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Comparison of the Tonopah-Belmont Mine in 1912 and the site today. Russ Gartz of Tonopah climbed
the mountain to capture this shot.
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the provisions of Section 170(c) of the Internal
Revenue Code of 1986, 26 U.S.C. § 170(c). For
more information, please visit our website at:
www.tonopahminingpark.com
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☺ John Fickewirth, Trustee, Las Vegas
☺ Stanley W. Paher, Trustee, Reno

Tailings Editor
Tailings is currently created by Eva La Rue,
Tonopah Historic Mining Park Foundation
Administrative Assistant, Goldfield

Silver Top Mine Project
This summer, Nevada’s Commission for Cultural
Centers & Historic Preservation has awarded the
Tonopah Historic Mining Park Foundation with a
$150,000 grant towards continuing work on the
Silver Top mine complex of structures (hoist
house, trestles, and orehouse. Working closely
with the Town of Tonopah, our goals are to
stabilize and restore portions of this complex to
make them safe and be able to reopen access
to the Silver Top mine complex buildings and
infrastructure. This Silver Top complex is unique in
that it has its headframe (stabilization work
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completed in 2019), and components still
present in one area. This work will help us to
secure this complex of structures and assets for
the Park well into the future.

Desert Queen Mine Project
Meanwhile, the Desert Queen headframe has
been patiently waiting to get its rehabilitation,
and desperately needs it. While work advances
on the Silver Top, the Town of Tonopah will initiate
stabilization work on the Desert Queen, focusing
initial work on the headframe. Not only does the
headframe need stabilized, but the hoist house
will need future work as well, with the objective
of reopening access for visitors to enjoy. Please
consider donating to the Tonopah Historic Mining
Park Foundation, and help us continue this
important work at the Park.

Indoor Museum Displays Project
We have also started working on the indoor
displays last year, to make them more appealing
to look at, and provide relevant information
about the items on display, to create a better
visitor experience, but we are in need of
hundreds of stands for the mineral displays, as
these need to be in upright positions with the
labels facing outwards for anyone who is height
impaired,
which
includes
children,
handicapped, and yes, people who are not so
tall. This really is about making high quality
displays that everyone can enjoy and we really
need your help with funding all of these
important projects. We know we can count on
all of you to assist!

How to Make a Contribution
Contributions can be made to any of these
worthy projects, or just as general donations. You
may
visit
our
website
at
www.tonopahminingpark.com or make a
donation on Facebook using Network for Good’s
Donor Advised Fund. You may call the Tonopah
Historic Mining Park’s Visitor Center and give
them your credit card number over the phone
(775) 482-9274. You can write a check and put it
in the mail to: THMPF, PO Box 965, Tonopah, NV
89049. When all else fails, you may walk into the
Visitor Center and hand us your cash. Just please
be sure to wear your mask!

Please remember to renew your memberships!

Tailings, Volume 18, Number 2, Fall/Winter 2020

Page | 2

The Tonopah Sickness

A view of Tonopah looking south from April 1, 1901.

Note: This is the third installment from Foundation Trustee Stanley Paher, presenting a series of
articles on Tonopah and Goldfield which were initially written by a newspaperman on the scene: Carl
Glasscock. The articles have been edited for clarity and space.
T. D. Van Devort, known as "Van” to
friends in Nevada, is authority for the statement
that George S. Cole, then a bartender, John
(“Doc”) O’Toole, a miner, and Puddy Grimes, a
youngster who had come to Tonopah as a driver
for O. A. Turner, were the three great heroes of
Tonopah’s grim days.
Cole attained a wider recognition and
political preferment eventually, only to serve a
term in the state penitentiary on a technical
charge of embezzlement, without losing the
respect of his friends. Van insists that Cole
submitted to conviction largely to save his
friends. Numerous taxpayers contradict this.

Doc O’Toole progressed to the
presidency of the Miners’ Union in Goldfield and
was killed many years later while attempting to
make an arrest as a federal prohibition officer in
San Francisco. Puddy Grimes was twice elected
recorder and died in 1912.
But in the test of death and suffering, of
labor and deadly danger that descended upon
the struggling camp of Tonopah in that sad
winter of 1901-02, the bartender, the miner and
the youngster, according to Van, were the
outstanding and heroic ministering angels.
Van was a trained observer, whose
business it was to know the character and note
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the activities of his fellow townsmen.
He himself arrived early on the
scene with Tom Eccles and E. F.
McDivitt from southern California to
start The Tonopah Miner, which he
later edited and from which he
moved to Goldfield to own and edit
The Goldfield Review during the
greatest days of that great camp.
To Van this narrative is
indebted for as fine a specimen of
mining-camp journalism as one
could hope to discover among all
the broken ledges of old newspaper
files treasured in the basement of
the Nevada State Library. This, from
the pen of George Cole himself, was
written for The Carson Appeal.
Modestly, Cole omits his own name,
but Van insists that the bartender
was the outstanding figure of the
relief work of the time, not only
risking his life but giving his every
available hour and dollar to the
work of ministration.
Here then is his story, written
in answer to a tenderfoot’s question,
“What was the Tonopah plague?”
“A month’s nightmare of
graves, widows, and orphans, and
of dead men who were never heard
from at home. I’ve followed the new
camps from Leadville, Colorado in
1879 to Willard, Nevada in 1915. In
1864 I’ve seen places where the
bodies of men rotted on the ground
because we were too busy killing
more to bury them; and it didn’t
affect my nerves or stomach much.
But when a tenth of the population
of a town dies in a month, as it did in
Tonopah in 1902, and you can’t tell
why or who is to be next, your
appetite fails and your blood chills
with horror of it.
“‘Stuttering’ Parker and I
blew into Tonopah about Christmas
1901, from a prospecting trip. We
were out of grub and wanted to get
among people again anyway; for
two months on the desert makes
you pretty hungry for society.
“Tonopah was then the
greatest mining town on the mining
map of the world. The leases were in

Tonopah Bonanza
January 4, 1902
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their best days and the leasers were
straining themselves to take out the
bonanza that Jim Butler had
discovered and that was to win the
attention of the mining world from
Alaska to Nevada.
“The Mizpah ledge from the
Lynch and O’Meara lease to the
Grass Valley lease was dotted so
thick with hoists on it that it looked
like a continuous performance;
while dozens of the smaller leases on
the Burro, Guerner, Gold Stranger,
Valley View and Gold Hill ledges
were hoisting ore with anything from
a gasoline engine to an oil can.
Everybody was working and most
everybody
was
making
and
spending money, and we were as
contented as busy men usually are.
“There was more work done on
the last days of the year in that
camp than was ever done before or
since per man anywhere. When the
whistles blew at midnight of the last
day – ‘All leases off’ – everybody felt
that they could rest a while, go
outside if they could or would, and
come back to a great camp.
Probably half left, not to stay away
but to go out for a good time and
tell the world of the new Eldorado.
“So, the population thinned down
and when Old Man Death came
sneaking in from the valley below,
crawling on his belly up the gulches
below town, we didn’t recognize
him for a week or two. Then the
doctors who had done nothing but
patch up busted limbs from the
mines began to wonder what was
the matter with Jim’s lungs and Bill’s
liver. Then Jack’s lungs and liver
went wrong, and pretty soon a few
friends began to drop in on the
undertaker.
“First of all, went Parker, my old
partner, a gray sun-dried soldier of
the desert. We had walked together
behind a burro for days and slept
together under the stars at night, but
as men crawl like insects over the
sands of the desert, they don’t
waste time in talking of personal
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history. So, while I knew much of
his lungs would get creaky and
what he was, I knew little of
his heart rusty, and in a few
what he had been.
hours, he would gurgle in your
“It seemed the proper
face and die.
thing that this old pioneer of
“Then his corpse would
many camps should lead the
commence to turn black and
way to the new diggings of
spotted, and it would puff up
God’s Half Acre, where we all,
with the foul gases and you
eventually, make our pile and
would have to bury it hurriedly.
go home to rest.
And perhaps you would be the
“Parker must have been
next.
a soldier somewhere for he
“Somebody thought the
didn’t linger long in his blankets
water was to blame, but as it
before starting on that last long
was hauled from Butler’s wells,
prospecting trip.
four miles out, it couldn’t be
“‘B-Bill,’ he said, ‘m-my
contaminated from the town
heart’s s-smothering.’
and a test proved that it was
“Then he collapsed,
more than commonly good.
and didn’t speak again, and
“Then to add insult to
he died a few hours later.
injury some scoundrel writing in
“Sure enough, he had
an outside newspaper said our
diagnosed his case all right, for
whisky was bad; and one
when Tom Gunn died the same
‘Frisco
paper
sent
a
way a week later it was found
venturesome young reporter in
at the autopsy that his liver had
to collect samples for analysis.
enlarged so that the other
This young daredevil did his
internal
organs
were
duty
thoroughly,
but
he
smothered and the heart itself
commenced analyzing on the
forced out of place and
stage out and the analysis was
practically strangled.
complete when he reached
“Elmer Dunlap was the
Sodaville. As he survived the
next to go down the canyon,
personal application test, we
and in a week or so ten or
know that the booze was all
twelve men were dead and
right, though it is a wonder that
the scare was on.
the analysis of so many
“Stages
out
were
different kinds didn’t kill him.
overloaded; but who cared?
“I shall always think the
Might as well get killed on the
weather had something to do
San Francisco Chronicle
road as die in town. Frightened
with the sickness. The days were
January 9, 1902
men bought or hired at any
unpleasantly warm for that time
price all the private rigs that could be found, and
of year, with a kind of sultry crawling sweaty heat
then the wagons and freight outfits were drafted
that sucked the moisture of previous snows and
into service until the roads out from Tonopah
the sewerage they had taken with them to the
began to look like the stampede from the first
surface of the ground, where it seemed to hang
battle of Bull Run. And while we who stayed
around and poison the air with its stinking breath.
sneered and called the others cowards for
“And the nights were cool enough to bring colds
leaving, most of us would have done the same
and pneumonia, without being cold enough to
thing if we could. For the mysterious death was
purify the air. And like the Ancient Mariner with ‘a
like the bugaboos of a child’s darkness – we
painted ship upon a painted ocean,’ there was
couldn’t see it nor say what it was.
no breath of wind. Not for three weeks did the
“Perhaps your friend or bedfellow would
wind blow strong enough to toss a woman’s hair,
look, startled, over his shoulder, and there
and in the early mornings before the sun would
grinning and leering was that devilish thing, the
dissolve it, we could see from the higher hills
‘Tonopah Sickness.’ Then your friend’s head
around the camp a white pall of mist like a
would ache and his side would get painful and
Chinese shroud hanging over the choking town.
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“‘The prayers of the
righteous availeth much,’ but
ours, though sincere, were
unheard; and the wind and
the snow came not, and the
plague continued. For it
seemed that Nature, robbed
of the treasure she had
hoarded
for
centuries,
exacted in exchange the lives
of men; for strangely enough
no woman or child died, or
even so far as I remember took
sick.
“One and two and
three a day we buried, and
when there were no more
coffins we made more.
Anybody who had a white shirt
gave it up to put on a dead
man, and I have seen men
take the buttons out of a shirt
they had on to button the
collar of a corpse.
“The care of the sick
and of the dead seemed to fall
naturally into the hands of the
Miners’ Union, and Tonopah
will never forget the union for
that service. Its officers were
always on deck for this
gruesome
duty,
and
its
hospital, the only one in camp,
was full. Its hall was the morgue
and its members were the
nurses and grave diggers.
“The union’s president,
Doc O’Toole, closed the dead
men’s eyes and read the
funeral service over them.
Then Doc took sick and his
father nursed him out of it. The
father, taking sick himself,
hurried home to Virginia City
where his wife could attend
him, but he died in a few days
from the Tonopah Sickness.
“Jim McGraw, an old
Comstocker,
was
digging
graves, and one evening after
putting one of the old- timers in
a hole close by we noticed
that Jim was still at work in a
grave that seemed extra
deep.

San Francisco Call
January 19, 1902

Page | 5
“Mentioning the fact to
Jim, he replied, ‘Yes, it’s too
late in the day to start another,
so I thought I’d finish the shift in
this hole. Besides, it’s a nice
homelike place and I’m
thinking of occupying this one
myself.’
“Poor Jim! He did, for we
laid him in that grave two days
later.
“A man may do a heroic
thing on the unthinking impulse
of a moment that will make
him shiver whenever he thinks
of it afterward; and such an
act, though deserving of
credit, is no test of a person’s
character. But Carnegie could
have found real heroes, both
men and women, down there
that winter. For as I said,
nobody knew what this
sickness was nor stopped to
ask if it were contagious, but
battled on with its pestilence.
“Ever see a man die of
fright? Well, Jimmy Moran did.
Jimmy was a little barber who
stood about two weeks of the
horror before his sand got
down below zero. But his hand
was getting pretty shaky and
his cheeks ashy when one
night we woke him to shave a
couple of dead men we were
to bury the following day.
“Black Alec guided him
down to the cabin where the
first man lay, and Jimmy
managed to scrape the bristles
from the departed without
much more than the usual
labor, though he left a few
slashes and trimmed off a
piece of ear. However, these
things don’t matter much to a
corpse.
“Then he and Alec
headed
for
the
other
customer, and poor Jimmy’s
legs were getting as limber as
one of his own towels. They
found the shack all right and
discovered the remains, half
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sitting, propped up against the pillows, facing
them with dropped jaw and staring lifeless eyes,
for he had come to his end alone.
“‘God!’ said Jimmy. ‘Let’s get out of here.
I can’t shave that thing.’
“‘Never mind; he won’t hurt you; you will
look like that yourself one of these fine days,’
replied Alec. But Moran’s legs had given out with
the load of terror that possessed him, and his
trembling white lips refused to say anything but,
‘O God! O God!’
“So, Alec carried him back to his bed in
the little shop, and when he took him to the
hospital next day the doctors said, ‘Nothing but
fright.’ But he died and was buried two days
later.
“There wasn’t much high-rolling hilarity
going on but on occasional nights we would try
to shake off the gloom for a few hours by getting
together enough live ones to whoop up a game
of ‘Big Injun,’ which is the ancestor of poker and
the sire of profanity and despair. About as soon
as the game would have warmed up somebody
would drop in with the usual long face which is
the messenger of bad news, and the information
that ‘Bill is dead.’
“Without words, the game would adjourn
and we would drink a silent farewell to Bill. Then
perhaps we’d resume, and before long the
game would be interrupted with the tidings that
‘Tom has just gone.’ Again, the farewell toast,
and then a few to the next victim who perhaps
was drinking with us.
“Toward the end there were not over four
hundred of us walking around, and there were
some fifty new graves down the canyon. When
the snow came, we whooped and hurrahed in
thanksgiving, for we had a firm belief that the
snow would kill the epidemic, and sure enough it
did. Through the soft fresh snow, we walked to
the last funeral – three riding together on their last
trail.
“‘Dust to dust, ashes to ashes, and the
spirit to Him who gave it,’ were not new words to
our ears that day, for we had heard them daily
for weeks. But as the last of the three was
covered we straightened up and almost smiled,
for we felt that the epidemic was conquered.
“Man, with the aid of science and labor,
skill and self-sacrifice, had failed to stay the hand
of Death, while Nature when it was ready, and
not before, had with a few inches of snow
blotted out the plague. It was over, and the
‘cold feet’ brigade came back again, and the
camp flourished and became what it is to-day,
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the godfather of all the great new camps of the
state.
“The true history of war can best be
written in graveyards and fatherless homes
where Death has rubbed the gilt off the gold
brick of glory; and likewise, the historian of the
hunt for gold will gather much of his information
from the lone desert and mountain graves and
mining-camp graveyards.
“The successful ones, let us call them the
officers of fortune, gather the rewards of fame
and glory, while the common soldiers fall in the
trenches and are unsung and forgotten.
“Nearly every camp that lasts long
enough has its winter of death; and many
profiting by the experience become later a very
sanitarium of good health. Tonopah is now one
of the healthiest and cleanest of towns. But as I
said before, the period of its epidemic was a
nightmare of grave-digging and of men that
were never heard from at home.”
But Tonopah itself was soon to be heard
from in many homes, scattered through every
state in the Union.

San Francisco Call
January 15, 1902
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Nevada’s Hidden Forest
By Tom Straka

Ponderosa pine in the Hidden Forest

Rich Moreno authored an article back in
2007 on Nevada’s lost state parks.1 He discussed
the first efforts to create a state park system back
in the 1920’s and three
potential natural areas
that
never
became
state parks. Two of them
were forests. One was
the
Hidden
Forest
located in Clark County
near Alamo, just west of
the Sheep Range and
the other was the
Petrified Forest, most
probably the area now
known as “the Sump” in
Esmeralda County near
Coaldale. The petrified
forest is discussed in a
second article in an
earlier issue.
The
Hidden
Forest is a majestic
ponderosa pine forest

that is now part of the
Desert National Wildlife
Refuge. There are not a lot
of opportunities to enjoy
ponderosa pine in Central
Nevada and this forest is a
wonderful opportunity to
wander among trees that
are several hundred years
old.
The
trees
grow
majestically and are widely
spaced, so that it looks like
one of heaven’s parks.
John Muir noted about
this tree that “where there is
plenty of sunshine and
other
conditions
are
favorable,”
the
tree
becomes distinctive “being
a symmetrical spire, formed
of a straight round trunk,
clad
with
innumerable
branches that are divided
over and over again. About half of the trunk is
commonly branchless, but where it grows at all
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Cabin located in the Hidden Forest

close, three fourths or more become naked; the
tree presenting then a slenderer and more
elegant shaft than any other tree in the woods.
The bark is mostly arranged in massive plates,
some of them measuring four or five feet in
length
by
eighteen
inches in width,
with a thickness
of three or four
inches, forming
a quite marked
and
distinguishing
feature.
The
needles are of
a fine, warm,
yellow-green
color, six to
eight
inches
long, firm and
elastic,
and
crowded
in
handsome,
radiant tassels
on
the
upturning end
of
the
branches. The
cones
are
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about three or four
inches long, and two
and a half wide,
growing
in
close,
sessile clusters among
the leaves.”2
Muir
rarely
understated anything
natural, but he played
down
the
very
distinctive
orange
bark of the mature
ponderosa pine. So
those massive plates
he
described
are
orange
with
dark
black crevasses where
the plates separate.
Once you have been
in a ponderosa pine
forest, you will never
have
a
problem
recognizing
the
unique beauty of its
bark again.
Ponderosa pine is
one of the most widely distributed cone-bearing
trees of the American West. It ranges from
Nebraska to the Pacific Coast, but is on only a
few of the Great Basin mountain ranges. There
are two varieties in Nevada; one is Pinus
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ponderosa var. ponderosa. This is the yellow pine
of the Pacific Coast that grows up to two
hundred feet tall and to great size. Its needles
usually grow in cluster of three. This variety grows
in very western Nevada along the California
border.
The other variety is the Rocky Mountain
ponderosa
pine,
Pinus
ponderosa
var.
scopulorum. It grows in eastern and southern
Nevada, mostly on the Snake, Wilson Creek,
Quinn Canyon, and Sheep ranges and the
Spring Mountains. This variety grows between
7,000 and 8,500 feet, is widely spaced and open,
and often has sagebrush and grass in the
understory. These trees are smaller than their
western cousins and reach closer to one
hundred feet in height. Its needles are usually in
clusters of two. The oldest ponderosa pines can
reach over 1,000 years in age, but 350 to 500
years is more common for an old ponderosa
pine. It is used for timber production. Young
stands often follow fires that expose the soil for
seedlings; it is a very fire-tolerant species.3
The forest is well-known for its cabin,
probably built in the late 1880’s or the 1890’s, and
was used by hunters, trappers, or prospectors
(maybe outlaws). It was repaired in the early
1900’s with ties from the Las Vegas & Tonopah
Railroad and was professionally repaired.4
An
excellent
trail
guide,
with
photographs and a link to a detailed
topographic map are available online.5 It
outlines the hike from the trailhead to cabin and
spring. The first ponderosa pines appear at 3.7
miles into the hike and the cabin is 5.6 miles. The
spring is a short distance from the cabin. The
trailhead is at about 5,800 feet of elevation and
the cabin is at about 7,250 feet. The trail follows
Deadman Canyon, a gravelly arroyo (or wash).6
A trip to the Hidden Forest was described
in the November 1938 Desert Magazine.7 First
encountered was a “thriving forest of Joshua
trees” that might have been a prankster’s idea
of a hidden forest. But the road entered a wash
and then passed through a narrow gap (“a
natural gateway”) into a narrow canyon with
high walls on both sides. “The vertical walls of the
canyon soon gave way to steep mountain
slopes covered with juniper and piñons. Great
outcrops of limestone jutted her and there in odd
formations. Soon scattered pines began to
appear, and as the car slowly wound its way up
the canyon, the number of trees increased until
we were surrounded by a dense forest of yellow
pine. We were in the mysterious Hidden Forest of
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Nevada. The canyon widened and in a little
clearing we came to a log cabin.”8
Mormons used the forest for timber
production using hand labor and in 1895 a
sawmill was built on the eastern slope of the
range, near Hidden Forest. The mill could only
operate when melting snow provided water and
was soon abandoned.9
The 1938 trip also included an exploration
for an Indian Sun Temple. The wash divides in the
canyon, to the left the wash continues for three
miles to the foot of Hayford Peak, and to the right
the wash goes about half a mile to a wall of blue
limestone that is weathered to form huge
pinnacles. Upper Hidden Forest canyon extends
several more miles above the wall of limestone.
Here the explorer found many caves and a
natural bridge, plus evidence of Native
Americans having used the caves for shelter. The
explorer went on to find what might be the
Indian Sun Temple: “…We came upon a natural
amphitheater carved out of the rocks. The
formation is high above the canyon floor and is
in the shape of a large crescent with vertical 75foot walls, inside of the crescent and extending
down to the floor of the canyon, great quantities
of broken rocks cover the mountain sides. This
amphitheater was formed by the breaking off
portions of the wall, leaving the crescent-shaped
structure of red, yellow, and white sandstone.
One might imagine this to have been a natural
temple of sun worship. There is no evidence that
the place was ever frequented by the Indians,
however.”10
The Hidden Forest is one of the best
opportunities near Central Nevada to wander in
these beautiful forests. Ponderosa pine is rare in
Central Nevada, especially large stands with
relatively easy access. It does exist along the
California border (nine mountain ranges in
Washoe Counties and the Bodie Mountains and
Wassuk Range in Mineral County), but on only
three ranges in Nye County: Grant, Quinn
Canyon, and White Pine Ranges). In Lincoln
County it has been reported on five ranges
(Clover Mountains, Highland Range, Irish
Mountain, White Rock Mountain, and Wilson
Creek Range) and only two ranges in White Pine
County (Scheel Creek and Snake Ranges).
Hidden Forest is on one of the three ranges in
Clark County that have populations (Mormon
Mountains,
Sheep
Range,
and
Spring
Mountains).11
How to get there? Hidden Forest Road is
on the Desert National Wildlife Refuge official
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map.12 From Las Vegas take US 95 north for about
twenty-five miles. Turn right at Corn Creek Road
(there is a brown sign on the east side of the
road). It is about four miles over a gravel road to
the Corn Creek Field Station. From there
continue up the road and make a left on Alamo
Road. After about fifteen miles Hidden Forest
Road will be on the right and it is about another
four miles to the trailhead.
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Make your plans to visit the Tonopah Historic Mining Park today!

Entrance is located behind the Mizpah Hotel.

