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CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX
MORE CAMPING, HUNTING
While most of my efforts were being invested in a career, Rita
was busy making a home and getting our youngsters, who were growing up
fast, off on the right track. My salary was sufficient that Rita
didn’t have to seek outside employment (although she may have wished
to) but, among other things, she was involved in the PTA and worked as
a teacher’s assistant.
Sadness fell over the Zunino family in the spring of 1970, when
Rita’s sister Violet died prematurely in her early fifties. She and
Woody had lived under some hard conditions, sometimes in primitive
mining camps. Their two youngest children, Sam (Bud) and Denice, were
still living at home when the Grim Reaper called. The four older girls
(Ethel, Janet, Jeanne & Theresa) were by now married and had homes of
their own.
Glen was nearing the end of his tour at Alice Maxwell School.
Tony, preoccupied with sports, was now in Sparks High School. Gina was
on the eve of graduating from that same institution.
Gina,
an
avid
student,
had
engaged
in
a
variety
of
extracurricular activities, such as scouting and studying the piano.
While in her senior year she entered the Greenbrae Lions Club Miss
Sparks Pageant, a beauty and talent contest. Vic Miller, then
president of the club, may have influenced her decision to
participate.
For her talent, Gina did a series of “live” charcoal drawings on
large easels; a difficult task on a stage. She comported herself well
throughout the contest but didn’t win. Possibly because of her
diminutive size. She was less than five-feet tall while the three
winners were all over five-and-a-half feet in stature.
On the 2nd of June, 1970, the Sparks High Seniors assembled at
the Coliseum in Reno. In sharp contrast to my own graduating class of
eleven (25-years and 3,000-miles removed) almost 350 students filed
across the stage to receive their diplomas. And then Gina, along with
over two dozen others, was awarded the scholarships she had earned,
from Ross Photo and the Max C. Fleischman Foundation. I was at once
happy and sad. Happy for my daughter’s fine accomplishments, sad that
she was no longer a little girl.
That summer we headed for Elko County with our Shasta in tow
behind the Travelall. We stopped at the Zunino home in Elko, long
enough to spend the Fourth-of-July holiday with Rita’s folks, then
joined forces with Ted and Katie, who were vacationing with their
youngest kids, Michael, Steven and Renee, and went on to Camp Creek in
the O’Neil Basin.

We stationed our trailers under the same trembling quakies that
had provided shade when camping there with Dot and Elly, seven years
before. And during the next few days, we engaged in the same kinds of
activities we had with the Russells; fishing, exploring and arrowhead
hunting, cooking, eating and campfire sitting.
One day, with the whole gang in my Travelall, we were headed out
of camp when an extra form of entertainment presented itself. A halfdozen cowhands, from the Gilmer Ranch, were herding a bunch of cows
and calves to a corral on the sagebrush bench across the creek from
our campsite.
“Hey! It’s brandin’ time,” Ted pointed out. “Let’s stop and
watch.... We can get some good pictures.” In those days, Ted packed an
8-mm movie camera wherever he went.
After parking well out of their way, we walked over to a man who
appeared to be the foreman. He looked askance at us, probably not too
pleased with the intrusion, but a few words from Ted, explaining that
he used to cowboy in those parts, and we were welcome to stay and
watch.
While scenes of roundups and branding are common in Western
movies, few of us had ever seen a working operation in “true color,
sound and aroma.”
An old, war-surplus Power Wagon, battered and dirty from a
quarter-century of hard use on the ranch, pulled up and parked near
the gate. From it a pair of slim, wide-hatted and dusty-booted cowboys
(typically awkward when not astride a horse) climbed down and offloaded a cylindrical tank, hoses, hardware, and a half-dozen blackened
branding irons.
“We don’t build a fire anymore,” the foreman explained with a nod
toward the irons, “just heat ‘em up with gas.... Saves time.”
The irons were lined up on a rack, the business-ends immersed in
the nearly-invisible flame of the burner. Soon they were red-hot and
ready for the first calf, which had by now been “cut” from its
mother’s side, thrown to the ground and held by two wiry cowboys. The
foreman grabbed an iron, strode over to center arena and, with his
left boot against the calf’s side to hold it steady, pressed the iron
to its hind-quarter.
With a loud sizzle and a rising curl of acrid smoke, the iron
burned through the hair and down to the hide, where the flesh was
seared into an everlasting symbol of ownership. The calf, startled and
pained by the operation, let out a bellow. This caused Renee, at
least, to shudder and wince in sympathy.
At exactly the right moment, the iron was removed and returned to
the flame to be reheated. Now the young would-be bull was deftly
robbed of his testes, which were immediately tossed into a frying pan.
Later the testes, “mountain oysters” in cow-country parlance,
would be fried for the cowhands, who considered them not only good
eating but also an aphrodisiac.
The calf, now a steer and destined to wind up on someone’s dinner
plate, was turned loose. It wasted no time in getting out of the
corral and was soon reunited with its mother, free to graze the hills
once more.

One after another the calves were separated from the herd. It was
not always an easy task, though, and more often than not turned into a
rodeo performance; only better, when a buckaroo was forced to chase
through sagebrush belly-high to his horse before successfully lassoing
his quarry. It was a job where the man, his legs protected from the
brush by tough chaps, wanted an intelligent and trustworthy horse
under his saddle. From what I observed that day, both cowboys and
quarter-horses were experts at their jobs.
During a lull in the proceedings the foreman, a lean and leathery
man in his forties, came over to chat with us.
“What do you think of it?” he asked Renee.
She pouted, and replied in her not-yet-perfected vocabulary,
“That baby pried and pried.”
As we turned to go, the foreman took up the pan and proffered its
contents. “Here, take some of these with you.”
Ted might have accepted the offer but the rest of us replied in
unison, “Thanks, but no thanks!”
With a grin, he waved us away.
When everyone was back in the Travelall, I drove down the road a
ways then cut across the low hills to the north through the sparse
sagebrush, hoping to come across a likely looking area to hunt for
arrowheads. After traversing several ridges, stopping occasionally to
get out and look around, we spied a lone horse on the opposite side of
a shallow draw. He was quietly grazing.
“Hey,” Ted observed, “that horse is carrying a saddle. He must
have strayed away from the guys at the corral.”
Sure enough he was saddled, and, on closer inspection through my
binoculars, I could see that he was also bridled; a long leather strap
trailed on the ground.
“Drive closer,” Ted ordered, “I’ll catch him and take him back to
his owner.”
“Aw come on,” I jeered, “You’re not about to get close to him.
And if you did y’couldn’t ride ‘im...you’re too old and heavy.”
Ted may have once buckarooed but a lot of time had passed since
those days. And he’d put on a lot of weight in recent years.
“It’s like riding a bicycle,” he said. “You never lose the
knack.”
“I’ll get you close to him,” I said, driving the Travelall
forward, “and if you ever get aboard I’ll take your picture.”
Ted left us when we were still over a hundred-yards away, and
walked slowly toward the wary beast. Surprisingly, our erstwhile
cowboy managed to get very close to the critter, to within almost an
arm’s length. But every time he leaned down to grab the rein the horse
pulled away five-yards or more. They played this game for at least a
half-hour; the horse grazing nonchalantly, Ted making a deliberate
approach and reaching for the dragging rein, the steed slyly moving
out of reach to await the next round.
From a distance we watched, and chuckled, while I held my camera
ready and waited for Ted to win. But in the end it was the other way
around. Conceding, Ted returned to the car and we continued our
original pursuit.

It was some time later, after I had found a set of tire tracks
and followed it downhill, that we came upon a cowboy attending to his
chores at the ranch. I stopped the rig and Ted shouted to him, “You
lose a horse?”
“Yup,” the guy limped over to us.
It is never easy for a man who spends most of his time in the
saddle to walk in high-heeled boots, but this guy seemed more wobbly
than most.
And then, sort of as an afterthought he asked, “Why?”
Ted described the lone horse and where we had last seen him,
adding that he’d tried to catch and ride him in.
The young buckaroo, noting Ted’s physical condition, laughed out
loud. “Damned good thing you never got on him,” he said, “that
sonofabitch would’a throwd you off ‘fore y’got settled. He’s a mean
cuss...throws me every chance he gits. Good horse otherwise...but a
mean sonofabitch.”
It was my turn to laugh, but I did not. Instead I groaned with
disappointment and declared, “Damn! What a picture that would have
made.”
Back to our comfortable camp in the quakies.
Four years would slip by before we returned to Camp Creek with
the Taelours. It was the middle of August, and we celebrated Rita’s
birthday with a cake, baked and decorated on site by Katie and Renee.
We had set up our trailers about 15-feet apart, with the doors
facing, and covered the space between with our awnings for shade. It
was hardly necessary. The sky clouded over, thickened, and a
torrential rainstorm commenced. It rained for three days. Our awnings
caught the water and had to be frequently emptied, a feat accomplished
by pushing upward from below with a broom and ducking the deluge. We
saved some of the rainwater in buckets, but there was far more than we
could use, or wanted.
It was reported (on the radio) that a maritime storm had swept up
the east side of the Sierra Nevada Range from the south. That
explained it. When it was over I checked the contents of the coffee
can, that I’d put out at the start, and measured almost six-inches of
rainwater.
Oh yes, the fishing was great.
After returning home from our first Camp Creek trip, the Taelours
spent some of their vacation time with us in Sparks.
Before the month ended, we hitched-up our trailers and headed for
Janesville, California. It was our plan to meet with friends and
relatives - the Joneses (from Sacramento), Rita’s sister Mary and
Arnold, her brother Jim and Janie, Ted’s brother Bob and Maxine - and
caravan up the grade and over the hill to Boulder Creek.
The majority of us met in the tiny village on time, then sat
around and waited for the Joneses. It was shady under the line of
giant cottonwoods where we had parked, so everyone got out to enjoy a
cool drink and pass the time away.
It was perhaps a half-hour before the Joneses showed up, and when
they did we hurriedly took off for the mountains, anxious to set up

camp and prepare a cookout. The climb out of Janesville was unusually
steep (still is, but it is now paved) and Ted, who was towing his
trailer with a two-wheel-drive station wagon, couldn’t make the grade.
So I drove on to the summit, dropped off our trailer, returned with
the Travelall and pulled Ted’s car-and-trailer to the top. Ted then
drove on. Rita and I hooked up our Shasta and followed.
We were nearing the turnoff to Boulder Creek when I saw Ted
coming toward us in his Chevy, at a high rate of speed. We stopped and
rolled down our windows.
“Is Steven with you?” Ted and Katie asked in unison.
“No
“We thought he was with you or in one of the other cars. Must
still be in Janesville.” Without further conversation they went away
in that direction.
Well, Steven’s missing was only the first of our problems that
trip. On approaching the meadow at Boulder Creek we found the rest of
our party parked at the edge the clearing. The clearing was filled
with equestrians. The Plumas Riding Club, I think it was. Anyway, they
were right where we’d planned to camp. Luckily, the whole bunch was
about to leave.
The would-be cowboys (and cowgirls) had not quite finished
loading their sweaty horses into their dusty trailers when Ted and
Katie returned with their lost kid, a red-faced but happy Steven.
The story of the missing Steven began when he and some of the
other kids, bored with just standing around in Janesville, found a
frog habitat; a tiny stream alongside a boggy field below the road.
Lured by the possibility of catching some of the slimy green things,
and intent on doing so, Steven wandered far downstream and was out of
sight when we pulled out of town.
It was a frightened boy who, when he found the main street empty
of our rigs, meekly hauled himself up under a big cottonwood and began
to cry. A lady had come out of the house nearby, questioned him, tried
to console him, even invited him in for refreshment but Steven, now
afraid to go where he couldn’t be seen, stayed under the tree beside
the road.
And that’s where his anxious parents found him, teary eyed and
contrite but extremely happy to be reunited with his folks.
Renee would manage to etch her presence indelibly on our minds as
well, when, on the very next day she found our carton of angleworms in
a cool spot by the creek. Before we knew it, she had opened the lid
and lost the whole batch in the current.
“They were dirty,” she defended her action. “I just wanted to
give them a bath but they swam away.”
It was not a formal campground where we were located, but it was
possibly the most ideal site in the world: a natural meadow of perhaps
an acre in size, surrounded by trees. We set up camp beside a bend of
the creek, in the shade of some Jeffrey pines. I dug a latrine, a safe
distance away, and erected a tiny homemade “tepee” over it for
privacy. A scattering of granite ledges and boulders served as
playground equipment for the kids, and as drying tables for towels and
clothes.

Vernal and Ted pitched a small tent outside our circle of
activity. They were relegated to sleep in it, not only to allow more
room in the trailers for the rest of us, but also because they both
snored and deserved each other’s company.
The very first evening, as we were sitting around the campfire
sipping hot coffee, Vernal, using one of those fancy, foot-operated
devices, began to pump up his air mattress. It was a long process, and
while he stood there, rhythmically shifting his weight from one foot
to the other and back, he commenced to tell a story.
“Did I ever tell you about the time I blew a tennie?” he asked
rhetorically. Most of us had heard the story many times but he went
ahead with it anyway.
“It was when we were camped on Lookout Creek, George and Tony and
me, above Frenchman Reservoir. We’d been fishing upstream, and when I
headed back this big black bear got up in front of me.” Here Vernal
graphically described the ferocious beast standing upright with
outstretched arms. “He scared me so bad I turned and ran around the
side of the hill...so fast my right tennie overheated and blew out.”
He stopped pumping to display the damaged shoe. “See the hole? I
was lucky to escape with my life.”
The first part of Vernal’s story was true. We had fished with
diligence all afternoon. But the “blowout” happened in camp that
evening, when the three of us sat warming ourselves by the fire with
our feet propped up on the soot-blackened rocks of the hearth. I was
wearing traditional leather hiking boots, Tony had on canvas tennis
shoes, but Vernal sported a pair of new-fangled tennis shoes made of a
kind of plastic. That shoe must have had amazing insulating properties
for our friend never felt it melting in the heat.
“Hey, Bernal,” Tony had casually remarked. (He often substituted
“B” for “V” in Vernal’s name.) “Your shoe’s melting.”
“Naw,” he said, “ain’t even warm yet.”
But in a few minutes, when it had burned through to his sock
Vernal jumped up, stomped around like an Indian in a war dance and
admitted, “You’re right! I’ve done blown a tennie!”
At the end of his story, and while we were shaking our heads, a
small explosion punctuated the evening stillness.
We all jumped at the noise, and then broke out laughing. Vernal,
who was facing us with the air mattress behind him, turned to see his
would-be soft bed collapsing under a cloud of dust.
“Well Ted,” says Vern, “yours is busted. Now I’ll pump up mine.”
Would you believe it? The second mattress burst in the same way as the
first. Now they would both sleep on the hard ground.
In the morning, after having listened to their dissonant music
all night long, I recommended that they move to the opposite side of
the meadow.
Vernal drove to Janesville and returned with a new supply of
angleworms. While he and Ted dangled them in the deepest holes of the
willow-lined stream - which could be crossed in one jump almost any
place — I tried luring the trout with flatfish or flies. In one
particularly good stretch, where the water tumbled crystal clear over,
between and under granite boulders of every size, using a fly I

flipped a half-dozen small brookies out onto the rocks. We all met
with success.
One day, we tried angling in silt-laden Antelope Reservoir, a
recently impounded body of water in a former meadow a few miles
downstream from our camp. But there we had no luck at all.
(It would be several years before the lake would take on a
natural beauty, and yield fine catches of trout and bass.)
While exploring the hills and canyons around our campsite we
discovered several abandoned and decaying cabins, former homes of
settlers who had tried to make a living in that harsh environment.
At times, when the kids were off entertaining themselves, us
“oldsters” just relaxed in camp, swapped stories, watched the birds,
smelled the flowers, and allowed the great out-of-doors to permeate
our souls. It was a wonderful place to be.
A commercial pilot, a friend of Ted’s who flew regularly from the
states to the Orient and back, offered to purchase a camera for him in
Japan, thereby avoiding the duty fee. Knowing that I, too, was
thinking of buying a new one, Ted talked me into following suit. I
sent him a cashier’s check for $400 (which seemed like a lot of money
for a camera) and waited impatiently.
It finally arrived: a 35mm single-lens-reflex Minolta, the latest
thing in cameras, with a fast lens and built-in light meter. Actually
I got three lenses; a 58mm f-1.2 standard, a 28mm wide-angle, and a
200mm telephoto.
I have often remarked that I never really made a bargain purchase
in my life, and I’ve always suspected that those who claim to have
done so, have not. The Minolta, although an exceptionally fine camera,
was a case in point. It had a minor defect (the strobe was out of
sync) and I had to send it to Los Angeles for repair. Because it had
not been purchased in the U.S. the expense, about equal to my initial
savings, was not covered by warranty. So much for buying overseas
merchandise.
But our major purchase that year (1971) was a new trailer. I
thought the old Shasta was just fine but Rita was firmly persuaded,
when we were deer-hunting with the McOmbers the previous fall, that a
self-contained camp trailer was now a necessity.
It was not the first time we’d hunted the Diamond Mountain Range
with the McOmbers. Back in 1968 we had camped at the base of the
mountain in the Junipers, not far from Minoletti Creek about 10-miles
north of Eureka.
That trip had not been without adventure. It was a rainy time,
and foggy, and twice Russ had gotten his big Chevy Suburban stuck in
the mud; once in a gully, with his trailer in tow, and again when we
were all with him, while crossing a foot-wide stream below a spring.
The first incident was easy to resolve. I simply unhitched my
trailer, hooked onto his rig and pulled it to high ground. In the
second instance, however, we were some distance from the trailers and
my Travelall, and had to extricate the vehicle “by hand.”
Both rear wheels of the heavy Suburban were buried in a tiny
stream, the front wheels were on slick grass and the frame rested on a
sodded bank. And Russ had broken a cardinal rule of the country. He’d

left his shovel in camp. What to do? A section of old car fender
served as a shovel, not a very good one, and available pieces of rusty
corrugated-metal provided traction for the front wheels. Actually, the
whole incident was more of a lark than a catastrophe, though I would
never stop ribbing our driver.
The weather was again inclement when we returned in 1970. This
time we drove through rain, sometimes heavy, from the time we left
Sparks until we turned off the county road toward the mountains onto a
dirt road slick with mud. It was getting dark when we pulled off into
the sagebrush for the night, figuring that we could move the trailers
in the morning if it seemed advisable.
Conditions were not altogether undesirable that evening. Rita and
Mary prepared a fine supper, which we ate in the comfort of our
respective trailers. After a reasonable respite we turned in, falling
asleep to the musical patter of rain on the roof.
An hour later, when the pattering ceased, Rita spoke. “Has it
quit raining?”
Half awake I listened for a minute and then answered, “Must have.
Or else it’s turned to snow.” Either way I didn’t care. I just felt
good being in such a quiet and snug place.
The latter possibility turned out to be the case, and in the
morning we awoke to a pure white world without. And it was still
snowing. That was when — or a few minutes later when she returned from
a trek to the bushes in answer to a call of nature — Rita announced,
emphatically, that we “must have a new trailer...a self-contained
trailer with a potty!”
I shrugged.
“You don’t have the same problem I do,” she complained. “The snow
out there is above my knees even before I squat down.”
Her point was well taken.
There were other good reasons as well, for purchasing a new
trailer. While we had seldom stayed in a formal campground (never in a
private one such as a KOA) it was getting to be hard to find an
isolated area away from other campers. When you did find a vacant
spot, it was often cluttered with trash left by previous campers. And
it was almost impossible to find a fresh place to dig a latrine. It
was a sign of the times, a sign of an increasing population in Nevada.
Refrigeration was another reason. Ice, in blocks, was becoming
hard to find and increasingly expensive. Furthermore, an ice-box was
all backwards. At the start of a trip, space needed for perishables
was taken up with ice. As the ice was consumed, so was the food, and
you no longer needed the space.
We’d have to seriously consider replacing the old Shasta, even
though it was good for many more years of service.
In the meantime, as soon as the snowstorm abated, we spent a
couple of days hunting the west side of the mountain, just north of
10,614’ Diamond Peak. It was, to put it mildly, very steep country. If
you went straight up, which I didn’t, you’d climb at the rate of
2,000’ per mile.
It was the second time in as many years that I made it to the
top, clinging mostly to the windswept ridges. And while I saw plenty

of buck deer I couldn’t get close enough to any one of them for a
decent shot.
I had just started my descent when a strange thing happened to
me. All of a sudden, without my having stumbled, tripped or fallen, my
left knee quit working properly. I felt no pain as long as it was in a
static position, either straight or bent, but when I flexed it the
pain was excruciating.
I paused under a mahogany tree, munched on a frozen candy bar and
pondered the situation. Perhaps I should light a small fire and get
warm. I stomped out a pocket in the snow, dug out some fairly dry
grass for tinder, gathered up sagebrush and dead mahogany twigs for
fuel and, using a scrap of paper towel (a supply of which I always
carried in my pocket) I put together the makings of a perfect fire.
But lighting it wasn’t easy, even though there was little or no
wind. It was really cold high on that mountainside, with a paucity of
oxygen. The paper accepted the flame all right but it wouldn’t produce
enough heat to raise the fuel to combustion temperature. I exhausted
half-a-book of matches before succeeding.
For several minutes I basked in its warmth, enjoyed a pipeful of
tobacco, and then took up my rifle and started down the mountain. But
the ailing knee, instead of improving with rest had gotten even worse.
I winced with every step down the steep cattle trail, and wondered if
I could possibly make the mile or more to the Travelall. And then I
found the trick that would be my salvation. By holding the lame leg
perfectly straight, like a peg-leg, I could “hobble.” I’d take a step
down with the good leg, swing the stiff one around next to it, take
another good step and so on. I was almost two hours getting off the
mountain, and hunted from the seat of the Travelall from then on.
I think Russ may have gotten a deer that trip but I did not. The
fact is, in spite of its attraction as a hunting ground, I never did
harvest a deer on Diamond Mountain.
The knee bothered me for a long time. It was a week before I
could easily bend it, a month before the pain was gone. Sometime later
I related the incident to a doctor, who allowed that I might have had
a torn ligament. Who knew? Why worry?
It was late summer of 1971 before we found a suitable trailer. It
had been a long hard search, primarily because of our stringent
requirements; that is, it had to be small, preferably less than 18feet long, and should have a single axle. (I was not about to drag a
giant trailer around in the desert, which was where we did most of our
camping.) It should be big enough to sleep four adults, yet fit under
the eaves of our garage. It must be equipped with, besides the usual
gas range and kitchen sink, a refrigerator and furnace. And, of
course, it must contain a toilet and shower, even if small. To
compensate for such amenities the closet and drawer space would be
limited, but we were accustomed to packing light.
Only two makes of trailers came close to filling the bill; the
Aristocrat Low Liner, and the Timberline Seventeen. We didn’t like the
layout of the first but the second had a floor plan similar to that of
the Shasta, although the “master” bed was smaller.

My evaluation of this particular Timberline (ironically, the very
one that we’d seen at a recreational vehicle show the previous fall)
was that it was well-designed but shoddily constructed. The interior
cabinetry was imperfect and the exterior aluminum skin had wrinkles
where there should have been none. But overall it was okay. And it
would fit under the eaves of our house.
Because it was a year-old model, the original price was reduced
to $2,100. We sold the Shasta to an acquaintance, who would get many
years of use out of it, and bought the Timberline at Dan Webb’s on
Kietzke Lane, Reno.
When I got the new trailer home, I found a great many things that
needed to be fixed or modified (mostly modified). In fact, over the
course of the next year I would effect fifty or more changes. Among
other things, I built and installed a DC-power and control panel (main
power switch, 12-volt socket, voltmeter and water-supply gage) on a
shelf up front. We installed a mirrored cabinet and a removable sink
(an eight-inch stainless steel bowl) in the bathroom, and added
shelves for clothes, top and bottom, in the tiny closet.
It was while on one of our first trips, when I acceded to the use
of the water heater (which I considered wasteful of both water and
fuel) that Rita discovered a fault with the supply lines leading to
the bathroom.
“Why is it warm in the toilet bowl when I flush it?” she wanted
to know.
Some incompetent at the factory had reversed the connections. I
had to remove several obstacles to get at the copper tubing and switch
them.
I was a bit tardy in making the most important modification of
all, the ceiling air-vent. The vent on our Shasta could be opened to
the front or rear or both. We had quickly learned that when traveling,
especially on dusty roads, it should be opened to the front to
“pressurize” the interior and keep the dust from seeping in. But the
Timberline, like most new campers, was equipped with vents that could
only be opened to the rear — I supposed in case someone should leave
them open while towing in the rain — so I removed the main one, turned
it 180-degrees and reinstalled it to work in the desert.
In time, everything that needed changing was changed.
I think our first long trip with the Timberline was to Elko
County, when Rita, Glen and I camped in a secluded spot northeast of
Wildhorse Reservoir. We could have stayed in the Wildhorse campground,
as we had in the past, but opted for a grove of quaking aspens on
Poorman Creek, where we would be all by ourselves, alone. It was the
quintessential campsite, with an abundance of grass, wildflowers,
songbirds and other wildlife.
It was great having Glen along, for he was at an age when he
could not only fend for himself but also help us with camp chores. He
knew how to set up the trailer and was good at getting wood and
starting a campfire.
For amusement, he damned up the little stream behind our trailer,
fashioned a water wheel out of an empty Coors can and installed it
below the dam. It worked. That is, it spun around and around
endlessly.

Before the sun came up one morning, before we’d even gotten out
of bed, a browsing mule deer came within 12-feet of our back window;
through which, because it was tinted, we could see without being seen.
Only when she got a whiff of our fresh-brewing coffee did the pretty
doe wander away.
By the time we broke camp, to leave that pastoral garden on
Poorman Creek, between the three of us we had caught a fine mess of
rainbow trout from the reservoir, which was an easy four-miles away.
To me it was a bonus, topping off an already great outing.
While it was not quite my last deer hunt, it was in November of
1971 that I shot my last deer (to the present time).
As I recall, it was right after the Thanksgiving holiday, when
Rita’s Brother Stan and I took the Timberline to the North Fork of the
Humboldt, and set up camp alongside that half-frozen stream. I surely
remember that it was cold! And it would get much colder in the days
and nights to come. Not only that, but since we’d be leaving for the
hills well before dawn every morning and returning long after sundown,
from the first day on we would never see our camp in the daylight.
Serious deer hunting can be an arduous job.
Our camp was but a half-mile off the highway, in the mouth of a
canyon about a mile above the Haystack Ranch. But we actually hunted
to the east and north, from Double Mountain to the West Fork of Beaver
Creek (one of several Nevada creeks by that name).
It was a fabulous deer habitat, consisting of rolling hills, deep
draws, rocky cliffs, aspen groves and springs of clear-flowing water.
And plenty of bitterbrush and other browse. It was also only
accessible by 4WD vehicle, over trails and roads pioneered by sheep
and cattle ranchers to their many salt-licks. There was a skiff of
snow on the ground, mostly on the north sidehills, but not enough to
be a deterrent.
I enjoyed hunting with Stan. He was familiar with the animals’
ways, knew where to look for them, and hunted at an unhurried pace. We
covered a lot of the country in the Travelall, grinding slowly through
hood-high sagebrush, fording streams, crawling over ledges, even
riding on smooth trails. Every so often we’d get out, study the land
and look for deer signs. If we saw none we’d move on. But if it
“looked right” we’d take off on foot; Stan climbing up one side of a
draw, a ridge or a patch of quakies, I up the other. We always seemed
to know where the other fellow was and what he was doing.
The weather, that was already cold, turned colder; below zero at
night and below freezing by day. At dusk of the third day, when we
returned from the hunt and entered the trailer, we found the windows
encased in ice, in some places a half-inch thick. Even the wood
paneled walls were frosted over. A check of the propane supply (a
twice-daily ritual in cold weather) revealed that our second tank was
nearly empty, so we turned everything off, put both five-gallon
cylinders in the Travelall and made a run to Elko for refills. On the
return trip, Rita followed us in the Chrysler and Stan’s stepson, CJ,
a healthy young lad in his teens, came along to hunt with Stan and me.
I hooked up the full tanks, re-lit the furnace and other
appliances, then joined the others inside. Luckily, none of the water

pipes had frozen during our absence. It was soon warm and toasty, and
Rita cooked a hearty meal for us before heading back to Elko and
comfort.
It was on our fifth day of hunting that I bagged my deer, a
medium sized four-pointer. The three of us had left the Travelall and
separated, to work a shallow draw west of Double Mountain. I sighted
the buck in the bottom, browsing, and stopped to observe as he worked
his way up the ridge ahead to my right. As usual my pulse quickened. I
prayed for patience, moved along in a stoop, taking advantage of rocks
and bushes for cover, and closed with my quarry. He was now aware of
my presence but unsure of my position. At last, hidden by a convenient
up thrust of waist-high basalt, I eased the barrel of my ought-six
over the top and waited, finger on the trigger.
Two-hundred yards away the buck topped the ridge. As perfect a
target as one could hope for. With a squeeze I sent a missile toward
his shoulder.
CRACK...thunk! A hit! Apparently a good hit, since the big fellow
strayed but a hundred-feet before folding in a heap.
Stan and CJ heard the shot and the hit. CJ came up from below and
helped me with the field dressing. Stan went for the Travelall, and
brought it up the steep sidehill. The three of us heaved the heavy
carcass up and over the tailgate into the back of the rig (I liked it
when we could load a deer without having to drag it far) and then we
went looking for another deer.
It was mid-afternoon when, seated on the dry ground beside a
leafy spring, we finished a hunters’ lunch of sandwiches and coffee.
Time to return to the hunt. Not long after that, while “dogging” the
bottom of a draw, I was startled by a flock of chukars. (My shotgun
was in the Travelall, but you can’t really hunt birds and deer at the
same time.) Right after that I startled a deer, which started up the
hill toward my partners. Good. I think it was CJ who made the kill, a
nice young two-pointer.
This time I excused myself from the dirty work, using the alibi
that I must keep my hands clean in order to use my camera, with which
I documented the process of field-dressing a deer.
Now the hunt was over. We had run out of days. For a change, that
day we got back to camp before dark. But there was no time to sit
around. We quickly hooked up the trailer and headed for Elko. Rita had
already left for Sparks, but Mom had a meal ready for us.
After a good night’s sleep in a warm bed I set out for home
myself, maintaining a fire in the trailer furnace to keep the pipes
from freezing.
It was an enjoyable drive from Elko to Sparks. The weather was
fine, albeit awfully cold, and the Travelall ran like the well-tuned
machine it was. There was virtually no traffic on the highway, and I
had the whole day to ponder my recent adventure and the mysteries of
life and death in the animal kingdom.
Which, we sometimes need reminding, includes Man.
Because of the cold, my deer was in good shape when I arrived
home. I hung it from a rafter in our garage and removed the head and
hide that evening. The next day, Rita, who was really good at the job,

butchered
and
packaged
the
venison
for
freezing
and
future
consumption.
It wasn’t for lack of interest in deer hunting that I quit the
game, nor for any reason of questionable value, such as an aversion to
killing them. Had I remained in Elko County I’m sure I’d have
continued to engage in the sport, as it is a rewarding experience for
a variety of reasons.
There were several factors contributing to my not hunting deer
any more. One, the hunter population had increased to the point that,
even after the tag-system was put into effect, it was almost
impossible to get away from other hunters. Two, I could never get
interested in the hunt in midsummer, and that’s when you had to submit
an application for a tag. Three, I found that hunting the elusive
chukar partridge was an equally challenging sport, and the birds could
be found closer to Sparks.
But if I could turn back the clock, there’s not another sport or
recreation for which I would trade my deer hunting experiences in midtwentieth-century northern Nevada.

CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN
THE GREAT NORTHWEST
What would turn out to be the longest trailer-camping trip of our
lives was the one we embarked on in the summer of 1972.
Vernal Jones, whose job with the FAA had taken him to Seattle,
Washington, invited us to come up for a visit. Since we had never yet
been in that corner of the United States it seemed like a great idea.
Further, we made plans to travel beyond Seattle, to British Columbia,
Canada.
I carefully checked over the trailer and tuned up the Travelall.
Rita laid in a supply of food and we were ready to go. Or just about
ready. Glen decided to take his bicycle along, so I bought and
attached a carrier to, for lack of a better place, the front of the
Travelall.
Neither Gina nor Tony would accompany us, but Rita’s niece
Debbie, Mary’s youngest, would travel with us as far as Blue River,
Oregon, where she planned to spend some time with her sister Mary Ann
and family.
We picked up Debbie in Herlong, then made it through Klamath
Falls to a campground in Kimball State Park near Crater Lake National
Park. It was a small and sparsely occupied campground in the pines, a
good place to unwind after all the work and worry preparing for this
vacation.
In the morning, we left the trailer and went “by Travelall” to
famous Crater Lake; the second deepest freshwater lake (after Slave
Lake in Canada) in the Western Hemisphere, and considered by many to
be the most beautiful in the World.
Contained within the volcanic crater of one-time Mount Mazama,
Crater Lake is almost perfectly round and 1,932’ deep. Rim Village,
where we parked in the lot next to the lodge, stands at 7,100’ above
sea level; a fact that, coupled with the latitude, might explain the
presence of snow in mid-summer.
I was surprised and favorably impressed; not only by the innate
beauty of the lake itself, its surface a vivid cobalt blue, but also
by such peripheral features as an aromatic forest and colorful rock
formations. We walked around on the rim a while, then got back in the
Travelall and rode completely around the crater (33-miles) before
returning to our trailer.
It had been a long day, but rewarding.
Continuing north on US-97 through Bend, we came to a junction
town called Sisters. It was my plan to take the secondary highway

(Route 242) over McKenzie Pass, the shortest route according to the
map, to Mary Ann and Mike Winters’ place on the Blue River. But a sign
that read “TRAILERS NOT ADVISED OVER McKENZIE PASS” gave me reason to
pause. After some discussion, Rita and I decided “It can’t be as bad
as some of our Nevada roads,” so I drove on.
It was an exceptionally scenic highway, winding through forests
of pine and fir and cedar. Before long we entered a lava field, an old
volcanic flow through which the road had been carved. In some places
the pavement was very narrow, probably no more than 16-feet from one
side to the other, and bounded by vertical, 15-foot-high rock walls.
As we neared the summit I spied a parking lot off to the left and
made for it. It was time for a rest. While stretching and limbering
our arms and legs we saw, across the road atop a peak, a low circular
tower made of (what else but?) volcanic rock. So we hiked up a pathway
to see what it was about.
The tower was an observatory of sorts, built in 1933 by the CCCs
and named for the corps’ foreman, Dee Wright. Several small windows,
portholes, were located at specific intervals in the tower walls, each
one framing a distant mountain in the Cascade Range: Jefferson,
Washington and Hood to the north, the Sisters off to the south.
All of those striking, conical peaks are volcanoes, dormant or
inactive, on the so-called circle-of-fire rimming the Pacific Ocean.
All, excepting Mt. Washington, rise above 10,000’ from sea level.
From our vantage point, the now static lava flows spread out in
all directions. Some of them, we learned, were laid down as recently
as 3,000-years ago. An abundance of dark green conifers dotted the
bleak landscape, as if in defiance of Mother Nature, for there was no
topsoil in sight as far as I could see.
It was when we started down the west side of the mountain that I
began to wish I’d heeded the warning sign. Not only was the pavement
narrow but devoid of shoulders, in places the lava side-walls actually
leaned over the road. When we met another vehicle I cringed and slowed
to a crawl, half expecting the trailer top to hit one of them.
Eventually the lava gave way to forest, one of the thickest I had
ever been in. And finally, following the directions that Mary Ann had
given to me, I turned onto a dirt road, a veritable tunnel through the
trees, at the end of which was a moss-covered cottage.
Mary Ann and Jill, her little five-year-old, were at home. Mike
was out somewhere in the woods. His forestry job was the reason for
their living in this damp forest, where the annual rainfall was listed
as somewhere in the vicinity of one-hundred-inches.
To leave room for Mike’s vehicle I backed our trailer into the
undergrowth, literally, and then joined Rita and Mary Ann at the front
of the house. I noted some tomato vines by the porch, long, rangy
vines looking in vain for the sun. I figured it might shine through
the leaf-framed opening directly overhead for an hour on some days,
but no more.
“Well, I’m trying,” Mary Ann responded to my questioning look.
We had been there but a short time when a very pregnant young
woman (obviously a “hippy”) and a scantily-clad girl of about two came
by. After brief introductions, Mary Ann offered the little girl a
fresh-baked cookie.

The girl hesitated, and then asked, “Does it have any crap
(meaning sugar) in it?”
After they’d gone, Mary Ann explained that the woman lived in an
old bus not far away, with her man, and wanted Mary Ann (who was a
trained nurse) to help her accomplish a “natural birthing.”
That afternoon, before Mike returned, Jill led Glen and me down a
shaded path to the near bank of the Blue River. To my surprise I saw
that it was a truly magnificent river, especially on this rare sunny
day. Crystal clear, fast flowing, icy cold water tumbled noisily over
a boulder-strewn bed, which may have been 50-feet wide at that point.
We sat on the clean granite rocks above a quiet tributary pool, and
Jill described her playtime activities: how to trap little fishes, how
to build a dam out of water-worn cobblestones and so on. I think she
liked her new home in the forest. Later, when the rest of us were
otherwise occupied, she and her doll played house in our trailer.
I would have enjoyed spending a few days there with Mike, Mary
Ann and Jill, but our itinerary just wouldn’t allow it. So, early the
following morning, leaving Debbie there, Rita, Glen and I headed out
of the forest and into the vast Willamette Valley.
In the city of Portland, right in the center of it in heavy
traffic, I missed the lane for I-5 North and had to circle over the
Willamette River and back again. This time I bore to the right and we
successfully crossed the wide Columbia and entered the state of
Washington.
About halfway between Portland and Seattle, after regrettably
passing by many sites of historic interest, I got tired of driving and
suggested that we stop for the night. Rita consulted the map and found
a campground not far off the freeway to the east. It was dusk when I
turned in the direction.
The access road to the campground was very steep. I turned off to
the left at the first convenient driveway, and soon found an
unoccupied site. Easy enough, for there were only three or four other
campers in the whole area.
But what a site it was, so side-hilly I had to jack the left
wheel completely off the ground to level the trailer. It would have to
do. I was too tired to start over at another site. I guess we ate a
light supper and I, for one, retired early.
In the morning, before hitching up the trailer, Rita suggested
that we drive up to see the rest of the campground. Surprise! There
was a concrete-block building housing a laundry, shower facility and a
small store. Scores of camp trailers and motor homes occupied the
area, which was, you see, the main campground. Where we had parked was
an overflow or tenting area. Ah well, live and learn.
At Tumwater, just short of Olympia, we stopped to take a tour of
the brewery. It was an instructive tour. Our guide showed us
everything involved in the process of making beer, from water to hops
to mash and bottling. The giant, shining, old copper kettles in the
museum caught my eye, along with other artifacts of the trade. As
expected of us we sampled the brew (Glen had to settle for a soft
drink) and found it quite refreshing, especially so since it was a
very hot and humid day.

Not without a little trouble we found the Joneses’ place, a new
house near a hilltop in Bellevue, a suburb east of Seattle. They had
intended to buy the property, until Vernal found a foot or two of
water under the main floor. It was hard to conceive of a water problem
on that hill, but there was apparently a spring right where the house
had been built. (They would find a more suitable place.)
The Joneses treated us to a tour of Seattle, including the Space
Needle and Monorail, Lake Washington and the Chittendon Locks. At the
locks we were amazed by the large number of expensive boats and yachts
passing through, and were amused when a tiny sailboat with one man
aboard honked for the railroad drawbridge to be raised to clear his
tall mast. What a waste of energy.
I quickly learned that drivers in the Seattle area are slaves to
the water. Everywhere one goes he must wait; for a drawbridge to be
raised and lowered, for a ferry to come and take you across, for heavy
traffic crossing a bridge. (The bridges across Lake Washington floated
on pontoons.)
One sunny morning, Vernal took Glen, Susan and me for a ride in
his (flying club) airplane. At least it was sunny when we broke
through the blanket of smog over the city. Gaining altitude, Vernal
steered the Cessna toward landmark Mount Rainer — which was still
wearing a mantle of white in the middle of August — and flew halfway
round the north side of its 14,410’ peak. Looking down, I thought of
how it would be to crash-land on its forbidding shoulder.
At last we were ready for Canada. There would be six of us, for
Vernal, Mary and Sue agreed to join our tour. We would all just fit,
along with their suitcases, in the Travelall. When camped, we adults
would sleep in the trailer and the kids would use sleeping bags in the
back of the vehicle.
The border crossing at Sumas was remarkably austere, or so it
appeared to me, just a couple of buildings, some restrooms and a gift
shop in each country. Three miles beyond the border we intersected the
Trans-Canada Highway, Route 1, and sped on toward Hope, a small city
on the Fraser River. It was not yet lunchtime when I stopped there for
gas, before turning to the southeast on scenic Route 3, but I noticed
that the Joneses took advantage of the stop for refreshments, in the
form of soft drinks and ice cream.
It was slow-going on Route 3, a rollercoaster highway leading to
our destination, Manning Park. And it was long past lunchtime when we
finally found a suitable campsite, in a neat campground named Mule
Deer. The Joneses complained that they were hungry.
The camp was being renovated. Each site had been leveled and
layered with washed gravel, which was not yet compacted. So we were
privileged to be among the first, if not the first, occupants of our
particular site, and one of but a half-dozen parties in the whole
place. We got a campfire going and (as would become the custom) Vernal
cooked the evening meal.
In the morning we went sightseeing up a narrow mountain road to a
high-country park. At the “end-of-road” we left the Travelall and
walked a well-marked trail (the Blackburn Mountain Nature Trail)

through wild grass clearings, brush and scattered conifers. Colorful
alpine flowers were blooming everywhere in profusion.
Imagine my surprise, though, when about halfway through the trail
I detected the sound of a diesel engine. Even more surprising was the
fact that it sounded like a Hercules. Sure enough, as we rounded a
bend in the trail one of Canadian Bell’s own microwave stations came
into view. And at close range I was positive that it was powered by a
Hercules diesel, the kind that we had at Wendover Notch.
This microwave station was certainly built to withstand the
rigors of a harsh climate. I noted a rooftop hatch, for entrance and
egress when the snow was 20-plus-feet deep; the antenna tower was
equipped with sturdy shields, to protect the waveguide from falling
ice; and a rugged snow-cat garage stood on stilts to one side of the
main structure. Shades of Mt. Rose in Nevada.
To me, this was the most interesting thing on the trail. I only
wished that a telephone man were there to show me inside, but I had to
be content with viewing it from every available exterior angle.
Looking off the mountain toward the south, on this remarkably
fine day, we saw the sharp, non-glaciated peaks of the Cascade Range
in the United States, just a few miles away. By contrast the mountain
on which we stood was well-worn and rounded, marking the southern
extremity of the prehistoric ice cap.
Back at camp Vernal and I — having purchased licenses at the
border — tried our luck at fishing the nearby stream, a fast-flowing
creek resembling Elko County’s South Fork at spring runoff. With
unbounded enthusiasm, Vernal waded through the deepest pools in his
quest for “the big one.” And when we returned to camp he was wet up to
his armpits. As I remember it, neither of us caught a trout that day.
But a funny thing happened that night. To make room for the kids’
sleeping bags in the Travelall, I had removed a wooden box of oddsand-ends and placed it on the ground beneath the trailer. During the
wee hours, Rita and I were awakened by strange “gnawing” sounds that
seemed to be coming from under our bed. Not until morning did we learn
the cause of the noise. A nocturnal animal, most likely a field mouse,
had found a bag of M&M candies in the box. No doubt believing that
M&Ms were some kind of a nut, he had taken them one-at-a-time to a
nearby rock, cracked them, ate the meat and left the hard shells. All
that remained was the empty bag and a pile of empty, broken-butcolorful shells on the granite rock.
After leaving Manning Park, on our way through the little town of
Princeton, we picked up a few necessaries and a Sportsman’s Map. “A
Lake A Day As Long As You Stay,” it proclaimed, and before we were
through with British Columbia I would come to believe it. The province
is fairly dotted with small lakes (some fairly large), deep potholes
formed during the ice age and now filled with cold dark water.
Following the directions on this crude map, I turned onto a
graveled road not unlike those in the Sierra Nevada foothills. It
wound through a pine-and-fir forest interrupted by clearings of grass
and sagebrush. The road signage was similar to that found in Elko
County back in the 1940s; that is, poor or nonexistent. At what
appeared to be the intersection I was looking for, there was no sign

of a signpost. I stopped the rig in the middle of the road and we all
got out for a stretch and to look around. It was then that Rita
noticed a board lying in the bunch-grass.
“DAVIS LAKE 3 Mi.” it read. We were on the right track, but had
to guess which way the sign had originally faced.
Four small lakes were lined up ahead of us. Davis Lake was the
first. I towed the trailer onto a grassy spot under a big-needled pine
less than 100-feet from the shoreline, and there we set up camp.
Davis Lake, ovate in shape and probably no more than a mile
around, was surrounded by conifers; albeit sparse on our side, the
east side, where the land sloped gently toward the water. Like all of
British Columbia’s lakes, the water was deep, dark and, as we would
find when taking a bath, extremely cold!
The lake was certain to harbor some very fine trout, just as the
man at the store had suggested, but fishing for them would be
difficult if not impossible. Extending 50- to 100-feet out from the
shoreline, all the way around, the surface was carpeted with lily
pads. How could anyone cast and retrieve a lure, or a large trout,
through such an obstacle?
Vernal, the kids and I fought the lily pads for a whole day and
never had a bite. I even forgot that I couldn’t swim, and made my way
to the tip of a half-submerged, downed pine tree, 50-feet from dry
land and probably 20-feet above the lake bottom. Still no luck.
We were, to say the least, frustrated. Especially when, in the
evening while watching the sun set, we could see the big four-pound
beauties leaping out of the water for dragon flies. And when an old
man, who had been trolling a fly behind his rowboat, proudly showed
off his catch of two German browns, each weighing over three-pounds, I
was chagrined.
We really wished for a raft or a boat, anything that would float
and support a body. Our wish was to be granted, if only temporarily,
but not just yet.
That evening, because we hadn’t any trout, Vernal cooked
hamburgers and hot dogs over the campfire. (He loved to cook, so why
not let him have the pleasure?) Afterward, we sat around the fire with
our coffee or tea and our thoughts. I lit my pipe, and promptly forgot
the day’s disappointments. It was well after eleven o’clock when,
apparently out of nowhere since we’d neither seen nor heard a vehicle,
a boy of about eleven strode into our circle of light.
“You have a four-wheel-drive.” he asserted, rather out of breath.
“I know...you passed us earlier...in the little pickup with the raft
on top.”
I remembered seeing it down the road a ways, and had thought of
it again when we were wishing for a floating device.
“Oh, yeah,” I said, sensing the purpose of his mission.
“It’s my sister and her boyfriend. They’re stuck in a creek and
need a tow. Can you come? I’ll show you where.”
Earlier that very day I had remarked on the paucity of 4WD
vehicles in Canada, so it was no wonder that ours, probably the only
one around for miles, should have been noted.
“How’d you get here?” someone asked.

“I walked,” he answered matter-of-factly. “Been walking since
sundown...seven or eight miles I guess.
Rita insisted on his eating something.
I marveled at the boy’s stamina and bravery. He had come a long
way through wild country after dark, with the distinct possibility of
getting lost or confronted by a bear or a wildcat.
“Okay,” I said, “let’s go see what we can do.
Interrupting Glen and Susan, who were removing things from the
back of the Travelall preparatory to making down their sleeping bags,
I said, “You’ll have to wait a while.”
Vernal, who was suffering from a headache, had already gone to
bed. But Rita wanted to go along, so she climbed into the Travelall
with the boy and me. Because there was a tree in front of us, I backed
up six- or eight-feet before pulling ahead to the roadway. It felt
like I’d run over something, and dismissed it as probably a tree root.
As we travelled through the dark forest, the headlights tunneling
through the trees ahead, the lad told his story:
They had taken a shortcut, he said, following a new power line
where the bulldozers had left a pretty good path...but it was rough
going and they should never have taken it with their two-wheel-drive
(a little Ford Currier). They’d dropped down a steep dusty hill and
gotten stuck while fording a creek in the bottom...the front end on
one side and the back on the other. When they couldn’t move it, the
boy had gone for help.
At his wise suggestion we didn’t go by way of the power line but
took the long way around. “It’s a few miles farther but a lot better
road,” he said.
In a strange country, who was I to argue?
About nine-miles from camp we took a left fork. A mile farther on
our guide got nervous. “Should’ve been a road off here. Hope I didn’t
miss it.”
And then we came to a turnoff.
“We should see a fire pretty soon,” the boy instructed, “They
were supposed to light a fire for us.”
Sure enough, in a minute the glow of a bonfire was visible
through the trees. In another minute I stopped the Travelall near the
edge of a sandy, gravelly opening beside a swift-running creek. Broken
branches and uprooted tree-trunks had been piled up, like giant beaver
huts, to one side. The little pickup truck — the orange raft still
lashed to its top — rested ignominiously astraddle the creek, water up
to its door-sills. Silhouetted against the roaring bonfire, a woman
and a child were seated on a log.
A man strode across the clearing toward us. “Hi,” he said,
squinting in the glare of the headlights.
I returned his brief greeting and he went on, “Think you can get
her out? She’s stuck bad...water’s goin’ right through the cab.”
“I dunno,” I answered, reserving judgment. I had long ago learned
not to be hasty in assessing a stuck vehicle. “Let’s take a look.”
We got out of the Travelall. I headed for the pickup with the man
and the boy. Rita walked toward the woman by the fire, and was shocked
to find that she was holding a big rifle across her knees. Well, this

was a wild country and packing a rifle might not have been uncommon.
Still it gave Rita quite a start.
What a way to greet your rescuers, she would later observe.
With my shovel I probed beneath the front of the pickup, and
quickly discovered the real cause of the problem. A couple of willow
roots, broken off by the recent bulldozer operations, had lodged above
and against the front axle. With an axe I cut off the roots at mud
level. I drove the Travelall closer and then attached my indispensable
logging-chain between the two rigs. With the Travelall in four-wheeldrive and low-range I backed away. The pickup came smoothly up to dry
land.
As we were leaving both the boy and the man thanked us. The man
(who may or may not have introduced himself) further showed his
appreciation by proffering a Canadian ten-dollar bill.
“Thanks, but no thanks,” I declined the offer, “I may need help
myself before we’re out of this country.”
It was long after midnight when we got back to camp. Of course
Glen and Susan were still up (we had their sleeping quarters with us),
but I was puzzled by Susan’s standing over a camp table, apparently
sorting and repacking things in her suitcase. Not for several days
would I know the reason for her strange behavior.
Next to our trailer, a middle-aged couple had set up their
pickup-camper. (Except for the old man mentioned earlier, they were
the only other people at the lake.) They had come from Vancouver, they
said, as they did almost every year at this time. The man, a quiet and
unassuming individual, had a small aluminum boat and a motor. In the
morning and evening he went out in the boat, and had already caught
several nice trout. Before retiring for the night he pulled the boat
up onto the shore.
A dozen or so white-faced Herefords, including one big old “bull
of the woods,” apparently had grazing rights on our campsites. Early
one morning we were awakened when the bull, feeding between our camp
and the lake, butted the little craft aside to get at the nice green
grass beneath. The boat-owner, who had also been aroused, rushed out
in his undershorts to “shoo” the big guy away. The bull just ignored
him. Anyway, the boat was undamaged.
That same day our earlier wish came true, when the gentleman from
Vancouver, having observed our futile attempts at fishing from the
shore, out of pity offered us the use of the boat, sans motor, when he
was not using it; which was when the sun was high in the sky. That was
not the best time of day for angling but we jumped at his offer.
From the one short dock (built by who knew whom) Vernal and I
boarded the dinghy-sized conveyance. He took the first turn at the
oars. It must have been too long since his navy days for he could only
row in circles, first one way then the other, never straightaway. Our
new-found friend stood on the dock, shaking his head in disbelief.
After several minutes and a few words of advice from ashore
(“Pointy-end forward, Vern,” Rita kept shouting) Vernal got the boat
straightened out and I trailed a flatfish from the stern.
In the next hour or two we traded jobs several times. And while
we couldn’t help enjoying the lake and our surroundings — pink pondlilies on yellow green pads floating on cocoa brown water, blue green

conifers dripping with gray old-man’s-beard, deer browsing silently on
the opposite shore, loons half-laughing, half-crying somewhere in the
distance — not one trout did we bring to the boat.
At last, while trolling past a floating island of lily pads,
FWAP! My rod tip bent to the surface. I started to reel in...and then
it was over. The lunker, at least a five-pounder by the fisherman’s
rule of “the one that got away,” had easily broken my line and stolen
my favorite flatfish. That strike was enough to renew our enthusiasm,
but it turned out to be our one and only strike of the day.
For a change of pace, one day we all piled into the Travelall and
headed for a town. (Mary, having learned early on that I didn’t stop
at every corner store for a snack, had put a sandwich in her purse
“just in case.”) We went north from camp through the village of
Kingsvale and down the meandering Coldwater River to Merritt, a once
thriving but now sleepy mining town in the broad Nicola Valley.
At lunchtime, even before Mary had to dig into her cache, we
found a quiet restaurant. The food was good but the service was a bit
unusual. The lone waitress made a separate trip from the kitchen with
each and every dish. As a consequence, lunch was a long drawn-out
affair.
Rita and Mary had planned to do the laundry and some shopping,
but the laundry and many of the stores, even the bank, were closed.
Apparently Monday was some kind of a Sabbath in Canada.
A sporting goods store was open for business, though, so we
bought some minor items and talked with a clerk, asking where we might
find a trout stream. He acted surprised. “With thousands of lakes full
of trout you want to fish a stream?”
We explained our dilemma, that we couldn’t get past the
ubiquitous lily pads, so he tried to sell us a two-man raft. It was a
very tempting idea but we constrained ourselves and pursued the
subject of stream fishing.
With a brand new, marked map we headed out. Quilchena creek, the
one suggested by the clerk, was about 18-miles southeast of Merritt,
east of Aspen Grove. This clear stream, roughly the size of upper
South Fork in Elko County, was literally teeming with brookies ranging
in size from six- to ten-inches long. And were they lively. Whatever
we threw at them, be it flatfish, fly or worm, they took. In a couple
of exciting hours we caught a fine mess, which we enjoyed for supper
that night back at Davis Lake.
By now the Travelall was covered with mud and dust, so I jokingly
asked if someone would wash it for me. In a matter of minutes I had
backed it down to the lakeside and a brigade of volunteers were
pouring buckets-full of water over the green vehicle.
While this was going on a strange thing happened to Rita. On her
way from the trailer, with another bucket or something, she let out a
startled shout. “Hey! A big bee just bit me on the eye!”
I went over to where she stood and, in an attempt to offer
sympathy, said, “Bees don’t bite...they sting.”
But I was wrong. A giant black bumblebee had swooped down and
actually bit a chunk of flesh (about the size of a paper-match head)

out of her eyelid. (It may have been attracted by her sweet-smelling
hair.)
The time came when we must pack up and leave the serenity of
Davis Lake. We travelled north through Merritt, along the Nicola River
on Route 5-A, then dropped rapidly down to Kamloops, a fair-sized city
on the Trans-Canada Railway. I talked my companions out of spending
much time there (after all, it was just another city) but we stopped
long enough to do the laundry and break for lunch.
Because of restraints on our time, Kamloops was as far north as
we would go. From there we journeyed east and south once more, on a
rather well-travelled highway. At the tiny town of Westwold we turned
back into the country again, to climb a narrow winding road and to
dodge speeding logging-trucks bound for the mills below. We had at
least one miss too close to call before coming to a high, more-or-less
open prairie of browning grass. Passing up a “private” campground (at
Index Lake), we unhitched our trailer in the tall rye grass next to a
deserted cabin by a willow-lined stream a mile or two farther on.
Scattered about the cabin were a lot of interesting agrarian
artifacts, among them haying implements, an old truck chassis, and a
horse-drawn sled like the one my father used on Huckle Hill. I was
happy with our (my) choice of campsites.
While camped there we took the Travelall on an exploration trip,
across the creek on a very narrow bridge and through a field of unmown hay. The trail led to a fenced-in cemetery on a sloping sidehill,
where wooden, granite and marble markers delineated the resting places
of those (apparently family related) who had lived, worked, produced
and died on this now uninhabited land.
Our stay at the deserted farm was far too short; one night and
part of a day. It would have been fun to spend a week there, driving
the dusty roads, poking around the abandoned cabins, fishing the quiet
streams, watching the abundance of unwary birds and animals.
Instead we moved on, returning to Route-97 via Westwold. We soon
came to Lake Okanagan, the longest, narrowest, natural lake I’d ever
seen. For a hundred miles we would run roughly parallel to it, from
north of Vernon to Penticton. But our objective that day was to reach
Summerland, a city of 50,000 people and 20-miles short of Penticton.
Summerland, a picturesque town overlooking Lake Okanagan, was the
center of a thriving farm community. The climate, in spite of its
latitude, was relatively warm and conducive to growing things, so
every available piece of flatland, and much of the surrounding steep
countryside, was devoted to agriculture. Peach and apple orchards
predominated. On inquiring, we learned of a lake where the camping was
“great” and the fishing “fabulous.” Called Darke Lake, it was located
just eight-miles out of town. We struck out for it, following what
would turn out to be lousy directions.
The road just didn’t seem right when we crossed a good-sized
stream (Trout Creek) and started climbing a one-car-wide dirt road up
the side of a canyon. On one stretch of a mile or more, had we met an
oncoming vehicle one or the other of us, hopefully the other, would
have had to back a long ways. I breathed a sigh of relief when we
reached the top, only to see that the road deteriorated to a mere

logging trail; rutted, rooted, rocky and not well travelled at all.
But once more luck rode with us. There was sufficient room to turn
around, trailer and all. I then immediately headed back down the steep
road and away from that desolate place, an action that brought cheers
from my passengers.
The correct road to Darke Lake, when we finally found it, was not
much better. Several times I was required to stop while Vernal and
Glen removed trees, felled by beaver, from the road. At a small wooden
bridge over a stream, we had to stop and reposition a couple of loose
planks. Vern and Rita then watched and signaled while I maneuvered the
Travelall and trailer across, successfully avoiding those places where
the planks were missing altogether.
It was also on this road that we made our only bear-sighting of
the trip; a black bear of medium build who loped across the road in
front of us.
Dusk was well advanced by the time we got to the campground,
where there awaited still more surprises.
Much of the forest land in Canada, as in the United States, is
managed by the government. Provincial Forests, they are called. But
many of the campgrounds, instead of being maintained and administered
by government employees, are leased by private parties.
Such was the case at Darke Lake. But I feel sure that the
lessees, a young couple, had had better days. For one thing, the man
admitted when we paid our fee, there were no electric lights. The
diesel generator was on the fritz. I briefly considered offering to
look at the plant, but decided that I was too tired to tackle what
might be an all night job.
The camp consisted of a central cottage and a washhouse,
surrounded by a half-dozen cabins, several “open spaces” between the
trees, for campers with tents or trailers, and a boat-landing on the
lake. In the half-light, after a long day, it was a dreadful looking
place. But it was quiet. Only then, while helping the kids unload
their suitcases, did I learn the reason for Susan’s strange behavior
in the middle of the night back at Davis Lake; the night we had helped
the people with the stuck pickup.
“What happened to your suitcases?” I quizzed. “They look like
they’ve been run over by a truck.”
Laughingly, Sue and Mary related the story.
It seemed that it was not a root that I had backed over when we
left camp that night; it was two of the Joneses’ three suitcases. They
were pretty well smashed. Bottles of sweet-smelling and other liquids
had been broken, a pair of Mary’s high-heeled shoes had been deheeled, and more. At least their clothing, although wrinkled, was
okay. (They would be reimbursed for their losses by their insurance
company, after we returned to the U.S.)
I was not told of the accident at the time, Mary said, because
they knew that I would be angry with them for having set the bags down
behind the Travelall. As I likely would have been, for I had tried to
teach our kids to never put anything in front of, behind, or on the
roof of a parked vehicle. But now I put it out of my mind.

The girls, to get their money’s worth, decided to make use of the
showers. Taking the Coleman lantern, for now it was really dark, away
they went with their clean clothes and towels to the washroom.
Not over ten-minutes elapsed before Susan came back to our
campsite. “We need a flashlight,” she said, “the lantern fell off the
nail and broke on the cement.”
Oh no, I groaned to myself (I think), can’t these people take
care of anything?
Of course I expected the glass to have shattered, but no, it had
survived intact. It was the brass column that supported the top of the
lantern, and through which the gas must pass, that had broken. Why the
thing had not caught fire or exploded we would never know.
Making the best of a dreary situation, Vernal cooked a mess of
trout over a campfire and we sat down to eat, confident that things
would appear better in the light of day.
Not everything was better in the morning, however. The first
thing I noticed, when I went outside, was that the trailer hitch had
dropped down an inch or more from the bumper. I found that the support
had cracked, no doubt from the pounding it had taken on those back
roads. If I had ever entertained the thought of spending some time at
Darke Lake, hiking or fishing or whatever, the idea vanished from my
mind. All I wanted to do now was get that darned hitch repaired and
head for the U.S. of A.
After breakfast, we all climbed into the Travelall and headed for
Summerland to have the hitch fixed. I took the lantern along to be
repaired as well. We located a garage with a welder on duty, and
Vernal stayed there with me while the others looked for a place to
shop. (They needed that.)
The welder was a friendly and helpful chap. He quickly jacked up
the hitch and ran a bead along the support where it had cracked. It
looked good. He then used his brazing equipment to “glue” the lantern
parts together. That job looked good, too. (I did not notice, at the
time, but he had put it together 180-degrees out of alignment; a
factor that would make lighting it an awkward task.)
When our gang was reassembled we went back to the lake and broke
camp, returned to Summerland and turned toward the south. At Penticton
I stopped at an International Harvester shop, a place that I had been
anxious to find ever since a strange new noise had cropped up in the
front of the engine. It was a busy garage, but the shop foreman agreed
to come out and give a listen. His diagnosis confirmed mine, that it
was a failing water pump. But to have it replaced would require tyingup the vehicle overnight. That wouldn’t do. So I bought a new pump to
take along for assurance. If it should become necessary, I would do
the job while in camp.
Now we lit-out for the United States, pausing briefly for one
last spate of souvenir buying at Osoyoos before crossing the friendly
border.
We made camp early that day, some 30-miles into the state of
Washington in Conconully Park. In spite of its being crowded it was
very pleasant there, where the grass was green and weeping willows

provided welcome shade. I must admit that I felt a lot better after a
little rest.
Sunday is never a good day to travel toward a big city. All the
weekend recreationists are headed in that same direction. But on this
particular Sunday I was ready to fight the traffic, if need be, in
order to get to Seattle as soon as possible. I was sick of towing the
trailer and making camp in a different place every night.
The geography east of the Cascade Range is quite different from
that on the west side. Drier, of course, but not so dry that the
natives can’t raise some of the nation’s finest agricultural crops. I
had never seen so many fruit trees, mostly apple, in my life; verdant
patches on an otherwise umber landscape.
The great Columbia River loomed into view at Brewster, and
accompanied us as far as US-2 where I turned westward. At Cashmere we
stopped for lunch, and to sample the famous “applet” and “cotlet”
candies manufactured there. Rita and Mary each bought a generous
supply.
From there on the traffic would be heavy and slow. Thousands of
weekend travelers were returning to the city. On entering the
Wenatchee National Forest we contributed to the slowness, the grade
being very steep and curvy.
I didn’t realize how close we were to the summit of Stevens Pass
when the next, hopefully the last, mishap of our trip occurred. It was
while rounding a steep curve to the right, crawling along at 20-mph
with a long line of vehicles behind, that I felt a jolt. A glance in
the rear-view mirror told me that the trailer-tongue had dropped down
to the pavement. It was still attached, however, enough that I got
both Travelall and trailer to the side of the road and at least
halfway off the pavement.
As quickly as possible, Vernal and I climbed out for a look. It
was not a pleasant sight. The top trailer-hitch support, the one I’d
had re-welded in Summerland, was broken in two. Still, it could have
been a lot worse. Had the forward support broken as well our trailer
would have been a “loose cannonball” on that crowded two-lane highway.
Vernal flagged traffic while I jacked up the tongue of the
trailer, hitch and all, as far as possible. Then, using my trusty log
chain as a sling, I secured the hitch to the bumper. The operation
took no more than ten minutes. I hoped that it would hold till I could
find a place up ahead to pull completely off the highway.
God was with us in our time of need. With my apprehensive (but
thankfully quiet) passengers once more aboard, I drove less than a
quarter-mile before sighting a clearing off to the right. I darted, at
a snail’s pace, for the opening and into some sort of a parking area.
Knowing that we’d have to leave the trailer unattended overnight, I
pulled forward as far as possible and parked it behind some trees
where it would be shielded from prying eyes.
When I got out of the Travelall, the sound of a diesel engine,
coming from somewhere in front of us, struck my ears.
At the same time, Rita shouted from her side of the rig, “Hey,
there’s a building over there and there’s a motor running.”
We then investigated this unusual sign of civilization in an
otherwise wilderness area and discovered, in addition to the concrete

building, an entrance to a large tunnel. On the face of
architecturally pleasing portal was the following inscription:

this

CASCADE TUNNEL
LENGTH 8 MILES ELEV. 2881 COMPLETED 1929
The original line of the Northern Pacific Railway (I would later
learn) had been much higher and very susceptible to train-arresting
snowstorms and slides. So this new tunnel was drilled in 1929. At over
eight miles, it was then the longest tunnel in the World. It was so
far from one end to the other that there was a danger of people being
overcome by asphyxiation while in transit, and that’s where the big
diesel engine came in. It drove two oversized ventilating fans to
clear the air inside.
There was a train in the tunnel at the time and in a few minutes
an east-bound freight emerged. When the caboose had cleared the
portal, the diesel quit running, the fans stopped pumping air, an iron
door clanged shut, and all was quiet. Except for the bumper-to-bumper
traffic on the highway.
We removed our valuables, secured the trailer and took off in
the Travelall for Bellevue, thereby completing the last leg of our
tour with the Joneses.
First thing in the morning, Vernal and I took the Travelall to a
shop in nearby Seattle, to have the hitch repaired. At my suggestion,
the man replaced the broken support with a thicker piece of steel. In
less than an hour we were headed for Stevens Pass, about 75-miles
away, to pick up the trailer and haul it back to Bellevue.
The highway was virtually abandoned and it was a pleasant ride
through alternating patches of sunshine and fog, or clouds, as we
gained elevation. We found the trailer intact, hitched it up and towed
it over the summit and down the west side, stopping once for a bite of
lunch at a roadside mountain-cafe.
There was more to see and do in the Seattle area, but I first
insisted on ridding the Travelall of that worrisome noise under the
hood. So I tore into the project at curbside in front of Vernal’s
house. Removing the fan and pulleys was a tedious operation, because
the fan blade cleared the radiator by less than an inch and each of
four long bolts had to be worried out with an end-wrench held by my
fingertips. But I received a pleasant surprise. The noise had not come
from the water pump after all, but from the air-conditioner drivepulley. It was cracked nearly all the way around and would have to be
replaced. But that was a job infinitely easier than replacing the
water pump.
I was twice lucky. There was a large International Harvester
center in Seattle, and the pulley I needed was in stock. Between the
two of us, Vernal and I completed the job in less than a day,
including the trip to the heart of the city for parts.
The last thing on our agenda was a trip to Vancouver Island,
specifically to world famous Butchart Gardens. With the Joneses we
went to a place called Tsawassen, just over the border in Canada,

there to board a British Columbia ferry to Swartz Bay, sixteen-miles
north of Victoria.
The ferry ride was great. The weather was overcast and windy but
with no rain. Ever present sea gulls wheeled over our heads, above
deck, swooping down for bits of food handed out by tourists, including
Rita. A bald eagle circled and dived for fish between the outer
islands. The sea was particularly rough at that place and time. We
were told it was due to the strong tide’s rushing through the narrow
channel. After threading its way between several rockier, forested and
sparsely populated islands, the ferry docked at Swartz Bay. Vernal
then drove us to the gardens, near Brentwood Bay, 10-miles away.
Some 70-years before our visit, Mrs. Butchart, wife of Robert
Butchart, a pioneer of Portland cement in Canada, had decided to
landscape a part of their estate; including an abandoned limestone
quarry whose old kiln was visible through the trees. The pit contained
the centerpiece of her gardens; waterfalls, exotic trees and shrubs,
brilliant flowers, lush green grass, curving walkways, and a fountain
that danced to music. (Lighted at night, we were told.) Above the pit,
surrounding the estate home, were Japanese, Italian and other formal
gardens, all carefully maintained by the present manager for the
pleasure of folks like us.
The sky was now totally overcast and the air was quite misty, so
we carried umbrellas while touring the grounds. I was somewhat
discouraged, thinking that, because of the dim light, my photographs
would not turn out well.
(On the contrary, as I would find when the film was developed,
more light filtered through the mist than I had realized. The slides
were some of my best ever.)
We joked about Seattle’s reputation for rainfall. It had hardly
sprinkled in all the time we were there. But on the day of our
departure it began to rain in earnest, coming down in torrents. We
decided to take the inland route home, crossing over the heavily
timbered Cascades at Snoqualmie Pass and breaking out of the trees,
and the worst of the rain, near the upper Yakima River. At last we
were back on the dry side of the mountains.
At McNary Dam, on the great Columbia River, we put Washington
behind us. From there we’d travel US-395 all the way home. South of
Pendleton, Oregon, a small inland city known for its rodeo and its
woolen mills (Pendleton shirts!) the air was thick with blood-red
smoke from nearby forest fires. Even our overnight campground, between
Ukiah and Dale, reeked of acrid smoke, but it was otherwise pleasant.
Glen rode his bike that evening, for about the third time on the
entire trip.
Cross a creek in a meadow; climb through a forest of pine, fir
and cedar; cross another creek (really the John Day River); slow down
through the neighboring towns of John Day and Canyon City (both born
of the gold rush of sixty-two); over another summit; cross another
creek; meander through another forest. Three more towns of importance
to traverse, Burns, Lakeview and Alturas, before the day was done and
we entered Sparks.

I was pleased with my memories of the Northwest. Our tour had
been filled with excitement, entertainment, education and great
companionship. But there is, after all, “No Place Like Home.”
(For the record, never again would I drag a trailer over so many
miles in such a short time.)
Five summers would come and go before Rita and I again visited
the Northwest, this time traveling in the simple luxury of an
automobile; the Plymouth Volare that we had purchased in 1976 to
replace our worn-out ‘65 Chrysler.
That had been a trial, shopping for the new car. In order to meet
recently imposed government standards for fuel efficiency, and to
mimic foreign makes, the American automobile industry had downsized
almost every model built. We couldn’t afford one of the few solid
American cars on the market, and settled for the mid-sized Volare. It
was a four-door sedan, had a 318-cubic-inch V-8 engine, power windows,
power driver’s seat and other amenities. It was a pretty fair car,
though, and Rita liked it a lot.
It was August of 1978, when she and I headed for Seattle, this
time to visit the King Tut exhibition. Seattle was one of several
cities in the United States where the famous collection of artifacts,
much of it pure gold, was being displayed. On our way through Oregon,
we stopped briefly to see Mike and Mary Anne Winters and family. They
now lived in a beautiful home, constructed of logs, in the country
west of Roseburg.
Gina met us in Bellevue, having driven her own car, as did Noble
and Taffy Crew who had driven up in their car. Since we had reserved
tickets for the exhibition, our first order of business was to get
together and attend the showing. It was great!
A day or two later, Gina headed for parts of Canada, including
Banff, on a solo tour. (It would turn out to be a very long and very
tiring journey for her.) At the same time, the Crews joined Rita and
me (in the Volare) for a tour of our own. We first went to Tsawassen
and took the ferry to Vancouver Island, then drove down to Victoria.
There we took some time to look around and found it to be all that it
was touted to be. The Legislative Buildings and grounds made me think
I was in Old England. And there were flowers everywhere, carefully
laid out in beds alongside manicured lawns, and in baskets hanging
from balconies and lamp posts. Wherever we went, the city was clean
and neat and beautiful.
The Empress Hotel, the Grand Dame of Pacific Coast hotels, a
massive,
vine-covered
Victorian
structure,
was
lavish
beyond
expression. But my awe was somewhat shattered when, on entering the
grand foyer, I observed that several plastic buckets had been
strategically placed on the marble floor, to catch water leaking from
above.
The bay, protected from the omnipresent winds of Juan de Fuca
Strait, where the trading ships of the Hudson’s Bay Company were once
anchored or moored, now harbored a variety of ferry boats, tugboats,
fishing boats, pleasure craft and seaplanes.
We went to see the Hudson’s Bay Company store, still doing
business on Douglas Street. We visited the Craigdarrough Castle, a

tall mansion built by a rich man for an unappreciative wife, and saw a
dozen more things of interest in and around the city center.
Unfortunately, that which we especially wanted to see, the museum, was
closed that day. We then went to the Butchart Gardens, which were, for
Rita and me, as beautiful the second time around.
It was our plan to stay overnight in Victoria, where we found
rooms on “motel row” north of the city center, and to take the first
Black Ball Ferry to Port Angeles in the morning. But to take an auto
on the early ferry meant that you had to either park it on the dock
all night or be there before sunup, a couple of hours before sailing
time. Because we needed the car that evening, for transportation to
dinner and back, I volunteered to get up early in the morning, deliver
it to the dock and wait for the others to arrive by taxi.
The plan worked out well for me, for I was able to watch the sun
rise over the grand Empress Hotel and wander about the area virtually
alone. It was a good time for taking pictures.
Speaking of taking pictures, a curious thing happened when I was
thus occupied. I was approached by a Japanese tourist, who couldn’t
speak a word of English but wanted my advice on how to operate his
camera. (It was, by the way, a Japanese camera.) By means of sign
language, smiles and nodding-of-heads I was able to help him, and away
he went as happy as could be.
A short time after that, the Crews and Rita arrived in a taxi. We
had breakfast, and then boarded the giant ferry. The trip across Juan
de Fuca Strait, from Victoria to Port Angeles, Washington, was foggy
and rough; a normal crossing, I suspect, and quite exciting. Rita,
however, did not like it a bit. She much preferred the smooth ride
from Tsawassen to Swartz Bay.
Once ashore on the peninsula, the high point of our tour began
with our heading for an archeological dig near Ozette. There were
about 40-miles of road from Port Angeles through the rain forest to
that small “dot on a map,” half of them gravelly, narrow and winding,
and dominated by speeding logging trucks. Ozette consisted of a mere
handful of cabins and houses, a small market and a parking lot at the
“end of road.”
We got out of the car and checked the time. It was late. Already
mid-afternoon and we had to walk (the only way to get there other than
by boat) to the coast in time for a guided tour. But the trail,
according to the map on the information board, was four-miles due west
across the wilderness area and another mile or two north on a sandy
beach. Could we make it? Or should we turn around and forego the
experience?
What the heck. We needed the exercise. So away we went on what
would be the longest distance any of us would ever cover on foot in
such a short time.
We found the first four-miles through the woods amazingly easy
walking, on a virtually level boardwalk above a damp, boggy, crawlingwith-creatures forest floor. We encountered several small deer along
the way, deer so long removed from men with guns they hardly looked at
us in passing.
At the coastline, we descended a long set of stairs to sea-level,
and then the going got rough. Every step in the sand was like three on

hard ground. Again we worried about the hour, whether or not we’d make
it to the dig in time for the last tour.
We did not. In spite of our walking at an accelerated speed and
never stopping for a breather, we arrived at the archeologists’ shack
too late. But many of the scientists and would-be scientists were
still around, and out of sympathy for our having worked so hard to get
there, one of them agreed to give us a private tour. It was probably
more informative than the group tour would have been.
This was the site of the Makah Indian village of Ozette, which
had been buried by a catastrophic mud-slide when, several hundred
years before, the high bluff above suddenly gave way. The inhabitants
had lived in cedar-post frame houses, undoubtedly covered with animal
hides or skins. And, because they were largely dependent on the sea,
they had fashioned many of their tools and implements from parts of
sea creatures, particularly whales. It must have been a challenging
and dangerous job for those early whalers, who used tub-like sealskin
boats to get close to their quarry, and harpoons fitted with bone or
ivory to subdue them.
After an hour or so, filled with new knowledge of the past and
somewhat rested from our forced march, we made our way slowly back to
the car.
While I drove the winding road to civilization, my tired and
hungry passengers relaxed and slept. We were halfway to Port Angeles
before I sighted a restaurant, where I stopped the car and got out. A
round of groans came from the others as they unlimbered aching arms
and legs. I was lucky to have been driving, for I was not half as
stiff as they were.
That evening we checked in at the Hill Haus Motel in Port
Angeles, in time to watch, from our room, ships passing through the
strait in the twilight. But we were a still-weary group the next day,
while traveling around the south end of Puget Sound to Tacoma, I-5 and
back to Bellevue.
One evening, before the Crews went their separate way, we boarded
a ferry in Seattle, toured the bay past docks and wharves where
merchant and navy vessels of all shapes and sizes were moored, and
eventually hove-to at Blake Island, some eight-miles southwest of the
city center.
This island, of less than 500-acres, was designated a state park.
Its principle attraction was Tillicum Village. There, visitors could
taste and see (for a price) traditional foods and dances of the
Northwest Indian tribes.
Immediately upon stepping ashore, we were met by Indians handing
out cups of seafood; which, of course, I declined. We entered a museum
of sorts, where Indian women were demonstrating the art of weaving
baskets et cetera, then went outside for a stroll through the woods on
an Indian path. Before long it was time for dinner.
Inside a “long house” were several rows of tables-and-chairs,
where we would dine and observe a staged show of Indian dances. But
first we had to wait in line for the entree; fresh salmon cooked over
real live campfires (set in depressions in the concrete floor) fueled
by alder branches. Whole salmon filets, each about two-feet long, were

supported vertically by alder “branches” around the perimeter of the
pits.
It was 30-years, more or less, since I’d eaten salmon in any
form. But it looked so good cooking over the crackling fire, I decided
to try it again. We picked up our plates-full, found places at a long
table and dug in. Without reservation, I’d say that that was one of
the best meals I’d ever eaten: Salmon, salad, baked potato, corn-onthe-cob, and strong black coffee.
The music (?) and dances were, in my opinion, almost identical to
those of any tribe in America. Colorful, primitive, but not
particularly interesting from a spectator’s point of view.
When the show ended, we returned to the dock and boarded the
ferry for a romantic after-dark journey back to the Emerald City.
The Crews left for home the next day, as I recollect, and a day
or two later, with fond memories of the Great Northwest, so did Rita
and I.

CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT
OPPOSITES
October 3, 1972: A lamentable day in my career, although I did
not foresee it as such when I went to work that morning.
I had scheduled a meeting for 8:30 with my staff, and the four of
them, Horning, Fagg, Neighbors and Lew Pettengill (the latter on
temporary assignment co-coordinating the implementation of a new toll
switching office in Reno) arrived at my office right on time. Routine
matters were discussed and disposed of rather quickly, and I adjourned
the meeting well before lunch time. But when the others got up to
leave, Bob Neighbors remained seated. He obviously wished to speak
with me in private.
“Did you have something else?” I asked of him.
“Yeah.” he grunted.
I closed the door and returned to my chair. Bob talked and I
listened. He was unhappy, he said, about my decision regarding the
pending change of his office quarters at 2800 Vassar Street.
“It won’t work,” he said.
We had previously discussed the plan. I had considered his
reasons for opposition, but since they were primarily based on
personal rather than practical factors I had dismissed them out of
hand. I now reiterated my (the Company’s) reason for the change; that
is, it was necessary to better utilize available office space in our
growing department. I then named the date on which the move was to
take place.
Bob turned sour. His face grew red. He got up from his chair,
leaned over my desk, and in a threatening manner stated that he’d “not
allow it” to take place.
Not usually given to anger, I could feel the hackles on the back
of my neck rising to the occasion. It was with great restraint that I
spoke. “Are you giving me an ultimatum, Bob?”
“Yes!” he adamantly responded.
With that he straightened up, turned on his heel, opened the door
and walked out.
I was dumbfounded. I had known Bob for nine years, had worked
with him, laughed with him, and considered him if not a buddy at least
a man whom I could rely on to “get the job done.” Now, in little more
than a twinkling of an eye, he was an adversary.
I knew that Bob loved a fight. There was seldom a time when he
did not have some kind of a verbal or written battle going on, with
the power company, the city or some other entity. He delighted in
telling of those conflicts, which always seemed to end in his favor.
But I never imagined that it would one day be my turn in the ring,

especially since I had worked hard to provide him with the best
possible men and tools for his job.
While I had previously shrugged off his sometimes pejorative
remarks, rank insubordination, particularly in the form of an angry
threatening outburst such as this, was something that I, as his
immediate supervisor, could not condone.
It was now my lunchtime, but protocol demanded that I immediately
report the incident to my boss. Besides, if Bob acted true to form he
would go over my head with his story. So, after calling to see if Bud
Jones was in, I postponed my noon meal, went directly to his office
and recounted what had happened. (Bud would later testify that I did
so “in a very agitated manner.” I was not as good at concealing my
personal feelings as I had thought.)
I gave Bud a complete rundown of the events leading up to the
confrontation, which were not entirely unknown to him, described Bob’s
behavior and asked for advice on the matter. It was agreed that Bud
would meet with Bob that afternoon.
Bud Jones was an aggressive, no-nonsense kind of a man. After
listening to Bob’s reasons for not wanting to make the office move,
Bud informed him that he would move. He then reprimanded him for his
actions and statements to me. “If you had said any such thing to me,
you’d be gone by now,” he said, “no longer on the payroll.”
Bob was advised that any recurrence would result in his
retirement. To which he replied, “Retire me now.”
However, he later retracted that statement saying he wished to
work till he was sixty-five. He was then about fifty-six years old.
Ironically, Bud and Bob had known each other back in the early
forties, when they had both worked as tollies in southern California.
Since that time, though, Bud had served in WW-II as an army officer,
returned to the Pacific Company and worked his way four-levels up the
ladder. He didn’t get there by being soft, and he had no “good old
boy” sentiments for Neighbors. Not now, anyway.
And this was not the first time that Neighbors had threatened his
boss with quitting. At least once while working for Paul Brown, and
again when he was reporting to Chet Bramlett, he had rattled the same
saber. Then, after coming to work for me in 1970, he had not only said
it to me but also my boss, Roy Powers. That incident had occurred
after a routine review of his maintenance operations.
Throughout that session Bob had maintained a mute presence. When
it was over he had threatened to quit. Roy gave him a couple of days
off to think about it, and he reneged.
A day or so after Bob’s conference with Bud, the changes in his
Vassar street office were effected as originally planned. In the next
eight months I experienced alternating periods of cooperation and
opposition from Bob. While I was confident that it would work out
satisfactorily in the end, in the interest of prudent management I
dutifully kept a log of our communications.
During that time, many of Bob’s actions were well begun; that is,
he made attempts to conform to Company policies and practices. But he
had trouble working with people. He could neither compromise his
actions nor accept the authority of a superior. And more than once his

subordinates complained, to me, that they received very little help
from him.
It was a bad situation. I felt sorry for Bob but the problem had
to be dealt with, and soon. It had become disruptive to a whole lot of
people, not all of them within my own district.
Bob Bolander was the district-level manager of the plant
construction forces, for whom the building and yard at 2800 Vassar
Street had been originally designed. His office was located in the
front of the building, just off the reception room. His second- and
first-level supervisors, as well as the clerical staff, were quartered
in a large open room in the rear.
Because there was plenty of space when the site had first been
occupied in 1965, Bill Clark, a toll supervisor, was moved in with his
crew of tollies, their trucks and snow-cats. Office space had also
been assigned to the second-level toll supervisor (then Vern Horning)
responsible for western Nevada’s outside toll operations.
It was when Bolander’s force expanded that the trouble began. To
free up space for his people, the Neighbors and Clark operation was
relocated to the virtually unused reception area.
Miffed, because he and his people had been forced to move, Bob
quarreled with the construction folks. I could hardly believe, when I
heard of it, what was happening. Among other things he had resorted to
greasing the knob so that Bolander’s clerk could not open the
connecting door between the offices.
“Get that Neighbors off my back!” Bolander said to me one day.
More and more frequently I was called upon to mediate arguments,
both within and without my district, and it was beginning to weigh
heavily on my mind. And then a series of happenings — over which I had
no control but for which I was blamed by Neighbors — escalated the
problem.
Bob’s December 22nd paycheck was somehow lost in transit. And
then, while he was on vacation, a substitute check was issued and also
lost. On January 3rd, virtually leaping at the opportunity, Bob
telephoned the Nevada Labor Commissioner “to ascertain what legal
recourse he might have” in the matter. I never did know the substance
of that conversation but immediately thereafter, bypassing both me and
Bud Jones, Bob initiated a call to our Vice President and General
Manager, Tom Edwards.
Mr. Edwards was caught off guard, having no knowledge of the
case, and turned the matter over to Tom Smeltzer, the personnel
manager. Smeltzer then called Bob, and he was in turn surprised and
shocked by Neighbors’ tale.
Bob claimed that Jones and I had deliberately harassed him, first
withholding his merit pay increase (which we had, for good and obvious
reasons) and then “losing” his December paycheck.
Strangely enough, very soon after those inappropriate calls were
made the allegedly lost checks miraculously showed up in Bob’s office.
Communication between Bob and me, difficult at best since his
ultimatum, had now deteriorated to an unsatisfactory state. He ignored
my telephone calls and responded to my interoffice memos in terse
language or not at all.

The situation was exacerbated in May of 1973. While seeking a
replacement
for
one
of
his
chief
transmissionmen,
Bob,
in
contradiction to my instructions, allowed his first-level manager’s
job to go unsupervised while he travelled to Tonopah and Las Vegas to
interview some prospective candidates. (The first-level manager was on
vacation at the time.)
There was more to the story than that, of course, enough to show
that Bob was no longer qualified to hold a second-level line position.
The time had come for drastic action. I requested a meeting with
Jones.
On the 21st of June, 1973, the three of us met in Bud’s office.
Reading from Bob’s personnel file, and from our memorandums, Bud
reviewed Neighbors’ case. It was hardly an exemplary account. Near the
conclusion of the meeting, Bud handed down his own ultimatum; Bob
could either take a first-level supervisory job in Paul Brown’s toll
staff group, or he could retire. In closing, he added, “I can’t afford
almost sixteen-hundred a month for a subordinate who acts like you
do.”
After some disconnected verbiage, Bob replied. “Well, I won’t
work as a first-level and I won’t sign a retirement form.”
“You won’t have to sign anything,” Bud calmly advised. “I’ll see
to it that if you don’t show up for work as a first-level you will be
retired.”
It was over. Or so I thought at the time. At least it was over
with respect to Bob’s reporting to me, and I hoped that no one else
would have to put up with him.
In fact, Neighbors was through. He did not accept the demotion
offered by Jones, and was involuntarily retired.
It was a busy year for me. George Eugene Fagg, my able
supervising wire chief in Carson City, was ready to retire. To
celebrate the occasion we threw a party for him, a sit-down dinner at
the new Ormsby House in Carson City.
The swanky, second-floor banquet room was filled with Gene’s many
friends and associates that night. At the head table, with Gene and
his wife, Ivaloo, were Bob McAdam (master of ceremonies) and wife
June, Bud Jones and Cleda, Tom Edwards and Ruth, Rita and me. Seated
at nearby tables, in addition to Gene’s family and his crew, were his
long time friends from Elko, Red and Helen Wayman. (Red had retired
the previous year.)
Marion McMillan, Gene’s capable secretary, was credited with
organizing the party and ceremonies. Tom Edwards presented Gene’s
service emblem, and I, on behalf of his foremen, handed over their
gift to him. (It was a silver-coinage clock like mine.) Several of his
friends related “this is your life” stories, and Gene made a humble
thank-you speech.
When all of this was said and done, the bar, which had been
closed throughout the ceremonies, was reopened for business, and music
was played for a dance. It was a gala affair, one which Gene deserved
after his more than forty years of dedicated service to Nevada Bell.
That night, while lying in bed reflecting on the events of the
evening, I couldn’t help thinking how vastly different people can be.

There was Gene Fagg, at the estimable end of the scale, and Bob
Neighbors, near the opposite end.
With Fagg’s departure I inherited a new second-level supervisor,
a young man named Ron Gallagher. Ron, a native of Virginia City, had
taught school in Battle Mountain before coming to Nevada Bell a couple
of years before. He was the only “collegian” to ever report directly
to me. With virtually no experience in telephone work but with a lot
of help from his Fagg-trained crew, Ron would do a creditable job.
To take over the position vacated by Neighbors, Gary Noyes made a
lateral move from Tonopah to Reno. There was an immediate improvement
in the morale of that group.
And then, when the big new Western Electric 4-A toll-machine in
downtown Reno came on line, a switching-office supervisor named Bob
Adams reported to me. Bob had spent several months in formal schools
in California preparing for the job, while Lew Pettengill (as a temporary supervising wire chief) worked the same number of months
coordinating the massive cutover project. Lew now returned to his
first-level job, reporting to Adams along with Art Uren, another
tollie, and three switching chiefs, Ramon Salcedo, Hawley Slayton and
Bob Porter.
It was hard on Lew, who really wanted and truly deserved a
permanent second-level assignment, to be denied the outside toll
position. But it was a case of being the right man at the wrong time
for a promotion. He was discouraged, to be sure, but he never let the
disappointment interfere with his work.
Of my original sub-district managers, only one remained; Vern
Horning, who held down the job at the old toll office on Center and
First Streets. In addition to interfacing with the new 4-A toll
switching machine, Vern’s office was a terminal for all of Northern
Nevada’s toll circuits, special services (formerly called private
lines), facility alarms and controls.
With these changes my Suburban District force count increased
from 135 to 170. My responsibilities were now about equally divided
between toll and exchange functions. In August of 1973, my annual
salary was increased to $26,500. In light of my recent headaches, I
considered every penny of it hard-earned.
Now let us skip ahead two years, to the time when, on or about
August the first, 1975, I received from the United States District
Court a summons. It was imprinted as follows:
“Robert A. Neighbors, plaintiff. Bell Telephone Company of
Nevada, Tom G. Edwards, A.V. Jones, Tom V. Smeltzer, R.E. Bolander and
G.A. Phelps (as agents of the Company), Tom G. Edwards, A.V. Jones and
G.A. Phelps (individually) and DOES I thru X, defendants.”
I was, too say the least, shocked! There were 15-pages of
lawyerly charges and claims for relief. Included in the charges were:
conspiracy; deprivation of wages, salary, pension benefits, savings,
insurance, interests; severe emotional distress caused by defendants’
malicious and wanton acts; slander et cetera. On reading through the
piece, I could only wonder at the motives of my erstwhile associate.

To illustrate the capricious nature of the suit, I will quote one
of the charges: “That Defendant G.A. Phelps knew his statements to the
Plaintiff were false, and that by his statements he intended to
deceive Plaintiff by trick or device.”
Incredible! But there it was in black and white.
And that is the nature of all too many lawsuits: Nothing
ventured, nothing gained.
As to relief, the amounts of money claimed were even less
credible. Skimming through the pages I came up with the sum total of
$6.5-million plus attorney’s fees.
As an aside, it was while attending the Company Christmas party,
in 1975, that Jim Dodson openly admitted to me that he had been
“counseling” Neighbors. Furthermore, he took the occasion to berate
our Company officers and department heads for their treatment of “poor
old Bob.”
I was really disappointed with Jim for getting involved, because
the whole affair had taken place long after his retirement and he had
only heard one side of the story.
“Neighbors will win,” he said emphatically. “And it’ll serve them
right.” Meaning Edwards, Smeltzer and Jones, the other principle
defendants.
“You may have forgotten, Jim,” I reminded him, “that Bob was
reporting to me when all of this happened.”
Not that I wanted any credit for bringing Bob’s career to an end,
just that I wanted Jim to know that I, too, was directly involved. In
his enthusiasm for helping Bob fight them he was hurting me as well.
Where was his once strong pride in the Company?
Sipping my now-warm vodka tonic, I wondered. Perhaps I needed
something stronger to drink. Then again, perhaps I had already had
enough. I should have dropped the subject right there but instead I
went on. “Bud supported me just as you would have done...at least I
hope you would have.”
At this point in our conversation Jim’s attention waned. Just as
well. I excused myself and turned away. But his biased interference in
the affair would bother me for a very long time.
Nevada Bell’s representing attorney (of the firm Woodburn, Wedge,
Blakey and Folsom) responded to the summons as required, and I heard
no more about the matter for four months. Then I received a message
(dated December 12, 1975) that the case had been dismissed. I could
only surmise that the judge had found the charges to be as ridiculous
as had we, the defendants.
But on the 22nd of January, 1976, I received another message,
stating that Blakey had just been served papers (Case No. N-619027/Court Action No. R-75-151-BRT, Judge Bruce R. Thompson) on behalf
of Bob Neighbors and Harold Clark (more about him later).
So,
Bob
was back with another attack. But this time he took a new tack, adding
“age discrimination” to his list of complaints. As before, all of us
defendants were represented by the Company’s legal counsel.
Bob had found Dodson to be a friendly ally. Jim had retired with
a great deal of resentment at age sixty-five, and I suspected that he
urged Neighbors to press the “age discrimination” charge. In light of

the attention given to “rights” issues at the time it was a good
strategy.
With regard to Harold Clark: Harold was still a young man and had
a good job with the Company, but (apparently) because he had not yet
been promoted to a second-level management position, he brought a
charge of “discrimination” against the Company. I was not involved in
that suit but found his complaint very hard to accept; as I will
explain.
I first met Harold in 1969 when I shared an office space with
Bramlett and his technical staff. Clark was a first-level supervisor
on that staff. Since then we had often been present at the same
meetings, conferences and so on, and enjoyed coffee breaks together
with other co-workers. In spite of those contacts, even after sitting
in on evaluation meetings where he was one of the candidates under
consideration, it never occurred to me to consider his nationality.
But his complaint was based on the premise that he had been
discriminated against because he was Jewish. I am certain that his
heritage was never a factor in anyone’s mind, but alas, in these
United States, anyone can sue anyone over anything. And there is
always a lawyer or two around (actually hordes of them) to talk
someone into filing a charge, even if there is no legitimacy to the
complaint.
Such was the case with Harold Clark.
In typical fashion, the new case got off to a slow start. In June
I reported — along with my co-defendants and one witness, Bob
Bolander’s office supervisor — to the lawyers’ office and gave my
deposition. It was not an easy task, especially since so much time had
elapsed since the actions had occurred. If it were not for my records
and memoranda I could never have recalled the dates and details of the
events.
That experience confirmed my belief that testimonies in longdelayed trials — especially criminal cases where the parties were not
likely to have kept notes — must be fraught with error.
After giving my deposition, except for rumors and scuttlebutt, I
heard virtually nothing about the suit for two years. Until, in the
fall of 1978, a trial was scheduled...and then postponed...and finally
the asinine case was settled out of court. I was told that Bob’s
lawyer, Kaufman, realizing that he could not win the case at trial
agreed to a settlement of $10,000. I also heard that Bob owed Kaufman
a sum of between $15,000 and $20,000. If true, it was a high price to
pay. I pitied Bob, but I was not sorry about the outcome. Now I could
put aside that distraction.

CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE
FAMILY, FRIENDS, POLITICS
And now, back to the year 1972, when Tony graduated from Sparks
High School. His grades had been marginal (as mine had been) most
likely because he was preoccupied with sports. There was always a game
of football or baseball to be played, or a Frisbee to toss with his
friends. Hardly anything else, including schoolwork, got much of his
attention.
Perhaps it was that exercise that contributed to his appetite. He
seemed to like every kind of food, including Mexican (he and his
friends could consume dozens of tacos at a sitting). But meat was what
he really savored. He would often finish his own portion and then eat
half of mine.
Oddly enough, perhaps not so oddly, when he left home and went
out on his own he decided to become a vegetarian. “Meat is not really
good for you,” he suddenly proclaimed.
I couldn’t argue the fact because I didn’t care for meat myself.
But why hadn’t he made that profound discovery when his folks were
paying for his meals?
Although Tony was healthy and strong, like most adolescent boys
he acquired a disdain for yard work and home chores. They interfered
with playing. He would faithfully read the daily sports page, could
quote the scores of every baseball and football game, name who
pitched, who played first, who scored a touchdown, who was on the
injured list, and other vital and non-vital statistics. But he could
not bring himself to voluntarily crack a book or mow a lawn.
After graduating, however, Tony found his own employment and, as
far as I know, did a good job. For a time he worked for a well known
office supply store in Reno, Carlisle’s, and later went to work for
the Bonanza Produce Company. Both jobs required his driving and
delivering goods in the Reno-Sparks area.
He was a good driver, having learned most of the necessary skills
in school and from his mother. On the few occasions when I took him
out for a driving lesson everything seemed to go wrong. (The fault lay
with me, though, for I was too impatient with him.)
After one semester at the University of Nevada, Tony came to the
conclusion that a formal education was not for him, and I wouldn’t

force the issue. If he were not motivated to study there was no sense
in his wasting time and money.
Had he continued at the university he could have lived with us at
no expense to himself. But, Rita and I agreed, since he had turned
down the opportunity to attend college, and since he was old enough
and healthy enough to get a job, he should pay for his room and board.
He could either pay us or an apartment owner. Our rates were cheaper
than most, but our rules were more stringent. So he elected to pack up
and move out.
Then, when I learned of his intentions, I offered what I believed
to be sage advice. “You should really consider joining the Navy...or
some other branch of the military.” (I still believe it was good
advice.)
Anyway, as it so often happens with father and son, he chose to
ignore my words and listen to those of his own generation, many of
whom wanted nothing to do with anything relating to established
occupations, patriotism or service to country. He left our home and
joined the Church of Scientology.
While there was evidence that that organization served some good,
its methods of financing were cause for concern. (There were those who
thought the church’s main goal was to line the pockets of its founder,
Hubbard.) Tony, whose worldly possessions at the time consisted
primarily of an old Dodge pickup, a Chevrolet van and some worthless
mining stock, was obliged to sell or turn over virtually all of them.
(In retrospect, Tony’s involvement with Scientology may have been
more beneficial than harmful. Most importantly, it was his decision
and he had to assume responsibility for his actions. Just as I had
done when I left my home in Massachusetts.)
In the meantime, Gina was busy with her studies at the University
of Nevada. She, too, caused me some concern, when she decided to leave
home and move into a sorority house. After all, one of the reasons for
my accepting a job in Reno, back in 1963, was so that we could live
near the university while our children were matriculating. Moreover, I
worried about her living in the world of sororities/fraternities.
Young people generally find the predominantly liberal and socialistic
ideas on university campuses difficult to resist in any case, harder
when cloistered with their peers.
But Gina was old enough and determined enough to go her own way,
especially since she received very little financial help from her
parents. To pay for her education she relied on scholarships and
wages, both of which she earned. Among other jobs, she sometimes
waited on tables. And that was a hard job for someone as diminutive as
Gina.
Glen, now in his teens, virtually lived the life of an only
child. It may have been that our personalities were in resonance, or
merely the result of the times and circumstances, but Glen and I got
along well together. Of course he was the only one, then, on whom we
could count for help; with both indoor chores and outside yard work.
As an extracurricular job he painted the outside of our house, for
which I paid him the agreed-upon price of $70. (He would paint it a
second time, a few years later, for the inflated price of $100.)

In September of 1972, we received the sad news that our friend
and former neighbor, Gene Gull, had died. I had really admired Gene
Gull, as practical and talented a man as I’d ever met. After retiring
from the FAA, in 1970, Gene and his wife, Nina, and daughter, Gracie,
moved away from our neighborhood back to their homeland in Utah, where
they settled in Provo, under the white-capped peaks of the Wasatch
Mountains. But it was a short-lived pleasure for Gene, who contracted
and succumbed to a cancer. Rita and I would maintain communications
with Nina and Gracie.
Nearer to home was the death of Rita’s father. Sam, after a life
of hard work and hard knocks, after raising a large family in a raw
and growing country, after dreaming of striking it rich and being
disappointed, finally wore out at age 94. It was hard to see him go,
for I had known him even better than my own father.
Up to the last year or so, Sam had enjoyed a healthy life. He was
still driving his old Jeep pickup at ninety, probably long after he
should have been. He never quite got used to four lanes on Idaho
Street, though, and had a “slight” accident one day when he turned
left from the right lane to go up Fourth Street toward home — as he
had done for years without incident — and was hit by a stranger.
“He should know I turn there,” he said in his own defense.
(No citations were issued.)
Sam grew discouraged in his latter days, as his old friends
passed away one by one. He especially bemoaned the fact when old Doc
Alexander died. Doc had been a good fishing partner. With Sam at the
wheel of his red Jeep and Doc seated to his right, their gear and a
simple lunch stowed in the back, they would drive over Adobe Summit up
the Mountain City highway to the North Fork of the Humboldt River. At
the point where the stream turns eastward and flows into a canyon,
below the Haystack Ranch, they’d sit on the bank of a deep, slowmoving pool and fish the hours away; using, of course, giant nightcrawlers from Sam’s beaten-up old bucket for bait. More often than not
they’d come home with four or five nice trout, one- to three-pounders.
Doc would insist on Sam’s taking the catch, and Mom would have to
clean and cook them.
With Doc went Sam’s last fishing buddy. He quit driving to the
North Fork, which was about 45-miles away, and instead fished the
Humboldt River near the Hunter and Banks Ranch, eight-miles west of
Elko. There he would catch carp and catfish, and bring them home to
feed to the chickens.
He got a bit of a scare one time, though, which dampened his
enthusiasm for that sport. He’d been still-fishin’ along a cut-bank
and, while moving under the willows to a better hole, lost his footing
on slippery clay and went into the water. By grabbing at branches and
roots he pulled himself out. Muddy and soaking wet, he immediately got
into his trusty Jeep and drove home.
If he wasn’t scared by the incident, Rita’s mother and the rest
of us were. Mom gave him a sound scolding. I think he never went out
of town alone after that, and restricted his driving to the few blocks
between home and the Commercial Hotel. And after being run into on
Idaho Street even that pleasure was denied him.

So, he resigned himself to the fact that it was time to go.
Especially after undergoing prostate surgery and being confined to a
hospital bed. (He told me that it was the first time in his life that
he’d stayed in a hospital.) From that time on he was never a well man.
He passed away on the llth of November - the day on which we
traditionally celebrated Armistice Day - at peace with the world.
Time was beginning to fly by for me, a fact made all too apparent
when, in January of 1973, Rita and I in the company of our friends,
Russ and Mary McOmber, helped Gina celebrate her 21st birthday. It was
done in a manner unique to Nevada. After enjoying a fine dinner
together, we escorted her into the biggest and best casino in town,
Harrah’s, where she actually got to take a drink and to gamble. It was
not my idea of a birthday celebration but it was what she wanted.
In the fall of that year, Stan and Elsie paid us a visit.
Although they had traveled to Texas a time or two (to visit Dennis and
his family) they had never previously been in the “Far West.” This
time they motored across the northern states to Washington. In Seattle
they met Ruth, who was just completing a stint there as a private
nurse, and brought her with them to our place in Sparks. On their way
through Oregon, following the same route that we had when returning
from our Washington/British Columbia trip, they spent a great many
hours in Pendleton trying to locate Brother Raymond. It was a
fruitless effort. Even though he had been advised of their coming, he
couldn’t take time off from his job of felling trees.
Raymond excused himself as not being able to afford it. But
Stanley would have given a day’s pay to see him, as would anyone who
had driven all the way across the continent with that intent. Stan and
Elsie were, as they say in New England, “Some put out.”
Their arrival in Sparks just happened to coincide with the
National Air Races at Stead. I wasn’t sure if Stan would be interested
in the races, but I took him to see them anyway. It was an ideal day,
clear, sunny and warm, and Stan seemed to enjoy the show if not the
crowd.
The Reno Air Races were old-hat to me. I had attended with Ted,
who came from southern California at race-time nearly every year since
they were begun in 1964. He usually arrived in the company of fellow
pilots and/or students. Ted was not in town in 1973, but one of his
friends was; a commercial pilot by the name of Roy MacLain.
Roy, a round-faced, roly-poly gregarious guy in his sixties, had
recently retired from the Flying Tiger Airline. He had flown, as one
might expect, to ports-of-call all over the World and could tell a
hundred stories about every one of them. Unfortunately (in my opinion)
he had trouble judging the caliber of his audience and often recited
“off color” jokes in the wrong company.
Anyway, to help us celebrate Stan and Elsie’s 41st wedding
anniversary, on the 17th of September Roy offered to take them up for
a ride in his wonderful old airplane; a high wing, five place Cessna195 that he called “Bignose” (for the bulbous nacelle surrounding its
radial engine).
Ruth and I got to go along as well. I occupied the right-hand
seat up front, beside Roy, the other three squeezed into the back. Our

flight would take us up the Truckee River Canyon and over the north
half of Lake Tahoe.
Stan and Elsie had never been up in an airplane before, they
said, but it was a clear calm day and they appeared to be comfortable
with the experience. Except, perhaps, when Roy turned over the
controls to me while flying high above Lake Tahoe. I had no trouble
keeping a straight and level course, but I relinquished the job before
heading over the mountains toward Carson City.
Roy then circled over Virginia City. I snapped several photos
through the window, and then he made a slow descent and ended our tour
with a smooth landing at the Reno airport.
Another of Ted’s friends, and one from whose acquaintance he
greatly benefited, was Keith Shwartz. Keith, a tall and amiable man
perhaps in his fifties, was a well-to-do businessman who, with his
wife “Dody,” operated a funeral home in Fontana. (Keith and Dody were
Mormons, and would retire to Linden, Utah, in the 1980s.)
Dody was not much of an air race fan, and usually remained behind
to oversee the business when Keith came up to the Reno Air Races with
Ted. It was then that we got to know Keith, who suffered from back
trouble and had a limp but was otherwise hale and hearty. He once
slept in the bed in our trailer, when accommodations were unavailable
in town, but politely refused our offer after that.
Ted had taught Keith to fly and now they shared a mutual interest
in airplanes. Motivated by the entertaining displays of aerobatics at
the races, the two of them decided to build an airplane. With Keith
providing financial backing and labor, Ted contributing labor and his
innate ability to get people to help, they purchased the plans and
materials to construct, from scratch, an aerobatic biplane. A
“Starduster.” From its beginnings in Ted’s garage to completion in a
hangar at the Colton airport, the plane was over a year in the making.
I had seen the finished product in the summer of 1973, when we
were in Fontana, and Glen and I went to the Colton airport with Ted.
There we met with others to look over the “Duster,” after which Ted
took it up, with son Tad aboard, on one of its initial flights.
The little airplane was a beautiful thing, even without its final
red-and-gray makeup. I shot some photos of it on the ground. Then,
after they had taken off, Keith took me up in his Piper Cub and flew
alongside the Starduster as I photographed it in graceful flight.
When we landed, I relinquished my seat in the brilliant, yellow,
vintage Piper Cub and Keith treated Glen to a ride.
Ted and Keith had enjoyed constructing the Starduster, and must
have had a feeling of great accomplishment with its completion. They
maintained ownership for only a short time after that, and sold it (I
believe) that same year.
For nearly 25-years I had lived and fished in the West without
owning a boat and motor. I really hadn’t wanted the hassle of an evercantankerous, two-cycle outboard motor, and as long as Russ continued
to invite me along on his boat I didn’t need one. But then, in the
spring of 1972, the idea of owning a car-top boat appealed to me. A
boat might be the bait required to interest Tony and Glen in the sport
of fishing.

Choosing the right boat for my needs was not a casual affair. I
wanted one that could be easily handled on shore, but one that was
sturdy and stable on the water. So, after visiting the two or three
boat stores in Reno I purchased a 12-foot, aluminum-hulled Valco, and
a six-horsepower Johnson motor. With a brand new motor, I reasoned, I
might avoid the usual problem of hard starting that I remembered so
well from the old days on Wildhorse Reservoir.
The Valco fit my requirements nicely. It had a relatively flat
bottom, high gunwales and a wide beam. A speedboat it was not (I once
clocked it, at full throttle and with only myself aboard, at 12-mph).
But as a fishing boat it was perfect.
Immediately after outfitting and registering (NV-1139) my new
vessel I imposed a rule of operation, in addition to those of the U.S.
Coast Guard: “NO STAND IN DA BOAT.” It was posted on the inside of the
transom. (A lot of fishermen had met their demise as a consequence of
ignoring that simple axiom.)
By the way: I chose the lettering on the stern of my craft to
spell “HO HO” when it was right-side up. If the boat should go wrongside up, the letters would take on a different but still significant
meaning.
Because there were so few places to use a small boat in the
vicinity of Sparks, I bought a California license and fished the lakes
and reservoirs on the eastern slopes of the Sierra Nevada. One of them
was Stampede Reservoir, just 30-road-miles from home.
It was to Stampede that I would take Stan, now that the air races
were over, for a day of fishing. It would turn out to be an
exhilarating and adventurous day.
We headed for Stampede in the Travelall, with the boat on top and
its motor, fuel tank and other gear inside. I drove across the dam and
down an old, short logging road through the trees to a spot on the
south shore. (It was before barriers were installed to prevent such a
convenient access.) Together we off-loaded the boat, hauled it to the
beach and, within minutes, had mounted the outboard motor and stowed
everything aboard: fire extinguisher, light (for use after dark) and a
life jacket for each of us (in compliance with Coast Guard
regulations), a pair of oars, an anchor and a 30-foot line, a jug of
drinking water, a plastic container (that doubled as bailer and peecan), the fishing gear, food and drinks.
I took my position in the stern. Stan shoved-off the boat and
climbed in over the bow. The sky was clear and blue, visibility was
unlimited. “Typical conditions,” I said to Stan, “in the West.” It was
not yet ten o’clock.
Stampede Dam, an earthen dam over 250-feet high above the center
of the canyon, with a concrete spillway just past its southern end,
was constructed on the Little Truckee River in the mid 1960s. A paved
road carries traffic across its quarter-mile-long top. The dam is
capable of impounding a good-sized body of water when full; 226,550acre-feet, to be exact. The reservoir’s shoreline is quite irregular,
due to a half-dozen small tributary creeks flowing in from all
directions. At high water, a small island juts up north of the main
channel, where geese sometimes nest for protection against coyotes.
When the water level drops, the island ceases to exist as such. But

recent snow-years had been good and the level was still high enough to
preserve the integrity of the island.
It was toward the island that I steered that day, or rather
toward the strait just west of it, to an area where Tony and I had
once succeeded in catching some nice rainbow trout.
Although the sky was virtually cloudless, a gentle breeze had
been blowing since our arrival at the lake. Now, when I shut down the
motor while we rigged for action, I realized that the breeze had
changed to wind and the water was rougher than I’d anticipated. I
hoped it would be smooth in the narrows, or else I was in for a bad
time controlling the boat at trolling speed.
I guess we spent an hour or more working the narrows (both of us
wearing life jackets), while the wind swept in from the southwest
across the breadth of the lake in ever-increasing velocity. I didn’t
particularly like being in a small boat when the wind was blowing in
excess of 10-mph, and now, judging by the whitecaps, it was blowing at
20-mph and gusting. I began to worry. We were on the wrong side of the
lake. I’d have to fight the gale nearly head-on to get back to the
Travelall.
“Let’s go ashore until the wind dies down,” I shouted into the
gale. Stan nodded in agreement. (Did I really believe the wind was
going to abate before dark?)
I steered for the leeward side of a sandy point. We landed and
pulled the boat well out of the water. Taking our lunch, we found a
protected area behind a ledge and sat down to pass the time of day.
It was really quite comfortable there on terra firma. The wind
whistled harmlessly over our heads and we were jacket-warm in the sun.
We munched on sandwiches, sipped canned drinks and discussed a variety
of subjects. After a while, with our appetites satisfied and little to
do but wait for the wind to subside, we leaned back in repose against
the sandy bank.
I didn’t know what Stan was thinking, but I was more concerned
than ever about our situation; wondering how best to cope with the
wind. Any further attempt to fish was out of the question. It was now
a matter of getting safely back across the lake. Furthermore, I knew
that we were obligated to be home by late afternoon, in time to clean
up and take Rita and Elsie to the Millers’ for dinner. To get there on
time we’d have to leave the lake by four o’clock. It was now almost
three.
“Shall we have another go at it?” I finally suggested. “We can go
‘round behind the island, toward the dam. If it gets too rough we can
put ashore. At least we’ll be closer to the car then.”
So we donned our life jackets, loaded the gear and shoved off. In
a matter of minutes we were clear of the point and in rough water; a
teacup in a tempest. As was the case years before — when Yale Haskins
and I were caught in my small boat in a storm on Wildhorse Reservoir —
there was too much weight forward. With every wave that crashed over
the bow we were drenched with spray. Especially Stan. The Ho-Ho
struggled against the swells and shuddered every time her stern was
lifted high and the propeller spun free in the air. Still we made
headway, albeit slow and ponderous.

Halfway to the lee of the island I’d had enough. My glasses were
spattered with spindrift but I could see well enough to note that we
were getting nowhere against the 35-mph blow. And my trusting brother
was getting really soaked.
I shouted to him and motioned my intent to turn about and run
downwind to the nearest shore. Gripping the gunwales, Stan grinned and
nodded in affirmation.
It was not going to be easy, making a turn in those seas, but it
had to be done. I waited for the big “seventh wave” to pass under the
keel, then wrenched the tiller sharply to starboard and held it there.
The boat responded nicely. Until, halfway around, she momentarily
lined up in a trough, rocked like a cradle and a wave broke over the
starboard beam.
I tensed. Were we going to capsize after all? But the bow came
around “with alacrity,” I centered the tiller and we were once more
level and stable, and picking up speed.
The shore, for which we were headed at the mercy of the wind, was
low and wide and about 300-yards away. I throttled back, thinking it
would make for a smoother ride, but cranked on speed again when a
following wave threatened to wash over the transom. From then on I
just tried to “keep ‘er straight and run with the wind.”
As we neared the beach, I saw that it was not as favorable as I
had hoped. It was flat all right, and shallow a long way out, but
there appeared to be a lot of bunch-grass and old sagebrush between us
and firm ground.
Stan made ready to go over the bow and I, at the last possible
second, raised the propeller out of the water. Our momentum and the
wind drove us close to shore, but not close enough. When he stepped
out to pull the boat another ten feet toward dry land, Stan went up to
his thighs in muddy water. And so did I when I got out to help.
Together we dragged the Valco 50-feet beyond the water’s edge (in
case the lake-level should rise) found a boulder and tied off the bow
line. Except for my camera and binoculars, we left everything aboard.
I padlocked the motor and fuel-tank to the transom, and we were ready
for a long walk back to the car.
It was over a mile, as the crow flies, across the lake to the
Travelall. I estimated the distance around, by land, at two-and-ahalf-miles. My estimate would prove to be way off. (In fact, it was
more like five-miles.)
We followed an old logging road into the Jeffrey pines, and came
out on a narrow inlet that had to be circumnavigated. On the other
side of that, again in the forest, I thought I heard a cowbell. I
motioned to Stan. He’d heard it too. It was a cowbell all right,
hanging from the neck of a doe, apparently placed there by gamemanagement folks for the purpose of tracking. Four or five other deer
were in the company of the belled doe. All calmly trotted off into the
forest ahead of us.
In a few minutes we came to a second inlet. This one, though
probably only a hundred-yards across, was so long there was no end in
sight. We hiked a mile before finding a place to cross, just below the
north-side lake road.

I marveled at Stan’s stamina. Though he was then 61-years old, he
never showed signs of tiring. (I have since learned the wisdom of his
plodding, deliberate yet untiring gait.) But I was really concerned
about the hour, so when we came to the road I suggested, “I’ll go on
ahead and get the Travelall. If you keep to the road I’ll find you.”
Off I went, alternately dog-trotting and walking in military
style. At first it was all uphill, then downhill to the dam, then
level from there along the south shore to the Travelall, almost threemiles from where I’d left Stan, five from the boat. The sun was now
low in the west.
Out of breath but relieved to be back in the vehicle, I hurried
back to pick up Stan who was almost to the dam road when I found him.
“Nice day for a walk,” he chuckled, and climbed in.
When we got to the first public telephone, near Verdi, it was
already the time when we should have been ready for our dinner
engagement. I called Rita, explained our lateness, then drove on.
In the end we were only “somewhat” late for dinner, and we had
plenty to talk about that evening.
Some good comes of everything. The abandoned boat offered a good
excuse for Stan and me to spend another day in the mountains. I
thought we might drive to, or near, the boat and take up fishing where
we had left off the day before, but this day was a carbon copy of the
previous one. Clear but windy. And so, after retrieving the boat, by
walking a half-mile to it and motor-boating to a beach accessible by
the Travelall, we loaded up and changed plans entirely. We would take
a ride through the timber country.
On an old logging road, there since before the dam was built, we
went through the forest north and west of the reservoir. It was
representative of the Sierra forests, a mixture of ponderosa and
Jeffrey pine, cedar, fir and spruce. We passed the old Winnie Smith
mill site, just a few rotting timbers and sawdust, where the Little
Truckee River enters the reservoir. The road grew steep and rough. I
shifted the Travelall into four-wheel-drive and low-range, and we
crawled over ledges and roots exposed by recent washes.
Four-miles ahead, the road leveled out and we left the trees for
a natural meadow; Kyburz Flat, where Rita, the kids and I had hunted
arrowheads in a previous time. We came upon a large flock of sheep,
dutifully and stupidly following the lead of a belled jackass. The
herder, dressed in jeans and flannel shirt, walking along with a khaki
blanket slung over his drooping shoulders, whistled a pair of
beautiful sheep-dogs to his side and waved a friendly salute as we
passed.
At the far edge of the meadow — where once stood a Stage Stop
whose remnant stone foundations, parts of iron stoves, broken bottles,
pots, pans and so on were now scattered about in the sagebrush — we
stopped, stretched our legs, broke out the lunch-bag and ate while
seated comfortably on the lowered tailgate of the Travelall. What a
life!
The afternoon was filled with more easy living as we toured the
back roads and logging trails of Plumas County. It was the kind of
environment, though different from New Hampshire’s, that Stan was
interested in and knowledgeable of. He knew more about the forest, any

forest, than I would ever learn. We finally ran out of time and
returned home.
A couple of days later Stan and Elsie took their leave. But they
left with me, in addition to fond memories of their visit, a Phelps
family treasure; the pastel landscape that had hung on the wall of our
home in New England. How well I remembered the subject of that
picture; a cottage on a hillside beyond a clump of birches in a glen.
I had studied it carefully while recuperating from facial burns when
we lived on the Holton Farm. It was a gift to our parents, I learned,
when they were married in 1907. Mother must have sensed how much I
favored the pastel, and asked Stan to bring it to me.
(I could never find the artist’s signature. Until some time in
the 1980s, Rita’s brother Stan and his wife, Norma, returned from a
tour of New England. While there, Norma had come across a pastel
virtually identical to mine, although smaller, and she bought it. She
pointed out the signature on her new acquisition, and now, knowing
what to look for, we found the same name on my picture. It is
“Chandler.”)
With President Nixon’s “cease fire” order in January of 1973, the
United States’ involvement in Vietnam’s war came to a merciful end. It
had never been a popular war, was never a declared war, had never been
fought with any kind of conviction and it was good that our country
was out of it at last.
The war had cost the United States over 50,000 American lives
(killed or dead of related causes) and 300,000 wounded. It was a
terrible toll for nothing gained, as far as I could see. It might have
been better had we waged all-out war but there was a fear that such an
action might start a third world-war, one that could easily have
unleashed nuclear weapons.
And then, just as President Nixon was getting the affairs of
state back on an even keel, the news that his re-election committee
had acted inappropriately spelled the beginning of the end for him.
In the days prior to the presidential election of 1972, the
offices of the Democratic National Committee (at the Watergate Hotel
in Washington, D.C.) were broken into by some men working for the
committee. Whether or not the break-in had had any effect on the
outcome of the election was a moot question; the men were said to be
guilty of “political espionage.” (A loosely defined charge if ever
there was one.)
The break-in was a shameful act. However, the incident was
exaggerated beyond logical proportion, in my opinion, by left-wing
journalists bent on destroying the president. As a result, Nixon’s
credibility was shattered at the expense of his ability to govern.
Finally, under threat of impeachment, on August 8, 1974, Richard M.
Nixon resigned the presidency.
Gerald R. Ford — who had earlier been named vice president when
Spiro Agnew resigned because of income tax evasion — took over as
president. After four months of unusually rigorous investigation,
Nelson Rockefeller was sworn in as vice president.
It is a sad commentary on our fragile civilization: That those
most qualified to govern often deign to run for office; that those

willing to run must resort to political maneuvering in order to be
elected.
It was during Nixon’s last months in office that the oil
producing countries in the Middle East initiated an oil embargo. For
the first time since WW-II, motorists lined up at service stations for
gas. President Nixon wisely urged conservative countermeasures and for
a while it appeared that Americans would heed his advice. Businessmen
cut back on the use of energy-consuming devices; such as trucks,
automobiles, and cooling, heating and lighting systems. Even Nevada
casinos shut down some of their wasteful, garish signs and
floodlights.
Personally, I hoped that it was the beginning of a return to a
more practical, efficient, conservative way of life in these United
States. But my optimism was unfounded. When the embargo was lifted, a
year later, the flow of oil was soon back to normal.
(In the meantime, its price had risen from $4/barrel to three
times that amount.) In a very short time the bright lights were
switched back on, the thermostats were readjusted, and motorists
returned to their energy-wasteful driving habits. “High prices be
damned.”

CHAPTER SEVENTY
GREAT NEVADA CAMPSITES
Cross-country traveling with a trailer in tow, threading your way
through crowded cities, competing with freeway traffic, finding a
place to stop every night, hitching, unhitching, lighting appliances
and so on is, in my opinion, a big bother. It is much simpler (and
less expensive) to go by car, sleep in a comfortable motel room at
night and eat in a restaurant. Let others make the beds, cook, serve
the meals and clean up after. It’s a lot easier on your nerves.
I once thought it would be nice to tour the United States in a
motor-home. However, after talking with some folks who had done so,
the idea no longer appealed to me. The driving concerns are a lot
alike, they said, but if you want to do any sightseeing you have to
rent a car or tow another vehicle.
Camping with a trailer, on the other hand, is a great sport. And
that’s what we used ours for. Except for those first long trips to
Idaho and Yellowstone Park, and our tour of the northwest states and
part of British Columbia, our campouts were confined to Nevada and the
eastern slopes of the Sierra Nevada. Over the 23-year period 1960
through 1982, we trailer-camped at about 75 sites, some of them time
after time. And not once did we stay in a private campground with
hook-ups for electricity and water.
I have already chronicled several of our experiences with the
trailer. Following are highlights from some others:
It was 1967 when we, as a family, returned to Lehman Creek; six
years after our first trip was interrupted by the bombing of the
microwave-radio stations. On our way there, we stopped overnight at
Bob Scott Summit, on US-50, six-miles east of Austin. The campground
then consisted of little more than a driveway through the pinyon
pines, and a half-dozen small sites around a central outhouse.
It was a quiet place that night, with only two or three of the
spaces occupied. And it was quiet; that is, until a little after
midnight when we were rudely awakened by the clamor of cattle-guard
rails, the roar of a speeding automobile, and loud shouts.
“FIRE!” I heard the dreaded word, and quickly sat up in bed for a
look-see. “Everybody up and out! FIRE! FIRE!” the shouting continued.

Twice around the campground the car went, its load of kids
hollering and banging on the sides, and then it was gone. Of course
there was neither a sign of fire nor a whiff of smoke.
“Well?” Rita asked rhetorically, “What else can Austin kids do at
night for excitement?”
The campground at Lehman Creek had changed considerably in six
years. Many of the beautiful quakies had succumbed to disease or
insects, or both, taking the shade with them. However, the stream was
still running clear. We found the site of our earlier encampment
unoccupied, moved right in and set up housekeeping.
Perhaps the most interesting thing we did, this time, was to
drive to the recently built campground up at the end of a very steep,
winding road (at 10,000’ above-sea-level) on the northeast slope of
Wheeler Peak. I noted that it would be a swell place to camp with the
trailer, but, according to the posted signs, it was intended for use
by tenters. Anyway, at that time there wasn’t room among the trees to
park even a small trailer. To prevent wildfires, each fire-pit was
surrounded by a large slab of concrete.
Eagerly, we took the foot trail through the bristlecone pine
forest to the glacier. It was an easy hike, even at that altitude, the
trail following a gentle grade along the contour of the mountainside.
The bristlecones, members of the oldest living species on earth,
occupied a belt above the 10,000’ level and below the barren, exposed
gray rock of the peak itself.
As much as I had read about those ancient trees, I was still
overwhelmed when I saw them. Many of them stood half-naked on the
slopes, their trunks stripped clean of bark on the windward side,
exposing exotic shades of yellow, brown and tan. Such life-giving sap
as made it to the needled branches above flowed through the cambium
layers on the protected, leeward sides of the trunks. Some of the
oldest trees, probably sprouted four-thousand years before our
presence, had finally succumbed to the harsh environment (which few
other trees can endure at all) and died. But even they would stand for
years to come, in a state of preservation due to the inherent
chemicals in the wood. Their twisted, flowing forms, enhanced by
strains of light and dark, were unique and inviting to a photographer.
Breaking out of the pines, we stood below the awesome cirque that
harbors a remnant glacier from the ice age. I longed to hike to the
top of the peak (over 13,000’ above-sea-level) but was neither
equipped nor had the time for such an assault.
Right then, literally out of the blue, my reverie was shattered
by two thunderous explosions in quick succession: BOOM BOOM! The sound
bounced from wall to wall of the ice-carved amphitheater until long
after the high flying, but not too far above our heads, SAC bomber
soared away.
Before returning to the car and our camp on the creek far below,
the kids climbed to the upper edge of the nearest ice-field and slid
back down. It must have been an exhilarating experience, but I was too
busy taking pictures to join them.
We remained at the Lehman Creek campground two or three days,
fishing and getting acquainted with the territory, then headed for
Kalamazoo Creek (I always liked that name), northeast of Ely.

It was in the wee hours, while camped at Kalamazoo Creek, that we
were subjected to an awakening similar to that at Bob Scott Summit.
But that was the second memorable event.
The first occurred at dusk the previous evening, when Rita went
to fetch a bucket of water from the creek. The rest of us heard her
shout and all went running to her side to see what the matter was.
“A mouse ran up my pants-leg!” she explained excitedly, while
clasping her hands about her thigh to keep it from climbing higher. “I
can feel it.”
Sure enough, there was a moving lump under her blue jeans. With
some effort we managed to free the little demon, only to find that it
was not a mouse but a hummingbird-moth (as we called it). It was a big
one, as big as a small mouse, and furry. The episode caused us all,
except Rita, great amusement.
But I was not amused in the early morning, when jolted awake by
the sound of gunfire up the canyon; a conclusion that turned out to be
false. Someone, perhaps a night-shift worker from the McGill copper
mill on his way home over the summit, was apparently causing his truck
engine to backfire hoping to arouse an unsuspecting camp. It certainly
worked on us. He probably repeated the exercise every morning, to
liven an otherwise tiresome backwoods commute.
The following summer, while camped overnight at Longdoctor Spring
near Sweetwater, Nevada, Rita again called out for help. It was just
after dark and she had gone up the hill behind the trailer to “answer
a call of nature.”
“I knew the grass shouldn’t rustle,” she said later, “it was
green and there was no wind.”
In fact she had disturbed a rattlesnake, one that had been
foraging for a meal of tender mouse. That brief encounter certainly
strengthened the case for a trailer with an inside potty.
Not far from Longdoctor Spring, a few years later and after we’d
purchased the Timberline, we camped at a bend in the Walker River
below Sweetwater. It was the year Tony graduated from high school, and
one of the last times (for several years) that he went camping with
us. Glen was with us, of course, and Gina’s little dog (the Malpoo for
which we had travelled to the San Joaquin Valley in California to
purchase) but not Gina.
We were set up on a fairly level, grassy area under some giant
cottonwoods. It was an ideal spot. So nice, in fact, we had to share
it with four or five other parties. Naturally there were other dogs
around, and Gio had to go and pick a fight with one of them, one at
least five times his size. I saw the confrontation from 50-yards away,
and without thinking went off to Gio’s rescue, grabbing him up while
in mid-flight from his pursuer. And then he turned and bit my hand.
The very hand that had saved him from the jaws of death. I’d have to
admit that it made me angry, so angry I literally threw him into the
trailer. (There’s no such thing as peace when there are dogs in a
campground!)
The fishing, our purpose for being there, was poor at best. So
Tony and Glen found a new way to amuse themselves. With Glen on his
bike and Tony pushing it, laughing and giggling they went right down

the middle of the Walker River, which was three-feet deep in places,
past our trailer. Dogs barked. Kids yelled. And fishermen weren’t too
keen to see such sport. When Rita and I finally caught on to what was
happening, I put an end to the escapade. Though I secretly thought it
a clever enterprise.
Speaking of dogs, I am reminded of another episode in which a dog
played the principle role. Rita and I were camping at Pyramid Lake, at
Warrior Point, with the Hutchinsons. For a change of pace from
fishing, at which we’d had nothing but bad luck, we all decided to go
for a ride in the Travelall. It was a lovely day for it, sunny but
cool, and the scenery north of the lake was new and refreshing. We
paused at the sand dunes in the lower Smoke Creek Desert to look for
arrowheads, and then followed the Western Pacific Railroad toward Sand
Pass.
Against my better judgment, Loretta had insisted on taking her
dog, Missy, along for the ride. Missy was a middle-sized, long-haired
bitch of questionable parentage, and because she was due to drop a
litter of pups Loretta hadn’t wanted to leave her alone. So Missy
occupied the back seat with her and Rita.
“She’s going to have her pups,” I heard Loretta say. “Stop the
car, George,” said Rita.
Oh no, I thought to myself, why does it have to happen in my car?
Without a word I braked the Travelall to a stop, turned off the
ignition, opened the door and got out. Without a backward look I took
my pipe in hand, loaded it, lit it, and walked away to the east to
hunt for arrowheads. I may have over-reacted, but I was disgusted
nonetheless.
In due time Phil called me back (the show was over) and away we
went. At the Sand Pass railroad-crossing I turned onto the good
graveled road toward camp. And then I heard another discouraging word.
“She’s goin’ to have another one,” Loretta was saying in a low voice.
“Stop, George,” said Rita.
“I’m not stopping,” I retorted. “She can have it just as well
while we’re moving.”
And she did.
My behavior at Missy’s whelping was never forgotten by the
Hutchinsons or Rita, all of whom thought it a highly amusing incident.
Glen was fourteen when I first introduced him to driving the
Travelall. We were camped behind a highway-maintenance sand pile off
US-50, east of the Alpine Ranch. I could see right away that he was
destined to be a good driver.
The old ranch, situated in the valley midway between the Clan
Alpine and Desatoya Mountain ranges, 6.5 miles north of the remnant
Cold Springs stage station, was then deserted. So we spent a couple of
happy hours roaming around there, taking pictures and marveling at the
unique buildings, all of which were of simple form but constructed of
stone hauled to the flat from some distance away in the hills. The
main house was rectangular in shape, perhaps 60-feet long and 20-feet
wide, with a medium-pitch shingle roof over an attic or loft. Facing
the road, from a wall of asymmetrically-cut stones, were six widely

separated windows and a main doorway, all of them shaded by a veranda
that also wrapped around the north end of the house.
Just south and east of the big house were two smaller buildings,
also made of stone but not so precisely cut, topped by sod roofs.
Across the road stood a barn such as I had never seen. Like the house,
its walls were made of cut stone. But its almost-flat gabled roof was
covered with sod. A wide arched doorway stood open at the east end,
and a dozen board-shuttered windows lined each of the north and south
walls.
It was dark inside the barn, but light enough to reveal that the
roof was supported by dozens of vertical timbers, which had also
served as corner-posts for stalls. We guessed that it had been a horse
barn, although that would have been unusual unless they were
thoroughbreds.
Nearby, the dilapidated vanes of an old windmill repeated — like
a broken phonograph record — a mournful squeaky melody in the breeze.
The sepia-toned hulk of a twenties-vintage pickup truck, sans engine,
rested in peace on the sand in the sagebrush. Rusty tools and pieces
of metal, cans and broken bottles were scattered all around, slowly
but surely returning their elements to the earth. Still-standing
skeletal cottonwoods and Lombardy poplars gave the place a haunted
appearance.
That someone should have gone to such lengths in building a ranch
in that remote country, miles from the nearest community of any size,
was a mystery. I suppose it was the culmination of a grand dream, to
be reluctantly abandoned in hard times.
A few days later, after leaving Rita with her folks in Elko, Glen
and I leveled-up the trailer in a shallow draw below a patch of
leafless quakies, northeast of Wildhorse Reservoir. I had planned to
camp on Poorman Creek but, after noting that a storm was moving in,
thought better of it. From this place, if we got snowed in, it was all
downhill to the highway.
The day was still young but much too cold and blustery to do
anything out-of-doors, so we left camp and went for a ride in the
Travelall. We’d gone less than a mile down the road when a man in a
forestry pickup flagged us to a stop.
“There’s a storm comin’,” the ranger dutifully advised, “you
better get out of the hills.”
“I know,” I said, jerking my thumb over my shoulder, “that’s why
we’re camped up there on high ground.”
We chatted a while and then he said, “Well...okay,” and drove
away.
I took the road past Gold Creek and Martin Creek, then dropped
down the north side of the summit near Sunflower Reservoir. The road
grew narrow, steep and side-hilly in the canyon and in the bottom,
alongside Meadow Creek, a bunch of California deer-hunters had set up
a big camp.
“Looks like they’re equipped to stay a month,” I said to Glen.
“Good thing, too. If we get much snow it’ll be tough climbing out of
this canyon.”

It was already snowing. Fine flakes were falling steadily on a
very light breeze. As we approached the Bruneau River, where I knew we
must turn around, I was awestruck by the scene before us. Mother
Nature had done it again. With her clever use of light and dark, with
a sprinkling of new snow on a brown earth, naked gray willows and red
rim rocks, she had produced a sepia-toned landscape that could never
be forgotten, nor could it be reproduced by man. (However, some time
later I would try.)
On our way back to camp, by the time we cleared the canyon summit
an inch of snow had already fallen and the road was getting slick. Our
timing was perfect.
That evening we cooked and ate our supper in the warm and cozy
trailer, while the storm vented its fury outside. Then it suddenly
grew quiet and turned cold. Really cold! Even with our jackets on and
with the furnace roaring, we shivered. Finally, although it was still
quite early, we gave up and crawled into our sleeping bags for the
night.
At dawn we awoke to a pristine world of white, and found that the
water-line to the toilet had frozen. The thermometer outside read
minus-twelve-degrees. It may have been colder earlier. We were lucky
with the water-line, that it was located in an accessible area under
the bed and easily thawed with heat from a butane lighter.
After a hearty breakfast, and after Glen had cleaned four- or
five-inches of snow off the windshield, we took the Travelall and
headed for the nearest arm of the reservoir, hoping it was clear of
ice. It was clear, all right, but the air was too cold for either of
us to consider fishing.
Glen drove us back to the trailer. But on the way, I had him
drive up a steep hill through six-inches of snow and knee-high
sagebrush. When the engine stalled, he learned to hold the vehicle in
position, re-start the engine and get moving again; not an easy job in
a heavy rig with a standard transmission. It was his first experience
driving in snow.
The next day we went in to Elko. Glen stayed there (for some reason) and I returned to camp with Rita. The temperature was now hovering around zero. The sky was absolutely clear and blue. There was no
wind. We motored to the nearest cove on the lake, broke out our gear
and fished from the sun-warmed rocks above the shoreline.
To illustrate just how cold it was, shining drops of ice
immediately formed on our nylon lines when reeling in, and popped off
like pearls from a broken necklace when drawn through our rod tips.
Using a combination of night crawlers and marshmallows — the
latter to keep the former off the bottom — we met with great success.
In just a couple of hours of leisure angling we stockpiled a mess of
arm’s-length rainbows.
Then the sun slipped behind the mountain and we were suddenly
chilled through. Seemed like we just couldn’t get out of there fast
enough. Rita went for the Travelall and started the engine, while I
commenced cleaning the trout we’d thrown up in the snow behind us. It
was then that I learned how hard a job it is to clean frozen-solid
fish, especially when your fingers and thumbs are numb.

But such minor hardships are but temporary, and remembered as
exciting when, in a matter of minutes, you dine in the comfort of a
snug little home on wheels. As we did that evening.
Our outing inevitably came to its end. We returned to Elko, and
the following day trailed down the highway toward home. Not until we
reached Button Point, outside of Winnemucca, was the holding tank
thawed enough that it could be emptied.
Birch Creek, southeast of Austin in the Toiyabe Range, was a
favored place to camp. Like Kingston Creek (described in a previous
chapter) it drains into the Big Smoky Valley and evaporates. Unlike
Kingston there was no formal campground, and very few suitable places
to park a trailer. We were usually lucky, though, to find the cleared
area at the canyon entrance unoccupied.
This clearing was relatively flat, bounded by pinyon pines on the
one side and red birches, growing in clumps along the stream banks, on
the other. The downstream side was open, affording a fine view of the
Great Smoky Valley to the east. Above, the hills pinched together to
form a steep rocky canyon, with birches in the bottom and pinyon pines
struggling up the sides. An old road followed the creek up-canyon,
crossing and re-crossing it at intervals, past the site of an early
mining community and on to a spring-fed basin of brush and grass where
white-faced Herefords grazed in the summer and fall. The road
continued over the top of the mountain, to drop down sharply on the
west side, by a series of switch-backs, to the Reese River Valley.
I think our first trip to Birch Creek was at Easter time, with
the Crews. We set up camp there and drove back and forth to the valley
to hunt arrowheads. It was stormy, typical of that time of year, but
one day was even more blustery than usual. I knew it was really bad
when Noble actually forsook a beer for some coffee. But in spite of
the wind and frequent snow squalls, just before returning to our
sanctuary at Birch Creek Noble found a cache of beautiful stone
knives. Nor did the weather keep him from broiling our chicken dinner
over his charcoal brazier that evening, albeit while wearing a downfilled jacket.
By morning our site was covered with snow, and a thick fog lay in
the canyon. Or was it a low cloud? Marty, the younger of the two Crew
boys, who had taken up rocket-firing as a hobby, insisted, against the
advice of everyone else in camp, on trying out a recently assembled
rocket. It was a successful firing. The device shot up in an almostperfect vertical climb. But in less than a second it disappeared in
the soup. Despite a diligent search for the missile, even after the
fog had cleared, it was never again to be seen. To Marty we could only
say, “I told you so.”
“Let’s move to a warmer climate,” said Noble. So we broke camp
and drove to Railroad Valley, some 175-miles away to the southeast.
Distance was nothing to Noble, even when he had a trailer in tow. One
time we drove all the way to Pahrump Valley, in southern Nevada,
hunted arrowheads for half a day, stayed overnight, and then, having
found very little of interest, Noble insisted on our moving to
Railroad Valley.

This time it was a worthwhile change of venue. We set up camp on
the top of a rise, on a hump no doubt formed by an ancient hot spring,
above the flats. Our view in every direction was unobstructed. It was
a perfect place for Marty’s rocket-launching activities.
The environment was not entirely comfortable, however. When the
wind came up that first evening I was an hour trying to light the
furnace, succeeding only when Glen held a pillow over the exhaust
stack to keep the draft from extinguishing the flame of my match.
(At the first opportunity, after that experience, I bought a
flint-lighter for the job.)
Using our camp as a base, over the next few days we traversed
miles of sand dunes, got stuck in the mud, dropped in at a miner’s
deserted cabin, coaxed our vehicles up a near-vertical rock ledge and,
incidentally, collected a few nice artifacts. Best of all, we were
never disturbed by other human beings.
On the way home from our week-long tour, though, when camped in a
gravel pit near Grimes Point, a few miles east of Fallon, we did
experience an intrusion. We had purposely driven a mile off the
highway to get away from the traffic, but were followed to the pit by
some people in a camper-vehicle.
“Do you mind if we park near you?” the man asked when we were
setting up our trailers, “We don’t like being alone.”
In the morning, in an effort to be friendly, Rita left some
colored Easter eggs on their camper doorstep. No sign of appreciation
for the eggs, or for our accepting their intrusion, was ever forthcoming. It takes all kinds to make a world.
In less than ten days, in addition to setting up camps and
searching the flats for Indian artifacts, we had travelled well over a
thousand miles. From that time on, whenever we planned a trailer-trip
with the Crews, Rita would lay her hand on the map of Nevada and
proclaim to Noble, “We’re not going outside the area under my hand.”
Noble would only grin and shrug.
The following Easter, we took off on another arrowhead hunting
trip with the Crews. Loretta Sabini and her boys joined us but her
husband, Louie, had to work. Noble did not yet own a trailer but towed
a rented one with his ‘71 Chevy Blazer. Loretta had a 4WD station
wagon, with a tent and other camping gear in the back. Rita and I
would camp in luxury, in our self-contained trailer.
We camped the first night west of Imlay, on the right bank of the
Humboldt River where the Applegate, Nobles and Lassen trail left the
bounteous river for the desert beyond, and where hundreds or thousands
of emigrants had stopped over in the 1800s. As the sun was setting, we
built a fire and cooked our evening meal.
In the morning, after a good breakfast, we headed west and north
on a really rough road that crossed the Western Pacific tracks at
Jungo. All that remained of that once-wild railroad town was a
corrugated-metal shed on which some wag had painted the following
message:
JUNGO NEV SMILE

Our next stop was at Bottle Creek where we intended to stay a few
days, fish for trout and hunt for Indian artifacts. The kids caught a
few trout, but our time was cut short when Noble, disgusted by the
number of ticks he’d collected while walking through the high brush,
insisted on our leaving. “Besides,” he said, “we aren’t finding any
good arrowheads here.” So we packed up and moved farther north to the
Quinn River Crossing. Here we chose a clean gravel pit for a campsite,
far from the willows and high sagebrush.
The fact that certain wood-ticks are carriers of a fatal disease
is reason enough to despise them. To discover even one of the little
buggars on your clothing or body is enough to give you the creeps;
from then on you can’t help feeling that they’re crawling on your
legs, stomach, neck or arms. Fortunately, I could generally detect a
tick before he had a chance to “dig in.”
There are those who scoff at the idea of setting up camp in a
gravel pit. But in desert country it is rather an ideal place,
especially in the springtime. In addition to its being devoid of
insects (and ticks), it provides good protection against high winds.
And if it should rain, there is no mud with which to contend.
Noble was right about the artifact hunting in the Quinn River
area. In spite of the fact that hundreds of people had searched the
grounds before us, the elements had turned up more stone arrowheads,
knives and tools. (We would return. Several times.)
Over the years, with the Crews, we shared experiences known by
relatively few people in the modern world; the thrill of finding an
arrow point in the early morning sun; the smell of sagebrush and the
beauty of desert wildflowers after a sudden shower; the excitement of
getting stuck in the mud or sand; the discovery that a tire has gone
flat and you must make a round-trip to the nearest community for a new
one and, incidentally, to tank-up on gas, beer and water. What a way
to spend a few of our limited days on this old Earth.
The Ruby Marsh area, in Elko County, was another fine place to
camp. Known primarily for its bass fishing, it was also good for just
getting away. Without a doubt, the trip we took in 1975 was our most
memorable excursion to that location. We planned to travel with the
Felches and Schlegels (Rita’s nieces, Terry and Ethel, and their
families). Rather than drive all the way to Elko and backtrack over
Harrison Pass, we decided to go by way of Eureka and approach the vast
Ruby Valley from the south, over historic Overland Pass.
Rita, Glen and I, with Terry’s kids, Lee and Christine, went on
ahead in the Travelall, with our trailer in tow. A couple of days
later, Leroy and Terry would leave Reno with a new trailer behind
their pickup, while Jack, Ethel and family were to come all the way
from San Jose in their pickup-camper.
We would rendezvous just outside of Eureka, where Rita and I,
with our wards, set up a dry camp on the pinyon-juniper hill northwest
of town. To occupy the time before the others arrived, we decided to
do some sightseeing. None of us had ever seen the ghost town of
Hamilton, about 40-miles to the southeast, so in the morning we headed
that way in the Travelall, turning off of US-50 east of Little
Antelope Summit. Nine miles of typical dirt road brought us to the

Hamilton cemetery, high on a west-facing hillside to our left. I
stopped. We got out and stretched in the clean air, walked around and
through the graveyard, commented on the many interesting and sometimes
heart-wrenching epitaphs, then returned to the vehicle and continued
to the heart of the old city itself, a mile or more farther on. The
funeral processions, in the old days, must have been lengthy affairs.
I was impressed by what we saw of Hamilton. Parts of several
brick and stone buildings were still standing in the city center, and
a few residential homes were almost intact; enough to provide a rough
picture of how it must have looked a century before. But there were
few artifacts lying around. Almost every square foot of ground had
been dug by bottle and treasure hunters.
(It was timely that we visited Hamilton then, for just a few
years later, when Rita and I took Dot and Elly to see it, virtually
all of White Pine’s once proud county seat had been laid flat by a
bulldozer. Only a handful of weather-beaten shacks remained. Where
banks, hotels and stores had stood and served the populace, now a
couple of mobile homes, apparently the property of a mining company,
held sway.)
As we were leaving the abandoned city, Rita somehow learned that
Lee and Christine were not familiar with Nevada’s state song. So she
insisted on their singing the words, along with her, all the way back
to Eureka; until they knew “Home Means Nevada” by heart, verses and
all. (In school that fall, Christine was the only one in her class who
knew the song.)
While in Eureka, it seemed a good idea to visit the old newspaper
office/museum. It was closed, so we went to the county courthouse and
found a lady who would guide us through it. While there, at the
courthouse, we also learned of a rather bizarre incident that had
taken place the night before in nearby Diamond Valley.
It seemed that a man and woman had had an accident (or an
altercation) that resulted in the man’s being shot in the back by a
rifle. He died. The dead man’s wife was being held behind bars, in a
room off the hallway in the courthouse, while the corpus delicti, for
lack of a better place, was lying in a truck in the firehouse next
door, not 50-feet away. The erstwhile couple’s souls may have been
distanced by the man’s death, but their bodies were not too far apart.
Whenever
someone
walked
past
the
door
where
the
woman
was
incarcerated, she, possibly suffering a hangover, would blurt out a
greeting or an epithet. I think she had no idea of the gravity of her
situation. Outside, men and women gathered to swap stories on “how it
really happened,” while youngsters peeked into the garage and truck to
“see what they could see.”
If you listened to the man on the street it was simply a case of
homicide, with John Barleycorn abetting the murderess. According to a
Reno newspaper report (dated Wednesday, July 2, 1975) the woman
claimed that the rifle “accidentally discharged as she was putting it
in the cab of the pickup.” She was arraigned on a charge of
involuntary manslaughter, but I never learned the outcome of the case.
It was certainly the most exciting event the town had known in some
years, possibly since the old bonanza-borasca mining days.
But on with our tour.

When the Eureka Sentinel ceased to exist, the building was locked
up with everything inside virtually intact. Except for several layers
of dust it was just as it had been for years: presses and related
machinery, desks, tables, chairs, file cabinets, supplies and
miscellaneous items, all of them still in place. Even the posters and
calendars on the walls were right where they had been on closing day.
It was the most complete and best example of an historic printing
office I’d ever seen.
Having heard and read about Eureka’s underground tunnels, we made
an appointment with the same “tour guide” to see them the next
morning. An appointment was necessary, because the entrance to the
tunnels was at the rear of an existing Chinese restaurant and
permission was required to pass through the kitchen.
We were an auspicious group, traipsing single file through that
ancient oriental cookery. Blackened iron pots and pans sat on a huge,
equally-black range. They contained food in various stages of
preparation and were being tended by a corps of dead-pan Chinese men,
women and youths, none of whom spoke as we passed (even if they could
speak our language).
To gain access to the tunnel, we had to walk through an area
piled high with cardboard boxes, wooden crates and burlap sacks, then
on a narrow plank over a damp dirt floor and stoop to pass through a
low opening. Inside, seen dimly in the light of our flashlights, was a
series of large rooms with arched ceilings and doorways, all of them
constructed of brick masonry. The architecture and workmanship were
outstanding, reminiscent of nineteenth-century forts in the eastern
United States. Only a few-hundred-feet of the tunnels were intact, we
were told, the rest having either caved in or been purposely filled
for safety reasons.
The real origin of the tunnels seems a matter for debate. Two
popular explanations are legendary: One, that they were built in
secret by the Chinese at a time when (in the 1800s) they needed a
place of refuge from aggressive Caucasian miners. A second version
would credit the tunnels to a more recent time, when, in the
prohibition era, they were designed for storing bootleg liquor.
Perhaps they had served each purpose in turn.
Terry and Leroy arrived that day, and set up their trailer next
to ours on the hill. But the Schlagels had not showed up by the time
we turned in for the night. It was long after midnight when a vehicle
approached our camp and stopped. A man got out and knocked on our
door.
“You George Phelps?” he asked through the half opened door.
“Yes,” I responded, at the same time noting a badge of authority
pinned to his jacket. “What’s up?”
“You expecting some relatives to join you?” he queried.
“Yeah.”
“Well, we got a call and they’re broke down. They’re okay...just
lost a wheel. They’re in Austin and want you to come and get ‘em.”
The Schlagels (we would learn) had been making good time when one
of the rear wheels of their pickup broke loose. The back of the rig
took a horrible leap, when it passed over the loose wheel, and only a

miracle prevented the whole thing from overturning before Jack could
bring it to a stop beside the highway.
I’m not too clear on what happened then. I believe they sent word
ahead to Austin by a passing motorist, requesting a tow-truck. And
that was a mystery to me since the accident happened not far from
Middlegate which is closer to Fallon than to Austin.
Anyway, Leroy and I took off in the Travelall for Austin, 70miles away to the west. We found the Schlegels all right, but they
were very tired and very discouraged.
After pondering the situation, and in spite of the ungodly hour,
we decided to hunt for a used wheel and lugs to replace the broken
ones on Jack’s rig, so he could take to the highway again. We went to
the repair shop at the upper end of town and roused the owner out of
bed. The guy was quite cheerful, I thought, given the circumstances,
and most helpful. He sorted through a collection of filthy-dirty
wheels and found just the right one. It then took him a while, and
many stout blows with a big hammer to remove the broken studs from
Jack’s wheel-drum, replace them with good ones, and mount the used
wheel and tire. Jack paid the man and we all headed for Eureka.
It was not yet daylight, but not far from it when we arrived at
our camp. After breakfast, Jack and Ethel decided to take their truck
to Elko, by way of the highway through Carlin, for permanent repairs.
Their kids, Cherie, Brenda and John would travel with us. We’d all get
together again at the Ruby Marsh campground.
The way to Overland Pass was not at all what I had expected, and
Leroy must have wondered at my skill as a pathfinder. The first 65miles were good enough, including the 50-miles of paved road up Newark
Valley from US-50; but where the pavement ended a maintenance crew had
piled a windrow of gravel in the middle of the road, leaving very
little room to drive on either side of it. I stopped and queried one
of the men about conditions ahead.
“We’ve got it torn up for about ten miles,” he said.
I pointed to a good-looking dirt road off to our right and asked,
“Can we get to Overland Pass that way?”
“Dunno,” the man answered, “I’m new around here.”
The other workers were of no more help than the first. Undaunted,
Leroy and I consulted my topographical map. It showed that the road to
the right led to another one taking off within a couple of miles, and
that road appeared to intercept the Overland Pass road. So we took off
in that direction, in order to avoid the construction zone.
The stretch of good road that we had seen was all there was. As
soon as we turned to the north I had misgivings. This road was little
more than a four-wheel-drive trail through the sagebrush and cedar
trees. I was forced to drive so as to straddle the washes, and had to
slow to a crawl through pockets of deep powdery alkali. Meanwhile,
Leroy blindly followed in my dusty wake. When the going went from bad
to worse I stopped to consult with him.
“We’ve come this far...might as well keep going,” he shrugged,
and off we went again.
We negotiated a decrepit old bob-wire gate, where even the last
Jeep to pass that way had turned around. On a rise in the dry forest
farther on we stopped again to reconnoiter, and to quench our thirst.

It was then that Terry, who had gone back to inspect their trailer,
came out with a discouraging look on her face.
Their trailer was somewhat larger than ours, and this was
probably the first time it had been towed over such a nasty road. What
Terry had found was a mess. Not only was the inside of her trailer
filled with dust, in the air and on every surface, but also a lot of
new dishes had been dislodged from a cupboard and broken. She and Rita
went to work straightening things out, while Leroy and I studied the
map once more. We determined that the pass road couldn’t be more than
three miles farther on, so we would continue in that direction.
While wending our way through the hills again, Brenda innocently
asked a question that brought a smile to my lips. “Have you guys been
on this road before?”
To which Rita quickly replied, “Do you think we’d be here now if
we had?”
Down through a dry gully I drove, and up the opposite side. When
we broke over the rim, right there in front of us, on a dark red
signboard supported by two posts, were three welcome words: “Pony
Express Trail.” An arrow at either end delineated the directions of
the ponies’ original travel.
“The pass road can’t be far now,” I spoke, a note of relief in my
voice.
In a matter of minutes our caravan was parked on the shoulder of
the Overland Pass road, which followed closely the alignment of the
old trail and intersected the one we had come up on. In fact, I later
learned, the road we had struggled over was originally the route of
the Elko-Hamilton Stage. A lot of winters and summers had come and
gone since it was used for that kind of traffic.
We had smooth sailing now, on the county-maintained graveled
road, and covered the 20-miles to the campground, on a hill above the
Ruby Marsh, in what seemed like no time at all. There we set up camp
and prepared for a few days of fishing and relaxation.
Meanwhile, the Schlegels were “living it up” in Elko while their
truck was being repaired. (Their kids were with us, remember?)
It was two or three days before they joined us at the campground.
And then, wouldn’t you know, because we’d planned a charcoal-grilled
dinner a cloud burst over us. It didn’t start before we lit the fire
but waited until the coals were just turning red. No problem, I just
slid the shallow grill under the back of the trailer. When the shower
was over I would pull it out and proceed with the cooking.
We sat out the storm in our trailer, telling stories and eating
snacks, and then I returned to the grill. Oh my! I hadn’t shoved it
far enough under (I didn’t want to set the trailer on fire, you see)
and the charcoal was soaking wet. That’s when I learned an important
lesson: “If your charcoal is wet, or even damp, toss it out and start
over with dry stuff. No amount of tinder, lighter fluid or gasoline
will encourage it to burn.” It was quite dark before we ate that
night, and I took a lot of ribbing from Jack and Leroy.
When it was time to leave the marshes, you can bet that we did
not return home the way we had come. We took the well-graded route

over Harrison Pass to Elko. Compared to the old stage road it was a
King’s highway.
Halfway up the steep, winding pass road, opposite the old mining
camp, I was poignantly reminded of an embarrassing experience I had
endured on this very same curve; which was ever afterward referred to
by those in the know as “George’s Corner.” Now, with Leroy and Terry
coming up behind, even as I reminisced about that frustrating event
the same thing happened again. Only this time, I jumped to the right
conclusion and avoided embarrassment.
The aforementioned incident occurred when we were on our way over
the pass after a camp-out at Ruby Marsh with another of Rita’s nieces,
Janet, and her husband Gene Peterson. Those two, who lived in Elko,
had spent a lot of time out there fishing for bass. And if anyone knew
the intricacies of that tule-filled lake, it was Gene.
Unless you have been in a boat on the Ruby Marsh, it is difficult
to imagine how one might get lost there. The giant lake, seven-miles
long and one- to two-miles wide, is but a dozen-feet deep at its
deepest. For the most part it is only three- to eight-feet deep, and
virtually filled with tule canes. Many of the tule patches look like
islands, between which a boat may pass. Some of the straits or
“channels” are 20-feet wide, others are so narrow a boat can hardly
squeeze through. This configuration, of tule islands and open water,
is a maze to rival any ever designed by man.
On a clear day, from any place on the marsh, over the tops of the
reeds you can see the distant mountains and tell which way is north.
But a lot of good it does. From that vantage point it’s as if you are
in the middle of a vast green sea with no hint of where the nearest
channel might lead.
A channel from the boat landing (there was only one legitimate
landing, 2½-miles south of the campground) to the more or less open
water a mile out was marked, in a vague manner, by two-inch pipes
driven into the mud “every so often.” They were too faded, too few and
too far between to be very useful, but after a few wrong turns you
could usually find your way. I eventually learned to negotiate the
course, but was forever wary of venturing too far north or south of
the middle of the marsh for fear of having to spend the night out
there; a fate that not a few fishermen had endured.
In those days, vessels of all sizes were allowed on the marsh.
And if, while in a small boat like mine, you met a 20-foot water
skiers’ boat in a narrow channel, in spite of the 5-mph speed limit it
was a hazardous encounter. (Ironically, a large boat produces a giant
bow wave at low speeds.) Anyway, I always kept a sharp lookout fore
and aft and if a big boat approached, from either direction, I’d
quickly turn my Valco into the tules and hope for the best.
Even that maneuver was not always safe. One time, when Rita was
with me, I was caught in a long narrow channel when a “cruiser”
approached from astern. I steered into the reeds on my right, and came
about to take the expected wave on the port bow. Just in time. The
wave curled and spilled over the gunwale, bouncing our boat in a
frightening manner and soaking Rita in the bargain. I smiled grimly as

Rita unleashed a string of “criticisms” on the un-hearing skipper of
the big boat.
So this time, with Gene in the lead, I was happy to stay in his
wake. Even when we stopped to fish, I made sure to keep his and
Janet’s heads in sight above the tules.
“Gene knows this marsh like the back of his hand,” I spoke aloud
as we, Rita, Glen and I, followed him back toward the main channel.
But then, to my amazement, he made a sudden turn and came back
toward us. Grinning as he passed, he shouted over the motor noise,
“Sorry ‘bout that...I took a wrong turn.”
So much for my confidence in the expert.
After a few more days at the marshes we had broken camp and
headed for Wilson Reservoir, northwest of Elko. It was while climbing
out of Ruby Valley, when we were halfway up the Harrison Pass Road,
that the Travelall engine coughed, sputtered and died; of all places
on a steep, uphill, shoulder-less curve.
“Damn that gas line!” I muttered, trying in vain to re-start the
engine.
I’d been having trouble with the fuel line’s “vapor-locking” in
hot weather, and this was hot weather. So I got out, lifted the hood,
poured water on the lines and radiator, got back in and tried again.
No luck. By now, realizing that I was having trouble, Gene had parked
up ahead and walked back to offer assistance.
“I’ll take my trailer to the top and come back and tow you over,”
he volunteered.
I could think of nothing better to do, and he was partway to his
truck when I shouted after him, “Hey...wait a minute. Let me try one
more thing.”
Like a bolt of lightning it had come to me, the thought that
perhaps it was a case of “outta gas.” It had not occurred to me
earlier because I had so recently been plagued by the vapor-locking
problem. But the right-side fuel tank might be empty. I switched the
lever to the left and keyed-in the starter. The engine cranked for an
interminably long time but eventually fired and ran like the
proverbial top.
“What was wrong?” Gene quizzed.
“I’ll never tell,” I said. But of course I did.
That’s when Gene coined the name “George’s Curve.” And from that
time on, whenever I pass that way I’m reminded of how stupid it was of
me to jump to the wrong conclusion. But that is often the way of the
human mind. It gets set in a certain way, based on past experience or
instinct, and finds it hard to see the subject in any other light.
It was a long haul from Harrison Pass to Wilson Reservoir, on the
Petan Ranch, but we made it with no further problems.
Back in 1939, the YP Ranch in northwest Elko County was purchased
by the Petan Land and Livestock Company. The Jacksons, Pete and Ann
(from whose names Petan was coined) then began a serious modernization
program. Among other things the streams and ditches were modified,
dams and reservoirs were added.
Among the latter was Wilson Reservoir, built sometime in the
1950s near the southeastern rim of the vast, mile-high YP Desert. (The

YP was named for the cattle brand of the Carats, the first ranchers,
whose iron is one of the oldest still in use in the United States.)
For years, the Wilson Reservoir was closed to the public,
although trespassers occasionally sneaked through the fence to fish
for “the big ones.” Then an agreement between the Petan Ranching
Company and the Nevada Fish and Game Department was reached, and
fishermen were allowed inside the fence in the daytime. Ultimately,
after further negotiations, overnight camping along the shoreline was
permitted. It was then that I first visited the reservoir.
Situated on tiny Wilson Creek, the reservoir’s primary source is
Bull Run Creek, from which a connecting canal was dug. When full, the
impoundment measures about a mile wide and two-miles long. In addition
to the main control dam at the northwest end, a wide concrete apron
allows high water to spill over the opposite corner, to find its way
to Deep Creek a couple of miles away. To the east, the Bull Run
Mountains rise up sharply. In the opposite direction a low, virtually
flat horizon extends from southwest to northeast.
Perhaps the most striking feature at Wilson Reservoir is the
Jackson Cabin; a tall cottage/boathouse on the north shore. Over the
years, Mother Nature has weathered and stained this edifice a deep
reddish-brown, a picture that never ceases to capture my imagination.
We always camped on the low, sloping, sagebrush-covered south
shore, which was barren of any trees except a few willows at water’s
edge. This was where we camped with Janet and Gene, just a few feet
above the waterline.
Even before launching our boats, Janet took us to her “secret”
fishing hole in the rim rocks below the south spillway. I had fished
there before, when it was a rushing cataract of spring runoff, and had
caught some very nice rainbows. But at this time of year the stream
was reduced to a trickle; although the deep holes were still filled
with water. It was there, Janet said, in those deep holes, that some
“really big trout” were trapped and hungry.
We climbed out of our respective vehicles, and walked single file
across a basalt ledge to look into the deep-cut gorge below. But we
hadn’t even completed our appraisal when someone remarked, “Hey,
there’s a rattler here.”
As if by magic, Janet was back in her truck.
“I’m not fishing where there’s rattlers!” she avowed.
Oddly enough, the rattlesnake was in plain sight atop a rocky
ledge, and the rest of us had walked right by it on our way to the
gorge.
The stream didn’t look very promising anyway, so we returned to
the reservoir and fished from our boats.
There were other animals in the vicinity of Wilson Reservoir,
warmer blooded than the rattlesnake. In the dim light of dawn and
dusk, mule deer came to the lake’s edge to drink. Hawks and eagles
soared overhead by day, competing with coyotes and badgers for prey.
The Jacksons liked coyotes, it was said, and fostered a “let
live” tradition on their holdings. Perhaps they figured the loss of a
few domestic animals was worth the price, for the predators reduced
the number of hay-eating rabbits.

It was when Rita and I were camped at Wilson with the Felches and
the Joneses, in midsummer of 1979, that I was involved in one of the
most fruitless fishing quests of my life.
Rita’s brother Stan, with Steven Taelour, came out from Elko to
see us. In a very few minutes, Stan had talked me into driving to
Josephine Reservoir, northwest of Wilson, to fish for bass. Four of us
guys, including Steven, piled into my Travelall and headed for
Josephine, some 18-miles away as the crow flies but 35-miles by the
road. At the Petan Company’s headquarters ranch, we stopped while Stan
obtained permission for us to cross the huge cattle empire.
Stan, I should explain, at that time worked in the Nevada Weights
and Measures Department. It was his job to periodically visit the
ranchers and check the accuracy of their cattle scales. As a
consequence, he was well acquainted with those “stewards of our
rangelands.”
This was “real” cattle country. Unsullied by tourists’ trappings,
litter or pollution of any kind. Lush green meadows, on which scores
of horses were grazing contentedly, bracketed the Bull Run Creek.
Ahead, on the Great Owyhee Desert, hundreds (perhaps thousands) of
white-faced Herefords found sparse but nutritious grasses among
patches of gray-green sagebrush. Our road stretched away in a
perfectly straight line to the northwest...to infinity.
“We turn off at the water trough,” Stan advised, as we virtually
flew over the smooth graveled road at 55-mph or more.
Five...six...eight-miles of rangeland streaked by and I asked,
“Where is this turnoff?”
“Any time now,” said Stan.
We passed by two or three small roads leading to the right, but
no watering trough. I was beginning to wonder if our guide really knew
the way.
At last, in the distance, a small blur appeared on the level
horizon. As we drew closer I made out a stack of baled-hay, a windmill, and a barn alongside a tall ranch house. Strange, I thought,
that Stan had not mentioned a ranch in his directions. Between us and
the ranch complex a fence-line crossed the road. To the right of an
open gateway, attached vertically to the gate post, was a narrow,
faded-yellow board. On it, reading from top to bottom, were the
following black letters:
I
D
A
H
O
“D’you think maybe we’ve come too far?” I asked with feigned
sarcasm.
“Yeah,” Stan admitted, “Must’ve passed the turnoff way back there
some place.”
Actually, we were eleven-miles northwest of Josephine. But I was
kind of glad we’d come so far, I’d always wanted to look into that
part of Idaho.
The old house was apparently deserted. Its steep roof and
clapboard walls were darkened by the ravages of weather and time. The

baled-hay was the only sign of recent activity. Even the windmill was
silent, if indeed it was workable at all.
To me, though, the old homestead was a place of beauty. And I
couldn’t resist photographing it before turning around (on the Idaho
side of the border) to look for our real destination.
It was afternoon by the time we located Josephine Reservoir,
where, according to Stan, we were bound to catch some very large bass.
But first we paused to eat a fast lunch. Then, since there was not
room for all of us in the boat at once, Steven agreed to fish from
shore. The rest of us climbed aboard the HO-HO and diligently plied
the waters for at least two hours without receiving a strike. I
finally steered the boat to where Steven was sitting on the bank.
“Any luck?” I called out.
“Got a couple,” the kid answered, and held up a pair of nice
bass.
How embarrassing! We immediately anchored the boat, dropped our
lines over the side and tried “jigging” a while. We still had no luck.
Steven was destined to be the hero of the day.
On returning to camp, after having covered almost ninety miles of
dirt roads, we had but a meager catch to show for our efforts. And
that was thanks to Steven. So much for Stan’s “secret” fishing hole.
For just plain camping, autumn, in my opinion, is the very best
time of the year. It is seldom windy, the air is crisp, the streams
are clear, the grasses and bushes wax fragrant, the quakies regale in
golden splendor. How can you beat that? To gather pine-nuts was always
a good excuse for getting out, and it became almost a ritual for us to
go camping on or near my birthday toward the end of October.
The best pinyon forests were all some distance from Sparks south of Gardnerville and east of Fallon - so Rita and I generally
went to Sweetwater, Carroll Summit, Bob Scott Summit or Hickison
Summit to do our “picking.”
The campground at Hickison, in a copse of pinyons under the rim
rocks, was a dry camp. There must have been water there in an earlier
time, for we found ample evidence of the Indians having used the place
as a hunting and gathering base. Arrowheads and chips were prevalent,
and petroglyphs adorned the sandstone faces of the canyon walls. Now,
because there was no water, the campground was seldom occupied by more
than two or three parties at a time, and they were usually onenighters.
In 1974, the pines behind the campground produced a wealth of
nuts and we were lucky enough to beat the contemporary Indians to the
harvest. Glen was with us at the time, and together we gathered upward
of 75-pounds of delectable nuts.
Following is an account of the way we usually harvested pinenuts: We’d wait until late October, when the cones had begun to open.
We would search for a tree that produced big nuts, pick or knock any
remaining cones out of the tree, then pick up the individual nuts that
had fallen out of the cones onto the ground. The harvested crop was
dumped into a tub of water, the culls that floated were discarded, and
the good nuts that sank were removed and dried. Now they were ready to

be roasted and eaten, or preserved by freezing. (Pine-nuts should be
roasted, over a campfire or in an oven, before eating.)
It was during our stay at Hickison Summit that we lost our pet
cat, which, against my better judgment, we were in the habit of taking
along in the trailer. He turned up missing one morning after we had
let him out at sunup. We searched every foot of the canyon and
surrounding hills for a mile or more, and found neither hide nor hair
of him. I concluded that he had either gone into hiding or been caught
by a hungry coyote.
Rita would not accept the fact that he was lost forever, and the
following weekend we towed the trailer all the way back to the
campground; she with hopes of finding him. It was not a total loss,
however, for we gleaned several more pounds of nuts from the forest.
Only once after that did we take a cat camping. It was a black
“replacement” cat that Gina had insisted on our having. And we almost
lost him in the same way.
We were camped with the Crews at Smith Creek, a small stream
midway between Carroll Summit and New Pass, east of Fallon. We did not
fish the creek itself but drove over a steep, side-hilly mountain to a
private reservoir, where we launched the boat and trolled for German
Browns. It was one of the best lakes I ever fished. Even the resident
ospreys were successful. While trolling, Noble and I got to see one of
those experts in action. He’d dive from a great height into the water
and come up with a large trout every time. I was fascinated by the way
he carried the fish, like an aircraft with a torpedo under its belly,
its head to the fore to reduce resistance. Between us and the ospreys
we caught a good number of trout that day, all of them weighing from
two-to four-pounds each.
But back to the cat. In the morning, before breakfast, Rita let
him out of the trailer. When it was time for us to leave for the lake,
the cat was nowhere to be found. What happened that evening, when we
returned to camp after dark, was just short of a miracle. As Noble,
who was driving ahead of us, turned the last curve above the trailers
he spotted a reflection high up on the hillside. We parked our rigs
and I directed a spotlight in that direction. Twin lights appeared
momentarily, then disappeared. It had to have been the eyes of our cat
reflecting the light, or the eyes of some other animal, so we decided
to investigate. It was a 200-yard hike up the hill and it was Diablo
we found in the rocks. He had been in hiding the whole day, doubtless
afraid that a hawk, a coyote or who-knew-what might make a meal of
him.
There were many more camping trips in our repertoire and a story
to go with every one of them. But from that time on, cats were not
allowed.

CHAPTER SEVENTY-ONE
MOSTLY TOURING
On Saturday, the 25th of May, 1975, Georgina Kaye graduated from
the University of Nevada. It was a glorious day for the ceremony,
which was held, by tradition, on the quadrangle of the Reno campus.
Her mother, Glen and I were in attendance, as were Grandma Zunino and
Aunt Angie who had come from Elko for the occasion.
James Anderson, acting president, and Ed Miller, former
president, delivered speeches. The candidates for graduation from the
college of Arts and Science were presented by Dean Robert Gorrell.
Gina, along with hundreds of other successful students, marched
proudly to the podium to receive a “Bachelor of Science” degree. I was
nearly overcome with pride. As usual in such a circumstance, I found
it difficult to contain my emotions.
A year later, Gina embarked on her first of many trips abroad.
This one, that would last about five months, would take her to a dozen
countries in Europe, traveling, as only a young and determined girl
would do, on enthusiasm and a limited budget. She did have a European
Rail Pass, which allowed her to stop and go as she pleased, and would
take advantage of inexpensive hotels and hostels whenever possible.
I could think of a lot of things I’d rather do, places I’d rather
visit (I still haven’t seen enough of North America) but this was her
dream.
When summer arrived, Rita, Glen and I boarded an airplane and
flew to New England. Neither Rita nor any of our kids had been east to
see my family since 1965, though I had been there twice, most recently
in 1972. This time, in addition to visiting family, we would attend a
wedding - Betty’s son Donald to Linda Flewelling - and see some sights
including Plymouth and Southern Cape Cod.
In West Springfield, Massachusetts, near the old fairgrounds,
there existed a collection of historic buildings - a church, several
homes and places of business, and a blacksmith shop - all of which had
been dismantled at their original locations, moved to West Springfield
and faithfully reassembled. Named Storrowton, it represented the
center of an actual, early New England village.
John’s youngest son, Vernon, was a curator at Storrowton. He was
a jack-of-all-trades who repaired and painted woodwork and furniture,

fixed mechanical things, shingled roofs and did all sorts of odd jobs.
But he was really a blacksmith, and was very well suited to that job.
Then 24-years old, he was big and strong and a master of the art of
metalworking. We found him there in the smithy, wearing a well-smeared
leather apron, a full black beard and an engaging smile. I was
impressed by his demonstration and use of the hammer and tongs, and
was proud to claim him as my relative.
We went up to New Hampshire and Stanley and Elsie took us to
Chesham, to see the old Phelps place. Stan recounted bits of family
history as he drove slowly past the house where our Father was born,
where our Grandfather and Great-uncle Preston (the Artist of the
Monadnock Region) had lived, and past the old Seaver place nearby
where our grandmother lived before she and Grandpa were married. Not
far away, at Silver Lake, Stan found the cottage that our Great-aunt
Mertie had owned, where I had enjoyed my first real summer vacation.
It would have taken me hours to locate those places by myself. Grandpa
and Grandma’s place in Keene, though, appeared much the same as it had
when I stayed with them in 1934.
The Bolton wedding was held in Lexington, Mass. It was a lavish
affair, as I recall, well attended by the bride and groom’s families
and friends. I had never before been to historic Lexington (nor had
Rita or Glen, of course) so we asked Dot and Elly, who were traveling
with us, to show us around.
Like true tourists we ogled the historic points of interest in
Lexington and Concord - the Minute-man statue, the old cemetery, the
famous bridge and so on - and got caught in and drenched by a midafternoon thundershower. We then headed for historic Plymouth by the
Bay, hurrying through the bustling city of Boston to get there. Mostly
by luck, we found a vacancy at the Plymouth Motel.
I think that was the night when we went to a large restaurant
where “objets d’mer” - including the exoskeleton of one of the biggest
lobsters ever trapped - hung on the walls. It was there that Glen
obtained his first taste of, and a fondness for, lobster. Except for
me, everyone ate seafood.
The Mayflower II floated quietly at her dock; the Plymouth Rock
reposed
in
its
granite-and-steel
barred
enclosure;
replicated
settlers’ houses stood between the two. Of particular interest to me
was the Mayflower Charter, encased in glass in the Plymouth Museum. I
would like to have studied it longer.
“That’s not the original Plymouth Rock, you know,” the waitress
advised when we ordered lunch in a local restaurant, “The real one was
chipped away and carted off long ago.” Thus was the legend, true or
false, perpetuated.
Three miles south of Plymouth, the town, we came to Plimoth
Village (allegedly patterned after the original community) where
people dressed in Colonial attire carried out everyday chores and
described the ways of the pilgrims of the 1620s. A young man was
squaring a large timber with an adz; a man and a woman were tending a
vegetable garden; another man, on a scaffold, using a long brace-andbit was boring a hole for a wooden connecting pin in the construction
of a new “old house.” Inside one of the many abodes, a young “couple”

sat while eating their lunch, a kind of stew, with wooden spoons. Rita
asked if they always used wooden utensils.
“Are you kidding?” the man responded. “Only when somebody’s
looking.”
I think Plimoth was one of the first such working historical
exhibits (heritage parks) in the country.
I really wanted to see Provincetown again, at land’s end on the
Cape, and indeed we started out with that goal in mind. But the summer
traffic was horrendous. We were three hours just getting to Orleans,
barely halfway there, and when the road narrowed I knew it was a
useless proposition. Besides, because of the fog it was impossible to
see much of anything.
So I took a secondary highway along the shore to Chatham.
Miraculously, it was in the clear. So we stopped and wandered around a
while, observing the quaint and unique Cape Cod architecture, the
Chatham Light (relegated, like the rest of those once-critical aids to
navigation, to a tourist attraction) the goldfinches feasting on
thistle blooms, and the shifting sand dunes along the seashore.
Rita wanted to see a cranberry bog up close. So, on our way back
west, pretty much following the southern shore, we maintained a
lookout for one. Somebody finally saw an advertisement for a bog, and
I drove up and down a half-dozen roads looking for it. Without
success.
“It’s not much to see, anyway,” I said, remembering a bog that I
had observed years before.
All in all I was disappointed with Cape Cod. Overpopulation had
taken its toll. What I had once seen as a natural landscape of sand
and scrub and windblown trees, wildflowers and birds of land and sea,
was now a clutter of homes and cars, the latter crawling this way and
that at a snail’s pace. I prefer to remember it as it was in the
1940s.
Although our 25th wedding anniversary was not until December, in
order that our family and friends in the East could celebrate with us,
Betty arranged a party. It was a swell affair, held in the Alexander
Hall at the old high school in Northfield. Cake and punch were served,
and we received a number of fine gifts.
Six months later, on the 27th of December (our actual
anniversary) Rita and I would celebrate the occasion all over again.
This time we had niece Judy to thank. She opened her house to us and a
host of family and friends in the West. It was a convivial affair,
with ample refreshments and another round of gifts for Rita and me.
(For the record, I gave Rita a Zuni Indian “squash-blossom”
necklace of silver and turquoise. She gave me a modern, state-of-theart digital wristwatch.)
With the spring of 1976 came sadness, when Ted Taelour, my good
friend and brother-in-law, suddenly passed away. He was just halfway
through his fifty-third year of life, with enough unfulfilled plans
and dreams to last another half-century. Ted had suffered a fatal
heart attack, while dancing at a party that he and Katie were
attending in Fontana,

Keith and “Dody” Schwartz were of immense help to Katie in her
hour of sorrow, especially in making the necessary arrangements for
the funeral and graveside services. Both services were attended by
dozens of family, friends, fellow workers and acquaintances. Ted’s
brothers, Dan and Bob, were there (John had died some years before).
Several of the Zuninos had chartered a small plane and flown down;
Rita and I travelled by car. Toward the end of the graveside ceremony,
a pair of Ted’s friends performed the impressive “missing pilot” flyover, a fitting tribute to Ted whose adult life had revolved around
flying.
Throughout the day, and for some time afterward, memories of Ted
flooded my mind. Memories of the many, many activities we had shared
over the years, often with friends and/or families, sometimes just the
two of us.
Ted once asked me to go with him to see the land of his youth. We
left Elko in the early morning, headed east on I-80. Ted had forgotten
a hat, so we stopped at Quilici’s old store in Wells to buy one. The
store was a typical small-town “general store,” the kind where you
could buy anything from soup to nuts and bolts, most of which was
covered with dust.
Ted was not immediately recognized by the old man behind the
counter, the only one in the store at the time, but when he mentioned
his name the man’s eyes lit up knowingly. They then got to talking and
I thought they’d never quit. Eventually, Ted found a genuine straw,
wide-brimmed cowboy hat in his size, bought it, and we got away.
We next stopped at the Ranch House Restaurant and ordered
hotcakes and eggs. While waiting for our meals to be served, two
middle-aged women entered, sat down at the opposite end of the counter
and ordered breakfast.
I nudged Ted’s elbow and spoke to him in a low voice. “I’ll bet
you breakfast those two are schoolteachers from New England...most
likely Vermont or New Hampshire.”
“How can you tell?” he asked, surprised.
“By their dress (ultra-conservative), their hair (plain), their
talk (I had noted a familiar twang when they spoke), and they’re no
beauties.” I then added, “You buy.”
“Not till we prove it,” he said, as we delved into our soggy
hotcakes and greasy fried eggs.
I figured that was the end of the subject. I’d pay for my own
breakfast. But on our way out, Ted walked right up to the ladies and
asked, “Are you by any chance schoolteachers from New England? My
friend here thinks you are.”
Wide eyed and amazed they turned to me. “How on earth can you
tell?” one of them inquired.
“Tell ‘em, George,” Ted goaded, grinning smugly.
I could feel the flush creeping over my face and neck. I had to
think fast, before Ted had a chance to repeat everything I had said.
Which he was not above doing.
“By your accent,” I stammered, and went on to explain that I
hailed from Massachusetts.

They admitted to being teachers from New Hampshire, touring the
United States while on summer vacation. We wished them a good trip.
Ted stepped over to the counter and paid for breakfast.
Cobre (the Spanish name for copper), 35-five miles northeast of
Wells, was established in 1905 as the northern terminus of the Nevada
Northern Railroad, which was built to haul copper from the mill at
McGill to the Southern Pacific (formerly Central Pacific) Railroad.
The Nevada Northern ceased hauling passengers in the early 1940s, but
a freight train still ran from Ely to Cobre and back about once a
week.
The old station and a few shacks were enough to rekindle Ted’s
memories of the place, of when he and his brothers and buddies had
been there as kids. We strolled through the dry weeds, kicked at
rusted spikes and twisted metal, stepped over broken whiskey bottles
and climbed the splintered steps of the old freight-loading station.
Then we went on to visit “boot hill.”
Long ago abandoned by caretakers, the cemetery had assumed a
ghostly appearance. One lonely tree skeleton stood beside the brokendown wooden fence of a family plot. A wrought-iron fence, still
resisting the harsh elements, somewhat protected another plot. A few
whole, white marble headstones contrasted sharply with the many
broken, unreadable slate and wooden ones. But despite its forsaken
appearance, I had the feeling that it was a good place to lie in
peace.
From Cobre, Ted and I travelled west along the dusty Southern
Pacific right of way.
“Valley Pass,” he said, his eyes searching the sagebrush
landscape ahead. “It was right along here somewhere.”
Valley Pass was a signal station on the S.P., a few miles west of
Cobre. Ted finally sighted its landmark, the water tower, a big, black
metal tank supported by steel girders. That and a railroad-yellow,
one-room building under a short steel tower, ostensibly a signal
station, were the only surviving structures of a railroad town that
was once home to a dozen or more company workers and families,
including Ted. Everything else had been razed by bulldozers.
Among the artifacts scattered about in the reclaiming sagebrush,
was a child’s iron-tired tricycle. It had been flattened, by a truck
or a dozer, until it resembled a priceless sculpture by Picasso. (It
now hangs on our back fence, a reminder of my friend and the town
where he lived as a youngster.)
But that was only one of the many happy times I spent with Ted.
Only one of the many activities I shared with that ever dreaming, ever
enthusiastic, ever planning, ever doing, never stopping individual. I
would sorely miss him.
It was the 200th anniversary of our nation’s birth. Rita and I,
with Glen, celebrated it by taking a trailer trip to Elko. There we
picked up Steven, who, with Katie and Renee, was staying with Mom that
summer, and went on to camp in Ruby Valley. We had good luck fishing,
catching both trout and bass, but Steven obviously missed his father.
Ever since he was big enough to hold a fishing-rod he had spent his
summers camping and fishing with Ted.

On the way back through Elko, we stopped off for a Fourth of
July picnic in Angie Avery’s back yard. It was not a very lively
occasion, as I recall.
Later that same summer, Rita and I took our first real vacation
without kids. We started out over Donner Pass, reached Nevada City
that afternoon, and stayed the night in the once-famous, recently
refurbished National Hotel. It was a Saturday, so for entertainment after a relaxing dinner in the lavish, nineteenth-century dining room
- we sat on the hotel’s iron-railed balcony overlooking the main
street and watched the “passing parade.” It was better than a movie
show. Tourists of all kinds strolled along the sidewalks, stopping in
front of every store window to “shop with their eyes only.” A young
couple in love walked slowly by, arm-in-arm, and paused briefly in a
dim entryway to kiss. Car drivers cursed at jay-walkers. Local youths
sped up and down the street in jazzed-up cars and motorcycles, revving
their engines to invite attention.
A man and a woman, obviously in the middle of a heated argument,
staggered out of a bar across the street and stood toe-to-toe on the
sidewalk. Their voices grew louder. He backed her up against the side
of a pickup-camper, and then shoved her against its window so hard the
glass shattered. She was really mad now, and stomped off across the
street while he collected his thoughts. About that time the local
constabulary arrived and “talked” to the man. (We could not hear the
conversation.) The girl came slowly down our side of the street,
occasionally looking back over her shoulder to see what was happening
with her boyfriend (or husband, or whatever). After a great deal of
time, and after the cops had gone, she returned to the man and they
left the area together.
A silent-film story with no beginning and no end.
From Nevada City we continued west on SR-20, across Sacramento
Valley and the Coast Range to the Pacific Highway. I was reminded of
our honeymoon trip, back in 1950, when we had crossed the same valley
and range but reached the coast at Arcata, 80-miles farther north. Now
I turned to the south, and within a mile or so came to an attractive
motel on a high bluff above the ocean; the Pinebeach Motel. The price
was right, so we registered for a room “with an ocean view” and moved
in. By getting close to the window, we could just see the Blue Pacific
at the end of a deep wash.
It was a peaceful place. We had apparently come at the right
time, when there were very few people traveling the coast route. We
enjoyed our loaf of bread, brick of cheese and jug of wine, that we
had picked up along the way, and a glowing sunset over the faraway,
thin line of the horizon. In the morning, before checking out, we
walked down the winding trail to the beach to look for sea shells, and
to be mesmerized by the unending swish and roar of waves breaking over
the rocks and sliding up the sloping, sandy shoreline. And then it was
time to move on.
At Ft. Arena, on our way south on twisting, turning, dropping,
climbing SR-1, we found our way to the lighthouse; only to learn that
it was closed to the public at that time of day. Farther on, the gate

at Fort Ross, Russia’s foothold on the California coast in the 1800s,
was open.
Established in 1812 as a trading post, sold to the Americans in
1841, Fort Ross then fell to wrack and to ruin. At the time of our
visit much of it had been restored, including the chapel, barracks and
commandant’s house. To our surprise, literally dozens of hummingbirds
filled the air inside the fort, zooming from one giant fuchsia bush to
another, sucking up their favorite nectar. Never before had I seen
such giant fuchsias, or so many hummingbirds in one place.
We turned back inland at nearby Jenner, on another winding
mountain road through a dense forest. Along the river we saw scores of
shacks and “camps,” many of them apparently inhabited by marijuanasmoking hippies and flower children. A dilapidated truck, parked off
the shoulder of the highway, displayed a sign with the words “SMOKED
FISH.” We couldn’t help wondering what was used to smoke the fish,
In Calistoga we found Russ’s folks, Mac and Adelaide McOmber, at
home. They had retired some years earlier, had towed a trailer around
the North American continent for three years or more, then settled in
this congenial town at the north end of Napa Valley. We were treated
like royalty. Adelaide, with Mac’s assistance, prepared a dinner fit
for a King, and served it on her best china set on a beautiful linen
tablecloth. How fortunate we are, I thought, to know such fine people.
Since we were in the heart of the wine country, before going home
we toured two or three wineries; we agreed that the Christian Brothers
Graystone Cellar, in St. Helena, was by far the most attractive and
interesting of all.
A month or two later we returned to California, to meet Betty and
Art, who were visiting the West, at Ruth’s place in Pacific Grove.
While there, Betty treated us to a private organ recital in Ruth’s
church. I had forgotten how good an organ could sound in the hands of
a real professional.
Before heading back east, Betty and Art spent some time with us
in Sparks. One day, while the women visited or shopped, Art and I took
off for Davis Lake, a few miles north of Portola. We spent three or
four pleasant hours on the lake, catching rainbow trout, then loaded
the boat back on the Travelall and leisurely motored through the pine,
cedar and fir forest. It was the first chance I’d had to get
acquainted with Art, a quiet but talented individual (especially in
carpentry).
Glen was a good student, even a member of the National Honor
Society. Now he was nearing the end of his last year at Sparks High
School, and I was once again reminded of the futility of planning
one’s life around those of his children; specifically, of moving to an
area near a university for their sake.
Glen would complete a couple of semesters at the U-of-N, but
would have to go elsewhere to earn a degree in his chosen field of
architecture. One of the schools he was considering was the University
of Arizona. Since Rita and I had been thinking of a trip to the
Southwest, we offered to take him, during spring vacation, to Tempe,
where the U-of-A was situated. He could evaluate the locale there, and

then we could travel to the Grand Canyon and southern Utah. He
accepted our invitation and joined us.
The scenery from Sparks to Hoover Dam was familiar to us. From
there on everything was new. While heading south on SR-93, toward
Kingman and the flowering desert of west-central Arizona, we
encountered strong winds under an overcast sky. A local radio station
announcer said that a good-sized snow storm was centered off to our
left, around Flagstaff. Good, we would miss it.
Near Phoenix we visited Taliesin West, Frank Lloyd Wright’s
desert complex northeast of the city. I thought his designs were
architecturally agreeable, the buildings and landscape blended well
with the lines and colors of the desert. But there was very little
about the place that was appealing from a practical standpoint.
I was more favorably impressed by the auditorium that Wright had
designed for the University of Arizona in Tempe. A red-brick building
with pleasing lines, it reflected warmth and tradition in the diffused
light of an Arizona sunset.
Between Tempe and Phoenix, we found a room in a motel perched on
the north bank of the Salt River. Although the riverbed appeared to be
significantly deep and wide (it was then virtually dry) the highway
crossing was unique: A long, multi-piered bridge carried two lanes of
traffic in one direction, while a two-lane highway across the dry
riverbed - and a short bridge over the usually small stream - carried
it the opposite way. When the river rises, we were told, the lower
highway is simply closed and both directions of traffic use the long
bridge until the waters subside.
(I assumed that, since a majority of the water upstream in the
Salt River was impounded for irrigation and domestic use, drivers were
seldom thus inconvenienced.)
The Phoenix museum was alleged to be one of the finest in the
Southwest, so we made a point of going there the first thing in the
morning. We could not judge for ourselves, for on that day it was
closed to the public. A tribe (or tribes) of Indians had held a
weekend encampment and pow-wow on the grounds. What a mess. The lawn
was pock-marked with fire pits and littered with paper, empty bottles,
cans and plastic utensils. We learned that it would take a whole day
to clean up after them. I thought the Indians should have cleaned up
after themselves.
By that time I, for one, had had enough of Phoenix. The once
enchanting oasis in the pristine desert, touted as the place to go for
relief from hay fever, allergies and other maladies, was now a
sprawling, overpopulated city of high-rise buildings, dirty streets
and brown air. I wanted out as quickly as possible. With Rita and
Glen’s help I found SR-69 North, and we were soon cruising across the
serene desert toward Flagstaff.
But on the way we would make a worthwhile stop, at Montezuma’s
Castle. I had seen pictures of it, read about it, and there it was. As
grand an example of practical architecture as one could find in the
world. The Indians had taken every advantage of nature when
constructing their citadel in the face of that gigantic sandstone
cliff. It was far more impressive, to me, than Wright’s Taliesin West.

But then, the castle was the product of a practical need. Its form
followed naturally.
Cutting back to the west, we visited the famous old mining town
of Jerome. (Rita had been there, with Ted and Katie, before we were
married.) Built on a precipitous sidehill in accommodation of the
mining industry it served, Jerome very much resembled Nevada’s
Virginia City. Although it was not quite as tourist oriented - yet.
At nearby Tuzigoot National Monument, situated on a low hill near
a meandering stream, was a restored Indian village. The original
builders had made good use of stone, their most accessible material,
in the construction of homes, meeting houses, corrals and irrigation
ditches.
Late in the afternoon, just outside Sedona on a high cliff of
brilliant red sandstone in the contrasting dark green forest, we
spotted a stunning sample of modern Southwest architecture. It
virtually begged to be seen up close, so I drove up the steep winding
road to the Chapel of the Holy Cross. It was a rewarding side trip.
We found Sedona itself to be a fast growing, expensive, resort
and retirement community. It was here that old Bob Romans and his wife
had moved, when he retired from Nevada Bell, hoping to enjoy their
latter years in the warm sunshine. Alas, as it so often happens when
old folks move away from their lifelong friends and surroundings,
their time there was short-lived.
It seemed like a good place and time for us to check into a
motel, so we did just that. We then dined in a restaurant “uptown,”
attended a movie show, The Pink Panther, returned to our airconditioned room and peacefully slept the night away.
In the morning, before leaving town, Rita insisted on our
perusing the shops in Sedona’s new mall. Called Tlaquepaque, it was
patterned after a Spanish-American village. We were impressed with its
beauty, and the shops were filled with Southwest motif items and
gifts. But it was not a place for the working class; everything in
sight was priced out of sight. (Pun intended.)
From Sedona we travelled through scenic Oak Creek Canyon to
Flagstaff, the antitheses of Phoenix. Located in the high country,
under the watchful eye of 12,680’ Humphrey’s Peak, it was a small city
of friendly people. Remnants of the 14-inch snowfall, that we had
earlier missed, still lay alongside the streets. But the weather was
now warm and sunny. The museum was open, and inside we observed a
plethora of well-displayed Indian and white settlers’ artifacts,
including collections of exquisitely made Kachina dolls and Navajo
jewelry.
Characteristically, much of the flatland in the Southwest is the
high ground. Flagstaff itself is 6,900’ above sea level. A few miles
east of the city, we hiked partway down into Walnut Canyon on a narrow
foot trail that led past numerous, long since abandoned cliff
dwellings, and had a hard climb getting back to the car.
“It’s all backwards here,” I commented with shortened breath,
“downhill when you’re fresh and uphill when you’re tired.”
By the time we’d seen Waputki, still another primitive village
north of Walnut Canyon, we’d had enough of Indian ruins. Unless you

are an archeologist looking for specific differences, after a while
one village looks just like another.
That night we stayed in Williams, the gateway to the Grand
Canyon, and entered the park the following morning. From Hermit’s
Rest, eight-miles west of Grand Canyon Village, to the Desert View
Watchtower, 25-miles east of it, the road followed the south rim. Rest
assured that we stopped at every view point and significant museum
along the way. Everything, including the hostelries, eating places and
souvenir shops, was neat and clean and not the least bit crowded.
But words cannot begin to describe the dimension, the beauty and
grandeur of the Grand Canyon itself. It is, to repeat an old cliché, a
wonder that must be seen to be appreciated.
I had sort of planned to drive around to the North Rim, so that
we could look into the “big ditch” from that perspective. But after
reviewing the map we decided that it would be awfully time consuming
and probably not all that much different from the South Rim. We agreed
to scratch that idea.
Following the Little Colorado River away from the big canyon, we
intersected and turned north on US-89. I was not prepared for what we
encountered along the 90-mile stretch through that part of the Navajo
Indian reservation. I’d never seen anything like it. The Indians’
round houses - similar in shape if not in material to those of their
ancestors - were few and far between and surrounded by dry desert land
with few signs of subsistence. Their most visible industry was that of
selling jewelry from tiny thatch-roofed stands at intervals beside the
highway. The landscape was beautiful, for sure, but I got the feeling
that, without government subsidies, the descendents of the once great
Navajo Nation could not exist.
Page, Arizona, the neat little city that resulted from the
building of Glen Canyon Dam, reminded me of Elko in the forties. Its
main economy, judging by the number of motels and restaurants lining
the main street, was now tourism. I suspected that it was a hot place
in summer, but in April the climate was just right. We enjoyed a clean
and spacious room on the sunset side of the Lamplighter Motel, near
the west edge of town, and walked to a nearby restaurant for a
reasonably priced dinner.
At Glen Canyon Dam, the next morning, we rode the elevator to the
bottom and learned all about its history and purpose for being; that
is, to hold back water and produce more electricity for the burgeoning
populations in the Southwest. I was really impressed by the bridge,
across the sheer-walled canyon just downstream from the dam. An arch
bridge, its roadbed was perfectly level with the land at either end. I
just had to walk out to the center of it, and was soon joined by Glen
and Rita. Far below the gray-green Colorado River appeared as a lazy
little creek. Just then a big truck came roaring by, causing the
bridge to tremble as if in an earthquake. My companions made a hasty
retreat to terra firma.
From Lake Powell (the reservoir impounded by Glen Canyon Dam) we
passed through a part of Southern Utah. Not far from Kanab, a pretty
little town and center of a typical Mormon farming community, we reentered Northern Arizona, turned to the west and arrived at a unique
sort of fort.

Called Pipe Springs, it was at first a ranch established by the
Mormons in 1870. To protect the people and their cattle from raiding
Navajos, a self-contained stone-masonry fort had been constructed, of
buildings and walls completely encircling a central courtyard. Thus
contained there were ample living quarters, animal sheds, garden plots
and social areas, and a bountiful spring to provide cold water for
drinking and “refrigeration.”
But it was now a historic landmark and there was no food
available at all. We should have stopped at Kanab for lunch, for the
next town would prove to be foreign to us.
It was Colorado City (on the map) a mile or so off SR-389. But a
more curious town may not exist. The homes were sturdy, well
maintained and large. Several of them showed signs of recently
constructed additions. The only people in sight were women and
children. The men must have been working in the fields.
Nearing a sort of general store, where I thought we might find
food and drink, two women - wearing below-the-knee dresses over long
pants - stared at us quizzically. Rita, adding up all the signs and
clues thus far guessed the nature of the place.
“This is a town of polygamists,” she opined.
I did not stop, but kept on driving until we were back on the
highway once more.
(Rita was correct in her assessment. Shortly after we returned
home, a magazine article described in detail the ways and means of the
Mormon men and their many wives and children in Colorado City.)
Holding our appetites another twenty minutes we found sustenance
at Hurricane, Utah.
Zion Park! What a place! Yet another area of inexpressible
grandeur and beauty. Our afternoon was spent touring the few roads in
the park (the majority of which is reserved for the young and stout).
We stopped often, however, to walk a side trail for a close view of a
bubbling spring or a misty waterfall, to crane our necks to see the
tops of the unbelievably brilliant, red rim-rocks above, and to
photograph the vertical landscapes. One could spend several days in
Zion Park, although he’d have to do a lot of hiking to see it all.
Perhaps Glen would be inspired to return some day for that very
purpose.
That evening, we dined in a restaurant of excellent cuisine in
the city of St. George, and stayed overnight in a neat and clean
motel. All of St. George seemed to be neat and clean. In the morning,
after a hearty breakfast and a quick tour of the fast-growing
community, we headed down the pike to our home state of Nevada.
I expected the Valley of Fire State Park, northeast of Las Vegas,
to appear insignificant after seeing Zion. But I was in for a
surprise. Though not of such a grand scale it was just as colorful,
and in many ways more inviting to the casual traveler. Vivid, red upthrust rocks of all shapes and forms, many with petroglyphs etched on
their sides and tops, were there for the seeing. Songbirds serenaded
from perches in the tall cacti. And while we had missed the peak of
the desert wildflower season, several species were still in bloom.

It was, however, HOT!
Even the lizards were racing around on
their tiptoes. Rita suffered from the heat, especially when we hiked
the burning sands of a dry wash leading to a former Indian lair, so we
cut short our stay and headed north.
The Lost City Museum at Overton contained many things new to us,
artifacts of southern Nevada Indians and a replicated “pit house,” the
type that enabled those ingenious people to survive the desert heat.
It was markedly cooler inside, the floor being several feet lower than
the land surface.
By lunchtime we were back to the freeway, so we stopped at the
inevitable gas station/cafe located at the junction. I was pleased, on
reading the menu, to find there listed a peanut butter-and-jelly
sandwich.
“May I order from the children’s menu?” I asked the waitress.
“For you, I’ll make an exception,” she responded with a smile. So
I ordered the above mentioned sandwich and a beer. That took her
aback, but within a few minutes I was downing my beer and sandwich
with relish.
We (I) decided to avoid Las Vegas and head north on US-93.
Between Hiko and Caliente we took a side road to the ghost town of
Delamar, whose geography, stone foundations, remnant mill and tailings
reminded me of Hamilton. But at Delamar, in addition to the usual
problems inherent in a mining and milling town at the turn of the
century, the presence of silica in the mines had been extremely
detrimental to health. Boot hill revealed a higher than normal rate of
premature deaths.
By the time we had retraced our way over the rough road to the
highway and made it to Caliente, our day was coming to a close. We
looked (in vain) for a decent place to spend the night in town, and
were almost out of town when we came to an aged motel, of sorts. We
stopped and inquired about a room. Included in the price, we were
told, was the use of a “natural hot spring” spa.
“But we don’t want a natural hot-spring bath,” I insisted.
The man shrugged. “That’s the price, whether you use the spa or
not.”
Too tired to drive on, I succumbed.
There was a shower in the room, as filthy a one as I’d seen in a
long time, but that was the least bad feature of the room. The walls
were paper thin. In the middle of the night I was awakened by loud
noises and voices, apparently a man and a woman having a lovers’
quarrel in the adjacent room.
Oh no, I groaned to myself, at the same time considering a course
of action should the argument culminate in gunfire; a distinct
possibility in that wild old town. Probably fueled by liquor, the
arguments waxed and waned throughout the night. None of us got much
sleep.
After a mediocre breakfast in a nearby cafe, the next day, we
added another natural wonder to our sightseeing list: Cathedral Gorge.
A mountain of whitish sandstone with “spires” sculpted by wind and
water, it truly resembled a manmade cathedral. We made note of a dry,
primitive campground nearby, in case we should ever come back with our
trailer in tow, then continued on our way.

Farther north, I left the main highway and drove through the old
town of Pioche. It had changed very little, at least outwardly, since
the fifties when I worked with the Lincoln County Telephone Company.
Glen drove a part of the last leg of our journey home (quite a
concession for me since I prefer driving to riding) and we covered the
450-lonely-miles from Ely to Sparks with nary a memorable incident.
What a vacation! We had travelled well over 2,000-miles of scenic
highways, and had seen dozens of natural and manmade sites and points
of interest in the bargain. Glen, apparently not really impressed with
the desert climate or the Phoenix area, would decide against attending
the University of Arizona. A decision with which I was silently
pleased.

CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO
A QUIET LAND
Star Peak, the most significant peak in the Humboldt Range,
northeast of Lovelock in Pershing County, Nevada, rises abruptly to an
elevation of 9,835’ above-sea-level. A dozen small creeks, including
Star, flow easterly out of the range into the Buena Vista valley.
Across the valley, the mountain range rises gradually to a paltry
8,461’ above-sea-level. Another dozen creeks drain this line of
mountains, but none to match Star Creek. The valley, whose width
varies from ten- to twenty-miles, extends from I-80 in the north some
45-miles to the south.
Symmetrical, sagebrush covered slopes of alluvium fan out from
the canyons on either side of the valley. In the bottom, dusty
sagebrush, alkali dry lakes and irrigated green fields are shared by
indigenous jackrabbits and coyotes, livestock, and no more than a
dozen farm and ranch families.
It was into this environment that I drove on October 30, 1977,
towing the Timberline behind my Travelall to the mouth of Star Creek
Canyon. It was here that I would spend five of the most enjoyable days
of my life; alone with the mountains, creeks, canyons and valleys,
alone with the autumn flora and the timid fauna, alone with my
thoughts.
While watching the sun rise the following morning, I mused, “It
would be nice to share this with someone; but how does one share
‘alone’ with another?”
And then I thought, “Maybe I could write to my family and
friends, letters long overdue anyway, and describe my impressions and
activities. Or I could keep a journal...yes...and make copies of it to
send to them. It would be a lot easier than writing to each one
individually. That’s what I’ll do. It’ll save a lot of time and
effort.”
And so began what I would call, “George’s Journal.”
The rest of this chapter is quoted from that script:
November 1, 1977: I am comfortably seated in my trailer, facing
east from the mouth of the canyon into which I pulled last evening.

I found Star Creek, as expected, still running a fair amount of
water in spite of the drought. And clear. There was no one at the camp
site when I arrived, but twenty minutes later two pickup trucks with
trailers showed up. I chatted a while with the newcomers, who then
went ahead and made camp for the night. They are an “older” couple and
a young couple, father and son and wives, who have come to camp and to
hunt the chukar partridge.
Last evening, when the air turned cool, I looked out across the
valley just as the sun’s rays hung onto the highest peak. It glowed
dark red for a moment, like a coal just before it dies in a campfire,
then it was gone, leaving only the razor sharp silhouette of the ridge
against a cold gray sky.
It was a night of perfection: Cool, clear, calm, crisp but not
quite freezing. A scattering of high thin clouds enhanced a late
rising moon. Toward dawn the clouds overhead and up the canyon to the
west cleared away, leaving the half-moon stark naked in the sky.
Now the morning blooms. At first only the crisp skyline, the same
one I saw last night, was visible. Then the transformation of dawn to
daylight unfolded. A band of stratified clouds, running from north to
south, now hovers motionless in the eastern sky. High thin cirrus
portends a storm some great distance away. The sun, shining up from
beyond the Earth’s curve, touches the clouds with silver. The dull
silver changes to red, to vermillion, and back to silver again, all
within ten minutes while I savor my morning coffee.
The old man and the boy have left camp in the pickup and gone up
the canyon. I expect their wives will clean up the breakfast mess then
sit around and “visit,” as women do. After the pickup had gone I heard
some chukar-talk. My guess is that they were roused by the noisy truck
just above camp. I suppose I’d better look to my old twelve-gage and
prepare to do some hunting myself.
November 2: It is 6:30 in the morning, the exact time when the
rising sun sends its first piercing rays through my trailer window and
into my eyes. I awoke at 5:45, just as the high clouds began to glow.
As anticipated, it was another grand sunrise. But let me go back and
recount the events of yesterday:
The pickup had been gone several minutes when I heard the chukars
again, calling from somewhere across the creek. So I took my shotgun
and hiked up the hillside, pausing on the way for a breather and to
take in the view. A rocky ledge above a canyon mouth affords an
excellent birds-eye view of the creek below, which is why, I suppose,
man since prehistoric times has taken to watching for game from that
vantage point.
I noted the effects of a recent sagebrush fire, most likely
started by a careless camper, that had burned an area between the
creek and the roadway some three-hundred yards long and thirty wide.
The fire completely exposed the ruins of an old homestead; the rock
foundation of a house and the remains of stone fences surrounding a
corral and small pasture. From my lofty perch I visualized a bygone
time when the owners of that home tended their cows, pigs, chickens
and horses, perhaps raised a small garden, and watched the same sun
rise over the same distant mountain that I had.

The birds I’d come for were in quiet hiding, so I started back
down the hill. A shiny stone caught my eye and I picked it up. It was
an obsidian projectile point with a broken tip. (When whole it would
have measured about 1 by 1.5 inches.)
The broken arrowhead re-triggered my thoughts of those hunters of
prehistoric times, whose quarry included buffalo, deer, antelope and
lesser animals, swans, geese, ducks, quail, and of course the slowflying sage grouse. At least they never had to contend with the
frustratingly elusive Himalayan chukar partridge. I used up an hour in
search of another arrowhead, but found only broken pieces and chips.
The old man and his son came back from up-canyon and they, too,
were empty handed. They offered me a beer and we visited for a spell,
talked about the canyon and hunting and so on. They expect to leave
this place and go to Lovelock where they’ll hunt pheasants in the
fields, a much less strenuous sport indeed.
I decided to cross the big valley and explore the mountains where
the sun rises. I hesitated, however, because the Travelall had been
showing an unusual propensity for over-heating. On checking it over I
could find no reason for it, and was perplexed.
I went anyway, driving up Inskip Canyon alongside an intermittent
stream (dashed lines on my map) stopping occasionally to look for
chukars. I noted that the engine was overheating again, and puzzled
over it. About three miles into the canyon, on sighting four or five
chukar-birds across the trickling creek, I stopped the Travelall,
grabbed my shotgun and took off after them. I was to learn two things:
one, that I can still run uphill after a chukar; two, that I’ve
forgotten how to shoot one.
I got up one bird and fired twice. The second shot winged him and
I saw him fall. I tossed off a third shot at another bird and just
plain missed him. It was impossible to find the downed chukar in the
tall sagebrush. He will become dinner for a coyote or a hawk, no
doubt. Right then a hunting dog would have been a real asset. I got
back in the Travelall and drove on up the canyon.
A road off to my left drew me like a magnet. It should take me to
the top of the mountain, I reckoned, and it’s foolish to be this close
and not know what’s on the other side. Away I went.
It was a good enough trail for a 4WD vehicle, but now I was
really concerned about the overheating engine. Not worried, mind you,
because I was, after all, on vacation. And what could be serious out
here, well away from the job? But I was miffed at my own inability to
solve the problem.
I topped the pass at roughly 7,000’ above-sea-level, stopped and
got out to stand on the very crest over which I had recently watched
the sun rise.
As usual the weather was fine. The sky was mostly blue but with
the same high clouds that had prevailed for days. A light breeze blew
from the west up the canyon, at maybe six knots. I walked to the front
of the Travelall and opened the hood so the engine would cool down. It
was really hot now. But why?
True, the last half-mile to the summit had been a steep climb,
but it should have been no work at all for the big V-8, especially as
compared to some places I’d been. I proceeded to check again all of

those things which I had already checked, looking over and under and
around the engine for something unusual.
I’m probably not the only guy who does so, but every once in a
while I do something annoyingly stupid. Like that time on Harrison
Pass when I jumped to the conclusion that the fuel line was vaporlocked when it was really out of gas. Now I was to discover that I’d
done something, earlier, that was really dumb.
While leaning on the fender, staring under the hood and trying to
think of an answer to my problem, I saw something move under the front
of the engine. I bent down for a closer look. It was just the grass
blowing in the wind. But then my eye caught another movement, this one
between the regular and the air-conditioner radiators. By wedging my
hand into the narrow space, I could touch the object with my
fingertips. It was a folded newspaper. The very newspaper that I,
myself, had placed there a couple of weeks ago to raise the engine
temperature so I could make a good test of the antifreeze solution.
What a relief. By the simple act of jerking that totally
forgotten newspaper from its harmful repository I cured the
overheating problem. And there was no one but God around to chuckle at
my stupidity.
When I returned to camp at dusk, my “neighbors” were gone but had
tucked a note into the jamb of my trailer door.
“We thank you for letting us share your camp with you,” it read.
“Many thanks...the Kirn Family.”
I smiled to myself. Only in the country does one find such
thoughtful and courteous folks.
I set about preparing dinner, having already decided that
tonight’s the night for steak, potatoes and lettuce salad. The
realization was every bit as good as the anticipation, and it was with
a tremendous feeling of satisfaction that I turned in for a good
night’s sleep.
November 3: Last night passed in total silence, as did the one
before. It seems strange with no wind blowing down the canyon at dusk
as it does in the summertime. It figures, however, since there is very
little valley heating during the day at this time of year. It was
noticeably quiet, with neither wind nor neighbors in camp.
The sun rose this morning without any color at all. There are no
clouds, not even any dust in the atmosphere to reflect the rays. It
looks very much as if it will be another dry Nevada day.
Yesterday, when I drove up the canyon behind my trailer, gray
low-level clouds lay like a mantle on the peak. But they were almost
completely dissipated by noon.
I saw nary a chukar up there, nor very few signs of them;
although I did hear their frustrating conversation. In search of a way
to the top of the north side of the canyon, I went up a mining road to
about the 6,500’ elevation (my camp is at 5200’) and reached a dead
end. Failing in that venture I came back and drove to the site of Star
City, where I paused to survey the remains of that once busy mining
town. With only a few stone foundations and walls left standing it is
hard to believe that in 1863, two years after it was born, Star City
was the county’s largest community with 1,200 residents. It was a

lively place for seven years, it is written, then dwindled away and
died almost a hundred years ago.
This was not my first time in Star Canyon. Last year, in June, on
our way to Elko County for the 4th-of-July holiday, Rita and I decided
to stop overnight here. Instead we camped at Bloody Creek, the next
stream to the south, thinking it was Star Creek.
It was a natural mistake, for the road to Bloody Canyon takes off
at the Star Creek Ranch whereas the turnoff to Star Creek is a mile
north of it.
But we had the trailer all set up, albeit in a very poor place,
before I studied the topographical map and discovered my error. So we
scouted that canyon, which we found to be rich in wildflowers and
other beautiful things, before driving over to Star Creek to explore
it as far as the site of the old city. While breaking camp at Bloody
Creek, the following morning, Rita lost a gold earring in the wild
grass; a tiny, shiny gold nugget which I searched for in vain with my
metal detector. It must be there still.
Another time, just four months ago, when Dot and Elly came from
the East to go trailering with us, we camped on this very same spot on
Star Creek. (I found the proper turnoff that time.) We hiked and
fished and generally enjoyed the canyon’s quiet beauty, factors that
led me to return this fall.
But I digress. Today I drove to the upper edge of the erstwhile
city, parked the Travelall beside the remnants of an old building and
got out to look and listen. Right off I heard some chukar-talk. With
my shotgun at the ready, I walked up the canyon on foot. The birds, of
course, immediately shut up. Nor were they about to show themselves.
On my way back down I came upon two apple trees near a small spring.
Both bore ripe fruit. From one hung greenish-yellow apples, small and
not very appealing, but the other one boasted of luscious red apples
averaging two-inches in diameter. Amazingly, I guess because they are
so isolated from other fruit trees, there were no signs of worms in
any of them. I picked three of the red ones, to go with my lunch, and
left the rest for the deer. Those were the best-tasting apples I’ve
eaten in years.
If you stand in the middle of Star City and look up toward the
west, you will see an old mine head-frame. Star Creek, and a road,
come down the steep canyon behind it. Last summer, with Dot, Elly and
Rita aboard, I attempted to drive the Travelall up that way, in the
hopes of finding the entrance to a big cave that I’ve heard about. But
that road, which doubles as the creek bed and was washed out, was
impassable. I had to back down.
Today I took the south fork of the road, below the head-frame,
thinking it would put me high on the shoulder of Star Peak, from which
I might hike around to the big cave.
This road was steeper than I’d expected. The grade, as measured
with my Brunton pocket transit, averaged twenty percent. The last
pitch, forty-six percent. Two of the switchbacks were so tight I had
to stop and back and turn again to get around. In one mile I gained a
thousand feet in elevation. (Whoever built that road was an expert in
his craft.) At road’s end, at the 7,500’ elevation, I found myself on

a ridge leading to the base of a sheer cliff around which there was no
easy way to pass.
But what a beautiful place it was. I took a deep breath and
savored the distinctive aroma of mahoganies, twisted and gnarled from
the winds, growing there in a sparse grove. And my, what a view!
Far away to the north I could see the freeway, which, with its
parallel strips of macadam, from this distance appeared more like a
railroad than a highway. I couldn’t make out any vehicles, but knew
that I-80 was cluttered with cars and trucks speeding from there to
where.
I hiked a half-mile to the southwest, along the base of the high
cliff, to stand on another ridge 500’ higher than the first. From
there I had a good view of the south end of Buena Vista Valley. And in
the Stillwater Range, thirty-three miles away, with my binoculars I
identified our microwave-radio station. Close under my feet I could
make out a part of old Unionville.
Unionville, like Star City, was originally laid out in 1861. The
place was briefly known as “Dixie,” until Northern sympathizers won
out in local politics. Its location, at the mouth of a rather shallow
canyon and 800’ lower, was much more conducive to survivability than
Star City.
With Dot and Elly we had toured Unionville, where a half-dozen
homes were inhabited by a breed of possessive citizens who kept
looters from packing everything off, as has occurred in so many old
mining towns. It was so quiet when we were there the deer and quail
feeding in the fenced-in yards in the center of the village hardly
looked up when we passed. Earlier, out on the alluvium by the highway,
we had had the good fortune to observe a den of swift foxes; a mother
and three or four young ones. The kits were unusually tame, even when
I stopped the rig and photographed them.
Now I remained on the high bench a while, contemplating whether
or not to climb another three-quarters of a mile to the very top of
the peak. I elected to head back to the Travelall. Anyway, on the way
up I had seen a cave opening that I wished to investigate.
Back at the car I stretched out on a rock ledge, which was
conveniently shaped like a chaise lounge, to eat my lunch. It was
pleasantly warm in the sun. Food and drink never tasted better. And
then, with my jacket pulled close about me, I dozed off for a halfhour or so of sweet sleep.
On awakening, I gathered up some of the dead, seasoned mahogany
wood, with the idea that I might someday use it for carving; then
drove down the road to a place about level with the cave I’d noted.
With my camera and binoculars slung over my shoulders, a flashlight
stuck in a side-pocket, I headed off around the cliff base. I passed
by several false openings and actually went beyond the one I was
searching for, but by backtracking I found it, about thirty yards
higher than I thought it should be. It would be a difficult climb.
There were lots of loose rocks and few good footholds but by
groping for handholds in the ledges and brush I ascended the talus to
the cave mouth. A welcome mat of grass, some of it still green,
apparently nurtured by moisture seeping from the back of the cave,
beckoned me to enter.

The entrance to this natural cave, which, at 7,500’ elevation is
3,000’ above the valley floor (roughly equivalent to the summit of Mt.
Monadnock above its surrounding countryside, is symmetrical in shape,
perhaps three meters high at the most. Inside, a fair-sized oval room
nine meters wide by twenty meters deep opens up. The floor, with a
centuries old accumulation of dirt, dust and dung, slopes upward to
the rear.
There was no sign of the cave’s having been dug by pothunters.
Even the stalactites and stalagmites were virtually unbroken. Nor
could I detect any real evidence, other than soot on the ceiling, that
it was ever inhabited by man; although it was such an ideal place it
must have been.
I did find an artifact outside the cave, at the base of the
cliff. It was a knife or other tool made of white chert, 3.75-inches
long by 1.75-inches wide and .25-inch thick.
I shot a couple of photographs and, leaving only my footprints
behind, climbed carefully down the way I had come.
The sun had set by the time I returned to the Travelall, and when
I got down to the creek it was dark enough to use the headlights.
Hungry and tired, but with a sense of accomplishment, I entered my
snug little trailer. Dinner consisted of bacon and eggs and potatoes.
“Mystery Theater,” coming to me from KSL in Salt Lake City, provided
ample entertainment till bedtime; as it has these past three evenings.
I turned in at nine and was almost immediately sound asleep.
November 4: I was awake before six, as usual, prepared to watch a
colorful sunrise. The wind blew some last night, prefacing new clouds
in the area, clouds whose bases appear to be at ten-thousand feet. But
it was a dull dawning. The clouds wore a tarnished silver or pewter
color, an indication of rain in the near future but not today. As a
matter of fact, as I look up the canyon to the west the cover is
already thinning.
By the time I finished my breakfast of cereal, doughnuts, juice
and coffee I had decided to cross the valley again, this time to
really bag some birds. Rita is always happy when I come home with
game, and I admit to a degree of satisfaction when I’m successful. (I
need more shooting practice.)
So I headed across the bottomland on a rough, talcum-powdery
trail of alkali dust (six-inches deep in places) next to a field of
green alfalfa. The driving demanded so much of my attention I was
totally surprised when, off to my right, a half-dozen birds cleared
the fence and crossed the road just a few yards ahead.
I blinked and stared at them, trying to see if they were chukars.
They were. And then, as I passed the point where they’d risen from the
field, I spotted an extremely frustrated Wile E. Coyote. No wonder
those usually reticent fellows had chosen that particular moment to
cross my course. The pursuer, seeing me and afraid he’d become the
pursued, turned and headed for the distant sagebrush. He paused once,
with tongue hanging out, to look over his shoulder with disdain.
Keeping an eye to the place where the chukars had landed, I
stopped the Travelall, got out, shouldered my gun and walked toward
it. Predictably, the whole bunch took flight before I got within

range. But I fired a round at the one nearest to me anyway, “to aid
him in his effort to get airborne.”
On the way up Inskip Canyon I checked every spring for sign, and
in the course of a mile observed half a dozen different families of
chukars and a single one or two. One old fellow ran ahead of the
Travelall, in the wheel track. He was so big he fairly waddled. Like a
duck, I thought. When he turned and ran into the brush I stopped the
rig, got out and took after him. I never did see him fly, but I had to
admit that he was a damned swift runner.
(I suppose I saw twenty birds all day. None of them wound up in
my ice-chest.)
At noon I found a spring surrounded by quakies, seated myself on
a green-and-brown carpet of grass and leisurely ate my lunch. I
munched on a peanut butter sandwich and quaffed a root beer under
quivering, golden leaves, made bright by the same sun that was warming
my back; much as cowboys and sheepherders (some who’d left their names
and curious marks on the trunks of the trees) had done in this same
timeless niche.
A spring and the little community it serves is a truly wondrous
thing. Sooner or later, every animal who passes by must partake of its
life sustaining brew. Early man, Indian, trapper, prospector,
emigrant, cowboy, sheepherder and I, the hunter, all at some time had
stopped by this crystalline fountain and taken our fill.
A red-tailed hawk circled overhead, no doubt hoping that my
presence would divert a mouse or a squirrel his way, or that I might
be lucky enough to shoot a chukar and leave the entrails behind for
his pleasure.
Neither I nor he had any such luck. I got back into the Travelall
and slowly, reluctantly, coaxed it down the canyon and across the
dusty valley floor to my camp. There had been but one visitor to the
canyon in my absence, judging from the tracks in the powdery dust.
The daily temperatures have varied little since I came to this
place on Monday evening: 40- to 45-degrees before sunup, 55- to 60degrees during the daytime. And this evening it was far too windy to
broil my second steak over a campfire, so I changed the menu to
macaroni-and-cheese and cooked inside, with gas.
But before dining, because my old allergy had flared up after
spending so much time in the sagebrush, I treated myself to that
rarest of pleasures out in the country: a hot shower.
November 5: I awoke at 6:00am to the sound of raindrops on the
trailer roof, and decided to just lie in bed and enjoy the music.
Which I did, for at least half an hour.
A rainstorm in Nevada is almost a phenomenon, so one must take
the fullest advantage of it when it occurs. This storm began last
night at about 10:30, initially in the form of barely perceptible
droplets, enough to call rain. I was aware of its falling throughout
the night, but not until dawn did it come down in earnest.
Now, as I sit at my table, from where I have watched the sun rise
each previous morning, the ground-cloud or fog moves up from the flat
- my range of vision is limited to a hundred-yards or so - then my
camp is totally engulfed. However, in spite of the lengthy rainfall

(for a total accumulation of a half-inch) the ground was so dry when
it began that there is still not a puddle in sight.
This precipitation rounds out my weather conditions nicely. I’ve
had warm, dry, sunny, windy, and now rain. And the way it’s going
there could well be snow by the weekend.
My plan yesterday was to do more driving and less walking in the
sagebrush till my allergy clears up. I went to the north end of the
valley, and, since I was close to the highway, stopped at the Indians’
service station for gas.
This station is unique. The two gas pumps are conventional
enough, but beyond that it is less a service station than a barn and
yard. In addition to chickens, dogs, ducks, cows and peacocks, I
observed two free-roaming goats. As I waited at the “shack” while an
Indian maiden took my credit card for payment, a billygoat chewed the
insulation off of a new battery cable that was hanging, not high
enough, on the wall.
I headed toward Dun Glen, another old and uninhabited mining
town. But because there were no road signs and I wasn’t paying good
attention to my whereabouts, I ended up two canyons too far. And while
I pondered what to do about that a truck pulled up alongside and
stopped. The driver, a young fellow from Humboldt County, was also
hunting chukars, which, he conceded, “are scarce as hen’s teeth and
you have t’know the country to find ‘em.” I asked if this road would
take me over the mountain. When he answered “No,” I wished him “good
luck” and turned onto the south fork of the road.
It was about six miles across the valley floor to the mouth of a
canyon called “Rockhill,” where I noted that a collection of mining
machines had been recently set up but there was no one around.
This canyon, unlike all the others I’d explored, was neither
narrow nor steep. It was, however, well named, for there were more
rocks than dirt in evidence. Seven chukars flew from the edge of the
first water hole I came to.
By the looks of it the stream seldom runs in this draw, at least
above ground. The only visible water is that which is caught behind
dirt dams, built by local ranchers or the BLM, for the use of grazing
cattle. Chukars use it too. I thought I might find more of the latter
farther on.
I cannot remember visiting a canyon anywhere in Nevada that I
have not come across evidence of early white-man’s occupation. This
one was no exception to the rule. I found stone remnants of a halfdozen houses or cabins, a chimney here, a foundation there, sections
of rusted iron pipe, parts of a steam boiler, manmade holes in the
ground, all telling the story of why they had come. Nothing remained
as a clue to whether or not they left with any precious metal, or with
anything but their skins.
One of the structures was built right into the side of the wash
itself, and may have been a water turbine to produce electricity. If
so, there must have been a time when there was considerably more water
than I now saw, the flow of which would have barely filled a teacup in
half-a-minute’s time.
Farther up the canyon were scattered patches of willows, like
tiny oases. But most of the vegetation consisted of sparse sagebrush

and rabbit brush, with a scattering of junipers on the sidehills. At a
convenient spot I stopped, made myself comfortable on a log under an
aspen tree, and ate my lunch while a red-tailed hawk soared overhead.
A timid cottontail nervously crept away through the brush, not knowing
that, although I had a twenty-two in the Travelall, I didn’t have the
appetite to kill him. Maybe the hawk was not so inhibited.
Now to the present: The sound of rain on the roof has diminished.
The reason, I see on taking a look out the window, is that the
raindrops have given way to heavy wet snowflakes. The outside
temperature, according to my thermometer, is now 45-degrees, so I
guess the snow level to be at least a thousand feet above the
campsite. The all-enveloping cloud has thinned and I can see objects a
quarter-mile away in the direction of the valley.
Back to yesterday: I went to the head of Rockhill Canyon and
turned back, all the while keeping an eye out for chukar birds. The
area was so dry, I reasoned, they just had to come to water sooner or
later. This time my vigil paid off. I shot and hit one of four birds
flushed from the brush across a wash, got off a second round and a
second bird went down. The second one then got up and flew away. The
results of a hurried postmortem on the first bird revealed that he’d
been brought down by just two pellets, one in the head, and another in
the neck. I could make a case for either of two possibilities: One,
I’d made an extremely clever shot; two, I’d led the bird too much and
was lucky to have hit him at all. Most likely I’d been leading them
too far all along.
I finished field-dressing the chukar, washed my hands in the
frigid stream, left that canyon and crossed another six miles of
alluvial desert to Willow Creek. (There must be a dozen Willow Creeks
in Nevada.) Alongside this one, according to my chart, was a road that
would take me over the East Humboldt Range. From there I could return
to camp via the south end of Buena Vista Valley.
The mouth of Willow Creek canyon was narrow and deep, and flanked
by a copse of naked cottonwoods. A fair trickle of water flowed,
though, enough to muddy the wheels and fenders when I drove through a
ford. The farther I went, the more the terrain leveled out. Now the
creek crawled along under a cover of low willows. A fence enclosed a
natural meadow astraddle the creek. I came to the remains of more old
stone cabins, and more relics from early day placer operations, but no
cultivated fields.
The condition of the road worsened, even for a 4WD. For the next
twenty miles, with damned few exceptions, I drove through alkali dust
at times half-a-foot deep. Undoubtedly the road had been recently
bladed while dry and the traffic last weekend, the opening of chukar
season, had churned it to powder.
Driving through alkali dust (for those of you who’ve never done
so) is not unlike driving through snow or water. Alkali, whether wet
or dry, is slick. You try to straddle the ruts in the roadway but your
wheels slide into them. You drive through a “puddle” of dust and it
splashes up and over the hood, settling like water on the windshield.
Yesterday, fortunately, the alkali was dry and the windshield
wipers cleared it away without leaving a residue.
(The falling snow has turned to rain again.)

As it turned out, even though I chanced upon a number of good
little springs, I saw virtually no chukars in Willow Creek Canyon. I
continued on my way over the summit.
Three miles beyond, after traversing a series of steep, sharp
switchbacks, I took a road to the southwest that proved to be as rough
and torturous as any yet encountered. It was dusk when I came to the
southern terminus of paved SR-50. The smooth sailing, after driving
all day in four-wheel-drive on dirt roads, was almost unbelievable.
A yellow school bus disgorged a handful of kids by a mailbox at
the entrance to one of three or four ranches in the valley. While
waiting for the big red lights to quit blinking, I reflected on my
good fortune. For four days I had had this country virtually all to
myself. Two of those days I’d gone without seeing another person or
vehicle. And in all that time, I had observed not one dune-buggy,
motorbike, or chrome-bedecked pickup truck.
To be alone in the country, aside from its being a rare
privilege, is a unique experience. Every decision you make is entirely
your own. The consequences of those decisions are also entirely your
own. There are [or were] no absurd government rules-of-safety to be
followed. You know with an unconscious certainty that you must take
care of yourself. You prepare for any possible contingency and face
every possible hazard with that in mind. You keep a weather eye out,
at the same time observing the sky, the mountains, the trees, the
brush, the rocks, the dust, the flora and fauna. Wherever you drive or
walk or stand or sit, you are aware that this is God’s country and you
thank Him for allowing you to have a share in it.
Back at camp, my altimeter indicated a drop in air pressure. A
brisk warm wind blew in from the southwest, bringing with it the
unmistakable smell of rain. I decided to mahogany-broil a steak for
dinner, and quickly broke up a dead branch with my ball-peen hammer.
The clouds thickened. I laid the broken pieces of wood on the charcoal
briquettes in my brazier, and touched a match to them. The resultant
fire smelled good. I made a pot of coffee and prepared a salad of
lettuce, tomatoes and radishes. Cold leftover macaroni-and-cheese
would serve as a side dish.
Hungry flames curled around the filet mignon, and my mouth
watered in anticipation. I seasoned it with salt and pepper, flipped
it over, melted a pat of butter on the second side, and finished
broiling the cut to well-done perfection.
Inside my cozy trailer, I enjoyed this gourmet meal while the
wind whistled about outside. “Um-m-m-m-m-m, good.” Rita had selected a
fine piece of meat for me.
I was ready now for my after-dinner cup of brandied coffee and a
little cigar. But first, certain that it was going to rain quite soon,
I went outside and shoved the covered charcoal-braiser under the
trailer. Now I enjoyed my coffee and cigar uninterrupted, and listened
attentively to an episode on “Mystery Theater.”
By nine o’clock I was in bed. In a matter of minutes I was lulled
to sleep by the trailer’s gentle rocking in the wind.
November 6: It is after eleven. I have finished a late breakfast
of hotcakes, bacon, juice and coffee. The visibility outside improved
a while ago, enough to reveal new snow on the range across the valley.

I got a brief glimpse of the mountain behind my camp, and judged the
snow-line to be at 6,000’. The wind quit blowing some time during the
night, and now a drizzling rain alternates with snow here at the
canyon mouth. The earth is no longer dry and dusty, but a day of
sunshine will make it so again.
At one o’clock, having cleaned the trailer and reorganized things
in the Travelall, I hitched the two of them together. I am ready to
leave Star Creek Canyon. A cold mist prevails, but the ceiling has
finally lifted. I must head for home, to travel between Nevada’s
perennial snow-clad mountains in silence with my recent glorious
memories for company.
Following is the account of my second (and last) solo campout at
Star Creek, also from my journal:
Saturday, November 3, 1979: I am once again camped at the mouth
of Star Creek Canyon, having pulled in and set up my trailer on
Wednesday. It is a rainy day (one of those for which we normally save
up all those things to do) a warm front type of rainstorm typical of
this time of the year. The overcast is complete, the ceiling just a
couple-of-hundred feet above my trailer. I can barely make out the
Star Ranch, about 2½-miles away in the valley.
The scenery, though, is most attractive. Desert colors are
wonderfully enhanced by rainfall, so the rim rocks and boulders are a
dark and shiny brown. The leaves of sage have lost their dust and
appear more green than gray against the bushes’ black trunks and
twigs. Bare buck brush and greasewood reflect a reddish hue. Such are
the hillsides. In the bottomlands, wild grasses show almost white,
having long been bleaching in the autumn sun. Willows along the creek
still wear their green leaves, but the quaking aspens have long since
shed their golden capes.
There is evidence of new mining activity up in the canyon, of
drilling for silver ore. But the snow hampers their operations - so
said the miners when they stopped by on their way down the road at
9:00 o’clock this morning. Since it is now snowing here, I reckon it
is rapidly accumulating up there.
Sometime this summer, a fire raged through the sagebrush at the
site of old Star City. It was very revealing. The brush, that
effectively hid many of the old foundations, is now gone. Taking
advantage of the situation I climbed up the side of the canyon and
photographed the city, and also made a sketch to show the layout of
the original buildings and streets.
Yesterday I drove over to the site of Star City’s neighbor to the
north, Santa Clara, about four miles away. I parked at the canyon
mouth and hiked about a quarter-mile up a very steep trail to the
long-deserted town. Traces of the old road still exist, but much of it
has been washed away by flash floods.
In the narrows, parts of high retaining walls, constructed of
boulders to hold the narrow roadbed in place, are still in situ.
Above, deep gouges cut into bedrock ledges by the iron-tired wheels of
countless freight wagons remain in evidence after nearly a century of
disuse.

The town site itself lies above the narrows, where the canyon
levels out somewhat and widens to about fifty yards, I’d guess. The
creek, of course, flowed through the middle of town, flanked on either
side by a main street, principle business structures, a secondary
street and dwellings, the latter backed up (literally) against the
hillsides.
I’ll wager that a lot of hollering and cussing took place as
teamsters urged their horses and mules up that pinched canyon and
through the little village, especially with the incidence of mud and
snow in winter and flooding in summer.
The townsmen took advantage of materials at hand in constructing
their buildings. Since lumber had to be freighted in from California,
a hundred-miles away, the local stone, relatively flat and three- to
eight-inches thick (rather like eastern flagstone but more brittle)
was used for laying-up the walls.
The fact that a number of partial buildings still exist at Santa
Clara is attributable, I think, to the fact that the site is
relatively inaccessible by motor vehicle.
I spent some time searching for treasures with my metal detector,
but found only one item of even intrinsic value: the handle of a big
brass key. There were signs of recent digging, so I’d guess that
anything not buried deep had already been removed by treasure hunters.
I had to be satisfied with the taking of photographs.
There is an interesting story about Santa Clara, originally
printed in the neighboring city of Unionville’s Humboldt Register. It
seemed that for amusement the men of the camp, who called themselves
the “Santa Clara Roughs,” and the women, who were named (I suspect by
the men) the “Amazon Maids,” had a kind of game going. The Roughs
would invite “proposals” from the Amazons, stating the time, terms et
cetera. The Amazons would indignantly rebuff the invitations “because
of lack of thoroughbred blood in the town, and Amazons did not mate
with scrubs!”
When they had these set-tos, the Amazons usually won “because
they could talk louder, roll their sleeves higher without injury to
muscle, spread themselves to better advantage, slam around more
promiscuously, and were more generally on the rampage anyhow!”
Such were the goings-on in this city of 200 people in the late
1800s.
In a performance repetitious of two years ago, the snow and rain
have ceased falling and the ceiling is now about five-hundred feet
above the trailer. As yet there are no shadows, but the increased
light now brings out in stark contrast the dark brown foothills
nearby, the green fields in the valley, and the beautiful snow-clad
mountains across the way.
It is with reluctance that I break camp and head for home.
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CHAPTER SEVENTY-THREE
CHANGES
“We trained hard, but it seemed that every time we were beginning
to form up into teams we would be reorganized. I was to learn later in
life that we tend to meet any new situation by reorganizing; and a
wonderful method it can be for creating the illusion of progress while
producing confusion, inefficiency and demoralization.
Petronius
Arbiter”
The above paragraph, printed in a Pacific Company Manager
magazine in the 1970s, may or may not have correctly quoted Petronius,
who lived some 2,000 years ago, but it certainly described our company
in the 1970s as it began making organizational changes one right after
another.
The first major modification to the Pacific Company’s corporate
structure occurred in 1973, made necessary, according to our top
officers, “By an increasingly demanding business environment and
challenging years ahead.”
Then, in November of 1974, the U.S. Justice Department filed its
suit to “Split up AT&T.” This was not the first such action. A similar
suit was filed back in 1949, which ended in 1956 with the Company’s
signing of a “Consent Agreement” and voluntarily shedding some of its
services (teletype and mobile radio). And long before that, in 1913,
the threat of anti-trust action forced AT&T to abandon its dream of
providing total telecommunications in the United States.
The motive behind this latest litigation was obvious. Certain
entrepreneurs wished to move into the telecommunications field. What
they really wanted was the long-distance business, which could be
handled in bulk by microwave-radio systems (like those of the Bell
System) which they could provide (unlike the Bell System, whose long
distance rates partially subsidized other services and were regulated
by the FCC) at low cost.
To his credit, AT&T Chairman John DeButts refused to enter into a
compromise, saying flatly that there would be no consent decree.
It was about time the Company took a stand. Anyone with an ounce
of common sense could see that the Bell System was then the best
managed company in the country; nay, in the World. Furthermore, AT&T
and its subsidiaries had successfully complied with the Communications
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Act of 1934, which, in effect, “Decreed affordable telephone service
for all and reasonable profits for the providers.”
Now, with the expectation of a long, drawn out process of
litigation ahead, AT&T and the Bell companies, perhaps in an effort to
prove that they were “doing something, even if wrong,” began to
reorganize.
In Nevada Bell, effective June the first, 1975, all department
heads assumed new titles and new or modified duties. District-level
positions were realigned accordingly.
Bud Jones assumed management of the “Customer Operations”
department: essentially the outside plant construction and engineering
groups, out-state installation and repair operations.
My new boss was V.J. (Vince) Casey, who was transferred from
California to take over as manager of “Network Operations.” This
department consisted of three districts: exchange switching, managed
by a relative newcomer to Nevada named Karlin; the plant technical
staff, under Paul Brown; and a toll facilities/switching district,
under me.
I was relatively happy with this new assignment and title. At
last I had a toll district, though my responsibilities included only
those operations in Western Nevada from Lovelock to Topaz Lake and
Reno. The duties of three of my second-levels, Adams, Horning and
Noyes, were virtually unchanged. Ron Gallagher and his exchange
operations went to another district. Don Mash and his group, who
handled trunk forecasting and assignment duties, came to mine. I now
had
154
subordinates.
(As
a
matter
of
interest,
for
this
responsibility I earned an annual salary of $32,000.)
Together with my clerical staff I moved from Room 258, in the
rear wing of our headquarters building, to Room 165A, down in front.
My new private office was smaller than the old one, but boasted of a
floor-to-ceiling window looking out on Plumb Lane. Millie Weinstein,
my office supervisor of several years, and two clerks occupied an
outer office. Within a year, on Millie’s moving to a higher paying
job, I would promote one of those clerks, Thelma Brown, to the
supervisory job.
Casey’s office was on the same floor, about a dozen paces down
the hall; a factor that had its good and bad aspects. That is, it was
easy for me to get to him when necessary, but the reverse was also
true. Paul Brown and his technical staff were housed in the same wing.
I and my people worked closely with them, especially with Phil
Hutchinson, Vince Vercoe, Vic Miller and Noble Crew, sometimes even
conducting business during coffee breaks in the adjacent cafeteria.
Vince Casey, a native of Overton, Nevada, was Jones’s opposite in
character, personality and management style. My senior by a few years
but of comparable physical stature, Vince had served in World War-II,
had earned an engineering degree, and with the Company had spent most
of his career in the engineering department. I found him to be
relatively easy to work for. While we had more than one disagreement,
he’d always listen attentively to my ideas.
If Vince Casey could be faulted at all, it was for his love of
conversation; a characteristic which stemmed, I supposed, from an
inquiring mind and an uncommon dedication to the business. He’d take

YANKEE-NEVADAN

as long as necessary to explore every facet of the subject at hand, a
habit that drove some of my peers (especially Paul Brown) to
distraction.
Regardless of my newly structured district, it was still the
personnel management side of it that occupied most of my time. If
anything, that aspect of the job had become even more difficult in
recent years, the result of a “consent decree” to an Affirmative
Action Plan (in 1973) between the Company, the U.S. Department of
Labor and the E.E.O.C. (Equal Employment Opportunity Commission). This
plan, fashioned by liberals in the federal government, established
employment goals based on employees’ sex and/or ethnic background. The
objective was to bring female and minority workers into jobs
previously held primarily by white males, and vice-versa.
From a strictly philosophical point of view, “equal employment
opportunity” is a desirable course of action. From a business
standpoint it can be fraught with pitfalls. While the artificial
leveling of a work force might be consistent with communistic
precepts, such a policy is quite impractical in a capitalistic society
such as ours.
Once the affirmative action plan was in place, we, as managers,
had little or no control over the hiring, firing or promotion of our
employees. New-hires were processed by the personnel department.
Vacancies were filled based on minority quotas, with virtually no
regard for a person’s experience, character, integrity or potential
for the job. It was, to repeat an old cliché, “No way to run a
railroad.” Or a telephone company, either.
It was obvious to me, and to a lot of people in positions of more
importance, that the affirmative action policy, while providing more
and better paying jobs for a host of so called minorities, could only
lead to inefficiencies in the work force; a resulting increase in the
cost of doing business and ultimately higher consumer prices. Further,
well-qualified people could be deprived of jobs and promotions in
favor of those less-well-qualified.
Fortunately, employee turnover in my district was low. There were
enough experienced people on line to carry the loads of the inept. My
peers in the big cities (Sacramento, San Francisco, Los Angeles etc.)
with whom I periodically met in conference and compared notes, were
not so lucky. Theirs was a very discouraging job indeed.
I was proud of my boss’s response to a clipping that I forwarded
to him, an article entitled, “Anti-Discrimination Run Amuck,”
(NEWSWEEK 1/17/77). “Amen,” he scribbled alongside my marginal
comments. “But you and I and all other managers can be terminated for
failure to walk the poorly defined line between intent and amuck.”
The article’s author, Tom Bethell, had written:
“It was the intent of the Civil Rights Act of 1964 to eliminate
[emphasis mine] discrimination based on such [racial, religious,
sexual, ethnic] distinctions...with the further un-stated hope that
people would...think of themselves as Americans, not as black
Americans, Polish Americans or Jewish Americans, labels that [have] a
way of connoting second class citizenship”.
How right he was. At the lower echelons, the names of all
employees in the Bell System were now tabulated by race and sex
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(although not by religion). Never before were employees so cognizant
of one another’s race. To be female, or to claim some fraction of
Spanish or Asian or black or Indian blood was now a plus. It meant
first crack at the next job opening or promotion. Being female and a
minority was better than having experience or a college education.
Reverse discrimination - bypassing certain qualified white, male,
Anglo-Saxons in favor of so-called minorities - was an undisputable
fact.
I could cite several instances, where minorities had been placed
in jobs for no other reason than to achieve agreed-to quotas, which
resulted in near disaster. In every such case either the employee came
to grief, having been placed in a position beyond his or her existing
or potential capabilities, or the group suffered, because of the
individual’s incompetency in the job, or both.
On the flip side of the coin, there were instances that met with
success. Every success came about, however, as a result of the careful
matching of the individual to the job, and was especially dependent on
that individual’s aptitude, motivation and willingness to accept hard
work.
All of the above is not to imply that only white males are
qualified to work at certain telephone jobs. Nor should the conclusion
be drawn that all white males are good workers. But it is a fact that
males are better suited to certain kinds of work while females are
better suited to other kinds. As for so-called minorities, there is no
reason why they should not be included in any work force. However, for
a business to succeed all of its employees must meet the same
standards of employment.
In summary: Every manager, whether the owner of a small business
or a manager in a large business, being responsible for service,
productivity, quality of work, profit or loss, and for the welfare,
safety, training and assignment of his employees, in order to do
justice to his own job must have the prerogative to hire and fire,
promote, demote or transfer employees as necessary.
The words of old Petronius would ring again, in 1978, when plans
for
further
reorganization
were
unveiled.
I’ve
forgotten
the
ramifications for other departments in Nevada Bell, but I was not at
all pleased with the proposal for Network Operations.
Specifically, Paul Brown was to take over my toll group, which
would be re-named, the Facility District, and I was to head up a new
(to Nevada Bell) district devoted to Special Services (formerly
Private Line Services).
Immediately upon learning of the plan I took my grievance,
admittedly based on personal, emotional and even selfish factors, to
my boss. Never before had I entered a plea for a specific assignment,
but, adopting the rule “nothing ventured, nothing gained” I plunged
ahead.
The discussion that ensued was a lengthy one, but never heated. I
recounted the history of my career, noted the positions I had held
since coming to Reno - most of which had included responsibility for
exchange-type telephone plant with which I was not really conversant and reiterated my experience in, and dedication to, the toll side of
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the business. I pointed out, quite succinctly I thought, that Paul
Brown was the logical man for the new district. After all, special
services was one of the hottest and most difficult disciplines in the
business (what with the advent of data transmission and other-company
competition) and Paul had managed one of the most important special
services districts in the Company, in Los Angeles.
In his inimitable way, Vince patiently explained the whys and
wherefores of his decision. For the special services district, he
said, he wanted a man with experience in both toll and exchange.
(Either Brown or I would qualify.) Since Paul had had more experience
in toll (though not recently) the toll district would be assigned to
him.
“Besides,” he added, as if holding out a carrot. “The special
services job will be invaluable in the furtherance of your future
career.”
The true reasoning behind Casey’s decision was, in my opinion, as
follows: Brown wanted the new facilities district. Brown had
seniority. Casey was not about to do battle with Paul Brown for my
benefit. Without saying so outright he implied that if I could
convince Paul to accept the special services district it was okay with
him. I knew Paul too well to even broach the subject. The die was
cast. I inherited the least palatable job of my career.
On April one I met with my two second-levels, Tim Meier and
Anthony (Tony) Laca, and, hopefully showing a degree of enthusiasm, I
outlined the tasks ahead of us.
Tim came to my new district with his group of 29 people intact.
As in the past, they would be responsible for providing trunks and
facilities throughout the state of Nevada.
Tim was still the same guy I had known for years; brusque but
politic. In comfortable leased quarters over on Terminal Way, he had
built a veritable empire. His office, paneled and furnished with
expensive furniture, was three times as spacious as mine. But he ran a
good shop and had many valuable contacts in the Pacific Company.
Tony Laca, among other jobs, had previously managed the trunkassignment bureau. He now assumed command of the special services
testing operation. Over the next few years he would coordinate the
implementation of a new test center. (Ironically, considering the
impending breakup of the Bell System, this new computer-aided center
would have to conform to AT&T’s strict guidelines.)
Although I had been acquainted with Tony for years, this was my
first opportunity to really get to know him. Born of proud Basque
parents in Humboldt County, Nevada, he was one of the smartest, most
energetic, practical and personable men I ever worked with.
To his further credit, Tony had a good all-around background in
telephony. He had worked as a lineman and an installer-repairman. He’d
worked with exchange switching machines. He’d even been a toll
transmissionman, though he would deny ever having thought of himself
as a “tollie.” In Winnemucca he had worked for, and learned from, Gene
Fagg. At Stead he’d reported to Vern Horning in the all important SAGE
Center. As a second-level manager he had done a stint in Southern
Nevada, at the Atomic Energy Commission’s test facility at Mercury. I
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was lucky to have him in my organization (which would grow to 90people by the end of the year).
Before very long Tim Meier decided to retire, so I got Roger
Duarte to take his vacated position. Some thought it a chancy move
because Roger, along with an inherent drive for accomplishment, had a
reputation for “stirring up the troops,” especially the women. The
trunk-and-facility provisioning bureau consisted predominantly of
women but Roger, undaunted, took over and quickly proved his ability
to handle any situation; not just adequately but with skill and
aplomb.
“How do you like my new salve-war-fair?” he’d ask with a grin.
While I tried to not let it show, I was especially discouraged at
this point in my career. (Some would say “depressed” but I’ve never
allowed myself to use that word in my own behalf.) There even came a
time when, although I knew full well it was a ridiculous thing to do,
I found myself reading the “job opportunities” section of the local
newspaper. God knows it would have been illogical to leave the
Company, but I was that disappointed with my assignment.
Whereas I used to join one or more of my associates in the
cafeteria or downtown every day of the week for lunch, I now sometimes
drove to a city park or the Truckee River, ate some snacks or fruit
and downed a soft drink. After eating I would take a short walk or a
nap (on the seat of the Travelall) or spend the twenty- or thirtyminutes rendering a local scene in a small artist’s sketch book that I
carried.
Those respites from the workplace did wonders for me. Not only
did my attitude improve, I felt much more productive in the
afternoons. Throughout the rest of my career I would make it a habit
to get away from the job two or three times a week at noon. Of course
there were always days when it was more appropriate to have lunch with
my associates.
My increased interest in pen-and-ink drawing, in the 1970s, led
directly to another avocation; that of darkroom photography. It was
autumn of 1980. Convinced that my sketches weren’t all that bad, and
wishing to share a couple of them with friends but unwilling to part
with the originals, I tried copying them with a macro-lens on my
Minolta camera, using black-and-white film.
It had been years since I’d shot any pictures in black-and-white,
and I wasn’t prepared for the fact that most commercial photo
processors no longer dealt in that prosaic business. So I took my film
to a custom lab for developing.
The result was discouraging. Not only was it expensive, but the
prints were not true representations of the originals.
A few days later, while having coffee with Dick Brune, a bright
young tollie on the Nevada Bell technical staff, I brought up the
subject. Dick was an amateur photographer, whose work in both color
and black-and-white I’d seen and admired. He listened with interest as
I described my experience with the photo-prints. “I’ve noted that
black-and-white prints are not always black and white,” I said. “The
background is often gray. How come?”
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Dick explained that, unless otherwise instructed, an operator
would use normal exposure indexes when developing film and printing
enlargements. “And that’s the way it is.”
Anyway, after conversing with Dick for some time, I was convinced
that the best way to get what I wanted was to do it myself. And that’s
exactly what I did.
Surprisingly, black-and-white darkroom equipment was neither
expensive nor unwieldy. With a bit of weather stripping around the
door, to make it lightproof, our centrally located bathroom doubled as
a fine, though intermittent, darkroom. For an enlarger table I fitted
a sheet of plywood to the top of the bathtub. The tiled-counter held
the developing trays, and I used the sink for film and print washing.
I was in business.
Dick recommended specific types of film and chemicals to use to
produce the kind of high contrast prints I desired. I purchased them
and, following the Kodak handbook instructions, went to work. After a
few mistakes (learning exercises) I produced a set of prints that met
my standards; reproductions of my drawings in true black on true
white. No gray areas.
I became so enthusiastic about my new darkroom hobby - copying
photos, developing, enlarging, manipulating the images, printing and
so on - I wondered why I had purposely avoided getting involved with
it before. The century-old darkroom processes were both exciting and
engrossing. Time, whenever I set up my temporary studio and turned to,
flew by like a zephyr. Of course I had to plan my operations around
such guests as might come for an overnight stay, but that was a minor
inconvenience.
I already had another great hobby, that of treasure hunting.
Armed with a “White” metal-detector that I got from Vic Miller’s son
Gary, I took to searching for coins, rings and other metal objects
hidden beneath the surface of lawns and parks and empty or abandoned
lots. It was surprising to learn how many coins people lose. I never
searched a lawn without finding several coins (from pennies to
quarters, seldom of a higher denomination) and quite often a ring or
two. It was a fascinating hobby, one that consumed my attention and
time as a fire consumes tumbleweeds.
Perhaps my most valuable find was a gold ring. I had already dug
several coins out of the sod in the front lawn at the Zunino home, and
then my detector hummed loudly in my head-phones. It was the heartpounding tone signaling precious metal below. Eagerly, I probed the
sod with my blunted screwdriver and dug down with my trowel. And then,
about eight-inches deep, the bright unmistakable luster of gold came
to light.
On inspection I noted the image of an elk’s antlered head, a
small diamond and the letters “B.P.O.E.” Trying not to be overly
excited, I burst into the house where Rita and her mother were at work
in the kitchen.
“Guess what I found?” I invited, and then displayed the object of
my enthusiasm. “An Elk’s ring!”
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Rita’s mother immediately recalled the time when Sam, a long and
faithful member of the lodge, had lost the ring. It happened more than
a decade before, and he’d replaced it with a new one.
Another find at the Zunino place was of intrinsic value but
little worth. I was searching near the back steps when I got the
signal, dug down and saw what appeared to be the round handle of a
water valve. In fact it was a small iron wheel attached to the axle of
a toy truck. About eight inches long, slightly askew and missing its
two front wheels, the cast-iron toy was nevertheless an exciting find.
No one could remember to whom the toy belonged, but guessed it might
have been John’s. Like Sam’s ring, it had lain underground for a
decade or more. When thoroughly cleaned, mounted on a board and coated
with clear plastic to preserve its patina, it was an objet d’art
worthy of any coffee table.
At about this same time, in the late 1970s, I undertook still
another off-the-job project, one somewhat related to treasure hunting.
Mary Rusco, an archeologist at the Nevada State Museum, whom I knew by
association with AM-ARCS, had obtained information relative to a
device (invented by two men with the unlikely names “Brain” and
“Steponaitis”) used for locating underground archeological artifacts.
Officially,
it
was
called
a
“Portable
Differential
Proton
Magnetometer.”
To me it was a “Poor Man’s Magnetometer.”
A magnetometer (for those of you who were never really interested
in knowing) is an electronic machine that reacts to minute changes in
the earth’s magnetic field. The concept was not a new one.
Magnetometers were used during World War-II, especially for locating
underwater submarines. And for years they’d been employed to find
iron-ore deposits in the earth. Now archeologists were beginning to
use them to locate changes, or anomalies, resulting from disturbances
of the natural lay of the land by cultural activities; such as from
the digging of hearths, kilns or trenches, the burying of iron or
other ferrous objects. What made the PDPM unique was its simplicity.
While most magnetometers cost thousands of dollars, this one could be
built at a cost of $100 or so. Just my type!
When I expressed interest in the device, Mary gave me a copy of
the article which included a description of the instrument and its
use, diagrams, parts list and other pertinent information.
Since constructing my first audio amplifier, I had put together
a number of Heathkit amplifiers, walkie-talkies, a marine depthsounder (for Russ’s boat) a weather station (for Judy’s roof) for the
fun of it and to keep my mind attuned to electronics. To build a
magnetometer would be not only challenging, but something which no one
of my acquaintances had done. It would also provide a diversion from
the cares of my job. Eagerly, I gathered together the materials and
went to work.
Without going into a whole lot of detail, the proton magnetometer
works as follows:
Two bottles of proton-rich liquid (such as distilled water or
kerosene) each within a copper coil, are attached to the ends of a
long, six- to eight-foot horizontal pole. The coils are connected to
electronic circuitry at the center. Powered by a 12-volt battery, the
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circuit sends an ampere of current through the coils for three
seconds, during which time the protons align with the induced magnetic
field, then switches off for three seconds to allow the protons to
precess, or return to a state consistent with the normal magnetic
field of the earth at that place. When no anomalies are present, a
single decaying tone is heard in the instrument’s earphone. If an
anomaly exists, such as a buried piece of iron or a midden-filled pit,
under one of the coils, the precession rate of that coil differs from
the other one and a beat-frequency is heard in the earphone, signaling
the operator to investigate further. The cycles are repeated as long
as power is applied.
The search is a very slow process, for the operator must stand
still during each charging and precession cycle. And not everyone can
use the device. Neither Don Tuohy nor Phil Hutchinson, who once
borrowed it to investigate an Indian site in central Nevada, could
hear the high-pitched tone.
But the fun, for me, was in the building of it. First of all
(remember
this)
no
ferrous
metal
could
be
utilized
in
its
construction. The pole was made of aluminum, as was the circuitry
enclosure. A lead-acid motorcycle battery was used for power. Each
copper coil had to be hand-wound around a plastic bottle (in which I
would use distilled water) and enclosed in a moisture-proof plastic
case. Using the authors’ schematic diagram, I designed and fabricated
the circuit board and soldered the components (transistors, diodes et
cetera) in place.
By working evenings, the construction phase of my magnetometer
was completed in a couple of weeks’ time. I then took it out in the
desert, away from interfering power lines, automobiles, underground
pipes etc., and tested it over a pile of half-buried cans, a known
anomaly.
The test was a failure. Back to the work bench I went.
I am rather embarrassed to admit it, but I expended a whole lot
of time and effort researching the problem, painstakingly reexamining
my handiwork, re-testing various components, before coming up with the
fact that the fault lay not with my construction practices but with my
lack of diligence in following instructions. On reading them over
again for the umpteenth time, there it was: “The headphone used with
this unit is a standard crystal headset.”
I had used a small, ordinary earphone. It was such a tiny
component I had never even thought of its containing ferrous metal.
Why had I not digested that sentence at the start?
I dug out an old crystal microphone from my parts box (a cast-off
from one of the kids’ tape recorders) and, using it as a receiver, met
with gratifying success.
In the end my error had proven beneficial, for in the process of
researching the problem I learned exactly how the magnetometer was
supposed to work.
I never found anything of significance with the finished product,
but the project had kept me occupied for weeks. And the experience
only cost a little over the estimated $100.
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But back to the job of earning a living. Before the decade was
out, more organizational changes were made in Pacific Telephone and
Nevada Bell; some because of a need to reduce manpower and costs, some
due to retirements, others, I guessed, to perpetuate someone’s self
serving need for change.
To many of us it had been obvious that our Company was top heavy;
that is, “too many chiefs for the number of Indians.” The use of
modern, solid-state equipment had led to a reduced requirement for
craft
manpower.
Reduction
of
non-management
forces
without
a
commensurate reduction in line and staff people had resulted in a low
ratio of management to non-management employees.
Now came the big push to correct the situation. Managers at all
levels were being encouraged to retire, their positions to be either
vacated or filled by attrition.
One day, in early 1979, Vince Casey called me into his office. He
wanted to explain the many benefits I might derive from a move to
California. I was young, he said, and should not be bound to Nevada
the rest of my career. Once again I was obliged to reiterate my
position on that subject.
“I am dedicated to Nevada Bell,” I said. “I have already rejected
many similar opportunities to transfer to a job over the hill to LaLa-Land, when I was younger and slightly more flexible. I know of
others who went that route, many to their later regret. All I could
expect from a transfer to California,” I observed, “is the disruption
and expense of a home move, a tremendous cost-of-living increase, and
hours of my remaining years spent in commuting to and from the job.
All that in addition to having to live and work among or near people
with whom I have little or nothing in common.” Case closed!
I was so disturbed by the subject of this little conference I sat
right down, wrote and sent a letter, essentially a summarization of
our conversation, to: “V.J. Casey...PRIVATE.” He never alluded to the
subject again and, as far as I know, respected my wish for confidence.
And then, a few months later, a most ironic and (as it would turn
out) sad event occurred. Consistent with the above mentioned changes,
the number of division-levels in Nevada was to be reduced. The way I
remember it, either Al Hiester or Vince Casey had to go. Hiester was
closer to retirement age than was Casey, and Casey volunteered to move
to San Francisco. Al took over Network Operations. Vince moved to the
city.
But that was not the end of it. Vince’s wife, the mother of their
rather large family, was adamant. She would not live in “that city.”
And so, after a well-attended going away party at the Sharon House in
Reno, Vince moved to an apartment in Daley City, she to their
previously acquired retirement home in Aptos, south of Santa Cruz. At
least he could be home on weekends.
Compounding the problem, Vince’s new job was not to his liking.
On one of my trips to the city I stopped in to see him.
“You wouldn’t believe the inefficiency around here,” he shook his
head. “For the first time in my career I feel like a useless
appendage.”
Sooner than he had anticipated, Casey retired.
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Later, when Rita and I visited the Caseys in Aptos, he seemed
reconciled and happy to be “out of the rat race.” He was involved in
civic affairs, had a part-time job as a tour guide, and never lost his
interest in people. (Sadly, he would die after only a few years in
retirement, at what is nowadays considered an early age.)
Within a month of Casey’s leaving Reno, our Vice President and
General Manager, Tom Edwards, took his retirement. His career had
spanned 38-years (including three years of military service during
World War-II), eight of them in Nevada Bell.
In spite of his being a Californian, like a chameleon Tom had
adopted the color of Nevada (except as noted below). He showed a great
deal of interest in both community and Company objectives, and
maintained an authoritative yet personal relationship with all of us,
his subordinates. As Dodson had done, so too had Tom championed our
charter with the parent company.
The exception to Tom’s acceptance of the “ways of Nevada” was
rather amusing. It had to do with an item of dress. Soon after
arriving on the job, he decreed that all male managers, even those of
us in the plant department, except when working in the field must wear
a necktie.
It was some months after he had arrived in Nevada when the rule
came to affect me. I was well aware of the necktie rule, I even agreed
with it. But I always wore a bola tie, the clasps of which were made
of tumble-polished agate, quartz or petrified wood that I’d produced
myself.
One day, when Bud Jones was returning with me from a trip to
Carson City, he asked, “Where the hell is your radio?”
He was referring to a broadcast-band radio, which we both knew
was not provided in a Company car. If someone had one installed at his
own expense, though, it was usually condoned by Bud.
“Wouldn’t you like to have one?”
“Oh yeah, I like to listen to the radio while driving.”
It seemed strange, his broaching that subject out of the blue.
But the mystery was soon to be dispelled.
“I’ll tell you what,” he volunteered. “If you’ll wear a real tie
instead of that string, I’ll see that Shaffer installs a radio in this
car.”
Aha! So that was it. He wanted me to wear a traditional tie and
was using the “you do this for me and I’ll do that for you” ploy. I
never did like that game. If you’re in a position of responsibility or
authority, you should never resort to bargaining it away. (Not even
with your children.)
I got the impression that it was Bud, not Tom, who didn’t approve
of my bola. I guess he didn’t consider it a suitable necktie, even
though our governor wore one. I responded by telling him that I didn’t
mind wearing a regular tie. Even in high school I had done so. “You’re
the boss,” I concluded good-naturedly. “All you had to do was say the
word. I’ll begin tomorrow.”
“Well,” he said. “I’ll still see that you get a radio.”
Neither of us again mentioned any part of that conversation.
Never was a radio installed in my Company car.
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At the occasion of Edwards’ retirement, a dinner affair at the
Reno Elks Club, Bob McAdam, right-hand man to Tom as he had been to
Paul Garwood, was the Master of Ceremonies. Traditional and
appropriate speeches and serious presentations were made to our
departing leader. Among the latter, however, was a ringer in the form
of a large, nicely wrapped box, a gift from a number of (anonymous)
managers. Following the instructions, Tom tugged at a ribbon that
emanated from a hole in the top of the box, and an almost-endless
string of neckties, tied together in tandem, followed. A message at
the end of the yards-long ribband read something like, “May you never
be caught without a tie.”
Tom obviously appreciated the joke, and laughed heartily with the
rest of us.
I hated to see Tom leave, especially at a time when the future of
our Company was oblivious to us all.
Taking over the position of V.P. & G.M. was a young man from the
Northwest, Dick Van Allen. An Oregonian, he appeared to be the kind of
man who would understand the workings and needs of Nevada Bell.
Indeed, he would do well by the Company.
By the end of the year, former Elkoan Bob McAdam would bow out
after 43-years of telephone service. He elected to go without a lot of
fanfare, with an informal farewell party at our headquarters on Plumb
Lane.
People were bailing out like rats abandoning a sinking ship.
Several of my fellow workers retired. Except for Paul Brown and Bud
Jones, none of my former immediate supervisors were still around.
Ralph Michelson, Red Wayman, John Ostrom, Jim Dodson, Roy Powers,
Vince Casey, all had retired by now.
It was enough to make a fellow feel old, even if he was not.
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CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR
IDAHO TRIPS
I was alone. Not simply without the company of fellow human
beings, but alone in a way that I had experienced but few times in my
life; such as in 1948 when I said good bye to Mother and drove away
from Northfield to Elko, Nevada, and again in 1950, when I said good
bye to Rita in Elko and drove back to Northfield. Now, in August of
1978, I had just bid farewell to Glen, at a dormitory on the
University of Idaho campus, Moscow.
My thoughts drifted back to the fall of 1974, when he and I were
headed for the back country in northern Nevada, ostensibly to hunt the
fleet-footed deer and the elusive chukar partridge.
It was raining hard that day, when we left the freeway just north
of Lovelock and turned to the east. The winding dirt road was slick
with mud by the time we gained the summit at McKinney Pass; as it had
been years before, when I crossed it in a Company car in a similar
rainstorm.
My plan was to make camp under the trees at the deserted Ringling
Ranch, a mile or so south of the county road. But because of the rain,
I decided that we should unhitch the trailer and leave it beside the
main road while we checked the condition of the ranch road.
Just as well. I would surely have gotten both rigs stuck in the
mud had I tried to pull the trailer to the ranch. It was challenging
enough just getting there and back without it. So we would spend the
night beside the road, which, in that weather, was devoid of traffic
anyway.
Glen, who was then 15-years old, was a willing and experienced
camping partner. He helped me set up the trailer, prepare our little
brazier and cook supper. But the main course was an utter failure. Our
attempt to broil hamburgers over the charcoal fire resulted in rainsoaked patties that were, to say the least, less than appetizing to
look at much less eat.
It was still raining steadily in the morning, when we moved on to
Dacey Creek and again made camp. Then, because the ground was far too
wet and soggy for hiking, we spent the day driving around the
countryside in the Travelall. We came close to getting stuck, but,
much to Glen’s regret (he claimed to like getting stuck) I managed to
avoid his pleasure.
In our search for deer I drove to the top of Mt. Moses, only to
find it socked-in by clouds. A deer 60-feet away would have been safe
from us. But the scenery, what we could see of it, was magnificent.
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Every thing, from rock to sagebrush to mahogany tree to bunch grass,
everything wore a shroud of pogonip.
On the way back to camp we saw a couple of cowboys, wet and cold
appearing in dripping hats and ponchos, herding a bunch of rounded-up
white-faces to the lowlands. “There’s a sure sign that winter is right
around the corner,” I observed.
After a couple of days at the mouth of Dacey Canyon, having fired
nary a shot and with no game to our credit, we hitched up the trailer
and moved on up the road toward Battle Mountain. At Cottonwood Canyon
we left the trailer beside the highway and went up a steep switchback
road to the top, to Wild Horse Basin. Once again we found ourselves in
a whiteout, a blanket of frozen fog clinging to a foot or more of new
snow. Five minutes out of the car was enough. If there were any deer
in the vicinity they were surely holed up. More likely, like the
cattle, they were down in the mouth of the canyon and we were hunting
too high on the mountain. Ah well, neither of us wanted the job of
field dressing a deer in that climate. We agreed to head down off the
mountain and proceed to Elko, our final destination.
We had bagged no game, hardly even saw any, but those few days
were unforgettable ones. It was the longest I had ever been alone with
one of my children.
Suddenly, I was aroused from my reminiscences by a brace of
flashing red lights in the Volare’s rearview mirror. I glanced at the
speedometer. The needle was steady at “59.” (The speed limit was 55mph). I wondered aloud, “Now what?”
The black car under the flashing lights came alongside and its
driver, a uniformed sheriff, motioned for me to pull over. I did, and
stopped the car on the wide shoulder while he parked his rig, turned
off the lights, got out and approached my open window.
The events leading to this incident had begun a few days before,
when Glen and I, with Rita’s help, stowed a few of his belongings and
our suitcases in the trunk and back of the car, after removing the
seat, and took off for (unknown to us) Northern Idaho. Rita had wanted
to go too, of course, but we succeeded in convincing her that with all
of Glen’s stuff there was not enough room left over for three of us.
For reasons of safety and comfort, I avoided driving long distances
with three people in the front seat.
The trip north from Winnemucca to Moscow, on scenic US-95, had
been interesting if uneventful. From McDermitt, on the Nevada border,
we cut through the southeast corner of Oregon; which, like Nevada, is
a land of sagebrush carpeted valleys and purple mountain ranges.
Except for Jordan Valley, the neat little community nestled under a
rocky hill at the edge of a long green meadow bisected by meandering
Jordan Creek, all of it was virtually uninhabited.
Soon we were in Idaho, skimming along its southwestern border. As
I recall, we stayed overnight near Ontario, Oregon, just across the
Snake River, before proceeding north on US-95; the only highway
connecting north and south Idaho entirely within its boundaries.
Ontario had been a stopping place for emigrants on the old Oregon
Trail. Roughly halfway between Sparks and Moscow (a distance of about
800-miles) it was a good resting place for us as well.
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The country between there and New Meadows, Idaho, was familiar to
me if not to Glen. He was only an infant when we travelled that way in
1960, after leaving the campground at Payette Lake on our shakedown
trip with the Shasta trailer.
Beyond the lush meadows, still wet and green in August, we
followed the Little Salmon River to its meeting with its mother at
Riggins, where the magnificent Salmon River comes tumbling out of the
precipitous mountains on the right. Riggins was, and probably still
is, a compendium of primitive cabins, small cottages, stately old
houses and newer rambling homes, gas-stations, stores, cafes and
businesses, the latter obviously dependent on the river industries,
fishing, canoeing and whitewater rafting.
Our road now paralleled the river in a very deep canyon, whose
walls, high above our shoulders, showed signs of recent sliding;
graphic evidence of Mother Nature’s continuing earth-shaping process.
Such trees as had found a foothold on the steep sides were pine, fir,
cedar and spruce. The river itself, now meandering, now rushing, now
clear, now white with foam, was overall a ribbon of beauty, a scene of
unparalleled grandeur such as one often reads about but seldom sees
for real.
Believing that driving on this narrow, winding highway would be a
good experience for Glen, I turned over the job to him. I was right.
After rounding a couple of curves at tire-squealing speeds, he learned
to better judge the road and to drive accordingly.
At White Bird, a village only a little bigger than its name, a
section of new highway climbed a grassy mountainside at an unusually
steep grade. It provided us with a good perspective, however, of the
terrain where Chief Joseph, with 200 warriors, had defeated the U.S.
Army in 1877. A third of the troops were killed in that encounter, and
then the whole Nez Perce band continued on its flight to the east.
Over the summit we entered an entirely new environment. No more
of the wilderness that effectively separates, at least with respect to
community of interest, north and south Idaho. Here was a broad high
plain of rolling hills under a crazy quilt of wheat and other grain
fields, in the middle of which was Grangeville, the center of the
region’s agriculture society. Although the farmers looked on us as
strangers, they were very courteous and friendly; an attribute typical
of rural people everywhere, I have found. Judging by the number of
restaurants and motels, they had already learned that tourist dollars
can be an important adjunct to farm revenues.
Farther on we traversed a part of the Nez Perce Indian
reservation, dropped down to the Clearwater River and followed it, on
another section of brand new highway, toward the cities of Lewiston
and Clarkston. It was down the Clearwater that Lewis and Clark had led
their expedition in 1806, after crossing the rugged Bitterroot
Mountains on their way to the Pacific Ocean. The cities which grew up
at the confluence of the Clearwater and Snake Rivers were named in
their honor.
We made a sharp turn at the near side of Lewiston and climbed a
steep, curving highway to a wide plateau above. A half-hour later we
arrived at our destination: Moscow.
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We found a fine restaurant and a room for the night just north of
the university campus. And in the morning we located the registration
office, which was already crowded with new and returning students.
Glen elected to register by himself, and I was pleased to see him
assume the responsibility.
We then hauled his trappings to a room in Upham Hall, on 6th
Street, a room that he would share with another student. It was
typical of an institutional room: small, plain, sparsely furnished and
in need of maintenance. But it would do, at least for a while. We went
to the First Federal Savings institution on Main Street, where Glen
opened a checking account. That was the last of his preschool duties,
so we made a get-acquainted tour of the campus.
Situated ten-miles east of Pullman (home of the University of
Washington) the University of Idaho could boast of one of the
prettiest campuses in the West. I was pleased at first sight, and
happy that Glen had chosen this place over the University of Arizona.
The city of Moscow, in true Western fashion, lay astraddle the
railroad tracks; in this case, those of the Northern Pacific Railroad.
A lot of the houses resembled those in a typical college town in New
England; fine homes with white-painted clapboards, dark window blinds,
strong gabled roofs and ample porches. The streets were lined with big
trees, and the lawns and flower gardens were carefully manicured.
I spent a second night in Moscow. But in the morning, after
sharing breakfast with Glen, the time had come when I had to leave. He
was now on his own. Left to his own devices. Much as I had been when I
entered the gates at the Bainbridge Naval Training Center.
Now I was five-miles south of town, headed for home, when the
officer-of-the-law pulled me over. What a discouraging turn of events!
When the preliminaries of showing my license and registration were
over with, the officer asked if I knew how fast I’d been driving.
“Yes,” I responded confidently. “According to my speedometer I
was doing fifty-nine.” (One is usually allowed a leeway of 5-mph over
the limit.)
“Well, I clocked you at sixty-two,” he said, “and the speed limit
in these parts is fifty-five.”
I shrugged, “I know I was over the limit, but I didn’t think it
was that much.” I went on to explain that I had set the cruise-control
for 59-mph.
The sheriff, a heavy-set fellow in his fifties, was very
accommodating. He suggested that perhaps I had had new tires recently
installed, which could account for a greater margin of error in the
speedometer reading. Aha, that had to be the answer. The tires were
almost new and of a larger size than the originals.
Then, changing the subject, he asked where I was from, why I was
there, how I enjoyed the country and so on. We had a most amiable and
interesting conversation. Eventually, with a warning to “allow for
those tires and stay within the speed limit,” he bade me to leave.
“Have a safe trip and come back soon.”
Relieved, I drove away; thinking to myself that the sheriff’s
pulling me over was just what I had needed. From then on I drove with
renewed spirit, and about five-mph slower.
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Besides stopping for gas and food on the way home, and a good
night’s sleep in Ontario, I took a diversionary time-out in Oregon to
visit a point of interest that we had noted on the way north. Its only
advertisement was a small sign by a dirt side road, some 20- or 30miles southwest of Jordan Valley. It was about eight-miles from the
turnoff to the site of Inskip Station, which, I read, had been founded
in 1863 on the Skinner Toll Road. A ranch, a small complex of
buildings almost hidden by a stand of giant cottonwoods, appeared to
be in working order, although not in a particularly prosperous way.
Near the ranch was the grave and a monument to Jean Baptiste
Charbonneau, the son of Sacagawea, the Indian woman who had
accompanied the Lewis and Clark expedition in 1805-06. Charbonneau
was, according to the testimonial plaque, “A pioneer of the West...of
pleasant manner and esteem in the community.” Inskip Station must have
been a lot more impressive at that time, for now, in 1978, a more
remote place would be hard to find.
In the spring, Glen got a ride home with a fellow student. That
summer he worked at laborious jobs in the Reno area, and at the same
time let his hair and beard grow out. I didn’t like the long hair
(just as I didn’t like Tony’s) but the beard wasn’t too bad. It was
full, neatly trimmed and nearly black in contrast to his light brown
hair. It reminded me of my Great-uncle Preston’s hirsute adornment,
which I had seen in a photograph.
In August, Glen and I were once again on our way to Moscow. This
time we took the Travelall, loaded with furnishings for his apartment
- he had already tired of dormitory living and institutional food and with his mother along to “make sure the place he had chosen was
adequate and clean.”
The old Travelall lived up to its name. From the back of the
front seat to the tailgate, from floor to ceiling, it was tightly
packed with goods; everything required for setting up housekeeping and
then some. A mattress and box-springs, tightly wrapped in canvas
against possible rains, was lashed to the boat-carrier on the roof.
The three of us occupied the front bench-seat, which was plenty wide
enough for comfort and safety.
What a vehicle. I could never understand someone’s professing to
love an inanimate object, but what I felt for the Travelall was not
far removed from love. And so, it was as if a close friend had been
injured when, back in the summer of 1974, it was rear-ended.
I had been on my way home after a busy Monday at the office when
the accident occurred, at precisely 4:37 pm on the 23rd of August. I
was stopped in the right north-bound lane on Kietzke Lane, in Reno,
last in a two-block-long line of vehicles awaiting a signal change at
the Mill Street intersection.
CRASH!
It came from behind. And with absolutely no warning. A hit such
as I had never before experienced. Like an upside down pendulum my
head snapped backward then forward. Off to the right, out of the
corner of my eye, I saw my boat, loosened from its hold-downs on the
roof, sail through the air and bounce along the hard pavement headed
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for the broadside of a car in the driveway. The wide-eyed car driver,
who’d been waiting to enter the line of traffic, was trying
frantically to back away from the oncoming boat. The vessel stopped
just short of his front fender.
“Damn!” I exclaimed aloud when I realized what had happened.
Surely my boat and the back of my trusty Travelall must be terribly
damaged. And I wasn’t too sure of my own condition considering the
jolt I had taken.
Instinctively, I reached for the key to turn off the ignition.
But it wasn’t there. The Travelall had been struck with such force the
key had come out of its hole. I felt around on the floor, found it and
soon got the engine switched off. I next located my eye-glasses, which
had left my head and landed on the dashboard, and restored them to
their rightful place. Now, able to see things more clearly, I looked
into the rear-view mirror. There, framed in the back window, was the
half-raised bent hood of a sports car, and a crazed windshield above
it. Not a pretty picture.
I opened my door and jumped out, a bit wobbly to be sure, to see
what was what. As I walked toward the other vehicle what I saw made me
angry. Still glued to the driver’s side of the broken windshield was a
4-by-8-inch card with the letters “S 0 L D” on it in black, bold
print. It shouldn’t take a detective to ascertain at least one of the
factors contributing to the accident.
A Mexican fellow sat uncomfortably behind the bent steering
wheel. He was obviously in shock but was not, apparently, injured. His
passenger was less fortunate. That man (also a Mexican) had left the
impression of his head on the windshield in front of him. Blood
streamed down over his forehead and cheeks.
Several people who had witnessed the accident from the nearby
Chevrolet agency came out. One of them said that he had already called
the police.
“Thanks,” I answered in appreciation.
I took a closer look at the rear of my Travelall, and was
relieved to see that the damage was minimal, thanks to its rugged
frame and body. The left rear fender was dented; the left tail-light
and back-up lights were broken; the bumper was somewhat bent; and the
trailer-hitch had been shoved forward an inch or two.
As for the other car, a 1970, two-door hardtop Chevrolet, it had
bounced back about five feet after the impact and was a mess. The
whole front half was damaged: bumper, grill, fenders, radiator, hood
and windshield. Like a wounded animal, it was bleeding engine fluids
all over the pavement.
I then noted that, while the Mexican’s vehicle must have been
going thirty-mph or more when it struck, the skid-marks made by my
Travelall’s tires were no more than a foot long. I concluded that the
reason it had moved so little was because of a curious habit of mine.
Whenever I was stopped temporarily, to keep the pressure on the brake
pedal I always wedged my right knee under the rim of the steering
wheel. That act kept my foot from coming off the brake pedal, and
consequently kept me from being shoved into the rear of the big truck
just ahead. I thanked God for that simple habit.
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The police arrived, and with a still-shaking hand I filled out
the accident report form. I learned that the Mexican, who had just
obtained the car from a dealer down the street, had no insurance,
despite the fact that insurance was required by law. Now I was really
angry. With that knowledge, any compassion I may have had for the
Mexican disappeared like a soap bubble in a hurricane.
Two men helped me lift my boat to the top of the Travelall, and I
re-attached the carrier clamps that had torn loose from the gutter
with the boat. Except for a broken bow-casting, the boat did not
appear to be badly damaged.
At long last I left the scene and drove home, disgruntled but
thankful that I had not been hurt.
On further inspection, at home, I found that the boat’s keel was
bent out of line. The boat would have to be returned to the Valco
factory in Fresno, California, to have the hull straightened and the
bow-piece replaced.
The bills for repairs to my vehicle and boat totaled almost $750.
My insurance company (Farmers) paid all of it but the deductible, for
which I had to fork out $125 in cash.
I considered it totally unfair that my insurance company and I
should have to pay for damages obviously incurred through no fault of
mine. I was further aggravated when informed by my insurance agent
that I should sue the other driver (one Antonio Barajas) to recover
both the insurance company’s and my money. It seemed only logical that
Farmers should have pursued the matter, especially since I had
faithfully made premium payments for almost 40-years and never before
submitted a collision claim.
Since it was quite obvious that I would never get a dime from the
Mexican, I declined to spend additional money on a lawsuit. So, as is
all too often the case, the uninsured parasite got off free.
While I am on the subject, the Travelall and I were involved in
an “almost accident” a few years later, again while on my way home
from work. But it was a “near miss” in the truest sense.
Over the course of several years, I had developed three or four
routes between home and office. None of these routes involved crossing
a multi-lane street without the aid of a traffic signal or a four-way
stop sign. Which route I used depended on the time of day or week.
On that particular afternoon I turned north from “B” Street (in
Sparks) onto 20th Street, and had just shifted into high gear when I
saw a 4WD Blazer approaching from the right on “C” Street. It was
coming on at a pretty good clip when the driver, seeing me, applied
his brakes. I knew that if I, too, braked hard there was no avoiding a
collision at the intersection. Because I hated the sound of breaking
glass and mingling metals, I shoved the accelerator to the floor and
held my breath.
In spite of its being in high gear, the Travelall accelerated
quickly and was past the middle of the intersection when a tremendous
blow caused it to swerve to the right. I braked to a stop, got out to
check the damage, fully expecting to find the right rear fender
smashed. At the same time, I noticed that the Blazer had stopped and
its driver was out checking for damage to its right front quarter.
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A cursory look revealed absolutely no sign of damage to my
vehicle. So, scratching my head in disbelief, I walked over to talk to
my opposite number.
“How’d you make out?” I queried.
“Can’t find anything,” he said, also disbelieving. “Oh yeah,
here’s a scratch on the bumper.” It was the only mark in evidence.
Together we went over to my Travelall and looked it over more
closely.
“Hah,” I said. “Here’s a scratch on my bumper.” Just like his, it
was on the outermost curve near the end.
“I’ve always wondered why there’s no stop sign here,” the man
nodded toward the street corners. “Neither way.”
By golly he was right. It was about the only unsigned intersection in Sparks. No one had the right-of-way.
“Well,” I grinned, “no harm done...let’s get outta here.”
The guy shrugged, we shook hands - as if congratulating one
another - and parted without having so much as introduced ourselves.
I had never believed in miracles, but the outcome of that
encounter could be explained no other way. It happened precisely, as
if it were planned. Though for what reason I could not ascertain. Had
we not been driving similar vehicles our bumpers would not have
matched in height, and a headlight or a taillight would have been
damaged. But more important was the timing. Had my vehicle been a mere
half-inch farther along, it would not have been hit. Putting it
another way, had I passed that point 1/1000 of a second sooner
(assuming a speed of 25mph at the time) it would not have been hit.
That is precision. That was a miracle.
Back to Moscow. Glen’s apartment building, a double-decked
affair, stood at the southeast edge of the campus facing (as I recall)
the north or northwest. He would share a unit with another student, a
Japanese-American lad from southern California whose father was in a
business connected with preparing or distributing pre-packaged
Japanese foods. He always had an ample supply on hand, and Glen would
learn to eat and actually like Japanese foods.
It was probably sometime in the spring when someone dropped off a
couple of kittens near their apartment. They were soon adopted.
One of them had a coat so soft it was more like rabbit fur than
cat hair. Bright white with gold spots on his head, shoulders and
tail, Glen named him “Mr. Bill Kelso,” after a caricature of the era.
Of the many cats I’d known, none had so unique a personality as
Kelso. He was at once gregarious, independent, stubborn, lovable,
friendly, feisty and ornery. Not surprisingly, he would wind up living
with us in Sparks.
But I have wandered: On our way back from Moscow that autumn,
after leaving Glen and spending a night in Clarkston, Rita and I
stopped at Spaulding, to see a general store museum that was preserved
as it was when abandoned in the 1930s. It looked just like Streeter’s
Store in Bernardston, when I was a kid, right down to the big jars of
hard candy standing at an angle so you could reach in for a handful of
your favorite color. Rita wanted to buy some of the candy, but was
told that health laws prevented the selling of unwrapped food. (Oddly
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enough, at that time so-called “health foods” were being sold from
open boxes and barrels in the supermarkets.)
Nearby (four-miles south of Jacques and away from the highway) we
found a little mission church. Originally dedicated in 1874, St.
Joseph’s had recently been purchased, restored, and was being
maintained by a private party. It was well worth the side trip to see.
Outside of Grangeville, off the beaten path again, we found an
Indian rock shelter (Weis Shelter). A smoke-blackened recession beside
a dirt road in Graves Creek Canyon, it was quite unimpressive compared
to the many caves and shelters we had seen in the Great Basin. But the
environment was new and different.
At New Meadows we turned toward McCall. There, at the Payette
Lodge, we rented a beautiful room overlooking the lake, enjoyed a
wonderful dinner in the formal dining room (also overlooking the lake)
relaxed and got a good night’s sleep. What a way to live!
From McCall, after visiting an antique store, we travelled south
along the rushing Payette River to burgeoning Boise, where we visited
a museum. Between Mountain Home and Elko, at Bruneau, Idaho, we spied
a small museum that was impossible to pass up. This one held treasures
from the early pioneering days on the Owyhee Desert, where life was
cheap but rewarding. We crossed that same desert both rapidly and in
complete, air-conditioned comfort. How the times had changed.
Most of the time, when he didn’t have a lot of stuff to move,
Glen travelled back and forth to Moscow by air or with fellow
students. However, Rita and I made the trip again with him in August
of 1981. This time, for a change of scenery, we went through Eastern
Oregon and Washington; through Walla Walla and Pullman. The landscape,
of low hills and rolling fields of grain, was vastly different from
that in central Idaho. It also took longer to get to Moscow that way.
Rita and I stayed in Moscow long enough to help Glen clean and
move into a different apartment, this one just off the highway south
of the campus. It was no great shakes of a place, but he’d have it all
to himself, and his cat. As usual, Rita filled his cupboards with food
and sundries. Before leaving him to his studies, we dined in one of
Moscow’s finer restaurants. Glen and Rita had an appetite for lobster,
but there was none to be had on that particular day. I think they
settled for inland food: as in beef.
Instead of hurrying home, Rita and I turned toward Coeur d’Alene.
We found both the lake and the city, the latter on the far north
shore, to be more beautiful and intriguing than either of us could
have imagined. We toured the downtown part of the city by car and on
foot, and then cruised the blue-water lake aboard the “Mish An Nock”
(Morning Star) whose skipper provided a wealth of information relative
to the lake, the city and surrounding territory. Of particular
interest was the housing development along the southwest shore. The
homes, perched elegantly on a high bluff overlooking the lake, were a
cut above the usual lakeside cottages. Long flights of wooden stairs
led from boat docks at lake level to the homes above. But what made
them unique was that there was no way to get there by land. No roads.
The only access was via the lake, by boat in the summertime, or by
snow-vehicle in the winter when the lake was frozen.
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“Imagine having to pack your groceries up those stairs,” Rita
remarked in passing.
Coeur d’Alene Lake, we agreed, might well surpass Lake Tahoe in
all-around beauty. For one thing it was not yet overcrowded. We had no
trouble at all finding a vacant room at the North Shore Hotel, a room
from which we could observe the lake but just barely.
One of the most memorable places in Coeur d’Alene was the “Pie
Factory.” Located in a refurbished mercantile building in the heart of
the old city, it turned out a large volume and wide variety of pies,
but was not really a factory at all. It was a restaurant. The interior
decor was “old barn board,” with artifacts from the ‘30s on walls and
shelves low and high. Rita and I could relate to those items - washing
machines, ice boxes, butter churns, basic kitchen utensils and farm
tools - from our association with them as kids.
We were shown to a booth, not unlike a small horse stall, to be
seated on hard board benches. For dinner I had a steak, a giant baked
potato, bread and salad, and of course pie. The main course was served
on warmed pie tins, the salad on chilled pie tins. The food was good.
The pie was perhaps the best I had ever tasted in a restaurant. But
since each piece was almost a quarter of the whole, and since we were
already uncomfortably full, we took our servings to the hotel for
breakfast. I rated the Pie Factory “The best restaurant in the West.”
And in spite of its distance from Sparks, we vowed to return if
possible.
We were also favorably impressed by Coeur d’Alene’s antiques
stores. Perhaps because they were so far north and with a relatively
small market, they contained a wealth of treasures at reasonable
prices (though we bought very little). Among the unique items in one
store was a small post office, at least the insides of one, including
its wall of numbered boxes, counter and scales.
It would have been fun to go on to Canada, but we could ill
afford the money or the time right then. The next best thing was to
take a new and different way home, via Montana and eastern Idaho.
It was a bright and sunshiny day when we crossed Idaho’s narrow
panhandle on I-90, and made it as far as Cataldo before stopping at
the “Old Mission.” Said to be the oldest standing building in Idaho,
the mission was designed by one Father Anthony Ravalli and
constructed, under his direction, by Coeur d’Alene Indians in the midnineteenth century. They built it literally by hand, of adz-hewn
timbers and boards held together by mortise- and-tenon. Solid,
practical yet beautiful, the completed mission - at 110-feet long, 40feet high and 40-feet wide - must have seemed monstrous to the
Catholicized Indians who worshipped there.
From Cataldo the freeway took us over a mountainous, heavily
forested region, eventually into the blue-sky state of Montana. At the
near edge of Missoula we left the wide freeway for US-93 south,
through the rich farm country of the Bitterroot River Valley.
Somewhere along there we stopped and entered a farmhouse/antique
store, and learned more about Montana from the talkative ladies inside
than we really wanted to know.
Climbing to 7,000’ above-sea-level, we came to Lost Trail Pass
and the junction with route SR-43. Chief Joseph Pass was only a half-
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mile away, so we went the distance, parked the car, got out and stood
on the Continental Divide - that doubles as the boundary between
Montana and Idaho - just to say we had done so. Here, also, was where
the Nez Perce, weary but still resolute in their flight from Oregon,
had crossed and dropped down to the Big Hole River where they would
again have to fight the White Eyes.
Continuing south on US-93 (appropriately designated a scenic
route) we came to the pure and shining Salmon River. It was much
smaller here than where it flowed by Riggins, after cutting through
the mountains. Next was Challis, a really small town at the mouth of
an east-facing canyon. It was lunchtime, so we went to a cafe that
touted fresh-baked bread. The atmosphere was homey and the food was
good. Challis had recently been subjected to a sizable earthquake, and
signs of the damage to many of the structures was still in evidence.
Farther on, our scenic route (now SR-75) paralleled the Sawtooth
Mountain Range; a well named, gigantic, jagged spine of the Rockies.
Ketchum, the gateway to Sun Valley, was larger than I had
expected. We would stay the night in the Tyrolean Lodge, where our
spacious room came with a view of the now-green ski slopes across the
valley to the west.
Before dark we drove up the hill to Sun Valley, a couple of miles
above Ketchum. Sun Valley was one of the first resorts in the U.S.
specifically designed for winter sports. And, I suspect, to line the
pockets of the developer, the Union Pacific Railroad. The village was
exceptionally clean, neat and picturesque in a truly alpine sense.
With some difficulty I found a place to park the car, and then we
strolled about the tree-shrouded walkways in the twilight, dined in a
rough-timbered lodge, and watched young and old people gliding on
blades of steel to the strains of the “Skater’s Waltz, at an outdoor
rink. We were both reminded of Sonja Henie, as she had appeared in the
1941 movie “Sun Valley Serenade.”
It was a nice village, but extremely difficult to get around
after dark. Not only were the street signs small and obscure, but
street lamps were virtually nonexistent. I guess you were expected to
know where you’re going, or to be there before sundown. In our favor,
it was not at all busy that night.
We made another short stop at Hailey, to visit Blaine County’s
historical museum, and the rest of our journey home was routine.
It was once again late summer when Rita and I returned to Moscow
in 1982, a trip that should have been made in the spring when Glen was
supposed to have graduated from the U-of-I. But he had fooled around
in his last semester and had to spend the summer earning the necessary
credits for his degree. I had chuckled (to myself) on receiving his
letter of June 21, 1982. It was the kind comedians use when poking fun
at wayward college kids:
“Dear Mom and Dad...have had unusual expenses.... Could you
please loan me another $400?” (Not his exact words, but close.)
Now Glen had finally completed his studies and was ready to
return home. Once again the old Travelall would serve as a moving van.
Because Glen had not had time to see much of Northern Idaho, and since
Rita and I were so smitten with Coeur d’Alene, when his goods and
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furnishings were all loaded we headed straight for that city-by-thelake and checked into a motel.
Together we toured the old downtown, which had not yet totally
fallen under the wrecker’s ball. Some of the new buildings were of
architectural interest, though, especially a modern office-building
standing on pilings over the water near the North Shore Hotel.
We walked a forest trail around the point east of the marina, and
then, in keeping with our earlier promise, returned to the Pie Factory
for dinner. We were not disappointed. Everything was equal to or
better than before.
When we were ready to leave the motel, Kelso, who was supposed to
be in the Travelall, was nowhere to be seen. The three of us spent an
inordinate amount of time searching for him. Luckily, for the cat,
just when I was ready to abandon him, Glen found the incorrigible
hiding among his architectural models in the back of the vehicle. How
exasperating!
On our way back south, remembering how much we had enjoyed the
Payette Lodge, Rita and I decided to stop there with Glen. We got a
room, dined in the exquisitely furnished lake-view dining room, and
strolled along the beach at dusk. That night, Kelso was a not-sowelcome guest in our room. Curious and sensitive to every sound and
movement he roamed from bed to dresser to windowsill and back until
daybreak. Which, by the way, dawned very early over the lake, like a
picture postcard.
While homeward bound that day, again a feeling of sadness came
over me. With the ending of Glen’s college days in Moscow, we had lost
a compelling reason to visit the wonderfully interesting and inviting
north of Idaho. I, for one, would miss it.
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CHAPTER SEVENTY-FIVE
ON TO THE EIGHTIES
In 1976, the 200th anniversary of the Declaration of Independence
was observed with remembrances, music, parades and renewed pride in
our country. In 1977, a Democrat took over the White House when Jimmy
Carter, a southerner, was voted president. I had the impression that
he was really a conservative at heart, to the dismay of his party’s
liberal members. Among other things, he eliminated some of the
perquisites normally enjoyed by White House staffs.
However, it was during Carter’s regime that interest rates and
inflation soared, and welfare and other such expenditures reached new
highs. At the same time, illegal immigrants began pouring into our
country like rats from a sinking ship, bringing with them a new set of
problems. While I admired Carter as a man, I disagreed with some of
his state decisions; especially his signing away the Panama Canal, and
his pardoning of all Vietnam-era draft dodgers.
In 1980, Ronald Reagan, a conservative Republican, ran for the
presidency touting a truism, “Government is not the solution to our
problem, government is the problem.” And he won. Warning that our
country was fast approaching a day of reckoning, he sought significant
cuts in spending and taxes. His assessment of the state of the union
was right on the mark, but he would be unsuccessful in effecting a
cure. Trying to get a liberal Congress to reduce taxes and spending
was like turning a battleship in a bathtub (to use an old cliché).
Closer to home, Nevada’s population and that of the Truckee
Meadows (Reno and Sparks) were skyrocketing. It really took off when
MGM, an offshoot of the motion picture company, constructed a highrise hotel-casino in the middle of the valley. That enterprise,
awesome though it might be, signaled the end of Reno’s “Biggest Little
City” image. From then on downtown casinos, in order to remain
competitive, followed suit with towers of their own.
Statistically (not counting the weekend influx of gamblers) by
1980 the population of Reno-Sparks, at over 141,500, was double that
of the early 1960s. In the same period the state-wide population had
nearly tripled, to about 800,000 citizens (plus an unknown, high
number of illegal aliens). Nevada was, for most of that time, the
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fastest growing of all the contiguous states; a fact that was not, in
my opinion, something to be proud of. Growth, contrary to what
chambers of commerce would like us to believe, does not produce
revenues commensurate with costs.
To put things in perspective: In 1950, there was two-thirds of a
square mile of Nevada for every resident. In 1980, there were only 83acres per resident. It was a far cry from the state that I adopted in
1948.
So why was Nevada’s population increasing at such an alarming
rate? Natural conditions – the hot and cold desert climate, lack of
life sustaining resources - were never enough to attract a
multitudinous society of city dwellers. It was simply a matter of
space. Nevada had space as yet unfilled.
During and after World War II, great numbers of people migrated
to sunny California. The population of that state grew like Topsy.
Eventually, to escape its burgeoning population, many of them drifted
back over the boundary into Nevada; most of them, thankfully, to Las
Vegas. By the thousands they came, until Nevada’s once predominant
livestock and mining industries were literally eclipsed by gaming and
tourism. Those who came needed places to live, and others came to
build homes for them. They needed more services, so others came to
provide them. And that’s how a modern society thrives (albeit at some
cost) on population growth. Civilization as we know it could not exist
without growth.
It is really sad, when you think about it, but overpopulation is
the root cause of virtually every problem experienced by Mankind.
Ironically, while man has the ability above all other creatures
to save and mend and extend life, he has not yet demonstrated
sufficient intelligence, or will, to accept the responsibility for
those actions. He has not yet made a real attempt to control his own
numbers. He has not yet seen fit to initiate real, worldwide birth
control. He has not yet recognized the wisdom of casting off the
incurably infirm, as do others in the animal kingdom, nor has he the
compunction to eradicate vicious and destructive rogues from his
midst. Instead, he expands his population with abandon, a practice
that can only lead to the slow-but-sure demise of his species.
In the spring of 1981, Rita and I decided to travel to southern
California - despite my aversion for that crowded, over-indulgent part
of the country - to see how Gina and Tony were getting along. (The
answer to why anyone would choose to live down there has never been
revealed to me.)
Gina had tired of being a school teacher in Reno and, with the
objective to work in her chosen field of art, entered the College of
Art and Design in Pasadena. Located on a steep sidehill northwest of
the Rose Bowl, it was an attractive place. The main building, while a
bit too modern for my taste (I prefer the ivy-covered halls found in
the East) was pleasing in its own way. And the grounds were landscaped
to perfection. She lived just a few miles away, in a second-floor
apartment on Washington Street in old Pasadena.
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Tony, at that time, was very much involved in Scientology, and
had a room at the “church” complex in Los Angeles. He was smiling and
apparently healthy when we (Rita, Gina and I) picked him up on our way
to Disneyland. It was our first chance in years to spend a few hours
with him, and it was very enjoyable.
It must have been our third or fourth visit to that modern
fairyland, but there were plenty of new things to see and do. However,
it seemed as if there were more obnoxious kids around than ever
before. Perhaps it was a sign of our getting older.
Gina took us to see the new Norton-Simon Museum, on a corner of
the Rose Bowl parade route in Pasadena, and then we travelled all the
way across the basin to Marina Del Key for dinner. (Southern
Californians think nothing of driving 30- to 50-miles to a restaurant
rather than choose one just around the corner, a habit that
contributes to the problems of traffic and smog.)
This was a fancy Japanese restaurant, Beni Hana’s. I called it
Benny Ha-Ha’s because the concept seemed so ridiculous to me. Gina had
been assured, when she telephoned for reservations, that they could
serve an American entree, a filet mignon. But this is how it went:
After the usual Los Angelean wait in a crowded foyer, we were
shown to our table - actually a half-moon-shaped counter in front of a
hot grill that we would share with another couple of people - to sit
uncomfortably on stools with our elbows on the high rim of the
counter. A Japanese cook (or entertainer) soon went into his act,
tossing half-cooked shrimp and other unmentionables into the air,
catching them with a kind of spatula, and directing them to each of
our plates in turn. But not mine! I shook my head in the negative when
he looked my way. I would wait for the one thing that I knew would be
palatable; the steak.
I watched in mild amusement as the entertainer prepared the meal
for the others; not one vegetable or creature from the sea escaped
being chopped, tossed, patted, dipped and shuffled around on the
sizzling grill. At last he (who probably didn’t speak or understand a
word of English) picked up and held out a lovely filet mignon for me
to see. I smiled and nodded in assent.
And then (as I have oft-since repeated) “Right before my very
eyes he commenced to ruin that thick, tender hunk of the best part of
a steer. He sliced it this way and that until it was but a pile of
dice-sized cubes. He smeared it with horrid juices and herded it along
with the other stuff on the grill.” I was, to say the least,
crestfallen. But somehow I managed to maintain my composure. At long
last, smiling in the inimitable way of the Japanese, he shoveled the
pile of diced steak onto my plate. I tasted it...laid down my fork
(the only one at the table) and sat-out the meal.
A story of adventure in a foreign land.
Rita and I were staying with Gina, in her apartment. Early in the
morning of the day that we were to leave, we were roused by the sounds
of sirens and a fire-truck just outside our window. We could hear men
shouting, and caught the words that a car was on fire in the back
parking lot. Both Rita and I almost panicked (although I tried to be
nonchalant) since our car was parked back there and might well be
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burning right now. I couldn’t help thinking ahead to the hassles we’d
have, dealing with the insurance company, getting rid of the charred
car-chassis and finding a way home with all our baggage. I hurriedly
pulled on my pants and a jacket, and joined Gina and Rita, who were
clad in their night robes, outside on the balcony.
What a relief. It was not our car that was on fire but one parked
across the way, ironically, right where I had parked the Volare every
night previously.
Here’s how the story unfolded: A tenant had started his car (a
big Olds or similar car) and left it running “to warm up” while he ate
breakfast. Imagine having to warm up your car in Southern California.
The carburetor apparently flooded, the gas caught fire, and before it
was noticed the whole thing was burning out of control. The heat and
flames spread to a little foreign car beside it, burning the paint and
tires, and melting-down its decorative plastic chrome. I gave a prayer
of thanks that those spaces had been occupied when we returned the
night before. Now the carport roof was ablaze, and above it a pair of
giant eucalyptus trees ignited like rockets. The combination of
burning gas, oil, paint, plastic, rubber tires, wooden frames and
exploding trees resulted in a fantastic pyrotechnic display. The
firemen ultimately got the upper hand, the neighborhood excitement
died down and we ate our breakfast in peace.
An hour later, Rita and I had packed our things, said good bye to
our daughter and left the city of roses.
Since we were so far away from home anyway, we decided to take
the long way back to Sparks and do some sightseeing. So we headed for
Malibu, there to visit one of the most impressive collections of art
and artifacts in the world: the J. Paul Getty Museum.
It is a remarkable place, a replication of an ancient Roman
villa. Surrounded by beautifully manicured gardens, the interior is
filled with precious and rare Greek and Roman antiquities, early
European paintings and sculptures, and an extensive collection of
vintage photographs. We must have been three or four hours there, and
left with the feeling that we’d barely scanned the surface.
We travelled up the coast on the alleged Pacific Coast Scenic
Highway. I use the word “alleged” since, because of the ubiquitous
coastal fog, we could only imagine what wonders might exist along the
way.
That night we slept in a motel in the dreary little town of San
Simeon, and in the morning rode a bus (private vehicles were not
allowed) up a steep mountain road to the Hearst Castle. Standing some
1,600’ above the ocean, it was said that William Randolf Hearst had
chosen the location because it was almost always in the clear, just a
few feet above California’s coastal fog.
We opted for the first of four possible tours, which enabled us
to see the most important features of the buildings and grounds, and
left the other three for the future. I was favorably impressed by
everything in sight, and thankful that Hearst had invested his money
in such a noble project.
(Of the several photos I took that day, one, of the Grecian pool,
would be used in a magazine called “Discover the Californias.” It was
a good slide, but its use was due more to good luck than anything. If
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it weren’t for a friend of Gina’s, Christine Prapas, an agent looking
for photos of California subjects for her client, it would never have
left my file.)
I shot another fine scene when, at Big Sur, a miracle of nature
parted the fog and we looked down from a verdant escarpment onto a
surf-pounded beach and the blue Pacific. A mile farther on the fog was
again as thick as ever. And so it was the rest of the way to Ruth’s
place, in Pacific Grove. In fact, we would not see the sun again
until, after enjoying a couple of days in the Monterey area with Ruth,
we made our way slowly over Pacheco Pass into the broad San Joaquin
Valley. Of course it would be sunny at home, as it is more often than
not.
In June of that same year, Betty’s youngest daughter, Susan, who
was touring the country by bus (I think), dropped in to see us. She
was especially interested in wildlife areas so we took her to the
Stillwater Refuge east of Fallon, where, because the Sierras had had a
winter of good snows and following runoff, a variety of birds were
then in residence. Susan was able to identify all of them.
Gina came to town while Susan was with us, so Rita and I took
them and a picnic lunch to the east shore of Pyramid Lake - to the bay
adjacent to the great rock pyramid - to spend a pleasant half-day
eating, sunning and visiting, and watching the great white pelicans
soar gracefully over the lake.
The pelican is well known for its curious way of feeding - they
like to “gang up” and herd a school of fish into the shallows, then
scoop the individuals into their big baggy bills - but I think they
are even more remarkable for their flying skills.
Some would say they are ugly birds. And so they appear on the ground.
But in flight they are a marvelous machine; sleek, efficient and
beautiful in spite of their ponderous weight and size. We have often
observed a large flock, usually in the spring or fall, soaring high
above the land on a thermal, so high they are al

most invisible to the naked eye; but every time the flock turns
into the sun, in unison, the light reflects from their bright white
wings like an explosion of incendiaries against the deep blue sky.
Over water, when moving from one feeding station to another, they
invariably fly in single file at whitecap level, taking advantage of
the lift afforded close to the water. As the lead bird rises and
descends slightly, the next bird follows suit and so on down the line.
The resulting undulation resembles a shallow sine-wave in motion.
Ten months later, on a cool but sunny day in April, Rita and I
were again picnicking at that historic pyramid site; this time with
Stanley, Elsie, Charlie and Florence, who were touring the country by
car. We had come from Sparks in the Travelall, which was roomy and
well suited to the gravelly, sandy, mostly rough access road (but hard
on my passengers). On seeing the country around the lake, Elsie
observed that it was “pretty desolate and barren,” an opinion probably
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shared by Florence, while Stan and Charlie seemed to have gotten a
better impression of it all. (The desert lake, described in a previous
chapter, is different from most lakes and appears a bit shocking to
someone fresh from the East.) Anyway, I really enjoyed our tailgate
picnic at the site of Fremont’s encampment.
A couple of days prior to our trip to Pyramid Lake, we were
pleasantly surprised when Raymond, who had actually accepted my
invitation, joined us in Sparks for a mini-reunion. Now there were
four of us Phelps boys together.
With the easterners we toured Virginia City, walked the old
boardwalks, wandered in and out of the many saloons, visited “The Way
it Was” museum (one of the best in the country with respect to the
mining industry) and Piper’s Opera House. We lunched in a new little
restaurant on C Street, not far from the old telephone office (now a
museum) then moseyed through boot hill, northeast of town on a ridge.
Again Elsie noted the differences; between this dry, grass-less,
obviously unmaintained cemetery and the lush, green, well-manicured
resting places in New England.
Our guests’ next objective was to visit Ruth in California. Rita
and I, with their agreement, decided to travel part way with them, as
far as Yosemite National Park. Charlie and Florence rode with us in
our Volare, as I led the way, while Stan and Elsie followed in their
Ford. I chose to go by way of South Lake Tahoe, so they’d have a peek
at that beautiful “lake in the sky.” Of course, Stanley and Elsie had
already seen it from the air, back in 1973, when we had flown over it
in Roy McClain’s airplane, but this time they’d see it close up.
Like all good tourists, we pulled off the highway at the boat
landing below Cave Rock so that everyone could pose for the inevitable
snapshot with the blue water and snowcapped mountains in the
background.
At the state line, we had a fine meal in one of Harrah’s
restaurants, right across the street from Harvey’s. It was there, at
Harvey’s, that a bomb had been exploded just a few days before our
visit, after a disgruntled weirdo had set the bomb and warned the
authorities of its existence. I explained that the place had been
quickly evacuated and a bomb-squad brought in, hopefully to defuse the
explosive device. Sand bags and barriers were stacked up to absorb and
direct the blast if they failed. In the end, the experts were forced
to detonate the device in-situ.
The damage done by the blast was still very much in evidence. (I
was reminded of the blast at Wendover Notch.) The north walls of
several floors were missing. While parts of the casino-hotel were back
in operation, a lot of time and money would be required to restore the
big resort to normal.
From State Line we went over Echo Summit and down the west side
of the Sierra Nevada to Placerville, then south on SR-49 through the
foothills and “Forty Niner” country. (I have never learned whether it
was by coincidence or design that that highway was so numbered.)
Charlie noted, as we passed by the numerous farms and orchards and
fields in the rolling foothills, how much the country resembles that
of inland New England. It was especially true in the flush of early
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spring. Later on it would turn brown, browner than anything in New
England would ever be.
In the middle of the old gold rush town of Jackson, we were lucky
enough to find two parking spaces on a busy street. A short distance
away, a sign directed us to a restaurant upstairs in a decrepit old
block building; nothing fancy, but the atmosphere was congenial and
the food good enough.
Stan and Elsie, and probably Charlie and Florence as well, were
used to having their big meal at noon. I suppose it was partly from
longtime habit (dairy farmers always had their dinner at noon) but it
was also a practical routine.
“It don’t make sense to eat a big hearty meal and then go to
bed,” said Stan.
“However,” Elsie admitted, “it isn’t easy finding a good dinner
on a luncheon menu.”
After dining, because our time was running short and we could not
afford to wander around the old gold-mining town, we returned to our
vehicles and went non-stop to Yosemite Valley, arriving in the middle
of the afternoon.
This was the first time since 1956 that Rita and I had visited
the park. We were immediately struck by the difference between then
and now; between late summer and spring. This was exactly the right
time to come, when the snows had gone from the valley floor but
remained in a state of melting suspension on the cliffs above.
As we approached the valley I was stopped by a flagman. The road
had been blocked by a recent avalanche of snow and ice and gigantic
blocks of granite rock. Workers were even then removing the detritus,
having cleared only enough to allow one-way traffic with attendant
delays. A few days earlier and we’d have been really disappointed, for
the only other way in was many miles around.
The winter of ‘81-’82 had been a big one, and every canyon wall
was dripping with snow-melt. Draped over glacier-worn granite
escarpments, thin wispy threads of silver hung from high ledges like
Christmas tinsel from a fireplace mantel. The largest waterfalls,
notably Bridal Veil and Yosemite, poured volumes over the cliffs and
pounded the rocks below with a roar that echoed unceasingly throughout
the valley. All of this and more we admired, wide eyed, as we drove
and stopped and ogled and drove up the south leg of the loop road.
Entertaining an idea that we might possibly find rooms within the
park, we enquired at the Yosemite Village lodge. Surprisingly, a few
accommodations were still available; not in the lodge itself but in
so-called primitive cabins nearby, The descriptive “primitive,”
meaning that the decor was log-and-board and the toilets were within
walking distance, caused both Elsie and Florence to vote against our
staying there.
Just as well. For even the rooms at the motel in El Portal, the
little village outside the gate, barely met with Florence’s approval.
Rita and I offered to share with Stan and Elsie the room overlooking
the white, fast running Merced River, leaving the smaller, quieter
room to her and Charlie. That arrangement worked out well. We enjoyed
being lulled to sleep by the sound of rushing water beneath our
window.
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In the morning, after breakfast, we returned to the valley for a
second look around, and to take more pictures. At one place I got a
bright idea, handed my camera to Rita, and stood beside Stan and
Charlie while she snapped a picture of us with the “Three Brothers”
peaks in the background.
After leaving the park, we went to the quaint little tourist town
of Mariposa and dined in a big new restaurant before parting company
with the cross-country travelers. From Mariposa they would traverse
the San Joaquin Valley to Ruth’s place.
Rita and I would make our journey home a leisurely one, through
the gold country of yesteryear. Never had I seen a grander medley of
wildflowers, mile after mile of poppies, lupines and other species in
abundance on the canyon sides, stretching from the very edge of the
tarmac to the deep blue sky above. More than once I was compelled to
stop and snap a picture.
It was late afternoon when we reached Sonora, another old mining
town of the Gold Rush days. After driving up and down the main street
a couple of times, looking, we stopped at the antiquated Gunn House to
try for lodgings. They had just what Rita was looking for. An old but
comfortable room furnished with antiques, including the bed.
The Gunn House stood on a really steep hillside so our room,
ostensibly on the second floor, was at ground level in the back. From
the veranda we could look up at the houses on an upper street, whose
foundations were a hundred feet higher yet. Rita and I were intrigued
by the sight of a very large tree up there, one that was literally
engulfed by a wisteria; giant purple flowing blooms such as I’d never
before seen. The sight would lead to our buying such a plant on our
way home.
The old town of Columbia, a few miles north of Sonora, kept us
intently occupied in the morning. Originally a mining community, now a
state park, many of the original establishments had been preserved or
restored. The blacksmith shop, restaurants, gift shops, livery and so
on were once more in business, serving the touring public instead of
prospectors, miners, speculators, gamblers and rounders. A two-story
schoolhouse stood proudly on the hill above town. It was a strenuous
climb from the shady parking lot to the building, and another up an
outside stairway to the second floor. But it was a meager price to pay
for the privilege of viewing the two turn-of-the-century classrooms
(through the windows), classrooms virtually identical to those that
Rita and I had attended back in the 1930s, classrooms that appeared
ready for the bell to toll and students to take their seats.
But the highlight of our trip was Volcano, a little old town off
the beaten path yet still inhabited. Named for the volcano-like
depression in which it lay, its saloons and dance halls had done a
lively business at the height of the Gold Rush. We sort of stumbled
onto the place, while on our way from Daffodil Hill.
Rita had heard of Daffodil Hill, which was for many years on the
list of attractions put out by travel agencies, so we decided to
detour from the main highway to see what it was all about.
Back in the 1850s, so the story goes, the mistress of the farm
began to cultivate every variety of the trumpet-like flowers. Until,
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in the spring, a half-acre swale behind the barn and below a stand of
pines was alive with color. The neighbors were attracted to the
gardens, and, it being a fine Sunday drive from the city, the “hill”
became a tourist Mecca. Folks came by the thousands to see and enjoy
the flowers.
So, too, we went to the hill as tourists, to stroll along the
winding garden path and appreciate, as they had since the last
century, this unique collection of daffodils, jonquils and other early
bloomers. There were hay fields off to the north. Resident peacocks
and chickens provided farm sounds. But as far as I could tell, the
farm’s real revenue was derived from an entrance fee and the sale of
items in the barn-turned-gift-shop.
Rather than return the way we had come, through Fiddletown (a
romantic name if there ever was one), we went south toward SR-88, the
route we would take over the Sierras to Nevada. And that’s how we came
to Volcano, three-miles down the road from Daffodil Hill. Acting on a
whim, Rita and I agreed that it would be fun to stay there overnight.
But first we had to make a telephone call to Nancy, who was watching
our house and cats in our absence and who expected us home that
evening.
“We’ve decided to stay overnight in Volcano,” Rita spoke into the
pay phone.
“What?” and “Where?” Nancy questioned, wondering if she had a bad
connection.
“Not in a volcano, but in Volcano,” was the answer; followed, of
course, by a good deal of explanation. Not many people had ever heard
of Volcano.
We secured a room in the only hotel in town, St. George’s, a
white, two-story frame building with vine covered porches at both
levels across the front. There was still some time before dusk, so we
toured the town on foot, stopping at each historic site to read the
printed information posted thereon. All of the historic structures
were either privately occupied or closed to the public at that hour,
so we had to be content with viewing them from the street.
Uphill from the pristine St. Bernard’s church was the cemetery.
As always, for reasons known only t herself, Rita didn’t want to spend
much time up there. Back in the main part of town, in addition to twoscore or more typical residences, were a brewery, a schoolhouse, an
express office (not restored), the Fallon House Theater and a general
store. The latter was still doing business pretty much in the same old
way.
It was there, at the general store/gas station/restaurant, that
we took our evening meal; after learning that in order to dine at the
hotel we should have made reservations several hours in advance, so
the management would know whether or not to fire up the range and call
in the cook.
Supper wasn’t much, but a sandwich was better than nothing. We
had just settled into a pair of decrepit chairs at a rocking table on
an uneven brick floor to eat, when the small-town quiet was suddenly
interrupted. A small band of motorcyclists roared up outside, parked
their “hogs” in front of the door and spilled into the tiny
establishment. What a bunch: men and women alike with long, straggly
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hair and tattoos on every exposed (and presumably unexposed) part of
their bodies, all of them dressed in black leather jackets, pants and
boots, and with rings in their ears. Only the kids (three or four of
them, under the age of seven) appeared slightly more normal. I felt
sorry for the young ones.
Needless to say, Rita and I quickly finished our meal and left
the premises.
Earlier, on checking in at the St. George’s Hotel, when told that
there was but one bathroom per floor, we had decided against staying
in the hotel proper in favor of a room in an annex, a string of about
eight modern motel units in back, each with its own bathroom. As it
turned out, we could have stayed in the hotel and still had a bathroom
for our private use. We were the only guests in town.
In the morning, at breakfast, for which we had wisely made
reservations the night before, we found ourselves alone in the grand
dining room. It was a stately room with a very high ceiling, from
which were suspended electric (once gaslight) chandeliers, and walls
covered with a heavy, ornate, velvety material. Our table for two,
near a tall, curtained window in front, was set with fine china and
heavy silverware on a linen tablecloth, with a single fresh red rose
in a vase for a centerpiece.
There was no menu from which to choose our meal. The hostess, who
may also have been the hotel manager, greeted us with a smile, coffee
and juice. The main course consisted of, as I recall, bacon and eggs,
country fries, and either toast or pancakes.
Breakfast was a wonderful experience, and quite a contrast to
supper the night before.
We made the scenic crossing over Luther Pass without incident,
and all too soon our sightseeing journey was concluded.
“Going home” is an event that can be appreciated only by one who
has lived “away” for a period of time. It is an emotion that cannot be
experienced by someone who has always lived in or near the land of his
youth.
Considering the fact that, in the twelve years following
1952, I never once re-visited my Yankee homeland, it seems almost
inconceivable that in the next seventeen years, from 1965 to 1982, I
made seven such trips.
While every visit was a joyful occasion, one of the most
significant was that of March of 1979, on the occasion of Mother’s
90th birthday.
Mother had lived alone for many years, ever since Bob, the last
of her brood, left home in the 1950s. Soon after his leaving, she
moved from the old Haskell building in Northfield center to an
upstairs apartment in Betty and Art’s home in East Northfield. I think
she called that “home” for about twenty years.
Except for its being a long way from her job at the library, it
was a wonderful place for her to live. Betty kept a watchful eye on
her, and drove her to the store or the doctor or wherever she needed
to go. And Betty’s children, especially Paul, often dropped in to chat
with her and help with menial chores.
But in the winter of 1975-76, when Mother lost much of her
eyesight to cataracts (one of which was operated on) and was fearful
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of falling on the long stairway to her apartment, she parted with most
of her remaining furniture and household goods and moved to Amherst,
to live with Dot and Elly. There she had a comfortable room of her
own, virtually no steps to climb, and Dot and Elly to care for her
needs and entertainment. She stayed with them for a period of about
three years, and then moved to Springfield to live with John and
Gladys.
When I arrived in 1979, Mother had welcomed me in her room on the
ground floor at John’s home. It was a cozy room, filled with, in
addition to her favorite rocking chair and a comfortable bed, the last
of her worldly goods; a dresser, a secretarial desk, a bedside stand
and a few odds and ends. Oh yes, and scores of photographs. In the
desk she kept a supply of stationery, cards and writing materials, the
tools of her last real occupation, that of corresponding with and
remembering the birthdays and anniversaries of her children and three
generations of grand-children. Best of all, she appeared to be in good
health and humor.
She wanted to know all about my family and work and, during our
conversation, frequently asked about Raymond, whom she had not seen in
many years (although they corresponded regularly). After a while, at
her behest, I retrieved the photograph albums and memorabilia from
under her bed and we went through them one by one. The photos and news
clippings triggered her memory to recount innumerable family stories,
some of which I had heard dozens of times before, some that I had
never heard, or had forgotten.
Mother’s birthday was just a day or two away, so I gave her the
gift that Rita and I had picked out for the occasion. It was a
necklace, from which was suspended a rare silver dollar minted in
Carson City in 1889, the year of her birth.
“I’m going to live to be ninety-six,” she said. “My grandma lived
to ninety-six and so will I.”
I didn’t know to whom she referred, which grandmother, but I knew
that she was bound to keep her word.
On the day of her celebration, probably on the weekend as the 7th
fell on a Wednesday, we all met for a banquet. Mother proudly took the
seat of honor at the center of a U-shaped layout of long tables. All
of her children (except Raymond) were present, along with their
spouses (except Rita) and literally dozens of younger-generation
family members. I wished that Rita and our children were with me.
I do not recall what the meal consisted of, but it was
accompanied by an ample supply of cheerful conversation. At the
appropriate time, John, the eldest member of our tribe, made a
congratulatory speech. (There may have been others as well.) And then
we all spent another hour or more visiting and taking pictures.
That party must have been one of the happiest events in our
mother’s long and tedious life; thanks to the efforts of Dorothy,
Betty, and others who put it together. I was thankful to have had the
opportunity to share in the celebration.
In the month of February the following year, 1980, Rita and I
travelled to Elko to join in the celebration of her mother’s 90th
birthday. As usual, Rita contributed her share in the preparation for
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the party, which would be held in the Zunino home. A great many,
though by no means a majority, of Antoinetta’s family and friends were
in attendance. There were finger foods and cake to eat, punch and wine
and other good things to drink, and a good time was had by all. Mother
Zunino was obviously happy.
Rita’s mother lived alone after Sam died in 1972, in the big
house on Fir Street. She was not entirely alone, for three of her sons
and one daughter still resided in Elko. The boys helped with the yard
and maintenance chores, and Angie popped in every day or so to see how
she was getting along.
Then Jim got a job in Elko, on a highway construction project,
and moved in to room and board with her. (His wife, Janie, stayed in
Reno.) In some respects Jim’s being there was a burden to Mom. But on
the other hand he helped with the cooking and other chores. She valued
his company and his presence made her feel needed, an important
element in anyone’s life but especially when you’re getting on in
years.
Additionally, since she frequently got up from her easy chair to
let Jim’s dogs out or in, she could not remain sedentary.
“With those dogs around,” I remarked to Rita, “your Mom never
lacks for exercise.”
One evening, by my count, she averaged four trips-per-hour to the
front door. Watching out for Jim’s dogs, and her old cat, just may
have contributed to her remarkably good health. (Only later would she
be tormented by “shingles,” a malady that stayed with her to her dying
day.)
In August, Rita and I once again travelled to Elko; this time to
meet John and Gladys when they arrived by bus from the East. They were
touring the United States, visiting relatives and friends along the
way. We elected to meet them there, in order to have more time
together before seeing them off on another bus in Reno.
We first showed them around the city of Elko, including our
former home on Sewell Drive and the places where Father had lived.
Rita then packed a lunch and I drove us to Lamoille Canyon, where we
enjoyed a picnic under the quaking aspens near the site of the old
ranger station. It was perfect weather and a perfect setting for such
an outing, and I think our guests appreciated the time away from busy
highways.
On our way to Reno we took a diversionary side-trip north of
Carlin, to see a modern day gold mine. It was something to behold: a
hole in the ground as big as the mountain it replaced had once been.
At the time, it was the largest open-pit gold mine around.
Instead of taking the freeway to Reno, I drove down the littleused highway south of Carlin toward Eureka. We would take US-50 west
from there.
I remember an interesting observation that John made when we were
cruising along through Pine Valley. “I’m glad I came to see the West,”
he said, “to see for myself the natural colors. They really are
different from those in the East.” (Or words to that effect.)
We were still some 30-miles out of Eureka when I saw a large dead
bird in the middle of the road ahead. I braked the Volare to a quick
stop, and we all got out to investigate. The bird was a giant raptor,
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a golden eagle with a six-foot wingspread that had apparently been
feeding on the carcass of a jackrabbit and couldn’t get out of the way
of a passing motorist. To prevent someone’s running over it, John and
I, after holding it up for a picture, hauled it off the roadway and
draped it ceremoniously over the sagebrush. And in spite of the fact
that it was against the law to do so, I loosed a quill or two to serve
as a memento of our trip together. (If we had had the time, room in
the trunk, and the patience to undergo an interrogation, we might have
hauled the eagle to a wildlife official.)
We stopped in Eureka for lunch, and to stroll through the quiet
downtown area of the old (for Nevada) city. John was interested in the
mining town’s architecture, and, standing beside the street with a
small artist’s book in hand he sketched some of the buildings. It was
good that he did that, for it taught me to take a closer look at
things I had seen only at a glance before.
Then it was on to Sparks and home.
From Sparks we made a fast tour of Virginia City, Gold City and
Carson City, went over the mountain to South Lake Tahoe and returned
by way of the Kingston Grade, Genoa and Carson City. Just north of
Carson City I turned onto the scenic Franktown Road. When we came to a
big old weathered barn, John asked me to park the car off the pavement
while he sketched it. Rita, Gladys and I talked while he worked, and
in a half-hour or less, John handed me the completed drawing.
“This is for you,” he said, “with thanks for showing us a good
time in your country.”
I was really happy to accept it. Ever since I was a kid I’ve
admired John’s pen-and-ink drawings.
(Although I had forgotten about it, until John mentioned it in a
recent telephone conversation, he also did a drawing in color that day
- using modern colored-ink pens - of a ranch and mountain scene near
Genoa.)
It was a shame that John could not have spent a month or two in
the West, painting and sketching our unique landscapes. But it was not
to be. With great reluctance we saw him and Gladys off on the “Big Red
Bus,” the vehicle that would take them on to the West Coast, then
eastward across the southern United States and back to New England.
As I watched the bus disappear, it occurred to me that John was
the last of my brothers and sisters to have made the trip from New
England to visit. And once again I was homesick for my homeland.
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CHAPTER SEVENTY-SIX
THE END OF A REWARDING CAREER
The 1980s had begun with a blast. Mount St. Helens, after having
rested in quiet repose for over sixty years, decided to blow her top.
And blow her top she did, in a very big way. The not exactly
unexpected eruption (geologists were monitoring it at the time) blew
ash and smoke ten miles into the air, loosed molten materials and sent
hot mud racing down the mountain-sides, flattened 44,000-acres of
trees, killed a score of people outright and effectively hid four
score more in the devastated landscape.
Gray, powdery ash fell from the expanding cloud like snow,
clogging highways, caving-in roofs and rendering internal combustion
engines virtually inoperative. In the weeks and months that followed,
dust from the eruption hung suspended in the atmosphere, extending all
the way to the east coast of America.
What a blast!
A year-and-a-half later, a muffled blast of an entirely different
nature would affect my life to a much greater degree. This one
originated in Washington D.C.
AT&T, after expending $360,000 and ten months of trials in
defense of its position, agreed to sell off two-thirds of its assets,
thus ending the U.S. Justice Departments’ seven year anti-trust suit.
(Only God knows how much our federal government spent in prosecuting
the action.) The actual divestiture, the split-up of the Bell System,
would take place in 1984.
In exchange for giving up its twenty-two subsidiary companies,
AT&T was promised free access to the so-called “information market,”
of which the computer business was central. I, for one, was very
disappointed with the settlement. I believed that AT&T should have
held on like a bulldog to its traditional organization, and that it
should be allowed to compete in the computer business as well.
Almost everyone agreed that AT&T had operated the best telephone
system in the world, it was sure to provide equally good service in
the information business.
Perhaps the most surprising thing about the trial (if my
understanding of it was correct) was the amount of power invested in,
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or assumed by, one man: Judge Harold H. Greene. Never in my wildest
imaginings could I have guessed that the fate of a corporation the
size and magnitude of the Bell System might be decided by a single
being. It was within Judge Greene’s authority to determine: One, that
the American Telephone and Telegraph Company must be broken up; two,
precisely how it must be done; and three, how the resultant companies
must, and must not, do business in the future.
Granted, the judge’s decisions were arrived at after consultation
with both parties, but I thought such far-reaching decisions should
have required a tribunal at the very least.
The decision and subsequent modifications completely changed the
course of the Bell System, including Nevada Bell. As a consequence I
began to re-think my own future career. I was already unhappy with the
way things had been going (as iterated above) and now that the breakup
decision was final those things were even less apt to change for the
better. The Company would soon be a totally different kind of entity.
Did I really want to be a part of it?
After the breakup, the big microwave-radio routes and the 4-A
switching office in Nevada would no longer be maintained by Nevada
Bell people. Should I, who held an affinity for the toll operations,
go with the AT&T Company? Or should I stay with Nevada Bell and hope
to one day assume responsibility for its residual toll plant?
Because a move to AT&T was sure to mean a transfer away from
Nevada, I decided to stay with Nevada Bell. At least for a while.
In the early 1980s, my good friend Red Wayman suffered a stroke
that left him partially paralyzed. I was saddened to see that once
vigorous man essentially restricted to the parlor of his Elko home.
His lovely wife Helen, attentive as ever, served hot tea and cookies
while we talked about old times and old acquaintances.
We had lots to talk about, for Red had been more than just a
fellow worker and boss to me. He had been my teacher, sponsor,
advisor, confidant and surrogate brother throughout our years of
association. Together we had worked hard on the job, and, with our
comrades, had shared many a good time after hours; socializing in
pubs, lounges and restaurants from Salt Lake City to Las Vegas and San
Francisco; in addition, of course, to those in virtually every town in
northern Nevada.
When Red retired, way back in 1972, Rita and I had attended the
gala dinner party upstairs in the Ranchinn. There must have been a
hundred people there, fellow employees, friends and family, to honor
one of the best men to ever walk the earth. He and Helen enjoyed the
first years of their retirement camping, touring, hunting, fishing,
spending time with their close friends, the Bellingers, of Elko, and
with their daughters and families in Idaho.
It was with a lump in my throat that I said farewell to Red, who,
characteristically, smiled warmly and firmly shook my hand.
By mid-1982, in preparation for its new configuration and because
of a downturn in the nation’s economy, the Pacific Company formulated
a plan for reducing its force. This plan, called MIPP (Management
Income Protection Plan) would provide monetary incentive to managers,
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where it was determined that a surplus existed, to retire early.
Earlier than they had planned to.
The offer was an extremely tempting one. Almost unbelievably so.
In general, the “payoff” amounted to a full salary for two years
followed by one’s normal, earned pension. It was so generous a plan
that I wondered how the Company could afford it.
Many of my close associates took advantage of the offering that
summer. Among them were Bud Jones, Paul Brown, Vince Vercoe, Al
Hiester and Bob Adams. I was not even approached on the subject, and
was a little jealous of those who were.
The good news was that, with Paul Brown’s leaving, I finally got
my long sought after toll district. In addition to my existing special
services, I now had the responsibility for all of Nevada Bell’s toll
operations. In a twinkling of an eye the size of my district force
doubled, from 108 to 217.
The bad news was that, with Al Hiester’s leaving, I now reported
to a California manager, a Mr. R. D. Whipple. He was a nice guy but I
didn’t know him from Adam. Furthermore, although I was actually still
on Nevada Bell’s payroll, in matters relating to toll operations I had
to report directly to Whipple. It was an inefficient and cumbersome
way to run the business.
However, with Judge Greene still working on the details of how he
wanted the “Broken-Bell” to look, the matter was irrelevant. My future
was entirely unpredictable in any event.
The summer was not yet over when, to my surprise, the Company
made a second round of MIPP offers in Nevada. Apparently the original
number of eligibles was insufficient to the cause. This time I was
invited to participate.
Whipple came over the hill from Sacramento to meet with me in
private. He said that my name had come up on Nevada Bell’s surplus
manager list, and that I could take a MIPP early retirement if I so
desired. I asked what would become of my 217-employee force if I left.
He said that it would be “absorbed” by other district managers. (That
was a blow to my ego.) I was given a couple of days to think about his
proposition.
Whipple was barely out the door when I began computing our
(Rita’s and my) assets and liabilities. The mortgage on our home,
thanks to Rita’s having made double-principle payments whenever
possible, had been paid off. And I was thankful that we had not
succumbed to the popular notion of “upgrading” to a newer, bigger, and
more expensive home. Our children were grown. Two of them were on
their own. Only Glen, then in college, might need further financial
assistance. Both Rita and I were conservative by nature, and I was
sure that we could get along right well. If necessary, after the first
two years, I would find a way to augment my income.
I considered my existing and likely future working conditions;
that is, a continually changing organization, new constraints on the
budget, an increase in unnecessary and redundant paperwork, and everincreasing employee-relations problems. The task of getting the job
done efficiently, especially with so many under-qualified people in
the force, was becoming more of a challenge than I liked.
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And then there was the fact that many, if not most, of my fellow
employees had already left the Company. My job would never be the same
without them. In addition to those who had bailed out with MIPP that
summer, Phil Hutchinson and Vic Miller had retired the previous year.
(Vic had retired a few months after suffering a heart attack and
undergoing open-heart surgery.)
There was always the chance that, if I turned down this offer,
there would be another in the near future. But the old saying that
“opportunity knocks but once” was hard to ignore. “To leave or not to
leave?” That was the question.
It was a decision that should have been really difficult to make,
for I was obviously too young to retire and was not, after all,
independently wealthy. But my next communication with Whipple made it
easy. He advised me that, should I stay with the Company, I would most
likely be transferred to a job somewhere in California. That did it. I
immediately contacted the personnel department and asked for a summary
of my retirement benefits.
I really wanted to remain on the job till the first of December,
to round out my service to the Company in full years, but when I asked
Whipple for approval he said that he could make no such allowance. The
effective date of my retirement was set for Thursday, September 16,
1982, two-and-a-half months short of a full 34-years of service with
Nevada Bell. In hindsight, that was long enough.
I picked out my commemorative gift: a gold emblem-ring with two
diamonds and a ruby (denoting 35 years, the closest to my actual
service) under the Bell logo on the outline of the state of Nevada. I
chose the ring over a clock or some other item, with the idea that it
would be more personal and longer lasting.
I also asked for a copy of the Company’s new Spirit of Service
book, with my name embossed in gold on the fancy cover, but was told
that I was not eligible for it in addition to the ring (even though
many of my subordinates had received one as a service anniversary
gift). So I swallowed my pride and asked Dick Van Allen, the V.P. &
G.M., to make an exception in my case. He did, with a personal note of
congratulations to boot.
I completed and forwarded a pound of paperwork to the personnel
department, tied up a few loose ends in my district, and on Wednesday
afternoon of the 15th of September, 1982, packed up my personal
effects and left my office “with finality.”
I should add that my office supervisor, Thelma Brown (no relation
to Paul) when she learned that I was leaving, decided to take her
vested pension and resign. Efficient and dedicated, she had been a
valuable asset to my district operation in particular and to the
Company in general.
Before leaving, Thelma made the arrangements for my retirement
party, which was held on the 23rd of September at the Ramada Inn in
Reno. Rita, elegantly dressed for the occasion, along with Glen and
Nancy, represented my family in attendance. (I wished that others
might have been there as well.) Altogether, over a hundred people came
to wish me well, including, much to my appreciation, Al Hiester and
Dick Van Allen. Thankfully the speeches, including my own, were brief.
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Of the many gifts I received that night, I think I cherished
most, after the gold ring, the old Navy barometer that had been a part
of the Reno toll-testboard. (It was identical to the one in Elko that
I had worked with back in the 1950s.) Tony Laca, who had been
instrumental in having it removed and mounted on a polished-walnut
board, presented it to me on behalf of his toll telephone technicians.
Beneath the barometer was a brass plaque engraved as follows:
G.A. PHELPS

RETIRED

9-15-82

NEVADA BELL

The barometer was especially significant because it reminded me
of my job in the Navy as well as that with Nevada Bell.
I also received a gold-embossed binder filled with over fifty
pages of retirement cards and “memory” pages, and a generous check
from my “telephone friends.”
The whole affair, the only time in my life that I had been so
honored, was an overwhelming experience. It was especially gratifying
considering the fact that retirements, in the previous few months,
were so numerous as to be almost routine.
My association with Nevada Bell, in spite of its ups and downs,
had been more than satisfactory. More than I could ever have hoped
for. God had been good to me. From the time of my reaching the age of
majority, He had drawn me toward a telephone career. Every time I had
tried to make meteorology my life’s work, He steered me toward
electronics. Once involved with the Bell System He had guided me through unselfish mentors Ralph Michelson, Paul Brown, Red Wayman and
Jim Dodson - often against my will to increasingly responsible and
well-paying positions.
Just as the previous generation of telephone men were pioneers in
the days of the first transcontinental open-wire and underground
transmission systems, I was among the pioneers of the post-war era who
implemented the world’s first and foremost microwave-radio technology
for telephone, telegraph and television communications networks. And,
while AT&T’s historic microwave-radio routes across Nevada have now
(as I write) been abandoned in favor of new fiber-optic and satellite
communications systems, it was that technology that led the way. I
live with a feeling of pride in having been a part of it all.
Leaving the Company was a sad experience in many ways. No longer
could I look forward to the almost daily rituals of getting off to
work in the morning, greeting my office staff and others in the
administration building, organizing my daily work, approving (or
disapproving) bills and vouchers, meeting with my colleagues, making
serious and trivial decisions, reviewing productivity and service and
safety results, enjoying the satisfaction of knowing that my people
(the majority of them) were doing a good job.
On the other hand, I felt good that it was all now behind me. No
longer would I have to deal with labor unions, arbitrate petty
differences, mete out discipline, cope with mountains of paperwork
(much of it un-necessary or redundant) or deal with ridiculous,
unworkable, government imposed regulations. It was as if a great load
had been suddenly removed from my shoulders; a load that I had always
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been aware of but, until now, had not realized how enormous it was. My
sense of relief was such that I felt optimistic about the future.
Unlike many of my recently retired cohorts, I had absolutely no
trouble adapting to my new career. Now that I didn’t have to, I found
myself getting up early in the morning. And when the weather was
amenable, which it is throughout some nine months of the year, I would
enjoy a light breakfast, coffee and the morning paper on the front
porch. There I’d sit in the warm sunshine and crisp fresh air and
watch the neighbors off to work. It was like being on vacation inperpetuity. At least I hoped it would be forever.
Because I could do my chores on week-days, rather than in the
evening or on a weekend, such tasks as mowing the lawn and pruning the
trees and shrubs were actually fun. My hobbies occupied more of my
time, and I acquired some new ones that I’d not had time for before;
such as watercolor painting and watching the night sky.
After about a week of this new life - catching up on odd jobs
around the house and yard, engrossed with projects at my work-bench in
the garage, tuning-up my vehicles and so on - it occurred to me that,
although I was busy all the time, I couldn’t really remember what I’d
done just a few days before. It is simply amazing how many things we
do in our daily lives, both significant and trivial, and then forget
about them. I decided to keep a daily journal.
And then, regretting that I had never taken the time to keep an
account of my activities in the past, I decided to partially make up
for the omission by writing this autobiography. It has been a most
rewarding experience. In the course of its writing I have renewed old
acquaintances, remembered events that were all but forgotten, and
learned things that I would otherwise never have learned.
With its completion, another milestone is laid beside the road of
my life.
One last comment: Although I never achieved any kind of fame,
never invented anything like the wheel, never discovered a new land or
a proton, never became a statesman or a politician, never led an army
or a platoon against an enemy, never raced at Indy or made a million
throwing a ball, I’d like to believe that my contribution to the
society of man has been predominantly beneficial.
MAY GOD BE MY JUDGE
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APPENDIX I
PHELPS & MESSER LINES
THE PHELPS LINEAGE FROM EDWARD to AUSTIN
EDWARD PHELPS (b? d!689) [ml645] ELIZABETH SHORT (b? d?)
SAMUEL PHELPS (b!651 d?) [m!682] SARAH CHANDLER (b? d?)
JOHN PHELPS (b!686 d!739) [ml714] SARAH ANDREWS (bl690 d?)
JOHN PHELPS (b!718 d!751) [ml740] DEBORAH LOVEJOY (b!718 d?)
NATHAN PHELPS (b!749 dl812) [3ml779] MARY FLETCHER (b!760 d!822)
WILLIAM PHELPS (bl782 d!836?) [3ml806] SUSANNAH PARLEY (bl787 d?)
JASON PHELPS (bl809 dl889) [ral843] MARY KNOWLTON (b!817 d!886)
ALFRED C.PHELFS (b!855 d!943) [ml880] ANGINETTE SEAVER (b!860 dl944)
AUSTIN CLAYTON PHELPS (b6-28-1987 dl-1-1957)
THE MESSER LINEAGE from RICHARD to FLORENCE
RICHARD MERCER (b? d?) [m] HANNAH SHATSWELL (b? d?)
ABIEL MESSER (b? d?) [m!695] ABIGAIL MARSH (b? d?)
NATHANIEL MESSER (b? d?) [m] ELIZABETH GUTTERSON (b? d?)
ASA MESSER (b!739 d!804) [ml765] ABIAH WHITTIER (b!722 d?)
ALPHEUS MESSER (bl765 d?) [m!778] MEHITABLE KIMBALL (b!749 d?)
LEONARD S. MESSER (b!791 dl870) [ml814] PHILA MORSE (b!795 dl878)
TIMOTHY B. MESSER (b!833 d!865) [m!858] SUSAN BAKER (bl840 d!913)
ELWIN C. MESSER (b!860 d!930) [m!882] HELEN JONES (b!864 d!927)
FLORENCE HELEN MESSER (b3-7-1989 dll-4-1984)
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APPENDIX II
Copy of a Letter Written by WILLIAM F. PHELPS
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APPENDIX III
Copy of the last letter written by Timothy B. Messer
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APPENDIX IV
LIST OF MAJOR CONCERTS PERFORMED
Young People’s Symphony, May 12, 1939 Greenfield, Massachusetts,
violin duet with J. Janek.
Young People’s Symphony, November 11, 1939 Greenfield Town Hall,
Armistice Day Program.
Young People’s Symphony, February 29, 1940 Northfield Town Hall,
violin solo: Hungarian Dance No. V.
Young People’s Symphony, May 13, 1940 Greenfield High School.
Young People’s Symphony, June 4, 1940 Shelburne Falls, violin
solo & duet with J. Janek.
Young People’s Symphony, March 28, 1941 Northfield, violin solo,
Accolay’s Concerto in A-minor, & duet with Helen Howard.
Greenwood Music Camp Orchestra, August 8, 1941 Cummington,
Massachusetts.
Pioneer Valley Symphony, March 3, 1942 Brattleboro, Vermont,
Auditorium.
Young People’s Symphony, April 15, 1942, Trinitarian
Congregational Church, Northfield, duet with J. Janek.
Pioneer Valley Symphony, February 14, 1943 Greenfield High School
Auditorium.
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APPENDIX V
UNITED STATES NAVY SERVICE RECORD
November 2, 1945: Enlisted as Apprentice Seaman
Assigned to Company 4355, U.S. Naval Training Center
Bainbridge, Maryland
January, 1946: Re-assigned to Company 4363
February 4, 1946: Completed Training, Promoted to Seaman 2nd-Class
February 15, 1946: Transferred to U.S.N.T.C. Great Lakes, Michigan
April, 1946: Assigned to Electronics Technician School
June 1, 1946: Promoted to Seaman 1st Class
December, 1946: Transferred to Philadelphia Naval Station
January, 1947: Transferred to Norfolk Naval Station
January 26, 1947: Transferred to Guantanamo Bay Naval Air Station,
Cuba
February, 1947: Assigned to Aerology Group
September 27, 1947: Transferred to Norfolk Naval Station
October 27, 1947: Discharged from Regular Navy
October 27, 1947: Enlisted in U.S. Naval Reserve
May 9, 1950: Discharged from U.S. Naval Reserve

YANKEE-NEVADAN

APPENDIX VI
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APPENDIX VII
BELL SYSTEM SERVICE RECORD
1948
December 1:
Employed by Bell Telephone Company of Nevada, in
Elko, as a Toll Testboardman.
1950
March: Earned F.C.C. Second Class Radiotelephone license.
1955
June 12:
Promoted to Chief Transmissionman (first-level
management) responsible for crew of ten men and maintenance of cable
and microwave-radio repeater stations.
1963
January 1:
Transferred to Reno, promoted to Plant Staff
Supervisor (second-level management), assigned to technical staff with
state-wide duties; office at 328 South Wells Avenue.
1966
June 16:
Promoted to Plant Supervisor (sub-district-level
management) with responsibility for the Nevada Division Plant
Manager’s staff; office at Nevada Bell Headquarters, Plumb Lane.
1968
October 1: Promoted to District Plant Manager.
1969
April 1: Assigned to the Suburban District, with responsibility
for 116 people (ultimately 185), toll and exchange maintenance in
Western Nevada.
August: Enrolled in the Telephone Pioneers of America.
1975
Assigned to the Toll District, with responsibility for 154 people
and toll maintenance in Western Nevada.
1978
April:
Assigned to the Special Services District, with
responsibility for 74 people, special services provision and testing
in Northern Nevada.
1982
May:
Assumed responsibility for 217 people, special services
provision and testing, and circuit provision for Nevada. September 16:
Retired from Nevada Bell.
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APPENDIX VIII
LIST OF MOTOR VEHICLES OWNED
1. Ford 1937: black 2-door coupe, V-8, 60hp, 136 ci. engine; 3-spd manual
transmission; all steel roof; flush-mounted headlights;
pressed steel wheels;
manifold heater; split windshield.
Purchased 8/13/44 from Dorothy Phelps, price $200 Sold 11/45, on
entering the Navy,
$200.
2. Dodge 1938: gray 2-door coupe, Inline-6 engine [Needed overhaul].
Purchased 10/29/47, from Worthy Daily Parking Inc, 240 Worthington St, Springfield,
MA, price $500 Sold 11/47 for cash, $350.
3. Ford 1938: blue 2-door sedan, V-8, 85hp engine; 3-spd manual transmission.
Purchased 11/23/47 from Arthur Platt, Mt. Hermon, MA, price $330. Trade-in value
toward ‘42 Dodge, $345.
4. Dodge 1942: green 2-door club sedan, Model D-22 Inline-6 engine; auto transmission;
hydraulic brakes.
Purchased 12/24/49 from Harris Motors, Elko, NV, price $895. Trade-in value toward ‘48
Packard, $950.
5. Packard 1948: gray 2-door coupe, model 2265 (weight 37601bs) Inline-8, 135hp, 288ci
engine; 3-spd manual transmission; overdrive.
Purchased 7/17/50 from Harris Motors, price $1950 Trade-in value on ‘51 Packard,
$1300.
6. Packard 1951: green 4-door sedan, model 2492 (weight 36601bs)
Inline-8, 135hp, 288ci engine; 3-spd manual transmission, overdrive.
Purchased 6/28/52 at Harris Motors; price $2495 Trade-in on ‘56 DeSoto
7. DeSoto 1956 (new): blue & white 4-door sedan (weight 3855#) V-8 Firedome, 230hp,
330ci engine; 3-spd manual transmission, overdrive.
Purchased 5/1/56 from Bellinger Motors, Elko, NV; price $2500 (“Sold” to a
relative; title never transferred)
8. Studebaker Champion (2nd vehicle) 1951: green 2-door coupe (weight 2600#) Inline-6
L-head, 85hp, 170ci engine; 3-spd manual transmission, with hill-holder.
Purchased fall/61 from Wright Motors, Elko, Traded-in on ‘59 Willys
Jeep.
9. Willys Jeep 1959: Blue & white 2-door utility wagon, 4-WD Inline-6, L-head engine;
3-spd manual transmission, 2-spd transfer case, manual
front-wheel locking hubs;
tailgate.
Purchased 4/62 from Wright Motors, price $1479 plus ‘51 Studebaker. Sold to California
man for $600.
10. Chrysler Newport 1965 (new): white 4-door sedan (weight 4025#) V-8, 270hp, 383ci
engine; auto transmission; air conditioning.
Purchased 2/15/65 from Kohlenberg Motors, Reno, NV; Traded-in on ‘76 Plymouth.

11. International-Harvester Travelall (2nd vehicle) 1967 (new):
green &
white, 4-door utility wagon, Model 1100 V-8, 212hp, 345ci engine;
4-WD, 4-speed transmission, 2-spd transfer case, manual hubs; power tailgatewindow; air conditioning.
Purchased 11/28/67 from I-H Co, Reno NV, price $4139.
12. Plymouth Volare 1976 (new): green & white, 4-door sedan, V-8, 200hp
(approx), 318ci engine; auto transmission; power brakes, steering, windows,
driver’s seat; air conditioning; vinyl top.
Purchased 2/15/76 Swift Chrysler-Plymouth Reno, NV, price $6267.40
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APPENDIX IX
LIST OF VARIOUS EXPENSES
November 2, 1942: $2.00
Share of replacement cost for broken plate-glass window in
Gingras’s Drug Store, Northfield, Mass.
October 23, 1942: $4.00
For two new bicycle tires at Miller’s Hardware
January 20, 1943: 69c
For one shirt at J.C. Penney’s, Greenfield
November 10, 1943: $10.00
Cost of eye exam at Dartmouth Institute, Hanover, N.H.
March, 1943: $2.00
For bicycle “saddle”
January 11, 1944: $1.33
Withheld for social security from $133.20 paycheck from
The Northfield Inn
August 31, 1944: $200
Paid to Dorothy Phelps for ‘38 Ford Coupe
April 7, 1945: $2.49
Excise tax on Ford
April 28, 1945: $23.00
For $1,200 life coverage from John Hancock Ins. (C.B. Olds)
October 29, 1947: $500
For 1938 Dodge Coupe
November, 1947: $300
Note for loan from Chas. & Pris Lawrence to buy ‘38 Ford
January, 1948: $20.02
Withheld for income tax ($18.30) & social security ($1.72)
from $172.00 wages earned in fall of 1947 at Western Mass.
Elec. Co., Greenfield
January 13, 1948: $2.00
Poll tax
January 15, 1948: $46.21
Car insurance January 26, 1948
$2.00 for Massachusetts hunting license
December 1, 1948: $12.87
Withheld for income tax & social security, from first
paycheck ($106.60) from Bell Telephone Co., Elko
January 3, 1950: $8.50
For 46 gallons of stove oil from R.E. Gregory
November 9, 1950: $26.27
For one 7:60X15 tire from Gil States’ Chevron.
November 22, 1950: $50
on account against $150 ($125+$25 tax) engagement ring at
Blohm’s Jewelry
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APPENDIX IX
(Continued
May 29, 1951: $156.86
“Paid in full” for Singer Sewing Machine
July 12, 1951: $2.50
For electricity from Elko-Lamoille Power Co.

August 21, 1951: $85.00
Purchase of Springfield 30-06 rifle from Earl L. Johnson
June 2, 1952: $502.84
Round-trip airline ticket to Hartford via United Airlines
August 16, 1952: $29.95
For roaster for Rita’s birthday
November, 1952: $93.00
“Paid in full” to Western Sportsman for Winchester Model12 shotgun
January 9, 1953: $10.97
For electricity
January 9, 1953: $29.72
For stove oil
May 4, 1953: $15
Rent for room at State Line Hotel, Wendover (reimbursed by
Bell Telephone Co.)
June 1, 1953: $9.75
For propane (cooking) fuel from Elko Liquid Gas Corp.
July 6, 1953: $18.74
For milk from Elko Distributing Co.
November 30, 1954: $6.95
For electricity (at 1050 Sewell Drive)
December 10, 1954: $30.55
For gas from Elko Gas Utility Co.
January 24, 1955: $10.00
One-year subscription to Elko Daily Free Press
April 8. 1955: $4.65
For water from Elko Municipal Water district
September 9, 1955: $76.64
For Electrolux vacuum cleaner October 17, 1955
$8.00, O.R.T.T. Union dues
April 4, 1957: $20.00
For room at Sonoma Inn, Winnemucca (reimbursed by Company)
January 6, 1958: $135
To TV-PIX for cable-television hookup
February 11, 1958: $6.35
Monthly Cable-TV fee
January 21, 1959: $32.74
last of 7 payments to Hesson’s on $260 Zenith TV set

YANKEE-NEVADAN

APPENDIX IX
(Continued)
January 20, 1960: $51.00
To Paul Walther for clothes dryer
August 25, 1960: $1,215
To George Aiazzi for Shasta camp trailer
June 20, 1963: $6.00
To Sanitation Co., Sparks
June 30, 1963: $9.00
Subscription to Nevada State Journal, Reno, thru Oct. 6
October 2, 1963: $87.70
Final payment to Nevada Mach. & Elec. Co. on $137.70
clothes dryer
October 2, 1963: $28.87
To Sierra Pacific Power Co. for gas, water & electricity
December 11, 1963: $11.25
City of Sparks sewer fee
February 12, 1964: $54.94
To Sierra Pacific Power Co. for gas, water & electricity
February 16, 1967: $201.75
Final payment to Nev. Mach. Co. on $601.75 Zenith color TV
July, 1967: $12.34
Paint for boys’ room
August 1, 1968: $57.95
For new suit at Brick’s Men’s Store, Reno
March, 1969: $249.38
Round-trip airline ticket to Hartford via United Airlines
February 13, 1972: $227.58
To Sears for new dishwasher
February 23, 1972: $70.33
To Thrifty Drug for new bicycle for Glen
September 30, 1972: $350
To Breuner’s for couch
September 5, 1973: $25.00
Cash for eye exam by Dr. Stevens
October 27, 1975: $219.95
To Heath Co. for stereo-amplifier kit
August 24, 1976: $51.00
To Nevada State Museum for set of Alf Doten’s Journals
July 28, 1980: $329.67
To Alien’s Tire for four Travelall tires
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