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A Lady in Boomtown was devel oped from notes | kept during the years| spent in Tonopah
from 1904 to 1922. To awaken my memory of historical and political events, the librarian at
the San Francisco Mechanics Library directed me to thefile of current histories compiled by
Mark Sullivan, a New York reporter.

Articles pertaining to Tonopah itself in current magazines and periodicals were fragmentary.
When | discovered how difficult it was to find two statements that agreed about those very
early days, | decided to trust my own memory, fortified by the many clippings | had saved
from newspapers and by similar data from my husband’ sfiles.

I amimmeasurably grateful to my friend David Myrick, a writer and compiler of western
history, whose prolific notebooks helped me to be more accurate in some of my statements.

The statistics on Goldfield are from an article by Charles F. Spillman that appeared in the
Nevada News Letter of January 1, 1916, a copy of which | had preserved. Hisfigures
corresponded to my own memory sufficiently for me to accept their accuracy.

During Tasker Oddie’ s lifetime we talked for many happy hours about the old days, and much
| have written came out of those conversations .He al so furnished me with campaign
literature pertaining to himself and Key Pittman, together with magazine clippings about the
battleship Nevada. All of these were returned to Senator Oddie, so | have no record of the
published sour ces from which they were clipped. Most of the gossip came to me through my
brother and my brother-in-law, who joined us when Tonopah began to boom. Whenever
either one of them picked up “ off the street" an exciting bit of information, they shared it with
me and | added it to my notes

The photographs and snapshots | collected myself. For me the cluttered little gallery of E. W.
Smith, the photographer who took most of the pictures, was a regular port-of-call. When the
old man died, our friend Herman Albert was the public administrator, and he asked meif |
would like to have Mr. Smith’s pictures. | gladly went down to the littered room over the
Oasis Saloon and thumbed through the vast number of prints. If | had thought of their future
historical value, | would have preserved them all. Most of the photographs of people —leading
citizens and holiday events - were acquired from Mr. Smith’ s studio. To Hugh and Marshall
and Jerrie

Thisiswritten for you. Primarily, of course, it isthe story of your father and me during our
youthful yearsin Nevada. But itis more than that, for to write of Tonopah and Goldfield
from 1903 to 1922 isto describe the sunset rays of the old romantic West. We were the
pioneers of the twentieth century — your father and mother and the colorful people we knew —
carved in the round by memories of those wonderful years when it was such an engrossing
experienceto beaLADY IN BOOMTOWN.

San Francisco, California, 1968.
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“They tell me you’re an old-timer around here.” The man smiled as he
looked me over. “ You certainly don’t look like a pioneer.”

“Oh, but | am.” | answered proudly. “I came here on a stagecoach in
February, 1904.”

“ Somebody told me | ought to look you up. | wish | had been herein the
beginning,” he added with a note of regret. “ This placeis all that isleft of
the old Wes, isn't it?”

Chapter 1

Proposal in theLadies Parlor...Honeymoon viaS.P., V. & T., and Carson
& Colorado...Judges, Gunmen and Fellow Travelers...Beds and Bugs at
Hawthorne...The Stage from Sodaville...At Last, Tonopah

HUGH’SVOICE AT THE OTHER END of the telephone was serious and
urgent. Would | meet him at the Occidental Hotel at four o’ clock? It was near
his office, and he was pressed for time.

“I’'m going to Tonopah tonight, and | want to talk to you.”
“Tonopah? Where' s Tonopah?’

For sixty years people have been asking the same question. Only those who
have been there seem to be aware of its existence.

“It' samining camp in southern Nevada,” Hugh answered. “ They’ve
discovered ore there - gold and slver. A boom’s on.”

Like any other young lady in San Francisco in 1903 who wanted to meet a
man in adowntown hotd, | had to request my mother’ s permission ,which she
gave with just the right amount of reluctance. | suspected that she was not
unmindful of the fact that Hugh Brown was a very digible young man, a
graduate of Stanford Univergity law school, serving the usud internshipina
prominent firm, Campbell, Metson, and Campbdl. If | wasin love with him, it
might quiet the agitation caused by my famous uncle, Theodore Roberts, a
leading character actor of the erawho was determined to lure meto New Y ork
for a career on the stage. No lady became an actress, my family inssted, even
if she had taent. But, after dl, | had aready been graduated from Mills
Seminary, and | was eighteen and not dways sweetly amenable.

Hugh met me &t the door of the hotdl 1ooking excited and happy — at dl,
dender young man in alight grey suit with a blue stock tie. We walked up a
flight of red-carpeted airsto the“Ladies Parlor,” alarge eegant room hung



with dark red drapery and filled with massive furniture upholstered in the red
plush and fringe made fashionable two decades before by riches that poured
into San Francisco from Virginia City.

Briefly Hugh told me what had happened. A prospector had discovered rich
ore out in the middle of the Nevada desart, and the rush was on. Hugh'sfirm
had decided to open alaw office there, and to his delight, he had been selected
to represent the firm in the new town - Tonopah. He d be gone maybe a year,
not aday longer. With no further preliminaries he plunged on: would | marry
him? 1 raised my eyesto his sweet serious face.

Of course | would.

He waved his hand to include the drawing room. “It won't be like this” he
sad. “It will mean hard work and rough living, but it will be exciting. Theré Il
be no running water, and theré Il be Indians”

With the wide amile that brought out the characterigtic lines around his mouth,
he added, “ And you' d better get used to canned milk, for that’s al you'll get.”
| threw back my head and laughed with the confidence of extreme youth.

Then we became grave as he held out his hand. “My bags are downgtairs, and
my ferry leavesin thirty minutes”

With a glance around the room - there were only two other peoplein the
parlor - Hugh drew a newspaper from his pocket, unfolded it, and whispered,
“Here, takethisend. | haven't kissed my promised bride.”

| took the edge of the newspaper, and we held it up as a shield. For the first
time | kissed my future husband. Then he touched the chatelaine watch pinned
on my breast and turned it over to read the inscription: Animo et fide (WITH
COURAGE AND FAITH). It was my mother’ s motto, engraved on the watch
she had given me as a graduation gift. As| look back to that moment, with
more than sixty years between that time and this, | know Hugh needed the
motto more than |, for this young man of twenty-eight was about to assume
the hazard of taking to the frontier abride of nineteen, agirl who had aways
been completely sheltered and was entirely unprepared for hardship — trained
for nothing except how to be alady.

Ten months later Hugh returned to San Francisco. We were married in my
sder’'shomein aradiant little ceremony with music and flowers, white satin
and lace. The following evening we boarded the Southern Pecific train for
Reno. Thefirg night of our traveling honeymoon was spent in the Golden
Hotel in Reno, comfortable except for the fact that it was right next to the
railroad racks. The Southern Pecific engines snorted and whistled and rang
bells and switched freight cars that crashed together dl night long.



The next morning we went on to Carson City by the Virgniaand Truckee,
whose shining brass-trimmed engines are famous in western railroad history.

A few passengers, oursalves included, changed trains at Carson and rode as
far as Mound House, where we lost afew more travelers and boarded the
Carson & Colorado, ahesitant, jolting narrow-gauge that was to carry us south
to aplace caled Hawthorne. All day the toy train lurched through miles and
miles of sand and sagebrush, congtantly spraying us with cinders and dust.

The only other moving things on the landscape were the bands of wild horses
whirling away into the distance as our train approached.

At long intervals we stopped at way-Stations, nothing more than a group of
whitewashed cabins protected from winter wind and summer sun by three or
four towering cottonwoods. It was February and we had Ieft the spring well
advanced in Cdifornia; but in Nevada it was till winter, and the columns of
these mgjedtic trees, golden in the winter sun, were a brilliant contrast to the
flat, tan country through which we travel ed.

About two o' clock in the afternoon the train wheezed to a stop at Waubuska,
where we were to have lunch. In desert travel, Hugh said, Waubuska food was
famous. We had had nothing to eat Snce six o' clock that morning, and
anything would have been acceptable; but here was the welcome refreshment
of steak and canned corn, apple pie, coffee, and excellent homemade bread.
What a trest!

After lunch | had my first opportunity to examine the Indians who were
grouped around every little desert station. The men were lean and brown,
dressed in overdls and faded blue shirts, with black hair over long, straggling
from under broad black felt hats of ancient origin. Their fat, bunchy squaws
were gill wrapped in blankets like their grand mothers, with brilliant
handkerchiefs tied around their weether-lined faces, the inevitable baby in a
papoose basket dung on their backs or propped up againgt the station-house
wadl. The galid, slent little creatures seemed uiterly obliviousto the flies
crawling unmolested around their eyes and mouths. It al seemed so closeto
the savage — asindeed it was, for only a generation earlier the Paiutes had been
on the warpath. Now they were idle and weak, sunning themselvesin the lee
of awhitewashed wal. Coming toward us aong the gation platform was a
man whom | had noticed at the dining table, extremely handsome and with
regular fegtures, like a Remington painting. As he drew nearer, Hugh
introduced him as Key Pittman and promised that | would be hearing alot
about him in the future. Mr. Pittman pulled off hiswide black Stetson,
extended his hand in a strong, warm handclasp, and paid me a hearty
compliment. As he looked down at me from dark brown eyes, | fet the pull of
his unmistakable charm.

Just then the conductor called “A-dl aboard!” and we al obeyed.



Asthetrain got under way, alarge man, about fifty and older than most of
these travelers, came through the car. | suspected that he was looking for us,
as he had been amiling a me dl during lunch. Hugh introduced him as Judge
Kenneth Jackson from Texas, who was on hisway to Tonopah to take part in
some “gpex litigation.” | reflected quickly that, as the wife of amining camp
lawyer, | might as wel begin to make mysdf familiar with the locd language.

In answer to my query, | learned that gpex litigation had to do with
edtablishing lega ownership underground a mining Stes. In hard rock

mining, such asthat in the Tonopah digtrict, veins of ore appear on the
surface, usudly as wide strips of metd-impregnated rock. Veins extend down
into the earth on a dant because of ground upheavas during prehistoric eras.
According to mining law, the company that owns the clam wherethe vein
gppears on the surface can follow the vein and mineit out aslong as it doesn’t
“fault,” that is break off or change direction. Veins sometimes wander
underground, peter out in thin threads, or disappear entirely. It can be very
expensveto hire engineers and lawyers to establish legd ownership
underground or to prove that neighboring companies are not poaching on one
another.

Judge Jackson, seemed very gratified by my interest. Asit turned out, he was
to Say in the camp for saverd years and figured somewhat in my life.

Among the passengers on the little train was Captain Case, aman older than
most of the others, bronzed, lined, and wesatherworn. The captain was aman
of distinguished background. He not only had a degree in engineering from
the Univerdaty of Heiddberg, but he carried a dramatic scar down the left Sde
of his face, acquired in the gentle art of dueling during his student days. Now
he was superintendent of one of the minesin Tonopah.

Captain Case had once been an Indian fighter aong the Mexican border. In
1903 Indian skirmishes were only afew years behind us, and when | was
about sixteen, | had devoured the picturesgue frontier novels of Captain
Charles King, whose characters and locations dedt with army life dong the
border. Captain Case was aman who could tell just such yarns from his own
experience, and on that journey | listened with fascination. Today, when | see
aWestern created around Indians, good and bad, and United States soldiers,
a0 in the same categories, awave of nostalgiasweegpsover me, and | ana
bride again listening to the romantic captain as the fussy little train takes us
deeper into the Nevada desert.

With Captain Case was John Kirchen, one of the mogt brilliant mining
engineers ever to come to Nevada. He could reach out with his diamond drill
and pick up alost vein asif he could seeit. | discovered he was dso an



excdlent conversationdist, and his explanation of the development of the
mines aroused an interest in methat | never logt.

About seven o' clock, terribly tired, we arrived at the Sation called Haw
thorne, where passengers and crew were to spend the night. This being my
wedding journey, | wore a blue “going away” suit and a hat of solid red
poppies. Hugh said my hat shed aglow in the darkness “ second only to my
eyes” But even the pretty compliment wasn't enough to raise my flagging
enthusiasm, nor did the Sight of the hotel - a square black blob in the darkness
with athin sckly light from somewherein theinterior - do anything to
reassure me.

Indeed, my unfavorable impresson was judtified. Our “dinner” was Set out on
alarge oblong table covered with dark brown oilcloth. It was lighted from
above by ametd kerosene lamp with awide, bell-like paper shade, which
threw a dim glow down over the table. Just under the lamp a big round
shadow spread over the food and shifted eerily asthe winter wind swept in
when the door was opened. Beyond the rim of the lamplight, the room
stretched away into the depths of night shadow. Passengers and crew scuffed
into the room, scraped kitchen chairs over the bare floor, and sat down at the
one big table. Everything we ate was greasy and tasteless.

Hugh ate the boiled beef, dried-up tomatoes, and siff, crumbly biscuits with
gpparent relish. As | had known him, he had been rather fagtidious, but ten
months of mining camp life had taught him to eat what was set in front of him

- or d==. | was hungry and glad to have food of any kind. | drifted aloneinto a
little box of aroom with big- patterned maroon wallpaper and afew sagging
upholstered chairs, which served as a parlor. There | found a piano. | sat down
and played the swest, sentimenta songs | was accustomed to sing for my
friends at home in San Francisco -“ The Four Leaf Clover,” “Forgotten,”
“Little Boy Blue,” “Glow Worm.” The hotekeeper’ swife camein to the

room, alarge, handsome brunette with n pompadour and fringe bang.

After standing there listening for amoment, she said, “Y ou’'re Mrs. Hugh
Brown, aren't you?’ The faling inflection demanded no reply.

| nodded and smiled.

“Y ou haven't been married very long.” Again thefdling inflection of a
statement of fact.

" Today, just off Highway 95 as one approaches Tonopah, there is a square monument of
native stone, about five feet high. Under this cairn lie JohnKirchen's ashes. By hisrequest, his
final resting place is the desert he loved and from which his genius extracted so many

millions.



“No, | haven't,” | answered promptly. Only two days, but | kept that
informetion to mysdif.

“Areyou going to Tonopah?’ Thistime the question was direct.
“Yes” | replied lightly as | played on.

She looked at me steadily for amoment, and then an expression of sadness
cameinto her eyes. Young as| was, | redized this desert woman was looking
into the life ahead of me with eyes of experience, and the brooding pity in her
face struck across my happiness like achill wind. In my heart | resented her
judgment. | was young, true. And inexperienced. But | was enthusiagtic and
inlove. Why shouldn't | be happy?

Then Hugh appeared and we retired to our room. Our journey would be
resumed at four o' clock in the morning. | looked at the bedding and

shuddered; but | knew we had to haverest, so | did get into bed. However, ina
few minutes | was conscious of something crawling . This| couldn’t endure!

So, Stting upright in an old Morris chair, wrapped in my heavy coat and with
Hugh's overcoat on my knees, | managed to dip off to deep.

It was till night when we were roused by a heavy knocking on the door. We
dressed quickly, for the room was dead cold and there was no hot water. In the
same dark room where we had dined, the Chinese cook offered us something
that passed for coffee and two eggs cooked, mercifully, in their shdlls. But at
least the room was warm, and we did get the chill out of us before we stepped
out onto the station platform. There, drawn up and ready for departure, was
the train that would carry usto the next way station - Sodaville - where we
would transfer to the stagecoach that would take us the last Sixty-five milesto

Tonopah.

In the east afaint green glow told us sunrise was not too far off. All around
me in the darkness were eerie shadows of men, bundles of tents and blankets,
and piles of freight. By thistime | redized | was the only woman in the party,
and my spirits rose with the novelty of the occason. The air wasfilled with
the smdll of burning cottonwood. The odor was like incense, and | was
enchanted. Through al my desert years and even today, when | smdl burning
cottonwood, | am back in that early morning when | stepped out of the shack
hotdl & Hawthorne.

Day was breaking when me arrived a Sodaville, three rough-board cabins and
agable clustered haphazardly around awel, away station in the middle of
nowhere. Asthetrain creaked and wheezed to a stop, with one last jolt by
which to remember the journey, the conductor yelled:



“Sodaville! Changefor dl pointsin theworld.”

He was certainly right. There was no place to go but out. As | stepped into the
sharp morning air, | scanned the horizon. | saw nothing but miles of sand and
sage, with a dender ribbon of road disappearing amid the sand dunes, only to
regppear on top of the next rise, and then be gone again. The low hillsin the
middle distance built up to pink, snow-capped mountains milesaway. And in
the foreground, its outlines softented by the haf-light of sunrise, wasthe
stagecoach with its Sx horses dready in harness.

Here, | thought with excitement, was the same kind of conveyance that had
been held up by desperadoes on just such roads dl through western history.
The driver, wrapped in a short canvas coat lined with shegpskin, stood by his
lead horse with the long whip in his hand. He was a picturesque ruffian from a
distance, but when we got close enough to see his eyes from under the long,
shaggy eyebrows, | redized that he was greeting us with a smile from the
mildest face in the world.

The baggage was stowed on the rack at the rear and aso piled high on top of
the stage. The process took some time, so Hugh had an opportunity to
introduce me to some of our other traveling companions, among whom was
Zeb Kenddl - “the ‘biggest’ promoter in camp,” Hugh said - astring bean of a
man well over six feet tall, with a sloop men often acquire who are reticent by
nature and too tall to be inconspicuous. Next was Mr. Harry Ramsey. Hugh
introduced him without comment, but whispered to me later that he was one

of the famous gunmen of the West with severa recent notches on his shootin’
iron. | took another ook at him and saw only a quiet, completely colorless and
inconspicuous man. | felt quite let down.

With the customary chivary of the desert, these men trested me with
overwheming courtesy. For example, | wasinvited to Sit outsde, high up on
the box seat with the driver, dong with Zeh Kenddl and Mr.Ramsey. | was
tempted to accept, for | would have loved to ride up there even for afew
miles. However, the day was very cold, and Hugh thought | would be more
comfortableinsde. So | was wedged between Captain Case and Mr. Kirchen,
with Hugh facing me between Key Pittman and Judge Jackson. Midst much
jangling and jerking of harness, we began the sixty-five mile journey into
Tonopah, where, barring broken axle or amud hole, we would arrive by
midnight.

We dtarted off in high spirits, full of conversation. The gentlemen were
curious about my pioneer grandfather, old Captain Roberts, who had come
around the Horn in command of his own ship, arriving in San Francisco Bay
under full sail in April ‘49. In answer to thelr queries, | told of my
grandmother’ s trip across the Isthmus of Panama, on foot and carrying a
fifteen-month-old baby in her ams.



“ And where had she come from?’ someone asked.

“From Mobile. My grandfather was master of asailing ship that plied between
Mobile and New Y ork; and on atrip they made to New Y ork, my
grandmother and her mother sailed with handsome young Captain Roberts.
Off Key West they ran into one of those terrible sorms that rage around that
area. My grandfather ordered al passengers below deck, but my grandmother
wanted to stay up and watch the excitement. So - the story goes - Grandfather
lashed her to one of the masts and let her stay for afew hours. That wasthe
beginning of their romance. He thought any girl who had that much pluck was
worth going after.”

Judge Jackson turned his kindly eyes on me. “That’s agood heritage,” he said
gravely. “It ought to help.”

Of course, much of the talk was of politics, a subject about which | knew
nothing, dthough | recognized some of the names flashing through the
conversation. For instance, | knew about John Hay, because he had been
Presdent Lincoln’s private secretary and had written so € oquently about his
great friend. However, | was abit hazy about the “open door” in Chinag, for
which Mr. Hay, as Theodore Roosevelt’s Secretary of State, seemed to be
presently responsible.

Also, as we covered the milesthat day, | heard the name of ayoung East
Indian zeslot who was carrying on single-handed warfare with the British
Empire. That name, which forty years later was world famous, was Gandhi.

As the lengthening shadows made the sagebrush seem to take on added

height, the swaying stagecoach became amost unbearable. There are two
leather straps around the back axle of a stage that keep the springs from rising
past a certain height. Every chuck hole — and there were many - would send us
into the air; then the straps would stop us with aterrible jolt. After afew hours
each rise and fdl became torture. When the lumbering vehicle swung around
one of the many curves, not even the tightness with which we were wedged
againg one another could keep us from swaying.

At dusk we drew into another oasis where food was served; the horses were
changed, and we were dlowed a half hour’ s welcome relaxation. In the glow
of the sunset, crowded into the stage again but refreshed, we began to sing.
We garted with dl the old sandbys. “ Sweet Marie” Annie Roonie,” and
“Old Kentucky Home.” Dick José was the popular ballad singer of thet year,
snging “ Siver Threads among the Gold,” “Dear Old Girl,” and “Nélie Was a
Lady” in his sweet highten or; o of course these songs came to mind, as well
as hit tunes from the light operas of 1901. The patriotic songs we sang were


http://www.state.gov/r/pa/ho/time/gp/17457.htm
http://www.whitehouse.gov/history/presidents/tr26.html
http://www.garlic.com/~tgracyk/dickjose.htm

from the Civil War, for strangdly, the Spanish- American War, from which we
had so lately emerged, had not produced any songs of its own.

Sowly the night settled down; dowly the hours wore on. We became more
serious and quieter; to the accompaniment of scuffling hoofs and harness
rattle, beloved old hymns floated softly over the dtill air: “Rock of Ages”
“Lead Kindly Light,” “Onward Chrigtian Soldiers.”

At lagt the twinkling lights of Tonopah began to flicker in the distance. About
midnight we jangled into town, up the main street, and with aquick right turn,
cameto astop in front of the post office Much to my surprise, there was quite
acrowd of men to greet us. Even a this late hour the arriva of the stage was
an event.



Chapter 2

Our First Home...The Noisy “ Chew” of the Donkey Engine...Tonopah
Panorama...Some Desert I mpressions...An Old-Fashioned
Shivaree...Kindly Neighbors and a Gallant Saloon-Keeper

THE SHOUTING AND COMMOTION hardly penetrated the haze of fatigue
and dizziness that surrounded me. | was so giff from the jolting ride that

Hugh had to hold me up for afew moments after | had climbed down from the
coach. Fortunately, | soon recovered, for we had arather difficult walk ahead
to reach the house that Hugh had rented for us.

We said goodbye to our traveling companions, Hugh shouldered our bags, and
we trudged away up the hill. After the long confinement, it was arelief to
gretch our legs and within twenty minutes we were mounting the rough steps
of the little cottage, which looked like an owl in the moonlight, with two
windows for eyes and anarrow door for a beak.

The door was not locked. Hugh dropped our bags and reached for the light
cord, then gathered me into his arms as we stepped into our new home. |
forgot | wastired and forgot the twinge of fear | had fet in Hawthorne. The
light bulb in the center of the room danced on the end of its cord asif in
exuberant greeting.

Suddenly | was conscious of a sound on the night air, afaint, soft sgh.

“ Chew, chee-chew,” with adight accent on the first long syllable and a
quickening on the next two. To my curious question, Hugh explained that it
was the donkey engine down at the Desert Queen. | was amazed that work
continued at the mines dl night. “ Are they in such ahurry to get the gold
out?’

“Three shiftsin twenty-four hours” Hugh told me. “If you had millions
under the ground, wouldn’t you bein a hurry to get themout?” Then he
explained that this was not a gold camp. Thiswas silver mining. Of course,
there was some gold in the ore, and it helped to raise the vaues.

| looked out over thelittle town where clusters of lights around a mine shaft
told of unceasing activity, dthough the night was more then haf gone. It
seemed asif |, too, could not wait for morning to begin the new life, for which
| was 50 little equipped by anything but a rugged inheritance.

Morning on the desert dawned clear and frightfully cold. | was glad to obey
Hugh's suggestion thet | stay in bed while he sarted afirein the shegt-iron
gove, which was soon giving off aroar out of al proportion to its diminutive
sze. | hopped out of bed, grabbed my clothes, and rushed into the living room
to dress before its warmth.



What | could see of the house by daylight reassured me. It was cozy and

clean. | learned that it wastypicd of dl the others in the camp: three rooms
insde a board-and-batten box, with a screened porch on the rear. Therewas a
good matting rug on the floor of the main room, with a cabinet of sorts where
one could store everything from dishes to fire wood, atiny sheet-iron stove, a
table with four rush chairs, and an old-fashioned lesther sofa, not to overlook
the colored caendar on the wall. In the bedroom were an iron bed, a
washstand, and an old. fashioned dark brown bureau. The kitchen was
negligible except for ahuge barrd of water in one corner and a wood-burning
range.

But, thank goodness, we had eectric light and a telephone. As soon as the
camp had become an established fact, power lines were strung two hundred
miles across the mountains from Inyo, Cdifornia, to furnish eectric power
for the mines, so from its inception the town had light and telephones.

Meanwhile, Hugh built afirein the kitchen range where | was expected
presently to produce breakfast! By the time | was dressed Hugh had water
bailing - water dipped from the barrel in the corner. | looked &t that range
with awe.

“You'll haveto get breskfadt,” | sad. “I’ ve never made coffee in my life”

Hugh made the coffee. At least he took some coffee and did something to it.
If there had been an atom of guile in hismake-up, | would have suspected
him of playing atrick on me, for the coffee he made that morning was
unbelievably bad. The thought came to me that if this was the stuff he had
been making for himsdf dl these months, it was certainly up to meto learn to
cook. | couldn’t stand this coffeel!

After breskfast | dipped into my heavy coat, and for amoment we stood silent
at the door, breathing deeply of the sparkling desert air. Our house was well
up on the sde of amountain, and directly opposite was another mountain.
Between them, in the canyon and dimbing both sides, lay the little rough-

board town. Snuggled in among the shacks and dwarfing them were mine
shafts with hoists and ore dumps. West of town the desert stretched for miles
to the horizon, which was edged with the snowcapped Sierra Nevada. In the
opposite direction, to the east, a curving scratch indicated aroad winding up
the draw and disappearing over the edge of the hill.

| asked Hugh why the town had been built on the sides of this steep canyon.
Hugh shook his head. The canyon was not so steep. When | got down into the
town, | would see that ages of cloud bursts running down the canyon had
leveled off a perfect town ste. The outcroppings where the origina discovery
had been made were midway up the sSde of the mountain opposite. All the
location clams had been laid out there, but tents set better on the level, so the



firg settlers naturaly had put up their tents on the floor of the canyon. As
cabins replaced tents, foot paths followed the land level and became Streets.
They would probably remain the way they were aslong as the camp lasted.

Do the two mountains have names? | wondered.

“Darn right they have. That’s Mount Oddie opposite, where al the mine shafts
are,” Hugh continued. “ And those red buildings over there about even with

our eyes mark the Tonopah Mining Company. The strike was made just below
there where you see that dump of grey waste. Remember my telling you about

Tasker Oddie? That's hismine.”

| did indeed remember. | had not met Tasker Oddie yet, but | fet | knew him,
for Hugh'slettersin the past ten months had been full of him. Hugh next
pointed out the buildings of the Montana Tonopah and the North Star mines.
We were living on Mount Brougher, named for Wilse Brougher. | would hear
about him later. Hugh took his watch from his pocket. “1 must go. | run alaw
shop, you know, not an information bureau.”

| laughed as | kissed him goodbye, and then drew my coat tighter around me
and stood for awhile looking at the landscape - line upon line of running
color, tan, henna, lavender, brown. But no green. Not atree. Not ashrub. A
faint odor floated by me reminiscent of Chrismas, a picy something |
afterward recognized as sage.

| had been born in San Francisco, had lived dl my life in the green fragrance
of that moisture-laden air, and yet this dry, rarified atmosphere, so sparkling,
this vast expanse of open country were overpoweringly lovely. Looking down
on the quaint rough-board town below, | heard the soft, insistent chatter of the
donkey engine. That woman in Hawthorne who pitied me was afool.

The days that followed were a kaeidoscope of vivid impressions. The
daylight captivated me and the night enchanted me. Under the desert
moonlight the hills looked as if they had been cut out of card-board, asif a
light had been planted down behind them somewhere to intengfy their
contour againg the night sky.

Added to the fascination of the pastel landscape was the friendly charm of the
people, the first impression of which | had experienced on the stage trip into
Tonopah. As each day passed, | was warmed by the friendship with which
they met Hugh's bride. My firgt caler, soon after my arrival, was Mrs. Albert
Stock, who lived just below me on the hill. She was the wife of an engineer &
one of the mines. Mrs. Stock asked me to forgive her for coming so quickly,
but she wanted me to know | had neighbors and didn’t want me to be londly.
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Later, when | learned Jen Stock’s story, | knew why she was concerned for
loneliness. When she married Mr. Stock, he was superintendent of a salt
works near Sodaville, and the Stocks lived there for many years. All the
workers on the sdt marsh were Indians, and Jen was the only white woman
for fifty miles around. She knew what londliness could do to awoman.

But that very night | learned there was another kind of neighborliness not
quite so pleasant. After dinner | wasin my kitchen wiping the dishes, while
Hugh was gtting in the living room with a book. A terrific din erupted dl
around the house, a combination of tin cans, bells, horns - anything that could
make anoise. Dreadfully shocked and frightened, | rushed to my husband for
protection, but Hugh sat calmly smoking his pipe with a amile of amusement
on hisface. | was trembling with fear.

He took his pipe from his mouth and told me quietly not to be darmed. It was
just ashivaree.

| had heard the word before, but never expected to be subjected to such
disrespectful trestment. My eyesfilled with tears of humiliation and then
anger.

Voices began caling, “We want to see the bride! Come on out or we'll come
in!”

“Don't take it 30 serioudy,” Hugh said, laughing at me. “You'll have to show
up, so you'd better dry your eyes and smile. It'sjust afrontier joke.” At last
he opened the door and waved for our tormentors to comein.

The din stopped, and about twenty young men poured into the house. |
swalowed my fury and smiled and bowed. At Hugh's suggestion | brought
from the kitchen what few cookies | had, and Hugh turned his pockets insde
out and threw hiswallet on the table. The men scooped up about twenty
dollars and al the cookies; then yeling, “Much obliged! Happy days” they
went off noisily down the hill, leaving me spent with excitement.

Another early vistor who gave my new life some brushed-in color was Mrs.
Hank Knight, athin, homey woman with a chirpie sweetness that made her
very dtractive. From Mrs. Knight | gained my firdt redization of the
comradeship of the frontier. At the turn of the century towns were far gpart.
Travel was by stage or buckboard, dow and hard, as | had experienced. |
wondered how people could know one another so well. Mrs. Knight, who was
condderably older than |, knew people al over the Sate, and she knew them
by their first names. Many native Nevadans had come to Tonopah, of course,
but | remember being delighted and somewhat startled by our conversation on
the day she cdled. When | mentioned someone | had just met, she would look
a me questioningly for amoment. Then her eyeswould kindle and she would



drawl, “Oh. Oh ,yes. You mean Sarah So-and-So. Why, yes, of course. | knew
her when she was little. She used to get lost in the sagebrush, and her mother
tied asheep bl around her neck so they could find her.”

Both Mrs. Knight and her husband had much of the Old West till clinging to
them, which even in my youth was fast disappearing. There was, too, a code
of frontier ethics Mr. Knight displayed for me. He was aredly fine person, a
handsome old chap with beautiful grey hair and a short white chin-beard,
which made him look like a Mormon bishop. But Mr. Knight ran asaloon. |
had met him one night at the Mizpah Club shortly after our arrivd in
Tonopah, but afew days later, when | saw him on the street, he passed me
without speaking. | was puzzled and hurt because | knew he had seen me.
Some weeks later | met him again in public. Thistime he came forward with
his hand extended and lifted his broad grey hat with dl the gdlantry of a
cavdlier.

“Mrs. Brown,” he said softly, “I can shake hands with you now. | sold the
saloon yesterday.”

Hisface beamed as | returned the warmth of his handclasp. | redized the
tribute he had paid, not to me personally, but to the wife of a respected
member of acommunity that didn’t countenance saloon-keepers, evenina
frontier town.



Chapter 3

Jim Butler and HisBurro...The“Mizpah” ... The Coming of Tasker
Oddie...Bonanza! ...Claim-Jumpers and Big Jack Longstreet...Prospectors,
Leasers, and Money from the East

ANY CHRONICLE OF TONOPAH should begin with the names of Tasker
Oddie and Jm Butler, for they were the sparks that ignited the excitement.

It seems redundant to repeet the story of the discovery of the silver-bearing
rock that made Tonopah, for today it isaroutine plot for any screenplay about
the discovery of amine. The prospector travels the desert alone from one
water hole to another. Failing to reach the appointed oasis before nightfdl, he
camps afew miles short of his destination. At daybreak he discovers his burro
has wandered high up on the side of an adjacent mountain, and he picks up a
rock to hurl at the animd. The rock is heavy; hisarm pausesin midar. The
rock looks like quartz, bearing precious metad. Of course, the prospector is
penniless; in order to get the rock assayed, he must share his discovery with a
friend.

Haven't you heard al this before? It has been repeated with only dight
vaiations in settingsin Montana, Arizona, New Mexico, Cdifornia But this
time the narrative is not fiction. Jm Butler, owner of afew acres of
homesteaded ranchland in Monitor Valley, prospector by avocation, picked up
the rock on May 19, 1900, and Tasker Oddie was the friend to whom he
gppeded for help. Jm Butler was traveling to the next water hole from an
ancient Indian oasis known as Klondike Wells - named, | judge, by some man
who had been in the Alaska gold rush. Most of those way stations had some
old “desert rat” living there. Butler camped about ten miles short of the water
hole, known as Tonombe, “water near the surface.” Since Butler’ swife was
half Shoshone, he probably used the Shoshone word pah, "water" when he
described to Tasker Oddie the place where he made the discovery. And the
name Tonopah became established for the digtrict. The variation in the cast of
characters of thismining story is the addition of the name of Belle Butler, the
prospector’ s wife. She knew the dangers Jm faced every time he walked the
desert done: days and miles between water holes when alame burro, a
leaking canteen, a careless step into a prairie dog' s hole were often the dender
margin between safety and dow death.

In gratitude for Im’s surviva and their good fortune, Belle Butler, ardigious
woman, indsted that the name of the origind clam should be the “Mizpah,” a
word taken from the Old Testament story of Jacob and his father-in-law, who
established a covenant to end the long suspicion between them. It s, in

ancient Hebrew, avow that no harm shal come to ather of them through
anything the other may do while they are separated. In the course of time,
mizpah - meaning “ The Lord watch between me and thee while we are absert
one from another” - has come to signify the prayer of two who love each other
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that God will take care of them both while they are gpart. In appreciation of
Bdle Butler, whom | never knew, Hugh and | had MIZPAH engraved in our
wedding rings.

By thetime | arrived in Tonopah, the Butlers had aready gone to Cdiforniato
enjoy the fruits of their good fortune, and Tasker Oddie was for me the link
between the rock that missed being hurled at a burro and the leasers who were
swarming like ants over Mount Oddie.

Tasker had been sent to Nevada on a commission from the Phel ps- Stokes
interestsin New Y ork. They had extensive ownership in the state - land,

mines, and railroads - about which they needed detailed reports. Caught by the
lure of the West, Tasker, after he had completed his investigation, decided to
stay in Nevada. For afew years he prospected without any luck; then, rather
than return to the East, he ran for didtrict attorney of Nye County, of which the
county seet was the little town of Belmont.

Carrying abag of specimens, Jm Butler tramped into Belmont, seventy miles
beyond the spot where he had collected the rocks, in order to show them to
Tasker Oddie, the only man he wanted to trust. But Tasker didn’t have eight
dollarsto risk on an assay fee, even with Jm'’s promise of hdf interest if the
rocks proved to have any vaue. However, in the course of the Phelps- Stokes
investigations, Tasker had made afriend of Walter Gayhart, a science teacher
in Augtin who had a smdl assay ouitfit in his home. Tasker decided to ship the
samplesto hisfriend, offering him a percentage of his own hdf interest if the
samples proved to be worth anything.

The stage coach trip was long and dow, and waiting for return information
was hard. | heard Tasker tell of the agony it was, the cold chill she
experienced when the letter did arrive. He was afraid to open it. When he did
open it and began to redlize the sgnificance of the assayer’ s figures, he was
amost afraid to accept the report as correct. But he knew Gayhart was a
capable man. The promise held out by these meager samples was too exciting
to be dismissed. These rocks might have come from the lost Breyfogle - the
will-0’ -the-wisp that had had men combing southern Nevada for forty years
for the rich ore cropping that, according to legend, a prospector had staked
out, then never could find again.

ASSAYSOF SAMPLES OF ORE FROM T. L. ODDIE
Sample 1 Silver 23 ounces Gold $6.70 per ton
Sample 2 Silver 540 ounces Gold $206.70  per ton
Sample 3 Silver 60 ounces Gold $19.00  per ton
Sample4 Silver 8ounces Gold $2.25 per ton
Sample5 Silver 60 ounces Gold $75.60  per ton
Sample6 Silver 5ounces  Gold $2.67 per ton
Sample 7 Silver 15 ounces Gold $2.40 per ton
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Jm and Tasker decided to ask Wilse Brougher to come into the partnership.
Like the others, Wilse had few dollars to risk, but among the three they
managed to pool twenty-five dollars. Im had shovels and a pick, and Wilse
had a smdl windlass and a team of horses. One moonless night they dipped
out of Belmont in an old “dead-ax” wagon, as the wagons built for especidly
heavy |loads and rough terrain were called. For three days they inched across
the hot August desert. Findly Jm pointed out the pregnant spot. Only after
location notices were made out and anchored down with stones did they make
camp for the night. At daybresk the digging began.

“I was cook for the outfit,” Tasker told me, “and | never learned to gauge the
expanding power of beans. I’d make the fire and throw some beansinto the
pot and fill the pot to the brim with water. Then I'd climb down the hole that
was getting to be a shaft, and every day I’d come back and find those dang
beans swelled dl over the place. Allover the pot. Down into the fire. | never
did learn to keep those things harnessed.”

There were endless stories of flapjacks flipped onto shirt-fronts, of sour-dough
biscuits and mulligan stew - “we put everything in but the sogp” - of aching
muscles at sundown, eased only by the thin, rich stream of vauesin every
day’ s samplings.

Two tons of sacked ore, dl they could safely load into the old wagon, was
hauled to Belmont, then by stage to Austin. Thence, till with great secrecy, it
was shipped by rall to asmdter in Sdlt Lake City. For the first shipment they
received $600. From that first shipment on, Tasker and his partnerswerein
business. From the beginning to the end of the town’s productive years,
Tonopah produced $149,000,000.* (* For this estimate | am indebted to David
Myrick, who based it on information from records &t the University of

Nevada. Of the tota value, $24,000,000 was paid in dividends.) The greater
percentage of that figure came from the Tonopah Mining Company and its
companion, the Belmont Development Company. These two mines comprised
the original claims Tasker and his two partners staked out the day they

arrived. The only development money put into these clamswasthe $25in
grub “risked” by the origina locators.

One of the most interesting things about the Tonopah discovery was the fact
that Jm Butler walked over the only spot on that mountain where the vein
appeared on the surface, and the mountain was the only spot anywhere in the
district where ore-bearing rocks could be found.

A discovery of precious metd isagood ded like alove affair. No matter how
carefully the secret is guarded, the knowledge of it seemsto fly through the

ar. That location was in a completely untracked desert, but aflood of
prospectors began to appear asif they had sprung from the ground. They came
on foot and on horseback, often without money, equipment, or food. Soon



their tents and makeshift shacks spread across the valey floor, and the boom
was on.

Tonopah was not immune to the rough and sometimes dangerous elements
who were to be found trying to get their share of the new riches. Stories about
dam-jumpers abounded. One of the best was the run-in Tasker Oddie had
with Jack Longdtreet, abig, powerful giant with awell-established reputation
as agunman. He had arrived in camp after al the land had been staked out,
but that did not sop him from “making some locations.” Then he accused Jm
Clifford of jumping his clams, and followed him to Tasker' stent office on
Main Stregt. With pistol drawn, Longstreet charged into the tent where
Clifford and Oddie, both unarmed, were seated. Tasker sprang to hisfeet and
grabbed the gun. The hammer came down on hisfinger, inflicting an ugly
wound, but Tasker hung on and disarmed the raging man. In true western-
movie style, Jack Longstreet’ s progress toward Taker’ s tent had been reported
aong the street, and the sheriff arrived to take over in the nick of time.

Once many years later, | asked Tasker for the best claim-jumping tde he
could remember.

“Wel,” he said, “1 can tdll you the one that meant the most to me. Some
ruffians moved in from Salt Lake and tried to jump the Mizpah, the origind
clam. Raph Wardle and | went up on the hill to put them off and found three
men down the fifteen-foot shaft. Wardleand | climbed down the ladder, and
before we knew it, we were in a hand-to-hand scrap, three of them against two
of us. People down in town got wind of trouble on the hill, so the sheriff
rounded up some men to go up there with him. He poked his head over the
edge of the shaft, looking to me like the Angel Gabrid, and ydled, ‘Hey! you
fellas got no business on this property. Quit-fightin' and get outta that hole!’

“One of them let go of me long enough to yell back, ‘You can't stop us,
Sheriff. Y ou gotta have awarrant to stop us, and you can't get it. The Court
Houseis seventy milesaway in Belmont.” “ The sheriff yelled back, ‘Y ou
come outta there and we' Il talk about it.” By thistime half the town was up on
the hill. We dl scrambled up the ladder.

“Then the sheriff said, “Now I’ll show you coots whether | can do something
about this or nat. All you felaswho arein favor of the Tonopah Mining
Company’s claim come over here” About fifty men came over and stood by
me.

“ *Now dl you other rattlers who think these men are not thieves join up with
them over there. Now, Oddie, I'll arrest anyone that comes over here from
over there. Y ou go hire aman to ride to Belmont and get out a warrant for
madidous mischief, and we'll file that suit. And whileyou re at it, Oddie, hire
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enough men to keep these coyotes outta that hole. I'll stay here until you get
back.” ”

Tasker went on to tell me that he hired a young man who had just come into
camp from Arizona. His name was Wyatt Earp*.[ *David Myrick tdlsmea
little item in the Tonopah Bonanza of February 1, 1902, says Wyait Earp had
come to town from Name, and in a copy of the same paper a month later, there
is an advertisement for “THE NORTHERN —Wyaitt Earp, prop, A gentleman’s
resort.” Later he returned to Arizona and became sheriff of Tombstone,] Had |
ever heard about him? He was afancy crack shot. Earp hired twenty men to
help him keep the jumpers off the Mizpah clam, and Tasker paid them twenty
dollarsaday for six days. “Tha was an expendve little bit of litigation,”

Tasker said, “but | never spent money more effectively. It established dl the
Tonopah Mining Company’s claims, and we never had another lawsuit.”

In later years when Tasker Oddie and | talked of the early days, | redized, as|
had not in my youth, how Tonopah mining differed from the placer mining

in Cdifornia, where aman could work outa good day’ s wages by crouching at
the edge of a stream and rolling afew pounds of dirt in a pan over which he
poured an occasiond wish of water. It took expensive equipment to work the
underground deposits. Tasker and his partners agreed to lease ground on the
vein to men who could furnish the equipment needed. Out of the many who
applied, leases were | et to one hundred and thirty men. The leases stipul ated
the percentage royalty the owners were to receive, the number of feet each
lessee was entitled to (one hundred feet on the vein, fifty feet on elther Sde),
and the number of months the leases were to run.

They were negotiated without the scratch of a pen, Tasker told me, just afew
brief, rough notes he made in his little memorandum book. And nobody ever
logt anickd. He said he didn't believe such a volume of complicated business
was ever transacted before with o little formaity. He was very proud of those
leases, based as they were on confidence and good faith among many different
men.

He sad that by January 1, 1901, Mount Oddie was dive with the leasers. The
desert was dotted with twenty-mule teams loaded with high-grade ore, making
the dow journey over the sixty-five milesto Sodaville, thence by the fussy
little narrow-gauge to Mound House, ultimately by Southern Pecific Railroad
to the smeltersin Cdifornia or Colorado. As men clawed at the surface day
and night, no one knew what wedth the next few feet might uncover. Every
foot seemed to raise the vaues. Even when | came to Nevadain February of
1904, men were still working over the waste and making good returns.

But hard-rock mining needs expensive machinery to drive through rock to the
veins, expert geologigts to follow the veins of ore, and mills and chemigsto
reduce the ore to metal. The origina claims were too costly for the ownersto
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develop so0 they were sold outright to a group of Philade phia investors for
$336,000.

The verbal contracts with the leasers ended December 31, 1901, two months
after the date of sde, but Tasker and Jm Butler inssted that al the leases
were to be honored until their expiration dates. The buyers demurred but
findly had to agree, and in the next two months they were paid $30,000 in
roydties from the leasers. At midnight on December 31, every man who had a
gun or pistal shot it off in abig ceebration.



Chapter 4

A Piano by MuleTeam...The Fine Art of Mule-skinning...Dresden China
in Tin-Cup Country...Riding Breechesand “ Calling” Gowns...A New Kind
of Pioneer... Celebrated Gunmen and the Glamorous Redlight

ONE DAY SEVERAL WEEKSAFTER MY ARRIVAL, Hugh cdled on the
telephone to tell me that our household belongings had come. Did | want to
come down and watch the unloading of the wagons?

| had looked forward with no little concern to the arrival of our wedding gifts,
wondering how they would survive the long trip by mule team, so it didn’t
take me long to change my dress and skip down the hill. The freight Sation
was behind the Merchant's Hotel, aimost in the center of town, and | had to
elbow my way through a crowd of miners, Indians and generd idlers. The
pack train conssted of at least four freight wagons hitched together, each
piled high with mining machinery, supplies, furniture, barrels, and - my piano!

As| reached the freight station the “muleskinner” had aready unhitched his
sring of seventeen mules and three horses, and was leading the horses away. |
gazed a him in amazement. Every inch of that man was coated with afine
layer of dugt; every individua hair ood out. His eyes peering from under
eyelashes heavy with desert “mascara,” his powdered face with the inevitable
tobacco lines around the mouth looked asif he had been made up for a
grotesque harlequinade.

| didn’t laugh, though | wanted to. | hadn’t been on the frontier long, but long
enough to know | wasin the presence of royalty. No men had greater dignity
or more right to pride than the men who maneuvered the wagon trains over the
mountains and up the dry canyons of Nevada.

For atime| just sood watching him in the corral. Carefully he watered his
horses; then he fed them. But he ignored the mules. | wondered why and,
unable to find an acquaintance in the crowd to ask, | inquired from a stranger
why he devoted dl histime to the horses. Didn't the mules deserve some
atention?

The man looked a me asif | didn't have good sense. “Mules are mules” he
mumbled. “Any roustabout can take care of them. But horses are partners.”

| didn’t dare ask any more questions, but | was so intrigued by his reply that
later | repeated it to William Blackburn, the superintendent of the Tonopah
Mining Company. He understood my puzzlement. It seems everything on a
mule train depends upon a nice understanding between the man and histhree
horses. The lead horse especidly hasto havered “horse sense” Fastened to
hisbrideisajerk ling, running dong the harness to the driver’ s hand forty
feet or more away, the distance depending on the number of mules between



the lead horse and the whedlers. The lead horse must respond correctly when
the driver pullsthe jerk line, once for aleft turn and twice for aright. What is
more, that horse must know to afoot how far to circle out on aturn so that
the mules jump the dack chain at just the right distance to ease the wagons
safely around the bend. More than once in after-years | saw this maneuver,
and it isreally something beautiful to see. The lead horse swings far out to left
or right, as the case may be, and the mules jump the chain in rhythm - likea
swvimming team jumping into the water one after another.

But even more responsible are the whed horses. The whedlers control the
grains on a freight wagon. When awagon is properly loaded, with the weight
of the cargo concentrated over the back axle, brakes will hold under any kind
of road conditions. But there is amoment, as the brakes are released, when the
wheders must be depended on to hold back the weight of the wagon, easing it
off dowly, just enough o that the mules can take on the weight without

getting fouled up in the dack chain. Asthe man said, “On awagon train

horses are ‘ partners on a hazardous journey,” Mr. Blackburn concluded.

Ultimately the stablemen did come dong to care for the mules, and by the
time al the animas were standing with heads down and one foot a parade
rest, the muleskinner was well on his way uptown to his favorite sdloon. What
with drinks for the house and money for the girlfriend, before morning he
would probably be broke again.

Now the freght-handlers began climbing on the wagons, dowly un-
scrambling the freight. | saw our barrels lowered casudly to the ground and
piled together. Oh, my beautiful chinal Then came the piano, with a sickening
jolt. I wondered what the jar would do to it, not to mention the awful
impregnation of dust from the journey. Later, to my delight, | found that it
was not hurt.

We spent exciting days unpacking, wondering dl the while wherein the tiny
house we were going to stow everything. Of course, most of what we received
as wedding giftswasfit only for a city home. Our friends were no more
prepared for the conditions we were to meet than | was myself. But the cut
glass, the Dresden china, the beautiful linen and slver al contributed to our
gaety, even if the environment did seem to call for ailcloth and tin cups.

One of the handsomest gifts we received was alarge bronze kerosene lamp
from Judge Jackson and his wife. The shade was a huge red glass globe.
Handsome as it was, in our tiny box of a house the lamp was like a
Newfoundland pup in adoll’ s house.

Asthelittle group of intimate friends gravitated more and more to our house,
we seemed to laugh louder and play harder in our two-by-four living room
then anywhere sein town. One night the beautiful bronze lamp was tipped



over, and the big red globe went hurtling through the window glass with a
noise like apistol shot.

For amoment we were slent with dismay, but youth is resilient, and soon we
werelaughing again. However, the next morning | gave myself over to tears
as the poor bronze lamp, its beautiful shade gone and its wick hanging out like
adry tongue, was banished to the dugout we used asacdlar. It remained in
the dugout storage for aslong as we lived in Tonopah. Y ears afterward, when
we returned to Cdifornia, | arranged to have the lamp converted to an electric
fixture. To my surprise the gentleman with whom | dedlt raved over it.

It was the color and luster of the meta that impressed him. When| told him
the history of the lamp, he said that it was possible the bronze had absorbed
chemicas from itslong contact with Tonopah's metd-impregnated earth, and
that might account for its unusud lugter.

My trousseau was as ingppropriate to Boomtown as my wedding presents, but
at thetimeit didn’'t seem so. We dl dressed with the same care we would
have usad in any established community. My “cdling dress’ was alovely
shade of purple velvet, trimmed with an exquisite “fancy” of marabou. My
traveling suit, athin broadcloth we cdled “lady’s cloth,” was made with a
short Eton jacket lined with white silk. | wore with it the red poppy hat that
caught Hugh's eye a Hawthorne. The skirt was daringly short - four inches
off the ground. The day Mrs. Hank Knight caled, she had said to me
playfully,” Wdl, Mrs. Brown, it isal very well for you to arrive here with
your gylish frou-frous, but you wait. The time will come when you'll go back
to San Francisco, and you'll walk up Market Street feding just as dowdy as
we do.”

When women in Cdifornia took to driving automobiles in riding breeches and
short coats, | wore them in Tonopah and was very serioudy criticized by other
women. But | don't think the men minded. | had an echo of this many years
later, when an old friend | hadn’t seen since Tonopah days said to me,
“Marjorie, you don't look natural to me. | remember you in dark grey riding
togs with black boots up to your knees and a saucy black hat. Y ou looked like
a handsome boy.”

Of course we would dress much more sensibly now, but in 1904 we brought
to the desert the scale of living to which we were born. To dress the part of the
frontiersman just wasn't done. Those who attempted it were considered show-
offs. For the most part, Tonopah was a community of city people who lived in
rough-board houses and walked un-paved streets, but who dressed and acted
as they would in San Francisco or New York.

| have had occasion to read the experiences of an English woman who visited
Colorado in 1875. She traveled by horseback from Truckee in Cdifornia,



across the Great Divide to Estes Park, in Colorado. Her account of the
pioneers of that day interested me grestly, for | was impressed with the fact
that by 1900 the Buffao Bill variety of show-off, aswell asthe “murder for
breakfast every day” bad men, was out of date.

When men who never saw Tonopah write of this period, stressng the gun-
toting adventurer, they are drawing along bow. To be sure, the gunman, the
dance-hdl girl, and the gambler were dl redities, but the lawlessness was
over. When my husband and | were young, another kind of pioneer had
emerged - the geologig, the mining engineer, the chemis, the lawyer, men
whose grubstake was a college diploma. They lived on the frontier, but they
were not the fictiond verson of frontiers men.

However, we were not without our flamboyant characters, who might be
described as alink between the old, lawless West and the modern community,
where productivity depended on law and order. One such character was
cattleman and palitician John Sparks, who came from Texas to Nevada
sometime in the '80s He brought with him not only his Longhorns and
Herefords, but o his gunman, Jack Davis, who knew the technique of
border raiding.

Sparks had some grazing land up north in Nevada close to the Idaho line.
There was aman over in ldaho he suspected of encroaching on grazing land
he considered as his own, so he sent Jack Davis over into Idaho to kill him,
Jack succeeded, but before he got back across the gtate line into Nevada he
was captured by an Idaho sheriff, tried, and condemned to death. John Sparks
had influence enough over there to get Davis execution delayed three times.
Then, in 1903 Sparks was e ected governor of Nevada. The firgt thing he did
was to apped to hisfriend the governor of 1daho to pardon the gunman -
which he promptly did.

In Tonopah, January Jones and Bar Francis were aso referred to as gun-toters,
and they carried their weagpons more or less openly. The butt of January’s
bulged just below hisright shoulder blade. | couldn’t figure out what would
happen if he ever had to draw that weapon in ahurry. It looked to me asif he
would have to reach down his callar. | don’t think he was much of afighter

and may have worn his pistol in away that would make it hard to pull.
Although he looked like a brigand and had the reputation of having more than
one notch to his credit, January was a peaceful, law-abiding dtizenin

Tonopah, married to the lady barber and dtogether respectable.

Bar Francis was aman of amilar gppearance and somewhat the same
reputation. In later years, upon reading Eleanor Roosevet’ s book, This|
Remember, | was startled to run across the name of Bar Francis. In the chapter
headed “ The Peaceful Years” she mentions visting the ranch of Mr. and Mrs.
Dana near Reno where “the caretaker of the horses was awonderful old
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character named Bar Francis, who had been an old-time bad man and later
sheriff.” | don’t think Bar Francis was ever awestern bad man in the accepted
meaning of the term, but | am sure he enjoyed the reputation.

Harry Ramsey, whom | had first met on the stage for Tonopah, was another of
the quiet, inconspicuous, soft-spoken men who for that very reason carried the
unsavory reputation of killer. If rumors were facts, his gun had nine notches

on it, acquired in Mexico when he cleaned out a nest of bandits who had killed
his father and brother. This hardly seemed to judtify labeling him a*western”
killer, but he did carry that reputation: deliberate, calm, and absolutdy

ruthless.

And what of the glamorous ladies from the other end of town? Occasiond
tales filtered through to me - | wish | had known more; it would have been
livelier for thisbook if | had. There were afew, not the usud dance-hdl girls
who achieved a certain amount of notoriety, if not fame, as they moved from
one lucky gambler to another when the turn of fortune siwung high or low.
Wearing a touch of rouge in an era when makeup was asign, they tripped
across the street with long skirts held tight and hats loaded with plumes; often
with parasols dung negligently over a plump shoulder. Thistype of young
womean did not livein thered light; | never knew where they did live,

In my day no one ever saw dance-hdl girlsin short, fluffy skirts, dancing the
Can Can on the stage, at least not in Nevada. | did get an occasiona
surreptitious glimpse of the underworld. Hugh' s office was in the Golden
Block, diagondly opposite the famous Butler Sdoon thefirg sdoonin

camp, which boasted that its doors had never been shut. In summer the short
swinging doors made it possible from Hugh's windows to see into the saloon,
when the women stood at the bar, foot on rail, with the men. | was
tremendoudy intrigued, much to my husband' s disgust. “What are you so
curious about?’ he would say. “ They're adime a dozen. They’re not even
good-looking.” But that wasn't dways true. Sometimes they were very
glamorous.

Then there were the “madams,” rulers of the red light. | can tdll you two good
stories about them.

Oneran ahouse - I'll wager it was known asthe Bijou or the Sagebrush or the
Golden Nugget - in which no girl was alowed to rob aman. One day she
discovered a certificate for ten thousand shares of Mohawk in the possession
of one of the girls. The girl inssted the stock had been given to her, and

maybe it was, but the madam thought differently. She cuffed the girl abit just

to teach her alesson and then put on her hat and went uptown to find the man
who owned the certificate. Stock registrations meant little in those days. All

she had to do was to drop into a broker’ s office and sdll the certificate. At that
time Mohawk was worth about five dollars a share. She would have been
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comfortable for the rest of her life. But true to her code, she handed over the
stock to the owner, who had come to her place dead-drunk. He was still drunk
and hadn’t yet discovered hisloss. The story flew like a summer shower to
revive everybody’ s faith in human nature.

Ancther woman fell in love with agambler and wanted a child by him. She

had a very well-built and roomy house down on Oddie Avenue. (Ironicaly one
of theworst dtreets in town was named for our firgt citizen.) So the gambler
married her, and the house was picked up, perched crazily on Harry Hudson's
freight wagon, behind aten-mule team, and teetered up Main Street to the
farthest end of town, where it was deposited on a nice flat piece of ground.
Here, afew months later, her baby was born as far from the red light as she
could get - and legitimate.

Oneday | heard a dirge being played downtown on Main Street, and |
wondered who had died that was important enough to turn out the Miners
Union Band. | telephoned to Hugh, and he told me that it was a girl from the
red light. She had dways wanted a wedding gown, it was said, S0 her friends
bought her awhite satin wedding dress, veil and al, and laid her out init.
They held the funerd in the Miners Union Hall, and the hearse followed the
band down to the graveyard.

There was another kind of woman - wife to no man and far from the sporting
world - who played the hard game like the men. These women went to every
new strike, put up their own location notices, and dug their own assessment
holes. When Lady Luck looked the other way, they ran boarding houses for
the miners, which was not too easy alife either. Occasondly, they were large,
burly women, but more often they were thin and wiry. One wondered how
they were able to survive the fierce living they faced.

While | am on this subject, | want to say | love a good western movie. The
brilliant fireflies, the rough sdoons, the unpaved dreets, the riding cowboys,
the gun-toting gamblers, and the brave marshds - jazzed up but il
recognizable - are characters right out of my own experience. The sound of
the bell on the toy engines pulling into way-stations a night can bring tearsto
my eyes, because | know it is quite possible | am seeing again the same little
engine and listening to the same sweet sound that accompanied me into Soda:
ville on my wedding journey.

Not al our men were tailored in grey wool or gabardine. We had one red
Tonopah pioneer who did wear flannd shirts. He was the laser. Again, he was
adifferent kind of man from those who panned Cdiforniagold in Grass

Vdley or climbed icy Chilkoot Pass in the Klondike rush of *98. Y oung and
pretty well-educated, he was stalwart enough to handle a drill or swing aten
pound hammer. Leasers were a tough breed, and not too proud for “mucking’ -



that is, clearing out the debris after a dynamite blast with a shove, or “muck-
stick.”

In eighteen months the leasers - perhaps 160 men - produced four million
dollars for themselves. When the surface deposits had been worked out and
the waste dumps worked over, these young leasers could no longer function.
After that, Tonopah settled down to a steady growth under the management of
eadtern capitalists, who hired an army of specidists to Snk deep shafts, trace
rich veins out into unknown territory, and reduce ore-bearing rock to bullion.

Typicd of the men who made fortunes out of the leasing system was Tom
Lynch, and his marriage to May Edwards, atall, handsome blonde, was not
only asocid highlight, but it dramatized the leasing period. Tom knew
everyone, and the invitation to his wedding reception was published in the
Tonopah Bonanza. Dress suits and gowns from Paris rubbed shoulders with
business suits and clean khaki. Opera hats and ostrich plumes mingled with
wide Stetsons and miners caps.

| remember well what | wore that night: a semi-evening dress of heavy black
glk, trimmed with smocking around the waist and down over the hips, very
flattering to the Gibsonesque hourglass figure of the day. The hat | wore with
it was a creation of black lace with two long black ostrich feathers curling
down directly back of my left ear.

Tom's house, up on the hill very close to our own, had been trans-formed
from alittle four-roomed shack into an irregular but spacious home of eight
rambling rooms. The wedding was held in the Catholic Church, and the
reception was at their home. On the dining table was a big punch bowl into
which two men poured champagne, while two others rgpidly ladled it into
glasses, which were emptied and refilled as fast as hands could move. The
crowd milled up to the table and away, a continua churning for hours.

Every possible spacein that house was covered with wedding presents. My
little house was bulging with my own wedding presents, and they weren't a
tenth of what had been sent to this bride. What could the new Mrs. Lynch do
with thisflood of gifts| often wondered.

After the reception our little coterie decided to end the evening at our house.
Hugh came trudging up the hill alittle late, his arms stacked high with bottles

of champagne. | was furious. We had had dl the champagne that was good for
us. Turning to him with greet dignity, | said, “Y ou shouldn’'t have doneit! |
don’'t want anyone to go from my house tipsy away.” With aroar that shook
the little house, the bottles were dragged from Hugh's arms and opened, corks
popping like atoy pistol barrage.
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| never did live down that peech. Every once in awhile, even today, someone
reminds me that no one must ever go from my house tipsy away.



Chapter 5

Our Friend Tasker...Introducing the Oddie Family...The “Damn Horse”
Rondo... Pine Creek Ranch...Dancing, 300 Feet Underground...A Guided
Tour through the Tunnels...The Glory Hole, “ Sweetest Ground in the
Digtrict” ... Six Inchesfrom Perfection

WHEN | ARRIVED IN TONOPAH, Tasker Oddie wasin New Y ork
negotiating the sde of some of the claims owned by him and his partners. He
was by no means unknown to me, however, for Hugh's letters had set the
stage of Tonopah with Tasker as the hero.

| met him, of course, as soon as he returned. He was atal man, over thirty and
somewhat bald, on the crest of awave of good fortune, gay and generous.

From the moment Hugh had arrived in camp dmost ayear earlier, these two
men had been comrades. Both were graduate lawyers, Hugh from Stanford,
Tasker from New Y ork Universty; both had been selected because of
character and attainments to go to the frontier on errands of trust; both were
typica twentieth century pioneers. Tasker was the outdoor man, bronzed,
khaki-clad, with high-laced boots and broad-brimmed Stetson; Hugh, the
office man, the counsdlor, equaly tal and dender but clothed in the same
grey suits and white collars he wore in San Francisco - except for a battered
old grey hat.

“This hat? Why, this het is the concesson | make to my environment.”

In 1904 Tasker was grading the roadbed on the flat west of town for the
raillroad that was dowly approaching us. He had brought in some fifty draft
horses to do the job, and afew saddle horses, among them Rondo, his specia
mount, together with amagnificent pair of trotter she maintained for traveling
to Sodaville, where he met the Southern Pacific. We rode horseback with him
amog every Sunday, ending with supper a his home or ours. There waslittle
in the way of entertainment outside our homes and Tasker's horses added
variety and greet pleasure to our lives,

Like aslver thread through our lives ran our friendship with the Oddie
family. Tasker's mother and sisters came to Tonopah after the Silver strike,
and the youngest sister, Anna, married Fred Siebert, a promising mining
engineer, soon after thar arriva. They were amagnificent-looking pair. All

the Oddies were tall, but Annawas the tallest of the three girls-*just under Six
feet with my shoes off,” she told me - and Fred topped her by four inches.
Annaand | established a friendship that lasted throughout our lives. Aslong
as Tasker kept horses in Tonopah, we rode together, and later our children
played together.



The Oddies were a high-spirited family. Of the five brothers and sigters, Sarah
was the mogt striking - tall and dender, with large capable hands, unruly red-
blonde hair, and awide smile disclosing firm white teeth. An able
horsewoman, as dl the ssters were, she was particularly at homein the
saddle. My most vivid recollection of Sarahisriding “Bill Nye” ablack
Thoroughbred that snorted and cavorted and danced himsdlf into alather.
Sarah managed him with courage, plainly enjoying the excitement for he was
just dangerous enough to demand dl the skill she possessed.

Speaking of the Oddie horses reminds me of an incident with Tasker and
Rondo. | happened to be at the upper end of town on the road leading to a
location called “The | Divide' when | heard a horse galoping toward me. It
was Rondo, covered with foam, clattering over the hill, Tasker up, face red
and eyes blazing. Ashe drew rein in front of me, he shouted, “This damn
horse tried to kill me! He tried to scrgpe me off that building. Thistime | wore
him down. | ran him clear out to the Divide and back.”

| called, “You both look asif you had been through a battle” But | don’t think
he heard me with Rondo snorting so.

“He' swicked! Meanest brute | ever owned,” Tasker yelled as they danced
away. And you love him for hiswickedness, | thought as | watched them
disappear. Rondo was Tasker' s favorite among dl his saddle horses, but every
moment he was on that anima’ s back was a struggle for mastery. Rondo was
atrue chdlenge to his master’ s magnificent horsemanship.

Tasker's fortune continued to grow for anumber of years, for hisinterests
were scattered al over southern Nevada,, but his heart was centered in ahuge
ranch in Monitor Valey some sixty miles east of Tonopah.

Pine Creek Ranch was ten thousand acres of beautiful grazing land stocked
with blooded cattle, by means of which Tasker planned to raise the standard of
livestock throughout the state. His prize Hereford bull was the noblest animal

| ever saw.

Weadl loved to be invited to Pine Creek, for Tasker was a ddightful host
indeed. Aslong as the wegther would permit, eight monthsin the year, the
rambling ranch house bulged with company, Nevadans and easterners.
Literdly, we ate off the fat of the land, rode horseback over the lovely
countryside, and sat on the wide porch of the ranch house watching the
Herefords roam the hills, while the lights and shadows of desert sunlight made
picturesin pastel. The year Halley’s Comet made its appearance, we were at
Pine Creek, and al got up at four 0’ clock in the morning to watch it go
trailing across the clear desert sky - a cdedtid pony tail.



Most of our socid life revolved around the Oddies. Tasker lived near uson
the edge of Mount Brougher in a house that started out as a cabin, but had
been remodeled in anticipation of the vidt by his mother and sisters. It became
ahig, rambling dweling of two large main rooms at right angles, with
bedrooms strung around wherever they could be attached without shutting off
the light. Tasker's Chinese servant, who went by the name of Charlie Oddie,
was a marvelous cook and produced the most delectable things out of cans. Of
course, Tasker imported al sorts of delicacies. oysters, fruit, vegetables,
candies, perishables packed in ice and transported at tremendous cost three
days from San Francisco. Y ou had to be a potentia millionaire to indulgein
such extravagances.

In amining camp, underground developments are aways more exciting than
anything that happens on the surface, and | was very anxious to go down one
of the mines. Findly, the opportunity came with a myserious invitation from
Tasker. We were ingtructed to assemble at the “Oddie Mansion” & nine

o' clock in the evening on agiven date. The card read, “Wear your digging
clothes” When we had dl gathered at Tasker’s house, one of hisbig dirt
wagons pulled up in front. Boards had been laid across sawhorses for seats,
and about twenty of uspiledin.

| was mationed to climb up with the driver, so | scrambled up over the giant
whed from one of the spokesto the rim. Then, grabbing hold of the long
brake, | managed to pull mysdf up to the seat beside the driver with no help.
Aswe started down Mount Brougher, the horses strained back in the traces to
keep from plunging too fast down the steep grade. The driver had his hands
full. Asfor me, up there above the team with nothing to hold on to except the
thin rod around the sedt, the ride was quite terrifying but exhilarating. Once

off the hill, we jangled merrily across town and up Mount Oddie to the

Mizpah mine,

The mine shaft was redly theetricd. The head frame was lighted by brilliant
flood lights, eventhe engine room sent out a poal of brightness. The lights
reflecting on the surrounding country made the buildings appear to be setin
snow, for the ground is gray, and the desert night is never quite black. The
big cage carried us underground in groups of six. Aswe dropped down on
dlent cables, the smell of degp earth came up to meet us, and the strong wind
blowing past made the air cold. Suddenly the cage emerged into a spot of
blazing lights and came to a gradua stop.

We stepped out at the station on the three-hundred-foot level. It was ahuge
excavaion about thirty feet square and fully thet high, floored with heavy

ged plates on which the ore cars were shifted, when empty, into the tunnels
extending unlighted in three directions away from the shaft. When the ore cars
returned filled, they were maneuvered into the cage and hoisted to the surface.



The congtant scraping and turning of the cars had polished the stedl platesto a
high gloss.

That night we had adancing party three hundred feet under ground on the
smooth sted floor. What a unique event! The music? Three miners playing
two accordions and a banjo, with muted sounds of pounding hammers and
rolling ore cars adding an obbligato from mysterious distances, whence men
with candles on their caps gppeared and disgppeared like giant lightning bugs.
At ten o' clock our revelry was stopped by a sudden sensation, a fedling that
our bodies were being pressed in from all sdes a once. Then someone turned
the ectric light off, and we were in darkness.

We knew that dynamite was being exploded on the levels below us, and that
al candles had been snuffed out by the concussion. An atmaosphere of
unmistakable tenson filled the darkness while nine shots were detonated.
When the lights were restored, Hugh told me how seriousit was for every shot
to be recorded, since only eight shots would mean that a hole had missed
firing. It would have to be discovered and unloaded before the next shift of
miners arrived, so that no one would face the hazard of sudden desth by
griking a pick into the missed hole.

Then we had supper: cold chicken, sdlad, and sandwiches brought in grest
hampers from the Oddie home, with hot coffee lowered to us down the shaft
from the miners bunkhouse on the surface. After supper, Tasker took me for
atour of the mine. Thiswas old stuff to the rest of the party, but | was eager to
explore.

He stuffed a short candle into aminer’ s candlestick for me. Then, holding his
own candle over his head so that the wavering light would guide me as |
stumbled adong behind him, he led the way about a hundred feet through one
of the tunnels. In afew moments we came out into a vast subterranean
excavation, crossed and re crossed over head with aforest of logsafoot in
diameter.

“Now this,” Tasker began, “isthe sweetest piece of ground in the digtrict.”
Then be went on to explain that this rich pocket of high-grade ore had been
mined out al the way to the surface, a distance of three hundred feet; that
every ounce of meta-bearing rock on the vein had been drilled out, leaving
the non-bearing rock as smooth as awall on both sdes. And every ounce was
high-grade, that isricher than average ore.

He held the candle doft so that the soft light would penetrate the forest of logs
overhead. “ Do you mean this whole excavation was high-grade?’ | asked.



“That' sright. We cal this stope the ‘Glory Hole.” Thousands of tons of rock
have been mined out from this space, and every ton was high-grade straight up
to the grassroots.”

| knew the shipments were standardized to hundred-dollar ore, abit of
information | had gleaned € sewhere. Tasker went on to say that some of the
ore ran as high as a thousand dollars a ton. But the vaues dl over the mine
were not so high, so they sweetened from the Glory Hole. Every timea
shipment fell below a hundred dollars aton, they put in afew tons from there
and the values would reach the required levd.

Tolook doft and try to visuaize the amount of money this greet excavation
represented dramatized for me the magnitude of the Tonopah discovery.
Discussons with my father during the months | was engaged helped me
evauate what | was seeing now. Because | was going to amining camp to
live, he thought | should understand the worl dwide importance of the
discovery of gold and slver in Nevada. Only afew years before, the United
States had emerged from the Spanish- American War in dire need of gold.
Men who might have been prospectors were instead becoming homesteaders
on freeland in the West, and as aresult, the discovery of precious metals had
been practicdly nil for years. Now, millions of dollars were pouring into the
economy of the nation in a beneficent stream.

Conversations with geologists and mining engineers had aroused in me an
interest in the developments of the mines themsdlves, an interest that never
flagged. This was something | could more readily understand than the
economics of new money.

Aswe passed a certain point on our return to the station platform, Tasker
pointed to a spot where aright-angle jog appeared on both sides of the tunnd,
the testimonid, he said, of an engineer’s job well done.

He held his candle againg the sde wadl so that | might examine the little Sx-
inch shift in dignment. He saw me looking abit logt, so he explained that
there were two shafts at the Mizpah. The first one was sunk about a hundred
feet from where he and Jm Butler dug the location hole. Next, they put down
another shaft on the Desart Queen claim and connected the two shafts on this
level. They crosscut each of these shafts to meet a a determined point three
hundred feet below the surface, as nearly a right angles to the shaft as
possible so that the floor of the tunnel would be level. And that Six-inch jog
was how close the engineer had come to perfect alignment.

| was much impressed. To my ignorance, it seemed fantastic that men could
drill down into the earth for three hundred feet in two shafts separated by a
quarter of amile, strike out seemingly blind, and meet at some unknown



point, a direct right angles to both shafts and at the same level. Thiswas my
first acquaintance with the precison of surveyors computations.

The mining engineer was Fred Siebert, who married Tasker’ s youngest Sdter,
Anna. “We wouldn’'t let the men smooth off the face of thet wall,” Tasker
sad. “Wetold them to cut it square so that al the young bucks going to
mining school who come up here on vacation can see what a veteran can do.”

I’m sure Fred Siebert looked &t this graphic proof of his skill with pardonable
pride. Hugh told me Tasker had met Fred Siebert, as he had met Walter
Gayhart, on the Phel ps- Stokes assignment. When the strike was made at
Tonopah, he sent for Fred to help him develop the Mizpah. Annaand Fred
Sebert fdl in love when Tasker's mother and sisters came west to vigt him.



Chapter 6

Women in Tonopah...Desert Housekeeping... The Great Laundry
Fiasco...Indian Annie's Father...Banquet on Oilcloth... The Wonder of
Ruby Silver...Shakespeare and a Dogfight...” The Never green
Tree”...Concert, in Miner’s Boots and Organdy

WHEN MY THOUGHTS RETURN to the women of Tonopah, | recall how
my sympathy went out to the brides. As soon as ayoung man made a stake, he
invariably went back for the girl he had Ieft behind. Many were entirdy

unfitted for the life of amining camp. The older women, wives of engineers,
mine officids, and tradesmen, seemed adequate, but you could almost tell by
looking at the brides whether they would be able to stick it out.

The problems of housekesping on the desert were very redl. During the bitter
cold winters the wind moaned and whistled through the cracks in the board-
and-batten houses. In the terrific summer hest, you had to cook over awood
gove with one eye dways weatchful for insects. Have you ever inadvertently
crushed atink bug and lived with that stench for days? Have you ever turned
suddenly to look at your baby on the floor and found a scorpion on his arm?
Have you ever found a bed bug on your pillow and faced the task of getting rid
of the pests? The women used to say it was no disgrace to get bedbugs, but it
was certainly a disgrace to keep them.

We were successors to that wonderful race of pioneer women who have been
scattered over the West since the western trek began, women who brought
their babiesinto the world in lonely places, women who cooked for their sick
neighbors. These were women who washed the dead and laid them out, and
rode horseback for milesto help a beleaguered home.

Jen Stock and her mother belonged to that race of women. Jen became my
mogt intimate friend. She had a keen mind and a grand sense of humor. She
did much to smooth that first year when | wrestled with new problems. She
taught me to darn, to make soap, to wet paper and sprinkle the bits over the
floor before | swept so that the fine talc-like dust would be kept down; and
best of dl, she taught me to make bread. But there was one thing she didn’t
teach me. She didn’t teach me how to wash clothes, because | was ashamed to
confess my ignorance to my more experienced neighbor.

Once | had cdled in Annie, an Indian woman, who looked a thousand years
old though she was probably not as old as my own mother, but thingswerein
such disorder by the time she was through that | could not think of having her
in my neet little kitchen again. | watched Jen and other neighbors hang out
sheets, tablecloths, pgiamas, shirts, until every bit of linen | owned had been
used up in an effort to post-pone the evil day. At last | tackled it. If other
women could do the washing, | could.



The water, remember, was in abig barrd in the kitchen. Once aweek aman
came up the hill behind ateam of mules struggling againg the weight of a
wagon loaded with six huge barrels full of water. He' d stop as close to the
front of the house as the uneven ground would alow, prop the back whedls
with awooden wedge, and empty one of the barrels through a bunghole into
buckets. Then he came teetering into my kitchen, carrying two buckets at a
time, from which water spilled across the floor, but ultimately most went into
my barrel. Each week | paid hm adlver dollar.

Every bit of water we used was lifted out of that barrdl. Bathing was not too
difficult, for we had two oversize tea kettles. One of these, heated to bailing,
then poured into the big galvanized iron tub on the floor and cooled with more
water, was not too hard to handle. But for laundering | had to lift the kettle
from the stove to a tub balanced between two kitchen chairs, scrub the clothes
as | had seen Annie do, then dip the water out with a pitcher until the tub was
light enough to drag aong the floor and empty out the back door. | repeated
the filling process to rinse the wet, heavy sheets, not to mention the terrific
effort of getting them hung on the line, and then mopped up the water that had
gplashed on the floor! Thiswas more than | had ever bargained for.

The task was not half complete before | had rubbed the skin off the backs of
my fingers, and when the job was done, my body ached in every joint.

When Hugh came home, | cried in his arms. Poor man, he didn’t know what
to do with me; but that night, when | lay in bed, my hands throbbing with

pain, | made avow: | would never try it again! Tomorrow I'd go down to the
little cubbyhole on Main Street that passed for a dry goods store and buy bed
linen. My husband (asif it were his fault) would have to get his shirts washed
in the same way he had managed before | arrived, and everything € se would
go to a Reno laundry and back by stage.

Reno was two hundred miles away. It took two days for the laundry to get
there and alittle less than three weeks for it to return, but I’ ve never been
ashamed to confess | didn’t do my washing mysdlf. After | maneuvered Hugh
into carrying the package down to the stage office, he decided to send his own
linen to Reno, too. For the next two years the arrangement was a great comfort
to both of us.

Washing my windows was the next source of humiliation for me though
without quite serious repercussions. | had been reared by a Victorian mother
who ingsted that no lady should ever be seen doing menid labor. | had no
hesitancy about doing the necessary scrubbing and polishing indoors - in fact |
loved it - but it did give me a sense of degradation to redlize | would have to
go out on the porch in full Sght of the whole town to wash those windows.
Should I hire old Annie? Unthinkable. I'd haveto do it.



So | went at it, making myself as smal as possible and hoping no one would
notice me. But das for foolish wishes, that afternoon alady knocked at the
door. She was the wife of the bank cashier, and, | had been told, the
granddaughter of a Virginia City millionaire. That day she was degantly
dressed in soft brown wool under a sedlskin coat. “Oh, Mrs. Brown,” she
announced gally, “I"ve wanted to come to see you ever Snce you arrived, and
when | saw you out washing your windows this morning, | said to mysdf,
“There now, I'll go this very afternoon.”

I’m sure she washed her own windows, and | was rdlieved to think she didn’t
know how mortified | was. But gradudly | learned it was not the doing of the
menid labor that was "déclassé " but the not doing it. | learned to discount
the toll of my complexion and the awful things that happened to my
fingernails (Hugh never did get over regretting the condition of my hands),
and never since have | been able to recapture the importance of such things.
Thereisvery littlein theway of physica labor | haven't done, even chopping
wood for the cook stove. | love to swing an ax!

Two more incidents of emotiona impact come to mind. One was the sight of
what | thought was an oriole* [*1 have since been told that it was
undoubtedly awoodpecker | saw. They do get through to the desert
occasiondly.] There are dmogt no birds on the southern Nevada desert, yet
here he was, perched on the uncertain branch of a sage brush. Where had he
come from? Where would he go to find adrink? | had wept alittle done in the
house, for I missed my mother’ s affection, but the Sght of that beautiful black
and ydlow hird triggered my first red battle with homesickness.

On another occasion, as | was washing my breskfast dishes, there was afaint
tapping a the window. | looked up and was startled by the sight of an old
Indian woman peering through the glass, cupping out the light from little
sunken eyes with hands that looked like bird dlaws. Straggling wisps of grey
hair hung down from a dirty head band. She opened her mouth and poked a
brown finger into atoothless black hole. | redized she was tdling me she was
hungry, so | fixed some food on a plate and gaveit to her at the back door. It
was a frightening and depressng experience, and I'm sure | knew dl the
pardyzing fear early settlers must have felt when they looked up to find
hodtile Indians at their windows.

“Pooty good egt,” she said, as she handed back the empty plate and dragged
hersdf to her feet by the stick she carried. My back window became aregular
port of cdl for her, and | became redlly fond of the innocent old creature.

Spesking of hogtile Indians reminds me of Anni€' sfather. He sat on the
hillsde behind my house, for his daughter worked for my neighbors, and she
would bring the old man dong every day, taking bits of food to him a noon



and a sundown. Then, when evening came, the two would trudge off to the
Indian camp around the edge of the mountain.

He was a handsome old man, remarkably tall and straight for one so old, with
long, thick grey hair, and he carried himself with anaturd dignity. But what

St him gpart from other Indians were his white full-dress shirts - which he
wore with the boiled bosoms in the back. Evidently they appeded to his sense
of diginction. His trousers might be anything, but Annie saw to it thet his

shirts were snow white and meticuloudy ironed.

This old felow was one of the few Indians till dive who had traveled
southern Nevada on the warpath. Many of us picked up arrow-heads around
our own houses. | have one, the point of which is drilled with atiny hole, and
the hole has a sinister looking red stain around it. The presence of this aged
Paute chief gtting behind my house, together with poison arrowheads, made
the Old West seem very close, asindeed it was.

According to accepted custom, when the old man died, the Indians burned the
whole camp, a huge conglomeration of wickiups and refuse that made a
barbaric blaze. For three days they covered their faces with ashes and sat on
the ground in circles, wailing and chanting the old chief’ s spirit across the
“Great Divide”

To add novelty to our livesin “boomtown,” we had frequent socid events,
often patterned as nearly as possble after the lives we had left behind.

An early occasion in our persona experience was adinner given by one of
Hugh’s clients, Mr. Charles E. Knox, president of the Montana-Tonopah
Mining Company. The dinner was held in the Merchants Hotdl, arambling,
rough+-board rooming house with a second-floor porch, located on lower Main
Street near the corrd where the freight wagons were unloaded. “No finer chef
intheworld,” proclaimed the friends of Tom Arden, one of the proprietors,
who was known to miners from the Arctic Circle to Cape Town. Wedined in
an ingde room twenty feet long and haf aswide, papered with abig
Sorawling design in magenta profusdly ornamented with gold, and lighted by
two eectric bulbs suspended on cords from the celling. The dining table was
fashioned from smdller tables pushed together, covered with white dilcloth
and decorated with a centerpiece of three cactus plantsin tin cans. The water
glasses were beer mugs, and the coffee cups were not exactly eggshell thin;
but thanks to a princely host, we were served afruit cocktail of fresh
srawberries. Tasker wasn't the only man in town who could offer his guests
fruit two days by train and one day by stage from Cdifornia.

The eighteen guests included men connected with the executive end of the
mining interests and severd wives. At each lady’ s place we discovered a
small, flat globule of pure silver. | had to be told this was an assayer’ s button,



the result of atest for ore vaues, made by the assayer in an office retort,
before a shipment of oreis sent to the amdter.

These origind little mementos, made from high-grade ore from the Montana-
Tonopah, were not dl that made the dinner memorable. Seated a Mr. Knox's
right, I heard from the other end of the table bursts of unguarded laughter,
with Hugh's voice in animated and continuous narrative. | had known Hugh
asaman of quiet dignity, but now under the beneficent influence of the
champagne, in which he had not often indulged, my husband blossomed out as
araconteur.

Another trip underground was arranged for me by Mr. Knox to seewhat is
known as “ruby slver.” There was not agreat dedl of thistype of quartz in
Tonopah, but in the Montanait showed up in pockets. Thisfirg time | saw it,
the twenty-foot stope looked as if the walls had been spattered with blood.
When | hed apiece of it up to the light, it glowed like ajewd - very exotic
stuff. However, the color faded quickly when exposed to the air. Every timea
face of ruby slver gppeared in amine, people clamored to seeit.

| went underground many times in the years | spent in Tonopah, often hanging
on to the skip, which is no more than a cross-piece hung to asingle rope.
Sometimes | rode the rim of the bucket, or was safdly deposited inside the
bucket, which, after al, was alittle more comfortable for a tenderfoot.

An entertainment of uncommon interest thet first year was adramatic reading
of Julius Caesar by Herman W. Knickerbocker. This gentleman had come to
Hugh's office some days before to ask him if he had any of Shakespeare's
plays. When he saw my husband' s full set of Shakespeare, he asked if he
could borrow Julius Caesar, without telling Hugh anything of his plans

My husband knew Mr. Knickerbocker by reputation, and like many men who
are too self-contained to be flashy, Hugh had a secret admiration for any man
who was definitely spectacular. He relished telling me the tales that were
floating through camp about this gentleman. One whispered story told of Mr.
Knickerbocker’s having been ruined by aniillicit love; another maintained he
had assumed a debt incurred by some absconding relative. He had been a
minigter, that was sure; that he was from the South was evident in his speech.
But whether he had actualy been the pastor of afashionable New Orleans
church and tried for heresy and unfrocked was something else again. Anyway,
no man so handsome could escape curious comment.

Thisreading was held in the Opera House, alarge barn of a place with a stage
at one end and a shdlow bacony at the other. The admission was adollar a
seet, and | think the “star” made enough to insure a grubstake for many days.



Mr. Knickerbocker, in dress suit, walked onto the dimly lighted stage. He was
tall and dender, with straight features and black hair. By way of introduction
he sad: “Y ou may wonder a my temerity in presenting to you such a
performance in this environment, but a prospector named K nickerbocker,
down on his luck, needs a grubstake. And a man must use the tools he
understands.”

He read the play brilliantly in arich, dear, expressve voice. | felt he had
missed his caling as an actor, as ministers so often do.

Not only the reading made that evening exciting. In the middle of the tender
scene between Brutus and his wife, a dogfight started in the balcony.

Suddenly there was aterrific growling and scrambling, with people flesing in

al directions from a howling mass of dogs, which were findly kicked down

the rickety stairs and out the door. Whereupon, Mr. Knickerbocker made some
remark to the effect that now that the other dogs had a chance to perform, this
dog would continue.

Entertainments on the frontier dways ended with a dance, and this evening
was no exception. The chairs were pushed back againgt the wall, but just as
the banjo and piano players entered, two shots were fired outside the building.
The curious crowd rushed toward the entrance, flinging open the doors. Two
more shots followed in rapid successon and landed somewhere ingde the
hal. Asthe shots continued to come into the hall, everyone surged back
toward the center of the room and began scrambling for shelter.

Grabbing me by the hand, Hugh said in his ddiberate way, “Marjorie, | don't
know what to do with you,” and then noticing the piano, shoved me behind it.
| had no intention of missing anything, so, as Hugh turned away, | poked my
head up over the piano. But, to my disgppointment, nothing more happened.
No one was hurt, and no one questioned the right of a husband to take afew
shots at the man who threatened the sanctity of hishome. While the affar
concerned figures about town well known to usdl, it can best be summed up
in the words of the newsboy caling the next day: “All about the bum shootin’
by the crazy loon."

Mogt of Hugh's friends were members of the Mizpah Club, a group of old-
timers, men who had been in Tonopah since the establishment of the camp or
at least had arrived before 1903. | think Hugh was the founder; at least he was
the secretary for the firgt year. In the clubroom over the post office, the
members played cards endlesdy, talking the regular mining-camp jargon: new
discoveries, location work, claims jumped, €tc.

Fifty members of this club had presented uswith afull st of flat Slver asa
wedding present, and the first task | set for mysealf was the writing of fifty
notes of thanks to these gentlemen. Knowing the notes would certainly be



compared, | was careful to make the wording of each note different, atask that
kept me occupied for quite awhile.

No women were dlowed in the clubroom, but once ayear on the Fourth of
July, they dicked up their quarters and invited the ladies to be their guests.
Just as | expected, at the reception that first year, the notes of
acknowledgement came under discussion. One of the men, Dick Dunlap,
caled my attention to the fact that | had sgned my name “Marjorie Moore’
and then had attempted to erase “Moore’ and substitute my new name,
“Brown,” with indifferent success.

“But,” he added playfully, “when | see you look at Hugh, | can see Marjorie
Moore has really been erased by Marjorie Brown.” | don’'t know whether my
hushand actually accepted that idea. He used to say | was the brimstone end of
the match and he was the stick. He and Dick Dunlgp spent a good dedl of time
teesng me. Hugh ddighted in quips like this, “Dick asked meif the climate
agreed with my wife. | told him that was more than | could ask of any

climae” And, what is more, Hugh dways said | asked his advice only so that

| could be sure of making up my mind in the opposite direction.

The Mizpah clubroom didn’t boast much in the way of furniture, afew
ordinary office tables and an old Morris chair (they were everywherein the
camp). But the pictures on the walls were of great interest; Tonopah'sfirst
tent, the firgt frame building, the first shaft, and so on. One that impressed me
for its comic pathos was a tree constructed of thin strips of wood ripped from
packing boxes and nailed to the Sdes of a two-by-four. On the end of each
limb was suspended an Edam cheese, big and red and round. Under the
photograph was inscribed:

THE NEVERGREEN TREE Tonopah’sfirst Christmastreel901

One could not help laughing at it, but it made me sad, too. The tree was such a
wigful testimony to holiday londliness.

Asthe population of the camp increased, Chrisimas fetivities became more
lavish. My firgt contribution to these gda evenings came in 1904,when one of
the club membersinvited meto sing asolo. | was delighted to accept, but
there was no piano in the clubroom to accompany me. Will Towne played the
guitar, and we had performed together many times; but he said he couldn’t get
off the night shift until deven o'dock, and by the time he went home and
changed his clothes, the party would be over. The club representative told him
to come ahead in hiswork clothes. It would take fifteen minutesto get down
off the hill, so we would look for him at deven-fifteen. Will Towne, fidd
engineer and geologigt by afinity, played the guitar with aflair. There were
few pianosin town, at least uptown, so Will carried hisingrument with him
wherever he went in the evening. Hiswork clothes added the e ement of



contrast so congtantly present in our lives, for | was dl decked out in fluffy
white organdy, with my hair parted in the middle and coiled softly at the back
of my head, and a deep red silk rose tucked behind my ear. Will Towne was
handsome in brown khaki and wool shirt, with one high-shod leg resting on a
chair, guitar on his knee his fingers skimming the strings as he followed

my thin young voice with hisimprovised accompaniment. We sang
“Mandday,” but not to the familiar brisk marching tune. In the early nineteen
hundreds there was an origind meody, plaintive and nogtagic, and | sang
verses that are forgotten now. It was a successful occasion for both of us and
led to many repetitions in the years to come.



Chapter 7

Cowhand’'s Luck...Goldfield...” Richest Ore Ever Recorded” ...Lady in a
Flophouse...Great Mines of Goldfield...Of Games and Gamblers...Gun
Play for Elinor Glyn...The Gans-Nelson Fight...High-Graders, Mine
Owners, and the | W.W.

BY ALL ODDS the most captivating mining tale that ever came out of
Nevadaisthe gory of Nixon and Wingfield, which is the beginning of the
gory of Goldfield. Thisisthe way it wastold to me.

It al began in 1902, when George Nixon was amiddlie-aged bank clerk in a
little cattle town in northern Nevada caled Winnemucca One day ayoung
man in blue jeans and a broad Stetson stepped up to his window holding in his
hand a solitaire diamond ring.

“How much will you lend me on this stone?’ asked the man.

Nixon looked at it. “Well,” he answered, “it looks like anice stone, but I'll
have to have it gppraised before | can tell you what the bank will lend on it.”

“Ligen, migter,” the stranger brokein, “I’'m not asking the bank, I'm asking
you. | want you to lend me the money on face value. How about $2507’

“Who are you and where did you come from?” asked the banker.

“George Wingfield, and | come from Oregon. | been punching cows herein
Winnemucca. There'sadrike down a Tonopah. The place is booming, and |
want to get inon it. You and | will go fifty-fifty on everything.”

Mr. Nixon took time to give the young man along penetrating scrutiny. Then
he turned away. When he came back, he handed Wingfield $250. At that
moment was formed the partnership that sent the bank clerk to the United
States Senate and made the cowhand the richest man in Nevada.

George Wingfield came to Tonopah and opened a gambling house called the
Tonopah Club, and his patrons believed in, and depended upon, hisfair play

as they counted on tomorrow’ s sun. Whether George Nixon’s money was used
to buy the card tables, the roulette whed, and the crap layout, | don’t know;
but when Wingfield asked for the loan, he said “fifty-fifty on everything.” So

if the money began spirding with the opening of the Tonopah Club, it is but

one more illugtration of the making of United States senators in the West.

By the time George Wingfield arrived in Tonopah, the ground nearby had
been staked out for miles, but in the Tonopah Club be came in contact with
men itching for a grubstake. He selected a smart haf-breed Indian named
Harry Stimler, who started into the desert searching for slver. At a spot about



thirty miles south of Tonopah called Rabbit Springs, Simler picked up a piece
of interesting float. But it was not slver that he held in his hand; it was gold!

A terrific sand storm was blowing that day, but in spite of the misery and cold,
Stimler traced the ledge from which the float had rolled and staked out severd
clams, one of which he cdled the “ Sandstorm” in honor of the wegther. This
was December 2, 1902.

Through 1903 the activity around Goldfield, touched off by the rich samples
brought into Tonopah by Harry Stimler, moved forward without the richness
of the digtrict being really proven; but by spring of 1904 the location work
established the fabulous surface values, and the shaft began to prove there was
richness with depth. The boom reached the boiling point.

George Wingfied bought the Sandstorm from Harry Stimler, and it produced
seven million dallars in saven months. Thisis only one of the incredible items
connected with Rabbit Springs, which later became Goldfield, the richest gold
discovery ever made anywhere in the world. In order to escape expensive
litigation, George Wingfield bought and combined many contiguous dams
and fractions into one group he cdled the “ Goldfidld Consolidated Mines
Company” and capitaized the company for fifty million shares, most of which
were traded on the Mining Exchange in San Francisco.

Therichest Sngle shipment from Goldfield was forty-seven and one-hdf tons
from the Hays-Monette lease on the Mohawk Mine. It was so rich that the ore
was sacked and stored in the John S. Cooke Bank until it could be shipped.
When it reached the Sdlby Smdters near Oakland, Cdifornia, it was tested
and valued at $574,953.39. The record shows this as the richest shipment of
ore ever recorded in the world, both in value per ton ($12,300) and in over-dl
value.

Goldfied was the scene of the wildest mining boom Nevada had experienced
since Comstock days. Stages |oaded with prospectors, promoters, gamblers,
and ladies of doubtful design were coming into Tonopah, two and three aday,
stopping only long enough for achange of horses before pushing on to the
newest El Dorado. Many of our friends bought clams from the army of
prospectors who had staked out the desert for miles around the original spots
located by HarryStimler, and by Al Meyers and Charlie Taylor, two other lucky
first arivas.

Asaresult of the earlier Tonopah excitement, prospectors had swarmed over
southern Nevada like field mice. Hardly more than wanderers, most of them
knew nothing of minera formation, but now groups of men in eastern cities
stood ready to grubstake any man on the scene willing to undertake the search
for gold. Other men were hired to follow the trails of the prospectors to report
any discoveries that looked promising.



Hugh acquired no daimsin Goldfidd, but the “get-rich-quick” fever iseasy to
cach from others. Thefirg time | fet this burning sensation was the night two
of out friends came hotfoot up the hill in great excitement to show usa
panning they had brought in that afternoon from their Goldfield lease. In the
bottom of alittle frying pan was a teaspoonful of sand so yellow it shrieked
“wedth” even to my uninitiated eyes. Gold found on your own ground!

My firg trip to Goldfield was in August 1904. Hugh had business there, and

of course | was crazy to see the excitement at first hand. But the desping
accommodations were so meager that Hugh hesitated to have me make the
trip. When Hugh's client, Lucian L. Patrick, a promoter, told him we could
“bunk” with him and his wife, we accepted the welcome invitation. The
Patricks were building a house and living in it while the carpenters worked
around them. If we were game enough to deep on amattress on the floor, they
would be glad to have us.

We hired a buckboard and team, and started out just after the day’ s heat had
died down. The desert is dways cool a night, so we knew we would have a

comfortable trip; but dthough Goldfield was only about thirty miles away, we
took awrong fork in the road, and were delayed for more than a hour.

We stopped for dinner at Klondike Wells, from which Jm Butler had been
traveling when he made the silver srike at Tonopah. That medl at Klondike
was typica of many | recall on the desert — diced tomatoes curled at the
edges by the hot dry air, greasy stew or boiled besf, lifeless watery mashed
potatoes, and canned corn, with the inevitable baking powder biscuits, cold
and crumbly and tasteless. | remember the kitchen and the cook, too, with his
dirty gpron and blue shirt, his shaggy mustache stained with tobacco. | have
thought many times how lucky it wasthat | was too young to be fastidious,
and hungry enough to be blind. It wasfood, and | ate. After dinner we
continued our trip into the night.

Asit turned out, we dept in the very kind of shelter Hugh had tried to avoid.
We arived in Goldfield so much later than we had expected that Hugh
decided to seek some place to deep and arrive at the Patricks' in the morning.
But the only type of deeping quarters available was technically known as a
“flop house,” abig tent divided by canvas partitions into cubicles about ten
feet square. We were ushered quietly into one of these “roomettes,” where |
could jugt distinguish a three-quarter size iron bed, awash bowl and pitcher,
and one chair. A sckly light from asmdl dectric bulb somewherein the
distance served for illumination, and a chorus of snorestold us we were not
done. | didn't attempt to examine the bedding. | wouldn’t have been able to
seeit, anyway, in that dim light, but | wasn't as squeamish as| had been a
year eaxrlier asabride. All | redly cared about was to dust off my hair with a
towd from my handbag, clean my face with cold cream and fdl into bed.



Presently | fet something bulging heavily againg me, and it wasn't my
husband. It was our unknown neighbor on the other sSide of the canvas
partition. | wriggled away. In such restricted quarters, it was no use. That
unwanted bulge stayed with me most of the night, | have often wondered if we
ever met.

The next morning we arrived a the Patricks . They had been mildly

concerned about us when we didn’t show up the night before, but desert travel
was S0 uncertain that no one worried very much about people being overdue.
Their house was hardly more than a shell, and we did deep on the floor. Since
there were no windows in yet, we dressed and undressed in a closet. We ate
from atable conssting of planks set across two saw horses and had a
wonderful time.

Of course, it was the mines that absorbed our attention. They redly were not
mines, hardly more than shalow holes, but dreaedy fortunes had been scooped
off the surface, loaded into canvas bags, and Started off to the smeltersin
Cdiforniaor Colorado. We vidted dl the famous leases the Hays-Monette,
the Sandstorm, the Jumbo, the January, the White Horse, the Red Top - names
indicative of something lucky to the men who had staked them out. We saw
Mr. Vermilliar, alawyer from Tonopah, sanding guard with ashotgunin a
little excavation no bigger than a bathroom, where, with his own hands, he
had scooped out $100,000. For weeks, day and night, he stayed there
guarding his unprotected mint with an armchair down in the hole where he
could catch forty winks when he thought it was safe. We walked over the spot
where fabuloudy rich ore had been uncovered when the two owners dug
grooves for the ore car rails. We aso saw the claim that became the Mohawk
Mine and made millionaires of George Wingfied and George Nixon.

During the evening, we drifted through the streets of Goldfield. Every other
building was a sdoon and gambling house, dl crowded with menin high
boots and wide fdlt hats, with six-shooters often in open evidence, and here
and there a bright bit of color testifying to afeminine clientde.

Along the way we heard chatter about this man or that gambling for high
stakes in this sloon or another. Our acquaintance from Tonopah, Herman
Knickerbocker, had come to Goldfield when it began to boom. He became an
intense and slent gambler, playing for absurdly high stakes, winning and

losing fortunesin anight. And he dressed the part: grey Stetson, long black
Prince Albert coat, dark trousers stuffed into high boots, white shirt, and black
gring tie, the flowing ends of which waved over his shoulder just like the
gamblersin awestern movie. He wore his hair abit long, even for that day,
and carried himsdlf like an adventurer, with awide and swinging gait, avoice
musica and low, and an overal doof melancholy that seemed to preclude his
ever being cdled by hisfirst name. Mr. Knickerbocker was without exception



the handsomest and most authentic westerner | ever saw, perhaps because of
the streak of dramain his nature.

One incident convinced methat | was not aborn gambler. As we passed Tex
Rickard’'s“Northern,” | poked my head through an open window level with
the street. The roulette whedl was directly ingde, the deder sanding in shirt
deeves and vest. From my vantage point | could see the faces of the men at
the table, many unshaven, others as well groomed as any man anywhere. Mr.
Patrick threw atwenty-dallar gold piece onto his favorite number. Someone
tossed aten-dollar gold piece. It landed on the black, and was alowed to stay
there. Others followed suit. A turn of thelittle whed, and a good-szed sum of
money was swept out of the hands of my friends, people who had just stopped
at awindow to get a glimpse of what was going on insde. No one seemed to
think anything of the fact that dl that money had been wiped out on one turn

of alittlewhed, just to give agirl athrill. Hugh and | both played the stock
market and won and lost heavily. But | never lost my secret fear of gaming
tables induced by that wak downtown one night in Goldfield in 1904.

Judge Kenneth Jackson, afellow-traveler on our firgt trip to Tonopah, was
with usthat night. As he walked beside me, shielding me from the crowd with
quiet southern courtesy, he talked about our future, Hugh's and mine. He
aways treated us with a fatherly benevolence.

Hugh and | had a great in Nevada, he thought. We should set ourselvesto
make a hundred thousand dollars and clear out. That was enough to make
anyone comfortable but not enough to be a burden.

“A hundred thousand?’ | said. “We |l make three times that amount before we
leave. Why not?” He looked a me indulgently.

“Wdl,” he said, “when you set your Sghts too high, you're likely to miss your
objective.”

But | laughed at his admonition. At that moment Goldfield was a the height
of its boom, and Tonopah had settled down to steedy production of amillion
dollars a month. Anything was possible. Why not for us?

After our tour of the town we sat over acold drink in the Patricks' dining
room, and “L.L.,” as Hugh called him, told us how he had secured the claims
that became part of the Mohawk. Mr. Patrick had been commissioned by a
group of Chicago capitdiststo look over the Tonopah discovery. He had
cometoo late for the Tonopah strike, but his arrival was exactly timed to
acquire ground in Goldfield. He talked Charlie Taylor into a $75,000 option
on three claims. Five thousand dollars was to be paid in ten days, therest in
three months.



The digtrict looked so promising that the claims Mr. Patrick had optioned
were considered to be worth three times $75,000. There were men with ready
cash, clamoring to pay Charlie Taylor any amount if he would bresk his
contract with Lucian Patrick. But the two cardina sins on the frontier are to
break one’' sword and to be didoya to afriend. Progpectors seldom welch.
Charlie Taylor stood pat.

The day when the option was to be taken up, for some reason the money had
not reached the bank. There were no banking facilities or telegraph in
Goldfidd, so dl the principals were in Tonopah. The money was to be
telegraphed to the Nye County Bank.

“L.L. wasinmy officedl that day,” Hugh explained. “1 thought he was going
to wear aholein my floor and drop right through into the bank saloon. He
thrashed up and down that room, back and forth, back and forth. We had
arranged with George Richard to sgnd the moment the money cameif it did
arrive before the bank closed.”

“I was 0 nervous, | sweated like ahorse” said Lucian. “I couldn’t understand
why in hell the money didn’'t come. They had telegraphed me earlier that

week that everything was okay. But there it was two o' clock and no money,
and two men ready to grab my option at three, when the bank would close.
Down the Street were knots of men, buttonholing Charlie Taylor, talking,
gpeculating on what had happened, some of them even betting on whether

the money would show up in time. At ten minutes to three Hugh saw George
come out of the bank waving a piece of paper.

“God! | just couldn’t look,” continued Lucian. “1 was so worn out | just sat
down...”

The news spread like sparks sputtering from afuse. Men everywhere came
running together. Hugh had to drag Lucian to hisfeet and dmost carry him
over to the bank. And the money was paid out in gold.

“Ingold?’ | exclamed. “Five thousand dollarsin gold?’

“Five thousand dallars,” returned Lucian Patrick. And then dl the men came
whirling around him.

“We shoud have put you down the Desert Queen shaft and kept you there
until after banking hourd” they were ydling a him. “It was highway robbery
for those claims to go for $75,000!”

Mogt of the dashing young men in Tonopah moved to Goldfield. Tonopah
holdings had quickly been consolidated into big companies, whilein
Goldfied ayoung man could compete with other gay blades who were bent



on making fortunes but determined to have a“ hdluva good time” on the way.
Because we lived in Tonopah, | was not too familiar with the racy happenings
in Goldfield, where life was dways more spectacular than ours. Echoes of
excitement filtered into our town - for instance, the “Wild West” stunt staged
for Elinor Glyn, author of Three Weeks, the most sensationa novel of the
1900's.

In 1905, with hoopla and fanfare, Elinor Glyn was brought from Los Angeles
to “seethe Sghts’ of the new boomtown. In order to make the gambling look
colosd, dl the money in town was gathered onto the gaming tablesin Tex
Rickard’ s Northern, including cash from the John S. Cooke Bank. John S.
Cooke was something of a sport and a tremendous Goldfield booster. The
money was said to have been drictly tabulated and returned next day to its
legitimate owners.

At agiven sgnd, trouble was started at one of the roulette tables. There was
rea gun play; heroes sprang to the rescue. Elinor Glyn wanted local color, and
shegot it. The event - in actudity acolossd advertisng stunt - secured
headlines in newspapers throughout the country, which was thereason for it in
thefirg place.

In 1906 Goldfield boosters arranged the Gans-Ndson fight, also for publicity
purposes. By that time, the railroad had been completed from Tonopah into
Goldfidd, and specid trains ran from San Francisco and from asfar east as
Chicago, bringing thousands from al over the United States. The winner of
thirty-round battle for the lightweight championship of the world wasto
receive $30,000, and this amount in twenty-dollar gold pieces was on display
in the window of the John S. Cooke Bank. Gans won the bout on afoul, and
received one thousand dollars per round. As aresult of this event, plenty of
money found itsway into mining stock promotion, and much “sucker” money
was |eft behind in the gambling houses run by Ole Elliott, Tex Rickard, and
the rest of the fraternity of saloon-keepers.

Goldfield became the scene of serious labor troubles, which developed out of
the flagrant practice of high-grading, that is, the theft by mine employees of
lumps of exceptiondly high-grade ore. High-grading was so openly practiced
that the miners scarcely tried to concedl it. A man was pointed out to me on
the street whose clothes were so heavily loaded with rocks that he swayed
when he walked. In spite of thislack of concealment, it was not easy to arrest
amen for high-grading. He had to be caught with the ore on his person, and
the ore had to be identified as having come from a specific spot, a difficult
procedure since dl ore in the digtrict was smilar. Usualy when a high-grader
came off ashift, he had a confederate at hand to whisk the loot into the hands
of alocal assayer, who quickly reduced the rocks to powder so that the ore
could not be identified. Sometimes the ore was shipped to Tonopah. Once it
was out of town, the high-grader was pretty sure to be safe.


http://www.kued.org/productions/fire/goldfield/
http://www.reviewjournal.com/lvrj_home/1998/May-17-Sun-1998/lifestyles/7462602.html

When mine ownerstried to curb the looting of rich ore pockets, labor
organizersin the International Workers of the World swarmed into Goldfield,
and afew men werekilled. Captain Case, a companion of our stagecoach
honeymoon, figured, and not too well, in these negotiations. In deding with
the miners, he was arrogant and unyielding, as might have been expected from
his university and military background.

The mine operators employed men to buddy around with suspected high-
graders, trgp them into drinking, and capture them with the rocks till in their
possession. It was adangerous and exciting game, and once | had a glimpse of
the danger.

One night about midnight we were awakened by someone scuffing dumsly

up the steps. Hugh answered the loud knocking to find at the door ayoung
man, roughly dressed and spattered with blood. He told excitedly of having
captured two men who had been suspected of high-grading. He had locked
them in aroom behind the Sagebrush Club. Hugh was needed to complete the
formdities of their arrest. There had been aranstorm earlier in the evening,
and the flashes of lightning and murmurs of thunder ralling away into the
mountains emphasized my feding of possible danger to my husband. |

pleaded with him not to go.

Hugh said quietly, “Y ou wouldn't have me shirk my duty because it was
dangerous, would you? Nothing will happen to me.” Nothing did happen to
Hugh, of course, but stolen wedth and danger in the night were preity heady
suff. | was never dlowed to forget | was living in Boomtown.

Governor Sparkswas at last prevailed upon by the Mine Operators
Association to appeal to President Theodore Roosevelt to send troops into
Goldfield “to keep the peace.” At that time there was no state militiaor police
forcein Nevada. It was ared shock to see soldiers marching through our
dreets, when they arrived in Tonopah on their way to Goldfield. Much
criticism was leveled at Governor Sparks as well as the mine operators for
making the gpped, but the incident pointed up the fact that a sate law
enforcement department was needed in Nevada



Chapter 8

Short linefrom Tonopah Junction...” Railroad Days’ ...Indians, Floats, and
the Carson Band...Prize Money for the Losers...The Governor’s Gunman
and Others...A Drilling Contest

RAILROAD DAY S- July 25,26, and 27, 1904. Days are milestonesin life,
and certainly these days were milestones in Tonopah's life and mine.

July 25 had been sdlected as the date for the driving of the last spike - agold
one, of course - to mark the completion of the railroad between Tonopah
Junction, afew miles south of Sodaville, and Tonopah. Sodaville, you will
remember, was the place where, on our wedding journey, we changed for “dl
pointsin the world,” as the conductor told us. Now the track had been
extended east to Tonopah, and the days of the stagecoach and twenty-mule
team were drawing to an end.

A three-day celebration was planned. For weeks committees had been
working on details: literary exercises, music, decorations, games, drilling, free
lemonade and ice cream, dancing, fireworks. The whole world was invited.
Also coming to town was the “ Carson Band,” a group of young businessmen
from Carson City who played at every notable event in Nevada.

For several months Hugh and | had sauntered each evening to the brow of
the hill, whence we could view the sunset and a the same time wetch the daily
progress of the distant speck on the desert that we knew was the railroad
congruction camp. To my ever-dramatic mind, the camp, asit grew larger
with its dow advance, had dl the dements of addiverer.

By the middle of July it was afifty-fifty gamble asto whether the rallswould
actudly bein placein timefor the celebration to proceed on schedule. Every
available man was hired, and many men in town volunteered their services. As
aresult, the road was graded, the ties placed, and therails laid. The engine
was run over therails and spikes were driven into the rails behind the engine.
Anything and everything was done that would hdp to lay the last few miles of
track before the appointed day.

About five 0’ clock in the afternoon of July 24, the last rail wasin place, the
engine pulled into the freight yard, and every mine whidtle in the digtrict

turned loose to let us know the celebration was redlly on. But no one knew
even then whether the track could be made safe for the specid trainsto roll
into the Tonopah ation, trains that were aready on their way from Reno,
Carson City, and even from Cdlifornia. On the edge of town, huge bonfires
meade great pools of light, in which we could see men and horses swesgting and
graining to anchor therailsto the ties. In case the track could not be used,
Tasker Oddi€ s teams would stand by to haul the passengersthat last quarter
mile.



Sometime around daybreak | awoke suddenly to a sound onthe ar - musc!
band music! from somewhere far off. Cold shiversran through me, and | wept
softly, much to Hugh's puzzlement. Never have | heard music more
tremblingly beautiful than the distant strains of the Carson Band on its way
uptown from the station in that early morning of July 25, 1904.

The day dawned clear and hot. At eight o' clock the celebration started with
the detonation of several rounds of powder from the top of Mount Oddie. As
early as possble | dragged Hugh downtown, determined not to miss athing.
Many of the eventstook place on the two main sreets, now hung with flags
and festooned with colorful bunting. Knowing that we would have aringsde
sedt, we had invited our little coterie of friends to come to Hugh's office in the
Golden Block and enjoy the sights from the cool vantage point of itswide
windows.

The day was awelding of the pageantry of the Old West and the New:
Indians, cowboys, ranchers, miners, prospectors, soldiers of fortune. Each
group had its sprinkling of women and children, al decked out for the
holiday; and there was something for everybody.

At ten 0’ clock came the parade with handsome old John Cuddy at its head,
mounted on a brown horse, his white hair and flowing mustache making him
every inch the Marshdl of the Parade. Behind him, in blue and white uniform,
marched the Carson Band, followed by Indiansin full regdia, eagle-feather
headdress, fringed deerskin, and al. In the center of the parade came one of
Tasker’ s road-grading wagons turned into a float, on which rode four young
girls with fluttering white dresses and flowing harr. After them came atent
mounted on asmal truck pulled by a couple of young men. Tied to the back
of the truck was alittle grey burro, and fastened to his harness was a canvas
banner that read, ME AND JM FOUND TONOPAH. A troop of yelling
cowboys and stragglers brought up the rear.

One of the young ladies from the float, Miss Belle Pepper, was crowned
Queen of Rallroad Days in a pretty ceremony on the platform erected in the
center of the street. Thiswas followed by “literary exercises’ congsting of a
dirring speech and dlosing with asolo by Lenore Sollender. Then we dll
trooped down to the railroad yard to see the driving of the golden soike.

The afternoon, athough very hot, was given over to races and contests pie-
edting, where little boys emerged from a tusde with black-berrypie looking as
if they had been attacked by swvarming bees; ladies nail-driving contests,
where women of dl ages drove nailsin to a plank, hitting more fingernails
than wire ones; races of every description for al ages, sexes, and nationdities.



At the scene of the contests and races, Al Meyerswas king. Al, one of the
origind locators of Goldfield, dong with Charlie Taylor and Harry Stimler,
had made a fabulous fortune through the sale of hisclams. On thisday he
became a self-condtituted dispenser of prize money, standing in the center of
the street and singling out disconsolate losers. “Hey, you there! Tell the kid
with the freckles to come here.” Over and over again | heard him cal to some
youngster in the crowd. “Did you get a prize?’

“No, gr.”

“Why sure you did. Here, heré sadollar. That' sthird prize. You ran afine
race. Here, you go over there and tell that fellow you want someice cream. Is
thisyour sster? No? Well, you take her dong anyway. Hey, what' sthe
matter, abig gaoot like you comin' in fourth? Here! Now go get yourself an
ice cream soda. Go on. Quit cryin'!”

“Aw, | an't cryin'!”

“Sure you are. They can hear yabawlin’ way over to Goldfield. Go drown yer
sorrow in a sodamug. Go on.”

“Geg, thanks, miger. Hey, fellasl He gave mefive dollard Come on!™

“What' s the matter, lady? Yadidn't missthem nails, by any chance? Yes,
sure, that' s strawberry jam on your fingers. Well, here, go buy the old man a
drink. Tdl ‘im prize for bein’ game. Tdl ‘im | sad 0.”

All afternoon, out in the hot sun, Al Myers picked losers and handed out
dollars. Many men have that sympathetic impulse to comfort the loser, but
few have the chance or the wherewithd to accomplishit.

Later that night we heard that Al was down in aback room of the Merchants
Hotd playing roulette with twenty-dollar gold pieces, five to each turn of the
whed. It was dways a show when any of the big gamblers got to playing for
high stakes, so we went down to swell the crowd standing in the shadows
watching. Al Meyers on one sde of the table under the big light and the dedler
on the other, the little bal spinning, dropping at last into a dot with that
unmistakable click that bresks the breathless tension.

Wha Al Meyerslog that night was up in the thousands. His money didn't last
very long, but whileit did, he lived hisidea of aking'slife. That's something
of which few of us can boag.

Many spectacular figures were in evidence during the celébration. Hugh
cdled my attention to Governor John Sparks, walking down the street with
another man. The man with the governor, Hugh told me, was Jack Davis,



Sparks hired gunman. January Jones and his pal Bar Francis swaggered down
the Street among the merrymakers, too, both ogtentatioudy carrying their
guns.

During the celebration | dso had a glimpse of Harry Ramsey, which explained
to me somewhat his reputation as a cold, ddiberate killer. | wanted to fed the
excitement of the contests at close range, so | left the vantage point of Hugh's
office window to skirt the crowd below. Looking through the mass of
gpectators, | caught sght of Harry Ramsey as he faced aman in front of him,
hislipstaut and his eyes gligening. In amoment the other man scuttled away.

| would like to have known what Harry Ramsey’ s next move would have been
if hisantagonist had not disgppeared, for every time | recal the incident, it
gives me the same shiver | had that day.

The second Railroad Day was marked by a unique event of mining-town
celebrations, the double-handed drilling contest. Two men work as ateam,
with sted drills and a hammer weighing sixteen pounds, to drill holesin
granite, competing with other teams for prizes running into hundreds of
dollars. A drilling contest is the most exciting exhibition of kill and courage
know of. Today it isathing of the past. When machine drills were invented,
hand drilling was over; but in1904, miners drilled in competition to prove who
had the surest aim, the quickest stroke, and the strongest arm. Under the
platform in the center of the street was a huge block of granite, a sdlected
piece of Gunnison granite hauled in by mule team from Colorado for the
occasion. The top of the block was flush with the floor of the platform, and
into this rock each two-man team would drill for fifteen minutes. The pair
reaching the greatest depth was the winner.

The team, with its seconds, comes onto the platform, stripped to the waist.
One man carries the hammers, and his partner carries along, heavy roll of
canvas, which contains the two sets of drills, sharpened for the contest. Each
drill is about an inch in diameter, and they vary in length from afoot to four
feet.

Each man has his own hammer and st of drills. All are carefully lad out in
precise order after being examined by an impartid officia. The short drillsare
placed near a hand, the longer ones at the back within reach. Then, with
infinite care, each team salects the spot in the granite boulder where they will
drill. Granite has seams that are often harder or softer than the rest of the rock,
S0 the spot selected isimportant.

Two men get into pasition, one crouching down and clasping the shortest drill
close around the heed, his partner standing over him, his hammer uplifted,
reedy to ddiver thefirg blow. Thetimer givesthe signd by touching him on
the shoulder.



Thefirg tap of the hammer is soft, just enough to give the drill agtraight push,
for the hole must be sarted Straight. The next blow is a bit harder, and by the
fourth blow, or the fifth, the hole is on its way, and the man’s body bends to
the blows as they grow more and more powerful.

A dow-running hose attached to abarrel pours water into the hole as the man
crouching over the drill movesit skillfully up and down and around after each
hammer blow. At dl cogsthe sted must be kept from sticking in the rock. If a
drill sticks- “fitchered,” they cdl it - precious seconds are log, for it must be
tapped loose before it can be struck again. If it does not spring loose, the
gpectators know it will break off, and the unlucky pair must start anew hole.

Every thirty seconds the partners change places. When the moment
approaches for the change, the man holding the drill grasps his own hammer
with one hand and gives the drill one last turn with the other, while the timer,
watch in hand, touches the standing partner on the shoulder. At the sgnd the
mean flings his hammer aside, then crouches down and grabs the drill with
both hands as his partner springs to his feet ready to ddiver the next blow.
The new man on the hammer comes down without missing the rhythm of a
stroke or the fraction of a second.

Asthe depth of the hole increases and alonger stedl is necessary, the first drill
must he jerked out and the new one inserted without bresking the rhythm of
the hammer. Thisis easy when the drills are short, but when a three-foot steel
must be yanked out and a four-foot one dropped unerringly into the inch-wide
hole, the maneuver must be accomplished with unerring precison. If the drill
islifted afraction of a second to dowly, a stroke can be logt, which can mean
ahdf inch a thefinish.

Ligten to the crowd! Cheers, catcalls. Bets are yelled out. “Lean on that stick
there!” “Two to one on thisteam!” “We got our money on ya, Bill!” “I'll take
ya” “Put 'er down, boyd” Twelve minutes. Thirteen, fourteen! The timer lifts
his hand above the bending backs. The hammer blows quicken. The crowd
sways and murmurs. Fifteen minutes! The hand descends.

The drillers stand panting while every drop of water is sucked out of the hole,
and the officids insert the measuring rod. The crowd is ill. The officid
draightens up and bellows. “Thirty-nine and one-hdf inches!” More cheers, a
few groans, more betting. By thistime, the next team isin place, and their
followers are cheering for them.

A drilling contest has everything: technique, beauty, endurance, speed, and
danger. If the hammer descends afraction of an inch out of line on the tiny
heed of the drill, aman’s hand may be crushed.



Once during my lifein Tonopah | saw aman’s hand struck. Suddenly the
hammer poised in midair. The crowd groaned, knowing what had happened.
After an ingant flinch, the man crouched over the drill, looked up at his
towering partner, and yelled, “Come down, you!” Down came the hammer.
The men cheered and the women cried. The hand on the drill began to turn
red, but ill it held on to the drill. When the injured man’sturn cameto rise
and hold the hammer, the blood crept down his arm until it looked asiif it had
been thrust into apot of red paint. The blood ran into the hole and mixed with
water from the hose. Every time the hammer descended, the red fluid doshed
up and spattered nearby onlookers. The man sagged lower after every blow,
but he never gave up until the timer’ s hand signaed fifteen minutes. Then he
fdl over in adead faint. The platform looked like a daughtering block.

Champion drillers were kings, known and feted throughout the mining world.
The prize money was accompanied by cases of champagne and other liquors.

Thethird day’s celebration consisted of a single-handed drilling contest,
cowboy races, bucking contests, and a baseball game. Late in the afternoon
we went down near the railroad to see the tug-of-war, but when the men
turned black, it made me sick and | fled. Every night there was dancing, and
on the last evening, adisplay of fireworks.

At regular intervals during the three days  celebration, mule-drawn trucks,
loaded with high-grade ore from leases in Goldfield, creaked through town.
One shipment had canvas streamers running along the sides of the wagon,
which announced in letters three feet high: “30 TONS OF ORE! $45,000.”

A photograph taken that day shows Hugh and me standing on the ore sacks
aong with the lucky owners and severd of our friends. Adtride the whedl

horse was long, lean Harry Hudson, a master mule-skinner who could turn a
twenty-mule team on a twenty-foot square. That day his dender body assumed
more than the usud gtiffness of pride as he rode through the town, for in front
of him perched his eighteen- month-old baby. A canvas runner floating in front
of them bore the inscription: HARRY HUDSON AND SON.



Chapter 9

A New House...Mission Furniture and Inside Plumbing!...An Elegant
Social with Music from the Red light...Of Baby Food and Frontier
Doctors...The Wonderful Vacuum Cleaner...Fire! ... Some Unforgettable
Household Helpers

IN THE FALL OF 1905, our stay in Tonopah was beginning to take on an air
of permanence. In addition, we were excitedly anticipating the birth of out
firgt child, and so we began to think serioudy of a home of our own. | wanted
to build where we used to walk out at sunset to watch the progress of the
railroad construction camp. From there our windows would face a hundred
miles of uninterrupted grandeur with, at nightfall, the pageantry of sunsets that
only desert air and far horizons can produce. In the middle distance lay a
clump of low hills, so washed by centuries of rain that minera deposits had
come to the surface in patches of color: red, purple and deep yellow, looking
like pigments on an arti’ s palette. But my husband thought the view would
not compensate for the winter winds, and of course he was right, though |
regretted the loss of al that beauty beyond our windows.

| had been getting progressvely more homesick for San Francisco asthe
months wore on. Now that the railroad was here, | could makethetrip in ease,
and | had ared reason for going - furnishings for our new home! So | boarded
the train with happy anticipation.

Astheferryboat dipped into the pier in San Francisco, the warmth of my
family’ s exuberant affection quickened my heart beat. Eveninthe mids of dll
my excitement, | looked at the women around me with an inner chuckle, for |
thought of what Mrs. Knight had said about walking up Market Street some
day feding dowdy. Wdl, she was right. Two years had certainly made me out
of date. The lovely tailored suit | had worn, feding so emancipated in the skirt
four inches off the ground, was now much too long, and there was't an Eton
jacket in Sght.

With my store of rich experiences, | was eager for an audience. | had brought
alittle bag of high-grade dust from Goldfied, and with dl the kil of a
seasoned progpector, | proudly panned dirt for my family and friends,
dramaticdly rolling the beautiful suff around in the bottom of my mother's
smdlest frying pan. | had brought exquisite specimens of blistered high-grade
from Goldfield, and | had a bit of ruby slver from the Montana, which made
lots of conversation until its lovely color faded away.

For a month my mother and | had wonderful time shopping in the morning

and going to the theetre every possible afternoon — light opera, vaudeville, and
best of al, Camille, with Madame Helena Modjeska. It was arich experience
to see that lovely, homey wonderful actresd All this entertainment and
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delightful activity, coupled with the affection my parents lavished upon me,
sent me back to Tonopah refreshed and glowing.

Although congtruction on our house had continued al thetime | was away, |
knew it would not be anywhere near completion, for it was being built of
adobe, not the adobe bricks the Mexicans have used for centuries, but adobe
mud poured into troughs like concrete forms. Six months would be required to
finish it, for each foot had to be dlowed to dry before the next layer could be
poured into the trough built up to receive it. The walls were eighteen inches
thick, the windows flush with the outsde walls. There was alayer of mud on
the roof three inches thick. All this was designed to make the building
impervious to winter winds and summer heet. The exterior was washed witha
thin coat of grey paint, and the doors and window frames were stained dark
brown. We moved in a Chrigmastime.

A gloriousitem in the new house was inside plumbing, which meant hot

water! The water hole named Tonombe, fourteen miles to the north, proved to
be an underground stream. This water was pumped to the surface and piped
into town. Two high-pressure tanks on the hill behind our house furnished dl
Tonopah with running water. After two years we had no more use for the
outhouse. What ardief! And now | no longer had to send my laundry on the
three-week journey to Reno. The new house boasted two stationary tubs, and
our new affluence furnished me with afet little Negro girl who washed and
ironed. Out of my own experience, | know hot running water is one of the
mogt effective agencies of civilization.

Soon after we moved into our new home, Miss Eileen Higgins came to our
town looking for materid for anovel, which was cdled The Little Princess of
Tonopah. She sent me a copy inscribed, “ Perhaps you will see yoursdlf asthe
‘Rainbow Lady’,” the bride whom the little girl visted. The writer gave a
delightful description of the interior of our house, the wals covered with soft
green grass cloth, the wood work aso green to comfort the eyes from the
outside glare. She told about the misson-gtyle furniture, the wedding gifts, the
Chinese cook, and the geranium plants. Of course, Miss Higgins romanticized
everything, but we were very pleased that she emphasized the elegance of our
home.

A reception for Mrs. J. C. Campbell and her daughter was the first socid
affair in our new home. Apex litigation between two of the big mining
companies brought Hugh's senior partner, Mr. Campbell, from San Francisco,
and since no one ever missed an opportunity to visit our town, hiswife and
daughter came dong. That reception was carried out with as much formality
asit would have been in San Francisco, but with a difference. In the first

place, the thirty guests taxed the capacity of the little house to its limits. The
ladies were greeted by our Chinese servant and ushered quickly through the
living room into our two-by-four library, where they were received by me and



introduced to the guests of honor. Here the ladies lingered for afew moments
and then drifted through the bathroom into the bedroom. The bed had been
removed for the occasion, and dl the chairs were assembled so that it was a
very comfortable sitting room. Then the guests were ushered into the dining
room by one of my friends. Here four card tables were set with dl our lovely
linen and silver, and decorated with a shaded candle in asmall centerpiece of
artificia flowers, which my mother had sent from San Francisco.

Now, why was dl this maneuvering necessary? The living room was occupied
by musciansl Where could one get musicians in Tonopah? From the Casino
Dance Hdl inthe redlight digtrict. | had violin, cdllo, and piano, under the
leadership of Mr. Jules Goldsmith, an accomplished musician, eagle-visaged,
dapper, and dark, with deek black hair brushed up in aflat curl over his
forehead in true gay- nineties fashion. He and his two assstants gave us music-
garved women from “uptown” arare treat. After lisgening to Mr. Goldsmith's
music, we al declared we knew now that we redlly belonged “downtown.”

The invauable Fong served our guests chicken sdlad, coffee, and little cream
tarts. Fong was an artist with a pasiry bag and aways eager to display his skill
with curls and ruffles and whatnot, so | had tabulated the required number of
C'sand M’sand S'sin order that each guest might find her own initid on the
top of her tart. Fong's artistry was received with gratifying enthusasm and
provided afitting accent to a memorable occasion.

Amenities of city life that we thought were lost often turned up unexpectedly
in Tonopah. One such surprise arrived a my door one day in the person of a
young man carrying amilk jug. He offered me aglass of milk if 1 would
supply him with aglass.

| could hardly credit what | heard, for a glass of milk on the desert was
completely anachronigtic. The man answered my expression of incredulity
with a broad smile. He had brought in six fresh cows from Inyo, Cdifornia,
and wanted to furnish fresh milk to us folks up on the hill. Would | give him a
tria?

Themilk was good, and he built quite atrade. It must have been an expensive
operation, for al the fodder as well as the cows had to be hauled in by team. |
used it for cooking and | drank it mysdf, but asit was not pasteurized | did
not give it to my children

Feeding our babies was something of a problem. My infants never had fresh
milk a dl. Thefirst one was reared on mated milk and did pretty well, but as
| look back with more experienced eyes, | know | took great chances. Y oung
mothers of Tonopah had no pediatricians to advise them. We rdlied mostly on
inginct and the trid-and- error method. When my second boy came dong, |
was more fortunate, | had an English doctor who, knowing nothing about



American baby foods, induced me to send to England for afood called
Allenbury’s Thelittle felow flourished on it.

That doctor was one of the most tragic figures we were to know in Tonopah.
Dr. and Mrs. “Gable” as| shdl cal them, were very English, very charming,
very entertaining. They lived among us for severd years before the scanddl
from which they had fled crashed on their heads. Officid inquiries came from
England asking if a Dr. Gable was resding in Tonopah with awoman and a
little boy. The doctor’ swife in London was attempting to contact him to offer
adivorce in exchange for custody of the boy. Although he was the child of the
common-law wife, as the son of the doctor he was direct heir to atitle. The
doctor’slegd wife proposed to adopt the boy and rear him as her own, a
proposition that Dr. Gable rejected.

Gradudly we learned that the doctor had been chief obstetrical surgeonin a
large industrid hospita, aman of superb skill. He had fled from England with
“the woman he loved” after their son was born, but he could not escape the
inexorable laws of the socid structure. After their story became common
knowledge, the doctor’ s practice disappeared, and their gayety fell away. Mrs.
Gable made no effort to keep dive the devotion of the man who had suffered
disgrace for her, and the doctor took refuge in drugs. At last my husband and
Tasker Oddie collected afew hundred dollars with which the pair left town.
Later we heard that the doctor had died in some wretched rooming housein
San Francisco. What became of Mrs. Gable and the boy | never knew. My
heart has carried a sympathetic ache for these two in their disgrace and lonely
degth far from home.

Of the few doctors who werein Tonopah, | think the only one who came for
the professional experience the camp offered was Dr. P. D. McLeod. Long
before the time when two world wars challenged surgeons to salvage
mutilated men, Dr. McLeod was interested in repairing the bodies of men
injured in mine accidents.

Doctors who came to Tonopah had away of attracting gossip. One, so it was
whispered, was adrug addict in Alaska; one was said to have fled from the
publicity of amurder trid in which he had been accused of being an accessory
after the fact, assdting in the disposa of the body. Another was a dashing,
handsome soldier of fortune, who died of blood poisoning. Gossp on the
Street reported he had cut his finger while operating. When his nurse pulled

off the punctured glove, he said to her, “I’ll be dead in aweek.”

“Jug asif he waslooking for away to die,” she was reported to have said. |
can't vouch for this story, but | do know that in avery short time the doctor
was certainly dead.



Beside being one of the first women in town to buy fresh milk, | was

definitdy the firgt to have avacuum cleaner. Sometime aong in the early

years, | chanced upon athree-line ad in a copy of the Sunday New York Times
announcing a“mechanica sweeper.” In Tonopah, the congtant struggle with

the tdlcum-like dust was atrid to dl of us, S0 the ad caught my interest.

| replied, sending aong the twenty-five dollars requested.

When the machine was findly delivered, Hugh recognized its likeness to the
Buttersfilter in use a the Belmont mill. Charles Butters, a distinguished
metalurgist from Cdifornia, had only recently developed thisfilter to
complement acyanide formula. My sweeper acted with the dust exactly asthe
Butters filter acted with the mud from the cyanide-slver solution. The dug,
like the muddy solution, was drawn into the vacuum chamber by the hand
pump, and just as the mud adhered to the big filters when the slver-
impregnated solution was pumped through, so the dust stuck to the little filters
in the sweeper. The way that machine sucked the fine dust out of my carpets
was glorioust We made asocid event of cleaning the filters, calling in our
neighbors to view the marvel and wager on the volume of dust that would be
extracted.

Later we learned the promoters were two former mill hands from Goldfield,
who had indeed borrowed the idea from the Buttersfilter. We were dso told
that they cleaned up a neat fortune before Charles Butters lawyers and prison
caught up with them on charges of patent infringements.

Today we take our luxuries so much for granted: vacuum cleaners,
refrigeration, ingpected milk, and so on; yet it was hardly more than yesterday
that young women were wrestling with relatively primitive conditions.

Tonopah had three disastrous fires during my life there. | was personally
somewheat involved with the first one. The birth of our second son was
approaching, and | lay in bed one night timing the rgpidity of my pans,
wondering if | ought to dert the family. Suddenly | heard the firewhidtle, a
terrifying sound in the night. Hugh ascertained that the firewasin abig

miners boardinghouse across town called “The Ship.” An hour later, when
Hugh thought it was time to telephone our doctor that we needed him, he was
told that the doctor had been called to the hospita to care for those who had
been hurt. Asthe night advanced, this Situation became of real concern to us.
Ultimately the doctor did arrive, and not any too soon. No mention was made
of the tragedy on the other side of town.

The second fire was a holocaust. One winter morning the news spread through
the town asif by telepathy: “Frein the Bemont!” Clouds of dense smoke
were billowing from the mine shaft, precluding any possbility of rescue, and
the lives of saventeen men were snuffed out. It was surmised that some miner



had |eft aburning candle that ultimately ignited the timber on which it was
resing.

Tonopah declared aweek of mourning. The caskets lay in state in the Miners
Union Headquarters, surrounded by a guard of honor. Hundreds of miners
arrived from nearby camps. With drums muffled and flags furled in black
crepe, they walked behind trucks bearing the caskets through driving deet to
the drab little cemetery at the end of Main Strest.

We had two regular newspapersin Tonopah. The Tonopah Sun was edited by
L. C. Branson, acold, hard man | could never get closeto; but | had ared
affection for the rough-diamond qudlities of Bil Booth, who edited the riva
daily, the Tonopah Bonanza. When | had causes to defend, | went to Bill
Booth, and | dways got a square deal from his paper.

Arthur Bud was a cartoonist on the Tonopah Sun, aredly good artist. He
drew remarkably fine portraits of our leading citizens aswell as ddightful
cartoons, his sgnature for which was alittle burro. Arthur himsdf wasa
character right out of Bret Harte, with a big lumbering body and a heart as big.
No “fancy pants” he liked those quiet little evenings when the boys got to
fogging around the soons.

| have avivid memory of one of Arthur’s escgpades. During the camp's later
and more “respectable’ years, the Butler sdloon was turned into asmall
theatre. One troupe of traveling actors presented a show that was amarve of
gay- ninties entertainment, with women of uncertain age dressed as babies,
and real stunt men and comedians. The prima donna was alarge, florid
woman with abig pompadour and wasp waist, who sang such popular songs
of the period as “Wouldn't You Liketo See aLittle More of Me?’ and “How
About aLittle Lovin'.”

One night Arthur Buel decided to accept her invitation. As she leered down at
him from the stage, he clambered over the seats, stepped from the piano onto
the stage, grabbed her, and planted a manly kiss squarely on her painted
mouth. Indignant, she pushed him away and marched off the stage, with
Arthur in pursuit. Suddenly there was aloud smack, and Arthur came flying
out on the stage, rubbing his cheek. Amid howls of laughter from dl of us, he
climbed down over the piano again and made sheepishly for his sedt.

Twenty years later he came to my homein Cdiforniawith acar load of family
- the same amiiling, rollicking Arthur Bud, just bigger and shaggier, that was
al. | was s0 glad to see him, | hugged him, and Mrs. Bud stood by with an
expresson that plainly said, “Oh, I’'m used to that. Everybody loves my
husband.”



Asthe years passed, we hired an assortment of different people to asss with
the housekeeping, among them two wonderful Chinese boys and a Bavarian
woman who had been a saloonkeeper in Rhyalite, but was an excellent cook.
However, she hadn't been with us for more than afew months before we
discovered that she was lifting the fancy canned goods we imported from
“outsgde’ and was sdling them to the girlsin the redlight. Another of the
heterogeneous mass of humanity who drifted out to the frontier for reasons of
their own was a Chautauqua lecturer, very much on her uppers. | never
discovered how good alecturer she was, but | soon found out she knew
nothing about cooking.

An “unforgettable character” was an elderly Negro woman named Carrie. It is
with afeding of atonement thet | offer here atribute to her gentle spirit. Like
the others, Carrie answered my ad in the Tonopah Bonanza. When | saw her a
the front door, | was sure she would not do. She was tal and gaunt and

homely as a giraffe. But my third child was abouit to arrive, and Carrie assured
me that she was a“good old-fashioned cook,” so | engaged her.

That evening, as Carrie came into the dining room to remove the plates before
serving dessert, | looked at the lean, spider like body with its blue gingham
gpron and was sure | could never make up my mind to look at it day after
endless day. The gpron could be changed, but what could change that frame?
However, the dinner was well cooked, and | discovered that Carrie made
excdlent bread - surely aboon out here!

In order to improve her appearance, | sent to San Francisco for the largest
black maid’'s uniforms | could buy, together with white nurse' s gprons, the
kind with bibs and full skirts that would be dl-enveoping. Of course, when
the clothes arrived, they were very much too big for her dat-like body, but
they were long enough. | got out my treasured little Wilcox and Gibbs sewing
machine and took in the seams until the dress fit. Carrie was as pleased asa
child with the new clothes ,and when | saw her completely dressed, | was
delighted. She had smoothed hack her thin grey hair, and the white cuffs on
the uniforms took the curse off those long bony fingers.

But Carrie' sidea of housekeeping was not commensurate with her cooking. |
would chide her for the careless way the silverware was thrown on the table,
or complain of the spotted tablecloth that should not have been used again;
and she would serve us some little extra treat for lunch, such as corn bread or
popovers, for asort of peace offering.

One afternoon | heard Carrie' s dow step coming toward the library, where |
was Stting with my younger son. She stopped hesitantly in the doorway and
sad, “Mrs. Brown, kin | talk to you a minute?’

“Certainly, Carrie. Sit down.”
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“No,” shereplied, in her soft southern voice. “I'll just stand here.” After a
pause, she continued, “I know | don't suit you, but | thought maybeif |
knowed what | done wrong, maybe | could do better. | want to please you.”

“But, Carrie” | said, “1 do tell you over and over again, and you forget. It's
just S0 many things. | don't know where to begin.” She looked down for a
moment and smoothed out her white gpron with her two big hands and said

gently:
“Wadll, then I'll go. | just doesthe best | knows how.”

Needlessto say, she didn’t leave mein my need. Carrie stayed until my baby
girl waswell launched, and then she drifted out of our lives. In the many years
gnce this humble, faithful soul crossed my path, when life has pressed me
hard, I’ ve remembered the look on her gentle, homely face. Her words have
been acdl to meto “go and do likewise’-“1 just does the best | knows how.”

And then came Mrs. Margaret Dondd -“Donnie” adarling middle-class
Scottish widow. Lonely in San Francisco because her only daughter was
living in Canada, she wanted a position in a house where she coud be one of
the family. She sat with us a table, and our friends were hers. Shewas a
“housekeeper,” but she was a guardian angel and a beloved member of our
family for many years.

At last Donnie was enticed away from us by the county commissioners, who
ingsted they needed her warmth and efficiency as matron at the County
Hospitd. In this podition, she had many interesting contacts, like the one with
Jack Longstreet, the man who tangled with Tasker Oddie over aclam-
jumping accusation in the early days. Incidentally, he was reported to be a
near relaive of Generd James Longdtreet of Civil War fame. Hewas a big,
muscular man with grey hair, which he wore over-long. He was supposed to
have lost one ear, cut off for horse-stedling when he was a youth. Nobody
knew for certain whether that ear was off and it would have been as much as
anyone slifewas worth to try to find out. But while Donnie was & the County
Hospitd, she told me this story: “The old man came in pretty sck. We got
him into bed, | brought a basin of water and sogp. Y ou know how it is, it'sjust
routine with us. Everybody gets washed when they are brought in dirty from
the hills. | washed off hisface, and then | pushed away his hair to get a his
ears. Wdll! he dapped my hand down, sick as he was. His arm flashed out
quick asagun. | pretty near fainted!”

Donnie paused and | asked breathlessly, “Was the ear off 7'

“It was off!” she said impressively. “And he swore a me a blue stresk. “All
right, | says, ‘dl right. Y ou can stay dirty for dl | care” But he yelled a me,
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Y ou keep your blankety-blank hands offame, and if you talk about me, Ill
kill ya’ And believe me, | didn't say anything about that ear bein’ off until |
knew he was good and dead. | hope the old fellow don’t haunt me for telling
you about him now.”



Chapter 10

Suppers at the ‘Dobe Shack...Tales of the Mines...Ellendale, a Bubble of
Pure Gold...Key Pittman...The Perilous Fortunes of the Big
Promoters...Eulogy for Riley Grannan...A Political Rally and a Country
Dance

THE “’DOBE SHACK,” aswe lovingly called our home, became the center
and circumference of our lives. Thiswas not surprising, snce there was so
little by way of entertainment outsde our homes, even Tasker's horses were
gone as soon as the railroad arrived, so we made a practice of giving Sunday
night suppers to which our friends were bidden without specid invitation. We
bought beer by the barrel, cheese by the whedl, crackers and canned goods by
the case; and for years | had a specid type of nightmare wherein | rummaged
endlessly for food through kitchen and cellar, because we had a houseful of
men and nothing to feed them.

We would St around the table until midnight, swapping yarns, reporting

grikes, taking loca politics. My father would have thought we were very
provincid, for | can't remember taking about anything of nationa

importance, except, of course, such items as Will Rogers appearance in 1905,
with hislariat, at the horseshow in Madison Square Garden; or perhaps Maud
Adams as Peter Pan imploring her audiencesto “bdievein faries’ and save
the life of Tinker Bell; or Teddy Roosevdt tdling his countrymen to “ speek
softly and carry abig stick.”

Southern Nevada mines had brought prosperity to al of us, and we had redl
dramato talk about - personal drama about people we knew. We delighted in
gtories of good fortune, like the discovery of Ellendale.

Jm Clifford, the man who figured in Tasker's run-in with Jack Longstrest,
together with his wife Ellen, had roamed the desart examining every “likdy-
lookin' piece of rock.” No doubt it was the lost Breyfogel they were seeking,
or some other of the many rich finds, uncharted because the origina
discoverer could not return to the spot again, or died on the desert, or was
killed by Indians. Southern Nevada was completely untracked. Barstow was
only afueling point for the Santa Fe engines, and Las Vegas was hardly more
than a Mexican village. One day, with her prospector’s hammer, Mrs. Clifford
cracked open aboulder and laid bare a thrilling piece of leaf gold. Then for
weeks she and her husband searched the surrounding country until they traced
the ledge from which the piece of float had rolled. They named the spot
“Ellendde” and in no time a dl, clams were staked out for miles around, a
town was laid out, and lots auctioned off for high figures.

Hugh and | never missed the excitement of a discovery, so one Sunday we
went out to see Ellendde. The Cliffords had dug out a shalow hole; we
dipped down into it and saw aface of pure leaf gold, which | touched with a
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finger. One flake came off in my hand. “Hey!” said Hugh. “ Stop robbing the
Clifford' s jewdry store.”

This ore was far more spectacular than Goldfield’s, where the ore had to be
subjected to intense heet before little blisters of pure gold appeared. At the
time we were there, the Cliffords had sixty sacks of high-grade ore stacked in
alittle shed, each sack worth $1,000. Ellendae proved to be a bubble of
amog pure gold, which, through some freak of nature, had been thrust to the
surface. However, the first shot of powder they put in to dig a shaft blew all
the values away. It was not an entire loss, for they had the $60,000, but the
mine and town Ste never materidized.

Key Pittman was another one who had a rare stroke of luck. He came to
Tonopah from Alaska, where he had not made a fortune, nor did he have a
winning lease in Goldfield. But down on the flat in Tonopah digtrict was a
mine that became flooded with water and was forced into bankruptcy. Asthe
company lawyer, Key was the principal creditor. Much to hisregret, he had to
accept the property in lieu of afee. Figuring he was probably sending good
money after bad, he decided to risk afew hundred dollars to estimate the
worth of the fee. He ingtalled pumps to lower the water level and put on three
shifts of men to explore the old shaft. A few hundred feet deeper and, yes,
they encountered a vein that made Key Pittman rich. The next step wasthe
United States Senate.

During his stay in the far North, Key had been the firgt digtrict attorney of
Dawson, Y ukon Territory, and had tried to curb corruption among
government officids. Hewas atal, pale, dender sapling, ahard drinker, and
when intoxicated belligerent to the point of endangering his own life as well
asthelives of others. While he was in Dawson, he married Miss Mimosa
Gates, who was something of a celebrity in her own right. She had made an
impressive journey by dog team down the Y ukon trail from Dawson to
Juneau, an unbelievable feat if you look at the mep. Her adventurous spirit
captured the imagination of the soldier of fortune from Mississppi, but | was
told by someone who had known her in Dawson that her friends thought it
took more courage for her to marry Key Fittman than to face the Y ukon trall.
Bethat asit may, to the very end of hislife she was the only one who could
control him when he went off the deep end. They were aglamorous pair.

How fortune smiled at some and passed up others was ayarn that was adways
cropping up. Hugh told me an interesting story about the man who built the
Golden Block, the little white building where Hugh had his office.

Frank Golden was an itinerant jeweler who thumbed aride into Tonopah with
afreighter. He had avalise full of cufflinks, watches, and stick pinsto sdl to
the leasers. He ran into a man who had alease that didn’t seem likely to pan
out. Golden offered him awatch in exchange for the lease, and the dedl was
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closed. Golden put two men to work on the cut while he opened allittle hole-
in-the-wal jewelry shop on Main Street near the Merchants Hotel. They
broke into ore just beyond where the vein had faulted, and Frank Golden
netted $500,000.

He thought it would be nice to put up “the first permanent building” in

Tonopah, but there wasn't anything around to build with. Then he noticed a
patch of white stone showing behind where our house now was. He

discovered that it was soft and easy to quarry, and that it hardened when it was
exposed to the air. So he put up thelittle building - a good job, too, tight and
warm. Then he went to Reno and built the Golden Hotdl, where we stayed the
night we came into Reno on our honeymoon.

Zeb Kenddl, the “big promoter” who had been one of our traveling
companions on the stage to Tonopah, was another whose mercurid fortunes
often came up for discussion around our Sunday night supper table. Probably
the most dynamic men of the camp, the promoters never prospected but
aways knew where money could be flushed out to option any “likely lookin
spot of ground. They were intelligent, usually educated, and well dressed.

Zeb loved the little brown-eyed girl who had been queen of the Railroad
Days parade, Belle Pepper; he hovered over her like a Newfoundland over a
kitten. | think her woman'’ sintuition warned her that she would have a
precarious life if she married him. Zeb played for high stakes over the table as
well as underground, but ultimately, Belle did marry him and followed him
through one fortune after another. Once, when | knew he was “in the money,”
| told him that he ought to buy his wife an annuity so that she and the boys
would be safe no matter what happened to him. “Oh, | do,” he said, rubbing
the Sde of hisface with theflat of his hand, a characteristic mannerism.
“Every time | make astake, | dways put money away for her, but | dways get
to needing it and have to borrow it back.”

Zeb and Bdle had a son who was born on Abraham Lincoln’'s centenary. Zeb
was in the Nevada State Senate at the time, and the legidature passed a hill
naming the boy Abraham Lincoln Kenddl. His mother was furious. She sad
to me, “I don't want the boy caled * Abe' dl hislifel” But there was nothing
she could do about it; it was alaw.

Exciting as were the reports of new grikes, it was the anecdotes about high
finance that redly provided thrills.

One of our gueststold us that the money poured in so fadt, they were ashamed
to take it to the bank. A hundred thousand dollarsin one day. They kept it in
an old roll top desk, and sat up dl night with their feet cocked up againgt it S0
they’ d look casua and discourage ahold-up. “And, by God,” our friend said,
“I nearly landed injal. Some fellows were sdlling stock in ground they knew



was worthless, but we had no intention of doing anything crooked. The money
just rolled over us, like awave we couldn’t stop.”

Whether by more experienced or less innocent manipulations, we knew of
companies incorporated by New Y ork financiers on ground that they knew
had no vaue. The stock was issued and put on the market. Usudly the
prospector who had sold the claims got a block of stock “held in pool”- thet is,
not to be sold until a certain date. But before the date arrived, the prospector
would be offered, say fifty cents ashare by the “big shot” in New York. To
the man who had lived on bacon and beans most of hislife, thiswas afortune
- fifteen thousand dollars, maybe twenty thousand dollars. And he d sl In
the meantime, the stock that had Started at eight cents on the mining exchange
would be pushing adallar. By the time the pool was broken, the stock might
be sdling for two dollars. Then the “big shot” with a hundred thousand shares
would begin to unload. The stock would go down, down, down.

Among those whose names recurred in our conversations from time to time
was Herman Knickerbocker, sometimes minister, Shakespearean reader,
prospector, and gambler. Ultimately, as the years went on, Mr.
Knickerbocker's luck deserted him and he began to roam the state following
each new drike. At lagt, a Rawhide, he made afamous oration over the body
of Riley Grannan that brought his name to the atention of the whole country.

Rawhide was a mining strike about a hundred miles northwest of Tonopah,
one of many that swept the state in the backwash of Gold-fidd' stidd wave.
Here Riley Grannan, afabulous character known as race-track plunger, big-
time gambler and sport extraordinary, had opened a gambling house. Rawhide
never had enough ore a any timeto jugtify atown Site; consequently roulette
and blackjack were the sole occupations of the camp followers who drifted
from one gtrike to the next as each new location appeared.

One stormy, snow-drenched night, after a Sx-hour sesson of poker, Riley
Grannan, in his shirtdeeves, waked out of his sdloon into the cold night air.
The result? Pneumonia. In afew days Riley Grannan was dead. Though there
was no church in Rawhide and no hearse, dl the people to whom Riley had
given money and food and whiskey and a pat on the back when they were
down on their luck indsted he must have agrand funerd. So the body, in its
pine box, was hauled on an ore wagon to Riley’ s sdloon and therelaid out in
front of the bar, while his friends grouped themsdlves around the gambling
tables.

Here, extemporaneoudy, Mr. Knickerbocker delivered afunerd oration rarely
equaed for deep feding and genuine philosophy, and it would have been lost
to al but his hearers had it not been for the presence of a newspaperman from
Cdifornia Luckily the newsman was a shorthand expert, and he transcribed
the words as they fell from Knickerbocker's mouth. That night, with no
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revison, he sent a copy to the Reno Gazette; the oration was headlined the
fallowing night and was flashed to the world.

“Helived in the world of sport. | do not mince my words, | antdling what |
believe to be true. In the world of sport, hilarity sometimes, and maybe worse.
He left the impress of his character on thisworld, and through the medium of
hisfinancid power, he was able with his money to brighten the lives of its
inhabitants. He wasted it, so the world says. But did it ever occur to you that
the mogt Snful men and women who live in thisworld are ill men and
women? Did it ever occur to you that the men and women who inhabit the
night-world are till men and women? A little hgppiness brought into their
lives means as much to them as hagppiness brought into the lives of the sraight
and good. If you can teke one ray of sunlight into their night-life and thereby
bring them one single hour of happiness, | believe you are a benefactor ...”

It took one dramatic outcast to pay fitting tribute to another dramatic outcast.

Among the friends who gathered a our house on Sunday night were some
wonderful storytellers. King of them dl was Dick Dunlgp. One night the men
were taking about the ease and rapidity with which clams changed hands and
how necessary it wasto close aded a once let it evaporate before morning.
Dick told us of aconversation he had had with Ca Brougher: “ ‘Cd’, | sad,
‘do you want that fraction out a Divide | told you about? Cal said, ‘ Sure.
How much do you want for it? | said, ‘Five thousand dollars.” Ca took out
his billfold and scanned it carefully. ‘1 haven’t got that much on me, Dick.

Will you wait until tomorrow morning? ”

And hereis Dick’s story of a conversation between two old-timers: One was
going to New Y ork, and wanted to see Chris Zabriski. (Chriswas a native
Nevadan who, as a boy, had been atelegrapher in Candelaria. When Borax
Smith ran into his mountain of borax in Deeth Valey Chris Zabriski was his
right-hand man. He rose with the Twenty-Mule Team Borax Company to be
generd manager, with headquartersin New York - alovable, gregarious
fellow. Chris had a host of friendsin the Sate, dl of whom hewecomed in
New York at any time and in any number.)

One old desexrt rat said to the other, “Pete, I'm going to New York. How do |
get to see Chris Zabriski?’

“Goin’ to New York, en? Wdl, Chris dways likes to see any old horn toad
from Nevada, and he knows every saloonkeeper from the Battery to the
Bronx. He' ll see you git a snootful any time, day or night.”

“Wdl, how will 1 find him?’
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“He sinadump they cal the Empire Building. Y ou take the hoit to the tenth
levd, then take the first crosscut to the east, and you'll see hislocation notice
on the door.”

But Dick was aso given to the fast quip. | had tried the cream tart sunt one
night, and didn’t have dl the | etters necessary. “I just haven't tarts enough to
go around,” | remarked ruefully as | passed the plate of dessert. Quick asa
flash, Dick turned to the man next to him.

“Say,” he said, “were you ever at a party where there were enough tarts?’

We never knew what kind of an adventure story was going to be told around
our table on Sunday evening, or what new experience would come of the
stranger brought dong by one of our guests. One of the most ddlightful
surprises happened the night Charles Knox brought with him Mr. Parkhurg, an
officer in the Montana Company. After supper Mr. Parkhurst sat down at the
piano and played softly while the others were il chatting at the teble. | sat
nearby, raptly listening. At last he turned to me and asked me about the plans
we ladies were making for alibrary. | was surprised at his remark, for the idea
was S0 new 1 did not expect anyone to mention it. But | explained to him that
there was no place in town where the miners could go except the saloons. Mr.
Parkhurst wondered if they wanted to go anywhere dse. “If they had aroom
uptown where they could go and read quietly, they would useit,” | replied.
We ladies were sure they would.

Mr. Knox came over from the table and joined us. He said that he had been
mulling the idea over in his mind since he had firgt heard of it. He thought thet
every man who could be encouraged to patronize such aroom would be just
that much less grief for the mine operators and would keep some of his money
in his own pocket. He thought the operators ought to help. Mr. Parkhurst
agreed and, turning back to me, promised to give us five hundred dollars.

“I'll do more than that,” added Mr. Knox, “I'll take it up with the Mine
Operators Association and see if we can't give you alot to build a cabin on.”

A few daysater, | received aletter from Mr. Knox enclosing a check for a
thousand dollars and a deed to alot on Mineral Street. With this boost for our
enthusiasm, we plunged ahead, firg with abook socid, then with aminsre
show a the Opera House and other festivities until we had enough money to
put up a beautiful little stone building. There we gathered severd thousand
volumes, as well as subscriptions to afew newspapers and magazines. The
library was a great addition to the town and was used by everyone. | look back
with real happiness to the cregtion of that little building. It was as near as|

ever came to experiencing Al Meyer’ s opportunity to create something soul-

sisfying.



Of our persond friends, the most romantic figure was Herman Albert. He was
associated with Reese River, abright spot in my memory book. Herman came
to Tonopah in 1903, directly after his graduation from Columbia University, a
trimly built young man with fine eyes and an exceptiondly sweet smile. He
was a naturd musician, who only afew months before had written the music
for the senior operaat hisdmamater. It was so tuneful that it was moved
from Columbia s campus directly to Broadway.

But Herman had awanderlugt, and after afew months in Tonopah, he plunged
gtill deeper into the life of the West with a string of burros and a package of
bacon and beans. When he returned from his prospecting trips, he never had
anything to show except a beard that made him look like the apostle Paul. He
would stay in town for afew weeks and occasionaly come up on the hill to
play the piano; then civilization, such asit was, irked him, and he was gone
agan.

At last Herman attached himself to the George Keough ranch at Reese River,
where the families of the Bells and the Keoughs lived like patriarchs of old.
Their cattle ranches stretched for hundreds of miles on both sdes of the old
river bed from which the digtrict drew its name.

Palitica spokesmen from Tonopah dways went to outlying digtricts to hold
ralies. | discovered early that one of these trips could be awonderful holiday.
During one sensationd campaign, Hugh went to Reese River to address the
votersin behdf of Key Fittman’s opponent. We were “put up” a the Bdll
ranch, and the meeting was held in the diirict schoolhouse - followed, of
course, by an al-night dance.

The schoolhouse was the usud white-board, one-room structure, with a
hitching rail across the length of the building; off to the right were awell and
awatering trough. Inside, a piano and rows of benches were arranged for the
politicd raly. To me the meeting seemed undistinguished, even if Hugh was
meaking the speech; it was the audience that captivated me: weatherworn
cowboys, rugged, substantial-looking ranchers, mothers of ample proportions
with soft eyes and hard hands, whose manners were diffident but not
uncordid; young girls with frizzed hair and frilled dresses, interested only in
the cowboys from the distant ranches, young men of dl agesin overdls, with
deek heads and sunburned noses. And outside, brown faces of Indians banked
the three windows on each side of the room.

After the speeches the benches were pushed back againgt the wall. Little
children were induced to relinquish the soft sde of Dad’'s arm and lie down on
the hard benches with swesaters for pillows. At last a woman in awhite dress
sat down at the piano, ayoung man came forward with aviolin, and the dance
began. One-two-three, one-two-three, the fiddier played, but without the



vedtige of atune, while the lady &t the piano never once changed her two
chords.

Because this was an dl-night function, a program had been arranged to take
care of the intermissons. Herman Albert was master of ceremonies. A
middle-aged rancher sang a bass solo in arich, strong voice; Miss Virginia
Somebody recited “Barbara Fritchie”; Mr. and Mrs. So-and- So played a duet
while Herman made the announcements in the tones of a benevolent parent.

When midnight arrived, we drank strong coffee brewed in a cauldron hung on
acrane over the grest fire out in the school yard, with Indians of dl ages
gathered around for their share. We ate sandwiches of homemade bread,
home-cured ham, and cakes such as only ranch women can make; thus
fortified, we danced until the clouds turned pink. Then we rode back up the
lane to the Bdll ranch live miles away and had breskfast before we went to
bed.

How we happened to he entertained a the Bell ranch isagory initsef. We
were to have been guests at the Keough ranch, a slaunch Republican citadd!;
but on the afternoon of our arriva, found Mrs. Keough wasill, so we rode
back ten miles to the Bell ranch. We fdt quite uncomfortable about storming
unannounced into this Democratic stronghold, but we were received by
Senator Bell and his family with as much graciousness as if we had been
members of his own palitica party. Thisin itsdf was a commentary on desert
hospitdity, for old Nevadans took their politics serioudy. We found out they
took their hospitaity even more serioudy.

Because we had come to attend a Republican rdly, our party manager thought
it only right to offer to pay for our lodging. When the suggestion was made to
the senator, he drew himsdf up, every white hair bristling, hisface drained of
color, and said in aquiet voice, “You insult me, Sr. Y ou were my guests.”

Turning on his hedl, he walked to the door and out into the yard, where he
leaned against a cottonwood, looking far off over the field where his thousand
head of cattle stood lazily in the hot sun. The moment wasterrible. The quiet
anger in that old man’ s figure was alesson in outraged hospitdity | have
never forgotten.

At lagt Hugh walked over and spoke to him; the senator’ s handsome features
relaxed. The party manager went forward, extending his hand in gpology. Mr.
Bdl shook it warmly, and the incident was over.



Chapter 11

San Francisco...April 18, “ A Violent Heaving and Shaking!” ... The Scene
at the Palace...A Refugee in Black Lace and Feathers...Curb-Side
Cookout on Nob Hill... A Lost Layette and Greater Tragedies...Riding an
Express Wagon Through the Smoking Ruins

IN 1906 TONOPAH WASAT THE HEIGHT of its productivity and
Goldfield at the gpex of its boom; new discoveries were being made dl over
southern Nevada, and money was flowing through our hands like water. There
was a steady stream of businessin Hugh's office, as he helped promoters of
new mining ventures to launch their companies. As these new strikes kept
rolling in, his fees were often paid in stock in the new companies rather than
money. Every new company was listed on the stock exchange amost
overnight, with their potentid as producers rising with every market day.
These were the top of the boom days, for us as well as for the promoters.

Our firgt child was about to be born, and we had much to celebrate. We had
planned that | should be with my mother through my confinement, so we went
to San Francisco afew weeks early to takein the opera season. Though | had
vigted my family the previous autumn, | was tremendoudy thrilled over this
trip. Asagirl, when | sat in the balcony or, more probably, stood on the
ground floor to hear Melba and Sembrick, Schumann-Heink and other
brilliant stars clustered around the 1890's | had dreamed of such luxury. Now
it was here. Our tickets were ordered and received, tenth row on the aide, and
my mother was commissioned to have an appropriate dress ready for me when
the date came.

We arrived in the city early on Monday morning, April 16. Likeloya
Nevadans, we went to the Palace Hotel, which had been built with Nevada
mining money. We were seitled in an atractive, old-fashioned corner room on
the fifth floor, with long green and gold draperies with vaances and fringe,
and chairs upholstered in gold brocade. A huge fireplace with carved marble
mantel, surmounted by alarge mirror in afluted gold frame, practicaly filled
one sde of the room. It was the handsomest room either of us had ever
occupied.

That afternoon we both went shopping for clothes. Anticipating my expanding
figure, my mother had had made for me alight blue evening gown to wear a
the opera, but | needed an evening wrap. | bought a beautiful grey one
trimmed with fur, and Hugh laid in awhole new ouitfit.

Late Monday afternoon our purchases were ddlivered to the hotel by
messenger; Hugh's wardrobe came stacked in two tiers of Sx box eseach,
with handles on top by which the boy carried them: new suits, shirts, ties,
socks, a complete wardrobe. My own new clothes would materialize after our
child was born.
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| have not the dightest recollection of what operawe heard that first night.
The excitement of the day, the beautiful hotel room, the new clothes, with
Hugh s0 handsomein his dress suit and top hat, drove everything e se out of
my mind. But the following night Caruso, & the top of his career, sang
Carmen! To thismoment, | can hear his honeyed voice with its Srange pathos
soaring through the high vaulted celling of the Morosko Opera House.

After the performance we returned quickly to the hotel, for we had invited a
half-dozen Tonopah friendsto join us for supper in the PAm Court. The gayly
ornamented room was crowded with richly dressed men and women, while
fromthe eight crystd-chanddiered galleries above, people looked down on
the brilliant scene.

Judge Jackson was one of our guests that night, and in the course of
conversation he reminded me of the remark he had made that night in
Goldfield about out making a hundred thousand dollars. | interrupted him,
“And didn’t | tell you we d make three times that amount?’

He smiled undergandingly. “Yes,” hesad, “and | guess you will.”

We were among the last to |leave the PAlm Court that night. Hugh and | went
up in the elevator to our room, fedling life could add nothing more to our
happiness. We walked through the wide, red- carpeted hadls, e oquent of the
grandeur of an earlier day; now another Nevada boom was on and we were
part of it! | dipped off my preity blue dressand laid it carefully over the big
upholstered chair. After our full day, deep came easly and quickly.

Suddenly | was awakened by a strange rumbling that grew louder and angrier
asit came nearer, culminating in a violent heaving and shaking. Then the
terrifying sound of breaking glass followed, and plaster and soot showered
down on us. In terror, | clutched my husband. He kept saying, as he leaned
over me protectingly, “It'sdl right, dear! It'sdl right!”

| knew what it was. | had been born in San Francisco. An earthquake - a
terrible one! Then came that ghastly few minutes of stillness. | haveread a
great dedl about people’ simpressions of the shock, but no one seemsto have
recorded the seemingly interminable moment of gtill-ness that followed it.
Then little sounds began, swelling fast to the noise and confusion of rushing
feet out in the hall.

We dipped out of bed and looked through the jagged glass of our windows to
the big plate glass frames of the Southern Pecific offices opposite. They were
empty holes. Down on the street lay piles of shattered fragments, together
with countless bricks that seemed to have rained from the sky. In the softness
of the early morning light, | stood there long enough to take in the scene. Then
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| began to totter and Hugh led me back to bed. Now we began to assess out
own immediate surroundings. The air was filled with soot and plagter, and the
floor was inches deegp with black and white debris, together with the glass
from the big mirror above the mantel, every few minutes another brick came
hurtling down the chimney, sending clouds of soot into the room, covering
everything, including my lovely blue dress.

Hugh took the counterpane off the bed and draped it over the fireplace to keep
the soot from pouring in; then, with the top of the box in which my wrap had
been delivered, he swept glass and plaster into a corner so he could move
about the room with some degree of sdfety.

With returning awareness, my first thought was for my mother and father in
the family home, an old frame house on Taylor Street near Washington. Had |
known it, they could not have been in a safer Stuation, as the old wooden
houses stood the shake with dadtic fortitude; but now in my imagination, my
parents lay pinned in their beds under the wreckage of the old structure.

Hugh tried to comfort me, but for an hour | wept with anxiety. Then | thought
| heard avoice caling asif out of adream, “I’m looking for Mrs. Hugh
Brown! I'm looking for Mrs. Hugh Brown!”

My sister! Never have | heard anything so exquisite as her high, sweet voice
cdling my name above the din of shouts and scuffling feet. Hugh opened the
door to Mary Belle and her little four-year-old daughter. Wefdl into each
other'sarms.

My parents were safe, as was every member of the family. As quickly asmy

Sster could get hersdf together after the shock, she took her little girl and ran
maogt of the mile from her own home to my parentd Finding them unharmed,

she continued down the hill to the Pdace Hotel to find me. The anxigty of the
whole family was centered on me, with the birth of our child so near.

Mary Bdletold us of the chaos downdtairsin the lobby. Even in these trying
circumstances, she had to take time out to laugh over the ludicrous Sghts she
had seen: the man in dress coat and vest and no trousers, only long underwesr;
the woman in curl papers and flowing negligee, hugging a dog to her bosom

as she clatered around in mules seeking coffee.

Then Mary Belle went to the hotel roof for a better view of the disaster.
Rushing back with eyesfull of terror, she reported that adready three big fires
were well underway, one of them at the Grand Opera House, very closeto the
Pdace Hotdl. We must leave at once.

It wasn't easy to get into my clothes, but | did manage a maternity dress of
black slk. Then | looked over my hats. | chose the black lace with fegthers,



the one | had worn to Tom Lynch’s wedding. It was utterly inappropriate, but
it was the handsomest, so | thought it ought to he saved.

By the time we were ready for the street, my mother had arrived. My sister
felt she could leave us and atend to her own troubled Stuation, intending to
meet us at our home later in the day. As she departed, she promised to take
care of my baby clothes and bring them to mother’ s that afternoon.

| was glad to have them safe with her and not mussed or soiled. | was so proud
of them; every gitch had been put in by hand, involving months of sewing
with the daintiest of embroideries and the finest of lawn.

As| packed my handbag, by good luck | picked up dl my toilet articles
including my toothbrush, which was more than my poor husband did, much to
his discomfort in the following weeks. His beautiful clothes were sill stacked
in the corner ready to be carried away, so we couldn’t leave those. And we
had another inconceivable burden — a sawing maching As| was planning a
new ouitfit after my baby’sarivd, | had brought my little Wilcox and Gibbs
with its hand attachment, intending later on to “havein” the sewing woman
with patterns and style books.

The machine was heavy, but my mother inssted we could carry it. The sewing
machine must go! So, with two suitcases, Hugh's two stacked suit boxes, and
a sawing machine, we stepped out of the Palace Hotel onto Market Street.

Massive confusion met our eyes. We walked dowly up the streets, past the
White House department store, where thousands of dollars worth of red lace
fluttered softly in the morning breeze through shattered show windows. We
climbed the hill to the Colonid Hotd, where my grandmother lived, and

there | stayed until late in the afternoon, while Hugh and Mother, laden with
our luggage, continued up the Powell Street hill to our home.

At the time we separated in the morning, none of us had any idea of the
megnitude of the disaster that had overtaken San Francisco. We knew the
earthquake had been more severe than any we had ever had before; but we
didn’t redlize that the water mains had been severed, and that our fire chief
had been killed in his bed by fdling brick. We knew only later, when
information spread from one frightened citizen to another. What was ahead of
us?

Through the rest of the day my grandmother and | sat a the window, watching
the horse-drawn trucks from business houses carrying goods to the outskirts of
the city for safekeeping. Large trucks from Shreve' s and Gump's department
stores raced up and down, loaded with massive silver trays, candelabora,
pictures, and objects of art, every priceless object unwrapped and exposed to
the soft rain of cinders. Two men with shotguns rode on each truck.
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About four o' clock we started the long walk up and over the Powell Street hill
to my mother’s home. Laborioudy | lifted my heavy body up the steep grade.
Although | was empty-handed, by thistime | was plainly feding the
exhaugtion of shock, but my pioneer grandmother, who fifty years before had
walked the Ishmus with ababy in her arms, took it in stride without aword of
complaint. How | wished later | had taken an armful from my grandmother’s
room - ornaments, jewdry, lace. Everything was burned, but a that time we
did not dream the fire would reach so far.

We stopped on the crest of Nob Hill to look at the blazing sheets of flame and
smoke gtretching for blocksin two different parts of the city: onewal of fire
was in the wholesdle didtrict to the east, the other in the south far out Market
Street, with, in between, asmaller blaze which had arted near the Grand
OperaHouse. Those two great curtains of flame would ultimately join the
amadler center fire, creating a conflagration that would sweep everything
beforeiit.

Dr. Tevis, across the street from our home, had opened his palatia residence
to some of the members of the opera company, and from time to time we saw
Plancon and Gadski and Melba watching the activity from the veranda. Al
day long Dr. Tevis liveried coachman walked his team of horses, hitched to a
Victoria, back and forth in front of the house, prepared to move the
digtinguished guedts farther if the fire should thresten.

By sx in the evening, our immediate family had assembled & my parents
home. All gasin the city had been shut off, and every chimney had been
shaken down. By order of the police, fires of any kind, whether for cooking or
for lighting, were forbidden ingde buildings. My father, good camper that he
was, prepared awonderful dinner. An excavation in the next block furnished
materid for the campfire, and Father broiled steaks bought in the
neighborhood, heated canned corn, and made coffee. It was the first food any
of us had had that day, and we sat on the curb eating heartily. This might be
the last med we would have for some time.

All through the evening we sat on the front porch, weatching the crowds
surging up over the hill. We could see them plainly by the light from thefire
inthedity - asckly yelow flush in the foreground, turning into ared glow in
the distance. The crowds were very Hill: no talk, no banter, no quarrding.

At last, about two o' clock, it was decided that | would be safer at the home of
Nellie Mason, alifdlong friend of my mother, who lived a the edge of the
Presidio. Hugh found an exhausted horse and a cab, and we three women
started the seven-mile drive toward the Presidio, carrying the same luggege
we had brought from the Palace, together with some treasures of my mother’s,
Shetied them in sheets and piled the cab high with these [aundry-looking
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bundles. My father and Hugh stayed behind. It was each person’s
determination to stay with his property until ordered away by the soldiers.
When Mary Bdle had |eft after dinner, Mother told her we would go to Ndllie
Mason's, but we were al sure the fire would be controlled long before it
reached the hilltops.

We arrived at Mrs. Mason’s home about four o’ clock in the morning. She
wasn't too pleased to see us; dready about twenty of her relatives and friends
were there, but she offered us such hospitdity as she had.

Mother and | were put in one of the servants rooms on the third floor; the
maids, aswell as my grandmother, were downstairs on sofas. It was only fitful
deeping any of us could do, since at any moment another heavy shake could
send usinto the Street. But at least we had shelter. My own small world was
concerned only with my persond wel-being. My child was evidently fedling
the effect of the shock and lay till in my body for long periods of time, then
trembled with a spasm far too violent and relapsed again into hours of quiet.

Late in the afternoon Mary Belle arrived to tdll usthat she had been ordered
away from her home. She was intending to go to San Ansalmo, across the
Golden Gate in Marin County, to stay with friends. She would walk through
the Presidio to the beach, from where, she had heard, people were being taken
out to the ferriesin small boats manned by soldiers, thence acrossto Marin
County, where the interurban trains were till running. Then she told me that
she had had to leave dl my baby clothes except the prettiest dress.

Now my precious baby clothes were gone! | told myself she had left her home
carrying dl she could stagger under; it was only fair that my things should be
left behind; but | went off into the conservatory alone and shed some tears. |
was overcome by the firgt redization of persona loss. When my husband and
my father arrived about evening, Hugh found me ill grieving done and told
me how slly | was. But | grieved slently dl through the succeeding weeks,
The most beautiful layettes from the finest New Y ork storeswould never
make up for theloss of the things | had made mysdlf.

Naturaly, Hugh was determined to get word to hisfamily in Ohio, and he was
eager to communicate with his office in Tonopah. He left me early the next
morning to try to reach atelegraph office across the hay in Oakland, with the
understanding he would he back by nightfal.

Too many have described the days after the earthquake, days filled with
comedy, pathos, tragedy. The most tragic people | saw were the tiny-footed
Chinese women who walked dl the miles over our terrible hills on their
tortured, deformed feet, bound in childhood according to custom. Out there by
the Presidio, they inched themsalves dong by anything to which they could
cling, winding ther fingersinto fences, leaning on low copings. The memory
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of their pain-wracked faces stays with me, together with the scuffing sound of
trunks and beds and wagons and skates, anything that could he made to do
duty as acarrier.

Asthethird night settled down, Hugh had not returned. Reports came of men
impressed into service down in the fire region, of men collagpsing with the
grain and being carried off, unknown, to emergency hospitals. All that night |
sat on the edge of the coping around our friend’ s garden, watching.

Unknown to me, my poor husband was having his own share of trouble. When
Hugh walked onto the Oakland ferry, no one told him he couldn’t get back
into San Francisco. The city was under martid law; the soldiers were
instructed to keep every possible person out of the city area. After severa
days, with the help of an officid of the Southern Pecific Ralroad, he was able
to get back into San Francisco. Hugh walked dl night. In the pink-tinted
darkness of the morning, we met in the center of the street and cried in each
other’s arms. Hugh was completely done in; he lay on the couch in one of the
rooms and dept twelve hours with dl the noise and the people congtantly
waking through the room.

One good thing that came out of thistrip was that down in the burned area,
engaged in rdief work, Hugh met the minister who had married us. This
gentleman told Hugh to stay where we were, and as soon as he could secure a
proper conveyance, he would come for us and take us out of the city.

Day by day food and water became more scarce. Besidesthis, we were all
getting awfully dirty. Water was brought into the city in watering carts, and
my father and Mrs. Mason’s Chinese cook went to the place in our digtrict
where it was available, but it was many blocks away and not much could be
caried a atime. On one of these trips my father met a bakery wagon
digtributing loaves of bread. It was stae but edible, and we were glad to est it

dry.

Sometime in the following week, our minister arrived with an express wagon
and an old mattressrolled up. On this grandmother and | sat, while Hugh and
my mother and father sat on the rear of the wagon, their feet dangling over the
back. We ill had with us the sawing machine, the boxes of Hugh's clothes
and mother’ s bundles of “laundry.”

As we approached the burned area, the devastation that met our eyes was
fantadtic. North, east, and south, we saw nothing but miles and miles of
smoking ruins and drifting ash. The progress of the fire had been checked only
afew days earlier, but already the streets were being cleared so that some sort
of regular life could be resumed. Our bundle around us, we crossed San
Francisco Bay on the ferry and huddled into the local train for Alameda,
where we were met by Hugh's brother Masons. WC were taken to the Shrine



Temple, where we washed in heavenly warm water, and were given food:
roast beef, potatoes, even hot biscuits and coffee! The next day Hugh
advertised in the local paper for afurnished flat, and soon we were
comfortably settled. Here we stayed until our son was born, afew weeks later.

As soon as trangportation in the Bay Areawas possible, my father started out
to locate my sigter in San Ansalmo. Except for the fatigue, she and her little
child had not suffered. In the course of my father’ stak with her, he said:
“Poor little Marjorieis grieving over the loss of her baby clothes” Mary Belle
answered him in some amazement, “Why, | have dl her baby clothes.” Then
my sister remembered, she had forgotten we knew nothing of what happened
to her after sheleft us at Nellie Mason’s home. Instead of going straight
through the Presidio and out of the city, she had decided to return once more
to her home, and on the way back she stumbled across a child’s wagon.

She grabbed it and ran. Before the soldiers could order her away from the
danger zone again, she gathered a few things she had regretfully left behind
and walked across the Presidio, dragging the loaded wagon behind her. So, to
my intense and tearful joy, my father returned with my layette, crumpled and
soiled, to be sure, but intact.

Asfor the sawing machine, it had been a bone of contention at every move we
made, but nothing we could do or say would persuade my mother to abandon
it. When at last we reached the haven of Alameda, she went out to buy clothes
for us, but the stores were completely sold out. Triumphantly, she came back
with abolt of mudin, some trimming and spools of white thread. Hour after
hour she sat at that sewing machine, grinding away on its hand motor, and by
the end of another week, each of us had a change of nightgown and chemise.
The whole set of her body said, “I told you so.”

And what of Hugh and the new wardrobe he had purchased the day before the
earthquake? After | arrived in Alameda, | wore my mother’ s coat while my
one dress was being cleaned, and it came hack looking more bedraggled then
ever. But Hugh! Inside twenty-four hours he blossomed out in alight grey

uit, new shirt, new socks, new hankie. And me? Still in my awful maternity
dress and incongruous black lace hat (with plumes, remember?).

After our son was born, Hugh returned Tonopah. | findly acquired the
promised new ouitfit and then, with tiny Hugh and the completely restored
layette, | too took the train for Nevada.









| lived dl my desert yearsin atown where | had no water to haul, no washing
to be hung out in the blistering sun, no livestock to care for in the bitter wind.
But that desert crept into my thoughts until it looked, not like an open plain,
but like apit closing mein, with Sdes stretching to the sky. There was nothing
beyond the dump on the edge of town, nothing but the stark redism of the
foreground, and mysdlf.

| took refuge in reading, anything to keep me from thinking. The Harvard
Classcs were a hand, but most of what | read was just soporific. At last | got
around to Shakespeare, and here Hugh' s fine collection of Shakespeare served
me even better than it had served Herman Knickerbocker. Findly, beyond this
londly effort to make peace with mysdlf came a new experience.

It was dear Sadie Bdll who set in motion the train of eventsthat proved my
sdvation. She was a daughter-in-law of Senator T. J. Bell, a whose ranch we
had visted. Some of the Bells were dways coming into town on holidays, and
one day Sadie took ajaunt up the hill to visit me. In the course of
conversation, she asked me how I’ d like to come to the ranch for the spring
roundup. | was surprised by the invitation, for in that day ranch women never
rode with the men. It just wasn't done. Although | was listless about
everything, this was something | redly wanted to do, and | accepted with
dacrity.

Thetrip by auto stage brought me to the ranch in the late afternoon. When my
baggage had been deposited in the large, high-cellinged bedroom, | put on my
riding togs, and Elmer Bdll, Sadi€' s older brother-in-law, took me down to the
corra. He pointed out a cowpony, old and wise, which, he told me, knew as
much about rounding up cattle as the men did, He would take good care of
me.

At dinner | was introduced to two cattle buyers who had come in to look over
the herd and to the men on the ranch, most of whom would ride with me the
next day. One, “Bud,” atall blond cowboy about thirty, had class evenin blue
jeans. | perked up when Mr. Bell assigned him to ride with me.

At live o' clock the next morning, the bell rang down at the bunkhouse, and by
five-thirty everybody was at breskfast. Sadie presided over the big stove, with
the help of the old hired man who was part of the equipment of every ranch.
What abreskfast we had! Home cured bacon and ham, baking-powder
biscuits, hot cakes, blackberry jam, and currant jelly made from the wild
berries that grew in profusion behind the ranch house. By six o' clock we were
down at the corra, with a private rodeo and a thrill aminute until everyone
was safely mounted.

In the cold morning air the horses were dl fractious, and for afew minutesit
looked asif excitement would be changed into tragedy. As a cowboy



mounted, one of the cattle buyers tossed a saddle blanket on the ground in
front of the horse. The startled pony reared and then plunged toward the fence
with the evident intention of scraping off itsrider. But the boy kept his head
and managed to bring the frightened animal under control. Corra practical
jokes are often pretty rough.

Bud was a professiond horse breaker, and it was up to him to ride the bad
ones. Thisfirst morning his horse stood crouched back on his haunches, ears
flat, nogtrils flaring. Sowly Bud waked up to him, rest-ed hishand gently on
the horse's neck, whispering softly and then legped lightly into the saddle. The
rebellious anima bucked a few times and then settled down. Unlike most of
the other riders, Bud wore no spurs. When | remarked on thisto Sadie, she
sad he never wore them; it was his pride to control a horse only by his gentle
voice and firm hand on the reins.

| was introduced to the others-two men from each of the surrounding ranches
whose livestock roamed thisrange. The custom isto roundup the cattle from
al the ranches; then on the last day each team parts out its own herd to drive
away to the home ranch.

At the head of the contingent from the Bdll ranch was Elmer Bdll, overseer of
hisfather' s vast acreage, abig heavy man with round but handsome features
and fine eyes. He was a superb horseman, Sadie told me, who could ride a
horse dl day over rough country and bring it home fresh, when other men,
lighter but without his finesse, would ride the animd to exhaugtion over the
same terrain. Another family member was Sam Worthington, atal, lean
Kentuckian, who sat his saddle with no style at al and wore jeans and adirty
black hat. Thisis not an attractive description, perhaps, and yet “Mr. Sam”
had a very real charm. He had come to the Bell ranch as a young cowboy, had
married one of the Bell daughters, and was now boss of his wife's miles of
grazing land. He knew every animd individualy, and when it came to parting
out cattle, Bud said Mr. Sam was agenius.

When dl were mounted, we rode a couple of miles down the road, where we
stopped at the point from which the cowboys would scatter out over the hills,
two by two, to round up the cattle. We would search for them in the
surrounding canyons and then drive them to an appointed central spot.
Because we wereriding the Bdll range that day, Elmer Bell was the master of
the range and designated the direction each pair of riders should take.
Etiquette of the cattle country make st incumbent upon the master to assume
the longedt, hardest ride himself.

Tomorrow we would ride to a different point of the compass, and some other
member of the party would be the master of the range.



Of course, as the tenderfoot, | was given the shortest ride to the appointed
roundup site. Asthe men spread out, or “ sprangled ” asit was caled, Bud and
| sarted straight ahead and loafed aong for hours, gathering in any cow and
her calf we saw. The babies had been born since the COWS had been turned
out in thefdl, and the cute little white-faced crestures showed their
astonishment and concern at the appearance of this strange beast, aman on a
horse, something unmistakably new to their experience. Blatting arhythmic

“ bla-ah-ah-ah” intime with their own hoof bests, they tagged aong beside
their blasé mothers.

Arriving at the roundup spot long before anyone ese, Bud and | sat our horses
and took in the scene, new and ddightful to me, athough old-hat to Bud.
Soon in the distance, too far away to be anything but adrifting blur, little
trickles of a moving brown mass began to appear over every hilltop. Like
blobs of molasses, the huddled cattle trickled down the sides of the hillsto
combine into larger streams, dl flowing toward the roundup spot. Looking
like sprites, the cowboys dashed around, the faint coyote-like“ yip” of the
men blending at last with the bawling of the cettle as the mass resolved itsdlf
into individud animals. By midafternoon we were dl met, Sitting our horses

in ahuge ring, heads toward center to keep the cattle inside. Every so often,
some unresigned steer bolted the herd; the nearest cowboy dashed after him,
lariat swinging and horse a gallop, to bring the creature to a sudden hdlt, jolted
head over hedls by the rope on neck or foot.

| was sorry for the poor beasts taking thet terrible jolt at full tilt, and said so.
One of the boys looked over a me and answered sympathetically,” You're
tdling me?’

Bud laughed. “He played footbal in high school. He knows how it feds”

About four 0’ clock, strung out in awide back line, we began the trek home,
driving the cattle ahead of us, seven hundred, eight hundred, maybe more. By
sundown we rode into the lower corrd, then trudged dowly back to the ranch
house across the meadow.

Oh, how every bone and muscle in my body ached! At the end of that first day
| was crippled. On the second day | thought the only thing to do wasto die.1
was S0 done in that my friends were concerned, but by the morning of the
third | had recovered, and from then on the tensions within me began to
loosen.

Every day brought some new experience - for ingance, two bullfights. Asthe
cattle came down the hillside to join the mass, there was a sudden disturbance
in parts of the herd. The bulls had caught the odor of one another! The cows
milled around as the bulls began to paw the ground. Throwing greet clouds of
dust over their backs, they moved dowly but inexorably through the tightly



packed mass of animals with low, ominous rumbling. When they met, the rest
of the cattle jJumped out of the path of the monsters. They dashed at each other
with the ponderous speed of two railroad engines, heads lowered, sharp horns
ready for attack. Back and forth they pushed one another, each trying to get
his horns into the neck or shoulder of the other. Findly a smear of blood
appeared on the sde of one bull and spread darkly through histhick hair.

Back and forth they surged, perhaps for an hour. The power and beauty of the
Spectacle was thrilling.

“Don’'t get too close," warned Bud. “ Pretty soon one of them guysis goin’ to
decide he' s had enough, and hel'll bolt. He' s blind as abat and won’t look
where he'sgoin’. Y ou better not bein the way.” All the way back to the
ranch, one old warrior coughed and coughed. He had abig gash in hissde
and hung his dusty, powerful head. His cows milled around their warrior with
eyestense and tails Hiff, licking his eyes, hisnose, his Sdes, showing every
evidence of deep concern.

| learned so much during that week. Bud told me of the subterfuge a cow can
use to make the coyote overlook her baby hidden in the thicket; about the
wonderful law of nature that sends a caf lost from its mother back to the spot
whereit last suckled. | felt great sympathy for the cows that kept dashing out
of the herd to search for caves left behind, and was aways grateful when the
men let them go.

The dogies, those pathetic little babies that had |ost their mothers, were so thin
that their little bones dmost stuck through their hides, and their legs wobbled
crazily under their dight weight. It became our job, Bud's and mine, to drive
the dogies home. We would arrive sometimes an hour after the others, with
the weak, dow-moving little things. Very often Bud or | would carry one
across the saddle,

Aswe were jogging dong one day, we heard Mr. Sam'’svoice caling faintly
from agreat distance, “Bu-u-d, cattle in the mahawganees.” Bud dashed up
the hill and disappeared among the scrub mahogany trees. My horse was
determined to follow. It was dl | could do to keep from being decapitated by
the low branches. Then about a dozen steers appeared and raced down toward
aswift stream on the floor of the canyon, and again my horse was determined
to follow, but | was not! Bud appeared from among the trees and called to me,
“Did you see the cattle?’ It was nothing to him or my horsethat | had nearly
lost my heed.

| yelled at the top of my voice, “They went down into the creek bed!” Bud
plunged down the hillsde. | did not follow him and fdlt like a quitter, but |
knew that that narrow canyon with the rushing stream was no place for a
tenderfoot. | heard him dashing about and shouting among the willows.
Findly he climbed out of the canyon, driving the steersin front of him. He



garted them down the opposite side of the hill and then turned his attention to
his horse.

Two men could have turned those cattle with ease, but he had had to use his
horse so hard that she was breathing heavily, and her legs were scratched by
the jagged rocks. Fedling inadequate, | watched him as he unsaddled her and
looked around for a proper piece of wood to curry her with. Then he took off
his bandana and wiped her eyes and muzzle. If he had been awoman with a
hurt child, he could not have been more tender.

No matter what walk of life aman may fill, there is dways acertan flar, an
unmistekable air of competence that congtitutes aristocracy, whether heisa
financid genius, awizard engineer, or aprofessiona wrangler. The way Bud
st his horse, the way his kerchief flowed over his shoulder, the angle a which
he held hisreins - al marked him as a member of that breed.

The last day of the roundup, | rode with Sam Worthington. We would be
going higher up on the mountains than | had ever been before. Mr. Sam and |
circled dowly around the hills, jogging on and on, hour after hour. At last we
gtarted to climb the mountain to go over the ridge. Once we passed through a
band of sheep. Mr. Sam, with a cattleman’ s hatred of the creatures, never even
looked at them. But | looked back and yelled, “Look, Mr. Sam. Look at the
sheep in the sagebrush. They look like maggots in green cheese” He kept on
dimbing.

Suddenly we topped the ridge, and | halted to gaze breathlesdy at the view
before me. Ranges of mountains, towering one over another, marched avay
into the distance until the last was only a grey-blue film. Hundreds of feet
below us lay the centra spot of the roundup, with the familiar brown massin
the center and the distance between filled with curved lines of mountain and
plain for miles and milesin every direction. The effect on me was staggering.
| thought of every sgnificant line of outdoor poetry | had ever encountered.
The one that echoed in my memory now with redization, was Henry Van
Dyke sline from “God of the Open Air”:

Oh, how the sght of the things that are great enlarges the eyed!

The vastness, the eternd quiet, the beingness! Here again no green gppeared
except the dull grey-green of the sage in the foreground, but tan and brown
and lavender, pink and those wonderful pastel blues that shade off into grey.
Something within me was reeased. Tears flooded my eyes. | fet asif dl the
littlenesses clinging to my character could be swept away if | could capture
the bigness of that moment. | had areveation of the Sgnificance of life,
something to be gragped no matter how tragic the details of living might
become. | wanted to throw up my arms and shout, “Yippee!” as the boys did.



Then, driving the cattle ahead of us, we dowly descended into the afternoon
shadows and findly joined the other cowboys on the plain. That night &
dinner Mr. Sam said, “Mrs. Brown's got a new name for the sheep. She cdls
‘em maggots” He spit out the word, and everybody laughed. But my remark
had hit abulls eye, and from then on knew | belonged.

The last days were used to part out. Two men started into the herd, spotted a
cow, nosed her and her calf toward the edge of the group, and with a sudden
“swish” flipped her out of the mass and sent her off to join the rest of the
cattle bearing the same brand. Here' s where Sam Worthington's genius
showed up. When evening of the last day came, each team started away down
the lane with its own herd. The spring roundup was over.

The next day | took the stage home. In parting | hugged Sadie with tearful
gratitude for this wonderful experience. She didn’t know it, but I knew | had
reached the turning point. The encircling desert would never again closein
upon me and trap my spirit in despair.



Chapter 13

Boomtown Visitors...”" There'sa Lady in Tonopah” ... The Cowboy Meets
the Philosopher...A Gift of Flowers

FROM TIME TO TIME since we had been married, Hugh had talked about
having a bookplate made. After my return from Reese River, we agreed that
thiswas the time to do it. Together we worked out a design consisting of
sagebrush in the foreground, with aroad winding off into high mountains.
Across the top of the little sketch Hugh drew aline of books and wrote LAW
at one end and ROMANCE at the other. Above the books in his fine hand
|ettering, he printed a new motto: AS WE JOURNEY THROUGH LIFELET
USLIVE BY THEWAY.

Whether Hugh had connived with Sadie Bell to give me the unique experience
of riding the roundup, | never knew. At any rate, he was dated by the effect
the trip had upon me. The contact with the out- of-doors for so many days, the
hard riding, the skilled precison and teeamwork of the men, the new
connotationsin living opened my eyesto my own silted system of vaues.
Putting the motto to work, asit were, | made aslent and solemn vow to make
the least of dl that was gone and the most of today.

Tonopah had been affected by the general depression, of course, but our town
did not experience the “boom-and-bust” that had been the pattern of so many
mining camps. The state as a whole was prosperous because of Nevada s
amazing vaiety of minerds. We were never quite so gay again, and the
colorful characters who had come to Tonopah for the quick money were
gphoned off through Goldfidd, but the solid citizens - the geologidts, the
chemigts, the mine superintendents and their wives, aswel as many

merchants and business men - made up the strong base for our community.

We were no longer exciting enough to attract top theatrical stars, as we had
been afew years earlier when stars like Grace George came to us direct from
New Y ork, and the popular young actress Clara Kimball Y oung visted us and
displayed her fantastic collection of jewels. But we did have the opportunity

to entertain Congtance Crawley, alively British actress on her firgt vist to the
United States. With her leading man and her manager, she came to luncheon
on the Sunday they arrived to prepare for the Monday night performance. That
same Sunday, in the big sprawling sports arenathat had just been erected in
the lower end of town, the young Jack Dempsey was barnstorming, fighting

for fifty cents around, we were told.

Miss Crawley went on to San Francisco to fill an engagement there, and was
interviewed by one of the papers about her experiences in the Wild West. The
article said she had attended the fights, but of course that was not true. The
time had not yet arrived when women went to prizefights. She sat with us on
the porch listening to the distant roars of the crowd at the arena.



Miss Crawley was athoroughly delightful person, very British and genuinely
interested in the mining camp. Alas, we were not able to stage any such show
as had been trumped up for Elinor Glyn in Goldfield afew years exrlier.
Maybe we should have let Miss Crawley go to the fights.

Incidentaly, Miss Crawley inadvertently furnished thetitle for this book.
When she arrived in San Francisco, she was quoted as saying,” Thereisalady
in Tonopah, Mrs. Hugh Brown.. .” My friends had alot to say about that!

Another vistor whom | recdl with particular ddight was Ralph Wado Trine,
who wrote In Tune with the Infinite He was a popular philosopher of the day.

There was a severe drought in Nevada that year, and from al over the Sate
cattle were being sent to the rich pasturdlands of California One day | heard
that a herd from the Barndt ranch at Hot Creek was to be shipped from our
rallroad station. | thought a glimpse of authentic western life would interest
this gentleman from the East, so | took Mr. Trine in our Thomas Flyer to the
emergency corrals erected on the edge of town. The men and cattle were
exhaugted, for they had traveled many dow miles to reach the railroad. Aswe
approached the dusty, noisy scene, where tired cowboys prodded weakened
cattle into the cattle runs and then pushed them into the boxcars, | saw a
cowboy | had met on one of my viststo Besse Barndt.

| caled him over. “| want to introduce you to Mr. Tring,” | said.
The cowboy paused, then asked “Did you say Trine?’
“Thet’sright.”

“Oh,” he drawled, “there’sawriter by that name.”

“Yes” | answered. “Thisis Raph Wado Trine, who wrote In Tune with the
Infinite”

The cowboy shook his head. At last he said dowly, “My wife and | read your
book. We think it's about the best book we ever read. | never expected I'd be
meeting you.” Mr. Trine beamed, and extended his hand. Here was a man who
wrote philosophy face to face with a cowhandright off the range who knew

and tressured his book. It was one of those rare moments of fulfillment that
must be so precious to an author.

As our aspirations for wealth tapered off, so our persond horizons expanded
Hugh's activitiesin the interests of the lega profession began to extend over
the entire state, and then onto the nationa scene as well.



His connection with the American Bar Associaion had begun with his law
school days. When he attended the sessions in 1907 and 1908,Hugh was
shocked to hear the outspoken condemnation of Nevadafor its easy divorce
laws. After the legidature shortened the resdentia requirements, the class of
lawyers flooding the state and the kind of law they practiced were most
objectionable. Knowing the high caliber of the Sate’ s resdent lawyers, the
disapprova troubled him serioudy, and he spent alarge part of the year 1909
bringing to the attention of the reputable lawyers of the sate the immediate
necessity of cregting a strong legd organization to curb the flagrant abuses.
Through his determination, the Nevada State Bar Association was chartered in
1910.In recognition of his efforts, Hugh was elected its first president.

Our little boys were il too young for me to leave them and accompany Hugh
on histrips east to meetings of the American Bar Association, of which he had
been amember since law school days. But | did go with him when business
took him to nearby places. One such occasion arose when a serious water
litigation case came up in Lovelock. Hugh's client was Mrs. Arthur Rogers, a
wed thy widow from San Francisco, who owned hundreds of acres of
ranchland in Pershing County.

Mrs. Rogerswas a Lady Bountiful. During our stay in Lovelock, she had all
kinds of ddlicacies shipped in daily from San Francisco, even flowersin huge
boxes. These lovely blossoms were distributed throughout the lobby and the
dining room of the hotdl, as wdl as in the rooms we occupied.

The day thetrid ended, Mrs. Rogers gave us one of these great boxes from
the florigt. Arriving home in Tonopah, | telephoned to afew friends to come
into tea. | planned that when the front door was opened, al the flowers would
be on display. To accomplish thistaxed every utensil | owned.

In the afternoon when my friends arrived, they could hardly credit their eyes.
Never had any of us seen so much color in Tonopah. Even when we had a wet
year and the pae desert flowers of Nevada burst into bloom, there was hardly
more than afaint glow of color; but here was a profusion of yellow roses,

deep pink peonies, purpleiris, daffodils, delphiniums, and carnations. After
tea, | told each lady to help hersdlf to the blossoms she most desired, | wanted
them to fed that they had gathered their own bouquets. When Mrs. Rogers
offered me that box of flowers, she gave us dl abeautiful experience.

During these years the nationa resources of lumber, mineras, and water were
being concentrated in private ownership. As an associate devil, tariffsand
freight rates were progressively more unjust to the middle and western states.
In 1911 voicesin the West were accusing” vested interests’ of forming
legidative committees composed of rail-road henchmen or campaign
contributors for the purpose of passng laws to control these tariffs. Besdes
the demand for a referendum by means of which partisan or crippling laws



could be repedled by popular vote, the public clamor began to demand the
recdl of judges who were accused of interpreting the laws to the advantage of
powerful interests.

Hugh sympathized with pleas for judtice to the West, but he was darmed by
the danger to the judicid system inherent in any move to recdl judges by
popular vote. In 1912, when he was invited to make the commencement
address at the Universty of Nevada, my husband took the opportunity to
express his opinions on this grave meatter.

The following yearl accompanied Hugh when he went to the American Bar
Association meeting in Milwaukee. At the opening session a gentleman rose
to make an announcement from the floor. Hugh whispered to me that he was
chairman of the Committee on the Recall. When he began to spesk, | glanced
a Hugh with indrawn breeth, for, holding a smal pamphlet above his heed, he
sad: “Mr. Chairman, | wish to call to the attention of the Association this
address given by Mr. Hugh Brown of Nevada on the dangers of the recdl of
judges. It is the most competent and comprehensve treatment of the subject
that has come to my attention.” After this commendation, Hugh was inter-
viewed that day by many lawyers. During the session he was gppointed to the
Committee on the Recdl, and membership on other important committees
followed rgpidly.



Chapter 14

An Old Friend Becomes Governor...Launching the “Nevada” ...Other Old-
Timers Rise to Fame...Hugh and the American Bar...Dining with the
Herbert Hoovers

As THE WONDERFUL AND BUSY YEARS ADVANCED, theearly
comers who had struck it rich in Nevada mining became established citizens
and men of power in the state. Marny, like Hugh, moved onto alarger sage.

Tasker Oddie, long the “fird citizen” of Tonopah, was inevitably one of these.
With the passing years, Tasker had played in unbelievably bad luck. All over
the state he poured money into mining ventures without success. At last he
was back to the impecunious state of his early manhood, and his beloved
ranch in Monitor Valey was turned over to one of the banks.

In 1911, Tasker decided to run for the governorship. He had dl the requisites
for politica success except one - money. But he refused to let that stop him.
With hislast few dollars he overhauled his old Thomas Flyer and Sarted
across the desert to the nearest town.

Without cash Tasker could not rent hdls, but he could meet the people on the
dreets with the same hearty handshake he had used when he was rich. He had
to degp in hote's when no friend offered him a bed; but often next morning

the hotelman, like as not a one-time partner, would wish him Godspeed with a
wave of the hand. Even his posters appeared miraculoudy aheed of him.
Tasker accepted it dl with his genid, affectionate smile.

On dection night, after Tasker had won, he and Hugh sat in acafé in Reno.
Tasker pulled out of his pocket a picture postcard of the governor’'s mansion
in Carson City - ahandsome, yelow, porticoed building with white pillars, set
in the center of adignified garden. “Look, Hugh,” he said. “Ther€ s my new
home.” Then, with that infectious Oddie chuckle, he added, “It was ether that
or atent.”

When the time came for Taker’ s inauguration, Hugh and | went to Carson to
gand in hisreceiving line. The hal where the reception was held was one of
those awful rooms that had survived from the Com-stock days, with dark
wood panding extending haf way up the wall and gold medallion wallpaper
above. This night the ugliness had been masked by floating bunting and
draped chandeliers until the place took on the festive atmosphere that
surrounded Taker's election dl over the State.

When the new governor made his entrance, for amoment the crowd was lill.
Tears flooded many eyes. In the center of the immense room Tasker stopped
and gripped the hand of the nearest guest, his face flushed and his bald head

crimson with happy embarrassment. Ranchers, ample and affluent; cattlemen,



lean and sunburned; miners and cowboys and businessmen; al the types that
represent “Nevada’ pressed forward to shake the hand of the governor.

For me the launching of the battleship that bore our sate’ s name was the high
point of Governor Oddi€' s term of office. Hugh and | were invited to attend
this event as members of the governor's party on duly 11, 1914.

The day we rolled into Boston, we were escorted to the Copley Plaza Hotdl.
The room reserved for us was much finer than anything we had ever seen
before, spacious and high-ceilinged. In afew moments there was aknock at
the door, and a neet little maid entered. She informed me she had been
assigned to mefor the time of my residence at the hotdl. | was staggered! |
thanked her and said | was un-accustomed to amaid, and my smple wardrobe
could not make use of her services. And she departed.

For three days we were dined and wined like royalty. Many celebrities were
present, among them Josephus Danids, then Secretary of the Navy, and atal
blond young man, with very upright carriage and a flashing smile. Hewas a
red persondity - the young Assstant Secretary of the Navy, Franklin Delano
Roosevelt.

On the day of the launching, we were breskfast guests of Charles Schwab,
president of the Bethlehem Sted Company. During the meal Mr. Schwab
asked for ideas for a present for the little sponsor, Tasker's twelve-year-old
niece Eleanor Siebert. | cdled across the table suggesting a wristwatch. After
breakfast, at Mr. Schwalb’' s request, | accompanied him down into the business
digtrict of Boston to one of the fashionable jewery stores.

There we examined severd exquisite watches and selected one of blue

enamd, the face of which was surrounded by a circle of diamonds. In its
velvet case, the gift was entrusted to my care until the time of presentation. No
one who bore any responsibility toward the launching of that greet battleship
felt more important than 1.

Speeking of the launching reminds me that it was here | made the prize
“boner” of my life. Aswe dl stood on the platform waiting for the grest
dreadnaught to dip mgeticdly off the ways, | turned to the young man a my
dde and sad, laughingly, “ Suppose she gicks?” A look of genuine pain came
into hisface, asif he had been stabbed with aknife. He muttered something in
adrangled voice. | was gppalled at his reaction, and much more so when |
learned afterward that he was the engineer directly responsible for placing the
gulls (the timbers) that held the ship rigid on the ways. If she stuck, he would
be to blame. Days before the event the fear of such a catastrophe grows
progressively greater. The engineer can't deep or eat. Heis overcome with
nausea. In my ignorance, | had said the unforgivable words to the one man to
whom they should never have been said.



Eleanor crashed the bottle of champagne againgt her prow and shouted, “I
christen you Nevadal" The great ship flung asde the last few logs that held
her firm; they sounded like pistol shots as they sprang away. Smoke from the
friction rose like avell behind her as she dropped gracefully off the ways into
the water.

At that time the Nevada was consdered the last word in nava architecture,
When Hugh and | went aboard, | was not up to appreciating the cdiber of the
guns and the st of the turrets, but we were both thrilled by the magnificence
of the slver service made from five thousand ounces of silver donated by the
miners of Tonopah. The coffee urns, the trays, the candeldora, the punchbowl
and cups were heavy and ornate, made from origind desgnsilludrating
eventsin the history of the gate. They are now on exhibition in the
Smithsonian Inditution in Washington, D.C.* [*The Nevada was used asa
target ship when the first atlomic bomb was exploded at the Bikini Atall in
1946. Although she received the full fury of the blag, it did not sink her.
Ultimately, she was scuttled by arain of torpedo bombs from the air.]

Key Pittman, a marked contrast to Tasker Oddie, was el ected to the United
States Senate in 1913, where he served until his death in 1940.As senator from
the leading slver-producing state, he was for many years head of the “slver
bloc,” conggting of senators from dl the slver-producing states. Mrs. Pittman
was a very successful hostess during her many yearsin Washington. Like her
husband, she had glamour. No woman could make atrip down the Y ukon
Trail donewithout some of the glitter of the adventure rubbing off on her.

A palitician as cold-blooded as a gunman, Key was often bitterly attacked. His
enemies maintained that the United States silver program sponsored by him

had contributed to China s ruin, and the repercussons of it would be felt for
generaions by the entire world. Even Key' s friends accused him of being
ungrateful, while his foes caled him ruthless. Only history will he his judge.

To us hewas addightful dinner companion, a charming hogt, and a

gpectacular public performer.

In 1921, after histerm of office as governor, Tasker Oddie was also dected to
the United States Senate, and served two terms. Although Tasker and Key
were frankly opposed to one another on dmost every issue - especidly the
glver legidation - in controversies where the welfare of Nevada was involved,
they worked together as one man. Thiswas notably true of the Hoover Dam
negotiations. Tasker was aso devoted to road- building. Thousands of miles of
highways throughout the United States are enduring monuments to Senator
Oddie s efforts.

After George Wingfield' s tremendous success in Goldfield, he established a
chain of banks across the state, through which he poured, in loans to livestock



men and progpectors, the fabulous wealth he had acquired in mining. Asthe
years went on, he engaged not only in mining but in cattle-rasng and hotel
operation. He was also a powerful behind-the-scenesfigure in sate palitics,
George Nixon, Wingfidd'sold partner, died while he was United States
senator, and TaskerOddie, then governor of Nevada, offered the appointment
to Mr.Wingfield. But he preferred to remain a private citizen

The state hummed with stories of George Wingfield' s benefactions. Cattlemen
without number would tdll of persond |oans he made that were never
collected, and prospectors recaled innumerable grubstakes that came from his
lavish hand.

After weathering the early years of the Great Depression, GeorgeWingfield's
banking empire collgpsed. The failure was tremendous and complete. In
subsequent years Mr. Wingfidd struggled againg atide of ill luck, but a last
his benefactions paid off. One day an old friend came into possession of a
low-grade surface indication on Kelly Creek, near Winnemucca. Hisfirst act
was to ride into Reno, where he took George Wingfield into partnership
without adime of investment. Thanksto the loydty of hisold friend, Mr.
Wingfield rode the crest of another wave of prosperity.

Hugh's legd &ffiliations soread dl over the state. We traveled when we
attended meetings of the American Bar Association. We went onto New Y ork
for the theatrical season. With the advent of the Great War in Europe, Hugh
became devoted to the cause of world peace, journeying first to Philadel phia
to attend a conference that led to the formation of the League to Enforce
Peece, then, as a member of the executive committee for the Pacific Coadt,
making endless speeches on behdf of the League in Nevada and Cdifornia.
Strong Republican though he was, Hugh supported President Woodrow
Wilson in hisfight for the League of Nations.

The crest of Hugh' s wave at the American Bar began to roll in about thistime.
The president-elect of the American Bar Association for 1918,an Illinois
judge, asked Hugh to speak at the next year’ s banquet.

Eadtern lawyers, the judge said, thought that there were no lawyers with brains
west of the Mississippi. He wanted to show them they were wrong by
selecting a spesker from the extreme West. But after the invitation was

voiced, we both sensed an unmistakable note of uncertainty in his attitude.

But when the occasion arrived, Hugh ddlivered his tribute to the western
pioneer, “The Spirit of the West.” | wasimmensely proud as little notes began
coming to me from hand to hand while Hugh was iill spesking: “Thisis
great!” ” Hugh's going fine” “Hugh is geding the show.” And as| sat in

front of the president of the association, the benevolent smile he bestowed on
me told me he was not disappointed.



On our way home from the meetings that year, we stopped off in Washington.
The evening we arrived, Mrs. Herbert Hoover asked us to dine with them. Mr.
Hoover, a classmate of Hugh's a Stanford, had been appointed Food
Adminigrator for the United States; one of the men he had selected to join his
gaff was J. C. Campbell, Hugh's former partner, and several of the other
guests that night were known to Hugh from his Stanford days.



Chapter 15

Tonopah Goesto War... New Divorce Laws and Old Social Strata... A
Harrowing Ridein My Thomas Flyer... A More Harrowing Ridein an
Army Tank

AsWORLD WAR | kept rumbling nearer and nearer, risng fears gave way to
firm convictions. When in April, 1917, the United States entered the war,
Tonopah's men and women, like people in every other town and city, revealed
unimagined capabilities. As our Tonopah boys I&ft to enlist, marching to the
raillroad station behind the Miners' Union Band, the men on the Sddines
cheered and the women bit back the tears.

While Hugh became a Four Minute Man and spoke &t Liberty Loan drives,
which followed each other in rgpid successon dl over the Sate, | was
inducted into the Junior Red Cross. The divison chairman for ,the Padific
Coast gppointed me director in Tonopah, a position of which | was very
proud. | taught every grade in the school to knit; the younger children made
wash cloths, and the older classes made swesaters. The prize for the best
Sweeter was won by an eleven-year-old boy.

Our young people dso did their bit for the Belgian children. We held an
organized drive for funds on Christmas Eve -“Glorified Roundup, “ | cdled it.
Four groups of singers were carried in trucks to the compass corners of the
community, whence they walked to a spot in the center of town singing
“Silent Night,” “Hall to the King,” “Little Town of Bethlehem,” and other old
favorites. That Chrissmas Eve was hitterly cold, the wind was full of deet, and
the ground covered with snow. As the sweet young voices of the children
floated out over the frosty air, hardly a house failed to respond to our knock.
Many people, a their windows watching for us, opened doors and quickly
thrust into the collectors hands five-, ten, and twenty-dollar gold pieces.

The most spectacular feat our town accomplished was to send an ambulance
to France. The whole town was mobilized into the Tonopah Ambulance
Regiment - the T.A.R. - and held acarniva at which we raised the necessary
$3,000 in one night.

The war was aturning point in many areas of our lives. It was responsible for
one step forward in American democracy that wasiillustrated graphicaly in
Nevada. Socid linesin Tonopah were never drictly drawn. It was one of the
charms of thelife. But in Reno, the old staid community, class distinctions
were drawn dong rigid lines, and the socid upheava there took on something
of acomedy of manners. Reno had two gtrictly drawn and opposing groups.
those who approved of the divorce laws enacted by the legidature and those
who would have none of them. If you belonged to one group, or were even
known to countenance its views, you were subject to criticism from the other.
Feeling ran degp and strong. | heard more than one Reno woman say, in



effect, “1 don’t care who sheis; if she comesto Reno for adivorce, | will not
meset her.” The lineswere only alittle less rigid among the men.

Obvioudy, every woman was entitled to work in the Red Cross, and
everybody did. Some were savagely snubbed, though many of these women
were of unexceptionable socid position. Gradually, devotion to the cause,
excellent work pursued slently under difficult conditions, good manners, and
generosity eroded the prejudice. The process was dow, but when the war
ended, the barriers were no longer discernible.

Thereis an episode from the war years that was an exciting experience for me.
When tanks were first perfected, people were very curious about them, so the
government sent afew tanks touring the country as stimulus for the Liberty
Loan Drives. They lumbered from city to city, hopping long distances on
flatcars.

On the morning atank was duein Tonopah, | received atelephone cal from
one of the loan drive committeemen telling me the tank had been
inadvertently Sidetracked at a distant junction and couldn’t be hauled in until
the next morning. But the three young officers who manned the tank were in
town. Would | entertain them for the day?

After lunch we went over to Goldfidd, visted some of the famous leases, the
handsome homes that had been buiilt there, and a notorious saloon, aswell as
thelittle plot of grassthat cost the owner forty dollars amonth to keep green.
In the late afternoon we started back to Tonopah.

Desert roads were never very well defined. A road would be used until the
rans cut into it; then a new road would be carved out dong-side the old one
by autos turning out to avoid mud holes or high centers. The two roads ran
sde by side for long distances, so that a driver couldn’'t dwaystell whether a
car wasin hisgroove or another until it was practically on top of him. A turn
in the road would show him whether he or the other fellow would have to turn
Out.

This afternoon | was coming adong a my usua desart clip - Sixty or seventy
miles an hour, since there was nothing to fal off, hit or run into. Suddenly an
oncoming car loomed up in our path. | could no more have jumped the rut at
the rate | was going than | could have lifted the car out of it by hand. Luckily,
the auto approaching happened to be in a spot where the driver could turn ouit.
Camly he shifted into the next lane, and | flashed by like a comet.

Not aperson in my car had moved. For along time no one spoke, At last the
khaki-clad, square-jawed lieutenant Stting & my right, hisarm resting
negligently dong the back of the seet, drawled, “Well | spent eight monthsin



the Argonne in atank. Before thewar | was aracing driver. But | never got a
bigger thrill than that!”

The next day the tank came into town and rolled up the main street. People
gtood in doors and windows gaping in awe at the ungainly monster. Up
Brougher Avenue it crawled, trailing a crowd of men and boys, and stopped in
front of our home. Switching itstail around, it disgorged the young lieutenant,
who came to attention and saluted.

“Mrs. Brown,” he said, “yesterday you took me for aride in your car. Today |
want to take you for aridein mine.” | accepted with dacrity. The young man
climbed in and crawled down into the extreme front, where the controls were;
and then, as he directed, | swung into the turret, strapped mysdlf into the
swinging seat above him, closed the top, and set the screws.

Near our home was a crater, what remained of an old filled-in assessment
hole. Down into this he plunged the tank, with me suspended above him.
Switching the mongter around the crater like a giant top, he brought it up the
Sdes of the crater snorting in midair. By thistime | was flat on my back. With
afind grinding crash the tank flopped down and | resumed a vertica position.
In thorough enjoyment of my unorthodox antics, the lieutenant occasiondly
turned to grin up a me.

He proceeded to take me over the roughest terrain he could find, over the
dumps we had looked at the day before, down the gullies, Up the Mountain. |
was too proud to admit it, but | got some painful bruises. When | crawled out,
he saw my skinned elbows and was gdlantly gpologetic, but | wouldn't have
missed that experience for anything.



Chapter 16

Changing Timer in Boomtown...Gala Luncheon at Lake
Tahoe...Professional Honorsfor a Husband...Reprise of Boomtown
Memories...Farewell, Tonopah

BY 1920 GOLDFELD, aswell as many of the less spectacular strikes like
Manhattan, Rhyolite, Bullfrog, and Rawhide, was pretty much at the end of
production. However, Tonopah was gill jogging dong as one of the biggest
slver producersin the world.

Many old friends had |eft: Jen Stock had lost her husband and followed a
ggter to Los Angdes where, das, she died in atraffic accident; Herman
Albert accepted a position with the Federal Reserve Bank in San Francisco.
Severd of the lawyers and many of our most successful businessmen
remained in Nevada but moved to Reno.

Our neighbors, Mrs. Hank Knight and her courtly husband, flashed across our
vison in later years. One day | waswalking on thelot at the Lasky Studio in
Hoallywood with my uncle Theodore Roberts, who was then a member of the
movie colony, and suddenly | saw afamiliar face under the poke bonnet of a
typica pioneer woman. It was Mrs. Hank Knight! She told me she and Hank
had become regular extrasin western films, and | must say they were perfectly
type-cast for such parts.

But the“old timers” the mine superintendents and the engineers, were il
with us. They serve to prove the point that the pioneers of Tonopah were a
different type of frontiersman. However, those who panned dirt for aday’s
wages dong the streams of Cdifornia frequently experienced the adventures
S0 dear to the heart of the true westerner. One such happened to an
unsupecting gentleman who was equd to the Stuation - Fred L. Berry, who
had come to Tonopah from San Francisco, where he had been Assistant
Didrict Attorney.

Fred was eected Didrict Attorney of Nye County and was therefore in the
center of our labor disputes. One day aman burgt into his office, brandishing a
sharp-pointed pick with a head of great striking weight, and shouted, “They're
after mel”

Fred looked at him with a coolness he had learned to assume in other face-to-
face encounters and asked laconicdly, “Who?’

“The company spies,” the man yelled. “They’ ve got arope! They’re going to
hang mel”

“Aw, come now . .." Fred began, but the man stepped toward him, pick
upraised.



“And you'rein with ‘em,” heroared. “I'll kill ya.”

Fred gazed a the man with his cusomary jovid smile, but made no move and
sad quietly, “Okay. Fird, let’'s go down and have adrink.”

The blazing eyes softened to sheepish embarrassment. Slowly the man
lowered the pick and muttered, “ Okay.”

The lawyer rose, put his arm over the man’'s shoulder, and they clattered down
the gtairs to the saloon. Over afew drinks they swapped yarns until Fred was
ableto sgnd the bartender. Presently the sheriff drifted into the sdloon and
enticed the man into his custody.

When | heard Fred tell this Story, another lawyer was present. “Fred,” he said,
“I think it was kinda sneskin’ of yato talk that man out of killin' ya”

Digtinctions continued to flow toward my husband. Governors of both Nevada
and Cdliforniarepeatedly appointed him to the Commission on Uniform State
Laws. In 1920 he was asked by Herbert Hoover to second the nomination of
Mr. Hoover at the Republican National Convention, but much to our chagrin,
the dark horse, Warren G.Harding, was nominated instead.

From the beginning of Hugh's active association with the American Bar, he
had talked “sesson in Sen Francisco.” Findly, through his efforts, the
executive committee accepted the invitation of the Cdifornia Bar for the 1922
convention.

Hugh decided this was our opportunity to repay the great debt of hospitality
we owed to our eastern friends. A specia train would be made up in Chicago
to bring conferees to San Francisco, so it would be a smple matter to arrange
aday’s stopover at Truckee for asidetrip to Lake Tahoe. In order to
diginguish out guests - amost a hundred people - each person was given a
sprig of sagebrush (which | had brought from Tonopah) as he stepped off the
train. With thisinagnia, everything was & hisdisposa - golf, sMimming,
drinks, smokes. For lunch we served mountain trout or prairie chicken, and in
the afternoon a big chartered launch took our guests for atour of the lake. As
the sun was going down, reflected in the opa escent water, everyone returned
to the train, and San Francisco.

In 1920 Hugh's name had been one of four placed in nomination for the
presidency of the American Bar, the first time any western lawyer had been so
considered. Also when avacancy occurred on the Supreme Court of the
United States, Hugh' s friends in Nevada joined a host of fellow members of
the American Bar Association in presenting his name to President Harding as
acandidate. The |etters of endorsement from almost every state, together with



the glowing responses from the Nevada newspapers, were a heartening
experience for both of us.

But, for a number of years, we had been aware that Hugh's hedlth, never
robust, was being undermined by some interna threat. His strength could not
have borne the burdens of these responsihilities, and so when the proposed
honors were unproductive, we were content.

Tonopah geologists made models of their mines. On thin glass dides, some of
which hung verticdly in dender grooves while others lay horizontaly on tiny
cleats, al the workings of the mine were traced to scale in colored inks. When
you stood in front of the modd and looked into its serried sections, you
seemed to be looking into the earth with amagic eye. Here the shaft dropped
down from leve to level through ore and country rock; here were “drifts’ and
"stopes’ and “crosscuts’ with every foot of ore blocked out; and here you
traced the meandering vein, noted where it petered out or widened into
richness unimagined asit continued into regions till unexplored.

They were beautiful things, these glass models, made by skilled crafts-men,
often works of art. When | think of Tonopah, the memory islike such amode
of alifel was privileged to live, unique and gone: the humble water carrier
who brought his precious cargo to my door in a barrd; the old Indian who had
been awarrior and carried himsdf with such dignity; the prospector who
picked up arock to throw at a burro and discovered ore that poured millions
into hands he never saw; the men who were made by its magic or were ruined
by its power; the cowboy who read philosophy and the gambler who was
godfather to a gate; the men and women who touched my hand and warmed
my heart; and lagt of dl, the view from the top of the world when | rode on a
roundup. These things, so full of meaning for me, were avein of ore whose
richness increased with depth.

So we were gpproaching the end of the spectacular yearsin Tonopah. The
sngle year that Hugh had planned to stay had stretched into twenty. Our sons
had completed high school and were about to enter Stanford University in
Pdo Alto, Cdifornia. We decided to leave the desert and make our homein
Pdo Alto.

The trunks were locked and ready for the express man. All of our possessons
were crated and gone. | had just one more errand, to ship abox of particular
treasures by Wells Fargo. This errand accomplished, | turned away from the
counter when the manager stepped out of histiny office and came toward me.

“You're Mrs. Hugh Brown, aren’t you?’

“Yes” | replied. Strange coincidence, | had heard the same words just before |
arrived in Tonopah as a bride, spoken with the same falling inflection that



answered itsdlf. Now, dmost a the moment of leaving, they were being said
to me again.

“They tdl meyou're an old-timer around here.” The man smiled as he looked
me over. “You certainly don’t look like a pioneer.”

“Oh, but | am,” | answered proudly. “I came here on a stagecoach in February,
1904.”

“Somebody told me | ought to look you up, | wish I had been herein the
beginning,” he added with a note of regret. “This placeisdl that isleft of the
old Weg, isn'tit?’

“It' safusion of the old West and the new. Tonopah has become awfully
metropolitan with our brick buildings and concrete pavements. Now even the
prospectors use Fords.” But, we agreed, the new West attracted the same kind
of friendly, unpretentious people as the old.

Now the actual moment of departure was at hand. Outside, the boys were
strapping bags to the trunk rack of the old Hudson touring car, with little Sster
bossing the job. Hugh and | stood done in the empty  Dobe Shack, which had
held so much of fulfillment. As my hand sought his, | thought of thet
nineteen-year-old girl who stepped off the stage coach into Boomtown twenty
years ago. | thought of my uncle' s beckoning words toward fame and how
they haunted me in those tragic middle years, and | offered alittle prayer of
gratitude to the unknown person who said, “Home-keeping hearts are
happiest.” Then we shut the door, joined the noisy children, and sped away
down the hill.



Opera Shop: Nellie Melba

Nellie Melba (1861-1931)

Air des bijoux
Faust Charles Gounod

Nellie Melba was probably the greatest name among the legendary singers
of her time. But her origins were in obscurity: She was born in Australia; she
married and had a child, then abandoned her family. She decided she wanted
to become a singer, and to that end, at the age of 27, traveled to Paristo
Nellie Melba study with the legendary teacher, Mathilde Marchesi. It was not until then
that Melba saw and heard her first opera. She made her debut in Brussels
less than ayear later, and by age thirty, was a star in both London and Peris.

Melbawas a great singer, but was not known as an effective actress. She
may have believed that emotional involvement in asinging role shortens vocal life. At any rate, she
learned to color her voiceto great dramatic effect and reportedly gave moving performances.

Her singing bears the trademark of the Marches studio: “an absolutely even scale, alightness and
precision of attack, an absence of any kind of forcing, an immaculate intonation, even in the most rapid
passages, and a marvelous ease at the upper extreme of the vocal compass.” (Henry Pleasants)

And yes, Melba Toast and Peach Melba are named after the great diva.
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Barbara Fritchie

Barbara Fritchie

Home Up Barhara Fritchie Ballad of Yukon Jake

Quotations

FRITCHIE, Barbara, also Frietchie, legendary American heroine, who reputedly defied the
Confederate troops under Stonewall Jackson as they advanced through Frederick, Md., by
waving the Stars and Stripes from an upper window of her home. This story, now
considered apocryphal, is the subject of a popular patriotic poem, "Barbara Frietchie"
(1864), by John Greenleaf Whittier, and a play, Barbara Frietchie (1899), by Clyde Fitch.

Up from the meadows rich with corn,
Clear in the cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland.

Round about them orchards sweep,
Apple and peach trees fruited deep,

Fair as the garden of the Lord
to the eyes of the famished rebel horde,

On that pleasant morn of the early fall
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall;

Over the mountains winding down,
Horse and foot, into Frederick town.

Forty flags with their silver stars,
Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind; the sun
Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,
She took up the flag the men hauled down;

In her attic window the staff she set,
To show that one heart was loyal yet.

Up the street came the rebel tread,

http://www.liipferts.com/barbara_fritchie.htm (1 of 3) [5/21/2003 11:11:01 AM]


http://www.liipferts.com/
http://www.liipferts.com/poems_and_such.htm
http://www.liipferts.com/new_page_9.htm
http://www.liipferts.com/quotations.htm

Barbara Fritchie

Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat left and right
He glanced; the old flag met his sight.

"Halt!" the dust-brown ranks stood fast.
"Fire!" out blazed the rivle-blast.

It shivered the window, pane and sash;
It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf.

She leaned far out on the window-sill,
And shook it forth with a royal will.

"Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,
Bust spare your country's flag," she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,
Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred
To life at that woman's deed and word;

"Who touches a hair of yon gray head
Dies like a dog! March on!" he said.

All day long through Frederick street
Sounded the tread of marching feet:

All day long that free flag tost
Over the heads of the rebel host.

Ever its torn folds rose and fell
On the loyal winds that loved it well;

And through the hill-gaps sunset light
shone over it with a warm good-night.

Barbara Frietchie's work is o"er,
and the Rebel rides on his raids no more.

Honor to her! And let a tear
Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall’s bier.

Over Barbara Frietchie's grave,
Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!

Peace and order and beauty draw
Round thy symbol of light and law;
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And ever the stars above look down
On thy stars below in Frederick town!
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History of Plumbing in America

aseball fans take note. Arizona's Hohokam Park in Mesa, Ariz., may ring a bell
as the spring training grounds of the Chicago Cubs baseball team. 1t is named
for the far-flung, extinct Hohokam Indians who played their own brand of ball
and worked those same fields centuries before.

They were the master farmers of America’s Southwest, and engineers of great
networks of irrigation canals in the Salt River Valley. They first appeared about 350 B.C.,
building canals of open ditches, gouged out with stone tools and wooden hoes. The canals
spanned almost 250 miles, stimulating trade and commerce between communities of
hundreds and thousands of people. No one knows why, whether by climatic upheaval,
drought or floods, the Hohokams suddenly vanished in 1450 A.D., well before Columbus
discovered America or the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth Rock.

Left: American water pipes originally
ere made from bored-out logs like this artifact.

The Pueblo Grande ruins of this lost culture sit in ironic view of
the jet planes taking off at the Phoenix airport. Located on East
ashington Street, they provide a specter of dry bank canals 80
feet wide and 20 feet deep. Strange trash mounds offer clues of
organic wastes, vegetation and shells. And multi-storied

= l"'apartment” buildings attest to a condo style of life. But there is

http://www.theplumber.com/usa.html (1 of 15) [5/21/2003 11:11:33 AM]


http://www.plumbingsupply.com/
http://www.plumbingsupply.com/
http://www.plumbingsupply.com/
http://www.plumbingsupply.com/
http://www.theplumber.com/index.html
http://www.theplumber.com/index.html
http://www.theplumber.com/index.html

History of Plumbing in America

no evidence of any piping, latrines or privies. Native Americans, it
Is explained, have always shunned communal spots for defecation.

New World settlers would copy the Indians casual discharge of
aste and refuse in running water, open fields, shrubs or forests.
Like their folks back home in Europe, the colonials would also toss
garbage and excrement out the front door and windows onto the
streets below. The country's first garbage disposers would be
hogs and scavengers.

It would be more than midway through the 19th century before
young America would develop reasonably efficient water and
sewage systems, and for the great invention of the water closet to
make an appearance. But our forefathers made up nicely for lost
time.

Thanks to the plumbing industry, the United States would set
standards in health and safety unsurpassed m the world today. At
the forefront was the unsung plumber, the skilled craftsman of lead, expert bell hanger,
blacksmith, tool maker, tin and sheet-iron worker.

Closet Lore: Over 2,800 years ago, the fabled King Minos of Crete owned the world's
first flushing water closet, complete with a wooden seat. Lost for centuries in the rubble
of the palace ruins, the invention did not materialize again until 1594. Then, Sir John
Harington built a "prive in perfection” for his godmother, Queen Elizabeth, to use in
Richmond Palace, and one for himself at his humbler estate. Once he published his
pompous book of terrible puns and off color jokes about the new device in 1596, A New
Discourse of a State Subject, Called the Metamorphosis of Ajax, the ridicule and scorn
would hound him for the rest of his days, and he never built another one. ("Ajax" was the
slang in those days for a privy or "a jakes.") To the world"s misfortune, another 200 years
would pass before the idea took hold again.

Thus, when the colonists packed for the New World, they probably tucked a chamber pot
in among other crockery items and tinware. But to a backwoodsman or a bride of 14, the
term "chaise percee" or "commode" often disguised its use. In the early 1800s, a settler’s
wife reportedly bought several from the new stock at the local store for kitchen and
table use.

The privy or outhouse slowly became accepted, albeit a peril for those walking by. One
diarist disgustedly wrote: "Privy houses set against ye Strete which spoiling people*s
apparill should they happen to be nare when ye filth comes out ... Especially in ye Night
when people cannot see to shun them."

From the more humble and ramshackle outhouses of wood emanated more glorious
structures. Human nature as it is, some became symbols of distinction as would current
bathrooms of the well-to-do. William Byrd’s 1730 outhouse was made of brick and had
five holes. Byrd was chef magistrate of the colonial court and thus sat on the largest seat
at the center of a raised, semicircular bench. So did Mr. Byrd preside in the family privy.
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Dozens of years later a two-story model was built and still stands in Crested Butte, Colo.
The upper level was used when heavy snow blocked the first floor. A more typical,
single-hole outhouse is found in a replica located in Old Sturbridge, Mass.

How to bring a workable water closet into the house without mess or odor was an invention
waiting to be born, however. Some of the country’s leading citizens would try to improvise
on the basic knowledge of the times.

Thomas Jefferson, for example, devised an indoor privy at his Monticello home by rigging
up a system of pulleys. Servants used the device to haul away chamber pots in his earth
closet (a wooden box enclosing a pan of wood ashes below, and a seat with a hole cut out at
the top). An architect and inventor as well as statesman, Jefferson also built two
octagonal outhouses at his retreat at Poplar Forest in Virginia.

In the early 1840s, the architect and designers of New York City"s Central Park
denounced the outhouse as "troublesome, unhealthy, indelicate, and ugly.” It was all true.
They tried to correct this by designing little Gothic structures combining a summer-house
with a view of the garden on one side, and a two-holer on the other. Outside of a few
private homes, hotels were the bastions of luxury and comfort - and indoor plumbing. In
1829, the brilliant young architect, 26-year-old Isaiah Rogers, sent ripples of awe
throughout the country with his innovative Tremont Hotel in Boston. It was the first hotel
to have indoor plumbing and became the prototype of a modern, first - class American
hotel.

The four-story structure boasted eight water closets on the ground floor, located at the
rear of the central court. The court was connected by glazed corridors to the bedroom
wings, dining room and rotunda.

The bathrooms in the basement were fitted with cold running water which also went to
the kitchen and laundry. The bathtubs were copper or tin and probably had a little
side-arm gas furnace attached at one end. Perhaps shaped like a shoe as the French and
English models, the water in the tub would flow and circulate backwards until the entire
bath was heated to satisfaction.

Since the 1790s, the Northeast had bath houses, but not until this period several decades
later would city hotels or new dwellings have baths as well. This simply was not feasible
without a suitable water and waste supply system.

In the Tremont, water was drawn from a metal storage tank set on top of the roof, the
recently-invented steam pump raising the water on high. A simple water carriage system
removed the excretal water to the sewerage system. As with other individual buildings of
the time, each had its own source of water and removal.

Five years later in New York City, Rogers surpassed his achievements of the Tremont
Hotel.

He built the Astor House with six stories, featuring 17 rooms on the upper floors with
water closets and bathrooms to serve 300 guest rooms. The Astor and the Tremont were
the first modem buildings built with extensive plumbing. (In contrast, the Statler Hotel in
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Buffalo caused a sensation in 1908 by offering "A room with a bath for a dollar and a
half.")

Rogers the architect was in very good company. His former employer was Solomon
Willard, who had developed the first widely-used American system of central heating.

In the 1830s, at least one private house, a James River mansion, had a wood-fired hot air
heating system. Heat wafted up to the first floor via handsome brass registers. Ladies of
New York City's High Society wasted no time in flocking to the parlor after dinner to
stand over its registers for warmth.

Central heating, however, was generally confined to the public rooms and hallways. Guest
rooms were still heated during this period by parlor stoves and fireplaces. This lack of
heat throughout the home retarded the development of bathrooms.

Our Dirty Forerunners: It was said that no house in Quincy, Mass., had a bathroom
before 1820. When the temperature of a bedroom dips below the freezing point, there is
no satisfaction in bathing.

Most Colonial bathing consisted of occasional dips in ponds or streams. Typical was a quote
from Elizabeth Drinker, the wife of a highly-placed Philadelphia Quaker. She had a shower
(probably a bucket arrangement) put up m her backyard for therapeutic use in 1799. She

said, "I bore it better than 1 expected, not having been wett all over at once, for 28 years

Left: A Copper lined closet, with oak high tank and seat.

hen bathing did become the rage, it evolved over quack hygiene
rather than cleanliness. Then there emerged a blend of latrine and
spa just like in Merrie Old England.

In aping the customs of fashionable Britain, one historian
commented that dueling probably killed fewer people than the spas
springing up in various parts of the country. I the mineral waters
tasted or smelled foul enough, people believed they could cure
anything that ailed them. In the latter 1770s, Colonials would soak
and sip in fashion as their counterparts at Bath or Spa, England,
imitating the good society of the Old Country.

arm Springs, Pa., in 1775 drew people from all over, taking in the
aters. Some lived in cabins, all cooking at a common fire. Gentile
boarding houses and pumps were built, and dancing rooms added to
the pleasantries. The adjacent mosquito-rich swamps were drained,
and the church was enlarged to keep pious visitors happy.

A Dr. Benjamin Rush had the bad luck to have a well with
horrible-tasting water in his back yard. The whole town flocked to
it to cure all kinds of ailments. When the overpumped well went
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dry, the people learned too late that the well connected to the doctor’s privy.

Many thought bathing was a health hazard. In 1835, the Common Council of Philadelphia
almost banned wintertime bathing (the ordinance failed by two votes). Ten years later,
Boston forbade bathing except on specific medical advice.

Poor water supply contributed to this attitude. The bathtub had to be filled and emptied
with a hand pump and pail. It was too onerous a chore.

But by 1845, the installation of sanitary sewers began to pay off with an outlet for waste
water, indoor plumbing and working water closets were getting closer to fruition.
Unfortunately, bad plumbing and the stench from open sewer connections made some new
homes uninhabitable.

Early in the 19th centery, the stack was vented through the roof, but no one knew how to
property size the pipe. Usually the size was understated. Many vent pipes were so small
they would clog up with frost during the winter. Not long after, a crown vent was added,
I.e., the connection was made at the top of the vent.

In 1874, there was a tremendous breakthrough when an unknown plumber solved the
problem of venting. He suggested balancing the air pressure in the system with the
outside atmospheric pressure to prevent the siphonage or blowout of a water seal in the
traps. He installed 1/2" pipe at the traps and extended the pipe outside. It worked for a
little while, but then the vent clogged and the stench returned. Through trail and error,
the plumbers learned to increase the size of the pipe.

Boring Business: Early settlers knew nothing of lead or iron pipe - they knew only to build
with wood, the country®s bounty.

Water pipes were made of bored-out logs, preferably felled from hemlock or elm trees.
The trees would be cut into seven-to-nine-foot lengths, their trunks around 9-10" thick.

Wooden pipe laid below ground created several problems, however, especially in larger
settlements or towns. Uneven ground below the joists would cause sags in the log where
water would stagnate, infest with insects, and generally leave a woody taste.

The borers themselves were colorful characters who usually traveled in pairs from town
to town bringing news and gossip of the area as they went about their job. With a
five-foot steel auger between them, a handle at one end, they would fix the log by eye,
size it up with a point of the ax, and drill or bore out the center. Ramming one end to make
a conical shape, they would jam the logs together in a series, using a bituminous-like pitch
or tar to caulk the joists. Sometimes they would split the log and hollow it out, put it
together, connect the logs with iron hoops, or get the blacksmith to caulk the logs with
lead.

They would set up a gravity water system, starting from a spring or stream on high
ground, allowing water to flow downhill to the house or farm. It would cut a path back of
the house, through the barn, and flow into a catch basin.

In 1652, Boston incorporated the country’s first waterworks, formed to provide water
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for firefighting and domestic use. As fire was a common hazard in those days of
wood-framed houses and stores, and chimney fires always a risk, it was imperative that a
ready supply be on hand.

The line supplying water to Boston's wharves and other buildings ran from Jamaica Pond
to the Faneuil Hall area, the meeting place for the Massachusetts rebels who held their
Boston Tea Party in the nearby harbor on Dec.16, 1773. Just recently a section of a
wooden water main was removed from that same vicinity. The log measured 22 feet long,
the bore a 4" 1.D. for the lower half of the tree, and 2-1/2" in the upper. Common with
early wood pipe, the tree's natural forks branched out in wyes and tees.

In 1795, the Jamaica Pond Aqueduct Corp. followed through with 15 miles more of 3" and
5" wooden water pipe of bored logs, again using hemlock trees for construction. Since
open wells provided easy access to contamination from nearby privies, the new supply of
fresh water contributed to a lower death rate.

Crude by almost anyone's standards, these new pipelines were nonetheless invaluable to
firefighters. They would punch a hole into the wooden pipe along the edge of the street,
insert a smaller pipe., presized to fit the newly borred hole and harness the hose of their
fire wagon, a two man pumper. The fire out, they would plug up the hole again with a
pre-cut conical stopper on the end of a long pole, insert it into the hole, and bang it shut.
This was the " fireplug, " the wooden pole left sticking out of the ground marking the plug,
ready to be pulled out for the next chimney fire.

Wooden pipes were common until the early 1800s when the increased pressure required to
pump water into rapidly expanding streets began to split the pipes A change was made to
iron.

Waterworks Come Of Age: In 81804, Philadelphia earned the distinction as the first
city in the world to adopt cast iron pipe for its water mains. It was also the first city in
America to build large scale waterworks as it drew upon the ample supply of the Schuykill
River. A friendly neighbor, Philadelphia sold its cast- off wooden pipe to Burlington, N.J.,
where it remained in use until 1887, when larger mains were required.

Those were the days when the science of medicine in its infancy, and misguided notions of
causes of disease ruled the day. Philadelphia was motivated to clean up its city and draw
upon a new supply of water in the mistaken belief that yellow fever was caused by the
city’'s polluted wells rather than the bite of the mosquito. Yellow fever hit Philadelphia in
1793 with an impact like the Great Plagues of London.

Efficient waterworks depends on pumps. Prior to steam power in the 1800s, water wheels
harnessed river flow to raise the water. On the frontier and on farms, windmills and
simple hydraulic pumps provided the most efficient means of pumping water for the entire
farmyard. A storage tank large enough to hold two or three days" supply of water would
be mounted on the upper floor of the barn, water then piped to individual locations

By the latter 1800s, windmills would still be, in full force, their new and better workings
keeping the farmers son from the lure of the big city. Who could resist this 1893 sale
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pitch from Aermotor Company

"Many a farmer’s boy has been content to remain home through the great assistance
rendered him by the Geared Aermotor. This tireless worker not only pumps water, but
turns the grindstone, saws the wood, shells corn, chums, and a dozen other things that are
most disagreeable to the boy, and that would tend to discourage him and make him

discontented.”

But metropolitan cities require more than windmills or simple hydraulic pumps to generate
a water supply for an entire population, especially for those in the throes of the

Industrial Revolution. The population of Chicago, for example, soared from 350 people in
1835 to over 60,000by mid-century. In 1869, the city unveiled a new engineering feat that
made newspaper headlines around the world.

Left: An early 20th century outhouse with a
fanciful design.

The Chicago Waterpower supplied the city with water
via a twin-tunnel system which extended two miles out
into Lake Michigan. Offshore, the clear take water
entered an underwater shaft leading to the tunnel
below the lake bed, the intake shaft protected by a
wooden crib.

The first tunnel, completed in 1869, completed in 1869,
contained a massive three foot-wide, 138, foot-tall
standpipe which equalized pressure in the mains
throughout the city’'s water system. The building was
miraculously spared in the Great Chicago Fire of 1871,
and still stands as a monument to the city’s past.

Coal-fired, steam-driven engines drew water from the
tunnel beneath the lake. They provided 15 million

gallons per day into the city's water mains. When the pumping station was modernized in
1906 and new engines installed, the standpipe was removed. The station today contains six
powerful engines which pump 72.5 million gallons on an average day.

Sewers, PLEASE: Although Chicago is credited with having the first comprehensive
sewerage project in the country (designed by E. S. Chesbrough in 1885), the already
teeming city of New York provided the general model for the development of water supply
and sewage disposal systems across the country.

Water was always at a premium in Manhattan, from day one of its purchase from the
Indians in 1626. A bucket of water had to be hand-drawn and carried from springs or
wells. Those too far away relied on peddlers who made rounds selling water by the bucket,
off water carts or barrels. Later, water would be rationed at street pumps or hydrants
which would operate frequently during the day.

Waste and garbage thrown onto the streets created abominable conditions, though people
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were merely following centuries old customs. hey were compounded by privy stations set
against buildings whose "cleanup™ presented even more problems. As early as 1700,
concerned officials passed an ordinance prohibiting scavengers from dumping "tubs of
filth" in the streets.

But driving wells and digging cisterns to collect water were still the primary means of
procuring water throughout most settlements. However, water was not a popular beverage
during those early days. A little girl from Barbados boarding with her grandmother in 1714
while the eight-year-old attended school in Boston, complained to her father that
grandmother was making her drink water. Dad wrote back and insisted that she get beer
or wine as befitting her station.

This distaste for water probably harkened back to the medieval notion that water caused
the chills, plague and all sorts of ailments. The more likely reason was that the privy and
the local well were too close together and spawned cholera and typhoid instead of good
taste and purity.

In the early 1700s, New York, as did Boston, had constructed a wooden pipe system under
the roads, and sold water at street pumps or hydrants. It would take New York another
25 years to lay underground sewers for storm water as well.

Another 50 years passed before New York constructed a truly viable public waterworks
system. In this plan, well water was pumped to an above-ground reservoir and distributed
via water mains of cast iron. The main carried the water to fire hydrants along the narrow
streets. But five years later, the system broke down in the chaos of the great New York
fire of 1835, which destroyed 530 buildings. The water supply could not cope with the
demand of the firefighters.

In response to the needs of its firefighters and to provide potable water for the already
teeming population, the city revamped its designs and developed a more sound,
pressurized system.

Completed in 1842, the Croton Aqueduct System transported water from a huge reservoir
in Croton, 40 miles north of the city, to a secondary reservoir on 42nd Street, and to
another in Central Park. They fed into a network of underground mains. Now it was
possible to supply buildings with running water. However, except for a simple water
carriage operation, there was no provision for waste water.

Engineer Julius W. Adams provided the framework upon which modem sewerage is based.
In 1857, Adams was commissioned to sewer the city of Brooklyn, which then covered 20
square miles. There was no data available in proportioning sewers for the needs of the
people. Yet, working from scratch, Adams developed guidelines and designs that made
modem sanitary engineering possible. More importantly, he published the results. By the
end of the century, how to textbooks would be available for towns and cities to use all
across the country.

The pieces to the puzzle of good plumbing had finally come together proper venting,
waterworks and sewers brought the closet indoors to stay. American potters duplicated
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the successes of their English predecessors, and then some. Finally, the mass production
line brought down the cost of production of fixtures, fittings and valves, making them
affordable and available from the rich on down. With the final correlation between
disease and water borne bacteria the impetus to plumbing was complete.

The Closet Evolves: The development of the water closet in the United States parallels
the experience of England where the modern closet was invented. But until the
development of a one piece toilet with no metal parts, the closet would continue to be a
source a contamination and a health hazard.

Like in England, the conical-shaped hopper was invented first. It set into a lead trap that
was placed under the floor. Flushed by a valve directly connected to the bowl, it readily
became a source of contamination.

Next came the pan closet, consisting of an upper earthenware basin and a shallow copper
pan containing 3-5” of water as a seal at its base. It could be tipped to discharge the
contents into a lower, large cast-iron receptacle connected to the drainage system. The
metal pan operated on hinges, activated by a lever.

The washdown closet followed the principle of pan closets. The water was flushed by a
direct line from a storage tank in the attic. Pull the handle in the closet, and it opened a
valve at the top of the chamber. 1t was connected by a copper wire. The water flowed
until the handle was released. It scored a complete flush as the water struck against a
piece of sheet lead inside the bowl and caused a spray in all directions.

Unlike earlier models, a short hopper closet followed that was set on a tray, and the trap
was placed above the floor. Originally made of stoneware, it was practically impervious.
But later on, fireclay closets would be passed off to unwary customers.

The first American patent for a plunger closet is attributed to William Campbell and
James T. Henry in 1857. It resembled the twin-basin water closets deplored by the
great English engineer, S.S. Hellyer. The mechanism was unsanitary, as was the trapless
closet of George Jennings.

John Randall Mann, and American, developed a siphonic closet in 1870. Three pipes
delivered water into the basin; one fed the flushing rim around the basin’s edge, one
discharged about a half gallon rapidly into the basin and started the siphonic action, and
the third provided the after flush.

William Smith developed a jet siphon closet in 1876. It was carried still further by the
famous American sanitary engineer Col. George E. Waring, Jr., into larger and more
complicated pieces of sanitaryware.

Thomas Kennedy, another American, patented a siphonic closet which required only two
delivery pipes, one to flush the rim, the other to start the siphon. William Howell
improved it in 1890, when he eliminated the lower trap without detriment to the action.

Ten years later, Robert Frame and Charles Neff of Newport R.1., produced the
prototype of America’s siphonic washdown closet, although it sometimes failed to develop
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the necessary action and the contents overflowed. Another decade passed before a
redesigned bowl by Fred Adee would spur the production of the siphonic closet in
America.

In the early 19th century, U.S. production of the closet was inferior to the English, and
most closets were imported. By 1873, 43 British firms, including Twyford, Doulton, and
Shanks were exporting high-quality closets to the U.S.

‘Left: A luxury bathroom of the 1890s
‘would feature wood-encased fixtures
.. in Victorian spendor.

k By century’s end, U.S. manufacturers
caught up with the Europeans, and
American products began to swamp this
market. The American sanitary industry
as said to have been born when pottery
maker and decorator Thomas Maddock
teamed up with his friend William Leigh.
The timing was none to soon, because
importing English materials was a very

costly endeavor.

It was tough to convince fellow Americans to buy American products, however, so
Maddock carefully stamped each closet with a lion and a unicorn, and the following
inscription: "Best Stafford Earthenware made for the American market."”

Harington had suggested a basin of brick, stone or lead dressed with pitch, resin or wax.
Since then, stoneware, earthenware, fireclay and vitreous enameled porcelain led the way.
Salt glazing was an early breakthrough; the process covered the materials with an
impervious glaze which offered new resistance to stain and liquid.

Decorations were confined first to the bowl's interior because the wooden surround
precluded any outside design-no one would see it. When the washout and the washdown
models were now exposed in their entirety, the water closet became not only a functional
product but an artistic one as well. The outside bowl could be embossed or colored for
esthetic choice.

Pedestal models proved most popular, highlighted with elaborate patterns and fanciful
names. Popular examples were the English Lion and the Dolphin models. The Dolphin curled
up into letter S, the bowl in the shape of a fluted shell. (Carvings of dolphins had
separated the seats used by the Roman soldiers in the privy at Timgad, an ancient Roman
city in what is now Algeria.) A Dolphin water closet of Edward Johns & Co. won a Golden
Award for design at the Great Philadelphia Exhibition in 1876. (The company today,
Armitage Shanks, has reproduced the original “Dolphin Suite,” complete with mahogany
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toilet seat, vanity doors and polished brass taps and fittings.)

Underglaze patterns became popular, too, as well as hand-painted patterns of birds,
flowers and fruit. Usually applied after the glazing, particularly with fireclay and similar
materials, these underglaze decorations were less permanent. Gilding was the most
expensive decoration: a specially-prepared gold, ground down with alloys and flux,
compounded with turpentine and oil base, was applied by brush on an already embossed
pattern.

Without extensive piping and adequate sewer and supply systems, however, the “modern”
water closet would have gone the way of Harington's old relics. Early American plumbers,
unschooled in the impressive engineering feats of their old Roman forerunners, would have
to learn on their own how to build and construct comparable supply and waste systems.
The method was still trial-and-error.

Bathrooms Come Of Age: For the well-to-do, an unused bedroom converted into the novel
bathroom. The practice probably foreshadowed the trend of present-day "empty-nesters”
to make unused bedrooms into fitness and relaxation centers. By the mid-1850s, however,
finer new homes were being designed with separate bathrooms.

Benjamin Franklin is said to have imported the first bathtub to America. Brought over
from France in the 18th century, this early creation was made of sheet copper shaped like
a shoe, and hand-filled by bucket. A more common model would be in the shape of a
mummy*s tomb, all wood and six feet long.

Left: An earth closet used indoors used fresh earth or
ashes on the bottom of the wood structure to absorb
ordors.

The popularity of tub-bathing grew as the country flourished
and expanded. For example, only 200 people resided in
Tucson, Ariz., in 1865. By 1871, however, the town would
boast 3,000 people, a newspaper, a brewery, two doctors,
several saloons and one bathtub.

But the country’s first bathtub with fittings-was
commissioned by a Mr. Thompson of Cincinnati, Ohio, in 1842.
He envied the invention of Britain's Lord John Russell and
had the same tub duplicated for himself. The tub was

& encased in mahogany and lined with sheet lead. It measured
7'x 4", and weighed nearly one ton.

The fittings connected to two pipes running from the attic
tank. One pipe carried cold water, the other was a hot water pipe that coiled down the
chimney. The water heated as it passed through the coil.

Grander bathtubs a century later were encased in paneled or embossed wood. Big, brass
fixtures were bold and showy in Victorian splendor. George Vanderbilt's bathroom of 1855
boasted a porcelain tub, and featured exposed pipe for all to see, the fittings reduced to
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a neat arrangement. Those with money tried to emulate Queen Victoria's bathroom where,
it was said, the controls looked like those for a battleship.

The old Saturday night bath in front of the kitchen fire or potbellied stove was of tin or
copper. Lead "gave way" to cast iron, which in turn was the forerunner of the modern
enameled iron tub. Now we can add porcelain enameled iron and steel and acrylic, too.

By the turn of the century, a luxury bathroom would be a grand-sized room, outfitted
with a 5-foot enameled tub, shower bath and receptor, sitz bath, foot bath, pedestal
lavatory and siphon jet closet. Including all the fittings, trim and traps, the cost would
come to $542.50. (Heavy tasseled drapes and stained glass windows were extra, of
course. Although patterned wallpaper would yield to tile on the walls and the floor, the big
area carpet would remain.)

When Johnny came marching home after the wars, builders could not keep up with the
demand for housing. A land shortage in the throes of urban development sparked
cubbyhole apartments and smaller homes than before. Tract housing would be one answer;
downsizing the bathroom in sacrifice for more space was another tradeoff. Pedestal lavs
disappeared as vanities with storage cabinets below topped the trend. Today, the reverse
is true - bathrooms are bigger, the fixtures more imposing than ever. And at least two
bathrooms are a must in most new houses.

Today, there are tubs for two and oversized tubs with accompanying oversized faucets,
and lavs constructed from all materials including marble and precious stone. Where
chrome and nickel plated faucets stood, luxury materials such as gold, malachite, tiger's
eye, onyx and polished granite would take their place. In such a setting, King Midas might
well turn green with envy.

The growth of plumbing in America was phenomenal. In one 25-year period, from 1929 to
1954, sales by distributors of plumbing products and heating equipment rose from $498
million to $2.33 billion, a whopping 367% increase.

And manufacturers would cater to the increased demand with myriad choices of materials,
colors and styles. Forerunners of great plumbing companies today would make their first
appearances in the 1890s: Crane Co., National Tube Works (U.S. Steel), Ahrens & Ott and
American Radiator (predecessor companies of American-Standard), and the Kohler
Company, to name just a few. The single-handle mixing faucets so commonplace today are
actually less than 50 years old. Al Moen is credited with the design for a double-valve
faucet with a cam to control the two valves that he made in 1937. He refined the design
into a cylinder with a piston action. Continued refinement has led to the replaceable
cartridge, push-button diverter, back-to-back installation, swivel spray and pressure
balancing valve.

Stainless steel is also a relative newcomer to the surging market of plumbing materials,
perhaps exemplified by the growth of Elkay Mfg. Originally incorporated to manufacture
pantry sinks of German silver and polished copper, Elkay added a line of d steel scullery
sinks in 1921. By the 1950s, the company was spurring lines of sinks and faucets in
stainless steel that would become mainstays of the plumbing industry.
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Flexible water supplies are fairly recent developments as well. They were pioneered by
Robert M. Zell the founder of Brass-Craft Mfg., back in 1939.

But today"s manufacturers are not content to rest on past successes, as research and
development produce better pipes, valves, fittings and fixtures. In the 19th century,
plumbers used plain or tin lined lead piping for cold-water service, but they also had a
choice of tin-lined, galvanized, enameled or rubber-coated wrought iron piping. Copper
tubing was added after World War 1, and now plastic under certain conditions.

Left: This wooden box encloses a square water
closet from early American days.

It seems that the wonders of the Ancient World and
the Old Roman Empire have come full circle.
Presently under construction is a grand hotel
complex in Scottsdale, Arizona. It is patterned after
the Hanging Gardens of Babylon. There will be 10
pools, 28 fountains, 47 waterfalls, a man-made sand
beach and a Roman-style agueduct. Under the
atchful eye of the old Hohokam spirits, about 28
basic plumbing systems will be used to make this feat
possible.

Of Codes And Men: It was only after the Civil War
that the germ theory of disease was proven true,
that contagion could be traced to contaminated
ater supply and unsanitary waste disposal. With
waves of cholera, typhus and typhoid fever sweeping the country, the people turned to
the resources of government to investigate the causes.

The English Pubic Health Code of 1848 became a model plumbing code for the world to
follow. Twenty years later, the New York Metropolitan Board of Health was formed, the
first such health board in the United States. Two years later, its Metropolitan Health
Law was considered the most complete health legislation in the world. The nature of
ground water was studied, as were drainage, sewage, water supply, waste disposal and
location and characteristics of water closets. The plumber, long vilified in early years, saw
his status upgraded to that of the Sanitarians

The idea of sanitary plumbing systems within buildings was an American development that
soon spread throughout Europe. Over the next two decades and more, plumbing health
codes expanded coverage to encompass examination, and licensing.

Trade associations were formed, spearheading plumbing ordinances and laws for
regulations and examination. Master plumbers, while they had developed methods of
trapping and venting to guard against contamination, had no real knowledge of hydraulic
principles. So they installed systems they didn't understand or know how to design.
Standards had to be proposed, and lessons in business management learned.

http://www.theplumber.com/usa.html (13 of 15) [5/21/2003 11:11:33 AM]


http://www.plumbingworld.com/flexes.html

History of Plumbing in America

Appropriately, the National Association of PHCC (formerly the National Association of
Master Plumbers), first met in committee in 1883 at the old Astor House, the hotel that
provided the impetus to modern plumbing back in 1834. Many new plumbing inventions had
appeared and too many plumbers were ill-prepared. Close on their heels would be the
Mechanical Contractors Association of America, the American Society of Heating,
Refrigerating and Air Conditioning Engineers, and the American Society of Sanitary
Engineering.

Wholesalers banded together, too starting programs to prod manufacturers into
standardizing such things as sink and basin outlets, faucet drilling, trap gauges, etc. The
Central Supply Association, for example, was formed in 1894 and soon made contacts with
the old Eastern Supply Association, the Plumbers Association of New England and the
National Association of Master Plumbers. But it would take another 30 years to
accomplish the standardization on which everybody takes for granted today.

An outbreak of amoebic dysentery in Chicago during the 1933 World's Fair was traced to
faulty plumbing in two hotels. Tragic results were 98 deaths and 1,409 official cases. One
year later, Major Joel Connolly, Chief Inspector of the Chicago Bureau of Sanitary
Engineering, spoke these prophetic words:

"One of the lessons to be drawn from the amoebic dysentery outbreak ... is that plumbing
demands the very best, painstaking effort that thoroughly qualified, certified plumbers
can give in every building, and especially where the systems are complicated and
extensive, and where large numbers of people may be affected by contamination of
water."

from : Plumbing and Mechanical, July 1987

The reader wishing even more information on this topic is referred to Plumbing and Mechanical Magazine. This
series of articles may NOT be reproduced in whole or in part without the written permission of Plumbing
& Mechanical magazine. Contact them at pmmag.com
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