as one who
came to Arizona and New Mexico in 1583, more than twenty
years before Ofiate, and, like Garces, went among the Indians
almost alone. This led me to say to Fuller, “The testimony of
this man Espejo would be exceedingly valuable to me, for he
saw the natives before any of the missions were founded.”

Fuller replied, “I shall try to bring him.”

Having already conversed with Garces, Ofiate and Martin-
ez, I was not even suprised when, on July 1, Fuller announced,
“Espejo is here.”

I calmly asked, “Is this Father Espejo?”

“Si, si, sefior,” was the reply. He then added, “Yes, I am
here.”

In preparation for this morning’s interview, I had placed
the receiver on a table on the far side of my wife’s room, in the
full light of her window, while Mrs. Williams remained in my
study with two closed doors and a fifteen-foot hall between.
I considered it quite impossible for her to hear even the rumble
of my voice.

On the table and on the floor, within easy reach, I had laid
several of the ancient “idols,” including the ones which I niy-
self had found. I had also at hand some spirit photographs
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which Mrs. Parent had taken of the fathers, and in my pocket
was the letter which had been written to me by the curator of
the Museum Nacional of Mexico City. My secretary was ab-
sent. No one but my wife was in the room with me. She had
never seen the letter and cannot read Spanish. I ask the reader
to note all these conditions.

I began by saying, “Father Espejo, I am happy to greet you
and I desire to ask you many questions. You came into New
Mexico before Ofiate — did you not?”

“Yes, twenty-two or twenty-three years before.”

“That is what the books say — but I cannot find any material
relating to you.”

“No,” he answered, rather sadly, “they did not much men-
tion me after my death.”

This very human remark could not have come from my
mind, and if it came from Mrs. Williams it was a fine, fictional
stroke. I continued, “You are mentioned as having made your
first exploration in 1583.”

“That is true. I came to Mexico before any padre — long
before any missions were established.” He pronounced the
word “Méhico,” which is right.

“That is what makes your testimony so valuable to me,” I
replied, and then started to tell him of my collection of crosses,
but he checked me. “I know of them,” he said.

“Well, then, let us go directly to my purpose. Did you find
the Indians of New Mexico wearing small metal crosses in
their hair?”

“Oh, yes, many of them — and about their waists also — this
was the custom among various tribes.”

“The crosses they wore were small crosses, were they not?”

“No, some were several inches long.”

“How did they fasten them in their hair — did they tie them
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to their locks with fiber?” I asked this to see if he would be in-
fluenced by my suggestion.

“No. They wore bands around their heads and the crosses
were thrust inside this band. They wore the larger ones inside
their waistbands.”

I took up one of the ancient pieces. “Were they like this?”

“Yes, that is one of the same kind.”

“They were old — you thought them very old at that time,
did you not?”

“Yes, they seemed centuries old. They came from the south,
the Indians said.”

“Now, here is one that has puzzled me all along.” I took it
in my hand and held it up to the vivid light. “Can you see it?”

“Through your eyes I see it plainly.”

“Very well. Now, on it you will see handsome faces — faces
which are neither Indian nor Spanish, all wearing turbans. Did
you see crosses similarly decorated in your travels?”

“Yes, indeed, many of them. They are Oriental. They were
brought into Mexico and Central America by the Moors and
Arabs, centuries before the Spaniards came. As the tribes mi-
grated, driven out by others, they carried these idols with them
to ward off evil spirits or to invoke the good will of their gods.”

“That is what others have told me, but as you were an earlier
pioneer, antedating all the missions, your testimony is of far
greater value. I am a man of no religious prejudices, Father
Espejo, and I hope you will be quite candid with me. I find
no mention of these crosses in any of the ‘relations’ or diaries
of the missionary fathers. There is only one mention of the
wearing of crosses in the hair and that was by Ofate, who
stated it in order to identify a certain tribe. Tell me, what was
the reason for this failure of the fathers to report so singular a
custom?”’
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Observe dimly-seen turbaned heads. This appears
to be very old and fire-scarred.

“It is quite simple— the missionary padres did not report these
crosses because the church did not want its European members
to know that the cross was widely carried and worshiped in
the New World, centuries before the True Cross was carried
there by its missionaries. They all knew of these crosses but re-
mained silent about them.”
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“Ethnologists are inclined to believe that the cross 1 a nat-
ural symbol and arose many centuries ago out of a considera-
tion of the world directions, north, south, east and west.”

“That is probably correct.”

“Could the crosses you saw have been made in accordance
with a dim remembrance of the True Cross brought in by
traders?”

“It may be, but many of them had three branches. They
were shaped like the letter T.”

“Were they used in ceremonies?”

“Yes, in all their ceremonies.”

“Where did they take place? Did they have a special house
or shelter for them?”

“No. They took place on the tops of high hills — chosen
because they wished to be away from the padres and because
it carried them nearer the sun. They were all sun worshipers.”

“What exactly was the ceremony? Did they dance?”

“Yes. They danced in a circle, each man holding a cross in
his hand, which he raised to the sun as he chanted.”

“That is the reason why we now find these crosses in the
sides of hills or in stream-beds — they were buried there on the
ceremonial ground, but have been washed down the hillside
by the many torrents of rain.”

“That is the true explanation. These places of meeting were
always at a distance from the missions. The fathers abhorred
all these barbaric objects and customs. I have no such preju-
dices now. Such prejudices do not exist here. Here a man is a
man no matter what his race. Even his color does not count
against him.”

I can give only the substance of this remarkably able and
eloquent plea for tolerance, which led my wife to ask, “What
do you do over there?”
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He replied, “We work for universal brotherhood and peace.”

I showed him one of the spirit photographs of a dancing
figure. “Is this a soldier or an Indian?”

After some hesitation, he replied, “It is a ceremonial dancer
— probably an Indian.”

I showed him several other specimens and he made this gen-
eral statement. “All crosses with heads of animals, flowers, de-
signs of any kind, are Indian and come from the south. The
Christian cross has nothing on it but the figure of Christ.”

“Some of these objects appear to have been through fire.
Was this a part of the ceremony? Did they cast them into the
fire?”

“No. The huts in which they lived were built of grass or
reeds, and often burned. The crosses which were kept in their
huts were burned but were afterward recovered from the ashes
and treasured. Some may have been through the flames several
times.”

“Is it not a marvelous fact, Father Espejo, that we sit here
talking — you a man of ancient explorations and I 2 man of
modern America, with nothing connecting us but a wire?”

He replied, “I am not from afar — I am bere. I am not of the
sixteenth century, I am now. Time does not count with us —
neither does space. Nevertheless, this is the first opportunity
I have had to talk with a man of your dimension and I wel-
come it.”

I told him of the book I was writing and of the difficulties
I met in my attempt to solve this problem. I spoke of the letters
I had written to Quiché, to Guatemala and to Mexico. “The
only reply I have received is from Mexico. Can you read
modern Spanish?”

“Yes — through your eyes.”

“It seems to me it would be a noble test of survival if you,
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a Spanish explorer of the sixteenth century, could translate
this letter to me. The medium, who sits in a distant room, can-
not read Spanish and has never even seen this letter. She does
not know that I have it. It has been partly read by only one
living man, who could decipher but a few of the lines. I will
hold it up so that you may read it for me.”

This I did, and he gave me the substance of each paragraph,
just as Serra and Martinez had done, and as Fuller and I had
worked it out. I submit this as a remarkable test. To have a
letter in modern Spanish read to me by an invisible who died
nearly four hundred years ago is, to put it mildly, a miracle.

At the points where my visitor hesitated, I placed my finger
on the paper and traced the lines which I wanted him to trans-
late. He did not give the letter word for word, but he gave it
so clearly that I could sense its meaning. That he was reading
it seemed certain — at the moment.

We had been conversing in this fluent and natural way for
nearly an hour, when I said, “Father Espejo, this has been a
most valuable interview and I thank you sincerely for it. I
hope you will come again.”

“I shall do so,” he replied. “Adios!”

Immediately after the close of this amazing dialogue, I wrote
out the substance of it, checking up its details with my wife,
who was deeply interested and whose memory is remarkably
keen. I am certain that I have given all the thought and many
of the exact phrases of Espejo’s replies. It is essential to bear
constantly in mind the fact that a hall with two closed doors
and fifty feet of wire — one-way telephone wire — rendered
it impossible for the psychic to participate in the conversation,
and also, that I knew nothing of this explorer. 1 am quite cer-
tain that my wife was equally ignorant and that my questions
were inaudible to Mrs. Williams’ normal perception.
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Except for a marked Spanish accent, there was nothing in
Espejo’s whisper to distinguish it from that of Fuller, but my
wife was especially pleased by the nobility of tone which ran
through all his utterances. It was impossible for either of us to
relate the phrasing of his replies to our medium, although we
knew her to be unusually intelligent. Certainly T could not
have spoken Espejo’s part in our conversation.

I ask the reader to take into account this most important
fact, which not only proves the sincerity of Mrs. Williams,
but separates my mind from the words uttered. I called him
“Father Espejo,” not knowing that he was a soldier and not a
priest. According to the authorities which I consulted a few
days later, he commanded a company of soldiers sent in to res-
cue Father Rodriguez. If 1 had known this at the time of our
first interview — or if Mrs. Williams had known it — we would
not have called him “Father.” Later still, when he came again,
I asked, “Why did you not correct my mistake?”

“I hesitated about interrupting you,” he courteously replied.

“August 10, 1938. I have just read two of Ofate’s reports of
his expeditions and I find that he mentions these barbaric
crosses several times — once as ‘crosses,” other times as ‘idols,’
which in truth they were.”

In my reading of Father Pal6u’s report, I found an answer
to the question; why did the Indians go to the hills for their
ceremonials? He rtells of finding, by a military expedition,
on a mountam top, of the well-executed bust of a woman,
called by the natives Ca-hwyn — “Mother of the Sun.” This
was on the San Saba River, in what is now Texas. “The sculp-
ture was in charge of an old Indian who acted as priest,” the
notes read. “As soon as the missionaries had entered upon the
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conquest, the old Indian hid away the image. The captain of
the soldiers sent out a squad of men to burn all the huts of the
Indians, in order that the people might move into the new
town.”

This was a way of forcing the natives to come to the mission.
No doubt other commanders used the same means. As a result,
the Indians sought the high hills as places of worship.



Chapter 17
Adam Smith and Mary Gard

AvrL THROUGH Gregory Parent’s records of his wife’s medi-
umship runs the story of a boy named Adam Smith who, at
the age of eight, was rescued from the Indians by the padres
and brought to the Mission of San Juan Capistrano. This boy
appears many times in the “spirit” photographs which witnes-
ses claim were taken in Mrs. Parent’s home. In these snapshots,
he first appears as a child alone, later as a lad of fourteen, some-
times associated with another refugee — a girl named Mary
Gard. Both of these children, the Parent records declare, grew
up at the mission and for several years were its only English-
speaking citizens.

According to Parent’s story, Adam as a youth developed a
mechanical turn of mind and was given a room to use as a
workshop and encouraged to do what he could in the way of
metal and carpenter work. He it was, Mrs. Parent stated, who
made many of the tablets and crosses which were given to the
Indians, and when the kindly captain of a trading vessel pre-
sented him with a set of dies he was able to print on some of
the leaden crosses records of certain events and deeds which
were considered important enough to be put down for future
reference.

In attempting to confirm these statements by the Parents,
I had not only searched the writings of the padres but I had
run through the indexes of several authoritative historians —
all to no result. No mention of either Adam Smith or Mary
Gard could be found, and I came to regard them as imaginary
characters, born of Violet Parent’s whimsical mind.
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Nevertheless, I had seized the opportunity, as the reader has
already learned, of inquiring from Fathers Serra, Lasuén and
Martinez, whether they remembered these children. Serra re-
membered only Adam, but Martinez and Lasuén recalled them
both. Not content with their testimony, I decided to call the
boy himself from the vasty deep and ask him to identify the
crosses he had made.

On Thursday, July 1, I made the trial. With the medium in
my study, with my sccretary seated beside me in the adjomning
room and the door closed between the psychic and ourselves,
I said to our guide, “Fuller, I have a new idea. I want to reach
Adam Smith — the man who came to the mission as a little boy
and who is said to have made many of these crosses.”

“Yes, you were talking of him the other day. I shall try to
get him. Just a moment — I'll broadcast him.” Here I could
hear him call, “Mpr. Swzith! Mr. Simith! Mr. Smith!” Then, after
a pause, “Garland, here is Adam Smith.”

A whisper greeted me.

“Are you Adam Smith?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“I am delighted to hear you speak. I want to talk with you
about life at the mission during the years when you lived there,
but first of all, I want you to identify yourself in some photo-
graphs I have here.” Opening the book at a page where the
little Adam Smith was shown, 1 asked, “Is this you?”

“Yes,” he replied. “That is me. That is the way I looked
when I was a little boy.”

“There are several other pictures of you, in all of which you
are shown wearing a funny little round hat.”

“Yes. I wore that hat when my mother and father were
burned and I was rescued by the padres.”

“How old were you then?”
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Adarr Swzith as a
child in skirts.

Adam Smith as a lad
of ten or twelve.
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“I was about eight.”

“In the early pictures you are wearing a girl’s skirt.”

“Yes. They had no trousers for me so they gave me a skirt.
I didn’t like that.”

“Now concerning the problem of the crosses — you made
many of them, did you not?”

“I did.”

I took one up in my hand. “Did you make this one?”

“Yes. My name is on it, I believe. My name is on many of
them — scratched on.” (His name was 7ot on this one.)

“Did you make this one with the monkey heads on it?”

“Oh, no, I did not make that kind. They are much older
than the ones I made. Mine usually had letters on them.”

“Did this one with the monkey faces come from the south?”

“Oh, no doubt of it.”

“Here is one which I consider older yet. As you see, it is
very crude and ancient. Did you ever see any objects like 1t?”

“Oh, yes, I saw many like it.”

“Did you ever see the wild Indians wearing small crosses in
their hair?”

“No, I did not, but I heard of them doing so. Many tribes
did that, but none around the mission cver did. The padres
were quite surprised to learn that the tribes had crosses long
before the missionaries came.”

“Scientists say that they were here before the Spaniards
.. .. Now look at this strange plaque which I hold in my hand.
Did you make that?”

“No. That is not my work.”

“It is covered with large letters which spell out in English
these words: ‘Serra, Joe, When 1 bid Joe a cheerful farewell
the boy’s eyes told of love for e What might be the meaning
of that message?”
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R

Adam Smith as a
young man.

“It probably had to do with Trapper Joe, a man around the
mission. I have never seen it before. Someone must have made
it in commemoration of Trapper Joe, perhaps for Father Serra,
or perhaps Joe himself made it.”

“Have you seen any of these tall crosses covered with large
letters?”

“Yes, many of them.”

“They seem to be made by one person, for the o’s are all
made the same way — not o’s after all, but a kind of medallion.”

“I can explain that. You see, our letters were all carved out
of wood. One man might have carved that o and the others
borrowed it and used it.”

“But you did not?”

“No.”

“Can you see this big cross?”
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“Yes. It says something about Serra on it, doesn’t it?”

“T am told that it was used as a trail marker.”

“It was. There were many such put up to mark the trails for
the padres.”

“Were they planted in the ground?”

“Yes, they were stuck in the earth, but they were first fast-
ened to a wooden base.” (Pal6u said they had no base.)

“You knew a great many of the priests, I suppose?”

“Oh, yes. I knew many of them.”

“Very well. Now here is a photograph of a group of padres.
Can you tell me the name of this man?” As I'said this, I pointed
out a short, stout priest and Smith replied.

“I believe that is Martinez.” (I am quite sure the psychic
could not see or hear me at this moment.)

“Who is this padre with a wry neck?”

“That is Velos — V-e-l-o-s. He had a deformity on his
back.” (This is significant, for Serra and others had said he
was not a hunchback.)

“Who is this man — this tall one — who appears to be smiling
behind his hand?”

“That 1s Baptiste, a French padre who came with Father
Pal6u.” (I did not know this, and I don’t believe the psychic
did.)

“Look closely at this seated figure — this man with a cadav-
erous face, who is wearing a mantle.”

“His name was Montéz, I believe, a Spanish priest. I am not
sure.” (This was the first time Montéz was named.)

“Very good. Now, this one — this genial old man I know is
Lasuén.” At this point I took up another photograph of a larg-
er group. “Here again is Martinez, and here also is Velos —
and this man in the cloak is the one you called Montéz.”

“Yes, that 1s Montéz.”

202



Adam Smith and Mary Gard

Trail markers, from a photograph by Violet Parent.

Small figure said to be Serva’s mother. Compare this

with portrait on Pages 71 and 73 — note absence of
cross and change of dress.

“I suppose these figures in front are too small for you to
recognize?”

“Yes. I cannot see them.”

“Now, Adam Smith, these photographs called spirit photo-
graphs were taken twenty years ago by a woman named Vio-
let Parent in her own home. Are they true spirit pictures?”

“They are. The pictures of me are spirit pictures. Of course,
they are not actual photographs. They are astral projections.
I produced them as I remembered myself at that time.”

“I understand what you mean. Now, Adam, we come to a
series of absolutely incredible photographs. Mrs. Parent insists
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that she took them in her sitting room with nothing but a sheet
for a background — and yet here is, as you see, a rocky shore,
with naked Indians carrying bundles of hides. You should
know all about this for here you are, perched on a rock in one
picture and down on the shore in another.”

“Yes, that is my figure in the canoe.” (This the psychic
could not have known.)

“That reminds me — where are the dies which the captain
of a vessel gave you, the dies with which you used to make
the letters on the crosses? Having become the owner of the
Parents’ entire collection, I have listed everything, but I do
not find your dies among the items. What were they like?
Were they made of steel?”

“They were made of wood with letters fastened on the end
of them. I used them by pressing down on them. I knew noth-
ing about printing. Like a boy, I just played with them. It is
true they were given to me by the captain of a sailing vessel
who came down the coast. They were made in England, I
was told. Later they were given to an Indian in exchange for
something, I believe.” (See Appendix)

“You gave a tap on each dic when you printed?”

“Yes.”

“You are pictured here with an Indian girl named Aulda,
whose named you printed on crosses. Was there a girl of that
name?”

“Yes, there was a girl of that name.”

“Here is a picture of the good ship Washington and here
you are greeting the captain.”

“That is correct. I was about thirteen, I think. I was never
very large.” (An evidential touch.) V

“Here you are again in the canoe. The canoe is about the
same size as the ship — which always causes skeptics to laugh.
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They think Mrs. Parent made them both out of paper — but

they may be what we moderns call ectoplasmic thought-
forms.”

“They were projections created by me.”

“I am greatly indebted to you, Mr. Smith. One more general
question. Were the most of these crosses distributed from your
mission, or did they come from the south?”

“The ones with faces and animals on them were probably
brought from the south by the Indians. The crosses seen around
Capistrano were perfectly plain and very crude. They were
made at the mission and distributed from there.”

“Did you make some of the better ones and distribute them
to your Indian friends?”

“Yes. I made some of the better ones. I made some with the
figures of Jesus on them.”

“Is 1t not a fact that the fathers failed to remark upon these
barbaric crosses?”

“They were very much surprised to learn of them. I don’t
think they ever reported them to the Mother Church.”

“Did you know that the Indians used crosses in their own
ceremonies on the hills?”

“No, I was sheltered and kept close to the mission. Ceremo-
nies were held on distant hills where the fathers could not see
them.”

“Now, Mr. Smith, this is my problem: The Parents collected
fifteen hundred of these crosses. To validate these I must dis-
cover more. I have already found five — one of these pieces is
a small plaque — like this. As you see, there are ten faces on it
and a bell. These faces are turbaned — either Hindu or Arabic.
What were these pieces used for?”

“I believe they were used as money. I have heard that said of
them. They are very old — centuries old.”
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“Father Paléu tells me that there are still some pieces near
Capistrano.”

“There were many, many taken from there. I do not know
where. Father Palou may know, I do not.”

“Parent states that your dies were found in a ball of adobe.
How do you account for that?”

“They had been given to the Indians — given by one of the
fathers in exchange for something, I believe, and the Indian
who owned them, put the dies in a ball and hid it in the ground,
to prevent their destruction.”

“Did you know Sergeant Ortega?”

“Yes, indeed. 1 have been on many journeys with him. I
shall try to find him and bring him next time.”

“I wish you would. I'd like to talk with him.”

This curious picture is an enlargement of a
detail in the seashore scene (page 207)
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' Seashore scene.

As this is a record of experience and not a story, I must again
remind the reader that this dialogue was carried on with the
medium sitting alone in another room with a closed door be-
tween the transmitter and our receiver. She could not see me
and she afterward said that she could not hear me. She declared
she could not hear the voices in the box which she held to her
breast. As a purely scientific report, I must call attention to
the fact that she could not possibly have seen the pictures
which I was exhibiting, for the prints were wholly out of her
sight and the figures were minute and indistinct.

If the personality, Adam Smith, was a projection of her
mind, my method of control absolves her from having any nor-
#m1al part in this very curious and fluent interview, which con-
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firmed much of what had gone before. Adam Smith drew the
line very clearly between Christian symbols and barbaric arti-
facts, and furnished the identification of one or two of the
padres hitherto entirely unknown to us all. He explained the
use of the wooden type and verified many of the Parent photo-
graphs in which he was represented at several stages of his
growth, from a child of eight in a girl’s dress, to his appearance
as a bearded man of forty.

Admitting that Mrs. Williams had seen these photographs
in the book, and granting that she might have heard some of
the questions, she could not have seen the figures which I in-
dicated by silently pointing at them. With all deductions
made, this remains one of the most remarkable of my conver-
sations with my invisible visitors.
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Chapter 18
On the Ortega Highway

My rrIEND Stewart White’s bantering question, “Why not
consider these strange objects apports?” set me thinking along
those lines.

After all, why not call them apports? That would exonerate
our medium and placate the archaeologists. There is abundant
evidence in print that such phenomena occur. The literature
of psychic research is filled with well authenticated reports of
curious coins, vases of flowers and even cannon balls dropping
from the ceilings. Only yesterday a charming little Mexican
girl told me with shy and troubled air that showers of dirt and
stones had once fallen about her in her home, and the journal
of the English Society for Psychical Research (May, 1938)
contains a long and detailed report by its research officer con-
cerning similar doings in an English home. ‘

Materials objects suddenly appeared in locked rooms and in
the open street. The report states: “On March the gth, the
psychic was undressed completely and given new clothes. We
still had apports. On an open road with no one in sight a glass
crashed behind her. We found a dump heap near by and be-
lieve that the glass came from there . . . . We committed psy-
chic shoplifting. We took her to a shop in a near-by town and
allowed her to handle small objects of almost no value. When we
left, I handed her a tiny cardboard box to hold between her
hands. We had hardly procecded four hundred yards before
something rattled in the box. There was the object chosen. . ..
We made conditions tighter and tighter, always sitting in day-
light or in full electric light. The phenomena did not dimin-
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ish. . .. On March 28th, we had our first living apport — a white
mouse. At our suggestion, a live goldfish was brought. A glass
was taken from the bathroom — through three closed doors —
and smashed on the walk outside the house. . . . How did the
glass penetrate three doors?”

All these happened under test conditions while a committee
headed by Dr. Fodor closely studied the medium. The report
gave a score or more of such phenomena.

Now in the face of such a report, White’s banter about our
crosses being apports is not entirely without support. Parent
states that his wife was nearly always “sick” at the moment of
finding the crosses. Some of the witnesses intimated that she
was nauseated to the point of vomiting. Dr. F odor’s experi-
ences might lead him to suggest that the invisibles “manifested”
our crosses, or brought them from Quiché or Peru. Perhaps
they will drop one from the ceiling of my study, but if they do
it is probable that I shall still wonder — and doubt!

At our next sitting — on July 3, 1938, — where the test con-
ditions were precisely the same, except that my secretary was
present to make notes of our dialogue, Fuller came almost at
once and when I asked, “What orders have you for us this
morning?” he replied briskly, “Go to Capistrano. There are
some crosses about five miles north of the mission on the Orte-
ga Highway.”

Although I had tested his directions five or six times, I was
again filled with doubt. The Ortega Highway, which was
sixty miles away, ran from the mission of San Juan Capistrano
over a high range of hills to Elsinore.

“That’s a big country, Fuller,” I said. “How shall we know
the exact spot?”

He replied, “I will be in the car and tell you just when to
stop and where to search.”
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Trail-Marker

“Will there be any climbing?”

“Very little.”

“Shall we take spades and hoes?”

“Yes, you'll need them to scrape around with. There are
two or three crosses on the surface or near the surface. Two
or three more are all you need, don’t you think?”

“Yes, two will be sufficient.”

Early on July 6, after another brief interview with Fuller,
we set out for San Juan Capistrano — my wife and I, with the
medium driving the car. We were familiar with the road to
the mission, but neither of us knew where the Ortega Highway
led out of it. Fuller had said, “Five miles north of the mission,”
and we took a road which seemed to lead north, but as he had
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spoken of low, rolling hills, we soon began to question. At my
suggestion, the psychic stopped the car and I said, “Fuller, are
we on the right road?”

“No,” came the definite answer. “Go back to the mission.
Take the road to the right. It leads to the hills.”

On returning to the town, we discovered that the highway
started from the back of the mission, and when I asked, “Is
this right?” the whisper said, “Go about five or five and a half
miles.”

Watching our speedometer, we drove on. As we neared the
five-mile mark we found ourselves skirting the base of a wood-
ed hill, with a pleasant valley on the left and while driving
slowly along this road I heard Fuller say, “Stop. This 1s the
place.”

I looked about incredulously. There was nothing distinc-
tive about the spot. On our right hand a steep, narrow, grassy
ravine came down to the roadway.

“Is this the spot?”

“Yes. On the right.”

“Do we climb up this ravine?”

“Yes, but not far.”

It was not easy going for the psychic. A deep ditch and a
wire fence intervened, and we were forced to crawl under
the wires. As we clambered up the slippery grass, Fuller kept
saying, “A little higher. They were not buried here. They
were brought down by the rains. Look close. They are scat-
tered.”

As 1 was scraping half-heartedly among the leaves and
grasses, the psychic called to me, “Mr. Fuller says you are
standing on one!”

Looking down at the ground, I saw near my right heel the
deep print which a horse’s hoof had made some weeks before
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when the ground was soft. It was hardened now, and crushed
into its edge lay a small cross.

On picking it out of the soil, I found it to be of barbaric
character, like the others we had found. It could not have been
dropped there by the psychic for it had been trodden into the
mud by a horse.

Holding it in my hand I said, “Fuller, this one little item is
as good as a dozen —”

He interrupted, “As proof.”

“Yes, as proof — and yet I cannot believe in it. You led me
to see it, but the whole experience is incredible. It does not fit
in with the material world around me. How did you locate
it>. How did you lead us to this inconspicuous little ravine?
Are there others here?”

“Yes, twenty-three were buried on the hilltop.”

It was late and the sun was warm and as I looked up that
steep ravine I said, “I can’t ask the psychic to climb up there
today.”

Here again the doubter must shift his accusation from the
Parents to Mrs. Williams. Why should she select this obscure
ravine which was exactly like scores of others along the road
for the planting of a cross? Granting that the motive for de-
ception was strong, it seems almost equally incredible that she
had surreptitiously driven down here at a time when the ground
was still soft, and that she had crawled under this fence and
dropped this cross among the leaves, with intent to lead me to
it later. That the horse had trodden upon it while the ground
was soft was evident. This must have been in May, for no rain
had fallen for two months.

Fuller, amused by my desire for another test, agreed to go
back with us at some further date and locate the other speci-
mens.
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On July 7, I had my second conversation with Ofiate, and
I began it by saying, “Adelantado, I confess to an almost
complete ignorance of you and your activities. All I know of
you is the date of your exploration in 1604. I wish you would
tell me under what kind of commission you explored. Who
sent you into New Mexico, and why?”

“I was sent there by the Mexican government.”

“On a military expedition?”

“Yes. That was in 1602.”

“How long did you stay there?”

“Twelve years.”

“You made this expedition to Arizona and California in
1604, did you not?”

“Yes — in the latter part of 1603, to be exact.”

“What kind of an establishment did you have in New Mex-
ico — and where were you located in reference to Santa Fe?”

“T cannot tell the location now. We were in the mountain-
ous part of New Mexico. I am not sure, but I think it was not
far from where the city of Santa Fe was afterward built. There
was a small settlement where we were. It was not a town. The
people were spread out in many locations. There was no settle-
ment at what is now Santa Fe.”

“Your testimony concerning these crosses will be especially
valuable to me for the reason that you were a layman ob-
server.”

“It is true I was not connected with the church at all.”

“Senor Ofiate, so far as my reading goes, you are the only
man who reported the fact that the Indians of New Mexico
and Arizona wore crosses. That is so important that I should
like to show you some specimens and get your opinion of
them.”

“Very well.”
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Cross oF THE PANTHER CLAN
This “rain cross” contains eight per cent
of silver. Note snarling panther heads.

“To begin with, this one which I am holding up has on it
the bust of a woman who wears a crown. Where did this come
from?”

“It was brought from the south. The figure represents the
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goddess of water. I am pretty certain that it was made down
there in the south.”

“It could not have been imported from Furope?”

“Oh, no.”

“This large one with many heads of wolves or bears on 1t
is a very remarkable one, for the heads are well modeled.”

“They are the heads of panthers. They were worshiped by
some tribes in the south. They used these animal crosses when
praying to their gods.”

“Did the Indians or the south work their own metal?”

“Yes, they had much metal down there. Their weapons were
trimmed with metal and their houses also.”

“I have many specimens, all bearing faces. Where do they
come from?”

“Possibly from the south. Very probably the originals were
brought to America by Europeans and were copied in the
south by the Indians.”

“The one I hold now is a large one with an arrowhead in
the center and four heads on the arms. Each head bears a
crown or turban. It is a ruder design than the one with the
wolves.”

“I believe those heads represent the heads of Indians in the
south. Some of them wore coverings on their heads to protect
them from the sun.”

“Then you do not agree with Father Serra that they are
Oriental?”

“I do not know, but I have seen Indians wearing cloth on
their heads in that way to protect themselves from the sun.”

“Why would they put the heads on crosses?”

“Tribal artisans made the crosses and each had ideas of his
own in worshiping his gods.”

“Here is one with monkey heads on it, each monkey wear-
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“Is this Father Espejo?”

“That is right.”

“Have you anything to add to the story you told us some
days ago?”

He answered, but I failed to catch a complete sentence of
his reply.

When he ceased to speak, another whisper was heard. “This
is Father Rodriguez. Can you hear me?”’

“Yes, I can hear you, Father Rodriquez. Did you indicate
yesterday that this photo contained a portrait of you — this
one in the middle of the group?” 1 asked this question for the
reason that I felt he had made a mistake.

His reply was indistinct, but Father Garces then announced
himself clearly and asked, “Have you some crosses you wished
to point out to me?”

“Yes, I have.” Taking down one of the cases which con-
tained about fifty specimens, I brought it to the amplifier.
Holding the case on my knees, I asked, “Can you see these
crosses, Father Garces?”

He tapped his reply on the box, “Yes.”

“Did you see anything like them on your trip?”

“Yes.”

I pointed to one especially interesting specimen. “I am puz-
zled by this cross, Father Garces. The heads on this cross seem
to be those of young men with their hair parted in the middle,
quite modern in style. Is this an old cross?”

His answer was clearly definite. “Yes, Sefior Garland. It 1s.”
Here again was a direct answer, but his voice faded and Fuller
spoke. “It is a lictle difficult today. Better try tomorrow. Ask
for Father Zephyrin. He can talk with you and tell you many
things.”

“Father Zephyrin” was the religious name of Engelhardt,
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the official historian of the missions in Mexico, Arizona and
California, but I had the impression that he was still alive. I
replied cautiously, “He would be very prejudiced, 1 fear.”

“That is true,” replied Fuller, “he would be.” He did not
say whether he meant that I should call upon Father Zephyrin
in Santa Maria or confer with him over our one-way telephone.
I asked a noncommittal question. “What mission were you con-
nected with, Father Zephyrin?”

His reply was short and indistinct, and I had the feeling that
he resented my ignorance of him and his work.

At our next test of the long wire a few days later, a person-
ality entirely new to us all announced himsclf shortly after we
took our places about the receiver in the studio.

“Padre Asuncion is speaking.”

“Padre Asuncion? What was the date of your entrada?”

His answer was indistinct. After a silence he again announced
himself. “Padre Asuncion speaking.”

“What was the date of your entrada, Father Asuncion?”
He did not answer my question but remarked instead, “It is
very interesting to come into this place and see so many things
I have seen before.”

“Do you mean these crosses?”

“Yes.”

“Did you call them crosses or idols?” There was no answer.

“You didn’t like to call them crosses, did you?”

“No.”

There were several moments of silence and then Fuller
spoke up, “Father Asuncién and Father Nadal and a strange
new father were here. They will come back tomorrow.”

That there was a marked, very human rivalry for the honor
of being the first to explore the wilderness of New Mexico
was evident, and toward the end of our investigations of these

225



The Mystery of the Buried Crosses

claims, a new personality manifested under long-wire and sep-
arate room test conditions.

On August 9 at half-past ten, while we were seated at the
receiver in our guest-room at the end of a fifty-foot wire with
a hall and two closed doors between us and the medium, I
heard a salutation in English but with a marked Spanish accent.
“Sefior Garland!”

“This is Sefior Garland. Who is speaking?”

“Padre Prospero.”

“Father Prospero, your name is not known to me. Were you
an early explorer?”

“Yes, I preceded Father Marcos in exploring New Mexico.”

“What was the date of your entrada®> Who commissioned
you?”

“In 1525 I came up from Mexico.”

At this point another noisy tinkering interrupted us. Later
I heard the same voice. “Father Préspero is speaking.” There-
upon the following conversation ensued with an occasional
“Yes” or “No” rapped out instead of spoken.

“What further do you wish to say, Father Prospero? Were
you the first padre to explore this southwestern section?”’

“Yes.” ,

“Was Cortez agreeable to that? Did he want you to do it?”

“Yes.”

“Who authorized you? The Franciscan brotherhood in
Spain?”

“Yes.”

“How long were you on this entrada?”

“Two years.”

“Where did you go?”

“T came to the Colorado River.”

“What did you call it?”
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“It had no name. The Indians called it ‘Great Water.” ”
“Did you travel alone?”

“I had one person with me.”

“What was his name?”

“Jaco. J-a-c-o0.” (He pronounced it Haco.)

“Was he a friar or a padre?”

“A friar.”

“Then you two came alone? You lived with the Indians, I
suppose.”
“Yes.”

“They fed you and were kind to you?”
“Yes.”

“Did you find crosses in this country already? Barbaric
crosses?”’

“Yes, we found them.”

“Were the Indians using them as idols?”

“Yes.”

“Were some of them decorated with animals?”

“Yes.”

“You didn’t dare report them to the home church?”

“I did report them.”

“Did you call them idols or crosses>”

“Idols.”

“Well, I suppose they were idols. Did they wear them in the
hair on their foreheads?”

“Yes.” (Taps)

“And on their wrists?”

“Yes.” (Taps)

“And around the waist?”

“Yes.” (Taps)

“Did you ever see any of their ceremonies?”

“No.” (Tap)
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“Did any white man ever see them?”

“No.” (Tap)

“These things are what I wanted you to tell me. I have one
more question. Is there anything about your entrada in print?”

“S1.”

“Engelhardt doesn’t give it.”

“No.”

“Is there any part of your report in English?”

“I do not know, but I shall find out for you.”

“Will you do that tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

A day or two later, I discovered that the mere twisting of
wires together to form a joint was not complete enough to per-
mit an unobstructed flow of electricity and that I had not used
the proper insulating tape, hence the “joints” leaked power.
After eliminating two of these joints in my wire I made the
three-hundred-foot test again.

There is no explanation for the utterance of these supernor-
mal voices, but that they ride on a current of electricity is
certain. Fuller had said, “Distance is no barrier.” but neither
he nor I anticipated what would happen when I substituted a
new wire without joints, a solid wire from transmitter to re-
ceiver. I was astounded (and irritated) to find that it acted as
an antenna for three neighborhood radios. Nevertheless, in
the midst of this din, Father Marcos again announced himself
and said, “I have come to help you classify your crosses.”

Fragmentary, almost painfully disappointing as my dia-
logues in the studio had been, they were evidential in that they
proceeded without normal connection with the medium, and
(so far as I could tell) distinct from myself. Several unexpected
padres — Gandiago, Tdpia, Asuncién, Nadal — of whom I
knew nothing, greeted me and professed an eagerness to aid
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in my task of validating the very same “idols” of which they
had made no report while in the flesh. The curious contradic-
tion between their earth life and their fourth-dimensional life
requires an explanation which I cannot furnish.

As a matter of fact, one or two of the messages which I had
obtained while in my daughter’s house, at the end of a wire
one hundred and fifty fect long, were quite as evidential as
those I received over the longer wire, but I cannot cail them
conclusive. Those in my study, with the psychic fifty feet dis-
tant and a hall and two closed doors between, should also come
into this chapter. They, too, were long-wire tests, and the
translation of the Spanish letter, (which no one of us had been
able to read) took place under these long-wire conditions.

(At a later date 1 obtained those voices while Mrs. Williams
sat without touching the transmitter.)

One morning, while making another long-distance test, a
new visitor whispered, announcing himself as an old acquain-
tance in Boston. He gave the name of a man whom I had sup-
posed to be still in the body, and discussed in detail the prob-
lems on which I was engaged. He spoke as fluently and as
familiarly as Fuller.

At my request, he also translated the letter from the Mexico
Museum (which I had used as a test with Serra, Garces, Mar-
tinez, Espejo and Fuller, with two doors and a long hall separ-
ating the psychic from me, and when I said, “Is it not a marvel-
ous experience that we should sit here talking over a one-way
wire as easily as over a telephone?” he replied, “It is. I would
not have believed it.”

Whoever he was, he could read Spanish, and he was wise in
all matters relating to the Indians of the Southwest. The psy-
chic could not have heard normally one syllable of our dia-
logue.
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Another long-wire test of the medium’s powers belongs in
this chapter but has no bearing on my problem. It had the
effect however, of confirming my belief in the supernormal
character of the voices. At several of our sittings during May,
1937, I had called upon one of my pioneer uncles whose play-
ing of the fiddle had been my boyish admiration. I had said,
“Uncle David, [ want you to come and play ‘Maggie’ for me,”
but it was not until in July that my request was answered.

While sitting in my wife’s room with both doors closed,
listening at the amplifier, I heard what I took to be some one
feebly whistling a tune, but as it grew in volume and clarity
I'said to my wife: “It is a violin! It is Uncle David playing for
me.” Slowly, hesitatingly and yet certainly, the whistle took
up the melody of “When You and 1 Were Young, Maggie.”

After listening a few moments I said, “That is not the ‘Mag-
gie’ I meant, Uncle David. Play the other one.”

My interruption, my demand, seemed to shatter the power
of the player. He stopped and would not go on. In order to
make the test more complete, I did not name the other song
which he used to play so beautifully. He made no reply as I
said, “Come again, Uncle David, I want you to play the other

”»

one.

What shall we say of a test like this? Can ventriloquism pro-
duce such an effect over a one-way wire and through two
closed doors? Furthermore, the tune moved in opposition to
my thought. I had asked for a certain melody, and he played
another, bence it did not come from my mind. It may be re-
lated in some way to the mind of the psychic, for she had heard
me speak of sometime making the test — but that does not ex-
plain how the sound was produced. It baffled me then, and I
am still unable to comprehend it.
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Chapter 20
The Ortega Hilltop

ArtHouGgH my wife and daughter and those of my friends
who were in the secret considered the finding of six amulets
amply sufficient for the validation of the Parent collection, I
was still minded to secure a few more.

On Monday morning, July 12, 19}8’,/ our medium came in at
ten o’clock and during our brief session Fuller again gave us
our marching orders. Our dialogue was short and to the point.
With the usual arrangement of the psychic and the trans-
mitter in one room, and I, with the receiver and my secretary,
in an adjoining room, I connected up the wall socket and im-
mediately heard a whisper. “Hello, Garland.”

“Hello, Henry. Your voice is a bit thin this morning, but I
can hear you.”

“Very well. You are ready to start?”

“Yes, we are ready to go again to that hill at Capistrano.
You said there was not much digging.”

“You had better take a spade.”

“I have a spade and two hoes in the car.”

“That is plenty. The crosses are not buried deeply.”

“Is the hilltop sharp and rocky?”

“No, it is rounded. Look under the rocks and around them.”

“You must meet us there and tell us where to dig or we
would never find them. We are going by way of Elsinore this
time. Don’t you get lost on the way.”

“I'll be right with you in the car. Put the medium in the
front seat. I can talk to her there. I'll rap for you on the seat
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back of her. I can talk to her easily through ectoplasmic mat-
ter coming from her shoulder blades.”

The morning was glorious, and as we rode we discussed the
unbelievable task to which we had set ourselves. Somewhere
in that range of mountains, on a hill indistinguishable from
scores of other hills, certain small pieces of metal had been
buried, and our only chance of finding them was by way of
rappings on the metal rod at the back of our front seat, or as
directed by faint whispers which appeared to issue from our
psychic’s body in some way.

Coming at the hill from the opposite direction we failed to
recognize it. We drove beyond it for nearly a mile before we
halted for instructions. Fuller told us to go back, and under
his direction we arrived at the ravine in which we had found
the cross.

To climb up that steep gully was too difficult and I led the
way round to the western side of the hill where cattle paths
made climbing easier. It was a stiff climb, however, through
barbed grass and thorny bushes. We each carried a hoe which
served to steady us on the steep banks and to chop away cactus
and poison oak. The medium stood the exertion pretty well but
was fairly winded when she reached the top. I could not be-
lieve that she had ever been here before.

The summit was a gently rounded ridge in size about fifty
by one hundred feet, and from it the entire valley and the
shore of the sea could be seen. I thought of what P:,spcjo had
said: “The Indians chose these hilltops to escape prying eyes
and because they carried them nearer the sun.”

I turned to Mrs. Williams. “Fuller, is this the place?”

I could hear his whisper but I could not distinguish his
words. The psychic repeated them to me. “He says this is the
place.”
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As she recovered her breath, the whispers became stronger.
They told us just where several of the crosses lay in their orig-
inal burial places, but Fuller said, “You’ll need a spade. They
are fairly deep. Better look for those which have been washed
out and down the hill.”

The ravine, which began at our feet, was steep and grassy,
but as we started down it, Fuller directed us to ‘“rake the
leaves.” The grass was dry and slippery and the shrubs were
so thick and overhanging that their branches rested like mats
on the ground. It was necessary to lift them or chop them away
before we could examine the ground under them. Fuller was
at our elbows. “To your right. Look closcly. Keep in the water
course,” he said. “Remember they were washed out and car-
ried down by rains.”

After some twenty minutes of slipping and sliding and peer-
ing under every clump of shrubbery, I sat down to rake out
the banks of leaves and twigs which the spring rains had buile
up. While we were both at work on a dike around a bunch of
bushes, Mrs. Williams called, “Wait a minute! I see one!”

As I watched her, she raked out from beneath this covert the
fragment of a cross. It was small and badly broken, but I con-
sidered it of the greatest value as evidence. Almost immediately
I caught sight of another one deep under the mass of drooping
shrubs.

On examination, this proved to be one of those on which
monkey heads were molded — one of the most ancient of them
all.

“Fuller,” I said, “these make our seventh and eighth crosses.”

“All you need,” Mrs. Williams reported as his reply. “There
are more here but you do not need them,” he added.

“No, and yet now that we're here I'd like to find a few
more.”
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For another half hour, with these two treasures carefully
pouched, I slid down the ravine. It was hot on that side of the
hill, and Mrs. Williams, who had injured her leg with the hoe,
was disposed to quit but I kept on. “It’s like fishing, Fuller —”
I called out. “I expect any minute to get a bite.”

“Better stop,” he said. “I don’t want you scrambling around
here in the heat.”

At last I yielded and climbed back to the rounded summit.
A beautiful wind was blowing from the sea and the outlook
was wide and colorful. I could well understand that the In-
dians loved these high places.

Walking to the center of the grassy knoll, 1 said, “Fuller,
was this spot cleared and used for ceremonial dances in those
days?”

The psychic listened and replied, “He says it was.”

“So that at last I am on the very soil where the sun-worship-
ing ceremony took place?”

“He says, ‘You are.” ”

The ravine was so steep that we decided to go back the way
we came. Notwithstanding the psychic’s wounded leg, we
made a rapid descent and soon reached our car.

As I put the hoes in the car, I said to Mrs. Williams, “I shall
not ask you to take such a chmb agan.”

For the first time she voiced resentment. “No, I shall do no
more such work.”

“This ends all such expeditions for me. Without your aid I
couldn’t find another cross in a hundred years. With it, I am
certain [ could collect a thousand. But, as Fuller says, I have a
sufficiency. 1 have accomplished my purpose.”

On the following morning — Tuesday, July 13 — with the
psychic sitting as usual in my study and while my wife, my
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secretary and I were gathered about the receiver in the adjoin-
ing room, I said, “Fuller, the story you conveyed to the psychic
on that hilltop is so valuable that I want you to repeat it here
so that I can hear it and my secretary can make record of it.
First of all, was that hill chosen and cleared for a ceremonial
meeting?”

“Yes, it was prepared for a sacrificial dance.”

“How many took part in it?”

“I have been told that twenty-three took part in it.”

“Were they the chief men of the tribe?”

“Yes, yes! The big men of the tribe — warriors and medi-
cine men.”

“Did they have a fire built in the center?”

“Yes, and they danced around it chanting their prayers.”

“Did they hold this ceremony in the daytime or at night?”

“In the daytime. They were sun worshipers, and at night
there was no sun.”

“So I assumed. Did each man, as Father Serra said, hold a
cross in his hand?”

“Yes, each man carried a cross or some other treasured ob-
ject to invoke the aid of his god. He held it toward the sun
while chanting his prayer.”

“Could we reconstruct that chant?”

“I'll try to get it for you.”

“I have heard the chants of other tribes — the Sioux and
Cheyenne, for instance, and the chant of these sun worshipers
must have been similar. It must have run like this: ‘O, father
sun, have pity on us. Give us good crops. Keep us from hunger.
We are weak — we are poor — pity us! No doubt they repeat-
ed this over and over. Did they call the sun Great Spirit?”

“Yes, Great Spirit. At the close of the dance each man
buried his cross as an offering.”
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“Did they do this separately?”

“Yes, separately. There were no caches. Fach man with-
drew from the circle and buried his cross apart from the others.
He picked out his place and buried his token where he wished
but not too far from the others. Animal heads on the crosses
signified that they invoked the Great Spirit to help them cap-
ture these animals.”

“Just how did the Indians dig the holes in which to bury
crosses? They couldn’t have had spades in those days.”

“They used stone hatchets and sticks.”

“Did they have more than one dance in any one spot?”

I asked this question on impulse and the answer, wholly
unexpected, opened up an entirely new concept of the prob-
lem I had been seeking to solve.

Fuller (or the Indian he was representing) replied, “No.
They cleared off a new spot on another hill each time they
held one of these sacrificial dances.”

“ Fuller, that is a totally new idea. If they never met twice
in the same place it follows that there are hundreds of hilltops
here in Southern California which were once used as dancing
places, and that hundreds of ‘idols’ remain to be discovered.”

“That is the fact. There are many such hills with many un-
discovered crosses.”

“My critical friends say, ‘Is it not strange that no onc else
reported to the museums the discovery of these artifacts?’”

“That is accounted for by the fact that these crosses were
buried on isolated, inaccessible hills covered with cactus and
far from roads of any kind.”

“I begin to see it! Only by rare accident would any white
man stumble upon one of these inconspicuous objccts — even
after it had been washed down into a ravine or stream bed.”

I had in mind the difficulty we had experienced in seeing
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those we had discovered the day before. No one not minutely
directed as we had been could have detected among the leaves
those small rusty pieces of lead.

Up to this moment I had thought of those dancing places
as babitual meeting places, abandoned only when the tribe mi-
grated to some other hunting ground. Another question was
suggested. “Did the medicine men ever return and dig up their
offerings?”

“Sometimes. After the rains they had prayed for had come,
or their plea for game had been granted, some of them would
return and recover their offerings for furure use. If all crops
and game failed, they migrated, leaving their tokens behind.”

“As these objects were sacred in their thought, I suppose
they considered it sacrilegious to dig them up.”

“In some cases, yes, in other cases, no. I do not quite under-
stand their thought about that.”

I now took up another line of thought. “Why are they so
cager to have us dig them up?”

“I believe that is simply out of a regard for their history.
They want you to know about their migrations and their life
here in this region. They also want it known that the white
man was here long before historians believe that he was.”

“Even before Columbus?”

“Oh, yes — many centuries before Columbus.”

“Fuller, this information is deeply significant. The speci-
mens which you and the Indians helped me to find yesterday
bear the same Oriental heads which are on many others in the
collection.”

“They all declare that they were brought here long before
the Europeans came and that they were originally used for
trade in Central America, as the North American Indians ac-
cepted beads. There’s another angle, Garland, to your ques-
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tion, ‘Why do they want us to find these crosses?’ They want
you to know that they had their own crosses long before any
Christian crosses came.”

“Did they create those earlier forms or did the original con-
cept come from the Old World?”

“I believe that many of them originated here and were used
as a symbol long before the explorers came, and that the
Europeans found them here when they arrived.”

“Let us take up the matter of costume. What did the Indians
wear in these ceremonials? I read that they wore little cloth-
ing ordinarily, but they must have dressed up for these dances.”

“They did. Like all primitive people, they had a traditional
ceremonial dress. They wore tails of animals dangling from
their belts, and skins of animals over their shoulders. Their faces
were painted. The big men of the tribe who took part in the
ceremonies wore tall headdresses of feathers.”

“Did they wear those feathers like the Sioux or Cheyenne in
a bonnet? Or were the feathers attached to a band around their
heads?”

“In a band made of skin in which the feathers were held
sticking upright. According to their standing in the tribe, the
headdresses carried differing numbers of feathers. The chief
wore more than the other warriors. All were decorated accord-
ing to their rank. The medicine men not only selected the spot
for the ceremonial but chose the men who were to share it.
All came in their official robes.”

“Did these especial ceremonials attending the burial of the
crosses extend farther north than San Luis Obispo?”

“I think so — possibly into Northern California. Migrations
of the tribes were going on all the time in order to protect and
feed the people. There were many of these crosses in the
north.”
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Cross representing sun rays. Said to
have been used in sun worship.

“All of which our ethnologists will deny, I suppose. Did the
Indians know where their ancestors got these crosses?”

“No, I think not.”

“Did any white man ever see these sun dances?”

“No! No!” His,tone was emphatic.

239



The Mystery of the Buried Crosses

“Not even Garces?”
“No. No one at all. No one but chiefs and medicine men

were allowed to see them, not even the women of the tribe.
They selected hilltops for their meetings so that they could
see far away on all sides and easily detect the approach of in-
truders. Their gods were worshiped in secrecy.”

“Did some of the mission neophytes occasionally take part
in the ceremony?”

“Possibly, but not with the knowledge of the padres.”

“Of course not. Is there a possibility of getting a sidelight
on these ceremonies from publications of the Indian Bureau?”

“Perhaps, and in records of the mission. I do not know. The
only way that a white man could have found out about them
would have been from some Indian friend. A friend of Garces,
for instance, might have confided in him. You may find a record
of such a ceremony in some obscure book.”

“There is not a line about it in any of the books by the
padres. Father Serra told me that he knew of the dances but
had never seen them.”

“I believe, Garland, that if you search official records you
will find a description, somewhere, of this dance. Try books
on Indian ceremonials. There are a number dealing with that
subject.”

“The museums know nothing of them. They don’t believe
in my collection. I doubt if any of them will display it. But
no matter; I have it safely in my study.”

“I am quite convinced that you will somewhere find records
of these ceremonial dances. I'll try to get information as to
which books might contain accounts.”

“P'll be greatly obliged if you will. Now, Fuller, I have a
personal question to ask. I wish you would explain to me the
process by which you discovered these things and how you
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were able to lead us to the exact spot where they were buried.”

This I intended to be something of a poser, but he did not
hesitate a moment.

“Having received the needed information from the Indians
who buried them, I myself went to the ground to investigate,
to see that the soil has not been disturbed.”

“You mean you go there in thought?”

“Yes.”

“It is difficult for me to understand that. I can’t understand
how you could go to a certain spot in thought and tell the
number of idols to be found there.”

“I shall try to explain. I have told you that I cannot see the
crosses except through your eyes, but I can tell if the soil 1s
undisturbed or if the Indians are telling the truth. The Indians
are always quite certain of the number of their amulets and
where they buried them.”

I put another puzzling question.

“You say you cannot see except through our eyes, and yet
before we had even neared the spot you directed us to it. Take,
for example, that inconspicuous ravine to which you directed
us, indicating the exact spot in which to search. How could
you give us that information before we saw it? If you could
see it only through our eyes, how could you tell me that I was
standing on a cross?”

He quite patiently continued. “The Indian remembers only
approximately where he buried his idol, but as you draw close
to the spot and begin looking about you, he sees through your
eyes just as I see through your eyes. He then recalls the pre-
cise spot and tells me where it is.”

“All this is tremendously interesting, Fuller. The cloud of
mystery is lifting, but I must carry the test a little farther. I
shall use it to enrich the last chapter of my book. I must round
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out this section of exploration before passing on to the question
of identity. Could you tell me the date of this particular dance?
Was the mission already established at Capistrano?”

“Yes. The dance and burial of the crosses on this particular
hill took place, I should say, about 1830. That would be about
one hundred years ago.” ,

“Were there any metal workers at this time among the Cali-
fornia tribes — anyone who could have made these objects?”
“There may have been. I don’t think so. I don’t know.”

“I shall be glad if you can suggest any reading I might do
to confirm the information gained in these sittings. I valued
Oniate and Espejo especially for the reason that their testimony
was not prejudiced by religious creeds, but neither of them
ever saw one of these dances.”

Thus ended a conversation which, had it taken place in the
dark or in the presence of the psychic, could be put aside as
something fraudulent or imagined, but the fact that the
medium, sitting at a distance in an adjoining room at ten in the
morning, had no part in it, presents a new complication.

Suppose she heard my questions, where did she get her
information? The answers were fluent, definite and logical.

I cannot swear that the whispers came from Fuller, but I
talked as easily with this invisible personality as I would have
done had I called up a scientific friend on the telephone to
discuss a similar subject. Whoever my informant was, his re-
plies were clear and unhesitating, and I heard every word of
them. The above report embodies almost exactly his wording,
for notes were taken at the moment and the secretary typed
her notes immediately; and I was able within an hour to fill in
from memory whatever had escaped her. Nothing essential
was left out.

The only barrier to the freedom of this dialogue was a
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feeling of haste on my part, a desire to make the most of every
moment. It was precisely the feeling I experienced when using
a long distance telephone. I could arrange the course of my
interrogation, but had no time to follow out the suggestions
contained in the answers.

It will be noted that Fuller’s information agrees in substance
with that given in less detail by Fathers Serra, Garces, Marcos,
Lasuén and Martinez. They all drew a broad line between the
decorated barbaric “idols,” and the simple cross form of the
missions. Fuller agreed also with Espejo in giving reasons for
the choice of hilltops and for the burial of the artifacts, and
finally he suggested an explanation for the fact that no one,
previous to the Parents, had ever reported the finding of these
objects. Being buried on high, cactus-covered hills, inaccessible
for all but the strongest men, hills which had no interest for
the white man, they had never come under the eye of a herder
or huntsman.

No doubt, all these agreements will be taken by the critic
as proof that only one mind was involved — the medium’s —
or that I and my small circle contributed the information. I
leave that problem with the reader.

In my diary that night I set down this comment: “This in-
credible sequence of events, beginning with my visit to Parent
in 1933, and ending four years later in a series of dialogues
with a Spanish explorer of 1540, has convinced me that these
‘relics,” so patiently and laboriously brought together by Violet
and Gregory Parent are real.

“Of no value in themselves, they deserve, as indexes of
ancient customs to be placed among other primitive records
of tribal migrations. Will any museum accept my method of
authentication?”
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Father Marcos

Our sitting on July 23 was one of the most convincing tests
of our series, for I had again removed the receiver to a room
in the east end of the house, thus putting seventy feet, a hall
and two closed doors between Mrs. Williams and us. She could
not possibly hear even the murmur of my voice, as Mrs. Gar-
land, who remained with her, was able to testify.

Fuller at once spoke. “Garland, I have with me this morning
someone very important. It is Father Marcos, who accom-
panied Coronado in 1540.”

All'T knew of Father Marcos at this point was that he was
one of the earliest of the missionary explorers of New Mexico,
and as he was reported to have preceded Espejo, I welcomed
him. His testimony was especially valuable.

After greeting him and thanking him for coming, I put my
essential question: “Father Marcos, I wish you would tell me
something about the objects which are displayed on this table.”
I took one up. “Did you see crosses like this in your ex-
plorations?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“They were in the possession of the Arizona Indians?”

“Yes, that is correct.”

“What was the date of your first expedition?”

“That was in 1539. I preceded Espejo.”

“By how many years?”

“I should say about fifty. I am not sure — time is so vague

b2

now.
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“Were you surprised to find the Indians of that region in
possession of crosses?”

“Yes indeed.”

“Do you think that these crosses or their idea, came from
Europe, brought by sailors long before Cortez?”

His reply was wholly unexpected in content. “I think they
were a memory of the dim past. Their form represented the
four quarters of the earth, probably.”

“Some of them, as you see, are decorated with turbaned
heads. What can you tell me of them?”

“They are Oriental heads. The faces resemble certain Orien-
tals. They came from the Old World. At one time there was a
land bridge between Asia and the Americas.”

“Would you say that such a bridge existed in comparatively
recent times, say within the Jast two thousand years?”

“I think so. Of course, these crosses do not go back that far,
but Oriental peoples — with dark skin — invaded these coun-
tries many centuries ago. I believe the Orientals mixed with
the American Indians but retained a memory of their own
peoples.”

“I see. Some of these faces are cssentially Aryan — Anglo-
Saxon, in fact — and for that reason are viewed with suspicion
by my ethnological friends, mainly because the faces are
neither Spanish nor Indian. If we could prove them to be from
Arabia we would have a point in their favor.”

“I cannot tell you about that. I can only say that I have
seen the Indians of this region wearing many like them. That
was fifty years before Espejo came.”

“Father Marcos, I am holding in my hand a cross which has
on it a handsome woman’s face. It is certainly not Indian in
character. Can you see it?”

“Yes. It probably represents a goddess.”
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“Who among those Indians would put a goddess on a cross?
Not an ordinary Indian?”

“Probably an artisan of the temple.”

“To me the most inexplicable of all the decorations is the
recurrence of these turbaned heads. All of you invisibles agree
in your explanations, but I can find nothing in print to tell
me whence they came or who brought them here.”

“They go back so very far that it is difficult to find a record
of them.”

“I grant that. Now, here is a very strange cross. On it a rab-
bit appears to be feeding — and here in the middle of it is a
butterfly. Did you see decorations like that among the Indians
of New Mexico?”

“No, not like that. I was surprised to find crosses among the
Indians, but I cannot now recognize individual crosses in
detail.”

“Did you see the Indians wearing them?”

“Yes, on the forehead, tied on with bark or fiber from plants.
Some were worn on the forearm and others around the waist.”

I laid one of the smaller ones on my forehead. “Did they
wear them flat on the forehead like this, held on by a fillet?”

“Yes, but not everyone wore them; only certain men of
the tribe wore them — for some mystic reason. Some of the
plaques were kept in their houses.”

“Their houses were flimsy, were they not?”

“Yes, they were just shacks made of leaves and branches of
trees, but they kept their treasures in some secret places in
their houses.”

“They must have had a deep regard for these objects. They

were, I suppose, the only nonperishable objects in their pos-
session.”

Thus far this dialogue had proceeded fluently, but at this
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These are said to be representations of
the track of the sloth.

moment a commotion in the receiver indicated trouble of some
kind at Mrs. Williams’ end of the line. No word came through
for several minutes, and when the whispering voice returned
I was surprised to hear it say, “Garland, this is Albert Bigelow
Paine.”

Paine was an old friend who had died but a short time be-
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fore. His best-known work was a four-volume biography of
Mark Twain, and it was natural for him to say, “I have Mark
Twain with me.”

After greeting Albert I said, “I am immensely pleased to
have Mark Twain come. Can he speak?”

“He can and he will.”

After a short pause I heard these words, “Mr. Garland, this
is Mark Twain.”

I had never heard him allude to himself in this way and it
would have seemed more natural if he had said, “This is Sam
Clemens.”

“I am delighted to hear you speak, Mr. Clemens. I want to
congratulate you on the very fine production they have made
of your Prince and the Pauper.”

He made no reply to this, but remarked with characteristic
deliberation, “I am very honored to be here.”

“You should not put it that way, Mr. Clemens. To have
you in my house is a great honor to me. Have you ever spoken
to anyone in this way before?”

“No, I have not. I should like to speak to my daughter.”

“I should be happy to send her a message. Shall I do so?”

“Yes.”

Again a commotion in the box prevented Clemens from go-
ing on, and Fuller said, “We’ll have to stop.”

Up to this moment the sitting was an almost perfect test of
Mrs. Williams® supernormal powers. She knew nothing of
Father Marcos and she was too far away from me to be aware
of my questions, and yet this dialogue ran its fluent way with-
out hesitation. This report is not verbatim but its essentials are
recorded. So far as a long hall and two closed doors can war-
rant, Mrs. Williams had not heard a syllable of my questions.

At this point we all went down to lunch, and I mentioned
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briefly that I had been talking with Father Marcos, and also
with Mark Twain.

At two o’clock we returned to our seats and, under the
same conditions, resumed our sitting. Fuller at once said, “Gar-
land, Father Marcos is still here.”

Again I heard his strong, clear whisper, “Sefior Garland,
have you any more questions you would like to ask?”

“Yes. I am a little confused about the date of your coming.
Father Espejo made his trip in 1583. Your date was earlier?”

“Yes, I was with Coronado in 1540, but I came back alone
thirteen years later.”

“How long were you on that last trip?”

“About eighteen months.”

“Were you sent for the same purpose as Espejo? — to look
for mission sites?”

“Yes.”

“Did you know Melchior Diaz?”

“Yes. Melchior Diaz.

“What was his date? Was he before or after you?”

“About the same time. He also came with Coronado. He
was not one of the fathers — he was just an explorer. He came
back into the Colorado River region after Coronado.”

“What did you mean this morning, Father Marcos, by a
‘land bridge’»”

“There must have been such a bridge between the Asiatic
countries and North America.”

“Do you refer to the bridge of islands west of Alaska — or
across the South Seas?”

“It is hard to say. There must have been a land bridge some-
where between Asia and America. There were many dark-
skinned peoples who came down the coast of North America.”
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“Father Marcos, referring back to these turbaned peoples —
did they come down our coast?”

“No doubt of it. They came long before the others.”

“Do you mean to say that the American Indians wearing
these crosses retained a memory of their Oriental, dark-
skinned ancestors?”

“Yes. They soon mixed with the races already here, but they
brought with them and preserved many costumes and symbols
of their own race.”

“Did ships touch Central America in the ninth and tenth
centuries?”

“Oh, yes. Many people came to Central America in boats.
They came by way of the Atlantic.”

“Father Marcos, I have here a cross on which are charming,
youthful heads with hair parted in the middle. Some of them
look like modern college boys. Can you explain the presence
of such heads?”

“Yes. There were such people among the tribes in Colombia
and Peru. I have seen many of them. I have seen many blonde,
fair, Indian women with long hair reaching to their waists in
Yucatan and also in Bogotd. I made many trips to South
America. I explored many places there.”

“This interview has been extremely interesting and valuable,
Father Marcos. I am much obliged to you. Have you any ob-
jection to my quoting you in my book?”

“I shall be pleased to have you do so.”

“The information which you give — you who go so far back
in the history of this continent — is of the greatest value to me.”

“I shall be pleased to help you at any time. Good-by.”

Although he spoke with a marked accent, his whisper was
clear, almost a tone, and I heard him perfectly. There were

250



Father Marcos

touches of poetry in what he said and his words conveyed the
picture of a very serious and scholarly man.

On referring to Engelhardt’s history, The Franciscans in
Arizona, 1 found that all of Father Marcos’ personal history
which had come to me over my one-way wire was correct.
There was some question, however, as to the names of those
who companioned him on his first trip, and to have that point
cleared up, I asked for him again a few days later.

Since my first interview with him, I had learned that he ex-
plored Arizona in 1539, a year earlier than Coronado, and I
understood Fuller’s estimate of him — he was an important
witness. On July 26, Fuller again announced him. “Father
Marcos 1s here.”

Again a whisper with a pleasing Spanish accent said, “Sefior
Garland, this is Father Marcos.”

“Father Marcos, since talking with you a few days ago, 1
have learned that you were not only a great explorer in your
day but a learned man, the author of several books on Quito
and Peru. I desire to read them. Can you tell me if they have
been translated into English?”

“I think so.”

“What titles would they bear? Can you tell me the translated
titles?”

There was a pause as if he were searching his memory. “I
think it is The Missionary Point of View in Peru. 1 believe
you will find that book in the library of your town. There are
three of my books in all.” (I did not know this and I am quite
sure that the psychic was equally ignorant.)

I decided to apply my most convincing test. “Father Marcos,
I have in my hand a letter from the museum in Mexico City.
I should like to have you translate it for me, as a supreme test
of the powers of the medium.”
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“Very well. You read it with me and I shall try to translate.”

I laid the letter on the table and pointed with my finger.
He said, “The first few lines are not difficult: “‘With reference
to your letter, it has been directed to the department to which
it belongs —”

“That is correct. Now for the second paragraph.”

“‘In the religious conquest of Southern California and
Mexico, there were many of these so-called crosses dis-
tributed.” ”

“Are you in the third paragraph?”

“Yes. ‘With regard to the crosses represented in the photo-
graph, we have none in the museum.” The writer then goes on
to say, “They were known to be made of lead because there
werc many wars and it was easy to obtain lead from the
soldiers’ bullets, and lead was easily worked.”

It was again evident that the invisible was reading the letter.
“Father Marcos, this last paragraph is especially important.
Can you read it?”

“Just a minute,” he whispered and then proceeded. “ ‘The
crosses were held by the missions and distributed among the
natives or Indians.””

“What 1s the meaning of the words, ‘Pudiendo suceder?”
(See appendix.)

“I cannot put that into English. The writer goes on to say,
‘They were abandoned by the natives when they left their
places of abode. Then the churches inherited them.” Ecclesias
means churches, of course. “The Indians’ or ‘The churches’ . . .
I cannot translate this paragraph into English very well.”

“You have made the test most satisfactorily. Father Marcos,
I would like to have you tell me why the crosses were never
spoken of in any printed report—either by the church or repre-
sentatives of the museums?”
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“The reason is simple. The Roman Catholic Church did not
wish to have it known that the natives possessed crosses which
had nothing to do with Christianity. The museums would not
accept them because they were so common.”

“You said the other day that the idea of the cross very likely
developed natively in the New World, and that its crude form
probably originated from the idea of the four quarters of the
earth.”

“Yes, that is correct.”

“Some authorities say that it may have arisen from a dim
memory of a cross brought here centuries before from
Europe.”

“That is possible. The use of the cross undoubtedly sprang
up thousands of years ago. It is very easy to make — just cross
two pieces of wood. It is so simple a form that it would natur-
ally be adopted by different peoples as a symbol.”

“I am told that there are altars in the southern countries in
the form of a black cross. Did you see altars like that?”

“Yes, the peoples had many such altars. I believe many such
are still standing.”

“The Indians of the south were all sun worshipers?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Father Marcos, when I spoke to you the other morning
of a small metal cross with very charming faces on it, I did
not have it before me. I have it now, and I wish you to examine
it. Did you see natives of that type wearing their hair in that
way?”

“Yes, I have seen young people like those — fair-skinned —
Nordic in appearance.”

“Why would they put such lovely, youthful faces on their
crosses? You will observe that here are six on each of these
crosses.”
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“To represent some god, I should think.”

“Here is one face which is especially lovely. Can you see it
— this one at the bottom? It is quite beautiful — a girlish face?”

“Yes, it is a very fine face.”

“It might be the head of an Anglo-Saxon girl.”

“Yes, it i1s Nordic.”

“Why would a cross like this be so decorated? Was it out
of regard for youth?”

“TIt would seem so.”

“It looks so modern that all my ethnological friends declare
it to be a fraud, something of the present day.”

“The present-day people do not realize that there were
many fair, beautiful peoples in those hot countries.”

“Father Marcos, there is some discussion as to the names of
the men who went with you on your 1539 entrada. Can you
name them for me?”

“Just a minute. I do not remember right now.”

He paused so long that I made a suggestion: “Was one of
them a man named Daniel?”

“No, no.”

“Was it something like Santa Maria?”

“That is correct! It was De Santas Maria.”

“I find in Engelhardt a question as to who these men were.
Can you tell me their given names?”’

“No, I cannot, but I shall bring one of the men from my
expedition to help on this matter.”

“Thank you, Father Marcos. I should like to have you come
again.”

“I shall be glad to help in any way that I can. Adids.”

“Adids.”

On the following day, I again asked for Father Marcos.
Fuller said, “Just a minute — I don’t know if he’s here.” We
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then heard him call, “Father Marcos! Father Marcos! Father
Marcos!”

A minute later came a whisper, “Sefior Garland, this is
Father Marcos.”

“Thank you for coming. Father Marcos, you said yesterday
that you would find out the names of the two men who went
with you on your entrada.”

“I have done so. You were right: one of them was named
Daniel.”

“And the other?”

“Martin.”

“What was the last name? Were they brothers?”

“Yes, they were brothers and Santas Marfa was their last
name.”

“Were they from a city of that name?”

“Yes, they were from such a city.”

“That is important. Engelhardt says there is only one writer
who recorded this information. To get it directly from you
is very important to me.”

Later still, Father Marcos corrected the second name saying,
“He was called Tony,” which agrees with Bishop Salpointe’s
notation — the only confirmation Engelhardt was able to find.
This, it seems to me, is an excellent bit of evidence for those
who argue for the survival of the individual and of his per-
sistent memory of life on this plane.

“Father Marcos, did you know Padre Nadal, who is said to
have entered New Mexico in 1538?"

“I did not know him, but I have heard of him.”

“There is still another early explorer I wish to ask about:
Juan Asuncién.”

“I have heard of him also.”
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“Did he make a report?”

“Oh, yes. Everyone of the padres who explored had to make
a report to the church.”

“Father Marcos, I would not detract from you the honor of
being the first to enter Arizona, but Engelharde says these
men came before you.”

“No, I came before Padres Asuncién and Nadal. One padre
did precede me, coming in 1520 — a padre from the Franciscan
order.”

“What was his name?”

“[ shall find out for you and tell you tomorrow.”

“Thank you. Here is my query: Might not the man who
came in 1520 have carried the idea of the cross to the Indians?”

“No, no! The crosses were here centuries before any white
man came. [ have spoken with the Indians and 1 know. I shall,
however, try to bring the padre who preceded me.”

“Father Marcos, as a scholar as well as an explorer you will
understand that these crosses in themselves are not important,
but they may give evidence of survival after death. In securing
your testimony and that of other explorers unknown to me,
[ shall present very valuable material to the reading world. Be-
fore you go, here is a minor matter in which I should like to be
instructed. I find that you were called ‘Fray Marcos de Nitza.’
What is the difference between ‘father’ and ‘fray’»”

“The fray was a brother — a beginner. He had certain duties
in the mission which would prepare him to become a padre.”

“I see, and the lay brother had no official standing in the
church?”

“That is right.”

“There were then among these explorers three ranks of
men: father, friar and lay brother.”

“That is correct.”
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“Thank you. Tomorrow I hope to talk with Nadal and the
padre who preceded you.”

“Good-by.”

What can I say to emphasize the astounding character of
this interview? This genial, scholarly and intrepid explorer
could not have been a creation of my mind, for I knew noth-
ing about him. He could not have been a creation of the psy-
chic’s mind, for she had no means of knowing what my ques-
tions were, and there was no information in our library
concerning Father Marcos as an author. I secured that later
from the Library of Congress. At the tﬁgf our interview,
he seemed as real as any of my friends. His very human desire
to be known as the earliest explorer of New Mexico added to
my sense of his identity.
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Alvarado Closes the Case for Guatemala

As My plan from the beginning had been to find the place of
origin of these artifacts, and to discover a reason for their mak-
ing and their burial, I had turned first of all to the history of
California’s missions. I called the padres from their long silence
and requested their aid in my research. Their tesimony had
all been to the effect that the barbaric “idols” had come from
Central America.

To supplement this information, I had pushed my inquiries
back to those heroic priests who explored the wilderness of
New Spain before the missions were established. I called upon
Father Garces of 1771, devoted pioneer of the church. From
him, I passed naturally to Onate, 1604, and Espejo, 1583, lead-
ers of military expeditions into New Mexico. In Ofiate’s printed
records, I had found the first official testimony concerning the
use of metal crosses and amulets by the Indians of Arizona
more than three centuries ago. Father Marcos confirmed this
report.

My success in summoning these explorers, emboldened me
to push my investigation still deeper into Mexican history.
“All the testimony pointed to Central America as the place
where these artifacts were made and from whence they came,”
I said to Fuller. “I should now speak to Coronado, whose ex-
pedition in 1540 led him deep into New Mexico. He was a
soldier and entirely free from the control of the church, and
can tell me what I most need to know. I should also speak with
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Alvarado. It was from his stern rule in Guatemala that the
natives of Quiché and Yucatan fled to the north, bringing their
treasures with them. His testimony should be conclusive.”

Fuller listened to my request and blithely said, “I shall round
up these world-famous men tomorrow.”

If T had really believed in his power to do this, I might have
h'esitated, but I did not. I was amused by his audacity and the
bland confidence of his reply.

“Why not Cortez?” T asked.

I must confess my ignorance of these Spanish conquerors.
I knew very little of Coronado and nothing of Alvarado (ex-
cept that he commanded the Spanish army during the absence
of Cortez) and I purposely refrained from informing myself
concerning them. I wished to get the stories of these two ad-
venturers from their own voices in my telephone.

On the nineteenth of July, Fuller’s round-up took place.
No sooner was Mrs. Williams shut away in my study, with
my wife, while my secretary and I were seated about our re-
ceiver in an adjoining room, than Fuller spoke curtly, “Coro-
nado is here.”

This interview is so important that I must repeat that the
door was tightly closed berween my study and the room where
we sat and I am quite certain that the psychic could not, nor-
mally, hear a connected sentence of my questioning. She might
have distinguished an occasional word.

A strong whisper said, “This is Francisco Vasquez de Coro-
nado.”

“Shall T address you as Sefior Coronado or Capitan Coro-
nado?”

“Call me nothing but Coronado,” he replied with quiet dig-
nity.

I went straight to my purpose. “Coronado, this is my prob-
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lem. T have before me specimens from a collection of some
fifteen hundred artifacts which were recently discovered here
in Southern California and whose authenticity has been called
in question by several archaeologists.”

“May I sce them?”

“Most certainly. I am eager to show them to you and I should
like to have you tell me if you saw objects of like nature among
the Indians of Arizona and California in 1540.”

Here I laid a handful of the crosses upon the table and await-
ed his reply.

His words were few and to the point. “I have secn many
like them. They were very common. The:Indians made many
such crosses of various sizes and kinds.”

“Did you say the Indians made them?”

“Yes, the Indians of the south. I saw many of them in Central
America.”

“Did you actually see the southern Indians making them?”

“No, but I did sce them wearing them — in Mexico and in
Guatemala and Yucatan.”

“Were they mostly made in Yucatan?”

“They were made all over the southern part of this conti-
nent.”

Taking up a bright silver specimen I held it above the table.
“Here is an especially handsome item. It is unusually large and
has on it six or eight heads of wolves, and in the nuddle is a
sculptured design which looks like the head of a ram.”

“It #s a ram’s head. The Indians put many animal heads on
their crosses in order to designate the tribe to which they be-
longed. They did not exactly worship animals, but they held
them in high esteem. The wolf tribe, for instance, held the
wolf in especial estcem.”

“I understand that, Coronado, for among certain North
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from one tribe to another. They go back hundreds of years.”

“That is what I have been told and that is what I wanted
you to confirm. I particularly value your testimony, for you
were early in Arizona. Some think it possible that the natives
got the concept of the cross from some Christian explorer long
before the coming of Cortez.”

“No. On the contrary, the cross concept probably arose
from a consideration of the four corners of the earth. It was not
especially the symbol of Christianity. It preceded the Chris-
tian church.”

“That is what I have read in books on ethnology. Now here
is a very striking specimen. I have only one like it. To me its
lines seem to signify the sun — the rays, as you see, stream out
from several circles. The Indians were all sun worshipers, were
they not?”

“ Yes, they worshiped the sun as the creator of light.”

“They used the heads of animals as symbols of sacrifice, not
as an object of worship.”

“Yes, and also as a sign of their tribe or clan.”

“I come now to another singular fact, Coronado, and I hope
you will be quite candid about it. All the mission fathers and
the books concerning the missions, so far as I have read, fail
to mention the fact that these heathen tribes already possessed
crosses when the first Christian cross was brought into New
Spain.”

“That is true and quite natural. The missionaries shrank
from letting the Mother Church in Spain know that they had
found these barbaric peoples already making use of the cross,
and for that reason they carefully ignored it in their reports.”

“In the books of Engelhardt I found no mention of it. Ofiate
gave me the first clue when he stated that in 1604 he saw In-
dians wearing metal crosses in their hair.”
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“That was true. I myself in 1540 saw the Indians wearing
crosses in that manner.”

“Do you mean they were stuck in a band or fillet?”

“No, they were laid on the forehead. That is, the smaller
ones were so worn.”

I presented a larger specimen. “Did they wear larger ones
like this?”

“No, the larger ones were kept in their houses and used in
different ceremonials.”

“Returning to this long one, apparently of silver, would
such a cross be carried in the dances by the medicine man?”

“Probably, or by one of the chief men of the tribe.”

“Here is a very strange one on which are heads wearing tall
headdresses. What would these heads represent?”

“Probably they are faces of the gods they worshiped.”

“Its shape certainly has nothing to do with the Christian
cross.”

“None of them had. The faces on this one probably repre-
sented Quetzalcoatl.”

Taking up one of the small plaques I held it to the light.
“Here is an object which has puzzled all of those who have ex-
amined it. Have you seen anything like it? It has on i, you
perceive, a bell surrounded by ten Oriental heads, each wear-
ing a turban or crown.”

“No, I have not seen anything like it before except in stone.
It might have been used as a symbol in the market place. It
was the custom for someone to ring a bell to call the people to
the market place for trading or conference. The bell on the
plaque might be a symbol of that bell.”

“All the heads surrounding the bell are wearing Hindu tur-
bans. What is the meaning of that?”

“Possibly the plaques are Moorish. The Moors and Spanish
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“Thank you, and good-by.”

“Good-by.”

After a moment of silence Fuller spoke, “Garland, I have
Alvarado here. He preceded Coronado. He was the lieutenant
of Cortez. Would you like to speak with him?”

“Yes, indeed!”

A strong whisper with a touch of Spanish in its accent an-
nounced, “Pedro de Alvarado.”

“Alvarado, I greet you. I am especially eager to talk with
you, for you knew the people of Yucatan and Guatemala. Per-
haps you heard my talk with Coronado. Here are some crosses
from my collection. Have you seen crosses like these in Gua-
temala?” .

“Yes, I saw many like them. They were common in Guate-
mala during my stay there in 1524. The people of that region
made them and carried them and used them in their ceremoni-
als.” '

I held up one with two heads on it, each head adorned with
a tall headdress. “Here is a most ancient one. Is it from
Quiché?”

“Yes. That is Quetzalcoatl, the god of the humming bird.”

“Did you see the natives wearing similar crosses in their
hair?”

“Yes, and also on their arms — the forearm. The large ones
they wore around the waist. Others were kept in their houses
and used to appease the gods.”

“I have been told that they buried them on high hills as
sacrifices to their gods. Did they worship the animals which
they put on their crosses?”

“No, they were merely the sign of the tribe. When the mon-
key or wolf was sacrificed, he was asked in the ceremony to
invoke the good will of the sun god. The sun god was supreme.
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When the Indians held their ceremonials and said their prayers,
they asked the monkey (if it was the monkey tribe) to go to
the god of the sun and beseech aid. They believed the animals
could do that.”

“I am told that they went to the top of high hills not only
to escape prying eyes but also because it brought them nearer
the sun.”

“That is true. I was called by Guatemalans ‘Child-of-the-
Sun’ — Donatiub. Did you know that?”

“No, but I find it most interesting. I am told that the people
of Guatemala and Quiché migrated up along the coast.”

“That is right. They did.”

“Was that before you became governor or after?”

“Before. At different times they migrated. The Indians
were a nomadic people. They moved north or south in small
groups. When Cortez came many were driven out. They did
not wish to become Christians or be under the white man’s
dominance. So they migrated, some going north, some south.”

“Does that account for their presence in Southern Califor-
nia?”

“Yes. They went even farther. Many kept on to northern
countries — even to cold climates. Some went as far as Alaska.
Their crosses have been overlooked so far, but tribes in the
North had them.” (This was a totally new concept to me.)

“Alvarado, I have myself discovered eight of these crosses
in this region, and I am now seeking the places where they
originated. Were they made in Guatemala?”

“The Quiché people made many. — You see I was viceroy
of Guatemala, sent out by Spain. You know about my expedi-
tion, do you not? I was fitted out with an expedition to come
to California in 1539, but I was killed before I started. I was
crushed by rocks — many falling rocks. So I never led the ex-
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Amulet with butterfly in center.

pedition. Cabrillo took it after my death.” (I knew nothing

of this event.)
“I greatly value your testimony, Alvarado. You alone of

all my informants go back to the source of these objects. I feel
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that in you I have what is called a final and competent witness.”

“I shall be happy to come again.”

“I shall call for you at need and, if you do not object, I will
put your testimony in my book.”

“I shall be delighted. Adios.”

This account of his death by “falling rocks, many rocks”
was so unexpected and so surprising that I turned to the his-
torians for verification. One authority said, “He was killed in
an affray with the Indians near Guadalajara”; another stated
that he was crushed by his own horse which slipped and fell
upon him. Five widely differing dates were given of his birth,
but all agreed that he died in 1541. Cabrillo’s expedition to
California followed in 1542. These discrepancies led me to
“call him up” again.

On September 14, Fuller again succeeded in bringing him,
and I took up the discussion of these various disagreements.
“Alvarado, what was the date of your birth?”

Afrer some hesitation he replied, “1486.”

“How old were you when you came to Mexico?”

“I was a young man — twenty-six.”

“In our former talk you said you were killed by falling
rocks. Did the Indians tumble these rocks down upon you?”

“I do not know if it was Indians or a landslide. In the biog-
raphy of me, Bancroft and Engelhardt both mention that it
was due to the Indians.”

“Yes, they say in an affray with Indians.”

“It may have been. I did not see any Indians. I was going
along the road.”

“In the daytime?”

“No, in early dusk. Suddenly rocks came tumbling down
upon me.”

“Were you alone?”
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“Yes, like wire.”

“Why did they call you ‘Child of the Sun’?”

“It may be that it was because I was like a sun god — having
much strength and power.”

At this point the whispering grew faint and finally ceased.
Since then I have been unable to recall him for further ques-
tioning.

At the close of this interview Fuller jestingly whispered,
“Why not Columbus?”

“No. So far as I am concerned, this closes the argument for
the artisans of Quiché and Guatemala. Alvarado was their
ruler, he saw them wearing these amulets in 1524. I see no point
in going beyond his testimony.”
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Chapter 23
San Luis Obispo

As a scrupulously candid historian, I must record the fact
that my invisible guides were not infallible. On the contrary,
their information was often confused and contradictory. They
talked like human beings, and like human beings they made
mistakes or were sadly misinformed. Considered as expressions
of the psychic’s mind (or of the minds in our circle), they may
be excused for occasional errors.

From the beginning, they delivered messages which could
not be verified. They ascribed to one man experiences which
belonged to another. They foretold events which did not
come to pass. They definitely and positively promised to
give us their ectoplasmic portraits, confidently declaring that
their forms would be found upon our films, but development
revealed no “extras.” They told us that a pointed mound on
a San Jacinto hill had been made by the Indians, but my fellow
investigator, Major Lewis, who climbed to the mound, report-
ed it to be a natural formation.

Similarly, we failed to find signs of an underground house
or khiva on the Camarillo hill, but that the psychic trusted in
the statements of the voices was evidenced by the fact that
she twice climbed that cactus-covered slope. She was equally
confident that by following the guidance of the voice calling
1self Father Lasuén we would find the silver caches. In short,
while I had been able to disassociate the voices from her nor-
mal speech organs, I could not disprove the charge that the in-

271



The Mystery of the Buried Crosses

formation conveyed by the whispers was the product of her
subconscious mind, influenced by my own reading and experi-
ence.

Fuller, for all his characteristic bluntness of statement, failed
in many of his predictions, and I observed that he forecast
events which the psychic and I both wished might come true.
He changed his mind frequently, excusing himself by saying,
“I was misinformed.”

Over against these many mistakes and failures, however, 1
shall now set the story of an expedition which presents appar-
ently the most definite proof of occult foreknowledge and in-
visible guidance.

For several weeks the voice calling itself Fuller had occa-
sionally referred to his discovery that there were some crosses
buried near the mission of San Luis Obispo, but as this meant
a round-trip drive of over four hundred miles, we had hesitated
about making it. At last, on August 16, I said to him “Henry,
we have planned a trip to San Francisco and the Redwood
Highway, and we shall spend one night in San Luis Obispo.
Have you any further knowledge concerning the crosses which
you said are buried there?”

“Yes, I have. I can tell you exactly what to do. Go to the
mission, turn to the left, drive a mile or a little more to the west
and you will see on your right a flat-topped hill. It is not very
high and it has a little vegetation on it. There are two crosses
on that hill.”

“Are they on private ground?”

“Yes — in a pasture, but no one will molest you.”

“Will you be there to guide us to the spot?”

“Yes, I shall be with you and direct you.”

We left for San Luis Obispo early on the morning of Au-
gust 17, 1937, my wife, Mrs. Williams and 1. As Mrs. Williams
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