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PART Il

CHAPTER FIFTY- FOUR
A WHOLE NEW BALL GAME

Highway Forty across Nevada, after having traveled it for nearly
fifteen years, had become very familiar to me. But on this day, the
2nd of January, 1963, its existence took on new meaning. It was

leading me to a whole new phase in my life, to a new posi ti on with
Bell of Nevada, to a new place to live.
I was pleased that | 6d been all owed to stay w
till now. The time had afforded me the opportunity to implement many
of my own managerial ideas, within the bounds of Company poli cy and

union rules, of course, and to gain confidence in my ability to
supervise people and properly care for the millions of dollars worth
of property for which | was responsible.
My old job was now in the capable hands of Bob Ern aut, a na tive
Elkoan and first - generation Basque. Bob was then about thirty years
old, and an extremely sharp individual. He had been quick to grasp the
technical aspects of the business and, in my opinion, would be a good

supervisor.
(He was so intelligent, in fact, that wit hin a couple of years he
would leave the Company and go into business for himself. Anoth er

well - qualified craftsman of Basque descent, Louie Uriarte, had earlier
resigned for the same reason. Both would become successful
businessmen.)
The weather in north ern Nevada was clear and cold. The
temperature had been down to zero that morning, but high clouds
signaled an approaching storm. It was not yet dark when | got to the
Truckee Meadows, when | drove through the small city of Sparks to Reno
and on to the Tow ne House Motel.

| had stayed at the Towne Ho use before, when in Reno on Com pany
business, so it, too, was familiar to me. Located on the cor ner of 4th
Street and Arlington Avenue, it woul d be my i ho
until the school year ended in Elko, u ntil Rita and | could find a

suitable house in the Reno area.
In the morning, | stepped out of the motel onto a wet and slushy
pavement. It was the first snow of the season in Reno, just enough to
render the climate damp and miserable. At 8:00am sharp, | e ntered Paul
Browndés private office at 328 South Wells Avenue,
greeted me with a handshake, nodded toward a chair and, after a minute
or two of small talk, reiterated what was expected of me in my new

assignment. He then showed me to a desk in a cubicle at the very back
of the staff office, and left me to my own devices.

| was already acquainted wit h most of the people in the Dis trict
Managersod6 quarters, having spent sever-aldssesnont hs t
at nearby 350 So. Wells Avenue. A nd | had attended many a meeting in

Brownos of fice, both recently and when it was
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Ostrom. | had also worked with Florence (Flo) Lyon, the office
supervisor, discussing the inevitable paper work associated with my
job.

Flo and her four c lerks, whose desks and cabinets literally
filled the front third of the quarters, actually served two masters:
Paul Brown, Maintenance Superintendent - Toll, and W. E. (Ed) Riesbeck,
Maintenance Superintendent - Exchange. Their offices were situated just
afto fthe clerical space.

Both Ed and Paul 6s staff groups were quarterec

group consisted of four men at that time; John Jutte and Bob Adams
(both of whom would work for me one day), Elson Cox and Tommy
Ander son. I joined Paul 6 ¢-legeksdtaff supenvigorssBolt 0 n
Nei ghbors and Harold (fiHal o6 or ARedodo) -kRveler ce,
supervisors, Bill Doyle and Bob Romans Junior.
Our work spaces were separated by five - foot partitions. Each
space had room for a desk, chair and a low bookca se. | immediately
took a liking to the location assigned to me, for it was in a back
corner away from the flow of office traffic.

As always when starting a ne w job, | was apprehensive; espe cially
so because | was the fAneowf ktiodwnf.roo m no utfekveays i r s
I couldnét help noting that Bill Doyl e, a peer
but was now reporting to me, was a bit miffed at having been passed
over for the job. To his credit, he would never let his disappointment
interfere with his performance.
Red Pierce, whom | suspected was an Irishman, was the old - timer
in the room. Like Red Wayman, his red hair was now most ly white.
Unlike Red, Hal ha d a slight paunch under his suit coat.

His was a task that most people considered a thankless one: that
of asse mbling, analyzing and publishing the results for the private -
line - services part of the business. Red relished the job, however, and

was particularly adept at Achewing out o an
Someti mes, when | heard him sounding okfadrosson t he
the room to see him leaning back comfortably in his big swivel chair -
a position that totally belied his gruff tone - all the while smiling
and scolding some poor unfortunate on the I|ine. Hedéd wink
right on with his tirade.

Red was a well organized man but in his own way. Papers and books
were fAaccumul atedd on his desk, i n whlisatray,s e e me d
yet he knew what was there and just where it could be found. Some
people could operate that way but not me. | liked a clean desk, with

my paperwork in a semblance of order.
(Red Pierce would retire in a couple of years. | would sorely
miss his subtle humor and sage advice, and his desk piled high with
books and papers.)
Bob Neighbors, the next - eldest man in our group, was of medium
height and build. Also a former tollie, originally from Southern
California, Bob had be en promoted directly from craft to the staff job
in 1959, replacing Phil Hutchinson when that gentle man went to work on
Joe Polenbés Abig staffodé in San Francisco.
Bob was an enigma to me. On the one hand he was exceptionally
talented, especially with regard to things of a mechanical nature such
as engines, motors, generators and so on. On the other hand he tended
to be hypersensitive, afraid that someone or some entity mig ht take
advantage of him. Often on the offensive, he seemed to enjoy battling
with the power company, a car dealer, Sears Roebuck, the city or
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county government, anyone whom he thought was trying to get the better
of him.
The last member of our toll group was Bob Romans Junior. He had
come to Reno from Elko via the SAGE operation at Stead, where he was a
first - level supervisor under Vern Horning. Bob was a veri table genius
when it came to electronic theory and the teaching of it, and would
spend most of hi s career doing just that: instructing craftsmen in a
variety of telephone related subjects.
I immediately assumed the responsibility for a variety of rou tine
tasks. One of them was the compiling of maintenance statistics and
failure rates for toll carrier and radio systems in the state. Then |
set about preparing for the major thrust of my job, that of
representing the plant department in coordinating the installation and
testing phases of the new Oakland - Scipio microwave - radio route. Both
Doyle and Romans  would work with me in this endeavor.
A coordination plan for any new telephone system was essential to
its success. There existed numerous plans for the implementation of
exchange -type switching offices, but since every microwave - radio
system was unique, no such plan was available for our project. We
would write our own. Following is a brief summary of those things that
had to be accomplished, things that would keep me busy for the next
several months:

Early on, some time before the buildings were completed, a
coordination committee was established. Represented were members of
the engineering department, buildings and equipment; the plant
department, staff and field; and Western Electric, engineering and
installation. As the plant department represe ntative, | would be
responsible for tracking various activities during the installation
period, for writing and publishing minutes of the monthly meetings,
and for supervising the plant staff and field people involved in the
testing phase. The engineers we re responsible for seeing that all
buildings, heating, air conditioning, AC - power and lighting systems,
antenna towers and roads were built to specifications and completed on
time (by outside contractors). Western Electric and Bell engineers
were responsib  le for the detailed engineering of the equipment - DG
power plants and batteries, radio bays and ancillary systems - forits
installation and initial testing. Plant department construction crews
would install the antennas on the towers, place connecting wa veguide
runs from the antennas to the radio bays, and, under the direction of
engineering and plant staff personnel, phy sically orient the antennas.
Once the equipment became operable, Western Electric and Bell
craftsmen would work toget hteancteo tneasktes ofi;a cfcierpst on
power and associated systems, then on the radio bays.

Finally, the craftsmen would participate in the overall
microwave - channel testing, between the main switching ter minals at
Oakland and Scipio. When all tests proved successfu |, the equipment
would be turned over to us in the plant department, to operate and
maintain from that time forward. It was toward that end that our
collective efforts were directed.

From the beginning of construction and forever thereafter, a
microwave -radio system must conform to strict FCC rules and
regulations; both in licensing and operation. One of my duties, shared
with Les Hight from engineering, was to ensure that everyone com plied
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with those rules. | would also see to it that sufficient and prope r
maintenance sets and tools were supplied by the equipment engineers.

Three new toll maintenance centers were established along the
400- mile route in Nevada. A force of toll transmissionmen was added at

each center - reporting to Herb Parker at Hawthorne, Gary Noyes at
Tonopah, Howard Wise at Ely - and equipped with motor vehicles. Two
sites, Topaz Lake near the California border, and Murray Summit near
EIl vy, wer e fichannel switchingo stations, similar
Hill on the old Denver - Oakland route
My training and experience in the Elko area , when | helped with
the acceptance testing of the first TD -2 microwave -radio sys tem and
later supervised its maintenance , Stood me in good stead for this new
responsibility. The fact that | was away from home and its
di stractions allowed me to fully concentrate on

spend ten or twelve hours a day poring over paperwork, developing
methods - of - procedure, writing letters and summary reports, issuing
plans and so on. It was a job | really enjoyed.

At first | spent most of my time in the office. But as the weeks
went by, | increasingly took to the field with my engineering and
Western Electric counterparts, to observe the installation work and
develop solutions to the inevitable problems encountered.

One of the lessons | had learned from Ralph Michelson, years ago,

came in handy. ADono6t just identify problems, 0 he
up with solutions as well . o
Almost anyone can identify problems but not everyone can come up
with solutions. One of the satisfying aspects of my job was the
latitude | had for effecting solutions; that is, | was relatively free
to make changes and improvements , Wwithin the parameters of costs and
standards , in the way things were to be done.
Every other weekend | made th e round trip to Elko, driving home
on Friday after work and back on Sunday evening. This gave me almost
two full days with Rita and the kids, and time to catch up on at least
some of the house and yard chores, those that R
alone.

Gina wa s now in the fourth grade, and was actively involved in
the Girl Scouts (with her mother as a leader). Tony was a third
grader . Gl en, at t hr ee, was still a i home t odc
clothing the children, getting them to school and back every day,
shoppi ng, scouting, and shoveling snow when it fell, Rita really had
her hands full when | was gone.

On Sunday, the 7th of April, 1963, the Zunino tribe met at the
Commercial Hotel, in Elko, to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of
Sam and Antoi net t e dtswaswaegiladd affajr, with plenty of
good food, good wine and conversation. No one made a speech, as |
recall, but a toast to the couple and wishes for their good health and
longevity were extended. After only thirteen years of marriage for
Rita and me, fiftty seemed a challenging goal indeed.

Later that month and again in May, Rita travelled with me to Reno
(at Company expense) to hunt for a new house. Naturally, we looked in
all the nicer areas first, the more expensive areas in northwest and
southwest R eno, and then found a place for sale in Sparks. On Holman
Way, not far from where Vic and Winnie Miller lived, the house was of
the same design as theirs.
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One of the factors we had to consider, in our search for a
suitable place, was space for storing our trailer. You see, in the
1960s, the custom of placing a house lengthwise on a lot - that is,
with the narrow side toward the street - had been largely abandoned.
Houses now faced broadside to the street, possibly to appear larger
than they really were. Thi s plan allowed more space in the front and
rear but little on either side.

The Holman Way property was listed at a reasonable price, but
there appeared to be insufficient room between the garage and fence
for our trailer. A tape measure proved this to be t he case. Rita and |
really wanted to park the trailer out of sight (we both hated the
sight of a camper or trailer perpetually parked in front of a home) so
we hesitated to make an offer.

It so happened that, while we were hesitating, the next - door
neighbo r to the north contracted to have a new fence built across the
hitherto unfenced rear of his property. When the property was surveyed
it was found that the alignment of the existing fence, between the two
homes, was in error by some three feet in the back and a couple of
inches at the curb. The owners of the house we were interested in then
made arrangements to have that fence moved to the proper boundary,
toward the neighbor 6s gar agantaddiana spacbwould e s ul t
allow just room for our traile r. So, with that hurdle providentially
overcome, we decided to buy the place.

Rita handled the business of selling our place in Elko, which was
appraised at $17,500, about $7,000 more than the original price in
1954. It might have seemed a profitable deal , unless you considered
the amount of inflation in the intervening years.

The house in Sparks, with a bigger garage but fewer square - feet
of living space than we had in Elko, nevertheless represented an
upgrade in property. And a subs tantial increase in mon thly pay ments.
But Rita seemed satisfied (at least at the time) and we arranged to
make the big move in mid - June.

The Companyds all owable moving expenses were ¢C
virtually all the costs of transporting our worldly goods, as well as
for tr avel, food and lodging for the entire family until settled in

Spar ks. Many minor expenses, relative to getting
the new house, were not reimbursable; but all -in - all the treatment was

fair. With the salary | was now earning, coupled with our conservative

spending habits, | felt that my family should be adequately provided

for.

The house on Holman Way was approximately two years old in 1963.
The yard had been landscaped by the builder; that is, the front yard
had been graded and p lanted wi  th lawn, shrubs (arbor vitae, Pfizer and
euonymus) and a sycamore tree. Just like all the others on the block.
The sycamore soon died (as would two or three more trees planted on
the same spot) and we settled for a treeless front yard. Better
without trees, | rationalized, for the kids to play their games.
We transplanted a Queen Anne cherry tree, fr
place in Elko, to our back yard. | built a double gate to close the
gap between the garage and north side fence, and later dug out the
dirt, lai d in forms and had a concrete pad poured for the trailer to
rest on. Rita and | used the dirt from that project to build up and
improve the grade in the back yard, for better drainage. The area
south of the house was reserved for a garden; a small garden, much
smaller than we had in Elko, but a necessity.
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In spite of the previous landscaping, we had to plant some new
lawn. And then, remembering our beautiful weeping willow tree in Elko,
| planted one midway between the northwest corners of the house and

fen ce.
Within a year or two | would build a low grape - stake fence across
the front yard, flush with the face of the garage and ex tending to the
existing south side fence. Al t hough I often j ok

never promised you a rose gar cwmnberof hyordlsand ant ed a
teas within the new enclosure, some located interstitially among the
shrubs, others alongside the new fence. As in Elko, we planted a

climbing rose (fiblazeod) on either side of t he wi
porch. Rita also established flow er beds bordering the back yard.
Compared to the garage we had in Elko this one was huge. Big

enough for two cars. But | quickly perceived that to park the Jeep
Wagon, which would barely fit under the top door sill, alongside the

twenty -foot DeSoto was an impractical plan. The second space was
relegated to fAicatch alld of our accumulated thing
l'imited to, the kidsdéd toys and bicycl es.
Before I 6 d had a chance to purchase lumber to build some much
needed shelves along the side of the garag e, an incident occurred that
resulted in our obtaining most of the mate rial Scot free.

It happened when Rita and | decided to take the kids on an outing
to Pyramid Lake. | had been to the southwest shore of that desert lake
a couple of times, and Rita once , but it would be a first for the
children.

Leaving the Sparks city boundary (then at Wedekind Road) | drove
north on the Pyramid Highway through Spanish Springs Valley, a
ranchland of meadows, sage and rabbit brush, and past the old Sky
Ranch Airport (use d by a few light - plane pilots for practicing
landings and takeoffs). Twenty - five - miles farther on we entered the
Pyramid Lake Indian Reservation, and topped the hill where the lake
first comes into view. | pulled over and parked the Jeep, on a wide
shoulde r of the highway, while we all got out for a good look at the
expanse of turquoise water below.

From this vantage point we <could clearly see
small, tall island formed naturally over the eons by a hot spring, and

for which Fremont, when he saw it in 1844, named the lake. (On a cold
day steam still emanates from the top of the pyramid.) It stands quite
close to the shore, about a fourth of the way up the east side of the
lake .
Fremont and his party , including a German artist by the name of
Preuss who carefully recorded their camp near the pyramid , had

travelled south from present Oregon, stopped off at a hot spring near
Gerlach, approached the lake through a difficult canyon from the

northeast and stumbled along the steep, rocky, shoreline to the south.
I't was a journey made more difficult because of t
insisted on dragging al ong it o i mpress t he | nd
excited on seeing this expansive body of water,
the long - sought waterway through the moun tains to Alta California.

The following day, the pathfinder and his entourage came upo na
large encampment of Paiutes and were treated to a meal of native

cutthroat trout. From there they travelled south, to the rivers later
named Carson ( for Kit Carson ) a nd Walker (for Joe Walker, who passed
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that way in 1833) . They eventually cross ed the Sierra Nevada in near

di sastrous conditions. But thatods another story.
Our journey took us up the west shore, through the village of

Sutcliff. A man named Crosby (who had married an Indian woman) owned a

significant amount of property in Sutcliff, including a store where
the needs of both Indians and White Eyes were supplied.

It was a graveled road from there on, a rough road that gen erally
paralleled the seldom used railro ad between Wadsworth and Sand Pass.
(That railroad is now long gone.) Opposite the north end of the 35 -
mile | ake, I turned onto a road l eading to a p
Needl es. o
During the previous year, several of my fellow tollies had worked
on a temporary radio - communication system to The Needles, for the

exclusive use of a movie company that was filming parts of the epic
"nThe Greatest Story Ever Told.o (It woul d be rel

site, |l 6d been tol d, was cnhlarity ®rthe Middte Edst s s i
desert and sea of Christds ti me.
AfLet s go see whatés | eft of the movie set, o R

| turned the Jeep toward the lake shore.
At about that time, a black wall of cumulonimbus clouds came

rolling over the mountain from t he west, threatening to dump its

contents on our end of the | ake. But I calcul at
time to go the few hundred yards to the shoreline and back before the

rain woul d fall. Il ndeed, wedd have had pl enty
excursion was it not for an unforeseen, unseen deterrent.

We first stopped beside the fAsead to wal k upc
wharf, all that remained of the movie set. The company had done a good
job of returning the area to its natural state. Or so | thought. We

then got back in the Jeep, and | hurriedly drove away from the shore

back toward the road from whence wedd c¢come, but I
gone less than a hundred feet when the Jeep be gan to complain. | gave

it more gas, but to no avail. The wheels sank interminably in the

sand.

We were stuck! | made one futile attempt to back out of the sump,
then shut down the motor and got out to survey the situation. Luckily,
| had been driving the Jeep in two -wheel-dr i ve; ot herwise wedd |
gotten even farther into the dry - appearing bo g. A glance to the
northwest showed the thunderstorm now kicking up dust a few hundred
yards away. It would be raining on us in a few minutes.

| opened the hatch in the back, unlimbered my trusty shovel and
the bumper -jack, and prepared for the work ahead. One shovelful of
sand con vinced me that digging out was not going to be easy ; the water
table was amereten -inches below the surface.

Rita got out to help, and suggested that she and the kids might
gather branches from a copse of trees nearby, to use under the wheels.
Off she went, with Gina, Glen (who was but four years old), Tony and
his friend Eric Scheetz on her heels. Eric, who live d across the
street from us in Sparks, had come along for the ride. Meanwhile, |
put my back into the job of digging the wet sand from behind four
sunken wheels.

After a while | heard a shout from Rita, and looked to see her
Auprootingo a dead ee. tits oootsy cae @ turhed out,
consisted of two - by- fours nailed crossways, like a Christmas tree
stand, to the base of the trunk. The movie crew
trees for the set, and then covered the roots and surrounding area
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with loads of dry san d. When they left, they simply abandoned the
trees in situ.
Their leavings would be our salvation. Rita and her gang re moved
the roots from a half - dozen trees and hauled them back to the Jeep. |
jacked - up the wheels, in turn, and together we set about plac ing the

lumber beneath and behind each one.
Now the wind was blowing at gale force and we were pelted by
giant drops of cold rain. Still we continued our efforts, until we had
built a fAroado sfeetreng leehirgl the Jeep. | quickly engaged
the front wheel hubs, got in, and, with fingers crossed, eased the
Jeep backward. Success! Supported by the two - by - fours the vehicle was
propelled to solid ground.
| called for everyone to get in out of the rain, but Rita was

busy gathering up the sand - covered lumb er and tossing it into the back
of the Jeep. Al dm not | eaving this good stuff her
all that work gathering it up.©o

So we |l oaded the roots from AThe Greatest St
returned to the main road the way we had come. The rain, li ght ning,
thunder and blowing sand combined to provide an exciting end to our
adventure. The lumber, two - by-fours, would be put to good use as

supporting frames for shelves in our garage.
A short time after completing the shelving job, we noticed an

infest ati on of tiny fleas in the area. | 6d never S
t hem, especially in such an unlikely place. They
concluded, apparently hatched from eggs laid on the hitherto buried

lumber. A little bug spray took care of that problem and the shelves

would withstand the test of time.

Our first trailer camping experience, that summer, was in the
Sierra Nevada Mountains above Doyl e, Cali forni a.
came to hear about the campground, perhaps from Mary and Arnold who
lived jus t a few miles away in Herlong. Because it overlooked a
natural meadow (in the Plumas Forest) it was called Meadow View.
Laid out in a grove of ponderosa pines adjacent to a ranger
station (which was occupied by firefighters in the fire season), there
was r oom for five or six campsites, each with its own iron Franklin -
type stove. A fresh water hydrant stood in the middle of the camp, a
one- hole outhouse up in back, but there were no other amenities. None
of the things most people look for when camping out, s uch as hot dog
stands, water slides and sunny beaches. We played games, fed the
chipmunks and squirrels, watched for deer and coyotes in the meadow,

hiked in the forest and hunted for arrow heads. And, of course, ate
none but hearty meals.
It was such a ni ce quiet place, we would return again and again.

One of those times (I think in 1966) was quite memorable. Vic and

Winnie Miller were with us, and their daughter Kathy. (Gary was not

there.) Vic had hauled a tent and a small motorbike to the site in his

pi ckup truck. He erected the tent beside our trailer, and we all

shared the stove for cooking and Asitting around
used for exploring and raising dust.

One evening, after a delicious meal of meat and potatoes and
vegetables, Vic went to the tent to check on something or other. When
he came back around the corner of the trailer, Rita, who had been
cleaning up the dishes inside, opened the screen door and emptied a
pot of leftover peas into the air. Vic was downwind, and caught the
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airborne pe as and water right in the face. thdedd nev
episode, nor would he let Rita forget it.

A few more years and Meadow View woul d beco
campground; the simple outhouse was replaced by a more conveniently
|l ocated concrete blockhdidsaspbeas were replaced by
fireplaces with iron grills, and the half - dozen sites were delineated
by immovable log barriers. But it was still a quiet place to go, if
not with the trailer at least for a picnic.

But back to 1963. It was late summ er when a dark side of life
appeared over the horizon, when Johnés daughter
about eight years old, was diagnosed as having a cancer. It affected
her back, or spine, and reduced the once - lively girl to an invalid in
a very short time. J ohn brought her from Elko to Reno, for medical
treatment, and when not in the hospital she stayed with us in Sparks.

John came down from Elko on weekends (he and Loretta were divorced )
and other times to be with her.

I't was sad to watch Lor ion n&pgte of theomahyi t at
painful and side - affecting treatments she received - over a period of
eight months or so - she succumbed to the disease in April of 1964, to
suffer no more.

Deer season rolled around, and even though | now lived far and

awayfrom t he figood deer countryo | got the wurge to g
a Friday afternoon, Rita and I l eft t he ki ds i n
forget whose), hitched the trailer behind the Jeep and headed toward

Lovelock. It was almost dark by the time we got to Toulon, ten miles

southwest of Lovelock, so we elected to stop for the night among some
figi ant tufasodo a mile or so from the highway off t

It looked l'i ke an i deal pl ace t de aoaemip . \Wasb d
quiet and we coul d get a good ni ghotltbauighs| eep; or s
There was a chill in the air but we soon had the trailer set up
and a |ight supper on the tabl e. By ten obécl ock v

quickly dropped off to sleep. But not Rita. She was restless.
Her restl essness wo k e me umat thewh,at é an &theyou
sl eep?0 | mumbl ed.
ANot with that bright imjghtcamdtmjidmgshe compl ai
Despite the fact that every curtain in the trailer was pulled

shut, the navigational light at Derby Airfield - that periodically
swept a white beam in ou r direction from four miles away - bothered
her . I coul dnodt believe it. That somet hing so in

so distracting was inconceivable to me. | went back to sleep.
In the morning we travelled through Lovelock, turned east on the
Coal Canyon road , climbed over Dago Pass, passed through Dixie and
Jersey Valleys, and arrived at Dacey Creek at noon. There we set up
the trailer in the mouth of the canyon between the road and a fence -
line above the creek, and had lunch.
| was prepared for a few days of good chukar hunting, and had my
deer rifle along Ajust in case0O we should see a
was in store for us, | was happy to be camped in this place, far from
the nearest town and not likely to be overrun by nimrods.
We did find chukar, in sma Il bunches on the rocky cliffs and
talus slopes and grassy ridges above. | shouldered my shotgun and
climbed after them. Rita stayed below. If | should shoot one down, she
would watch and see where it landed and, if possible, retrieve it. |
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was lucky enoug h to down a couple of the beautiful birds that first
afternoon, and together we found them in the rocks.
For the first couple of days, the weather was clear and sunny.

Then it clouded up, rained, and eventually turned to snow. With three -
to six - inches of the wet stuff on the rocky slopes, | was not about to
climb up to look for chukar - birds. So, after breakfast on the third
morning, we climbed into the Jeep and headed up - canyon in search of
deer.

It was a really nice day. The storm had dissipated; the sky was

clear and blue. The going was slick in places, on the steep
switchbacks, but with four - wheels pulling we had no problems.

Four or five miles below the FAA site | stopped, got out, walked
to the canyon rim and quietly studied its depths. (Rita had wisel
stayed in the warm cab.) Nothing moved, and | was not suffi ciently
motivated to hike the difficult terrain. Instead | returned to the
Jeep and drove on up the steep mountainside.

Near the headwaters of Cottonwood Creek (one of dozens in Nevada
so named) | stopped again, this time to scan the small basin off to
our left. There were very few trees there, just a scattering of
mahoganies, so our presence on the road, that made a wide circle
around the shallow basin, could be easily observed by deer in the

Vi cinity.

But so, too, could | see them! Three or four does and a beaut iful
buck, standing about a quarter - mile away. Almost immediately after
being spotted they moved away, up the opposite side of the basin.
Hastily, | jammed t he Jeep in gear and we took o ff  bouncing over the
rutted road at a frightful clip.

AMaybe if we hurry we can cut o6éem off

half believing my own words. It was a long way around, perhaps a half
mile. Furthermore, not having been too optimistic, | had not even

unsheathed my ought - six. Rita reached for the case on the back seat,
removed the rifle and placed it on my lap, muzzle toward the door.

iShells are in the glove box, 0 | sai d.
at a time 106l | oad up. oo

So there we were: me watching t he deer and adjusting my speed

with hopes of intersecting them when they crossed the road ahead; Rita
dropping a shell into the rifle breech each time | pulled the bolt
back, until it was ready for business.
The deer slowed and hesitated. | slowed as well . They moved out
again. They were playing right into my hands, as if the whole thing
had been programmed. Now the buck - who had hung back at first and
sent his harem ou t ahead as is their custom - ran swiftly to the fore
and directly toward a point where, after crossing the road, he could
drop over the steep side of the mountain. My heart leaped. He would
get away unless | hurried. | romped on the gas to close the distance
between us.
Finally, when it was obvious that | could get no closer and still
have en ough time to get off a shot, | jammed on the brakes. The Jeep
skidded to a stop. | turned off the ignition and jumped out, clear of
the door. As if by magic the rifle butt found my shoulder; my finger
found the trigger; the front sight found the swift - movi ng buck; the
buckds head appear ed-sight | held iethepemoping with
it from left to right, then dropped it back to the front of his
shoulder and squeezed the trigger.
WHAM- thunk!

y
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Wow! My ears rang from the noise. | shook my head to clear it,
and saw that I 6d hi t t -haewhbnuhe grossedthermoadisome
150- yards away. However, to my surprise, he never slowed down but
continued over the rise out of sight. I was now chagrined. After all
my efforts to shoot him on this, the sloping s ide of the mountain, he
had gone over the cliff after all.
| raced the 200 -yards to the rim where hedéd disappe
top of the steep, snowy, northwest mountainside. | was sure that my
worst fear would be confirmed, that the buck had finally run out of

life, died and rolled to some unfathomable ledge. And then | saw him.
He was a long way down, but fate had grown a small juniper tree right
there and it kept him from rolling all the way.

Rita, who had followed me from the Jeep, was now at my side. It
was not yet nine o0b6bclock and we had the whole d
necessary, to retrieve the buck. Everything was going to be all right
after all.

Together, we picked our way down the slippery side - hill to our
quarry. There | shed my jack et and rolled up my sleeves. Al  though a
bit side -hilly , it was a good place to field dress a deer; that is, |
had plenty of snow with which to clean the cavity, and to wash away

the blood from my hands and aredmytashen | 6d compl et
On investigation we found that my a im had been perfect. The
bull et entered the deeros heart, which explaine

after being hit.
The job of getting the buck to the Jeep was not going to be so

easy. Not only was it uphill all the way it was a steep uphill. (It
would be the toug hest deer - haul in my experience.)
I hiked back to the Jeep and brought it to the top of the rim. |
dug out my little block - and- tackle (two small pulleys and a tow - cable)
and two pieces of rope . | tied them together and attached the upper
pulley to the the Jeep, which | had backed as far over the rim as |
dared. Still we had to ma nhandle the deer - carcass a ways before we

reached the towrope and tied it on.

Rita and | must have presented a humorous picture, struggling
with the dead weight of that deer. | str ained at the line with one
hand and guided the animal with the other, while she pushed and shoved
it from behind. And we were a long time , perhaps a couple of hours
including rest periods , getting our prize to the top of the hill and
aboard the Jeep. At la st, with a sigh of relief and a feeling of great
accomplishment, we made our way off the mountain.

Back at the trailer by lunchtime, we gloated (at least | did)
over our good fortune. We had had a wonderful time camping, hunting
and exploring, and while we didndt have many chukadhest, i n the
the wrapped -up venison in the back of the Jeep would more than
compensate for the void.
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CHAPTER FIFTY- FIVE
NEVADA CITIES & SAGEBRUSH

That | was actually living in a city, though a small one (the
Reno arch over Virginia Street, e rected the year | was born,
procl ai med it AThe Biggest Little City in the
surpr ising. To a country lad like me even Elko, with a population of
some 5,000 people, had seemed a real city, and the biggest one | ever
wished to inhabit. Yet here | was in the Truckee Meadows, where the
population was roughly 65,000 in the early 1960s (50,000 in Reno and
15,000 in Sparks).

Seven miles wide and fifteen miles long, the Truckee Meadows was
once a valley of lush gr asses bordered by sagebrush - and- juniper
foothills. Now it is dominated by the cities of Reno and Sparks. The
climate, discounting the effects of urbanization, is nearly ideal;
seldom too hot or too cold, generally sunny and clear. To the west
rise the Sier ra Nevada Mountains, so high and formidable they

Wo

effectively block all but a fAspittanceo of precip

the basin. Officially, with an average rainfall of less than eight -
inches a year, the valley is a desert . But the mountains store life -
giving water in the form of snow. Mt. Rose, 14 - miles from downtown
Reno, at 10,778 - feet, maintains a cap of the white stuff throughout
most of the calendar year. And while snow falls in the basin in
winter, it usually succumbs to warm sunshine in a matter o f hours or
days.

The rippling Truckee River is the valitaleyds
feature. It is also the lifeline of a water system that begins in the
Tahoe basin, runs north and east through Reno and Sparks to Wadsworth,
then north again to its reposito ry, Pyramid Lake. It was named,
according to the most plausible legend, for the Indian guide who in
1844 led a party of men across the desert from the Humboldt Sink to
the stream near present Wadsworth.

The Truckee River from Tahoe to Pyramid is but a hund red miles
long, and, except by evaporation, its waters never leave the Great
Basin. As with the Humboldt River, it was hard for me, applying
eastern standards, to think of it as more than a large brook.

Reno, like Elko, came into being with the railroad. B efore that
there was naught but a bridge and a hotel at the site of the present
Virginia Street Bridge and the Riverside Hotel. A man named Fuller
built them both in 1859, to accommodate travelers passing between
Virginia City and Carson City in the south and Susanville in the
north. The original bridge was washed away but replaced, and Myron
Lake bought out Fuller in 1863 (just a hundred years before my arrival
on the scene) when Nevada was still a territory. The place became
known as Lakebdbs Crossing.

In 1 868, having forged its way over the rugged Sierras, the
leading edge of the Central Pacific Railroad appeared across the river
from Lakeds hot elman @ busimgs aamen and fore sight, Lake
deeded forty acres of land to Charles Crocker, one of the C entral
Paci ficos buil der s, wi t h t he st i padl station ben t hat
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established there. It was inevitable that a city and attendant
commerce should follow.
There is no doubt that the city was named for Jesse Lee Reno, a
Union Army officer killed at South Mountain in the Civil War, but the
name won favor for its brevity more than from a sense of honor.
Railroad officials were partial to short, easily spelled and pro -
nounced names. Reno was officially established on May 9, 1868, the
United States Post Office four days later.
The community got off to a good start, and quickly became the
principle distributing and shipping center for all of northwestern

Nevada. It was the major link betw een the Comstock mines and popu lous
California.
Like most cities in t he West, though, Reno had its ups and downs.
Among its fi rst problems was the population of ACel estials, 0 t h

Chinese who had been brought into the country to work, at cheap labor
rates, on the railroad. Unlike in Canada, where the majority of
Chinese labo rers were imported for railroad building with the proviso
that they return to the Orient when done, in the United States they

remained. It was not a happy situation in Reno, and when di sease
spread through dChheatotwp fathers burnedd it to th
Reno became the seat of Was hoe County in 1871. A new court house

was completed in 1873, on an acre of ground donated by the ambitious
Myron Lake, right next to his hotel.

The landmark hotel - which registered such guests as Thomas
Edison and General Ulysses S. Grant in the 1870s - would undergo
numerous changes over the years; the result of fires, rebuilds and
remodel s. I n 1880 Lakebs Hotel, no | onger the pro
patron, was renamed the Riverside Hotel, and for the next seventy
years it continued as the cityds monent. promi nent e
Raymond | . APappyod Smith, a Vermonter, was |
for the early success of gambling in Nevada. In 1935 he and his son
Harod opened Haroldés Club in Reno, and changed th
to a business of some respectability. But it was not until after World
War Il that the industry really grew in Reno, when food and
entertainment, and sometimes lodging facilities, were combine d with

gaming. The idea was to provide so many amenities under one roof that

the gambler would have no reason to leave. Some already established

clubs - Harol dés Cl ub, N e v a d-dNevaC ltha iGpldenC ldatel,

Har r ahos iChad 8imply expanded, adding res taurants, floor shows,

and space for increasing numbers of gaming tables and slot machines,

especially slot machines. The Golden, before it burned in 1962,

rivaled the Riverside for ibig named entertai nmi

outdo Bill Harrah, who snapped up the decimated Golden Hotel property
and built a 23 - story hotel/casino on the site.
The Mapes Hotel, Renods first skyscraper, was
Charle s Mapes, Jr., the son of a long time Nevadan. About a dozen
stories high, located on the north bank of t he scenic River, it

brought modern hotel luxury to the area. Virtually the whole top floor
of this swank new place was surrounded by glass. Named the Sky Room,
it was there that swing bands played for dancing couples , and the
likes of John Wayne and Harpo Marx appeared to entertain them.
During my many business trips to Reno in the 1950s, it was the
Riverside that commanded most of my attention. Its atmosphere was
somehow more open and friendly than the others. One could rub el bows
with the entertainers ri ght there in the lobby, or peer over the long
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bar that separated the casino from the showroom and catch their acts,
though it was often difficult to hear the dialogue. It was in this
manner that my friends and | watched Goucho Marx, Jimmy Durante, Bob
Cros by and others do their stuff, for the meager price of a highball
or two apiece.
Durante was a prince of a guy, off as well as on the stage.
Bet ween acts hedd come out to the casino area to
of the entertainers gambled) and mingle with the people. But he was
awfully short and hard to see in a crowd, and | almost knocked him
over one night on my way to the restroom.

AiScuse me, o0 | apologized.
ATi nk nuttiné of it kid, o he replied, i My .
gettind in da way. o0

Bob Crosby was some thing of a disappointment to me. He had a
great band, but as a singer he was over the hill. And he drank too
much, was prone to losing at the tables , and was often nasty to the
dealers.

Nevadans were gamblers by nature. Who but a gambler would become
a ran cher in a desert country? Who but a gambler would prospect for
gold and silver in its harsh mountains? Who but a gambler would defy

t he Aprohibesd and al most openly di still whi sky
parade. For many vyears it held the dubious dis tinction of being
Americadbs gambling Mecca, along with that of bein
Back in 1885, Reno managed to wrest the land - grant University of
Nevada from Elko, where it was originally established in 1873. The
buildings in Elko were turned over to the county, along with $20,000
rei mbur sement Afor i ts iwmrigd,ad aemxd e veobidytwasn i
re - opened on ten acres of land overlooking Reno from the north.
Three names come to mind in connection with the U - of - N: John
Mackay (pronounced Mac -kee) , one of gt FeuiBi of Comstock mi |

fame and a large donor; James Scrugham, Nevada governor from 1923 -
1927, for whom the engineering building was named; and Max C.
Fleischmann, well known financier, philanthropist and Reno resident
from 1935 until his death in 1951 . The university was the largest
single recipient of the Fleischmann Foundation grants.
In spite of its post war growth, Reno remained a relatively clean
city; undoubtedly because the downtown merchants and busi nessmen cared
enough to maintain their sidewa Iks in an attractive state. City crews,
as well, did a fine job of keeping the streets and river clean, and
the parks immaculately groomed. But by 1963, new housing subdivisions
were springing up, extending outward from downtown Reno (and Sparks)

like the inflating fingers of a rubber glove. Even so, the older areas
were not allowed to deteriorate and | decided that, for a city, it
wasnét all that bad a place to I|live.

Anyway, we didnot l'ive in Reno but in Sparks.
Renods <char act erdapplieddosSpaakk, snany did not. While it
was actually an incorporated city, |l i ke Reno, Spe
townod in nature. It existed primarily as a reside
And woul dnot you know, it was S praad.n &lat by t h
immediately , like the others along the route, but after the turn of
the century in 1905.

When the railroad first came along, when Crocker took advan tage
of Lakeods of fer and established Reno i n t he T
maintenance terminal was established thirty miles downstream at A The

Bendd on the old emigrant trail. A division poir
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place to the desert, it was named Wadsworth in honor of James Samuel
Wadsworth, an army officer who had been killed in a battle with the
Indians.
For reasons unknown to me, in 1904 the entire town of Wadsworth -
station, maintenance shops, homes and all - was loaded onto trains and
moved to a new site three miles east of Reno, where the citizens drew
lots for lots on which to rebuild their homes. They needed a name for
this new town and chose fASparksodo (another short

John Sparks who was then governor of Nevada. The
been proposed, but was rejected because, it mi
Reno and interfere with the safe dispatching of trains o]

(In my opinion, seeing as how Reno and Sparks have merged
virtually into one, East Reno would have been the wiser choice.)
A giant roundhouse capable of handling repair and service of

locomotives of any size was quickly constructed. Streets were laid ou t

in a grid to the north of the railroad yard. Railroad officials were

housed i n fine Aimansi ondd nad o MigAd t rse e emess, busi
establishments sprang up on the north side of #fBC¢

grassy common was maintained between the two.
Not until March of 1955 was the common disturbed, when Dick
Gr aves opened a small cof fee shop (home -of t he
burger) and gambling joint between the railroad a
Gravesd manamelaw puximased the property in 1960, and
AJohngWwagads Nuggetd mushroomed to becom&@ntt he sin
business establishment in Sparks.
In the 1970s other casinos would appear nearby, to hang on the
Nugget 6s coattail s, but t he Nugget retained ti
largest hotel/restaurant/casino , and still serves the Awful - Awful
hamburger today.
John Asquaga did for Sparks what Pappy Smith and Bill Harrah did

for Reno; i . e.., provided a new source of reven
coffer. At the same time, in spite of the millions of visitors to his
estab lishment, he maintained a home -owned environment. Best of all,

the big - name entertainers (among them famous Red Skelton) who appeared
in the Nugget showrooms performed with talent, decency and
respectability.

The Nugget had two unique, permanent attraction s: One was a
rooster made of solid (not hollow) 18 - karat gold, weighing fifteen -
pounds! The other was a real live trained elephant. The elephant,
named Big Bertha, had her own elaborate home on the premises and per -
formed on the big stage before every act.

Rita remembered seeing Bertha in Elko when the pachyderm, on her
way to join the Nugget staff in Sparks, was allowed to take a
ibreathero from her long train ride from the east
the spotlight on the stage with a fAtéEmnButgeod el ep
youngsters tend to grow up and Tina would be replaced, perhaps more
than once or twice, by new youngsters. (As of this writing, Bertha
continues to perform in spite of a tende ncy to ar thritis. And the
Nugget continues to grow and expand.)

The Go lden Rooster was commissioned in 1958, and in May of that
year, housed in a bulletproof glass case, went on display in the
casino lobby. It was an outstanding tourist attraction. But in
December, the Nugget received notice from the U.S. Treasury Depart -
mert: the gold rooster would have to be confiscated. It was said to be
in violation of the Gold Reserve Act. The Nugget responded that
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permission for the creation had been obtained from the U.S. Mint in
San Francisco, and the officials seemed satisfied.

Then, in 1960, the Treasury came back with an official com plaint:
the rooster exceeded the amount of gold (50 ounces) that an individual
could have in possession dAunless 1t is an object
certainly appeared as art to me, and very fine art at that.) It was
taken away by the feds and imprisoned. Asquaga had a cheap replica
built as a stand - in pending the outcome of the trial.
Finally, after nearly two years, a jury decided that it was
indeed an object of art. The rooster was set free (in March of 6062)

and returned to the Nugget lobby. In the end, the fiasco had not hurt
the casino a bit. The nationwide publicity resulted in notoriety for
the Nugget, and a wonderful new legend of the West.

Had | the ability to foresee the future of Reno - Sparks, | might
not have so readily acceded to the Company move. (What a blessing that
we do not possess such prescience.) True, the com munity was growing in
1963 but it was still seemed small.
| suppose that atmosphere stemmed from the fact that even the
biggest hotel - casinos were owned and operated by resident business men.
Smi th (Har ol doés Club) , Fitzgerald ( Nevada Cl ub)
Asquaga, while keenly competitive men, were home - towners. They were

act ive in civic affairs, benevolent to charities, and awarded
scholarships to local youngsters.

But all that would change. Within fifteen years, Reno would be
transformed into a miniature Las Vegas. Not only would a plethora of
high - rise hotel casinos punctur e the skyline, almost all of them would
be owned and operated by faceless strangers from out of town,
strangers with but one goal in mind, big profits. Not that the Smiths
and Harrahs had been in business just for kicks, they were in it for
the money to be sure, but they also exhibited responsi bility to the
community. Not so the newcomers.

The metamorphosis was triggered, mainly, by the establishment of
the MGM Grand Hotel. In a radical departure from the old city plan,
the MGM was allowed to locate outsid e the downtown casino area. Just a
few blocks from the airport, roughly half way between the centers of
Reno and Sparks, the hotel -casino was an island unto itself:
everything required for human existence was contained under its roof.

The MGM Grand (later Ballys and still later the Hilton) was
indeed grand. AOpul ent o might be a bett edle, descr i
crystal and mirrors were everywhere in evidence, reflecting, |

supposed, the best of Metro -Goldwyn-May er 6 s -snmmking elays. Two

small but comfor table theaters, with overstuffed seats, were locat ed

on the | ower | evel, where Agood old moviesd were |
Leroy Felch (Ritabds niece Terryds husband), g

nonsense master electrician, wa s a contributor in the construc tion of

this most significant landmark. When it was near completion but before

all the interior walls were in place, Leroy gave me a guided tour of

the place. | was overwhelmed. Over the main entrance hung the largest

crystal chandel i er | 6d ever seen. Tcovered mithi N casi n
lush carpeting, was billed as the largest in the world. It could

easily have enclosed a football field. A grand and glittering circular

staircase, surrounded by spotless mirrors, tied together the main

floors. The showroom stage, while not th e largest ever, claimed to

have the largest electrical control panel yet in stalled anywhere.



YANKEE NEVADAN

To me, the MGM Grand was the harbinger of fAmor
humble opinion, is not usually synonymous with better. My secret wish,
when | hiked through its palatial halls and climbed its gilded

staircase, was that | might be around when the gaming industry folds
and the MGM becomes a sightseeing attraction; like the Hearst Castle

in California.
But that requires a long look into the future, to the time when
Reno wil|l no |l onger be, despite i ts erstwhile ¢

Little City in the World. o

My new job led to my first real visit to Las Vegas,
unfortunately, in the heat of the summer. Les Hight, an older ,

amicable fellow from engineering, and | were to make an FCC compliance
check of the microwave - radio stations south of Tonopah, all of which
were in Jerry Millerdos area of responsibility. (
Las Vegas was provided by an independent telephone company.)
In many ways the trip was an eye op ener, both off and on the job.
On our very first night in town, Jerry, who then held the title of
district maintenance superintendent, insisted on showing us the city
sights. We popped in and out of t wo or three clubs
then settled into fron t row seats at the Flamingo.

| was to learn two important things in Las Vegas: One, that front
row seats at a floor show (for which Jerry tipped handsomely) were not
as good as those farther back. What | got to see, by craning my neck,
was wrinkles and ble mishes of under - dressed and over - painted female
dancers; nothing of the overall beauty of the act, if indeed there
were any. Two, that everything relating to the clubs in that city was
ostentatious and overrated. Both downtown Las Vegas and the new
i St r i wede garish beyond belief. It was like a circus sideshow with
super - expensive trappings.

On the job the next day | felt terrible; from too much to drink
and too little of sleep. (Jerry and his men, | would learn, were
accustomed to such nights -out.) But | was not so dull as to miss
seeing that the Las Vegas microwave - radio sites - five owned by AT&T
and as many by Nevada Bell - were not being maintained to our Northern
Nevada standards. Nor were all of the FCC records in prop er order. |
made a mental note of the former, Les and | collaborat ed on a written
report of the latter. Jerry would not be happy, but we could be no
less than honest in our appraisals.

Jerry Miller was typically Irish in character: red haired, red
faced, quick tempered, brusque and fu n- loving. | liked him. But he
could be hard to get along with. | am reminded of the time when, at
one of Ji m Do dsmanagjeanentameetings in Reno, the subject of
accident reporting came up. No one wanted to have an accident in his
group, and if he had one he hated the job of filling out the
cumbersome report form. The System Instructions were fairly clear on
the subject, but it was difficult for Dodson or his staff to accept a

report fas writtend by a field supervisor. Mor e

tober ewritten, in the safety supervisorbés words, a
Having recently been through just such an exercise, | felt

compel l ed t o express my opinion: A AN accident |

written in the c¢chiefds own words, o | sai d, Aj us:H

happ ened; after investigating it, of course. If our field reports

aren6t good enough then they might as well be wri

the safety supervisor.o
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AiThatds right, o Jerry chimed in. iltés stupid
our time on the phone and sending forms back and forth. We ought to
fildl out the report form, sign it, and thatos t ha
Dodson listened intently to our remarks, and then asked an open
qguestion, AHow do the rest of you feel about it?o
Silence. No one wanted to get involved in that  subject. I was
beginning to think that my speaking out, with J

have done some good. But then, consistent with his style of
management, Jim came up with a solution to the problem.

AOkay, 0 he iterated. AnStarting todamgwlyou two ¢
be responsible for making sur e that every single accident re port is
done correctly. [ dondét even want to see one unt.
of f. 0 Turning to hi s secretary, Lena, he sai d, fi
is set up.o

Inwardly | groaned, and suspected that Jerry did as well. If we

worked in Reno | could see some merit in his order, but we were

located about as far apart as possible (I was still working in Elko at

the time). We were equally far away from headquarters in Reno. We

tried to make light of the tr ap | 6d gotten us into, a trap t

was no getting out of, but it wasnbdét easy. The OI
For me it was another lesson well learned. When a subordinate

complains about the way something is being done, get him involved.

Shift some of the | oad onto him. The action should either convince him

of the error of his ways or result in his finding a better way to do

it.
As it turned out, Jerry - who was my senior in age and grade o}

left the auditing job totally up to me. From that day on | pored over

countless accident reports. Many of them included errors in coding,

most of the narratives were poorly written. Dodson had proven his

point. Field supervisors just couldnét be trusted

accident reporting.

We celebrated our first Th anksgiving holiday in Sparks (in 1963)
wi t h Ritads cooking di nner -ddzenr relatveso un t wo
attendance were John, Lorrie and Jack; the Wises Woody, Violet, Terry
and Denice; the Youngs Arnold, Mary, Judy and her husband Roger
Zamboni, Mary Ann, But ch and Debbi e; Ji m, Jani e, and J
Warren; Alan Avery and his wi fe Angie. Except for our collec tive
empathy for Lorrie, who was still suffering with cancer, it would have
been a fine holiday.

Around the first of December, Rita and | took our kids and
journeyed to Brunswick Canyon, across the river southeast of Carson
City, to find and cut a Christmas tree. The cutting area was about
five miles into the canyon. Compared to the forest in the Pequop Range
in Elko County, this was a disappointing area; at least with respect
to finding a decent tree.
It was either that year or a subsequent one when Gina got lost in
Brunswi ck Canyon. I n her guest for t he héwper fect
became disoriented and separated from the rest of us. (I could relate
to t hat, having been lost in the forest in New Hampshire as a youth.)
She didndét panic, however, and made her way downh
of us, none the worse for the experience. We went on to find a fair
tree, cut it down and headed for home.
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After a few years we would quit cutting our tree in Brunswick
Canyon, a pine forest that was, in my estimation, overharvested.
That first winter in Sparks was hard on all of us. Not the

weat her , but the worsening of Lorrieds condition
for Christmas , but on the 22nd of January, 1964, by the grace of God

she passed away. Lorrie was afforded a proper ser
Church, and was interred near the place where her grand parents would

come to rest.

During our first full year of residency in we stern Nevada we
managed several trailer - camping trips, all of them to new and
interesting places.

I n the spring of 664, while working at the Top
Crew told me about the existence of a giant cedar tree not far away.

It was just across the California state line, and Noble took me there
to see it for myself. On the way in | was favorably impressed by a

grove of quaking aspens, noting that it would be a great place to
camp.

So, one weekend in June, | hauled the trailer and family to the
spot, which was off the beaten path just a few miles north of Monitor
Pass, south of the Topaz microwave station.

The weather was perfect. We had breakfast in the trailer, then
Rita and | enjoyed coffee by a campfire while the kids played under
the trees. We fis hed in Mountaineer Creek, a tiny stream just west of
the station, and caught enough pan - size trout for supper. We hunted
arrowheads in the high meadows, even found a few remnants.

At | ast we headed for Aithe big tree, d but g ot
hillside pock ed with ground - squirrel holes. Rita insisted on our
stopping and showing the kids how, by pouring water into an upper
hole, one could force the little devils to vacate their premises
before drowning. From a nearby shallow reservoir we hauled dozens, nay
hundreds of buckets - full of water to the holes. But our efforts were
in vain. Not only did none of the squirrels appear, neither was there
any sign of where the water had gone. Tired and disgusted (I had
predicted failure) we quit and went our way.

Just west of the small reservoir | took the left fork in the road
(the right one led to the headwaters of Mountaineer Creek) and went up
a shallow draw to a bare slope north of and below Leviathan Peak. At

the edge of the clearing, the noble giant stood off to our right in a
grove of other large cedars.
I dondét know how tal/l it was, but it was certa
would take six men with outstretched arms, fingertips touching, to
encircle the trunk, making it roughly thirty -six feet in
circumference. | estimated the diameter of the lowest horizontal

branch at three feet.
Noble had quoted a forest ranger as saying that that tree was
probably the largest of its species in California, possibly in the

world. Its location was not shown on any map, nor was t here a mon ument
to its size or beauty; possibly to predeéenbyits
vandals.

As usual our weekend was altogether too short. After just two
days we had to pack up and head for home.

A few months later we were camped with the Millers in a rather
unlike ly spot ; the first bend in the Carson River downstream from the
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Brunswick Canyon Bridge. Rita, Glen and | slept in our trailer; Vic

and Winnie in their tent; Gina, Kathy, Gary and Tony in sleep ing bags
under a big cottonwood tree.
The river was pretty slu ggish and full of silt, and | figured the
fishing would be poor at best . Still webdbd have t
bound to be a big old carp or two lurking in the tepid water, if no
trout. Vic and | and the boys, Tony and Gary, baited - up and worked a

long stre  tch of deep pools above an old rock dam, a remnant from the
days when ore was milled along the banks of the river. We met with no
success, and after a couple of hours | was ready to quit when Tony got

a bite.

AHol d on tight, o I yell ed advpcep. iRerpt ybat
him get under the roots. o

I was sure heb6éd hooked a carp, since it hadnodot
as any self - respecting trout should do, but Tony insisted that it was
a big trout.

After a while the fish tired and Tony reeled it in close enough
t 0 see. Imagine my surprise when | saw that he was right. Not only was
it a trout, it was a good- sized German brown, perhaps weighing two -
pounds or more. Then | was really excited, afraic
and escape.

We were standing on a san dybar sol instructed Tony to Ahol

tight and drag him up on the beach. 0
He did. | grabbed the slippery fellow, held him down on the sand
and removed the hook. | had worried for nothing. He could never have
spit out that hook; it was firmly embedded in his jaw.
That was all | needed for motivation. | fished diligently for
another two hours or more, but in vain. Tony had caught the only game
fish of the day, and he was rightfully proud of the fact.
While we were fishing so avidly, Winnie, Rita and the girls had
waded in the shallows looking for frogs and crawdads. The place was
crawling with the latter. They could have gathered enough for a meal

if they had wished to. (The next day,i nmgf,tkeramn h
old man and a woman went away with a bucket full of t he ugly
critters.)

Glen found his own amusement. From the scattered parts of an
ancient motor vehicle he resurrected a steering wheel, propped it up
on a fallen log and made believe he was a race driver.
In the evening, we cooked hotdogs and hamburgers ove r natural
coals in a rock - circle fireplace. After dark, and after the usual
campfire amusements, we all turned in to sleep the sleep of the tired
but contented, lulled by the sound of rippling water.
It was providential that the moon was full that night, f or in the
wee hours a small herd of horses came thundering through our camp,
barely missing the startled kids in their sleeping bags.

It was our trip through northwestern Nevada , In August , that was
most indelibly etched on my mind. Our plan was to travel north (with
the trailer in tow behind our DeSoto) through Gerlach to a spot on the
map called AVya, o0 turn to the east and touch De
Winnemucca, and ultimately meet the Joneses and camp with them
southeast of Battle Mountain. There must h ave been some sort of a jinx

hanging over us at the time, and over the Joneses too, as | will
explain:
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All went well on the first leg of our journey, the 110 - miles of
good paved highways from Sparks to Gerlach. From there on, how ever,
our luck would change.

Itopped -of f the gas tank at the townbés dhere fill i
headed north on a graveled road that should take us past a hot spring
and a geyser, through a Aforesto of petrified st
to Vya Junction in the northwestern - most quadrangle in the state.
Somewhere between the geyser and the forest, while easing the
DeSoto through a wash, one of the rear tires let go with a dust -
blowing explosion.
It was no big thing. | quickly replaced the defunct wheel - and-
tire with the spare, and away we went again, making it to Secret
Creek, a couple of miles south of Vya, well before dark.
I donot recall who had told me about this par
we found the perfect spot for a camp in its narrow canyon, just a mile
or so above the county road and the Powers Ranch. Although somewhat
drier, it was similar to many a canyon in Elko County. We quickly set
up the trailer for an overnight stay, all by ourselves under the
itrees of trembling | eaves. 0
(Like so man vy other fine places in Nevada, Secret Creek has since
been posted ANO TRESPASSI NG. 0)

It was not yet suppertime, s o we decided to explore our
sur roundings. Gina and Tony climbed up the steep canyon side, where a
series of enormous, upside - down cones of red - hued volcanic rock stuck
up through the talus slopes. But it was a good habitat for
rattlesnakes and, after hearing a rattle and spotting one of the
devilish critters , the kids came scurrying back to the trailer.
It was a quiet night, with only an occasion al A Wikho-wh oo of a
near by owl and the <dipsyamaadYofp a coyote to brec

silence. As usual we slept well (at least | did), Rita and | on the
big gaucho bed, Tony and Glen in the canvas bunk over our heads, Gina

on the make - down bed in fron t.
In the morning, after breakfast, | decided to drive over to
Cedarville, California, only 25 - miles away, and buy a new tire be fore
attempting the 80 - miles of dirt road to Denio. So we left camp and
took off in the DeSoto.
Cedarville, an isolated but resp ectable center of civilization to

a number of successful ranchers and farmers, was situated at the

eastern base of the Warner Mountains near the northern end of a long,

narrow, shallow lake in Surprise Valley (so -named by emig rants on

first viewing the ve rdant oasi s after traversing northe
rugged terrain). It had a population of about 750, boasted of a couple

of old hotels, two or three places to eat and a pair of service

stations. | pulled in at one of the latter, at the sign of the

Chevron, to seek a replacement for our blown - out Atlas tire (the brand
sold by Standard Oil Co. at that time). | would also order a tank - full
of gas. One never passed up a chance to fill - er - up when traveling in

the back country.
The amicable station opeavrean Atlas tickiofdtined t h
appropriate size on hand, but sent his kid to a loft in the barn
across the street to see what he could find. Lo and behold he came
back with a brand - new Goodyear, still in its paper wrapping. | was
tickled at my good fortune. Rita and | and the kids then traipsed over
to the cafe for lunch, while the tire was being mounted and placed on
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the right - rear hub of the car. Within the hour we were on our way back
to Nevada.
Before returning to camp, however, out of curiosity we ex plored

t he roads north of Vya, passing by two or three good looking ranches

on the alluvial slopes west of a big alkali lake in Long Valley. The

road veered to the northwest, got rougher and rougher, and finally

ended (as far as the DeSoto was concerned) on a hill side of jumbled

volcanic rocks. We got out and walked, and came up on the north rim of

New Year Lake; a cobalt gem in a rough - and- tumble moonscape.
(According to Hel en $evad& Rlaceé Blames s this lake

first appeared, unnamed, onl85)emontdés map of
On our way back to camp we paused at a cowboy line shack, a

board - and - bat cabin that was desert stained a rich, reddish brown. The

door was unlocked, of course, so in we went. Typically, the cabin was

furnished with plain bunks, a table and chairs, a small cook - stove, a
bucket of kindling, and shelves stocked with food staples. Outside, a

half dozen wrought - iron branding irons hung from spikes on the walls,

along with worn horseshoes, a frayed lasso, and sun - shriveled leather
bridle and saddle trapp ings.

When the kids indicated by their actions that they had seen
enough of the outback, we returned to camp and spent another quiet
night at Secret Creek.
The next day, as | was getting ready to hitch the car to the
Shasta, | was startled by the sounds of breaking glass and a mild
scream. Rita, while tidying up inside the trailer, had braced her head
against the window and shoved the pane right out of its frame. | guess
she thought she was | eaning against the wall. Any
But now there wa s atwo -foot -square opening in the left front corner
of our little home on wheels.
It would never do to travel with that hole, not only because of
the dust but al so the possibility of rai n. We 6 d
way. Rita cut a piece of cardboard the s ize of the opening, |
dismantled a peach crate and, using a hacksaw blade from my tool kit,
laboriously sawed the boards to size and wedged them into the window
frame to support the cardboard. Thus we set out for faraway Denio.
Just prior to entering the S heldon Antelope Refuge | stop ped,
unhitched the trailer and drove the DeSoto a short distance to
Massacre Lakes. We would not spend much time there, it was too hot.
But it was an extremely interesting place. The ground was literally
littered with obsidian chips. Of course we looked for arrowheads but
in vain. Finding an artifact in that rubble of obsidian would
constitute a miracle. A great many of the chips appeared to have been

fworked, 0O but not , I was convinced, by man.
From atop a sand dune Rita sighted a lake or a pond off to the
southwest. But on closer inspection we discerned that it was mere ly a

il ake of glass. 0 There was not a drop of water i
only acres of obsidian pebbles and chips reflecting, like the wind -
kissed surface of a sea, the sunébés bright rays.

It was a great temptation to gather up hands full of the shiny
stuff, and indeed we did. But finally, concerned about where to put it
al |, Rita decreed: iYou can only keep it (
piece as big as your hea d. o The kids | ocat ed clunkctbau p
nearly met the requirement, and they were stowed in the trunk of the
car.

t he ob:s
|l e of
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Northwestern Nevada contains a bounteous supply of obsidian. More

than |1 6ve ever seen anywhere el se. Even the road
But that, | would find, is not necessarily advantageous.

Not quite half -way to Deni o we me t a fharaest t
col lection of grain - harvesting machines, trucks and automobiles with

its complement of workmen, wives and children. Apparently having come
from | daho, on its way to northern California, the convoy was stalled
because of a broken axle on one of the trucks. Right in the middle of
the road. Now a harvester takes up more than an ordinary share of a
road, which at that place was scarcely wide enough for two cars to
pass, so we were effectively brought to a standstill.
| talked to one of the men and learned that a replacement axle
was on its way. Probably from Winnemucca. It might be hours before
anything could move, so, after making a cursory inspection of the
terrain off to the side of the road, | decided to drive through the
sagebrush around the train.
In spite of having a trailer in tow, we bounced along at a pretty

good rate, knocking down sagebrush for an eighth - of - a- mile before
reaching the rear end of the tie - up. And then one of the harvesters,
while guiding me back into the roadway, asked ra
on goind far?o0
iYeah, o | answer e g openhwindowgniot a tittle puz Zled
by his query. fATo Denio anyway. 0

AiMebbe yObettar | bakeat that tire first. o He g
the left front one.
I got out to see what he was talking about,
know? The darn thing had grown mumps and was about to explode. It
must dve been bruised by a hunk of obsidian.
So it was out with the jack and the spare and into another tire
changing operation. Twenty minutes later, hot, dusty, sweaty and not
just a little annoyed, | climbed in behind the wheel and drove on
toward Denio. | hoped to find a new tire there, but from what |
remembered of that place | had doubts.
Denio was still a long way off and the day was growing short when
| suggested that we might spend the night at the old abandoned
Dufferena Ranch, on the Virgin River. Everyone was tired and

agreeable, so | pull ed the trailer onto a level piece of ground beside
one of the old buildings and parked.

Again we were alone. Again it was quiet and peaceful. But un like
at Secret Creek, here we had at least one modern amenity: a shower , of
sorts. Running water from a nea rby reservoir spilled from a pipe

suspended from a rafter onto the crumbling concrete floor of one of
the structures. We may have taken advantage of it or maybe not. |
donot recal | . I do remember t he handwritten S
wooden door that warned , AWATCH FOR RATTLESNAKES. o
Before leaving the Dufferena Ranch, next morning, we went for a
ride up the Virgin Valley to where some of the most beautiful opal in
the country had been mined. Although the best stuff had already been

taken out, one could, if so inclined and for a nominal fee, grub in
the dirt for the iridescent mineral. But there was no caretaker in
sight that day and we really didnét want to toil i n the
few baubles anyway.
By the time we got to sleepy Denio it was after noon. | drove
directly to the only likely - looking place to buy tires, and my

suspicion was confirmed; there wasnot a tire of
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found. | was not altogether discouraged, though, we had come a long
way on dirt roads since our last flat, and only sm ooth pavement lay
ahead.
We had gone but a quarter of the way to Winnemucca, which was
some 100 - miles to the south, when my complacency was shattered by a
loud explosion and accompanying jolt. | brought everything to a stop,
got out for a look, and discove red that the right rear tire, the new
one t hat | 6d bought in Cedarvill e, had broken
halfway off the rim. There was nothing to do but get the car and
trailer off the highway. This | managed, with some difficulty, and
parked on the level in the low sagebrush east of the highway.
With this, the third flat tire of the trip, my patience was being
sorely tested. | decided to take a break and relax. Sitting in the
shade beside the trailer, sipping a cool drink, | racked my brain for
a solution to this seeming dilemma. We were in no danger, of course,
being well equipped with food and shelter, but there would be few if
any travelers on that highway and we could expect little help from
that quarter. | had already accepted the premise that we must spend
the night right there, right there in the middle of a sagebrush flat.
An unusual thing happened that evening. Something totally
unrelated to our predicament, but interesting. A car came slowly up
the highway from the south and stopped by the side of the road
opposite our trailer. The driver, a middle -aged man, leaned out and

at

asked a most pecul i ar guestion. iHave you seen

white dog around here?bo
Suppressing a chuckle, both Rita and | answered in the nega tive.
The man drove away to the north.
About a half - hour passed and the man returned, this time with a
big white dog and a gray cat on the seat beside him. He stopped to
tell us his story, a sad one but with a good ending.
It seemed that he had had an accident the night before, had
driven off the road and his car tipped over. He was uninjured, he
said, but his dog and cat were frightened by the experience and ran
off in the sagebrush. He (somehow) obtained the services of a tow
truck, but when it was time to leave his pets were nowhe re to be
found. The man, wise to the ways of domesticated animals, left his
jacket at the scene. Sometime, during his absence, they had returned
to and stayed with the only object in the desert that was familiar to
them. Now they were happily reunited.
It was late that afternoon when 1 finally got an idea. The
trailer wheels were much smaller than those of the DeSoto, but if the

hub and lugs should fit | co uld use one of the former to re place one
of the latter. | did some measuring and found that it might be
possible.

In the morning | put my idea to the test. | first moved the front
left wheel of the car to the right rear, in place of the flat - tired
one, then removed a trailer wheel and started it onto the empty DeSoto
hub. Good! The five wheel - holes matched the lugs. There was a slight
problem, though. The axle hub was too big to al low the trailer wheel
to seat against the drum. But | was not about to quit now. | managed
to screw the lug - nuts on about three turns, enough, | hoped, to hold
the wheel in place until I could get to Winnemucca.

With Tony as my co - pilot, | left the others and headed for town,
driving no faster than 45 miles -per-hour . The <car steered

being low in the front left corner, but the farther we went without

A f
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experiencing trouble t he bolder | became and the faster | drove. By
the time Winnemucca hove into view, we were speeding along at a daring
50- mph.

| bought two new tires in Winnemucca, to replace the blown one
and the one with the mumps. (I was unable to get reimbursement for t he
Goodyear tire there but would, later, in Elko.) Tony and | grabbed a
bite to eat, and then made the 75 - mile trip back up the highway to
retrieve the rest of the family and our trailer.

It was mid - afternoon when we again passed through Winnemucca, on
our way to Battle Mountain to meet the Joneses. | was confident, now,
that our troubles were finally over.

Not so! Near Valmy, another tire started to go soft. |1 could

hardly believe it. How could anyone suffer so many flat - tires in the

course of one trip?
We limped into Battle Mou ntain and had the leaky tire re paired.

But then, rather than head for Hilltop to camp with our friends, Rita

and | decided that wedéd had enough and proceeded
That decision turned out to be a wise one, for (we would later

l earn) the Jonesesbd experience at Hi |l | t thpg was f ar

we had encountered.

At Hilltop, Vernal, Mary and the kids had set up camp on a
familiar spot beside a creek, and then left for a while. On returning
they found that in their absen ce someone or a gang had virtually
destroyed their camp. The tent had been split open and their equip ment
either smashed or stolen. What a terrible thing, that some people can
be so malicious.

As for us, in Elko County, we joined forces with the Taelours and
set up our trailers among the willows on Columbia Creek, where we
enjoyed the climate, the company , and the trout fishing . And, we suf -

fered no further mishap.
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CHAPTERFIFTY - SIX
ON THE ROAD AGAIN

Work on the new Oakland - Scipio microwave route proceeded at a
deliberate pace in 1964. The job now required my spending more time in
the field, in addition to hours of paperwork in the office. Our first

real involvement, in the plant department, was in the testing and
pl acing of t he mi crowave antennas; the fAcornuco]
wedd been introduced at Wendover in 1961. We woul
work our way east.

I was lucky to have a good ¢ rew on the job, a team that co nsisted
of Bill Doyle, Noble Crew, Jake Smith, a former Elko lineman and
tol |l i e, and ABi g Bill o Moffat, a pondfectioosus t ol | i
laugh , from Vince Vercoeds crew in Reno. Even Vin
observe the operation at Topaz, a site that would eventually fall in

his area of maintenance responsibility.

Working on the antennas at Topaz Lake in the wintertime was not
an easy task. Not only was the cold extreme, but often deep snow
drifted over the roadway making access difficult. As a matter of
in terest, the decision for the alignment of that road, almost all of
it in a pinyon forest on Indian land, had been one of great
controversy between the engineers and my bosses, Brown and Dodson.

The resultant compromise route was relatively short but steep,
requiring a number of sharp switchbacks . mefdodsonad:
would have been less steep but longer, ascending a draw farther north
and doubling back over the hill. | found myself in an awkward position

during the debate, since | favored the engi neer 6s rout e whi ¢ h,
firmly believed, would be less susceptible to lingering snowdrifts.
But in spite of Dodsonés effort to enlist my he
plan, | maintained a neutral position.
Ironically, within a couple of years , the Continental Telephone
Company would construct a switching - office next to our Topaz site, and
would build their own access road using the alignment originally
proposed by our engineers. There would then be two private roads up

the mountainside.

But bac k to the antennas: Every one of them (there were four to a
site) had to be pressure - tested on the ground before being hoisted to
the tower top. Predictably, the men ran into problems.
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A cornucopia antenna was designed, basically, as follows:
Microwave -radi o waves were fed from a circular waveguide through a

transducer at the base of an aluminum Ahorno
non-metal |l ic Awi ndowo at t he top front. Thi s
fiberglass, about a half -inch thick and roughly seven - feet square.

Unl ike a delay - lens antenna, with its layers of Styrofoam and alumi num

strips inside, a cornucopia antenna contained nothing but air. When
placed in service, the antenna and associated waveguide would be
pressurized with dehydrated air, to mitigate oxidation and other
contaminants. The win dow, being semi - flexible and slick, would resist
the buildup of ice on its surface.
Rime ice had always been a serious problem at Mt. Moses, where it
frequently formed on the parabolic VHF antennas and attenuated the
radio  signals to an alarming degree. The ice invariably built up
during the night, when weather conditions made it difficult to reach
the site. Infrared heat lamps had been installed on those antennas, to

warm the metal elements and melt the ice, but it was neve r a very
satisfactory solution.

We had not yet experienced de gradation of service on a micro wave-
radio system due to icing, but it would occur just a few months hence.
As a matter of fact, this is as good a place as any to de scribe that
serious event:

It was December of 1964, when a not - so- rare midwinter warm front
hit and fidumpedd on the Sierra Nevada Range.
days, melted much of the summerés reservoir of
with the new rainfall, roaring down the Truckee River th rough Reno.

An hour before noon on Tuesday the 22nd, while at work in my
Wells Avenue office, | received a report that the TD - 2 channels at Mt.
Rose were failing. Telephone and television services on the Denver -
Oakland microwave - radio route were impaired. | immediately headed for
the Reno Control Center , to learn more about the situa tion and help

with the failure reporting.
| found the streets littered with debris, fallout from the strong
south winds whistling through the valley. The rain was coming down in
sheets. The Truckee River, which | hurriedly crossed via the Lake
Street Bridge, was running swift and full, laden with mud and flotsam
and threatening to flood its banks and nearby streets.
Flooding in Reno was not uncommon in those years, before two
additional dams were constructed upstream in California (Stampede, on
the Little Truckee River, and Martis Creek, near the town of Truckee),
the last one having occurred the previous year. The flood of 1955 may
have been the worst in historic times, when the river overflowed its
banks from Idlewild Park to Vista. To thwart the ri sing waters that
time, dozens of telephone men piled hundreds of sandbags around the
building at 100 North Center Street. Had it not been for their valiant
efforts, the city would lik ely have lost all telephone communication.
In 1964, in preparation for the expected deluge, sandbags were
again being placed around the telephone buildings. And city workers
with cutting torches were removing the railings on the Lake Street
Bridge , to allo w wate r and debris to flow over it un impeded, even as |
walked across it on my way to the office.

and

t
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| entered the building at 195 East First Street, and went up the
stairs two steps at a time to the second floor. There | found a small
group of tollies gather ed around the alarm - and- control bay. Bells were
sounding and lights were flashing, audible and visual in dications of
the trouble at Mt. Rose. Among the men was Walt Hansen, chief of the
radio section, who filled me in on what was happening.
Two men had be en dispatched to th at site earlier in the day, at
the first sign of the failure . They arrived at 8:35am and began look -
ing into the problem. | picked up a headset and talked with them.
Based on their observations, the situation was not the least bit
encour aging.
It had apparently been raining and snowing on the mountainside
for a very long time. The snowpack had become saturated and eroded by

t he warm air and rai nwater . At t he site i tsel
elevation, the wind was blowing at gale force and the temperature

hovered at or near freezing, the temperature at which rainwater is

guickly converted to ice. And thatodés precisely wh

mountaintop was literally shrouded in ice, the kind common in the
Northeast but unusual in the West.
Afte r eating a hot lunch, the men braved the elements again and
climbed to the antenna deck to inspect, as best they could, the
waveguides and antennas for evidence of damage. A sheet of ice up to
four -inches thick had formed on each of the west facing delay -l ens
antennas. They attempted to break it loose, but because of the
hazardous conditions they abandoned the plan and climbed down to
report their findings.

Late afternoon approached, t he time when the television net works
should be transmitting news and prim e time programs to the West Coast.
Up at Mt . Rose the weather, as described by our
The high winds, torrential rains and ice buildups con tinued. By now,
microwave radio signal levels in both directions were at or below the
threshold of usability.

At about this time we were advised that everything at Cisco
Butte, the next microwave station to the west of Mt. Rose, was in good
condition. Although it was raining extremely hard there, no buildup of
ice was in evidence. V.T. McWhorter, at AT &Tbds Denver headquarte
advised that all e ast -to - west service had been re routed from the
Denver - Oakland to other routes. That was welcome news.
Meanwhile, the folks at PT&T headquarters in San Francisco were,
to put it mildly, very concerned. They called repeatedly to inquire
about the situation, wanting to know what was being done to alleviate
the problem. | answered their questions as best | could, and of course
they were doing the same with their counterparts at AT&T in New York.
No one was content wit h the circumstances, but no one had yet come up
with a good solution.
Among those who called was my erstwhile boss, Ralph Michelson.

I descri bed what was happening. AfRemember how
to build up at Rocky Point?060 | b esgrdan excefit We | | t hi
that ités not frosty but almost c¢clear and solid,
wedge- shape on the face of each antenna, some four - inches thick at the

bottom. | think the ice is deflecting the microwaves downward, out of
theline -of-sight to Cisco. 0
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ils there any way to get some heat up there

asked.
ifiThe guys thought of rigging a drop cord and
pretty dangerous up there ... lots of ice and wind. The staff guys
suggested we haul a heating duct up there and blow hot air thr ough it
to the antennas. | guess they thought we could get in and out of there
at will .o
Aiwhat else can we do? You got any ideas?0
AiWell KB 0 started then hesitated.

He washn

0 going to |ike my suggestion. I had a
to others a

a

[

s
I
t
nd t pogeditfas anlaacaptable.
d
n

AGo ahe , 0 he prompted.

AWwel |, my opinion thereds nothing practica
can do now. Maybe i f webd anticipated this sort of
some kind of heaters could have been installed. E
late. And the men have already spent too much time on that slippery
deck. Theybdébve |l ooked at the ice from every angle
within reason. ltds a wonder one of them hasnot
of f the deck already. .. 0

Al agree, 0 Mi kwmed.ii nterr

AAnyway, O I went on, fi | t hink we shoul d do |
al most eight odéclock and | believe the ifore wil.l c
wedd have time to do anything to help it. We shou
anyway. o0

Mike seemed satisfied with my sugges tion, at least for now.

At 9:00pm, when | returned from the Mapes Hotel where some of us
had gone to eat, the guys on the mountain reported that it was still

iBl owi ng ..hraaidni ng hard. o But an hour | at er t he
melt, just as | had hoped it wo uld.
| was inclined to go home, but my car was on the south side of
the river and | 6d probably get my feet wet tryin
of the bridges were closed to traffic anyway, so | found a chair in
the chiefsd6 office, put my feetepup on a desk and
At 5: 00am, t he men at the site r epmrathald: AThe
of the antennas are clear of ice e Tt 6s still three inches th
the bottom. o6 By 6:40am the antennas were totally
service was restored to normal on the Denver - Cakland micro  wave route.
Later that day, out of curiosity, | checked with the folks at the
Weather Bureau and learned that the rainfall over the area b etween Mt.
Rose and Cisco Butte had totaled 23 -inches in the 24 - hour period in
which our failure had occu rred. It was this unusually dense rainfall,

coupled with temperatures conducive to forming ice on the antenna
faces, which had caused our radio system to fail.

(To my knowledge, never again did a microwave - radio route fail
under similar circumstances; perh aps because the old delay - lens
antennas on the Denver - Oakland route were soon replaced by the new

cornucopias.

But for all its greater efficiency, the cornucopia antenna was
prone to defects. Here we were on the mountaintop at Topaz, making
elaborate repa irs before even placing the first one on the tower. And



YANKEE NEVADAN

so it would go all along the route. Every single antenna had to be re -

caulked to make it airtight, and several of the fiber gl ass fAwindowso
had to be patched (using epoxy) or replaced.
Across the stat e from Topaz, in old cold Ely, the antennas were

tested and repaired in a storage yard before being transported to the
nearby mountaintop sites. The temperature was well below zero, and in

order to work with the caulking and patching materials the men buil ta
giant bonfire of old tires for heat. It was a stink ing operation, all
right, but it proved to be successful.

When spring arrived, by the calendar, Western Electric instal lers
were rapidly installing microwave -radio and power equipment in the
buildin  gs. | made frequent trips over the 350 - mile route from Topaz

Lake to Sacramento Pass, stopping to eat and staying overnight in the
same restaurants and motels that | had patronized two years before,
when wi t h Mu r p h-pelestion stdarh.e In fact, most of the
waitresses and desk clerks remembered me.
The tower  construction work was completed and the antennas were
hoisted and secured by steelworkers of the same ilk as | had met at
Wendover in 1961. Nevada Bell construction crews installed the complex
runs of  waveguide, from the radio equipment inside the building to the
antennas on the tower.

This done, each antenna had to be oriented to a precise azi muth
and inclination, Afai medo at its corresponding ant
site. This work was also assigned t o the Nevada Bell con struction
crew, working on the tower in cooperation with an engi neer and/or a

tollie in the station. Don Jayo (whom | first met at the Wendover site
restoration) and his boys, most of them in their late teens or early
twenties, would become specialists in the above mentioned operations
on the towers.
The orientation team enjoyed fair weather, for springtime, as
they moved across the state from site to site. And the men held to
their schedule. There were periods of frustration, though, such as
when they could not agree on the true direction to the next sta tion,
and periods of frivolity, when someone became the subject of a
practical joke. One of the latter activities was already in progress
when | hove - to at the Gilbert site just before noon one day.
It was a lovely day, warm and calm in the sunshine, a good day
for eating a picnic lunch out - of - doors. All of us, Noble Crew and Bill
Moffat, Don Jayo and his boys, gathered at the warm side of the
building, picked our spots and sat down to eat. All, that is, except
the engineering representative, Wynn Campbell, whom | observed
wandering around his (Company) truck in a sour mood, kicking rocks and
mumbling to himself.
AWhat 6s with old Wynn?06 | asked.
With a straight face Jayo O06asnsaMelr erdi, g itOh He | u:
canodét find his lunch. o
| immediately grasped the situation and went back to eating my
peanut butter sandwich.
Wynn was a curious sort of an individual, smart enough in his way
but the kind of guy who invited harassment. As a consequen ce he was
the target of a great many practical (and impractical) jokes; such as
having his tools spirited away and hidden, his test sets maladjusted
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when he wasnot |l ooking and so on. He had | earn
cautious around these young construction f el l ows, but he coul dnot
ahead of them.

On this particular day, while he was occupied in the station,

they had gotten into his locked pickup, found his lunch - box, removed
the sandwiches and hidden them; drilled holes in the empty box and
screwed it to the floorboards - right where hebtd | eft it He

only surprised, on trying to remove it, but angry when he found it
empty. Not until the rest of us had finished eating was he told where
to find his victuals.

Such were the ways of a hard - working, hard - living construction
crew.

Later on, | had an opportunity to see those same guys in a
totally different light; at Connors Pass east of Ely, the next - to - last
site on the schedule for antenna orientation.

A Pacific Company engineer named Saunders came up to Nevada from
we st of the Sierras, to fimatch noteso with our
project. Bill Doyle and | met him at the Reno airport, and the three
of us headed east (on US -50) in the Ford we had rented for Doyle.
(There werenot enough Cotwmwmma argundy & wascal begs
sedan and Doyle, a P -51 pilot in World War - 1l, drove it at near

flying speed; as would | when it came my turn at the wheel. This
caused our passenger some apprehension and invited a number of caustic

remarks. Of course we ignho red them, and pushed ahead at 80 - and 90 -
miles - per - hour. After all, he was a flatlander and un accustomed to
traveling in Nevada where there was no maximum - speed limit.
But | had made an error in ju dgment (really an error of omis sion)
when | neglected to s top for gas back in Eureka. | was used to driving
all the way to Ely in my Company Chevrolet without re fueling, and
failed to realize how much gas the big F ord consumed. And so, on the
upgrade to Little Antelope Summit, some 45 - miles short of Ely, the
engine stuttered and we came to a stop, out of petrol.
AnWell!o Saunders smugly exclaimed, fAlf you had
fast you wouldndédt have run out. o
There was a lot of truth in what he said, but [ wasn
admit it. Anyway, | had other concerns at the moment. The car had

stalled in a most inappropriate place, on a sharp uphill curve in a

cut where high banks of snow prevented my pulling out of the active

lane. There was very little traffic in those days, but even one

vehicle coming up from behind ¢ ould hardly avoid crashing into us.

Bill got out and wal ked a ways back down the hil
coasted the Ford back to a more favorable spot, where it could be

better seen and hopefully avoided.

| then sat at the wheel and listened to my moaning passenger.
AWhat 6re you going to do now?0 he inquired.
Awedbl !l wait,o says |, Atill somebody comes al o
AThen what ?0
AThen weodl | bum some gasoline. o
Both Bill and | had noted the Bell truck when we came through the

city of Eureka, and knew that sooner o r later its driver, an

installer - repairman out of Ely, would be headed for home. If no one

el se came along in the meantime hedd be our best
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A half - hour passed by, but no cars. | got out and relieved Bill
as flagman. A few minutes later the installer - repairman came along,
driving a little too fast for conditions but a welcome sight. He saw
my signal and the parked Ford, pulled over and stopped. Only then did
he recognize us for telephone men.

| asked Saunders to go down the road to flag traf fic, then turned
to the craftsman. AYou donoét happen to have a ca
you?o | asked, motioning to the pickupds covered

a good question but the answer was ANo. 0

iDo you have anything we can use for a contain
ANo. O
AiByou have a hose?0
ANo. O
Billt  hen came up with one suggestion and | anot her . Bill &s
to use his hardhat for a container; mine was to utilize a safety cone
for a funnel.
Without a hose it was necessary to disconnect the gas line of the
truck and, by cranking the engine with the starter, pump fuel into the
hardhat that Bill held under the open - ended line until it was about
half full. He then poured the energy - giving fluid into the big end of
the safety cone while | held the smaller end in the fill - stem of the

Ford. By several times repeating the operation we had enough gas to
get us to Ely, and within a few minutes we were all headed in that
direction. Our rescuer (who no doubt harbored a feeling of disdain for
Aistupid supervisorso) traifiedstaliomgcaded.ind
When | returned to the office a few days later my peers, hav ing
heard the story (almost nothing in life involving two or more people
can ever remain confidential) presented me with a new type of survival
kit. It was a two - piece affair: a h ardhat to which was attached, by
means of a brass fitting in a hole drilled through its crown, a six -
foot neoprene hose . And a brand - new safety cone to go with it. Both
pieces of apparatus bore my name in bold black print.
We did make it to Ely that day, a nd after a sumptuous dinner and
a good nightés sleep drove on to Connors Pass, w
as inclement as it could possibly be. At work on the orientation gear
were Albert Sails and Larry Staley.
Albert, Larry, Ernie Simonsen and Bob Burns, all from my old crew
in Elko, had been taking turns working under the supervision of Noble
Crew, Bill Moffat and an engineer. Noble was the undisputed team
leader.
Jayobs boys were already wup on the tower deck
but Don soon called them down to warm their hands and feet, and to
take on some hot coffee. | savored a cup of the brew myself, while
getting filled in on the status of the orientation program. After the
break, Albert and | followed the tower men up to the antenna deck.
| wore my warmest coat, a parka, but still cringed in the wind
and blowing snow. It can be a lot colder on a fifty - foot tower than on
the ground, and | admired those young men for their stamina. They
immediately went to work, cranking massive adjusting screws with big
wrenc hes that literally froze to their gloves, as if it were a nor mal
day. | guessed that blizzard conditions, by now, had become the norm
for them.
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| remained aloft only long enough to get a feel for the job, and

to snap a couple of photographs, then climbed down the icy lad der to
the heated station. | was more than ever convinced that those antenna
wor ker s, wh o still carried t he title ALi neman, 0
heroes.
A week or two after climbing the Connors Pass tower, | ascend ed
one that Noble never cl imbed. It was not out of necessity that | did

so, but because the Stone Cabin tower was the tallest one in Nevada
and Ait was there. 0 Ri-deetnapovesaosagebrugh5 0 - covered
ridge, it was too much of a temptation to resist. The anten na work had
been completed, and there was no one around when | took the bull by
the horns and started up, with my camera slung over a shoulder.
| should explain that every tower was equipped with a Al adden, O
standard - gage metal ladder with round rungs mounted just inside one of
the four legs. Running vertically up the center of the ladder was a
safety rail, to which a belt tether could be attached. If one should
slip while climbing , the attachment would lock onto the rail and
prevent his falling. If he got tired he could pause, lean back in the
tethered belt and rest.
| once tried using the belt, had found it to be somewhat of a

hindrance, so this day | climbed without it ; stopping off at the 100 -
and 200 - foot levels where small decks had been provided for resting.
It was an exhilarating climb, and | was just a bit wind ed when |
finally reached the uppermost antenna deck. But the view was so
spectacular from that perspective | quickly forgot about be ing tired.

A stanchion rose from the center of the de ck, an | -beam with

steps attached and a red navigation lamp (to satisfy FAA requirements)
on top. It was the tallest thing on the tower, extending well above
the antennas, and from it flew a flag. Not an ordinary flag, but one

fashioned from a pair of extr a- large silk panties. Like a pennant on
Mount Everest it stood out in the wind proclaiming suc cess. nJAYOOS
RAI DERSDO and AWESTERN ELECTRI C, 0 I read, al ong \
dozen or more crew members.

(How long the silken pennant weathered the elements | cannot say,

for | never had an occasion, or the time, to repeat my climb to the
Asummito of Stone Cabin Tower.)

There must be scores of towns in the United States whose citi zens
insist that they have dAonly i wten nomhs sfon svintar year
and t wo of summer , 0 or words to that ef fect. Al t hot

to hear it said of Ely, that place could easily meet the criteria.
When | returned to Ely in May of 1964, the weather was just as cold
and blustery as it had been in March and April.

This t ime | stayed in the Hotel Nevada, a 110 - room hotel in the
center of town on Aultman Street, the main thoroughfare. It was still
the best place to stay if one wished to eat, sleep and be en tertained
without having to venture out of doors. My room was on th e third floor

in front. Not only was it partially illuminated by a neon sign out

front, it was also close enough to the lounge below that | could hear

the cowboy music, all too well. But it was a warm and comfortable
place.
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When Friday afternoon came aroun d, I still had work to do in the
Ely area. So rather than drive all the way home and back again, |
elected to stay over the weekend. | might even get to explore the
area, if the weather would cooperate. What | would actually do on
Sunday was impossible to envision.
Dawn had not yet broken when | was awakened by the smell of acrid
smoke. It was as if | was dreaming at first, then the possi bility that
the hotel was on fire struck like a bolt of lightning. Clad in my
shorts and tee shirt, | sprang out of bed, rushed to the window and
peered out onto the dimly - lit street below. It was quiet. But not for
long. The sound of a wailing siren welled up to my ears. | made out
the lines of a fire truck. It slowed to a stop at the curb directly
beneath my window. A chi Il crept up my spine. | was caught in a
burning building for sure.
In great haste | jumped into my pants, slipped on my shoes,
donned a shirt and a jacket. | sneaked another look out the window, in

time to see a bearded fireman alight from the vintage fire truck and
attach a big hose to the hydrant on the corner. (In 1964 it was
fashionable for men throughout Nevada to raise a beard, in celebra tion
of the stateds centennial .) | flipped the 1 ight
there was no light. My suspicions were conf irmed. If the power was off
then the place must be on fire. But then logic cut in and a sensible
course of action occurred to me. | picked up the phone and dialed the
desk.
i say, 0o | began in an artificially calm voic:eé

BN

in the hotel ?20
The desk clerk, who must have received a dozen similar calls,
responded hurri.edluyt, tihMdo Nort hernés on fire.o And

up.

The Northern was the other well known Ely hotel, a three - story
building one block west of the Nevada.

The Northern Hotel had opened for business back in 1907 and for
22-years, until the six - story Hotel Nevada came upon the scene,
reigned as Elyodos preferred place to drink, gambl
with hot and cold running water. It was built b
businessman well known to the mining camps of Central Nevada, and who

is perhaps best remembered as the man who promoted the world
heavyweight boxing champion Jack Dempsey in the 1920s.
(Dempsey fought in Ely in 1916 as AKid Blackie

The Northern was stil | a popular pla ce with the town sfolk, and I
could have been found at its friendly bar the previous evening,
sipping a tall one while talking shop fAand so for
Sandy Sandstrom and Mac MacCombs.
But why was my hotel filled with smoke? And why was the po wer
off? (The reasons, | would later learn, were that the fresh - air ducts

of the Nevada, being downwind of the Northern, had simply inhaled the
smoke; the power was off because the highline switch at the end of the
street had been purposely thrown, to remo ve electrical hazard from the
burning building.) Of one thing | was now certain. | must get out of
the hotel and investigate for myself.
As the door closed behind me | was subjected to another shock. It
was pitch black in the hallway. | lit a match and hea ded for the
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stairway, which | knew was close by the now - immovable elevator door.
As | approached the stairwell | met another guest, an elderly woman
bent on getting out, feeling her way along the corridor.

Al candt stand it, o0 she moaned.r afplpefdeed | i ke |
AfiFoll ow me, 0 | directed, and | it anot her mat ch
Through the doorway and down the stairs | led the way, light ing
match after match for il luminati on. Woul dndét it b
to myself, if by accident | should set this  place on fire. | cr adled

the match more carefully.
It seemed an interminably long way down, and by the time we
reached the lobby | had used a whole book of matches.
At least there was light in the lobby, from strategically placed
emergency lamps and from a glowing streetligh t outside the windows. |
left the lady there and went outside, found my car in the parking lot
at the rear of the hotel, grabbed my field glasses and headed up the
hill toward the main attraction.
The whole area was a hubbub of activity. A hook -and- ladder  truck
had pulled up in front of the burning hotel and was just now extending
its ladder toward the upper floors, where menacing flames shot skyward
from the windows. Another fire engine stood nearby, a pumper, and two
husky men in hats and slickers struggl ed to direct a stream of water
from a writhing hose toward the rooftop. It was a puny effort,
considering the already advanced stage of the fire.
And it was cold. Well below the freezing mark. Icicles were
forming i n t he hot el 6s downspout s afnthe on t he
firefightersdé hats. I gasped, then stepped back ¢
wind blew a shower of water my way.
The street was now bright with firelight, and | hardly noticed
when dawn broke over the Schell Range. With the sun came more

spectators, hundr eds of them, townspeople out to see this latest
spoiler in action.

Fires had recently leveled half a block catty - corner across the
street from the Northern, and another structure farther up the canyon.
Old wooden buildings burned easily, and because of the up- and- down
economy (tied as it was t o0 the copper industry) once con sumed they
were seldom replaced. Now another empty weed - grown lot would be added
to the list. It was the way of all old mining towns in rural Nevada;
Tonopah, Goldfield, Austin, Eureka, a I had lost to ravaging
conflagrations.

| circled the building, keeping my distance from the firemen, o)
as to get a look at it from the south side, the alley side. As | said,
the power had been cut and the high - lines were dead. But a telephone
cable, the main distribution cable from our switching of fice a few

blocks away, showed signs of stress from the heat of the flames. A
telephone repairman at the scene asked a fireman to turn his hose on
it. If the cable insulation broke down, he explained, half the city of
Ely could be deprived of telephone service. The fireman obliged, and
repeatedly hosed it down throughout the day.
It was now quite light so | went to my car, got my camera and
climbed the stairs to the roof of the Hotel Nevada. It was worth the
eff ort. From there | heyaview of the burdidg duilding.
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The fire, which had apparently started within the bowels of the
building and raced upward through the stairwells before it was
discovered, burned with ever increasing intensity, the flames fi rst
leaping from upper floor windows, then shooting through the roof, then
bursting from the lower floors and so on. Finally, clearly seen
through the big plate glass windows on the ground floor, literally

hundreds of bottles of booze on the back - bar explo ded like Molotov
cocktails.
AiTherebébs two people trapped in the back, o |

say. But it was impossible for anyone to enter and search for them.
(The local paper would report that one man, a trucker, died in

the fire.)
Along about noon, as the fire still raged inside its furnace - like
shell, a half -dozen womenfolk appeared; some bearing trays of

sandwiches, some carrying big pots of boiling hot coffee, others
toting bottles of whiskey and brandy for the cold and tired firemen. |

had never witnes sed such a generous deed but it made a lot of sense.
By late afternoon, even though there was little to be done in the way
of fire fighting, the number of volunteers increased dra matically.

From dawn till dark | wandered about, like a man at a county
fair . The fact that most of the men wore beards and several of the
women were dressed in | ast centurybés garb engend
this was a play, are - enactment and not the real thing.
Night fell and the flames died down. But the rubble within the
skelet al walls was still too hot, it was said, to conduct any kind of
investigation. That would have to wait. The crowd retired, many people
to warm homes, others to restaurants and bars.
| returned to my hotel and joined some fellow employees for
cocktails and di nner before attempting a good nightos
sure, it had been a unique and exciting way to spend a Sunday.
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CHAPTER FIFTY- SEVEN

SUCCESS
| divided my work time on the Oakland - Scipio route, between the
office and the field; mostly in the office, since the men in my crew

were very competent. As usual, though, the closer we got to the in -
service date the more things seemed to go wrong. Equipment shortages,
design p roblems, every sort of roadblock impeded our pro gress.
One such impediment was in the design of the remote alarm and
order - wire system, a design completely different from that on the old
Denver - Oakland route. Like many things new and sophisticated it was
fraught with fAbugs. 0 Even the experienced Wester:!

- Mc Comb s, O6Bri en, War d, Carl os and others who h;
microwave - radio business - were perplexed. So a call was put in for
the design engineer, down in Oakland or San Lean dro or there abouts, to

come to the field and resolve the problems.
My brief encounters with this engineer were indeed interesting.
He was unlike any engineer | had ever been associated with, for he was
not an American but a foreigner, a citizen of Pakista n whodd been
educated in this coun try, was working for AT&T to gain experience, and
who would return to his homeland one day to help engineer that
countryés telephone communications networ k.
| donot remember hi s whol e name:; we j ust cal
moniker probably as common in the Far East as is Smith in the West. |
first met him in Tonopah, when he arrived in a rental car after the
long trip from the Bay Area. His wife was with him, dressed in

traditional East Indian garb: a long, flowing, wrap -around gown of
silk that covered all of her except her face, and even part of it. She
spoke but little English, and after introducti on
whisked her away to a motel.

I was fascinated by Al i 0s speech. The words
tongue in that wond erfully lyrical English so typical in Colonial East
India.

i No probl em, we fix, o was h-isag résponse rta t e sing
someonebs delineation of a problem with the syste

it.
In his head were the many dozens of circuit diagrams he had
earlier drawn. He knew the designated terminal number for each of
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hundreds of wires. The trouble, for us, was that we could not read his
mind and he had difficulty describing things in our language. And it
was not uncommon for him to draw on a napkin, over | unch or at coffee,
the changes required to correct some schematic drawing back at the
station, changes which then had to be deciphered and the permanent
drawings modified by the installers.
But in the end, after he and his wife had buzzed across the full
width of our state several times (he drove even faster than we did),
the equipment he had engineered worked fine.

Another impediment to the installation and testing schedule was
leaky roofs. Every one of the eleven new buildings in Nevada, and
probably in California and Utah as well, had a leaky roof. It was some
time before the weather brought this particular problem to light, but
then we found it to be serious.
One day | followed a storm front - a typical springtime front
bringing an abundance of rain to the valleys and wet snow to the upper
elevations - all the way from Reno through central Nevada. It was
after noon when | drove up the access road to Murray Summ it. The
clouds had already begun to dissipate, and melting snow dripped
profusely from the pinyons and cedars on the hillsides. Muddy rivulets
bracketed the roadway, and six -inches of slush stood on the parking
area at the site.
| entered the main equipmen t room, and greeted the two Western
Electric installers who were putting the finishing touches on a rack
of lead -aci d batteries. Rhetorically, | asked,
going?bo It was a question which, because of my
vociferous response.
AiDondt ask! Just |l ook in the engine room. 0
So | did, and found a third installer in the act of rolling an
empty fifty -gallon drum across the room. A similar drum stood
alongside an electric service panel, directly under a ragged stream of
water falling fro m the ceiling above. The second drum was three -
fourths full of the dirty liquid.
iGot to dump that barrel while | can stil]l han
Together we moved the wet drum aside, rolled the empty one into
pl ace, then Awal kedo t he he avdgorwayt®opet ibovear he open
and spilled its contents outside.
AThat 6s t he fourth one since w e got here, 0O h

o
T

l eaking faster al | t he ti me. o He t hen added, fi |
somethind cool, c¢climb the | adder and take a | ook
Heledt he way, stopped at the top of the ladder then moved aside
to give me room. What | saw resembled an Olympic - size swimming pool,
but with islands of air - conditioning apparatus and tree stumps of
vents and pipes.
The walls and roof of this building, like all the others, were of

solid, reinforced concrete construction. The roof was flat, with

layers of insulation, waterproof paper or plastic, and tar, and was

surrounded by metal flashing extending above its surface. Because of

the flashing, two inches of water, in this case melted snow, could
accumulate on the roof. The leaks occurred around the pipes and ducts

that had not been adequately sealed.
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Now, | mused, it must be a rule of architecture that an
industrial - type building should have a flat roof. If not per fectly
flat, nearly so. The stations on our original microwave - radio route

had flat roofs, as did those in the Las Vegas area and everywhere else
in the state that | knew of. And at some time, every one of them had
leaked.
(In our Company, the exception to the flat - roof design was the
iJo and i Ko repeater stations, whi ch wer e bui |t
with pitched roofs that never leaked.)
A few days after my visit to Murray Summit, I
discuss, along with my fellow workers, the issue of fla t, leaky roofs.
Jim Dodson and Jim Rielly (then Nevada Bell 6s €
were touring the route with a retinue of subordinates. We would all
meet in Tonopah.
Tonopah, as | may have mentioned in an earlier chapter, was
served by the independent Ne vada Telephone Company. Like Elko, all
toll - line connections to the outside world were made through Nevada
Bel |l 6s facilities, whi ch at t hat ti me consi st ec
carriers on the old ADBRO route.
I ncidentally, the acronym DBR sdgp®otd Rout €,De flen
was told, but the men who worked on the rapidly constructed line were
sur e it me ant i Damn Bi g Rush. o Built j ust prio
entering WW -II, at the behest of the U.S Government, the route
described an almost straight line from Seat tle to San Diego east of
the Cascade and Sierra Nevada Ranges, away from the vulnerable (to Jap
attack) seacoast. For some reason, probably having to do with
franchise, the Nevada Bell toll station was located in Esmeralda

County, about a mile west of the city of Tonopah. It was here that our
facilities terminated, in an arrangement almost identical to that in
Elko.
This was Gary Noyesod6 territory. Gary was a nat

a big husky guy. He and | were of nearly the same age and military
background . We had both served on an air base and been trained in the
field of meteorology. He had been stationed at the Tonopah Air Base.
Both of us had come to Nevada as young men, hired on as tollies with
Nevada Bell, and married local girls. He had narried Pauli ne Beko of
Tonopah.
Gary, who had recently been promoted to Chief Transmissionman,
would inherit the maintenance responsibility for several of the new
microwave stations in central Nevada. When we were working in his area

he was most helpful to us, providi ng whatever we needed in the way of
transportation, tools or manpower.
Now he was the unofficial host to our Dodson - Rielly conference,
which was held at the Silver Queen Motel where most of us had rooms,
across the street and up the hill from the old Mizpa h Hotel. Since it
was an after -hour s affair, t he i nformal meeting was

attended by those of us directly involved in the project, all of us
managers of one kind or another.
Such meetings were Dodson6s favorite way of fi
going on in the field: Get everyone together, open up cans of peanuts
and smoked oysters, pour a few rounds of drinks, ask a cou ple of
leading questions then listen. He learned a lot that way, especially
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since he could drink more than the average man without sh owing any
sign of it.
Representing the plant department, besides Dodson, were Paul
Brown, Ed Riesbeck (the district manager in charge of the exchange
forces, some of whom, in Hawthorne and Ely, would become tollies and
maintain microwave equipment), Noble Crew, Bill Moffitt, Don Jayo,
Vince Vercoe, Gary Noyes and me. With Rielly were engineers Bob
Zimmerman (supervisor of buildings and roads), Doug Kipp and Walt
Penner. From Western Electric there  were Sandstrom, Tallman, McCombs
(and possibly Carlos and St rieff). It was a crowded room.
The session started off in a light and confident vein, with talk
of accomplishments and problems overcome. Before long, however, the
conversation turned to more controversial,, fimeat.
brought up the usual matter of housekeeping. Western Elec tric
installers were always more interested in getting the equipment placed
than in keeping a tidy work area, so it usually fell on us tollies to
goad them into cleaning up. They promised to do better.
Then the subject of smoking in the stations arose. Riesbeck, who
did not smoke, liked to harass those of us who did. He proposed a
total ban on smoking in the microwave stations. It was a silly

suggestion, for even if a ban were imposed there was no way to en force
it. Any way, t he menos smoking at remot e mountai ntoc
least of our problems.

It wasnot |l ong before the subject of l eaky r
the Western Electric guys and we tollies, we who had to contend with
the water, were loud in berating the engin eers, whose responsibility

it was to see that the roofs were properly designed and constructed.
Zimmerman took the brunt of our criticism, criticism encouraged by
Dodson who was never very tolerant of engineers, particularly of
AfiFatsod Zi mmer man.

The spiri  ted discussion went on for some time, but Noble made the

mo st salient point on the subject when he sugges
should be sloping. o

iThe Il ndi ans wer e smart enough t o buil d t he
pitched roofs, o0 he proclai med, baeds the shape ofg wi t h  hii
a tepee or a hogan, fASo the water would run off .0

Nobl eds remark drew applause from the majorit
Zi mmer manos face to turn beet red; not because
premise, but because it was something over which he, person ally, had

little or no control. The buildings were designed by AT&T engineers.
All he could do was promise to have the leaks fixed.
By now the supplies of liquor and subjects for discussion had
both run low. The meeting deteriorated and broke up. In small groups
we left the motel and went up the street to a restaurant for dinner.
Much too late to suit me.
The get -together had been productive. Most of our problems had
been identified, many of them resolved. We would return to our

respective tasks with renewe d vigor, optimistic that we could meet the
rapidly approaching in - service date.
I n spite of Murphydés Law, Aalf it is possible |

wr ong, it will,o with the concerted efforts of t1l
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Electric installers, and plant men from Hawthorne, Tonopah, Ely and
Reno, everything fell into place. At last | was able to re port that
the Oakland -Sci pi o Microwave Radi o Route i nupNevada wa

service on schedul e. 0

There was little time to relax on our l aur el
appet ite for communications seemed never ending. No sooner was ser vice
established on the Oakland - Scipio route when work was begun to add
additional microwave -radio channels. Actually, the enginee ring work
had already been done and now it was up to us, essenti ally the same
team, to bring this new equipment on line.
The buildings were ready, of course, having been designed with

space for the latest Western Electric microwave - radio system
(designated TH - 3) and its associated equipment.

The TH - 3 was really big stu ff, both figuratively and literally
speaking. It could carry three times as much service - per - channel as
the older TD -2, but was far more complex and required a lot more
building space. Its cooling system alone was physically larger than
allthe TD -2 equipm ent put together. The good news, for our crafts men,
was that because of the cooling requirements for TH -3, room air -
conditioning would be provided at every site.

While | didnét get to the field as often durin
job, I left my office and v isited the tollies along the route whenever

possible. | enjoyed getting out with them, both on and off the job.

When in Tonopah | bunked at the Silver Queen Motel, and joined
the guys after work for drinks and eats at the Mizpah, Bowling Alley
or Owl Bar. In Ely we patronized the Hotel Nevada, the Basque
Restaurant or the Airport Inn halfway between Ely and McGill. The
latter served the best steak dinner around. In Hawthorne there was but

one good place to hang out, Smithoés EI Capitan.
Being particular abou t food, dining out was always a gamble for
me. But | was to find someone even fussier when a group of us set tled

in at a large table one night at the Airport Inn. We were all pretty
hungry, having worked late, and most of us ordered steaks.

Like me, the o ther fussy eater - a senior engineer from Reno -
ordered his steak dndwell done. o0 Ilronically, his
complained, and twice sent it back to the kitchen. At first I was
sympathetic, but when he thoroughly berated the waitress, who had
tried he r best to please him, and sent it back a third time we were
all embarrassed. | had never witnessed such behavior in a public

place.

At the Mizpah Hotel in Tonopah, one evening when Gary, Noble and
I were dining together, | might well have taken a page from the fussy
engineerds book. When t he haad ordered avks plachda t I h
before me | saw that it was old and actually green, beyond redemption.

My stomach rebelled at the sight of it. Of cours e | sent it back
to the kitchen but my appetite had been so totally ruined | refused

the waitressos offer of a Substitute meal

One of my worst experiences, though, | brought upon myself. After
cleaning up in my room at the El Cap in Hawthorn, again after a tiring
day on the mountaintops, | joined the tollies and outside - construction
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men at the bar for drinks. Among them were Don Jayo and his boss, Bert

Domgaard.

Bert was perhaps the biggest man | ever knew personally. A
stubborn but kindly Dutchman, he stood well over six - feet tall and was
all muscle. A cocktail g lass in his fist resembled a shot glass. Like

most big men, he could hold a lot of liquor without becoming
inebriated. There was no way that | could keep up (drinking) with the
likes of him, nor did | try. Even so, | may have had one too many that
evening before we retired to the restaurant at ten.

| ordered a steak and baked potato, but by the time the meal
arrived it was too late. The very sight of that T - bone, soaking in its
own grease, made me ill. So | gave it to Albert Sails, who was, of
course, stone sober. He devoured it eagerly, along with his own, while
| ate part of the potato and some French bread. Thus | made it through
the meal and, shortly, to my room and bed.

In the morning | met the others at breakfast, still feeling the

effects of my previo us eveningbébs transgression but cogni
rul e, ifHe who dances mu s t pay t he piper. o Afte
vehicles we headed for Wassuk, 25 - miles north of Hawthorne. | was with
Albert, who drove at his normal (fast) speed up the winding dirt road
to the station. We still had a mile to go when my payment came due and
I signaled for him to stop. | was embarrassed, but at least | felt
better now. And when we got to the station | was up to ful filling my
job obligations.
At noon we all went down the cany on road and over to Schurz
Junction for lunch. But for me it was hardly worth the trip. When |
saw Big Bert b6s orand-reggs (egghoaemeasy an d swimming in a
pool of grease) my appetite disappeared. I coul dnodt e a
cheese sandwich | had ordered.
It was on the road to Wassuk, at a later date, that an amusing
incident took place. It occurred during one of the inevitable
inspection tours, when upper management folks donned warm outdoor
clothing and visited our stations. Jim Dodson and Paul Brown were
al ong, and three or four Ahigher upsodo fphanen AT&T a
There were enough of them that we had to use two vehicles ; two three -
seater Suburbans. | drove one of them, Vercoe the other.
We first went to the Topaz Lake site, and then cut across the

back way through Mason Valley toward Wassuk. We were nearing the
Was s uk station when Vincebs rig br oke down an

investigate.

Vince, by chance the lowest - ranked man in our group, volunteer ed
to crawl under the rig, where he fou nd that the rear drive -shaft U
joint had seized and was broken. It was not a really serious break -
down; the front drive -shaft was still intact. But the rear drive - shaft

had dropped to the ground and had to be removed before the vehicle
could be moved. Vince proceeded, with tools that we handed down, to do

the job.

When heéd completely disconnected the offendin
out from under. fAHere, o0 het akeé dt, hins osnedfotd.yo

One of the men from New York - Perkinpine by name, a personable,

white haired gentleman of considerable rank in AT&T - happened to be
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standing close by. He took the grimy driveshaft and, not knowing what

else to do with it, held it at ar mo s l engt h. Vince soon cr aw.
from under. He relieved Perkinpine of his burden and tossed it into

the back of the Suburban. We then got under way and successfully

completed our tour.

Every year, the Reno Mendés Bell Club put on a
Some of the members would donate meat, mostly venison, to make up the
major portion of the menu. The dinner was usually held in the Elks
Club hall on First Street, until that place was destroyed by a gas
expl osi on, and then it was moved tteossom Boath cl ubds n
Virginia Street.

Jim Dodson was one of t he afoftexs. Witen debri gge st b

season opened he and his sidekicks - Frank Tolle, Ted Brown and Max

Goodman, along with others such as Paul Brown, Bob Bolander, Gene Fagg

and Red Wayman - would mount a fAsafari o0 to the hills i n
Nevada, there to camp and hunt for several days. They were usually

successful, providing enough venison for the two - tothree - hundred men

at the upcoming dinner.

The affair mi ght better have beeamstoaltlheadh a 0\
AWild Game Dinner. o At | east in the early years.
attended, back in the 1950s, for two hours or more prior to our
dinners being served, booze was consumed and spilled by the gallons.

It was a contest, especially among the old - timers, to see who could
drink the most and tell the tallest tale. Then, at the dinner table,

red wine made the rounds with the food. After the meal and a short

speech or two, activity at the bar picked up again, with less decorum

than before.

Dodson reall y pushed the Wild Game Dinners. To make it easier for
out - of - town managers to attend he would schedule meetings on the
Friday and Saturday before the dinner, so that their meal and lodging
expenses could be legitimately reimbursed.

It was one of those scheduled Saturday meetings that caused me,
one year, to become quite upset with Dodson; or, actually, with his
secretary. | was still an out - of - towner then, still living in Elko,

and was scheduled for a business trip to San Francisco a couple of
days befo re the Wild Game Dinner. Rita decided to accompany me. She
could do some shopping while | was occupied, and afterward we could
enjoy the weekend together in the city.

We travelled in our DeSoto, which | parked and left in a lot near
the hotel, and took a r oom on the fourth floor of the Fielding Hotel.
I would voucher the single rate and pay the difference for double
occupancy, for Thursday and Friday, and pay the total amount for
Saturday. We would drive leisurely home on Sunday.

My first shock came when, i n the middle of the first night, we

were awakened by an earthquake. It was a mild tremor but strong enough

to give us cause to wonder what wedod do in a big
My second shock came on Friday afternoon, when | received a call

from FIl orence Lyon, ficd rsapervisors witto fa message

(allegedly) straight from Dodson . My presence, she said, was re quired

at his Saturday morning meeting in Reno. Now that would cer tainly

throw a monkey - wrench into our plans.
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I made several attempts to reach Dodson by phone, but failed. All
| had to go on then was the word of his office supervisor, Lena Kemp,
who insisted that | must attend. AYoudd better be
And so | broke the news to Rita, who was even more discouraged
than | was. We checked out early th at evening and headed back over the
Sierras; not for Reno but for Herlong, where we would spend the night
with Mary and Arnold.
Early Saturday morning, | left Rita in Herlong and drove to Reno
for the meeting; which was, as | had suspected, of very little
i mportance. At my first opportunity | app
i nsi st on my being here for this meeting
explain what | had previously planned for the weekend.
fi | di dnot i nsi st on your coming, 0 he answerec
hi s voice. fi | didnét even know you were in San Fr a
It was a case of his AGI Tl Fridayo once again
authority. She had been instructed to make sure that all of us were
advised to attend, but shedd added her own fAmust 0
| sat through the meeting to the end, but refused to attend the
Wild Game Dinner on Saturday night.

As the microwave -radio facilities in Nevada and California
expanded, and because of constant changes in equipment and maintenance
procedures, it was neces sary for those of us in the Bell System to
frequently exchange information and compare notes. An annual,
intercompany conference was established, and since Nevada Bell was
geographically sandwiched between the other companies - AT&T on the
east and PT&T o n the west - it was logical for us to host those
meetings. To Jim Dodson, the ideal time for the conference was just
prior to the Wild Game Dinner.

It was such a circumstance that had prompted the high - level tour
to Topaz and Wassuk (described above) when the driveshaft of the
Suburban broke down. The VIPs had arrived a few days early and toured
the mountaintop sites prior to attending the annual inter company
microwave - radio conference and the Wild Game Dinner.

The Saturday conference went smoothly, and th at evening most of
us showed up for the dinner. The re was an unusually large crowd but
the event proceeded as usual; i.e., with everyone getting acquainted
or re -acquainted before dinner. The meal was served by competent and
attractive waitresses, and befo re we were quite through eating Jim
Dodson got up and made a pitch to sell some more raffle tickets. He
had already sold hundreds of them to wiling and not - so- willing
attendees, but the club needed more money to defray expenses.

He introduced several of t he AT&T and PT&T VIPs, and thanked them
for visiting our Company. Among them, of course, was Mr. Perkinpine.

When APerko went to the podium to respond, h
tour to the mountaintops just completed . He said he was pleased with
our operations a nd hoped that wedéd keep up the good wo
recounted that part of the tour where the vehicle broke down on the
Wassuk road.

The story elicited a lot of applause and loud laughter.

ilt was a case, 0 he quipped, Aof AT&T finally
fr om Nevada Bell. 0
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With the Oakland - Scipio Route finally turned up for service ;|
was able to devote more time to other staff duties, which included (as
related in a previous chapter) working with Pacific Company and AT&T
people to establish microwave -radio  restoration equipment and plans.
No one wanted to experience a repeat of the 1961 bombings, but if it
should happen the Bell System would be prepared. We met periodically
in San Francisco to discuss various aspects of the pro ject.
While the restoration e quipment was being designed and built by
Western Electric, some of us worked on plans for implementation. Les
Hight and | visited every microwave - radio station in the state (some
29 of them). At each site we noted the length and condition of the
access roa d; the alignment of the powerline; the distance from the
nearest maintenance center and number of managers and craftsmen
stationed there; the number and types of Company vehicles available;
the location(s) of rail and air transportation terminals; the name s
and locations of fuel distributors, police and sheriff departments,
hotels and restaurants, and a host of other details useful in the
event of a disaster. Our objective was to provide sufficient
information that anyone with microwave -radio experience cou Id
successfully effect the restoration of any site in Nevada.
Back in town | spent untold hours compiling lists and rules,
forms, maps and charts, and assembled them into restoration manuals,

each one unique to a particular location. It was a time consumin g job,
but a very interesting one.
In December of 1964, a restoration - coordination conference was

scheduled to be held in Kansas City; a meeting in which we would
compare notes, discuss problems and devise solutions. It would be a
company of very knowledge able people, Bell System engineers and plant
staff technicians from coast - to - coast. However, few of them had been
involved in an actual restoration, so | felt that my input would be
important. Phil Hutchinson, from San Francisco, would also be in
attendanc e. We arranged to meet at the hotel in Kansas City.
My getting to Kansas City, though, would prove to be somewhat
adventurous. As | shall explain:
| flew with United Airlines from Reno to San Francisco, where |
transferred to a TWA Lockheed Constellation ( the first fiConnie 0 on
which | ever travelled). Our flight was over southern Nevada, Lake
Mead, the Rockies and on to the Great Plains. And then, because of a
raging blizzard, the aircraft was diverted from the Kansas City
Municipal airport to one north of the city.
Kansas City wa s TWAO s mai ntenance and
airport to which we were diverted, a huge field with open approaches
and long runways, had recently been constructed out in the country.
But there were no facilities, as yet, for handling passengers and
baggage; no passenger terminal, no loading ramps, no gates. But | was
not aware of that. All | knew was that the aircraft was dropping out
of the sky through an eerie abyss. When the wheels touched down |
looked out the window, but could se e nothing beyond the ground level
lights marking the edges of (hopefully) a runway; and they were barely
visible through the snow that swirled about the engine nacelles and

trai

n
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wingtips. It was more than a little spooky, as if we had come down on
a foreign pla net.
The plane, after finally coming to a stop, turned and began to
taxi, | supposed to the nearest terminal. It taxied for an intermi -
nable length of time, every so often making a turn to the left or
right, sometimes stopping altogether before proceeding straight ahead
once more, never exceeding a speed of five miles - per - hour.
At some time during the taxi a stewardess made an announcement,
the contents of which answered our nagging questions but few of our
apprehensions.

ifiWebve | anded at anaialptoertrnantoert h of the <city,
explained. ifBecause of the storm we were not al |
downtown airport. Please remain seated after the airplane comes to a
stop and await further instructions. 0

How about that. | smiled at the news. This was so mething new and
different. Something to remember the trip by.

At long last, at least 30 - minutes after touchdown, our little
world came to a stop beside a dark, shadowy building. A hangar of some
sort, | judged. There we sat (some stood in the aisle) anothe r 10 -

minutes or more, while most of the passengers griped and grumbled
about the inconvenience. Typical behavior, | thought to myself.

Finally , the word came do wn that we should prepare to de plane.
There was a mad scramble and more crowding into the aisle, and then we
made our way from the warm cabin into the cold out - of - doors, down a

ladder and onto the snow covered surface below. Fortunately, | was
properly attired for the weather.
A man, dressed like a Russian in a down parka, fur - lined hat and
boots, wa ved a heavy mitten toward the open door of a waiting bus. |
followed the line of shivering passengers, entered and found a seat.
The bus, a regular street bus that had apparently been called
into service rather hastly, as had two more behind it, was cold.
There had not been time to warm it up. The windows quickly fogged over
from the importation of snow on our garments and boots, and we
coul dndét see out.

When the seats were all filled a man came aboard, closed the door
behind him (a welcome act), occupied the driverod6s seat and drov
from the airplane. But not very far. On approaching a big chain - link
gate he was flagged to a stop by a guard. The driver opened his window
and leaned out. | could not hear their words, but when the
conversation enpdieldotodourt uir ned the bus around and dr
another direction, eventually to pass through a dif ferent gate and

onto what | guessed was a highway.
So far, so good! A feeling of relative security came over the
crowd and the griping ceased. We were on our way to the city, albeit
still at a slow pace in the blinding snowstorm.
We had gone perhaps two miles when the driver brought the bus to
a stop at what appeared to be a road intersection. He turned in his

seat and called out, AAnybody aitydAnybddy knowbo m Kans as
this country?o

| grinned. This was unbelievable. Here we were, three - dozen cold
and mi serabl e passengers in the hands of a driv

which way to go. It was funny, except that it could be serious if we
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were long delayed. But that was not to happen. A man near the front
pi ped up, iYeah, I know where we are. o0 He got u
driverdés side.

A soft chuckle rippled through the bus, one that might be con -

strued as a sigh of relief. Under the able direction of our new
navi gator we made it to the city, where the lights glowed brightly in
the falling snow, and made a turn into the airport complex.

But even now we were not Ahome free.o0o Instead
front of the terminal, as | expected, our driver went around to th e
rear and down a taxiway to the gates where airplanes normally dis -
pensed their passengers, pa ssing right in front of a small taxiing
aircraf  t on the way. Had the pilot not slammed on his brakes we would
have collided.

Soon the bus was stopped and the doo r opened. We filed out onto
the snowy apron and made for a nearby gate, beyond which was a wel come
haven of warmth. And s o ended the most memorable part of my trip to

Kansas City, Missouri.
I found Phil at the hotel and we got together over a light
supper . In the morning, after breakfast, we went together to the
meeting place. | was glad that he knew the way for it was awfully cold
and windy in the snow - blown city that day.
There were probably two dozen people at the meeting, a fourth of
whom | knew from h aving previously worked with them.
When the conference came to an end | could truthfully say that it
had been very productive; something that could not be said about a lot
of committee meetings. And then it was time for us to return to our
respective offic es, each to take care of his own part of the new
microwave - radio restoration plan.
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HOWARD ; Jounson’
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Grilledrl'rl;‘lir;-l_)ul;é;;nll’;"y. Mashed
Potatoes, Buttered Vegetable, Roll
and Butter, Ice Cream,

Sherbet or Gelatin,

Beverage - 90c¢

Vistl FRY

Howard Johnson's T'endersweet Fried Clams
with Potatoes, Roll and Butter,
Ice Cream, Sherbet or Gelatin,

Beverage 95C

4155 MUFFET LUNCH

Petite Garden Vegetable Plate,
Bacon Strip, Roll and

Butter, Ice Cream,

Sherbet or Gelatin,

Beverage *

JACK HORNER LUNCH
Peanut Butter and Jelly
Sandwich, Ice Cream,

Sherbet or Gelatin
Beverage =

65¢

—
¥

On Toasted Roll, Potato Chips !
Baked Beans, Ice

Cream, Sherbet or !
Gelatin, Beverage 80c f

Golden Brown Fish Fillet, Mashed Potatoes,
Buttered Vegetable, Roll and Butter,

Ice Cream, Sherbet

or Gelatin, Beverage ° 85C

b LAV Y FUCKEK PLATE

Sliced Roast Turkey, Buttered Vegetable,
Mashed Potatoes and Gravy,
Roll and Butter, Ice

Cream, Sherbet or Gelatin,
Beverage +*

1.10

HUMPTIY DUMPTY

Small Tuna Fish Salad, Eqg, on Crisp
Lettuce, Tomato and Potato Chip Garnish,
Roll and Butter, Ice Cream,

95¢

Sherbet or Gelatin,
Beverage *

LE SIMON SPECIAL

oy MA D
SIMP

Roast Beef, Gravy, Buttered Vegetable
and Potato, Roll and Butter, Ice

Cream, Sherbet or Gelatin,

Beverage * 1.20

* Choice Of:
MILK, CHOCOLATE MILK, HOT CHOCOLATE, ORANGE DRINK
FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE — STRAINED BABY FOODS . . . 25¢c

THE PIEMAN

Chilled Orange Juice, Short Stack of Hot
Cakes, Butter - Warm Syrup,
Chocolate or Plain Milk 6oc

JACK SPRATT’S PLATE

Orange Juice, Poached Egg on
Toast, Chocolate or
Plain Milk

THREE BEARS BAIT

Orange Juice, Cooked or Dry Cereal with
Fresh Milk, Buttered Toast Slice,
Chocolate or Plain Milk 55C

MRS. SPRATT’S PLATE

Orange Juice, Boiled or Poached Egg in a
Cup, Strip of Crisp Bacon, Buttered Toast
Slice, Chocolate or Plain Milk 60C
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CHAPTER FIFTY- EIGHT
AUTO TOUR ACROSS THE U.S.

It was fifteen long years since | had last driven across the

United States, thirteen years since | 6d seen my fdeaster

their families. And so, early in 1965, Rita and | made plans for

another visit to New England. This time, since by now | had earned

four weeks of vacation a year, we would travel by car and give our

children the benefit of fAseeing the country betwee
After researching the specifications of the latest automobiles of

the land, on the 15th of February, 1965, we purchased a brand new

Chrysler sedan from Kohlenburg Chrysler in Reno. (Rather than trade -in

the DeSot o, we decided to sell i ttivesg9 one of Rit ad
The Chrysler was a Newport, with a 383 - cubic -inch V -8 engine

under the hood, an automatic transmission in the drive train, and air

conditioning in the cabin. The air conditionin g was a first for us, a

feature that would be indispensable in our future vehicles. Although
not quite as long as the DeSoto, overall, the Chrysler was a big car.
It easily accommodated six people, on bench - type seats, with plenty of
leg room.
| soon found that it had an inordinate number of factory de fects,
though mostly of a minor natur e, and | wtas- convin
toeo game scribbled under t he hood, sembladally it h ad
less -than - conscientious workers. By June, the defects had all bee n
repaired.
(However, the engine would require new rings and valves before
reaching the 50,000 -mile mark ; fortunately, while  still under
warranty.)
In preparation for our trip to the East, | made a few
modifications to the new car . One was a rod (actually a length of
copper pipe) attached to the back of the front bench - seat, to which
two TV -trays could be clipped. They resembled the trays in an
airliner.
Each one could be supported by a removable pair of legs, or
dropped down out of the way when not in use. The kids would use them
while playing games, writing or coloring, or to hold their food when
at a drive - in restaurant.
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For my perso nal benefit, | installed an ear phone jack in the
column between the doors on the port side of the ¢ ar. It was my well -
founded intention to stick an earphone in my ear and listen to the
radio to drown out, as much as possible, the sonc
Hundred and One Bottles of Beefil osned hahsatml | o
B, 0 et c @ thatrRaa and t he kids were fond of play ing while
touring ; and also to muffle the sound of any bickering in the back

seat. Both devices were to work well on the trip.
On Friday the 11 ™ of June, 1965, we left home at five in the
afternoon, to arrive in Elko, where we wou Id stay the night with
Ritaéds folks, at ten. So far, so good.
In the morning we were up early, enjoyed a hearty breakfast, and
at ei ght obcl ock bid the folks farewel I-40.and
Fifty miles out, because Glen was feeling ill, we stopped for a few
mi nutes at Jeanne (Ritads niece) Larsond6s home
In Salt Lake Cit y, | drove by the Mormon Temple just so we could
see it, and continued weast up Parl eyds Canyon
arriving at a nice little rest stop in time for a picnic lunc h. (Glen
was to throw - up a short while later.)
The weather and scenery in t he mountains were simply beauti ful ;
clear blue skies over green trees and meadows, typical of late spring
in the West. At the top of the hill we left US - 40, cutting off to the
north  to pick up US -30 and intermittent sections of new | - 80, the
route we would follow through Wyoming.
Roughly 45 - miles west of the Green River, giant cumulonimbus
clouds obscured the sun. Soon it commenced to rain and we passed from
one thundershower to another, each one bigger than the last. And then
we were hit by a deluge of hail. It was the grandest hail storm 16d
ever seen. Marble - sized stones fell so thick and fast the highway was
soon covered to a depth of six inches. It was similar to snow, but
considerably wetter because of the warm temperature. The car roof was
pelted, producing a din that made conversation im possible. | slowed
the Chrysler to a crawl, and even stopped once to photograph the track
left by one of the few cars in front of us.
At | ast we came to Little America, a collection of gas pumps,
motel rooms, a restaurant and gift store. It was a virtual oasis on

the high plains, built by a man whodéd been caugh

remote region some years before.
Al toll be good t o ogfett hien roauitn, 6 | suggested,
the kids a break. o6 But e v-aniles musthave hat the same5 0
idea. In addition to dozens of big trailer trucks, scores of
automobiles were lined up on the spacious lot. | found a place to
park, but after sizi ng up the situation we made no attempt to leave
the car. People were running through the down pouring rain to the main
entrance, only to be repulsed by the spillover crowd in side. At least
we were better off in the parking lot than out on the highway.
AHe, 0 Tony <called out from the back seat,
back here. o
A sizable leak had sprung at the perimeter of the rear window of
our new car. There was nothing | could do then, to stop it, so a towel
was arranged to absorb as much as possible of t he inflow. (At the
first opportunity | bought some window sealer and fixed the leak.)
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When the storm abated, on we went as far as Rawlins, Wyoming,
where we checked in at the West Way Lodge (West on U.S. 30) for a
nightoéds rest. I't had beengdayl ong and tryin
Sunday (the 13 ™ June) morning broke clear and calm. The city
appeared nice and clean. Rita found and attended a Catholic Church,
and by ten o0o6clock we were traveling east once
pl ace call ed Bridger6s Ferry, authwestscerrter of Nt o t he
South Dakota in the late afternoon, and arrived at our destination,
the little city of Custer, just in time to obtain a room at the Custer
Motel (on Main Street, west side of town). We had dinner at the Chief
Steak House across the stree t. Both places were very accommodating.
Monday was to be a sightseeing day. After breakfast we left
Custer and headed for the Crazy Horse Memorial. | had never before
heard of the place, but the folks in the restaurant had said it was
worth driving five mi les to see. It was different. A sculptor named
Korczak Ziolkowski, who had worked briefly with Borgland on the Mt.
Rushmore Memoarial, was in the process of converting a granite ridge
into a likeness of the famous Indian astride his horse. It was to be,

when finished, 641 - feet high and 563 - feet long. So far, the only
recognizable part of it, with some imagination, was the top of the
I ndi ands head and an extended forear m. The
completed blasting a hole through the mountain, the space betwee n the
forearm and the horseds neck. An enor mous talus
the many tons of rock already removed.

Zi ol kowski 6s home, an Afartistos | ai ro of
furnishings somewhat removed fro m the base of the mountain, com manded
an excelle nt view of the project. We took time for a walk in the
garden, which contained some of t hesizadcbustspt or 6s

and statues, and browsed the gift shop before leaving.
It was my impression that it would be a miracle if the giant
sculpture were e ver completed. (Ziolkowski has since passed away. The
project is being carried on by his children, of whom there were a
dozen or so, as | recall, and my original impression has not changed
with the passing of time.)
From Crazy Horse we headed toward the re al sculpture, the Mt.
Rushmore National Memorial. On the way we paused at a lookout point on
or near Harney Peak, at 7,242 - feet the highest point between the
Rockies and the Appalachian Range in the East.
In a corner of Custer State Park, the kids gotto s ee their first
live buffalo herd. | think that they, especially Glen, were not overly
impressed by the mangy looking, nasty smelling, beady - eyed beasts.
The approach to Mt. Rushmore, through the Black Hills Forest,
shaked around ledges and trees , crossed over small bridges, w ent
through underground tunnels, and was wonderfully scenic overall.
But its most unique feature was the tunnels, each one of which
had been purposely aligned so that the monument was framed by its
opening as you entered from the sout heast .
It was noon when we arrived at the visitor center. | guess we
found something to eat at the concession building, and then walked to
the terrace to observe the granite - faced Presidents Washington,
Jefferson, Teddy Roosevelt and Lincoln. What a magnif icent piece of
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work! The carving was begun in the year | was born, and complet ed just
before our country entered World War 1.

In my opinion, Mt. Rushmore is the greatest sculpture in the
Western World, perhaps in the whole world, thanks to the talented

(though irascible) Gutzon Borglum. Thanks also to the untiring ef forts
of some of South Dakotads | eading citizens, part.
Senator Peter Norbeck, without whom the project might never have
succeeded.
It was only natural that | should recor d Mt. Rushmore on film. |

took several photos before leaving the observation platform. With
reluctance we turned to leave. We were hoping to get at least as far
as the Missouri River that day.
Traveling to Rapid City and east on US -16 (now | -90), we made i t
to Chamberlain, on the east bank of the Big Muddy, well before dark.
We checked in at the Hillside Hotel and, a t suppertime, the kids and
Rita talked me into going to a drive -in restaurant . We finally found
one, an A&W, but 1 6d had to aofindi,e seven miles t
June 15t h: Gl enb6s sixth birthday. We got an
weather was fine, the road was straight and we made good time; at
least until Rita, who was reading the map, insisted on our making a
detour to the Corn Palace at Mitchell. It was an u nusual edifice all
right (actwually an auditorium), with Russian Aoni
exterior walls decorated wi t h | ast year 0s h a rcabg <drn corn
shucks, wheat shocks and grasses colorfully assembled in murals
depicting scenes of the region. Hun gry birds had eaten parts of the
pictures, but all -in - all the delicate medium had withstood the winter
quite well.
At lunchtime we stopped at the crossroads town of Luverne, in the
southwest corner of Minnesota. Nothing to speak of. Afterward | drove

south intolowa , j ust so the kids could say theydd bee
returned to US -16 in Minnesota. It was evening when we sighted the

Father of Waters, which was in flood at the time , its chocolate - brown

water slipping over the banks in places. We crossed into La Crosse,

Wisconsin, and found a motel (The Midtown, a nonde script lodging

place) for the night.
After sprucing up, we made our way back across the Mississippi to
a Holiday Hotel , that we 06 d spotted earl i er, t o di ne
celebration of GHdayntivas algieat dinner, topped off with
a cake for AHi zzoner. o
In Wisconsin the scenery began to change. The flat prairie gave
way to forested hills and verdant valleys, not unlike parts of New

England. Our route, | - 90, ran for a time parallel to the Wisconsin
River. In Portage, Gina telephoned her pen pal of many years, a girl
named APam, 0 in I|IIlinois. We made a slight det ou

then proceeded to Chicago.
My, how the place had grown since | was last there in 1950. The
highways had been widened, | noted, but were still barely able to
accommodate the traffic. And the toll booths were a constant
impediment to travel. Every few miles, | had to stop and pay for the
privilege of going on.
| admit to having been nervous about driving through do wntown
Chicago (without stopping, much to the regret of my family). What had
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once been familiar to me was now a chaotic mess of byways occu pied by
fast moving cars, bumper - to - bumper and six abreast.
Traffic was heavy all the way around the southern shore of Lake
Michigan. And the air was filed with smog, belched from the vast
factories and mills thereabouts. But after entering Michigan, on | - 94,
I did relax a bit when the scenery changed from indus trial to
agricultural.
Looking ahead on the nmaAMAZEOODaw p@@KAed out i n
bold print. Why not make for that unusually -named place, Rita
suggested. So we did, and signed -in at the Southgate Motel, at 5630
South Westnedge Avenue, not far off the throughway. (It was the 16
June.) It was a nice new motel. We called my mother from there.
fiWebdbre in Kal amazoo, 0 | announced.
AfYoudbre where?0 she asked, only half believing
| gave her a brief rundown of our trip so far and an estimat ed
date for our arrival in Massachusetts.
The next morning we took breakfast in our room before heading
east, and then made a beeline through dirty Detroit, passed through a
tunnel and entered Canada at Windsor.
It was our first time in that country. Our first surprise came
very soon, when | stopped to buy gas and noted t he high price - per -
gallon. |1 had forgotten that there were five quarts to a British
gallon. Taken thus the price was not so bad.
Some time back in the States, Rita had made up a friendly sign to

th Of

put in our car window: il F YOU CAN REAé8vedaH!| S, WAV
| ot of waves and smil es over t he mil es, but now
country, the message was apparently misunderstood. At least one pair

of |l adies thought it insulting. They were over hea
we can read it. Who do they think we ar e?0

Not wishing to hurt the feelings of our good neighbors to the
north, we removed the sign.

Motoring across the province from Windsor to Niagara was one of
the most pleasurable experiences of the trip. The highway was

extremely smooth and straight, and t he landscape, of green fields and
brightly painted homes and barns, was like a picture - postcard.

But we were puzzled by a certain re occurring sign; obviously a
hi ghway designator. AQEWO it read. Wh at could it
Rita found the answer (perh aps on reading the map). It stood for
AQueen Elizabeth Way. o | guess that made sense bl
guessed it.

Right on schedule we entered the United States, by crossing over
the Niagara River at its northernmost bridge at Queenston. Turning off
at the first exit, | followed a street leading downhill to old

Lewiston and Fort Niagara. We stopped for a look at the his toric site.
But time was slipping by. | wanted to get to Niagara Falls, the
city, before dark i f possi bl e. Hard waynlmagh find

strange city in the daylight, let alone at night. So | hurried the
gang back into the car.
It was good that we didnodét tarry at the fort,
New York was strange and more than a little confusing to me, and to
our navigator, Rita, as well. The exit signs, instead of listing the
towns or cities to which they led, contained only numbers. They were
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apparently numbered consecutively from west to east, but with out a map
of explanation they meant absolutely nothing. Ultimately, navigating

by dead reckoning, we found the city and its center just as darkness

fell. We settled for a motel not far from the river, one with the

unl i kely name of iAl p3 Stkett Wd were a tong ay from
anything resembling the Alps.

It was not an awfully expensive motel, but neither was it bar gain
priced. Nor was it built for convenience. We had to pack our luggage
from the parking | ot and up a flight of stairs. F
the looks of the neighborhood. But | was tired and there we were.
After aso-so meal at Mama Mi abs, a nearby restau
an unlikely name, we drove across the Rainbow Bridge into Canada to
visit t he Ni agar a Fal |l s Mu s e um. |t was cl ai med
Museum in North America, 0 having been established
The museum consisted of four floors and a fifth - story observa  tion
tower, all of them connected by old, creaky, wooden stairways. There
were some 700,000 exhibits on display, everything from fos sils to
freaks - of - nature. | recall seeing a giant Indian tepee, an d several of
the actual devices used by dare -devil s over the vyears to fr
falls. o What [ remember best about the place, t h
it was there in the late evening. The fact that we were virtually the
only visitors in that ancient, poorly - lit building filled with dusty
artifacts, including a half - dozen mummies from Egypt, made us feel a

bit uneasy. | think the kids were glad when we found the exit and
returned to the U.S.

In the morning the world looked rosy again, a good day to see the
fab ulous falls. | drove to the Canadian side, for a close up view of
the most impressive falls, the Horseshoe, then went around to the area

between it and the Ame rican Falls for a different per spective. We went
downstream to The Whirlpool, in Canada, where so me of us rode the
tram - car out over that awesome feature (I think Rita stayed behind
with Glen).

| was impressed by everyth ing | saw in and around Niagara and
would have liked to spend more time sightseeing. But our goal was to
reach Massachusetts that day , our seventh on the road. It was also my
intention to travel across the state of New York on | - 90, a toll
highway, to Troy. So | obtained a map, studied it, and noted that the
southbound highway from Niagara Falls should intersect 1 - 90 just north

of Buffa lo. What a break! | could avoid driving on busy city streets.
Hah! That was an overoptimistic assessment. We sailed down the
highway from Niagara Falls, crossed Grand Island and could see the
industrial city of Buffalo ahead. But we were getting close to i t and
stil]l hadnot seen a sign to indicate the 4+ hrough
panicked and took the next exit down to street level. | had to find
someone and ask for direction.
I't was just what | Gavbid. arlkp reardow streets be tween
ancient brick buil dings, cars and trucks all vying for the right - of -
way. | caught a glimpse of a Standard Station and made my way to it. |
could both purchase gas and obtain information there. With my new map
in hand, | approached the station attendant.
Al 6m | ooki ng ffeemay t.hlenean toll way, to Albany ... butl
must have missed the turn -of f. Can you tell me how to get to
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The man studied the map for a minute then | au
had, 6 he said. AWhen they printed this map they
of the interstate would be done .0 He pointed tolymarked cl ear
hi ghway on the map. fABut itodés not. Hereds how you

It was slow work getting through the old suburbs of Buffalo, and
more than a little discouraging since | 6d expected to mi s

altoge ther. But once on the throughway we had clear sailing all the
way across the state, a distance equivalent to that between Sparks and
Elko in Nevada.
Now the countryside took on a look of familiarity. Only the
cities, what we could see of them from the high way, had changed to
bigger and taller. But once we got beyond Troy it was just like
before; small farms and villages, forests and hills. The Berkshires.
Near the summit on the Mohawk Trail, | parked the car so that we

could all get out and take in the scen ery. The kids were ove r whelmed
by all the trees. Just as Rita had been in 1952. Once more back in our
seats, we virtually coasted the rest of t he way to Art and Bett
house on Birnam Road in East Northfield. It was suppertime.
| breathed a sigh of relief , pleased with our trip across the
U.S. We had made good time, experienced no problems with the car
(other than the leaky window) and seen many interesting and memo rable

sights along the way.
Betty and Art hur -l hoose waswarbig one; at least by
my standards. Situated just bel ow ATamdka-Rafdge, 0 i
stories high, topped by a slate - covered gabled roof, with a porch
around the southeast corner. Art said that it had been moved, many
years before, from the downtown area. While it was on a steep  sidehill
there was ample space for a lawn in front, a sloping gar den in back,
and a garage on the north side. Were it not for the trees it would
have commanded a grand view of the Connecticut Valley. Mother occupied

an apartment upstairs on the se cond floor. We would be staying there
for a while.
Saturday, June 19: Over a week since wedd | ef

do the laundry. | drove the family to Winchester, New Hampshire, where
we used a Laundromat. While we were waiting, the kids shopped for some
Fat her 6 s Da;y algaimbrtica, a necktie and some maple sugar.

Later, | took Rita and the kids to see some of the familiar
places of my youth, with Mother along to help out as guide o in
Greenfiel d, t o t he Western Mass. El ectric Comp
Feder al Street , wher e | had rehearsed with the You
and later reported for work; to the theaters and restaurants | had
frequented on Main Street; up the winding road
landmark tower overlooking the town. We went to Laure | Lake (not much

more than a pond) where the kids went swimming and afterward picnicked
on hamburgers or hotdogs and watermelon.

One evening, at Mot her 6s behest, Betty accomp
in a violin duet. Carol performed very well .| was very rusty . Betty,
of course, played superbly.

Paul, now a quiet but personable lad of sixteen, often dropped in
t o vVisit wi t h us at Mot her 6s apartment, and t o
anything he could do for her. Paul was | earning f
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from his father. Dona Id, a wiry lad, seemed to be interested in animal
husbandry.

On Bettyos birt hd' gfJund $he wetwith us to visit
Dot and Elly in Shutesbury , Where they had settled on returning from

California. It was located way out in the woods not far from the
northwest tip of Quabbin Reservoir. It was a beautiful place,
especially now with the aromatic mountain laurel in bloom in the back
yard, but Elly c omplained that, in the wintertime, it was too cold and
snowy and windy. He was still pining for sunny southern California.

Late that afternoon, a sudden thunderstorm came up and dumped a

passel of rain on Shutesbury. And then, rather impulsively, we decide d
to stay overnight.
One day the kids, Bettyds and our s, went for
Rock, an ancient outcropping located a mile or so above the ridge
northeast of her place on Birnam Road. Betty and | had gone there
sometimes when we were youngsters. The pl ace had lost some of its

charm, she said, when (after the hurricane) tall trees grew back and
virtually obscured the view. Carol, with Susan and Gina, lost the

trail temporarily on the way up but found it again and made their way
to the rock and back safel y.
Charlie and Florenceds home was not easy to

being way out in the woods above Warwick, Massachusetts, near the
northern state border. So Bob, with his new wife Bette and stepson

Dave, agreed to show us the way. We followed them to Winch ester, New
Hampshire, then south on a dirt road across the state line to the
AHI I I top Farm. o Charlie and FI orence had moved
farming as an occupation and went to work full time at the Erving
Paper Mill.
There were about eight acres, half of them in trees. The house
stood on a south - facing slope overlooking a field and woods beyond.

Originally a carriage house, it had been converted (before Charlie
bought it) into a simple but comfortable abode when the main house and

barn were set afire by lightning and burned. They raised vege tables, a
few chickens, some pigs and a couple of beeves, all for home
consumption. But Charliebs favorite hobby was

spring he tapped scores of sugar maples, then distilled the sap in his
sugar ho use, using wood to fuel the evaporator.

After showing us around, Charlie lit a pile of charcoal in a
grill and broiled steaks, from his own steers, for the lot of us.
Meanwhile, Florence busied herself in the kitchen with the rest of the

meal, a feast fit for a king.
And then, for the piéce de occasion, he and Florence surprised us
with my favorite New England dish . Sugar -on-snow. But in the
summertime? Back in the spring, when he learned that we were coming
east, Charlie had filled several pie - tins with pu re, fresh snow and

stored them in his freezer. Now he brought them out and set one in
front of each of us, while Florence boiled a portion of maple syrup to
ficandyo consi stency and served it stil |l hot |,
dishes.
Sugar on snow is one of th e many fine dishes learned from the
Indians. | suppose they packed the new wet snow onto a piece of bark
or into a shallow bask et, and gathered up the sweet sticky candy with
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a stick. We used forks, after pouring the hot syrup in a running
pattern over the snow, to pick i t up. Florence also served home made
doughnuts, and for those who wished to cut the sweetness, pickles.
It was the best sugar - on-snow | could remember having eaten. But
then, it had been a long time, over twenty years since | had partaken
of the delicacy.

A day or two | ater found wus at Stan and EI si e
Hampshire. They had moved to a different place since we last visited
them, south of town on the Ol d Keene Road. Li ke C
a small farm. The hous e, an old white clapboard build ing with a

conventional woodshed attached, stood above the road surrounded by
huge sugar maples and a cedar or two. | think the original barn, like
so many in New England, had succumbed to fire. In its place a big
garage had been built.

A g arden and orchard occupied a fairly level bench above the
garage. Beyond that were a field, a grove of conifers, (which Stan had
planted) and a woods of natural oak, birch and ash, all on land that

sloped upward to the eastern boundary. | think there were Six or seven
acres in all.

Stanbés Afarmo was typical of Ol'd New Engl and.
well up in the woods. The cellar offered a cool place to store the
winteros supply of fruits and vfieed e,t ahbtl- @rs . A w
furnace supplied heat, augmented b y a wood burning range in the
kitchen and a free standing oil - fired heater in the living room. The

upstairs got whatever heat escaped from below.
Stanley was working for Johnson, a John Deere farm implement
dealer in Walpole. Before that he had been a herd sman on one of
Johnsondéds farms (as | may have related in a previ
quit, after becoming allergic to cows, and gone to repairing and
demonstrating farm machinery.
Stan and EI si e6s tomsanddune, Wese now both mar ried
(Loisto Ho ward fAHackod Haskel |, June to David Hought
families of their own. The four boys, Dennis, Curtis, Gary and Doug,
were still living at home.
From Walpole we went to Keene, New Hampshire, where | drove by my
grandparentsodo ol d house inamh Str@dd, and dhrotigh thd
cemetery where Grandpa and Grandma lay buried.
We visited Dick and Audrey in Bernardston. Their two children,
Abbie and Edward, had both married (Abbie to Robert Hatton, Edward to

Caroline Sage) since our last visit. Dick was happy to show us his
garden and yard, and home movies of their cross - continent tours.

John and Gl adysés three boys were now big fell
wer e out of school , Ver non wa s about fourteen y

growing. o0 Their home wam part of Springdield eneas &
wooded area with a brook running through it.
Raymond was living in New England at the time. After being
divorced from Leslae (in Elko) he had returned to New Hampshire. We
found him at work, at the Dartmouth College in Hanov er.
On Saturday the 26th of June, Rita and | attended the reunion of
t he Northfield Hi gh School Cl ass of 045; whi c
restaurant in the township of Gill. | remembered the place as a
farmhouse.
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Of our graduating class of eleven , the following we re in
attendance that night: Rua (Jones) Mor gan, Wi ||
Ralph Bently, Neil Churchill and me . Spouses attending were, Edmund
Mor gan, Mur i el Shattuck, Norma Churchill, Ral ph
|l 6ve forgotten) and Rita. R u t d&clagsiaewat])] ourJ ohns on,
final year, came with her husband, Robert . W e were an even dozen. |
donot remember what we had for di nner , but coc
before and during the meal, and the good old days were fond ly
remembered.

And then, at t e nwhendthe Irestaukant people gave us the
ifiwhen are you people going to |l eave?0 | ook, t he |

Rita hinted that we should meet somewhere else and continue the
festivities, but the natives apparently wished to go home. And so we

parted, with g ood wishes and handshakes all around.

Rita and |, somewhat at a loss as to where to go or what to do at
this early hour, drove by Bob and Bettebs apartm
Proctor Block in Northfield. They mus t have been out for the evening

so there was n o place to go but home.

Three days after that reunion, | came down with a terrible sore
throat. | had felt it coming on but was still surprised by its

severity. The pain was excruciating. The wor st
years. The worst since | was in the Na vy. So | stayed in bed (in
Mot her6s wupstairs apartment in Bettyds house) whi

attempted to amuse themselves. One thing | was sure of: our plan to
drive to the Atlantic Coast would be scrubbed.
| went to see a doctor in Greenfield, who di agnosed my malady as
tonsillitis. He prescribed penicillin, in the form of pills, as a
cure. | returned to bed and stayed there for three more days, too sick
to care what happened.
But Rita cared. She was really frustrated to see her vacation

going Adbwntube, 6 and | suppose she worried that
to drive the car back to Nevada.
Anyway, on July the 3 | forced myself to get out of bed, dress
and prepare for the long trip home. We said our goodbyes and headed
southon | -91. | was thankful fo r that, the interstate highway, for it

was a much easier drive than the old route had been.
It was our goal, though | was not altogether in favor of it, to

go to New York City and the Worldés Fair. It wa s

attend the fair, during the holi days, and | hated the thought of

having to drive through the crowded city. We stopped an hour short of

the ABig Appled and spent the night i n, Woodbrid

D6Andreads Motel . (I remember nothing about it.)
In the morning we crossed the East River, from the Bronx to

Queens, followed the signs on the Whitestone Expressway to Flushing
Meadows, parked on the east lot and entered via gate number eight. The
crowd was barely tolerable.
It was a fair day (no pun intended) albeit a bit on the warm and
humid side. The grounds and exhibits showed to good advantage. By
coincidence, the first building we came to was that of the Bell
System. I was proud of the Companyds technol ogical
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From the Bell building we wandered around and through an
astound ing array of fountains and gardens, to view and/or visit
exhibits from all over the World. Perhaps the most impressive thing on
the grounds was the huge theme sculpture. Dubbed the Unisphere, it was
Planet Earth represented by solid land masses and see - thr ough oceans.
It virtually floated above a pool and dancing fountains.

Of special interest, worth standing in a long line for, was the
Chrysler exhibit. That compa ny6s prot ot ypowered auto mobile (a
vehicle doomed to failure, probably because of its ho t and obnoxious
rear war d bl ast) was on di spl ay a viedl thé fucky e d up. 0
visitors who won a chance for a test drive. Also at the Chrysler
pavilion were some unique sculptures; giant, imaginary animals and
beasts constructed of new automobile part s, fenders, bumpers,
headlights etc.

I recall our visiting the United States Pavilion and General
Motors Building as well. But attending the fair was, for me, more a
chore than a pleasure. My throat ached incessantly. | sipped water and
somehow forced down a mouthful or two of ice cream, but even the act
of swallowing my own saliva was difficult. | wished to be delivered of
this crowded, noisy place.

At long last (sooner than Rita and the kids desired) we left the
fairgrounds and headed back to Connecticut, to Stamford, where we
obtained lodging at the Roger Smith Motor Hotel. This hostelry
consisted of two distinct sections: a new motel and an old hotel. Our
room was in the old six - story brick hotel. It was cheaper than the
motel, and in many ways better. | t was actually palatial. We had a
two - room suite with commodious beds and two baths. Because of my
il 1l ness t he ot hers consented t o our feating i n
fetched from a nearby Dairy Queen.

The next day we made our way to the lower tip of Manhattan :
getting a good look at several big ocean liners tied up at their
berths. Among them was the Queen Mary, which was nearing the end of
many years of service. At the Battery, we boarded a ferry bound for
the Statue of Liberty.

AWhere are t-hacketf &ifawantedtoknow, and when shown

where they were stowed she remarked, il bet they
there for everyone. 0
We could tell when the ferry neared the monument, by its list ing

when everyone rushed to the starboard rail. A crowd had already
assembled on the tiny island, even though it was still quite early in
the day. One reason for the long line, we found, was that the elevator

was inoperative and only so - many people were allowed on the stairway
at one time.
We were an hour getting to the t op of the pedestal, to the proud
|l adyodos feet. |t was then that we deci ded, because
amount of time required to get to the top, to turn around. It was a
disappointment, but a wise decision in the circumstance.
So we climbed down and wande red around until we could board the

next ferry back to the Battery. The return trip, because of a wind,

was rather rough. Rita worried (again) about the number of life -
jackets provided. But the scenery was good and | managed to snap a few

Atouri st o m@pheftorm the rolling deck.
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Once more on land, | chose the fastest route out of the city, via
the Brooklyn Tunnel and the Verrazano Bridge to Staten Island. |
wondered why the bridge seemed unfamiliar to me; it had been in use
for only a year.
Billed as th e longest suspension bridge in the World it was named
for the early explorer, John Verrazano, who first entered the harbor
in 1524. Even though my attention was on driving, | was certainly
i mpressed by the height, l ength and width of
i ngenuity.
We soon crossed another, older bridge into New Jersey, and headed
down t he pi ke t o visit Ritads friend Rosali
Galner, who resided in Bridgeton in the southern part of the state.
Bridgeton is located in the center of an agricul tural area and we
passed acres of tomato farms where the round, red globes were being
harvested and trucked to nearby canning factories. In Bridgeton we

call ed the Gal ner s o home, and | earned t hat t hey
kind of a group function. But they soon came to get us and insisted on
our joining them and their friends at the feed, which featured some

kind of sea  food whose smell | could hardly tolerate much less eat.
Rita appeared to enjoy it. Afterward we spent a pleasant evening with
th e Galners at their home, and ac cepted their kind invitation to stay
overnight.
I was really anxious to head for home. My throat hurt terribly in
spite of the medication, and | was weak from lack of food. Both
factors contributed to my bad disposition. But Rita and the kids,
understandably, wanted to see more of the East, and they prevailed. We
headed toward Washington, D.C.

After crossing the Delaware River an d the northern neck of
Delaware we entered Maryland. We passed near Bainbridge, where | had
taken boot train ing in the Navy, and ultimately approached the

District of Columbia from the northeast. What a disappointment. Block
after block of rundown tenement buildings lined the highway. It was a

sight that made us ashamed of our nationds Capita

By early afternoo n on the 6th of July, | was so sick | could

hardly drive. Certainly not safely. Ités a wonde

accident on the busy and confusing streets of Washington. But since

we 06 d c ome t his far w e shoul d at | east see t he

around the mall and past that splendid building before turning to the
nort hwest lfout of town. o There was still a | ot
an hour out of Washington, we came to Frederick, Maryland.
I could go no farther. We spied a Holiday Inn not far away and |
dr ove straight to it. Rita signed the register. When we got to our
room | immediately went to bed, with the hope that rest would be the
cure | needed. | was soon fast asleep.
I hardly stirred all night, except for an attempt at drinking a
glass of water. In the morning, | knew that there was but one course
of action to take; | must see a doctor. | think Rita checked with
someone at the desk, obtained the name and address of an ear, nose and
throat doctor, and to him we went post haste.
After his inevitable pr obing with a stick and peering down my
throat, thumping my chest and back and listening with a cold

t

o f
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stethoscope, the doctor asked about my illness and the medication |
had been taking.

fAha, 0 he came to a conclusi on, Ayour tonsil s
you now have an inflamed throat because the penicillin killed the
natur al bacteria in your mouth. o

I had never heard of such a thing, but he was the doctor.

i You shoul d quit taking t he penicillin,o he
restore the good bacteria you need to take in foods that contain them,

such as buttermilk and cottage cheese. Go to a store and pick up some
to take with you. oo

I gri maced. Al sndt t h e tasting snedici@e ybuo cah
prescribe instead? | canot stand the taste of bt
cheese. 0

He c¢ huckled, but insisted that | must take one or the other.
However, he gave me a small bott le of some kind of red medicine with
instructions to fAsip it i f necessary to relieve t
to the hotel, gathered up our baggage, checked out, located a market,

bought some buttermilk (I knew that | could never swallow cottage
cheese) and once more headed westward.

(rt woul d be sever al year s before | 6d l earn
grandfather, Timothy Messer, while serving with the Army of the
Potomac in the Civ il War, spent much of his tour of duty, some of it

while suffering from dysentery and other wartime illnesses, in the
vicinity of Frederick, Maryland.)
Somewhere in the Appalachians we left US -40, which wedd taken
of Frederick, and went north to access the Pennsylvania Turn pike (the
first divided highway in the U.S.) near Bedford, a small town in the
scenic mountains. What a relief to travel a relatively straight
highway again, and to make good time from one point to the next.

At a comfortable rest area, where we had stopped for a picnic
 unch, one of only two or three Nevada vehicles \
Mississippi drove in beside us . It turned out that the occu pants were
also from the Reno area, so we had many things of mutual interest to
chatab out.
| was determined to make it to Ohio that day, and did, to the
Holiday Inn in Boardman just south of Youngstown. There | got a good
nightos sl eep, awakening only when my throat di c
taste of medi ci ne; whi ch was a ks hldetofc 0 fi slurkfeac

dentists use. It had a good flavor, rather like cinnamon, and
effectively killed the pain, at least for a few hours.

A few miles out of Boardman, our highway became the Ohio Turn pike
and, coincidentally, | - 80, although there were stretches t hat were not
yet compl et ed. Still it was easy driving comp
experienced on the eastern seaboard. We zipped past the southern tips
of Lakes Erie and Michigan, and then travelled in a more -or -less
straight line across the state of lllinois.
Our next two overnight stops were both memorable, but for to tally

different reasons. The first, Geneseo, not far from Moline, is best
remembered for its neatness and friendliness.
After checking in at the Royal Motel, a nice little hostelry at
the edge of to wn, we went to a band concert in the park. A small but
exceedingly good band performed in the squareds
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times, while the townsfolk milled about or stood and chatted in
animated conversation. No one seemed to mind that we were out - of -
town ers, and we spent a pleasant time in the arms of Geneseo.
The next evening, having crossed the entire state of lowa and
most of Nebraska, | reined in at the Jones Motel in North Platte. It
was not the best motel in town, may well have been the worst, but a t
that particular time it was Athe best port in a s
And what a storm. A monster thunderstorm! It was already in
progress when we arrived. But then it grew in stature and reigned
supreme. There is no other way to put it. Rain came down in sheets and
by the buckets - full. Hail pounded the roof over our heads. The wind
blew at gale force. Lightning flashed, at times continuously, and
thunder boomed and rumbled for hours. And then, at about two in the
morning when | thought it had gone away, it reared up again and
bedeviled us till dawn.
To make matters worse we had uninvited company; a tribe of
Midwest cockroaches whose presence could be felt in the dark, and who
could be seen scampering over the walls and furniture whenever the
lightning flashed. What a night!
But , as wusual after one of Mot her Natureds d
morning dawned bright and remarkably clear. Soon the baggage was
loaded into the Chrysler, the kids took their respective positions (as
in musical chairs, they were required to shift one seat after every
stop, so that no one would be fistuck forevero in
| climbed aboard and we were on our way once more. As a matter of
fact, we were more than halfway home.
Just past Ogallala | turned southwest, and proudly pointed out
the place where, in 1950, | had slept overnight and then driven all
the way to Elko in one day. As before, the great Rocky Mountains
loomed up in all their majesty, and for the first time in over two

weeks | began to feel well again. Perhaps it was the sig ht of those
mountains that did it.
We continued on through Denver, which, because of the burgeon ing
skyscrapers that had sprouted in the intervening years, was hardly
recognizable. It was no longe r a pristine high - altitude city, but one
shrouded in smog. Alas! My secret desire to transfer to that place was
effectively squelched.
Leaving the bust ling citadel, in no time at all it seemed, we
gained the summit at Berthoud Pass, where a flood of reminiscences
came over me . As Yogi Berra wouldda -wvaall®vers ai d, it

again. o

It was a fine day and a fine place for a picnic, so we found a
wooden table and had lunch. | was ecstatic. Being in the real West
once again, the West that had seemed so far away just a few days ago
was truly therapeutic.

But all g ood things must come to an end. Reluctantly, at least on

my part, we climbed back into the car and headed down the high way;

passing through Granby, Kremmling, and Steamboat Springs - where | had

found fair - haven in 1948 - and Hayden, finally crossing into ADi nosaur
Lando in Utah. The ki ds, and Rita of course, ur ge

around but it was already Saturday, and | had to be at work on Monday.
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So we travelled as far as Vernal before stopping for food and
lodging in that quiet and peaceful town i n eastern Utah. On the
following day, Sunday, after pausing at the shores of Great Salt Lake
just long enough for the family to dangle their toes in the saline

waters, we reached our former home - city of Elko. It was 1:30 in the
afternoon.
There we found a i1 ttl e excitement. Rit ads whor ot her
would celebrate his 50th - birthda y that evening - and some other men
had been working in the alley behind his house on Oak Street, plac ing
a new sewer line, when their backhoe found and broke an under ground

natu ral - gas line. | arrived in time to watch with curiosity as the gas
company repairmen put it back together, without even shutting off the

supply. They simply applied glue to the plastic pipe - fittings and
shoved it together. | was impressed. And so was Ben, who was
embarrassed by the incident and would be billed for the expense of the
repairs.

The last leg of our journey from Elko to Sparks must have been
inconsequential, for | made neither mental nor written note of it. As
for the tour as a whole, except for the ten days when | was under the
weather , it was a great success. The Chrysler operated virtually
without flaw; we saw a good cross - section of the conti nent; the kids
behaved well, and got to meet some of their eastern aunts, uncles and
cousins.

The rew ards were well worth the exp enditure of time, a whole

month, and money, who remembers? | would do it again.
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CHAPTER FIFTY- NINE
ANTIQUITIES

My job kept me rather busy after our return from the East. But
we, the family, managed at least one outing in the trailer that fall,
to the Toiyabe Range south of Austin. We camped right beside the creek
in the campground halfway up Kingston Canyon. It was a primitive place
then, before land speculators moved in and built a dam above the
campground, to supply water for a housing development at the mouth of
the canyon.
A tiny meadow at the head of the creek, enclosed by a fence and
posted ANO FI SHI Nratural spavensig geound that the Fish and
Game Department had taken advantage of and managed. Thou sands of trout
fingerlings were visible in the clear spring water. Closer to our
campsite, the riffling creek yielded enough brook trout for a

rewarding meal or two.
One morning, when Tony and | were fishing in the shade of the
trees just downstream, we spied an unusual - looking rock beneath the
surface of the water. It was in the shape of a cube, roughly one - foot
on a side. My curiosity got the better of me an d, with Tonybés hel p,
raised it from its watery bed to the dry bank. Now | was really
excited, for | recognized it for what it was ; a grinding stone. A
large dimple on one side, about an inch deep and four - inches across,
was obviously once used by Indians to grind seeds or crack pine - nuts.

In spite of its weight, we got the thing up to the roadside and later
into the trunk of the car. It was a fine addition to our collection of
artifacts. (Because of the thick grass and brush in the ravine, we
found noarr  owheads.)
That afternoon, we took an exploratory ride up the canyon in the
Chrysler. It would be great, | speculated, if we could tow the trailer
over the summit and down the west side, to camp and fish on Big Creek.
The road was a reasonably good one, but any thought of taking the
Shasta over the top dissolved at the first switchback; which was so
steep and sharp | had to back and turn the car three times to make it
around the corner. We went up to the top of the pass anyway, to take
advantage of the view from its 8, 60 @Gian. Tkel Biy &reek
campground lay virtually at our feet, just a few miles below. But to
get to it with the trailer in tow would require our traveling 50 -
miles, back around through Austin and down the Reese River Valley.

Content to re main camped on Kingston Creek we took a ride through
Smoky Valley to Manhattan and Belmont, some 60 - miles away to the
sout heast. I't was the kidsod first vistimgsedto Bel mor

of Nye County, but obviously not Ritads. While ex
courthouse with its creaking floors and decrepit stairways, we wound
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up in the jail cell at the rear. It had been partially destroyed by
vandals but there, on a residual plaster wall, apparently written with

charcoal picked up from partly burned boards nearby, we found the
names of a number of earlier visitors. Among the
fiCat heri ne Zuni noo and AEt hel Wi se, O and t he
inscriptions, AJuly 7, %9 dote value(im Yraffiti;ewe
could tell where those girls were on tha t particular day twenty - five
years before.)
Belmont came into being in t he 1860s, when rich silver depo sits
were discovered nearby. It was named the seat of Nye County in 1867,
when, according to estimates, the population ranged from 2,000 to
4,000 (some s aid up to 10,000). The large two - story brick courthouse
was not completed until 1874.
By the turn of the century, however, after a couple of booms that
produced upwards of $20 - million worth of ore, Belmont went into
decline. To the new boomtown of Tonopah went the county seat. The
brick building remained behind. In the years to follow, there were
several small mining and milling revivals in the Belmont area, but
none of significance after 1922.
Not long after our visit, in 1965, the courthouse windows were
boarded over, the doors were secured and the roof was repaired, an act
t hat went a | ong way toward preserving one of N
ghost town structures.
As for the rest of Belmont, the few old - timers still living
there, no doubt awaiting the next r evival, watched over the slowly
decaying buildings with staunch possessiveness. You were welcome at
the flimsy general store/gas station, you could walk the streets and
photograph the once - lavish Cosmopolitan Hotel and other places of
business and abode, b ut if you ventured too far off the dusty streets
they demanded to know your Abusiness. 0
It was that way in Manhattan, too. There, when we were hiking
through the sparse sagebrush above the street that ran up past the old
schoolhouse to the little abandone d church on the sidehill that
overl ooked the town in the canyon, a resident s h
you! Where you goinb6?0o
Only after being assured that we were | ust fi |

the self - appointed guardian back off, but not without a stern reminder
that we were treading on private property.
There had been mining activity in the Manhattan Gulch since the
1860s. But it was not until 1905, when major discoveries were made,
that the town took off. Before long the residents could boast of
hotels, saloons , schools, telegraph and telephone service, banks and a
Wells Fargo office, newspapers, and even crimes of passion. Like every
other mining community, it weathered a number of ups and downs. And
then, in 1939, the Manhattan Gold Dredge was built and floate d, inits
own pond, in the gulch at the lower end of town. It operated
throughout the period of World War 1l and beyond, until, in the fall
of 1947, the rich gold ore ran out.
(In the 1950s, the monster dredge was disassembled, moved to
Copper Canyon west of Battle Mountain, reassembled, re - floated, and
put to work recovering gold from the streambed of tiny Willow Creek.)
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When the dredge ceased operating in the Manhattan Gulch the
majority of residents moved away, leaving the predominantly wooden
buildings to succumb to fire, theft, wind, rain and snow. It was then
that Ritads folks retired to their home on Fi
The little church on the hill, moved there from Belmont around
the turn of the century, served the Catholic citizens of Manhattan for
over forty vyear s; al beit a few at a ti me, as
room for more than a score of them within.
In 1965, the once - white church was weathered and silent. With
desert -tanned clapboard walls interrupted by Gothic windows, a
miniature bell - to wer supporting a sand - blasted wooden cross above a
recently applied tin roof, a pair of ordinary wood - paneled doors set
in a Gothic frame at the south end of the structure; it was the
subject of thousands of photographs and paintings. We climbed the
dozen or so plank steps to a stoop, opened the unlocked doors and
entered the sanctuary, which was devoid of anything but dust and
spirit, the pews and alter and anything else movable having long since
disappeared.
For Rita, our visit was more than one of curios ity. She had
attended summer services there in the 1940s, when in Manhattan with
her folks during school vacation. She must have had mixed emotions;
joy, on revisiting a place significant in her early life, sadness, for
the condition of the once proud plac e of worship.
It was comforting to know that the townspeople, what few there
were, still kept an eye on things, for we were Manhattan property
owners ourselves fAin absentia. o
Back in 1963, when Rita expressed a desire to own some old,
rundown property in V irginia City, | suggested that if she really
wanted t o buy such a t hing, why not t ake
property off his hands. He had already half - promised to sell it to old

Sam Siri, who resided in an ol d house on Manhatt:

of cou rse he agreed to turn it over to Rita instead. And so it came

about that she acquired several properties: A large, falling - down,
weather - beaten commercial struc ture on the south side of the main

street, a garage (or shed) situated a block to the north of the main

street, behind what had been t he Zuni noos Downt

Store, and four small lots on the hillside there.
Together we poked into and around the big building, which may
have served as a store, restaurant, bar, gas station, or all four at
some time or other. We firescuedd the staves
from the small cellar, but there was nothing of value to be found. And
then, after photographing the exterior of the building, we left the
sleepy town to its reverie.

(In hindsight, beca use Manhattan is so far away and | never had
an interest in restoring or remodeling old buildings, it was probably
a poor investment. Not only did the taxes steadily increase over time
but, in the 1980s, the properties came under

fe es were added to the overall cost.)

Ever since my first attack of hay fever, back in Elko County, |
suffered from sneezing and runny eyes, particularly when in a dusty
environment or around sagebrush in bloom. To control the malady, | at

r St

t heil

her

and
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first used a pill prescribed by a doctor, and later found that a non -
prescription drug worked just as well. Of course, the best medicine is
prevention, so | learned to avoid exposure to those deleterious
elements. For example, | would not drive a motor vehicle, especially
off the pavement, with the windows open.
As for my old neck injury, it, too, gave me a bit of trouble, in
the form of recurring neck pain. At first the incidents were

infrequent, maybe every two or three months. But in the mid - 1960s the
intervals between n eck - aches were shorter, sometimes less than two
weeks. However, the pain could be alleviated by aspirin.
But [ coul dnot forget t hat terrible bout wi t h
on our trip to New England, and | was determined to do some thing about
it. | visited Dr . Elia, in Reno, and made arrangements for a

tonsillectomy.
Medical practices have varied greatly over the years. There was a
ti me, back in the 630s and 640s, when it was comm
a youngsterdéds tonsil s, often whet her rdvidingneeded i
of course, the parents could afford it. The pendulum then swung the
opposite way and, as in my case, the infection was treated with sulfur
or penicillin and the tonsils left in place.
In hindsight, | felt that my tonsils should have been removed
when | was in the Navy. Perhaps | would then have enjoyed better
overall health. Furthermore, at my present age the operation would
likely be harder on me. | dreaded the thought of going through it, but
it must be done.

Dr. Elia performed the tonsillectomy at St . Maryds Hospital,
Reno. The result was successful. Though | experienced the usual pain,
it was not nearly as bad as when |1 6d had t onsi kdivedtailos . I re
of comfort from Rita, and sympathy from my friends and associates in
the Company. With that | recuperated rapidly and was back to work in

almost no time.

As a hobby, Rita and | enjoyed searching for and collecting
Indian arrowheads and artifacts. We really began back in 1961, when
Noble Crew had come to Elko to help set up a temporary micro wave- radio
link from Adobe Hill to the Commercial Hotel. One evening, when he
came to supper, he showed us some arrowheads that he had found just
off the highway east of town. Our interest was ignited.

After we moved to Sparks, Noble and | worked together and became
good friends, both on and off the job. It followed that our families
became friends as well. Nobl ebs pretty wife, Taf
was Jeanne), was as devoted to the avocation of hunting arrowheads as
he was. Their two young boys, Brian a nd Marty, who were about the same

ages as Tony and Glen, were also interested in the hunt; if not for
artifacts, at least for lizards and such.
At Easter time, in 1966, we, the Crews and Phelpses, began what
was to become an almost - annual ritual; a trip to a Nevada desert to
camp and hunt for arrowheads. We decided to go to the Black Rock
Desert, a giant expanse of perfectly level alkali dust and sand, once
the silty bottom of a portion of prehistoric Lake Lahontan. Noble
towed a rent-es¢gofApga@app t, withicdneas sides and top that
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cranked - up to form a spacious tent - on- wheels, and | towed our Shasta
trailer. Both of us were driving Jeep Station Wagons.
Twelve miles out of the little railroad town of Gerlach, we left
the relatively good road (then SR - 34) for a numberless road through
the sagebrush (the Summit Lake road) headed northeast. As we travelled
toward it, the black feature for which the desert had been named
loomed larger.
This dark promontory, the remnant of some prehistoric volcanic
eruption of basalt, had guided the 1840s emigrants on the Applegate

Cutof f , and | ater Lassenbdés Cutof f, from the Humbc
to northern California. They had endured tough going. While no longer
apparent, the flat was strewn with the bleached bones of scores of

horses, oxen and mules, and perhaps a few human beings, who were
unable to make it across the parched land to water.
Noble had gotten directions to our objective from a fellow Nevada

Bell employee, Jimmy Scrugham. (Jim, the son of former Governo r James
Scrugham, was also an amateur archeologist) Now we watched for a
Airusty old overturned <car at a fork in the road,
righto and soon arrivedaan tmed @[oreal .o |t was
that we set up camp.

Our kids immediately took off to explore the area; Rita and |
leveled our trailer; Noble and Taffy leveled theirs, and cranked -up

the canvas top. It was a lovely afternoon, ideally suited to walking
the dunes and searching for bits of chert, agate and obsidian,
hopefully in the sh ape of projectile points. We found a plethora of
chips lying on the sands, quite a number of broken points, and a few
perfectly whole ones. It was more than enough to whet my appetite for
more.

Late that afternoon, when we adults were seated on our folding
aluminum chairs, sipping cool drinks and recounting the events of the
day, the boys, who had been roaming around the area picking up old
horseshoes, nails, purple glass and so on, came running toward us

shouting, ARattler! Therebés a rattler over therel
fiN o way, O sai d Nobl e, scarcely l ooking up f
chicken he was broiling on his heavy iron grill.
I agreed with him. AYou donot see rattlesnak

water . o
i We know a rattl er when we see one, O Bri an i

Taffy and Rita mor e-or - less demanded that we should check out the

sighting, we did. Sure enough, in the rabbit brush not 50 - feet from

the barn, a medium sized rattlesnake lay coiled and alert. With a

will ow stick Nobl e Asnaked?o hi m out into t he
instinctive ve ngeance we dispatched the reptile to the nether world.

It was fortunate that one of the kids had not inadvertently
stepped on the viper, for a bite could have been very serious out
there, 125 - miles from a doctor. Since no one had been bitten, we could

Aistya put, 0 savor a tasty meal and enjoy a happy
black coffee and tell stories until the embers entirely gave up their
glow.

In the morning, we piled into our respective Jeeps and explored
the area the fast way, stopping whenever someone sa w, or thought he
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saw, an artifact. If someone other than the driver spiced a
hedéd bang on tédeofouttisé ddoor to signal Astop. O

It was great fun making tracks in the soft alkali dirt and sand,
and only occasionally did one of us get stuck. One o f those occasions

was when | drove the Jeep into a dry creek bed and buried its tail -
pipe in the dirt bank. The engine stalled and would not restart. |

used my shovel to clear the tail - pipe, then, with the rest of the gang

in position at the rear to push, | fired up the motor with a roar. The

exhaust blew dust all over my helpers, particularly Noble, who just

happened to be standing right above the pipe, and | drove free of the

ditch; providentially, far away from an irate Noble.

By mid - afternoon, the clear sky had given way to cumulonimbus
clouds. We were in for a rainstorm for sure. When it appeared about
ready to dump on us, we hurriedly drove back to the trailers. An
alkali flat is no place to be when it rains, the powdery dust rapidly
turns to slick, gr easy mud.

Safely ensconced in our trailers, adults in the Shasta, kids in
the rental, we played our own games while the storm heightened and the
wind increased to gale force. | became nervous when | saw that the
walls were fibreathingo wit hthettdiler blow ovet2? ToWo u |l d
be on the safe side, | tackled the tempest (it was more wind than
rain) and moved our Jeep to the windward side as a windbreak. At least
| felt safer after that.

Noble decided to check on his trailer and the kids. It was a good
move. When he opened the door, a part of the metal framework came
apart in his hands. He stuck it back together and tied it with a piece
of rope, otherwise the canvas would surely have torn loose and tangled
everyone in its folds.

In spite of our apprehensio ns we weathered the storm in good
shape, and even got a good nightés sl eep before
morning.

Two years would pass before we returned to the tie barn site, to
enjoy another few days of hunting and collecting arrowheads. This time
we posit ioned our trailers (Noble had rented a solid one) closer to
the old tie barn, which promised to afford a degree of protection
against the ubiquitous wind.

Right on cue a big storm came up, a down - pouring, thunder -and-
lightning , gully -washing storm. But the biggest part of it veered to
the south and east of us, over the main desert, and even though we
considered moving to higher ground we stayed. Anyway, our site was
above the most recent historic shoreline, at least a foot or two above
the dry lake bed.

At dusk the storm dissipated . We took to our chairs around the
campfire. Everything was wonderfully clean and calm. As the sky grew
darker I noticed a line of lights in the distance, across the desert.

Surprised, I gueried, ils there a todded over
toward the east.

Without looking up from his coffee, Noble, who was much more
familiar with the country than | was, answered,
that direction for 75 -mi |l es. 0

AiThen what are all those | ights?0
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Now everyone studied the strange appa rition, a dotted - line of
lights stretching horizontally for a mile or more. It appeared to be
slowly moving from north to south.
ifnMaybe thereos a railroad over there. May be
train, o someone suggested. But it was way too
r ailroad for that.
The most logical explanation was that they were headlights. But
for what reason would dozens of cars, all traveling in the same
direction and close in line, be out there on the desert at this time
of night?
The origin of the line -of -light s remained a mystery until
morning, when, in our Jeeps, we headed across the desert to the east,
aiming in general for the Black Rock itself.
At the base of the alluvial sl ope below the bl
a tiny oasis of grass and tules surrounding some springs. It was known
as Double Hot Springs. It was here that emigrant wagon trains had
stopped, after crossing the barren eastern arm of the desert, to
regroup, feed their animals and replenish their water supplies. And
for eons before the emigrants came , the area had been home to
countless Indians.
AThatds a good place to hunt arrowheads, 0 No

maybe we can find out what those |ights were al/l |
Sure enough. As we wound around the sand dunes and approached the
springs, we saw what app eared to be a small town. Trailers and camper -

trucks by the dozens were parked in the vicinity. A score of people
and dogs were milling about, most of them staring at us.

We stopped at the camp pe rimeter and struck up a conversation
with an fAol der of Weodurpel ehawcmk ers from Oregon, 0 they
in answer to our inquiry. iThe rest of our gang

gemstones. 0

The area was a prime location for finding and gathering
semiprecious stones (agate, quartz, chert, opalite et cetera), and
they w ere spending the Easter weekend in that occupation.

ABut what was all the activity last night?0d No
fiOh that, o the man chuckl ed. fThose were the
our club. They got scared off by the storm ... thought the flat was
going to flood an d wedd all be st r.asdtkedpulee sutand
headed for Gerlach. o
ifoOver hal f of t hem |l eft, o t he wOo man added.

individuals stayed. 0

So much for our getting away from people and civilization. At
least we were alone at our camp, but onl y because it was dry. To
augment our water supply we had to drive a quarter - mile to an artesian
well - pipe that had been sunk by a rancher. It was good water though,
and unlike that at Double Hot Springs, icy cold.

Our stay that year proved very rewarding, in artifacts and
camping pleasure. But all too soon the time came when we must head for
home. We elected to take the long, straight trail across the alkali
flat, the one we had used on the way out. Because we could drive at
speeds up to 50 - mph, it was much faster than the Summit Lake road
through the sagebrush.
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We had gone barely a mile before meeting with a surprise. Before
us, right where the road should be, a straight strip of water extended
as far as the eye could see. We pulled our Jeeps to a stop and got out
for a better look at this anomaly, and to decide whether to proceed or
turn back to the high road.
Rainfall from the storm, the one that had driven some of the rock
hunters from Double Hot Springs, had by now mostly percolated into the
ancient lake bottom; except, that is, where over the years hundreds of
wagons and automobiles had left their collective impressions in the
dust; the so - called road that we had earlier followed to our campsite.
This road, some four - tosix -inches below the natural surf ace, was now
filled to the brim with water.
Neither of us looked forward to getting stuck, but neither did we
want to take the long way around. So we plunged ahead, driving some

50-f eet to the side and parallel to the dAcanal . 0o
and | fol lowed, at a respectable distance in case he should get bogged
down, and to avoid breathing the cloud of du st he stirred up. It is
amazing how dry the ground can be so close to water in the desert.
We travelled thus for several miles, sometimes being slowed to

10- mph by the spongy alkali dust, sometimes reaching a speed of forty -
five. At last, having come to the apparent end of the water, we
stopped to stretch our legs and drink a cool one.

Al ol l bet t hat 6s t he only | ake of its kind
remarked . A Si x mi | e.s siXfertwide .. Six inches deep. 0

The high desert is hard to beat. Alkali flats and sand dunes
Rattlesnakes, lizards and mice . Meandering dry washes, occasional
muddy sumps ( | f itos white, itds . ait rtgbt brown, g
6r ound)mmaculate sunrises, dust red sunsets . Sudden showers,
torrential rains , gale force winds . Best of all, the p redominant

serenity. Our visits to the Black Rock desert were incomparable.
The outings also resulted in our collecting a fair number of fine
artifa cts; projectile points, metates (grinding stones) and manos
(pestles) of a desolate countryds previous citize

Meanwhile (in 1966) things were changing at Nevada Bell. Paul
Brown, on whose staff |l 6d been working, accept e
Californioa biibaden hi s experience. 0 A man by t he
Bramlett took over the district technical staff. Jerry Miller, the
second - level manager in Las Vegas, was promoted to district - level over
the Toll and Exchange operations in southern Nevada.

W. G. fi B iNeldoy an exchange - telephone man by experienc e, left
the position of manager of Jim Dodsonés pl ant staff, to h
Northern Nevada Toll District. | was promoted to the position vacated
by Bill, which was asub - district - level job.

Located in Nevada Bell 6s headquarters building at 64F¢
Lane (Reno) , there were twenty four people on the staff, including
four second -level and nine first - level managers. Women made up half
the total force.

I was not particularly happy about the move, despite the fact
that it was a promotion. | was a died - in - the - wool tollie and my new
responsibilities would relate to everything in plant except toll; that
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is, telephone exchange and outside construction, personnel, safety,
budgets and results.

Furthermore, | had not yet completed my part of the Oakland -
Scipio route coordination project. | talked to Jim Dodson and got his
permission to stay on the technical staff another month or so, long
enough to tie up loose ends. His staff would have to function without
my leadersh ip for a while.

| remained at my old desk (but with a new title and an increase
in salary) and worked diligently, often on my own time, to wrap things
up. But | was to hit a snag in the form of a misunderstanding with
Chet Bramlett - the ambitious Californ ian with an abundance of new
management theories to practice.

When Chet took over the staff, his first act was to call the men

together and tell them what was expected t her
changes made, 0 he said. AYou will wribjetivedsown your
and keep a detailed | og of everything you do. 0
each one of you is doing at any given ti me. ¢
Chet would hold a meeting every Monday morning, without
exception, and attendance by his second - level managers was a must. It
wasth i s that caused our rift. First of all, di dn
one of hi s subordinat es; second, [ di dnot have
listening to recitations. | absented myself from his Monday morning
Ashow and tell .o
It was only a matter of minutes till he s ent Flo Lyons, the
of fice supervisor, back to firequest my presence. 0
Annoyed, | nevertheless joined the group. Afterward, | had a chat
with Chet.
AJust why do you want me to sit in on your n
Al d&m only here tild]l [ compl et ejobt dnd the socamey r di nat i on
|l 6m done with it the better for the company. o
AwWell , o he answered, obviously mi f fed, flas I
these quarters and working on technical matters vy
And | have to know what youbére doing. o
We exchanged a few more words, and in the end | acceded to his
wishes. But it was a terrible waste of my time; just as it was, in my
opinion, a waste of his subordinateds time. The g
that he could keep track of individual activities on a daily basis,
ju st as Paul Brown had done, just as | would do.
Though | never admitted it openly, | was more than a little
envious of Bramlett. Not because his was a full district - level
position, but because it was a toll job. Happily, once | got to my new
staff job, Chet and | got along well. Off - the - job we shared a common
interest in the history and archeology of Nevada.
Itwas la  te summer or early fall of 1967 when Noble advised me of
a new group being formed, a society of amateur archeologists dedicated
to the study a nd preservation of India n pre history. Rita and | joined
him and Taffy in attending one of the societyds

becoming charter members. (The dues were $4.00 for a family
membership.) The meeting was held in the former SAGE center at the old
Stead Air Base north of Reno. This huge, bomb proof concrete building
(abandoned by the department of defense) had recently been adopted by
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the Desert Research Institute, an off - shoot of the University of
Nevada. Part of the building was being used by prof essional
archeologists as a laboratory.
The clubés first elected president -wmlken Peter
man then in his fifties who, as an avocation, had for years been
actively studying Indian and early -man campsites. Like the Crews,
Peter had collected thousands of artifacts, some, especially those
from the Pyramid Lake area, of significance.
The other officers were Ethel Hesterlee, Marvel Guisti and Alma
Smith, all of them strangers to me. The board of directors consisted

of about a dozen members, inclu ding the above mentioned officers and a
professional archeologist, Dr. Robert L. Stephenson. It was he who was
largely responsible for the birth of the society, a non - profit
organi zation nAaReés GAMNEVADA. O

Peter introduced Dr. Stephenson, chairman of the Nevada

Archeological Survey, and Donald R. Tuohy, the Nevada State Museum
archeologist. Both would act as professional advisors to the club.
Stephenson spoke of the important contributions amateurs had made to
the science, and pl eaded trfisband chdperation detveeend
t he professionals and amateurs. 0 (There wer e t
mistrusted some of the professionals, and vice versa.)
The group would meet once a month, for a short business meeting
followed by a lecture or a slide show on a subject related to
archeology. Field trips would be scheduled, and archeological digs
arranged for those who wished to participate in actual work.
Rita and | would become involved in a couple of digs; one in
1969, in the hills northeast of Sparks, and ano ther in 1970, on the
Dangberg Ranch in Carson Valley. The latter dig, in the summ ertime,
proved too hot for Rita but | stuck it out with the Crews and a
handful of others. Don Tuohy, who was present at both digs, taught us
the rudiments of professional fie Id archeology, emphasizing at every
turn the necessity for noting and recording everything, no matter how
seemingly inconsequential.
Working in the field fascinated me, especially the surveying and
laying - out of the site, photographing and sketching artifa ctsin - situ.
The discovery of artifacts, even fragments, was always important, for
they could contribute to the overall story of prehistory. To discover
a whole arrowhead, for example, was cause for celebration.

A field trip was less tedious than a dig. It was scheduled on a
weekend, and coul d be shared by t he whol e f ami |
prearranged location at the edge of town and caravan to the
destination. Following are the accounts of a few of the interest ing
sites we visited as AM - ARCS.

Winnemucca La ke Petroglyph Site . located just west of the Gerlach
highway, about twenty miles north of Nixon, where dozens of
petroglyphs have been incised on tufa - covered basalt rocks.

Once, wh en we were there with the Crews and while Rita and Noble
were exploring a s mal | cave, Ritaods hand fel/l upon a
artifact, a black, basalt arrow - shaft straightener. The size of an

orange, it was high up in a crevice, doubtless placed there by its
owner many years before for Afsafe keeping. o Her
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make Nobl e j eal ous; even though he admitted that he
have put his hand in an area likely to harbor a rattlesnake.
A half - mile or so farther north is a large rock shelter, where a
number of interesting artifacts were earlier removed by professional
archeologists. Red - ochre pictographs may still be seen near the smoke
blackened walls and sloping ceiling.

Toqui ma Cave Site: Near Pet e émiles asmaofii t | t hir
Austin, containing pictographs.
In the summer of 1970, about two dozen of us AM - ARCS, in cluding
the Crews, travelled to this site. We set up our trailers in the
Forest Service campground, and hiked the 500 - yards to the cave, whose
entrance, to thwart vandalism, was secured by a chain - link fence and a
locked gate. A Forest Service ranger guide d us, a few at a time,
through the room - sized, soot  -darkened cavern, where we viewed and

photographed (without a flash) several pastel pictographs.

That evening, back at camp, as the sun slowly worked its way
toward the Toyabe Range, we fraternized with our fellow club members
and joined the Crews in a meal of steaks and potatoes broiled over a
hot charcoal fire.

As usual, | had spread an old rug in front of our trailer, to

limit the amount of dirt and pine needles tracked insi de, and woul dnot
you know? The Crewsd dog cl ai med ownastranger p of it
(to the dog) came by she growled an admonition. It is strange but true
that a dog wil/l often adopt someone who doesnot
are all right, as long as the y donét bar k, l'ick or ot her wi s
nuisance of themselves.)

In the morning, the main body of AM - ARCS left for home. But we

and the Crews moved on over the mountain to Stoneberger Creek, where
we had a great time fishing with the kids.

That afternoon th e Crews headed for Reno. Rita and | stayed, with
our kids, to explore the long, remote Monitor Valley. About 10 - miles
south of Stoneberger Creek, near the center of the table - smooth valley
fl oor, we came to Dianads Punch Bowl; a saring wh
water wells -up in a cavernous tube whose upper rim is 50 - feet in

diameter and whose depth, according to legend, is unfathomable. A
hundred feet away from the rim, the overflowing water was still too
hot to put your hand in.

Black Mountain Site: A doze n miles southeast of Yerington,
contains numerous rock - circle s and petroglyphs, few arrowheads.

Leo Pistone, who had Adiscoveredo -IARGStd ed a g
this site, located just a few miles from ground that | had covered

back in 1962 while surveying for the Wassuk microwave - radio site.
There was plenty of evidence that Indians had lived in that steep,
walled, pinyon - forested canyon. Many petroglyphs were found on the
patinaed basalt ledges and free - standing rocks.

As recorded in the socieewey 6naaderasesad teptta
this site after the name had been changed to the Pistone Site , in

honor of Leo, who had suffered a heart attack and died.
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The AM- ARCS society was still in its infancy when the board
decided to put out a newsletter, under the m asthead AChi ppi ngs.
Individual board members took turns producing it. The first edition
was written and distributed in October, 1967 by Art and Dorothy
Champagne; the second, in December, by Noble and Taffy Crew.
In 1969, when the new slate of officers wa s elected, Noble was
almost unanimously elected president. | was vice - president; Doris
Cerveri, an avid amateur archeologist and beginning author, was
secretary; Kitty Rose, another dedicated member, was treasurer. The
board of directors, originally consis ting of a dozen people, was
reduced to five; Peter Ting, J. Sloan Olin, Louis Sabini, Jean Myles
and John Brooks.
| thought it might be more efficient if one person were to edit
and produce the newsletter, and | volunteered for the job. I
redesigned the co ver page, incorporating images of projectile points
and fetishes and t he soci etybs |l ogo. The |l ogo
ANEVADAARWS WE PRESERVEO surroundi ng-SoalLa-deepy of
(Queen of the Washo Basketmakers) design and the outline of the state
of Nevada.
| also re typed the societyds constitution and |
officers, board members and members at large, copied them and produced
books (courtesy of Nevada Bell) for the membership. We were really
getting organized.

In fact, we now obtained pe rmission to meet in the cafeteria at
Nevada Bel |l s Pl umb Lane buil ding. |t woul d pr c
convenient place ever for our meetings. (Board meetings, always
interesting, were held at an officer or board mem
The following year, Noble wa s reelected to the presidency and

Jean Myles, the energetic wife of Doctor Robert Myles, was elected
vice - president. | moved to the board of directors, a position that |
favored. It was there that the activities and direction of the society
were decided.
Don Tuohy, a staunch supporter of the group since its inception,
was still our club advisor; along with, at times, a couple of other
professionals. Three of us from Nevada Bell - Noble, Chet and | - were
on the board, a factor that should ensure, | thought, the continued
use of the cafeteria as a meeting place. However, because of the rise
in vandalism, particularly with respect to utility properties,
tightened company security forced us to find another venue.
Phil Hutchinson was elected to the presidency in 1972. Gary
Noyes, who had moved to Reno to work in my district, was president in
1974. Other officers that year were Doris Folsom, an outgoing native
of Bodie (the ghost town), California, vice - president;  Phil
Hutchinson, secretary; and Rita, treasurer. | was on the board, as was
Taffy. Rita and Doris Folsom edited the AChi pping:
Rita and | took part in at least two more good field trips with
the AM - ARCS. One was to the Last Supper Cave, in northwestern Nevada.
There must have been two - dozen of us in the group, including Phil and
Loretta, Noble, Taffy and Marty. We rendezvoused at Cedarville.
From there, with Jean Myles in the lead, we caravanned to the old
Dufferena Ranch, up the Virgin River, through part of the old Virgin
Vall ey Ranch, and ow td tlhheddewhere we parked our



YANKEE NEVADAN

in an opening in the sagebrush by a trickling creek. On foot, we

followed the stream up - canyon on a fair trail, about three - quarters of
a mile to the front of the cave.

A deep, irregular depression in the base of a steep, south - facing
sidehill , it was more a shelter than a cave. For some weeks Jonathan
Davis, a stereotypical young archeologist (that is, long - haired and
unkempt yet knowledgeable) had been excavating the site with a crew of
students and museum staff me mbers. They had erected a protective fence

in front of the shelter, and we were not allowed to inspect the dig at
close range. But Jonathan did give us a good lecture. Some of the
artifacts found, he said, were dated (through carbon associated
material) to 9,000 - years before the present. He also pointed out a
dark layer in the vertical strata: ash from the Mt. Mazama (now Crater
Lake) that erupted 7,500 - years ago.

Dusk fell over us like a cloak, and it was time to head back to
our cars. It was impossible to keep from stumbling over pitfalls on
the downhill trail but we made it in good time, the last part with the
help of those members thoughtful enough to have brought their
flashlights along.

Some of the party, wanting to see more of the cave the following
day, camped overnight near the Virgin Valley Ranch. The rest of us
returned to Cedarville, bent on enjoying a few cocktails, a hot meal
and a warm bed in the only hostelry in town. We were not to be
disappointed.

In March of 1974, Don Tuohy led a group of interested AM - ARCS to
the Marble Bluff dig, between the promontory of that name and the
south end of Pyramid Lake. The federal government was about to embark

on a project to establish a fish -way in an existing canal; which was
dug in the 1930s to connect P yramid with Winnemucca Lake when the
latter began to dry up. The fish - way would allow cutthroat trout and

cui oui suckers from Pyramid Lake to bypass the silted delta on their
way up the Truckee River to spawn.
The reason for an archeological dig was soon apparent, when Don
showed us the unearthed remains of early Indians. With a group of
Indians for helpers he had been examining and documenting the graves,
whose contents would be re - interred away from the ditch. According to
Don, the blow sand area on whic h we stood contained hundreds or more
of burial sites. None were marked, of course, in true Indian fashion.
It was an interesting dig, though not of any particular
significance. What | was most interested in, and unsympathetic with,
was the fish - way, which would lead to a new dam on the Truckee River
below Nixon. At a cost of millions - of - dollars the project seemed, to
me, a |l ess than practical way to spend taxpayers?®o
(And so it would prove in future years. The majority of fis h
shunned the artificial stream and had to be transported from below the
dam to the impounded pool above. But this was only one of several
projects where federal money was wasted there .)
The AM- ARCS Society got involved in promoting an archeology bill
(AB-210) before the Nevada Le gislature. The bill would combine
Nevadabs archeol ogi cal uni ts (the Sur \Baty , t he
Universities north and south, and the Desert Research ) under the aegis
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of the Nevada Archeological Survey. That department would coordinate
all archeological work in Nevada. Ad ditionally, passage of the bill
along with similar federal bills would ensure that artifacts found in
Nevada would remain in Nevada.
The | aws, known as fAantiquity |l aws, o0 were ind:é
state and federal levels. In addition to increased policing of the
back country against collectors, the laws required that the cost of
any contract work - such as for a highway, an underground cable or a
mine - must include a percentage for an archeological survey, to be
completed prior to any | and disturbance. And if the Survey pronounced
an area Asignificant, 6 it was to be bypassed and |
At one time it had seemed like worthwhile legislation. But the
guestion of who would pay for it was never addressed, as so often
happens with special interest legislation.
Ironically, the Bell System, through whose benevolence our AM -
ARCS had thrived, wa s to be one of t he first
antiquity laws, when it planned to construct a new underground cable
across northern Nevada in the 1970s. Ever y foot of the way had to be
surveyed by professional archeologists before any digging could begin,
at no small cost to the Company and, ultimately, the public. For what
purpose? To my knowledge, nothing of significance came out of the
survey, although it p rovided jobs for a number of archeologists.
It was largely due to the new laws, which we had unwittingly
helped to forge, that my interest in the AM - ARCS Society waned. In
just a few years the number of professional archeologists in the state
increased to an astounding number; from but two or three in the early
1960s to scores by the mid 1970s. Not only did free - lance
archeologists abound, but dozens were added to the payrolls of the
Forest Service and Bureau of Land Management. Furthermore, every
employee of those federal entities was charged with policing the

public | ands. One <coul dnot stoop to pick wup a r
that fAbig brotherd was watching.

When a representative of the BLM came to the AM - ARCS, to solicit
our help in controlling the practic e of #Acollecting,o | was ou

As if the collecting of surface artifacts could in any way hurt the
study of prehistory. The picking up of surface artifacts by non -
Indians had been going on since the first explorers crossed the Great

Basin. Anything fou nd on the surface now was but a tiny part of the
whole, and its significance to the science of archeology was minuscule
at best. I n fact, I have never known of a profes
assigning much, if any, credibility to a surface find.
As | wrote at the ti me: AThe provisions in the re
decree a virtual ban on surface artifact collecting should be
overturned.... Instead, emphasis should be directed to the
preservation of sub -surface and truly significant sites. o
Of course | was whistlin g in the wind. Once a law is enacted it

is seldom retracted, especially if it contributes to a bureaucracy; in
this case the State and Federal Park Services, the Forest Service and
the Bureau of Land Management.
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