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STORY BY MURRAY HF NSON

g,, " YERYONE KNOWS imaginations wandering. Hu 3e slag skinning oui knees, barking our
k .eabout the zncient ship niles with narrow-gauge railw ays on shins and swallowing grevel all
& FLYING DUTCHMAN, condem- op lured us to slide down them on the way down from taz top, we
¢ a:d to sail the z2a= until the Day sheets of tin or wood, or on shovels, vowed never to try THAT again.
;f s ludgeme > witn r o living soul ~aising a beautiful cloud of black dust Each school day I trudged up
3 ¥ are. «odd vou know “hat, on behind. It dida’t ALL go behind. Main Street past the Opera House and
ooy - ud righi here tu the United Whenever | got home Aunt Batsy the coke ovens to the Catiholic
i Statesihere ls atow that echoe. hosed me down to bare boy in the Cathedral, where Father Joseph
t the s¢ .2 theme, livin.g in the pasi backyard before letting me in the taught me the 3 R’s, some Spanish,
¥ without a living soul on board? house for a bath. and respect for the faiths and baliefs of
3 As a boy I lived with an aunt and We rode horseback, went others. He showed me the value of
* uncle in Dawson, New Mexico. The fishing and climbed mountains, honesty, and of hard work, and how
whole town belonged te the Phelps zspecially El Capitan rising direc- to shoot an air rifle, too. Nota
Dodge Corporation. Everyone there tly above Dawson. We even did Catholic myself, I loved that man.
. worked in the coal mines or was some real rock climbing. One Later Uncle Murray took me to
;- otherwise dependent on them. In its day George Robert:; and I decided hunt prairie dogs and ducks with a rea!
. day Dawson was located 33 miies £o climb a large balance rock that shotgun. On one trip we scootched
i southwest of Raton, at an elevation perched near our favorite fishing out on the ice of a lake near Colfax
.-above 7,000 feet. hole. Wethrew aropeoveritand  and hid under bedsheets to foc! the
; Dawson was a wondertul place hauled ourselves up -- nearly 30 . ducks. 1 managed to hit one, but he
 ‘for aboy to grow up in. The mine por- feet -- and had our lunch on top. _ splashed into open water instead o1 on
% tals, the coke ovens, the huge tippies We named it “Old Van Bremmer”  * the ice. When I tried to pole him i :
annd coal washhouses created an aura * - for the creek that it overlooked. = there wasa fearsome crackling sourd,
. of medieval mystery that set our T ‘Wefeit like heroes. Butafter ' andthere | was, borrowed gunan«. Il -
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Only Small Concrete Rubble Stands Among The
Cactus And The Prairie Shrubs As A Quiet
Memorial To The Vanished Coal Boom

Town That Was Dawson, New Mexico.

(<«)Dawson, New Mexico, 1921. Th
to the right rear.)

is is a view iooking north into the coal boom town. (NOTE the slag piie
Photo courtesy of Alberta McClarg.

. (A)Sltp of C:wean, NM, since more than 2000 bulidings were removed or destroy~d.
St LaSti U Lo 0 TRE b migalegicund; £l Caprian mountain (on tne right) and Capian Hili (at the cen-

ter} loom over a desert that w+: a tawn. Demolished coke ovens stand In the foreground.

ot."helps Dodge Corp.

Photos courtesy

in the icy water.

; L couldn’t gét back onto the ice by
rayself, so one of the men had to help
me. 've never forgotten that. He
mcde me dive down 6 feet in that icy
water to retrieve his gun, and THEN
he liauled me out onto the firm ice.

TILL A SCHOOL BOY, 1

left Dawson in 1927. A
few years later Uncle Murray
retired, he and Aunt Betsy moved
to Alamogordo, and I had no
more reason to go back to
Dawson. But I never forgot it. I
began to hear stories about
closing down the mines, one by
one. Thenl read that Dawson
Coal was out of business. Soon
after World War 11, I heard that
Dawson was even out of existen-
ce. | had to see THAT for myself.

In 1967 I had a chance. While

moving from Cape Canaveral to
California my wife Margot and I drove
to Raton, and then to Dawson'to see
what had happened. Heaven must
havz put a special blessing on our ex-
pedition: in Raton we found an
elderly gentleman who had lived all his
life in Dawson, had known my Uncle
Murry and Aunt Betsy well, and

remembered me as a small boy there,
50 years before! Guy Moore took us
home with him to see some Dawson
memorabilia, and then to find our old
Dawson house, now used in Raton as
a church parish house.

My, how it had diminish2d! In my
memory, in Dawson the house had
seemed a rather large place for a small
boy to live in. Butin reality my grown-
up eyes now saw only a TINY, mine-
town sized house. That started a train
of thought going in my mind that
hasn’t left me to this day.

When we made ready to drive
on over to Dawson, Margot and I
discovered that we were to have a
guide. Guy Moore INSISTED on
going along; for him we had
become an excuse to return once
again to the scene of HIS own
past.

Guy leaped into his car with a
shouted “Follow me”, and off we
went. He was hard to keep up with,
driving about one mile an hour for
each of his 86 years. Out across the
flatlands of northeastern New Mexico
we raced, past Hoxie Junction and the
turn-off to Koehler, on toward
Cimarron, with those unique buttes,
mesas and promontories pacing us to
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our right all the way. At Saltpeter
Peak we turned north into the moun-
tains and it all began to come back to
me with a rush. [ caught sight of “Old
Van Bremmer” off in the distance, and
then we crossed the river and there
was Dawson itself.

UTIT WAS EMPTY! Ab-
solutely vacant! There

wasn't a single building left standing --
Dawson had been wiped off the map.
The whole town -- some 8 000 souls
and their entire habitat -- had
vanished. Guy Moore got into our
car, and as we drove toward what had
been Dawson he told us what had
happened. When the last mine closed
down all the remaining miners had
moved away, looking for work.
Phelps Dodge decided to use the land
for grazing cattle, to get a lower tax
rate. The tax people were agreeable,
but ruled that every structure of any
indust:ial or commercial value must be
removed. So the Company had
2,000-0dd buildings to get rid of. The
houses were sold and carted away, the
large buildings demolished.: So we
drove that day into a town that had
literally ceased to exist, physically.

Just as we passed the site of
th.e old railroad station on the
ontskirts I wag carriad b ack i
stantlv through the years. Next to
the station had been a large open
area. One time a traveling car-
nival set up its tents, merry-¢jo-
round and other concessicns
there. One night when Aunt Bet-
sy and | were riding the ferris
wheel the town fire whistle went
off, the power failed and our
swinging car came to a dead stop
at top dead center. We hala
grandstand view as the pumpers
took off right below us, and of the
fire burning in the tipple at No. 8.
Always thereafter it was an
exquisite event for an 8-year-old
to talk ebout, to anyone who
would listen.

.

No. 3 Mine--Bawson, NM. This mine exploded
in 1913 with a loss of 263 lives.
Photo courtesy of 4.T. Sheiton
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EVERY SINGLE SOUL LEFT TOWN

Wind, sun, rain, snow and hail
had eroded away the blacktop on
Main Street, and weeds grew in its
place. But the concrete gutters and
cnrbs were still there -- left and right --
pointing the way. We drove right into
and through the ex-town, as |
visualized where the houses and stores
that [ remembered had been. As
though my mind dwelled only on in-
ferno, my next clear-cut recollection
was as we passed the rubble of the old
tailor shop: I vividly recalled the night
the shop burned down, fetching Uncle
Murray out in his nightshirt in a race
against the flames to rescue a suit he’d
sentto be cleaned. By thattime the
whole town was there, laughing and
cheering this early-day streaker.

Across the street | recognized the
remains of the foundation of our oid
house. Then onward we went, past
the remnants of Uncle Murray’s office
building, the hospital, the morgue, the
Opera House and the cathedral where
Father Joseph had awakened my
quest for knowlede.

As we drove along the high
peak of El Capitan loomed over
all. It looked somewhat less
majestic now, but as I gazed at itl]
relived the rnany times I had
climbed up *o survey my own
private realin »f boyhood fantasy
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T WAS A strange feeling to be

there in the midst of what had
been a sizeable, active community,
now so completely gone, to feel the
ghosts of childhood crowding in all
around. And | noticed a curious thing
about Guy Moore. As he reminisced
he began truly to live again in the past,
to hallucinate, and part of it was that
he was now talking to me as though |
were my uncle of the same name, his
contemporary and his friend, but long
since passed away. | was not
mistaken: for a brief interval, in his
mind [ had taken on for Guy the

Dawson, NM 1821. Cathollc Cathadral (circled) steps remaln today (Inset). Opera House (left mid-

disground) is the other large building shown.

Photo courtesy of Phelps Dodge Corp.

character of Uncle Murray, and
together they were back again in
Dawson. In MY mind’s eye | relived
my childhood of 50 years before,
there. Eut Guy Moore looked down a
much longer corridor of time, back

through 80 years or more. And in this |

ghost of a town, now vanished, each
of us was seeing only just what he
wanted to see, out of his own past,
unspoiled by reality.

We had finally to turn our
backs and drive away -- subdued
and silent, each irnmersed for a
«asizient in pcdvate areams. & had

‘one final look at “Old Van Brem-
mer” off in the distance, and then
Dawson was gone.

What a fulfilling and benign in-
terlude Providence had vouchsafed to
me! Seeingin Raton the small actual
size of our old Daw$on home taught
me how time and the mind’s im-
modesty can distort memory. But
then | saw Dawson itself, divested as it
were of all things prosaic. And |
beheld it enfolded in the warmth of
another man’s memories even longer
than my own. In my mind that day |
peopled Dawson just as | pleased; |
em’:odied it with things human right
out ¢/ my own nrivate rastalsia - an
diminished, untarnished, unchanged.
For me, Dawson will always live,
EXACTLY as I remember it from a
happy childhood. ceM

The
Author
Murray
Hanson

The auth M H is & d of An-
napolis and has done ldvanccd work in the engineering
sciences, in public speaking and in business ad.
ministration at George Washington University, North-
western University, Del Mar Cotlege, the University of

V ia and Ch College. For 3 year he was a
prolu-or and chairman of a science department at Rice
University.

After a career us a Naval officer and Navs} aviator,
Mr.‘Hanson was for 15 years an electronic engineering
manager and director, in both the U.S. and the Europear
space programs, including 4 years with Project Apollo.

Now & writer and political analyst, Mr. Hanson lives
with his wife Margot in Rancho Santa Fe, California and
at Poipu Beach, Hawail. Murray and Margot Sneed Han-
son occaslonally collaborate In their writings.

For further detalls consult Who's Who.
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TRACK CONSTRUCTION o ENGINEERING o MAINTENANCE

"Serving Coal Producers for Over A Decade”

Uninterrupted rail service is essential in the day to day
operation of the Coal Industry

We at Kennedy Railroad Builders, Inc. are proud of the years
of engineering. construction and maintenance assistance we
have offered and provided to thousands of customers

Call on us for your rail needs.

P O 8OX 3088

1550 NORTH BAILY ROAD
NORTH JACKSON, OHIO 44451
PHONE (216} 538-2261

SIMPSON FERRY ROAD
SHIRFMANSTOWN, PENNSY L VANIA 12011
PHONE 1717) 761 2436

Do You HaveFreeI.ing
Problems?

AT AIR INTAKE SHAFTS & PORTALS
oIN PREPARATION PLANTS

Do You Have Dust Control
Problems?

eAT RAIL CAR LOADOUTS
«IN PREPARATION PLANTS oCRUSHER & DUMP OPERATIONS

«IN CONTROL ROOMS

TABOR,

AT SILO FEEDERS
«IN BATHHOUSES

eAT STORAGE SILOS

eBELT TRANSFER POINTS
CALL US FOR DEPENDABLE,
PROVEN, UNIQUE SOLUTIONS
TO THESE AND OTHER
SIMILIAR PROBLEMS.

MecnanicaL CONTRACTORS
726 Summer LanE

Dunsar. W. VA 26064
PHONE (304) 768-8889






