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Eyes Right

Enaville, ID   -  Every once in a while in my travels, I happen across an eatery so unique, so enjoyable, that it bears mention.  One is The Snake Pit, here in Enaville, just a few miles north of Exit 43 on I-90 between Kellogg and Coeur d’ Alene in the Idaho panhandle.
The Snake Pit, as it is known locally, is actually officially named The Enaville Resort.   Throughout its over 120 year history, the Snake Pit has had several other names, some official, and others no so official, including Josies, the Clark Hotel, and many other more colorful names not suitable to print.  Part of the name change saga is due to the whims of numerous owners, but there have also been names associated with the purposes of the establishment.  At various times the Snake Pit has been a boomtown bar associated with mining and logging, a railroad layover, a hotel, and a house of ill repute.

In 1908, for example, the Idaho Northern Railroad began construction of a line up the North Fork of the Coeur d’ Alene river creating a boom due to the 400 men who were brought in to do the clearing and grading for the tracks.  As work on the line progressed, the labor force increased to over 2000 men, all with hard-earned money and few places to spend it.   The Snake Pit met that need with easy liquor and even easier women.  Both, of course, required cash.  

Several women achieved considerable notoriety, both none more than “Molly b’ Damn.”   Molly, who apparently had blonde curls piled high on her head, devised a routine involving a large tin tub filled with water and bubbles, into which she would descend.  The privilege of coming forward to wash her back cost many a miner considerable gold, and to get her out of the tub in the buff required an even heftier ransom.  All this risqué joviality was accompanied by constant acerbic banter from Molly which was met with appreciative hoots and hollers from the drunken male onlookers.  If nothing else, Molly knew how to work a crowd.
Today the Snake Pit is considerably tamer, but nonetheless fascinating.  The outside has a large sign proclaiming “BAR” above the second floor of a very authentic, wooden frontier front.  As you go up steps to the entrance, you immediately sense that the sign out front advertising “Rustic Atmosphere” is perhaps an understatement.  As we reached the top of the stairs, a very drunken local stumbled out and mumbled a happy greeting.  Apparently the other part of the sign, proclaiming “Breakfast, Lunch, Dinner, Cold Beer” was at least one quarter true.
Inside the décor was totally wooden, with occasional antlers and other animal parts throughout.  Considerable memorabilia was strewn about celebrating everything form Mitzi the Wonder Dog to NASA.  We sat in chairs which had been hand-made in the 1950’s by a fellow named Equil in a cabin behind the bar.  

The service was exceptionally fast and friendly.  Most of the menu would have to be termed diner items, that is, lots of fried items and family food, such as chicken fried steak.  The prices were very reasonable, and the beer, which came from an extensive list of both bottled and draft, was indeed cold.  I chose the chicken fried steak, the large, as opposed to the regular.  I received the largest piece of meat I have ever been served.  It covered an oversized plate so much that the mashed potatoes and gravy had to be served on a separate dish.   The cost: under $ 14 – and this included an all-you-can-eat salad bar!  At the end of our meal, the owner came up to talk to us and gave each of us in our party free huckleberry ice cream.
However, the featured item on the Snake Pit menu is Rocky Mountain oysters, an euphemism for bull or buffalo testicles.  I am not kidding.  Officially called offal, they are peeled, dredged in flour, seasoned, then deep fat fried.  I opted to pass on offal, assuming that it is, as its name implies, awful.
I thought you might like to know.
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