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Did you ever hear of “The Little Lady of the Lonesome Trail?”

Probably not. She is not given to telling of her achievements.

To learn the reason why, one must go back almost to the middle of the last century.

The story is one which naturally falls into three chapters named for the three graces—

Faith, Hope and Love. It was the faith of the Little Lady that led her a thousand miles

across the country to a land where the wilderness closely hedged the small and scattered

settlements; it was hope that she might help the cause of Christian civilization in the new

land that gave her courage for the journey, and it was love of the good and love of a

devoted young husband that upbore her on the journey.

In those days, the Little Lady was Mrs. James Peet. It was in 1856 that she gave her

hand in marriage to the young missionary whose name she was to bear, knowing all
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the hardship, the privation and the obstacles to be met in the field on which she had

set her eyes. Mr. Peet had been a missionary among the slums of the big city, but their

honeymoon they had talked about the need of the Indians and settlers in the far-off Lake

Superior country. And she had said: “I will gladly go to do what I can.”

It was a long, hard trip. From New York to St. Louis by boat. Then to St. Paul by steamer.

Young, dark and very pretty, the bride was the life of boat's company. Day after day as the

steamer ascended the Mississippi, the steamer grew narrower and narrower, the bluffs

lifted their rocky crests in picturesque wildness and the towns passed became smaller and

smaller. At Wabasha they saw the first Indians and there was a rush to the side as the

boat slid by the smoking teepees, the grazing ponies, the sprawling dogs and babies and

the slatternly squaws. The Little Lady did not join in the jeers at the filth and crudities of the

Indians. She could see souls amid the squalor. These were the people she would help.

There was a short stay in St. Paul where they were joined by their guide, the Rev. E. F.

Ely, a Presbyterian Elder, and then came

The Beautiful Dells of the St. Croix

the Lonesome Trail. It is not lonesome today, though it is still a trial following the old route

taken by trappers and couriers du bois in passing between Minneapolis an St. Paul, and

the head of the lakes at Superior, Wis. Like the trails of the early days, it ws the shortest

possible route, but where it was then marked by blazed trees and the vague prints of

moccasined feet, it is today blazoned with telegraph poles an laid with the 90-pound rails

of the Soo Line's new extension. In 1856, when Harriet Peet traversed the trail, as the first

white woman to make the trip, it was a matter of days. In 1912 it requires less than five

hours to be whisked from the Falls of St. Anthony to the cool and shimmering waters of

Allouez Bay.

At the distance of 56 years the Little Lady recalls her first trip through the winter

wilderness. She tells of the first day when the path was broad and easy and a hotel
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awaited them t Danbury, as a mere pleasure trip in spite of the cold and the snow. But the

day after, as they left the signs of civilization, the trail narrowed.

Then she tells of the silent, silent woods, the grim shadows by dusk and the velvet

blackness of the night. Tells of the starlit skies, when, wrapped in blanket, the young girl

lay by the side of her husband and looked up through the pines into the face of the world

and listened to the murmur of the forest life about her.

She tells of the Indians that slipped silently and grave faced along the trail, of the trappers,

strange bearded men who had not seen a woman in many months. She remembers

singing old fashioned songs as she tramped along through the snows, of laughing with

glee as the squirrels frisked about the trees, of kneeling in prayer and reading aloud from

the Bible when their journey halted for the Sabbath.

She remembers with a shudder the time the sleigh slipped and turned and she was hurled

out with packing case across her breast, while her husband, wild with fear, worked to

remove the weight. Nine days they struggled on in their lonely way. Night after night they

slept beside the roaring camp fires while the wolves prowled about the circle of light.

The road was poor at best in outline, although the snows made the going less difficult

than one would think. The cold was softened by the mantle of forest that shut out the

cutting wind. The beauty of the summer woods was past and the gaunt, gray trunks of

the countless trees made an endless monotony of scene that with a maid less brave or of

fewer joys would have spelt horror.

But she only sang the louder when the gloom approached. At meal time she could

scarcely wait for the fire to be built so that she might put her little iron kettle to singing over

the flames. She has that kettle yet and it rests in a place of honor in her parlor. All day

she sat in the sleigh moving only at time when she got out to run by the side of the slow

moving vehicle. She ha a perfect trust in three things, God, her husband, and her own
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ability. She was quite sure that none of the three would desert her and this helped her in

keeping

They are Full of Black Bass

a light heart. Long and hard the journey and Harriet Peet came through well and happy.

The trail, for all its toil and hardships, had been a happy one. And she had won the

distinction of being the very first white woman to make the journey.

She is 85 years old now and the mate of her girlhood has long been dead. She married

again, a Charles Jones, now, too, dead. She is living with her daughter in a little home at

717 16th Ave. S. E., Minneapolis, Minn. When she makes the trip again it is doubtful if she

even guesses how great the change will be.

Where forest glades once reigned will be broad farms and tilled acres. The ancient hills

that ringed in the wilds will bear towns and villages. The forest path will be the trail of

glittering rails and the clumsy sleigh of long ago will be superseded by all that is modern

and wonderful in railroad construction. The places she remembers for a great rock, a tall

tree or fantastic-shaped mound, will now be marked with never, man-build monuments and

only the skies and the river will be unchanged and eternal.

ON THE OLD STAGE ROUTE (Published about 1868 in the Gentleman's Magazine)

FROM SUPERIOR TO ST. PAUL

The mud wagon, which was called the stage, was ready to start for St. Paul; and the

question arose whether to undertake the trip, or return in the steamer. The honest agent

of the stage line cautioned us that the route was rough and hard. “I should be sorry to

see ladies set out on such an expedition,” said he. But the latest guidebook contained

assurances that the road was in good repair, the management of the line perfect, and

the journey easy to be made. And so, blind to the evidence of our eyes, and deaf to the

warnings of the agent, we took our seats.
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The vehicle was not elegant to look upon, nor easy to ride in. Four hoops over the top

were covered with heavy canvas, to keep off the sun and the rain; but the sides were

tattered, and the whole was dirty. There were no backs to the seats, nor places to rest our

heads; and the thin, hard cushions of hay had become polished down to a high degree

of smoothness. Yet we started with buoyant spirits, high hopes, and many a merry jest.

We were encouraged by a recent traveler over the route, who said that whatever other

inconveniences

Watching the Trains Flash By

we might meet with, at least “the grub was good.” Accordingly, we looked forward to fresh

eggs, and sweet bread and milk, served in neat log-houses, by some fair flower of the

wilderness, with clean hands and tidy dress; and we anticipated with found longings these

plain, delicious meals, such as the pampered appetites of the rich and proud are strangers

to. This dear delusion was dispelled at the first stopping place. Our frugal repast, which we

partook of in the open air, was not equal to the recommendation of the traveler, nor yet to

our own more modest expectations. Still we lost not hope, but pressed cheerily on, through

the unbroken forest, passing no house till we reached the next station, a distance of about

fifteen miles. Here a young woman twenty-five years old, weighing nearly four hundred

pounds prepared our supper.

Several difficulties prevented our progress from being either rapid or agreeable. The

wagon has been described already. After the first few miles we had but two horses.

The road was full of rocks and holes, and had been made muddy by recent rains. We

could go but three miles an hour, and sometimes not so much. We were attended by a

constant cloud of mosquitoes, which, in spite of mosquito bars over our heads, and all

precautions which we could use to keep them off, would reach our ankles, necks, wrists

and faces. (The “mosquito bar” is like a veil, and made to fall from the hat all around the

head and neck.) The mosquitoes of this region deserve very special mention for of all

the annoyances to which the traveler is subjected, they are the worst. Though not larger
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than the common mosquitoes, they are not only more numerous, but far more intelligent,

virulent, and venomous. They never tire. One of our drivers told us that all other insects

sometimes sleep, but mosquitoes never sleep. It is said that they will bite through a heavy

buckskin glove. They certainly will seek out the seams upon the backs of such gloves,

through which they bite without difficulty.

Darkness overtook us while on our way, and then our serious troubles, began. We were

soon set in a mud hole, and had to alight. Escaping from this we afterwards get stuck so

fast that our poor horses were unable to start even the empty wagon. We pushed and

pulled, hallooed and whipped, to no purpose. One horse fell down. There was mud before,

behind, and on both sides. The forest seemed interminable. Bears and lynxes made the

road dangerous for a solitary traveler. Mosquitoes settled upon us in immense swarms.

We had no means of making a fire. The driver could not tell where we were, or how far

from the next station. What was to be done? Some of us were anxious and dismayed, but

nothing could repress Fannie's spirits, and she asked in an arch ton, as she was carried

over a mud puddle, “Are you not glad you came?” It turned out that we were about three

miles from the station: Two of us walked there for help and fresh horses; but our poor old

horses at last recovered their strength enough to pull out the wagon, and so came up just

in time to save sending back for them. As we walked along our plight was no better than

the Irishman's,

The Finest Dairy Country in the World

who, having agreed to work his passage on a canal boat, was made to drive the horses on

the tow path. “Bedad,” said he, “but for the name of the thing I might as well go afoot.”

Fresh troubles arose. We were too tired to go further that night. But the new driver, a

foreigner, insisted that the mail, already late, must be carried forward at once. “I shall pay

fine of fifty dollar if I wait,” said he. This obstinate man gave no heed to use when we told

him that ladies, after walking in the mud so far as our ladies been obliged to do, with wet

feet, must have rest. And so, after coaxing and threatening, we finally bribed him to wait
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until daylight. It was necessary to bribe or whip him; and we bribed him. This mail, which

seemed so important to him, contained, as we afterwards found, only about a dozen letters

and half as many newspapers.

Where should we sleep? There were two houses, situated by a beautiful clear lake. One

house was old and filthy; the other, through new, was but little cleaner. Both were filled

with smoke to keep out the mosquitoes. It was only a choice between two very poor

places. The ladies went to the new house. The other proved to be the regular stage house,

but was so repulsive that to sleep there seemed impossible. It contained, however, one

luxury—some ice water. We sought to take some to our ladies; but the hostess utterly

refused to allow a cupful to be carried from her house. No appeal to her sympathy, no

promise of payment, would avail; and so it had to be taken against her consent. Poor

woman! I have never seen such utter unkindness, such a want of common human

sympathy, as she displayed. The secret was, that she felt hurt because the ladies had

gone to the other house. Under other circumstances she might have been civil, kind, and

perhaps even generous.

What a night it was! The Frenchwoman, at the new house, who was already in bed, got up

and worked till morning in preparing our breakfast, which, after all we could scarcely taste.

But surely she had done what she could. We therefore paid a sum which was said to be

too much, and begged them in the future to do likewise for other travelers who might be

cast away, as we were, upon that desolate road.

We journeyed forth through the early morning hours in doubt and sorrow. But jolting

proved an effectual remedy for headaches, the wagon contrived to hold together, and the

horses managed with difficulty to go two miles and a half an hour. At the ferry over Kettle

River we submitted without a murmur to the petty swindle of an exaction of toll from each

of us. One of the drivers had warned us that the keeper of the station at this place was

“just a hog”; and we were glad to get out of his hands. Passing this river we had the worst

road and the best driver of the whole route. Nothing could disturb his good humor. He was
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a little Frenchman, with a round, jolly face, and said with a smile, that he was put on that

part of the route to keep the passengers pleasant. ‘They sometimes scold at me.” he said,

“but it's no use. I am not to blame and they can't make me cross.”

“But your horses are not good,” we said.

Herds of Prize Winners Everywhere

“No. they sends me the worst horses they've got, for me to kill them on this road. They

sends them to me and I kills them.”

We offered to walk at some places where the road seemed dry enough. “I likes better to

have my passengers ride,” he answered. “You pays to ride, and ought to get your money's

worth. They sends me these old horses to kill, and if you wants to drive faster, I drives

faster. I drives just as my passengers wants.”

“This is certainly rather a has road,” said our colonel from Iowa. The colonel had served in

the war of the rebellion, and was used to rough roads.

“Yes,” said Fannie gayly, “and if it lasts much longer it will make mincemeat of us.”

Fannie was our orator's daughter. She was just fifteen and was our pet. Therefore her

opinions received great consideration from all of us. Accordingly, we told the driver that he

need not drive any faster.

It was lucky he did not attempt it; for at this point one of the horses fell down. Our

imperturbable driver spoke no word, and showed no sign of impatience, but quietly got

off, unhitched the traces, just as if this was an incident quite in the common course, and

standing over shoes in the mud, tried to pull him up.

“Oh, don't whip him!” exclaimed Fannie.
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“I speaks to him first, and then if he doesn't get up, I licks him,” said the Frenchman,

pleasantly; and then he gently whipped him up. all this was done with such good nature,

that one of us standing by on a log, laughing, asked him if he never got out of humor. “I

never was sick a day in my life,” said he. “But do you never get cross?” “No, it's no use,”

he replied. “I drove a pair of cattle five hundred miles through the woods, and never was

cross once.” And we believed him. Such a driver as this wastes his time and talents up in

that wilderness. He should go out upon the great Western plains, where, even among Ben

Holladay's famous drivers, he would take high rank.

At last, in the afternoon of the second day, we reached a little house, where we were

glad enough to find a woman with a kind heart, good manners, and some knowledge of

cookery. The roads, to be sure, were still rough, the mosquitoes thick, and the horses

poor. At night we came to the little village of Chenwatana, seventy-seven miles from St.

Paul,where a few hours' sleep and good food gave strength and courage to start at half-

past three in the morning on our last day's journey.

At the town of Sunrise, on the St. Croix River, the drunken landlord of the hotel had an

amusing altercation with the driver, for the custody of our single trunk, during the time of

changing wagons. The landlord thought himself responsible for the safety of the luggage,

and insisted on taking forcible possession of it. This controversy over, we proceeded on

our way in a somewhat better wagon, but still with horses scarcely able to go. The forests

had given place to ask openings, and the mosquitoes had nearly disappeared. With better

horses and a better coach this part of the route would be really pleasant.

Sixteen miles from St. Paul we took our last driver, who was vexed because we were

several hours behind time, and fretted at everything.

The Farmer's are all Prosperous.

As his horses were led out, our orator remarked, by way of encouragement. “Your team is

much better than those above here.”



Library of Congress

Memories of the lonesome trail ... http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.66365

“No, it isn't,” answered the driver; “they have just as good teams above, and might have

got the stage here earlier.”

“Well, I am not much of a judge of horses, but I can measure a man pretty well, and have

taken your gauge exactly.”

The driver moved off sulkily.

We reached St. Paul just after midnight, having traveled for twenty-one hours

continuously, with less fatigue and discomfort than on either of the preceding days. We

had passed over the longest and worst stage route east of the Missisippi. The combination

of inconveniences was really something extraordinary. No one would think a journey

of only one hundred and sixty-three miles could be so hard. But this is, probably, the

worst-managed route in the country. Two of us had been for several years in the army.

Another had traveled by stage two thousand miles across the continent. We were not

fastidious, expecting unreasonable things. But we all agreed that this experience was fairly

entitled to rank among the severest hardships we had ever encountered. Riding for five

consecutive days and nights across the plains of Nebraska and Colorado, in one of the

tolerably comfortable overland coaches, was a joke in comparison. To one gentleman,

whose business compelled him to undertake the same trip, our friend from Pennsylvania

remarked, “Before you reach Superior you will wish you were dead, and had got the

money for your clothes.” Yet Fannie and her mother, by their constant cheerfulness and

good humor, kept up the spirits of us all.

While in St. Paul we had a curiosity to learn if the agent there would recommend the route.

Two of us accordingly called upon him for this purpose, and the following conversation

was had:

“Are you the agent of the stage line to Superior?”
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“Yes.”

“How is the road?”

“Very good.”

“Do many passengers travel over it?”

“Yes. Four went this morning. Six came in last evening.”

“Is it passable for ladies?”

“Oh yes. Two came in last evening.”

“What sort of a carriage is used?”

“A nice covered hack, right through.”

“How about mosquitoes?”

“Well, it is not necessary to put a copper kettle on your head; but I would advise taking a

mosquito bar.”

“What is the food?”

“Good; venison, fish, and wild game. It is better living at some of the stations than at the

hotels in St. Paul.”

“How many horses do you use?”

“A hack with two horses to Chengwatana, and then from there to Superior a coach and

four horses.”
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“What sort of a coach?”

“One like that there,” pointing to a placard advertisement, with a picture of a Concord

thoroughbrace coach, and four galloping horses, and a long line of dust behind.

A Picture of Quiet, Peach and Comfort

“Why do you make this change at Chengwatana?”

“Because the road is better up there.”

“The road is better, then, on the upper part of the route?”

“Yes.”

“Is any part of the road bad?”

“About ten miles is rather hard. The rest is good.”

“Is the stage driven at night?”

“Oh, no. You will stop at about six, and start at six in the morning.”

“But it there should be a delay somewhere, would you not be obliged to drive in the night,

to get the mail along?”

“No, indeed. We have three days for that, which is plenty of time.”

“But might not some driver think he ought to go right on, and so make it hard for the

ladies?”

“Such a thing could not happen. If we should hear of such a thing, we should discharge the

driver on the spot.”
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“Then there is nothing to prevent ladies from going over the road with comfort?”

“Oh, no.”

This conversation, upon being reported, gave great amusement to our fellow passengers,

and to others in St. Paul; and the Colonel could not resist the temptation to call upon the

agent and inquire for himself. The agent assured him that only six miles of the whole road

were rough, while a part was macadamized; and upon being asked what was the chance

of securing seats for the next trip, said that two persons had been making inquiries, and

would probably take passage, with a lady. The same afternoon the minister also called,

and received similar misinformation.

We did not inform the agent that we had just come over his route. The joke was too

All the Country is a Garden

good and the fun too delicate to be marred in that manner. But we returned east by

another way. Indeed, we heard of no stranger who ever voluntarily went over the road

twice. When good surgeons are in attendance at each station, that will help matters

somewhat. For ourselves, we got well in a few days from our bruises and abrasions, and

counted ourselves fortunate in escaping thus; and, for the sake of our friend, the agent at

St. Paul, we hope he may never meet anybody whom he has beguiled into taking the trip

from St. Paul to Superior.

THE LITTLE LADY OF THE LONESOME TRAIL AS SHE IS TODAY

BETWEEN St. Paul and Minneapolis Duluth and Superior

The completion of the new Twin City-Duluth-Superior Line has opened a new highway for

comfortable travel between these cities. That part of the line which runs from Minneapolis

to Frederic has had a regular train service since 1901, and the country it traversed is

well known, it being a rich farming and dairying district. The glimpses afforded of pastoral
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simplicity and content, of pretty little cottages nestling back into sheltering groves of

hardwood; of herds of peacefully grazing cattle and the bountiful fields; present a picture of

happiness and plenty as to be a righteous cause of envy.

Beyond Frederic the lake dotted, almost virgin forest, will afford a treat to anyone whether

or not acquainted with the primeval beauty of the northern parts of the wonderful states of

Wisconsin and Minnesota. Mile after mile the pictures glide by, swiftly changing, always

different, all of them fascinating in their personification of the peace, quiet and restfulness

that nature alone in her most pleasant moods can create. The gemlike lakes on either

hand glisten in the sunshine like polished mirrors, broken only by the leap of the black

bass. The rippling, murmuring rills and creeks wandering apparently aimlessly through the

natural meadows and under the sheltering branches of centuries old leafy monarchs, and

filled with speckled beauties, are silver ribbons that the eye delights to follow until some

turn of the track shuts them from view.

To the average traveler the journey is a revelation as to the possibilities of this territory and

it will be but a short time when this route in its entire length will be through a thickly settled

and prosperous dairy country.

A NEW STEEL TRAIN ON A NEW STEEL TRAIL The LAST WORD in TRAVEL

COMFORT

BETWEEN MINNEAPOLIS and ST. PAUL SUPERIOR and DULUTH

DAILY DAILY STATIONS DAILY DAILY Night Afternoon Afternoon Night Train Train Train
Train *11.00 *1.50 Lv. Minneapolis Ar. 6.50 7.00 11.40 2.25 Lv. St. Paul Ar. 6.15 6.20 1.09
Osceola 4.32 1.20 Dresser Jet 4.20 Summit St. Croix Falls 1.39 Centuria 4.02 Milltown
2.02 Luck 3.41 2.16 Frederic 3.28 2.22 Lewis 3.16 2.39 Siren 3.05 2.52 Webster 2.52 3.15
Danbury 2.23 3.33 Markville 2.04 Cloverton 4.02 Kingsdale 1.35 Belden 4.37 Harlis 1.00
Patzan Black River Central Ave. 28th Street 6.00 6.15 Ar. Superior. Lv. 2.30 11.40 6.30
6.45 Ar. Duluth Lv. * 2.00 *11.10 * Daily.
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Light face type A.M. and black face type P.M. EQUIPMENT: AFTERNOON TRAIN:

Coaches, Parlor Car, Cafe-Library-Observation Car. NIGHT TRAIN: Coaches, Palace-

Sleepers.

ALL STEEL—ELECTRIC LIGHTED—VACUUM CLEANED. BETWEEN Chicago—

Milwaukee and Duluth—Superior

Read Down STATIONS Read Up 7.00 P.M. Lv. Chicago. Ar. 8.45 A.M. 8.50 P.M. Lv.
Milwaukee. Ar. 6.55 A.M. 9.30 A.M. Ar. Superior. Lv. 7.15 P.M. 9.00 A.M. Ar. Duluth. Lv.
6.45 P.M.

EQUIPMENT: Day Coaches, Dining Cars, Standard Sleepers, Buffet-Library Cars.

REPRESENTATIVES

Ashland, Wis. J. F. Fisher, Passenger Agent

Battle Creek, Mich., 363 Lake Ave. E. C. Oviatt, Travelling Passenger Agent

Bellingham, Wash., 113-15 Holly St. W. W.H. Gordon, Freight and Passenger Agent

Boston, Mass., 540 Old South Bldg. H.O. Young, New England Agent

F.F. Johnson, Travelling Agent

382 Wash. St. F.R. Perry, D.P.A., Soo-Pacific

Brandon, Man J.E. Proctor, District Passenger Agent

Buffalo, N.Y., 302 Main St. G.H. Griffin, City Passenger Agent

C.S. Richardson, District Freight Agent

Calgary, Alta., 205 Eight Ave. West W.R. Sheldon, Dist. Prt. and Passenger Agt.
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Chicago, Ill., 140 South Clark St. C.V. Gallagher, Gen'l Agent Freight Dept.

F.B. Martin, City Passenger and Ticket Agt.

F.D. Grant, District Passenger Agent

C.C. Hill, General Traveling Agent

Central Station F.E. Cole, Depot Ticket Agent

W.P. Hart, Depot Passenger Agent

Soo-Pacific Div., 224 South Clark St. Geo. A. Walton, Gen'l Agent Passenger Dept.

280 So. LaSalle St. W.A. Kittermaster, Gen'l Agt. Frt. Dept.

Chippewa Falls, Wis. E.C. Frost, Division Freight Agent

Cincinnati, O., 438 Walnut St. A.J. Blaisdell, Gen. Agt. Pass. Dept. Soo-Pac

C.D. Harper, Traveling Passenger Agent

407 Traction Bldg. C.K. Landes, General Agent, Freight Dept.

Cleveland, O., 245 Superior Ave. G.A. Clifford, City Passenger Agent

1068 Rockefeller Bldg. B.C. Tucker, District Freight Agent

Des Moines, Ia., 210 Fifth St. W.R. Harley, District Passenger Agent

Detroit, Mich., 7 Fort St. W. A.R. Edmonds, District Pass. Agent, Soo-Pac.

612 Majestic Bldg. Edgar Britton, District Passenger Agent
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W.D. Van Schaack, Gen'l Agt. Frt. Dept.

Duluth, Minn., 480 Spalding Hotel Blk. W.T. Wilkie, City Ticket Agent

Superior St. & 6th Ave. W.J.P. Gehrey, District Passenger Agent

D.E. Cole, Depot Ticket Agent

J.A. Sheeran, Traveling Agent

G.A. Sherwood, General Agent Freight Dept.

Eau Claire, Wis. D.D. Lockerby, Passenger Agent

Edmonton, Alta., 118 Jasper Av. East H.C. Burnett, Jr., Trav. Frt. and Pass. Agent

Escauaba, Mich. W.D. Hughes, District Passenger Agent

Fond du Lac, Wis. R.J. Sullivan, City Ticket Agent

Grand Rapids, Mich., 643 Mich. Trust Bldg. M.C. Kimbali, Dist. Freight Agent

Kansas City, Mo., 441 Sheidley Bldg. Edward Merchant, Trav. Passenger Agent

London, Eng., 62-65 Charing Cross S.W.H.S. Carmichael, Gen'l Pass. Agt. C.P. Ry.

67-68 King William St. E.C.T.J. Smith, Gen'l Freight Agt., C.P. Ry.

Los Angeles, Cal., 609 So. Spring St. A.A. Polhamus, Gen'l Agent Passenger Dept.

Manitowoc. Wis. J.W. Hancock, Passenger Agent

Menasha, Wis. G.M. Thompson, Passenger Agent
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Milwaukee, Wis., 918 Majestic Bldg. A.G.G. Lauder, State Agent, Soo Line

100 Wisconsin St. J.A. Millington, General Agent

F.T. Sansom, City Passenger Agent

Minneapolis, Minn., 410 Nicolles Ave. I.M. Harmsen, City Ticket Agent

Soo Line Bldg., 317 2nd Ave. S. P.J. Assalin, City Passenger Agent

Wm. F. Cawley, Traveling Agent

G.W. Hawes, Traveling Agent

C.N. Kerridge, Traveling Agent

H.M. Weston, Commercial Agent

P.S. Burghart, Commercial Agent

Minot, N.D. W.A. Cole, General Agent

S.D. Dunn, Traveling Freight Agent

Nelson, B.C. J.A. McDonald, District Passenger Agent

New York, N.Y., 295 Broadway, room 1201 W.H. Allen, Gen'l Eastern Pass. Agent

Wm. T. Pratt, Gen'l Eastern Agt. Frt. Dept.

Mark W. Smith, Traveling Passenger Agent

Neenah, Wis. G.M. Thompson, Passenger Agent
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Omaha, Neb., 409 First Nat'l Bank Bldg. Edward Eden, Agent Freight Department

Oshkosh, Wis. C.W. Hodson, Passenger Agent

Philadelphia, Pa., 629-631 Chestnut St. R.C. Clayton, City Passenger Agent

Pittsburg, Pa., 340 Sixth Ave. C.L. Williams, General Agent, Pass. Dept.

Robt. Main, District Freight Agent

W.S. Campbell, Asst. Dist. Freight Agent

Portland, Ore., Cor, Third & Pine Ste. Geo. S. Taylor, District Passenger Agent

F.R. Johnson, General Agent Pass. Dept.

E.L. Cardle, General Agent Freight Dept.

St. Louis, Mo., 725 Olive Street T. J. Barnes, City Passenger Argent

St. Paul, Minn., Robert Street H. M. Lewis, Ass't Gen'l Passenger Agent

Herman Brown, District Passenger Agent

B. E. Smeed, City Passenger Agent

Harry T. Duffy, Traveling Agent

A. L. Preston, General Agent Freight Dept.

San Francisco, Cal., 645 Market St G. M. Jackson Agt. Passenger Dept.

W. W. Smith, District Freight Agent
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Sault Ste. Marie, Mich W. C. Sutherlaud, Ticket Agent

H. P. Bourke, Traveling Freight Agent

Sault Ste. Marie, Ont H. J. Moorbouse, Ticket Agent

Seattle, Wash., 699 First Ave W. P. Lockwood, General Agent

Spokane, Wash., 608 Sprague Ave T. J. Wall, Gen'l Agent Passenger Dept.

M. E. Malone, Traveling Passenger Agent

Superior, Wis C. W. Puiman, Passenger Agent

Tacoma, Wash., 1118 Pacific Ave O. H. Becker, General Freight Dept.

C. H. Maylor, Agent Passenger Department

L. E. Paskill, Traveling Agent

Toronto, Ont., Corner Youngs & King St. F. A. Nancekivell, General Agent.

R. G. McGraw. Traveling Agent

Vancouver, B. C. H. W. Brodle, Gen'l Passenger Agt. C. P. By.

Victoria, B. C., 1102 Government St. L. D. Chetham, City Passenger Agent

Washington, D. C., Bond Bldg., 14th Street and New York Avenue.

A. L. Powell, City Passenger Agent

Waukesha, Wis F. C. Bekert, Passenger Agent
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F. E. Tichenor, Dairy Agent

Winnipeg, Man., 222 Bannatyne Ave. T. C. Peterson, General Agent

J. E. Dougherty, Traveling Agent

W. L. MARTIN, Vice-Pres. and Traffic Mgr. Minneapolis, Minn.

J. C. POND, Ass't Gen'l Passenger Agent Chicago, Ill.

W. R. CALLAWAY, Gen'l Passenger Agent Minneapolis, Minn.

H. M. LEWIS, Asst. Gen'l Passenger Agent St. Paul, Minn.

LIST OF PUBLICATIONS

ATLAS containing maps of Michigan, Minnesota, North Dakota, South Dakota, Wisconsin

and Counties, 50 pages finely illustrated and printed in colors $2.00

De luxe, bound in cloth $3.00

Banff, the Beautiful 2 Cents

By Way of the Canyons 10

Duluth and Superior 4

Eight Peaks and Eight Valleys 10

Emerald Lake, the Peaceful 3

Field, the Stupendous 2

Hotels and Hydros 15
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“Homemaker”—50c per year, per copy 5

Hunting and Fishing Guide (printed in 16 tints) 6

Kootenay, the Marvelous 2

Laggan, the Restful 2

Memories, Twin Cities—Duluth Superior 2

Minnesota State Folder 2

Minnesota State Map 2

Mountain Trips for Busy People 6

Muskoka 2

North Dakota State Folder 2

North Dakota State Map 2

Notes by the Way 2

One Hundred Year Calendar 2

Pictured Stories FREE

REST FOR THE WEARY—Detroit, Alexandria, Glenwood, Duluth, Minn., Waukesha,

Waupaca, Reserve, Fifield, Burlington, Superior, Ashland,

Wis., Antioch, Ill., each 2

Soo Line Playing Cards 15
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By mall 20

Summer Resort Folder (Illinois) 2

Summer Resort Folder (Northern Wisconsin and Minnesota 2

SOUVENIR POST CARDS:

(Sets of 10), Farming & Along the Soo line, each 25

Theatrical Guide 2

The Trip of My Life $1.00

The Trip that Soo Took 10 Cents

Tourist Car Folder 2

Time Tables FREE

Wisconsin State Folder 2

Wisconsin State Map 2

PROGRESS—A Study in Trains, beautifully illustrated in 19 tints 15

Copies of the above publications will be mailed to any address upon receipt of stamps to

cover postage.

W. R. CALLAWAY, General Passenger Agent, MINNEAPOLIS, Minn.

SEP 9 1912


