
















































































Into this overwhelming country in 1849 came William Downie, a 30-year­
old Scot. 

As early as 1848, wandering miners had tested their pans in the Yuba 
River and found especially rich diggings wherever the river had been 
diverted, leaving sand bars. At Rose's Bar, Downie first joined forces 
with Jim Rose, another Scot, then he moved upriver to Bullard's Bar. 
Here he observed that the miners who consistently paid for provisions 
with the largest lumps of gold were working further up the Yuba. He 
immediately formed a party of prospectors and led them upriver. 

A miner at Foster's Bar told him it was too late in the season to travel into 
such rough country, but Downie was determined. One night the men 
caught a salmon and boiled it; next morning there was gold in the cook 
pot! 

So there, in the fork of two rivers, the men mined, even in winter, find ing 
gold in abundance. Their luck got better every day, from 17 ounces to 
24, to 29, to 40 ounces a day. They built a cabin in December, and sent 
two of the men downriver for provisions (for which Downie paid $3900-
$2 a pound for everything). And in spite of 40 miles of dangerous 
mountain trails, the miners flocked in to join them. It was cold, and it 
snowed. Tents collapsed, and no food could be freighted over the hills. 
But gold was there. 

Downie was a generous, good-hearted soul. When the storekeeper 
became ill, it was Downie who nursed him back to health. When he was 
well again, storekeeper Slater offered to return Downie's favor by taking 
his gold down to Sacramento, where he said they were paying $22 an 
ounce instead of the standard $16. When this word spread around 
camp, all the men decided to get in on this good deal, so that when 
Slater left he had $25,000 worth of gold on him, including some go!d 
Downie had sent along as a gift for Mrs. Slater, by way of appreciatIOn. 
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Slater was never seen in the digs again. But Downie heard about him 
indirectly. A latecomer to the diggings said he had met Slater in 
Panama, and he had recommended that he look up Downie, " one of the 
best fellows in the world, ready to do all in his power to assist a 
stranger. " 

In spite of the fact that Downieville (then known as The Forks) was 75 
miles the main source of supplies, that food was murderously 
expensive, and that the streams were icy cold to work in, the town grew 
to 5,000 within two years. It became known as the town of Tincup 
Diggings, since a full tin cup was about an average day's wages. 

Like all gold towns, The Forks had its incidents of injustice. One awful 
morning they hanged Juanita, a pretty dance-hall girl. Downie described 
her: "She was of the Spanish-Mexican mixture, proud and self­
possessed, her bearing graceful , almost majestic. She was, in the 
miners' parlance, well put up. " On a drunken Fourth of July night, a man 
named Cannon staggered into her cabin, left, but came back the next 
day. Juanita put a knife into him. 

A lynch court promptly sentenced her to hang. Juanita mounted the 
scaffold beside the river, " apparently unmoved, she seemed quite 
satisfied to abide by the verdict." She adjusted the noose around her 
neck, straightened her skirt, called out, " Adios, Senors, " and leaped 
from the scaffold into eternity. 

Legend has it that William Downie, who had by now elevated himself to 
the rank of Major, offered the town a mining pan full of gold if they'd 
change the town 's name from The Forks to Downieville. History doesn't 
record whether the town got the gold, but it is no longer called The 
Forks. 

OTHER TREASURES 
SIERRA CITY - Between Downieville and Sierra City, the canyon walls 
grow higher and steeper. The river below flashes green and white 
through the darkness of the pines. At a final high turn, the panorama 

onto Sierra City, somewhat overshadowed by the magnificence of 
Its own setting. 

Phi lo Haven and Joseph Zumwalt stopped here to mine in 1850, in a 
favorite fishing ground of the Indians. But it was more quartz country 
than placer country, and not until quartz mining came of age did Sierra 
City blossom. 

When it did, it was riotous. 
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It was here that the noted and notorious miners' fraternal order, E 
Clampus Vitus, got its start. Every town in the Mother Lode had an IOOF 
building. The Clampers thought the memb~rsh.ip too tame. S? they 
invented E. Clampus Vitus, the greatest practical Joke ever conceived to 
make light of the hardships and miseries of the diggings. The members 
were largely devoted to hilarity and hard drinking, although a more 
worthy purpose was stated to b~ "taking care of. widows and. orphans 
-especially widows." But their bOisterous ceremonies, washed In a wave 
of whiskey, were hilarious, and ridiculed every stuffy and pompous 
ceremony held sacred by other organizations. 

ALLEGHANY - The drive alone is worth the trip. As you climb higher and 
higher, you can look out over the backbone of the Sierra Nevada. Many 
of the old wooden houses still cling to the steep sides of Kanaka Canyon. 

-»!lie'--------

The town called You Bet got its name when saloon-keeper Lazarus Bard 
enlisted the help of a couple of his " regulars " to find a suitable name for 
the settlement that had grown up around his grog shop. While they 
employed their brains in this service, he poured free whiskey. Realizing 
the tenuous nature of their supply, the men were careful to suggest only 
names that would be objectionable. But after a few days, their 
deliberations were becoming difficult. Then they noticed that the 
expression "you bet" was a great favorite of the barkeep, so they offered 
that as a possible name. To their surprise, it met with favor and was 
adopted, and their free whiskey came to an end . 

..... 
MALAKOFF DIGGINS - They tore down mountains to get to the gold. It 
was the biggest hydraulic mine in the world. 

Hydraulic mining required enormous amounts of water, ~hich was 
brought in through elaborate flumes, th.en sh~t thr?ugh a .mo~ltor (a lo~g 
iron tube like a fire hose nozzle, sometimes eight Inches In diameter), In 
a jet stream that could kill a man a . hundred f~et aw~y. G~ld-bearing 
quartz was washed down into a drain tunnel lined With sluice boxes. 
Once a month the miners went through the tunnel to collect the gold. As 
more gold was unearthed, the pits became enormous. 

" 

Today the enormous scars at Malakoff are preserved in a state historic 
park. The passing years have softened the ugly erosion, and the place 
resembles a miniature Bryce Canyon. 

NORTH SAN JUAN - Shells of ancient stone-and-brick buildings lie 
in half-ruin, ghosts of a time when the town rang with the 
laughter of men who mined San Juan Ridge. 

Its most impressive structure is a charming white New England 
style Methodist church on a hillock above the town. 
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ROUGH AND READY - This once feisty -town is now but a dwindling 
rel ic of early days when it seceded from the Union and declared 
itself a free and independent state. The strange chain of events 
was put into motion in 1850, when residents of the then bustling 
gold rush town grew fed up with high taxes and too much 
interference from the federal government. Col. E. F. Brundage was 
elected president amid a giant celebration, and the free state of 
Rough and Ready remained active until the end of the Civil War. 

The bold, historic declaration was eventually forgotten, until 1948, 
when local townspeople applied for a post office. Uncle Sam issued 
an ultimatum: "Join the United States, or do without a post 
office. " 

NEVADA CITY, A LATECOMER 
In the autumn of 1849, three mining partners raised "color" in the 
gravel of Deer Creek, and with supreme optimism immediately set 
!o work notching logs for a cabin. Perhaps the raising of a cabin 
Instead of the usual flimsy tent foretold the substantial nature of 
the town that would rise there. 
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Within a month, a ready-made family arrived - a settler named 
Stamps, his wife, her sister, and several children. The arrival of 
women in the uninhibited, rough male world of mining camps was 
no small event, but it was followed almost immediately by the 
arrival of a miner named Penn, who brought his wife to help work 
his claim. (The following spring she gave up mining and opened a 
boarding house.) 

Dr. Caldwell moved his trading post up from downriver, giving the 
diggings, briefly, the name Caldwell's Upper Store. Some miners 
called it Deer Creek Dry Diggins. 

When the gravel slopes were found to be fabulously rich, miners 
flocked in from a hundred miles up and down the Sierra. They 
pried out gold by the pound, sometimes using nothing more than a 
knife. By autumn of 1850 that first log cabin had been multiplied 
by 250, some 6,000 people populated the hills in varying degrees of 
permanency. Mr. Stamps had been elected alcalde, and the town 
was christened Nevada. 

----=-e-=--
The account of 4ger Ben A very describes his arrival in Nevada City in 
October, 1849; "Arrived at Caldwell'S Store, the only trading post on Deer 
creek at that time. I found it a square canvas shanty, stocked with 
whiskey, pork, and mouldly biscuits. About a dozen parties were 
working the bars with dug-out cradles and rawhide hoppers . .. 

Finding good success on a spot slightly upstream, he deci~ed to go ba~k 
to Mormon Island and get his friends. When he agam returned In 

February, he was aghast at the changes. "To my intens.e disg'!st I f?und 
my ravine occupied from one end to another by long-haired Mlssourtans. 
They worked in the stormiest weather, standing in the yel/ow.mud to 
shovel dirt into cradle; one of them had stretched a canvas awnmg over 
the claims. All the other ravines were occupied almost as thickly. Dyer 
had a log cabin in the midst, where whiskey and brandy were sold. 
Caldwell's new, or upper store, was on the high bank of the ravine. It 
appears there had been great discoveries. American Hill was covered 
with tents and brush houses, a few had put up cabins. At night the tents 
shone through the pines like great transparencies, and the sou,nd of 
laughter, shouting, fiddling and Singing startled those old prtmeval 
solitudes strangely. It was a wild, wonderful scene. 

------0-=--

Those adventuresome men who once lined the banks of the golden 
creek, or squeezed for space on the pocked hillsides of . th is 
thriving camp, have been left anonymous by the passage of time, 
their names written fleetingly on the shifting sands of fortune. 
But for some, Nevada City was only the beginning of fortune. 
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Benjamin Avery, an early miner, became U.S. Minister to China. 

Herbert Hoover, who came to Nevada City with his engineering 
degree from Stanford, went on to the Presidency. 

George Hearst. started the fortune that eventually founded a 
newspaper empire. 

--->=-
Richard Oglesby, who was one of the camp 's pioneers, wrote many years 
later, when he was governor of Illinois: " There was very little law, but a 
lar9.~ amount of good order; no churches, but a great deal of religion; no 
POlitiCS, but a large number of politicians; no offices, and strange to say 
for my cO'!ntrymen, no office seekers. Crime was rare, for punishment 
was certam. " ~ 

- ~- .-

- - --- ---"-....~-

But of perhaps greater fascination at the time was the town's 
most colorful character, Madame Eleanor Dumont, a lady gambler 
Whose beauty was marred by one flaw - a flaw that earned her the 
nickname by which she was known throu'ghout California and 
~evada: Madame Moustache. (The Madame later died of hemlock 
In bad, bad Bodie.) 
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No town among the hundreds in the Sierra foothills suffered 
greater or more frequent trials by fire and flood, and none 
survived more tenaciously. In its first year, half the town was 
wiped out by fire, and rebuilt. Four months later, torrential rains 
and rampaging streams battered the new buildings into kindling 
and tossed them down the river, along with the Broad Street 
bridge. 

Four years later, when the town had grown to a thousand ~ouses 
(and 79 saloons), the worst fire in history occurred . It took Just 30 
minutes to level every wooden building in the business district, 
including the town's seven hotels. 

~ eu &' 

One of the strangest of duels occurred one October day in 1851 when 
George M. Dibble called E. N. Lundy a liar on Broad Street. Lundy took 
exception to the remark and cursed Dibble in colorful terms, calling him 
some names that Dibble didn 't feel he deserved. As a result, he 
challenged Lundy to a duel. The meeting, with pistols at 15 paces, 
occurred at sunrise. At the signal, Lundy fired. " You have fired too soon, " 
Dibble remarked calmly. When his second asked if he were satisfied, h.e 
opened his shirt and showed where the bullet had passed through his 
body. Then, declining aid, he walked away, to die in twenty minutes. 

The 1850s were the boom years, when quartz mining brought 15,000 
population. 

And in 1859 Nevada City became the curtain-raiser for the 
Comstock Lode drama. It was to J. J. Ott's office that a man named 
Harrison came riding one day, bearing a sample of some blue clay 
from the Washoe hills. Ott made test after test, barely able to 
believe his own incredible results. The despised "blue stuff" that 
was clogging the miners' rockers proved to be an exceedingly ri~h 
silver sulphide assaying at $3,000 a ton silver and another $800 In 
gold. The news of Ott's assay COUldn 't be held back. It started the 
rush to Washoe. 

NEVADA CITY TODAY 
The hub of commerce was established on the only level spot in the 
diggings. Steep streets meander from this hollow up into hills where lofty 
pines poke above rooftops and church spires. It 's a hometown kind of 
place, where history keeps happy company with today. 
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Nevada City sits on a collection of hills around the Deer Creek Ravine. 
The hills bear colorful names that give a picture of social and economic 
strata of life in the early town. 

On Potters Hill, paupers were buried in a nondescript plot behind the 
City Jail. 

Aristocracy Hill was named for some genteel Southern lads who came to 
the mines for wealth - but finding the miners less than couth , they built a 
splendid home to get away from the dreary life of grubbing. 

On Prospect Hill, one of the finest of the old homes, the Red Castle, was 
built in 1859 for Lorin Williams, socialite and attorney. 

Nabob Hill was fashionable territory when Victorian architecture was all 
the go. Rich mining men and physicians established stately homes 
there. But even nabobs have their tragedies. Grocer Charles Mulloy, rich 
and respected, one day put a grim end to his life. No one knew why. 

Nevada City's winding streets follow the old foot paths taken by miners 
who came into town for their whiskey and their beans, then went back to 
some hole in the hills, or a drafty cabin called home. 

One of the most famed buildings in town is the National Hotel , built in 
1854 as the National Exchange Hotel. It still wears its original ornate, 
balconied exterior. Once it was the stomping grounds of Madame 
Moustache, of Herbert Hoover, and of Stephen Field , who became a 
Supreme Court Justice. And it was here, also that P.G. & E. was hatched 
in a contract that brought together two electrical equipment experts and 
a Cornish miner. The National was the busiest spot in town 
-headquarters for the stage lines, the telegraph, and for Wells Fargo. 
And in smoke-filled rooms, mining and commerce magnates closed 
million-dollar deals. 

If the National is the most famous, the Firehouse is the most 
photographed. 

An utterly charming structure trimmed with spindles and icicles, it dates 
back to 1861 (a little late for most of the fires) . There's a museum inside 
displaying a fine collection of the garb and gear of pioneer times, as well 
as some artifacts from the ill-fated Donner Party. 
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. GRASS VALLEY, LOLA'S TOWN 
At first, Grass Valley was an emigrant 's stop. A resting place after a long 
and dusty journey. A meadow where weary cattle could roam and graze 
on the lush green grasses. 

In the autumn of 1848 a small group emigrating from Oregon stopped 
here, at Greenhorn Creek, decided to build a rough cabin and spend the 
winter. A group from Boston lingered, too. They moved farther into the 
meadow and did some panning. A small store was set up, and the camp 
was called Boston Ravine. It was the beginning of a small settlement. 

Perhaps Boston Ravine would have remained quiet and undistinguished 
forever if it hadn't been for McKnight. One of McKnight's cows strayed, 
and when he took out after the bovine he stubbed his toe on an 
outcropping of quartz. Catching a glitter in the broken rock, he broke it 
up with a hammer and washed out gold. 

Gold in solid rock? It was an unknown possibility to the squatters 
encamped there. They surveyed the rocky hills all about them , 
scrambled up the slopes, and began to break off chunks. One man 
pulverized a rock as big as his head, and washed out five hundred 
dollars. 

The neighboring camps promptly went crazy. They all rushed to Boston 
Ravine to clamber around the hills and smash rocks with hammers. 
Every cabin became a miniature quartz mill. But no more five-hundred­
dollar boulders were found. There was gold in the rock, all right, but not 
enough to pay for the work involved. 

It was a problem that was to bedevil quartz miners for some time to 
come. 

They tried everything . 
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Some Mexicans built an arrastra operated by mule power to break up the 
quartz. Some Germans on Wolf Creek built a quartz mill operated by 
water power; the stamps were tree trunks shod with iron . One Doctor 
Rodgers built a furnace smelter, filled it with quartz and firewood and 
kept up a fire for two days. 

All failed . 

When the problems were eventually solved, it was with money. Big 
investment is a requirement of quartz mining. At best, the twisting veins 
are elusive. They disappear into the rock, are found again. Success is 
followed by shutdown. 

Nevertheless, the town of Grass Valley was growing. By 1851 population 
had reached 20,000. And the community found it had problems other 
than quartz mining to solve. 

---==-::::-=--
"Gold fever was as contagious as the itch, " a gold panner of 1850 wrote 
in his journal. "If you took it, brimstone and grease would not cure you. 
The only remedy was for you to go to the mines and try your luck. " 

-----=-e:-=--
The winter of 1852-53 was a harsh one. Heavy rains had turned the road 
to Sacramento into a knee-high muddy slough. Getting provisions into 
town became a problem of monumental proportions. Prices tripled. A 
meeting was called at Beatty's Hotel to consider solutions, and the 
following hard-line resolution was adopted: 'Therefore, be it Resolved, 
that appealing to High Heaven for justice, we will go to San Francisco 
and obtain the necessary supplies - peaceably if we can, but forcibly if 
we must." 

The trip never came off. There was no money for travelling expenses. 

If it wasn't flood, it was fire. 

On a September morning in 1855, fire broke out in the United States 
Hotel - spread rapidly. Flames licked at tinder dry buildings, dried in the 
long summer sun. When the crackling had stopped, all that remained 
were the churches and the temperance hall and the Wells Fargo vault. 
Before the debris stopped smouldering, the recovery process had 
begun. In the smoky distance at the west end of town, a frame shanty 
was seen moving down the hill. Slowly but surely it advanced onto the 
scene of desolation. In a few moments, the energetic entrepreneur, " Old 
Block" Delano, had backed it up to the Wells Fargo brick vault and put 
up a 10-foot scantling board on which was rudely painted, "Wells Fargo 
& Co. Express Office." Less than eight hours after the cry of fire, "Old 
Block" stood smiling behind his counter, the ground still warm beneath 
his feet, "ready to attend to business." 
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In 1854, Lola Montez bought a house and made Grass Valley the scene 
of her eccentricities for two years. Long on chutzpah, though short on 
talent, she arrived in town with a husband, a pet bear, and a suitcase full 
of low-cut velvet gowns. 

Once, as the mistress of the King of Bavaria, she had dazzled Europe. 
She didn't dazzle Grass Valley. 

"She still retained a slender, graceful figure. She had heavy black hair and 
the most brilliant flashing eyes I ever beheld. But ordinarily she was such 
a slattern that to me she was frankly disgusting. When attired in a low­
necked gown as was her usual custom, even her liberal use of powder 
failed to conceal the fact that she stood much in need of a good 
application of soap. " 

- One of Lola's neighbors 

One day she found her pet bear dead and suspected her husband of the 
crime. They had a terrible row and she sent him packing . . 

Life in Grass Valley was scarcely as exciting for Lola as in Bavaria. But 
for a while she found diversion in promoting her protege, a neighbor's 
child in whom she found stage talent. She taught her to sing and dance 
and toss her curls. Little Lotta Crabtree was seven years old when she 
made her debut doing an Irish jig at a blacksmith shop in Rough and 
Ready, to the accompaniment of hammer on anvil. Later, Lotta's mother 
dressed her in an Irish costume, and Lotta danced for the miners in 
Grass Valley. Since most of the miners were Irish, her vigorous Irish jig 
was deemed nothing short of sensational, and the stage was covered 
with gold coins as an honorarium. Lotta Crabtree's career had begun. 

Whether Lola's training helped or not, Lotta, vivacious and merry, with 
red-gold hair and a carefree laugh, went on to become the toast of 
theater audiences for half a century. 
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But long before that happened, Lola had wearied of Grass Valley. And 
Grass Valley had wearied of Lola - the beautiful , the wayward. 

She packed up her velvet gowns, cleared out the champagne in the 
cellar, and left tor Australia. 

GRASS VALLEY TODAY 
Gras~ Valley is a mixture of century-old buildings and the shiny 
trappings of modern commerce. The big mines were still going strong as 
late as the 1950s, employing thousands. 

At the end of Mill Street, in Boston Ravine, there's one of the best 
di~pla¥s of ~i~ing equipment in the gold country. It's the Nevada County 
Historical Mining Museum, on the ground of the North Star mine. Inside 
there's a collection of paraphernalia like miners' carbide lamps, mercury 
flasks, bullion molds. Outside there's a huge Pelton waterwheel, 30 feet 
in diameter and weighing ten tons. 

Up in the pines on the outskirts of town there's another mine, the Empire 
- one of the oldest and richest gold mines in California and one of the 
deepest (9,000 feet) in the world. Included in the 770-acre park are the 
grounds, offices and shops of the mine, along with the stately brick 
Bourne Mansion, former residence of the mine owner. Framing the two­
story stone structure is a 13-acre garden which has been restored as it 
was when the Bournes spent their summers there. 

As is often the case in old Gold Rush towns, it's the hotel that retains the 
elegance that once was. In Grass Valley, the Holbrooke has the honors. 

But the structure that piques everyone 's curiousity is the cottage at the 
corner of Mill and Walsh streets where the scandalous Lola shocked the 
populace with her outrageous behavior. The house isn 't quite the same 
as when Lola lived there; but with a little imagination, it's possible to 
picture her at the doorway in her low-cut gown, greeting violinist Ole 
Bull , or theatrical friends from around the world . She died broken and a 
bit mad a few years later, in New York. 
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POSTSCRIPT TO GOLD 
The 1852 census revealed that an estimated 12,000 Californians were 
farming -- that in a state where three years earlier men had died of 
scurvy for lack of fresh food. 

Three years later the state was exporting grain and potatoes. 

There was a dramatic increase in the parasol-and-petticoat population ; 
gambling houses closed, churches opened. 

The enchantment of California had captivated many, who found their old 
life far less exciting. They gathered up their families and came back. 
California had become "home." 

But there were also those who couldn't give up their dreams; for them, 
the gold rush was the epic of their lives. They went on to new gold rushes 
-- in Oregon, in Nevada, in Alaska. 

Those who did return to their old hometowns generally went by ship, for 
they had seen the misery of the overland trails. For the most part, they 
looked back with fondness on their experiences. They lovingly preserved 
their miners' garb as mementoes of their great adventure. And their 
stories, true or fanciful, became a legacy of a courageous quest for 
generations yet to come. 

It was a wondrous end of a wild quest. 
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DIRECTORY FOR GOLD COUNTRY INFORMATION 

AMADOR COUNTY 
Chamber of Commerce 
30 S. Hwy. 49 & 88 
Box 596, Jackson, CA 95642 
Phone: 209-223-0350 

County Museum 
109 Court St., Jackson, CA 95642 
Phone: 209-223-6386 

For Gold Information: 
Roaring Camp 
Box 278, Pine Grove, CA 95665 
Phone: 209-296-4100 

CALAVERAS COUNTY 
Chamber of Commerce 
& City of Angels Museum 
753 S. Main St. 
Box 111, Angels Camp, CA 95222 
Phone: 209-736-4444 

County Museum & Archives 
30 N. Main, P.O. Box 1281 
San Andreas, CA 95249 
Phone: 209-754-4204 

Murphys Old Time Museum 
Main St. 
Box 94, Murphys, CA 95247 

EL DORADO COUNTY 
Gold Discovery State Historical Park 
Hwy. 49, P.O. Box 265 
Coloma, CA 95613 
Phone: 916-622-3470 

Chamber of Commerce 
542 Main St., Placerville, CA 95667 
Phone: 916-626-2344 

Cameron Park/Shingle Springs 
Chamber of Commerce 
P.O. Box 341 , Shingle Springs, CA 95682 
Phone: 916-877-8000 

Pollock Pines Chamber of Commerce 
P.O. Box 95, Pollock Pines, CA 95726 
Phone: 916-644-3970 

MADERA COUNTY 
Eastern Madera Chamber of Commerce 
49074 Civic Circle 
Box 369, Oakhurst CA 93644 
Phone: 209-663-7766 

MARIPOSA COUNTY 
Chamber of Commerce 
Hwy. 140 & 49 South 
Box 425, Mariposa, CA 95336 

Museum & History Center 
Jessie St. & Hwy. 140 
Box 606, Mariposa, CA 95338 
Phone: 209-966-2924 

No. Mariposa Co. History Center 
Corner Hwy. 49 & 132 
Box 149, Coulterville, CA 95311 
Phone: 209-878-3015 
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NEVADA COUNTY 
County & Grass Valley 
Chamber of Commerce 
248 Mill St., Grass Valley, CA 95945 
Phone: 916-273-4667 

Nevada City Chamber of Commerce 
130 Main St., Nevada City, CA 95959 
Phone: 916-265-2692 

Empire Mine State Park 
10787 E. Empire St. 
Grass Valley, CA 95945 
Phone: 916-273-8522 

Nevada County Historical Society 
Firehouse #1 Museum 
Box 1300, Nevada City, CA 95959 
Phone: 916-273-7928 

Malakoff Diggins State Park 
24579 N. Bloomfield-Graniteville Rd. 
Box 145, Nevada City, CA 95959 
Phone: 916-265-2740 

PLACER COUNTY 
Visitors Information Center 
661 Newcastle Rd., 1-80 at Newcastle 
Box 749, Newcastle, CA 95658 
Phone: 916-885-5616 

Placer County Museum 
1273 High St. , Auburn, CA 95603 
Phone: 916-885-9570 

Aubur)1 Area Chamber of Commerce 
110 High St. , Auburn, CA 95603 
Phone: 916-885-5616 

For Gold Information: 
The Metal Smythe 
111 Sacramento St., 
Old Auburn, CA 95603 
Phone: 916-823-9776 

SIERRA COUNTY 
Historical Park & Museum 
Box 260, Sierra City, CA 96125 
Phone: 916-862-1310 

TUOLUMNE COUNTY 
Columbia State Historical Park 
Ranger Office, Main St. 
Box 151, Columbia, CA 95310 
Phone: 209-532-4301 

Chamber of Commerce 
31 N. Washington St. 
Box 277, Sonora, CA 95370 
Phone: 209-532-4212 

Tuolumne County Museum 
156 W. Bradford Ave., 
Sonora, CA 95370 
Phone: 209-532-1317 

For Gold Information: 
Mother Lode Gold Prospecting 
18172 Main St. 
Box 974, Jamestown, CA 95327 
Phone: 209-964-4653 
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