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In a region where the Needles school district encompassed 7,000 square miles, Manvel
served as the distributing point for a vast hinterland. Good reports were coming in
from the mines at Vanderbilt, Goodsprings, Crescent, Montgomery; the Potosi mine near
Goodsprings, for example, contracted to ship 100 tons of ore a day through Manvel. One
correspondent asked for daily or tri-weekly mail service and a stage line to serwve the
hundreds of men laboring between Manvel and Pioche, Nevada - several hundred miles
north. After considerable clamoring, the residents induced the county to work on the
road leading from Manvel to Vanderbilt and the Nevada camps in early 1895. One ship-
ment for the Montgomery mines, 125 miles northwest, totaled 25 tons and two six-horse
teams carrying provisions.

One editor pointed out the eastern Mojave '"does not ask for much, and it seems that
a road over which large freight teams pass daily, heavily loaded with valuable machin-
ery, ore and merchandise, should be put in proper condition at once...."

By early 1898, Manvel supported a flour, grain and lumber dealer, a hotel, a black-
smith, the post office, a justice of the peace, and a general store and a stage line
running to Montgomery, both owned by T. A. Brown. Mail arrived three times a week. A
school district was organized in 1900 and Manvel was indeed booming.

Manvel lost some of its importance when the Nevada Southern built a l5-mile extension
past Vanderbilt (now dead) to serve the revived Copper World Mine. When the branch was
completed in 1902, Ivanpah station was built at the end of track. (A few months later,
the Santa Fe bought the Nevada Southern and renamed it the California Eastern.)

The daily arrival of the train from Blake (Goffs) "heralded by smoke rising over the
southern mesa,” was the event of the day, recalled Edgar Brown, the son of the leading
merchant. Within minutes, Engine No. 1 would swesp "majestically around the bend and
hiss to a stop at the small wnpainted station. From the single day coach came the
white=collared !drumsers,'mackinawed prospectors, pompous mining promoters, and
ever-interesting pageant of gold seekers and sucker-seekers.'

Then to the-station platform came a procession of 20-mule teams generating clouds of
dust and volumes of curses. Swampers would break their backs loading massive mining
machinery, cases of dynamite, tin water pails, even rails for the narrow-gauge railroad
at Searchlight. With towering loads, a full water tank for their animals and a case or
two of tomatoes to slake their own thirsts, the teamster and his swamper would set out
for Goldfield and Goodsprings, Searchlight and Death Valley. (See Page 5)




