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			Praise for The Mirage Factory

			A Washington Post Notable Book of 2018

			An NPR Best Book of 2018

			An Amazon Best Book of 2018

			“[Krist] marshals his considerable storytelling skills to capture Los Angeles at a critical moment…expertly weav[ing] together the stories of Griffith, Mulholland, and McPherson….Above all Krist is a nimble scene-setter, and it’s the indelible details he offers that give The Mirage Factory its mesmerizing pull….You’ll finish it entertained, informed, and satisfied, as well as ready for more.”

			—New York Times

			“Krist is a dream weaver….Exquisite pacing and seamless shifting between the characters allow their stories to connect….I’ve read dozens of histories of the Los Angeles Aqueduct, and none are as viscerally compelling or as clear in detailed descriptions of the complicated machinations as Krist’s account….Krist’s book is so good that, like the best movies, it ends up inverting the genre.”

			—Washington Post

			“Krist draws upon some of the best books about the era and its people, enriching them with a virtuoso deploying of detail gathered from deep dives into the primary material….Watered with imagination and invention, some mirages evidently can sink their roots deeply into reality.”

			—The New York Times Book Review

			“Colorful and fresh…The Mirage Factory is great not only for the wealth of obscure facts Krist manages to weave into his tale of his three larger-than-life figures but also for the evocative word pictures of old Los Angeles and Hollywood he conjures up….My only complaint after finishing the book was: more, please.”

			—LA Weekly

			“[A] captivating history of Los Angeles told through the lives of ‘Water Czar’ William Mulholland, film director D. W. Griffith, and evangelist Aimee Semple McPherson. Through them we come to understand that this unlikeliest of metropolises could never have been built without the American capacity for self-mythologizing.”

			—O, The Oprah Magazine (Top Books of Summer)

			“The crimes of Los Angeles, in the hands of Gary Krist, have now filled a fat, juicy volume….The Mirage Factory is essential reading for the understanding and enjoyment of America’s dream factory.”

			—Philadelphia Inquirer

			“Engrossing…Krist serves up intricate stories, rich period atmosphere, and colorful personalities to capture the zeitgeist of this eventful period. The result is a rollicking jaunt through L.A.’s early days.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“[Krist’s] dramatic portrayals of politics, scandals, sabotage, and bombings make for a rich, rewarding read….An entertaining, intertwined tale of triumph, hubris, and Manifest Destiny in the city of angels.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“A definite page-turner for those with an interest in L.A. as the booming metropolis we know today as well as the fascinating cross sections of the American West, biography, public works, water access and scarcity, Hollywood and film industry, religious history, and evangelism.”

			—Library Journal

			“A revealing and often fascinating exploration of the growth of a great city.”

			—Booklist

			“Gary Krist is a city whisperer as well as a brilliant writer. He shows the soul of L.A. through the lives of three dreamers who helped conjure out of a sleepy town the foundation for an improbable and profoundly influential metropolis. A vastly entertaining and informative book, even for someone who has spent more than half his life here.”

			—Eric Lax, author of Start to Finish

			“Gary Krist, who earlier portrayed crises in early-twentieth-century New Orleans and Chicago, now vividly captures booming Los Angeles in all its emerging glory. He does it through well-chosen and keenly executed portraits of three famous (and deeply flawed) evangelists—for water, for motion pictures, for Jesus—who shaped the city we know today.”

			—Greg Mitchell, author of The Tunnels

			“A captivating portrayal of the City of Angels, told through the lives of three of its most colorful creators. Gary Krist has captured the moment when Los Angeles became the world’s most fascinating city.”

			—John Buntin, author of L.A. Noir
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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			The Mirage Factory is a work of nonfiction, adhering strictly to the historical record and incorporating no invented dialogue or other undocumented re-creations. Unless otherwise attributed, anything between quotation marks is either actual dialogue (as reported by a witness or in a newspaper) or else a citation from a memoir, book, letter, police report, court transcript, or other document, as cited in the endnotes. In some quotations I have, for clarity’s sake, corrected the original spelling, syntax, word order, or punctuation.
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			An Echo of Dynamite

			LONE PINE, CALIFORNIA
SEPTEMBER 15, 1976

			The gatehouse blew shortly after one a.m.—a powerful blast that ricocheted off the wall of mountains to the west and resounded across the dark, lonely valley. Another sound followed a moment later. It was less violent but more ominous: the low, rolling, slowly deepening roar of rushing water.

			Someone had bombed the Los Angeles Aqueduct. A case of stolen dynamite, fitted out with a blasting cap and a makeshift fuse, had exploded under the Alabama Gatehouse, located about 210 miles north of the city, near the remote town of Lone Pine in the Owens Valley. One of the building’s five spillgates—thick metal doors designed to release excess water from the aqueduct after heavy storms—had been ripped apart, allowing two hundred cubic feet of water per second to pour uselessly down a spillway and out across the parched valley floor. By the time the aqueduct’s flow could be shut off at another gate some twenty miles north of the breach, over one hundred million gallons would be wasted—in one of the driest corners of the country, in the middle of one of the worst droughts in years.

			By the time Detective Jim Bilyeu of the Inyo County Sheriff’s Department arrived on the scene, a small crowd of Lone Pine residents had gathered near the still-smoking gatehouse. Some were actually applauding the destruction, pounding each other on the back in celebration. Hostility toward the aqueduct—and toward the distant, insatiably thirsty city that had built it—was widespread across the sparsely populated Owens Valley in 1976, and many locals felt that the L.A. Department of Water and Power (LADWP) had been dealt a well-deserved blow. “If I ever find out who bombed the gates,” one man allegedly remarked, “I’ll buy him a steak dinner.”

			This resentment was not new. Ever since the city built the aqueduct in the early 1900s, tensions between Los Angeles and the Owens Valley had been high. Many in the valley felt that the city had stolen their water, acquiring property and water use rights under false pretenses and then greedily drawing off the flow of the Owens River, allowing L.A. to flourish while the local economy languished. This valley—despite being a “Land of Little Rain,” as a local writer had famously called it—was at one time an aspiring agricultural region. In the decades around the turn of the century, plentiful water from the Owens River, which gathered the runoff of forty mountain streams in the nearby high Sierra Nevada and channeled it through the otherwise arid region, had sustained livestock and irrigated fields all up and down the hundred-mile-long valley. At its southern end, the river had even broadened out into a large, shallow lake, where local residents could go boating and migrating waterfowl could cavort among the swaying reeds.

			Then in 1913, the aqueduct had come, and most of that water had been taken away to nurture the growth of far-off Los Angeles. The people of the Owens Valley had rebelled. Several times during the drought-stricken 1920s, they had responded with dynamite, bombing the aqueduct at various points along its 233-mile path. Relations between city and valley remained poisonous for years. Eventually, though, the parties came to a compromise, declaring an uneasy truce, and the bombings stopped.

			Now, decades later, the LADWP was trying to wring yet more water from the valley. To meet the city’s needs during this latest drought, they had begun intensive pumping of the valley’s groundwater basin, threatening to destroy what was left of the region’s vegetation and turning the lower Owens River into nothing more than a dry ditch, winding down the valley to a barren alkaline plain that had once been a lake. No wonder, then, that those people standing around the ruined gatehouse were applauding the bombers. As one valley resident later admitted, “We’d all thought about doing something like that—but they actually hauled off and did it. So we…clinked beer bottles in their honor.”

			Not that this latter-day echo of the 1920s bombing campaign caused Los Angeles much harm. A series of reservoirs much closer to the city held enough water in reserve to ensure that Angelenos suffered no shortages or interruptions in their service. Within a few days of the sabotage, the shattered spillgate was already repaired and the aqueduct was flowing again. County and federal authorities lost no time in ferreting out the perpetrators: two young locals who, after a few beers, had decided that they were fed up with the city’s water-grabbing and decided to do something about it. For the bombing of the Alabama Gatehouse, they were eventually indicted, tried, and sentenced to minor jail terms. After doing their time, they were allowed to fade into obscurity.

			It was a pattern that had developed over many years: Los Angeles siphoning off resources, industry, and population from elsewhere to satisfy its insatiable desire for growth. The city’s leaders had turned this process into something of an art form, getting what was needed to prosper by whatever means necessary. Water was only one of the city’s requirements, and the stagnation of the Owens Valley only one of the consequences of this voracity.

			The Owens Valley, meanwhile, just grew drier, and—as it had for decades—the great megalopolis to the south just grew bigger and thirstier.

		

	
		
			Implausible City

			
				It struck me as an odd thing that here, alone of all the cities in America, there was no plausible answer to the question, “Why did a town spring up here and why has it grown so big?”

				—Morris Markey, journalist and California historian

			

			LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
1900–1930

			It was no sensible place to build a great city. This corner of southern California—often bone dry, lacking a natural harbor, and isolated from the rest of the country by expansive deserts and rugged mountain ranges—offered few of the inducements to settlement and growth found near major cities in other places. The Spaniards, who first explored the region in 1542, declined to put down roots here for over two centuries; even then, in the 1700s, they sent mainly soldiers and Franciscan friars to establish missions and convert the local Indians to Christianity. When the Mexicans took over in 1821, they settled the area a little more heavily but still regarded it as a province, a hinterland, a backwater without the water.

			Only after the Mexican War of 1846–48, when southern California became American, did anyone really start to postulate a grand metropolis in this desert, centered on a narrow, unreliable waterway known optimistically as the Los Angeles River. Only Americans, it seems, could dream of something so unlikely, so contrary to simple common sense. Of necessity, the place would have to be forced, like an amaryllis out of season. A certain amount of contrivance, or even trickery, would be required to bring resources, population, and industry to a place that lacked them all. But eventually the implausible became actual. By the end of the 1920s, the world city of Los Angeles, California, was a reality—an urban giant grown up in a place where no city should rightly be.

			This book is the story of that extraordinary transformation. It begins in 1900, when Los Angeles was still a largely agricultural town of some 100,000 residents (and one that the National Irrigation Congress regarded as having “no future” as anything larger). The explosive growth that followed over the next three decades had nothing natural or inevitable about it. Each step in the city’s evolution had to be conceived, engineered, and then sold to an often-skeptical public. And as with any evolutionary process, not all visions of the city’s future survived this test. Some would die quickly and fruitlessly; others would prove unsustainable over the long term, pushed aside by the interests of richer and more powerful elements in the population. But a few would leave an outsize mark on the city, taking root and giving rise to a metropolis unlike any other in the world. The pivotal period from 1900 to 1930 would witness, most notably, the realization of one of the largest and most controversial public works projects in history, second in magnitude only to the Panama Canal at the time; the invention of an entirely new form of entertainment—and of a new kind of industry to produce and sell it; and the flowering of a seductive urban ethos—arguably the birth of the whole idea of a “lifestyle”—based on utopian notions of leisure, physical wellness, and spiritual fulfillment. This combination of urban growth factors was unique, and it proved to be uniquely effective. By 1930, for better or worse, Los Angeles emerged as a major city of over 1.2 million people, and one with a distinctive identity: as an obscenely wasteful but alluring garden in the desert, as the focus of the entire world’s movie dreams (and often its moral censure), and as the heliocentric mecca of spiritual seekers across the country. Every city can be regarded as an artificial construct, an audacious projection of human will, imagination, and vanity onto the natural landscape; but none was more artificial—or more audacious—than this one.

			Single individuals do not build cities, but three L.A. icons—an engineer, an artist, and an evangelist—both embodied and, to a unique extent, drove the three major engines of the city’s rise from provincial player to world-class star. William Mulholland (the engineer) was L.A.’s fabled water czar, whose wildly ambitious vision of a 233-mile aqueduct brought water to the desert and allowed the city to grow far beyond its natural capacity to support urban life. David Wark Griffith (the artist) was the seminal film director of the silent era, the man who almost single-handedly transformed the motion picture from a vaudeville-house novelty into a major creative (and fabulously lucrative) industry, important enough to help build a city. And Aimee Semple McPherson (the evangelist) was the charismatic faith healer and pioneering radio preacher who, courting both scandal and fanatical devotion, founded her own religion and cemented southern California’s reputation as a national hub for seekers of unorthodox spirituality and self-realization.

			In this marginal and unfinished corner of the country, each of these three innovators discovered a kind of tabula rasa, an environment offering enough physical and mental space to permit their ideas to develop and ultimately flourish. Far from the entrenched attitudes and rigid power hierarchies of the hidebound East, each was free to create a distinctive vision of the city’s future and do the hard creative work to give it concrete form.

			The images they conjured up—of a blossoming city in the desert, of a thriving factory of celluloid dreamworks, of a community of seekers finding personal salvation under God’s good sunshine—all had elements of the swindle about them, like mirages whose heady promises could evaporate on closer inspection. Each was tested by strong counter-currents of opposition, as scandals and accusations of corruption and malfeasance erupted continually to threaten their chances of realization. But the images proved resilient. More important, they succeeded in bringing the Los Angeles we know into being: people were enticed by the images; they came to live and work here; the city grew.

			In the end, Mulholland, Griffith, and McPherson all paid a price for their ambitions. Each self-destructed in the late 1920s in spectacular fashion, finally succumbing to shifting tides of popular morality and technological change. All three found themselves humiliated and reviled as a fickle public turned against them. But while these individuals fell, the city they had worked to build barely registered their loss, entering the 1930s as the largest and fastest-growing U.S. city west of the Mississippi.

			Few people could have imagined it all back at the turn of the century, when the dusty town of Los Angeles seemed destined to remain the thirty-sixth largest in the nation, behind places like Indianapolis, Toledo, and even Fall River, Massachusetts. What made the difference for L.A. was a combination of many different acts of imagination and engineering, supported by a great deal of sometimes deceptive advertising. But these efforts, large and small, gave the city what it needed to thrive: a source of water to sustain it, an industry to support its growth, and an ethos to bring it fame and notoriety. And in the process, this improbable place—the grand metropolis that never should have been—moved inexorably from the margins to the center of American life and consciousness.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			A Thirsty Place
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			It began, appropriately enough, with a deception: the two middle-aged men who left Los Angeles on the morning of September 18, 1904, claimed to be going on vacation. Traveling via Mojave, they planned to rent a mule-pulled buckboard wagon (furnished, according to tradition, with “a demijohn of whiskey”) and set out across the lonely, arid stretches between the city and the Sierra Nevada mountains to the north. Along the way, they’d bivouac beside the primitive wagon road every night and dine by firelight on bacon and canned baked beans, talking and drinking under a vast, star-scattered desert sky.

			But this was in reality no innocent holiday excursion. The two men were indeed old friends, but they were on a serious mission, bound for a distant, little-known valley just to the east of the towering Sierra. And their purpose—which, for various reasons, had to be kept secret—was to ensure the future of the small but aspiring young city they had come from. The whiskey would be their sole concession to pleasure.

			William Mulholland and Frederick Eaton were looking for water. Mulholland, as superintendent of what was then called the Los Angeles Water Department, needed it badly. Eaton, a lifelong Angeleno with a keen eye for business opportunities, knew where it could be found. Eaton had in fact been trying to sell his friend on this potential water source for over a decade. He’d first mentioned it back in 1892, shortly after discovering the Owens River on a business trip, but Mulholland had laughed at him. At the time, the city’s fifty thousand residents drew far more water than they needed from the Los Angeles River, and the idea of importing more of it from some obscure desert valley clear across the state seemed absurd—“on the face of it, as likely as the city of Washington tapping the Ohio River,” as one engineer put it. But now, twelve years later, Mulholland was decidedly more receptive to the idea. With L.A.’s population exceeding 150,000 and local water supplies running dangerously low, he was desperate enough to consider even absurdities.

			After several days of rough desert travel, the two men steered their mules up a gradually rising stage road, between two barren, rock-strewn mountain ridges, and descended into the secluded geological depression known as the Owens Valley. Here Mulholland finally set eyes on the water his friend had been talking about for so long: a broad, shallow lake fed by a strong, steadily flowing river far more abundant than any waterway in the Los Angeles region. For Mulholland, it was a revelation. This was water enough to support a city ten times the current size of Los Angeles. The lake itself, lacking any outlet, was too alkaline to be tapped, but the water in that river was pristine, originating in the pure mountain streams that drained the snow-rich Sierra just to the west. And the Owens River stood at some four thousand feet above sea level, far higher than Los Angeles itself, meaning that its water could theoretically be brought to the city by means of gravity alone.

			No detailed records survive to document exactly what Mulholland and Eaton said or did on this history-making buckboard trip to the Owens Valley. But it is known that Mulholland spent much of the journey taking notes on the terrain and recording elevations with a primitive barometer. These measurements would enable him to calculate an approximate route for that water over the miles of mountains and deserts that stood between it and the city that needed it.

			The project taking shape in Mulholland’s mind on that September day would require nothing less than the re-engineering of a large swath of southern California geography. But he was convinced that it was feasible. Unlikely as it sounded, William Mulholland knew he could essentially move the Owens River almost 250 miles south to Los Angeles. If only he’d be allowed to do it.
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			For a future great city-builder, William Mulholland had stemmed from some fairly unpromising roots. The second son of lower-middle-class Irish parents, he was born on September 11, 1855, in Belfast, where his father was stationed as a guard for the British Mail Service. When the boy was five, not long after the end of the Great Famine, the family returned to their native Dublin. Though hardly destitute, the Mulhollands did not have an easy life, and it became no easier after Willie’s mother died just two years later. His father soon remarried, and while his stepmother was by all reports an affectionate parent, she promptly bore several children of her own to occupy her time. Willie and his brother Hugh (just eleven months his junior and almost like a twin) were largely left alone and soon became known in the neighborhood as “a pair of Dublin jackeens”—Irish slang for undisciplined reprobates who roamed the city streets when they should have been in school. One day, after a sound thrashing from his father for bad grades, Willie ran away from home and went to sea. Eventually he joined the British Merchant Marine, signing on with the crew of a three-masted merchantman called the Gleniffer. He was fifteen years old by then, and his education—the formal part of it, at least—was finished.

			Over the next four years, Mulholland made no fewer than nineteen Atlantic crossings on the Gleniffer, to ports all over North America and the Caribbean, gradually rising to the position of navigating officer. He realized, however, that a life on the sea “would get me nowhere in a material way.” So on June 9, 1874—while berthed in New York harbor—he disembarked from the Gleniffer for the last time, determined to make a life for himself in America. He headed west to Michigan and worked for a summer on a Great Lakes freighter and the following winter in a Manistee lumber camp (where, as he later wrote, “it was doubtless the ‘salt-horse’ ”—a kind of salt-cured beef regularly fed to the lumber crews—“…[that] gave me such a taste for water”). But the young man was too restless to stay for long. After a serious logging accident that nearly cost him a leg and allegedly pushed him to the brink of suicide, he bolted to Cincinnati. In Ohio he took up with an itinerant handyman and spent the better part of the next year traveling around the countryside, picking up minor repair jobs here and there.

			By the fall of 1875, Mulholland was ready to settle down for a while. Reconnecting with his brother Hugh, who had followed his older sibling to America, he next made his way to Pittsburgh, where the boys’ uncle, Richard Deakers, owned a prosperous dry goods business. Here Mulholland worked for over a year as a clerk in his uncle’s store. And although he later admitted being ashamed of this rather tame episode in his life, it proved to be an important recovery period for him, reviving his taste for life after the recent bout of depression. Always a voracious reader despite his lack of education (“Damn a man who doesn’t read books,” he often said), he found himself eager to satisfy a growing interest in history, current events, and, as he later put it, “all phases of experience except girls—I was never known as a lady’s man.”

			One subject that piqued his interest was California. While in Pittsburgh, he read a book by Charles Nordhoff called California: For Health, Pleasure, and Residence and was intrigued by its depiction of an unspoiled place of healthy sunshine, open spaces, and unlimited opportunity. The Deakers family was likewise intrigued, especially since several of the children had contracted tuberculosis and needed to escape the cold, damp Pittsburgh winters. Sometime in late 1876, Richard Deakers decided to sell his business and move the family west to the more salubrious climate of Los Angeles. Willie and Hugh lacked the means to buy a ticket but would hardly let this be an impediment to coming along. When the Deakers family sailed out of New York harbor aboard the Crescent City on December 9, 1876, their sea-savvy young cousins sneaked onto the ship as stowaways.

			They nearly got away with it. Willie and Hugh concealed themselves belowdecks by day and slept in a lifeboat by night. But sometime shortly before the ship reached Panama, the boys were glimpsed by one of their younger cousins, little Annie Deakers, who shouted, “There’s Cousin Hugh and Cousin Willie!” A nearby bosun overheard and captured the boys. They were put to work for the rest of the journey and then unceremoniously expelled at Colón. While the Deakers family went ahead by rail to Panama’s Pacific coast, Willie and Hugh, unable to pay the steep twenty-five-dollar fare to cross the isthmus, were forced to walk. It was a distance of some forty-seven miles, through dense, swampy, mosquito-infested jungle. Sometime during the journey, an insect laid its eggs in one of Willie’s toes, which swelled bigger and bigger until Hugh had to cut it open with a knife to drain it.

			By the time the brothers reached Balboa, the Deakers family had sailed on without them. Undaunted, Willie and Hugh found work aboard a Peruvian ship bound for Acapulco, where they signed on with another ship to San Francisco. Once in California, they bought two horses and headed south via the San Joaquin Valley. Mulholland was impressed with what he saw and, despite the hard journey and his straitened circumstances, felt buoyantly hopeful about the future. “I was tremendously interested in the whole country,” he later wrote. “Everything was new, deeply interesting. The world was my oyster, and I was just opening it.”

			Sometime in January or February 1877, they finally reached L.A., and Mulholland got his first glimpse of the town that was to become his life’s project. Apparently it was love at first sight. “Los Angeles was a place after my own heart,” he would later say. “It was the most attractive town I had ever seen.” The years of restless wandering were over. William Mulholland had found—some five thousand miles from home—the place he wanted to be.
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			Appealing as the town might have seemed in the eyes of a penniless, twenty-one-year-old Irish immigrant, Los Angeles in 1877 was hardly a garden spot of bucolic charm. With a population of some nine thousand souls, it still retained the unkempt contours of a southwestern frontier settlement, where sheep and chickens rambled along the unpaved roads and the tranquillity of warm evenings could be shattered by eruptions of Old West–style lawlessness. The town’s per capita murder rate was astonishingly high, and just six years earlier, nineteen Chinese immigrants had been brutally lynched right in the center of town by an irate mob—with few serious legal consequences for the perpetrators.

			Even then, however, Los Angeles had higher aspirations. Less than a century had passed since the first forty-four Spanish settlers—the so-called pobladores, most of them of mixed African and Native American ancestry—had arrived here from Sinaloa, a thousand miles to the south. It had been just forty years since the pueblo they established had become part of the United States. But already Los Angeles had its eye on the future. The town had got its first long-distance rail connection just months before Mulholland’s arrival, when the Southern Pacific Railroad completed its line from San Francisco. Eager to grow the population, local boosters were soon honing their sales pitches to convince well-off easterners and midwesterners to come via the rail connection and settle here. These promoters, soon to be organized as the Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce and led by the tireless and inventive Indiana-born Quaker Frank Wiggins, drew heavily on the romanticized legend of southern California’s Spanish mission past. They depicted L.A. and environs as a kind of “semi-tropical” paradise—“The American Italy,” or “a Mediterranean land without the marshes or malaria.” This desirable place was not just pleasant but healthful as well. According to one doctor, the local climate could relieve or cure any number of chronic ailments, from insomnia, cirrhosis of the liver, and tuberculosis to constipation, “functional female disturbances,” and the organic ills of advanced age.

			As pleasant as the place may have been, one still needed money to survive here, and Mulholland at first had difficulty finding his way. After going months without securing a job in the town he found so attractive, he was already contemplating leaving it. He said goodbye to his brother and the Deakers family and began walking from L.A. to the harbor in San Pedro to sign on for another stint at sea. On the way, he encountered a man drilling a well near Compton and offered to help him. By evening, the man had seen enough of Mulholland’s initiative to offer him a job as a well-digger. The young Irishman accepted, and the fateful match between water and William Mulholland was made.

			He would not remain a laborer for long. Mulholland was blessed with a keen problem-solving mind and a work ethic that kept him “constantly in motion.” And his intellectual curiosity was still boundless. One day on the well-digging job, his drilling crew unearthed some fossils about six hundred feet below the surface. Mulholland was fascinated. “These things fired my imagination,” he later wrote. “I wanted to know how they got there, so I got ahold of Joseph LeConte’s [Elements of Geology]. Right there I decided to become an engineer.” He began to devote his nightly reading to technical subjects, gradually transforming himself into an entirely self-taught hydraulic engineer.

			In the spring of 1878, Mulholland joined the privately held L.A. City Water Company (LAWC) as a ditch-tender. This was not easy work (“Sometimes I had to jump into the water to clean out those ditches,” he recalled. “It was no gingerbread job!”), but Mulholland somehow still had energy enough to continue his evening studies. His principal goal was to understand the hydrology of his adopted home and in particular the idiosyncrasies of the rather temperamental waterway that made life there possible. “The river was the greatest attraction [for me],” he would later write. “It was a beautiful, limpid little stream with willows on its banks. I always loved the Los Angeles River.” Ever since the early, pre-American pueblo days, the settlement had relied on water from the river for virtually everything. A large diversion canal—called the Zanja Madre, or Mother Ditch—brought water from the river to a small reservoir in the Elysian Hills, near the current site of Dodger Stadium. From there it was distributed via a series of smaller ditches to the central plaza area and various other corners of the town. The Americans had preserved this arrangement after taking over the territory in 1848, improving the system of zanjas (mispronounced as “zankies” by the Anglo newcomers) with a few more modern distribution elements. But even by the time Mulholland arrived on the scene, the system was still relatively primitive, consisting of just three miles of wooden pipe and another mile of iron pipe to supplement the original few thousand feet of open ditches.

			Hoping to relieve itself of the burden of maintaining water service, Los Angeles had in 1868 granted a thirty-year lease on the system to the LAWC, which would supply the town with water as a profit-making endeavor for its shareholders. This arrangement was convenient for the city, but it had its drawbacks. With an eye forever on the bottom line, the water company was often reluctant to make expensive improvements and repairs, and residents were constantly complaining about poor water pressure, erratic outages, and even, on occasion, little fish swimming in the stuff that came out of their faucets. Making do with a payroll of only a dozen employees, the company also had trouble keeping pace with the rapid growth in the area’s population. This problem became especially acute in the mid-1880s, when a second long-distance railroad line (the Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway) reached Los Angeles. This new competition for the Southern Pacific line set off a fare war that reduced the cost of a Chicago-to-L.A. train ticket from $125 to $15 to, at one point, a single dollar. The resulting influx quintupled the population by the end of the decade, dramatically increasing the demand for water service.

			Fortunately for the LAWC, it had taken on a workhorse like Mulholland. Tall, powerfully built, and sporting a prominent push-broom mustache, he was both physically and mentally formidable. And he could be notoriously short-tempered when anything interfered with his work. Shortly after joining the company in 1878, the twenty-three-year-old “deputy zanjero” was down in a ditch, furiously digging mud and stones, when company president William Perry rode past. The executive stopped to ask the young man’s name, but Mulholland didn’t recognize him. “It’s none of your goddamned business,” he barked, and continued digging. Perry rode away without comment. Later, another workman let Mulholland know that he had just cursed out the man who paid his wages. Thinking that he would surely be fired, Mulholland headed downtown to the company’s office to collect his pay before being given his notice. But the clerk had pleasant news: rather than firing him for insubordination, Perry had been so impressed by Mulholland’s single-minded diligence that he’d promoted him to foreman. Apparently Perry recognized what many people in Los Angeles would learn in the years to come: the value of a man possessed.

			In 1880, after two years of labor keeping the zanjas free of debris and contamination (most annoyingly from laundresses who persisted in washing their clothes in the open ditches), Mulholland was promoted again. He was given responsibility for expanding and modernizing the city’s one reservoir, the Buena Vista. From a rough shack on the Los Angeles River, he was able to move to a somewhat nicer shack in Elysian Park, near the reservoir. But the best advantage of the new job was that it brought him into closer contact with the LAWC’s senior staff—in particular, with Fred Eaton, then serving as the company’s superintendent.

			In many ways, the two men could not have been more different. Eaton, scion of one of the first Anglo families to settle in the area (his father had helped found the patrician enclave of Pasadena), was something of a grandee—polished, outgoing, and refined. Mulholland was still very much the blunt, gruff Irish laborer who preferred solitude to sociability. Yet the two became good friends. Though almost the same age, Eaton, the more formally educated engineer, took the role of Mulholland’s mentor. The two men would frequently be at odds over the ensuing years, but the memory of their early friendship would always temper their animosity, even when they found themselves openly feuding.
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			In early 1885, Fred Eaton left the water company for a job as the Los Angeles city surveyor and engineer. W. J. Kelley, described as “more of an office man than an engineer,” was chosen as Eaton’s successor, while Mulholland went on to oversee some key construction projects. Here again he excelled at his task. And when Kelley died of a heart attack just a little over a year after taking the job, it seemed only natural that William Mulholland should replace him as superintendent. Mulholland would hold the title for more than four decades.

			It proved to be the perfect match of man and mission. Mulholland hated politics, bureaucracy, and interference from know-nothing officials—“Just let me alone and I’ll deliver what you need” was a typical sentiment—and he soon had a reputation at the water company for getting things done, no matter the obstacles. Once, in late December 1888, a flash flood swept tons of stone, brush, and timber into the main conduit of the city’s water system at Crystal Springs, nearly plugging up one three-thousand-foot tunnel. Called from his bed on the morning of Christmas Eve, Mulholland spent the next four days working around the clock with his men to clear the obstruction. “I never had my shoes off from Tuesday until Friday night,” he told reporters. For his role in saving the city’s water supply during the holiday, he was awarded a commemorative watch, though one gets the sense that this kind of grueling physical effort was William Mulholland’s idea of fun.

			Though he did take time out in 1890 to get married—to a woman named Lillie Ferguson, whom he met while overseeing a pipe-laying project on her father’s farm—there was never any doubt that the L.A. water system was his one true passion in life. And by the 1890s, he knew its ins and outs better than anyone in the world. This became clear when, at a meeting of the city’s engineering board, no schematic diagram of the pumping and distribution system was immediately available. According to company lore, Mulholland merely called for a street map and proceeded to sketch out the entire system from memory. No one believed this possible, but when his sketch was later compared to the official diagram, the board discovered that Mulholland’s map was accurate in virtually every particular, right down to the exact location of every gate-valve and fire hydrant in the city.
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			In 1898 the LAWC’s thirty-year lease ended, and the city—under its new mayor, Fred Eaton—moved to take control of the waterworks. This proved to be more difficult than anyone had anticipated. The company initially valued its system at $3 million; the city was offering $1.19 million. It took several years of arbitration for both sides to agree on a price of $2 million. But on February 6, 1902 (after Eaton left the mayor’s office), Los Angeles took full possession of its own water system—and of William Mulholland. “When the city bought the works,” he would later say, “they bought me with it.” Retained as superintendent, he merely kept doing the job he’d already been doing for over fifteen years.

			The transition to municipal ownership had come none too soon. By 1902, the city’s population had already catapulted well past the 100,000 mark. Despite Mulholland’s best efforts, the system had suffered from a lack of capital investment under the LAWC and was now, according to him, “at least ten years behind the actual needs of the city.” Once the city took over, the superintendent embarked on a thorough renovation of the entire waterworks, building new reservoirs, overhauling the Buena Vista pumping station, installing water meters, and laying new pipe. All of this was done, moreover, at a slight profit to the city, despite a 10 percent cut in the rates individuals paid for water service.

			But these efforts were still not enough. In 1903 Los Angeles entered its tenth straight year of drought. The flow of the Los Angeles River had fallen every year since 1893, and water levels were sinking precipitously in wells from Anaheim to the San Fernando Valley. The Christmas season of 1903, according to one veteran rainfall diarist, was the “driest I have ever known.”

			And it only got worse over the next months. The newspaper headlines were bleak: “CROP REPORTS NOT ENCOURAGING”; “CONDITION OF SOIL PREVENTS PLOWING”; “DRY WEATHER STILL PREVAILS WITH LITTLE HOPE OF RAIN.” Some locals even began to attribute the persistent water famine to divine retribution. “It is because we are so wicked,” one longtime resident told a reporter. “The Bible declares that the rains and the blessings they bring are ‘for those who obey the law.’ We do not obey the law; we break it.”

			By July 1904, the situation was near crisis. Cattle were dying of starvation in nearby Antelope Valley; entire lakes in the mountains around the city were drying up into mudflats. Writing his annual report on the state of the Los Angeles River, Mulholland seemed grimly determined: “The time has come when we shall have to supplement [the river’s] flow from some other source.”

			That was when he and Fred Eaton took their little camping trip to the Owens Valley. And what he saw there seemed like an answer to a prayer: a water source that could eliminate the threat of future droughts and ensure L.A.’s growth for decades to come. There was just one problem. The residents of the Owens Valley had their own plans for that water, and they weren’t going to give up on them without a fight.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			Alternate Realities
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						Owens Lake in the Owens Valley, before losing its water

					

				

			

			 

			Not all dreams of the future are grandiose, and those of the people of the Owens Valley were humble enough. Most just wanted to make a living growing crops and raising cattle in the place they had chosen as home. And for a time, it looked as if the federal government might even be willing to help them.

			In 1900 the entire population of Inyo County—the county that encompasses the Owens Valley and part of Death Valley—amounted to something under five thousand. That number consisted mostly of smallholding farmers and ranchers, along with a few miners who worked the waning silver mines in the mountains to the east. Until 1834, when explorer Joseph Walker “discovered” it, the valley had been known only to native Paiutes and their ancestors, and the succeeding seventy years had seen little in the way of settlement and development. With the Owens River running straight down the center of the narrow valley, farmers and ranchers had an abundant source of water on their doorsteps. But without the capital to build elaborate irrigation systems, agricultural activity had remained modest. Beautiful as it was, the valley was a tough place to eke out a living, and lacking any outside assistance, it seemed destined to remain so.

			But then the federal government showed up, with deep pockets and an overweening desire to make something useful out of the Great American Desert. In 1902 Congress passed the Newlands Reclamation Act, designed, as one historian has put it, to “develop marginal land for cultivation through irrigation, enabling thousands of people back East to leave crowded city slums and regain pride of place.” Under the auspices of the newly created Reclamation Service, engineer Jacob Clausen was dispatched to the Owens Valley in the summer of 1903 to assess its suitability for an irrigation project. Clausen’s report was highly favorable, so his boss—Joseph Lippincott, the agency’s supervising engineer for California—recommended that all remaining public lands in the valley be withdrawn from settlement and set aside for a possible large-scale federal project.

			Owens Valley locals were naturally enthusiastic at the prospect of Uncle Sam stepping in to help with the development of their little corner of the world. The proposed project, a series of “high-line canals” running along the foothills of the surrounding mountains, would enable farmers and ranchers all up and down the valley to tap into the bounty of Sierra runoff. At the government’s request, many gladly surrendered to the Reclamation Service their claims on potential water storage sites. The future of the Owens Valley was suddenly looking very bright. “Every detail of the undertaking was favorable,” one local newspaper owner wrote, “and the people of Inyo, while noting the slowness of definite announcement or action [on the government’s part], entertained no doubt of the good faith of the work being done.”

			That slowness was due, at least in part, to the ambitions of the striving young city 250 miles to the south. As it happened, supervising engineer Lippincott was a friend and former employee of none other than ex-mayor of L.A. Frederick Eaton. In the summer of 1904, Eaton had joined Lippincott and his family on a fishing trip to Yosemite. At some point during the trip, they descended from the Sierra to the town of Bishop in the Owens Valley to replenish their camping supplies. There they met engineer Clausen, who was conducting studies in the area related to the proposed irrigation project. Exactly what was discussed at this rendezvous (during which Clausen led the camping party on a small tour of the valley) would remain a matter of much controversy in the years ahead. But it seems certain that Lippincott and Clausen discussed the Reclamation Service’s plans for the region, and that Eaton, with his long-standing desire to procure Owens River water for Los Angeles, heard much that alarmed him. Within days of Eaton’s return from the Yosemite trip, he met with William Mulholland and convinced him to make their clandestine, whiskey-sodden buckboard journey to the valley. His message to Mulholland was clear: if Los Angeles didn’t act quickly to secure that water, the National Reclamation Service would tie it up for its own purposes.

			Mulholland understood the urgency of the matter. After their return from the Owens Valley, he met behind closed doors with the city’s board of water commissioners and laid out his case for an aqueduct project as the only feasible answer to the city’s looming water crisis. The board gave the plan its blessing and agreed to keep it secret even from the mayor and the city council. In the meantime, Eaton revealed L.A.’s interest in the Owens River to his friend Lippincott, who in turn notified his superior in Washington, D.C.—Frederick Haynes Newell, chief engineer of the Reclamation Service.

			For Newell, this news presented a conundrum. The city’s aqueduct plan and the federal government’s irrigation project were mutually exclusive, at least as currently conceived. But since the Reclamation Service’s mission was based on utilitarian principles (“the greatest good to the greatest number” was its unofficial motto), Newell agreed to come to Los Angeles and at least hear what Mulholland had in mind. On November 22, 1904, in yet another backroom colloquy, Newell and Lippincott met with Mulholland, Eaton, and city attorney William Mathews to discuss the aqueduct plan. Convinced of the city’s dire need for more water, Newell was sympathetic and agreed to put the federal irrigation project on hold, at least until the L.A. officials could develop a full-fledged proposal. To this end, he even agreed to turn over to Mulholland a copy of engineer Clausen’s detailed report on the hydrography and topography of the valley, including important data on stream measurements for the Owens River.

			Here Newell was treading shaky ethical ground, and he knew it. Clausen’s surveys, after all, had been performed at the federal government’s expense, and ostensibly for the benefit of the residents of the Owens Valley. Stepping aside now to give Los Angeles a first shot at the Owens River water, moreover, could cause acute embarrassment to the Reclamation Service once the news became public. But Newell did believe that L.A.’s aqueduct would better serve that “greatest good to the greatest number,” so he agreed to give the city a chance to make it work, with one proviso: he insisted that the project be entirely a public one, with no private or corporate interest involved in any way.

			This was fine with Mulholland, whose experience with the LAWC had soured his taste for public/private ventures. He promptly went to work, using Clausen’s surveys and his own measurements and field observations to draw up a detailed plan for his grandiose scheme. “When my shirt got dirty, I came in for a change,” he would later write, “but otherwise I kept to the theme.” Transporting water over hundreds of miles of rough terrain would require an enormously complex system of culverts, canals, tunnels, and storage reservoirs, but there was no engineering problem involved that couldn’t be solved, given enough time and money.

			On that latter issue, money, Mulholland had some work to do as well. The superintendent estimated that the aqueduct would cost upward of $20 million to build—a huge sum in 1904 dollars (over half a billion dollars today), and one that would force the city deeply into debt. The electorate would have to vote for a series of hefty bond issues that would likely meet with heated opposition. Mulholland knew that he had to impress upon the citizenry the absolute necessity of some kind of big-budget solution to the city’s water woes—and he had to do it without specifying exactly what he had in mind, since any leak of his plan would set off waves of land speculation along the entire route of the proposed aqueduct, raising costs prohibitively. “Los Angeles should grapple with its great water problem now,” he said in a statement to the newspapers in December. “Years of work will be necessary to provide for the future….[T]here is no occasion for panic at the present time, but it is high time to begin to work out our future salvation, for, if we are to become a great metropolis, we shall need much more water than we now have.”

			Los Angeles could and would become that great metropolis—“the Chicago of the Southwest,” as the Times had already begun to call it—but it was going to cost money. Lots of it.
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			No one was sure exactly who the man was who showed up in the Owens Valley in March 1905, asking around about property and water rights. He was obviously a prosperous type, with well-tailored clothes and a smooth, polished manner. But he was evasive about his purpose in the valley. To some, he implied that he was a cattleman looking to buy land and livestock for a ranch. But here he was now, in the land office in Independence, claiming to be on government business. He said he had a letter from Joseph Lippincott of the Reclamation Service, authorizing him to check on a few right-of-way applications. He also had several government maps in his possession, which he made a point of showing to various people in the valley. Surely he must work for the Reclamation Service; yet he never did say as much.

			The man was former L.A. mayor Frederick Eaton, and the ambiguity surrounding his intentions served his purposes well. He was actually in the Owens Valley to buy property options and water rights as an agent for Mulholland and the L.A. Water Department. If local residents assumed Eaton was here on behalf of the much-desired federal irrigation project, and if they were therefore willing to sell him whatever rights and holdings he wanted for an attractive price…well, so be it. Presenting himself as a Reclamation Service agent wasn’t exactly a lie—Lippincott really had sent him to the land office to check applications—but it wasn’t quite accurate either. It was simply a case of caveat venditor: let the seller beware.

			Eaton was, first and foremost, a businessman, and so he also had his own interests in mind. Until city money could be officially appropriated for the land and water rights, he was buying on his own private account, the understanding with Mulholland and the water commissioners being that he would eventually transfer the options to the city at cost. But Eaton wasn’t above trying to derive a little financial benefit for himself in the process. One property in particular interested him—the so-called Rickey Ranch, located in the Long Valley area above the town of Bishop. In addition to being fine cattle territory, it was also the logical location for a reservoir to be built in connection with the aqueduct project. Eaton’s plan was to buy the ranch and its cattle and then turn over the water rights and half of the property to the water department, keeping the rest for himself. He would set himself up as a cattle rancher for a few years, and if the city of Los Angeles eventually needed some of his land for a reservoir…well, he would be willing to sell it to them, for the right price. On his March trip, he approached Thomas Rickey as a would-be rancher—again, not exactly a lie, but not quite accurate either. Later that same month, after much haggling, he convinced Rickey to sell him an option to buy the ranch for $450,000, with only one hundred dollars up front to seal the deal.

			Meanwhile the wheels were turning down south in Los Angeles, as Mulholland’s grand plan moved—steadily yet stealthily—through the approval process. In early May 1905, L.A.’s current mayor, Owen McAleer, made a secret trip to the Owens Valley with members of the water board to see the project sites and examine Eaton’s optioned properties. (Eaton passed the gentlemen off to locals as either fellow cattlemen or park developers, depending on the audience.) The L.A. officials liked what they saw and, upon their return to the city, quickly approved Mulholland’s formal proposal for the aqueduct, at a projected cost of $23 million. The commissioners also voted unanimously to buy the options Eaton had been purchasing for months. Eaton generously let them go at his own cost, but as planned, he got to keep half the Rickey Ranch land and all of the Rickey Ranch cattle. Combined with his hefty $100,000 commission for acting as the city’s agent in the deals, this made for a lucrative piece of business. Such were the rewards of a former mayor securing his city’s future.

			All of this happened none too soon, because rumors about L.A.’s plans, despite Mulholland’s best efforts, were gradually leaking out to the public. By late spring, several of the newspapers had gotten wind of the secret. City officials swore their editors to silence until midsummer, when all of the option deals would be finalized, but that didn’t prevent the newsmen from dropping the occasional hint in their pages. (“WHERE IS MAYOR MCALEER HIDING?” asked the L.A. Times when the mayor and water commissioners made their secret trip up north. “GONE A FISHING, IS IT FOR WATER?”) Certain Owens Valley residents were also becoming suspicious. In mid-July two employees in the General Land Office in Independence wrote their superior in Washington about a certain “prominent business man of Los Angeles.” The man was buying up land and water rights with such abandon that he now practically controlled the entire flow of the Owens River. “It was generally understood that [these rights] were to be used for the benefit of the government project,” they wrote. But now the people of the valley were beginning to suspect that the man “has secured this large supply of water in order to take it to Southern California.”

			Unfortunately, these perfectly accurate misgivings had come too late. Two weeks after that letter was sent, Mulholland was able to report to the water board that “the last spike is driven. The options are all secured.” The very next morning—violating by a day the agreed-upon news embargo—the L.A. Times broke the story to its unsuspecting readers: “TITANIC PROJECT TO GIVE CITY A RIVER” ran the page-one headline. “MAGNIFICENT STREAM TO BE CONVEYED DOWN TO THE SOUTHLAND IN CONDUIT TWO HUNDRED AND FORTY MILES LONG—STUPENDOUS DEAL CLOSED.”

			The fate of the struggling young metropolis had just changed dramatically. Nature itself would be reconfigured for the benefit of the City of Angels. And the man who would make it all happen—at least to hear the newspapers tell it—was water department chief William Mulholland.
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			Over the next week, the other L.A. newspapers hustled into print their own multipage paeans to the proposed aqueduct and the men who had conceived it. “WATER SUPPLY FOR 2,000,000 PEOPLE,” the L.A. Examiner marveled on its front page. The Herald was equally dazzled: “The scale of expansion in Los Angeles now conforms to that of the greater cities of the United States. We are building not only for a surprising present but for a stupendous future.” The benefits of the aqueduct, according to the paper, would accrue even before the first drop of water reached the city. “The work of constructing the greater water system will stimulate business activity in Los Angeles. It will create an increased demand for labor here….And the result will be that the exodus from the east toward the western wonder will swell in volume to greater proportions than ever before.”

			“Los Angeles, the Metropolis of the Great Southwest” was the new motto being pushed by city boosters. Yes, the image of a flowering Mediterranean paradise was still key to the sales pitch—“Gardens instead of desert,” as the Record put it—but now there was an element of hustling, bustling modernity in the mix: “Workshops, factories, stores, great and small,” the paper promised. “A metropolis in fact, surrounded by a flourishing country capable of supporting millions.”

			No publication was more enthusiastic than the Times, under its already-legendary publisher, Harrison Gray Otis, a rabidly conservative Civil War veteran who considered editorial objectivity a weakness. Calling the aqueduct plan “the most important movement for the development of Los Angeles in all the city’s history,” the paper grew downright evangelical in its embrace of a project that would turn Los Angeles into the Promised Land. “Great is Water!” the lead editorial declaimed. “The mountains may crumble, but water makes old things become new, water brings life where there was death. Los Angeles has found something better than a gold mine….Let all the people say ‘Amen!’ ”

			The reference to a gold mine was telling. For decades, Los Angeles had lived in the shadow of its cousin to the north—San Francisco, a city that owed its prominence in large part to the Gold Rush that began in 1848. As a result of that lucky strike, so much wealth and population had flowed to San Francisco and the rest of the Bay Area that it soon dominated the affairs of the entire state. For a time in the 1850s, southern California, tired of its interests always being ignored in the state capital, had even wanted to secede and set itself up as a separate state. Mulholland’s aqueduct promised to finally change that balance of power. Granted, San Francisco, with a 1905 population of around 400,000, was still far larger than Los Angeles (which, according to Mulholland’s somewhat optimistic estimate, now stood at 185,000), but that didn’t stop an Angeleno from dreaming.

			The aqueduct would also upend a more pressing urban competition: that between Los Angeles and its proximate rival, San Diego. Until the 1880s, it was widely believed that San Diego, as the only southern California city with a deepwater harbor to compare with San Francisco Bay, would naturally grow up to be the region’s giant. But after furious struggles in the 1880s and ’90s to attract better railroad connections and to improve its shallow, unprotected port at San Pedro, Los Angeles had pulled ahead in the growth sweepstakes. And now, with the prospect of a virtually unlimited water source at the city’s disposal, the question was all but settled. The Great Metropolis of the Southwest was destined to be Los Angeles, not San Diego. And the price of this grand dream of the future was only $23 million.

			Of course, the other dream of the future, that of the people of Owens Valley, was now shattered. As news of the big announcement reached them, the farmers and ranchers became furious. At a hastily organized meeting in Bishop, a large and vociferous crowd named a citizens committee to officially register their protest against the city’s plans. Angry letters were fired off, not just to the Reclamation Service but to President Theodore Roosevelt as well. Some of these were reasoned and temperate, like the one written by Inyo County district attorney William Dehy. “If the Government’s reclamation project for this valley is abandoned,” Dehy warned the president, “in order that the City of Los Angeles may add to its wealth and population, it will mean the depopulation and devastation of the whole Owens River Valley.” Other letters were more spirited. A Mrs. Lesta V. Parker wrote to TR complaining about “a man named Eaton and a few more equaly [sic] low, sneaking, rich men [who] wanted to get controlling interest of the water….Now, as President of the U.S., do you think that is right?”

			To judge by these and other letters, much of the ire in the valley was aimed at J. B. Lippincott—soon dubbed “Judas B. Lippincott” in the Inyo Register. Many people were incensed in particular by an article in the L.A. Times that heaped high praise on the engineer for helping Los Angeles secure the valley’s water. “Without Mr. Lippincott’s interest and cooperation,” the article asserted, “it is declared that the plan never would have gone through.” And certainly Lippincott’s behavior in the whole affair had been unprofessional at best and treacherous at worst. That March the engineer had signed a private contract to do freelance work for the city of Los Angeles, while still ostensibly a federal employee working on a project with competing interests. And more egregiously, he had allowed Fred Eaton to secure land and water rights under false pretenses, by sending Eaton—a former mayor of Los Angeles!—to the Independence land office on official Reclamation Service business. Lippincott later insisted that his motives had been pure; he was away on emergency business at the time, he said, and needed a trained engineer to check on those right-of-way applications. But choosing
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“It’s the indelible details [Krist] offers that give The Mirage Factory its mesmerizing pull. . . .

You'll finish it entertained, informed, and satisfied, as well as ready for more.” —New York Times
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