
IGe~_r9.ia Journalist Describes
IHer Trip to the Boulder Dam

Editor's Note: Mildred Sey- Ithink of home. The fire blazing
dell, famous newspaperwoman, in the library hearth, the way
novelist and world traveler, en the flames licked the logs, the

, route to the east after a trip comfortable chair under the lamp,

I
I, to Australia and New Zealand, my own evening lper. Was
, recently visited in Las Vegas about to get back that train
'\ and Boulder City and has writ- going east when C. . Fuller, the
ten a series of three articles for nice conductor, who had told meI the Georgian-American of At- he was a Georgian, owning :1

1

lan.ta, Georgia, which gives her I farm out of Cal~, understood
-impressions of this area in her that even the J'l'f"ostardent :cem-

I
inimitable style. The first of I'inist, when soO'th,ern, often wishes
these stories reprinted from the for male protection and conse-
Georgian-American follows: quently gallantly he offered to

By MILDRED SEYDELL run the half way block distance
Between me in Los Angeles nd to the station to find a porter

Atlanta was Boulder dam chal- -with a hand truck.
lenging. Friends wouldxclaim, The station was cosy, comfort-
"What, ha e never s it? Why, able. There was Mr. Ira Helmick,
it can give ou m e thrills than a tall serious young man with
all the oth s you have packed a soft,slow speaking voice, in-
into this N Zealand-Australia I troducing hmiself as the Union
adventure!" 'I Pacific passenger agent. One
So at 8 a 'Clock on a Friday glance _ gave me confidence. - I

morning, on the Union Pacific, could see he was used to solving
the only railroad that serves the satisfactorily transportation prob-
Idam out from Los Angeles, I was lems. Mine was how to get to the

Iheaded for that promised emo- dam. I was spending the night
tion. at Apache hotel-no, not namedI This section of the country is for the daring desperate, French

I
dry; that is, weatherly speaking. ruffian, but for the Americ~n
As for bars, they are on every Indian tribe. Mr. Helmick ex-
corner. But weather is fickle. plained that I could take the 7
IRain was pouring. Into the wet o'clock bus to the dam, or go
Ida!,kness were handed two huge with him .in his car at 7:30 the
Ibright baskets (brought all the: .next mornmg.
1 way from Pago Pago), a type- When the two of us left Las
Iwriter, five suitcases and Mil-yegas in the early hours the rain
dred Seydel], Together we clung, had ceased. Nevertheless, ~ds
getting wetter and wetter with hung low. I was agree~~ sur-
no porter in sight. I began to I CConnnued- on -!-a!H! 'P,bEee)..,.~..••.~-



r GeQrgi?tJollrn(llist.
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.- 7'r-"""-- .
.prised, with the warmth of the
morning. I had almost not come,
hearing of. the.bitlng ..cold. ~verY.,
'where. My ignorance o~~ this
cOUl;it.ryw~s en.ormo!,ls, I di<!· :ri~£.
realize that Las Vegas is. semi-
tropical. However, .the tempera-
tu're ranges' from 2:0 to, 120 .

. REMOTENESS CAL'MING
Rassing, through. the tawn we

<tame to the desert, Straight, Hat
the road lay 18% miles. No hill,
1ilo. curve. Deserts intrigue me.
They. have a peculianfascination.
Long, lonely ~tl'etGhes.. 'Ehe re-
moteness is calming. In' tJie lone-
someness of the. flat, far-flung
land? (me's th.o'tfght." turnsto cter-
nity, forgetting the litt)eness of
~ife: The sa~dE were t,uf!e~ with
qlu,ml?~ of sage, and there were?'
i~h~mesquite.Lushes; Ip~I:e .•d~s-:
I ~ance, mountains. Not fri~~dly,. i
I·green mountains like those of
I Georgia with. their blue haze' andI gJ:owing things,.bl;lt forbidding
[mountains, rocky 'and barren-s-
! thouih .sploched with. color where,

I
minerals lay. Clouds like gre;y
velvet. curtains dosed them from
'view only to roll back on someinew glory of their jagged tops,
lor. the astounding coloration of
i

l
their rough hewn sides. The des-
ert does not call for conver-
sation. Peol?le whqinhabit des- /to the . AnzoI1~/. ,
I er~s are taciturn, Talk was spqr- '. It ~<;l.!l.built fo[ thre~ purposes:

!,adI<;., , . To control flood+ waters of the
, The highv:ay to 1 the daw~s '.Uri!a~e!i fel!}per~'ler:J~L 90101'<!doInamed for WIll Rogers. The coun- 'which before man made her obey,I try '.'seemed to partake of. his was 'likely to be either too gen-

, character-i-honest," rugged, clean, erous or too stingy with herwa-

I
Icolorful ~ountr:y., HoW ~ff.ce~ent :.t;e~~;:'.to, ere..velqp,' electrical ppv:-!
from s~ener:( of Honolulu where ,ers; to store "Yl!-,ter~or:domestIc 'j
! the growth IS voluptuous, a con- .uses and irrigation, 1'0P-q.y it has I
I ~usion of beauty exuding.rsubtle acco.mplished its purposes and I
Iper:~tl,mes. Her,,: m~n'sthoug?~stands a spJid magnificent bless- I

,1 could be less on poetry, n:.u:n~" ing. ~ut before. going t.o, inspect "
i love and more on electricity,' 'it, We drove to. Water Towel'
Iwater supplies. Instead of+palm ;Hm and from this vantage point I
trees .with their. waving f~611ds, ,scuitveyed the surrounding, coun- I
~nd !hickly tangled: vm~s;, here, :tFY:, There was LakEi Mead, the
lifl this Nevada de~e.rt. were s~eel.rn~J:J..-I1?<'l~leIake (ca\l~,(·d .by tl1e
towers and electric linesr; ¥\les Idam) with its 550, miles of coasf.

I
I.and miles qfthem carrying POW- 'line, its. giant mountains guard-
er, means of progress, to -people ing; it. Then turning- our backs

i
,hUl).dreds. of rp.iles away. Testify- 'Jp It. we, gazed down on BOUld.er
ing, to. the igrandeur of desert, 'City.. a Sunday., morning, city,
mountains, river,. conquered by looking-, like a town. that- had

\
:the brai~ of ~an. . ltp-ken its S~~u.rday night scr1:'b,

" HOM.E OF 2,O~O all fresh and tidy and trim WIth
I : Twepty' inil~s ,and we came to 'its evergreen bushes ; its ashes

I
Boulder City, ,the. hom~ of 2,qOO. -and cott?uwooc;ls.. whose leafy
THe fresh air had whetted our ·~r.anches m.q.utuJ?!l.dress seemed
appetite; .. ~~ stopped. ~t*, neat ,lIke . ?,el1o~ SIlken pennan,tsI little restaurant for coffee and" trembling mthe breeze. And

j' sugar, blin~:Mr. !ielrpick ~n,!wer- 'where the golden. leaves were
ed my; questions as we sipped and f~Uen they made puddles of sun-

Iate: The dam was not built as shine from their brightness:
\originallyTplanned '~i Bou:lder I,. ~t i.$.'!:. straightlaced little town,
i\canyon. It was t~p- inaccessible. J!1 this state of few DQNT'S. No
!It is constructed at B~ack Can- [bars" .no rgambling. Just schools
yon spanning the Col{)radol'l:,er 'and churches, stores and homes.
from. the Nevada <Mr. Helmick 'AU about clean, healthful air,
pronounees the first1\.; short) .side ;4n~.·&evep .miles away that testi-

~ • rp ~.ry .to man's intelligence, his
. 'n owess, the Boulder dam ..
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