
A h ayride P rovides a Laugh and Helps Bored Temporary 
R enoltes P ass the Time Between F iling and Freedom. 

By INEZ ROBB 
CHAPTER I RENO, Nev. 

W ITH Reno, as with the farmer's giraffe, seeing is be
lieving. But even after it has been sighted and sym
pathetically examined, the 

town still remains in the realm oi 
the incredible. The average Arneri· 
can citizen, reared in a nation with 
a puritan passion for reform, can 
only b 1 in k uncomprehendingly 
when he is confronted with a 
wide-open town. 

For Reno is indubitably a wide 
open town in the wide open spaces 
of one state in the Union which 
still insists that every man has the 
right to go to Heaven or Hell in a 
basket of his own fashioning. 

Divorce, quick and easy, has 
made Reno Internationally famous. 
But what r e a II y makes Reno 
unique Is her position as the true 
daughter and spiritual capital of a 
maverick state which refuses to 
join her 47 sister commonwealths 
in any attempt to regulate the 
morals of her citizens or remake 
human nature. 

There still lives in this free
wheeling state the earthy, elemen
tal spirit of the rough and ready 
pioneers of the fabulous Comstock 
lode. There are still men in Nevada 
who remember the last days on 
the Comstock. Many of the state's 
foremost . citizens were part and 
parcel of the wild and wooly gold 
rush around Tonopah and Gold· 
field at the turn of the cj!ntury. 

It was one of this sturdy breed, 
still living in Reno, who uncon
sciously expressed the convictions 
of the state when he was lured 
into a church where the minister 
expounded at length on Original 
Sin. The old gaffer listened with 
increasing Incredulity, before go· 
ing forward to point out to the 
rector and his congregation the 
error of his ways. 

"In the fust place, it ain't sin, 
parson," he bellowPd, "and in the 
second place, I'll be durned if i t's 
original!" 

the premise that I am the underprivil
eged citizen of a lesser state whose 
strength has been sapped by reformers. 

If the other 47 states look down their 
collective nose at Reno and Nevada, the 
stare is returned with good measure. 
Any laws except their own are viewed 
with impatience and suspicion by Ne
vada and Reno. Their distaste for Fed
eral rules and regulations is unconcealed 
and they view with contempt the panty
waist, pusillanimous legal restrictions 
with which less forthright towns and 
states attempt to legislate piety into the 
citizenry. 

With this spirit abroad in the 
state, it 1s not difficult to see why 
gambling and prostitution are also 
abroad In the land, and legally, too. 
Or why the saloons and bars never 
close in Reno, and the gambling 
emporiums are open 24 hours a 
day, seven days in the week. 

On four continents, I have never 
encountered a community quite 
like Reno, where anything can 
happen and does with monotonous, 
It not monogamous, regular ity. I _ 

Heiress J ean Wallace 
Whose Cowboy·and
the-Lady :Marriage 

Followed the Usual 

Residents of Reno swear that if Ne
vada could have kept outlanders beyond 
her borders during the years of prohibi
tion, the citizens of the state would 
never have heard of that absurd institu
tion. But tidings of such go.rgantuan 
nonsense did occasionally reach Nevada 
through visitors. 

(This is a condition to which I can 
well bear witness. When I was married Pattern. 

love the town, but the strain of living with it js 
too much for me. 

The sight of tough ancients pouring Bourbon 
an their morning cereal fills me with vague ala
rums, nor is my confidence restored by watching 
toddling tykes poke pennies into slot machines in 
the neighborhood groceteria while mummy does 
the daily marketing. 

Renoites tolerantly dismiss such misgivings on 

16 ~lay 7 , 1944. 

1 in 1929, during the depth of the Great 
Drought, my Nevada uncle arrived f or the cere
mony with the back end of h is car bearing down 
on the springs, thanks to the load of genuine liquo' 
he had brought along to add tone to the occasion.) 

Be they right or wrong, Reno and Nevada from 
their respective beginnings have never been on the 
side of the reformers. From the start, they took 
their stance--a stance that has paid off in fancy 
dividends-on the side of human nature. This is a 

I I 

Fantastic Story of Life. Lib
erty and the Pursuit of Ali
·mony in the D i z z y Divorce 

Capital Where Law and 
License Never Clash • 

I n 1943 , 
Reno was hit 
by a virtual 
"tiedal" wave 
that continues 
to roll over 
the deligh ted 
community. 
Last year, the 
town hung up 
a record
breaking, all
time high 
when the 
courts grant
ed 5,884 de
crees. This 
bettered by 
more than a 
thousand 
the previous 
record of 4,-
745 divorces 
granted dur
ing t he de
pression year 
of 1931. 

The Zany Antics of Divorcees on the Loose and Up to No Good Go On Day and 
Night in the Gay Metropolis of America's Refuge for the Tax-Weary, Whlle Her 
~Picturesque, P ermanent Citizenry Welcomes the Influx of Easy Spenders, But 

Falls to Find Them Amusing. 

There is ev
ery inwcation 
that 1~~4 will 
be a bumper 
year, topping 
the 1943 
mark. 

The"tiedd" 
wave may be 
bigger in 19{4 

but it can hardly be better than in 1943, for Reno 
really netted the carriage trade last year. philosophy guaranteed to frighten and affront, as 

it did, a nation grimly intent on improving mankind. 
Reno and Nevada believed it was human nature 

to gamble, to hell around with the girls, to hate 
taxation, to tire of one's ball-and-chain and to want 
to marry in haste. So they recognized gambling 
and prostitution. The state gradually whittled 
residential requirements for divorce to six weeks 
and made the whole process painless. 

W HEN neighboring states passed "gin marriage" 
laws, demanded blood tests and put the quietus 

on quick marriage with other delaying tactics, Ne
vada reaped the harvest by handing out lic.enses 
wholesale and no questions asked. 

As for taxation, millionaires from every corner 
of the country seek surcease from innumerable 
forms of state taxation by becoming residents of 
Nevada, "the cyclone cellar of the tax weary." 

"The One Sound State," with no outstanding 
indebtedness and a surplu$ in its jeans, has no 
state inheritance, income, stamp, franchise, license 
or transfer taxes. 

Bmu-ne, Leo S. Bing, the New York realtor, Chris
tian Arthur V/ellcsley, fourth Earl of Cowley, and 
others continue to roll their cartwheels into the 
country and become permanent residents. 

Except for a crucial Bourbon shortage and the 
involuntary closing of the Stockade, her famed 
segregated district, Reno is outwardly unchanged 
by the war. Prostitution may be recognized by 
Reno, bu t not by the U. S. Army. 

Reno closed the Stockade two years ago, after 
considerable argument and with great reluctance, 
on demand of the Army, which maintains a large 
air base not far from town. But Reno boasts that 
it took a World War to close the Stockade · and 
disperse its girls. And emphasizes that the district 
is closed only for the duration. And no nonsense 
about that six·months clause, either. 

Otherwise, the self-nominated "Biggest Little 
City in the World" is still doing more of it than 
ever before in its flamboyant h istory. 

The past year saw an ·Astor, a genuine Rocke
feller (hitherto unprecedented in divorce courts) 
and a Duke in Reno's courts, when Tucky French 
Astor divorced John Jacob Astor ill; Abby Rocke
feller Milton, daughter of the John D. Rockefellers 
Jr., shed David Milton, and Doris Duke Cromwell 
shucked James H. R. Cromwell. 

And, of course, Reno had its annual 
Manville Month, when Sunny Ains
worth, after seven hours of marriage 
to Tommy, divorced him there. 

Furthermore, 1943 saw Mrs. Eleanor 
Roosevelt spending a vacation on one 
of the fashionable dude ranches in the 
Washoe Valley hard by Reno. 

Reno is a town whose inhabitants 
have seen everything and everyone 
once, and wouldn't walk across the 
street to see a repeat performance of 
anything, including the Surrender at 
Yorktown, with the original cast. 

Horsewoman 
Elizabeth Alte· 
mus Whitney 

FaDed to 1\lake 
History Whea 

She Rode a 
Cow Into 

Reno's Better 
Alcohcl 
Ateliers . 

headstand stance for Metropolitan Opera openings. 
She has seen Nick the Greek make a small for

tune on two throws of the dice in the Bank Club 
and the late Carl Laemmle lose a fortune ditto. 

Jack Dempsey fought here on his way up and 
in recent years Reno has viewed Maxie Baer. But 
she recalls the Good Old Days of 1910 when Jeffries 
failed to regain the title from Johnson. 

A NNUALLY she views the cream of the neurotics 
and psycopaths in the nation's divorce crop as 

they drift into RPno. Nothing about the marital 
state could possibly surprise 011 shock her. Her 
divorce courts have so accustomed Reno to aberra· 
tions of the libido that she discusses sex as frankly 
and unself-consciousJy as Kraft-Ebbing or Mae West. 

The story of the Cowboy and the Lady orig· I 
inated here and has been repeated ad nauseum. In 
two-thirds of the cases, Reno suspects he ain't no 
bona fide cowboy and knows darn well she ain't no 
lady, although she may qualify as a New York 
debutante and society divorcee. 

Uninhibited and unregenerate, lusty and robust, 
~no herself seems• unaware of how picturesque 
she. is, how colorful her streets to the outsider. 

· They are streets jammed with a mixed grill of 
Indian women accoutered in the latest mail order 
costumes, but with their papooses still strapped to 
their backs; with synthetic cowboys in ten·gallon 
hats, butterfly boots, frontier pants and gaudy 
shirts; with honest cowhands in levis and leather 
jackets; with mining men in rough clothes and 
high-laced boots; with old desert rats a nd rat-esses 
in rags ; with cattlemen, gamblers, professional men 
in well-tailored suits, divorcees in good tweeds ; 
soldiers from the Reno Army Air Base. 

Reno sees nothing unusual in the fact that her 
largest and most substantial annual payroll is 
earned by employees of her numerous gambling 
houses; that her No. One citizen, George Wingfield, 
earned his stake as a professional gambler; and 
that her No. One philanthropist, Raymond Smith, 
Sr., is a gambler. 

To Reno, this is simply business as usual. 

Next week, 1\llss Robb will tell bow she found 
little tragedy or grief in Reno; instead, that m ost 
women plan to remarry at once. 

It's enough to make every self-righ teous state 
in the Union stamp its foot a nd: reiterate t he sad 
axiom that virtue is its own reward! F or Nevada, 
with a population of fewer than 135,000 souls, is 
the richest per capita state in the nation and getting 
richer by the minute as such tax refugees as Doris 
Duke Cromwell, Max C. Fleischmann, Arthur K. 

Her hotels, her picturesque dude ranches, her 
boarding houses, restaurants, bars and gambling 
join ts, to say nothing of her courts, are jammed 
with men and women in search of Reno's own 
highly advertised Four Freedoms: freedom from 
matrimony, freedom to marry in jig time, freedom 
to gamble and freedom from taxes. 

A prominent Reno lawyer once explained his 
presence at the railroad station by saying he was 
watching "the tied come in a nd t he untied go out." 

She had seen Cornelius Vanderbilt, 
Jr., chase Cartoonist P~ter Arno with 
an unloaded gun or club or cream puff. 
She has t;een "Liz" Whitney, the former 
wife of John Hay (Jock) Whitney, 
ride a cow into one of the town's tony 
saloons. She had seen Dick Kmght 
illustrate in the Riverside Hotel his 

Gambling, Next to Divorce, I s Reno's Principal Industry 
With a Setup That Ra nges From Plushy Parlors for the 

Well·Heeled to Penny Slot 1\lachlnes for the Klddies. 
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