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The Prez Sez

By Jeff Lubbert

We have the big one coming up this month, Rush |
to the Rockies 2003. We will need plenty of bodies to
pull this thing off. Ron Erickson has been asking for
volunteers at the meetings. He has had sign up sheets
for areas in which you would like to help. There will
be other needs for help as things pop up. For all who
volunteered, thank you, and please do not get upset i
there is nothing to do right away. One of the bigges
things any Eureka! member can do is be an ambassador
for the club to the public. Chatting with out-of-towners or those not
associated with the club goes along way in how people feel about the
hunt.

There is always a last minute need for help in several areas; just
keep your ears open and check in with Ron occasionally to see if you
can help in away. If he knows you would like to help and you are
around, odds are you will be summoned to assist in some fashion.
Those of you who just wish to concentrate on hunting, have fun and
show the rest of the hunters how a Eureka! hunter operates.

{Continued on page 2)

Next Club Meeting

2nd Friday, June 13, 2003, 7:30 p.m.

The Glendale Community Center

999 S. Clermont Street, Glendale, Colorado
Hotline: (303) 595-5448 <> www.geocities.com/Eureka-thc/
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Happy June Birthday!

Howdy! (from your June Soundoff Editor)
Rush to the Rockies

Dean's Doodles

Upcoming Eureka! Meetings and Events
Officers and Board

Coordinators and Volunteers

Secretary's Notes for May

May Finds of the Month

Dead Presidents Picnic Potluck Hunt
Commercial Advertising

Member Classified Ads

Thanks to Our Refreshments Volunteers!
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Legendary Treasure
Found?

Santa Ana's Gold Could be Buried in South Texas!
By TJ Healy

As a traveler and a treasure hunter, I feel fortunate to run into
people from all walks of life who have tales to tell and some of
those tales are of Legendary Lost Treasure.

I found this to be the case while I was hunting the beaches of
South Padre Island in Texas this past winter. I met another detec-
torist by the name of Bill who was from a small town in Iowa. Bill
and I exchanged stories and I decided to show him the array of
metal detectors that I carry around with me in my motor home.
These included a White's two-box detector as well as a Minelab
GP Extreme. We then made plans to search a property in lowa
where the remnants of an old stage station were located. Having
made these plans we parted as friends.

Some two days later, Bill shows up at the beach with such
enthusiasm as only a treasure hunter could display. He told me the
tale of a treasure that was buried by the defeated Mexican army as
it made its way back to Mexico after the battle of Palo Alto. Three .
wagon loads of gold were buried a few miles south of the battle-
field. He had met a Mexican who knew of the location of this
unfound treasure.

As Bill proceeded to tell me the story, I reached for a Texas
treasure book and found the same story that Bill told, except there
was a slight difference in location markers. The book told of three
small palm trees marking the spot. Bill's Mexican friend, however,
spoke of three small hills marking the location. Bill and the Mexi-
can had figured that with my group of deep secking detectors, the
three of us could locate the gold.

After we met with the Mexican, he drew up an agreement
that we all signed. We then proceeded with the search. Just as the
Mexican described, in the middle of the three small hills, the
White's two-box detector gave a consistent tone in an area of
about 25 feet by 35 feet. In the eyes of each of us, one could see
distinct dollar signs as we proceeded to dig a 6-foot-deep hole. At
this point we were in heavy clay and each additional heavy
shovel-full took it's toll on each of us. The two-box continued to
ring out as did the GP Extreme at the bottom of the hole. It was
then that we decided to continue the search the next day with the
help of a backhoe that could be rented in a nearby town.

As we were leaving and the sun was into late afternoon shad-
ows, you could make out the outline of what appeared to be an old
road or wagon rut area because of the way the weeds took on a
different lean in this type of lighting. As we danced back to the
motor home, those dollar signs were still in our eyes.

When we were preparing to depart, another Mexican drove
up and asked us what we had been doing on the land. Our Mexi-
can friend told this guy that we were out surveying the land as it
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