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The picture on the right, re-
minds me of radar—developed 
in the late 1930s, but it only 
advanced to a point where it 
could be successful then.  Cer-
tain advances developed to-
wards detecting and illustrating 
objects breaking up a wave 
pattern, happened much earlier. 

In 1897, Ferdinand Braun 
invented the first cathode ray 
tube CRT. In 1912, after the 
Titanic, Reginald Fessenden, 
invented early sonar with 
sound intervals providing 
only distance. In 1923, Robert 
Watt used oscilloscopes in 
order to display the signals 
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W r i t i n g  f o r  t h e  S a k e  o f  R e m e m b r a n c e  

in 1936. Paramount, Fox, and 
Universal began producing 
newsreels between 1927 and 
1929. 

Although after 1930 long lists 
of peoples names still existed 
in newspapers, and birth an-
nouncements and extensive 
obituaries became more regu-
lar, hunting, hotel, and host-
ing stories fell off greatly. 

No way to know, but I highly 
suspect that “reunions” with 
strangers who shared similar 
pasts also fell off.  

In joining and participating in 
the Palomar Model A Club, 
we are preserving more than 
antique cars. We are preserv-
ing these old-time reunions. 

Although I’ve loved posting 
stories of gangsters and mov-
ie stars and linking to films of 
the original Ford assembly 
lines building our cars, in my 
heart, those things are not 
what brings us together and 
makes us special. 

I figure that in the old days, 
reporters weren’t invited to 
every party. Hosts would 
want to put the names of peo-
ple who attended their reun-

Over a million people would 
record and publish those sto-
ries to preserve the memories 
shared at those reunions, and 
seemingly every large group 
interaction would be treated 
like a reunion. 

To give you a sense, I’ve 
found birth announcements 
for only two of nine Osuna 
children, but the entire guest 
lists, what food was served, 
who played music, and what 
the bride wore at an Osuna 
wedding, and when the bride 
and groom left on a train on 
their honeymoon, and when 
they arrived and checked into 
a distant hotel there were oth-
er stories. 

I have several relatives who 
were particularly good at tell-
ing hunting stories, and in 
those days, the Associated 
Press, sold those stories as 
well, so the story of my 
g,g,g,g uncle, John Connor, a 
tavern owner in Split Rock, 
NY, about how his dog could 
smell a woodcock on a trout’s 
breath, went nationwide. 

In 1930 The Hollywood Re-
porter and in 1933 Daily Va-
riety began. Life relaunched 

Instead of writing the news-
letters, I’ve been playing fam-
ily detective. 

1900 to 1928 was a sweet 
spot for family historians. 
There were thousands of 
newspapers and fewer than 
100 radio stations or theaters 
playing talking newsreels. 

Civil War veterans were 
abundant, nostalgic, and 
wealthy, so they would host 
reunions. People were newly 
transient into cities and would 
move across oceans and con-
tinents, and they might also 
be nostalgic and wealthy, so 
they would host reunions of 
people from their previous 
parts of the country and dis-
tant cousins. 
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ions into newspapers because 
people have a memory like I 
do, and that way, readers 
could be reminded, friend-
ships could be made, and fu-
ture parties improved. News-
papers would edit and publish 
these stories so communities 
could be built as well as the 
subscription base.  

When we get back together, I 
want to put the newsletter 
back to one reporting on our 
own events again, and hope-
fully, a lot of folks who might 
have gotten out of practice on 
it, will get back to helping out 
with providing photos and 
stories identifying what and 
who did things. 

S p e c i a l  p o i n t s  
o f  i n t e r e s t :  
 

• Jim & Nancy Q’s 
Anniversary Mar 21 

• Linda Thamer’s 
Birthday Mar 22 

• Jim Gasparo’s 
Birthday Mar 23 

• Louise Greenlee’s 
Birthday Mar 25 

• John & Dianne 
Frazee’s Anniver-
sary Mar 26 

• Betty Stonebreaker’s 

Birthday Mar 26 

• Bob Reidmuller’s 
Birthday Mar 27 

reflected back to the transmit-
ter by objects in radio beacon 
and with it you could receive 
a crude direction to the object, 
but not size or speed. During 
the Model A Era CRTs im-
proved so that size could be 
made out with sonar scopes. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kf8o5pfXEEo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kf8o5pfXEEo
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kf8o5pfXEEo


The earliest panoramic pho-
tographs were of Paris from 
1845 taken on multiple 
daguerreotype  plates. 

The earliest consumer mod-
el was the 1899 Kodak Pan-

S o  M u c h  t o  S e e  

oram stationary camera. 
Each photo was 12” long & 
covered about 180̊. Kodak 
sold the Panoramas until 
1928. Their Cirkut camera 
(1904 - 1949) spun with a 
mechanism up to 360̊. 

N o t  A c c o r d i n g  t o  P l a n  

Ely. Despite the knowledge 
that Wendy and company 
were hours ahead of him, 
the trip to Goldfield & her 
Uncle Orrin was pleasant. 

Orrin Igor Face—or Or I 
Face to his friends—had a 
habit of having ideas stick 
in his craw. The idea that 
Bob would continue to 
chase his niece until he 
caught her was one of them. 

Or set a man with a spy-
glass atop the four story 
Goldfield Hotel to keep a 
lookout for a large, blue 
truck, and because of that, 
they had a ten minute head 
start to pile into their Ford 
and drive out onto the high-
way, baiting Blade forward. 

The plan relied on luck, but 
also knowledge of how 
relentless Bob would be. 
They drove up to the aban-
doned Florence Mine and 
drove into its stamp mill 
with their lights off. Then a 
man there would push an 
empty minecart with head 
and taillights attached to it, 
through the open gate into 
the tunnel, and hope for 
Bob to follow to “block 
their exit”. 

The man would then close 
the gate, trapping Bob and 
he’d talk him into abandon-
ing his chase. 

This worked except for that 
very last bit. Blade refused. 
Instead, Bob got a gun and 
took shots at the party, scar-
ing them away, at least for 
the rest of the night to try 
again tomorrow. 

Left to his own devices, 

however, Bob refused to 
just wait till tomorrow. No-
ticing the wooden supports, 
and remembering his suc-
cess using flame to help out 
in the past, he determined 
to burn those supports to 
then free himself.  

The most flammable item 
he had with him was gaso-
line, but he had no hose to 
siphon it. Thinking on his 
feet, he removed his socks 
and threaded them repeat-
edly into the tank to soak 
up the gas, and then after 
several times twisting and 
squeezing the gas onto the 
supports, toughing out the 
strong odor of gasoline 
fumes, he realized that he 
also lacked any matches. 

Well, he had a gun, and if 
he held it closely enough to 
a sock, he knew that would 
light a flame. 

The shot was a bit more 
than was necessary, let’s 
say. 

The highly explosive va-
pors, settling in the moist, 
oxygen rich cool of the 
mine, captured in the con-
fined space, flashed. The 
pressure first pushed down 
the shaft, then milliseconds 
after reaching the end, 
rocketed back, slamming 
Bob against the gate. 

His hair was burned off, 
exposed skin was scorched, 
and bones were broken, but 
Bob was one tough, cookie. 
He still had a pulse when 
the party returned the next 
day to reason with him. 

Wendy tended to his 

Things were looking grand.  
They took the advice of 
Uncle Ed to keep to the 
Lincoln Highway due West 
until Wells, Nevada, and 
then go southeast on Neva-
da State Highway 13—the 
Lucky 13—instead of the 
more direct Route 6, as it 
was “nothing but a wagon 
trail—rutted, and filled with 
dust.” Excepting the added 
distance, it seemed to have 
been a good decision. 

They knew they had to be 
better off & without further 
threats from their pursuer, 
but in that, they would be 
wrong.  Bob had learned a 
thing or two about being 
resourceful after living for 
years with Wendy, and 
much as it pained him to do 
so, he did have a large 
amount of rot-gut alcohol 
and splashing it on the piled 
up snow. Lighting it, he 
made quick work of the 
hardened ice pack. 

That, and hiring a farm boy 
with a team of horses to 
first dig, then pull it out, 
and Bob was back on the 
road in four or five hours.   

Looking at the map, the 
road took such a dog leg 
after Wendover, he deter-
mined to take any stage-
coach trail he could find 
towards the southwest in 
hopes of cutting off 75 
miles from the route he 
knew they would be taking. 

He headed south along the 
Deep Creek Railroad con-
struction trail to Gold Hill. 
There he caught Highway 2 
to Ibapah. Then the 13 to 

Noticing the 
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Manhattan 1931 

The Nevada State Asy-
lum served all sorts of 
people unable to care 
for themselves from 
1882 to 1945 

wounds, but that night she 
determined that he might 
forever be comatose. 

They would have him recu-
perate in Goldfield until his 
bones mended, but if still 
comatose, they would move 
him to the Nevada State 
Asylum in Sparks to live 
out the rest of his days. 

Saddened by her inability to 
resolve their disputes and 
encourage Bob to move on 
in a positive direction, 
Wendy and the boys, left 
Blade under the guardian-
ship of Uncle Or, and drove 
off to Los Angeles. 


