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Frontispiece photographs: (top) Eadweard Muybridge, self-portrait, swinging a railroad lineman’s pickax, 1879; (bottom) Leland Stanford (center, a hammer in his right hand) during the “last spike” ceremony at the completion of the transcontinental railroad, Promontory Summit, Utah, May 10, 1869
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FOREWORD

Floodwaters

The man with beaten clothes could be forgiven for his crime, because he had invented a new way of seeing.

In the late 1800s, in California, the photographer Edward Muybridge and the railroad capitalist Leland Stanford, whose lives and personalities differed sharply, made a strange and unforgettable discovery. Using horses and cameras and speed, Muybridge, the creative one, and Stanford, the rich one, built a technology of vision. Together they married the camera to the railroad and became the inventors of moving pictures, the basis of our culture of screens—handheld ones and televisions, theater screens and screens on counters and desks. For this they stand at the headwaters of the visual media. From Stanford and Muybridge came the first spray of images that became the stream of pictures in which most of us bathe for half our waking hours.

There is another uncommon thing about Muybridge and Stanford, namely, one of them was a murderer. Muybridge, the photographer, killed coolly and in a meticulous way, with the expectation that he would die as he killed. As an artist and inventor, Muybridge helped turn the world into a community of spectators—people who watch, transfixed by screens. As a killer, he fascinated Americans with his story of sexual possession. The photographer’s crime did not seem to trouble Stanford, his friend and patron, so common was murder in California during the frontier years, but the Muybridge killing became an early sensation, a fitting prelude to the technology he and Stanford loosed on the world. I should add that these things unfolded in a particular order. To be truthful about the sequence, Muybridge killed, and then came the invention of media.


PREFACE

The story of the people who improvised moving pictures and put them on a screen, during the 1870s, when everyone still rode horses and cut firewood, might be worth the trouble of telling by itself, but Edward Muybridge has an enigma to add to this feat, which is his crime. Muybridge—and his friend and patron, Leland Stanford (in the old sense, the moneyed man who pays for art)—brought visual media into the world, a kind of seeing that grew from the kernel idea of “motion studies.” Thus began the source of distraction and pleasure that much of the world uses much of the time: moving pictures fill daily life and fascinate us. But the mystery that Muybridge carries is that he was a murderer—not an accidental killer, but a cool one, and remorseless.

Edward Muybridge’s life as an artist and inventor who happened to be a killer means trouble for a biographer. Most accounts of artists’ lives are admiring of their subject, whereas the crime of murder tends to put a man in a bad light. Many have talked about Muybridge, but no one knows quite what to do with his violence—the usual line is to focus on his photography and to box away the crime, hiding this embarrassing “mistake.” At a distance of many years, the photographer looks to be a romantic hero, a soft glow haloing his wild hair, a lonely visionary at work in the fields of early industry. Gustave Flaubert said that writing history is like drinking an ocean and pissing a cupful, and that some historians do just the opposite. In this story about the strange partnership of an artist and a railroad magnate, in which I find the genesis of the media, I do not provide a roll call of the many other people who made the movies and their later child, our society of spectacle.1 I don’t tell the full tale of all the toys and tools, from the panorama to the zoetrope and magic lantern, that came together to make the cinema. Instead, I see the photography with which Muybridge shot animals and people performing daily tasks—and his projection of these on screens—as the genetic imprint of all the visual media. The strand that holds together all our ways of looking at screens is the fascination with what moves, which is satisfied by an apparatus that captures time and plays it back. This is the story of two difficult, important, and incompatible men who joined photography to the railroad, and in so doing opened an exit from the Machine Age and an entrance to our own virtual worlds.

[image: ]

There is one unusual obstacle to speaking about “Eadweard Muybridge,” as he is usually called, namely that my subject’s name cannot be pronounced. It can hardly be spelled. The best I can do, aloud, is “aid-weird my-bridge.” It is a name that looks back at you and says, Well, so? And also, I am. Muybridge changed the spelling of his name every ten years or so; his many names float over his life like his dissolving pictures, and “Eadweard Muybridge” was merely the last version. He coined five spellings, using one and tossing it, choosing another and leaving that one behind. Although he called himself “Edward Muybridge” during the years of his most important work, I will use all of his names, as he himself did, attaching each to the time in his life that he assumed it.

Edward Muybridge—peripatetic, obsessed, murderous—was uncomfortable with renown and at the same time wanted it. And so to the first name, and to what happened.
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Eadweard Muybridge, Horses. Running. Phryne L., Plate 40, 1879 (Illustration Credit p01.1)

Click here to view a larger version of this image.
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THE STANFORD ENTERTAINMENT

The mansion in San Francisco had collapsed with the earthquake in 1906 and burned to nothing a day later in the fires. I walked up the face of Nob Hill to look at the place where it used to stand. Could there be a tiny remnant of this temple of money? The hill had been known as California Hill until Leland Stanford and family moved there in 1876, followed by their preposterously rich friends. After that it was Nob Hill. Stanford and the other nabobs (a word borrowed from Mughal India, trimmed in America to “nobs”) built houses that showed their money and looked with a possessive gaze at the city below. The day after the earthquake the fire came, on a Thursday morning in April, and the two disasters took down all the big houses but one.

At the top of Nob Hill today are apartment buildings, hotels, a little park. The place that survived, the last sign of the sovereigns who had set themselves up on these blocks, was the Flood house. James Flood, a mining multimillionaire, was one of the men who exploited the Comstock Lode, a thick vein of silver in Nevada that ended up in most coins. The fire had somehow wrapped around and missed his house. When the silver man died, the Flood mansion went into the hands of the Pacific-Union Club, which seems fitting—a men’s club whose members dote on money, the way the nabobs did. I looked at the Flood house, a megalith in brown stucco, and imagined it in its original setting, amid a colony of American palaces. The first and most ostentatious of them, the Stanford house, used to stand a block to the east, at California and Powell Streets. An eight-story hotel now occupied that site, planted over the ruins. Only the granite wall that used to frame the house remained.

Mark Twain’s novel The Gilded Age gave its name to the late nineteenth century, a time of monopoly with its high tide of corruption and greed. Nob Hill was one of the age’s capitals, and whatever went on here took shape on a Brobdingnagian scale. But one episode of those years, as far as I can see, has been overlooked. It could be said that the world of visual media got under way on this hill, amid the new money of California, in the late 1800s. It happened one night at a party at which the entertainment was a photographer called Edward Muybridge.


JANUARY 16, 1880

CALIFORNIA AND POWELL STREETS, SAN FRANCISCO



It was the night pictures began to move. Just what it was that happened that night could not be accurately described for many years. It would not be comprehensible until the movie theaters had spread and the television stations were built, or maybe even until screens appeared in most rooms and people carried them in their hands. That winter night in San Francisco pictures jumped into motion, someone captured time and played it back. A newspaperman noticed that something unusual had happened, although he did not say anything about time. He noticed only that whatever it was that happened had taken place in the home of the best-known citizen of the state of California; he noticed these facts but missed the main event. The newspaperman pointed out that a photographer of angular shape named Edward Muybridge and his new machine had been the reason for the gathering, but he did not describe what Muybridge had done. Thanks to the paper (and notwithstanding the reporter’s oversights), we know who was there, in the house. We know who came around to the stupendous mansion where Muybridge assembled his mechanism and put it in motion and carried it through its initial performance.
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Edward Muybridge often photographed the property of Leland and Jane Stanford, particularly their horses and houses. In San Francisco, the Stanfords’ home on California Hill (later Nob Hill), built in 1876, had some fifty rooms, depending on how you counted, and the showiest decor west of the Mississippi. (Illustration Credit 1.1)



The event with the photographer took place in the home of an abnormally rich family. It was the end of the week. The family stayed in for the evening and invited some friends for a party and a show.

Their brown, stuccoed palazzo occupied the best site on California Hill, looking out to the flickering lights on San Francisco Bay and down at the streets of the rolling city. From a block away—and you had to get that far back to see the whole thing—the house looked to be a chunky, dark mass, Italianate in style. The owners of the house wanted it to exceed, if possible, the pomp of the European palaces, and to achieve this they had hired the New York design firm Pottier & Stymus, which had a record of extravagance, to ornament every square yard of its interior. When the decorators were finished, the place had a magnitude and pretense that no one in California had previously seen. Without rival, it was the most talked-up house west of the Mississippi.

The Stanford family lived here, just three people, a mother and father and their eleven-year-old son. The Stanfords employed about twelve servants, half of whom lived in the brown house and some of whom traveled with the family to serve them at their horse farm south of the city. Newspapers were soaked with ink about the Stanfords’ outsized lives. The San Francisco Daily Call labeled tonight’s event “The Stanford Entertainment,” and from those three words everyone knew where and for whom the photographer Edward Muybridge was doing whatever it was he did with his picture machine.

This year he was Edward Muybridge, but the spelling of his name would soon change, as it had done on four previous occasions. Every few years, the photographer would move a vowel or switch a couple of consonants. He used to be Edward Muygridge, and before that, Edward Muggeridge. For a few years he used the professional name “Helios,” the single moniker of an artist, borrowed in this case from the Greek god of the sun.
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Leland Stanford, his wife, Jane Lathrop Stanford, and their son, Leland Stanford Jr., 1881 (Illustration Credit 1.2)



Along with his name, his working life had already passed through several metamorphoses. During his twenties Muybridge had been a book and print salesman for a London publisher; he sold dictionaries and encyclopedias and art books, engravings, and lithographs. In his thirties he tried to make a living as an inventor but failed when buyers showed indifference to his patents. After that, he put on the top hat of a capitalist: he started a mining company, and then an investment firm. Both ended badly. At age thirty-seven, he invented himself for the last time, as an artist: he became a photographer. He had followed a wandering path and only came to a single road as a middle-aged man. The choice of photography, at last, seemed to him to vindicate all the disappointments and failures that had gone before.

Edward Muybridge wore a beard down to the middle of his chest, a gray weave with a dark residue. Occasionally he might have combed it. The hair on his head was white, swirling at the ears, tossed up from his brow. His eyes were sharp blue. The crinkly beard and flowing hair made him look antique, wizardlike. One newspaper said that Muybridge looked “at least ten years older” than his natural age, which was forty-nine: a man in midlife wearing a mask of seniority.

After twelve years with the camera, he was the best-known photographer in San Francisco. Part of his renown came from his pictures, notably the ones he had taken in Yosemite Valley. The naturalist John Muir had explored and written about the seven-mile-long chasm in upper California, an extravagance of cliffs and depths and vistas. A photographer called Carleton Watkins had been one of the first to descend into Yosemite’s hollows and come back with pictures. But Muybridge’s photographs of the valley’s flagrant rock faces and bridal-veil waterfalls had exceeded those of Watkins and helped to make Yosemite a part of national lore. The landscape of Yosemite, its wildness and excess, which Muybridge framed and made mythic, had come to represent the West to people in the eastern states.

Yosemite was part of Muybridge, but other parts of him were urban. Three years earlier he had made a panorama of San Francisco in photographs, the city in 360 degrees. To shoot it he had stood on the turret of the Mark Hopkins house, another mansion farther up the hill from the Stanford place. Muybridge had cranked the camera around on his tripod, measuring and panning, foot by foot, until the whole city went under the lens. He had given Leland Stanford and his wife, Jane, the biggest version of the panorama, an unrolling carpet of a picture, seventeen feet long and two feet high—an expensive thank-you gift for years of assignments and friendship.

The photographer who tramped the wilderness and scaled city summits had a thin, vigorous body. The same witness who called him “old” also wrote that Muybridge possessed the jauntiness of a twenty-five-year-old man. People knew his athleticism. He was the man who skipped down flights of stairs, the agile camera operator most conspicuous around San Francisco, a blur seen in continual movement from the Golden Gate to San Jose. The tripod went up—it must be Muybridge again—and it came down.

Edward Muybridge had another stroke of renown, outside of his work, which was the fame of his crime. Wherever he went, it followed the photographer. He was a murderer, and the aura of his violence lingered, stirring an atmosphere as palpable as his acclaim as an artist. Muybridge’s crime had been reported throughout the United States, so strange were its details, so fascinating was its passion to so many people. The photographer had a reasonable claim to be the one citizen who pulled behind him the largest cloud of dark gossip in the state of California. Of course he pretended as though the talk about him did not buzz incessantly, that he was merely a member of San Francisco’s small, vivid cultural establishment. Perhaps he had no other choice but to pretend. Certainly this pose worked more to his advantage than fully inhabiting the role of a killer.

Tonight Muybridge stood at a table in the middle of a giant room. In the Stanford mansion, the rooms had names. This one, in all probability, was the Pompeian Room, the showiest room, which the family used to entertain. About forty feet square, it had four walls of murals that replicated frescoes found in houses uncovered beneath the volcanic dirt at Pompeii. The Stanfords had paid Pottier & Stymus, the decorators, to create a showplace of replica history in their house. In the Pompeian Room they had placed gilded chairs and marble-topped tables with slender legs to make a pastiche of ancient Rome, and life-size marble nymphs to stand guard.

If not here, Muybridge may have stood in the Music and Art Room, a gallery twenty yards long whose wine-red walls were hung with fifty-some landscapes and portraits, and whose ceiling was painted with medallions depicting the faces of Rubens, Van Dyck, Beethoven, Mozart, Raphael, and Michelangelo. “Few palaces of Europe excel this house,” said one newswriter, who may not have been to Europe but who knew the fantasies of Americans who looked up to the Old World.

Or he could have been in one of the other downstairs parlors, or in the library, the ballroom, or the aviary. Huge mantelpieces and elaborate rosewood fittings dominated each of them, and a grove of furnishing spread to the edges in leather, silk, brocade, or velvet. Wherever Muybridge was, he had to clear away the crush of decor and work around chandeliers heavy as cannon that dangled just above the head, because he needed a straight thirty feet for what he had to accomplish. Muybridge made pictures that were very different from the imagery that decorated the walls, ceilings, and floors of the Stanford mansion. His pictures were not massive, like most of the fixtures, and they were not imitations of art found in Europe. They were evanescent and thin, they were pictures flung on air.

A scattering of guests arrived in twos and threes, with buttons on bulges, lace on bosoms. Some were politicians, like the newly elected governor of California, George Perkins, and Reuben Fenton, U.S. senator from New York and former governor. Behind the lawmakers came a phalanx of rich people, a few of them as rich as their hosts, the Stanfords. In this group were the neighbors, Charles Crocker and his wife, Mary Ann Deming, who lived two blocks away in a brown house only a little less grand than the Stanfords’ palazzo. There was also a young woman, Jennie Flood, an heiress in the new California manner. She came with her father, James Flood, a silver miner who had gotten rich on specie metal from Nevada and built a supreme and impressive house around the corner, at California and Mason Streets. Lesser elites and their spouses filled out the invitation list—a judge here, a doctor there.
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One of the downstairs salons of the Stanford house, the Pompeian Room, in which every square foot of surface stalks the eyes (Illustration Credit 1.3)



Servants brought in drink, gaslight drank the air. The woman of the house, Mrs. Jane Stanford, presented herself, tall, ample, and bejeweled. Jane Stanford cultivated a gothic look. She liked to drape herself in crimson velvet, with pools of hem and long trains behind, old lace circling her neck. She was sure to be wearing an arm’s length of opals or a parure of diamonds consisting of necklace, bracelets, and earrings.

The night promised a pageant of some kind, but two men already radiated something of the theater. Leland Stanford and Edward Muybridge were the best-known men at the party—Stanford for his money, Muybridge for his pictures (as well as the other thing), and together they inspired most of the hushed chatter. They had known each other for almost ten years and had spent a lot of that time talking and wondering about a single subject: the gait of horses. A narrow topic, yes, but one on the mind of many in the year 1880. Everyone knew that Stanford was horse-mad, and that he and Muybridge had formed a bond over horses. It was Stanford’s belief that during a gallop, horses at some point in their stride lift all four hooves off the ground, that in effect, they become airborne. No one knew, really—the legs of a horse moved too fast to tell with the eye. Stanford had asked Muybridge to solve his problem, to prove or disprove his hypothesis, which horse people referred to as the theory of “unsupported transit.”

Some of the talk that Stanford aroused would not have flattered him. At least some of the guests at the party, perhaps the politicians and the more middle-class group, inevitably regarded their hosts with ambivalence—envy would not be too strong a word, and maybe a touch of fear. Almost twenty years before, Leland Stanford and several others had founded the Central Pacific Railroad, with Stanford in the role of company president. The firm, using big government subsidies, and the sweat of perhaps twenty thousand Chinese immigrants, had built the western half of the transcontinental line, the 850-mile track over the Sierra Mountains that linked California to the eastern states. In the early years of the Central Pacific, Stanford had been an object of fealty. Newspaper accounts painted him as a great benefactor of California: he brought work and wealth and even glory to the West, his admirers said, justifying the stage name of California, the Golden State. But after a rosy flush, Stanford’s reputation had fallen. The Central Pacific and its sister company, the Southern Pacific, which Stanford also ran, had built a transportation monopoly. The Central and Southern had acquired millions of acres of public land and looked at times to be bigger than the government of California, which they seemed to run to their liking. Stanford’s railroads picked up a nickname: “the Octopus.” Newspapers ran cartoons that showed Stanford and his partners as a watery beast, tentacles reaching out to strangle farmers, factories, and politicians. Stanford became the West’s most famous symbol of greed. Not long before this evening’s event, several thousand marchers, followers of the Workingmen’s Party of California, had come up Nob Hill and surrounded his house, calling out for Stanford to be lynched.

Edward Muybridge was not quite equal to Stanford in the number of news items that trailed him, but his name was also in print throughout America. Seven years earlier, in 1873, Muybridge had made national headlines when his camera first brought motion to a halt. He had photographed a horse, one of Stanford’s, in the middle of a full trot, making it stop in the air. In the forty years of photography, no one had done anything like it. Though the picture was blurry, no one had trapped such a tiny instant in an image. Five years later, in 1878, Muybridge had set up twelve cameras to catch twelve slices of a horse’s run. It was while taking pictures of a mare called Sallie Gardner and a stallion named Occident that Muybridge had first split the gallop into many parts. His photographs were seen and admired around the world, his name and accomplishment published in scientific journals like Nature, popular magazines like Harper’s Weekly, and in their counterparts in England, France, and Germany. The multiple-camera experiment made Muybridge into an international celebrity. Some saw him as an artist, others regarded him as a scientist, and he did not shy from playing either role. Some understood him to be a conjurer, because he had done something so very elusive as to appear impossible.

There was an uneasy balance to the relationship between the artist and Stanford, the Octopus. The two men helped each other, but to Stanford, Muybridge was something less than an equal: he was a friend, but also a subordinate. The photographer wasn’t exactly an employee. To make the pictures on show tonight, Muybridge had worked on and off for eight years without a fee. Instead, Stanford had paid for the photographer’s giant expenses—a mountain of equipment, several assistants, horses and a track, and mechanisms that added speed to the cameras. The two shared interests, but Stanford’s money was in charge.

Both Stanford and Muybridge would have remembered the time almost ten years before when the photographer first worked for the family, taking pictures of their house in Sacramento, the California capital, one hundred miles upstate. As a commercial photographer, Muybridge dutifully made a portfolio of that Stanford residence, the place the family had lived before building the mansion with rooms that had names.

Muybridge had gone to some length to cultivate Stanford’s attention, but their friendship looked off kilter in other ways. The two neither looked nor acted anything alike. Even in their choice of clothes, the host and his entertainer flaunted the separate worlds in which they lived. Unlike the silk-and-velvet-attired Stanfords, Muybridge conspicuously dressed down. Photographs from this period show him in rough outdoor gear—a loose and rumpled cotton jacket and weather-beaten pants with strings on the cuffs. He had another physical signature, a corncob pipe. People who knew him said he loaded up the pipe in the middle of conversation, sometimes at the midpoint of a sentence. The pipe helped Muybridge fill out the role of a rustic, the man with the floppy hat who didn’t care what people thought.

There was also his speech. Everyone would have noticed that Muybridge had an English accent, a residue of his birth and upbringing near London. His diction was respectable, although not precious. He had not attended university, but his English was careful enough that he could compose an artful sentence in front of an audience and keep his consonants in line. The speech of Leland and Jane Stanford, notwithstanding their exorbitant surroundings, showed their plain American roots. Both had been born and raised in upper New York State, where Leland was the son of farmers and odd jobbers, and the former Jane Lathrop the daughter of merchants.

Their behavior also contrasted them. People who saw Muybridge and Stanford pointed out that the photographer was agitated and sharp, while the rail man was phlegmatic, almost wordless.

Stanford was nowhere near as nimble as Muybridge, his lithe artist-in-residence. Stanford was fifty-five, his body thick and thickening. He had begun to carry an ivory-inlaid, gold-tipped cane, perhaps for show as well as to manage his heavy trudge. At the top of his barrel-like body was an oval head and a face seemingly without angles, with a trim beard, groomed, dark and speckled gray, and a full run of straight, graying hair, much combed, on his head. In public Stanford was thoroughly adorned, often in tails, low vests, and white shirts starched wooden, with ribbon ties and mother-of-pearl studs. His black shoes shined into dark mirrors.

The slow-moving and formal Stanford played the accustomed host. He had been a politician for some time and spent a term as governor of California, so for him a reception was common as breakfast. But despite his practiced public life, he was taciturn, and a hundred words came from others for every syllable Stanford spoke. He could afford to listen, or perhaps he could do little else—his fortune meant he spent most days besieged with supplicants for his money.

Everyone called him “Governor” Stanford. His years in politics were long past, but he liked the honorific. He had quit politics for business, for the railroad. If you asked, however, Stanford might have said (adopting a pose) that actually he had quit politics for his horses. At the family estate, thirty-five miles south of San Francisco, he collected horses, not three or four, but one hundred, give or take—racers and bay mares, thoroughbreds and standardbreds, ponies and trotters. Stanford’s love of horses rivaled that for his wife, Jane, and son, Leland Jr. The horse farm, at the place they had named Palo Alto (high tree, in Spanish), was the centerpoint of his life. The Palo Alto Stock Farm, as it was known, had begun as a diversion from business, but it had turned into an obsession—a riding and training laboratory. At Palo Alto, Stanford could imagine himself as a researcher in equestrian enigmas. In this scenario Edward Muybridge, the photographer who had set up an elaborate studio at Palo Alto, served as his investigator, the man assigned to the scientific study of movement—or, appropriately for a rail-powered fortune, “animal locomotion.”

[image: ]

Tonight, Edward Muybridge would cease to be a photographer who framed up his client’s possessions. From this point forward he would be an impresario, a man with a new and remarkable show. He could present himself as the builder of an apparatus, born from speed, that captured time. Edward Muybridge knew about acceleration: it was all around him in his world, in the telegraph and in Stanford’s speeding railroad. Tonight he would introduce the element of speed to vision.

The photographer stood in the middle of the gaping and much decorated parlor, his hands on a machine. It was a modified “magic lantern,” a projector of glass slides, which Muybridge had rebuilt to create his special effect. The projector stood on a large table, a boxy wooden device with brass fittings and a big lens, three feet tall and about as long. When the projector was up and running it blasted out light.a Muybridge the engineer touched the lens, turned a wheel, and adjusted a burning gas jet of hydrogen and oxygen on a brick of lime, the source of the piercing light. He aimed the lens at a screen placed at the far wall to catch the pictures. And, fiddling with his machine, the photographer cued the pictures that he had come to shove into motion.

Leland Stanford placed his guests in the room. Chairs were occupied, gaslight dimmed. Muybridge picked up a glass disk the size of a dinner plate and fitted it in his machine. And on the screen came a blinking of light, a throbbing of something, and finally a big trembling mass. The look of a horse, almost the size of life, which was running! A picture in motion of a galloping horse.

As Muybridge whirled the disk in his projector, the horse on the screen seemed to run along for two seconds—and then it started again, repeating the same two seconds, running them over and over. The machine released its flood of pictures, weightless, coming from nowhere, a lighted nothing jittering in space, in the clutter of the Pompeian Room. Muybridge stopped the device, and the ghost disappeared. He turned off the gas jets, and the blasting light went black.
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Abe Edgington, a trotter owned by Leland Stanford, appears twelve times in one and a half seconds, starring in one of the first of many “serial photographs” that Muybridge made at the Palo Alto Stock Farm. (Illustration Credit 1.4)

Click here to view a larger version of this image.
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Muybridge’s projector, the “zoopraxiscope” (Illustration Credit 1.5)
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The idea of moving pictures had appeared in plenty of heads before this. Thanks to the zoetrope, a living room toy, the idea would have occurred countless times to thousands of people. The zoetrope, a popular gadget during the 1860s and ’70s, looked like a little drum mounted on an axle. It worked like a cartoon flipbook, only the drawings were lined up side by side. If you spun it around and peered into it, an acrobat tumbled over and over, or a couple danced a short and endless waltz. Zoetropes were common amusements in homes around America and Europe. By this time, there were also one or two projecting machines that threw little comics and sketches on a wall, and showmen who made a living with them.

But the Muybridge apparatus was different from all that. Muybridge’s pictures were not like a flipbook, and neither were they posed. He photographed live action, he captured and stored real time, and he played back the scene he had photographed. His cameras grabbed many pictures in a second, he had hired an artist to paint the pictures on a glass disk, and he showed this virtual world based in photographs to an audience. He took his audience out of their routine consciousness and made them into something they had not been—a crowd of mesmerized spectators. By doing these things, all at once, Muybridge brought a new thing into the world.

Only a single newspaper clipping documents this night at the Stanford mansion. And yet it is not too much to call this occasion the birth hour of the visual media. Movies, television, video games, the twitching images of the Internet user—Muybridge’s pictures contain the primal DNA of all of them. All the media have at their crux images that move, and all of them have a spectator, frozen and fascinated.

If you had to choose a single trait to characterize everyday life in the twenty-first century, it could be our screenophilia, and the common obsession with moving pictures. The attraction to images that dance and play, the instinctual turn toward the lighted screen, in the hand or on the desk, or on the wall, the fascination with a piece of recorded time cut to shape—all this links the world’s billions in a community of spectatorship. Edward Muybridge and Leland Stanford made the initial template of this visual life. They identified the genetic strand that threads through all media, the moving images that combine in endless mutations on every screen. And they introduced their connecting element, which is speed. The Muybridge pictures accelerated the eye, doubling and tripling and multiplying every glance, quickening vision and communication. After the fast-talking Muybridge and his laconic friend Stanford had finished, we became immobilized as spectators, fixed every day in silence and looking, propelled by screenophilia to attach ourselves to chains and networks of pictures.
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The San Francisco papers made no reference to the reactions of Stanford’s guests that night on Nob Hill, but it may be that some of them wondered about things. It might have happened that at least a few in the audience with a little wine in their stomachs looked over at Edward Muybridge and his projector and felt a flutter of anxiety—not at the invention, but at the inventor. Muybridge was well known to everyone in the room. Stanford’s friends had heard about his photography. They had heard about the horse pictures, about Muybridge’s trick of capturing time. But like everyone else in California, the well-heeled spectators in the parlor knew there was more to the thin photographer than his work. They knew about the crime.

When the murder happened, the newspapers indulged a period of frenzy around it, an early instance of a news media rush. California’s papers covered the crime, and after that they followed the trial, and later on, the aftermath and all the stories that trickled out about the famous, and now infamous, photographer. Muybridge appeared in the papers for months, and not only in California. Thanks to the telegraph, another harbinger of speed, and the Associated Press, a clipping service that hastened the spread of news, he drew headlines in Chicago, New York, New Orleans, and around America.

On this night, as virtual worlds of all kinds first came into focus, more than a few people in this audience of viewers looked over at Muybridge and remembered all this. Years later, Muybridge would write about the night he showed his pictures and his projector, the night he cued up a stored memory and replayed it. He described it several times, and each time he wrote an almost identical version of the story. Muybridge remembered that after he threw the galloping horse onto the screen, he turned to Stanford and described what they were seeing.

“There are all the positions that a galloping horse will assume in making a complete stride, Governor,” Muybridge said. “And I suppose you will recognize your horse, Hawthorn, galloping at a one-minute-forty-two gait.”

Muybridge meant that Hawthorn was covering a mile in one minute, forty-two seconds. The photographer might have been jumpy and disheveled, but he knew to flatter the man with the money.

Stanford looked at the screen from his chair. “Well, Mr. Muybridge,” he said, “you have a galloping horse there, but it is not Hawthorn. It’s Florence Anderson.” (The name of another horse.)

“No, it is Hawthorn,” Muybridge said. “The trainer sent the horse out to me, and my notes have it that way.”

It was a peculiar exchange—strange that in the birth hour of a media-made world, the two partners most involved with bringing the thing alive should be disputing the names of horses.

Stanford looked again at the flying pictures. “I think you must be mistaken in the name of the animal, Mr. Muybridge. That is certainly not the gait of Hawthorn, but of Anderson.”

The identity of the horse interested Stanford more than seeing the animal run across the room. And who was right?

At the Palo Alto Stock Farm, Muybridge’s equipment had filled a barn, and he had photographed five or six animals a day, taking notes on the fillies and mares and stallions. They were his study subjects, and Muybridge’s relationship to them was not that of a horse connoisseur. He did not know the animals as Stanford did, and so Muybridge relied on a written schedule. Stanford was right. On the day Muybridge made the pictures that he now projected on the screen, the horse called Hawthorn had been scheduled for the photographer’s cameras, and he had marked the name in his notebook. But that morning Stanford’s trainer had substituted a different horse, Florence Anderson, which Muybridge did not know at the time.

Three months after “the Stanford entertainment,” Muybridge repeated his show. The parlor banter was behind him, and he wanted press. On May 4, 1880, he hired a room at the San Francisco Art Association, a members’ society and art gallery, at 313 Pine Street, next door to the Bohemian Club, and advertised his appearances, his show. This time he charged for seats: fifty cents for a ticket. An audience came, and so did reporters, because Muybridge made good copy. The picture machine transfixed the newsmen, and next day came the stories in the city press. An item in the San Francisco Daily Call singled out the feeling of fascination, the instant when the people in their chairs had become spectators, frozen and mesmerized.

“The moment that attracted the most attention,” a reporter wrote, “which in fact aroused a pronounced flutter of enthusiasm from the audience, was the representation … of horses in motion. It placed upon the screen, apparently, the living, moving horse.”
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Muybridge, self-portrait, ca. 1879 (Illustration Credit 1.6)



Whoever he was (there was no byline), the reporter also talked about what we might call the “reality effect” of the media. “Nothing was wanting but the clatter of the hooves upon the turf and an occasional breath of steam from the nostrils to make the spectator believe that he had before him genuine flesh-and-blood steeds,” said the paper.

And the writer made a forecast that in retrospect seems perfectly uncanny.

“Mr. Muybridge has laid the foundation of a new method of entertaining the people, and we predict that his instantaneous, photographic magic-lantern zoetrope will make the rounds of the civilized world.” This journalist thought he had glimpsed the beginnings of a new way of seeing.

The “screening” in May 1880 was the public curtain raiser, if you like, of visual media. If we live in a sensory world where images orbit and engulf us, Muybridge opened the door to it. He handed us our distractions as a magician gives out illusions. And this conjurer of horses that ran across the screen was a wizardlike, prematurely aged, disheveled, and murderous man.

At the end of the night, Edward Muybridge removed the glass disk from his projecting device and packed up his kit for the next show.1




a Muybridge gave his machine the lovingly recondite name the “zoogyroscope.” A year later he was calling it the zoopraxiscope, the name that stuck, after the tabletop toy (the zoetrope) and a projector popular in France (the praxinoscope). Once, when a census clerk asked his job, Muybridge said he was a “zoopraxographer,” probably the only person of that profession in the country.
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THE YELLOW JACKET MURDER


Six years earlier…

OCTOBER 17, 1874, SAN FRANCISCO



It was a Saturday, and Edward Muybridge walked home at about noon, crossing Market Street and making his way in somewhat of a delirium to his house at the corner of Howard and Third Streets. He had spent the morning talking to a woman named Susan Smith in her rooms on Telegraph Hill, and their conversation had disturbed him. No, it had stunned him, reduced him to animal shaking. Susan Smith was paid help, a midwife and nurse who a year earlier had worked for Muybridge and his wife, the former Flora Downs. Smith had helped Flora give birth to her son, the Muybridge couple’s only child, and Smith had also taken care of the baby. She had done so in part because Edward and Flora were badly matched in their marriage (although neither would have said so). Edward could live on rice and wear a few things out of a suitcase, Flora liked clothes and luxury. Edward wanted to travel for work and stay home when he was in town, Flora liked the theater and friends and going out. What is more, Edward was forty-four, and Flora was twenty-three.

On this day Muybridge had come home to an empty house. Flora had been away with their baby for several months, leaving the photographer alone, which at any rate he preferred. After visiting Smith, Muybridge retreated for an hour to decide what to do about Smith’s stories, and among the things he had to decide was whether to take out his gun.

To own a gun in California was more common than owning a horse. It was cheaper, to start, thanks to the efficient gun makers in Massachusetts and Connecticut, whose factories sent a stream of drop-forged, reliable, and not badly priced shooting gear out to the western states. California and the rest of the West, especially the glorious and strange and violent frontier parts, the underpopulated and contentious sprawl of Nevada, Utah, Colorado, and Oregon, gave the gun makers their most reliable customers. These parts of America were home to the most steadfast buyers of guns, at least since the conclusion of the Civil War had taken away that previous heavy consumer of personal firearms, the government of the United States, which had bought up a million Winchesters and Colts to settle its disagreement with the southern states.
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After their marriage in 1871, Muybridge and his wife, Flora, lived in a townhouse in the South Park section of San Francisco, a development that simulated a square in London. (Illustration Credit 2.1)



Edward Muybridge’s gun was the most ordinary of revolvers, a Smith & Wesson #2. The #2, from the Smith & Wesson Company of Springfield, Massachusetts, had turned into the most popular revolver to accompany the national push into the West, which was now in full flood, with tens of thousands picking up their lives in the eastern states and carrying them across the Mississippi every year. The #2 was an instrument favored by lawmen and casual shooters, the gun of the boomtowns and the homesteaders and the traveling salesmen. It was a single-action six-shooter—you had to cock the hammer each time—and it took the medium bullets, .32-caliber ammunition. Just as the men in California’s mining camps kept guns in their tents and cabins, Muybridge kept a pistol at home in the biggest city in the West, San Francisco, a would-be cosmopolitan capital that had not succeeded in restricting its ritual and frequent revenge killings, its I-am-a-man bloodiness, despite almost seasonal attempts to do so.
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Smith & Wesson #2 revolver, ca. 1866 (Illustration Credit 2.2)



Edward Muybridge earned good money as a photographer, and he and Flora lived high. They had settled for two years at 3 South Park, which a reporter called their “fascinating address,” one way of expressing envy at their stylish house. (It was no rival to the homes of Muybridge’s friend, Leland Stanford, but no one could compete with the Stanfords.) In South Park, twenty-odd townhouses faced each other around an oval garden—to walk through it, you would think that San Francisco, the instant city of shacks and rooming houses and brothels, stood far away. You would think you were not in the West at all, but in a corner of London, maybe Grosvenor Square. Since then Muybridge and his wife had moved a few blocks north, and perhaps down a step on the social ladder, to a rented place where the Third Street trolley ran right past their window. (There again was Stanford, whose company, the Central Pacific Railroad, operated the streetcar.)

Arriving at home, Muybridge spent the hour dwelling on his choices before coming to a decision. It might have taken a few minutes to find the Smith & Wesson, which he did not use very much. Muybridge later told the papers that he had not fired his six-shooter in four months, although he did not say what he had previously shot at.

The photographer was in plain dress but high color—he wore his usual tattered gray jacket and wide-brimmed hat, a corncob pipe in his pocket. He had no reason to change clothes, and in his state of mind no ability to do so. When he let his mind go to the subject preoccupying him, he broke down weeping, until after two or three minutes he could again force composure on himself.

From his townhouse Muybridge walked across Market Street and made his way for fifteen minutes along Montgomery Street, three-quarters of a mile, arriving at number 429—the address of Bradley & Rulofson, a photography studio that was his art dealer. Bradley & Rulofson was one of a handful of decent art galleries in San Francisco, and Muybridge had the distinction of being the gallery’s most prominent artist. The gallery’s managing partner, a portrait photographer called William Rulofson, was a slight, good-looking man with a full head of light hair and mutton chops. Rulofson, age forty-eight, said to be keen and volatile by people who observed these things, showed Muybridge’s photographs in the gallery, sold them to collectors, and found clients for the artist, taking a commission on all of this from Muybridge’s sales, which were constant and considerable. Rulofson later said that when Muybridge came into the gallery during the early afternoon that Saturday, his state of mind was “the most intense and agonizing I have ever seen.” It was about 2:00 p.m. when the Smith & Wesson #2 and its owner reached Bradley & Rulofson’s, and they stayed for ninety minutes.

Muybridge appeared to his friend and dealer to be something more than manic but something less than deranged. The two men spent much of this visit in Rulofson’s third-floor office, where Muybridge talked and then yelled, moaned, wept, and occasionally got out a sentence or two about what he was going to do. At some point Muybridge brought out a piece of paper on which he had written some instructions. He gave the piece of paper to Rulofson and told his friend to put its contents into action if circumstances made it necessary. By “if” and “necessary,” conditional words, he intended to suggest that he might not survive the events of the day, that the photographer, who had made a good deal of money for the gallery, might have to have his affairs settled by his business manager, Rulofson, in probate.
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The western slope of Mount St. Helena, in central California, looks from a distance like a rippling curtain of brown dirt. Here and there oak trees and conifers make islands of shadows. I drove seventy-five miles northeast of San Francisco to look for the cottage where Edward Muybridge had come only once, at night, on a Saturday in the fall of 1874. It was a place difficult for him to find, and it remained well hidden. Following a winding mile of road over scalps of bald foothills, I arrived at a gate, a house—and there was the man who owned the land. He said that he had retired to it from a career in oil in Texas. He asked if I knew the story about the photographer, and he said the wasps had gone for the season. He said that the little frame house—clapboard on the outside, five rooms within, propped off the ground on corner piers—had burned a few years before, and so we walked down the hill to look at the foundation, which did not tell much. The retired oilman said in addition that in those days, the days of that photographer, the place used to be known as the Yellow Jacket Mine. I noticed that the twenty-some acres of rolling brown fields and evergreens possessed exceptional light, light that a photographer might admire. It was a place known for nothing much before Edward Muybridge showed up there, and nothing much after. The story did not seem to age, and the man said that one or two people had come up the road to ask about it, but that was ten years before.
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The twenty-five-mile-long gulley called Napa Valley runs south to north between two courses of the Sierra Nevada range. A railroad track goes up the middle most of the way, leaving off in the town of Calistoga, and the valley ends a bit further, at the barricade of Mount St. Helena. It was here that a speculator chose to try for mercury, in the 1870s.

The Yellow Jacket Mine sounded like a tunnel into earth, but it was not that, or not yet. The miners were looking for minerals and had not found them, and the Yellow Jacket was chiefly the cottage where the miners ate and slept and drank when they were not gouging randomly at a hollow of St. Helena called Pine Flat. The little house at the Yellow Jacket attached itself about halfway up the two-thousand-foot rise of the mountain. It had one decent room to sit in, and on Saturday night, October 17, 1874, four or five miners and two or three others, women from nearby Calistoga, smoked and played cards and talked.

There were miners at Yellow Jacket because a year before somebody in San Francisco with money had thought to send men over the ridge to dig for “quicksilver,” as the element mercury was called. Mercury was one of the metals that California offered from its bosom to determined pickaxes, along with gold, silver, and copper, any of which would pay happy sums of money if you could get them out of the ground.

Prior to the quicksilver experiment, the Yellow Jacket Mine had been known, with some irony, as the Yellow Jacket Ranch. The name was a bit of a joke for the reason that far more than cattle or sheep, the most numerous animal on the ranch was a stinging variety of wasp—yellow jackets. The yellow jackets swarmed for two months every autumn. Now and then they killed a dog during that season, and one year they had killed an unlucky and drunken ranch hand who happened to fall on a horde’s nest, but mainly they kept people indoors.

It was mid-October, the swarms were gone. At about 11:00 p.m. the men were playing cards and drinking; the women sat across the room and swatted at the men’s chatter. (These glimpses of the scene, as well as the dialogue and choreography, are distilled from a thick folder of newspaper accounts.) The women did not live in the cottage, and although none of the news stories remarks on this, it would not have been unusual had the men paid the women to come see them that night. Outside the door were a thin moon, a road, pines, and outspreading oaks. Light from the oil lamps flickered at the windows.

One man in the group did not play cards much. His name was Harry Larkyns, the best-looking man, probably, and in the eyes of many observers the most charming and vain of the group. He sat with the women and was entertaining them. There are no photographs that might show us one way or the other how handsome he was; nevertheless, reporters went on about him. A news writer described Harry Larkyns as “a young man, not over thirty, with a quiet aristocratic air that rather impresses one.” Larkyns was in fact forty years old, tall and graceful and lithe in form, with dirty blond hair. His diction pointed to his birthplace, which was Scotland. His manners and use of similes and artful talk reflected long schooling. Like most Californians, Harry Larkyns was new to California. He had arrived in San Francisco two years earlier, in November 1872, and within a few months, he had surfaced in the news, unpleasantly. The San Francisco Chronicle told the story of a monthlong transaction he had undertaken that had ended with Larkyns’s arrest for “obtaining money on false pretenses.” A confidence act, most likely.1 In two days the accused was out of jail, however, having promised to repay money to the accuser, a young Englishman who had given Larkyns a long credit line.

Harry Larkyns’s introduction to the West had the region’s habitual stamp of invention and bluff. He told everyone he was rich, and so it was initially accepted—until his arrest. After he escaped prosecution, the well-schooled Larkyns found a job in the office of a publisher, Bancroft & Co., as a translator of French. Quitting that job, he moved on to journalism. Larkyns claimed to anyone who would listen that he was at home in theaters and around the stage, and so it came about that one of the city papers, the Daily Evening Post, hired him to write theater criticism. After a year, however, he had lost that job for handing in copy someone else had written. Next Larkyns worked as a booking agent for Wilson’s Circus, a ten-year-old caravanserai in San Francisco, boosting the show and trying to find road dates for its epauletted ringmaster and leaping acrobats. Larkyns in other words did what was necessary—he improvised, he sculpted himself, in the Western style. He was full of big stories and bon mots, a handsome swain on the stinking streets.

At present Larkyns was in the pay of the speculators who were trying to turn the Yellow Jacket into a quicksilver strike. Their names have been forgotten, but these investors, or gamblers, had hired Larkyns to make a map of the mercury fields and to describe their prospects. (That a confidence man would have such a job speaks to the mental resources of California at this point in time.) Larkyns had been walking around St. Helena and its lower slopes for three months, writing up his impressions of the suitability of different sites for the placement of pickaxes. Although little prior experience qualified him to make such judgments, he allowed himself to imagine the money to be made and to publish his thoughts in a mining bulletin called the Weekly Stock Report. His last dispatch, published in August 1874, said the quicksilver fields north of Napa Valley promised to be one of the next windfalls of California mining for those fortunate enough to recognize the opportunity.
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Edward Muybridge left Bradley & Rulofson’s at 3:56 p.m., as William Rulofson remembered it. From 429 Montgomery, at the corner of Sacramento Street, Muybridge ran eight blocks north and east, sprinting to reach a certain wharf on the waterfront. He arrived at the ferry dock and jumped on the 4:00 p.m. steamboat as it fired up its boilers and paddled out, aiming for Vallejo, a town at the north end of San Francisco Bay. At 6:00 p.m., he got off the boat and boarded a train headed north. During the journey an interesting fact might have crossed his inflamed mind, namely, that the train, like everything else, it seemed, belonged to his friend Leland Stanford’s company, the Central Pacific. No matter. Muybridge made his way up the channel of the valley and after an uncomfortably slow four-hour ride (railroads were supposed to be about speed, but not the local trains) stepped down at the town of Calistoga, population five hundred, the last stop. It was 10:00 p.m. He looked for a buggy to take him the rest of the way around the thighs of Mount St. Helena. The driver of the hack on the late shift that night was an eighteen-year-old named George Wolf. Wolf remembered later that Muybridge got on the buggy and told him to drive north for ten miles. Wolf also remembered that the road that night was dark under the narrow moon, and that on the way, as the buggy’s oil lamp threw a faint light, Muybridge asked whether there might be a danger of robbers. A fair question—the area had a reputation for bandits. Muybridge asked if he could fire his pistol as a warning shot, to frighten off any rough men who might be lying in wait in the gullies. The driver trotted the horse along in the near black, and Muybridge shot into the evergreens with his gun, because he had not used it in four months.
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In the sitting room at the Yellow Jacket, Harry Larkyns offered a stream of stories to the women. People who knew him said Larkyns beguiled women, he had the charm of talk and powers of arousal. Larkyns told the women that while living in London he had been an impresario, a theatrical producer in the West End. He said, in fact, that it was the theater, or rather an error of judgment in the theater business, that had compelled him to come to the United States from England. Larkyns told whoever would listen that as a young man, he had invested some of his family’s plentiful money in the theater, over the protest of his grandmother. His parents were dead, he said, which is why his grandmother had become his benefactor. In London, when his new and expensive and most favorite production failed to make money—as splendid as the company had been, as smart the staging—he had lost an irreplaceable sum of the family money. The mistake had thrown him into disgrace with his more conservative relations, grandmother included, and he had been forced to emigrate, he said, to escape the general humiliation. Larkyns held the women’s open-eyed attention with this variety of story.

It was about midnight. The card game went along across the room, with no sign of folding. A knock came at the door, and one of the miners, Benjamin Pricket, got up from the table to answer. Pricket came back to say that someone wanted to speak with Harry Larkyns.

“I will see who this mysterious visitor is,” Larkyns said.

Larkyns went to the door, which stood open, and looked into the black.

“I can’t see you,” he said. “Step into the light.”

Edward Muybridge stood outside. In an interview with the San Francisco Examiner two months later, Muybridge remembered the night and described a precise little scene to the reporter.

“I said, ‘My name is Muybridge, and I have received a message from my wife,’ ” he told the papers. “But before I could say more, Larkyns started to retreat into the house. I had made no attempt against him. I saw that he would be gone in a moment and that I must act on the instant, or he would escape.”

Muybridge raised the Smith & Wesson #2 and shot Larkyns in the chest. Someone who saw the effect said the bullet went into his body “an inch above the left nipple.” Harry Larkyns turned into the room, put his hand on his chest, and shouted, “Let me out! Let me out!” He ran away from Muybridge, through the cottage, and out the back door.

Muybridge walked into the house with the gun in his hand. One witness said that he turned to the women who had been talking with Larkyns and spoke to them. “I’m sorry for the disturbance,” he said.

One of the men at the card table, a miner named James McArthur, stepped into a bedroom and came out with his own gun. Muybridge had started to follow Larkyns out the back door. “And as he passed the bedroom door I covered him with a pistol and made him surrender,” McArthur remembered. Muybridge put up no resistance and handed over his revolver.
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At 11:00 p.m. on October 17, 1874, Muybridge knocked at this house—a cottage at the former Yellow Jacket Mine in northern California, near the town of Calistoga—asked for one of the men inside, Harry Larkyns, and shot him with a Smith & Wesson #2 revolver. (Illustration Credit 2.3)



One of the miners went out to Larkyns behind the house. There was a large oak tree near the door, which is where Larkyns fell dead. A physician who looked at him gave the opinion that he had lived “no more than twenty seconds” after the shot. The miner returned to the room to say that Larkyns was dead. Hearing this, Muybridge announced to the group, seven or eight people now on their feet, that this was a good outcome, and that he was glad for it.

Harry Larkyns’s body was carried into the cottage and laid on a sofa, and somebody went on a horse to bring back a doctor. The nearest settlement was Calistoga, ten miles away, and at about 1:00 a.m. a Dr. Reed arrived. Reed examined the body and said that Larkyns was dead, which was known to everyone.

California had a reputation as the national center of gunplay, a place where shootings happened with the rhythm of the sunset. The Muybridge crime was a killing among miners out in the wilderness, which meant it was an event so ordinary as to seem commonplace. Notwithstanding its plainness, and far out of proportion to its remoteness, the murder of Harry Larkyns swelled into a national story. The shooting was reported in newspapers in New York, Chicago, Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Washington, D.C. It appeared in the press in Indiana, Nebraska, Idaho, Arizona, and in all likelihood in many other places whose newspapers did not survive to be taken care of, microfilmed, and scanned 150 years later by libraries.

The shooting created a brief national sensation. Most of the papers, west to east, had previously followed the doings of Edward Muybridge. They had run stories on his photographs of Yosemite Valley, some of the most beautiful images to come out of California. They had run stories the first time that he used his camera to stop the motion of a running horse. But Muybridge the killer was something different. Muybridge was not just an artist who happened to have shot a man. He was known to be the personal cameraman of Leland Stanford, the best-known and richest man west of the Mississippi—Stanford, who was something like the paterfamilias of California. That connection made the story especially newsworthy.

In San Francisco, people from all walks of life talked about Muybridge and the killing. They parsed it, defended it, took it apart, and ran through its inflections. It was interesting, wasn’t it, that Muybridge had committed an instantaneous murder. The crime was precise and ecstatic, and therefore a shooting suited to the shooter. It was not unlike a running horse, a quick frame of an act like the impossible pictures the photographer had made. It was interesting, wasn’t it, that there was a cognate in the crime.

In the Yellow Jacket cottage, the miners talked about what to do with the photographer. Muybridge said later that he thought he might be lynched. Gang rule did not lie far beneath the surface in California. Three years earlier, in 1871, a mob of five hundred had rioted and lynched some twenty Chinese immigrants, for the reason that immigrants did not belong in the state because they took away work from whites. Lynching was a familiar part of the miner’s life in the mountains, far from a
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