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five stamps a few months later. A

post office named Nantan, a word appar-
ently of Indian origin, opened in March,
1887. Meanwhile, Domingo ran a weekly
stage fram Fenner, and a store was in
business.

That year, 1887, was the camp's last
good vear. The price of silver was declin-
ing, from an already-low 97 cents an ounce
to 94 cents in 1889. From the mine's two
300-foot tunnels, the mill was processing
ore vielding only $20 a tan. Only 12 per-
sons lived in the area in 1890; the post
office closed that December. Accord-
ing to McFarlane's son, the Mescal had
produced $250,000 in gold and silver.

Postscript: The effect of falling silver
prices produced one of the most bizarre
incidents in mining history. At least, such
is the account related by Charles E.
Bennett, then with the Associated Press
in Los Angeles. His story appeared in the
Los Angeles Times in December, 1895.

The incident began after a six~year
depression swept the nation in mid-1893,
when a silver dollar contained only 40 cents
worth of silver. Hit by the hard times,
according to Bennett, two Denver business-
men, known only as Spencer and David,
bought the Mescal. They built a smelter,
brought in a8 hand-picked crew, and ins-
talled special machinery at the bottom of
a deep shaft.

The machinery had only one purpose:
counterfeiting. Each day, Spencer and
Davis were taking out 20 tons of ore
containing a total of 800 ounces of silver,
enough with which to mint 1,000 phony
dollars. Tightly packed into hollow bars
of bullion, the dollars would be shipped
out and fenced in other cities.

Although the dollars were excellent
imitations, their discovery in a bar of
bullion led Bennett, assigned as a
Secret Service agent, on a painstaking
hunt for clues. Bennett finally found his
prey in the summer of 1893 and enlisted
the aid of a detachment of soldiers.
Bennett and a guide "turned around a small
cone-like hill and there before us, close
upon us, was the Mescal camp. It lay on a
ridge which made out from the mountain
into the valley. . . . Above on the bold
side of the high roaring side of the
high roaring mountain was the mine, its
grey dump marking with a light splotch
the dark slope. . . ." Buckets suspended
on an aerial tramway carried ore from the

mine to the smelter. Running down a steep
slope, a pipe from the mine fed a pool of
delicious water. Though visitors were
unwelcome, Bennett contrived to have him-
self stranded in the camp.

One morning in August, Bennett iden-
tified himself and ordered Spencer and
his crew to surrender. Spencer merely
sneered. "Pooh, vou talk like a fool. i'll
have you to know, sir, that it will take
a better man than you to arrest a whole
camp and shut down a mine on such a fool
charge as that . . . ."

Spencer was prepared far such an
emergency. Just as Bennett's men were
about to charge over the hill, Spencer
blew a whistle, and the mountain inside
began to rumble. An explosion blew Ben-
nett and several others off their feet:
boulders went flying. One man was fatally
injured. Under the rubble, too deep to
dig out, were the dies, roller, and
counterfeiting press. Taken to Los Angeles
for trial, Spencer, Davis, and their smelt-
erman were acquitted for lack of evi-
dence. But neither did they return to
their old ways.#
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