A e -
B S A s .-‘.‘0
.- ,1‘“‘,.~.‘m
A T
aebe ™ e L LR Ca
ARG Ce e
oA A S
A R SRR At
R S
N SIS e
) - o
! : reopn o
e v S
. & ” - -y -
- ; oy -
: I Y oy
. . 7
¥
’ [ ’
. ;
. . . -
. Y
. . - : 5
‘ .
'
Firn
‘
] '
" - .
'
: -~ q :
¥ ) K
. ‘ 4 R
»



Te ToarciftLihrory

University of California ¢ Berkeley




L



o L










The Regional Oral History Office

University of California
The Bancroft Library

Berkeley, California

Western Mining in the Twentieth Century
Oral History Series

Plato Malozemoff

A LIFE IN MINING: SIBERIA TO CHAIRMAN OF
NEWMONT MINING CORPORATION, 1909-1985

With an introduction by

Robert Ramsey

Interviews Conducted by
Eleanor Swent
in 1987 and 1988

Copyright (::) 1990 by The Regents of the University of California



Since 1954 the Regional Oral History Office has been interviewing
leading participants in or well-placed witnesses to major events in the
development of Northern California, the West,and the Nation. Oral history is
a modern research technique involving an interviewee and an informed
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Greenwich Times
August 9, 1997

Plato Malozemofft, 87,
mining industry leader -

Plato Malozemoff, 87, a leader of
the American mining mdustly died
Fnday, Aug. 8, at Greenwich
Hospital. He had been a resident of
Greenwich for 43 years.

Irene Weigel of Lincoln, Mass.,
his daughter, said the cause of death
was congestive heart failure.

Mr. Malozemoff was a legend in
business and mining circles 1n New
York, around the country and the
world. He was president, chief exec-
utive officer and chairman of
Newmont
Mining Corp. in
New York City
from 1954 to
1986, when he
became chair-
man- emeritus
and consultant.
Under his lead-
ership,
Newmont grew
from a modest holding company to
a major intemational mining com-
Ea.ny with a market value of $2.3

illion.

He joined Newmont as a mining

Malozemoff

engineer and rose to become vice

president in 1952, director in 1954

and then president and chief execu-

tive officer. Through Newmont, he
nurtured such United States and
international cop éx:r companies as
Magma Capper Co. in Anzona and
O’kiep and Tsumeb copper compa-
nies in South Africa. He negotiated
such ventures as Palabora' Mining
Co of South Africa, Southern Peru
r Co. in Peru and Peabody
Co Carlin Gold Mining Co.
<and Foote Mineral Co., all m the
United States.
> Bom'. Aug. 26, 1909 in. St.
Pctcrsburg Russia, he was the son
of the late Alexander and Elizabeth
Guliaev Malozemoff. His father was
i an iron and steel metallurgist who
" was chief operating officer of the
.l.ena Goldfields®in Siberia, where .
~Mr. Malozemoff lived as a child.

His family fled the Russian revolu-
tion in 1920 and settled in
California.

Following his father’s foots
the mining field, he graduated
the University of California at
Berkeley with honors and eamed a
master’s degree with honors from
the Montana School of Mines.
During the Depression years, he
worked in different jobs, including
five years at Pan American
Engineering Co. as a metallurgist.
His family said he leamed to face
adversity in two failed mining ven-
tures in Argentina and Costa Rxca
and, after a serious illness, s
two last years of World V&Pc“
Washington  with Rooscvclt s
Premium Price Plan.

Among his many degrees and
honors were an honorary doctor of
science degree in engineering from
the Colorado Schoo%ucl)f Mines, a

fessional ME degree and Gold
edallion Award from the Montana
School of Mines, the Chardes F.
Rand Memorial Gold Medal of the
American Institute of Metallurgical
Engineers and the Gold Medal of
the London Institution of Mining
and Metallurgy in recognition of his
outstanding service to the interna-
tional mining industry.

He was a Distinguished Member
of the American Institute of Mining,
Metallurgical and Petroleum
Engineers; and a member of the
Mining and Metallurgical Society
of America; and of the Institution of
Mining and Metallurgy of London,
England.

Mr.. Malozemoff was honored

-with the Gold Medal Award of the_

Mining and Metallurgical Society
of America, with the ANKH Award
from the Coyppet Club as

Man of the Year, and by mduct10n

into the National Mining -Hall of

Fame in September 1944. In 1985,
in his honor, Newmont Mmmg
Corp. established the Plato

‘Malozemoff Chair- of Mineral

Engineering at the . University of
Ca]g:}lc]mua at Berkeley. ..

He was a benefactor of such chargy
ities as the Tolstoy Foundation, the,
Boys and Girls Club of America
the National History Museum,
New York, where he served, mpeq
tively, as chairman, director and
trustee. Additionally, he was a coun-
cil member of the Wilson Center in'
Washington, D. C., and a member of-
the advisory committee of the John'
F. Kennedy School of Government
at- Harvard. Mr. Malozemoff wa$
elected a member' of the Natiotial:
Academy of Engineering, served of'
the NAE Industry Advisor Board:
and was a member of the Jame§
Madison Council of the lemy.of‘
Congress.

An accomplished violinist, - be‘
played chamber and orchestral
music all his life and at one time:
was a first violinist “with the
Greenwich Symphony. His family:
said he was a master of many lan-
guages and well traveled, and had. g
deep understanding and love of art;
and intemational culmrc An avid
sportsman, he played tennis and,
golf right thmugg hus final years;..,,

In addition to his daughter, b; is
survived by- his wife, Al ~
Harlamoff =~ Malozemoff
Greenwich; a son, Alex Malowno
of Lexington, Mass.; and one
daughter and four. e >

‘The funcral is scheduled fof ,14

Jn. .tomorrow at the St 1
ussian Orthodox Church at

=

“Tolstoy Foundation Center in Vallé

Cottagc N.Y. Driving i
be obtained by calling 2«1;
98 7570.
In lieu of flowers, donations nﬁay'
be made in his memory to
Tolstoy Foundation Inc. 104

Road, Valley , N.Y. 109897
or to the Boys Gnrls Club o
Greenwich. . - )l wit






New York Times
August 18, 1997

Plato Malozemoff, 88, Retired Executive

Plato Malozemoff, the former
chairman and chief executive of the
Newmont Mining Corporation, died
Aug. 8 at Greenwich Hospital in
Greenwich, Conn. He was 88 years
oid and lived in Greenwich.

The cause of death was congestive
heart failure, his son, Alexis, said.

Mr. Malozemoff was born in St.
Petersburg, Russia, while his father,
Alexander, was in exile in Siberia,
managing a British-owned gold
mine. In the eariy 1920’s, soon after
the Russian‘ Revolution, the family
was banished from the Soviet Union
and settled in California.

Mr. Malozemoff earned degrees

from the University of California at-

Berkeley and from the Montana
School of Mines, but he was unable to
find full-time employment. For sev-
eral years, he held jobs under the
Works Progress Administration, the
Government employment program
set up during the Depression.

He eventually accepted a positon

as a mining engineer with Newmont
in 1945 and quicky rose to become
vice president in 1952 and president
and chief executive in 1954. He was
named chairman in 1966 and held the
company’s most senior positions un-
til his retirement In 1986.

Under his leadership, Newmont
grew from a small holding company
with a market value of about $147
million to a large international min-
ing corporation valued at $2.3 billion
at. the time of his retirement. The
company held interests in coal, gold,
copper, oil and other resources in
Peru, South Africa and Australia,
among other places.

His many civic associations ia-
ciuded serving as a director of the
Boys and Girls Clubs of America and
a trustee of the American Museum of
Natural History.

Mr. Malozemoff is survived by his
wife, Alexandra, and two children:
Alexis of Lexington, Mass., and Irene
Weigel of Lincoln, Mass.
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PREFACE

The oral history series on Western Mining in the Twentieth Century
documents the lives of leaders in mining, metallurgy, geology, education in
the earth and materials sciences, mining law, and the pertinent government
bodies. The field includes metal, non-metal, and industrial minerals, but not
petroleum.

Mining has changed greatly in this century: in the technology and
technical education; in the organization of corporations; in the perception of
the national strategic importance of minerals; in the labor movement; and in
consideration of health and environmental effects of mining.

The idea of an oral history series to document these developments in
twentieth century mining had been on the drawing board of the Regional Oral
History Office for more than twenty years. The project finally got underway
on January 25, 1986, when Mrs. Willa Baum, Mr. and Mrs. Philip Bradley,
Professor and Mrs. Douglas Fuerstenau, Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Heimbucher, Mrs.
Donald McLaughlin, and Mr. and Mrs. Langan Swent met at the Swent home to plan
the project, and Professor Fuerstenau agreed to serve as Principal
Investigator.

An advisory committee was selected which included representatives from
the materials science and mineral engineering faculty and a professor of
history of science at the University of California at Berkeley; a professor
emeritus of history from the California Institute of Technology; and
executives of mining companies.

We note with much regret the death of two members of the original
advisory committee, both of whom were very much interested in the project.
Rodman Paul, Professor Emeritus of History, California Institute of
Technology, sent a hand-written note of encouragement just a few weeks before
his death from cancer. <Charles Meyer, Professor Emeritus of Geology,
University of California at Berkeley, was not only an advisor but was also on
the list of people to be interviewed, because of the significance of his
recognition of the importance of plate tectonics in the genesis of copper
deposits. His death in 1987 ended both roles.

Thanks are due to other members of the advisory committee who have
helped in selecting interviewees, suggesting research topics, and raising
funds.

Unfortunately, by the time the project was organized several of the
original list of interviewees were no longer available and others were in
failing health; therefore, arrangements for interviews were begun even without
established funding.
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The project was presented to the San Francisco section of the American
Institute of Mining, Metallurgical, and Petroleum Engineers (AIME) on "Old-
timers Night," March 10, 1986, when Philip Read Bradley, Jr. was the speaker.
This section and the Southern California section provided initial funding and
organizational sponsorship.

®

The Northern and Southern California sections of the Woman'’s Auxiliary
to the AIME (WAAIME), the Califormia Mining Association, and the Mining and
Metallurgical Society of America (MMSA) were early supporters. Several alumni
of the University of California College of Engineering donated in response to
a letter from Professor James Evans, the chairman of the Department of
Materials Science and Mineral Engineering. Other individual and corporate
donors are listed in the volumes. The project is ongoing, and funds continue
to be sought.

Some members of the AIME, WAAIME, and MMSA have been particularly
helpful: Ray Beebe, Katherine Bradley, Henry Colen, Ward Downey, David
Huggins, John Kiely, Noel Kirshenbaum, and Cole McFarland.

The first five interviewees were all born in 1904 or earlier. Horace
Albright, mining lawyer and president of United States Potash Company, was
ninety-six years old when interviewed. Although brief, this interview will
add another dimension to the many publications about a man known primarily as
a conservationist.

James Boyd was director of the industry division of the military
government of Germany after World War II, director of the U.S. Bureau of
Mines, dean of the Colorado School of Mines, vice president of Kennecott
Copper Corporation, president of Copper Range, and executive director of the
National Commission on Materials Policy. He had reviewed the transcript of
his lengthy oral history just before his death in November, 1987.

Philip Bradley, Jr., mining engineer, was a member of the California
Mining Board for thirty-two years, most of them as chairman. He also founded
the parent organization of the California Mining Association, as well as the
Western Governors Mining Advisory Council. His uncle, Frederick Worthen
Bradley, who figures in the oral history, was in the first group inducted into
the National Mining Hall of Fame, Leadville, Colorado, in 1988.

Frank McQuiston, metallurgist, vice president of Newmont Mining
Corporation, died before his oral history was complete; thirteen hours of

taped interviews with him were supplemented by three hours with his friend and
associate, Robert Shoemaker.

Gordon Oakeshott, geologist, was president of the National Association
of Geology Teachers and chief of the California Division of Mines and Geology.

These oral histories establish the framework for the series; subsequent
oral histories amplify the basic themes.
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Future researchers will turn to these oral histories to learn how
decisions were made which led to changes in mining engineering education,
corporate structures, and technology, as well as public policy regarding
minerals. In addition, the interviews stimulate the deposit, by interviewees
and others, of a number of documents, photographs, memoirs, and other
materials related to twentieth century mining in the West. This collection is
being added to The Bancroft Library’s extensive holdings.

The Regional Oral History Office 1is under the direction of Willa Baum,
division head, and under the administrative direction of James D. Hart,
director of The Bancroft Library.

Interviews were conducted by Malca Chall and Eleanor Swent.

Willa K. Baum, Division Head
Regional Oral History Office

Eleanor Swent, Project Director
Western Mining in the Twentieth
Century Series

May 1, 1988

Regional Oral History Office

486 The Bancroft Library

University of California at Berkeley
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INTRODUCTION by Robert H. Ramsey

Plato Malozemoff and I met for the first time in July
of 1930, although neither of us was aware of it at the time.
That summer, Plato, a student of mining engineering at the
University of California in Berkeley, California, had wangled
a job with the Federal Mining and Smelting Company (a subsid-
iary of the American Smelting and Refining Company) at the
Morning Mine near Wallace, Idaho. On this morning, the mill
superintendent asked Plato to conduct some visitors around the
Morning mill. In his office he called Plato to the windows.

"Look at that," he said, pointing. "Did you ever see
anything like it?"

What Plato saw was a group of six young men, roughly
dressed, lounging on a rock fence not far away. What made this
group unusual was that one of them was strumming a guitar and
singing some popular song in harmony with another one of the
group.

"Mining engineers!" huffed the superintendent.
"That's the junior class in mining engineering from the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin. They're on a Western mine inspection trip,
and you've got to take them through the mill and try to keep
them from breaking anything or killing themselves. No great
loss, I might add! What's the use? That bunch will never amount
to anything!" And muttering under his breath, he sent Plato to
show them the mill.

His prediction was probably aimed mainly at me, the
guitar player, for which he can't be blamed, but as a soothsayer,
he fell short. The man I accompanied that morning later became
vice president of a big Midwestern chemical company, and I became,
successively, a vice president of two large mining and smelting
companies, the one from which I retired in 1976 being Newmont
Mining Corporation, of which Plato Malozemoff became president
in 1954 and chairman in 1966.

Plato's boss was right in one respect. None of us
got a job that summer, and I had no choice but to continue back
at college. That was why, in September of 1933, I actually met
Plato Malozemoff in person. I had continued at the University
of Wisconsin, earning a master's degree, and there being still
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no jobs open, I obtained permission (it wasn't a scholarship)
to study flotation metallurgy under Professor A. M. Gaudin at
what was then called the Montana School of Mines at Butte, now
known as Montana Tech.

Shortly after the 1933-1934 school year 'began, four
or five of us graduate students were invited to the Gaudin
residence for cake and coffee after dinner. When we arrived,

I saw over in the corner a thin, unsmiling, rather foreign-
looking youth who, stretched out in a chair, seemed to be there
physically, but far off somewhere else in his thoughts. After
we were all introduced, he did take part in the conversation,
none of which I can now remember, but I do remember vividly
that he said enough that night to make me aware that here was a
young man who had seen and done vastly more than I had, and who
knew things, worthwhile things, that I had never heard of, and
that I felt a sudden strong desire to know them too.

Think of the difference in our backgrounds. I was
born and educated through high school in Racine, Wisconsin,
where literature was A Tale of Two Cities and Silas Marner, and
classical music was the Poet and Peasant Overture, and ballet
was "toe dancing," which one lovely senior girl did on every
possible occasion. I thought Paul Whiteman's big jazz orchestra
playing Gershwin's Rhapsody in Blue must be the greatest music
I ever heard. Mozart? A picture on a cigar box cover.

By degrees I learned that Plato came from the College
of Mines at the University of California in Berkeley, that he
also had a master's degree, and that at that time he was holding
down three jobs: one in Gaudin's laboratory; one in the state's
assay laboratory upstairs; and one in the WPA, that Depression-
relief program on which a good number of Butte's citizens depended
during those dreadful Depression years. What I didn't learn until
much later was that Plato did all this while assisting in the
support of his mother and his brother.

Obviously Plato existed on very little sleep, because
along with the jobs, he read a lot, books I'd never heard of,
and he also maintained his skill on the violin. He was a boarder
at Mrs. Tennis's rooming house, and had a room in another house

owned by a lone old lady. No one else would stand for the violin
practice at night.

At commencement in 1934, Plato, with an accompanist,
played Praeludium and Allegro, attributed by Kreisler to an
obscure composer named Pugnani, a fiction that fooled no one.
Even now, just two or three bars of that piece on the radio, and
I'm right back in Butte, soaking up every moment of that day.
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In short, I was at once fascinated and attracted by
this man. I still am, fifty-six years later. I have never
known in anyone else a mind so clear in its reasoning power,
so vast in the wealth of knowledge on which it can draw, so
quick in its ability to grasp the essentials of a problem and

begin working out solutions while others are still fumbling
with details.

Without consciously setting about it, I did find myself
spending as much time as I could, or as he could, talking with
Plato and learning from him. Eventually, in return, I think I
became a sort of interface card (as my grandsons would say)
between Plato's rarefied intellectual world and my world of jazz
music, light reading, and things done just for fun, not just for
self-improvement.

As we became better acquainted, I learned a little of
Plato's early life, beginning in St. Petersburg, Russia, and on
through those almost incredible and most extraordinary events
in the lives of his family that are fully described in this
history. I also eventually met, through Plato, Andrew V. Corry,
a Butte native who was a Harvard graduate and a Rhodes Scholar
at Oxford. Here was another brilliant man, the only one whose
mind I have known Plato really to admire. Seeing my earnest
desire to learn more, especially of music, the two of them would
sometimes devote an evening to playing records and then grilling
me on what I had learned from it all.

What they saw in me, what Plato saw in me, I didn't
know then and still don't know, but the fact is that in that year,
there began a friendship that has lasted unshaken through all
these years of accomplishment, of disappointment, of triumph, of
disaster, and of success at the end. It has been a struggle, in
different ways, for both of us, and how fortunate I have been to
be a part of it, however small.

Obviously, with this background, I may be somewhat
biased--but to me, the story of Plato Malozemoff's career is that
of a titanic struggle of a man of unusual ability to overcome his
early handicaps, and with single-minded determination, aided
by a strong-willed and infinitely capable mother, and supported
by an equally capable and charming wife, eventually to achieve
his primary goal, the leadership and the phenomenal growth of
Newmont Mining Corporation, as it is described in what follows.

I am proud to have been the friend of one of the great
men of the world's mining industry. I am especially proud and
glad to have been active with him in that industry when it was
fun to be a mining engineer.



"Fun?" you ask. This memoir of Plato Malozemoff's
will answer that question.

Robert H. Ramsey

(Vice president, retired, Newmont
Mining Corporation; former vice
president, St. Joseph Lead Company;
former editor, Engineering and
Mining Journal)

April 1989
Briarcliff Manor, New York
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INTRODUCTION by Plato Malozemoff

This is a history of two generations of a Russian family
which during a period of some eighty years suffered four crushing
blows to their fortunes and hopes, and each time not only survived
but recovered with the achievement of a better life and prosperity,
only to lose everything again, except for the last period of my
own experience. The elements of their success in recovery were
each member's optimism, their spirit of survival coupled with perhaps
better than average ability and intelligence, and a bit of luck in
recognizing and grasping favorable opportunities.

The first and perhaps the most devastating blow struck
my father when in 1908 at the age of twenty-nine, just as he was
launching his professional career, he was imprisoned for a year
for political activities and exiled to Siberia for ten years. The
Tsarist regime was not as cruel as that of Stalin was, and it allowed
him to raise a family and build an enviable career while still in
exile, culminating in becoming the head of the largest gold mining
enterprise in Russia.

Just as he reached this pinnacle of success with appro-
priate compensation and savings, the Russian Revolution of 1917,
the Civil War and the accompanying ruinous inflation, wiped out
practically everything he had saved and forced the immigration of
the family to the United States in 1920 to start a new life from
scratch.

The next four years were a struggle, but in 1924 he
grasped the opportunity offered by the New Economic Policy (NEP) of
Lenin in Russia and initiated a $30 million mining enterprise there
with concessions granted on gold properties in Siberia which he had
formerly managed until 1920 and new mines in the Altai and Ural
mineral provinces. He rode high as he headed this venture from
headquarters in London until 1929, when these profitable concessions
were cancelled by the Stalin government. That was his last
successful effort.

The main part of this history is mine. In 1931 I was
graduated from the University of California, and with no further
help from father struggled to keep busy during the great depression
of the 1930s. While I acquired valuable experience and knowledge,
earnings were meager. In 1938 father and I looked at some copper-
gold mining prospects in Argentina and decided to develop one of
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them with modest financial help from bankers in New York. This
effort failed in 1942, and he and I, having formed a partnership
with two other friends, took a lease on an abandoned gold mine in
Costa Rica. After a marginal and difficult operation, which I
managed for about one and a half years, this effort failed as well
because of our inability to supply the mine with the necessary
imported materials during the Second World War. However, these two
failed ventures gave me a valuable lesson in the economics of
mining and what could affect it.

I returned to the United States at the end of 1943 with
failing health, a bone tumor in my leg requiring surgery, and
virtually penniless. After a successful operation on my leg, I
got a job at the OPA in Washington while still on crutches and
spent the rest of the war there with my wife and son, earning barely
enough to support our little family and send some money to my mother
and brother in California.

I finally got the opportunity of a position in October,
1945, with Newmont Mining Corporation in New York, which led to my
life's successful achievement of being the chief executive of a
growing enterprise which eventually became one of the leading
mining companies in America.

During my very active involvement in the mining industry
from 1934 to 1985, I was a participant in a period of unprecedented
growth in mining worldwide; although marred by several setbacks
caused by recessions, with the long last recession presaging a
decline in the role of the United States in the worldwide production
of several basic metals, the period also witnessed a resurrection
in gold mining.

We have recently been seeing renewed vigor, competitive-
ness and success on the part of some of the surviving companies,
particularly Amax, Phelps Dodge, ASARCO and Cyprus Mines, which
confirms my convictions about the creativity of American management.
I am delighted to see this return to robust health even though I am
now only an observer on the scene, since I retired in 1985. The
change also bears witness to the cyclicality of the mining industry,
so indispensable to the well-being of the nation.

Plato Malozemoff

(formerly president, chairman and
chief executive officer of Newmont
Mining Corporation)

April 1989
230 Park Avenue
New York, New York
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INTERVIEW HISTORY

Plato Malozemoff, chairman emeritus of Newmont Mining Corporation, was
one of the first suggested for the oral history series on Western Mining in
the Twentieth Century because of his eminence in the mining world as well as
his close connection with the University of California at Berkeley. He is an
alumnus of the College of Mining, class of 1931, and the chair in Mineral
Engineering bears his name. Professor Douglas Fuerstenau, principal
investigator for the mining oral history series, currently holds this chair.
Plato Malozemoff received the third Distinguished Service Award of the
American Mining Congress; is a Distinguished Member of the Society for Mining,
Metallurgy, and Exploration; is a member of the National Academy of
Engineering, and has been admitted to the Arizona Mining Hall of Fame, the
latest of many honors awarded to him by his profession.

This oral history is the first multigenerational one to be completed by
the Regional Oral History Office, with the subjects achieving significant
status in very different professions. Plato Malozemoff’s mother, Elizabeth
Malozemoff, who was also his first teacher, was the subject of an oral
history, The Life of a Russian Teacher, an interview conducted by Alton C.
Donnelly in 1961 for the Regional Oral History Office. She received the B.A.,
M.A., and Ph.D. degrees from the University of California at Berkeley, where
she taught Russian language and culture from 1936 to 1950. Her master’s
thesis was written in French; her doctor’s in English. Her oral history
recounts her life and education in Russia and, following escape from Siberia
with her sons, her subsequent role in the cultural life of the Russian emigre
colony in the San Francisco Bay Area.

Mr. Malozemoff’s life story is particularly dramatic. Born in St.
Petersburg (Leningrad), he spent his childhood in Siberia, where his father
was a political exile and mining engineer, manager of the Nadezhdinsky Mine.
The family lived there, occasionally making the arduous journey to St.
Petersburg or to the Ukraine to visit relatives. Following the revolution of
1917, Alexander Malozemoff was freed from exile and became managing director
of all the mines of Lena Goldfields in Siberia, which his son Plato calls omne
of the most prestigious positions in Russian mining. Mr. Malozemoff notes the
curious fact that the Goldfields corporation and Newmont have recently become
associated.

After a brief period of prosperity, the family’s fortunes were changed
again by the Bolshevik revolution, and in 1920 they fled to China and
eventually to California, where Plato attended Oakland schools. His father
returned to Russia for a time in the late 1920s, under Lenin’s "New Economic
Plan," to manage the Lena Goldfields mines again, before they were
expropriated finally in 1929.
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Plato Malozemoff was a talented violinist who received excellent
training and could have chosen a career as a musician; instead he followed in
his father’s footsteps. He went to Montana School of Mines for graduate
studies, and then worked for Pan American Engineering Company, based in
Berkeley. He traveled throughout the Western states and Alaska selling
metallurgical equipment and services and observing many mines and mills. A
revealing document in the appendix of this volume shows detailed notes on
dredging operations which he visited during this period.

In 1939 he joined his father in some ill-fated mining ventures in
Argentina and Costa Rica. When he returned to the United States in 1943,
during World War II, he was married, father of an infant son, in poor health,
his savings exhausted, and unemployed. He found a job with the Office of
Price Administration, working for the War Production Board as financial
analyst of nonferrous metal mines, making recommendations under the premium
price plan. Two of the mines which he analyzed belonged to Newmont. Although
he recommended denying support for the Magma Mine, executives of the company
were impressed by the thoroughness of his analysis.

At the end of the war, Plato Malozemoff was employed by Newmont as their
only staff engineer. He participated in the company'’s expansion as they
acquired investments and operations in Africa, Australia, Canada, Indonesia,
Latin America, and the United States which took the company to the front rank
in the industry worldwide, with him as chief executive officer.

His life story is in the mold of the classic American immigrant myth,
and he is justifiably proud today to be well acquainted with former Secretary
of State George Shultz and to be recognized and called by his first name by
President George Bush.

Both present and former employees of Mr. Malozemoff seem to hold him in
great affection, almost devotion. One former executive of Newmont described
their corporate organization as "heliocentric" (revolving around the sun),
with Mr. Malozemoff, who was insomniac, reading every report and keeping track
of details. At the same time, he took full responsibility and did not blame
others if things didn’t go well. He was very approachable and never raised
his voice. 1In general if the staff got together they could keep him from
doing something which they considered inadvisable, but no one could make him
do anything against his will. Mr. Malozemoff speaks of this characteristic in
his oral history, and defines it as positive, intelligent stubborness.

Another associate spoke of him as patient with ignorance and very
compassionate with everything but stupidity; confident of his own intellectual
powers, but also willing to listen to others and not afraid of calling in
outside advisors. His cultural interests affected his executive role; once on
a trip to South Africa, executives of Newmont had a stopover in Paris and Mr.
Malozemoff, displaying fantastic knowledge of the paintings, led them on a
four-hour tour of the Louvre. When he ran the company, even the mail boys
wore blazers and ties.

Plato Malozemoff is also admired for his lack of greed. Although he was
assigned a company car and driver, he regularly rode a commuter train to work.



He did not take as large a salary as others might have in the same position,
and when he retired he held only one third of one percent of Newmont’s stock.

I had seen and casually met Mr. Malozemoff at mining conventions, but
did not know him personally. Following some correspondence, Willa Baum,
director of the Regional Oral History Office, and I met with him on September
15, 1987, in his suite at the Clift Hotel in San Francisco. The American
Mining Congress was meeting in the city at that time. We discussed ways in
which his plans to write his autobiography could be coordinated with our
interest in documenting his career through an oral history.

The formal letter of invitation to participate in the series was sent to
him on November 3, 1987. The first interviews took place on December 2 and 3,
1987; the second on May 4 and 5, 1988; and a third session on November 10,
1988. All interviews were at the Clift Hotel. Mr. Malozemoff was unfailingly
gracious and cooperative in all the complications of conducting an oral
history at transcontinental distance. One of our final meetings in February
1990 to arrange details for completion of the oral history was held in the
lobby lounge at the Mayflower Hotel in Washington, D.C. The American Mining
Congress was meeting there and many admirers greeted him warmly as we
conferred.

Our interview sessions proceeded in straightforward fashion. He came
well-prepared for each interview, with notes and documents to which he could
refer. Throughout the interviewing, he was concerned about the accuracy of
details. He does not fidget, and can sit for long periods of time hardly
moving.

Mr. Malozemoff is slender, small in stature, and soft-spoken. His
clothing is subdued but elegant. His assistant, Ms. Ruth Vanderpoel,
describes him as "seventy-eight, going on thirty-nine." For our second
interview, on May 4, 1988, he had left New York at 6:00 a.m. and we began
interviewing at 1:30 p.m. Pacific time, continuing until 5:15 p.m. This was
an unusually long interview session, and yet he gave no sign of fatigue,
although by then he had been on the go for sixteen hours. On the following
day, he said he had awakened at 3:00 a.m., but had been able to go back to
sleep for another hour. We interviewed all day, except for a short luncheon
break, and by 5:00 p.m. he appeared somewhat tired, but certainly not
flagging.

When the transcript of the tapes was sent to him for review, he made
copious revisions. His secretary, Ms. Sheila Walker, prepared the final typed
document in his New York offices, where he could act as editor. 1In this
process, much of the conversational quality of the transcript was altered and
most of the verbal traces of Mr. Malozemoff's Russian background were removed.
The end product here presented is a combination of oral history and written
autobiography, revealing much about the working methods and philosophy of a
man who has, as he says, overcome crushing blows and managed to rise from them
to achieve success. It will be of value to scholars doing research in the
history of Russia, business, and education, as well as mining.

The first introduction is by Robert Ramsey, former editor of the
Engineering and Mining Journal and vice president of Newmont, and author of
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Men and Mines of Newmont--A Fifty Year History, Octagon Books, a division of
Farrar, Straus and Giroux, New York, 1973. Mr. Malozemoff also wrote an
introduction.

The tapes of the interviews are deposited at The Bancroft Library.

Eleanor Swent, Project Director
Western Mining in the Twentieth
Century series

January 1990

Regional Oral History Office

486 The Bancroft Library

University of California at Berkeley
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I THE RUSSIAN PERIOD AND EMIGRATION TO THE UNITED
STATES

(Interview 1l: 2 December 1987) #¢

Father and His Family

Mr. Malozemoff, suppose we start with a little bit about
your father, and if you want to go back to your grand-
parents, you can begin as far back as you like.

I knew very little about my grandparents, but my father,
of course, I knew well, and he was an extraordinary
person.

Alexander was his name?
His name was Alexander Platonovich.
So your grandfather was also Plato?

Plato. That's right. The interesting thing about that
is that for some generations the first born in the
Malozemoff family was successively Plato or Alexander.
So that's how I became Platon Alexandrovich. My father
was Alexander Platonovich, and his father and my grand-
father was Platon Alexandrovich. My father apparently
had a very good education in St. Petersburg, and his
education encompassed not only the professional
interests that he pursued early in his life, as an
engineer, but also a wide variety of subjects. Under
the old system of education in Russia it was mandatory
for anyone to enter university to be interested and to
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have courses in Latin and Greek. My father studied
both Latin and Greek, and because of his ébsolutely
extraordinary memory, he could recite Ovid's poems

at fifty years of age, in Latin, and the same with
Greek. 1In the course of that education, of course,
he was interested not only in those languages. He
also learned French, and he learned German, and he
was interested in philosophy, in economics, and music
and art. He was a true renaissance man in that sense.
So his education prepared him, I think, for compre-
hension of the world and all its complexities. Part
of his success in life and attractiveness was because
of this varied education which he used with compre-
hension, interest and enthusiasm.

He persisted in being interested in languages.
For example, when in the late 1930s he and I organized
a partnership to start mining business in Latin America,
he started learning Spanish, which came rather easy to
him because of his remarkable memory, but also because
of his knowledge of French and Latin. The interesting
thing about his linguistic abilities is that his
pronunciation of all languages, except Russian, was
terrible. On the other hand, he could write grammati-
cally, and he spoke pretty well, quite grammatically,
but it was difficult to understand him in foreign
languages because his accent was so pronounced.

Russian was the language that he spoke?

Right. Russian was his native language. His knowledge
of French was quite comprehensive. He knew more Spanish
than I did, but sometimes I had to interpret his Spanish
into the Spanish that other people understood, because
his pronunciation was so poor. Nevertheless, anything
that he ever studied or read, he seemed to remember in
detail. I could talk to him about novels that I read of
Sinkiewicz, the great historical novelist of Poland, and
he could recall most of the events in any one of his
novels that he had read. One of the things that fasci-
nated him was the history of China in the 1920s and
earlier. 1In the internecine struggles of the '20's, he
knew the name of every overlord and every general, and
he could describe the conflicts that they had and who
won the battles and who didn't. His memory was
absolutely phenomenal.
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Would you explain the social ranking in Russia at that
time? ¢4

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

Perhaps I should begin with earlier progenitors.
My grandfather was a Russian military officer stationed
in Warsaw, Poland. He was apparently a happy-go-lucky
person, a very attractive man. He became enamored of
a very beautiful daughter of a Polish officer and married
her. They had six children: one son, Alexander, my
father, second born; and five daughters, Natasha, Maria,
Lida, Olga and Sonya, in that order of their age. The
Malozemoffs had a privileged social status, "dvorianye,"
a social ranking just below the aristocracy. The root
origin of the word "dvorianye" in Russian is "dvor,"
which means a yard. 1In other words, real estate property
that was usually granted by the Tsar for special merit.
The closest English translation of "dvorianye" is landed
gentry. However, as far as I know, the family had no
real estate property, probably having lost it in some
prior dim past.

The family was prosperous enough to have all six
children finish the university. As a child I met all of
the sisters except the oldest, Natasha, my father's
favorite sister, also greatly admired by my mother. Olga
was an accomplished pianist, later to become a professor
of piano in Leningrad Conservatory of Music, where before
the revolution, when it was known as St. Petersburg
Conservatory, my grandfather's sister Sophia also was a
professor, formerly a pupil of Anton Rubinstein, a famous
Russian pianist and composer.

This musical tradition in the family inspired my
father to take up the study of violin, which ultimately
led to his joining a class at the St. Petersburg Conserva-
tory conducted by the greatest modern teacher of the
violin, Leopold Auer, who taught pupils who became the
greatest virtuosos of modern times: Mischa Elman, Jascha
Heifetz, Efrem Zimbalist, Nathan Milstein, Michel
Piastro and many others. After the revolution, Auer
emigrated to America and taught for some years in Boston.
The training that father got and also the inspiration
he gained from Leopold Auer he carried all his life.

I suppose that inspired him to insist that I take up
the violin as well.



I'll never forget one story that he told me about
Mischa Elman, who at the time was studying violin at
Leopold Auer's conservatory classes. He was only ten
or eleven years old. He was an extraordinarily gifted
boy, and he advanced to the point where he was studying
a Paganini concerto. 1In the first Paganini concerto
there is a passage where double stops in tenths are
played, and the tenths on the lower positions of the
violin require a long stretch of fingers. Here was
this young boy with a small hand that could barely do
this. My father recalled to me one lesson at which he
was present--these were group lessons--where Mischa
Elman was asked to play the Paganini concerto. But
apparently the pain that he suffered in playing these
tenths was so intense that he could only play it and
at the same time cry.

However, my father decided to choose an engineering
profession and graduated from the Mining Academy in
St. Petersburg with specialization in iron and steel
smelting. He also attended the famous Freiberg Mining
Academy in Germany to perfect his studies. There he met
a student, a Baltic Russian-German, three or four years
younger than he by the name of Herbert Kursell. This is
significant because Herbert Kursell joined the American
Smelting and Refining Company in the 1920s, and he and
my father did a number of things together in America.
What Herbert Kursell did for me was also of some
significance in my life. Herbert Alexandrovich was
Kursell's full name. His family and my father were very,
very close friends in America.

On returning to Russia from Germany, father became
active in the Social Democratic Party, which was
opposed to the Tsarist regime. He practiced briefly at
an iron and steel works in the Ural Mountains, where he
courted a strikingly beautiful, tall sixteen-yvear-old
daughter of the manager and proposed marriage. He was
then twenty-five. The manager's wife, an imperious
woman, opposed it because she thought her daughter was
too young, and anyway she didn't think much of father
because he didn't have a significant status at that
time. She prevailed on the governor of the province
to have my father fired and expelled from the province.
Nearly twenty-five years later he divorced my mother
and married his first love in the United States after
bringing her out of Russia.



Shortly after his escapade in the Urals in 1907,
he was arrested in St. Petersburg for dlstrlbutlng
political propaganda agalnst the Tsarist regime and

sentenced to one year in prison and ten years of exile
in Siberia.

(Return to interview transcript)

PM: It might be worth relating a curious--not necessarily
very significant--but amusing attempt to reestablish
the genealogy of the Malozemoff family by my then
maiden aunt, father's sister Olga. Apparently before
the revolution--I have this story from my mother--she
reconstructed the genealogy of her forebears. How
much romance and how much truth there is in this I
don't know, as this is third-hand information.

At any rate, her research into genealogy particu-
larly interested her because of her mother--that is my
Polish grandmother. Apparently her family was derived
from the French Huguenots who were banished from France
and fled all over Europe. Some of these French
Huguenots settled in Poland.

She tried to trace the French connection and
concluded, or perhaps my mother invented it--I don't
know--that the French family from which my grandmother
descended was related to the Duc de Guise, who is a
historic figure especially well known by the tourists
who visit the Chateau de Blois in the Loire region.

When the Huguenot rebellion broke out, he was sympa-
thetic to the Huguenots and lived in the Blois Chateau.
The chateau was invaded and he was murdered in one of
the rooms. When my wife and I visited this chateau in
1948, there was a small portrait of him on the wall near
where he was murdered. She never believed the story of
the genealogy, but when she looked at this portrait, she
said, "My God, he looks exactly like you! Maybe there
is something to that story." (laughs) He lived three
centuries ago so I doubt that there is anything but
coincidence in the likeness. Well, whatever the truth
was, Olga was very proud of that background.

Swent: You have never gone back to Russia?

PM: Never have until October, 1988. However, my wife made
a trip to Russia with her brother ten years ago. My
son Alex was there seven years ago, and again in 1988,
both times for IBM.



(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

Mother and her Family

Both my grandmother Pelageya and grandfather Andrew
were born peasants and were emancipated peasant serfs.
My grandmother was -illiterate but very talented and was
a well-recognized designer and seamstress of ladies'
clothing. She established a large shop with several
seamstresses working for her in a large apartment on the
second floor of 30 Mokhovaia Street in St. Petersburg.
Among others, she made dresses for ladies-in-waiting at
the Imperial Court, and with substantial earnings raised
four sons and three daughters (Alexander, Sergei, Paul
and Constantine; Mary, Vera and my mother, Elizabeth)
and gave all a university education. She was a tiny
woman, very energetic and strong, wise and intelligent,
very human and loving to her children and grandchildren.
My grandfather, a typesetter in a printing shop, died
early, probably because he drank too much--a common cause
of death in Russia.

Grandmother's end was a sad one. In the summertime,
back in 1918, she and two of her daughters (my mother
was then in Siberia) went for their vacation to an estate
in the Ukraine which was managed by one of her sons,
Sergei. Olga DeSelecky, who owned it, had a daughter who
married my uncle Alexander, the father of my first cousin
Xenia, now living in Holland. The DeSelecky family was
in Europe, and they offered Sergei the opportunity to have
his family come there and spend the summer vacation. They
did this for a number of years.

This was during the demobilization of the Russian
armies shortly after Russia concluded peace with Germany
in the First World War. Actually, the armies were not
demobilized, but they gradually disintegrated and soldiers
roamed high and wide. Most of them were originally
peasants. One night a group of renegade soldiers--not
from the region--invaded the house where the female family
of my mother was then vacationing and murdered all the
women and killed Uncle Sergei. Three children belonging
to one of the sisters were with them, and the eldest, a
boy, escaped by jumping through a window and was shot at.
But they missed him, and he ran away.



His twin sisters, who were only about five years
old, were hidden by their mother under a sofa, just
before the intrusion, and the soldiers never found them.
And these poor girls stayed in the room with the dead
bodies and pools of blood all night before they were
rescued next morning by neighboring friendly peasants.
This affected their minds so that they were somewhat
unbalanced. Later on one of the twins died, and the
other, with her older brother, were brought out from
Russia by my mother and lived with us in Oakland,
California. She was a nice girl but she never lived
down that experience. She was a good tennis player and
had a clerical job with Pacific Gas and Electric. She
died three years ago in San Francisco. Her brother died
during the Second World War from pneumonia as a result
of his being an interpreter in inclement weather on the
Russian ships that came to San Francisco harbor.

My mother was a very lively young girl, highly
romantic, verging on sentimental, which she remained
all her life, and anxious to learn everything she had
time for. As was the custom in those days, she studied
piano and French, which she spoke fluently. She enrolled
in a German high school because it had the highest
scholastic reputation and became fluent in German. After
finishing high school, she enrolled in a special teachers'
college established by a noted educator, Bestuzhev, where
she prepared for a teaching career. While studying there
she tutored the children of the Nobel family--of the
famous Swedish Nobel prize.

She did not quite finish her education because she
became interested in the political movements in 1906,
1907 and 1908. She met my father at that time. He was
quite an active Social Democrat--that was a small party
against the Tsarist regime that wanted to install a
democracy. My mother, who was in effect his helper and
secretary for these political activities, fell in love
with my father, and they were married actually in prison
just before he was sent out to exile.

(Return to the interview transcript)

Swent: Some of the things I have read indicated that teaching
at that time, especially if you taught peasant children,
was also considered a politically subversive activity.
Was this so?
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I don't believe so. There may have been some restraint
on liberal teaching, but I don't think my mother was
really involved in that, nor in any way affected by the
political prejudices.

She didn't look on her teaching as a political activity,
then?

No. No, her later teaching in Siberia was essentially
in the lower levels, in the grade school level, and then
the high school level. So it didn't get into the level
where people usually begin to think about political

problems as they do in the universities throughout the
world.

Relatives in Russia

Perhaps this might be a time for you to mention some
more about meeting your wife and her family, and also of
your contacts with your Russian family. You still had
an uncle, you said, who lived in France, and your father,
when we last heard of him, was in France.

(This section was written by Mr. Malozemoff after the
interview)

No, my uncle Paul did not live in France, but my
father lived in Cote d'Azur, near Nice, for only a few
years while recuperating from a serious operation.
However, uncle Paul did come to France in 1927 while we
were there to visit my mother for a day. He was then

working in Moscow with my father for the Lena Goldfields
concession.

During the 1920s and 1930s my mother kept in touch
with uncle Paul by correspondence and also with my
father's oldest sister, Natasha, of whom she was very
fond. Father also corresponded with Natasha and his
mother until the Second World War, and, of course,
visited with them and some of his other sisters' families
during the Lena Goldfields concession period, 1924-1929.
After the war all correspondence ceased by the Soviet
Government discouraging its citizens' contacts abroad.
Father died in 1944, and mother was never able to
reestablish any contacts with any members of the family
in the Soviet Union after the war.



However, in the early twenties, we learned of the
departure in 1917 from Russia of my eldest cousin Xenia
(now 94 years old), daughter of my mother's eldest
brother Alexander. She married at sixteen years of age
a much older man, a Dutch citizen, Jan Gellen, and left
Russia with him to go to Finland and later to Poland.

They had four boys, and her husband died in Poland during
the war. After the war, with the help of her Polish
relatives, she moved to Holland, where she bought a house,
and on a Dutch pension and occasional help from Polish
relatives, she raised the four boys. The eldest,
Alexander, is a civil engineer now retired and settled

in New Zealand where he practiced his profession. The
other three sons are in Holland, one of whom lives with

his mother in Tilburg. Xenia, despite her age, corresponds
with us regularly, her handwriting showing no deterioration
due to age. We visit her when we are in Europe. She was

a great beauty when young and is now vivacious and cheer-
ful, reminding me of mother's similar qualities.

The other members of our family who settled abroad
were the Smoliakovs. 1In 1918, the mother of that family,
Maria, my mother's elder sister, was killed along with
my mother's other sister Vera, and my grandmother, to
which I referred earlier, but Maria's three children
escaped and rejoined their father in St. Petersburg.
Their father and the children had a terrible time during
the civil war and the famine that ensued. Some of the
stories that their father told were really horrendous.
One of the girls died. I don't know how they managed
to survive during the famine. Their father was a lawyer
and was very impractical. He didn't know how to cook
and he didn't know how to take care of children, but
somehow they survived, perhaps with the help of their
new stepmother, whom their father married then. My
mother first brought out the two remaining children to
live with us and then brought out their father and his
second wife. These were our only close relatives who
emigrated from Russia. All the rest of the surviving
relatives stayed in Russia.

In October 1988 my wife and I were in Russia for
two weeks on a tour, and our son was attending a scientific
conference on superconductivity in the south of Russia.
He was there on behalf of IBM (he has been working for
them in their research department for nearly twenty years)
and delivered a talk. A Russian scientific magazine
reported on the conference and mentioned his name. A
young scientist called this name to the attention of his
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friend whose grandmother was a Malozemoff. This young
man's sister, an actress in the Moscow Art Theatre,
wrote our son Alex at IBM, identifying the names of her
grandmother Natasha and her sisters, as well as their
brother, who was my father. The letter said that if
these names meant nothing to Alex, he need not read any
further and could throw the letter away.

This first contact after forty-five years of total
silence--which could have been interpreted as meaning
that none of the family survived--was naturally tremen-
dously exciting, and there followed very active
correspondence by Alex and me with various members of
our numerous family in Russia who were identified by the
actress Natalya Orlova. A first cousin of mine, Alexander
Gulyaev, the son of my uncle Paul, mother's brother, was
the only one of my generation whom I remember meeting in
Russia as a child. He is a year older than I and is a
well known and respected ferrous metallurgical scientist.
His father was a ferrous metallurgist who later (before
the revolution) became manager of a steel works in the
Ural Mountains at Lysva. Alexander or Shura, as he was
called more familiarly, has some thirteen books and
several hundred technical articles to his credit, which
I learned of from his letters to me. He also confirmed
the knowledge I had from a friend of my brother, who as
an officer of the occupying American army in Berlin, met
in 1946 Alexander Gulyaev, a lieutenant colonel in the
Russian army--the only thread of information indicating
that at least one of our relatives had survived.
However, owing to the Soviet freeze on contacts with
relatives abroad, that incident of recognition was not
followed by any correspondence.

Through Natalya Orlova we identified another family,
Shaskolsky, who were descendants of another of my father's
sisters, Maria. The head of the family is a son of Maria
and my first cousin; he is a noted historian and professor
at Leningrad University, and so is his wife. His son is
a specialist in American history and has been in the United
States several times. Altogether, Orlova has written us
that she can identify about thirty members of my father's
and mother's families in Moscow and Leningrad--which is
not surprising considering that my mother had six brothers
and sisters and my father had five sisters, and that a
fourth generation of descendants is now growing up.
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In May of 1989, my wife and our daughter went to
Russia for eight days, and they spent one day with
Shura Gulyaev and Natalya Orlova; they found them to
be charming, friendly, most interesting, and very
intelligent. They did not wish to speak of perestroika,
which is a sensitive subject for all intellectuals in
Russia. 1In Leningrad they dined with the Shaskolsky
family and were also received by them with open arms.

After these visits, Shura Gulyaev and Natalya
Orlova expressed great interest in visiting us in the
United States--never having been outside the Iron Curtain--
and seeing something of this country. I am now making
arrangements to make this possible.

The Harlamoff Family

My wife came to America about three years after we
did. She came from Harbin, Manchuria, with her brother,
mother and father.

Their original abode was near the Volga River in a
little town called Urzhum, near Kazan, in central Russia.
Her father came from a wealthy family that owned vast
timber lands--which they eventually lost. He became a
self-made man and prospered as the owner of a department
store. He did not believe the revolution would disrupt
the way he and his family lived or everything that Russia
had lived by.

At any rate, when the purge of the more prosperous
owners of businesses began in 1918, he and a number of
others decided to hide out of town for a while in the
hope that the situation would blow over. It didn't, and
eventually they had to flee to Siberia. Because the
Trans-Siberian Railroad was blocked by civil war between
the Red and White Armies, he made his way by foot from
European Russia, arriving eventually in the Manchurian
town of Harbin. It took him something over a year to do
this. Most of his walking was done during the night to
avoid the warring troops. He spent some nights in peasants'
cottages and some out in the open. He walked south of
the railroad, which is located in central Siberia. The
winters are very severe there, and how he survived during
the winter is hard to understand.
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His wife and two children stayed on in Urzhum,
where she worked and the children attended school. For
over a year they did not know if the father was dead or
alive. Finally they got a letter from friends from
Irkutsk with one word in the father's handwriting.

In Harbin he found work and finally communicated with
the family, asking them to come and join him . there.

By this time the Trans-Siberian Railroad was open, and
they travelled by train to Harbin, but the trip took
over a month because of interruptions in service and

frequent stops for searching of the passengers and their
baggage.

In Harbin, where the family settled for a while,
the children went to Russian schools. By agreement with
the Chinese made in a previous century, Harbin was the
headquarters for the Trans-~Siberian Railroad and had a
large Russian population. Within a year, and before the
communists took over Harbin, the whole family emigrated
to the United States in July, 1923, and settled in San
Francisco.

My first acquaintance with my future wife had a
curious origin. I knew her brother, Anatol Harlamoff,
and my brother knew him even better; we were then
attending the University of California, and he and my
brother often sang informally at parties.

(Return to interview transcript)

Swent: And your brother's name?

PM: Andrew. We had a very good friend who was a doctor, a
woman named Lordkipanidze--a wonderful woman and a good
doctor. She knew many people in the Russian colony, and
knew my wife's family well. On one Sunday she was having
lunch with us at our home, and both my brother and I were
there. We were talking about this and that, and eventually
the conversation turned to girls.

Both my brother and I contended that Russian girls
were sloppy and unattractive. They didn't know how to do
their hair, they didn't know how to dress; generally, we
felt that American girls were better groomed--and so many
were pretty.

##
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We started naming a few Russian girls we knew--and then
she said, "Well, I'll make a bet that I can introduce
you to a Russian girl who has absolutely the opposite

image from the one you are describing." We took up that
challenge.

She arranged, together with my mother, for a party
at our house and invited Alexandra Harlamoff and her
brother to it. The brother came, but Alexandra did not;
she disapproved of the whole idea of being invited by
some boys so they could look her over. So we had the
party without her.

Her mother apparently knew something about our
family without ever meeting us, however, and she suggested
to her daughter that it would be all right if these boys
were invited to her party--when she gave one. Some months
later we got an invitation, and both my brother and I went.
I may say here that my brother was a very good-looking
boy and well liked by girls. He had an easy manner with
girls and was popular with them, whereas I was more
reticent, and not as good-looking either. At any rate,
Alexandra and her mother--her father, by the way, had
died earlier--were living in an apartment in San Francisco,
on the second floor. As we came up the stairs to their
apartment, Alexandra came out to the upper landing and
looked down at the Malozemoff boys. For some reason she
decided she favored me, and that's how our acquaintance
started.

She was very intelligent and attractive, a marvelous
ballroom dancer, and very popular in the Russian colony.
She had several beaux. Our courtship lasted for a long,
long time because I felt it would be unfair to her to
marry until I had an income of at least $500 a month.

At that time I was getting a very low income as an
employee of Pan American Engineering Company--starting
at $120 a month and later increased to about $250 a month.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)
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Political Exile in Siberia

Mother rejoined my father in Siberia in 1908 at
his place of exile in Barguzin, a small, remote town
in a region just east of Lake Baikal. She®went back to
St. Petersburg in 1909, where I was born, and when I
was six weeks old she took me back to Barguzin. Part
of this journey involved several days on horseback in
the winter snow while carrying me in a sling around her
neck. My brother Andrew was born in Barguzin a year
and three months after me. She took us back to
- St. Petersburg about every two years for a visit of a
month or so with her mother up to the last time in
1917, just after the February revolution, when the
Tsar abdicated. These trips were very arduous and took
two to three weeks, and in the earlier years required
travelling for several days on horseback to reach the
remote Siberian town where we lived in very primitive
circumstances in a log cabin.

My mother taught privately and in effect supported
father--because as an exile, he was out of a job. Those
years in Barguzin were extremely difficult years for the
family, but somehow they made it. There were no resources
from the Malozemoff family to help my father because they
were not that affluent. He had to make his way the best
he could. They lived on the very small earnings that my
mother had and somehow managed all right.

The interesting thing about that period--and this
comes from my mother's remembrance--was that there were
many other political exiles in Barguzin with whom they
made acquaintance. Most of them were very intelligent
and highly educated people of the class we used to call
in Russia 'intelligentsia.' What amazed them, and I think
is even more amazing to us today, is that they had freedom
of movement, freedom of thought--they could think about
anything and talk about anything; they could read anything
they wished, bring in any books they wanted, whatever
their political nature. There was scarcely any restriction,
except, of course, they had to remain in Barguzin.

(Return to interview transcript)
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We have a photograph that I remember, and it's somewhere
in my files, a picture of my father and mother and
several of their friends on the top of a mountain, where
they had a picnic. The title they gave to this picture
is "How wonderful is the world, and how free we can be
as exiles under the Tsarist regime." ##

You say your mother did not mention this freedom in her
memoirs?

Nof nor these people, nor this particular photograph, of
which she was very proud. She used to show it to me,

and the title I cited was written on the photograph in
her hand.

Were there also people who were actually fettered in
chains while in exile?

No. No, I think that's a mistaken notion. They were
fettered in chains while they were in prison, but as
soon as they reached the assigned place of exile, they
were free of chains, and they were free to roam, take
jobs--and there was no restriction as to what jobs they
took, if there were any jobs to have.

Father's Career as a Mine Manager

Well, sometime in the third year, my father, being a
mining man, learned of the gold activity that was going
on and of the mines that were operating in that general
area. One particular mine, which was gquite successful,
was owned by a man named Jacob Friezer, whom I believe
my father may have known in St. Petersburg before exile.
At any rate, somehow he made the contact with him, and
Friezer invited him to manage this mine. He had no
problem in getting permission to accept the post of mine
manager, and the government authorities allowed him to
move from Barguzin to Korolon, some two or three hundred
miles north of Barguzin. Mother describes the life they
had there, which was in, again, very limited circumstances.
Their living place was very modest and they had to do
everything themselves. She was actually the treasurer
of the company, because they had very few employees.

At any rate, it was a successful operation and father
managed it very well, aparently, producing both gold and
profits. Despite modest earnings, we had a teenaged
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Yakut girl as a servant, Marisha by name. She was
uneducated and very naive, and she enjoyed playing with
my brother and me despite the discrepancy in our ages.
We liked her a lot.

Who were the miners? Were they prisoners?

No, the miners were mostly free people belonging to the
local Asian tribes. The local tribes there were Yakuts:
they were of Mongolian origin, something like Eskimos.
They made good miners; they were good workers but they
were completely uneducated so that whoever ran the mines
had to teach them everything.

These mines, by the way, were drift mines. A drift
mine is an underground mine that exploits gold from
placer deposits. Placer deposits are those deposits that
are formed usually in old river beds as a result of the
erosion of rocks containing goldbearing veins. Gravels
and gold from this gradual erosion finally finds its way
into the streams, and by the action of the water the
gold gets concentrated in the bottom of the streams.
Consequently the richest part of these placer deposits
is usually just above bedrock and overlaid by fifty,
sixty, sometimes up to two or three hundred feel of gravel.
Thus a drift mine is actually an underground mine that
recovers the high-grade streak of gold occurring at the
bedrock level. 1It's a hazardous type of operation because
gravel is loose--it's not consolidated. In Siberia,
there is sometimes permafrost, and therefore the gravel
can be solid--but at any rate there's always the presence
of water that has to be pumped, except where rivers took
new courses, leaving the old river beds dry. But that's
a fortuitous occurrence, and in any event it's a compli-
cated operation. In those years it did not require any
sophisticated equipment because local timber was used to
support the loose gravel. In permafrost, once it was
thawed, it could actually be mined by picks and shovels.
They didn't use explosives underground or any other
mechanical equipment. It was all hand work.

Did they have shafts and hoists?

Yes, they had to have shafts to get access to the bedrock,
and they had hoists which were mechanized by steam engines
or electric motors. The Korolon mine which my father
managed was a simpler type of mine; it was entered by a
tunnel and it required no shafts or hoists.
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And the men, as I understand it, were paid according to
how much gold they actually mined?

That varied. 1In some instances they were paid on contract
for so much gravel mined, and at other places it was just
straight wages. But the contract system gradually spread
throughout Siberia and was fairly universally used. This
was the case with placer mines in the Yukon and in
California also. A lot of the gold was stolen and never
got to the company's coffers, so the security that had to

be imposed was one of the important elements in making an
enterprise successful.

Father stayed on as manager of the mine in Korolon
for some three years. The fact is, the mine was successful
partly due to his technical and organizational skills and
partly due to his ability to control the stealing of gold!
Anyway, his reputation began to be widely known in that
particular area, and he received an offer to come to the
biggest gold mining camp in the whole of Russia, near
Bodaibo and the Vitim River. It belonged to Lena Goldfields
Company and was controlled by a British company named
Selection Trust. He accepted the offer to manage one of
the mines in 1914, and moved his family to the Lena Gold-
fields camp.

Lena Goldfields

The first mine he managed, Prorok-Ilyinski, was probably
the poorest one.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

It would seem appropriate at this juncture to describe
the operations of Lena Goldfields. 1In 1981 I was given
from the archives of Consolidated Gold Fields PLC in London
a four-volume report written in February, 1914, by C. W.
Purington, their consulting engineer, on the basis of
which they were to decide whether or not to keep their
25 percent investment in Lena Goldfields. (They eventually
sold it.) Purington was known to my father, and he had
great respect for him. I suspect father had this‘repogt
and implemented some of the recommendations contained in
it. I may mention that Lena Goldfields broke into world
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news in 1912, when a general strike was suppressed by
an army contingent and about 200 workmen were killed by
rifle fire during a demonstration.

To get back to Purington's report, he recorded that
at the time of his visit to Siberia, June 28 to September
13, 1913, he devoted fifty days to the examination of the
Lena Goldfields operation and twenty-five days to another
property owned by another company.

Gold was first discovered in the region north of
Lake Baikal in the Homolko River in 1843. From the time
of meaningful production, 1863 to 1911, the total gold
produced from Olekma district was about 17,600,000 ounces,
and about one third of this was produced by Lena Goldfields.

In 1913, when Purington made the trip to the mines,
he travelled by horse-drawn carriage for six days to
cover 275 miles by road from Irkutsk, the capital of
Siberia, to a Lena River port, Zhigalovo; thence, from
Zhigalovo downstream by boat to Ust-Kut for 220 miles;
down the Lena from there on a side-wheeler steamboat to
Vitimsk at the confluence of the Vitim River flowing from
the east to the Lena River, a further 480 miles; and from
Vitimsk to Bodaibo up the Vitim River for 154 miles.
Rivers were open to navigation between June 1 and
September 28. The boat trip required four days, and the
total trip of 1,130 miles took ten days. From Bodaibo
to the mines there was a narrow gauge railroad of some
thirty to forty miles.

The climate at the mines was not too severe. The
average temperature in April was 300F., in May 500F.,
in June and July 65°, in August 520, September 350,
October 10°, November minus 229, December minus 280,
January minus 15© to minus 389, February minus 109, and
in March minus 89 to plus 50°F.

Most of the placer mines worked were drift mines,
that 1is, underground mines in which the rich bedrock
streak, about five feet ten inches to seven feet thick
and some 100 to 120 feet below the surface, was mined
and ground supported by timbering. 1In most mines the
deep river gravel beds were frozen by permafrost; they
were thawed initially by charcoal fires and later by the
Alaskan technique of steam injection points. The width
of the pay streak was 140 to 200 feet, and the gravel was
mined in twenty-eight by twenty-eight-foot panels. There
were a few mines shallow enough for surface mining.
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During Purington's visit, eight mines were operated.
Owing to the use of wheelbarrows for underground haulage,
individual mines had multiple shafts to reduce the
distance to a maximum of 600 feet between the working
face and the hoist that lifted the gravel to the surface.
At the surface the gravel was transported to the washing
plants on a rail track by horsedrawn cars and by four
small electric (30-62hp) and four steam locomotives
(15-40hp). A total of some 1600 horses were used, 540 of
these in washing plants, hauling tailings away.

Much of the gold was coarse and contained numerous
nuggets. Some nuggets had unusual shapes; father gave
mother a pin made from a nugget about three-quarters of
an inch long shaped like a miniature bunch of grapes.

She also had a bracelet of gold nuggets, each about one-
quarter inch in size. These are heirlooms I still have.
The biggest nugget found in the mines weighed five pounds.

A modern electricity generating plant using wood for
fuel permitted electrification of the townsites and
lighting underground, as well as power for centrifugal
pumps to remove water from the mines, for hoists, and
for the washing plants.

The individual mines had a relatively limited life
of three to eight years, but placer gold deposits in old
river channels abounded and new mines were continuously
being developed to replace those depleted. The average
grade of the gravels mined for some fifty years was about
0.20 oz. per cubic yard, which yielded $12.20 per ounce
net or $2.94 per cubic yard. I don't quite understand
this low figure, as the gold price at the time was $20.67
per ounce, but it may have been net of royalties and taxes
imposed by the Russian government. Some of the mines were
higher grade than this average. One area on Nakatami
Creek averaged $15.50 per cubic yard from 1868 to 1878
and produced 1,068,000 ounces during that period.

The total payroll was 8,000 men, many with families.
Surface labor worked ten hours a day, underground labor
eight hours a day, but reduced to six hours a day for
especially arduous work. Days of rest were four per month.
Overtime was paid at one and a half days' pay. While
there were no labor unions, labor was hired under a well-
defined contract expressing the obligations of labor and
employer for all foreseeable and even unforeseeable
circumstances. Hence labor was free and not indentured
nor the kind of prison labor that was employed in vast
numbers during Stalin's regime. Living quarters for
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single as well as family men were free, as well as
medical care. The underground mine pay was for so many
cubic yards of gravel excavated by pick and shovel, but
if a set minimum was not achieved, the minimum day's
wage was 1.68 rubles per shift at an exchange of 1.89
rubles per U. S. dollar.

Some comparisons with comparable American gold
placer drift mining practices in 1913 are of interest:

Lena Fairbanks
Goldfields Alaska Nome
Cost/cu.yd. $6.30 $4.50
Cost of labor/shift 0.90 7.50
Productivity, 1.3 to
cu.yds./shift 0.75 5.90 4.0

Some of the costs were extremely high, notably the
freight costs, which, because of the remote location, were
from 180 to 2,000 rubles per ton. The highest portion of
the cost was the wagon transport cost from Irkutsk to
Zhigalovo, the port on the Lena River, a distance of some
275 miles. An especially high cost was the transport of
heavy pieces weighing ten to twenty tons, which cost
1,000 to 1,800 rubles per ton--nearly prohibitive.

Gravels were washed on the surface in seven trommel
plants and nine sluice plants, which washed about 5,000
cubic yards per day at a cost of 0.45 rubles per cubic
yard. The washing season was only 160 days, but the mines
were worked all year; consequently winter production was
stockpiled in dumps of up to 90,000 cubic yards each.

They froze during the winter and had to be thawed in the
spring with steam points before being hauled to the washing
plants. There were five miles of track installed for the
principal mine and washing plant at Nadezhdinsky. The
washing plants required 1,700 men per day. The cost of
digging the dumps, transporting and washing was 1.02 rubles
per cubic yard, which according to Purington's recommenda-
tion could be cut to 0.55 rubles per cubic yard by storing
the dumps at the washing plant and hydraulicking them
directly into sluices. This advice was implemented the
next year.
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Life was relatively pleasant in the Lena Goldfields
settlement. Despite being cut off from civilization and
transport for nearly eight months a year, the community
was well supplied with good food and all essential
supplies by careful forward planning. There were large
parks, a library, and a primary and secondary school
adequate for all the children in the community. My
mother was in charge of the higher grades and was largely
instrumental in expanding the higher grade school. There
were concerts, lectures and amateur theatricals, and a

very busy social life among the higher paid employees
numbering well over 1,000.

By way of summarizing the Lena Goldfields enterprise,
some of the operations were primitive even by 1913 stand-
ards, but there were moves made to modernize and reduce
the costs which were high in spite of the very low wage
level. There must have been much progress made in the
next few years in mechanizing and modernizing, because
the operation prospered and became increasingly profitable,
producing greater amounts of gold. While my recollection
as a child is vague, the impression I had from the
conversations I heard and the things I saw was that the
progress made during my father's tenure as general manager
was continuous and rapid.

At the time of Purington's report, Leon A. Perret
was the general manager, having assumed that position
about six months before. He was a Russian with previous
mining experience and he wrote a very good report, which
I have read, to top management on the status of the mines
and made many recommendations for modernization and
improvement. Two or three years later, Zhurin replaced
him as general manager. I remember him as a very handsome
man with aristocratic impeccable manners. I would guess
that he was not the best of managers, or perhaps he left
in anticipation of trouble in Russia, for we saw him in
America later. Anyway, my father replaced him within
about two years.

One practice that Purington noted as unique in his
experience was a technique invented and practiced by the
Russians in Siberia to keep water flowing in ditches all
winter despite the extreme freezing weather. At the start
of winter, the ditch would be progressively sheathed with
ice, allowing air space to form under the top ice cover
and thus permitting the water to flow all winter.

(Return to interview transcript)
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How o0ld were you when you moved to Lena Goldfields?

I was five years old at the time, and obviously too
young to know much about it.

As I said, the first mine my father managed was
Prorok-Ilyinski. After a short time there, he proved
his skills and was moved to a better mine called
Prokopievsky, and then to Feodossievsky, the largest
mine in the area. There he did very well, and within
another couple of years he was named manager of the
richest--and considered the best mine of all,
Nadezhdinsky.

By 1917 he was freed of the exile of ten vyears,
but that coincided also with the start of the revolution
in Russia and the abdication of the Tsar, which took
place in April, 1917. As soon as he was freed from the
exile, he was named the general manager and managing
director of all the mines of Lena Goldfields in Siberia,
which was then probably one of the most prestigious
positions in mining in Russia. His salary, my mother
reports, was 60,000 golden rubles a year, which was a
remarkable achievement within about nine years of his
exile--when the previous family income was probably on
the order of 150 or 200 rubles a year!

Were you at that time at all aware of the First World
War or the Great War, as we call it?

Oh yes, because what I have omitted in this account, of
course, is the rather interesting way in which mother
raised the family. Because of her very close association
with her own mother, and also with my father's family

who were all in St. Petersburg, she wanted tc maintain
that contact and continue to be close to both families.
Although my father could not travel because of his exile,
my mother made a trip back to St. Petersburg about once

every two years. And she took us, the children, with
her.

This was a two-week trip?

Yes, about that for the entire trip. She described it in
great detail in her memoirs, and I won't go into that,
but it was an adventure in itself. She would go to

St. Petersburg and we would live with her mother, usually
for a period of one or two months, and then go back to
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Siberia. It was during one of those trips--I remember

now that I was about six years old--that I became aware
that Russia was involved in the Great War, and my

awareness of that was the wonder that I experienced in
hearing and seeing for the first time an airplane flying
over St. Petersburg. I ran out to take a look at the
flying machine--which was something I had never heard

about before. At that time Russia had a few reconnaissance

planes of that sort, while Germany had a whole fleet of
planes then.

As a child, of course, I was not aware of what was
going on at the front. I learned about it later on because
I was interested in it. That's a story in itself which
has been told many, many times in many books. One of the
most impressive accounts of the early part of the war, I
think, was Solzhenitsin's recent book, called August 1914,
wherein he describes the first few months of the war and
the disadvantages that the Russian Army had compared to
the German Army, both in communication and in general
strategy, and also in the ability to know where the
opposing forces were. The Germans had a fleet of recon-
naissance planes, whereas Russia had only a very few and
they would not venture out often for fear of being shot
down. The rigid structure of the Russian Army organization
resulted in a situation where the forces at the front could
do nothing without explicit orders from headgquarters--who
were way behind the front and really didn't even know the
disposition of the opposing forces or even of their own
forces. Sometimes they ordered attacks when there were
no Germans there. Such an unopposed attack exposed their
flanks to German counterattack. At other times they would
order an attack against a well-fortified position, and it
would be a disaster for the Russians. At any rate, that
account is one of the most interesting and dramatic that
I've ever read about the First World War on the Russian
front.

I was wondering, was there much awareness in Siberia?

Oh yes. There was definite awareness of what was happening.
In the circle of people among whom we lived, some were
exiles, some people that came in--engineers, doctors,
accountants and other professionals, and they were highly
educated and very interested in what was going on. They
got their newspapers with some tardiness, but on the other
hand, we had telegraphic knowledge of what was going on

day by day.
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The Czechs seized the railroad at one point. Wasn't
there a group of Czechoslovaks who controlled the
railroad?

You mean the Trans-Siberian Railroad?
Yes.

That was after the World War, during the civil war.
There's only the one railroad that went all the way out
to Vliadivostok. Irkutsk was the capital of Siberia.
It's located on the western shore of Lake Baikal, perhaps
100 or 120 miles north of the southern tip of the lake,
which is a huge lake, the general orientation of which
is north-south. In order to avoid the much longer
distance of going south of Lake Baikal and then north
again in order to continue eastward, in the wintertime
they would lay temporary tracks across the frozen lake
and take a shortcut across the ice. This was done for
years and years.

So you were hundreds of miles north of there.
That's right.
How did all your supplies come in?

All supplies came by Trans-Siberian Railroad, were unloaded
at Irkutsk, and then taken by horse-drawn wagons to the
headwaters of the Lena River. I related this access route
earlier when I described Purington's trip to the mines

from Irkutsk. It was a long, tortuous route from Irkutsk,
but it worked for both freight and passenger traffic.

By the way, during the time we lived in the Lena
Goldfields area, I started going to school, to kinder-
garten. It was organized by my mother; then I went to
grade school, which was also organized by her. And I
think it was essentially through her influence that my
development and curiosity were stimulated to be interested
in everything. It was at that time that I became aware
that there was such a thing as an encyclopaedia, a book
which encompassed all the knowledge that man had ever
had. I was fascinated with the idea; I think I must have
been about seven or eight years old. I decided that I
would begin to learn something about the world by reading
the whole encyclopaedia. I never accomplished this task,
of course, but I did borrow the first or second volume
and read it very assiduously. (laughs)
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There's nothing wrong with that as a goal!

I remember that I became interested in technical subjects
during that time. Electricity fascinated me, and I got
some notions of what it was all about--somewhat imperfect
notions. For example, I thought I learned that electric
shock is something that's very good for you--it burns

out any and all disease that you may have. (laughs)

Where I got that idea I don't know, but it sounded like

a wonderful thing to eliminate your ills and diseases
with one electric shock. I suffered some electric shocks,
and I thought I'd stay healthy. (laughs)

What about electricity?

The whole camp was well electrified. There were several
automobiles that were used as passenger cars, and the
houses, especially the better houses, were well equipped
with all the same modern conveniences that you would find
in St. Petersburg at that time.

And you, as the son of the general manager, must have
felt very special.

Only for a very short time, because he was made general
manager in 1917, and he left there in 1919. So it was
only a two-year period. Before that he was superintendent
of some of the mines, a lesser position.

But still this must have given you quite a feeling of
importance and security.

Oh yes; however, it was a very democratic place. I know
that in school, first kindergarten and then grade school,
I was taught like any other child. I had some very good
friends at school, I remember, sons of workmen, so that
my upbringing was not considered that of a privileged
person. The school was for the whole community and was
shared by the workmen's children as well as the office
workers' children.

My musical education began there too. My father
insisted that I should have some beginnings of musical
education. I first started on the piano; he was hoping
I would go on to the violin, and finally he bought me a
small violin. There was a violin teacher in town who
gave me lessons--my father never had time for that.

I remember very well, however, that now and again, maybe
once every month or two, he would say, "Well, now you
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play and I'll see what you have learned." He would
criticize my playing severely because he winted me to
play the way he was playing. I remember his particular
annoyance was that I couldn't change from going up bow
to down bow without interrupting the sound. So he said,
"You must work on that, because the most ifportant thing
in playing the violin is to have a continuous tone that
you can make even when you reverse the direction of the
bow." This stayed in my memory as being something to
achieve, and, of course, at that time I wasn't able to
do so. So I remember him as a very exacting critic,

but he really didn't help me very much in my study.
(laughs) I don't think the teacher I had was very good,
either.

It's surprising that there was one there at all, perhaps.
i

We had just been talking about your early education in
Siberia. Did you have teachers other than your mother?

Oh yes. It was a big enough school and they had several
teachers. Actually, I never had my mother as a teacher.
She taught, but not in the classes which I attended; she
was more in the administrative area.

It seems to me you must have felt extraordinarily privi-
leged to go to a school which your mother ran.

No, I wasn't conscious of that. I was just going to a
school. I never felt special. I think those early years
were very happy years. Through the school I met a lot of
children that I liked, and we played together. And of
course, my brother was only a year and three months
younger than I was, and that provided ready companionship.

What did you play? What sort of games did little Russian
boys play?

Very primitive games. There was one game we used to play
that involved using pigs' knuckles; one was filled with
lead and so was heavier than the others. You threw this
against an array of other pigs' knuckles that were set up
to see how many you could knock down. It developed your
ability to throw, to throw accurately. We played that
when we were very young--four or five years old.

Did it have a name?

It had the name Babki.
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Sort of like nine pins or ten pins?

Yes, but we actually threw it--actually threw the knuckle
ten feet away or something like that. Anyway I became
pretty skilled at it. I remember one instance when we
finally moved into the general manager's house, a beautiful
mansion type of house. We had five servants, and my
mother tried to keep the place clean--but in Russia you
can't keep anything completely clean. Anyway, we had
mice. My brother and I shared a beautiful large room
with window exposures in two walls. One time when we

came in and turned on the lights, we saw a mouse! So I
grabbed one of these babkis filled with lead and threw it,
and by God, I hit the mouse and killed it! I was so proud
of myself! (laughs)

Revolution, 1917

Well, those happy days eventually became threatened, of
course, by the revolution.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

My first experience with the revolution was while we
were visiting my uncle Paul in Lysva in 1917 in the Ural
Mountains, where he was the general manager of the iron
and steel works. He was married to my father's sister
Lydia. My father's mother--my grandmother, was visiting
them together with all the other sisters of my father
except Natasha. This was between the February revolution
of 1917 which led to the provisional government that
Kerensky headed, and the October revolution when the
Bolshevik communist party finally took control. We were
there in the summer of 1917 between these two political
events.

It was a very trying time for the grown-ups because
they wondered which way Russian politics would go. The
provisional government was a moderate government that
they hoped would succeed, but it did not appear very stable
or energetic. Lenin was trying to manipulate the various
factions in order to get a majority and take control, but
he didn't immediately succeed.
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(Return to interview transcript)

In Lysva, a little provincial mining town, there were
Bolsheviks who temporarily gained control by force of
arms. We stayed in the general manager's mansion, which
was always an object of envy for the Bolshevik revolution-
aries. Quite often, when the soldiers were drunk, they
would get together in a little square in front of the
mansion and take potshots at the house. I remember this,
although my mother does not mention it. The children--
my brother and I and two cousins, were instructed not to
walk around in the hallways where there were windows, but
to crawl under the windows so we would not be seen from
the outside and be shot at. It seemed to us fun--an
adventure. It's just one of the things you had to do.

Sometimes the soldiers would shoot anyway. For some
reason they liked to shoot at the sloping roof, and the
bullets made a hissing noise as they skidded up the roof.
However, they never invaded the house, so the family was
not endangered. Yet I recall that these very trying times
were borne with remarkable resiliency. My mother and my
father's family led as gay a life as they could; they
had concerts, they had dramatic performances, and my
mother participated in all of this. I remember that my
father's youngest sister, Sonya, was the only one who was
comely--all the rest of his sisters were quite ugly.
(laughs) When Sonya was made up for a part in the
theatrical performance, she looked so beautiful. I
remember how I admired her. In spite of the danger and
the unsettled times, somehow people--in our class, at
least, tried to keep their lives more or less normal and
tried to enjoy life to the extent that they could.

We stayed there for two or three months, I guess.
I became very fond of my two cousins. The boy was about
a year and a half older than I; his name was Alexander
and we called him Shura. His sister was considerably
younger than he was, perhaps about two or three years old.
We thought of her as a baby and we were very fond of her;
as her older cousin, I used to try to entertain her.
We'd play games together. It was a time that I remember
as being very pleasurable despite all those outside events
that were tragic for many. Mother mentions this, but she
doesn't go into the detail that I have gone into about the
kind of life we had there.
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Eventually we went back to Siberia, to Lena Goldfields,
and this was when my father became the general manager.
We had the most luxurious trip we ever had to the mines.
Instead of having horse-drawn carriages, we had a car to
take us. And one of the things I remember for some
reason--but my mother paid no attention to it--was that
there were hills on the way. We were travelling in
Model T Fords that were heavily loaded with baggage.

I remember that some of the hills were too steep for

the cars, so they turned around and climbed the hills

in reverse. (laughs) Later on, in America, I learned
that this was a peculiarity of the Model T Fords--they
had more power in reverse because they were geared lower
than in the first forward speed.

What were the roads that they were driving on? Were
they surfaced at all?

Oh no, no, no. They were all dirt roads, just dirt roads.
And, of course, during the inclement times they were just
mud, deep mud, and difficult to traverse. Actually, I
doubt that you could move in cars in the time of inclement
weather, either during the melting of the snows or when
rains came. That's why the horse-drawn carriage was the
usual means of transportation. ##

In Siberia we were isolated from the worst con-
sequences of the revolution--the civil war, the mass
executions and the subsequent famine. During the time
we were there, we suffered several changes of regime.
The struggle, as it has been explained in history books,
was between the more moderate revolutionaries that
unseated the Tsar and caused him to abdicate, and the
Bolsheviks, who were Marxists and more radical. They
were the minority party. Eventually they could not get
along with each other and their relationship ended in a
civil war with armies on each side. The Red army was
controlled by the Bolsheviks, and the White army by
several of the more moderate opposing parties.

By and large, most of the officers of the Imperial
army that fought the Germans joined the White army,
although there were some members of the Imperial army
that went with the Reds and actually became the officers
and leaders of the Red army.

At any rate, in the early part of the revolution
there were local regional parties in our mining area tha;
became active. One of the earliest ones was the Bolshevik
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PM: faction in our mining camp, and they took control of the
camp shortly after the October Revolution. We became,
all of a sudden, sovietized, and the Bolsheviks were
conscious of the fact that much of the population,
especially the management, was against them. They were
concerned about a possible rebellion against them, and
took measures to try to entrench themselves politically
and militarily.

One of the first principles they learned in the
beginning of the civil war was that the only way to keep
control was to make sure that none of the civilian popula-
tion had any firearms. This was essentially the reason
for the post-midnight searches that took place at the most
unexpected times. They would search the house for firearms
and if they found any, they usually took the people out
and imprisoned them. Sometimes they even shot them--shot
the men--it depended on the feelings and the kind of
people who executed the raids.

My father was at the mines at that time. Being the
general manager, he had the final authority over the
workmen. Somehow he managed to establish a working
relationship with the controlling Bolsheviks, with whom
he was not in sympathy, and to preserve some kind of
atmosphere of peace and reduce violence to the minimum.

I think my mother records that during that takeover he
managed to keep any punitive measures down to practically
nothing except in the very beginning when two people were
shot and killed during some kind of a confrontation.

Those two were the only casualties in that early takeover.

Swent: I need some information for my understanding: the lands
where the gold and minerals were--they had belonged to
the Crown, had they not?

PM: Yes, and the English-controlled Russian company had a
lease on the properties.

Swent: A lease, I see. But your father would have to go to
London for higher direction?

PM: No, they had headquarters in St. Petersburg.
Swent: And did they have a board of directors?

PM: Oh yes. That's right, Lena Goldfields had a board in
St. Petersburg.



Swent:

PM:

Swent:

PM:

Swent:

PM:

31

But then in 1917 what happened to this board?
It still continued to exist.

And the lease was still honored?

Yes. In 1920 it was finally expropriated, but not until
then. Father continued as general manager, and continued
to be the head of the enterprise. I think he was very
astute and diplomatic; he understood the revolutionary
movement well enough to deal with the Bolsheviks, and
they respected him as well. At any rate, things were
more or less under control, although he couldn't control
the night searches. We were searched usually after
midnight, and my brother and I would be awakened because
the armed soldiers would want to see if anything was
hidden in the children's rooms--under the mattresses or
elsewhere. This was an unpleasant time, but due to my

father's efforts, they never really abused the people
they searched.

It must have been very unnerving for the family.

For a child, especially, it was very frightening. Then
the civil war began in 1918. Kolchak, who was an admiral
in the Imperial navy, happened to be in Siberia, and
organized armed resistance to the Bolsheviks. There were
several forces organized in European Russia, and the White
army began to take shape by mobilization. Kolchak was

the leader of the movement in Siberia. In terms of
population, Siberia was only a small part of the total of
Russia, but on the other hand, it was a vast territory to
try to control; what he did was to concentrate on certain
areas where he knew the Bolsheviks were in control by
sending in small military forces to unseat them. Generally
speaking, the Bolsheviks in Siberia were small groups of
non-military local people who armed themselves in order

to take control.

wWhen Kolchak started this movement, he sent a small
punitive expedition to Lena Goldfields. My mother
describes this event in her memoirs. Because they came
with superior forces--I don't know how many people they
had, but I doubt there were more than 100 or 120 men--
they easily took over the entire townsite with little or
no resistance. The first thing they did was to incarcer-
ate all the Bolsheviks previously in control. When my
father made contact with the White army leaders, he learned
that the imprisoned Bolsheviks were going to be shot.
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It took my father considerable effort and some time to
dissuade them from doing this, but he tried because he
recognized that who knows?--six months or a year later
the Bolsheviks might be back in power, and if that
happened, there would be reprisals. He finally talked
the White army officers out of shooting these people.
They kept them in prison, but they killed no one.

It must have taken a great deal of courage on your
father's part.

It was really a terribly important step, because later
on when Kolchak was defeated, the camp was taken over
again by the Bolsheviks, and they knew that the local
management and staff were all in favor of the White army
takeover. The reprisals might have been horrendous if
any Bolsheviks had been shot during that takeover. As
it was, when the Reds took control again, they did not
engage in reprisals. There were no executions, no one
was killed. The second takeover was a more critical one,
because the Reds sent more soldiers in order to defeat
the well-organized White army punitive expedition.

Do you know who the leader of that expedition was?

No, in her memoirs my mother names no one whom I can
recognize. It might be interesting to mention here an
event that I can recollect, although my mother doesn't
mention it in her memoirs. When it became evident that
Kolchak was being defeated and it was clear that the
Bolsheviks would eventually again take over the Lena
Goldfields townsite, the local population felt that
maybe they should mount some resistance. Consequently,
in addition to the small White army contingent, the
staff members and the management people mobilized
themselves in order to be able to help the White army.

In the course of doing this, there was a man whom
our family liked very much by the name of Ozoline, who
was the head of the electrical department. I remember
him very well. He was very tall, about six foot four,

a big powerful man. He was determined that he was going
to resist the Bolshevik takeover and was training himself
in the use of firearms. He was very fond of me and used
to take me out with him to practice throwing hand grenades.
He would give me dummy hand grenades, which he had for
practice, and we'd go out to a clearing in the woods to
throw them as far and as accurately as possible.
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PM: He told me how to pull the pin to assure an effective
explosion. I remember we had several practice sessions

which I enjoyed very much. I was about eight years old
then. :

My mother relates another incident. After the Reds
took over she recognized that the first thing they would
do would be to search for firearms. My father was gone
to America by this time, and we did have a pistol or two
in the house and she realized she'd have to hide them.
It was during wintertime, and she didn't want to arouse
any suspicion by hiding them herself somewhere outside
the house, so she asked me to do it. Pretending I was
playing outside in the garden, I buried these two pistols
in a metal box in the deep snow under a tree. I did
this successfully without arousing any suspicion, but of
course I knew that when spring came, the box would soon
be in evidence. The problem was what to do next.

We had a cook--a remarkable person, whom my mother
mentions. He was a friend not only of my mother's but
also of us children. He loved us. Mother says she
doesn't know where he came from, but he was obviously
of peasant origin, and an extremely intelligent person.
Apparently he read a lot. At any rate, he offered to
hide the box with the pistols in it along with some
jewels and gold that my mother had.

I recall that we recovered this box from the melting
snow one night, and my mother put the jewels in it with
the guns. The cook was going to bury it somewhere in the
woods. She recounts that she accompanied him, but I
remember very well that she didn't--because I went with
him. It was like a game for me, so interesting. He was
drawing a map showing where we went and where we changed
direction. Anyway, about a mile away, somewhere close to
a creek, we buried the box in the ground. He gave me the
map to keep, after making a copy for himself. The
interesting thing about this is that when father went
back to Russia in 1924, five years later, and got back the
concessions which had been expropriated earlier, the cook
was still alive. He wrote father, "Don't you want to
recover what I have buried? I have the map, and I can
recover it for you."

Swent: And did he?
PM: No, he didn't, because my father was too busy; he was in

European Russia and the box was buried way out in Siberia.
Nothing was done about it.
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Swent: It may still be there.

PM: It probably is, and we still have a copy somewhere of
that little map we drew together. Those were the out-
standing remembrances that I have of that period.

It was of course a much more critical period than
I realized. During the time of White army successes
against the Reds--and these successes were quite
spectacular--Kolchak had a growing army. A lot of people
joined, in addition to those originally mobilized. He
started with a small army, and by the time he reached
European Russia going westward, it was quite a large army.
One of the problems I think he had was to supply that
army; the larger it got, the more difficult it was to
procure guns, ammunition and provisions. Some supplies
did come through by way of Vladivostok from the Americans,
but that help wasn't sufficient for that size army.

At any rate, his early successes while fighting his
way towards European Russia were so spectacular that my
father was greatly encouraged that the White forces would
prevail and the Bolsheviks would be defeated, and a more
moderate regime would be installed in Russia. He felt
at that time, reading the political orientation of both
the army and its supporters, that the regime would not
be purely socialistic but something in between, essentially
a democratic regime with a president, and that free
enterprise would be honored. He advised the English
management of the company that it appeared that a better
political climate was in the offing for the investment
to modernize the mines and bring in modern machinery and
equipment. By this time he could see that the end of
the drift mining was approaching. Prospecting indicated
that above the rich bedrock gold streak, the gravels were
still gold-bearing--but of a lower grade. A bucket line
dredge could be used to recover the gold, and he
recommended this change. Mining would be on the surface.
The dredges are great big machines: the digging part is
a continuous bucket line that collects the gravel, while
the dredge floats in an artificial moving pond. As it
digs, the pond advances with the dredge. The gravel thus
excavated is dumped into a hopper and then into a trommel
screen with water jets to disintegrate the gravel; the
screened product then flows over riffles which are charged
with mercury, resulting in concentration and amalgamation
of the gold. The gold-free tailings come out on a conveyor
at the other end of the dredge and are dumped in the same
pond. The dredge keeps on advancing, digging ahead and
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getting rid of the waste in the back. Dredges have

been successfully used for gold as well as tin recovery
for many years, long before 1917.

They were actually developed here in California, weren't
they?

Yes, I believe they were developed in California, and
used in Australia and in the tin areas in Malaya. At

any rate, the great advantage of dredges was that
excavation was done very cheaply, and the total operating
cost of these large machines was only three to five cents
per cubic yard of gravel. Therefore low grade gravels
could be profitably mined. Gravel that would run ten or
twelve cents a cubic yard could be very profitable. The
Lena Goldfields deposits were considered to be richer

than that, hence my father envisioned a very profitable
enterprise.

The London management agreed to his recommendation.
He was authorized to come to America to order a dredge
and other special equipment. He had to beef up the power
plant, for example, because the dredge was electrified
and required much more power than was needed in the drift
mines.

One more interruption: what was the source of power?
Thermal plants burning wood.
Local wood?

Yes. Well, after he came to the United States, he spent
some time drawing up specifications, bargaining, and
preparing orders in Milwaukee.

What company would he have been talking with?

Bucyrus Erie. He ordered the biggest dredge manufactured
at that time. Each bucket had a capacity of eighteen
cubic feet and there would be a whole chain of these
buckets continuously moving.

While he was doing this, Kolchak advanced and finally
suffered a disastrous defeat in the Omsk region close to
the Ural Mountains and had to retreat. My father could
see that his predictions about the supremacy of the White
army were not going to come true, and Russia would turn
communistic after the Red victory. So he abandoned the
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idea of coming back to Russia because he was suspicious,
and, indeed, some of his friends told him not to come
back because they were not sure how the Bolsheviks would
treat him as the general manager of Lena Goldfields.

But he sent word to my mother that he had decided the
family should emigrate and come to the United States.

Emigration from Russia, 1920

My father estimated the amount of time he thought it
might take us to get to the Mongolian border, and he
went to China, where he bought an automobile in Peking
and drove out to the border town in Mongolia where he
expected to meet us. When he got there, he found that
we were not there. Later he learned that we had been
detained indefinitely in a town named Verkhne-uUdinsk,
so he returned to Peking, sold the automobile, and
waited for us there. Verkhne-Udinsk is a town on the
railroad east of Irkutsk, on the eastern side of Lake
Baikal.

One of the characteristics that my mother exhibited
all her life was the desire to preserve all her posses-
sions: when she got word from my father to leave, she
was determined to bring out of Russia everything that she
owned--not only what she owned in the way of material
goods, but all the correspondence that she had written
her mother and her brothers and sisters, and anything
relating to her life at home. So when we finally left,
we had an enormous amount of baggage--which was an
undertaking in itself--and this was a time of revolution.
It was a time which was unsettled by a civil war.
Everything was controlled by the Bolsheviks, who were
not sympathetic to a manager's wife and to the privileged
class. She knew all of this. She knew it would seem
like a very foolhardy thing to undertake this journey
with her two children and all the baggage, knowing all
the difficulties she might encounter. There was the
possibility that the baggage would be confiscated, and
in any case transport would be very difficult by the
route that I described before. However, she did it.

And the amazing thing is that she was able to preserve
almost all of the baggage through all the tribulations
of our trip through Siberia and Mongolia. When she died,
I found to my amazement that all those things we used to
have in Russia, and the whole pile of correspondence,
were still intact.
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There was an incident that I recall which differs somewhat
from the way my mother describes it in her memoirs. The
last leg of the journey to Irkutsk was by horse-drawn
wagons on land. As I described before, we left first on

a steamboat; when the steamer ran out of deep water, the

next stage was on a barge drawn up the river by horses on
the shore.

That's the Lena River?

That's the Lena River. This part of the trip took several
days. And then where the Lena River is too shallow for
barges, you travel by road for 275 miles in horse-drawn
wagons. The trip that she describes in her memoirs was

an earlier one, before the revolution, when we travelled
by automobile on the road from Irkutsk to the headwaters
of the Lena. This time, in escaping, we had wagons,
so-called tarantases. A tarantas is a horse-drawn freight
wagon which can be adapted to passengers.

At any rate, our possessions occupied I think some-
thing like four wagons--tarantases. And according to her
account, there was another couple with us. I don't
remember that. I do know that during one section of the
trip, before we got to one of the stations along the road
where you could rest and change horses, we were travelling
by night. The coachmen and the people who were looking
after the horses were not particularly sympathetic to us.
Mother did not trust them. At any rate, somehow the very
last carriage was detached from the wagon train and was
stolen. Apparently what was stolen was essentially
clothing that didn't amount to very much, but she was
indignant when she learned of this--even though she
couldn't do anything about it and there was no use in even
looking for it. But from there on, she insisted, when
nighttime came she would walk behind the wagon train. She
says in her memoirs that she walked ahead of the train,
because the coachmen lost their way one time. But I
remember that she walked behind the train all by herself.
Despite the possibility of marauders, she had courage
enough to walk behind in order to preserve our baggage.

Those documents, though--if her correspondence is all
preserved, it really is a priceless treasure, isn't it?

I haven't gone through it all, but it's mountains of
letters that she received from friends, from her relatives,
and from my father when we were separated from him while
he lived in New York. I just haven't had time to look at
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it, and probably there is a lot of very interesting
material in it--if I ever get around to it. But there
are boxes of it, several boxes of correspondence, that
I have in my attic in Greenwich.

How did mail go from America to Lena Goldgields at that
time? Did it come across the Pacific?

Oh yes. And then by railroad, and they had regular mail
service to get to the mines. But actually, when father
advised us to leave, he did not send this message by
mail, because the mail was opened and censored. He
wanted to keep his advice confidential. He sent the
message through friends of his who lived on the way to
Siberia, and somehow the message got to us on a personal
basis without any written record of it.

At any rate, we got to Irkutsk, where one of my
father's sisters had an apartment; we joined her and
lived there for a number of days while deciding what
next to do. Father had originally anticipated coming
back, and he had made massive purchases in the United
States to send as gifts to his wife and children. They
were all received in care of his sister in Irkutsk.

We had trunkloads that we brought out from the Goldfields
campsite, and more trunkloads of things he sent from the
United States for us--and among the things he sent for

the boys were rifles for hunting. One of the most memor-
able things he sent was a small Kodak camera with a large
quantity of film--I don't remember how many rolls of film
there were, but there must have been thirty or forty rolls
for this small camera. There were alsc instructions in
English on how to operate the camera and how to develop
and print the pictures. I didn't know any English then
but my mother did, so she interpreted it for me. At any
rate, I finally figured out how to use it and I learned

to take pictures. The remaining part of the trip,
especially through Mongolia, is recorded by my taking
pictures with this little Kodak. That and a fur piece

for mother were the only things we took out of all the
gifts he sent; there was too much to transport--and of
course, firearms you couldn't take anyway, so we just left
the gifts behind.

Finally, mother determined that she could not get
through to Vladivostok on the Trans-Siberian Railroad,
which would have been the easiest way, because the way
was blocked by fighting between Reds and the remnants of
the White army. It was indicated by my father's message
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PM: to his friends whom we met, that if fighting continued
to block the ;ailroad, the only route open would be by
way of Mongolia and then join him in China.

' So we moved on to Verkhne-Udinsk, which is, as I
said, east of Irkutsk. It was still civil war time, and
the train was chock-full of soldiers in third class, the
only class available then. There was no place to sit or
sleep, and the car was dirty. The soldiers were a rough
bunch with firearms, and they looked very suspiciously
at my mother because, obviously, her dress betrayed her
to be a member of a privileged class.

It was a very unpleasant trip; she records some of
it and I remember it also. I remember how frightened I
was. Children couldn't sleep or even have a seat. I
think the trip was about a day long. Anyway, we got off
at Verkhne-Udinsk and went to a hotel and tried to arrange
the next stage of the journey. Somehow the authorities
had traced her, apparently, because at the hotel she was
told "We're not going to allow you to leave here. You
are now under house arrest." Fortunately, there was no
soldier posted near the room or at the hotel. 1In those
times it was very difficult to move anyway, and they
would have traced any attempt to flee--for example, by
railroad, because they had control of whoever moved back
and forth on the railroad as well as on alternative trans-
portation services.

Swent: You needed to have some sort of travel pass, I suppose.

PM: Oh yes. She had all kinds of certificates that she
originally got from the authorities at Lena Goldfields,
where the people in charge were more or less sympathetic
to my father and the family because his intervention with
the punitive White army contingent saved their lives and
the lives of their compatriots who controlled the settlement.

This was a very trying time, and mother had no idea
when she would be released, although she pleaded for it, of
course. So we moved from the hotel to a room to conserve
our funds, and mother was asked to go to the Cheka
headquarters--Cheka was the secret police--once a day and
be subjected to interrogation. They tried to break her
down for information about my father, because somehow
suspicion was aroused that he had either taken out a lot
of gold illegally or was perhaps causing us to bring it
out. We experienced numerous searches while we lived in
this room, always in the middle of the night.
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They didn't get anywhere and after a number of days of
interrogation, she decided it looked kind of hopeless,
and she thought she would have to use some kind of ruse
in order to get out of the situation. Interestingly
enough, one of the interrogators was a young man, a Red
army officer who was a student in the high school at Lena
Goldfields that she organized. He knew my mother, knew
her favorably because she had organized the school for
all the workmen's families. He was quite sympathetic to
her, and in time he finally prevailed on the other members
of the Cheka, saying, "Really, this woman is innocent.
Let's not go on with this--this is fruitless." And she
began telling them things like, you know, I like what
you're doing, and I was a revolutionary too, and I worked
for a change in government, so I really would like to
(work for you) and I'll forget about my husband; I have
professional experience in establishing schools and
teaching, so why can't I be useful to what vou're doing
here? Well, little by little, after some days or weeks,
she convinced these people that she was sincere. Of
course, she had the help of her former student--without
him, I think she probably could not have succeeded.

Things were so unsettled at that time, and such
efforts as were made to reconstruct the country were
carried out by people who didn't know how--they were
amateurs at it. They would grab at any opportunity that
loocked to them as if it were constructive, and they
finally decided that maybe it would be a good idea to
use my mother as she suggested. They immediately named
her superintendent of schools, stopped interrogating her,
and gave her quite a large district to supervise.

She started out to show her good faith, and for a
number of weeks she inspected the schools in the district;
she was careful to avoid the bordertown so as not to
cause suspicion. After she felt that they had confidence
in her, she told the authorities that the one town she
had not yet visited was Kiakhta, which was on the border
of Mongolia, and beyond the border was a Mongolian town
called Maimatchin. She was given permission to make
this visit, and she then contacted an exile whom my father
had known back in Barguzin, a Jewish man who had an export-
import business between the Russians and the Mongolians.
He crossed the border almost daily, moving goods back and
forth. She told him we would be coming and asked, could
he help us? Unbeknownst to the authorities, who were not
watching us, we moved all our baggage to Kiakhta in
advance, and the very day we came there in a horse-drawn
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carriage, we found that the trader had organized a
train of tarantases to accommodate all our baggage.

He then told the border patrol that our baggage was

all goods he was exporting, and that he had more than
usual this time. He was asked, "Who are these two kids
you're bringing?" "Oh," he said, "they are my children;
they are accompanying me this time." Of course, it was
my brother and I.

So he got us across this way, along with all our
baggage. My mother and his wife--the wife of this man,
decided it was too risky for them to cross the border
with us because they didn't have the necessary permits.
They walked some miles outside of the town and tried to
cross the border at a place they thought was unattended.
All of a sudden, a Russian soldier appeared and stopped
them; he asked them where they were going. They said,
"Well, we're just walking around. We like to walk here."
The soldier wouldn't let them go, and my mother decided
to bribe him. She had some American money in her pocket
which my father had sent her. She offered him a fifty-
cent piece, I think, and he still said no. So then she
offered several dollars. He took them and warned, "You
better move very quickly. Get out of my sight as fast
as you can across the border." So they ran, my mother
and the wife of the merchant. After they were out of
sight, they walked back to Maimatchin to join us. That's
how we got across the border.

Your mother was a very brave woman, I can see.

From there began the real trial of getting to Peking,
where she knew my father was. He was then still employed
by the English company, and he wired money to us in
Maimatchin so my mother would be able to finance our trip
to Peking. The merchant who had helped us across knew
about the money, and when we got to Maimatchin, he and my
mother went to the bank to get the funds to embark on the
next phase of the trip.

She had to organize everything from scratch. There
was no public transportation, but she found she could hire
horses and several carriages to carry all the baggage.

Our first destination was Urga, now called Ulan Bator,
the capital of Mongolia. This was a trip of about three
hundred miles and took several days. There were stations
along the way where you could sleep and change horses.
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At this time, I understand, there was some animosity
between Mongolia and China; China had an army there
and was trying to control Mongolia--but it wasn't a
very efficient army. The Mongolians alsc mobilized
some kind of an army. The area that we had to cross
was the war zone. We crossed these so-called battle
lines several times, and every time we crossed them,
we'd encounter either the Chinese or the Mongolians,
who unloaded our transports and inspected all our
baggage. It's an absolute miracle that they did not
steal anything, probably because my mother supervised
the inspections--one woman and two children, with all
these armed soldiers around them. It was amazing that
she was so determined and had the courage to confront
these people. They allowed her to proceed without any
harm being done.

I think the "war" was kind of a comic war. I don't
know of any battle that took place. The opposing armies
tried to avoid each other so as to avoid battle.

There was a terrible massacre. There were massacres in
some of those places, though.

That may have happened later, which I will mention.
Anyway, finally we got to Urga and stopped at a little
hotel. Now, we thought, what are we going to do? The
longest part of the trip was still ahead of us--from
Urga to Peking.

But actually, I remember that time as a very merry
time for us kids. I have pictures that I took with the
little Kodak of our getting on camels, and my mother
getting on a camel and enjoying the fair, and walking
around the public squares. Apparently it wasn't dangerous
for the Europeans. to do that at the time.

What were you eating on the road? Do you remember
eating?

I don't remember, but I think that there was something
to eat at every station where we stayed, and we also
took something along to eat during the day.

What time of year was this?

This was in the summertime, probably around June or July,
and it was warm.
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It took mother some time, maybe a week or so, before

she oriented herself as to what the possibilities were

of getting on with our journey to Peking. She made
contact with the American Embassy, because America was
our final destination, and asked them whether there was
any way they could help. They mentioned to her that

they knew of a small import-export business run by two
young Americans; because of the war and the unsettled
conditions, the business was not doing very well and

the owners were going to pull up stakes and leave.
"They're going toward Peking, and they have two cars.

Why don't you see if there is an opportunity for you
there?" So she went to see them and in her rather elemen-
tary English she made herself understood: she was there
with two sons and wanted to rejoin her husband in Peking,
and wanted to know if it was true that they were leaving.
They said they were. She said, "Would you take me along?
I'll be glad to pay." They said, "Sure, why not?"

At any rate, she got a commitment from them that
we could cross the entire Gobi Desert with them in
automobiles--which sounded marvelous and luxurious. She
didn't realize all the problems of logistics that were
required to be solved to get across the Gobi Desert.
There were no service stations, no garages, no one to
service the automobiles. I guess the route must be seven
or eight hundred miles long--something like that.

Isn't this the time of the dust storms too, in the summer?

I don't recall that. I don't recall any dust storms. No,
the weather seemed to be pretty good.

They made a commitment that they would take us, but
they were rather indefinite as to when exactly they would
leave. One day mother woke up with a feeling that she
had to leave that very day--not wait until some other time.
So she went to the Americans' place and said to them, "You
know, I think we should leave today. We should absolutely
leave today." They said, "Oh, no. What difference does
it make? We will take you. Don't worry about it." She
insisted, but they did not seem to want to do it. My
mother had been an amateur actress back in Siberia, and
she just made believe that she was going into hysterics.
They couldn't stop her, and they said "That crazy woman--
what can we do with her? I guess we have to say yes, we
will leave." (laughs)
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Anyway, they agreed to leave immediately, and apparently
they were prepared enough, so that evening we left.

There were two cars: one was a Model T Ford that they
drove, and the other was a 1919 Dodge that was driven by
a Chinese chauffeur who didn't speak anything but Chinese--
no Russian, no English--and he was not a very good driver.
It was this second car that transported mother and the
children. My mother sat next to the Chinese chauffeur
and we sat in the back. This car, being the bigger one,
carried most of the things that were needed during the
trip, and our baggage, of course--a lot of baggage. We
also had to bring with us all the gasoline that would be
needed for the seven or eight hundred mile trip. I
remember that my brother and I sat on top of these five-
gallon gasoline cans, high up as if we were in a touring
car. ##%

The threat that we avoided as a result of mother's
premonition was a siege of Urga by Baron von Ungern, who
had a force of some 700 cavalry and one automobile. He
was an Imperial Russian officer in World War One, later
a White Russian officer in the Civil War, and when the
White armies were defeated, he retreated with a force
through Siberia and eventually became quite independent
of any other command. This independent troop roamed back
and forth; they fought the Whites and they fought the
Reds, and they even fought the Mongolians. And when the
going got too tough on the Trans-Siberian Railroad, where
they operated mostly, they retreated back into Mongolia.
Then von Ungern conceived the idea that the Mongolian
government was weak and their so-called army was practically
non-existent, so why couldn't he conguer the whole of
Mongolia? He was a little mad, or perhaps very mad. This
is historical, and I know it to be true because of a
confirmation that I will mention later.

At any rate, at one point--to satisfy his ambitions--
he decided to lay siege to Urga. He apparently did this
shortly after we left there. Whether or not he laid siege
the next day after we left, the way mother used to tell
the story, I don't know. I've never been able to check
that. But he surely laid siege to it. He took Urga--there
was very little resistance, and he deposed the Dalai Lama
of Mongolia, the nominal head of Mongolia, who was there,
and declared himself emperor of Mongolia. All of this is
historical. 1It's in the record.

There was a family by the name of Khitun at Lena
Goldfields in Siberia. The father was an engineer{ and
there were two boys. They were teenagers at the time,
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and my father knew them quite well, and my mother did

too. I don't know what happened to the father, whether

he perished during the Civil War, but the two boys joined
the White army forces; when the White forces were defeated,
the younger brother emigrated to France. We met him in
Paris in 1926. The other brother was with the von Ungern
band. Later he emigrated to the United States and settled
in Seattle. 1In the 1970s I got a letter from him; he was
by this time in his seventies. Somehow he had learned of
my existence and he remembered the family; he wrote, "You
know, I had an extraordinary experience in the early days
with Baron von Ungern, and I've written it up. I tried

to publish it, but I couldn't £ind anybody who was
interested in it. I have a manuscript of my experiences
written in Russian, and I'd like to send it to you if
you're interested." I said of course I would be.

In a small pamphlet of maybe fifty pages, he described
his experience with von Ungern. He had mechanical skills,
and von Ungern nominated him as chauffeur of the one car
that he had, and also as mechanic to maintain this car and
keep it going in Mongolia where there are no service
stations, no garages. Somehow he managed to keep the car
going by "hay-wiring," as we say in America. He details
his entire stay of some months with this army that marauded
here and there in Mongolia, describes the siege and how
Urga was taken, and his experiences in it.

He confirmed that von Ungern was truly a madman,
because for some reason or other he would get mad at people.
The people that especially made him mad were the Russians,
the White Russians. He was going on horseback one day in
one of the Urga streets when he was stopped by a former
general of the Russian Imperial army, a well-known man in
his sixties who enjoyed a tremendous respect among the
Russians in Urga. I don't remember his name, but he's
identified in this little pamphlet I speak about, which I
have in Greenwich. When he stopped von Ungern, he told
him of the sorry plight of the Russian refugees in Urga
and asked if von Ungern could do anything about it. For
some reason, von Ungern became enraged; I think he hit the
man over the face with his whip and ordered that he be shot.
He was that crazy, and he mistreated a number of exiles
including women and children--as long as they were white
and not Mongolian. Since he was the emperor of Mongolia,
whites were an undesirable lot in his opinion. On one
occasion, Khitun did something that von Ungern didn't
like, and he was subjected to one of von Ungern's favorite
punishments: being put up on the tin roof of a building
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and kept there until von Ungern allowed him to leave.

No food was permitted. The penitent had to stay there
through the night regardless of the temperature, and

the temperature would drop down to the forties at night.
Khitun suffered this punishment for something like ten
days. Fortunately, he had friends in the army who some-
how sneaked some food up to him.

At any rate, this little diversion is to tell you
that I have a historical document which I believe is
absolutely genuine, confirming the fact that von Ungern
was there, that he did declare himself emperor. He did
lay siege to Urga and he perpetrated terrible atrocities
towards the white population there--of which we might
have been the victims.

Did you know of any of this when you were there?

No, because we didn't even know of his existence. Mother
found out about this later, thus providing a reason for
her premonition that we had to leave that day.

So you were happily riding along on the gasoline cans?

Mother describes some part of the trip in her memoirs.

My recollection of it is somewhat different from hers;

I think my recollection might be more accurate, because
this is what I observed myself, and furthermore, I recorded
it in the photographs. There was one incident which she
does not even mention--probably because she was not
mechanically inclined. At any rate, the Chinese chauffeur
was not very well trained; the 1919 Dodge he was driving
was a hand shift car, but it had a very odd shifting
arrangement--not a conventional one. While this chauffeur
knew how to shift from the low to the second gear, he
didn't know how to get into the third, into the touring
gear. So we made the first part of the trip entirely in
the second gear. Well, cars in those days were not meant
to be driven hundreds of miles in the second gear. Our
usual method of travelling was for the two Americans to

go ahead to identify where the road was--because sometimes
it was not marked. We would follow them, usually some
distance behind the cloud of dust created by the Model T
Ford they were driving.

Do you remember the names of the Americans?
No, unfortunately not. Mother doesn't remember this and

doesn't mention it in her memoirs, but at one point, the
transmission of our car broke down and the car stalled.



Swent:

PM:

T

In the middle of the Gobi Desert!

Right in the middle of the Gobi Desert--however, it was
in the daytime. The Americans had a practice of looking
back now and again to see whether there was a cloud of
dust behind them. At one point they looked back and
there was no cloud of dust, so they came back, and the
Chinese chauffeur indicated to them that the car wouldn't
go. They tried it out and immediately diagnosed the
trouble: the transmission was burnt out. But the really
remarkable thing was--how lucky can you be--they had a
spare transmission with them! So they proceeded to
change the transmission, and I have a picture showing

one of them under the car changing the transmission, the
other one helping him. That is how I know this recollection
is authentic. (laughs)

Another incident she describes, I remember differently.
We were going along and the sun had set and it was getting
dark. The chauffeur couldn't see the cloud of dust ahead
of us, yet he kept on going and lost his way. Suddenly
we were surrounded by Mongolian riders on horseback. As
mother remembers it, and I do too, they were for some
reason always dressed in red, in flowing red robes. They
were very threatening; they surrounded us and became a
sort of escort. Mother didn't understand, of course, what
their intentions were, but she feared that either they
were going to murder us or rob us. Anyway, there was
nothing we could do--they were armed--so she ordered the
Chinese driver to follow them. We drove into a typical
Mongolian nomad encampment composed of tents. Instead
of either murdering us or robbing us, they befriended us.
It was mealtime in the evening, and they led us into the
main tent, where we partook of a meal together with the
chiefs of this little encampment. I remember that, because
it's the first time I had a meal when I had to dip into a
common bowl with my fingers. They had some kind of a
lamb stew.

At any rate, we were well fed, well looked after,
and we spent the night there in this tent. In the morning,
since the Americans lost us at night, they retraced our
tire marks. They finally followed the tracks to the tent
where we were. We continued on our trip. We found the
Mongolians were friendly throughout--not antagonistic.

One thing that I do remember--many of the women in
this encampment had never seen Europeans before, so they
were curious about these white people. They gathered
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around us and felt the clothes we were wearing. The
men were more sophisticated, though. They'd seen white
people before.

Those were two incidents that I remember--the out-
standing ones that presented some kind of danger, but
we came out of them all right. The rest of the trip
was uneventful, and we finally reached Kalgan, which was
the terminus of the railroad from Peking. My father met
us in Kalgan, and so the family was reunited. We had a
most luxurious trip to Peking; we rode in the first class
and were well cared for, with a restaurant car attached
to the train. We passed the Great Wall of China on thé
way, and I have pictures of it that I took out of the
window in passing.

You knew what it was? You were aware?

Oh yes, my father explained it to us. That's the way we
finally got to Peking.

That must have been a tremendously formative experience,
I would say.

The amazing thing is how my mother was able to engineer
the whole thing--because she was completely on her own.
The only help she had from my father was the money he
sent, but otherwise all the arrangements, and facing all
the dangers, depended on her decisions. For example,
while we were in Verkhne-Udinsk, and she was under house
arrest, she made friends with a number of people. I
remember that my brother and I used to play in the street
during the day while she'd go to the Cheka headquarters
for interrogation. Before she left us, she would tell

us "If I don't return by a certain hour, you go to so-and-
so"--people she knew. However, she always returned.

At any rate, I remember very well that in spite of
all the unsettled conditions and the dangers implicit in
our situation, she made friends with whom we spent evenings
together where they sang and played the guitar, either in
their houses or in our room. One time my mother arranged
for an evening party in our room. There was one woman who
was especially fond of the children. I remember sitting
through this evening, which was a happy evening, huddled
next to this woman who was so very gentle and nice to us.
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There is another incident that I recall--or maybe it was
a story that my mother told me later. She became
acquainted with a very handsome White army officer, a
Georgian, who commanded an armored train. A lot of the
warfare at the time of the Civil War was conducted with
armored trains in European Russia as well as in Siberia.
Because of the vast distances, they actually moved armies
by rail with or behind armored trains.

The Georgian officer was attracted by my mother. He
asked her, "Why don't you and your children come with me
in the armored train, because we're going to retreat back
to Vladivostok, and I'll take you to Vladivostok." I think
she suspected he might have had other ideas, and so she
refused him. It was probably wise to refuse him, but it
was a very tempting offer, because it would have saved us
the uncertainties of going through Mongolia.

You and your brother must have developed a lot of independ-
ence and self-reliance through this, I imagine.

When we got to Peking it was a great relief, because we
were back in civilization. 1In those days the luxury
hotel was the Hotel du Pekin--Peking Hotel, run I guess
either by the French or by the Swiss. It still exists,

I understand. At any rate, it was very well appointed--a
beautiful hotel. We had wonderful rooms, wonderful meals.

The aim of our family was to get visas to go to our
next destination. First of all we had to get visas to
Japan. Then from there we had to get visas to the United
States. The United States limited the number of immigrants
they would accept; every nationality had a certain quota,
and we had to qualify for that quota. There was a time
factor involved, and numbers rather than kind of people
were the determining factor.

Excuse me, what languages did you speak at this point?
Did you speak any other language besides Russian?

Yes. We were taught German and French in the grammar
school in Russia. So I knew a smattering of French--

I think I had only a year or half a year of it. At the
time, because of all our problems, mother neglected to
teach us English. So neither my brother nor I knew
English--except for a few words.

Like how to operate the camera.
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Operate the camera! (laughs) And communicate with the
servants in Peking, which you could do in ‘French or in
English or in German.

Did you pick up any Chinese? .

No. A few words, that's all. But the one thing I remember
very clearly--and it's amazing to me today--is that Peking
was really quite a civilized place. My parents were both
absolutely confident that nothing would happen to us
children if we went off on an excursion of our own. And

I remember well that armed with a few words of instruction
as to where we wanted to go and some money, my brother

and I would take a rickshaw and go off--just the two of
us--a ten-year-old and a nine-year-old boy. We'd go to
wherever it was that we wanted to see for an hour or so,
and then we'd get a rickshaw and come back. It seems
incredible that one could do that kind of thing back in
1920, but we did, and with complete safety.

I recall another incident: we had some very good
friends in Tientsin, which is a port not too far from
Peking. I think that my brother was invited, or my mother
suggested it--anyway he went on a train trip to visit our
friends. This train trip took about three or four hours.
He went all by himself at nine years of age. He was the
more adventurous of the two--he was a daredevil compared
to me.

It demonstrates that even back in 1920, life in China
was orderly and well policed. The only problem we had
was when we paid for the rickshaws: the instant money was
seen, we would be surrounded by a group of maybe twenty,
thirty--even forty, kids begging for more money. There
was much poverty, but they were never belligerent. Even
though we were unprotected, just two small boys, we were
never assaulted for this money.

We must have stayed in Peking for several months.
One of the things my father did--which was a great
revelation to us boys--was to take us to the movies.
It was the first time we'd ever been to the movies. They
were all American movies. One of the ones we went to see
was with Jack Dempsey, some sort of an adventure series.
(laughs) We were so interested in this series and wanted
to go again and again for successive episodes.

He was a prize-fighter.
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Yes, he was a prize-fighter, but he was an actor in this
adventure move.

Alsc a movie actor?

He was in this movie. I never saw him again in other
movies.

Eventually we got the visa to Japan, and we moved
on to Shanghai and then crossed over to Japan by steamer.
For some reason, maybe because father knew it was a more
pleasant place to stay, we stopped in Kobe. We stayed in
a beautiful hotel with gardens around it. We never went
to Tokyo or any other place in Japan. We stayed in Kobe
until we got the American visas. Our sojourn there was
one of the most pleasurable experiences I remember,
because my brother and I played cops and robbers in those
beautiful gardens, hiding ourselves behind bushes. Any-
way, it was a great fun time for us as children. (laughs)

And of course your parents must have been very happy at
that time too.

That's right. We had to stay there several weeks before
we got clearance under the quota and obtained the visas
to America.

Now was your father still employed?

He was still employed by Lena Goldfields. When that
employment ceased, I'm not guite sure.

That wouldn't entitle him to an American visa, though,
would it?

No, because Lena Goldfields was a Russian company,
controlled by the English. It had nothing to do with
America. But at some point his employment was terminated.
Whether it was 1920 or 1921, I don't know.

We crossed the ocean. We stopped in Honolulu, but
I don't remember anything about that. I do remember our
arrival in San Francisco. I think it was December 30,
1920, during a foggy day. At that time--and I guess
even today, on a foggy day a foghorn would sound. It
sounded so mournful and threatening. Never having heard
anything like it before, mother was especially affected
by this sound. She thought the foghorn warned of an
immediate collision; she felt we wouldn't make it to port
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and the ship would sink in the San Francisco Bay. So
this time it wasn't acting when she went into hysterics:
in the face of all the dangers she had overcome in
getting herself and her sons out of Russia, to sink in
San Francisco Bay was an unfair and tragic turn of fate.

California, 1920

We finally docked safely after a considerable delay.
My father had to leave within a week for New York,
probably because he was still employed by the company.
So before he left, because he knew that his employment
would not last, he decided that California was a good
place to settle--and why not the Bay Area, it had a
beautiful climate. Within that week he bought a house
in Oakland, furnished it, and bought a Steinway grand
piano. He wanted the best, and he bought it in Sherman
Clay, in the same store where Sherman Clay is located in
San Francisco today. It was a parlor grand, a beautiful
piano--even Steinway doesn't make them that way any more,
and we still have it in the family. My son has it in his
house; mother gave it to him because he is an accomplished
pianist.

Was there a Russian community that you made connections
with? »

Oh yes, there was a very active Russian community in San
Francisco. In the years that we spent there my mother
became a very active member of that community. There

was another group of Russians who emigrated to the United
States in the late 1800s and most of them were religious
sectarians. They settled in the Russian Hill area of

San Francisco. They were not well educated people. By
the time we came to San Francisco, there were some

10,000 Russian refugees of various origins there.

This was not why your father had chosen to be here, though.

No. We came as the first wave of the post-revolutionary
Russian immigration. Some preceded us and some succeeded
us, but I venture to say that the second wave of immigra-
tion after the revolution probably was more numerous than
the one in the previous century. It was a completely
different group, of course, because it was essentially
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composed of intelligentsia, officers of the White army
and the Imperial army, and the many professional people
who left Russia because they were threatened.

The community was very diverse but clung together
pretty much. The young who came here were educated in
the American schools, and I knew many of them. But the
older generation created a small cultural center of their
own. They had music, they had schools, they had churches
of course, and they had dramatic performances. There was
a very active social life.

My mother was right in the midst of it. She loved
this kind of thing. She was a remarkable organizer and
she would organize anything and everything she could
think of in order to get some new enterprise going. For
example, she organized a so-called Literary Arts Circle,
the purpose of which was to read and encourage the writing
of books, to discuss philosophy and to discuss the literary
merits of both classical literature and new literature.
There was also much interest in the subject of Russian
art as it was developing abroad compared to native Russian
art. She organized a number of different groups, and
there were many contributors to this effort.

At the same time, she enrolled in the University of
California to complete her university education. She
fulfilled the requirements for the bachelor's degree, and
later on decided to go on to get the master's degree.

She was required to write a thesis for the master's degree,
and of all things, she decided to write her thesis on
Boisléve, a French philosopher. She wrote it in French,
for the French department, and it was accepted. I still
have that thesis of hers. She received her master's
degree--but not right away, maybe eight or ten years after
we settled in California.

She decided to proceed and get a doctorate as well.
That took another ten years or so, and she got her doctor's
degree at the age of sixty-two or something like that.
I'd been long gone from California by then, so I only
heard about it. This time it was in Russian literature.
Her doctor's thesis was on Ivan Bunin, who'd just received
a Nobel prize in literature.

As you can see, my mother's activities were very
varied. As for my father, after he was separated from the
Lena Goldfields organization, he was obviously looking for
something to do. A man whom my father had known back in
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St. Petersburg, in Russia, named Benenson--who was also

a minority shareholder of Lena Goldfields, had moved to
New York some time before. He had left Russia early
enough so that he was able to keep his fortune intact,

and he had large means when he settled in New York.

When my father went to New York, it was partly to wind

up the affairs of Lena Goldfields and partly to renew

his acquaintance with Benenson. Well, Benenson offered

my father a job in his office assisting him in the appraisal
of various kinds of investments he was making at that time.
It was a well-paying job, and my father did not think he
could duplicate it in California. He changed his plans to
rejoin the family in California, stayed in New York and
accepted the job. He visited us two or three times a

year and stayed for a couple of weeks each time. That's
all I saw of my father. He was pretty much alone in New
York, and I think that led eventually to the separation
and the divorce.

During that time, in the early 1920s, when he was
working for Benenson, he followed closely what was
happening in Russia, and so did Benenson, being a Russian
also. They were watching the progress of the revolution,
and Lenin's regime, and they could see--as Lenin himself
saw-=-that his policy led to the virtual destruction of
the country. Lenin finally reached the conclusion that
he could not reconstruct the country without outside help,
since he lacked capital. Because it was a communist regime,
nobody wanted to help or make an investment in Russia.

He then announced to the world his New Economic Policy
(NEP), and offered very good terms to foreign capital.
They couldn't own anything, but they could lease and
develop, and invest money, and they could bring out export
goods to pay for the investment. The Russian ruble at

that time was worthless because of the inflation during
the war.

Father's Return to Russia, 1924-1929

Benenson and my father became interested in NEP, and
my father went back to Russia to see whether he could
negotiate a concession agreement to repossess all the Lena
Goldfields properties that had been expropriated in the
early part of the communist regime in 1920. He succeeded
in negotiating an agreement in 1925, and under the contract
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he was able to regain control of the mines with full
authority to manage them in any way he wanted. He could
bring in foreign managers or he could bring in Russians.
There were no restrictions. Also, the concession could

be owned 100% by foreigners. The Russian government did
not retain any interest in it. I suppose the concession
had to pay royalties and taxes, but I don't know what they
amounted to; they were certainly not prohibitive, because
the concession terms were considered to be attractive.

In addition to this, because he knew the general
mining activity in Russia, he also negotiated some rather
promising developing properties in the Altai Mountains,
and some in the Ural Mountains. The concession encompassed
more than Lena Goldfields ever had before. (The Lena
Goldfields concession was the largest granted by the Soviet
government during the NEP period. It was also the most
successful in increasing production and making profits.

The concession is described in greater detail on pages 92-
100 of "Western Technology and Soviet Economic Development,
1917-1930," by Antony C. Sutton, 1968, the Hoover
Institution Press, Stanford University, Stanford,
California.) )

The next step was to raise money for the enterprise.
He evaluated what it would take to rehabilitate the
properties that were not operated for a number of years,
and those to be developed. He came up with a figure of
about thirty million dollars. In those days--1924--thirty
million dollars was a very large sum, but it doesn't sound
very big in today's terms. Today it would be equivalent
to maybe 150 million or 200 million dollars.

He and Benenson proceeded to see if they could raise
this money. Benenson pledged some of his personal money
for a minority interest, but most of the money came from
England and Germany. Having obtained the financing, the
very first thing he did was to ship the equipment that he
bought in 1920 in Milwaukee, where it had been stored for
Lena Goldfields. Also, new equipment was required for the
newly developing mines in Altai.

The head office and the board of directors were in
London. My father was named head of the enterprise--
managing director. He recruited mostly Russians, although
there were some Americans and some Germans, for the
operations in Russia. Among those employed was my mother's
brother, Paul, who was also a mining engineer, and used to
be, before the revolution, the head of an iron and steel
works in the Ural Mountains at a place called Lysva.
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(Interview 2: 3 December 1987) ##

Swent: We have just gotten you somewhat established in Oakland,
and your father was negotiating the return to Lena Gold-
fields. Would you like to say a little more about your
father's concession in Russia?

PM: Yes. I think I mentioned he was named the managing
director of the enterprise, and the head office was in
London. However, he had another office in Moscow, so
that he commuted back and forth between Moscow and London.
He very quickly put together an organization that would
be in charge of rehabilitation of the Lena Goldfields
mines and the development of the mines in the Altai
Mountains. As I mentioned, the dredge that he bought in
1920 in Milwaukee and stored there was finally shipped to
Siberia in 1925. The enterprise prospered. The
rehabilitation plans were realized and production started
sometime probably in 1925. The first gold was shipped
in 1925, and it became apparent, I think, to everybody
outside and the shareholders that this was a successful
enterprise and would continue to be successful, as it
produced about 35 percent of all the gold produced in
Russia.

At this time, Stalin was the head of Soviet Russia,
and he was never in favor of the NEP. He finally came
to the conclusion that it should be scrapped. So in
1930, he nationalized the interests in Lena Goldfields--
cancelled the concession rights, not only of Lena
Goldfields, but of other enterprises that were started
under the NEP. One of the most prominent mining ventures
was that headed by Harriman, who had a concession on the
very large manganese mines in the southern Urals. They
had a similar history of investment of foreign funds in
mines that were shut down during the revolution and Civil
War and eventually expropriated by Stalin. Harriman's
concession was an economic failure, as were most of the
approximately one hundred concessions granted under the
NEP at that time.

Swent: Was this Averell Harriman?

PM: His father. So Stalin had to have some kind of an excuse
for the expropriation, because under the concession terms
the Soviet government could not expropriate on economic
grounds. The excuse given was that the staff, headed by
my father, was engaged in counter-revolutionary activities
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and therefore were subject to indictment and court trial

- on that issue alone. Under the concession terms, any

disputes should have been tried in a neutral court in
Sweden, but the Russian government--the Stalin government,
contended that it was not a matter of disputing the terms
of the concession but was political treason against the
state by both my father and the nationals, and that the
case should be tried in Russia. The British shareholders
never accepted that, so in effect a trial in absentia was
held in Russia. My father was at that time in London.

In a short time the court reached the conclusion that my
father and some of his staff members and managers were
guilty of counter-revolutionary activities, and they
issued the verdict that they should all be shot.

I don't know how many of those whom my father hired
actually suffered that penalty, but I do know that a
number of them were exiled in Siberia. One of the persons
involved--who was my father's right hand man, was my
mother's brother, Paul. He survived, as I have mentioned
earlier, and I don't think he even suffered exile.

How aware were you at the time of this situation?
Well, we were in California.

Were you aware that this was happening?

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

The only thing that we knew was that father was safe
and was in London. We knew that the property had been
expropriated, but we didn't know the details. I learned
the details later from my father and from some information
that Consolidated Goldfields of London sent me in 1981.

Under the terms of the agreement, if either side
repudiated its terms, the company's properties should be
valued by an arbitration court. After repeated fruitless
appeals to the Russian government, the company submityed
its case to an arbitration court in Berlin. The Russian
government did not participate as a defendant. My father
was a witness, and the court finally awarded the satis-
factory sum of 812,965,000, which was close to what had
been originally invested.
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The soviet government, of course, refused to
recognize that award. After five years of the company's
efforts to have the award accepted by the Russians, with
no success, the matter was taken up by the British Foreign
Office. At length the Russians agreed to settle for
%3,000,000--850,000 in cash and the balance over twenty
years in non-interest bearing notes. In trying to sell
the notes at a discount, the best offer received was
£182,000 on a face value of £2,950,000. The shareholders
were divided on acceptance of this figure; the company
finally sold some notes and handed the balance of the
Russian notes to those who wished to hold out.

(Return to the interview transcript)

The Lena Goldfields company remained as an entity in
London and became just an investment company. It's
interesting that later on when I came to New York to
work for Newmont in 1945, the president and secretary
of Lena Goldfields--the only person looking after their
portfolio of investments at that time--whom I had met
casually in the 1920s when we were in Europe, got in
touch with me. My father had died by this time. Anyway,
this man discussed Lena Goldfields' investments with me
and asked me if I could suggest something in the United
States to invest in for the portfolio. I did so, and
my suggestion turned out to be very profitable. This
man was very grateful, and we kept in touch for some
years after that.

Would you care to tell what your suggestion was?

Tennessee Gas Transmission Company, which was then just
being formed, so they got right in on the ground floor,
so to speak. The stock appreciated and they made four

or five times their original investment.

Was this at the time of the TVA?

No, there was no connection with the TVA. Tennessee Gas
Transmission Company built one of the early trans-
continental gas pipelines. 1It's a highly diversified
company now. I think I made some other suggestions at
the time and they turned out positively also. I don't
remember what they were.

Was the Harriman investment involved in this same case?
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No, it was separate. And I don't know how that came

out. I was later told by some of the stockholders--
actually Benenson--that it was due to my father's

skillful negotiations in establishing the arbitration
procedure that led to Russian payment, as niggardly as

it was: The implication was that perhaps no other
concession was as well drawn up. My father had anticipated
the possibility of expropriation by the communist govern-
ment, and he negotiated the concession agreement with

that possibility in mind.

I regard the rather brief success of the concession
as somewhat analogous to the return of Napoleon after
his first exile in an attempt to regain power and finally
losing out to the English at Waterloo. Father started the
concession in 1925, and it was expropriated in 1930, so
it lasted only five years. It promised to be a brilliant
success, but it ended in failure. It really broke my
father. He became quite ill after that and had an
operation that laid him low. He went into retirement in
the south cf France for a number of years to try to
regain his health. That was the last really promising
venture he was involved in.

It must have been a terrible financial blow as well....

Yes, he recovered very little out of it, although the
company, when it finally closed its operations and stopped
making payments to its officers, recognized that my father,
as managing director, deserved a settlement. It wasn't
very large, as I recall--I believe he got something like
$60,000 or $70,000.
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ITI EARLY CAREER

Education

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

I started my education in the United States at
the age of ten in the second semester of the fifth grade
at the Lakeview Grammar School in Oakland, California.
This school was famous for its principal, Muller, who
was the father of the all-American football player of
the University of California, Brick Muller. While my
English was limited, I apparently learned fast and was
advanced to graduate from the eighth grade in two years.
I finished the four-year course of study at Oakland
Technical High School in three years, with the highest
honors, and I apparently drove myself to the point where
my mother and the doctors were alarmed .for my health.
My mother resolved to take me and my brother Andrew to
Paris for a year, where Andrew enrolled in the American
High School and I studied art and music (the violin)
and travelled extensively in France, Germany, Italy,
and Great Britain.

When we were in Siberia, I decided that I would
study mining engineering some day, and I never wavered
from that resolve. I enrolled at the University of
California in 1927 and pursued the metallurgical
engineering option at the Hearst Mining Building.

I was graduated magna cum laude in 1931 with a bachelor
of science degree, one of thirteen graduates earning
the degree at the mining school.
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University of California College of Mining

While at Cal I had the warmest personal relation-
ship with Dean Frank Probert and several qf the
professors, particularly the professor of metallurgy,
Ernest A. Hersam, with whom I discussed other subjects
such as the philosophy of William James, as Hersam
originally came from the Boston area. Professor Hersa:
taught me to respect the stamp mill as, in his view, i
was the most efficient invention for crushing ores and
recovering gold by amalgamation. Later, in my graduat
studies, Professor Gaudin arrived at the same opinion
through more sophisticated calculations based on "work
index." Still later, Fred Searls, my predecessor as
president of Newmont, showed a preference for stamp
mills at a time when they were no longer manufactured,
and he had to move that equipment from an abandoned mine
to a new mine that Newmont was developing. I did not
share that enthusiasm, first because stamp mills were
so abominably noisy (I ascribe my partial impairment of
hearing to being around stamp mills a good deal), and
later because I realized they were not applicable to
large operations because of their very limited capacity.

I remember my classmates at Cal, particularly
F. W. McQuiston, Jr., who became chief metallurgist at
Newmont and was later promoted by me to be a vice
president of Newmont Mining Corporation, and Tom
McClelland, who later became CEO of Placer Development
Company in Vancouver. As I remember him, Tom was the
most studious member of our group at that time.

In supplementing the account of my education, I
would like to mention that among the classmates who
graduated with me 'in 1931 from the University of
California was a fellow named Warren. He was several
years older than any of us and he kept pretty much to
himself. We really had very little contact with him--
he was so much more mature than we were. At any rate,
he finished with us and subsequently became involved in
tin dredging in Malaya and eventually became president
of one of the larger companies there that had American
as well as British stockholding. He was very highly
regarded--a very successful executive.

While I was absorbed by everything I studied at Cal,
I pursued other interests at the same time--and it was
not chasing girls, which I left for more prosperous years
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when I could contemplate marriage. Chess always
fascinated me as a game of intellectual challenge,

and having gained membership on the chess team of UC
in my freshman year, I pursued the game with such
absorption that my grades--especially in physics--
suffered to the point of possible failure in that
subject. Awakened to this danger, I dropped physics
and chess and concentrated on the other subjects in
order to revive my grades. I took up physics again in
the summer and passed the course. My other pursuit
was music; I joined the university symphony orchestra,
and played in the first violin section all four years
I was at Cal. I continued to take lessons from Michel
Piastro, the first violinist and concertmaster of the
San Francisco Symphony Orchestra. (Piastro was a pupil
of Leopold Auer, the world-famous violin teacher in

St. Petersburg, in whose class my father participated.)

While studying at UC, my outstanding experience
was Chemistry I, which was taught by Joel Hildebrand.
I remember being spellbound by his very popular lectures
held in a huge auditorium in the Chemistry Department
building that seemed to accommodate perhaps five hundred
students (probably an exaggerated recollection). Ever
since then chemistry has been the foundation of my
technical understanding of most everything I learned in
metallurgy thereafter, and I never forgot the "First
Principles of Chemistry" so lucidly presented in book
form by Joel Hildebrand. I have been surprised through
the years at how well I could understand the chemical
explanations of my associates concerning new advancements
and their efforts to control the multivariable phenomena
of leaching and other more occult processes.

(Return to interview transcript)

About your studies at Cal--try to go back to think about
what you felt then--what is your feeling about the value
of that in later life. Was it technological?

Actually, looking back on it, the mining school professors
were competent and very nice, friendly, understanding
people--but they were somewhat behind the times. I don't
believe that the academic instruction I received at the
mining school was actually of very high caliber.
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Were there any industry connections while you were a
student in the mining college? Were you getting
technical information from actual mining operations?

No, I wasn't. I did get advice from my father which set
me on the specialization I chose to pursue. He wrote to
me about a promising and newly-developing practice in
ore processing called flotation, and he suggested it as
a field of specialization that I might choose. At any
rate, the mining professors at Cal, especially Dean
Probert, were quite aware of what was going on in the
industry. Probert advised, for example, that between
their junior and senior years, the students should take
a summer job somewhere. I arranged my own summer job
through my father's connection with American Smelting
and Refining Company; Herbert Kursell, an employee of
ASARCO in New York, had spent some time at the company's
operations in Idaho, and he arranged for me to have a
summer job in Idaho at the Morning Mine.

This was in the summer of 1930; it was my first
exposure to real mining operation, and it was very useful
to me. I found the people who were then managing the
enterprise to be extremely nice and helpful. I made my
first contact with the general manager, Washburn, and
because my major was metallurgy, I was assigned to the
mill. The superintendent of the mill, Price, was per-
fectly willing for me to learn as much as I could.

At first he assigned me to the assay office, which
is normal and the proper thing to do because assayers
always appreciate additional help. I was a pretty good
assayer at the mining school in Berkeley. I learned the
routine very rapidly and became quite proficient. The
man who ran the assay laboratory was probably in his
sixties, and he had been an assayer all his life. After
a while we became very friendly, and he told me, "Plato,
you're a very good assayer, but the danger of being a
good assayer is that you may never get to be anything
else but an assayer. You better get out of here and do
something else." (laughs) I took his advice, went back
to Price and asked, "What else can I do?" Price then
exposed me to all the details of mill operations and
explained them to me. He also responded to my wishes
for experience in some of the operating procedures.
After I learned most phases of the milling operations,

I asked Price if it would be possible for me to work in
the mine, and he advised me to see the manager.
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What kind of mine was it?

It was a lead-zinc mine, a rather deep underground mine.
So I went back to Washburn and told him "I think I have
learned all I can learn in a short time in the mill.
Could I have something to do in the mine or outside?"
He assigned me to what is usually called in mining
practice the "bull gang." It is essentially a repair
and construction group. Many of the workmen in this
group were of Scandinavian origin--big burly fellows.
Being small and not all that strong, it was really a
chore for me to be on that gang because they had to do
a lot of things that required very heavy lifting. Once
they asked me to climb up on the rafters and attach the
block and tackle that they would use in order to 1lift
the heavy parts of a jaw crusher. I found it to be a
very, very tough job physically. Once when they were
moving some lumber, I was at one end of a long piece
and a burly Swede was at the other end. Somehow he
pushed this piece of lumber and hit me in the shin.

I nearly fainted from the terrible, painful blow.

I suspect it was probably the cause of a bone tumor
that I developed some years later.

At any rate, I did my job, and apparently I did
it satisfactorily enough. Then I asked to go down in
the mine underground. I was assigned to be an assistant
to the chief engineer, a young fellow; I helped him
survey the underground workings, and got some acquaintance
with mine practices. I had a pretty wide experience in
those three months, partly due to my own initiative in
trying to move from one job to another--to which the
management acceded very graciously.

You had no summer jobs before this one?
No, this was the first summer job I had.
Wwhat had you done those other summers?

Well, the summer before that, I spent most of the time
surveying. This was a required part of the course I

was taking in civil engineering. Incidentally, during
that summer job at the Morning Mine in Idaho, I had
brought my violin along. I practiced assiduously after
work every day. Then I found that there was a dance

band that could employ a violinist. So I joined the
dance band and was paid union rates without joining the
union. I played at a number of the dances they scheduled
practically every Saturday.
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PM: As a result, my reputation as a violinist expanded and
a lot of people, the miners and those that I met in the
mill, became interested in hearing me play. They said,
"We understand you're a serious violinist. Can we come
up and listen to you play?" I was for some reason very
annoyed by this. Finally four or five of them came,
and I thought, well, I really don't want to play them the
tunes they want to hear; I'll play something they probably
won't like and they'll leave sooner. So I played a
chaconne of Bach, a very complicated composition which
they didn't understand, and they were glad to leave.
I don't think that was very gracious of me. (laughs)

Swent: Did they pick on you at all because of being a Russian?

PM: No, never. I never had an inkling of any prejudice on
account of being a foreigner. The only time there was
any annoyance on this account was while I was in the
ROTC at the University of California. The sergeant who
was training the ROTC students couldn't pronounce my
name. He was very annoyed at that. (laughs)

Swent: In 1927, you spent nearly a year in France and England.

PM: Yes. Actually it was from mid-1926 to mid-1927, before
I went to the University of California.

Swent: That was after youﬁgraduated from high school?

PM: After I graduated from high school, right;

Montana School of Mines, Graduate Study

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

Nineteen thirty-one was not a good year in which
to graduate from the standpoint of seeking employment.
Because of my good academic record at Cal (I was a
member of Phi Beta Kappa and Tau Beta Pi and Sigma Xi
honor societies) and some research I had done in
flotation and chemical analysis, Dean Probert advised
me to seek a fellowship at the Montana School of Mines
in Butte, Montana, for attaining a master's degree under
the young and brilliant Professor Antoine M. Gaudin.
My research and later master's thesis was on the subject
of recovering fine particles in flotation, which were
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known to cause principal losses in the flotation process.
Gaudin also subjected his graduate students to micro-
scopic examination of polished sections of sulfide
minerals, which were extensively studied at the

University of Utah where Gaudin had his first professional
assignment. This study, including quantitative assessment
of the degree of locking of minerals to be separated,
served to give me a fundamental understanding of the
necessary metallurgical processes, grinding, flotation

and leaching, which was of great value to me throughout

my professional life.

I graduated magna cum laude with a master's degree
in 1932, and much as I tried, I was unable to find a job
in the industry. Discouraged, I even thought of pursuing
a musical career when I heard of an opening at the
Seattle Symphony Orchestra that paid $250 a month. After
some reflection, I chose to stay on for another year in
a job with the Montana Bureau of Mines (for $50 a month)
and continue my research with Gaudin. Those were the
worst times of the depression, and Roosevelt and Hopkins
conceived the WPA effort, which I joined to work on from
4:00 p.m. to midnight after the day shift with the Bureau
of Mines and my work with Gaudin--a total of sixteen hours
of work in a day. It supplemented my income by $150 a
month! '

Gaudin took on consulting work during the summer
for which he was paid. He got me to do the part which
required experimental work, but did not pay me. However,
it was extremely interesting, and I was glad to do it to
learn more about the application of experimental
techniques in the laboratory to difficult treatment
problems requiring practical solutions for industry use.

(Return to interview transcript)

One of the outstanding things that I remember doing for
Gaudin was testing ore from a budding enterprise called
Falconbridge Mining Company. This company was being
developed by a remarkable entrepreneur and very fine
geologist named Thayer Lindsay. Gaudin apparently
offered his services to work out the metallurgy of the
nickel ores of the property Lindsay had secured in the
Sudbury Basin in Ontario, Canada. This later became the
second most important mine in the Sudbury Basin after
International Nickel's mine. I think probably the work
I did was the first metallurgical work done on
Falconbridge ore. I spent most of the summer working
on it.
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Gaudin was absent on his other consulting activities
during all that time. Apparently he had sufficient
confidence in my ability to do the work that he didn't
supervise. He just told me what the problem was and
asked me to do my best. But he wrote the report on

the basis of my work. I gathered this was his practice.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

Those two years with Gaudin were extraordinarily
productive in my education. Gaudin would not tolerate
sloppy thinking, writing or research, and his exacting
demands made me realize how important it is to be
strictly logical and clearminded and to follow faithfully
the scientific method of analysis so as not to be led
astray in one's conclusions. These were principles that
guided my professional life and saved me from gross errors
in judgment.

A milestone for me was Gaudin's criticism of the
first draft of my master's thesis. After having read it,
he called me in to his office and said that he was
astonished at how sloppily the thesis was written, since
it indicated a lack of clear thinking, and he had thought
better of me. He proceeded to illustrate his critique by
tearing apart the sentences betraying lack of precision,
poor construction and indefinite conclusions. His
comments were like a thunderclap that suddenly cleared
my mind. I saw and accepted his criticism to be just
and proceeded to rewrite the thesis several times before
I was satisfied that it was terse and clear. This
experience served as a guidepost for the rest of my life
to be critical of everything I thought, wrote and did.

It truly transformed my whole process of thinking.

The other formative experience in Butte that influenced
nmy later life came about through my acquaintance and
later life-long friendship with Andrew V. Corry, an
instructor in geology at the Montana School of Mines.
Born in Montana, his father being a mining engineer,
Andrew had his university education in geology and liberal
arts at Harvard, was a Rhodes Scholar at Oxford for two
years, and then got stuck in Butte in 1931 because he
was unable to find a better job elsewhere. Andrew Corry
was a true intellectual with encyclopedic erudition about
everything, it seemed; he had a keen appreciation of
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music, was a singer, and had a searching, original mind
that caused him to study all his life. These attributes,
combined with a warm and intense interest in people
around him, made him an ideal teacher, sponsor and friend
to whom I could confide my innermost thoughts. My
association with him immeasurably deepened my understand-
ing of literature, philosophy and music, and encouraged
me to have a practical and positive outlook on life and
its foibles. He was a true renaissance man, and I became
his disciple. If I have any wisdom, I owe its beginnings

to him. I am flattered that he thought as well of me as
I did of him.

While at Butte I also made life-long friendships
with Robert H. Ramsey and Oscar F. Tangel, both graduate
students there and later metallurgical engineers whom I
eventually hired for Newmont. I also made friends with
two German exchange students, Gerhard Grassmuck and
Herbert Sommerlatte, both of whom had productive
international careers in mining and with whom I still
correspond.

An undergraduate named Roger Pierce took violin
lessons from me for a while (a welcome increase in my
income at five dollars an hour), but I advised him to
drop the violin in favor of more practice on the football
field. Roger later became a well-known entrepreneur and
the president of AIME (American Institute of Mining and
Metallurgical Engineers). I had very friendly associations
with many more students too numerous to mention, some of
whom went on to have good careers in the mining industry.

(Return to interview transcript) ##

What sort of work did you do for the Montana State Bureau
of Mines?

It was essentially test work on various ores--nothing

very significant; samples would come in to the Bureau of
Mines with a request for investigation of optimum
metallurgical treatment. I did the tests for them.

At the same time, I was continuing to work on the research
project which was the subject of my mastgr's thesis,
trying to elaborate it further with the idea that.perpaps
it might lead to a doctor's degree later on--but it did
not.
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I decided that the work I had done and the thesis I had
written might be worthy of publication, so I discussed
it with Gaudin. He seemed not to be very enthusiastic
about the idea, but suggested "All right, why don't you
inquire of the editorial board of the AIME Transactions."
I submitted my paper to them, and for a long time I had
no answer, even after I left Montana School of Mines.
Finally I got a response; my paper was turned down.

I was surprised because I thought my paper was as good
as some of the other papers that were accepted by them.

Somewhere I had made the acquaintance of the head
of the metallurgical department of the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology, Professor Charles E. Locke,
and it was he who told me that my paper had been turned
down; he was on the editorial board of the AIME. However,
he wrote me that he thought the paper was ‘an interesting
one and perhaps he could help me place it in another
journal. Later on I went to Cambridge, Massachusetts,
to talk with him. I learned from him then that Gaudin,
who was also on the editorial board, had recommended
against my paper--while all the rest of the editorial
staff had accepted it. Professor Locke helped me place
the paper in the Journal of Physical Chemistry, a more
prestigious publication.

I think the possible reason for Gaudin's action was
his annoyance with me~~because towards the end of my
tenure with him I became a little critical of him and
some of his practices. I probably expressed my criticism
somewhat undiplomatically, and he resented it.

I suspected that the incident would be the end of my
relationship with Gaudin, but it turned out not to be:
our relationship resumed on a friendly basis later on
when I became successful. (laughs)

Another element of my education--and I'm getting
ahead of my story a little bit, but it really related
to my study with Gaudin--is that eventually I did get a
job in California, of which I will speak later. However,
that job lasted only nine or ten months and I couldn't
get another job, so I decided to apply for a scholarship.

Excuse me, but the job that only lasted nine months was
the Montana Bureau of Mines job?

No, no. That lasted a whole year. ©No, this othgr job
I will speak of later was in California. I applied for
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and got a scholarship covering work towards a doctor's
degree at Columbia University in New York. The professor
upder whom I was to work was Arthur F. Taggart. The
significance of this episode is that Taggart was Gaudin's
professor when he attended Columbia University. Gaudin
was his most brilliant student--no question about it--

he was probably more brilliant than Professor Taggart,

although Taggart was very well known and very highly
respected.

The story I reconstructed later was that Gaudin,
after he finished and got his degree at Columbia Univer-
sity, had a very brief job in Mexico--something like a
year or a year and a half. Then he got an academic post
as an instructor of metallurgy at the University of Utah.
He stayed there for some four or five years before he
was invited to the Montana School of Mines as a full
professor. During that time he did remarkable research,
very innovative research, essentially on the process of
flotation. He was interested in the fundamental,
scientific phenomenon of the flotation of minerals.
Using fundamental principles of chemistry, he formulated
a theory that the flotation process was essentially
dependent on the surface chemistry of certain reagents
attaching themselves to sulfide particles which then
attached themselves to air bubbles.

At any rate, he wrote many scientific papers on this
subject and established a new school of thought and
interpretation of flotation which was both original and
contrary to the ideas taught by Arthur Taggart. For some
time Gaudin and he engaged in polemics in the scientific
press and in the mining press, and it became clear that
Arthur Taggart was quite annoyed with his former pupil
for going off on a tangent and disputing his theories.
Under these circumstances of latent antagonism between
Gaudin and Taggart, here was I--by Gaudin's own admission
the best student he ever had--suddenly applying for a
doctor's degree with Taggart!

When I first came to him, we discussed what subjects
I might research. I offered several topics that I thought
would be interesting, and he turned them all down.
Somehow he made it very difficult to decide what the
choice should be. Then he offered the following idea:
"Why don't you research the possible flotation of garbage,
which is an interesting subject." Well, I turned that
down. Finally he said, "I don't like any of the subjects
you've suggested and you have refused my suggestion, so
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I think the only course acceptable to me would be for you
to do research that would prove my theories on flotation
to be correct."

Taggart's theories were absolutely contrary to the
theories taught me by Gaudin, which I espoused. When I
realized that I had no choice but to accept what he had
offered, I decided to take a stab at it. Maybe Gaudin
is wrong, I thought, and maybe Taggart is right. Then
Taggart went off on a trip somewhere, probably a consulting
trip, so he didn't know what I was actually doing, and
I decided to research the literature to find out whether
any previous research had been done that might throw more
light on the subject. I was looking for an independent
opinion on which view was right. Because I had been
trained by Gaudin, I tended to assume his theory was right,
but I knew I had to make a critical examination of his
theories--because of Taggart's opposing views.

It was purely a chemical subject. I spent the next
three or four weeks researching the subject in the library,
and I chanced upon a very scholarly work by a German
professor named Freundlich on surface chemistry. I read
this book through very carefully; surface chemistry is
different from the kind of chemistry that deals with
compounds and their formation in aqueous solutions.
Entirely different forces and chemical mechanisms are
involved; surface chemistry was a new branch of science.

As a result of Freundlich's book and some other
papers I read, I became convinced that Gaudin was right
and Taggart was wrong. Then I had to reflect on the like-
lihood of my getting a doctor's degree in a subject that
essentially dealt with chemistry rather than metallurgy.
The professors who would make the final judgment on the
acceptability of my thesis would clearly be from the
department of chemistry; I knew some of them and was
quite sure they were perfectly well acquainted with
Freundlich's basic work on surface chemistry. It seemed
to me that if I followed a line of research that attempted
to support Taggart's theory, the chemistry professors
would find it unacceptable, whereas if my research ended
up supporting Gaudin's views, it would be unacceptable to
Taggart. I suspected that Taggart knew this; he chose
that subject because he wanted me to fail. At least,
that was my interpretation: he would be getting even
with Gaudin by failing his most outstanding student.

But maybe Taggart had no such motivation. I will never
know whether I was right or wrong.
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At any rate, it was perfectly obvious to me then that
my attempt at getting a doctor's degree would be
fruitless, and I had better do something else. So I
started corresponding with the people I had worked for
brigfly during the interim between leaving Montana and
coming to Columbia. I finally did get an offer of a
job in California, and that was the final sequel to

my scholarship attempt.

By the way, the scholarship was quite generous.
It was $150 a month, and they had deposited the entire
amount of $1,500 in my account in New York. When I
went to the admissions officer and told him I was going
to resign my fellowship, I said I felt I owed it to the
university to return the full sum. He was quite surprised,
but he said "I understand your motives--because you have
a job." Of course, I didn't speak of the controversy
with Taggart. The admissions officer said, "You don't
have to return what you've already spent." I'd been
there for about a month and a half and had already spent
maybe $200 of this money. I said, "No, I insist on
returning everything because this scholarship was given
to me for a Ph.D. degree and I'm giving it up and the
university is not getting anything. I think I owe it
to the university to return the entire sum." He was
amazed but finally accepted my offer, and his parting
words were, "Any time you want to have another scholar-
ship, just let me know. I'll be glad to grant you one."
That was the final phase of my formal education. I then
returned to California and took up the new job.

You were never tempted to be a teacher yourself?

I wasn't tempted, no, although I had opportunities to
do so later on.

Pan American Engineering Company, 1934-1939

I shall now go back to the period following my leaving
the Montana School of Mines. I returned to our home in
Oakland. While studying at the University of California
I had made the acquaintance of Dimitri Vedensky, who had
studied at the university earlier. I met him through
the chess club when I was a member of the chess team in
my freshman year. Vedensky was a prominent chess player,
and a very good one too.
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After graduating from the University of California, he
joined a small firm called Pan American Endineering
Company in Berkeley; this company did metallurgical
consulting work and also manufactured certain equipment
for mills. When I was looking for a job after leaving
Montana, I contacted him to ask if he had &ny idea

where I might find a job. Shortly after that he told

me, "I think I can get you at least a temporary
assignment with the Bradley organization." (The Bradleys
are a well-known mining family in California.) Vedensky
introduced me to a gentleman by the name of Hall who was,
I believe, a vice president of the Bradley organization
in San Francisco. They had a number of metallurgical
problems they wanted to examine. Vedensky consented to
my doing work for Alaska Juneau, one of the Bradley
companies that was active at that time, and he offered

the use of the laboratory at Pan American Engineering
Company to me.

For five or six months, I did metallurgical work,
making tests on various ores from properties that the
Bradleys had in California and Nevada, and also from
Alaska Juneau. Hall asked me to go up to the Alaska
Juneau mine and see whether the tests I made could be
applied there in order to improve their operations.

I spent perhaps two months at Alaska Juneau mill; having
installed Pan American Engineering flotation cells, and
also a jig for recovering free gold, I was monitoring
that equipment and at the same time observing other
conditions in the mill.

It took me a very short time to discover that the
milling practices employed at Alaska Juneau were not very
efficient nor very modern. For a long time Alaska Juneau
reported losses (1903-1927) except for one year, 1924,
in which $90,000 income was earned. They started making
modest profits from 1928 to 1933, which is the last year
I have records for that company. Their ore grade was
low, just under 0.05 ounces per ton. Their operating
costs were very low; in 1933 only fifty-four cents per
ton while recovery from production was eighty-one cents
per ton, which led to operating profits that year of
$1,081,425. The first dividend ever paid was $584,000
in 1931, followed by $720,000 and $1,101,700 in the next
two years.

Were they still using stamps?
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No, they were not using stamps. They were using ball
mills, but the surprising thing to me was that these
ball mills were obviously misused. The then current
practice was to install ball mills on a closed circuit
with a classifier, which resulted in a circulating

load of sands to be reground in the mill. However,

the ball mills at Alaska Juneau were in open circuit
without a classifier. This was the first installation
of that sort I had seen. They were trying out the idea
that they could get more tonnage through the mills by
injecting a strong stream of water into the mills to
wash out the ore more rapidly. They did not achieve
the proper grind, so they did not get the tonnage they
desired. The grinding operation was inefficient.

I criticized this but I didn't get anywhere. I thought
the whole operation was poorly run.

Who was running it at that time?
L. H. Metzgar was the general superintendent.
Was Phil Bradley still there?

Yes, he was the president at that time. That brief
period of employment at Alaska Juneau gave me an inkling
of practical mining operations, an additional experience
to what I had gained in my junior year at the Morning
Mine.

I don't believe that my efforts to sell Alaska
Juneau on the flotation machines and jigs were success-
ful. The mine shut down shortly thereafter, and while
I knew something about mining, I didn't know too much
about it. I think I came to understand some of the
problems that Fred Bradley (Phil's uncle) had in mining
Juneau ore. I met some of the Russian refugees--actually
White Russian officers--who were working for Alaska
Juneau. Because they were military men, they were brave,
perhaps even foolhardy: they were the ones who were
willing to man the draw points in the mine. ##

The ore in Alaska Juneau was highly silicified--
essentially quartz ore, which, while it was.fractured
broke into very coarse pieces. The draw points were
continuously choked by very large lumps of ore that .
could not pass through the size of the openings provided.
The chore of those attending the draw points was to
climb up these draw points, place dynamite charges in
so-called mud packs, and blast them from below. This
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was a very dangerous job, because you could never know
exactly when the blocked ore might move and suddenly
come down. There were accidents--some fatal, I believe.

As I mentioned previously, the ore was very low
grade. It is understandable that in seeking to minimize
costs, the idea of mass mining on a very large scale
would come to mind. They instituted a very large mill
so as to get as much tonnage as possible, but the methods
they used were misapplied, in my opinion, and so the
Bradley enterprise ended up a failure. I arrived at this
conclusion later after I had gained more experience in
mining.

Did you have any opportunity to observe other mines in
that area?

Alaska Treadwell was on the island opposite Juneau and
it extended into the channel; in mining there they got
too close to the sea bottom, and the back finally broke
through and the mine was flooded. That mine is still
there, flooded with seawater. It was a higher grade
mine than Alaska Juneau.

But that happened twenty years before you were there.

Yes. At any rate, I stayed there for only a short period
but the visit was of great value to me in learning
something about practical mining and about the problems
that can arise in a mine and mill.

Did you have any experience at that time with any of the
Newmont properties?

No, not at that time. Well, after that I came back to
California and couldn't find another job, and then I
applied for the scholarship to earn a doctoral degree
at Columbia as previously related.

And then back to California again?

Yes, back to California and Pan American Engineering
Company. This time Vedensky offered me a permanent job.
It took some negotiation before it was settled. He was
offering $120 a month, I tried to hold out for $150 a
month, and he won out. I went to work for him for $120
a month--but it was a permanent job, so I felt satisfied.

This would have been in 19342
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Yes, in 1934.
So $120 then was worth more than it is now.

Oh yes, it was. It was a very interesting job, too,

in that--despite my youth--"Dee" Vedensky practically
turned over to me most of the test work that came in
from the companies for which Pan American Engineering
wgrked as consultants. I worked for them for nearly
five years, and I must have tested many hundreds of
samples from many, many mines in California, Nevada,
Oregon, Arizona, Idaho, Colorado and Montana--nearly
the whole western area. The main reason for all this
activity, and the reason I got the job, is that in

1934 President Roosevelt changed the price of gold

from $20.67 an ounce to $35.00 an ounce. This increase
stimulated the search for gold ores, and production
from old mines was resumed. Western mining came alive
again, especially gold enterprises. We were there just
at the right time.

Testing and Selling Jigs

Pan American Engineering Company manufactured three basic
pieces of equipment. One was the Kraut flotation machine
invented by a German metallurgist named Max Kraut. He
also improved the Crangle jig. Jigs are gravity concen-
tration devices that had been used for many, many years
essentially for lead ores. The standard jig used for
that practice was called the Hartz jig.

Kraut recognized that the Hartz jig would not be
altogether satisfactory for gold ores. The characteristic
of the Hartz jig is that the pulsations of water through
the bed were very slow--forty or fifty pulsations per
minute; at this rate the downstroke which closed and
tightened the bed would not concentrate gold efficiently.
However, using very fast pulsations, the bed could be
kept in suspension permitting the gold gradually to
settle and concentrate in the hutch (lower compartment)
while rejecting the gangue over the end of the jig.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)
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What Kraut did was to improve a special pulsating
valve attached on the side of the Crangle jig so that
it would pulsate three to five hundred times per minute,
activated by water pressure. It was a rubber valve, and
the rate of pulsation depended on the quantity and

pressure of the water passing through it. It worked
quite well. ‘

The pulsation rate was important; the recovery of
gold by the jig was affected by the kind of ore--whether
coarse or fine-~and its specific gravity. We didn't
have an instrument that could measure the pulsation rate
of this valve, but I could judge fairly closely by ear
alone what the pulsation rate was because of my musical
training; I was used to playing at a fast tempo many
notes to a given beat, and was thus able to count a beat
for every five or six pulsations.

(Return to interview transcript)

This ability helped me to adjust the pulse rate to the
optimum. Vedensky used to laugh at me and claim that
I was only imagining that I was counting accurately.
He was musical also, but somehow he never applied that
ability to this problem.

I may mention in passing that Vedensky was quite a
good pianist. During my work for Pan American Engineering,
he and I frequently got together to play sonatas and
other pieces for violin and piano. Our mutual interest
in music cemented our friendship.

I knew him too, but I didn't realize he was a musician
also.

He was a good pianist. When he first came to this
country and went to college, he didn't have any outside
financial support. He earned his way by playing the
piano during showings of silent films. He improvised as
he went along and became quite professional at it.

In addition to my friendship with "Dee" Vedensky,
I had a rather warm and friendly relationship with Vic
Bramming who was chief engineer for Placer Development
Company. They had an office in the Russ Building in
San Francisco. Their fame was based mainly on their
very bold and successful efforts at developing and
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operating the Bulolo gold fields in New Guinea. They
developed a placer gold field there in a most
inaccessible area, and brought in by air dredge parts
for erection in the field. They designed the Placer
jig and pioneered its use for gold recovery. Through
Vedensky's friendship with Vic Bramming, Placer
Development Company awarded the license to manufacture
these jigs to Pan American Engineering Company. So
Pan American had three products to sell: the Kraut
flotation machine, the Crangle jig, and the Placer jig,
all specially designed for the recovery of gold.

One of my responsibilities--besides doing
metallurgical testing on a consulting basis, was selling
some of this equipment for use in the operations for
which I worked out a successful metallurgical solution.
I was thus a consulting engineer and a salesman at the
same time for some five years, and I travelled very
widely throughout the West. I have notes of some of
these trips and names of the people and companies that
I served. Some of them I made repeated visits to, and
to some I succeeded in selling the equipment, and to
some I didn't. I spent probably 60 or 70 percent of my
time travelling, and about 30 or 40 percent of my time
at home base doing metallurgical consulting work.

How did you travel?

By car-—-company car. I travelled tens of thousands of
miles every year all over the West.

Did you ever get to New Guinea? To Bulolo?

No, my activity was in the western United States. The
only diversion from that was in connection with Placer
Development's stockholding in a gold dredging enterprise
in Colombia. I was asked by them to test Placer jigs

on dredges they operated there. I spent a good part of
some two or three months doing that.

Where in Colombia was that?

They had one dredge at Asnazu, which was close to Cali,
and several at Pato, on the Pato River, a tributary gf
the Magdalena River in the jungle in northern Colombia.
There were four dredges at Pato, served by a large
mining camp. My demonstration of the jig was.successful
and they eventually installed jigs on all their dredges.
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I also visited a successful dredging operation in Alaska,
near Fairbanks, owned by United States Smelting and
Refining Company. There again, I spent two months in
demonstrating the superior performance of the Placer jigs
compared to the riffles that were installed on their
dredges. There was a very comical incident in connection
with that work.

The general manager of that operation was a man
named Hopkins who had once been an employee of a security
company, and he also had a military background. He was
not very well liked, because he was a martinet and had
very rigid notions of how to treat people. He mistrusted
everyone he did not know very well. When I arrived and
began my testing, I found to my amazement that the gold
I recovered in the testing procedure was taken away from
me--I wasn't allowed to weigh it to appraise the merit
of the jigs. The company weighed it and the results were
kept secret from me. Hence I was working blind for the
two months, not knowing whether the jigs were successful
or not. At the end of my demonstration period, I surmised
that I had been successful, because while I didn't weigh
the product, I saw the product, and saw that gold was
being recovered. Judging from previous experience, I
felt sure the jigs were doing a better job than the riffles.

I went to Hopkins and told him that I would like to
have the results of the gold recovery in order to write
a report and my recommendations. He told me that I
couldn't have that information, that it was secret, and
they were going to make their own recommendations.

I said, "This is unheard of. I'm a consulting
engineer and I have a reputation for honesty. I'm not
going to misuse the information. You can examine my
conclusions, and there's going to be no possible suspicion
of any doctoring of the results in the way I work."

"No, you cannot have them."

"Well," I said, "in that case, I guess my service
to you is ended right here," and I stalked out. I was
supposed to complete my report before I left, but as soon
as I got back to Fairbanks, I called up the airline and
booked a passage for the next morning. I was terribly
angry and put out over Hopkins' lack of confidence in me.
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Strangely enough, very early the next morning--probably
about six o'clock as my flight left at eight, Mr. Hopkins
telephoned me to ask what I was doing. I told him I was
leaving at eight o'clock, and he said, "Well, don't leave,
because I want to see you." So I cancelled my flight

and went out to see him; he said to me, "Here are the
results so you can write your report." As I had expected,
the results were positive. I wrote the report in a few
days, and I recommended putting in the jigs. I then took
the report to Hopkins and he read it while I was there.

He complimented me, saying, "It's a very good report and
I think we will probably follow your recommendations."

Just before I got up to leave, he said, "I want to
talk to you about something else. You know this is a
seasonal operation, don't you? We operate only in the
warm weather, and in the wintertime we shut down. Of
course, we have to keep some personnel on hand to guard
the equipment. I leave during the wintertime; would you
like to have a job to replace me during the winter?"
(laughs)

Quite a turnaround!

Quite a turnaround. It didn't take me very long to say
no to that, because what was the point of my being a
caretaker during the winter when there was nothing going
on? I thanked him for the confidence, but I turned him
down. (laughs)

So he did trust you after all.

After all. Let me say one more thing relating to that
period. The application of jigging was a pioneering
effort. Nobody had ever applied jigs to gold operations
in the United States; Placer Development put jigs on

their dredges at Bulolo, but no one had applied them for
the hard rock mines in California and other Western states.

Many of these hard rock ores were not necessarily
free-milling gold ores; many of them--particularly in
underground hard rock mines--had sulfides in them,
usually auriferous pyrite. The practice most often used
was to float the pyrite and then ship the flotation
concentrate to a smelter for recovery of the gold combined
with the pyrite. Some mills ground the ore very fine and
cyanided it to recover the gold. We found that in most
ores, some part of the gold was free from pyrite, and



81

depending on the degree of grinding, it could be
recovered efficiently by gravity in a jig installed

in the grinding circuit. Before, a partial recovery

of free gold was usually achieved with hydraulic traps
in the ball mill discharge before the material got to
the classifier. These ball mill traps also concentrated
the fine steel particles formed as a result of abrasion
of the liners and the steel balls in the ball mill.
However, the recovery of gold in a trap was lower than
that in a jig.

In order to assess what recovery could be made of
free gold relative to the degree of fineness of grinding,
I developed a laboratory technique which I called
'simulated jigging.' It was very simple: I used an
ordinary gold miner's pan to concentrate the gold. ##

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

I directed a jet stream of water into the sample
of ground ore while shaking the pan, thus keeping the
ore in suspension; this allowed the gold particles to
settle to the bottom of the pan and caused the rest of
the ore to flow over the rim of the pan. This action
produced results very similar to actual jigging.
I found I could predict the recovery very closely--within
five to ten percent of actual commercial recovery. After
reading my report, mill operators would usually ask me
what kind of experimental jig I used, and I would reply,
"It was not a jig. I simulated jigging action in a
miner's pan." They would say, "That's impossible.
We don't believe it." But when they compared my test
results to the actual results achieved when the jig was
installed, then they accepted my test as a reliable tool.

Of course, it did require a certain skill to do
simulated jigging! The technique helped me a great deal
in my sales efforts when I went out to install jigs for
customers whose ores I had tested in the laboratory.

(Return to interview transcript)



PM:

Swent:

82

The Deep Cell Pilot Test at Morenci, Arizona

Another phase that I think is of some interest was our
involvement in the testing of a new flotation machine
which came to the attention of Vedensky. The inventor's
name was Drake, and he called his flotation machine a
Drake deep cell. At that time most flotation machines
were two to four feet deep, but Drake's deep cell was
something like fifteen feet deep. The theory was that
it would have a higher capacity because of its greater
volume. Air was introduced through the revolving
impeller near the bottom of the machine where the
hydraulic pressure was greatest; the compressed air
bubbles would consequently be very small to begin with,
but they would gradually increase in size as they rose
to the top because of the diminishing hydrostatic
pressure, thus collecting the sulfide minerals into the
froth more efficiently. That was the general theory,
and Vedensky thought well enough of it to embark on its
development.

We knew of a large pilot plant being planned by
Phelps Dodge for the Morenci orebody in Arizona. This
orebody was huge, and Lou Cates, then the head of Phelps
Dodge, decided to build the most modern mill he could,
using the best equipment that existed in the world at
that time. They decided on a pilot mill with a 10,000~
ton-per-day capacity, in which seven different flotation
machines would be tested. In addition, a number of
different makes of full-sized ball mills, classifiers,
filters, and thickeners were to be tested--a very
expensive effort in all.

Pan American Engineering decided to enter this
competition with the new Drake deep cell, .which was
unique, and I was charged with the responsibility of
trying to prove out this cell against others in the
pilot mill. This campaign of piloting various equipment
lasted about two years—--and for two years I commuted
from Berkeley, California, to Morenci, Arizona, which
usually took two days each way. I made four or five
trips a year, and stay each time for about two weeks.
There were some junior metallurgists who assisted me,
but I was the one responsible.

Were there other people doing the same thing?
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All the companies. I was competing against six other
companies--and Pan American Engineering was one of the
smallest. We were competing against Dorr Oliver,
American Cyanamid, Western Knapp, General Engineering,
and others. The results of our effort are recorded in
a paper that I wrote for the Engineering and Mining
Journal together with Bob Ramsey, who was then working
for me.

I will just mention the surprising discovery I made
during that effort. I began to suspect that the deep
cell concept as it was explained to us by Drake was not
working well in practice. I was not able to get any .
greater capacity in the deep cell than in other cells
of the same areal dimensions but much shallower. So I
became convinced that the depth of the cell served no
purpose at all. I recommended a radical change, which
Vedensky allowed me to carry out: I said, "I think we
can demonstrate that the depth idea is of no use, and I

propose to sand up the cell so that, in effect, I'll have
a shallow cell."

I did this, and of course Drake was outraged because
his whole theory would be proved wrong. Nevertheless,
I succeeded in proving that I was right and depth had
nothing to do with either efficiency or capacity. And
certain other changes that I made demonstrated that a
simple "hog trough" with impellers was all one needed
for an efficient flotation machine. The metallurgical
results were good, perhaps even better than those achieved
with more sophisticated concepts such as controlled flows
to reduce short-circuiting, for example, as was incorpor-
ated in the Fagergren cells produced by American Cyanamid.

I was not privy to the actual results of all the
competing cells, only to those of our own, but I was able
to get some information from time to time because I was
friendly with all the competitors and they would
occasionally disclose their results to me. I'm satisfied
that the hog trough idea worked and that we had the
simplest cell--and it was cheap to build. So I was quite
disappointed that the final choice of the flotation cells
for the mill was the Fagergren cells. I suppose they
were chosen because American Cyanamid was the largest
company and had contacts with top executives of Phelps
Dodge in New York. At any rate, they finally accepted
a cell that I felt was actually not the best cell at all.
We failed in our attempt there, but it was an extremely
interesting experience and I learned a lot.
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I think this ends the summary of my experience with Pan
American Engineering Company. While I was involved
essentially in the metallurgical aspects of every
operation that I had anything to do with, inevitably I
observed the mining aspects as well. For example, I
learned quite a bit about dredging--what makes a good
dredge master, what makes for good and bad dredging
operations, and what sort of problems are encountered.
I learned a great deal about placer mining and the
reliability of prospecting with churn drills. Most of
the hard rock mines that I visited were small, but I
also visited Newmont's underground vein mines in Grass
Valley, California, in those days the largest mining
operation. I tried to sell them jigs; Frank McQuiston
was metallurgical engineer at the Grass Valley operation,
so I renewed my acquaintance with him. We did install
some jigs there.

At any rate, those five years served not only to
enlarge my experience and gain confidence in my ability
to solve metallurgical problems, but I also learned--by
association, you might say--a great deal about mining
and about evaluating mining properties. I learned how
mines were operated, what makes for an efficient opera-
tion, what kind of organization is required, and the
management style of one company as compared to another.

You probably met a lot of people that you later got to
know well.

Yes, I did.

All right, well, this is a good time to stop.
##

Would you like to expand just a little bit on one
statement that you made in one of your writings about
"management innovations?" I believe you said there were
people who were technological innovators and management
innovators, and I thought you might want to speak in
more detail about innovations in management that you
observed.

Yes, I think it was in a recent speech in Phoenix that I
referred to that rather exciting period after the price
of gold had been raised to $35 an ounce, and many of the
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0ld mines became economic again at the new price when
they were not before. The price rise also‘spurred
interest in finding new mines. The emphasis--at least
in California--seemed to be on finding new placer mines.
Placer mining had been practiced there for a long time,
ever since 1849, and yet many of the place¥s in the
more remote areas, especially in the Trinity Alps, for
example, were largely overlooked; there had been some
small mining efforts made there by prospectors in early
times, though.

Dragline Dredges

One of the things that made these small mines and some of
the lower-grade placers economic was the dragline dredge
idea that was developed--I believe--in California. The
methodology of mining these placers resulted from the
conclusion that the placer was too small to afford the
luxury of having a large, expensive bucketline dredge;
you had to have something different that would cost
considerably less. The technology involved in these
dragline dredges limited their use to shallow placers,
and as I recall, up to around thirty feet in depth was
typical of the smaller placer deposits.

The new method was conceptually very simple, only
nobody had tried it before. It consisted of using a
small dragline on shore--on solid ground, that is, which
because of the length of the boom and the way it operates,
could drop its bucket into a pond, dig- into the bank, and
then dump the bucket into the hopper of a floating dredge.
Because the method used only a single bucket, it was not
very productive and could not dig as much gravel as the
bucketline dredges. But it was cheap, and the floating
dredge was actually only a concentrating plant equipped
with a perforated trommel in which the gravel was washed
and screened; the undersize would flow over the riffles
with mercury where gold was caught and amalgamated, and
the oversize would stay in the trommel and be dumped
onto a conveyor which discharged the gravel into the
pond. The principle of a moving pond with the recovery
plant is the same as in the bucketline dredging practice,
but the digging is different.

Did you need the same number of employees?
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No, many fewer employees, and much less power was required
so the operation could be mounted on a shoestring. When

I speak of innovations, I mean this kind of technological
innovation which used existing equipment in a new way.

All these operations were relatively small and most
of them had no more than one dragline dredge. Of course,
larger operations had several bucketline dredges, such as
Yuba Consolidated Dredging, and Natomas Dredging near
Marysville. (For a tabulation of the dragline dredges
operating in California, see the appendix.)

Obviously these small enterprises had to be very
economically run, and I observed that the operators were
usually not just professional managers, but owners as well.
They had the entrepreneurial instinct. They kept expenses
to the minimum, even in prospecting. They did not drill
out the streambed on a regular pattern; all they wanted to
find was an indication that there was gold, and then they
would take a chance that the gold occurrence would continue.
Of course, some of them failed because the gold did not
continue or the deposit turned out to be too small. But
some of them with better judgment would drill with long
intervals between holes to assess the approximate length
and continuity of the placer without getting a precise
measure of the total yardage available. In other words,
they drilled only as much as would give them a probability
of success but not assurance. In operating, they in effect
prospected with the dredge and the dragline as to how far
they should go from one side to another to determine the
width of the placer to be mined.

It took a lot of very close supervision as the gold
was being recovered, because in effect they were doing
sampling and recovering at the same time. The people in
charge had that sort of sixth sense about what they were
doing. To keep costs low, the managers did their own
accounting and payrolls and purchasing of supplies. As
I recall, some of these dragline dredge operations were
run by perhaps only five or six people.

Because of the concentration on smaller objectives,
which the very large companies shunned, there was a
multiplicity of these small operations. In a sense, they
were like the Forty-niners--they started out with an idea,
very small means, and a great deal of enthusiasm and
entrepreneurial spirit. Of course, those who were able
and knew something about technology prospered and
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succeeded better than others who didn't. In trying to
sell jigs, a new technology, I visited mostly the more
successful operations. I didn't see many failing
operations, because they could not afford innovative
practices for recovering gold. When I visited these
operations, I used to offer to demonstrate the advantages
of jigs by testing one that I would install on their
dredge. Most were very reluctant to spend any more money,
but I found them enterprising enough to listen and to be
interested in the story that I told them. Sometimes I

would show up without any prior notice. I did make some
sales, but not many.

Did you play any role as a bringer of information? Did
you bring information from one operation to another?
Did they question you about what other people were doing?

Yes, I did that. As I gained experience and learned more
about jigs and their application, I could recommend a
more efficient use to the new customers.

By the way, you asked me earlier about the labor
situation. Most of these operations were non-union.
However, the larger operations had unions. Unions at
that time were not very aggressive because there was
very little activity in mining before then, and the
renascence of activity was welcomed by labor; they didn't
want to disrupt the more successful operations and the
rising employment. At the same time, the longshoremen
in the San Francisco area were very militant, and they
created a union attitude and union strife all along the
coast that hurt the San Francisco port very badly.

The general strike was early in the thirties, wasn't it?
That's right.
Did that affect you at all?

No, it did not seem to. At least I was not aware of the
fact at any of the mining operations that I visited.

But I do know that the larger operations, such as those
of Newmont in Grass Valley, did have problems with the
union--especially in the later thirties and in the early
forties before they were shut down.

Shut down by government order, we should say.

By government order L-208.
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What about the coming of the war? Were you aware of this?

I was very much aware. I kept up with the international
developments from newspapers and radio, and I felt we were
moving inexorably toward a war. I believed that Hitler's
intentions were to perpetrate a war, and his delaying

tactics were a camouflage to gain time for building up
military strength.

I remember very well that at that time I met the
girl who was to be my future wife, and we discussed this
subject quite often. I was fearful of the future. If
war did come--and I felt it would, I knew it would change
our way of living, and that of the whole world, radically.

Managing Mines

The second phase of my professional activities followed
soon after the work I did for Pan American Engineering
Company in trying to promote its flotation machine in
Morenci. My father, who by that time was established in
New York, was trying to find other things to do. He
didn't think much of my job; he thought that selling
equipment was something beneath the dignity of a budding
mining engineer. "All you're doing is peddling machines,
and what kind of an occupation is that? You should quit
that. You should get into production rather than just
be a peddler." But I didn't have an opportunity to get
another job.

Finally, through his connections in New York he
heard of possible mining prospects in Argentina owned by
a Cuban named Acosta. He made a deal with Acosta for the
right to examine the properties, and he asked me to join
him. I took leave from Pan American Engineering, and he
and I, together with Arthur Corry, a mining engineer and
the father of Andrew Corry, whom I mentioned earlier,
went to Argentina by ship in 1938. There was no air travel
then. We examined a tungsten prospect in the Cordoba
province and a gold-copper prospect in the Andean foothills
near the town of Chilecito.
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El Oro Mine, Argentina, 1941-1942

We turned down the tungsten mine, but the copper-gold
prospect seemed interesting. Father made a deal to
develop it subject to his raising financing in New York.
I went back to Pan American Engineering while father was
arranging financing, which he succeeded in doing with

Brown Brothers Harriman, a well-known investment banking
firm in New York.

Based on our initial examination, father decided

that there was enough ore showing in the adit driven on

the vein at the gold-copper prospect to justify building

a mill. He suggested that perhaps Pan American Engineering
might design the mill; he also asked if I would arrange it
so that Pan American would both specify and actually buy
the equipment. Pan American agreed to do the job for a
fee, and I then engaged Allan James.

The design of the mill was undertaken by an engineer
at Pan American named Frank Collins, a first-class mechanical
engineer. He had extensive experience with Cerro de Pasco
Corporation in Peru and had been at Pan American for a
number of years. He and I were very good friends. He also
helped me choose the proper equipment, including a diesel-
driven power plant, which was required because there was
no public power available. Allan James was sent down to
Argentina to construct this mill from the designs that we
had prepared at Pan American Engineering in Berkeley.

Was there a mine there already?

No, it was a prospect in which there was an adit on the
vein. We had to develop it to prepare it for production.
The commitment was made to build a mill before the mine
was developed. ’

Initially the development was entrusted to a young
man named Len Norton who was a son-in-law of Les Bechaud,
a partner and the manufacturing superintendent at Pan
American Engineering. Development was turning out
favorably, so that by the time the mill was constructed,
we did have a mine that could start producing.

That always helps, doesn't it?
(Laughs) The only problem was that Len Norton, who had

actually worked for one of the Newmont mines in the Grass
Valley district, instituted the shrinkage method of
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mining at El1 Oro, mainly because he knew this method
from his experience with Newmont. The shrinkage stoping
method consists of mining the ore and letting the broken
ore accumulate in the space created by mining. It was
drawn out only to allow space for the miners to drill
and blast the back, while standing on previously mined
broken ore. 1In effect, only part of the ore mined was
drawn out until mining of the ore block was finished.
However, Norton did not prepare enough stopes to feed
the mill capacity and the enterprise faltered. In this
crisis, my father asked me to be the manager of the mine.
He had visited the mine and had seen what was wrong.

So I quit my job at Pan American and went to Argentina.
The company offered me $500 a month--the magic figure

I had established for marriage. (laughs) However, it
was too early to commit myself to marriage. I wanted

to see how the mine was going first and whether it would
be successful.

At any rate, I went down, and I named Allan James
assistant manager. (He had been in charge of constructing
the mill before that.) He was a very good engineer, and
we proceeded to correct the situation by doing enough
development to mine the ore and by changing the mining
method to open stoping. The mine soon began to produce
at the rate that the mill needed feed. This was my first
management job, and my background for management had been
only what I had observed at other mines. I tried to
organize the operation on a sensible and most economical
basis.

It became perfectly obvious to me that I needed
additional staff, and I finally got a chief mechanic,
an engineer, an accountant, and an assistant accountant.
These were all staff people that I got together in
Argentina.

How was your Spanish?

I mentioned that I had been previously sent by Pan American
Engineering to Colombia, and I tried to pick up Spanish

at that time. When I got to Pato, where I stayed for

about a month and a half, I became friendly with a French
mechanic employed there who was a mechanic on a French
submarine during the First World War. Since I spoke

French fluently, I spent more time with him than with
anyone else and my learning of Spanish lagged. During

my second trip to Argentina by airplane, which took six
days (we stopped overnight), I did nothing but study
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Spanish. By the time I got to Argentina, I already
knew enough Spanish to be able to understand and do a
little speaking. From there on I tried to increase my
vocabulary and perfect my fluency by reading newspapers
in Spanish, reading books in Spanish--even English books
that were translated into Spanish. I did finally learn
enough to dictate letters in Spanish and conduct nego-
tiations with the authorities. Later, when I went to
Costa Rica, I became quite fluent in Spanish; I spoke

it well and wrote it well.

The duration of our operations at El Oro was not
long; the attack on Pearl Harbor took place while we
were there. We just couldn't believe that most of the
Pacific fleet--which we had thought to be invincible--
could have been destroyed in one day by Japanese bombers.

How did you get this news?

Got it by telegraph. But later on it was confirmed in
detail in the newspapers. It was a tragic event and we
all wondered what it would lead to. Would it lead to an
invasion of California by the Japanese, or what?

Were you in contact with any of the Germans?

No, this was before the Germans were interned in Buenos
Aires as a result of the naval battle that Germany lost.

You had no German employees or staff?

Yes, we did have a German employee, actually a German
who had emigrated long before the war by the name of
Lilienthal. He was our agent in Buenos Aires. He was a
loyal employee. Incidentally, in the very early days

of developing the mine and before I came to Argentina,

I recommended to my father that Andrew Corry be sent to
look after the business side in Buenos Aires. I also
recommended a mining engineer whom I knew at the Montana
School of Mines by the name of Grassmuck as a suitable
person to run the mine.

Grassmuck was there for a while in charge of
development, but my father didn't like him and finally
fired him. Andrew Corry became convinced that we were
doing the wrong thing in building the mill without
adequate development of the mine. However, my father
insisted on proceeding, so Andrew resigned.
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(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview.)

The war went on, and it became more and more
difficult to continue operating and to secure supplies.
At one point my father came down to look at the mine
to decide what we were going to do next and to see if
these difficulties could be overcome somehow.

In returning to Buenos Aires to discuss the situ-
ation, we thought we would save money for the company by
bringing a gold shipment ourselves instead of having
Lilienthal do so, as was the custom. The New York
financing parties had become quite disturbed because
the profits from the mine were meager. They had an
English representative in Buenos Aires; when he learned
that the gold was not going to be transported by
Lilienthal, he considered it highly irregular despite
the fact that we delivered it to Mr. Lilienthal in
Buenos Aires to be scld by him. Whether it was
communication about this to New York, or the general
dissatisfaction there that caused the action, I don't
know, but we were advised that the Malozemoffs were no
longer needed and a substitute manager was on the way.
The substitute, a mining engineer from Colorado, didn't
do any better--or did perhaps worse, because the mine
was shut down very shortly thereafter anyway. My father's
reaction to the debacle in Argentina was typical of him.
Instead of being depressed by it, he took it all as a
joke and could hardly stop laughing at the turn of events.
(laughs) It just didn't seem to bother him at all.

I should mention the mill superintendent I personally
chose for the job. I got to know him in California when
he did a job for Pan American Engineering. Wing Lew was
a Chinese-American engineer, a graduate of the University
of California Mining School. I was quite impressed by
his intellect, his ability, and his experience in milling.
He was a little younger than I but he had some three or
four years' experience as a mill operator and was willing
to come to Argentina. He married Clara shortly before
that, a charming Chinese girl born in San Francisco, as
he was.

I sent him to Argentina before I became manager
there, and he was engaged in the construction of the mill
together with Allan James. He was a most careful, very
meticulous engineer--practical and sound. He immediately
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saw that the mill's lifeline was going to be the power
plant, a low-speed Fairbanks Morse diesel Engine. For
the mine we had bought a Swedish spark diesel engine.

(Return to interview transcript)

And where did you get your diesels from?
United States and Sweden.

Came down by ship?

Oh yes.

On the East Coast, the Atlantic Ocean?
Yes, by way of the Atlantic Ocean.

So there were problems?

This was just before the war. The equipment for the

mine was shipped before the U-boats started operating
in the Atlantic Ocean.

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview.)

Wing Lew suggested that his responsibilities should
extend to the Fairbanks Morse diesel, as well as the mill,
to which we all consented. He searched high and low for
an Argentine diesel man, and he found a well-experienced
one in Chilecito. Together they established preventive
maintenance procedures and the diesel engine never failed.
For the Swedish spark diesel, I hired in Buenos Aires
the diesel mechanic who worked with the inventor of this
engine in Sweden and was his agent in Argentina.
Unfortunately, he was an alcoholic, which caused us a
lot of trouble. But he maintained the engine well and
was always alert to any sign of trouble with the engine,
even when he was drunk.

Wing Lew was absolutely a first-class operator as
well as a first-class engineer. The better I knew him,
the more respect I had for him. He turned out to be
brilliant in anything connected with mechanical problems,
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and, gurprisingly, also with investment or other financial
decisions. His judgment seemed always right. He was an
excellent bridge player, too--better than anyone else in

the camp, and he turned out later in his career to be an
excellent over-all manager.

(Return to interview transcript)

After the El Oro Mine shut down, he stayed in Argentina
and joined St. Joseph Lead Company, and in a very short
time moved into management. He did a fine job with the
Aguilar Mine, first as mine superintendent and then as
mine manager. Later he became the managing director of
the company in Buenos Aires. He became well acquainted
with the banks and the leading industrialists in Argentina
and was highly respected, despite the very difficult time
after the war during Peron's incumbency, and ruinous
inflation. By understanding how to deal with inflation,
he invested the company's funds during the period when
they were not permitted to expatriate them for dividend
purposes, and in effect he maintained the value of these
funds in spite of the inflation through judicious
investments--which he made all on his own. He was really
guite a remarkable person, and he remains a good friend
of mine.

Is he back here now?

Yes, he is. He is now retired, but before retirement he
had advanced to become an executive vice president of
St. Joseph Lead Company here in the United States. ##

Abangarez, Costa Rica, 1942-1943

Prior to his coming back down to Argentina, my father

was working on another project together with Herbert
Kursell, who was then employed as a vice president of
American Smelting and Refining Company in New York.

They heard about a gold mine that United Fruit Company
had in Costa Rica, and they approached the United Fruit
people to try to get a lease. The company had left the
mine in the hands of some former members of local manage-
ment and others as leasers, and the mine was being
operated by them on a small scale. Father and Kursell
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argued that they could do a better job than the local
leasers, and they succeeded in getting a lease which
would be owned by a partnership consisting of my father,
myself, Mr. Kursell, and Mr. Montejo, a Costa Rican
businessman.

Before the lease was signed, father and I went down
to Costa Rica to inspect the mine. I did most of the
investigation and collected ore dump samples which were
assayed in the local assay laboratory. I examined the
underground workings and took samples there. My father
was not too well then, and he delegated most of the
effort to me.

I recommended to my father that we not take the
lease. I said that yes, we could probably get some
profit out of the mine, but at best, it would not be
very large because the remaining ore was essentially
in the pillars that were left by previous operations.
We'd be scratching for ore all the time, and it would be
very difficult to mount a reliably continuous operation
since we did not know how much ore had been left behind
in this o0ld mine. I felt it needed some investment for
modernization, but there was no assurance that one could
get back all the capital invested.

My father disagreed; I think this was sort of a
move of desperation on his part, and perhaps he sensed
it might be the last venture in his life. He was already
in his sixties. We argued and he became quite heated
about it. Finally I said, "No, I don't think we should
do it. I don't want to be involved in this." He replied,
"Well, all right, you're free to go. I'll manage it."
I thought, "Oh, my God, my father is sixty-two years
old, and apparently not very well--and now to manage this
mine--he can't do it physically." I knew he meant it,
though, he was so determined: he was going to do it no
matter what.

I was afraid it was going to be a failure, and I
thought it would be terrible for my father to end his
working life with a failure. So I decided, well, maybe
we ought to take a chance, and I said, "All right, I will
stay and be the manager of this enterprise, although I
don't believe in it." To myself I said that it would be
better for me to go through the experience of failure
than to subject my father to it.
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So, anyway, the lease was signed and we proceeded. All
my recommendations for modernization of the facilities,
especially the cyanide plant and the flotation plant,
were accepted. We raised some money, and I put my only
savings--about $10,000--into the partnership in order

to provide the capital for this venture along with the
other partners.

Did yau also borrow money from a bank?

No, initially we tried not to get involved with the banks,
al;hough later we had to. We raised money from our
private funds, and the total amount wasn't very large.

Were you a target for the army at this point? How did
you manage that?

I was registered in California but was never called.
I offered to come back for service but got no reply.

I worked very hard at Abangarez. I made peace with
the previous leasers, who were former United Fruit
managers or staff people. They were somewhat resentful
of us because we were instrumental in the termination of
their lease from United Fruit Company; they had been
making some money out of the operation. But they
consented to stay on with us, and I worked out an agreement
that their lease concept would still be maintained by us.
They were sort of secondary leasers of the mine and would
get a share of the gold that they produced.

That must have been a rather touchy negotiation.
Yes. There were four of them who were operating the mine.
Were they Costa Ricans or Americans?

Well, one was a Spaniard, one was an Englishman, and two
were Costa Rican--and there were also two Americans
involved. One was Duncan--a typical Bostonian, but he
was not a leaser; he had chosen to retire there. The
other was Price, who was our employee and ran the flotation
mill. Anyway, I established very good relations with

the leasers. They trusted me; I trusted them. We made
it a cooperative enterprise since we were all interested
in making profits. It was agreed that I would make daily
trips to the mining operations, which were located within
about ten miles of where the mill was and where we lived.
So I made the rounds on horseback, twenty miles or so a
day, every day except Sunday.
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And the name of this place was.... .

Abangarez. It is on the western side of Costa Rica
facing the Pacific Ocean, in an area inland from the
Golfo de Nicoya and Puntarenas, a little port in the
gulf which was a terminus of the one railrbad that Costa
Rica had from the eastern coast to the western coast.

Most of our supplies came from the east, from the
Gulf of Mexico side, where they were unloaded at Puerto
Limon, the only port on the eastern shore. Our supplies
arrived at the port and were carried by railrocad to
Puntarenas. There was a road from there to Las Juntas,
a small village about five miles from the millsite, to
which delivery was made by ox cart. We had no road to
the mine--it was really a trail, and it could be
negotiated either on horseback or by ox cart. We had
no jeep, no four-wheeled wagons or trucks of any kind.

Mining proceeded with enormous investiture of time
by me in order to keep things going and keep track of
what the leasers were doing. I also did the underground
mine surveying for them. I was especially careful and
involved in the milling of the ore they produced in
order to make the proper distribution of the proceeds.

This is gold again?

This is gold, yes. We had a cyanide plant where I lived,
for cyaniding the gold-bearing pyrite flotation concen-
trates. We recovered the gold and threw away the barren
pyrite concentrates after cyanidation. There was a
flotation mill at a mine some miles away that was
producing the concentrates, and these concentrates were
transported by muleback and ox cart to the cyanide mill
where we lived. It was not a cheap operation, but we
employed very few people. We managed somehow for a time,
but then I decided that we needed help because I couldn't
quite handle the whole thing. I offered the job of
assistant manager to Allan James, who had left El Oro by
that time, and he accepted.

It was before Allan's arrival that I felt lonely
and decided it was time to marry. Originally I had
planned to get married in Argentina, where I built an
apartment for us at the El Oro Mine, but that plan could
not be realized. And for a while I was so discouraged
that I didn't want to tell Alexandra about our debacle
in Argentina. I was certainly remiss, and for some four
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or five months she had no word from me and wondered what
happened. Since this was during the war, she attributed
my silence to poor communications due to the war.

I finally wrote to her to ask if she would mind coming
down to Costa Rica so we could be married. She came and
we were married in San Jose. We didn't have a honeymoon,
I didn't have time for a honeymoon; so right after the
marriage we came on back to the mine. She rode horseback
up to the mine together with me.

How did she get there? How did you travel from....

Well, that was difficult. She had to come down from

California by way of Mexico City, and then on by way of
Guatemala....

By train?

No, no, by air. But because we had military forces going
back and forth, she was bumped in Mexico City and could
not communicate with me. I was waiting for her in San
Jose on the day she was supposed to arrive, but she never
appeared. She had to wait until she could get a plane
seat. Every day I would go to the airport to meet her,
only to be disappointed, until she finally arrived three
or four days later.

I was interested that you mentioned flying to Fairbanks.
There must have been airplanes up there very early then.

That was in 1936, I believe. By that time Pan American
was flying DC-3's to Fairbanks. They stopped several
places on the way.

Now when you went to Costa Rica yourself, you went down
the coast by boat?

No, we went by air.
Again by air?

Yes. In Costa Rica itself we flew between San Jose and
Las Juntas. The Costa Rican airline had several trimotor
Fords, which were obsolete and no longer flying in the
United States. To keep them flying despite the inability
to get spare parts, they cannibalized some of the planes
they had. It was always a hazardous experience to fly on
these planes. They were so old that they could be fairly
termed ramshackle.
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One time I made a trip to San Jose and the plane had to
make its regular stop at Puntarenas, which also served
as a small military base for the American Air Force.
This trimotor I was flying in was so old that some of
the seats were no longer properly anchored and slid back
and forth if the plane banked too steeply. The plane
was absolutely full of villagers from Las Juntas bringing
their live turkeys and chickens and what not to the
market in Puntarenas to sell them there. As we were
about to land, all of a sudden one of the American war
planes started to take off, and if we had continued our
descent, we would have landed right on top of it. Our
pilot banked very sharply to the left, right over the
bay. The door flung open and the chickens and turkeys
were abandoned as everybody grabbed something to keep
the seats from sliding through the door. The chickens
and turkeys all slid out the door and were flapping in
the air around us as we were banking. We landed safely,
though, minus the chickens and turkeys. (laughs)

The trimotor Ford was the workhorse of a lot of mining
camps.

That's right.
They were wonderful planes.

Once, when my wife met Maria, my father's second wife,
in San Jose, they both came back on a trimotor Ford.
The little landing strip that we had at Las Juntas also
served as a cow pasture--it was merely a grassy area.
The normal landing practice was to make a false pass

at the cow pasture and scare the cows away so the plane
could land. The plane made the usual pass and then
landed, but something went wrong; it landed in a soft
place and sort of ‘'semi-crashed. I was there to meet
them, and I ran out to the plane and found that nobody

was hurt. The plane got stuck in the soft place and
half-overturned.

It must have been quite an adventure for her. She'd
never been out of San Francisco?

I think that it was her first experience of a crash.
I've never experienced one in all the flying I've done.

How long did she live in Costa Rica then?
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We were there for a total of nearly two years. After

the first year, I suddenly developed a pain in the lower
part of my leg. It got more and more painful with time,
and the only way I could keep the pain down was to take
aspirin. Finally I decided it required medical aatention
and I sought it in San Jose. The medical help there was
very limited; I went from one doctor to another. Everyone
had a different theory about it. Some thought it was the
sciatic nerve; others thought it was some other kind of
nerve disease. They tried all kinds of remedies, including
that of injecting me with bee poison, which was horribly
painful. They even tried an injection based on rattle-
snake poison--the shock from which presumably would give
me relief from pain. Well, that didn't help either.

With the pain getting worse and worse, we finally
decided to seek medical attention in Mexico, where, after
several false diagnoses, I was examined by a doctor who
was trained in the United States. By the way, none of
the previous doctors had considered taking an X-ray. It
was my wife who insisted that an X-ray of the leg be taken.
It was finally taken, and the first doctor who looked at
it proclaimed that I had a hole in my leg. "I know just
what it is," he said. "It's a parasite that gets into the
bone and curls up in the bone and eats it away, which
causes the pain." That sounded rather improbable to me.

I went to another doctor and he took another X-ray.
It turned out not to be a hole, but a bump on the bone.
Apparently the single previous X-ray was taken from the
wrong side, and the bump appeared as a shadow. The final
diagnosis was a bone tumor. The American-trained doctor
recommended a biopsy. He said that if the biopsy showed
malignancy, he would operate to remove the tumor. He said
he would not know until he made the exploratory operation
whether the tumor was so extensive that the leg would
have to be amputated. They put me to.sleep, and I didn't
know whether I was going to wake up with a leg or without
one.

Well, it turned out to be only a biopsy, and he found
that the tumor was benign. For some reason he did not
proceed to cut out the tumor. Apparently the part he took
out for examination was, however, sufficient to stop the
pain for a while. I went back to Costa Rica, where the
pain revived, and within six months it became intolerable.
I decided that the best thing to do was to have the
operation properly done in the United States. I wrote to
my father about it and he arranged an operation in a New
York hospital by a famous bone surgeon. But I'm getting
ahead of the story.
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Our gold mining operation at Abangarez became more and
more threatened as we began to exhaust the reserves of
various materials and supplies. Anticipating their
complete exhaustion, I wrote to my father in New York
that we must, we absolutely had to have some supplies,
and I enumerated all the supplies that we needed. This
was now 1943. It was after the famous order, L-208,
that shut down the gold mines in the United States.

The authorities refused to give a license for export of
supplies because it was for a gold mine.

Somehow my father managed to convince the top man
in procurement, who was then Paul Nitze; today Paul
Nitze is a well-known figure involved in disarmament
discussions with the Russians. Father argued that this
little mine was in Costa Rica, which was close to Panama;
Panama was a strategic area that the United States would
defend against possible Japanese or German incursions,
and Costa Rica was so close to Panama that it was in the
U.S. interest to keep the Costa Rican government closely
allied to the United States. Hence it was important to
keep such industry as there was in Costa Rica going.

Paul Nitze finally bought that argument and allowed
our supplies to be bought and shipped. They were loaded
on a freighter and the ship came into Puerto Limon in
the evening to be unloaded next morning by longshoremen.
All our supplies were on this freighter, especially the
cyanide, which was used to recover gold. During the
night, a German U-boat torpedoed the ship at the dock
and sank all the cargo in deep water. All the supplies,
including the cyanide, were of course ruined, and there
was no chance of getting the permit to export again.
That closed our enterprise. It failed for lack of
supplies--but it would have failed eventually anyway
because there was not enough ore. I think I was right
in counseling my father not to take on this lease.

So, in effect, one failure followed another failure.
In the process, I lost all my savings, got a tumor on my
leg, and finally left for the United States to have the
tumor removed. (laughs)

And a bride!

She left before me to have a baby in California. It was
the low point of our life. However, the tumor operation
was successful, and I was soon on crutches looking for
another job. Andrew Corry helped me to identify a
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possible position that I could have with the OPA (Office
of Price Administration), which was then in a sort of
partnership with the WPB (War Production Board) in the
administration of the Premium Price Plan which was

designed to help maintain maximum production of strategic
metals in the United States.

Office of Price Administration, Washington, 1944-1945

And were you working then with Jim Boyd?

No. It was OPA, and the man who conceived the OPA was,
I think, Hopkins. The head of it was Chester Bowles,
who later became ambassador to India.

So this was in 19442
In 1944, the beginning of 1944.

And you moved to Washington?

I moved to Washington, by myself, on crutches, and I was
on crutches for something like three months and had to
commute back and forth between the office and the little
room I had rented. It was in the same house where Andrew
Corry stayed when he was in Washington. At this time he
was a minerals attache with the U. S. Embassy in India.

I had to trudge up and down three flights of stairs on
crutches. (laughs) BAnd then there was the trial of
getting to work in a taxi; when taxis weren't available,
I had to get on a bus, with the crowd pushing and shoving
to get on as well. Washington was overflowing with
people during the war and there was a shortage of
everything. I was always the last to get a taxi, or get
on a bus, because on crutches I was not as agile as the
others. It was a very hard time.

It must have been a rather exciting time to be in
Washington, though.

Well, I found it burdensome and difficult, and I was
exhausted by the end of the day from physical exertion.

The OPA and War Production Board had a small staff
of engineers to handle the Premium Price Plan work. The
two committees, acting separately, analyzed the same
applications for financial help needed by most applicants,
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because the prices of copper, lead, and zinc were frozen
at very low levels. The purpose of this effort was to
prevent inflation from getting out of hand.

Were you dealing only with those three metals?

Yes, except for by-products like molybdenum, gold, and
silver, essentially with three nonferrous metals, copper,
lead, and zinc. There were only a few mines that were
able to operate at that time at the very low set prices.
Most found that their costs were rising during the war

for various reasons, and they needed help from the Premium
Price Plan. The OPA and WPB committees were expected to
exercise the final judgment on what help was needed or
whether, instead, production adjustments might achieve

lower costs. The goal was to try to do it as economically
as possible.

The procedure required that when an analysis was
done, OPA and WPB had to agree on conclusions and make a
joint recommendation to Metals Reserve, a government
agency which was created to disburse the funds recommended
in our analysis. They also had engineers who checked our
analyses before funds were released.

What sort of analyses were you doing? Were you actually
running a chemical laboratory?

No, no. This was financial analysis based on operating
and financial data that were furnished by the companies.
We had to project their needs for six months to a year
ahead, basing such projections on our understanding of
the data furnished and our own judgment of the probable
future of the operation.

Did you accept their data, or did you go out and check it?

We were told that if we had any reason to feel that we
needed more data or felt we needed to check what was pre-
sented, we were to make a field trip to examine the mines
and talk with the operating people to decide if changes

in assumptions were needed. I did a lot of travelling
for this purpose.

The head of the OPA committee was Jesse Maury, a
very bright, young mining man from Butte, Montana. His
father had been the mayor of Butte at one time. His
administrative assistant was Middendorf, a small-mine
manager from Idaho. He was not well gqualified for judging
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PM: the merits of the analyses we produced, but he was a
charming person with the intelligence and wisdom to

understand and sometimes contribute to what we were
doing.

I worked there for about a year and eight months.
Because I was conscientious and tried to work as fast
as possible, I acquired the reputation of being the
fastest analyst in this program. Some of the other
analysts were older, some were retired, and some consid-
ered the job as a sinecure and had no desire to be fast.
This was typical in some of the civilian war efforts in
Washington. I didn't feel that way. I think my rate
of analysis was about three times as fast as the average
of those people who were working with me. They weren't
very sympathetic to the way I worked, because I sort of
showed them up. The companies who submitted their
problems to us sent their executives along to explain
the data, and in this way I got to know most of the
executives of the major producers of copper, lead, and
zinc at that time, which served me in good stead later,
after the war.

Swent: What were the mines that you were analyzing?

PM: Some of the major mines. All of the lead mines of
St. Joseph Lead Company; some of the Newmont mines,
among them the Resurrection Mine, the Idarado Mine--
both of them in Colorado, and the Magma Mine in Arizona.
American Smelting and Refining came for help for their
Coeur d'Alene, Idaho, lead and zinc mines. 2inc smelter
operators came for help, because they felt that their
rates should be raised owing to inflation; since I was
a metallurgist, I was assigned to handle their problems
in addition to the other mine operations I handled.
We had six or seven analysts, and I think I did half of
the work submitted to us. All the applicants considered
me a very conscientious analyst---one who quickly
understood their problems and got out my reports
expeditiously so they got financial assistance sooner.

Swent: Your recommendation then was passed on to whom?

PM: It was first sent to the WPB, but the WPB staff did not
make as detailed analyses as we did. They usually went
along with our recommendations--and mine were never
questioned. Our reports then went right on to Metal
Reserve. As a matter of fact, very few of the analyses
produced by the OPA committee were questioned or returned
by either WPB or Metal Reserve.
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My handling the analyses of some of Newmont's mines
later led to my job at Newmont. Magma Copper Company
asked for financial help to exploit zinc ore in its
Superior Mine in Arizona; although Superior produced
copper throughout its life, there were some zinc areas
in the upper levels of the mine. Magma thought that
producing zinc might help the war effort, so I went
to the mine to look over this scheme. I came to the
conclusion that it would be uneconomic to mine the
zinc stopes--production would be too small to justify
helping them. I consequently turned down their
application.

I'm not sure that Newmont was convinced that this
was a commercial enterprise. They thought that if they
got enough financial help from Washington, they might
be able to produce zinc, but otherwise it was not
commercial. They did not seem too disappointed at the
turn-down. I suppose they regarded my analysis as the
proper analysis.

The other Newmont-owned mine that came for help
was the Resurrection Mine in Leadville, Colorado. It
was a lead-silver mine with some zinc content. Part
of the mine was very old and had been operated in the
past from time to time but it had been shut down because
it couldn't make money. Fred Searls, the head of Newmont
at that time, just prior to the war decided on geological
grounds that certain areas were not fully prospected
and perhaps had somewhat higher grade ore which would
be commercially profitable. Indeed, his geological
guess proved to be right; after development the mine
started producing, but costs increased and they did
need some help.

After reading their application, I felt I needed
to understand their problems better, so I made a trip
to the mine. I spent about a week there climbing around
and examining the stopes, appraising their current
operations, and considering the geological possibilities.
I came away with a positive impression and a conviction
that it was worth while helping this mine so that they
could raise production.

Had you met Fred Searls at this time?
I met him in California one time when I worked for Pan

American Engineering, but he really didn't remember me.
The Resurrection request was handled by Philip Kraft and
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Alexander McNab, both of whom were vice presidents of
Newmont. I had the closer contact with Philip Kraft.

At any rate, as was customary, I wrote a rather
comprehensive report of my findings; I described the
geology, mining, and milling, and evaluated the promise
of their exploration effort to locate additional ore,
and I gave my report to Philip Kraft. Later on, after

I came to Newmont, Philip Kraft, who followed the
operation of the mine and was familiar with the opinions
of the Newmont geoclogists as to the promise of the mine,
told me that my report was the best report they had in
their files. That is what led him to become interested
in me as a possible employee for Newmont.

There was another incident that illustrates some
of the problems you run into in Washington handling
applications for financial help. I was in Idaho,
analyzing whether financial help should be given to one
of the mines that belonged to American Smelting and
Refining Company, when I was approached by a geologist
representing a number of other people who were trying
to develop a mine of their own. He was a very good
geologist and I was impressed by his story. I told
him that what he was telling me would qualify for an
application for help from our Premier Price Plan, and
that I would be glad to take it to Washington and make
a recommendation if I came to the conclusion that the
exploration and development they were planning justified
help. When I got the application, I wrote my report
recommending financial help.

After I advised the geologist of this, I got a
letter from him with a check for $500. I replied
immediately, not referring to the check but simply
returning it to him, making it clear that I couldn't
possibly accept it as a government employee. This is
the kind of problem one has to be careful about when
working in Washington.

Were you ever pressured in any other way when you gave
a negative report?

Oh, yes, by a lot of arguments. No threats, but strong
arguments that I was wrong, and I didn't know what I
was talking about.

At any rate, to complete that story, the war came
to an end in 1945, and I knew it was coming close to
an end during our campaign against the Japanese. So I
began to look around to see what my next job was going
to be because I knew the Washington job would terminate
soon.



PM:

107

I reserved several indications of a possible job. One
was with American Smelting and Refining Company in their
metallurgical department which my father helped line up.
I had an offer to come and talk about it in New York.
The other one, much earlier, was with Freeport Sulfur
Company. During the war they learned about a possible

copper mine in New Guinea, what is now the famous
Ertzberg Mine.

The origin of this mine is interesting. The outcrop,
which was spectacular, was noticed, as I understand it,
by Dutch military pilots as they flew over that part of
the country during the war. The presence of this very
prominent outcrop came to the attention of the Freeport
Sulfur Company, and their chief geologist, Forbes Wilson,
was assigned to examine, and later to explore and develop,
it. They were getting ready to do this and were looking
for engineers, so I applied for a job. This was while I
was still on crutches. Forbes Wilson interviewed me at
one of the social clubs in Washington. When he saw me
come in on crutches, he must have thought, "Oh, my God--
send this fellow to New Guinea? No way am I interested
in his services." I tried to convince him that the
crutches were not permanent, that I was going to be all
right, but he was not interested. We wasted the time at
lunch and no offer was made.

There was another offer that was also in Southeast
Asia which would have required almost immediate absence
from the United States. I looked upon that opening as
being sort of a last resort, as I didn't particularly
want to get away from the United States at a time of
reconstruction after the war, when I knew that the areas
in Southeast Asia would take a long time to recover.

Then, as a result of my analysis of the Resurrection
Mine, Philip Kraft got in touch with me and suggested
that there might be a job for me with Newmont. Having
got to know Newmont and some of their people, and knowing
something about Fred Searls, I said yes, indeed, I was
interested. Eventually, while I was still working for
the OPA, and perhaps two or three months before peace was
signed with the Japanese, Fred Searls offered me a job as
an assistant to a geophysicist whom he had hired, who was
going to do exploration for Newmont in the western United
States. This man had convinced Fred Searls that he had
a unique method of interpreting magnetometer results.

Not knowing much about geophysics, Fred Searls hired him
to do the geophysical prospecting. He thought it would
be a good idea to also employ an assistant to sort of
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PM: watch what this man was doing. He offered me that job.
Not being a geophysicist, I decided I wasn't gualified
and turned it down. I'm glad I turned it down, because
had I accepted it, I would properly have been very
promptly fired, because it turned out that this man was
a fraud--and he was fired.

I let Kraft know that I was interested in a job in
headquarters in New York. It took some time for Philip
Kraft to convince Fred Searls that they needed additional
help in New York. Finally he got Fred Searls to inter-
view me. One of my sponsors with the WPB was a man named
Barker, a prominent mining engineer whom Fred Searls knew
well from the time he was involved in the early development
of Northern Rhodesian copper fields. A luncheon in
Washington was arranged by Fred Searls, to which he
invited Barker; it seems that Barker had earlier written
several letters to Fred about me.

I later saw the letter that Fred Searls wrote from
Washington to Philip Kraft after his interview with me.
In his letter he wrote, "This was a curious lunch.
Barker never stopped talking, and he was like a hen trying
to protect his chick, Malozemoff. He extolled his virtues
and claimed that Malozemoff was qualified to do almost
anything. It wasn't a very impressive performance, and
I paid very little attention to it." (laughs) Fred asked
me a number of questions to which I replied modestly,
without trying to boast about my accomplishments. It was
really a very cursory interview. He didn't delve into my
experience.

I guess he was being pressured vervy hard by Philip
Kraft and even by McMNab that he ought to hire me, so he
said, "Well, what are you earning here in Washington?"
I said, "My salary if $4,800 a year." He said, "I'll
offer you $4,200." I suppose he thought that would be
the end of my interest in the job, but I accepted it
right there! (laughs) This was early in September or
maybe late in August, 1945. In late September, I think,
peace was signed with Japan. On October first I moved
my little family to New York to take up the job with
Newmont.

Swent: By then your family had come to Washington?

PM: Yes. I brought them out about a year and a half before
that. We had quite a time in Washington trying to find
a place to live, because the city was overcrowded during
the war. Finally I got a summer lease on a very nice
house in Westmoreland Hills, a suburb of Washington.
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The lease was only for two months while the owners were
away. It was a fine house, too expensive for us, but

my wife was delighted because there was a garden and it
was in a very nice neighborhood. But because our lease
would come to an end within two months, I started looking
for another place to live right away. I c®uldn't find
anything at all at first. Finally I found a little
apartment in southeast Washington, in a not very good
area, but I decided to take it. Eventually we moved in
with our newborn son, who was only a few months old.

The former tenants of this apartment were young
nurses, and they had army boyfriends on furlough visiting
them from time to time. They came, I suppose, from the
Far East. At any rate, the place was in a mess when they
vacated it, nor was it very clean. We tried to clean it
up as well as we could. I think it was the first or the
second week we were there, when our baby boy, who was
sleeping in a crib, woke up and started crying. My wife
rushed to him and saw that he was covered with bedbugs.

This reminds me of the memoirs that my mother wrote,
and her experience with her babies in Siberia--the same
experience, exactly the same thing. I never thought I'd
see bedbugs in America! In the search for bedbugs and
their habitat, I had to take the crib apart, and I
discovered the bugs in every mortise hole. We sprayed
the crib to kill the insects, and then we traced the
bedbugs to the master bedroom which was probably first
infested with them. There were problems with cockroaches
as well. At any rate, we finally cleaned up the place.

It was a very difficult time and place to adapt to
and arrange a good life. We had very little money to
spend, and the work that I was engaged in was strenuous.
We were anxious about our future when the war would end
and my job in Washington would terminate. It was not a
happy time for us, but we faced it courageously. ##

Children: Alexis and Irene

The last mention of children was when your wife was just
about to have one child. He was born in Washington, and
then you suddenly jumped us up to New York and two children.
You might say briefly where you decided to live in New
York.
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Our first child, a boy, was born in California, in Santa
Rosa. It was before I came to Newmont, when I was in
Washington. Our second child, a girl whom we named Irene,
was born four years later in Long Island, New York, after

I joined Newmont. Both these children turned out to be
wonderful people.

Your son, I presume, is named Alexander?

Alexis. Alexis had a brilliant, absolutely brilliant
scholastic record. He was a National Merit Scholar, and
from the time he left secondary school, he didn't need
any money from me at all to pursue his further education
because it was all paid by scholarships. He was probably
the best student that the Country Day School in Greenwich
had ever had--that was a grammar school, and I think he
was among the three or four best students that Andover
Academy, in Andover, Massachusetts, ever had.

He finished summa cum laude in physics at Harvard,
followed by three years at Stanford University where he
got his doctor of science degree. He followed that with
a whole year of post-doctoral study and research at Oxford.
Before he went to Oxford, he joined IBM in France for a
summer job; he apparently created a very favorable
impression during this summer job, and IBM wanted to hire
him permanently as soon as he graduated from Stanford.

But he said he wanted the post-doctoral year at Oxford,

and they offered to wait for him for another year and then
hired him right after that. He's been with IBM ever since,
in research. Lately he's been designated as a coordinator
between the research and the application on super-
conductivity. He's done very well with IBM.

He's also an excellent musician--he plays the piano,
and for a time even considered the possibility of having
a concert career; but by himself--without any influence
from me--he decided that he probably was not good enough
for that and he'd better take up science.

And does he have a son named Plato?

No, but he has three sons now.

But he's broken the tradition.

He broke the tradition. Although the youngest son is

named Alexis after him. His other two boys are Andrew
and Michael--and Andrew was named without my son having
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remembered that Andrew was my grandfather's name on
mother's side, and also my brother's name.

Where do they live?

They live in Mount Kisco, New York. I see him and his
family quite often.

Our daughter turned out to be also quite brilliant.
She went first to Country Day School in Greenwich, then
to Rosemary Hall in Greenwich for her secondary school
education, and then to Radcliffe College where she
majored in fine arts. Shortly after that, she decided
to go to London and audit some courses at the London
School of Economics, essentially on town planning.
The reason she was interested in that is because in her
senior year at Radcliffe, she made contact with Jim
Rouse, who was then developing a new town near Washington
called Columbia. She worked for him in the summertime
and was greatly impressed by the whole concept of
creating new towns that improve the life of the people,
and the idea of separating the workmen from the pro-
fessionals and yvet integrating them at the same time.
She decided she wanted to know more about it, and that's
why she went to the London School of Economics where
they had an outstanding department dealing with that
subject. In auditing, of course, she wasn't earning
any credits, but just for fun she wrote the required
papers for the course. The professor was so impressed
by her papers that he finally convinced her to take
credits for what she had done and obtain a master's
degree.

In fulfillment of the master's degree requirements,
she wrote her thesis on a subject that apparently had
not been handled by previous researchers nor by people
connected with town planning. Most town planning up to
that time had always been done by architects and
sociologists who implemented their own ideas of what the
people would like. Irene's idea was to find out directly
from the residents what they thought of the new town.

So she went house to house with a questionnaire and then
wrote a study which for the first time indicated what the
people liked about the plan that was imposed on them and
what they didn't like. It was such an original study at
that time that the faculty urged her to stay on for the
degree of doctor of philosophy in the same subject. And
so she got a Ph.D. at the London School of Economics.
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She married shortly before completing the thesis, but

she did complete the thesis afterwards. Then she and

her husband, who is a doctor, moved to the Boston area
and she joined a consulting firm in Cambridge that took
on contracts with the U. S. government. Their clients
were government departments such as HUD (Housing and
Urban Development) and HEW (Health, Education and Welfare)
which dealt with either aged or handicapped people and
provided housing for them. She turned out to be an
absolutely first-class analyst, and not only did she
analyze, but she was able to propose schemes for improve-
ment of what the government was doing. She became very
valued in Washington. Every time she would appear with

a new project, she would be told, "Irene, we will probably
give this project to you provided you manage it."

She has two children; her oldest is now (February,
1989) nine years old. She's our oldest grandchild, a
girl named Alexandra--named after my wife because she
was born on the same day that my wife was born. The
second child is a boy and his name is Jonathan. He's
about two years old now. Irene had to quit her job
after about three or four years in order to take care
of the children; she was very determined to give the
children the best motherly care she could.

She has been able to use her extraordinary abilities
in helping the preliminary school (in Lincoln, Massachusetts)
that the children went to in a business way. She's an
active member of the Parent-Teacher Association now in
the public school where her daughter goes. She's also
been involved in the Lincoln Art Museum, helping them to
define the purpose of the museum and what should attract
the public to visit it.

You have an extraordinarily successful and interesting
family. Is she musical also?

Yes, she's very musical but--either because of lack of
patience or lack of time or something--she never learned
to play the piano well which she also studied. But she
sings very well and has excellent taste in music as well
as in art. We made it a point to be with our children

as much as possible, and every summer we'd take them on

a vacation--in the early years we went all over the
United States. We've probably seen most of the national
parks of this country. Both my son and my daughter loved
it, and they love hiking and the outdoors.



1l £

Then after they grew up a little, we started taking
them to Europe. We'd go every summer to Europe with
them. They were exposed, you might say, to those two
worlds, and I actually took Irene on a very long trip
to Africa once which she enjoyed a great deal.

I combined going to the mines that I visited yearly
with visits to game parks and other areas of interest
in what was then Southern Rhodesia and also Botswana
in southern Africa.

My son speaks Russian almost fluently and without
an accent. My daughter understands Russian but speaks
haltingly. One instance of my son's ability to speak
Russian is interesting, I think. IBM sent him to Russia
to deliver a lecture on the research that they were
publicizing at that time, which he was to do at the
Moscow University and also at the Leningrad Academy of
Sciences. 1In preparation for that trip, I had a
conversation with him and he told me roughly what he
would be talking about. I said, "Are you going to
present this in English?" "Oh no," he said, "I'm going
to present it in Russian.”

"Have you got it written out?" I asked. "Oh no,"
he said, "I never write out what I speak about."

"But," I said, "you're not that fluent in Russian
to be able to speak easily without having written it out
or without an outline."

"Oh, I'll get along," he said, "I may be stumped
for some words, but I'm sure that among the fifty or a
hundred people that are going to be listening to me,
there'll be somebody who will know how to translate
them from English into Russian.” He later told me that
his experience was exactly as he expected. Many of the
people who heard him speak came up to thank him for his
lecture, and they said, "You know, you're one of the
very few that we have heard speak to us in Russian.
The problem we have is that all these wonderful scientists
coming from Europe and America speak only their own
languages; we get the translation by simultaneous
interpreters who work at the United Nations or something
like that--but they're all non-technical. Because they're
non~-technical, their translations are sometimes so faulty
that we don't really know what the lecturer is talking
about. You're the first one who presented your subject
so we could understand it because you spoke in Russian.”
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Have you always spoken Russian in your home?

O, yes. We would speak it with the children to keep
their Russian up.

I think it's one of the tragedies of our time how few
young people are learning Russian.

That's right, although there are more young people
interested in Russian than ever today.






115

IITI EARLY YEARS IN NEWMONT, 1945-1954

(The following section was written by Mr. Malozemoff
after the interview)

The second and more important stage of my professional
life begins with my employment in 1945 by Newmont Mining
Corporation in New York. Part of that period, from 1945
to 1971, has been well described by Robert H. Ramsey in
his book Men and Mines of Newmont--A Fifty Year History
published by Octagon Books, a division of Farrar, Straus
and Giroux in 1973 in New York. He had been hired by me
for Newmont and has known me since 1933. He has accurately
sensed the unusual gualities and attitudes of the men who
made Newmont and who enjoyed doing so in the process.

I will deal with that period in a sporadic way, filling
out what was left unsaid by Ramsey, especially in my own
personal involvement, but there will remain in my chronicle
a certain amount of duplication in order to tell the story
with some continuity requiring no reference to the prior
text of Ramsey. Some parts of the story, such as Tsumeb
and O'okiep, I have chosen largely to omit as I had com-
paratively little to do with the operations of these mines
though I visited them yearly. There were lessons to be
learned from them, and I made occasional contributions to
operating policies, which, however, were not of a nature
to affect their general direction. The principal story
of these remarkable mines stands in proper profile in
Ramsey's book.

Staff Engineer

I first reported for work at Newmont in October, 1945,
at its office on the fifteenth floor of the Bankers Trust
Building at 14 Wall Street. While I had been there before
and met some of the officers, I really did not know the
size of the organization or where I would fit in.
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I was given a nice private office next to Philip
Kraft, the vice president who picked me out in Washington.
I was to be his assistant, and I discovered that I was
the only staff engineer in the New York headquarters:

Fred Searls, Jr., H. DeWitt Smith, A. J. McNab, Philip
Kraft, Henry Krumb (engineers), Charles F. Ayer (president),
H. E. Dodge, Franz Schneider and Arthur Lockett (financial
men) were all top executives and/or directors--all chiefs
and only one Indian--myself. After everyone met me, I

soon became, in effect, a staff assistant to all of them,

as they called on me for detailed analyses or to get
information on their pet projects.

Newmont was then a relatively small holding company
with minority investments in twenty choice mining companies.
The more important were: Kennecott Copper, Phelps Dodge,
Texas Gulf, International Nickel, St. Joseph Lead, Hudson
Bay Mining and Smelting, and Rhodesian Anglo-American.

The market value of these in 1945 was $40 million. Other
interests in fourteen companies not quoted on stock
exchanges had a fair value of $12.5 million as determined
by the board of directors. Earnings that year were $1.6
million. The company was highly regarded and was often
referred to as the "Tiffany of Wall Street," somewhat
mysterious and suspected of having hidden values. It
shunned publicity, and largely through Fred Searls'
initiative was always developing some new mine or
exploring a new area. Franz Schneider, convinced with
others in the company that the post-war era would witness
explosive increases in unit labor costs, sought out
investments in natural gas pipeline systems, capital
intensive but with low labor requirements for operation.
Sizeable and highly profitable investments were accordingly
made in Transcontinental Gas Pipe Line, El Paso Natural
Gas, Tennessee Gas Transmission Company, and East Tennessee
Natural Gas Company, among others.

By the beginning of 1954, eight years later, when I
became the chief executive, the portfolio of securities
on the stock exchanges had a market value of $125 million,
and those not quoted, a fair market value of $75 million.
Net income for 1953 was $8.6 million. I had made a modest
contribution to this increased total value, all in
properties under development at that time.

I now look upon those eight years as a time of
apprenticeship in a lively, growing, diversified company.
There was so much more to learn than what I knew from.
the prior twelve years of very varied practical experience
which seemed to have prepared me for almost any job.
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What I did not have was corporate experience and knowledge
of taxes, legal matters and finance. Having understood
this lack right away, I proceeded to learn all I could in
these areas. Because Newmont did not offer to put me
through an MBA course at any of the half dozen prestigious
universities in New York and close by, I had to gain this
knowledge by myself somehow. I was quite busy with much
of the routine business at the office, and with the needs
of my growing family at home, to say nothing of pursuing
my second avocation in music (violin practicing and

playing in amateur symphony orchestras and with a string
quartet).

The only time I found for learning something about
corporate practices and finance was during commuting time
between home and the office. I read a small library of
books and articles on these subjects while hanging onto a
strap in subway trains, which were always full with
standing room only. The course that I planned for myself
for such subway study took several years, and I emerged
from it knowledgeable, but by no means expert, although
later I was attributed the reputation of being a smart
negotiator and having acumen in finance. As my later
recital will show, this is a reputation that should be

shared by the very bright associates expert in these fields
on whom I depended so much.

The senior officers of Newmont were quite remarkable
men. All were of about the same age and had been together
for a decade or more. Their knowledge, experience and
wisdom seemed extraordinary in the little world of Newmont
at that time. They were such independent individuals that
they seldom agreed among themselves. Yet somehow the
progress of Newmont continued despite disagreements, owing
mainly to the strong personalities of each and the grudging
respect they had for each other. In this diverse environ-
ment I found it possible to hone my own judgments 