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DISCLOSURE STATEMENT AND ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


The Saline, and Sulphurious Vapours, I take to be the True Demogorgon of the Philosophers, or Grandfather of all the Heathen Gods, i.e. Mettals. . . . 

—Conyers Purshall,
An Essay at the Mechanism of the Macrocosm: or the
Dependance of the Effects upon their Causes (1705)

I started work on this book in 1967, and in the course of time I have many personal and professional debts to acknowledge. Martin Ridge encouraged me to write an author disclosure statement because he was so taken by William Cronon’s in Nature’s Metropolis. Starting on the statement was no easy task, but like Bill Cronon, I must start the narrative in Madison, Wisconsin.

I was born in Madison, Wisconsin, on January 10, 1943, to Elwood Severt and Evelyn A. H. (Anderson) Bakken, both children of Norwegian parents, Severt and Mabel (Grinde) Bakken and Nordahl and Mildred (Jacobson) Anderson. My father was a high school graduate with business school training. My mother was a high school graduate with business school training who worked in factories, retail food, and government. Dad worked for Wisconsin Life Insurance until his untimely death on March 13, 1969. My mother’s parents were farmers in southeastern Dane County, and Severt Bakken worked for The Kipp, a defense industry employer on Madison’s east side. Mom and Dad lived two doors down from the Bakkens, and I spent my first five years a few yards from the Bakken front porch on Talmadge Street.

My earliest memories are of my grandparents, who had a substantial influence on my life. The Bakkens worked though the Great Depression at reduced wages and increased gardening. They introduced me to the joy of fishing, and I hounded my grandfather, aka “Whitey” at The Kipp, to take me fishing. I learned much about the sport on Park Lake in Pardeeville. The Bakkens attended Trinity Lutheran Church, which had one service in Norwegian until the 1960s. The Andersons introduced me to the joy of farming, and I spent much of my first sixteen years working on the farm. There was plenty for grandchildren to do on the farm. Cows needed milking, eggs required gathering, weeds demanded pulling, and tobacco worms clamored for extermination. Gramps paid a nickel a bucket for worms. Gramps also needed mice and rats terminated and gave me my first gun when I was five years old. After instruction in the finer points of shooting, I was unleashed on the vermin. Later in life I would outfit long-range .22 rifles with ten-power scopes to increase my efficiency. I saved my money so that I could buy a .410 shotgun at age twelve to start rabbit hunting, but I knew I needed an adult with me to hunt. I recruited my father, who had to buy a shotgun to go into the field and even commandeered my mother on one occasion to walk with me on rabbit safari across the road from the main farmhouse. One thing all taught me was law-mindedness, even on a farm without a game warden in one hundred miles.

The experiences on the farm were formative, and I reflected on them to my grandparents in a letter of January 15, 1964:

God has given me very many great gifts and experiences for which I am thankful. I have in my very short life seen many of the aspects of life many men have never experienced. From my grandma and grandpa Bakken I learned fishing, boating, and other childhood experiences. Some people have never seen lakes. From You I learned of the earth and growth, things which in themselves [are] very precious and I also got a great American heritage. My early experiences with my BB gun to the present are part of the American heritage of the early frontier that I am glad to be a small part [of] now. Down on the farm—and I am so glad there was a farm to visit—I learned of agriculture although a very small portion, but I consider myself very fortunate because I have seen so many of my schoolmates who know nothing of the country and growth in nature. From the country I also saw Christianity at the grassroots—the religion which is different in feeling from the city. The congregations have a greater feeling of continuity and strength in knowing your neighbors are beside you. It is a very different feeling.

The aspects of right and wrong from my parents and the free social movements and ideas from my Aunt and Uncle [Morris and Marjorie Bakken of Milwaukee] have also played a part in my knowledge. The right and wrong I learned early and now I can see an aspect of a restrained temperament and detachment which lets me see a little more clearly what is God’s purpose and ways for man.

From my many friends I have known good and evil and for this I am thankful for from the knowledge of evil is the striving for good attained. When you know what it is you are fighting, it is much easier to combat the evil.

Now in Erika I have found someone to share my life. I pray to God it will be a good life and I am sure it will be for without this faith what is there left. The faith is always there when all else fails and God never fails.

It’s been a long thank you, but as you see I have a lot to be thankful for. The car [they gave me a 1964 Pontiac Tempest for my twenty-first birthday] has given me a head start in life I otherwise would have been without, but I feel that the other things I have learned from you are more valuable. I have never said much about it, but I thought I had better. I have learned so much you can’t find in books “down on the farm.” There would be no way to start repaying you. This is just a small attempt. I got to admit to you as I have to Mother that I envy you very much. You have lived such a full and fruitful life so much closer to God that I shudder at my feeble attempts. I only hope I can experience the fellowship you so apparently have and live as full and fruitful a life.

Thank you, again for the car. I never shall forget it—that’s mainly what the bankbook is for. I hope I can tell my grandchildren about my grandparents and tell them of the things I learned by just being there at the time. I won’t be so long as time goes.

My folks left Talmadge Street soon after my brother, Richard Elwood, was born and our bedroom became too small for both of us. We moved to a larger three-bedroom home on Maywood Street about eight blocks away and closer to Oscar Mayer and Company, a cattle- and hog-kill operation and major employer on the east side. You could smell the money growing when the wind was right, but we did not have a railroad track at the end of the block. Instead, we had the flight path into Truax Field to contend with at almost every hour of the day. I also left Lowell School and started attending Emerson School through sixth grade.

At Emerson School I came to love science, mathematics, literature, and history in that order. I also learned how the rule of law operates. If you fought on school grounds, you ended up in the principal’s office. On my second visit for fighting on school grounds, I learned this important distinction. Thereafter, I conducted my fistfights off school property. Actually, the fighting became somewhat of an art form. I asked my parents for a soft bag and started to improve my left jab and right cross. Dad had a great time setting the bag up in the basement, and I had a great time trying to smash the bag off of its mounting. All of this preparation paid off because on more than one occasion I had to confront multiple assailants of my brother at my mother’s insistence. Dick was a punching bag of preference for two of the neighborhood’s larger inhabitants, and on one occasion I had to confront three. I learned an important lesson on this occasion: take out the largest one first with the first punch, and the rest will run or fall as the case may be.

Emerson School also had a baseball program that was full of lessons. The teachers supervised the program, but the kids really ran it. At the conclusion of the fifth grade year, I approached Bob Juell and asked if a merger of teams might be in order. After all, our two teams were beating all of the rest and splitting the difference when we met on the field of honor. Not barred by antitrust law, the merger took place, and the 1955 Yankees emerged to go on to an undefeated season. The teachers heard complaints throughout the season and changed the play-off rules for our “world series.” The reasoning went something like this: since the Yankees are undefeated and there is no reason to believe that would change in the “series,” an all-star team must be formed to test the Yankees. So it was, and the all-star team soundly defeated the Yankees. I learned that you have to know who can make the rules when you start to play the game.

Emerson School also had an excellent library. I must have been their number one customer. Every week I consumed Scientific American and other science magazines. I went through their collection of Jack London in a month. Seeking further adventure, I started on books on English big game hunters in Africa. I developed an interest in nonfiction and maintained it. In sixth grade I spent the year trying to understand Einstein’s Theory of Relativity, but my reasoning and math skills were not up to it. The experience taught me limits and the need to expand knowledge.

In this period, I started spending more time on the farm. At age seven, I could reach the clutch of the Allis, and driving instruction began. Once I could drive the tractor, I could plow. Once I could lift a sack of oats, I could participate in the grain harvest. The whole of the summer became a feast for me of work in the fields and developing a social life with my farming peers, particularly Lloyd Peterson, the youngest son of the hired man, Pete Peterson. Lloyd and I would regularly make trips to the cornfields to cut corn for the cows, to the hay fields to bale and put bovine nourishment into storage in the barn, and to explore the finer points of sniper fire on gophers and sparrows.

Nordahl and Mildred also introduced me to the finer points of simple living and simple social pleasures. Grandma cooked one kind of main meal: meat and potatoes. She fried hamburger until it was hard and then boiled it to get gravy for the potatoes. She boiled chicken until it fell off the bone and then made gravy from the stock for the potatoes. They grew their own protein and potatoes. They kept an apple orchard and garden plot. Our food, including our bread, was produced and consumed on-site. It was the same for company and festive occasions, just the plates were different. On the social side of things, the Andersons were part of a large farming network that gathered anytime there was a birthday or anniversary to celebrate with food and a card game. Gramps taught me how to play euchre and five hundred before I was five. I remember my shock at one of these card parties of being handed an eight-club hand and told to play it with Ben Wolfe against players with about a hundred years of experience on their side. Gramps had confidence, but I lacked one trick that night. At five I had survived playing with the big boys.

That was Saturday night, and the next morning we went to church at First Koshkonong Lutheran Church, just down the road. Actually, the first Lutheran church in Dane County had been built by the Andersons, and a monument to that 1844 church still stands on Anderson land. The Albion Prairie was definitely Lutheran country. In addition to church attendance, I was active in Luther League at Trinity in Madison, attending a national meeting to take communion with Martin Luther King Jr. I also went beyond confirmation to take additional adult instruction in religion, receiving my diploma in High School Bible Studies from the Lutheran Sunday Church School at Trinity on June 4, 1961.

Going to seventh grade meant going to Madison East High School, just a few blocks farther to walk. Although only a few blocks farther, it was a transition of miles, with students from several other grade schools entering your class and with those big seniors testing the mettle of the twelve year olds. The first day of class with Ray S. Stasieluk was most informative. In the middle of his introduction of the course, Mr. Stasieluk stopped and told Jim Laurie to step forward to his desk. Jim did so, and Mr. Stasieluk told him that he had caught him talking when he was speaking and told him to bend over the desk. Mr. Stasieluk pulled a paddle out of his desk and waved it in Jim’s face, telling him that he was going to hit him with it. In fact, he was going to hit him with it until he could not hear a sound from him. After asking Jim whether he understood what was going to happen, he invited the whole class to come forward and stand in a semicircle to watch. Jim bent over and gripped the desk firmly. Mr. Stasieluk took a full swing and broke the paddle over Jim’s butt. Jim’s knuckles turned white, but he did not utter a sound and went back to his seat. It was silent in the classroom for the rest of the year.

East was more than a blue-collar school with absolute discipline. It was filled with inspiring teachers pushing the envelope. Betty Lehnherr continued the fine work started by Emerson’s English faculty. Jeannette Jordan made Latin interesting, while Mary Benson and Ruth (Aunt Ruthie) Conlin taught mathematics without fear or favor. Robert Woollen’s band and orchestra classes were inspirational. I had converted from piano and choir in grade school to flute, necessitated mostly by four years of dental braces. Robert Brill’s American history class was exacting, and Pete Ross gave the U.S. Marine insight on world history. Mr. Ross clearly missed the Marine Corps, but it was peacetime again, and there seemed a greater potential in teaching. I was one of his greatest fans. In 1959 we formed a Marine rifle club on campus, and Pete instructed us in the finer points of using the M1 rifle and Marine Corps philosophy. Doug Mullen taught eighth grade American history and offered extra credit of one course grade point per three-page biography of any person found in the textbook. I wrote 147 biographies, and Doug told me in 1991 that that record was never beaten. I suspected that my math skills were atrophying at this point because 90 was an A in the course.

East High School also was a place to meet new people. I made friends with James R. Beckman, Herschel Weber, Gary Sanders, and Dennis Felton. We would be fast hunting companions and drinking buddies for years. Dennis and Gary died young, both from cancer. Jim was one of the very few to get a Ph.D. from that working-class class of 1961. At sixteen I struck up a relationship with Jolynn Gildin, a striking redhead almost three years my junior. That relationship melted away in my senior year when I fell for Diane Lang, a brilliant and beautiful woman in my class. That was a one-way deal; Diane loved another. We remain close friends.

East was a great football power in those days and even won a state basketball championship during my tenure beneath its towers. I was a spectator except for a letter in curling on the (Gary) Sanders rink. My brother, Richard, was a far better athlete than I and went on to be a champion curler, winning not only the city title as we had in 1961 but many state bonspiels. Cousin Jim was at West High School setting plenty of records for the family before he went on to a distinguished career in the NFL. In fall 1961, Beckman and I were attending the East-Central High School football game, criticizing the opposition in our newly found tongue, German (we were big freshmen at the university). One of the Central fans turned and told us in no uncertain terms that she did not appreciate our language and that she could understand every word. She was Erika Reinhardt, a displaced persons refugee from Germany; we would marry in 1964.

Going to the University of Wisconsin from East High was no certain thing. I told my father that I wanted to go to college in 1960. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a dime, telling me that there was one at the end of the bus line. That was how I determined where I would go to college. Getting the money to pay tuition was a matter of negotiating with Grandpa and Grandma Anderson. They agreed to fund the experiment. No one had ever gone to college in six generations, and they certainly did not see why I just didn’t take the farm and do honest work. Looking back, I made a mistake in not taking over the farm.

The problem was money, but I set my sights on scholarships. After all, I had graduated twenty-third in a class of 468 and scored in the ninety-eighth percentile on the National Merit Scholarship Qualifying Test. The money day was in November 1960 at the University of Wisconsin field house. We were taking the final test, and I would get a composite ninety-fifth percentile but finish out of the money because of a seventy-eighth percentile score in English and an eightieth percentile in social studies. The ninety-eighth percentile in math and ninety-fifth in science could not overcome my deficiencies. I had maintained part-time work in grocery stores as a box boy and at the Harry S. Manchester department store on the east side. College demanded more, so I found a job with City Wide Insulation. That lasted until I fell two stories off the scaffolding, but Oscar Mayer had a job for me on the slice pack line the next week. College was affordable with the generous contributions of my parents and grandparents.

I entered the University of Wisconsin in September 1961 as a chemistry major. Three coaches thought I was Jim Bakken’s brother because we look alike and at the time I was 197 pounds of power lifter. Jim left for the Los Angeles Rams that year, but I could not kick. In fact, I could not exempt myself from taking one year of sports via the mandatory physical test all freshmen endured. I managed to find my way to the library on occasion but could be found every night in one of the State Street bars. It would take me three semesters to flunk out, be reinstated on strict probation, become an English major, and get serious about higher education. In retrospect, what I should have done was join the Marine Corps directly out of high school, taken advantage of military education opportunities, put in my twenty, and started a graduate program in 1981. But I got serious about education rather than the alternative some of my peers took getting their heads straight via Camp Pendleton. Three years later I would graduate on the dean’s high honor roll with more than forty units of history bulging my transcript. In my junior year I read one of my English professor’s monographs to determine whether I wanted to get a Ph.D. in English literature or in history. I chose history despite taking Spencer and numerous poetry courses.

Part of the reason for my enthusiasm for history came from my professors. They were the best the nation had to offer in the 1960s, and they were at Wisconsin, the best graduate school for history in the 1960s. I was fortunate enough to have Avery Craven, Richard Current, Charlotte Erickson, Paul Wallace Gates, and James Norris pass through as visiting professors. Stanley I. Kutler and Allan G. Bogue were most stimulating and compelling. Norman Risjord, William R. Taylor, Lawrence Vesey, Richard Sewell, James Morton Smith, Edward “Mac” Coffman, John DeNovo, Paul Glad, William A. Williams, William L. O’Neil, David Shannon, Morton Rothstein, David Lovejoy, and Stanley N. Katz contributed mightily to my interest in American history. Great professors and a wealth of diverse graduate students in the 1960s combined to make history at Wisconsin the best. The Wisconsin Law School was little different. Great professors like James Willard Hurst, Gordon Brewster Baldwin, and Richard Bilder encouraged careful analytic thought. But time was of the essence, and I wanted to get out as soon as possible.

I expedited my education by taking summer session classes every summer except 1962. I graduated in four and one-half years (forgot to take freshman geography) with about thirty-four more units than I needed; sprinted through the M.S. (I took a B.S. with a major in English) in a year and one-half, writing the thesis during the summer; and completed the Ph.D. in two and one-half years by overloading units every semester and researching the dissertation every summer. In fall 1968, after the Summer of Love, I was looking for a job and on the road. In summer 1968 Erika and I made a second sweep of Rocky Mountain state historical societies. I owe a great debt to the professionals at the Arizona Pioneer Historical Society in Tucson, the Nevada Historical Society, the Colorado Historical Society, the Montana Historical Society, the Idaho Historical Society, the New Mexico Historical Society, the Wyoming Historical Society, and the Utah Historical Society. Particularly memorable were hours spent with Merle Wells discussing my dissertation project.

Jobs were posted at the American Historical Association convention in New York City. Erika accompanied me on the journey, but there were no jobs. My interview with Humboldt State University did not materialize, and I do not know what happened even to today. Upon my return to Madison, Kutler asked whether I would be going to the Organization of American Historians (OAH) convention to look for a job. I answered in the negative and told him that I was going to finish law school (I finished over thirty units while working on the dissertation). Then the telephone rang. It was Warren Beck for California State University, Fullerton (CSUF). Would I be at the OAH? No! Would I be willing to pick him up at the Madison bus station and take him to the airport in return for an interview? Yes! Erika encouraged me to do all of this and not to give up the dream I had worked so hard to achieve. I remembered Warren’s textbook on New Mexico, so I brushed up on all of my New Mexico notes and picked him up at the bus station. We had a two and one-half hour talk, and away he went. I continued to write the dissertation and take law classes. My father died that spring semester, and I had a great deal to do to put my mother in good fiscal shape. Dad had left $25,000 and a house. Fortunately, my mother had a job. I took the cash and invested it in the stock market until it ran into six figures and mother bought an apartment building to generate monthly income. The offer from Fullerton did arrive, and I accepted. We sold most of the furniture that we had paid for before the wedding, put some things on a moving van, and jumped in the car to go West.

My cousin had rented an apartment in Brea for us, and we moved in the day before classes started. I found myself with constitutional history and methodology courses filled with eager students who were well dressed and not too concerned about the course of the war. I noted that California professors did not dress formally for class, and I quickly abandoned my coat and tie. The first week of class, Tom Flickema told me to report to football practice on Wednesday night and to be prepared to play on Saturday. It turned out that the department had a (touch) football team that played the fraternities. I would play wide receiver and free safety for seven years. After football season, I was told to report for basketball practice, and that Saturday I met Judy Flickema. Practice was at a school behind their home. In the course of the “game,” I was propelled though the air with such force that I lost all of the skin and a good deal of the flesh on one hand as I met the asphalt. I walked back to the Flickema residence to pick pieces of asphalt out of the wound with tweezers while cold water flushed the blood down the drain. I was back at “practice” the next week. Spring brought softball season, and I found myself in center field. At the end of the academic year I asked Flickema why they hired me. Was it for the department teams or constitutional history? Tom told me that I won out because I already had an article in print and they needed a wide receiver. After all, Jim Bakken was a wide receiver and kicker, and perhaps the genes would tell. Decades later Tom confessed that he was the one that decked me in that first basketball game. He resented a rather physical rebound play and wanted to show the “kid” something. Not knowing who put me down, I was a far more gentlemanly player for the rest of my career in the paint.

Ray Billington gave me a far more important shove. On a visit to the Huntington I asked him about Frederick Jackson Turner and the law. Ray told me that there was little in the Turner collection of interest and that I should start writing the legal history of the American West. It was territory few had explored, and Ray told me that there was great potential in the enterprise. This started a thirty-five-year pattern of research at the Huntington supported and encouraged by Martin Ridge, John Phillip Reid, and Peter Blodgett. Interestingly, Harwood Hinton, editor of Arizona and the West, had taken a chance on western legal history by publishing my article in 1969. Not much later, Doyce Nunis Jr., editor of the Southern California Quarterly, would be equally supportive and published several of my articles on California legal history.

In addition to teaching American constitutional history, western history, and methodology, I was going to “publish my way out.” The 1960s had demonstrated that Wisconsin graduates were entitled to first-rate jobs, but with that entitlement came the burden of publishing more and better history than our competition at Harvard and Berkeley. I had not landed at Stanford or Ohio State as others had for their first jobs. My entitlement would require a demonstration of worth. I published six articles in the first two years, won a research grant from the Penrose Fund of the American Philosophical Society in 1971, and left Fullerton for the Wisconsin Law School for the third year as a Russell Sage Fellow of Law. I was almost out! Working with Willard Hurst at the Wisconsin Law School was another mountaintop experience. Being paid more on a fellowship than I was earning as an assistant professor was an economic boon. Angela would turn two and Jeffrey Elwood was on his way that spring, but would the year get me out? No. The market stayed cold.

I returned to the heat of California resolved to publish more and more. I did, but nothing happened other than tenure and promotion. I was teaching two sections of Historical Methodology every semester and two sections of American Constitutional History every semester. I also “won” an introductory course in graduate methodology, a social science methodology graduate seminar, and American legal history. Undergraduate teaching consumed more time than I ever imagined. I finished the law degree in August 1973 with another visit to Madison for summer session and received another Penrose Fund grant. When I returned to Fullerton, I found a new administrative job had opened for a person to represent the university in faculty grievance proceedings. I inquired of the job with Vice President Miles McCarthy, and he encouraged my application. I got the job and stayed in it for twelve and one-half years. During that period, I taught one to two courses for the History Department including American constitutional, American legal, and American military history. In addition, I taught environmental law for the new environmental studies graduate program in spring 1977 and, in summer 1978, administrative law for the Political Science Department. In fall 1977 I taught American History Survey for the first time. During the summer 1978 I attended a National Endowment for the Humanities Summer Seminar at the Huntington Library conducted by Eugene Hollon. There I met lifelong colleagues Ricardo Griswold del Castillo, Robert T. Smith, and Robert Carriker. Dozens of articles and two books later, I returned to the faculty fulltime in 1986. Those books were substantially supported by an American Bar Foundation grant and an American Council of Learned Societies grant-in-aid in 1979.

Other books followed, as did a second American Bar Foundation grant and a Project ’87 Summer Seminar at Princeton. I would make the short list for four good research professorships but never get that final interview. My family would ask why I kept publishing and sacrificing so much with absolutely no return on my effort. After all, full professors who had published as few as two articles were making exactly as much as I was with five books. I started answering the questions with intellectual curiosity phrases and applied for more grants. The John Randolph and Dora Haynes Foundation provided summer grants for mining history research in 1988 and 1991. The California State University Summer Stipend in 1990 and the James H. Bradley Senior Fellowship at the Montana Historical Society furthered my mining history research. In 1990 I signed a contract with the University of Oklahoma Press to write a book on the Mining Law of 1872.

At the turn of the century, I would have fourteen books and thirty-eight articles dressing up my resume, but I would still be teaching eight courses a year, sometimes with six to eight preparations per year. In terms of faculty compensation, high school teachers with the same number of years in service were now making up to $10,000 per year more than the average full professor. The level of doubt and disillusionment had numbers to go with it.

I busied myself with other things, as the kids demanded more and more time. I coached soccer teams for ten years despite the fact that I had never seen a game or played before. I read soccer, took a college soccer class, and spied on successful coaches. Ten years later the two teams had seven club silver medals (second place in cup play) and one Orange County gold medal. I coached Little League for six years and the eighth grade football team at Tuffree Junior High School for one season. In Little League I umpired for six seasons. I refereed soccer for twenty-seven seasons. At Redeemer Lutheran Church in Placentia I served on the council for thirteen years and as congregation president for two years. I also taught Sunday School, Vacation Bible School, and confirmation classes for a decade.

My work in the administration led to other diversions. Labor relations became the fine art of public sector collective bargaining. In addition to representing management at the university, I served as chief negotiator for C.S.E.A. Local 167 in its first contract negotiation. It was the only local that used a hired gun, and we came out third best on language and first on money in the state. I also started teaching labor relations and collective bargaining at the University of LaVerne and dabbling in consulting work. Labor consulting work led to natural resources law consulting work. I found that I could make a quarter-million dollars with my expertise on the outside, but it took too much time away from scholarship. In fact, this book has been delayed twice by very lucrative consulting contracts and two writing projects with substantial stipends. Scholarship for its own sake was giving way to dollars for security in investment. However, when I realized that I was a career state college professor for life with five to eight preparations per academic year, it was very easy to take a leave and receive $350 per hour for my time. Academic life has a way of blending scholarship with real-world values, reminding the scholar of just how little monographs are worth on campus. Off campus research and analytic expertise had clear and substantial value. On campus, the people who set salaries care little and pay less. Worse yet, having a faculty union that opposed merit pay and produced contracts that consistently diminished the working conditions of fulltime faculty gave little solace.

Yet all of the presidents of CSUF have supported my research and professional activity. All of them were published professors who understood the value of publication. I am in debt to L. Donald Shields, Jewell Cobb, and Milton Gordon for their support. I cannot say as much for others in the chain of command. Perhaps one example would suffice. Presenting a research grant to my history colleagues for recommendation seemed harmless enough, but when the recommendations went to the dean, I was last in order. The dean followed the advice of my colleagues, and the project was not funded. I turned to extramural sources and received two research grants for the project. The book soon followed. Later I learned that my colleagues believed that the weakest proposal should receive the highest recommendation to promote egalitarian collegiality. In the 1990s we would have a collective bargaining agreement and merit salary increases in various forms. Things improved on the salary side as a result. Publishing really mattered to the university, at least to some administrators and a minority of the faculty, albeit a growing minority of faculty.

I also am in debt to some very important colleagues who consistently read my manuscripts or gave me direction. James Willard Hurst always read my works and responded within weeks with those characteristically terse missives typed on that famous manual machine. Jackson K. Putnam and Warren Beck read and criticized with abandon. Jackson was a great editor. John Phillip Reid and Martin Ridge always supported my efforts and provided good advice.

But scholarship has consequences. All of those weeks away on research trips, all of those weekends lost at conventions, conferences, and presentation, and all of those nights locked up in the study working on the next book eroded my marriage to Erika, and it ended in 1999, if not earlier. I turned inward and worked to complete more scholarship. A book with the University of Oklahoma Press with thirty-eight authors, a six-volume reprint series on the American West coedited with Brenda Farrington, an American West anthology coauthored/coedited with Brenda Farrington, and a special issue of Journal of the West with the focus “Western Legal History Undercover” were the fruits of single life. The year 2000 brought more hints of a research professorship or a visitor’s position in a law school, but as usual the hints and inquiries were designed to promote the interests of faculty factions seeking to hire their favorite rather than promote my candidacy. It also brought more work at the university as chair of the History Department personnel and recruitment committees as well as the Faculty Merit Increase Appeals Committee. All of this certainly kept the emotional distress of breaking up off center stage, but it lingered in the paperwork of setting up a new household in the ambiguity of the economic consequences of divorce as well as the emotional crisis atmosphere that attends the dissolution.

Summer 2000 brought the dissolution paperwork to a close at the courthouse, but there would be lingering documents to sign. Yet a trip to Montana proved most worthwhile. I ventured into the fire-ravaged reaches of Bozeman, Helena, and Big Timber to see family and friends. I stopped in Helena to have dinner with Chuck Rankin, the editor of Montana: The Magazine of Western History. Chuck has been a longtime friend, honest editor, and supporter. The dinner conversation turned to his move to editor-in-chief at the University of Oklahoma Press, the demise of my western legal history book series there, and this book manuscript that I owed the press. Chuck’s most supportive advice about the manuscript and his hope that it had the potential to liberate me from the eight-course load were inspiring, but my reality by then was confirmed. Gordon, you just cannot get out except by retirement or death. The bibliography just did not matter on that front, but the advances you made in scholarship and the careers that you promoted would bring solace beyond the two bottles of wine we finished that night. Almost a week with my son, Elwood, and his wife, Karma Kiang, was equally motivating. They found the value of place in Bozeman and put the search for material security far down the list for life goals. Elwood worked as a carpenter, found more time to read than ever before, and turned to substitute teaching and volunteer work at the Pioneer Historical Museum. They had no compulsive drive to get out to greener pastures. They found them in the people of Bozeman and its environment. Perhaps I could too, just perhaps. The week ended, and I had to return to the world.

As noted above, the turn-of-the-century bibliography was lengthy but of little consequence in moving to a research university or improving my teaching load. In fact, the spring 2001 semester put me into two new preparations with a total of four preparations for the semester. During intersession I managed to finish a book chapter for California History and another for a U.S. State Department publication, but with two new courses in sight, my time was spent on teaching. It was during this time that I warned two of my former students, both A.B.D., about the pit of preparations and how it tends to suck time down a black hole with little reward. Be that as it may, it was during this intersession that I bought thirteen new bookcases and started moving my library out of boxes in my office and to a configuration for research and writing. With babysitting every Thursday with my granddaughter, Erika Lyn Henderson, and four preparations, I sought sanity in order. In order, perhaps, I would have the efficiency to finish one book and start writing on world history.

April 29, 2001, was the birth date of my second granddaughter, Emily Grace Henderson, and another life check. The book chapter was finished, and the State Department chapter was still languishing on my desk awaiting revisions despite seven weeks of dust collecting. I spent five hours in my office on May 5 and another eight hours at the keyboard on Sunday, just to catch up on correspondence and administrative paperwork. I wanted to catch up, encouraged by a kind word from the University of Oklahoma Press regarding this book manuscript. I also saw the errors of my ways in a word from a professor at the University of Oklahoma who would be teaching one course in the fall and had the rest of the year off to work on a book. Next year I would have only six preparations for the eight courses I had to teach in addition to the two summer session courses starting in four weeks. I saw a window of two weeks to do serious scholarship. I had to seize the moment.

The two weeks quickly diminished to one week because of babysitting duties and a horde of paperwork stampeding across my desk. Albeit short, the week was productive. The State Department chapter won approval, and I finished the week with a very fruitful discussion with Clark Whitehorn at Montana: The Magazine of Western History regarding the article Elwood and I had written on the pollution of the Missouri River.

California History and the American Military Heritage summer session courses filled with thirty-five eager students each. The student writing was just as bimodal as ever. My spring semester historical writing course had produced a profound understanding of a generation of students who could not write. Fully 35 percent of the students in that course would be taking the course over or changing majors. The summer session students were not different, but I held them to the four papers in five weeks in California History. The American Military Heritage students had thirteen books to master in five weeks and one twenty-page paper to complete. At least, I know that I did my best to maintain some semblance of standards.

I returned to this biographical exercise, started after I read William Cronon’s Nature’s Metropolis, and assumed that such a disclosure was now a necessity. In June 2002, with another seven preparations under my belt during the academic year and three summer session courses almost in the grade book, I had time to write. The reason for this return to writing was a reading of the “Self and Subject” roundtable in the June 2002 Journal of American History. Richard White’s words were particularly telling for me, but I just could not get the Norwegian heritage so faint in memory to resonate with Phil Deloria’s passionate words. Regardless, one thing stood out when I finished reading the entries: teaching load. I just had a hunch that the panel did not teach seven or eight preparations per year, and I just needed to “get over it.”

“This book will simply take longer” was the recognition of the fall semester. At least, my edited work California History: A Topical Approach would be out in September 2002, and I only had six preparations among the eight courses the next year. I pledged to do more. The meaningful event of the fall semester was conducting the 8:00 a.m. and 11:00 a.m. services at First Lutheran Church of Fullerton on November 10. Several of the parishioners noted that I conducted the service with ease, and I told them that I had preached for almost a decade when needed at Redeemer Lutheran Church in Placentia in the 1970s.

December 2003 rolled around, and Sage asked Brenda and me to have the Encyclopedia of Women in the American West in a month early. That request resulted in a flurry of editing activity, and the first 708 pages went to Thousand Oaks on time, but the next month of calling authors, e-mailing authors, and editing entries pulled down more time. My frustration with students who could not write, seldom attended class, and complained when they did poorly on examinations grew to the point that I eliminated review sessions, instituted an attendance policy, and lowered grades for grammar errors on examinations. For the first time I graded without downside limit. A graduate student earned an N+ on a final paper because of grammar errors; one-fourth of the fall 2002 graduate seminar students failed because of the inability to write.

The good news was that Erika Lyn turned four on January 3, discovered that grandpa had a birthday one week later, and started reading. Emily Grace Henderson expanded her vocabulary and turned two on April 29. I started believing that there was hope for the future of America in its children. I started looking forward to my year off to complete work on this book despite the fact that the world history textbook was due on March 10. It would only take another two months away from research and writing. It don’t mean nothing.

Page proofs for the encyclopedia arrived on May 2 just as an article zipped out on e-mail and a book review went by snail mail. Two of the authors for the encyclopedia were dead, one at age thirty-six, the other at eighty-two. The semester was just about over. California still did not have a budget, and our student enrollment set another record just when the number of classes declined dramatically. Sage Publications offered another encyclopedia project. This time Alexandra Kindell, a gifted student and professional editor at Iowa State University, joined me on immigration and migration in the American West. It was a very good time to be on leave.

The leave started in September, after a trip to Montana to see my son and his wife and to take my daughter, her husband, and their two children to Yellowstone Park. Grandchildren do not travel well for more than an hour, so the trip to the park was memorable. The need to see Elwood and Karma in Bozeman was manifest because Elwood had broken his collarbone that spring and Karma has just lost their first fetus. The trip yielded some research material for the book and a good deal of family healing. That healing time was made even more important when Elwood called on September 4, 2003, to report that he had lost sight in his right eye and was going to Billings for a brain scan. It was a good time to be away from classes.

Waiting for the results of the brain scan turned my attention to writing on ancient and medieval India for the world history text. The work reminded me of how far civilization had come from the time of Islamic invasions, Buddhism’s slaughter in India, and the power of fundamentalism. Amid my writing and reading, Jason Forgash called to get his M.A. thesis on Islamic warfare back on track after an almost two-year tour of Afghanistan and Iraq with his Arabic-speaking U.S. Marine Corps unit. He was glad to be home, and I was glad to have him back working on the thesis, now even more marketable. He had been a guest lecturer in my American Military Heritage course on two occasions. He also was a graduate teaching intern in the course in summer 2005. Jason returned to Iraq in 2006, and on July 23 a sniper dropped him with a single round in the stomach. I talked with him two weeks later at the U.S. Naval Hospital in Bethesda, Maryland. Surgeons reconnected his stomach to his intestines on October 14, and he was home in time for Thanksgiving.

In November 2003 Elwood’s eyesight recovered enough for us to go hunting in the Absaroka-Beartooth Wilderness Area. It was a great time for sharing, as we had never hunted together and we were working on an article on the economics of big game hunting in Montana. We shared the pain of ascending the mountain and riding to camp, enduring four hours of cold. We experienced a whiteout snowstorm and seven hours of descending the mountain in two to four feet of snow. Elwood exclaimed at the base of the mountain that he knew that if the men on the Battan Death March could make it, he could. I suggested that the more apt historical analogy was the Marine Corps attack in a different direction at the Chosin Reservoir in the Korean War. It was a bonding experience like no other in our lives. Our hunt also made an economic impact on Montana, and we put two bucks into Elwood’s freezer.

On May 30, 2004, Ocean Chi Kiang Bakken joined the Montana branch of the Bakken family. She is doing well at this writing. I had the joy of seeing the newborn and the parents in July 2004 and returned again on November 17 to visit and return to the Absaroka-Beartooth Wilderness Area looking for the elk that eluded us in 2003. I managed to fall off Buttercup on the first day of the hunt, break ribs, walk down the mountain in four hours, and arrive at Urgent Care in Bozeman twenty-two hours after the fall. The attending physician pronounced me in pain, issued a prescription for painkillers, and wished me well. I was back in the bunkhouse on the third day of the hunt and shot the only elk for our party of eight. Elwood took a nice buck the next day, and we had another freezer full for the year. I also looked forward to escaping the rigors of another year of eight preparations and students in need of writing repair.

The 2004–5 academic year yielded relief in the form of the editorship of California Legal History, the journal of the California Supreme Court Historical Society. Harry Scheiber at the University of California-Berkeley Law School was stepping aside, and I had the blessing of the society board as editor. Thomas Klammer, the dean of the College of Humanities and Social Sciences and always a supporter of scholarship, quickly gave me a one-course load reduction and a graduate assistant.

I started the 2005–6 academic year on a three-course load for the first time in thirty-six years. I also had a better 2005 hunt, with both Elwood and me bagging four-by-four whitetail deer and Elwood taking his first shot at an elk. We both returned saddle sore and thankful to Bob Bovee’s Big Timber Guides and Mike Lovely’s Rollin’ Bounder Outfitters for a third great hunt. In 2006 Elwood and I filled both deer and elk tags. Elwood had his first elk and another fine whitetail. With the end of the hunt came the final revisions responding to the second round of outside reader comments. Those final revisions turned out to be merely another stage stop in this book’s trek. Spring and summer 2006, after the publication of The Encyclopedia of Immigration and Migration in the American West, edited with Alexandra Kindell, focused on the next round of revisions, with particular attention given to the actual language of the Mining Law of 1872.
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