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ThePadres Gold

by

William Bristol
from
“The House That B---- Built”

William Marion Bristol wasamanwholoved nature, which he
perceived in alight few of uswill ever see. William Marion
Bristol was aman of many interests and talents, yet very little

has been written about him and hiswork.

In the book, “The House That B—— Built,” by William B.,
WilliamBristol insisted that hisnamenot beused, insisting that
“modesty alwayscharms’ and “ distance lends enchantment.”
William Bristol built Wrightwood’'s Acorn Lodge (see &
“Wrightwood Roots,” December 1999) and wasthedesigner of
Camp Cagon, which enhanced the area just below today’s
intersection of I-15 and State Route 138 before its destruction
by the 1938 flood (see “Wrightwood Roots,” April & May

2002).
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William Marion Bristol

Thissdlectionfrom hisbook, “TheHouse That B Built” illustrates still another side of the

builder.

| have never been greatly impressed by tales of
hidden treasure. Everyone knowsthat old Mother
Earth has concealed in her crust countless tons of
gold. Itisalso known that, onthe average, it costs
more to find and extract it than it is worth. And,
whatever the fascination of the quest, the sameis
true of that which hasbeen buried by manto hideit
fromhisfellows.

A good newsreporter tellsin hisfirst paragraph the
outstandingfeaturesof hisnarrativeandthenfollows
withthedetails. | will reversethat order inmy story
of my experienceof yesterday, excepttosay that, in
the first year of national prohibition. | stumbled
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upon a stronghold of Bacchus in our own San
Bernardino county mountains.

Thirty years ago, with two companions and half a
dozenburros, | left LosAngelesonahuntingtripto
theupper San Gabriel Canyon. Six weekslater, our
appetites for venison having been satisfied, our
party disbanded. With my personal belongings
packed on my own burros, Moses and Samson, |
scaled the high ridge at the head of Prairie Fork of
the San Gabriel and descended into the north fork
of Lytle Creek. And thusit befell that | saw the
fertile valley of San Bernardino and became
enamored of the picturesque Highland foothills
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where | have since made my home

My Highland neighborshaveoftenwondered at my
interest in Lytle Creek and Cgjon Pass. Thecharm
of what | beheld when | stood on that lofty divide
and looked down across the serrated eastern
ramparts of Mt. San Antonio -- Old Baldy-- has
never beendispelled. Whenthespeedingautomobile
supplanted theburro asameansof transportationin
themountains, | turned still more frequently to the
heights of that picturesgque region. | have there
communed with Naturein many of her shaded and
charming nooks and bowers. The mountain folk,
too, | haveknownandvisitedintheir hospitableand
unconventional habitations. Their talesof mountain
happenings, of biggameslaughter, of horsethieves
and cattlerustlers, of goldrushesand diversmineral

excitements, have beguiled many a leisure hour.
Only ayear ago, however, | heard for thefirst time
the story of hidden treasurein Lytle Creek, buried
and left by the Spanish padres many decades ago.

And thisisthe story:

Withtheaid of thelndiansthe Padreswereworking
a profitable gold mine when, in 1833, the
secularization of the missions was ordered by the
Mexican government. Hearing that the soldiers
were coming to drive them from the canyon and
knowing that they would be robbed of the yellow
metal they had accumul ated, they buried thetreasure
and pronounced a curse upon any of the Indians
who should discloseits hiding place.

For various reasons the Padres did not return. The
Indian, knowing little of the power of the white
man’ sgold, andfearingal sothePadres curse, filled
themselveswiththehusksthat fell fromtheranches
of thewnhiteinvadersof their forefathers realm, and
went not again to Lytle Creek.

| say they went not again. That is nearly, but not
quite true.

Pablo Montesano and his wife, Juanita, took up
their abode at the ranch of John Blanque, near the
present siteof Highgrove. For many years they
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dwelt thereand Blanquewaskindtothesimpleand
faithful couple. But he came to know the story of
their flight from Lytle Creek and astheyearsrolled
by he became moreinsistent that they should break
their vow and conduct him to the enchanted spot.
Finally, when the shadows of age were creeping
uponthe primitivepair, they consented and thetrio
set out to find the place which the white man
pictured to himself as Paradise, but which the red
man doubted not would prove to be Purgatory

In spite of my intimate, acquaintance with Lytle
Creek, | wasunabl etorecogni zethepointsdescribed
inmy informant’ snarrative. | judge, however, that
it wasinthe neighborhood of the Glenn Ranch that
Pablofell desperatelyill andwasunableand unwilling
toproceedfarther. Briefly, theparty returnedtothe
Highgrove ranch. It was not known that Blanque
madeany further efforttofindthegold. A fewyears
|ater he disappeared and wasnever after seeninthe
community.

| have said that it was a year ago that | heard the
story of the hidden treasures. More accurately it
wasinJune, whenwewerebuildingthefirst concrete
tablesat Camp Cajon. Ever since, until yesterday,
| havebeentoobusy tojourney againtoL ytleCreek
to inspect a curious geological formation which
taught my eye as | followed my burros down that
enchanted canyon three decades ago.

EveryonewhohasbeeninLytleCreek knowsof the
old placer diggings in the lower reaches of the
canyon. Only oldtimers, however, know of Banks
Gulch and other sources of gold in the upper
portion of the north fork. As for myself, | have
never sought the yellow metal in its native matrix.
My knowledge of geology issuperficial only and |
have simply sought to read Nature's record of
formations and transformations as written in the
earth’ stopography. As| was berating Moses and
Samson for their plodding pace on that October
day, thirty yearsago, my eye caught aglimpse of a
white ledge set amost in the north wall of the
canyon. “Lime,” | said to myself and passed on. |
did not then know that lime, in its purer forms, is
marble.
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| cannot tell what mental processsent meyesterday
to Lytle Creek — but | went. | did not find the
Padres gold, but I did learn what became of it.
Thosewho gouptoday to seewhat | saw yesterday,
will getthesamethrillsthat | didandwill understand
why astrangeand creepy feeling comesover meas
| write. Briefly, | wentto Lytle Creek yesterday to
examine that marble ledge and found, all at once,
the solution of two distinct mysteries.

Reaching the foot of the ledge, which was half a
hundred feet wide, | determined to climb to the
summit of the ridge and look down into Lone Pine
Canyon ontheother side. Onreaching the summit
| paused to gaze upon the landscape beforeme. As
| did so, | caught sight of abit of sawed boardinthe
marblefragmentsat my feet. Thosewho havecome
upon the obvious work of man in the mountain
wilds will testify that it always attracts instant
attention. Pushing asidethebrokenmarblewithmy
foot, | soon found that my board was more than a
bit. Infact, I quickly uncovered some trap-door,
whose hingeswerelittle more than patches of rust,
Thewood itself wasin afair state of preservation,
foritwasCaliforniaredwood, notedforitsresistance

to decay.

| did not succeed in raising the door until | had
broken aholein it and inserted abroken limb of a
treeasalever. When| finally swungit over, | saw
tomy surprisethat it had been hooked ontheinside.
Didthismean that the key to the mystery wasto be
found in the pit at my feet?

| did not linger long in my inspection of the door.
L eading downintotheshaft which | had uncovered
was awinding stair, carved from the marbleitself.
As| looked downit, | noticed that it was not dark
at thebottom; infact therewasadiffused whitelight
by which| could discernanexpansion—evidently a
roomor cell whichhadbeenexcavatedfor apurpose.
Instantly | knew that | had found the Padres’ cache.
The discriminating reader will notice that | do not
spell that work c-a-s-h. | havealready saidthat | did
not findtheir treasure — but at the instant of gazing
down the marble stairway | did not know that.
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Obviously therewasno onetodisputemy entrance,
yet | stood for some moments wondering why the
door had been fastened ontheinside. Wastherea
subterranean outl et fromthechamber bel ow, or had
one of the Padres remained to guard the treasure
and, miser-like, perished besideit? | will frankly
confessthat strangethrillscoursed upand downmy
spine, whileconflicting emotionsbattled withinme,
and | stood as one entranced.

But thesoft whitelight below seemedto beckonme
—and | descended. Reaching thelast step | found
myself in a chamber perhaps 20 feet square and |
discovered a row of small wooden casks ranged
around itssideson thefloor. | had never dreamed
that there was gold enough in all the gulches of
Lytle Creek tofill that battery of kegs. Morethan
a score of them | counted as my eyes became
accustomed to the soft white light and then | saw
that onreceding shelvescut into themarblesidesof
theroomwerecountlessbottlesof suspiciousshape
and appearance. | had read tales of the retreats of
old-world monk strongholds where they stored
both their gold and their liquor, but | had not
dreamed of their existence in our California
mountains.

How long | stood in contemplation of my strange
discovery | do not know. My native instincts for
investigation at last overcome my awe, however,
and | sought the source of the soft white light and
alsothepossiblelateral outlet. |1 wassoon satisfied
that the light came through the rather thin arched
roof of the chamber, the white marble permitting a
certain amount of diffusion. My quest of a side
outlet, however, wasnot successful. Butinsearching
for it I encountered my most thrilling experience.
Bones! And human bones, at that, rattled hoarsely
together as, on handsand knees. | felt my way into
acorner of the room.

It is not strange that | drew back from the ghastly
find. In doing so, however, my hand came in
contact with a tin box — one of the old-fashioned
kind used for valuables before the days of safe-
depositvaults. Instinctively | graspeditandcarried
it out to the daylight at the foot of the marble stair.
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It was not locked, but its rusted hinges protested
dumbly as| swung back its cover. But | found no
gold. The box contained nothing but a paper,
somewhat yellowed by age, but perfectly preserved.
| hastily opened it and scanned itsheadline. It ran,
“Confession of John Blanque.”

| have read no stranger story than that which
followed. Infairly good English, withanoccasional
foreigntermination, hetold of coming alonetofind
the Padres gold of his successful quest in the
marble chamber and of his subsequent doings. On
finding wealth and winein anisolated stronghold,
he decided to take up his abode there and to return
no moreto hisformer home. Thetreasurehefound
being intheform of nuggets, hewasunableto state
its exact amount, but said that, disguising himself,
he had carried it in instalments to the winery at
Cucamongaand exchanged it for wineand brandy
soswell thestoreleft by thePadres, andfor provisions
upon which to subsist in his mountain retreat.

Theclosingparagraphof his* confession” ispathetic
in the extreme. It reads:

“ After twelf yearsalone comenowtotheenda. |
read one time ov rip von Winkle. After twenty
yearshe comeback and besorry hedo. | nomore
go back. My golda all gone my jerka (jerky --
dried meat) all gone. | gotta one bottle wine one
bottla branda. | lay down now and drink myself
to slegpa.

John Blanque.”

The reading finished, | turned to inspect the kegs
and bottles. Their emptinessconfirmed Blanque's
closing paragraph. | made no search for nuggets.
The statement of aman who knowshisendisnear,
being usualy true. Unlike many another buried
treasure, the Padres’ gold will no longer lure
adventurers. | said that | found, in our own San
Bernardino county mountains, a stronghold of
Bacchus -- but Bacchus had abdicated. A good
news reporter does not cumber his narrative with
unnecessary details. | cannotrefrainfromalludingto
phase of my startling discovery which | have not
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obvioudly mentionedandwhich, atthetime, arrested
my attention, | refer to the fact that the trapdoor to
the hidden chamber was almost completely
concealed by fragments of the marble. How could
the occupant of the chamber have thus covered it
after entering and closing it behind him?

Thisquery did not cometomeuntil | had abandoned
my quest of alateral entrance and had come upon
the bones.

But whentheexcitement followed my underground
discoverieshad abated and | had climbedthemarble
stairs to the broad and welcome daylight above, |
paused to examinethedoor moreclosely. | assume
that the Padres, rather than Blanque, had brought
thither sufficient brea (the asphaltic residue left
where crude petroleum oozes from the ground and
loses its volatile parts by evaporation) to coat the
upper surfaceof thedoor. Andinthisasphaltic coat
they hadimbedded thinslabsof themarbl e; inother
words, they had shingled the trapdoor with stone
shinglesandthushiddenitfrom casual observation.

Just how Blanquediscoveredit, | cannot guess; but
this is my analysis of this uncovered patch that
caught my eyeyesterday:

After Blanque' sdeath somerovingwildanimal was
attracted by theodor from the cracksand tore away
some of the stone shingles in the effort to gain
access. In the excitement at the moment of my
discovery of thedoor, | hadfailedto noticethat one
sideof themarblefragments| had kicked asidewas
black with brea.

It hasbeen decided by theauthoritiesthat thebones
of Blanqueshall reposewherethey lie. Theofficers
who go up today will carry with them a box of
dynamite and will explode it within the cavernin
order that it may not become aresort for the blind-
piggers of the future; for the San Bernardino
mountains must be celebrated for their sunshine
rather than for their moonshine.

April 1, 1920
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