JULY = AUGUST - SEPTEMBER, 1985

In Searchlight, Flanagan closed the News and moved its plant to the office of
the Hart Enterprise. And a banquet and ball marked the opening of the town's
only two-story building, the Norton House, who furnishings were "first class."
A second two-story hotel, the Martin House, opened in July. .

Hart's estimated 400 residents hardly even needed to leave their homes.
The business district that summer included the two hotels and a one-story rooming
house, two general stores, a bookstore, a real-estate office,a candy store, two
Jumberyards, a bakery, and eight saloons. The utilities embraced the water line,
the post office, telephone and telegraph service, and stage and auto lines to
Searchlight and Hitt.

Hart had its human side, too. When the first child was born in camp, its
parents were promised a loving cup made of locally mined gold. Hart, however,
had no church or bank. And since the nearest school was at Barnwell, the
children of the Snorf family would walk to Barnwell on Sunday nights, set up
house in an abandoned cabin, and walk back home on Fridays afternoons. On a
grimmer note, Hart had a cemetery that would eventually have five graves.

Helping the boom along was the Enterprise. Flanagan, its founder, was
apparently hard pressed by the nationwide depression and by the rival Searchlight
Bulletin, a newsy sheet of six pages. When Flanagan closed his weekly News
in April, an agent for the building's owners attached the loaded plant for back
rent. It cost Flanagan $110 to free his equipment and move it to Hart.

Hart could have no better booster than Flanagan. As early as January,
he was crowing that "Hart is destined to become one of the largest producers
of gold in the United States. . . ." When the Enterprise advised excursionists
to "enjoy the fresh, balmy breezes of the mountains,” the Bulletin scoffed:

" . unfortunately, the oldest inhabitant cannot recall a more disagreeable day
than that which greeted the visitors, and the 'fresh, balmy breezes' were voung
tornadoes laden with blinding dust. . . ."

(See Page 39)




