Part I The Emcrgence of an Urban, Industrial Socicty, 1805-1920

nearly all “wildcat” mines, and wholly worthless, but nobody believed it
then. The “Ophir,” the “Gould Curry,” the “Mexican,” and other great
mines on the Comstock lode in Virginia and Gold Hill were turning out
huge piles of rich rock every day, and every man believed that his little
wildcat claim was as good as any on the “main lead” and would intallibly
be worth a thousand dollars a foot when he “got down where it came in
solid.” Poor fellow! he was blessedly blind to the fact that he would never
see that day. Se the thousand wildcat shafts burrowed deeper and deeper
into the earth day by day, and all men were beside themselves with hope
and happiness. How they labored, prophesied, exulted! Surely nothing like
it was ever seen before since the world began. Every one of these wildcat
mines—not mines, but holes in the ground over imaginary mines—was in-
corporated and had handsome engraved “stock” and the stock was salable,
too. It was bought and sold with a feverish avidity on the boards every day.
You could go up on the mountainside, scratch around and find a ledge
(there was no lack of them), put up a “notice” with a grandiloquent name
on it, start a shaft, get your stock printed, and with nothing whatever to
prove that your mine was worth a straw, you could put your stock on the
market and sell out for hundreds and even thousands of dollars. To make
money, and make it fast, was as easy as it was to eat your dinner. Every
man owned “feet” in fifty different wildcat mines and considered his for-
tune made. Think of a city with not one solitary poor man in it! One would
suppose that when month after month went by and still not a wildcat mine
(by wildcat I mean, in general terms, any claim not located on the mother
vein, i.c., the “Comstock”) yielded a ton of rock worth crushing, the people
would begin to wonder if they were not putting too much faith in their
prospective riches; but there was not a thought of such a thing. They bur-
rowed away, bought and sold, and were happy.

New claims were taken daily, and it was the friendly custom to run
straight to the newspaper offices, give the reporter forty or fifty “feet” and
get him to go and examine the mine and publish a notice of it. They did not
care a fig what you said about the property so [long as] you said something.
Consequently we generally said a word or two to the effect that the “indica-
tions” were good, or that the ledge was “six feet wide,” or that the rock
“resembled the Comstock” (and so it did—but as a general thing the resem-
blance was not startling enough to knock you down!) . . .

There was nothing in the shape of a mining claim that was not salable.
We received presents of “feet” every day. If we needed a hundred dollars or
s0, we sold some; if not we hoarded it away, satisfied that it would ulti-
mately be worth a thousand dollars a foot. I had a trunk about half full of
“stock.” When a claim made a stir in the market and went up to a high fig-
ure, I searched through my pile to see if I had any of its stock
ally found it.

and gener-

Chapter 2 The Last Frontier

Homesteading in South Dakota
in the 1880s (1930))

On May 6, 1881, I left my beloved Fatherland and came to America. |
still do not know why I left, for I was working for some very fine people
with whom I had been for three years. They always said, “Stay here.” I
would have liked very much to go back once more but that did not come to
pass. I was often homesick.

I already knew my husband in the old country. On May 26, 1881, I ar-
rived at my sister’s near Bloomington, Tllinois. | worked for an English
Methodist family. They were very fine people, and I often think of them.
They have gone to “The Eternal Home” long ago.

October 20th, 1881, we were married in Bloomington, Illinois, at the
parsonage of the Lutheran minister. My husband was working for $20.00
per month and free house rent. We lived in a little log cabin with one room
and a small kitchen attached. Those were very beautiful times. We had two
cows, hogs and chickens. But my husband was always desirous to have
land of his own, and land in Illinois was too high in price for us to buy.

So when reservations were offered in South Dakota in 1883, my hus-
band and his three brothers went to South Dakota and each staked a claim
for 160 acres of land. Tt (South Dakota) has a very beautiful climate but lacks
rain. We were there for 12 years. . ..

In 1888 we had the great snowstorm in South Dakota where so many
school children lost their lives because the roofs were blown from the
schoolhouses. The wind blew from 70 to 80 miles per hour and it was a
dreadful storm.

In 1889 we had the great prairie-fire in which we lost everything, by
fire, except our house and horses and cows. Everything else was burnt. That
almost frightened us into leaving, for our children started to go to school a
distance of two miles out in the prairie.

So we traded our land for two horses. There were no good years. We
sold our best cows for $15.00, wheat for 35¢, corn for 15¢. We raised two
bushels per acre. Those were hard years. But we always had enough to eat
to satisfy our hunger.

We had no money, so we hitched our three horses to a moving wagon
and started to Missouri, to my husband’s brother in Marceline. It took us
three weeks and a few days. . ..

sourcr: Family history of Caroline Reimers, author's possession, 1930
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A Montana Cowtown, 1899

A true “cow town” is worth seeing,—such a one as Miles City, for instance,
especially at the time of the annual meeting of the great Montana Stock-
raisers’ Association. Then the whole place is full to overflowing, the impor-
tance of the meeting and the fun of the attendant frolics, especially the
horse-races, drawing from the surrounding ranch country many hundreds
of men of every degree, from the rich stock-owner worth his millions to the
ordinary cowboy who works for forty dollars a month. It would be impossi-
ble to imagine a more typically American assemblage, for although there
are always a certain number of foreigners, usually English, Irish, or Ger-
man, yet they have become completely Americanized; and on the whole it
would be difficult to gather a finer body of men, in spite of their numerous
shortcomings. The ranch-owners differ more from each other than do the
cowboys; and the former certainly compare very favorably with similar
classes of capitalists in the East. Anything more foolish than the demagogic
outcry against “cattle kings” it would be difficult to imagine. Indeed, there
are very few businesses so absolutely legitimate as stock-raising and so ben-
eficial to the nation at large; and a successful stock-grower must not only be
shrewd, thrifty, patient, and enterprising, but he must also possess qualities
of personal bravery, hardihood, and self-reliance to a degree not demanded
in the least by any mercantile occupation in a community long settled.
Stockmen are in the West the pioneers of civilization, and their daring and
adventurousness make the after settlement of the region possible. The
whole country owes them a great debt. . . .

The bulk of the cowboys themselves are South-westerners; but there are
also many from the Eastern and the Northern States, who, if they begin
young, do quite as well as the Southerners. The best hands are fairly bred to
the work and follow it from their youth up. Nothing can be more foolish
than for an Easterner to think he can become a cowboy in a few months’
time. Many a young fellow comes out hot with enthusiasm for life on the
plains, only to learn that his clumsiness is greater than he could have be-
lieved possible; that the cowboy business is like any other and has to be
learned by serving a painful apprenticeship; and that this apprenticeship
implies the endurance of rough fare, hard living, dirt, exposure of every
kind, no little toil, and month after month of the dullest monotony. For cow-
boy work there is need of special traits and special training, and young East-
erners should be sure of themselves before trying it. The struggle for
existence is very keen in the far West, and it is no place for men who lack
the ruder, coarser virtues and physical qualities, no matter how intellectual
or how refined and delicate their sensibilities. Such are more likely to fail

source: Theodore Roosevelt, Ranch Life and the Hunting-Trail (New York: Century Co.,
1899), 7, 10-11. Reprinted University Microfilms, Ann Arbor, Michigan, 1966.
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there than in older communities. Probably during the past few years more
than half of the young Easterners who have come West with a little money
to learn the cattle business have failed signally and lost what they had in the
beginning. The West, especially the far West, nceds men who have been
bred on the farm or in the workshop far more than it does clerks or college
graduates.

Some of the cowboys are Mexicans, who generally do the actual work
well enough, but are not trustworthy; moreover, they are always regarded
with extreme disfavor by the Texans in an outfit, among whom the intoler-
ant caste spirit is very strong. Southern-born whites will never work under
them, and look down upon all colored or half-caste races. One spring I had
with my wagon a Pueblo Indian, an excellent rider and roper, but a
drunken, worthless, lazy devil; and in the summer of 1886 there were with
us a Sioux half-breed, a quiet, hard-working, faithful fellow, and a mulatto,
who was one of the best cow-hands in the whole round-up.
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