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The pharmacy was impressed that mother was born 

here, so I sold them one of each. Good. That makes 

10 books in all. Not bad. Had travel 3000 miles on 

the profit, but just think of the postage I saved for 

my customers. 

 

 
 

Pomeroy is the county seat of Garfield County, and 

their court house is cute. Pix. We’re at 3013 miles.  

 

Lunch at Dayton at the state park. Stopped at 

Cascade Locks for a snack and made it home by 

8:35pm. Drove a total of 3,413 miles.  

 

I had a good time, and since I have already washed 

the clothes, I'm ready for more of the same. 

 

Great Trip! 
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COLORADO AND THE  

OLD OREGON TRAIL 

 
July 15 to August 5, 1989 

 

By Dorothy Churchill 

 

 

July 15 Baker 

 

Off to see Sue and Dick in Colorado by auto and 

follow the old Oregon Trail for much of the way.  

 

With instructions for Sam not to exceed 10,000 feet 

altitude, we were determined to see all we could, 

visit with the kids, and stay healthy.  
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We leave Astoria at 8 a.m and pass Multnomah Falls 

(121 miles) by 10:30. We made our first stop at 

Arlington, Oregon, for a picnic.  

 

Sam had never seen the park where Barbara Strite 

stopped on our way to La Grande for the P E 0 

convention. Arlington is noted as a large landfill site, 

but the park was very pleasant. 

 

Pendleton at 2 p.m. 303 miles 81°. Deadman's Pass 

is 4,193 feet. Easy for Sam. 

 

 
 

Baker was our first stop for the night. Ar. 4:20pm, at 

404 miles.  

 

The town was celebrating Miners Days and was full 

of frisky people. Streets closed for dancing, etc. but 

we got a room at the Royal Motor Inn for $30.50. 

Dinner at the Brass Parrot Mexican Food. Nice 

place. 405 miles today. 
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Decided to stay at Orofine. Glad we did. Konkolville 

Motel is a 3 star AAA, and the second nicest of the 

trip. Little America is the best. This one had a 

refrigerator so we could freeze our blue ice.  

 

Aug 5: Orofino Home 

 

In 1946 Andrew Konkol started a mill on Cow Creek 

and we ate under the first board ever cut from the 

mill on May 21, 1946. It was in the restaurant.  

 

Anyway, Andy kept expanding, had the first fully 

automated electric carriage in Idaho. Today, 

Konkolville Lumber produces 14 million board feet 

per year and employs 70. Andy passed away in 1975.  

 

There is a tavern and steak house adjacent, also a 

ballroom. The waitress at the restaurant gave us the 

poem "The Smell of Sawdust." 

 

Dworshak Dam is 

near here. That is 

what stopped the log 

drives on the 

Clearwater. We didn't 

take the tour, but 

would have liked it. 

 

Here comes my mother's birthplace--Pomeroy, 

Washington. Stop. I want to sell some books. And I 

did.  
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I liked it better than Harrahs.  The museum 

continues to grow, and I could go back again.  

 

The show piece was Henry Ford's personal Lincoln 

Camper, with all the drawers, camp equipment and 

even dishes. His buddies Burroughs, Firestone and 

Edison all camped in this rig. It is on loan from the 

Smithsonian. There were many Lincoln in the room. 

I loved it. The collection is the result of Edward 

Towe's life-long interest in Fords.  

 

He started with a  1923 T By 1986 the collection had 

grown to over 200 which prompted him to open the 

museum at Sacramento.  

 

 
 

On to Missoula and took Lolo Pass on Highway 12 

into Idaho. Got to Lowell at 5:30 after a beautiful 

ride thru the woods on Lolo. Ate dinner at 

wilderness Inn 2874, 50 miles from Grangeville.  
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July 16:  Baker to Rexburg 

 

Out by 7 am. Stealth Bomber in the news. There's 

trouble getting it accepted.  

 

Changed to Mountain Time at Huntington, Oregon. 

8:15 becomes 9:15.  

 

Stopped at Caldwell, Idaho for breakfast. Sam had 

enormous pancakes--couldn't possibly eat them all.  

Stopped at Burley for picnic on the Snake River. 

We’ve traveled 696 miles, 2 p.m.  

 

 
 

Pocatello at 3:30, 771 mi. Exit to Hiway 15 into 

Idaho Falls.  

 

We called Bob and Marj Sethre and they directed us 

to Rexburg and met us at the highway and directed 

us to their nice apartment where they are staying for 

the summer, as snow-birds from Yuma, Arizona. 
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Rexburg, in the Snake 

River valley, is 12 

hours from 

Yellowstone Park, and 

one hour from the 

Grand Teton National 

Park and Jackson 

Hole, Wyoming, and 

two hours from Craters of the Moon in central Idaho.  

 

It is the home of Ricks College  (now BYU), once a 2 

year school owned by Mormons. It is the largest 

private Jr. college in America.  

 

The campus of lush 

green grass and 

gorgeous flowers is 

charming. We 

couldn't believe the 

number of buildings 

and acres of campus 

for a 2 year school.  

 

It looked like a state 

university. There is 

a bronze statue of 2 

students on the lawn that is exquisite. Bob and Marj 

live within walking distance.  

 

Marj had prepared a delicious dinner and it was 

good to be with them again. I wish they lived closer. 
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There may be other things to do in Deer Lodge, but 

there was only one for me. Towe. I had sold them 

books on a regular basis, so it was easy to sell to 

Andy Towe.  

 

We met on a very 

casual basis in the 

gift shop, and he 

bought 6. Hot Dog. 

That is a good 

account. He has 

many Ford books, 

but Me and the 

Model T looked 

pretty nice on the 

shelf.  

 

We took the tour, of course. After a picnic on the 

front lawn of the museum, we were READY. You can 

follow the development of the Fords from 1903 to 

1950s. Even a Model N. Fantastic. The cars were in 

show-case condition, impeccably restored. There are 

more than 100 cars.  
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The tall stack is still standing, but you can't go near 

the place. They have restored the railroad station, 

and it is lovely. Anaconda smelter quit in 1980. 

 

From smelter to Fords, next. Hot Dog!  

 

I'm at last, getting to see the Montana Ford Museum 

at Deer Lodge. It was about noon. Sam suggested I 

go into the town of Deer Lodge and make an 

appointment with the boss. We parked in the 

museum parking lot, and I went in. Sure enough, 

there was Andy Towe, son of Edward, and owner-

manager of the museum.  

 

Wow, this place is BIG. There were scads of people 

filling the gift shop milling around buying things, 

waiting to go into the museum, or going to the Old 

Montana Prison, which is all together.  

 
 

Ford and the prison--both with tours. Prison has 

guided tours, but Ford is self-guided.  
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July 17 Rexburg 

 

Bob and Narj urged us to explore the museum at 

Rexburg that told us about the Teton Dam flood. We 

toured and listened and learned. 

 

In 1972 work began on the Teton Dam. Several 

fissures appeared on the wall, so large that a person 

could walk into the bottom of several. They decided 

to pour grout into them. Before all the cracks were 

filled, they had used more than twice the original 

estimate of grout.  

 

The reservoir began to fill in 1975. The earth filled 

dam was 1,690 feet thick and 305 feet high. 35 feet 

wide at top and 3,050 feet long. The reservoir was 17 

miles long and would contain 80 billion gallons of 

water. 

 

On June 5, 

1976, 15 miles 

east of 

Rexburg, the 

dam broke, 

and flooded 

99,252 acres 

of land and 

over 3,002 

homes.  

 

There were 2 D-9 caterpillars working on top of the 

dam on the leak before it broke and both were lost.  

After the dam broke, the crew had about 2 minutes 

to get off.  
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It was about 15 minutes before total collapse. 

250,000 acre feet of water escaped the barrier.  

 

The towns of Teton, Wilford, Sugar City, and 

Rexburg were in the way. Houses, cattle, power 

lines, and debris all floated down the valley. Horses 

and animals trying to outrun it. The water looked to 

be 30 feet deep and four miles wide. 

 

Ricks College was on high ground, and 2,000 people 

found home in the apartments and were fed in the 

cafeteria. Rexburg was 80% destroyed. Eleven lives 

were lost 20,000 head of livestock lost and  25,000 

were left homeless. 

 

 
  

There is a monument of the Oregon Trail nearby. We 

were both very glad to actually be in the ruts. We 

both felt the place was legitimate, and it gave us a 

tremendous feeling of respect for our fore-fathers.  
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that activity.  We toured all over town and wished 

we had had time to take the No 1, a tourist trolley-

type bus or train that shows you the spots. Went to 

Montana Tech college where we found the beautiful 

statue of Marcus Daley, a miner that 1st developed 

the properties on the hill. The statue is life size. 

 

 
 

Left Butte with the hope of returning, and decided 

we might as well do the Anaconda Copper Mine, too, 

since we remembered being there when the smelter 

was going strong, and the kids were trying to taste 

the ice cream instead of smelling the putrid smells of 

the smelter.  

 

This time, all 

was quiet in 

Anaconda. The 

activity is all 

tourism. What 

it was like in 

the old days, 

seemed to be 

the theme.  
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Aug 4 Butte/Orofino 

 

Slept well at Capri. Would come back here. We went 

out to the Berkeley Mine Pit. Glad Sam knew about 

it. Once the hub of open-pit mining activity in Butte, 

it is now abandoned and filling with water.  

 

 
 

It was a copper mine, and the narration said that at 

the rate it was filling with ground water, it would be 

25 years before it reaches the top, and then they 

would start draining it away. Looked copper-colored.  

 

 
 

Butte is called the "richest hill on earth", or was. 

Now, the "gallows frames" seem to mark the death of 
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Another mile or so away from the ruts is Register 

Cliff State Historic Site.  

 

On 100 foot cliff, thousands of emigrants left their 

names carved into the sandstone. Of course, the local 

goons have done it too, but the 1848 to 1860 

pioneers' carvings are protected by a wire fence.  

We walked along the fence and were proud of their 

work. This was the end of our Oregon Trail. 

 

 
 

After we had spent time at the ruts and register cliff, 

it started to rain. We are now heading home, full of a 

wonderful feeling of discovery about the Trail.  

 

Thru Casper oil wells. Lunch at a truck stop. They 

seemed to be so convenient to pop into off the 
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freeway, we did it quite often--especially when we 

needed gas. 

 

Fortunately, our next stop was at Meeteetse, 

Wyoming at 3:30. Went in for our daily ration of ice 

cream and started talking to the lady, who convinced 

us we needed to stay at Meeteetse, rather than get 

into the big city of Cody.  

 

Boy, are we GLAD we followed her advice. That 

town doesn't need many people like this nice lady, 

because we not only had ice cream, we ate dinner 

there, went on an adventure trip at her suggestion, 

ate breakfast the next morning, and thoroughly 

enjoyed the motel. 

We stayed at Vision Quest, $28.00 2 beds. Our only 

wild life on the whole trip was from a delightfully 

scenic trip outs in to the countryside. The Woods 

River road was rich in deer. They loved it there, and 

so did we. Nice evening in the cool valley. So glad we 

didn't try Cody. 

 

We were not wiped out, so we went to the college 

cafeteria for lunch,and it was outstanding. Good 

flavor to food, generous helpings and reasonable 

prices. After lunch we all went home for a rest, then 

I sneaked out to go back to the library, where I sold 2 

books. One Ben Snipes, and one Model T. Nice lady. 

 

At the club house of the apartment, they had a sing 

along in the evening, followed by a video of ”Gorillas 

in the Mist." None of us had seen it, and it was good. 

There is a fall schedule of events for residents of the 

court, and Sethres take advantage of the tours, etc. 

Ricks College recruits snow-birds from the south. 
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Passed the Smith mine disaster. Must ask Bud 

about this. In 1943, 74 miners died.  

 

 
 

At Red Lodge, we stopped for a picnic by the river at 

the entry to town. This is the gateway to Yellowstone 

and the place is jumping with motels. 

 

On thru Livingston, 

where Vera Gault 

lived and into Butte 

Montana where 

Ron's Dad lived. We 

found the Capri 

Motel in Butte, MT. 

Miles: 2498 mi. 
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Our special interest was to get into the Irma Hotel to 

see the cherry wood back bar that Queen Victoria 

gave in 1900 for his command performance. 

 

 
 

It was made in France, shipped to New York by 

steamer, took the railroad to Red Lodge Montana 

and came by horse-drawn freightwagon to Cody. It is 

Gorgeous! It is being used as a back bar in the 

restaurant part of the old hotel.  

 

It must attract a lot of diners, because the place was 

thumping. Did you ask the price of the back-bar? 

They won't take $100,000.00 for it. We bought Sue 

and Dick a souvenir menu and pix. 

 

On our way again by 11:15 am. Crossed into 

Montana at 2,323 miles. Red Lodge attracted us 

because of Bud Forrester working there in his youth, 

so turned off 308 from Belfry to Red Lodge.  

 

 

 9 

July 18 Rexburg to Tremonton 

 

Sethres saw us off on our way via Rigby to Route 26 

to Swan Valley.  

 

 
Crossed the river and enjoyed the scenery of rock 

cliffs, palisades, reservoir where cut-throat trout 

play, and over the border to Wyoming at 10:50, 

having traveled 936 miles.  

 

Arrived in the border town of Thayne, Wyoming 

where there was a cheese factory, so we bought some 

pepper cheese like John Atherton liked so much. It 

was Star Valley Cheese Corp.  

 

Afton, Wyoming is next. Here, an arch over the main 

drag is the world's largest elk-horn arch. 
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We had a picnic in Monplier, Idaho city park. Cool 

and comfortable. 1018 mi. Took Highway 89 to 

Logan via Bear Lake.   

 

Entered Utah at 

2:10pm, 1045 miles 

traveled. 

 

Bear Lake spans 

border between 

Idaho and Utah.  

 

It was formed by an earthquake and is 20 miles by 8 

miles and is 208 feet deep.  Very different color--

turquoise.  

 

 
 

The beautiful color is a result of limestone particles 

suspended in the lake. It is 28,000 years old and is at 

7560 elevation.  

 

Beautiful ride coming into Logan at 3:13pm, 1088. 

miles. Look down on the town.  

 

Went to the C of C for information on how to get to 

Promontory Point.  
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Aug 3: Meeteetse to Butte 

 

No air conditioning needed at Neeteetse. It was 

wonderful. Cross breeze. People in small towns have 

a lot of character--kind and helpful and happy. Ate 

breakfast at the Lady Linda's cafe. We soon 

discovered that oatmeal is the way to go. 

 

Highway 20 to Cody. We had been here on a tour. 

Found where we stayed in log cabins at the Buffalo 

Bill Center. This time, we made our way to the down 

town to explore the Irma Hotel for Susan.  

 

 
 

Since she is so fascinated with Buffy Bill we learned 

that he built a hotel in Cody in 1902 and named it 

after his youngest daughter, Irma. It is now a 

National Historic Place.  

 

The town of Cody was founded by Buffalo Bill in 

1898. They honor him all over town, and he has 

become a great tourist attraction.  
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towels were draped over a stirrup, the shower head 

came off on Sam, but the price was right $28.84. 

Sam didn't have a good night, and we wondered how 

we could get home fast. 

 

Aug 2: Guernsey to Meeteetse 

 

There must have been a bunkhouse full of road 

workers or somebody that had to be at work about 6 

a.m., because about 4, the place was a bee-hive. But 

Sam felt better, and we decided we could do some 

more exploring.  

 

 
 

Probably, one of the chief highlights of the Oregon 

Trail side of this trip was 2 miles out of Guernsey. 

The RUTS. We drove to the parking lot, and walked 

a short trail up a gentle hill, and there, thousands of 

covered wagons and carts drawn by oxen, horses or 

mules carved their mark deep in the Wyoming 

sandstone. The ruts are about 3 or 4 feet deep, and 

we climbed down in them. 
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Took highway 30 

to Fielding, then 

84 to Garland. 

Hot. Stopped at 

the Garland 

Drug store 

because it was 

air conditioned.  

 

Had a folksy talk with the proprietor and got 

directions on where to stay to be near Prometory 

Point. We knew there were no accommodations at 

the site. Found a good new motel at Tremonton, the 

Sandman. $34.88.  

 

This town is in the never-

never land. We went down 

town for dinner and there 

wasn't a single local who 

knew how to get to the 

Golden Spike Site.  

 

We decided to find out for 

ourselves, so took a dry run 

about 10 miles down an 

unfinished road to a 

junction. We thought we knew how to make it the 

next day. They needed Sue around here to do a little 

advertising on how to get to the Golden Spike. Called 

Sue. 1137 miles. Drove 256 miles today. 
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July 19:  Promontory Point to Little America 

 

Found a good guy at the gas station that knew a 

better way to Promontory Point, so got onto a better 

road. Passed two people sleeping in sleeping bags 

right in front of our motel. Rushing traffic about 2 

feet from where they were sleeping. Ho hum.  

 

Took highway 102 to 83. Point was 28 miles from 

Tremonton. Dick said the best way to get there 

would be via Brigham City, and he was right. 

 

Arrived Golden Spike National Monument visitors 

information museum before 9:30.  

Saw a film about building the railroads, and one 

about the photographer that made it famous.  

 

 
 

Promontory Point, Utah is the spot where Congress 

declared the meeting place for the two railroads , the 

Union Pacific from Omaha, and the Central Pacific 
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name, "Old Bedlam"). There are a total of 11 

buildings open for the public. The storm clouds were 

working on a storm, so we didn't walk all around the 

grounds, but we sure got the feeling of Fort Laramie. 

Now, it means something to us, as we read about the 

Oregon Trail. Fort John Site is gone, but it was used 

by the American Fur Co. and abandoned in 1858. 

Nothing remains. It was on the grounds, south of the 

parade grounds. 

 

The lightning was flashing, and thunder roaring, so 

we skipped out on to Guernsey. We wanted to go to 

Guernsey, because that’s where the "ruts" are.  

 

 
 

Found a motel, the Bunkhouse. The proprietor of the 

motel is also the mayor of the town, and even more 

remarkable, he is the great grand son of John 

Baptist Charbonneau of Sacajawea fame. 

 

He was a descendant, and is trying to find his 

connection thru his mother's side. We must get him 

out to Fort Clatsop! The Bunkhouse had 2 beds, the 
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plans called for a log or stone wall, but same old 

story--not enough money. Some things never change.  

 

Of the 20 buildings of the original fort, there are 11 

now open to the public.  

 

 
 

A very fine museum starts you out with a film of the 

old fort days. The store, which was later the officers' 

club is now a refreshment bar. I had our first 

sarsaparilla. They were served by a man who looked 

like he belonged there.  

 

There is a parade ground, surrounding it are Lt. Col 

Andrew Burt's house, Post surgeon's quarters, 

Officers quarters, magazine, "Old Bedlam", BOQ. 

This is the prime building on the grounds.  

 

It is the oldest it military building in Wyoming. It 

was the center of social life (could account for the 
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from Sacramento that formed part the First 

Transcontinental Railroad. 

 

They met on May 10, 1869 and a golden spike was 

symbolically tapped, with a final iron spike driven to 

connect the railroads, thus spanning the U.S.  

 

Central Pacific crossed the Sierras and laid 200 

miles of track, and the UP had laid 700 miles over 

the plains.  As the two neared each other in Utah, 

they raced to grade more miles and claim more land, 

and they pushed so far beyond their railheads that 

they passed each other and for over 200 miles 

competing graders advanced in opposite directions 

on parallel grades.  

 

When they finally met, Central Pacific had laid 690 

miles of track; the Union Pacific 1,086. They had 

crossed 1,776 miles of desert, rivers, and mountains 

to bind east and west together.  
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We met a ranger that knew Scott and Jill Eckberg. 

At 10am, the crowd began to gather, and excitement 

mounted. Sure enough, out from the rail barn came 

old Jupiter. It did a little photo-op cruising down a 

siding, then took its place on the left, since it came 

from Central Pacific.  

 

Black smoke to please visitors, that wonderful chug-

chug sound to please everybody, and its gleaming 

perfection of a replica of the real one couldn't help 

but make you heart go chug-chug.  

After Jupiter took its place, along came Union 

Pacific 119 representing the Union Pacific.  

 

 
 

They came as close to each other as feasible and 

everybody was thrilled. The locis were lovingly built 

from photos and since we owned a video about their 

manufacture (thanks to Dick), we were truly 

entranced. Both engines were reconstructed with 
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It became a major military post for the entire Oregon 

Trail era and served as a base of military operations 

during the Indian Wars.  

Ft Laramie is 3 miles west of the town of Fort 

Laramie, but 80 away from the town of Laramie. 

 

 
 

It is high on prairie approaching the Rockies. Many 

structures have survived. It looks a lot like it must 

have looked in the 1800s.  

 

This outpost in the Wyoming wilderness played a 

crucial role in settling the west. Started as a fur 

trading center. In 1849, the army took it over and for 

40 years it served a westward trek point of supply 

and protection for emigrants, and a base for 

campaigns against Indians.  

 

There is no wall around it. It looked like a frontier 

town. Doesn't look like your standard fort. Initial 
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The following spring, his remains were found at the 

base of the bluffs, more than 60 miles from the site 

where he was abandoned. Mountainmen and 

trappers who were his friends recalled Scott's wish 

to be buried on the crest of the bluffs--thus the name, 

"Scottsbluff". The Indians called it, “the hill that is 

hard to go around”. It has also been called "The 

lighthouse of the prairie" or the Gibraltar of the 

plains". 

 

The sign in path said, "We dashed down the drains 

and pitch-holes with a violence which shook the 

navebands from our sturdy wheels". Watched a show 

of Oregon Trail in the museum, then went on in to 

Mitchell for lunch. Sent card to Anne and Don 

Mitchel., 

 

 
 

We leave Mitchell for Fort Laramie to continue our 

Oregon Trail experience.  Fort Laramie is a National 

Historic Site (Golden Pass, again) established in 

1834 by fur traders.  
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care and attention to realism by the National Park 

Service.  

 

Since there were no blue prints to go by, it was a 

task of special work. In 1975, O'Connor Engineering 

Lab in California was contracted to make the 

replicas. The requirements were to build them 

almost precisely the same as the original.  

 

Chadwell O'Connor, president of his company and 

John Healy, the chief engineer developed a 

micrometer to scale photographs of Russell's to 

arrive at proper dimensions. They did find a drawing 

of a boiler, which helped a lot.  

 

Bob Dowty, engineer, still works at Golden Spike as 

an engineer, but he had the day off when we were 

there. The boilers were the same size, built by Dixon 

Boiler works for 160 pound steam pressure. Maurie 

Houser from Disney did the valve gears.  

 

Almost all parts had to be created for the job. 

Casting for wheels were of manganese steel, with 

tires of steel that were shrunk-fit. The wooden cab 

work was left unpainted. It was stained to show the 

wood designs. 

 

Bells were re-created in gleaming brass and tuned 

for a pleasant tone. The art work on the dome was by 

Loyd Kimball, a Disney animator. The painting is of 

Johnny Appleseed on one side and Jim Bridger on 

the other. Gold leaf was used rather than paint.  

 

On April 30, 1979, they were ready and shipped 800 

miles from Costa Mesa, California to Promontory 
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Summit, Utah for the christening on May 10, 1989, 

100 years from the original meeting.  

 

Water from the Pacific and Atlantic was used.  

 

Between the time Jupiter came out and the time 119 

came out, we went to a dramatization of Theodore 

Judah story in a tent by the trains.  

 

 

 

Judah shouldn't be 

forgotten. he 

surveyed a route 

over the Sierra 

Nevada in 1862 and 

persuaded 

Sacramento 

merchants to form 

the Central Pacific 

Railroad.  

 

The business men 

betrayed him. They 

knew nothing about 

railroads--only 

money-making. Poor Judah died of yellow fever 

while crossing the Isthmus of Panama in 1863. 

 

We bought the Promontory Trail guide and took the 

auto tours of the area. The West tour was 8 miles 

down a dirt road to the beginning of the marked 

trail. Golden Spike markers showed us The Last 

Climb, as we traveled right on the grade;  
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The cliffs are huge. The main mountain is 4,649 feet 

high. We drove to the summit, after flashing our 

Golden Eagle National Park pass at the gate. The 

road is 1.7 miles long, with a parking area and trails 

both to the north look out and one to the south. 

There is a walking trail you can take, too. It is the 

Saddle Rock trail. We didn't do it. From the look 

outs, you can see for miles.  

 

Back to Chimney Rock, 25 miles one way, and to the 

mountains about 100 miles the other way. The rocks 

are bisected from east to west by state road # 92.  

 

 
 

Mitchell Pass goes thru here, and that is the way 

most of the emigrants got past the Scottsbluff area. 

 

Parked at the beginning of Mitchell Pass, are two 

wonderful old covered wagons to give you the idea. 

Alas, there were no horses, mules or oxen to pull 

them through. Sam and I walked a ways to find 

some ruts. Not very plain. 

 

Scottsbluff is named for Hiram Scott a 6 foot 4, 260 

pound frontiersman, who in 1629 was mysteriously 

left disabled and dying near Laramie Fork by the 

members of the trapping expedition he was leading.  
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Next spot for us was the North Platte Valley 

Museum in Gering, Neb. Gering and Scotts Bluff are 

twin cities. Naturally, there was a celebration or 

convention in Scotts Bluff, so we got a motel in 

Gering, The Cavalier. Nice room 2 beds $34.50. 

 

Aug 1:  Scotts Bluff to Guernsey 

 

Called Sammy, cause it is his 41st birthday. Headed 

back to the museum in Gering and had a delightful 

time looking over their mementos.  

 

Sure enough, I started talking to a family who had 

owned (still do) a Model A Ford, so after the warm-

up period, I sold him a book. He was a nice guy.  

 

Their mother was with them, and she had driven a 

Model T. Her Dad would keep her from driving the T 

by reversing a coil. 

 

On to Scotts Bluff, a celebrated landmark of the 

Oregon Trail and trappers.  
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Parallel grading, remnants of the great race to build 

more track than the other company; Cut and Fill, 

where mules and wagons carried debris from the cut 

to fill other places; Stair-Step Cuts, showing 5 levels, 

so crews could stay clear of others.  

 

Long winding grade showed the labor-intensive 

chore. Ten Miles in One Day Sign, where Central 

Pacific established the record on April 28, 1869.  

 

The East auto tour took us out on the UP side, but 

where we saw Chinaman's Arch (renamed the 

Chinese Arch), a memorial to thousands of Chinese 

workers. 

 

 
 

There were 4 special spikes--2 solid gold, 1 silver and 

1 iron, gold and silver. I don't know where they are. 

This was a rich, rewarding visit.  
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I only wish Bob Dowty had been there. He is in the 

video about building the replicas that Dick gave us. 

 

Left Golden Spike at 2 p.m., on to Brigham City. 

Nice town, with lots of trees. Mormon cathedral 

here. Looked out over Great Salt Lake and drove 

into Ogden. Got lost, and couldn't find our way out of 

this darn city. Finally found 84 E and made it 

to 80, got to Wyoming at 5:45, Evanston mi 1328. 

Fort Bridger at 6:45 pm.  

 

Fort Bridger was established in 1842 by Jim 

Bridger, discoverer of Great Salt Lake. Pony Express 

passed thru here 1860-61.  

 

 
 

The trading post had ice house, school, Judge 

Garter's house, museum, but it was getting late--so 

on we went to Little America, Wyoming, at 7:45 pm, 

1397 miles.Dick had recommended Little America.  

 

Surprise--surprise. This is NO run of the mill truck 

stop! Classy, green velvet room with chandelier, 2 

beds, elegant. $49.92. Beautiful rest. Sue and Dick 

called just as we were getting into the roam. They 

announced there was a "For Sale" sign in their front 

yard! Had dinner in the coffee shop. Capacity 300. 

Truckers must love it here. An oasis in the desert. 
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There is a monument there about the rock and one 

about the Pony Express route. 

 

Chimney Rock was a famous landmark for the 

pioneers. It marked the end of the prairie and was 

1/3 the way to Oregon City from Independence, MO.  

It stands 500 feet above the nearby North Platte 

river. It has resisted erosion because of the hard 

sandstone in the upper strata. 

 

It was a milepost for the emigrants because it broke 

the rnonotony of the prairies. It was a guide for 

mountain men long before the Oregon trail folks 

came along.  

 

 
 

The first white man to see it was probably Robert 

Stuart and his group of traders on their way back 

from Astoria in 1813. This shaft marked a camping 

spot with a dependable spring. We were intrigued. 
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Heading north to Sidney, Nebraska, crossed state 

line at 2 p.m. Miles; 2728. Took 80 E to 385 and 385 

to SR 92. Bridgeport for ice cream.  

 

 
 

On to Chimney Rock, the first Oregon Trail spot on 

our list. No town at the site. The closest village is 

Bayard. Chimney Rock is a National Historic Site, 

but we were surprised that there was no museum 

other than a mobile home (air conditioned) with a 

very few pictures and mementoes. 

 

Not much at all, compared to the importance of the 

rock. The mobile museum is about 2 miles from the 

rock, but even after you drive the 2 miles on a dusty 

road, you still have to hike .5 mile to the base of it.  
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July 20 Little America to Laramie 

 

Today is the 20th anniversary of the Man on the 

Moon. Didn't get started until 11 a m after a slow, 

enjoyable breakfast. Gas 1398 mi.  

 

Green River, surrounded by sandstone formations. 

Saw our first oil wells pumping away.  

 

Continental Divide at 1:45 elevation; 6,930 5 miles 

west of Rawlins.  

 

 
 

Bought food at a mini-mart and got to Ft. Steele at 2 

p.m. 1561 miles. Fort Fred Steele is on the west 
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bank of the North Platte River. It was established as 

a defense from Indian raids. 

 

 
It was one of several forts built at 200 mile intervals 

along the railway line. In 1868 Fort Steele resembled 

a tent city. Wood buildings were built, but fire 

consumed many, and a large fire wiped out all but 

the powderhouse.  

 

After Indians were placed in reservations, troops left 

Fort Steele in 1886. Today, it is a disaster area. We 

had our picnic under the shade of a tree on the 

banks of the North Platte River, but it wasn't nice.  
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July 30 Aurora 

 

We all were ready for an at home day. Did chores, 

rode in Dick's Red Bomber (for awhile), had 

emotional time with Sue about parting. 

 

July 31 Start home  

 

Sue took day off, and got us all started on the return 

trip. We took the car for lube and filter, packed lunch 

and said our goodbyes. Sue could well use her day off 

to ready the house for the real estate open house 

which is the next thing to happen to them. 

 

Noticing the 

Oregon Trail 

historical spots 

near this area, 

we decided to go 

east to Chimney 

Rock and go 

home that way.  

 

We round trip it whenever we can. Traveled 2,554 

miles. Sterling on Highway 76 was our first stop.  

 

Sterling is where Doris, Dick's mother grew up. We 

sent card to her from Sterling.  

 

From Sterling to Highway 138, then north to 

Nebraska. Saw Little House on the Prairie model. 

Pix. This is our eastern most spot.  
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like toadstools, balancing rock, the three graces, etc. 

Very red. 

 

Within the park, on a high point is Camera Obscura. 

For 35 cents you can line up around a white disk and 

look at the image of the surroundings via the 

principle of the pin-hole camera. Periscope-like, it 

scans the scenery from the mountain top. 

 

Lunch at the Hungry Farmer on the way home. 

Monument Hill is 40 miles from Denver.  

 

 

July 29: Separate but Equal--Boys and Girls 

 

Dick and Sam did railroads. Went to Golden 

Colorado RR Museum. Saw Locis and  rolling stock. 

Similar to Village Green, Oregon, but more locis.  

 

 
 

Sue and I celebrated Dad's 100th birthday and took 

ourselves to lunch at Chilis. Had a lovely close time 

together.. Home to another of Drummond's banquet 

meals. 
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Laramie seemed like a Travelodge. AAA discount, 

257 miles.  

 

July 21 Laramie to Aurora 

 

Laramie sounded like a better place to stay than 

Cheyenne, so we got a room. It was built in 1868 at 

the end of the railroad. Vigilantes took law in their 

own hands in the early days.  

 

Laramie is named for Jacques La Ramie, French 

Canadian trader killed by Indians in 1821.  

 

 
 

Population 24,410, elevation 6,850. Miles: 1657.  

 

Went over the Sherman Mountains, remnant of 

ancient formation over 1 billion years old.  

 

In the median of the freeway, there was a tree 

growing out of solid rock. The U P firemen drenched 

this poor little tree with a bucket of water, every 

time they passed. The RR no longer passes this way. 
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Arrive at 

Cheyenne 10:30 

am. Sought a 

visitor’s center 

because Sam 

knew that a Big 

Boy steam 

locomotive lived 

here.  

 

It is in Holliday Park.  Big Boy is a 4-8-8-4-1-68, 

World's largest steam Loci built in 1941 by UP for 

run from Cheyenne to Ogden.  

 

Number 4004 was one of 25 ever built of this type. 

Retired from service Dec. 21, 1956. It weighs 

1,208,750 lbs, fuel capacity is 28 tons, it is 132 feet, 9 

3/8 inches long, holds 25,000 gals water, and looks 

good in the park.  

 

Holliday Park was so inviting, we had our picnic 

right there beside the Big Boy.  

 

1848 mi. On to Denver. We got lost a couple of times, 

but found Dick and Sue's home in Aurora at 3:45 pm.  

 

Wonderful to see them, loved their home, and had 

our first of many delightful meals on watching their 

birds, and squirrels. Susan is a dear, sweet 

wonderful daughter and had a guest room and bath 

to ourselves.  

 

The picnic table under the grape arbor perfect. Dick 

does a mean barbeque. 
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We went down to the Catholic chapel on the lower 

floor, then the Jewish one (round) h)100 students eat 

at the same time. They march in together, are served 

by waiters, and complete the noon meal in 20 

minutes. Wow: We didn't see them, tho. 

 

Next point of interest 

was Cheyenne 

Mountain. Secret 

stuff. 

 

On to Garden of the 

Gods and Camera 

Obsura.  

 

Garden of the Gods, like Red Rock amphitheater is 

red sandstone thrust up in unusual formations. It 

looks like some force under the surface is poking 

these rocks up thru the surface in an effort to be 

artistic. 

 

 
 

The formations poke up 300 feet or more and you 

could study them for hours trying to make shapes 
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buildings and surrounded by a lot of concrete 

walkways. The Freshmen here have to walk on the 

white lines. That seemed to be quite a hazard to 

happiness.  

 

 

A guide lectured 

to us in the 

chapel. There are 

3 chapels--a 

Protestant 

seating 1200 with 

a 100 seat choir 

loft, a Catholic 

seating 500 with 

80 seat choir and a Jewish seating 100. The chapel 

was built in 1959 and dedicated in 1963. 17 silvery 

spires soar over 150 feet into the sky.  

 

 
 

The organ has 4300 pipes. Windows are colored to 

make it darker in back and lighter in front. The 2nd 

pew in the right front section is cordoned off in 

memory of MIAs. Lighted candle.  
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July 22:  Idaho Springs--Georgetown 

 

It was week end, both people off work, so we took off 

for Idaho Springs and adventure. At Idaho Springs, 

the first major gold strike in Colorado was made in 

1859, at the juncture of Chicago and Clear Creeks.  

 

More than 200 mines in the area still produce 

silver, uranium, tungsten, zinc, molybdenum, gold 

and lead. There is a loci here, Colorado and Southern 

RR which made its first run in 1886. It is right 

downtown. 

 

We came to a screaming halt when we spotted some 

Model Ts at a gas station in Idaho Springs. Hooray!   

 

Sure enough, a straggler from the Estes Park Tour. 

We got into conversation with Art Romagno of Taft, 

Ca. and sold him my first book of the trip. 
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Sam was doing fine with the altitude, so we went to 

Georgetown and SilverPlume. Elevation; 9178. Pix 

at station at Silver Plume.  

 

The Georgetown Loop was a narrow gauge railroad 

wonder. It was dismantled in 1939, but it is now put 

back together and is operating as an excursion train 

from Silver Plume to Georgetown every 80 minutes.  

 

Our timing was perfect. We got to Georgetown, saw 

the trestle over the hiway, drove on up to Silver 

Plume, found the loci, heard it, and raced back to 

photograph it on the trestle. 

 

Perfect shot on trestle. Happy gang of riders were 

enjoying the Shay ride, and the weather was perfect.  

 

 
 

It costs $8.50. We were satisfied to photograph it.  

 

Back to Idaho Springs and on up Chicago Creek to a 

picnic in the woods. That Susan is a picnic-packing 

woman, all right, and we had a wonderful day. Home 

6 pm. 132 m 
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The Department of Commerce has the precise meter 

that all other meters check with. There is Rocky 

Flats. We remember seeing it at night from the 

train.  

 
 

We stopped to see where our train came into first 

view of Rocky Flats and Denver. I'll never forget that 

sight.  

 

On back to Denver, via Golden. Golden is noted for 

the Coors Beer and the Train museum. Thanks, Dick 

for a super day. 

 

 

July 28 Colorado Springs, Garden of Gods 

 

Both Sue and Dick off work today. Aren't we lucky?  

 

Decided to go south to Colorado Springs. Left at 

10:15am, past Castle Rock and to the Air Force 

Academy.  

 

There was the much-pictured chapel. I couldn't 

believe we were actually THERE: I expected it to be 

off by itself, but it was in a cluster of academy 



 32 

Dick walk up these beautiful stairs that open from 

the lobby.  

 

 
 

In the lobby, was a 1906 Stanley Steamer. The host 

was narrating his spiel about its kerosene lamps, its 

amazing speed potential and its reliability. Maybe 

there is a future for steam, who knows? 

 

Met Al Fike in the lobby who had owned a Model T. I 

thought I could sell him a book, but not today.  

 

Time for the picnic Susan had packed for us, so we 

went to Endovalley. We fed the squirrels; I mean 

chipmunks, and magpies. The chipmunks got a little 

too friendly. We ended up discouraging them. On 

around the loop to leave Estes Park a different way.  

 

Back thru the town of Estes Park on Highway 36 to 

Boulder. The University of Colorado is here.  
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July 23:  Capitol, Look Out Mountain, Central 

City and Casa Bonita 

 

Off we went, 

again, with 

our airplane 

pilot piloting 

the Toyota. 

Wonderful 

driver. 

 

Headed 

down town 

past 

Colorado's 

state capitol. Beautiful building.  

 

The mile-high marker is on the 14th step of the west 

side. Sue is going to write a letter to the governor, 

since the information says, "13th step". Shame.  

 

They have gold leafed the Capitol dome 3 times. 

There is a monument in front, honoring civil war 

vets. Western Kansas territory commonly called 

Pikes Peak in 1858. 

 

Drove by the Denver mint. Dick said they erred by 

misprinting the date on 1989 quarters. Coin 

collectors--alert!  

 

Saw Molly Brown's house. It is close to the capitol 

buildings. 
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Buffalo Bill, here we came! Sue has a “thing” about 

Buffy.  

 

At the summit of 

Look Out Mountain, 

lies Buffalo Bill. His 

grave is there, and 

that is where he 

wanted to be, but 

Cody, Wyoming is 

jealous, and Sue said 

they stole him once.  

 

Now, there is a 

concrete slab over 

the grave.  

 

He was born in 1846 

in Iowa. Father, 

Isaac. At 9 he got his 

first job herding cattle at $25 a month.  

 

He attended school for nearly a month in 1859.  

Joined the gold rush, and became a Pony Express 

rider at 14. He once rode 322 miles in 21 hours and 

40 minutes exhausting 20 horses.  

 

He was a ranger and scout for the Union, and 

enlisted in Kansas Volunteer Infantry. He was a 

stage driver between Ft Kearney, Neb. and Plum 

Creek. In 1866, he married Louisa Frederci, ran 

Golden Rule House hotel at salt creek valley Kansas. 

Worked as scout, and in 1866, daughter Arta was 

born.  
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Freelan 0. Stanley and his brother Francis E. 

Stanley were twins. They were inventors and built 

their first Stanley Steamer in 1897.  

 

They had patented a dry plate machine for 

photographic plates which they sold to George 

Eastman for $565,000.  

 

In 1903, F. O. Stanley moved to Colorado for his 

health and fell in love with Estes Park, a town 

nestled in an alpine mountain bowl at 7,500 feet in 

the Rockie Mountains, so he built a luxury hotel on 

land he purchased from an Irish Lord. 

 

Guests were transported to the hotel in redesigned 

Stanley Steamer 12 passenger "mountain wagons". 

These cars would meet the train in Loveland, and 

bring them to their rooms which were furnished with 

four-poster and brass beds. Breathtaking views of 

the valley and mountains from the lobby, broad front 

veranda. It is lovely. We'll have to see that Sue and 



 30 

Shared a sandwich and had a Coors. That's very big 

here. 

 

July 25 Aurora 

 

Another day of rest, and it was GOOD. 

 

 

July 27 

 

Sue worked, but Dick took the day off, and we went 

to Estes Park, via Big Thompson canyon.  

 

 
 

Fascinating rock formations all the way and as soon 

as we got to the outskirts of Estes Park, I recognized 

names of all the cabins and resorts that had sent 

brochures. The Piece de resistance was the Stanley 

Hotel. What a surprise: There on the hill stood this 

gorgeous white hotel that dominated the town. It 

was built in 1906 and opened in 1909.  
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He supplied the railroad with buffalo. Killed 4280 

bison in 18 months.  

 

He had a son, Kit Carson who died at age 5. 

Daughter Orra born 1872. Went on theatrical tours 

and lived in North Platte, Neb. 1878. Irma, his 

daughter was born 1883. The famous hotel in Cody, 

Wyoming was named after her. He organized the 

Wild West Shows and toured the US, England and 

Europe. It was featured at World's Fair in 1893. 

 

He founded the town of Cody in 1896. Bailey, of 

Barnum and Bailey became his partner and they 

took the show to Europe, again. From 1900 to 1910, 

he poured money into various project and financed 

friends and relatives.  

 

In 1912 he borrowed money from Bonfils and Tamer 

of Denver, pledging his services. Then he went 

downhill financially and died Jan 10, 1917 at home 

of his sister May Cody Decker at Denver, and was 

buried on Lookout Mountain just before his 71st 

birthday. 

 

They were celebrating Buffalo Bill days on Lookout 

Mt., and we toured the museum and ate buffalo 

burgers outside. 
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Colonel Al Huffman, dressed exactly like Buffalo 

Bill, and wearing the right wig and everything came 

along to chat with Susan, so we took her picture with 

him. This guy is a perfect Buffalo Bill, and it was 

almost spooky. 

 

On to Central City--a touristy town that typifies the 

mining town, restored.  

 

It is here that all tourists HAVE to see the Face on 

the Bar Room floor. Dick let us out, we serpentined 

through the Teller House, past the "face", and 

wondered at the heavy flow of opera-goers that were 

waiting to go into the Central City Opera House.  

As H. Antoine D'Arcy said in the poem, "Twas a 

balmy summer evening and a goodly crowd was 

there--" Another steam loci at Central City. 

 

Came back to Denver on Highway 70.  
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Stopped for dinner at a fabulous Mexican 

restaurant. You can't believe it, but inside, by your 

table is a 30 foot waterfall, and divers dive into the 

pool during dinner. It must seat hundreds of people, 

but all tables are sort of hidden in their own way.  

 

Room after room all decorated with unusual themes 

such as the cavern, the Mexican street room, the 

sopaipilla stand area--all served with roaming 

Mariachi band and singers. We ate Mexican food, 

but the chief interest was the interior decoration. 

 

Home by 6pm, with 2,166 miles on the odometer, 

that was after we went gold panning on the Clear 

Creek. No nuggets. 

 

July 24: Aurora 

 

Day of recovery for Sam and I. We luxuriated in 

Drummonds lovely spot, and enjoyed the birds and 

the cool back yard and garden full of flowers. Took 

Sam's films to Pace and bought groceries. 

 

July 25 Aurora Museum 

 

After breakfast on the porch, we headed down down 

to see the Museum of Hatural History, using 

Drummond's memberships. Worked fine. Saw 

dinasaurs, wild animals, diaramas of bears, seals, 

walrus and rnastadons. Took in show at the I-Max 

theater. It was breathtaking. "To the Limit" showed 

physical exersion in rock climbing, etc., then related 

it to the physical anatomy and what happens inside 

the body. Very good. Had lunch at the museum. 




