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R E W A R D  
BROOKLYN BRIDGE CONSTRUCTION-PROGRESS PHOTOGRAPHS 

WANTED, for a major exhibition and catalog celebrating the centennial of the 
Bridge's completion in May, 1883: 

PHOTOGRAPHS OF ALL ASPECTS of the construction, from the time of the initial 
borings in the summer of 1867, through the line surveys and clearing of the sites on 
both sides of the East River, the building and floating into place of the great timber 
tower-foundation caissons, the erection of the masonry towers, anchorages, and ap- 
proach structures, the placement of the massive cable-anchorage castings and the con- 
necting eye-bar links, the spinning of the main cables, the building of the suspended 
deck, to the construction of the steam-powered cable railway system. 

A MODEST COLLECTION of such photographs is in hand. Now sought is informa- 
tion on the great many more views showing all aspects of the construction that surely 
are out there in private collections. 

ALTHOUGH PURCHASE is a possibility, loan of the originals for copying will be 
adequate. Thus . . . 

FOR THE LOAN of any usable view not known to us, any format size from CDV up, 

$25.00 is offered. While . . . 
FOR THE LOAN of any legible "flash light" view taken in the working chamber of 
either caisson (1870-73),* 

$50.00 is offered! 

Kindly send Xerox or other copies of anything that seems to fit the case to: 
Curator of Civil Engineering 
Room 5020, National Museum of American History 
Smithsonian Institution 
Washington, D.C. 20560 (202) 357-2058 

Leads, suggestions and other information also will be gratefully received. 

*None are known to exist, but it seems likely that some venturesome photographer must have dragged 
his camera down beneath the riverbed to record that single most intriguing (and invisible) element of 
this great undertaking. 
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IDEAS AND ARTICLES WELCOME 
An encouraging number of both new and "old" con- 

tributors have mentioned that they are working on ar- 
ticles for STEREO WORLD, ranging from early French 
tissues to obscure western stereographs to current stereo 
use in marine biology research and electron microscope 
studies. Despite this seeming wealth of material, I'll be 
greedy and ask for more. For an editor, happiness is a 
warm file full of a variety of articles of different lengths 
ready to blend into an interesting and informative 
magazine. 

While awaiting that nirvana, it would be good to see 
more members send in at least ideas for articles they think 
would interest other collectors or producers of 
stereographica.If you're willing to tackle a subject but 
need more information or images, we can often put you 
in touch with someone who can help - or who knows so- 
meone who knows - etc. The process can often be slow, 
but the results are impressive when the resources and 
talents of NSA people are combined. If you enjoy 
historical research, remember to direct a good part of 
your attention to details concerning the photographer, 
the publisher, the distribution, or the process involved 
in the stereographs used in your article. Looking at in- 
teresting views is always a pleasure for the best articles 
for STEREO WORLD are those that reveal some of the 
history of stereography as well as display sections of the 
stereoscopic record of history. 

Of particular current need are articles (on any stereo 
related subject) of "medium" length - that is, involving 
one to six views and/or three to five pages in the 
magazine. Space limitations often mean longer features 
must wait up to a year or two. Sometimes one aspect of 
your subject can be well covered in a medium length ar- 
ticle that can be printed and bring help with research or 
views while you work on follow-up articles. 

AN OPEN INVITATION 
A number of ideas have been proposed for ways to en- 

courage contemporary stereographers to  submit the best 
of their work to both STEREO WORLD and the Holmes 

Library. These have involved things like contests, sub- 
ject "assignments" for later issues, and arrangements for 
copying quantities of negatives or slides for archival 
storage. I've come to the conclusion that it would be far 
less complex to simply issue an open invitation to anyone 
who creates stereo images of the "Contemporary Scene." 
Send from one to four stereographs of subjects you think 
would be the most interesting to readers of a STEREO 
WORLD 75 to 100 years in the future. In other words, 
the kind of coverage (in whatever category) that you wish 
photographers and publishers of the past had given to 
certain kinds of subjects. For slides or color prints, choose 
those you think will reproduce best (or loose the least) 
in black and white. Include complete documentary infor- 
mation on the subject of each view for use as captions 
or a brief text. Images chosen for publication will be us- 
ed when and where space allows, depending on the 
number of views involved. All contributions will be 
returned after being copied. Include return postage, and 
insure original transparencies. STEREO WORLD can of- 
fer no compensation for use of photos. Please indicate 
if there are copyright restrictions beyond one time use 
in STEREO WORLD and a file copy to the Holmes 
Library. 

HOT AIR 
STEREO WORLD artist Jim Middelton has supplied 

a good example of "Contempory Scene" coverage with 
his balloon competition stereos in this issue. Stereos of 
some of the less grand and colorful aspects of everyday 
life will of course be just as welcome, but the spectacle 
of hot air balloons rising into the air isn't a bad way to 
kick off a series of this sort. 

It's been some time since STEREO WORLD has in- 
cluded a humorous article (at least on purpose) and Jim 
follows his balloon views with an account of what might 
happen if a mildly burned-out freelancer were to sudden- 
ly switch to a stereo camera and try covering an event 
in his usual, frantic style of photojournalism. 

BACK AGAIN 
The request for "back lists" in the last two issues has 

so far brought little response. Those small publisher's 
view lists on the backs of some views are the only records 
that exist for the works of some photographers. (See the 
article on page 29 of Vol. 8 No. 6) You might be able 
to help make the NSA Catalog of these lists more com- 
plete and more valuable to everyone. Send Xerox copies 
or questions to Jack Wilburn, 3607 Brownsboro Road, 
No. 16, Louisville, KY 40207. 

-John Dennis 

DEADLINE FOR NEXT ISSUE IS APRIL 2nd. 
(Nobody would take the 1st seriously.) FOR ADS, 
APRIL 10th. 



Comment 
MID-ATLANTIC WOLVES 

The NSA Mid-Atlantic Region 
held another meeting on November 
21 in Washington DC. More than 20 
members attended and seemed to en- 
joy the trading, buying, selling, and 
conversations about stereo views. 
Thousands of views were on hand, 
and we all acted like hungry wolves 
after prey. 

I would like to take the opportuni- 
ty to publicly thank Bob Barlow for 
all his work in arranging our meeting 
room and helping to make our meet- 
ing a success. Mr. Barlow's Tri-State 
Show on the following day seemed to 
be a success also and certainly worth 
the trip for anyone who could attend. 
I hope Mr. Barlow will continue his 
irreplaceable support for our Region 
(and NSA in general) in the future. 
I, for one, was "seeing double" after 
two days of looking at so many stereo 
views, but I wouldn't miss it for the 
world. I can't wait for our next "lost 
weekend" - tentatively planned for 
April. 

Unrelated to the above, I was con- 
tacted by one of my Regional Mem- 
bers requesting that the ramifications 
of 1st class vs. 3rd class mailings of 
STEREO WORLD be spelled out 
more. It is rather annoying, to say the 
least, that 3rd class can deliver 
STEREO WORLD to your door 
after many of the auctions and other 
functions mentioned have already 
passed. This may not be important to 
some members, but new members 
should be alerted to  this before 
deciding on 1st or 3rd class mailings. 

Charlie Ilgenfritz, 
Alexandria, VA 

If a member wants to change from 
3rd to 1st class, send a note and $5.00 
and we'll do it! -L.C. 

VECTOGRAPHIC PLEASURE 
Your article The Polaroid 

Vectograph-Stereo's Unkept Pro- 
mise was a special pleasure, with its 
rich collection of WWII stereo photo- 
graphs; its vivid account of Clarence 
Romrell's printing of the Vecto- 
graphs of the invasion beaches; and 
its technical accuracy. I congratulate 
you on the last point, especially; it's 
not easy to grasp the optics of the 

Vectograph, and not easy to  write 
about optics, as you have, without 
losing the reader - or confounding 
him. 

It is also a pleasure to see, from the 
looks and content of your magazine, 
that stereo is alive and vigorous as 
ever. 

Richard T. Kriebel, 
Belmont, MA. 

STEREO NOSTALGIA 
In response to items in Nov./Dec. 

STEREO WORLD: Some terms such 
as Vectograph I do not understand. 
Is the picture at the top of page 10 
a Vectograph? If so is the young lady 
undressed by quarter turning a 
polarized plastic viewer, such as 
shown on top of page l l ?  

The views of Baltimore are 
nostalgic; I lived there from 1932 to 
1935 and bought a stereoscope and 
large stack of views at a "cheap 
John" second hand store for $1.00. 
I lived in one of those row-houses.. . . 

The stereoscope on page 24 is in- 
teresting. My uncle had one similar 
to  this that he bought around 1900. 
The lens holder could be rotated by 
hand, there was no screw or vernier 
scale. He said some people claimed 
they could rotate the lenses, one at a 
time until they got a better image. I 
couldn't, so presumably it did have 
some purpose in correcting for 
astigmatism or some defect of the 
eyes .... 

Several years ago I was sent a view 

about 3 !h x 4 that had a high glossy 
finish. This single view, seen without 
a viewer, had a stereoscopic or 3-D 
appearance. I thought this was 
something new. Later I read that this 
type of picture dated from the 1850s 
or 1860s. What are they? How are 
they made? I also have the cover oC 
VENTURE Magazine (dated June 
1965) in this same type of picture. 

Cecil D. Clayton 
Slaughters, KY 

Yes, the picture on page I0 is a Vec- 
tograph. Two totally different pic- 
tures can just as easily be printed on 
two sides of the Vectograph film as 
can a stereo pair. The model can be 
undressed by rotating a polarizing 
filter or by alternating eyes while 
wearing 3 - 0  glasses. 

- Ed. 

STEREO IN STITCHES 
This image of a stereoscope is 

made of counted cross stitch 
needlework and measures about 
6 x 8 inches. The viewer hood is 
aluminum grey, with velvet red trim 
and a scroll pattern like many of the 
early viewers. The stereo card is an 
original design with true stereo defini- 
tion between left and right views. The 
original needlework is by Rhonda 
Pratt. Readers wishing a copy of the 
pattern can send a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope to H. Lee Pratt, 
1017 Bayfield Drive, Huntsville, AL 
35802. 

(continued on page 32) 



Hot air ballooning is preparing to 
celebrate its bicentennial at the place 
where it all began - Paris. There, in 
1783, the first lighter-than-air ascen- 
sion took place. By royal decree, it was 
unmanned; the Montgolfier brothers 
weren't allowed to board until such 
airborne shenanigans were proven safe 
to Louis XVI. 

Balloons, both the hot air and the 
later gas-filled versions, have been fre- 
quent subjects of early photographers 
(see Stereo World, Volume 5, No. 5) 
and the romance associated with their 
silent flight continues to attract new 
enthusiasts. Breakthroughs in the use 

of synthetic fabrics and the develop- 
ment of safer and increasingly inex- 
pensive heating systems have resulted 
in a phenominal growth of hot air 
ballooning as a sport over the past 
decade. Since 1973, a world charnpion- 
ship has been held every bther year, 
with sites alternating around the world. 
This past June, the Fifth World Hot 
Air Balloon Championship became a 
major eight day event in Battle Creek, 
Michigan - a city more in tune with 
the land-based cereal industry, and 
where a sesquicentennial celebration 
was already in progress. 

Estimates of the potential crowds 

were conservative; few were prepared 
for the two hundred thousand who ap- 
peared on June 20th to witness the 
opening ceremonies. As a result, long 
lines were the rule rather than the ex- 
ception. The USAF Thunderbirds 
were on hand the first weekend to 
roam the skies, and there were barn- 
stormers and hand-gliders, but the real 
stars were still the balloons. The pur- 
pose of the competition was to deter- 
mine a new champion among the 
aeronauts, but this goal seemed almost 
secondary; indeed, it frequently seem- 
ed impossible. Said Josef Starkbaum 
of Austria, "There is skill and there is 



Initial filling o f  the balloon enuelope with 
cold air. (all stereos by the authors) 

luck. Skill is constant, but luck 
sometimes cancels skill out." One 
Tuesday, weather cancelled skill out 
and the competition was put on hold 
for a night, but another event carried 
on. It was a double wedding conducted 
at fifty feet while the tethered balloons 
drifted above the Kellogg airfield. 

The wind (or lack of it) caused 
havoc with other launch attempts, but 
by week's end more than enough tasks 
were completed to determine a new 
champion. By dropping markers from 
his balloon the most accurately, Bruce 
Comstock of Ann Arbor generated 
enough points to take the lead and 

keep it. He was one of three American 
entries finishing in the top five. 

Overcast skies were a frequent 
frustration to photographers during 
the festival. Ironically, clear skies often 
meant the worst weather for balloon- 
ing. By the end of the championship, 
however, those with the fortitude to be 
ready for the early dawn ascensions 
were greeted with clear skies and op- 
timum launch conditions - and the 
spectacular sight of nearly one hun- 
dred balloons taking off. 

Original dissention among area 
farmers that revolved around the 
potential of the balloons scaring farm 
animals or causing damage to fields 
didn't prove to be a real problem once 
the championship began. In fact, some 
fields were plowed to spell out 

greetings to the balloonists and many 
of the pilots were invited in for a hearty 
midwestern breakfast. The success of 
the championship has prompted 
speculation of the balloons' return to 
Battle Creek in 1985. But it may be 
hard to keep 'em down on the farm, 
after they've seen Par-ee. 
The Final Results 

1. Bruce Comstock USA 
2. David Barefordunited Kingdom 
3. Janne Balkedal Sweden 
4. David Schaffer USA 
5. Alan Blount USA 
6. Michel Arnould France 
7. Larry Horack Canada 
8. Harold Warner Canada 
9. Del Michaud Canada 

10. Chris Kirby United Kingdom 

The propane 
burner is fired. 



, preparing to 
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AUTHOR'S NOTE 

For theflrst few days of the in- him," he made off with my 
ternational ballooning festival, I Realist, saying he liked the 
played keeper to one Stan leather strap. He brought back 
Donovan, an acquaintance from most of the larger pieces. 
my college days who went on to When he left Battle Creek, I 
become an itinerant events found some of his notes and a 
reporter for such pillars of few partially chewed negatives 
literature as High Times, the stuffed into a halfempty case of 
Cosmic Experience, and, in his Rebel Yell. Assuming someone, 
more lucid moments, the Rolling somewhere, might appreciate his 
Stone. Whether inspired by some insights into stereophotography 
of my stereo prints, or out of and hot air ballooning, I have 
desperation after smashing his managed to piece them together 
own Nikon for not "singing to for what follows. 

Battle Creek. The Best To You Each 
Morning. The place reeks of cereal. I 
wake this afternoon to the smell of 
burning Froot Loops and have to 
scrape the sugar coating off my wind- 
shield before I can leave for the air- 
port. The car, a rusted black market 
rental I got in trade for three hot Visa 
cards, dies anyway, lunging one final 
yard before spilling its transmission 
just blocks from the launch site. It's 
just as well. Two hundred thousand 
beings are there already, pressed 
against snow fences, huddled in 
overheating cars, piled on mopeds, 
falling off bicycles, most of them ston- 
ed on hot dogs, crusty mustard, and 
Sno Cones.. . 

A uniformed Cambodian refugee is 
conducting those same overheated cars 

balloons soon 
drift beyond the 
srght o f  even the 
longest lenses, 
not lo ~nentron 



and mopeds into bloated parking areas 
with the grace of a fine chef bran- 
dishing his Ginsu. He points at me and 
shouts something I take to be in his 
native tongue. Patronize the man, I 
step ahead, smiling, preparing to take 
his picture, knowing his crazed 
gestures will make for a blurred shot. 
I note the weight of the camera; it 
seems imported from Jupiter. 

A Ford and an Oldsmobile meet 
behind me, gnarling their frames into 
a union of crushed, twisted metal, the 
drivers doubtless blinded by the same 
sugar coating I experienced earlier. 
They are ushered into the nearby aid 
station, a self-proclaimed M*A*S*H 
unit equipped for handling hangnails 
to Caesarian deliveries, but rendered 
important against an epidemic of 
Elephant Ear Enteritis. This locally- 
coined medical term requires some ex- 
planation. It seems with the ap- 
pearance of the balloons came the ar- 
rival of a grease-stained delicacy call- 
ed Elephant Ears, a tidbit resembling 
a pita bread dusted with a coat of cin- 
namon. They act on the body much 
like a Roto Rooter. I can see them be- 
ing made, pioneer-style in the back of 
the Official Elephant Ear Wagon. No 
flapless Dumbos there-just a com- 
bination of flour, lard of indetermi- 
nant age or origin, and occasional 
hair. The hair seems to be the active 
ingredient. 

I drop fifty milligrams of 
Dramamine and head to the field. 

While the guard at the press gate is 
telling me that Reagan has sent his 

wishes for fair winds, a hot mist comes 
up from the southwest, turning the 
airstrip into fifteen acres of hazy 
meadow. Politicians should stick to 
politics. Someone mentions cancelling 
the evening's mass ascention. He is 
lynched quickly, quietly. This crowd 
means business. 

The pilots appear now, marching in 
file, freshly briefed on the weather and 
appraised of new Red Zones, chunks 
of Calhoun County where farmers will 
meet them with open pitchforks if they 
land. The masses divide for them, ap- 
plauding. Once again, Man Conquers 
The Skies. Kitty Hawk, Cape 
Canaveral, and now, Battle Creek. Do 
I detect the National Anthem? 

I am jolted from my reverie by a 
telephoto lens to the left kidney. The 
Japanese film crew has arrived.. . 

I count about 75 balloons getting to  
their position now, the silken envelopes 
pulled into place, the crews making 
them quiver and pulsate with jets of 
cold air. I step back, the ideal shot. 
Cover of Time material. A quick right 
to  the shutter and ... 

Nothing. 
I check out the camera. Knobs 

everywhere. A plague of knobs. And 
it calls itself a Realist. I stand there 
stupidly, transfixed by this neanderthal 
apparatus while the world around me 
sounds like a Presidential press con- 
ference. I won't be defeated; Matthew 
Brady had it worse. 

Another shot; fully cocked now, a 
spring between me and freezing history 
in the third dimension. I blanket out 

the din of the motor-wound SLRs 
around me. 

A moment later it is done. 
1 sit, my nerves shattered. A co-host 

from PM Magazine has been watching 
me all this time, laughing his carefully 
coiffured head off. I point over his 
shoulder. 

"Look!" I say. "Halley's comet!" 
He turns and I set fire to his shirt. 

Fair is fair. I turn back to the balloons 
just as the propane is fired to see the 
American Dream airborne, vivid col- 
ors extoling me to drink Smirnoff, eat 
at MacDonald's, and read Playboy. I 
ache to  comply. 

The press balloon springs a leak, 
deflating in a heap nearly on top of me, 
so I stay behind, watching these 
ethereal teardrops defy gravity. They 
head to the northeast, their ground 
crews hastening to keep pace. 

I dissolve into the crowd when my 
car is announced as a traffic hazard 
over the P.A. My recorder picks up the 
following conversation between two 
ladies wearing "Bomb California" 
buttons: 

"I don't see how Kellogg's could let 
that Playboy balloon in on this," says 
one. 

"I think I'll write a letter," says the 
other. 

"And did you see that girl they had 
here? Practically falling out of that lit- 
tle outfit." 

"Just indecent." 
I am about to say something, but 

notice they are standing in line for 
Elephant Ears; I just smile and walk on. 

I I I 

Fear of Flying 

7 



The Exodus pushes me on in time 
to watch as my rental is towed away. 
Requiescat in pace. I still have a dozen 
Visa cards.. . 

I come upon one of the chase crews 
held up in traffic; and, seeing a chance 
for escape, hitch a ride. Ground con- 
trol is giving chase vehicles priority on 
the roads, but this driver hops the curb 
and heads cross-country anyway. I 
scrutinize my travel companions. The 
pilot of the van calls herself Bubbles 
and is navigating with a revoked 
license. Her nine-year-old daughter is 
passing around a diminishing six pack 
of generic beer. The third crew 
member turns out to be a stringer for 
the ESPN who needs a landing shot to 
complete his report. The last inhabi- 
tant, buried beneath the portable 
videotape equipment, happens by 
some lucky coincidence to be my Bat- 
tle Creek host, a disgruntled phar- 
macist who thinks that some ques- 
tionable ability will land him in films. 
The stringer and the nine-year-old have 
been seeing who could get him 
drunk first. I knock the beer out of his 
hand and grab him by the hair. His 
eyes lose their glaze for a moment. 

"Snap out of it, man!" I tell him. 
"Donovan?" he asks. "Are you 

pulling my hair?" 
"You'll be losing more than that 

unless you tell me how to work this 
damn camera!'' I wave the 
stereoscopic behemoth in front of him. 

"Well," he says, "It works better if 
you flip up the lens cover." 

"Lens ... cover?!" 
"Donovan, you're hyperven- 

ninated .. tentilating ... uh, breathing 
fast." 

I throw a VTR on him and tear off 
the lens cover. Two lenses! What the 
hell is this? Some kind of plot? I need 
a grapefruit. 

Bubbles announces that she has lost 
sight of her balloon and stops the van. 

Her daughter quickly produces a 
map of Calhoun county, complete 
with the Red Zones, and the stringer 
points out routes guaranteed to have 
us lost within minutes. My host strug- 

gles from beneath the videotape equip- 
ment and tells us that we've just park- 
ed on someone's front lawn. I growl 
at him. The daughter pats him on the 
head and gives him another beer. I sug- 
gest we continue northeast, the general 
direction the rest of the balloons seem- 
ed heading. The vote is three for and 
one against, with the abstaining 
member quickly becoming comatose. 

By now, the police scanner is posting 
updated APBs on a renegade chase 
van, so we return to the charted road- 
ways. The Norwegian and Danish 
balloons gently collide above us. The 
mist is getting thicker. Also sweeter. 
Kellogg's is near. 

Bubbles stops at the factory to get 
our bearings. Her daughter again pro- 
duces her maps and the pharmacist 
wanders over to the main entrance to 
begin an animated repartee with the 
ceramic Tony the Tiger standing sen- 
try. Abruptly, the Hong Kong entry, 
guided by an Austrailian, lands in the 
parking lot not fifteen feet away. Its 
chase crew springs from a nearby 
billabong and has the balloon wrap- 
ped, packed, and shunted away before 
we can even get in a good chorus of 
"Waltzing Matilda." Bubbles stands 
in awe, the nine-year-old girl says, 
"WOW man," and the pharmacist 
doesn't notice, his conversation with 
Tony having degenerated into a cor- 
ruption of Canadian French and Pig 
Latin. ESPN loses its exclusive report 
when the stringer can't dislodge a beer 
tab jamming his controls on fast for- 
ward. I give up trying to focus through 
my fingers and also lose the shot. 

"Hey!" I shout at the pharmacist. 
"How do you hold this thing?" 

"Donovan," he says, "you're a 
great guy." 

I throw him in the back of the van. 
The haze becomes a fog and we 

answer the call of the open road. When 
an hour passes and we haven't heard 
an update on our position over the 
scanner, we realize we are lost. I final- 
ly settle on a camera grip that makes 
me look like a terminal arthritic and 
manage one shot of the balloons over 
the horizon when the film advance 
sticks. I force it ahead just a little ways 
and can swear the camera goes Snap! 
Crackle! Pop!-At least nothing is 
sticking anymore. 

In the meantime, the road has gone 
from gravel to  a two-track to a field 
where a pony cantered through 
perhaps a week before. Bubbles stops 

the van. As near as we can estimate, 
we are in a Red Zone. "I am not en- 
joying this," she says. 

Ditto. 
She slams the gears into reverse, and 

we retreat about five yards when there 
is a metallic Ching! and the front of 
the van sinks. 

A tire is dead, victim of a bear trap. 
Now, it has always been my conviction 
that the presence of a bear trap in a 
Michigan field is not a good omen. For 
one, I don't like traps. For another, I 
don't like bears. I don't like to watch 
them wrestle Dan'l Boone, I don't like 
to lie on their rugs. I'm sorry. I'm just 
that way. 

The pharmacist grunts a chorus to 
"La Boheme" and enters REM sleep. 
We decide to use him to brace the rear 

while we change the tire. 
Dusk is setting in, and we can bare- 

ly see the last of the entries drift over 
the trees to the northeast. But we are 
not alone. The mosquitoes have 
discovered their free lunch. Between 
slaps, the stringer tells me how he was 
trapped in a blizzard and proceeded to 
videotape his last will and testament. 
Bubble's daughter is sitting on a rock, 
chanting, "Lions and tigers and bears, 
oh my." Her mother is wishing that 
her flashlight worked. 

I begin to go quietly out of my mind. 
I start thinking of films like "The 
Texas Chain Saw Massacre." An owl 
and two bats swoop past as my body 
temperature drops eight degrees. 

Lions and tigers and bears oh my. 
We pry off the flattened tire and the 

stringer takes it to the back of the van. 
I hear a thud. 

Then silence. 
Lions and tigers and.. . 
The grass crackles. 
... bears oh my ... 

(continued on page 15) 



William Jennings Bryan c. mder .- 
w 
0 CHICAGO: JULY 9, 1896 - The 
0 Democratic National Convention is a torn between two factions on the issue 

of monetary policy. The eastern 
L business interests are solidly behind a the gold standard, while western 
[1_ farmers and "Populists" openly call 

for the "free and unlimited coinage of 
C silver." The "free-silver" faction is in .- 

the majority, but lacks an inspiring 
0 leader to take its cause to  the nation. 
a A young Nebraska newspaperman .- 
+ concludes an empassioned plea for the .- - silverite cause: "You shall not press 

down upon the brow of labor this 
crown of thorns, you shall not crucify 

0 mankind upon a cross of gold!" At 
a the final words he throws his arms 

wide in a gesture of crucifixion, 
seconds tick by in awed silence, and a. then the audience dissolves in wild 
thunderous applause. The silverities 
have their leader. Within two days, 
William Jennings Bryan, will be the 
Democratic nominee for President. 
Four months later, he will go down to 
defeat before the forces of William 
McKinley and the Republicans. 

Born in Salem, Ill., on March 19, 
1860, Bryan has had an undistinguish- 
ed legal career in Illinois and Nebraska 
before serving two terms in Congress. 

"William Jennings Bryan." No. V2811 
by Keystone View Company. (Richard 
C. Ryder Collection.) 

Unsuccessful in a bid for the Senate, 
he returns to Nebraska and journalism 
before being thrust by the silver 
crusade into national prominence. 

BALTIMORE: July 2, 1912 - 
New Jersey Governor Woodrow 
Wilson receives the Democratic 
nomination on the 46th ballot. With 
the Republican Party hopelessly split, 
Bryan will gain for another what he 
has thrice failed to win for himself - 
the Presidency. It is Bryan's influence 
that has torpedoed the front-runner 
and given Wilson the nomination. A 
grateful Wilson will name Bryan 
Secretary of State, a post for which he 
has no prior training. 

Following his 1896 defeat, Bryan 
has again run for the Presidency in 
1900 and again lost to McKinley, his 
stand again imperialism running 
counter to popular feelings. Passed 
over in 1904 in favor of a "safe" can- 
didate, he watches Judge Alton B. 
Parker take a worse drubbing at the 
polls than he himself ever receives. 
Again in 1908, Bryan is the nominee, 
but the Roosevelt mystique carries 
over to his hand-picked successor and 
Taft is elected. 

WASHINGTON: JUNE 9, 1915 - 
Secretary of State William Jennings 
Bryan resigns in protest over the 
threatening note that President Wilson 
sends to Germany over the sinking of 
the Lusitania. 

Against all odds, Byran has been a 
reasonably competent Secretary of 
State. His influence in Congress has 
helped carry through Wilson's pro- 
gram of progressive reform. He has 
handled the Mexican intervention well 
and his "arbitration treaties" offer a 
promising avenue for world peace. 
But World War I and German sub- 
marines intervene. Wilson takes the 
dubious legal position that neutral 
passengers confer immunity on 
belligerent steamers. Bryan, a pacifist, 
disagrees and quits over the message 
he fears will provoke war with 
Germany. 

DAYTON, TENN.: JULY 20,1925 
- John Thomas Scopes, a meek, 
bespectacled biology teacher, stands 
accused of violating state law by ques- 
tioning the biblical account of crea- 
tion. National attention is focused on 
a classic confrontation between Dar- 
winian science and fundamentalist 
religion. Bryan, deeply involved in the 
fundamentalist cause, is one of the 
prosecutors. Now, in a surprise move, 
defense attorney Clarence Darrow 
calls Bryan as a witness. As the day 
wears on, Darrow picks apart Bryan's 
beliefs, even forcing an admission that 
the six days of creation are not 
necessarily 24-hour days. The trial 
ends in anticlimax: Scopes, found 

(continued on page 15) 



THE STEREOSCOPIC SOCIETY 
AMERICAN BRANCH 

THE SOCIETY 

THE MORE 
THINGS CHANGE 
It is interesting and sometimes 

amusing to see how attitudes toward 
a picture may change with the passage 
of time. The very thing that a 
stereograph may have been criticized 
for in the past may be the reason it is 
cherished by today's collector. Or the 
attitude toward certain subject matter 
may have turned around completely 
over the years. The picture stays the 
same, but what we read into it may 
not. Old folio envelopes, when they 
survive, can tell an interesting story 
and illustrate these phenomena. 

A good case in point is revealed in 
a group of The Stereoscopic Society 
entries of Walter S. Cotton which are 
now in the possession of Society 

A WEATHER WORN ROCK by  Walter 
S. Cotton, March 1926. Near Los 
Angeles in Santa Suzana Pass. Louis 
Srnaus Collection. 

member Lou Smaus of Los Altos, 
CA. Lou donated most of his Cotton 
views to the Oliver Wendell Holmes 
Research Library but couldn't bring 
himself to part with those ". . show- 
ing the old cars." Walter S. Cotton 
was a Society founder. After a com- 
plete breakdown of the postal circuits 
during World War I, the Society had 
to be reorganized and it was Mr. Cot- 
ton who in the latter days of 1918 lin- 
ed up about 20 American members to 
join with an international group of 
stereographers and get the folios mov- 
ing again. He served as Secretary un- 
til about 1928 when C.W. Culmer 
took over. But Cotton views graced 
the folios for many years and he was 
still active into the 1950's. During this 
time he maintained a considerable 
reputation as a viewmaker throughout 
the several branches of the Society, 
here and abroad. Many of his views 
were of grand scenery of Oregon and 
California, always a difficult subject 
for the black and white photographer. 

A WEATHER WORN ROCK 
In March 1926, Mr. Cotton cap- 

tured on Agfa roll film a view titled 
A WEATHER WORN ROCK. One 
can see in the accompanying illustra- 
tion that the great rock has several 
tourists autos parked prominently in 
the foreground. Among some non- 
committal and technical comments 
which the Society members bestowed 
upon this view were several directed 
towards the automobiles. Mr. W. H. 
Harting of New York City said, 
"Autos spoil an otherwise fine pic- 
ture." The venerable E. H. Clark of 
Wanganui, New Zealand, wrote, "A 
remarkable rock. A pity the modern 
car, so useful in its place is allowed to 
spoil so many views. In N.Z. that in- 
scription on the lower slope (advertise- 
ment, is it?) would rouse roars of 
disapproval and would probably have 
to be removed." The inscription was 
indeed an ad for the B & F Cafe which 
offered chicken dinners and parking 
and had been painted onto the rock. 
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