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boring town, where it seems every third door is a saloon
and gambling resort. Wherever we go there is turmoil
and excitement. We see no outbreaks of strife, but in
these crowded gambling rooms we visit, the swarthy
miner and reckless stockman jostle one another in their
eagerness to reach the tempting roulette wheel or allur-
ing faro table. We can see they are excited, although
they are calm, but it is the calmness of suppressed emo-
tion, and we are careful as we move among them not to
tread upon their toes; not that we are afraid to tramp
their toes if we want to, but we don’t want to; we didn’t
come out West to make trouble, so we are always careful
what we do, if we are not so careful where we go.

Getting enough of Oldtown, we board a car and are
soon back in sedate Colorado Springs and seek our train,
that is sidetracked for occupancy near the station. I
size up the crowd as they file in and find some are miss-
ing; they have dropped out of the ranks and escaped us,
and—more “unwritten history.” It is near midnight, all
is dark and silent, and we quietly seek our berths.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 2d.

All are up about the usual time this morning, and after
breakfast Manager Wyman announces that those who
wish to make the ascent of Pike’s Peak will take the 8.30
train on the Colorado Springs and Manitou Branch for
Manitou, six miles away, where the Manitou and Pike’s
Peak railway station is located. The 8.30 train starts
with about half of our party on board. It is cloudy and
we are afraid the weather will be unfavorable for the
trip. When we arrive at the station in Manitou we can
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see that the great mountain is enveloped in fog and mist.
We hesitate about going up, but the station agent re-
ceives a telephone message from the summit, saying the
weather up there is clear, and the most of us decide to
go. And when at 9.40 we start, I notice the occupants
of the car and find the following members of our party
aboard: Mr. and Mrs. Wyman, Mr. and Mrs. Maxwell,
Mr. and Mrs. Layfield, Mr. and Mrs. Horner, Mr.
and Mrs. Mitchell, Mr. and Mrs. Smith, Mr. and
Mrs. Dougherty, Mr. and Mrs. Climenson, Mr.
and Mrs. Foulon, Mr. and Mrs. Elder, Mr. and
Mrs. Reilly, Mr. and Miss Barrett and a lady
friend, Miss Emma Leibing; Mr. Reagan and a lady
friend, Miss Jennie Heaney; Mrs. Mattson, Messrs.
Waddington, Haas, Taylor, Crispen, Denniston, Moore,
Williams, Sloane, Kilgore, Restein, and myself. . The car
is pushed by engine No. 4, in charge of Engineer D. M.
Jones. This little locomotive is an odd-looking thing,
built expressly for this line by the Baldwin Locomotive
Works, of Philadelphia, Pa. It has four cylinders and
carries 200 pounds steam pressure. It is constructed
with two cog wheels underneath its centre, which operate
in corresponding cog rails placed in the centre of the
track, and has the appearance of being a strong and safe
appliance. Engine and car are not coupled together,
but the engine in the rear pushes the car ahead of it,
which gives the tourist a fine, unobstructed view of the
scenery.

The grade averages almost goo feet to the mile, which
we ascend at the rate of about five miles per hour. The
road is almost nine miles in length and we are one hour
and forty-five minutes making the ascent, having left
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the station at Manitou at 9.40 and arriving at the sum-
mit at 11.25. We thought it was a slow trip and a
tedious climb, but it wasn’t when we consider the ex-
perience of some other people in connection with this
mountain several years ago. Ambition and desire are
strong impulses in human nature, often having more in-
fluence than a sense of duty.

When Major Zebulon M. Pike first sighted this
mountain that bears his name on the morning of Novem-
ber 13th, 1806, he had a burning desire to give it a close
inspection, and led his followers a ten days’ rugged
march before he reached its base. From this point he
looked up to its apparently inaccessible snow-crowned
summit, and concluded it would be impossible to scale
its rocky, bouldered sides. Retiring from the locality,
he reported that he “had discovered a grand mountain
peak, bare of vegetation and covered with snow, but he
believed that no human being could ever ascend to its
pinnacle.” :

When, thirteen years afterwards, on the morning of
July 13th, 1819, Dr. Edwin James and his four comrades
stood and gazed upon the terribly wild and awful
grandeur of this mighty mountain peak, they faced the
same conditions that caused the intrepid Pike to turn
his back upon the scene and withdraw: perpendicular
cliffs whose walls no man can climb, enormous rocks and
giant boulders impossible to remove or surmount, great
chasms that cannot be crossed or bridged, deep, wild
ravines that seem to be impenetrable. All this they saw,
yet they did not hesitate, for they were filled with a wild
ambition and burning desire to accomplish what Pike
had not dared to undertake. So they started, and after
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two days of perilous hardship and toil they reached the
summit, on July 14th, 1819.

Their ambition was gratified, and so is ours. We did
not come up for pleasure, for there is no pleasure in it;
the novelty of the thing brought us here, and we find it
novel enough. We wanted to stand on the apex of these
snow-bound, wind-swept, zero-blistered heights, 14,147
feet above the beating billows of the sea, and see what
it is like. We are finding out; it is colder than Chestnut
Hill in midwinter. The snow is six feet deep and the
wind whistles a tune as it sweeps through Colonel Lay-
field’s whiskers. The sun is shining when we get out
of the car, and with the snow whirling down our backs
and tears streaming from our eyes we spend three
minutes looking down upon the far-away valley scenery
and the towns of Manitou and Colorado Springs. Then
we enter the old Government signal station, which has
been turned into a curio shop, telegraph office, post
office, and restaurant. We find the temperature more
congenial, and put in the time examining and purchasing
novelties which are neither valuable or cheap, but are
wanted for souvenirs. We buy postal cards at ten cents
each and mail them to friends, and send telegrams at five
cents per word. Manager Wyman sends a dispatch to
Ticket Receiver Stackhouse, Philadelphia, informing him
of our whereabouts and condition, but he couldn’t tell it
all. - The message didn’t tell how near Waddie was to
being fired off the train at Hell Gate because he couldn’t
find his ticket, as Restein had it in his pocket; nor how
eager Sloane was to chase the badger we saw running
over the rocks above Timber Line, but the conductor
wouldn’t stop the train to let him off.
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We have got enough of Pike’s Peak and are ready to
go, but the engine is away with the snow plow and we
will have to wait for its return. We have seen all there
is to be seen and have bought what souvenirs we want.
My last purchase was a tissue-paper napkin; I gave
thirty cents for it, but had a cup of coffee and a sandwich
thrown in. Our engine has returned and we go out to
get in the car. The sun is hidden by a great dark cloud,
the wind blows harder than ever, and the car is locked
up. A photographer is on hand with his outfit and
wants to take a picture; somebody ought to throw him
over the precipice. We are huddled about the end of
the car like a tempest-stricken flock outside a sheepfold
gate, shivering and shaking in the blast. As the picture
fiend adjusts the camera it begins to snow; in thirty
seconds we are in a raging blizzard, the instrument snaps
and the car door is unlocked, but before we all get inside
many of us are covered with snow.

We are in the storm until we get below Timber Line,
and the force of the wind drives the snow across the car
as it sifts through the ventilators and in around the
windows, and some of us are feeling pretty groggy. I
do not like the sensation; when I speak I talk through
my hat, and my ear drums feel ready to burst. When I
go up so high again I want to go to stay; there may be
such a thing as becoming acclimated.

The descent is made in a careful manner, with the
engine in front. We arrive safely in Manitou at 1.40
P. M,, and the party scatters. Some return to Colorado
Springs and some drive through the Garden of the Gods.
Many who did not ascend the peak have had a good
time visiting other interesting places, and tell interesting
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stories of the remarkable things they saw. The little
burros or donkeys are in evidence everywhere, and sev-
eral of our people got their photos taken seated on these
cute little animals with the Balance Rock in the back-
ground. Some of the timid ladies of our party, I am
told, are shy of these meek little creatures, saying they
look fierce and dangerous because their ears are so large.
The only danger is in their hind feet, for they can kick
very quick and hard, injuring one another sometimes
in this way when they get to frolicking, which they
often do.

Brother Schuler was in one of the carriages that drove
through the “Garden of the Gods” to-day, and it is in-
teresting to hear him relate in his inimitable manner the
many curious things to be seen. A heavy thunder and
hail storm descended upon Manitou this afternoon, with
another blizzard on the peak, and the weather has be-
come quite cool. Mrs. E. T. Postlewaite took dinner
with us to-day as a guest of Brother and Mrs. Springer.
Our people are scattered this evening, amusing them-
selves in various ways. Brothers Brown, Horner, and
myself take a stroll after dinner. We stop at the Antlers
Hotel, that is well worth a visit, being one of the finest-
equipped hotels we have seen in our travels.

We were introduced to the chief of police of the city
and kindly shown the large, interesting, and gruesome
collection in the Rogues’ Gallery, pictures of some of the
most noted crooks and renegades that ever infested the
West, along with weapons and tools of all descriptions
that were used in their murderous and nefarious busi-
ness. One set of burglar implements, in particular, con-
taining one hundred and fifty-five pieces, that had been
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captured from a suspect by the name of Jerome Markle,
we find very interesting; it is said to be the largest and
most complete burglar’s outfit ever captured. Return-
ing to the train about 9.30, we are glad to meet W. E.
Frenaye, Esq. city editor of the Colorado Springs
Gasette, who has dropped in on us for a friendly chat.
Mr. Frenaye was connected with Assistant General Pas-
senger Agent Boyd’s office at one time, and is an old
friend of Brother Maxwell. Being scheduled to leave
here at 2 o’clock A. M., we all turn in at a reasonable
hour.
THURSDAY, JUNE 3d.

Getting up this morning at six o’clock, I find we are
entering Denver. We have engine 570, Engineer Wm.
Jenness, Fireman W. C. Lawhead, Conductor I. Larsen,
Brakemen - Cunningforth and McGinn. Soon as the
train stops, Mrs. Terry and Mrs. Shaw strike off in
search of the post office, for they are expecting letters
from home. Our train is sidetracked in the yard and
Brother Terry and I walk over to the station, a short
distance away, and look around. It is pretty quiet; the
great city has not wakened up to the business of the day
and the railroads haven’t commenced their bustle and
confusion. This is a large station, one of the finest we
have seen in the West; twelve railroads use it, which
diverge from here in all directions and run to all parts
of the United States. This is what a railroad time table
tells us that I have just picked up. It also tells us that
Denver is considerable of a town, that it is the county
seat of Arapahoe County and the capital of .the State of
Colorado. It enjoys an altitude of 5196 feet and has a
population of 165,000 inhabitants.
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We return to the train and find breakfast waiting.
While we are at breakfast the ladies return from the post
office; they were too early to get letters, for the office
wasn’t open, but they were loaded with souvenirs they
had procured on the way. After breakfast we are noti-
~ fied to remove all stuff from our sections to the baggage
car, as the cars are to be cleaned. This is a notice that
isn’t calculated to sweeten temper. It has been served
on us several times since we started from home, and we
know what an annoyance it is, but we rejoice to know
this is the last time we will suffer the inconvenience.

After this task is accomplished a number of us take a
25-mile ride around the city on the “Seeing Denver” trol-
ley line. It is a delightful ride, and in this way we see
many interesting features of the “Queen City of the
Plains.” The car we are on is No. 111, in charge of
Motorman Ewell and Conductor F. F. Porter. Mr. H.
Given accompanies the car and points out and explains
interesting localities and places. We can see that the
educational facilities of Denver are up to date. Our at-
tention is called to Westminster University, located on
a knoll just beyond the city limits, said to be one of the
finest institutions of learning in the State. We pass
near the Louisa M. Alcott Public School, one of the
finest public buildings we have ever seen. Having
reached the suburbs we are out amongst cultivated fields,
and Mr. Given, in speaking of the fertility of Colorado
soil and the abundance of their crops, called our atten-
tion to the rich growth of the alfalfa grass in a field close
at hand. At the utterance of the word alfalfa a protest
went up from the party; they had had all the alfalfa they
wanted in Texas, and begged Mr. Given to give them no



I

1~9NI¥JS NOLINVH

~ 4
& |
) *

ST . S



ON A PULLMAN TRAIN. 193

more. Manager Wyman explained why our people dis-
like the name of alfalfa. Mr. Given said he could but
acknowledge that we had just reasons to boycott the
name, and thought he could give us some information
that would increase our dislike the more. “Perhaps you
do not know,” he continues, “that there are hundreds of
tons of alfalfa leaves shipped yearly from Colorado to
New York to adulterate the tea you drink?” This is
certainly news to us; it is something we did not know,
nor are we sure of it yet, notwithstanding Mr. Given’s
assertion; nevertheless it may be true.

We cross the South Fork of the Platte River, that
flows through the centre of the town, from which the
city’s supply of water is taken, and are shown the Public
Park, containing four hundred acres, that is kept up by a
tax on the city property owners amounting to $125,000
a year. OQur attention is directed to the towering smoke-
stack of the Omaha and Giant Smelter, which rises to
the height of 352 feet and is said to be the highest
chimney in the world. This is one of the most extensive
smelters in America, and since its erection, a trifle over
twelve years ago, it has treated ore amounting to nearly
$300,000,000. In addition to the Omaha and Giant
Smelter there are a number of other plants in active
operation. The ores treated are gold, silver, copper, and
lead. The total product of the Denver smelting industry
amounts to $40,000,000 per year.

Denver is six by ten miles in extent, and I think we
rode all the way around it and part way through it. It
is a city of beautiful, substantial residences and superb
public buildings, the most noticeable being the State
Capitol Building, completed in 1895 and costing $2,-
550,000.
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The streets of this great city are not in as clean a con-
dition as they might be; mud in many places is ankle
deep, caused, Mr. Given informs us, by the recent heavy
rains turning the dust into mud. What an awful dusty
city it must be when not muddy; we imagine an occa-
sional heavy shower is a great relief, for dust is a far
greater evil than mud. We would quietly suggest to the
City Fathers of this great metropolis, for the sake of the
health and comfort of their citizens and the pleasure and
convenience of visitors, that they eliminate the dust from
their town by scraping up and carting to the dump the
mud from the streets, through which pedestrians are
forced to wade every time it rains.

Our trolley ride finished, we alight at Brown’s Palace
Hotel. This magnificent structure, covering an entire
block, ten stories in height, built of brown sandstone,
interior finished in Mexican onyx, and costing the neat
little sum of $2,000,000, is the pride of Denver. Here
“The H. J. Mayham Investment Company” has its head-
quarters in a suite of offices on the first floor. We are
kindly received by Mr. W. H. Coombs, a representative
of the company, who loads us down with illustrated and
descriptive books and pamphlets.

It is now past noon, and from here our party scatters.
Mrs. Shaw desires to visit Mrs. Edward Bicking, for-
merly Miss Madeline Ramsey, of West Chester, Pa., who
is living in or near Denver. We consult a directory that
gives Mr. Bicking’s address as 313 Ashland Avenue,
Highlands. We immediately take a car, and after a
lengthy ride arrive at the given address only to find they
had moved to Golden, 15 miles west of Denver. Re-
turning to the Union Depot, we take the 3.10 train on
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the Union Pacific, Denver and Gulf Railway, and arrive
in Golden after a pleasant ride of forty-five minutes. We
have no difficulty in finding the pleasant home of Mr.
Bicking, where we meet with a cordial welcome. They
persuade us to remain over night with them and we
enjoy our visit very much. Mr. Bicking operates a large
paper mill, and having no competition does a large and
thriving business. Golden is a pleasant, healthy town,
having an elevation of 5655 feet. It has about 3000
population and until 1868 was the capital of Colorado.
It is situated on Clear Creek, a fine mountain stream, and
near the entrance to the famous Clear Creek Cafion. It
. is surrounded by towering cliffs and great mountain
ranges, amongst which it quietly nestles.

Years ago Golden was a stirring mining camp, but the
excitement and bustle of the mining industry has been
moved farther up the cafion, leaving this community in
comparative quiet. Last July a cloudburst occurred in
the mountains, and the flood, rushing down the cafion,
swept through the town of Golden, destroying much
property and drowning several persons. We took a
walk in the evening with Mr. and Mrs. Bicking around
the town and saw many traces of the awfully destructive
deluge.

I learned before leaving Denver this afternoon that a
trip for to-morrow had been planned for our party, over
the Union Pacific, Denver and Gulf Railway, up Clear
Creek Cafion to Silver Plume, 54 miles from Denver.
The train is due in Golden at nine o’clock. It is our
purpose to meet it and join the party. Having spent a
very pleasant afternoon and evening, we retired about
ten o’clock.
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FRIDAY, JUNE 4th.

Having enjoyed a good night’s rest, we arose about
seven o’clock, and after breakfast Mr. Bicking escorted
us over his mill, which is only a short distance from the
pleasant cottage in which they reside. The time arriving
for us to start for the station, we bid adieu to our kind
friends and join our party on the train under the escort
of F. M. Shaw, traveling agent of the Union Pacific,
Denver and Gulf Railway, bound for Silver Plume, up
the picturesque Clear Creek Cafion, and over the Great
Loop. We have U. P. D. & G. Ry. engine No. 7, with
Engineer Si Allen at the throttle. The train is in charge
of Conductor John W. Ryan, a member of Denver Divis-
ion 44, who is an old friend of Brother Reagan’s. The
two had not met for years, and the reunion was a happy
one. It was through the efforts of Conductor Ryan that
we are given this pleasant trip to-day.

Leaving Golden, we enter the wilds of Clear Creek
Caifion, similar in many respects to Eagle River Cafion,
the mighty sloping hills on either side being honey-
combed with mines. In places the cafion is very narrow;
the rugged walls overhanging the tracks almost meet at
the top, a thousand feet above. The stream we follow is a
shallow one, and here and there we catch sight of a pros-
pector wading in the water with his shovel and pan,
washing the sand he scoops up from the bottom of the
creek in the hope of finding grains of gold. A diligent
prospector, we are told, realizes in this manner from two
to ten dollars per day. For 22 miles we follow the wind-
ings of Clear Creek up through this narrow, rocky
gorge, and then the cafion terminates in an open, level
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plateau of about one hundred acres, surrounded by
seamed and rugged mountains, grinning with prospect-
ors’ pits and the open mouths of mines.

Here is located the pretty little mining town of Idaho
Springs, at an elevation of 7543 feet. We make a stop
of ten minutes and get out to look around. We run
right along the edge of the creek and several of the boys
look for gold in the sand of the shallow water, but I
hear of none being found. It is cloudy, a light rain is
falling, and having reached a pretty high altitude the
wind is chilly. Leaving Idaho Springs the open obser-
vation car is almost deserted, the closed coaches being
far more comfortable, the most of our people caring
more for comfort than for scenery. Thirteen miles from
Idaho Springs we pass through Georgetown, a mining
town of considerable size. Here we commence the
Great Loop ascension; the railway winding around the
mountain crosses itself at one point, and looking down
we see nearly 200 feet beneath us the track where we had
been but a short time before. Thus we climb until we
reach Silver Plume, at an elevation of 9176 feet, arriving
there at 12.20 Mountain time.

Leaving the train, we visit the Victoria Tunnel and
Mendota Mine. Under the escort of the mine boss the
majority of the party enter the mine, each one bearing
a lighted candle, for the tunnel is dark as a dungeon.
This tunnel is hewn from the solid rock and extends for
2000 feet straight into the mountain side before the rich
vein of silver ore is reached. When we reach the end
of the tunnel we are almost directly under the centre of
the peak, a thousand feet under the surface of the
ground. After procuring a few small pieces of ore as
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souvenirs we retraced our steps and were glad to get out
into open daylight once more. On our return to the
train we encountered a light snow squall. We leave
Silver Plume at 2.15 o’clock for return trip, with
Brothers Maxwell, Reagan, and Agent Shaw on the cow-
catcher. A donkey on the track sees us coming, flops
his left ear, switches his tail, and wisely steps aside. We
arrive safely in Denver at six o’clock and find dinner
waiting in our dining car, to which we all ably respond,
feeling that in McDonald and his worthy attachés we
have valued friends. After dinner our people scattered
over the city, amusing themselves in various ways, and
not having furnished the writer with reports of their ex-
perience, he can but note, “unwritten history.”

Brother F. H. Conboy, of Division 44, has kindly
made arrangements with the managers of the Overland
Park races to admit members of our party at reduced
rates, and a number talk of attending the races to-mor-
row should the weather prove favorable. We are not
very highly impressed with this climate at the present
time, for it is entirely too cold and damp to be agreeable.

SATURDAY, JUNE 6th.

According to our original itinerary this is the day we
should arrive in Philadelphia, yet here we are at Denver,
in the midst of as disagreeable a spell of weather, we are
told, as ever was known here. Each afternoon since we
have been here it has snowed on the mountains and
rained in the valleys; heavy wraps and overcoats are worn
by our people when they venture away from the train.
“This is not a sample of Colorado weather,” I hear Charlie
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Hooper declare, and we are all very glad it isn’t, for the
sake of the people who have to stay here; we are not
going to remain much longer, and wouldn’t be here now,
only for the irrepressible tantrums of the Rio Grande
River. Our people scatter again to-day, and I cannot
tell where they went or what they saw.

Mrs. Shaw and myself visited an old friend and former
neighbor, David Cannon, on his beautiful Broadway
dairy ranch, six miles south of Denver. An electric line
runs within half a mile of his residence. We were very
cordially received and spent a pleasant day. We also
visited the splendid Windsor ranch, owned by Major
Dubois, ex-mayor of Leadyville, and operated by Messrs.
Penrose and Cannon. We met the Major and Miss
Dubois and were very kindly treated by them. The
Windsor and Broadway dairy farms comprise a fine,
beautiful, level tract of land, containing 1000 acres in a
highly improved condition. It commenced to rain again
about three o’clock and we returned to the city in a cold,
beating storm. Mrs. Bicking, who was with us, re-
marked that in the four years of her residence in Colo-
rado she had, heretofore, experienced no such weather
as this.

The rain had ceased when we reached our train, about
five o’clock. Found most of our company there and
photo artists Stanton and Warren with their outfit, pre-
paring to picture the train and party. We forthwith
arrange ourselves in a group about the end of the train
in a manner according to the instructions of the artists.
Mrs. Bicking is requested to join the group and her little
son, Austin, is placed upon the platform of the car. Our
dinner this evening was an interesting and happy oc-
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casion. Brother Reagan’s friend, Conductor John Ryan,
and his family were guests, and during the repast Mr.
Ryan presented Brother Reagan with a handsome floral
tribute, representing a keystone, composed of roses and
carnations, with inscription in immortelles: “From Jack
to John, who were Boys Together.” Below the inscrip-
tion, artistically wrought with the same kind of flowers,
is a representation of clasped hands. Brothers Reagan
and Ryan were boys together, grew up and learned
railroading together, but have been separated for about
eighteen years. The event was a happy one and will be
long remembered by those who participated. A few of
our people attended the Overland Park races to-day, but
the weather was unfavorable for the sport. Brother
Crispin met an old schoolmate this afternoon, Mr. J. H.
Harris, who is connected with the inspection department
of the Denver and Rio Grande Road. Mr. Harris took
charge of Brother Crispin and several others and showed
them a good time,

We are scheduled to leave here at midnight, and con-
clude to remain up till we start. There is usually an en-
tertaining time in the smoker and the hours pass quickly
away. We start promptly at 2.01 A. M. Eastern (12.01
A. M. Mountain) time over the Burlington and Missouri
River Railroad, known as the “Burlington Route,” with
B. & M. engine 317, Engineer W. Fuller, Fireman C.
Babcock, Conductor C. W. Bronson, Brakeman E. Q.
Robie. As guests we have with us leaving Denver Train-
master J. F. Kenyon and Traveling Engineer C. A.
Dickson. It is now past midnight; we have said good-
bye to the kind friends who remained with us till the
start, and as we leave the great city of Denver behind us
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we feel both glad and sorry; glad that we are once more
speeding toward our Eastern homes, but sorry to lose
sight of the matchless Colorado scenery and part with
our kind and generous Colorado friends. The efforts
made to show us a good time by the kind people of Den-
ver and by the railway officials of the various lines are
highly appreciated by each member of the party.
Charlie Hooper will be remembered so long as memory
of the trip shall last; may his appetite never grow less
nor his shadow ever shrink.

SUNDAY, JUNE 6th.

Got up this morning about seven o’clock and found we
were approaching McCook, Neb., having crossed the
line from Colorado into Nebraska during the night at a
point about 8o miles west of McCook. Conductor Bron-
son and Brakeman Robie are members of Harvey Divis-
ion No. 95, of McCook. They have intimated that we
may expect a reception from the members of that divis-
ion on our arrival at McCook; this information having
been given out last evening, the most of our people are
up when the train stops in McCook at ten minutes past
seven, and we are met by a large delegation of brothers
of Division 95 with their wives and daughters, who give
us a cordial, happy greeting. The McCook Band is on
hand and renders delightful music, and the hour allowed
us here passes quickly away. B. & M. engine 232, in
charge of Engineer J. E. Sanborn and fired by Charlie
Williams, has been selected to draw us from McCook to
Hastings, a distance of 132 miles. Engineer Sanborn is
a member of Harvey Division 95, having at one time
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been a conductor, and has the 232 handsomely decorated
with flags and flowers in honor of the occasion. On
each side of the cab beneath the windows are the letters
“O. R. C.,” surrounded by the emblem of the order.
The engine is much admired by the members of our
party, and snap-shots are taken by Brothers Restein and
Foster.

Left McCook at 10.00 Eastern (9.00 Central) time.
On leaving McCook time changes from Mountain to
Central, and we now run one hour behind Eastern time.
From McCook to Hastings we have with us as guests
Brothers V. H. Halliday, F. Kendler, and C. E. Pope,
who are members of the entertainment committee from
Division g5, and the following ladies of McCook: Mrs.
C. W. Bronson, Mrs. V. H. Halliday, Mrs. F. Kendler,
Mrs. C. E. Pope, Mrs. Beyer, Miss Grace Sanborn, and
Miss Mabel Jordon. We have a pleasant entertainment
in the combined car, during which Mrs. Bronson and
Miss Sanborn sing in a charming manner several choice
selections. Arriving in Hastings at twelve o’clock, noon,
we make a halt of five minutes to change engines, and
bidding adieu to the kind friends of McCook who gave
us such a royal greeting, we continue on our way with
engine 227, Engineer H. L. Beaty, Fireman F. C. Park-
erson, Conductor J. G. Chase, Brakeman Fred. Sharpe.
Our guests are Brothers M. E. Shepard, of Claude
Champion Division No. 227, of Lincoln, Neb., M. E.
Crane, of Creston Division No. 21, of Creston, Iowa, and
Trainmaster E. W. Carter.

At Fairmount, 43 miles from Hastings, we make a
short stop to allow some guests to get aboard; they are
Brothers W. B. Morledge, J. H. Burns, of Division 227,
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W. J. Robinson, of Omaha Division 126, and Chief Dis-
patcher C. L. Eaton. Brother Burns is entitled to
special mention, being introduced to us as “the largest
conductor on the Burlington Route. He is 6 feet 1 inch
tall and weighs 290 pounds.” “If we only had ‘Big
Frank,’, of the New York Division, with us,” says
Brother Denniston, “we could beat that by 1 inch and 10
pounds.”

“While we are not able to produce our largest con-
ductor to compare him with yours,” spoke up Manager
Wyman, “we have with us one who enjoys the distinction
of being the smallest conductor on the Pennsylvania
Railroad System, being but 5 feet 3 inches in height and
weighing only 109 pounds. I take pleasure in introduc-
ing you to Brother Charles L. Springer.” Brother
Springer took the joke good-naturedly and responds in a
pleasant manner, telling the advantage of being small;
that his size enables him to get through places with ease
where large men dare not attempt to go. We notice
that Conductor Chase is a great favorite with the ladies
of our party, who are trying to rob his uniform coat of its
pretty golden buttons, that they covet for souvenirs. A
stop of half an hour is made at Lincoln, where we arrive
at three o’clock. Conductor Chase, to save his coat,
procures a number of uniform buttons and distributes
them among the ladies. Division 227 adjourned meet-
ing this afternoon to meet us at the station on our ar-
rival, an action very much appreciated by our boys, and
the half hour was spent in pleasant greetings. The
“boys,” the cooks, waiters, and porters, and the ladies
gave their yells in turn as the time came for us to leave,
and the effort of the ladies was loudly applauded.




204 NINE THOUSAND MILES

We leave Lincoln with the same engine and crew that
brought us from Hastings, and they take us to Pacific
Junction, a run of 177 miles. We feel that we are in
good hands, for Conductor J. G. Chase was_selected to
take charge, from Pacific Junction to Hastings, of the
Mayham Special, that on February 15th and 16th, 1897,
broke the world’s record for long-distance running, hav-
ing made the run from Chicago to Denver, a distance
of 1025 miles, in 1047 minutes. Engine 227 that is now
pulling us drew the special from Lincoln to Hastings,
a distance of g6 miles, in 109 minutes, a speed of about
53 miles per hour. This did not quite reach the average
rate of speed made on the trip, which was 583/ miles
per hour. Leaving Lincoln we have with us as addi-
tional guests Brothers W. C. McDermott and C. Kast,
of Division 227, and Engineer F. B. Arnold. We ar-
rive in Omaha at 5.15 P. M,, and within ten minutes
after our arrival we are speeding through the city on
electric cars, under the escort of Brother W. J. Robinson
and Superintendent of Street Car Service T. H. Tod-
hunter, who has placed two fine open trolley cars at our
service and personally directs their movements, switch-
ing us from one thoroughfare to another until almost
the entire city is traversed. It is a pleasant afternoon
and we greatly enjoy the delightful ride through this,
one of the greatest cities of the West, noted for its rapid
growth, having increased from a population of 30,518 in
1880 to 140,452 in 1890, and we are told that present in-
dications point to the likelihood of it reaching 300,000
in time for the census of 1900.

Omaha is up to date in all that pertains to the health,
comfort, and welfare of her citizens, and we are all favor-
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ably impressed with her clean streets, pleasant homes,
and fine, substantial public buildings. Omaha has a
curfew law, recently established, the beneficent effects of
which are already noticed and highly recommended. It
keeps off the streets after nine o’clock at night boys and
girls under sixteen years of age, unless accompanied by
parents or guardians.

We have consumed more time in doing the town of
Omaha than was intended, and consequently, when we
leave at 7.05 we are thirty-five minutes late on our
schedule; but we are on a line noted for its “fast time,”
and probably the delay will be made up. A number of
the boys from Creston Division No. 21 and their ladies
came up to Omaha to meet us this afternoon, and re-
turn with us to Creston.

We have the pleasure of having with us L. H. Wright,
C. C. of No. 21, Mr. and Mrs. R. McCoy, Mr. and Mrs.
J. W. Smelley, Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Felker, Mr. and
Mrs. Nugent, Mr. and Miss Bradey, Mr. Donoven,
Train Dispatcher Ed. Robeson, Master Mechanic G. L.
Beckwith, J. W. Fedder and mother, Mr. and Mrs.
Roberts, F. M. Price, Miss Galeger, Miss Thompson,
Miss Gaul, Miss Gaven, Miss Obine. Leaving Omaha
we do not cross the Missouri River and enter Iowa via
Council Bluffs, but follow the river south for 26 miles
to Plattsmouth, where we cross the turbid stream on a
substantial bridge and enter Iowa at Pacific Junction,
having traversed the southern border of the State of
Nebraska for 366 miles. We saw a fine, level country,
dotted with neat, substantial farm buildings, and judging
from the many well-filled cribs of last year’s corn, it must
be a country extremely rich in agricultural products.
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At Pacific Junction a change of engines and crews is
made, and bidding adieu to good-hearted, good-natured
Captain Chase and his genial crew, we continue on our
way with C. B. & Q. engine 318, in charge of Engineer
George Goodrich and Fireman T. H. Hillis, conducted
by M. Farrell, whose brakemen are T. A. McDonald and
T. Munson, who will take us to Creston, a run of 86
miles. Thirty-five miles from Pacific Junction we make
a short stop at Redwood, and receive additional guests
in the persons of Division Superintendent J. H. Duggan,
Mr. Frank Gillman, J. B. Kirsh, chief engineer of Cres-
ton Division No. 112, B. of L. E., and Conductor T. G.
Snair. We have now about thirty-five guests aboard
and our train is pretty well filled up. It seems to be an
off Sunday with many of the good people along the line,
and they have turned out to show us a good time, and
they can never guess how much their efforts are appre-
ciated. Itis 10.15 P. M. when we arrive in Creston, and
as we approach the station Superintendent Duggan, who
has been watching the time, informs us that our train
has covered the last 36 miles in forty-two minutes. A
large bonfire is burning on an open lot near the station,
and the juvenile band of Creston is playing a stirring
piece when our train comes to a halt. There is a large
crowd on hand to greet us, and the forty-five minutes we
remain among them passes quickly and pleasantly away.
We bid good-bye to our many new-found friends, and at
11.02 P. M. leave Creston with C. B. & Q. engine 232,
with Engineer J. Consodine at the throttle, and con-
ducted by G. W. Yetts. The brakemen are W. D.
Willits and G. A. Bessey, which crew takes us to Bur-
lington, 190 miles. The “232” was also on the famous
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Mayham Special from Creston to Red Oak, and made a
record of 62% miles per hour, Conductor Yetts had
charge of the train from Burlington to Creston.

We have had a full day, and every one of the party
feels that we have been, honored by the demonstrations
of good-fellowship that have marked our progress
through the States of Nebraska and Iowa. We are all very
tired to-night; this is the thirtieth day of our outing;
each day a picnic and every night a circus. It is now
drawing near the midnight hour, and as we steam away
from the hospitable, wide-awake little town of Creston,
with her bonfire and her band, our sincere wish is that
the sun of prosperity may ever shine upon her. The
combined car has been vacated and the refreshment
corner is deserted; George H. Anderson, the hardest-
worked man in the outfit, is making up his bed, Brother
Sparks’ El Paso pup has ceased his whining and now is
snoring, and Sister Matthews’ Denver magpie for once
in its life is silent. These things I notice as I quietly
leave the smoker and make my way to little No. 3, in
the ‘“Marco.”

MONDAY, JUNE 7th.

Getting up this morning about six o’clock, I find we
are in Illinois, having crossed the Mississippi River dur-
ing the night at Burlington, where a change of engines
was made. We now have C. B. & Q. engine 511,
handled by Engineer D. Sullivan and fired by J. Watson.
Conductor W. L. Boydston, a member of Galesburg
Division No. 83, has charge of our train, whose brake-
men are J. M. Forsythe and T. G. White. This engine
and crew will run us to Chicago, a distance of 206 miles.
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Illinois is a rich agricultural State, whose well-cultivated
farms and fine buildings exhibit a high degree of pros-
perity and thrift. Arriving in Chicago at 8.45 our
people scatter to take in the sights of the city as best
suit their individual inclinations. I have no knowledge
as to where they went or what they saw, but the inference
is that everybody was busy, for it is a physical impos-
sibility for a person to remain still in this town; such
hustling, aggressive activity I never saw before. If you
attempt to saunter or stop to look you are the victim of
a hundred bumps a minute; you’ve got to get in the race
and keep going, or climb a tree.

On our arrival Mrs. S. and I were met by Mrs. Ray
Melchor, Mrs. Shaw’s sister, a resident of the city, who
took charge of us, and I am glad she assumed the
responsibility, for I never felt more in need of a guardian
in my life than I did when in the heart of this mighty
metropolis with its great sky-scraping buildings and
tearing cyclone of humanity. Mrs. Melchor proved an
excellent guide, and showed us more of this wonderful
town than one would think possible in the few hours
allotted us, besides giving us a delightful carriage ride
along the lake front and through Jackson and Washing-
ton Parks. We also visited Lincoln Park and saw the
famous Ferris Wheel. Mrs. Melchor returned with us
to the train and accompanied us as far as the suburban
station of Englewood, where the train was stopped to
allow her to alight. We left Chicago at 5.40 P. M. on
the Pittsburgh, Fort Wayne and Chicago Line, with
P. Ft. W. & C. engine 147, Engineer Frank Higgins,
Fireman Robt. Giffin, Conductor M. J. Prindiville,
Brakeman H. B. Walton, and Flagman Geo. Roberts,
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who take us to Ft. Wayne, 148 miles. Near Whiting, a
short distance beyond the limits of Chicago, we cross
the line and enter Indiana, which also has the appearance
of being a rich agricultural State.

In the evening an interesting meeting is held in the
smoking car, and presided over by Brother Geo. Brown,
for the purpose of effecting a permanent club, to be com-
posed of the members of the Pennsylvania Railroad con-
ductors’ excursion party. Selecting a name leads to
considerable discussion, until Brother Denniston sug-
gests the “Golden Gate Club,” which is unanimously
adopted. The following brothers are elected officers of
the club: President, C. E. Wyman; vice-president, L. E.
Sheppard; secretary and treasurer, W. J. Maxwell. Pull-
man conductors Suter and McDonald are admitted as
honorary members. The meeting, which lasted from
8.30 to 9.20 P. M., is succeeded by the admission to the
car of a delegation of the ladies, led by Sister Reilly, who
introduces an entertaining game called “The California
Pets,” or “Dead Hand,” which consists of an out-
stretched sheet, around which.sit as many as can con-
veniently do so, with their hands beneath the sheet, and
guess the names of articles that they cannot see, which
are passed from one to the other. The game continues
for some time and produces a great deal of merriment,
until an article is passed to Miss Ella that causes her
to shriek with fright. She quickly passes it to Brother
Reagan, who turns pale and shudders as though he had
seen a ghost; he in turn tosses it to Brother Williams,
who is thrown into a spasm when he grasps the nasty
thing, and flings it into Brother McCarty’s lap, who
clutches it, drops it, exclaims “Hell!”” jumps up, all at the
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same time, and makes a break for the door. It was only
a kid glove that Mrs. Reilly had filled with sand and
soaked in ice water, that felt to the touch like the cold
and clammy hand of a corpse.

The rear car “Orchis” was christened “Hogan’s
Alley” in the early stages of our trip, because of the spirit
of fun and frolic that at times ran rampant there. To-
day, while Brother Houston was visiting his brother in
Chicago, who is connected with a publishing house, he
procured a number of large cards with “Hogan’s Alley”
printed upon them, and hung them up through the car.
There were also two swinging from the rear platform
when the train left Chicago, much to the amusement of
the people who were gathered at the station to see us off.

We reach Ft. Wayne at 9.30 P. M., and after a delay
of a few minutes changing engines, start on our way
again with P. Ft. W. & C. engine 272, Engineer M. Shea,
Fireman E. Blanchard, Conductor T. J. Kanaga, Brake-
men W. B. Kelley and A. C. Kyle, who take us to Crest-
line, Ohio, 132 miles. At the little station of Dixon, 20
miles east of Ft. Wayne, we cross the State line and
enter Ohio. We are drawing nearer home and all feel
very glad, although it will be like the breaking up of a
large and happy family for us to separate. We expect to
reach Pittsburgh early in the morning, and Brothers
Haas and Schuler are saying goodbye, for Haas leaves
us at Allegheny City and Schuler at Pittsburgh. It is
approaching midnight, and as we skim across the State
of Ohio we retire to our little beds and are soon fast
asleep, lulled into repose by the soothing hum and mo-
tion of the train, that we have learned to regard as a great
help to pleasant dreams and unbroken slumber.
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TUESDAY, JUNE 8th.

Getting up this morning about 5.30, I find we are ap-
proaching Allegheny City. It is a wet, foggy morning,
and the Ohio River, in sight of which we are running, is
high and muddy. We had changed engines at Crestline
during the night, and now have P. Ft. W. & C. engine
No. 288, Engineer Geo. Hood, Fireman F. Eberly, Con-
ductor E. W. Davis, Brakemen E. W. Simpson and J. W.
Syms, who take us into Pittsburgh, a run of 188 miles.
When we stop in Allegheny City at six o’clock quite a
number are astir to bid Brother Haas adieu; five minutes
later we stop in Pittsburgh and part with Brother Schu-
ler. Brother Sloane also leaves us here, as he has busi-
ness to transact in the “Smoky City” before coming
East.

Time changes here from Central to Eastern, one hour
later, and we leave Pittsburgh at 7.17 A. M. with
P. R. R. engine 1631, with Engineer M. Daily and Fire-
man S. K. Dobson in the cab. Our conductor is N. E.
Garber and Brakemen W. J. Maxwell and Frank Dick.
This crew runs us to Altoona, a distance of 117 miles,
where we arrive at 10.35. After a delay of five minutes
in changing engines we start on our way again with
P. R. R. engine 646, in charge of Engineer H. Funk and
Fireman E. Wilson. J. R. Bockus is conducting the
train, whose brakemen are G. H. Free and G. W. Miller.
Our train stops at Tyrone, 15 miles east of Altoona, to
allow Brother and Mrs. Matthews to get off. They are
obliged to leave us at this point, for they had left their
little four-year-old daughter .here in the care of relatives
until their return and are longing to clasp Baby Ellie
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once more in their arms. This is a busy day with the
members of the party and an interesting one for the
porters. In a neat and characteristic speech Brother
Reagan, in behalf of the lady occupants of the “Marco,”
presents Dennis Jackson with a substantial token of their
appreciation of his kindness and courtesy toward them
during the trip, they always finding him ready and
willing to obey and oblige; and Dennis deserves their
generous remembrance. Brother Sheppard, in behalf of
the occupants of the “Milton,” holds up Dick Pettus in
the same manner and for the same purpose, and presents
him with a generous token of their regard. Physically
Dick is a giant, and all who know him will testify that he
is as good-natured and kind as he is big and strong.
The residents of “Hogan’s Alley” (“Orchis”) surround
George Custis, while Brother Denniston in an eloquent
speech tells him how good he is and how his goodness
has been appreciated by the restive but good-natured
and harmless inhabitants of this noted quarter, who desire
to show their regard for the service he has rendered them
by giving him a token of remembrance. George is
worthy of their generosity, and quietly accepts the dona-
tion, saying to me as I pass him, “I often thought of the
warning you gave me the day we started out.”
Arriving in Harrisburg at 1.37 P. M. we bid adieu to
Brothers Gilliland, Haefner, Smith, and their wives, also
Brother McCarty, who leave us at this point, and chang-
ing engines for the last time we proceed on our way
again with P. R. R. engine 296, Engineer H. B. Hum-
phreys, Fireman J. Mahan, Conductor Dan. Harvey,
Brakeman George Wilson. We are met in Harrisburg
by a delegation from Philadelphia, composed of the fol-
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lowing-named gentlemen, who constitute a Welcome
Home Committee: Brothers John Mooney, Budd Rou-
lon, George Stultz, Tony Hughes, Frank Vandyke, of
West Philadelphia Division 162; J. Kelly and J. P.
Anchor, of Camden Division 170; Trainmaster J.
Thompson, Operator C. Devinney, and Baggagemaster
Ed. Lynch, who accompany us to Philadelphia. They
present each one of our party with a very pretty little
white badge bearing the initials “O. R. C.” in monogram
and the inscription “Welcome Home” in golden letters.
We have a number of badges and innumerable souvenirs
that have been gathered on the trip, but not one among
them all will be more highly prized than the little
“Welcome Home” badge that bears silent but eloquent
testimony to the deep fraternal sentiment that rejoices in
our safe arrival home.

We have had a most wonderful trip; have traveled
almost gooo miles; no one has been injured and no one
seriously sick. A prairie dog and a jack rabbit, so far as
we can learn, are the only victims that met death by
our train. We have crossed eighteen States and Terri-
tories, encountered no train robbers, experienced no
wrecks, not having on a car during all our journey so
much as a hot box or flat wheel.

Brother Layfield has been diligently obtaining punch
cuts of the conductors he has met en route, and succeeded
in obtaining forty-eight. Had they all been equipped
with their punch that he met he would have had many
more. The Colonel has been collecting punch marks
for several years, and now has three hundred and fifty,
nicely arranged in an album designed for the purpose.
We are pained to learn that Brother Charles Larue, of
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Camden Division 170, was thrown off his train yesterday
and badly injured. He is a member of the Welcome
Home Committee and had intended to accompany the
rest to Harrisburg to meet us.

Our train rolls into Broad Street Station, Philadel-
phia, at 4.20 P. M., and we are warmly greeted by many
friends who have gathered in the great train shed to
welcome us home. From the station we are escorted to
Odd Fellows’ Temple, Broad and Cherry Streets, by the
Reception Committ:e, representing West Philadelphia
Division 162, Quaker City Division 204, Camden Divis-
ion 170, and Wilmington Division 224. Brother J. H.
Mooney, of Division 162, calls the meeting to order and
in a neat little speech welcomes the excursionists home.
Fine music is rendered by the Philharmonic Quintet,
composed of the following gentlemen: Ed. Volmer, J. R.
Whitely, Sol. Ecksteine, Chas. Genso, and Robert Craw-
ford, ably led by Prof. Jo. Allen. Brothers Wyman,
Sheppard, and Shaw are called upon for remarks relative
to the trip, and they respond with short addresses.
Songs and recitations are given by J. Conlin and Mr.
and Mrs. Hughes, and the guests then repair to the
basement banquet hall, where refreshments are served.
At 7.30 the meeting adjourns, adieus are spoken, and we
go to our several homes, feeling that we have had an
extraordinary picnic in the thirty-two days of our out-
ing, and hoping to meet again at the first anniversary of
the Golden Gate Club one year hence.

[THE END.]





