
















Port Royal's fabulous wealth have lain 
submerged within a stone's throw of 
present-day Port Royal, a drowsy fish­
ing town situated at the tip of the nar­
row spit of land that all but encloses 
Kingston Harbour. In all these years 
the sunken city has titillated the imag­
inations of historians and treasure 
htinters, but few people have ever 
been drawn to it more strongly than an 
American named RobertMarx, a brood­
ing, deep-eyed man with a fierce mous­
tache, who has been diving on the ruins 
for more than a year now, under official 
Jamaican sponsorship. 

On days when the work goes well, he 
is stirred almost to frenzy as he prowls 
among the fallen walls of this ancient 
entrepet and pirate stronghold. Grop­
ing blindly in the mud with his bare 
hands-the water is opaque with silt­
he comes up with a coral-encrusted 
cannon. a sword hilt, an onion-shaped 
rum bottle, a clay pipe. 

Formerly a self-styled pirate, inter­
ested only in treasure, Marx now gets 
as excited when he finds these simple 
artifacts as he did in earlier days when 
he brought up gold and silver coins 
from the wrecks of sunken galleons. 
His moustache quivers at the discovery · 
of a pewter tankard, and as he pores 
over the old charts and records, he talks 
of Port Royal-under-the-sea as if Sir 
Henry rvlorgan's buccaneers were ·st ill 
swilling rum in its taverns. 

Marx thinks that most of Port Royal's 
treasure-gold, silver or jewels-was 

Marx has loll(J been obsessed by Port Royal. 

brought up long ago. For years after 
the disaster, .. fishers and dredgers" 
dragged heavily weighted nets and 
grappling hooks over the bottom. Any 
treasures that remain will be found 
under fallen walls, Marx believes, for 
those old-time salvors lacked the kind 
of equipment needed to break up and 
raise such heavy structures. 

In some respects his own equipment 
is not all that Marx would wish. It 
consists mainly of a leaky skiff with a 
cranky motor, a small homemade 
barge floating on rusty oil drums, and 
a wheezing compressor borrowed from 
the Jamaican Department of Public 
Works. The compressor powers Marx's 
air lift, a sort of underwater vacuum 
cleaner used to suck away the mud 
and silt that have buried the ruins. 

Makeshift equipment has, however, 
been the least serious of Marx's prob-

This ltalld/ul 0/ old Spallish coins is part 0/ 
the treasure that !llarxund his dil1ersfouJld-

lems. Twice in the past year or so, heavy 
brick walls have fallen on him as he 
lay on the bottom, mashing him into 
the mud and very nearly doing him in. 
On more occasions than he can count 
he has touched the poisonous black 
needles of the spiny sea urchin while 
groping for artifacts. And there was 
the day not long ago when, lying on the 
bottom, using the air-lift tube to clear 
silt and dead coral from a buried wall, 
he felt something grab his head and 
start squeezing it with many fingers. 

liThe visibility was nil, as usual," 
Marx says. "All I could see was the 
reHection of my own eyes in the glass 
of my face mask." As the grip on his 
skull tightened, Marx clutched con­
vulsively at the top of his head. His 
hand came in contact with the pulpy, 
bulbous body of an octopus. . 

11 It was a small octopus," rV:Iarx re­
calls, "but strong for its size. Whenever 
I tried to pull it off my head, it pulled 
the mask away from my face, causing 
me to lose my air." If he had been using 
scuba gear, this wouldn't have mat­
tered too much. The mask is separate 
on an air-tank outfit, and the diver 
breathes through a tube clutched be­
tween his teeth. But instead he was us­
ing a device that feeds air into a mask 
that covers the whole face. "You lose 
that mask," Marx says, 'Iand you are 
out of business." 

Suddenly he remembered the air lift. 
Grasping his mask firmly with one 
hand to hold it in place, he raised the 

pumping tube with the other hand 
and started running it over his head . 
The powerful suction ripped the body 
of the octopus into small bits, carrying 
them to the barge above. 

Being embraced by an octopus was 
not a particularly unsettling experience 
for Marx, whose casual attitude to­
ward the more fearsome denizens of 
the deep causes cautious divers to look 
upon him as a lunatic. While diving for 
treasure in the clear waters off the 
coast of Yucatfm, for example, he used 
to spear sharks for sJ>Ort, occasionally 
grabbing one by the fin to enjoy a free 
ride. This, however, was before a shark 
turned on him, bit his spear gun in two 
and slashed off one of his swim fins as 
he lunged desperately over a reef, into 
shallow water. He has not felt entirely 
comfortable in the presence of sharks 
since that time. He will not dive, nor 
allow his two Jamaican divers, Kenute 
Kelly and Wayne Roosevelt, to stay in 
the water after 4:30 P.M., because this, 
he says, is "gobbler time," when the 
sharks start feeding. 

Once, when Marx was down in a 
trough he had dug in the silt with the 
air lift, he felt something nudging his 
back. Thinking it was Kenute Kelly 
pushing against him with his foot , he 
turned to push Kelly away. He found 
himself pushing against the sandpaper 
hide of a hammerhead shark. . 

"l gave him a shove, and he went 
away," Marx says. "But a short while 
aftenvard, a remora, the sucker fish 
that clamps onto a shark's head and 
shares his meals, clamped onto my 
mask. That scared me, for I knew the 
shark was still around. You can't let it 
bug you though, or you'll never get 
any work done," 

Marx's divers share his phlegmatic 
attitude toward the possible dangers 
from submarine predators. Wayne 
Roosevelt, ascending with a bucket of 
artifacts, once bumped his head on the 
underside of a shark cruising on the 
surface. He broke water yelling and 
beating the surface with his free hand, 
and the shark took off. Kenute Kelly, ­
coming up through the murk another 
day, found himself enfolded in the 
wings of a giant manta ray. Fortu­
nately, he knew that the huge batlike 
fish eats plankton, not people. Kelly 
remained perfectly still until the broad 
wings opened and turned him loose. 

Sharks, octopuses, and manta rays 
do not deter Mr. Marx in his fierce 
determination to explore as much of 
the sunken city as possible, as quickly 
as possible, for in his opinion it may 
soon be destroyed forever. A London 
merchant-banker named Maj. Harry 
Marley has been displaying an interest 
in the sunken city as keen as his own. 
A stout English gentleman with silvery 
white hair, a Falstaffian paunch and 
a sharp blue eye, Marley is the repre­
sentative of a syndicate of speculators 
who more than a year ago submitted 
to the Jamaican government a scheme 
for the restoration of old Port Royal 
as a sort of profit-making Williamsburg 



of the Caribbean. Major Marley and 
his friends, who call themselves the 
Company of Port Royal Merchants, 
Ltd.-which was the name of Sir Henry 
Morgan's enterprise in pirate days­
proposed to reconstruct a number of 
the old buildings, and to have Edwin 
Link, the noted inventor and undersea 
explorer, complete an exploration of 
the sunken city which he began in 
1959. Artifacts found in the sea would 
be restored by experts as nearly as pos­
sible to their original condition, and 
placed in a museum which would serve 
as a lure to attract tourists. And to 
accommodate these tourists, two fine 
hotels would be built. 

What troubles Robert Marx about 
all this is the fact that, to encourage 
tbe flow of tourists, Major Marley's 
syndicate further proposed the con­
struction of dock facilities for the larg­
est cruise ships now plying the Carib­
bean. This would require the dredging 
of a channel 42 feet deep, an operation 
which Marx predicts would destroy at 
least a third of the underwater city. 
':Vhile the Jamaican government, newly 
independent and not yet sure of itself, 
warily .contemplates Major Marley's 
vast scheme, Marx has for months been 
working himself and his divers seven 
days a week to bring up all the arti­
facts he can find before the dredges 
come- if they ever do. 

Meanwhile, the divers have already 
recovered a multitude of valuable arti­
facts. Among them are tools that were 
used by old Port Royal's cobblers, 
carpenters and boat builders, the pes­
tles and medicine bottles of a 17th­
century apothecary, a brass still, brass 
candlesticks, and a brass kettle full of 
turtle bones-evidently the remnants 
of a meal that was never eaten. A hand­
some silver pocket watch, coins of mint 
quality, pewter mugs, mirrors, plates, 
spoons and tankards have also been . 
dug from the Il)ud that has covered 
them for nearly 300 years. Under the 
supervision of a UNESCO expert, rep­
licas of these latter items are being 
manufactured in Kingston, and a set of 
six rat-tailed soup spoons bearing the 
initials of Richard Collins, a Port Royal 
tavern keeper, can be had for $60. 

The city in which Mr. Coli ins lived 
and, presumably, died on the morning 
of the earthquake, was in its brief 
existence the most fabulous market­
place in the New World. Great ware­
houses lined its waterfront. and its rich 
merchants lived in tall brick-and-tim­
ber mansions. Two thousand houses, 
some of them four stories high, crowded 
Port Royal's narrow streets, and real­
'!State frontage was as costly as on the 
:icher streets in London. Eight thou­
sand people dwelt -there, owning, so 
old records claimed, ., more loose money 
per head" than the residents of any 
other city in the world, (or in the Port 
Royal of those golden days, a man 
might be merchant, planter and pirate 
all in one. 

Less than 40 years before its tall 
buildings went sliding into the ·sea, 

the site of Port Royal had been a 
lonely, sloping beach on a minor Span­
ish possession in the West Indies. In 
1655, however, the English seized Port 
Roya!. and English, Dutch, Portuguese 
and French freebooters promptly as­
sembled there to seek protection under 
the English flag. The protection worked 
both ways. The buccaneers' cutlasses 
and cannon shielded the little outpost 
(ram Spanish counterattack, saving 
England the trouble of maintaining 
large forces there. In return, the buc­
caneers were issued letters of marque. 
by authority of which they preyed on 
the Spaniards aHoat and ashore. 

This happy arrangement ended in 
1670, when Spain agreed to recognize 
England's claim to Port Royal if Eng­
land would tame the wild corsairs who 
made it their headquarters. The most 
famous of them all, Henry Morgan, 
was called home to London-ostensibly 
to be punished (or his sins. Instead, 
he was knighted by Charles II and 
sent back to Port Royal as lieutenant 
governor, with orders to catch and 
hang any of his old companions who 
refused to go straight-·which he did. 

The town that had grown rich on 
pirate loot did not greatly miss it. A 
traveler named Francis Hanson, writ­
ing in 1682, described Port Royal as 
.' the Store House or Trea.C1;ury of the 

. West Indies . . . where all sorts of choice · 
Merchandizes are daily imported [of 
which] vast quantities are thence again 
transported to supply the Spaniards, 

Indians and other Nations, who in ex­
change return us bars and cakes of 
Gold, wedges and pigs of silver, Pis­
tales, Pieces of Eight and several other 
Coyns of both Mettles .. . . " Some of 
the merchandise was human: Spain's 
mines and plantations were hungry for 
labor and, with a Spanish buyer in 
residence, Port Royal became the great 
slave market of its time. 

The town's merchants prospered as 
never before; the money changers of 
pirate days became bankers; and enter­
prising English courtesans arrived 
regularly, to seek their fortunes in the 
New World. On its last day, in fact, 
Port Royal was probably the richest 
city in the entire hemisphere- more 
even than in Henry Morgan's day. 

The old buccaneer did not live to 
see the town's destruction. Gaunt, 
sallow and dropsical, Sir Henry had 
died four years earlier. Somewhere be­
neath the sea lies the stone that marked 
his grave, for the old cemetery vanished 
along with the town. 

There is a TUmor in Port Royal that 
Marx found Sir Henry's gravestone 
and spirited it out of the country for 
sale to an American museum. The· 
fishermen often ask him about it. They 
also ask him for some of the gold they 
firmly believe he has found beneath 
the sea. Marx explains that he is 
merely an employee of the Jamaican 
government, and that whatever he 
finds-even the tiniest shard of broken 
JX>ttery-rnust be turned over to his 

sponsors, Mr. Edward Seaga, the l\,tll\~ 
ister of Development and WcHut'C. 
and 1\'1r. Bernard Lewis, director of the 
Institute of Jamaica. 

Marx, of . course, is not ecstatici\lIy 
happy about working for a salary of 
i€"ss than $5.000 a year instead of 
sharing in whatever treasures he may 
find, which is the usual arrangement 
between a professional diver and a 
sovereign government. But it was the 
only way he could get permission to 
explore Port Royal, and the sunken 
city has haunted him since his boyhood. 

.. I read about it when I was a little 
kid," he recalls. "There was this guy 
who used to write books about galleons 
filled with gold- all stuff that fasci­
nated me. But the thing he wrote that 
really grabbed me was his description 
of Port Royal. He said its cathedral 
was still standing, with the skeletons 
of the people still sitting in its pews, 
and you could hear the church bell toll­
ing on days when the waves were high. 

.. It was a pipe dream, of course. The 
walls that didn't go down in the first 
earthquake have fallen in other tremors 
since. particularly the one in 1907, 
which shook down everything that was 
still left standing," 

Marx's long-held dream of diving on 
Port Royal finally came true in 1954. 
.. I was · still young then," says Marx, 
who is now a ripe 33 ... I hadn't had 
all the romantic notions knocked out 
of me. When I got to Port Royal, a 
strong north wind was blowing and big 
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waves were smashing against the sea 
wall, but I didn't care. I changed into 
scuba gear, mask and fins and jumped 
into the sea. The fishermen standing 
around pointed out what they said was 
the 'church buoy,' and I swam to it as 
fast as I could. When I got to the buoy 
I dived, fully expecting to find the 
cathedral, and the bell tower, and hear 
the bell tolling. 

.. Visibility was ahout two feet, and 
I felt the bottom before I saw it. Grop­
ing about trying to find the cathedral 
walls, I felt a thousand sea·urchin 
needles stick into my hand. I came up 
and swam ashore through jel1y fish 
thick as raindrops. But I stayed around 
a couple more days, and went out 
again. There was a flat calm this time, 
and visibility was about ten feet. I felt 
pretty confident: If there was a city 
there, I'd find it. Three days later I 

left, completely disillusioned. I'd swum 
from one end of the old city's boun­
daries to the other and back and forth 
across it. I'd seen nothing except a few 
chunks of coral." 

It was 11 years before he returned 
to Port Royal. In the interval Marx, 
who has' always been revolted by the 
thought of settling down in a steady, 
commonplace job, had involved himself 
in a number of typically off·beat en·ter­
prises. Living temporarily in Yucatan, 
he discovered that parrots from all 
over the Caribbean came to nest on 
the nearby island of Cozumel. Being 
in need of funds, he lured small boys 
to trap parrots for him at a peso each. 
Then he chartered a plane and shipped 
800 of the birds to Miami, hoping to 

. sell them for $50 apiece. Public Health 

officials, however, became alarmed at 
the prospect of the entire nation's com· 
ing down with parrot fever, and ordered 
the birds removed from the U.S. at 
once. Marx, who could not afford to 
pay the charter fee for a trip back to 
Yucatim, persuaded the pilot to fly out 
beyond the three-mile limit and dump 
the parrots, cages and all , into the sea. 

When two subsequent business ven­
tures were no more successful. Ivlarx 
turned with better results to the search 
for underwater treasure. Diving over 
a sunken galleon off Cozumel, he 
brought up such a quantity of artifacts 
the Mexican government decided that 
thereafter all objects of historic value 
should be retained by the state. 

In the next few years Marx dived off 
every Caribbean island he could find. 
in quest of sunken treasure. seldom 
with much luck. Finally, he decided 

digressed from treasure hunting long 
enough to make two highly unusual 
sea voyages: The first, in 1962, was 
an Atlantic crossing in a replica of 
Columbus's smal1est ship, the Ni;;a 
(see the Post, Jan. 26, 1963). The 
cruise of the N iiza If was a troubled 
one, but nothing compared with Marx's 
second voyage. 

This enterprise involved a Viking 
ship. Marx planned to build such a 
craft and sail it from Oslo to New­
foundland , but, by what seemed at 
first to be good fortune, it turned out 
that a replica of a Viking ship was 
already available. It had been made 
for an American movie company which 
had just finished shooting a film in the 
Adriatic. The company was happy to 
let Marx have it, figuring that his 
voyage would help publicize the pic­
ture. IVJarx accepted with alacrity and 

Like Ihe 17f1I-celltury pirate alrollu1101d, moderll Port Royal lies al. end of the Bpit a/land 
1"otecling/{illgston Harbollr. ScllOoller is anchored liea'rly over the cellier 0/ the drowned city. 

there must be a better way to locate 
wreck sites than to swim around look­
ing for coral-crusted cannon. He went 
to Spain, and for three years buried 
himself in the great archives at Seville. 
There he discovered to his delight that 
Spanish colonial governors had sent 
back voluminous records on the wreck­
ing of treasure galleons. They told 
where the ship went down. what trea­
sure it carried and how much of this 
had been salvaged later. He also found 
in the archives a young American stu­

. dent, Miss Nancy Ferriss. who was 
doing research for her doctoral disser­
tation. They were married in 1964. 

Before this, however, Marx had to 
wait for the dissolution of an unsuccess­
ful earlier marriage to a lady 'spear­
fishing champion. In the meantime he 

assembled a crew consisting of an 
Englishman, two Yugoslavs, and two 
Norwegians. They set out from a small 
port near Trieste on a freezing day in 
March, 1964, the longboat leaking and 
wallowing and shipping icy seas over 
her low gunwales. 

Marx. who claimed to have a built-in 
radar, was the navigator, but on sev­
eral occasions his radar failed . Once, in 
a dense fog off the Italian coast, he 
looked up to see a heavy truck crossing 
his bow. He was headed straight for a 
coastal highway. Putting the helm 
hard over, he turned his vessel just in 
time, only to find her entangled in a 
fishing net suspended between buoys. 
One of Marx's sharper memories is of 
the look on the face of the· Italian 
fisherman, standing popeyed at the 

sea's edge as this ghost or the past 
glided out of the fog to tear through 
his nets and disappear into the mist 
again. Finally, orr the coast of Tunisia 
in a storm, Marx's radar failed com~ 
pletely, and the longboat slammed into 
rocks, which, by Marx's reckoning, 
were nowhere in the vicinity. Bailing 
desperately, the mariners managed to 
reach the harbor of Bizerte, where they 
beached the vessel. She was beyond 
repair. however, and Marx later towed 
her out a couple of miles, set her afire 
and let her sink. 

Then he went back to the Caribbean 
to soothe his crushed ego and patch up 
his shattered fortunes by diving on a 
Spanish wreck off the coast of Nicara­
gua. He was there when the call came 
inviting him to Port Royal. 

"All these years," Marx says, "I'd 
been trying to get these people to let 
me come here and dive. This was the 
first encouragement I'd gotten. Later I 
found out why. They were considering 
this deal with Marley. Under it, the 
syndicate would get half of any trea­
sure found, and they hired me to find 
out if there was any treasure." 

Marx and his wire, Nancy, arrived in 
Kingston in October of 1965. Unfortu­
nately, Jamaica's fiscal year did not 
begin until April of 1966, and no money 
would be available until then. Un­
daunted, Marx started scrounging 
equipment and clearing the bottom of 
sea urchins, old automobile tires, bottles, 
beer cans and truck bodies. In the 
course of this work he discovered that 
wave action and, perhaps, minor earth 
tremors had brought to the surface of 
the mud hundreds of artifacts-even 
brick wal ls and archways-that had 
been buried when he first dived in the 
area 11 years earlier. 

When the money came through, 
Man: was ready. At seven A.M. on 
May 1. 1966, he and his divers started 
to work. Nothing of any real value was 
found until late that afternoon. Suck­
ing the silt from under a fallen wall 
with the air lift. Marx uncovered. first 
a spoon. then a pewter platter with 
four pewter plates sticking to it. Ex­
cited at this find, Kelly, crawling under 
the wall as Marx pulled the silt away, 
brought out a beautiful pewter tank­
ard. Before they could explore further, 
Wayne Roosevelt, on the surface, be­
gan tugging on the hoses-the signal 
to come up. They had been down for 
nine hours without food or rest. It was 
four o'clock, getting on toward the 
hour when the sharks start feeding, 

"I knew this wall was dangerous," 
Marx says, "so my plan on the second 
day was to go down with crowbars and 
break it up. Unfortunately, when I got 
down there and started digging, I 
found four beautiful pewter spoons, . 
one after the other. I guess I sort of 
lost my head. Pushing the · air lift 
along, I crawled deeper and deeper 
under the wall, and all of a sudden the 
whole huge mass slid over me, pressing 
me to the bottom." 

The weight of the wall broke the 



aluminum business end of the air lift. 
causing it to stop pumping. The boys 
in the barge noticed this and tugged on 
the air hose to :ManCs mask. He didn't 
tug back in answer. They tugged on 
Kelly's; he surfaced, took one look at 
the dead air lift and dived. 

"He found me with just my legs 
sticking out," says Marx. "He took the 
hose off the broken air lift and used it 
to clear the mud from under me, pull­
ing me backward until I was free." 

At the end of the first two months 
Marx and his divers had collected a 
fantastic array of relics-pewter, ce­
ramic, brass and iron. In Marx's store­
rooms were a dozen 55-gallon oil drums 
full of coral-crusted saws, hammers, 
axes, adzes. padlocks, kegs, swords, 
knives and pike points-as well as 
human and animal bones and teeth. 

Throughout the summer the bottom 
virtually sprouted artifacts. Then, in 
late September, Marx's luck seemed to 
change. Lying on the bottom, working 
with the bucking air lift, he had the 
queer sensation that the bottom was 
moving under him. He cut off the air 
liCt, and in the dark and eerie silence 
he felt the distinctive tremor of an 
earthquake. He shot to the surface, 
climbed into the skiff, and watched as 
a small tidal wave, some two feet high, 
swept toward him across the harbor. 
It was a repetition, . in miniature, DC 
what had happened here 275 years 
beCore. And it covered the ruins with 
mud and silt again. 

Not long alter this, a landslide 
blocked a highway on the island, and 
the Jamaican Department of Public 
Works had to take back the compres­
sor that powered Marx's air liCt. Thus 
he was working without this device 
when another wall fell on him while 
he was alone on the bottom. He was 
knocked unconscious this time, and 
his face mask was smashed. Fortu­
nately, he was using scuba gear, and 
air from the tank on his back continued 
to flow through the mouthpiece into his 

r .... ~. lungs. When he came to, he crawled 

! forward, digging his way through the 

,l ~~! :~~e~i:hl~a\~~~,. until he came out 

r 
I 

Weeks followed during which Marx 
and his fellow divers found not so much 
as a broken pipe stem. He almost went 
out of his mind. He'd go home snarling 
and snapping at tiny, soft-spoken 
Nancy until she refused to speak to 
him. Then one night, as he lay in bed 
staring at the ceiling, Marx felt his 
wife begin to stir fitfully beside him. 
She awoke, sat up, rubbing her eyes. 

"I had a dream," she said. "I saw 
you bringing up a lot of treasure­
coins-from the sunken city." 

"At first I didn't pay any atten­
tion," Man:: says. "I knew all about 
this 'enchanted treasure' people dream 
aoout. But Nancy has never dreamed 
anything like this before. Alter she 
told me about it, I couldn' t go to sleep. 
Finally, about daylight, I woke her up. 
Where had I found this treasure she 
dreamed about? She mumbled that 

she didn't dream where. She just saw 
me coming up with it. 

"I got mad," Marx recalls. "I said 
dammit she had 10 know. I went and 
got a chart oC the harbor, covering the 
area of the old city and told her to 
show me. I spread the chart out on the 
bed. She didn't even open her eyes. 
She just poked a finger at it. 'There,' 
she said, and went back to sleep. 

"I knew there wasn't a chance there'd 
be anything at the place Nancy had 
put her finger on. There was nothing 
there in the old days except the turtle 
crawl, and the fish and meat market, 
and the town jail. I still don't know 
why I decided to dive there . . .. " 

Later that morning, working without 
enthusiasm in the area that Nancy had 
designated, Marx began to feel ashamed 
of the way he'd been taking his Crustra­
tions out on her. 

"I turned the air lift over to Keliy 
and went ashore to phone Nancy," he 
says. "I wanted to tell her I was sorry. 
I was just reaching for the phone when 
one of the kids who worked on the 
barge broke in . He was yelling at the 
top of his voice: 'Keliy found it. Keliy 
found something wonderful.' " 

!vIarx ran to the seawall to find hall 
the population of Port Royal paddling 
boats or swimming toward his barge, 
100 feet off shore. 

"I swam to the skiff where Kelly was 
sitting, proud as a peacock," !vIarx 
says. "He opened his hand and showed 
me Cour beautiful pieces oC eight. 
'Plenty more below,' he said. -

" 'Show me,' I yelled, and dived. He 
followed, guiding · me to a hole not 
much wider than my own body that 
he'd cut with the air lift. I pulled my­
sell into the hole headfirst. He'd 
sucked off about two feet of mud and 
eel grass, and had come to a four-foot 
layer of dead coral, and had cut 
through that into a layer of black sand. 
The bottom of the hole was paved with 
silver coins. I grabbed with both hands, 
scooping up as many as I could hold, 
and clutched them to my chest. I 
backed out of the hole and swam to 
the top." 

Marx could hardly surface alongside 
the skiff. there were so many boats and 
swimmers beside it. He ordered them 
away and they laughed at him. He 
dumped his coins in the skiff, and told 
Wayne Roosevelt to swim ashore to 
get the cops. Then he grabbed a bucket 
and went down again ... All I could see 
of Kelly was his fins sticking out of the 
hole," he said. "I touched him to let 
him know I was there, and he started 
pushing coins back to me by the hand­
ful. I dropped them in the bucket until 
it was nearly full. too heavy for one 
man to carry. I signaled to him to 
come .out of the hole, and together 
we carried it to the top." 
. That night at the home of the prime 
minister, Mr. Sangster, the coins were 
examined and counted. There were 599 
in all-pieces of eight. pieces of four 
and pieces of two, cut from cobs of 
silver and stamped in the Spanish 

Most of the objects .Afarx has salvaged from ti,e submerged millS are artifacts that were 

used in Port Royal's daily life, such as this beautifully preserred colleeLiOlI of pewterware. 

An oruale silller pocket. 'walch alld·three fine pieces of eight (ellt 10 weight, Jlot shape, before 

minting) SllOW amazingly clear markillgs after tyi1l(J for 275 years at the bottom of tlie sea. 

mints at Lima. Potosi and Mexico City. 
Their dates ranged from 1653 to 1690. 
On one side, beneath the quadrant of 
the Christian cross, they bore the coats 
of arms of Le6n and Castile. On the 
other were stamped the pillars of 
Hercules-the gateway from the Medi­
terranean to the Ocean Sea-the Latin 
inscription Ne Plus Ultra, and the wavy 
lines that were the mark of Spain's 
overseas dominions. 

In his years oC diving on Spanish 
wrecks, Marx had found many pieces 
of eight, but never any so well preserved 
as these. They were nearly perfect. and 
experts who examined them later val­
ued them at as much as $200 each. 

Digging in the area several days 
later, Marx came upon the worm-eaten 
remains of a chest. Nearby was a brass 

plate with a keyhole in the center, 
bearing the arms of Philip IV of Spain. 
Was this the loot from a treasure gal­
leon? Or the strongbox of the agent 
the Spanish government had sent to 
Port Royal to buy slaves? Marx does 
not know, but the question interests 
him more, he claims, than does the 
fact that the coins are estimated to be 
worth some $50,000. . 

"l am no longer interested in treasure 
as treasure," he says. "I am interested 
in the relics that men have left beneath 
the sea, whether it's a coin, or a wine 
jug. or a clay pipe, or a tool. I want to 
know who made them, and who used 
them. Discovering these facts can be 
as exciting as finding the objects in 

. the first place. As for treasure" -he 
shrugs-"who needs it 1" 0 
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26th. July. 1972 Dear Peter. 

I \~s delighted to get your letter of the 19t1l, July. and to hear of your trips to "the Kingston Museum. I do hope you have a good holiday in the West Indles (or was it work that took.you there? . I am surprised to hear of the errors and misdesoriptions. and I don't think I need reassure you that the type of errors you desoribe did llot arise with me. Early in November 1967 I was asked, by the London Mu.seum authorities, to whom Miss Glorla Gilohrist (the, then, A ssistan"l:i Curator at Kinston, I think) had first applied for help in attributing and dating these pieoes, to meet her, and she showed me a number of excellent drawings of some of the items, a list of whioh I had printed1n the Society Journal about that time, I saw no actual pewter, Needless to say _ any misdesoript1ons whioh relate" to other things are because they. "lihemsel ves (tOl" I believe Miss G, is no longer employed thero) have attempted their own eluoidations.; I personally have had "nothing 'to do with the museum at Kingston s.ino·e· late in November 1967 • . The only explana~~on is (a) that Miss G,did not have drawings or details with her. or· 'that the errors have arisell in respect of items whioh have been exoava·ted late"r, and upon whioh . they did not seek expert advice. I am glad to hear that you have been able to set them righr. I hope my name has not been used III oonnection with the errors. 
A~y, the only items (amOng the drawings) of whioh there vms doubt as to nationality waDe some of the plates and dishes, where there were no details of marks (if ~ny). and, of oourse, one had to suggest only a possible nationality. Miss Gilohrist made oopious notes from all I was able . to tell her. whioh, I a.ssume, in due oourse she transmitted to her chief. whoever he vms, . I do not think it was Robert Ivt..'U"x, · for at that time he was, I was given to understand, only the diver and recoverer, employed by the Jamaioan Gov. for thav purpose, I 'Was told that the drawings had been made by a young Jamaican who intended to trute up museum work as a profession, 

Having spent some days with Miss Gilohriat in London (trave1l:tng each day from Newhaven) I felt that She owed me, at least, some photographs of oertain pieoes I had nsked about 'both of :pewi:e rand brass oandlestioks from this site, and she promised that they would be sent, A 11 I got , on her return to Ja:rna.ioa , was a oOPY of anartiole, 'Written and printed in tiThe Saturday Evening Post?', on 12th. August, 1967. I have had. no further oommunioation from Miss G1lohrist (who, I believe, may have now left the museum service). nor from anyone else there. 
I have no knowledge of the publioation you mention, and I had . .e been promised that I was to be kept informed of all future developments, I felt they owed me that at least. Please do bring baok oopies of any or all publioations ~earing on this most interesting exoavation, 

(oontinued over ) 
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and any photographs you oan beg, borrow or steal! AOandlesticks 
espeoially, if they are of rare types. - Needless to say, I will meet 
the oost of whatever you have to spend. 

The only photographs I havo Seen are those printed in the journal 
I mentioned above. 

Y?ur final paragr9.ph says If •• dating not too diffioult". but 
I wonder. There are some (I dontt know how many) pieces. of date 
later than 1992, the date of demolitiq~ of the Port Royal. and it 
WQuld seem that, possibly. the islanders oontinued to use the site as 
a rubbish ti~, o!'. p'rhaps part of the P01"'~ was stUl usable fm' some 
years and only later fell into the sea. How else can one account for 
pieoes of obviously eighteenth centt~ 

One item about which I have some query III my mind is the Q.Anne 
Posset pot (or Caudle cup); Miss G-ilchrlst said it hnd only one 
handle, and no traces of ever having had another; is this Qorreot? 

but, 
your 

Will finish this now, in case you are lll{oly to be 
if' not, do keep m~ in touoh with what's "going 011. 
information, and offers of help to date. . 

S inoerely ./"j 
. / 

t(fll 

moving off, 
Thanks for 


