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“HOLLOW MOUNTAIN-
FILLED WITH GOLD?

BY RAY DORR

Uncle Earl never found his way back to the fabulous gold-filled sand of Crystal
Cave, but it's waiting there somewhere - maybe only a few shovelfuls away

Either Uncle Earl M. Dorr discovered the richest
gold deposit in the United States in 193], or he
was the most imaginative liar in the state of Cali-
fornia, One thing is certain. His lost cavern of gold
ain't lost! Its exact location—if it does exist—is
mapped, charted and public information. Twé men
were killed as recently as 1959 in a tunnel leading to
Earl Dorr’s cavern. Some people siay at least five men
have died inside the "hollow mountain,” including
the two prospectors who were entombed alive by
my desert-rat relative.

In 1934, Uncle Earl made the following sworn
testimony bhefore a notary public in Los Angeles
Counuy, California. -

“To whom it may concern:

"This is to certify that there is located in San
Bernardino County, California, about 250 miles from
Los Angeles, a certain cave. Traveling over state high-

wavs by automobile the cave is reached in about 10

hours.

“A Civil Engineer, Mr. Morton, and I spent four
days exploring the cave for more than eight miles. We
carried with us Altimeters, Pedometers and a Theo-
dolite, with which to observe and record actual
dirvections, take elevations and measurements by tri-
angulation.

“Our exploration revealed the [ollowing [acts:

“1. From the mouth of the cave, we descended
about 2,000 feet, where we encountered a canyon,
which from the Alumeters and by calculations we
found to e [rom 3,000 to 3,500 [eet deeper; making
a total depth of 5,400 from the mouth where we
entered the caves to the floor of the canyon.

“2. We [ound the cave divided into many caverns
or chambers, of various sizes, all filled and embellishéd
with Stalactites and Stalagmites, besides many gro-
tesque and fantastic shapes that make these caves one
of the wonders of the world.

3. The largest chamber we explored is about 300
feet wide, 400 feet long and from 50 to 110 feet high.
1t is encrusted with crystals, fashioned into festoons of
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Abace v Kokoweef (Ressler) Prak, San Btrnardine County, CaliYarnia. Clearly cisible is the fanlt line containing

Crystaf Cave. through which the author's uncle reached Dorr Peak 1o diccover its awesome cache of treasure.

mnumerable Stalactites, that hang from the ceiling.
some ol which wre extremely large. Oune, the Jargest
seen, is 27 feet i dizmmeter and hangs 1,510 [eet down
inta a 3,000 foot canvon. This great Stalactite is
perpetually washed by water flowing down over it
and falling into the davk canvon depths. The huge
glistening white crystal is 500 feet longer than the
Eiffel Tower, and challenged us with amazement and
wonder. -

4. There is a flowing river on the floor of the
canyon, which rises and falls with tidal regularity.
All measurements and estimates of the river, includ-
ing its tides and beach sands, were reckoned by tri
angulation, taken with the Theodotlite, and while we
did not reach the river, nevertheless, taking observa-

tions with our Theodslite and its telescope, we
reckoned the river to be about 300 feet at high tide
and 10 feet wide at low tide. Te rises and falls from
74 to 8 feet. T'he Peyserd brothers cottfirm our reck-
oning. (Author's Note: The Pexsert brothers were
Indians who worked o my grandfather’s Colorudo
vanch in the 1890°s. They took a liking to their boss's
cldest son. then a hot-tem peved young cawboy. [When
oue of the Peysert brothers was killed in the covern,
the survivors weve forbidden by "tribal law 1o veturn
to the place of his death. Probably about 1930 they
told Uncle Eavl of theiv tribal secret)

3. When the tide is out, there is exposed on both
stdes of the river from 100 to 150 fcet of black sand.
which the Pevsert brathers (continned on page 89)
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HULLUW MOUNTAIN—HLLED WITH GOLD? continued from page 49

report I8 very vich In placer gold. They
report the sands of the river shore to be
from 4 to 11 feet deep and on an average
about 8 fcet wide,

. There are numerous ledges above the
canyons that are trom 10 to 40 feet wide
and covered with sand. We persoually ex-
ploved the ledge sand for a distance of
more than R miles, finding little variation
in the depth and whith of thexe ledge sands.
And wherever examined. the ledge sands
arc found to he fabulously rich in placer
rold.

7. | have known inthaeately Oliver, Buck
and Geoige Pevsert from my hovhood. |
have discussed these caves with them re-
peatedly and thovoughly. They have re-
ported to me in detoil their experience in
exploring the caves. Oue of them. Ceorge.
lost his life in the cave. Duck and Oliver
sav George was killed by diving In the
viver on the foar of the canvon. He struck
an unseen rack, which killed him instantly.
T'hey have veported to me repeatedly their
mining expertences and sav they mined an
the heach sands of the river a total, in all.
of six weeks. They carvied lumber down
ta the rhver and coustructed a slaice hox
and, using a pump, the three mined for six
weeks, during which time they recovered
merc than 837,000 in gold (gold at 820 per
ounce) : they sent their gold dirvectly to
the US. Miut and banked the returns in
a hank in Nceedles, Californla, and another
hank in Las Vegas, Nevada, T last talked to
them in my home ahout November 10,
1934, at which time they repeated their
former statements, giving information as
to how they discorvered the river, and more
of their cxpericuces in mining, They re-
covered several of the largest nuggets of
gold cver found in California.

“Both Mr. Morton and mysclf filled our
pockets with the sands from  the ledges.
carried it out and had it assayed. Just what
Mr. Morton's sands assaved. I do not know,
but it was approximarcly 32,000 per ton. I
Grrried oot 10 pounds and 2 ounces of the
ledge sand, and panned 7 ounces, recover-
ing more than S7 in gold with gold at S20
per ounce. I sold the gold for SIS per
aunce. The balance of my ten pounds of
wnd T sent to Johu Herman, a Los Aungeles
acaver. Hix asay 'certificate shows a value
of S2U447 per vard—gold ac S2067 per
mnce.

“l. F. P. Dogr. residing ut 390 Adena
Street. Pasadena, California, make the fore-
aning stiements for the purpose of induc-
ing imvestors o imvest in the work of
mtining the gold in these caves and T snl-
ermly swear that all «atements hereinabove
e true amd that all persons will find the
phisical. eomditions in the cavie as ahove
~stated.

(rigned) F. P. Dorn

ssubseribed and <worn on this 10th dav

o Deceniber, 1931, ’

tignedy H. thwiwrtn Miuere, Norary

"ublic in and for the County aof L
Vogeles, State of Californial”

Thc so-fier anamswtreld problem of access
to the Givern of gold was created on the
v Undde Bl canied Mr. Morton out of
the depths of Crvstal Cave. According to
my uncde, Mro Movton was sick amd had to
I tahen o a hospital in Las Vegae Two

prospectors, camiped at the mouth of Crystal
Cave, helped carry Mr, Morton to Uncle
Earl's beat-up old touring car parked at the
foot of Kokowcef Peak. On the way, ‘they
discovered the hlack sand and gold in the
old man’s pockets. My uncle told me he
innmediately went hack into the cave and
dynamited shut a narrow tinnel, sealing
ofl the cavern, exeept for a sccond catrance
through which he had seen daylight while
he was inside the cavern. He gambled on
locating this sccond entrance rather than
loye the weasure to claim jumpers.

Some people say that Earl Dorr returned
from taking My, Morton to the hospital to
find the two prospectors inside the cave
and thae ac that time he scaled it off,

ast winter. T was hived by Molhyhdenum

Corporation of \merica to iy 1,000
miles from my home in Colovade to be their
conaruction representative at a European
mill being built on the sammiic of Moun-
tain Paxs, California—less than three miles
from  Uncle Earlx hollow wountain! s
Uncle Earl bad many times told e the
story of the lost cavern, T decided o attempt
to find out whether the tough old ex-cow-
hoy and mlner-prospector had spene oo
many searx in the desert sun, or had actu-
ally dicd a multimillionaire whosc ault
door got Jammed shut, s an cmplove of
the mining company, [ would have access
to detailed geological maps of the immedi-
ate area. Ao, [ would he in a pasition to
question  mining  engineers, assavers and
laird-rock miners who had spent a lifetime
pecking away at Mother Naturc's desolate.
rock-bonnd storchoutse.

At the Las Vegas airport. U reated a car
and took the highway sonth across the desert.
with i1s sparse vegetation of cactus ang salt
weed, The air felt balmy and luxarious.
Far nearly an hour. T tooled along. Tn the
distance on cither side of the highway vose
low mountains of stark, jagged granite. At
the California stare line. the road went flat.
ot across a dry kike hed for ten miles and
arched up in a deeeptively steep climb into
u pass through a range of cvaggy mouncains,
Cliffs closed in on cither side of the high.
wiy, .\ few scrawny cattle nibbled on tufes
of vy grass at the base of Spanish Dagger
cactus, Joshua trees thrast theiv spiny arms
rom narvow crevices hetween granite bhoul-
ders. 1 took a decp breath and smiled, |
wis back .in desert country again.

Near the summit of the pass. T eased the
ar ol onto the Bailey Turnoff voad thi
led 10 La Cenda Café. N divt roud
thvough a group af house trailevs. then
twisted vp the side of a mountain to
cluster of weather-beaten mine and  mill
buildings. At the mine office. T parked the
car, worked mv wav past a veceptionist
and an olfice manager to the superintenduent,
Mu. Railey was not only the mine sitperin-
tendent, he was the patriarch of Mountain
Iuss. An old-time Westerner, he was shon
on words but long on savvy,

The main officc had failed to notify him
thar T was arriving. so there was some con-
fusion as to why T suddenly appeared on
liis doorstep. My regeption was a hic ehiliy.
llowever, we finally blundered  thvough
formalities wmud got avound 1o small wik.

Had 1 ever been in desert country he
fove? Yes, T ohad spent quite a bit of thne
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in the desarts of Californin, New Mexico,
andd Chihuabuza and Sonora in Old Mexico.
My, Balley began 1o looxen up a latle, He
had xpent lifieen vears at Mountain Pass,
I palled iy ace in the hole.

A amatter of fac: 1 had an ancle who
lived vight here in these momnaing by
Mountain Pass for mamy years, Did vou
happen to know Farl Dovre™

“ls e Favl Dovrr No, 1 didn't
know him, bat -F baned aheat him,” My,
Bailey  swung around  in his chaiy and
pointed out a window 1o an add-shaped
peak thut juued up hehind the first range
an the oppasite side of the pass. “Sce that
maantiin? s called Dorr Peak. Your uncle
spent g goad many vears dliggin® in rhae
mountain.”

A that point. 1 pulled a colossal hiunder,
I wald the mine saperintendent that he was

sar

mistaken. The air again torned frasty anil.

remained that way as long as 1 was an that
joh. But the canse of that blunder mav bhe
the reason why so many warchers have
failed to gain entrance to the huge cavern
of gold. For vears. men have heen tunneling
into what Mr. Bailey culled Dorr Peak, But
when | was abhout 1en vears old. my father
took me ont to visit Uncde Earl v i
shack. which was dow 16 2 tumnel he was
digging. That <hack was in a canveon on
the opposite side of the Mescal Mountain
Ruange from Darr Peakl

The next day. things began 10 perealate.
I ate breakfast and lanch with the wminers
at Lu Cenda Café. which was operated hy
a Mrs. Dickson. This gray-haired ludy cnne
to Monntain Pass abont the time my uncle
moved away. She told me nne of Uncle
Earl's cronies was a dried-up Jittle desert

rat numced Pete Ressder, Peter wix vimored
to have heen a member of the Butch Cas-
sidy gang. Before his death, Pete gave Mis,
Dickson some charts, made by my ancle,
of the hollow mommiineg Now, she grave
them to me. -

One morming. 1 wax sindling in pancakes
and sausages ar Lo Cenda when o stranger
sickedenly appeared at my able, He was in
his carly thivties, short, with vaompled
clothes, a two davs’ growth of heard, dark.
wavy hair and blue evex that missed focus-
ing on mine hy a fraction of an inch, 1
had seen that same look an the faces of
many treasare bhunters, The man was look-
ing at me. bt in hix dream world, he was
seeing something clse. He chuched a ba-
teved black hrief case 10 his chest,

*“Are vou Ray Dovey™ he asked.

“Yes, Sit down, won't you?”

He slid onto the vdge of a chair,
Earl Don sour uncle:™

I wodded.

He grinnmed. T heavd yon were here, |
came ont from Los Angeles 1o sce von,™
He tapped the briel case. “In here. 1 have
eversthing that was  ever written abaoae
vour ancle and Kokoweef Cavern.™ The
eves pleaded with me, “That gold is down
there, 1 know ji My wife lvft me, ol iy
family, ton, because Thve spent sa mudch
time looking for the lost entrance. But the
pold s there. isn' iz Ix e why vou're
herer Did vour wnde tell yvou something
that hasn't been printed?”

“Now. wait a minute.” U Lnughed, which
was o mistake. becsuse to this num and
many others 1 talked: with while at Moun-
tain Pass, the gold in the hollow maountain
is not a laughing matter, “1I'm nat out here
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to lind Uncle Earl's gold, althoogh 17
certainly not going to kick a fortune asid
il 1 stunnble over it. Uncle Farl ialhed
lot about the cavern. bhut he did have
vivid imagination.”

The voung man wrenched open the bric
cise andd ahrust veamx of snerials ae me
California - mining  journals,  newspaper
copies of alfidavits. M1 had articles alw
Uncle Earl's cavern.

“The gold doex exist! You can't deny i
with all this evidenee!”™ he said. “The
are a few things that 1 haven't been abl
1o figure out. Will you help me:”

“Sure, what do viu need?”

“Did vour wuncle die i rich wan, a mi
lionaire. as this artide ws#™

“Nape. Duving his last vears, he was
wittchiman at o tangsten mine near Victen
ville.” I told him.

Frowning. he orossed ont than pare of
evidence.

“People sometimes Jaugh at his storic
about the huge wwvern and  the undae
ground viver in the desert and the fact tha
it rises amd falls with the tide. Do o
know anvthing 1o hack up these sioriex?

mining  engineer siing  at

A nearhy ahle. T called him over un
put the question to him,

“In ahe frst place.” the enginceer ox
plained. “we know that there is gold i
thix region. From outside the café, vou ¢a
sce the dumps of old Spanish mines higi
on the cast side of the pass. In face. ul
around this avea ave pold mines, some o
whith  were worked  wmil recent  vear
The Mountain Pass mine originally wa
a gold mine.

“\lsn. we know that there are extensiv
cavern svstems in these mountains. Ther
arc several caverns inside- Kokoweef Peal
Your uncle claimed to have descended int
the big cavern through Crystal Cave o
Kakoweef.

“About water. There’s lots of it undc
thix sun-baked desert. For the time being. w
pump thousaids of gallons of water ever
day from Murphey Wello which i dow
on the flats on the oppasite side of Koke
weel Peak. Incidentally. that well ix o tin
with the undergronnd  river vour undl
shawx on his charis,

“You asketl about the river rising an
falling  with  the tide.” The engine
chuckled, "Is strange. but the water lesc
in some of the wells around here does rix
and fall with the moon tide.”

The following weekend. T oarove aat o
Mammtiin Pass and twoned off at the cafi
Instcad of driving west. to the miue,
headed the car cast onto a dirt read tha
twisted up a sevies of cainvons and ridec
until it came out onto a plateanlike are
ut the north cdge of 1he Mesweal Riunae
Rising out of the platean was a mase o
stone seveval Thandred feer highe somewha
resembling a capsized battleship, V\long it
vidge was a straight line of oliffs. vk
oppressive and  puncturad with caves—oh
vimslv a fanlt line, This was Kokower
Peitk, Bevond was a smaller peak  upun
which the clills again appeared in line witl
those on Kakoweel., The cliffs on this jxak-
Daorr Peak—were even more davkly awesonn:
as thev dropped away thousands of feet
the dvv Tvanpah lake bed in the <un
worched valley helow.,

Parking heside the burned.ont ruins o

was



Pete- Ressler's cabin. T backiracked. then
Jollowed a foot trail up the side of Koko-
weef to the entrance to Crystal Cave. It
was a few hundred fect helow the cliffs and
looked like a manhole In the side of the
mountain. The top of a rickety ladder
poked out of the manhole. The bhottom
perched on a ledge wo wider than your
hand. The top of another ladder was visible
at the ledge. the lower portion obscured by
the darkness of the pit. 1 dropped a rock
inco the openlug. It bounced and rattled
town the shaft for several seconds.

ut of that hole, Uncle Earl was sup-

posed to have carricd the sick Mr.
Morton. Uncle Earl could have donc that.
He was a big and extremely powerful man,
\With the help of the two prospectors, he had
carricd the engincer down the mountain
to the dirt road where my car was now
parked. On the way, the prospectors foumld
the gold in Mr. Morton's pockets. So Uucle
Earl had climbed back up the mountain
and descended deep Into the cave to blast
shut a2 tunnel. Later explovers of Crystal
Cave did Indeed find a tunnel blasted shut
and the letters "D-O-R-R™ smoked on the
ceiling with a carblde lamp.

In 1939, two men trled to blast open the
wnnel. They died from dynamite fumes.
Were they the sccond and third to dle In
the hollow mountain? Or the fourth and
ifeh:

A vear later, an emaciated creature stag-
gered onto Mountaln Pass Highway, He
habbled somethlug about hls wife and two
children at Pete Ressler’s cabin. A rescue
party found the woman and children close
o deach. The husband had gambled all
their lives on the chance that he could
dig into the blg cavern through Dorr Peak
belore they all died of starvation.

In 1963, pollce officers rushed up the
dirt road to Kokoweek Peak 'to prevent an
old-fashioned shoot-out over claim jump-
ing between a group of prospectors and|a
drilling crew working for Emmett J. Culll-
gan, of water-softcner fame. At tha: thne.
the prospectors hinted they had discovered
the long souglit-after second cnatrance to
the big cavern. However, the mountain is
now deserted. as it was the frst thne Uncle
Earl scaled its dark side in 1931,

Back at e highwayv, I turned west onto
the lane marked “Los Angeles.” T was out
of the pase before T saw what 1 had been
looking for—the foundations of the old
Clark Mountain Station. This was the one
landmark [ remembered [rom the single
trip T had made to Uncle Earl’s shack at
the age of cen. mowe than a quarter of a
century ago.

Bevond the foundations, a «dirt voad,
orvergrown  with  brusl, snaked hetween
cactus taward the south edge of the Mescal
Range. An hoar later. the car wheezed to
a stop beside the remains of the rusting
sticet-iron  shack  that  snuggled  hetween
towering slabs of rock at the mouth of a
narrore. camvon. A herd of wild burros
scampered up a side canvon, then reap-
peaved as they climbed high among the
recke above,

{ Kicked around the cabin for souvenirs.
Sufling a Mashlight in one hip pocket and
a 38 SXW iu the other. 1 tock off up the
camaon on foot. following a well worn trall.
The sctting sun lengthened the darkening
shadows in that narrow. crooked canyon.

In some places, [ could reach out and touch
both vertical walls, I'tn not a superstitious
person, and I don’t want to sound corny,
but after all those ycars, I had a funny
feeling that Uncle Earl was tn that canvon
with me. Not that [ mindcd; he was a great
old gent.

High on the right-hand side of the can-
yon was a formation similar to the cliffs on
Kokowecf. There were many caves, but noue
showed signs of being worked. It was hait
an hour before [ saw what U had been
searching for—a dummp below a large cave.

Breathless, [ scrambled up the steep cane

von side. switched on the flashlight "and
cdged into the dark cavern, It was a large
room with a rock formation through the
center, [ stumbled over somcthing hard—
an old wheelbarrow. At the back of the
room was a large, dark hole in the cavern
Roor. The fAashlight revealed a shaft about
twenty fect deep, well cribbed, with a sub-
stantial-looking ladder nailed to the crib-
hing. :
There was writlng on the rock wall above
the shaft. In lavrge. black. fuzzy letters. writ.
ten: wlth a carbide lamp. were the words;
DANGER—KERP OUT—EARL Dokx.

Climbing down the ladder, 1 found my-
self In a natural tunoel leading deeper into
the mountaln. Cristals glistened in the
walls. The tunnel opeuned into a room, The
floor arched outward and downward at a
stcep angle. A votted ladder (ollowed the
contour of the flcor until hoth disappcaretl
downward to unknown depths. Without a
ropc and some help. 1 had no intention of
climbing down that ladder. The rcar wall
of the room was a wass of granite, as
polished as a headstone. This was exactly
the same formation Uncle Earl showed in
his drawings of the cavern under Koko-
weef, which was several miles away,

hy did Uncle Earl spend so maay

years digging in this cave while he told
everyone, from mining cngineers to treasure
hunters, that the best way to reach the
cavern was by tunncling into Kokoweef or
Dorr Peaks? Was it under this area that
he had seen sunlight fltering into the big
cavern? That didu't make seuse. The wmajor
fault under Kokowect and Dorr Pcaks van
east and west. well to the north of this
cave, I knew that the only answer—if there
was a logical answer—would be in the geo-
logical maps In the engincer’s office at the
mine.

Arriving at the mine carly Monday morn-
ing. 1 dug throngh the files and pulled owm
the one map U wanted. It showed the cast
and west fault under Kokoweef. My finger
moved west along the fault line. Then,
there le was! A solid line that branched off
the fault and ran divectlv to Uncle Earl's
cave! 1f the huge cavern of goldd does exist,
it cotld extend as far as the cave on the
south cdge of the Meseal Range. The un-
discovered sccond opening could be in that
relatively unprospected arca.

A lhusky miner who knew- 1 had been
looking for Uncle Earl's cave cnteved the
eugineer’s office.

“Want to make a billion doliary
work this evening?™ [ asked.

“Why uot” he answered with a shrug,
“1 haven't got anything clse to do but go
home aud listen to the old lady nag at we.™

After work, we scrounged a cojl of rope
from the tool shed and went up to the cave

after

in the canvon above Uncle Earl's cabin. At
the wp of the rvotted Jadder, the miner
wedged himself Into a crevice and Ielaved
the rope around his walst. T tled on and
gingerly started down the ladder.,

"1t one of these rungs break, hang on
tight.” ¥ cantioned,

"I was planning on turning von loose
and kicking rocks down on vour head.”

The farther | inched my way dewn the
vertieal shaft, the closer the walls squeczed
In. Abont fortv fect down. my searching
foot struck solid rack. the bhottom of 1he
shaft. For the first time, 1 loosenced my prip
on the ladder and swept the shaft with
the flashlighe,

Gouges in the rock siowed where Undde
Earl had swung his pick for the last times
hefore the fine. white dust of this place
accmmulated in his lungs. forcing him 10
give up forever his dvenm of again wiading
throngh black, gold-laden sands. A brcath
of ajr stirred from an inch-wide fanlt-line
erack in the floor.

Somethlng huddled in the corner of the
shaft! 1 whippad the Hashlight avound! A
skeletonl The flesh was gone, but shreds of
skin cddung to whitened bones. 1 langhed
nervously 1o miysell when T orealizad it was
the skcleton ol a wild barro that had fal-
len down the shaft.
~When 1 otokd this pare of the story to
ARGOsY's article editor, Rob Shiarcll'a.' he
commented wrvly that there wias an ass at
the bottom of the ladder thae dav.

Uncle Earl never got into his private
Fort Knox a sccoml time. But he swore
he had scen light filieving inta 1he cavern
from a sccond cntrance. If somcone were
to dig down along the fault crack just two
more feet. wonld he break bmo a wnural
timael leading 10 the hig cavern? Or, for
the wore bizarre imagination. would he
suddenly break through 1he ceiling of a
3,000-foat-high cavern? -

Uncle Earl Dorr never learned the an.
swer. He spent the last vears of his lile
digging “just two more fevt.” ® o o



