Good Gunslingers
by

Eyes Right

Virginia City, NV – I first noticed Robb and Marsha standing on the wooden sidewalk on the east side of C Street here in this old mining town.  It was not difficult to pick them out from among the tourists, if only because Robb was openly wearing a Colt 45 handgun (second generation) in a holster, along with a small, pearl handled Derringer tucked neatly under his belt.  
Robb was dressed in totally in black, except for a rather flashy string tie with silver ends and a silver clasp featuring a pirate.  With a trimmed white beard and reflective sunglasses, his black leather hat, black gloves, black waistcoat and black boots would have created an ominous presence if it had not been for the nearly continuous smile on Robb’s face.  It was a total period outfit, complete with magnificent silver spurs on his boots.
His companion was equally impressive.  Marsha was wearing a rather spectacular, and beautiful, wide brimmed hat with fancy decorations.  She also had a black leather jacket, but all else was white.  Her lacy full-necked dress was accented with white gloves.   The most impressive part of her outfit was, by far, the exquisite white laced heels tied with white strings.  If it were possible, Marsha’s smile was even broader and friendlier than Robb’s.  She was, of course, carrying a matching purse.  Together they formed a very handsome couple, - so much so that nearly every other passing tourist asked permission to have their photo taken with them.  Each time Robb and Marcia smiled and said, “Of course.”

It turns out that Robb and Marsha were themselves just visiting town.  Their “day jobs” consist of running a business in nearby Reno, called renolifestyles.com, which promotes local businesses and events in the area.  Every other Sunday they don their Wild 
West outfits and drive 25 miles south to here in Virginia City where they mingle with a score of other folks who dress in similar outfits portraying life in the silver and gold mining boom days of the late 1800’s.  
I followed Robb and Marsha to one of their favorite hangouts, the Bucket of Blood Saloon.  Now I had been to the Bucket of Blood several times nearly 40 years earlier, and I am pleased to report that it has not changed much.  In fact, it probably has not changed much since its heydays of the 1870’s, other than the brands of beer are different (and mostly not local), and there is electricity, a sound system for the band, and the ubiquitous electronic slot machines found everywhere in Nevada (probably even in the churches). Inside the Bucket of Blood most of the crowd were also dressed in period pieces with many of the men openly “packing heat” with belts full of ammo.  One fellow walked in carrying what appeared to be an older version of a saw-offed shotgun.  The ladies were wearing beautiful period dresses, each uniquely different.  
Most of the couples in the Bucket of Blood were dancing the two-step to country music from The Comstock Cowboys, which one patron told me, was “the official country band of the state of Nevada.”  Although I have not been able to verify this title, I did note that the band, led by a very talented songwriter and musician, David John, will be playing twice at the Nevada governor’s mansion within the next month. What I can verify is that the band played continuously for nearly two hours without a break.  The music was great and certainly seemed to be played from the heart to a very appreciative audience.

Overall, it made for a fantastic, and festive, scene.  The barmaid was also, naturally, in a sexy frontier barmaid outfit.  Her name was Donna, and it was her birthday.  If it was possible, she was smiling even more than Marsha as she rushed around the saloon serving drinks.  Most of the wooden bar on which we leaned was the original structure and has been maintained in beautiful condition.  The only other noticeable deviations from the silver mining era was a television at one end of the bar showing one of the NBA playoff games, and two fellows selling CDs of the Comstock Cowboys near the door.  (But they were in period outfits!)

The afternoon passed by quickly.  As we headed back down the mountain north toward Reno, I could not help but wondering how much better many American towns would be if they also had their own variant of a Bucket of Blood.
I thought you might like to know.
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