The Largest Ghost Town in America
Gold King Mine & Ghost Town, Jerome, AZ (http://www.goldkingmineghosttown.com)
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Jerome is a town in the Black Hills of Yavapai County in the State of Arizona. Founded in the
late 19th century on Cleopatra Hill overlooking the Verde Valley, it is more than 5,200 feet
above sea level. It is about 100 miles (160 km) north of Phoenix along State Route 89A
between Sedona and Prescott. Supported in its heyday by rich copper mines, it was home to
more than 10,000 people in the 1920s. As of the 2010 census, its population was 444 souls.
The town is situated near the top of the mountain at a 30 degree pitch, which gives it one
of its monikers - “America’s Most Vertical City!” The drive up includes 127 curves in 12
miles, which makes it a mecca among diehard motorcyclists. Almost abandoned after the
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collapse of the mining industry, the town today is very much alive with a thriving artisan
community. But the ghosts of yesterday still walk the streets…
Excerpt from www.azcentral.com:
Sitting a mile north of Jerome, the Gold King Mine and Ghost Town harbors an
assortment of ramshackle buildings, a menagerie of friendly animals and a sprawling
array of rusted machinery that forever teeters between ruin and redemption.
At first glance, the casual ease of the place might be mistaken for neglect, but nothing could
be further from the truth. This living museum is lovingly tended by a man who looks like he
was sent from central casting to play the part. With bushy beard and slouched hat, Don
Robertson is the very picture of a grizzled prospector.
Some fortunate people just find their place in the
world, where their skills and passions mesh
perfectly with their surroundings. Robertson was
born on an Iowa farm, seemingly with a wrench in
his hand. By age 3, he was taking apart and
rebuilding his tricycle.
Robertson continued his insatiable tinkering with
bicycles, farm equipment and, finally, cars and
trucks. He developed a fascination with mining
equipment and began collecting pieces. He
stumbled across the site of Gold King Mine in
1981 and knew he had come home. With room to
spread out, the collecting intensified. Vintage
vehicles of all shapes and sizes soon joined the
antique tools and mining paraphernalia in the
shady foothills.
“I've only got a little over 6 acres, but it's covered
with 20 acres worth of stuff,” Robertson says.
“This was what I was meant to do. I was put on
this Earth to save this beautiful old machinery. This is the stuff that America was built with.
There's no reason for it to be tossed aside or forgotten.”
Gold King Mine was owned in 1890 by the Haynes Copper Co. Astride one of the richest
copper deposits in history, miners sunk a shaft 1,200 feet into the mountain and struck not
copper but gold. Not a bad consolation prize.
Like all mines in the area, the ore eventually played out, and the residents scattered. While
Jerome's population dwindled to a few dozen, Haynes emptied completely. Some of the
weathered structures today, including the clapboard hilltop home, are original buildings from
the 1890s. Primarily used as a boarding house, it also served a stint as a bordello. Robertson
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has added to the town site by hauling in a few historical buildings. Others he constructed
using a 1914 sawmill that still fills lumber orders, both commercial grade and for artisans
handcrafting furniture.
Trucks, cars and nearly every other manner of conveyances line the pathways, including
incredible finds like the 1902 Studebaker electric carriage. The driveable buzz saw from the
early 1920s looks as terrifying as it sounds; a toothy beast on wheels that was used to clear
orange groves outside of Los Angeles to make way for homes.
As hard as it may be to believe in this era of disposable technology, most of the ancient and
rusty equipment still runs, including the carriage and buzz saw.
“I only collect stuff that's rare, that you can't find anywhere else,” Robertson says. “People tell
me all the time I could sell everything and get rich. But I'm already rich. This is what I want my
fortune to be. What good is having money in the stock market or real estate? There's no fun
in that. I get to play with my fortune every day. I'm living my dream.”
Allow plenty of time to wander the grounds, because treasures are stashed everywhere. If
you're traveling with a photographer, expect him or her to vanish until the camera runs out of
memory. Gearheads will have to be dragged to the exit.
Visitors can pan for gold, watch the sawmill operation and feed the many animals populating
the grounds. Pedro the donkey is likely to repay anyone who feeds him with a smooch.
______________________________
Check out the signs, one which reads “This Place is Patrolled by Shotgun 3 Nights a Week…
You Guess Which Three.” If you’re nice to Mr. Robertson (recommended), he may even start
up the 1928 Indy car.
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