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GLACIER’S HUNDREDTH: Remembering 1910
Reportage on Glacier Park’s Centennial
typically begins: “On May 11, 1910,
President William Howard Taft signed
a bill making Glacier America’s tenth
National Park.” Thus we tend to think
of Glacier’s birth as a dry administrative
episode, accomplished by paper-shuffling in Washington, D.C.

Swiftcurrent Pass to Many Glacier. …
There was no organized firefighting
organization as we know it, very little
equipment, few trails and practically no
roads. By the time the fall rains had set
in, Glacier National Park had lost over
100,000 acres of forest land [a tenth of
its area] to a series of fires.”

death on the trail between cabins on the
eastern side of the park; another was buried in a snowslide for twenty-four hours,
yet managed to dig himself out and work
his way back to the station; still another
slid down a snowbank and broke his hip,
which resulted in a grueling two-day trip
back to his cabin, unaided.”

In fact, the story of Glacier’s earliest days
is colorful and dynamic. Enormous forest fires occurred in 1910, overwhelming
the resources of a new Park Service staff
headquartered in tents. But after those
fires, a great burst of energy created
much of the system of trails and lodges
which we still enjoy today.

The fires were especially catastrophic in
the south end of the Park. They are memorialized in the names of many features
along Highway 2 -- Rampage Mountain,
Skeleton Mountain (named because
the area was burned as white as bone),
Salvage Mountain (which was saved from
burning), Mount Despair, Firebrand
Pass, Debris Creek, and Soldier Mountain (named for black “buffalo soldiers”
of the U.S. Army, who fought the fires).

Meanwhile, the Great Northern Railway
and other concessionaires were given
permits to operate visitor services in the
Park. A great burst of energy brought
about the construction of nine chalet
groups (Two Medicine, Cut Bank, St.
Mary, Going-to-the-Sun, Gunsight,
Sperry, Belton, Granite Park, and Many
Glacier) and four tent camps (Goat
Haunt, Fifty Mountain, Crossley (Cosley) Lake, Red Eagle Lake), and by a trail
system linking them, within a span of
three years. Then came the great lodges:
Glacier Park Hotel (now Glacier Park
Lodge) in 1913, the Lewis Hotel (now
Lake McDonald Lodge) in 1914, and
Many Glacier Hotel in 1915. In reading
the history of these events a hundred
years ago, one marvels at the dynamism
and creative energy that attended the
first days of Glacier Park.

The story has been related in many
books of history, notably Donald
Robinson’s classic Through the Years in
Glacier National Park (1960). Robinson
relates that when Major William Logan
arrived as Glacier’s first superintendent: “There were only two serviceable
trails across the mountains, one from
Lake McDonald across Gunsight Pass
to St. Mary Lake, and the other up
the McDonald Creek Valley and over
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Logan appointed a force of six rangers
to guard Glacier’s boundaries in 1910.
They included Dan Doody and Joe Cosley (legendary rapscallions and poachers,
after whom Mount Doody and Cosley
Lake are named). Robinson states that
the early ranger force “was a rugged,
hard-bitten outfit … One ranger froze to
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The Glacier Park Foundation was
formed by Glacier Park employees
and visitors who have a deep love for
this special place. The Foundation is
commited both to the importance
of wilderness preservation and to
the importance of places like Glacier
as classrooms where people can
experience wilderness in intense
meaningful ways, learning not only a
love for the land, but also a respect
that nurtures the skills necessary to
preserve that land. The Foundation
has a special interest in Glacier Park’s
history, traditions and visitor facilities.

The Inside Trail takes its name
from the famous old trail
which connected Glacier
Park Lodge with the vanished
chalets at Two Medicine,
Cut Bank, and St. Mary. The
name thus emphasizes the
publication’s focus on the
lore and history of Glacier
National Park. We invite
submission of historical,
scientific, or anecdotal articles, commentary, poetry,
or artwork for publication in
future issues.

GLACIER’S HUNDREDTH: Centennial Events
Glacier Park’s hundredth birthday
was celebrated by several hundred
people at Park Headquarters at West
Glacier on May 11. A huge tent was
set up to protect the crowd from rain,
but the sun broke through just as the
ceremony commenced. Remarks were
delivered by Park Service personnel, federal, state, and Blackfeet and
Kootenai-Salish tribal officials, and
birthday cake was served.

This formal ceremony was only one in
a series of some ninety official Centennial events extending from the summer of 2009 through October 2010.
Educational programs, reunions,
exhibits, festivals, fundraisers, and
amusements of various sorts are going
forward at many locations in the Park,
and in cities from Kalispell to St. Paul.
This ongoing celebration was organized by Kass Hardy, Centennial
Coordinator for the National Park Service, and by a dedicated committee of
volunteers. A full schedule of events is
posted on the Centennial Committee’s
website, www.glaciercentennial.org.
One creative element of the program
is the Centennial Film Festival (“7
months, 7 films, 7 locations”). Among
the films featured are Hollywood releases like Cattle Queen of Montana (1954),
starring Ronald Reagan and Barbara
Stanwyck, and Heaven’s Gate (1980),
one of the most famous box-office
failures of all time. Most of the films,
however, are educational and historical
in nature: Before There Were Parks (including clips from Ken Burns’s recent
PBS series on the National Parks), Red
Skies of Montana (on forest fires), Days
of the Blackfeet, and a film collection
from Glacier Park’s archives.
Several large reunions of former Park
employees are planned this summer.
Among them is a Many Glacier Hotel
employee reunion from July 29 to
August 1, with a Centennial Hootenanny (contact Terri Stone at tfstone@
wk.net). A Gearjammers’ Reunion is
scheduled at Glacier Park Lodge from

September 8-10, with more than 300
people preregistered (contact Leroy
Lott at gearjammers@tx.rr.com).

A Granite Park and Sperry Chalet
reunion is scheduled for August 17
(contact Kevin Warrington at (888)
345-2649). A Trail Crew Rendezvous
is planned from August 20-22 (contact
Jan Metzmaker at (406) 862-3390).
The annual Park Service employees’
reunion will be at noon on August 22
at the Community Building in the Park
Service compound at West Glacier.
Private organizations that work to support the mission of Glacier Park have
taken impressive initiatives for the
centennial year. The Glacier Institute,
which sponsors outdoor field courses in
Glacier, is offering a series of “Hundred
Years” courses (e.g., on bears, goats,
and “Riding the Rails”) -- see their
website at www.glacierinstitute.org.
The Glacier Association, which operates
Glacier’s bookstores, is offering numerous centennial titles. These include
100 Years, 100 Stories (an anthology
of memoirs); Glacier’s First 100 Years;
100 Straight Days in Glacier (a photographic journey by Chris Peterson, editor of Glacier Park Magazine) and three
volumes by distinguished photographer
Bret Bouda – Jammin’ in the Sun (on the
Park’s red buses), Glacier Classics and
Glacier Park Wide. See the website at
www.glacierassociation.org.
The Glacier National Park Fund, which
raises private funds to supplement the
Park Service budget, has established
both short-term and long-term projects in honor of the Centennial. The
short-term goals (Centennial Legacy
Projects) include increasing the number of accessible trails in the Many

Glacier area, building a Watchable
Wildlife viewing platform, preserving
the Heaven’s Peak Fire Lookout, and
upgrading the visitor center exhibits
at Logan Pass. The long-term goals
include projects and endowments for
trails, research, historical and cultural
preservation and children’s education
in the Park. See the website at www.
glaciernationalparkfund.org.
The Fund sponsored “Minnesota
Springs for Glacier,” a celebration in
St. Paul in May. This event began
with a party at the James J. Hill House
to honor the Great Northern Railway’s
role in creating the Park and its visitor
facilities. The Great Northern’s successor, the BNSF Railway, has been a
generous sponsor of the Centennial.
Among other Centennial events to
be held this summer are a Centennial
poetry reading at Belton Chalet (June
25), the Western Governors Association Conference in Whitefish and in the
Park (June 26-29), the Belton Chalet’s
Centennial birthday party (June 27),
the Glacier Centennial Symphony
summer pops concert at Rebecca Farm
near Kalispell (July 10), the Glacier
Mountaineering Society Centennial
Summit (July 19-25), the WatertonGlacier International Peace Park Hands
Across the Border event at Many
Glacier (September 9-12), the Great
Northern Railway Historical Society
Convention at Glacier Park Lodge
(Sept. 12-15), and the Glacier National
Park Fund’s Fall for Glacier event
at Many Glacier (Sept. 16-19). See
www.glaciercentennial.org for details.
The Glacier Park Foundation is
pleased to take part in the Centennial
events. A happy hundredth birthday to
all friends of Glacier!

The Glacier National Park Fund, which raises
private funds to supplement the Park Service
budget, has established both short-term and longterm projects in honor of the Centennial.
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Thin Man’s Pleasure

And Other Adventures Climbing Mt. Wilbur

Elves Chip Smith and Ron Rusthoven flanking diminutive Santa
Peter Elbaum in 1976. (Laura Chihara photo)
Karin Abromaitis atop Mt. Wilbur.
(David Manzer photo)
By Ron Zahn (Many Glacier 1972-73)
It was late May of 1972. As a flatlander
from Wisconsin, I was fascinated to see
my first mountains while approaching
East Glacier by train. Then the company bus took me over Looking Glass Pass,
through St. Mary and up the Swiftcurrent Valley. It just kept getting better.
My job was to run the gas station in
the upper parking lot at Many Glacier.
Business was slow. There weren’t more
than four or five paying customers in all
of June, just jammer buses to fuel. It
gave me a chance to do some reading.
That was good. Someone loaned me
the Climber’s Guide to Glacier National
Park by Dr. J. Gordon Edwards. When
it wasn’t raining, I could sit outside and
watch the snow melt and visualize climbing the mountains described in the book.
I remember going with other employees
up to the South America snow patch
on Altyn Peak, the mountain just across
the road from Many Glacier. It was the
obligatory introduction to climbing.
About two thirds of the way up, I had to
sit down for awhile because I got lightheaded. After a rest we made it to the
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top of the snow patch, went around it
and returned back down the other side.
Paul Meierding, the Transport Agent at
Many, was a gracious and experienced
hiking and climbing guide. His long
stride and quick pace were legendary for
gobbling up distance and altitude. One
day he led me and a couple of jammers
around the back side of Altyn and then
up and back over the top. I remember
the fascination of breaking over the
summit ridge and seeing the valley on
the other side unfold before my eyes. A
whole new view developed within just a
few steps. The exhilaration of breaking
that new view was worthy payoff for all
the vertical work. The valley below contained the Many Glacier complex and
all the familiar sites. I was smitten with
mountain climbing right then.
Of course, one had to graduate to the
other peaks within sight -- Henkel,
Grinnell Point, and Mount Allen to
the south and east, and Gould even-

tually from the Highline (the easier
route). But the most obvious object in
the neighborhood was Mount Wilbur
-- five miles west and one mile up. The
experts rank Wilbur as the second most
difficult climb on the Glacier Park
menu of a thousand peaks, behind only
Mount St. Nicholas.
J. Gordon Edwards was a regular customer at the gas station. We talked a lot
about various mountains and routes, but
mostly the conversation was about Wilbur. It was right there and we could look
at it and point to its parts. We discussed
the various routes up Wilbur, but settled
on the Overhang Route up the middle of
the mountain and the Thin Man’s Pleasure Route which came up at an angle
from the left. The compelling advice
which I recall was to definitely wait until
the snow bands in the upper left quadrant melted completely or nearly completely. This was exciting stuff.
David Manzer was also in Glacier for

The valley below contained the Many Glacier
complex and all the familiar sites. I was smitten
with mountain climbing right then.

(Continued from previous page)
his first year in 1972. David just had
graduated from high school, and was
about to enroll at Duke. Ian Tippet, our
manager, habitually introduced him as
“our YOUNGEST employee.” David
really disliked this moniker, which, of
course, the rest of us always used. We
tried to imitate Mr. Tippet’s delivery of
the phrase but never did it as well as Mr.
Tippet himself, complete with the tossed
back head and sweeping arm gestures.
I was nineteen and Manzer had just
turned seventeen. We hatched a plan
to climb Mount Wilbur. Two other
employees tried Wilbur before we did
that year and only made it up part way,
because it was too wet -- confirmation
of the advice from Dr. Edwards!
The weather cleared nicely in the second
part of July and into August. The snow
melted well. One day in August, Dr.
Edwards came by the gas station and
the question of the day was whether it
was time. After thoroughly viewing the
mountain with the aid of a 10 power
telescope, he said it should be okay.
Within a few days we were off. We
didn’t take a camera or a backpack or
food or water. The only thing we took
was the borrowed hardback copy of
Dr. Edwards’ book. I think it was John
Hagen’s copy. We alternated carrying
it. When the slope got vertical enough
to require the use of both our hands, we
stuck the book into our belt bands. We
could have just rewritten the relevant
parts on one piece of paper, but I was
nineteen and Mr. Manzer was the “our
YOUNGEST employee.”
There was a lot of bushwhacking once
we left the trail to approach Mount Wilbur. The bottom half of the mountain
was not really different from the other
mountains in the area. The rock is
almost all sedimentary and easily breakable. The primary concern is that what
you’re about to step on is a solid rock,
not one that will slide or break apart.
There is a lot of slippery scree.

As we progressed up the chimney in the
center of Wilbur, it got increasingly steep.
The chimney provided plenty of handholds and footholds, and the climbing
was good. Then we got to the dark streak
in the mountain -- The Diorite Sill.
That is a different kind of rock. It’s like
granite, hard and durable, with much less
rubble and less hand and footholds.
Soon we came to The Overhang. The
Sill is about one hundred feet thick,
something like an eight story building.
The Overhang juts out over your head
there, like a ceiling. We couldn’t do
Spiderman stuff, so we had to go around
the obstacle. We pondered the situation

awareness that we had to get back down.
(They say most accidents happen on the
descent. I believe them.) The view, like
all views from the top of a mountain,
was spectacular. This one involves the
treat of seeing Iceberg Lake from about
a mile directly above it. Many Glacier
Hotel can be covered up with your
thumb when you’re looking at it from
the top of Wilbur. It is about five miles
to the east and one mile down.
When we reached the Sill on the route
down, Manzer went first. He was much
better than I at the descent. After he
got through the Sill to a comfortable

The compelling advice which I recall was to
definitely wait until the snow bands in the
upper left quadrant melted completely or
nearly completely. This was exciting stuff.
and agreed that if we fell, death would be
certain on the second bounce if not the
first. Each bounce would be at least 300
feet and maybe a thousand. It was steep!
We took a good bit of time to evaluate
the option of turning to the left and
climbing the vertical cliff the rest of
the way through the dark band. After
plotting out a beginning sequence of
hand and footholds, we proceeded.
The holds were mostly about the size
of a fingernail. The book had no more
advice for us at this point.
This was real mountain climbing. It
involves every part of your body and
mind. You have to control your breathing and anxieties. My right knee and
leg had a tendency to shimmy when
stressed. I went up first and Manzer
followed. I don’t remember the details
too clearly, but we made it through the
difficult part and then rested.
Above the Diorite Sill, things again became quite manageable. At the very top,
the mountain leveled off nicely. It was
a fabulous feeling, tempered only by the

place back in the big chimney, he talked
me through each foot placement one at
a time. “To your left, a little more, right
there. Do you feel it? Good, now the
other foot, down, left, right, down, two
more inches down. NO! To the right.
Okay, there.”
I would not have made it down safely
without David’s patience. It was a
very scary situation. But he talked me
down to the chimney. At this point we
were very happy, because it now was a
regular Rocky Mountain situation, like
the ones we had become comfortable
with in the previous 75 days. I do not
recommend this adventure to anyone.
It is very dangerous. But I was nineteen
and Mr. Manzer was “our YOUNGEST
employee.”
Dr. Edwards was very interested in the
report of the climb. I told him about
our detour around the overhang and
how difficult it was. He said, “Well,
maybe you should try the Thin Man’s
Pleasure Route.” The summer was
quickly coming to a close. Manzer and
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I were content to exercise our teenage
bravado and deflect those who questioned whether we had made up the
whole story. ( “Where’s the pictures?”
they kept asking.)
The weather cleared much earlier the
following summer, in 1973. The snow
melted quicker and the horizontal snow
bands disappeared much sooner.
Karin Abromaitis arrived for her first year
in Glacier that summer. In addition to
tales of climbing the outside of buildings
at St. Olaf College in Minnesota, she
brought with her 200 feet of climbing
rope, brake bars, carabineers and other
tools of the trade. She did the normal
drill of Mt. Henkel and other climbs.
We did Henkel often in 1973 -- after
supper, for sunset, during a full moon,
for sunrise and at more ordinary times.
It is a great mountain for a view and not
too difficult. Karin showed Manzer and
me how to rappel on a cliff and how
to do free rappels. She was a natural at
mountain climbing.
I had a new job that summer driving
the garbage truck. It was a great job for
shortening the work day, and my sanitation department partner, Russ Groves,
and I soon had it down to a science. I
didn’t see as much of Dr. Edwards in
this position, but he again encouraged
us to try Thin Man’s Pleasure.
Now that Manzer and I were older and
there was a girl involved, we decided
we needed to be more responsible when
climbing Wilbur. So on the day of the
Wilbur ascent, we walked over to the
Ranger Station at Swiftcurrent to register our intentions. With rope in hand
we told the Park Rangers that we were
going to climb Wilbur. After a discussion centered on our limited experience
with rope on the mountain, plus our
successful experience last year without
rope, we decided to store the rope at the
ranger station for the day.
A fourth person, Dwight Stones from
Texas, had convinced us that he should
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join the expedition. About halfway up
the mountain, we split up to reduce the
chance of kicking rocks on each other.
The new guy and I went up the Overhang Route. Karin and David went in
search of Thin Man’s Pleasure. We met
again above the Sill.
The plan that day included having Joan
Little and others hike over to Iceberg
Lake. When we got to the peak, we
planned to yodel to each other. We yodeled a lot, but there were no responses
other than our own echoes. It turned
out that the hiking posse had had to
turn back because of a grizzly bear scare.
Manzer was very excited about the
Thin Man’s Pleasure route, so we all
came down that way. There was a piton
placed in the rock by someone just
above the Thin Man’s passage, where
you had to traverse to a different chimney. It’s real mountain climbing when
you see pitons from prior expeditions
-- another glorious experience!
Later in 1973, Manzer, Abromaitis and
I decided to climb Wilbur again. This
time we took Karin’s rope and we also
took a small mirror to reflect sunlight
from the top of Wilbur back to the hotel (a Ray Kinley trick). I told a lot of
people to look for it. My brother Larry,
one of the jammers, happened to be at
Many Glacier that day, and he saw the
reflected light flashing.
One this third expedition, we went up
and down by the Thin Man’s Pleasure
Route. The lower part is as steep as the
lower part of the Overhang Route, and
is a bit more exposed. The advantage
comes in the upper part, when going
through the Diorite Sill. There is much
more protection, because of a chimney
through most of the Sill. Above this
chimney is the namesake of the route

-- a natural tunnel in the overhanging
rock. The tunnel isn’t very large; hence
the name Thin Man’s Pleasure.
The scariest part of the route is just
above Thin Man’s Pleasure. It requires
traversing a face from the end of that
chimney into another smaller chimney
toward the center of the mountain.
That would be a good place for the
safety of a rope and we had one this
time. But we traversed right past the
piton and over to the other chimney
carrying the rope. (You shouldn’t use an
old piton anyway). Going across the
face of a cliff is easier than going down a
cliff -- at least for me it was.
It was a beautiful day and after that
traverse we got to the top without a
lot of difficulty. We returned back
through Thin Man’s Pleasure and then
saw a most beautiful sight. There were
about nine mountain sheep walking
along a trail high on the south shoulder
of Wilbur, in single file. The leader decided it was time to rest, so he stopped
and tapped his front left foot twice. On
the signal, the rest all lay down on the
trail for about twenty minutes until
the leader got up and tapped his foot
again. Then they all got up and started
moving along the trail. We were above
them and just sat there and watched the
whole thing.
David Manzer returned to MGH for
another year and climbed Wilbur two
more times. After his Glacier days, he
moved to Alaska. He won the first two
installments of the Alaska Mountain
Wilderness Classic -- the 150 miles of
Hope to Homer, and the slightly shorter
Nabesna to McCarthy Race through the
rugged Wrangell Mountains. He still
lives in Anchorage.

Many Glacier Hotel can be covered up with
your thumb when you’re looking at it from
the top of Wilbur. It is about five miles to the
east and one mile down.

(Continued . . . )
Karin Abromaitis moved to Wyoming
and did more mountaineering and skiing in the Jackson Hole / Grand Teton
area for a time. She now is very active
in theatre and academia in the Washington D.C. area. I went back to the
Midwest and my flatlander ways for
several years before moving to Arizona
in the early 1980’s.

Mt. Wilbur summit
photos courtesy of
Karin Abromaitis,
David Manzer and
Ron Zahn.

I am very grateful to David Manzer
and Karin Abromaitis for the opportunity to share the fear and joy of
those ascents of Mount Wilbur and I
really appreciate the encouragement
and counsel of Dr. Edwards. It still
amazes me how much adventure we
could pack into those ninety days of
summer!

It still amazes me how much
adventure we could pack into those
ninety days of summer!
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Interacting with Tour Escorts
In the 1970s

Illustration from the first Issue of the
Inside trail, April 1981.
(John Hagen illustrator)

By John Hagen (Many Glacier 1970-80)
In a passage in War and Peace, Tolstoy
describes squads of soldiers taking on
collective temperaments – cheerful,
sullen, hopeful or cynical – through the
influence of the leading personalities in
each group. Anyone who has experience with group tours has seen the same
dynamic at work. Some groups are jolly
and resilient; some are petulant and
morose. And more often than not, the
group’s temperament reflects the personality of its escort.
As a bellman at Many Glacier Hotel for
eight seasons, I dealt with hundreds of
escorts. My notebooks are full of descriptions of their personalities – “a big,
bluff, good-natured escort who molded
the tour in his own image;” “a sober,
rotund little minister leading a melancholy tour;” “a placid old fellow who
absolutely couldn’t be hurried, although
his people hadn’t been fed and the dining room was about to close.”
When a tour bus pulled up to the hotel,
the first order of business was to whisk
the escort in for a quick conference at
the front desk. The front office manager, the escort and the head bellman
8 ☐ Summer 2010 ☐ The Inside Trail

would huddle over a tentative list of
rooming assignments and make any
necessary changes. Some changes were
made to split up incompatible roommates. Most of them, however, involved
the perpetual issue of stairs.
Many Glacier had no guest-accessible
elevator in those days (just a creaky, untrustworthy freight lift in the Main, and
no lift of any sort in the Annex). Most
guests had to climb one to three flights
of stairs. If several tour groups were in
the hotel, the front office would divide
the prized first-floor rooms among the
tours. Each escort could reassign the
rooms within his tour if people needed a
first-floor room for reasons of health.
These rooming conferences were sometimes tests of character. Most of the
escorts were pleasant to work with and
were fair and efficient in resolving problems. A few, however, were querulous,
abusive, and unreasonable in trying to
obtain more first-floor rooms at the
expense of other tours.

Sometimes an escort of this sort would
assemble his tour group around him
for support. The escort might bluster demagogically, “This is a luxury
tour, and our people all are promised
first-floor rooms!” and a chorus would
thunder, “No stairs! No stairs!” Then the
hotel personnel would have to show their
mettle and stand their ground as courteously as they were able.
A rooming conference which I smile to
recall involved a flamboyant and goodnatured Italian escort. Perusing the list,
he directed a switch in two pairs of roommates (“Put these people together. They
allatime complaining!”). Then we pointed
out that, because the hotel was full, a few
of his group’s rooms were on fourth floor.
“Can Mrs. Palumbo climb three flights
of stairs?” we inquired. “Of course!” he
replied, with a magnificent hip-handling
gesture. “She ees a BEEG woman!!”
After the rooming conference, the following order of business was the tour

These rooming conferences were
sometimes tests of character.

talk. The escort would gather his group in the
lobby, where a bellman would instruct them on
dining room hours, boat cruises, evening programs, baggage procedures, and the like.
Sometimes the escort’s personality helped to shape
the course of the talk. My notebook records a
fellow bellman relating afterward: “I felt like the
M.C. on a kids’ show. The escort announces:
“He-e-ere’s Steve!” and the people all shout in
unison: “Hi, Steve!!”

And more often than not, the
group’s temperament reflects the
personality of its escort.

My own most memorable tour talk was given to
a Japanese group of whom no one spoke English
but the escort. I would speak a sentence in English and pause for him to translate into Japanese.
After each translation, the group mysteriously
broke into uproarious laughter. I would say
something unremarkable (“The dining room is
down the hall”), the escort would translate, and
the people would guffaw. I suspect that the escort
was making jocular remarks about the lederhosen
which we bellmen wore (“Ridiculous-looking
person in shorts and suspenders says, ‘The dining
room is down the hall!’”).
After finishing the tour talk, the bellmen would
distribute keys to the guests. This process sometimes posed another test of character for the escort.
If guests protested an upper-floor room, there was
nothing to do at this point unless other guests
were willing to switch with them.
Escorts could err by being too passive, as well as by
being too aggressive. Sometimes officious tourists would inappropriately try to take control. My
notebook describes “Mrs. Smith, a brass-faced
woman with the air of an Army sergeant-major” engineering room changes after the keys were passed
out, while the escort stood by silently. “The Joneses
shouldn’t go to third floor. The ladies in 104 will
be delighted to trade with them,” said Mrs. Smith,
as she brusquely collared those ladies. They looked
anything but delighted. “We’re going as ordered,”
muttered one, as another member of the group
consolingly patted her on the back.
Tour escorts often were picturesque. One woman,
a cheery and competent escort who came to Many
Glacier frequently, wore a cylindrical red cap of the
sort one associates with organ-grinders’ monkeys.
Another escort wore a peaked green hat like the hat
of Robin Hood. Yet another came on a blushing
pink bus, and sported a pink coat and pink cowboy
hat (a jammer informed us: “He says he has pink
cowboy boots, too, but he left ‘em at home”).

Many Glacier Bellmen.
(John Hagen photos)
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Other escorts had memorable crotchets
and eccentricities. One blustered famously (while demanding a personal room
change), “I’m the only man in the world
who can run this tour, and I expect to be
treated accordingly!” Another thundered,
“I’ve never made a mistake on this job,
and no one is going to make one for me!”
Our manager, Mr. Tippet, complained
of one unctuous escort, “When he shook
my hand, it felt like a flounder on a slab
-- and you couldn’t get rid of it!”
Very occasionally, we met an escort
who tried to manipulate the staff with
bribes. One escort, who’d failed to book
red buses in advance and found none
available, demanded of the transportation agent: “All right, who do I pay
off?!” Another habitually kept dollar
bills in his fist and pulled them out, like
a magician pulling out handkerchiefs, to
try to get special favors (e.g., additional
first-floor rooms). This may have been
standard procedure at some hotels in
New York, the escort’s home base, but it
cut no ice at Many Glacier.
My most memorable escort story dates
from a tumultuous evening in 1980. A
group of employee actors was putting on
a lobby performance of cuttings from the
musical Sweeney Todd. This drama has
a macabre story line, involving a barber
who cuts the throats of his customers,
grinds their bodies up, and bakes them
into pies. The employee actors probably
omitted the most ogreish parts of the
show, but the audience was ill at ease.
Suddenly a hideous scream rang out. A
woman came charging down two flights
of the main staircase into the lobby.
“Help! Help! He’s going to murder
me!” she cried. Everybody assumed at
first that this commotion was part of
the performance. But the woman took
refuge behind the front desk, and we
saw that she was genuinely terrified.
The woman was a tour escort. She had
become romantically entangled with the
charter bus driver (not a Glacier Park
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employee) assigned to her tour. That
evening, she had attempted to break off
the relationship. The driver, she said, had
then declared that he was going to “put
her in a pine box.” Moreover, she told us
that the driver had a gun aboard the bus.
We telephoned the rangers for assistance
and sent several robust employees to the
parking lot to guard the bus. A carload
of rangers arrived within a few minutes
and briefly arrested the driver. The driver
protested that he had been misunderstood, and that his statement had been:
“We’re both going to end up in pine
boxes anyway.” After extensive parlays,
the rangers let the driver go, but took the
precaution of confiscating his gun.
Amid all the staged and real-life shriekings and runnings-about, the hotel
guests were shaken and glad to wander
off to bed. I finished my evening bellmen’s duties and went off to bed myself.
As a department head, I had a “Crow’s
Nest” room on one of the fourth-floor
balconies high above the lobby. The
hotel was quiet, dark, and peaceful as I
got beneath the sheets.

Bellman Jim
Donohue
rushing to work
a tour in 1975.
(John Hagen
photo)

Then a woman’s scream rang out below
me. I can hear it still, protracted and
desperate: “AH-H-H-H-H!!” I leaped
out of bed, assuming that the driver was
attacking the escort.
I pulled on my pants and rushed out
on the balcony. Looking down, I saw a
hysterical woman leaping about in her
nightgown on the balcony on third floor.
She was flailing the air overhead with a
pillow. She was not the escort, and her
consternation had nothing to do with
the driver. She was an ordinary guest
whose room had been invaded by a bat!
Thus run my memories of interacting
with tour escorts through those longago summers at Many Glacier. The
personalities and the adventures that we
had with them were vivid. Reflecting
upon them, I’m impressed again with
the power of leaders to influence the
mood and temperament of groups. For
good or ill, the conduct and character
of leaders tends to impress itself on the
lives of those for whom they are responsible and to shape their characters too.

The Summer
of ‘55

Larry Carr at
Boulder Pass
along the Kintla
Lakes Trail.
(photo courtesy
of Brian Ehrle.)
By Brian Ehrle (Many Glacier 1955)
Here I am in Evergreen, Colorado at age
75 writing and reminiscing about one
of the most fabulous summers anyone
could have ever experienced in the Rocky
Mountains. I was from Detroit and
an undergraduate student at Denison
University, Granville, Ohio. I had been
on a couple of trips out west during high
school and my interests in western national parks had peaked as I was a regular
follower of George Pierot and his World
Adventure Series on TV. He regularly
had Stan Midgley on as a guest and
Midgley sparked my imagination and
dreams about working a summer in one
of our great western national parks.
So in June 1955 I packed my ‘48 Chev
with 6 bald tires, clothes, camping gear,
and golf clubs and headed for the Great
West. My intent was to travel to Glacier
and work my way south until I landed
a summer job. While traveling through
South Dakota during a 7-day drizzle on
US 14 (no interstates in those days) at
about 11pm the road turned to gravel
and then mud. I was stuck and thought
I would be marooned for days. The only
farmhouse light was 5-10 miles away. I
finally calmed myself down and was able
to back out on my tracks and discovered
I had missed a detour sign.
I spent the night at the Black Hills and
continued north through Custer’s Last
Stand and Great Falls, and finally spot-

ted those fantastic mountains of Glacier.
I pulled into Babb, Montana and came
upon three beautiful girls hitchhiking to
Many Glacier. They were all students at
the University of Minnesota and I gave
them a ride to the hotel. In return, they
provided me the name of the hotel manager – what a break for me!
I camped at Swiftcurrent with bears walking around my tent all night, was never
bothered by them, and I don’t remember
being scared or worried as I had no food
with me. The following morning, I had
an interview with the manager, Lloyd
Seilset. He said he could probably use
another busboy, and I was hired. We
talked briefly about the fact that I had my
car with me and that college student employees were not supposed to have wheels.
He never actually said that I could not
use my car and never said another word
about it to me during the summer. The
end result was that out of about 200 college kids at the hotel, only three of us had
cars – kind of a nice position to be in.
After a day of training, the hotel opened
on June 15th, and thus began a nonstop
awesome adventure. As a dining room
employee each week I had Monday

afternoon and all day Tuesday off. Of
course, there were several other employees who had the same time off as me
and we took trips and overnight hikes
together. There was never a dull moment
all summer and I would like to start with
a summary of activities, travels, and hikes
we experienced on our days off. Although I remember vividly many of the
things we did that summer, I am relying
on information from the weekly letters
I sent home and which my mother kept
and returned to me.
Music : From written accounts by other
employees who spent summers at Many
Glacier, music has always been a major
part of everyone’s experiences. This was
certainly true during my time at the
hotel. It seemed like we just sang and
sang and…….sang. Before dinner we
had Lobby Sings for and with the guests.
We put on many talent shows and had a
madrigal group that performed on several
occasions. We sang at afternoon worship
services and at parties.
And probably unlike many employees
who didn’t have cars, we would sing
constantly on our excursions. I think I
could still list about a hundred popular

After a day of training, the hotel opened
on June 15th, and thus began a nonstop
awesome adventure.
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and camp songs that we burst forth with
in unison and harmony.
One of my fond musical remembrances
occurred often in my room at our dormitory. The boys stayed downstairs and the
girls were directly above us. There was a
very small hole in the ceiling between our
room and the room above. You couldn’t
really see through this hole, but we could
hear the girls above and vice versa. I had
a portable radio and would listen to the
Burgee Music Box from Spokane. The
sponsor was Burgermeister Beer and they
would play the top tunes every night.
Occasionally the girls would yell down
and insist I turn on the program or turn
the volume up.
On another occasion I was asleep at
1:00am and heard loud music from
outside. Some of the kids had pushed
the jukebox all the way from the Many
Mingle (our employee lounge) to the
parking area in front of our chalet and
had “Rock Around The Clock” blasting
out over the lake.
Overnights and Hikes: Obviously one
the greatest highlights of the summer in
Glacier was hiking (now referred to as
backpacking.) It was almost 50 miles to a
town, so most employees and guests spent
their leisure hours hiking and photographing the Park’s unique and awe-inspiring
scenery. Unfortunately I did not have
a good camera and did not take many
pictures; however, I spent much time traversing and climbing almost 300 miles of
trails. They included Apikuni Mountain,
Grinnell Glacier, Sperry Chalet, Gunsight
Pass Trail, Moran’s Bathtub, Ptarmigan
Tunnel, Quartz Lake, Many Glacier to
Waterton Lake, and Bowman Lake, Brown
& Boulder Passes and the Kintla Lakes.
In early August, nine of us left Lake
McDonald Lodge and hiked up to Sperry
Chalet in the moonlight. Prior to reaching the chalet, we could see across the
huge cirque in which it was located. It
was quite dark, and the couple meeting
us shone a flashlight across the cirque.
I believe the remaining walk to the
chalet was over a large expanse of snow.
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I remember it being a very remote but
breathtakingly beautiful place. We slept
there overnight and traveled the Gunsight Trail the next day.
The Bowman/Kintla Challenge: By far
my most exhilarating, awesome, but grueling adventure was a hike from Bowman
Lake to Kintla Lake. I think it might be
interesting to share how I described the
experience in a letter 55 years ago:
Dear Mom and Dad: Wow, I’ve got a lot
to tell you. The weather has really been
great out here and we have been getting a
lot of that good outdoor air. We have been
hiking all over the place this last week.
Another fellow, Larry Carr and myself
began at 3:00 Monday and drove to
Polebridge in the Northwest corner of
the park. We got a fire permit from the
ranger there and he told us we would
never make the hike we were taking in
the time we had.
We parked the car at the campground at
the foot of Bowman Lake. After asking
several men with outboards if they would
take us to the other end of the lake but
failing in our attempts, we started hiking
along the trail which follows the north
shore of the lake. I had a pack on my back
loaded with my sleeping bag, a map, mess
kit, matches, guide book, and a box lunch.
Besides that I was carrying my hatchet, a
knife, and a small camera plus a flashlight.
Larry had a sleeping bag, a 3 and ½ lb. can
of Canadian Bacon, a box lunch, and an
ice axe. With that at 8:15 we started down
the trail, which had not been worked on
in several years because there are so few
people who ever travel the trails.
We made good time until it began to get
dark and then we lost the flashlight. Before we started out we were told that we
could not get thru this part of the hike
without a flash. There was no moon and
the trail went thru the darkest woods I
have ever seen. Well, we kept on feeling
the old trail with our feet, wading thru
waterfalls, creeks, and marshes. Somehow we managed to reach the other
end of the lake, but before we got to the
campground we lost the trail and began

walking up a creekbed full of running
water. I slipped and got drenched and
Larry fell in up to his waist and would
have gone in farther had I not grabbed
him. We finally got back on the trail and
reached the campground about 10:45
after covering a distance of 8 miles. We
beat another group’s time to this point by
45 minutes and they had flashlights.
We ate something, got dried off a bit
by the fire, and then hit the sack about
12:30. We were up again at 5:00 Tuesday morning and on the trail by 5:30.
After 5 more miles of bush country we
began the climb up to Brown Pass. You
go up by means of several switchbacks
3500 feet in about two miles.
At Brown Pass our trail met the Kintla
Lakes Trail and we turned west on it.
After 3 miles of hiking on a trail chiseled
out of a rock wall thousands of feet above
the valley floor we came to Hole-in-theWall Basin. It is called this because of
several creeks that go underground and
emerge as a beautiful waterfall, which
plummets down 2 or 3 thousand feet
below. We ate our breakfast at this spot
cleaning up practically every piece of food
we had with us. After breakfast we began
the 1,000 foot climb up to Boulder Pass,
elevation 8200 feet. It was about 3 miles
there from Hole-in-the-Wall, the trail
switching back and forth over several beds
of lava and marked by ducks or piles of
stones resembling a duck.
We reached the pass at noon meaning we
had traveled close to 15 miles that day.
Boulder Glacier is on one side of the pass
but it has receded and no longer covers
the trail. All kinds of small ice-cold lakes
surrounded us and everywhere you looked
there were small waterfalls. All the water
in these lakes and falls can be drunk and it
really tasted wonderful. At this point the
other group had retraced their steps back
the Bowman Trail but we continued down
the Kintla Lakes trail thru some of the
wildest country I have ever seen.
I will not go into detail about the remainder of the trail but it goes for 25 more
miles down past Upper and Lower Kintla
Lakes and back to the North Fork Trail.

(Continued from previous page)
Wild animals (grizzlies, puma, deer,
antelope, porcupines, and other small animals) are seen in this part of the park.
The trail gives one the feeling of absolute remoteness. The last 10 miles Larry
and I were just stumbling along but we
finally made the Kintla Campground.
That means we had covered 8 miles
Monday night and over 40 miles Tuesday
arriving at the Kintla Campground at
6:30pm. We were feeling sick and tired
but we had accomplished quite a feat.
Luckily there was a couple by the name
of Cross who had been fishing up there
for the day and drove us back to Polebridge where they had a cabin. They
fed us a big meal and at 12:00 we began
hiking back into our car at Bowman,
another 6 miles of uphill road. Then I
had to drive 170 miles around the south
border of the park as Logan Pass closed
at 8:30pm. We got back at 7:00 this
morning and were we beat after a hike of
nearly 55 miles in 34 hours. It is probably the longest hike anyone will ever
take in so short a time at Glacier and I
doubt if many have done it before.
Well, so much for now – I’ve got to turn
in before I fall asleep writing.
Another Challenge: In early September,
I bet my roommate that I could hike
from Many Glacier Hotel to the foot of
Waterton Lake in 6 hours, a trip of 32 ½
miles. I set out by myself at mid-morning
and can’t remember the exact route. I
remember going up and down 3000 feet,
then another 15 miles up and down, and
finally up another 3000 feet and down
to the Ranger Station at the south end of
Waterton Lake. I lost the bet as it took me
8 hours. The Ranger fed me some soup
and called for the launch to pick me up. I
was a bit exhausted but at least made it all
the way. My roommate had my car and
picked me up for the return to the hotel.
Auto Travels and Excursions: Having
a car was an employee luxury, although
some might view it as a distraction from
the enormous beauty of the Park. For
many of us it enhanced our overall summer experiences. We still were able to

hike all over the Park and as an option
take in some wonderful destinations by
auto. It is hard to believe I put 14,000
miles on my car while at Glacier (and
that does not include the 4,000 mile
round trip from Detroit and back!).
Here are some of the jaunts we took by
car: Lake McDonald, Flathead Lake and
Kalispell; Lethbridge; Prince of Wales;
the Calgary Stampede; Banff and Lake
Louise; Browning and the Blackfeet
Indian Reservation; Frank, Alberta (site
of the Turtle Mountain Rock Slide); Spokane, Dry Falls, and the Grand Coulee
Dam; Going-to-the-Sun Highway; Kicking Horse Dam; and numerous trips to
the Babb Bar and East Glacier.
On our trip to Spokane and Grand Coulee, we purchased two one-man rubber
rafts. Some salty gearjammers who had
worked in Glacier for several years told us
that they always waited until August for
the water to recede and then rafted from
the hotel to Babb. We launched our rafts
in early September and hit the rapids.

It was great fun, and I remember being
under water most of the way.
It’s hard to believe that we would occasionally drive to East Glacier early in the
evening, a distance of over 50 miles over
two mountain ridges. Some of the girls
in our group had friends who worked at
that hotel, and we would meet for drinks
at a bar. Later in the evening we would
drive back. After 10-15 minutes the only
one awake would be me, unless we had
to stop while someone took a quick run
into the woods.
I could go on and on. From these memories, one might think my experience at
Many Glacier was just a fantastic vacation with no work involved. Actually, I
worked in the dining room 5 ½ days each
week, and I have many stories about my
experiences with hotel guests. We continued working until September 11 taking
care of a late convention. I headed back
home via Yellowstone, arriving in Detroit
with enough tales to last a lifetime.

I headed back home via Yellowstone, arriving in
Detroit with enough tales to last a lifetime.

Brian Ehrle
entering the
dining room
from the
kitchen in
1955. (photo
courtesy of
Brian Ehrle.)
The Inside Trail ☐ Summer 2010 ☐ 13

A Certain Goat

The Symbol of Glacier Park
Right: John Clarke, from an issue of “The Great
Northern Goat.” (Reprinted by permission of
the BNSF Railway); left: Clarke’s Studio
(photo courtesy of Ray Djuff)

By Mike Buck (Glacier Park Transport
1960-67; 2000-07)
This is a tale about a grand old symbol.
It’s a tale about a certain goat -- the Rocky
Mountain goat of Glacier National Park.
It’s a tale that I would incorporate into my
tour-narrative, while employed as a TourGuide/Bus Driver (“Jammer”) for some
seven seasons in the park (2001-2007).
My story is a chronicle, covering some
five decades of the last century, from 1914
to1967. It involves a rail enterprise (the
Great Northern Railway Company), an operating department within that enterprise
(The Glacier Park Hotel Company), and
two park-related commercial concerns (the
Glacier Park Transportation Company and
the Glacier Park Transport Company).
Most people called the goat “Rocky,” since
its habitat was the lofty peaks of the Rocky
Mountains of western Montana. However, a few old timers would fondly call the
stodgy yet stately animal “Old Bill.”
Over the decades from the 1910’s through
the 1960’s, the likeness of “Rocky” or
“Old Bill” was splashed across newspapers
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and magazines, emblazoned on posters,
plastered on outdoor billboards, printed
on company calendars, corporate stationery, and restaurant menus, featured in
motion picture ads and, eventually, on
home television screens.
Just where and when “Rocky” or “Old
Bill” originated is open to conjecture.
There is speculation that the name originated in the offices of the Great Northern
Railway Company in the early 1920’s.
Another suggestion is that the name “Old
Bill” was associated not with a goat, but
with an actual human being -- Bill Moore,
a 19 year-old victim of the disastrous
February, 1910 Cascade Mountain snow
avalanche at Tye, Washington.
A more plausible starting point is with
John L. Clarke, a young Blackfeet Indian
sculptor and artist, in the second decade
of the twentieth century. Clarke (18891970) later was acclaimed as one of the
greatest artists of western animal sculpture,
with many of his prized works housed in
museums, corporate, governmental and
private collections.

As “Old Bill” or “Rocky” might relate in his
own words, “The story begins with Louis
Warren Hill, boss of the hotel company
operation. He was quite a promoter. He
wanted a symbol, an emblem, a caricature,
to advertise the park, and entice people to
visit. I like to call Mr. Hill my ‘Uncle Lou.’
He looks kind of regal and kindly, like an
uncle should look, don’t you think?
“Anyway, Uncle Lou got this local Indian
guy by the name of John L. Clarke to
cobble up a picture of a mountain goat
that he could use to endorse the park. I
like to think of Mr. Clarke as my ‘Dad.’
Now, ‘Dad John,’ he was really good with
the whittling knife and the artist brush.
You might say that I was born from the
wonderful mind, the caring heart, and
the artistic strokes of Dad John. It’s from
my Dad’s artwork, a long time ago, that
I came to be called ‘Old Bill.’ And, by
the way, according to my Dad’s adopted
daughter Dorothy, John was never paid for
his work on the project.”
Glacier National Park would become the
only national park in America located
on the main line of a transcontinental

railroad. The Great Northern’s founder,
the “Empire Builder,” James Jerome
Hill, focused on railway operations, but
his middle son, Louis Warren, built his
legacy on promotions. During the years
1914 to1929, the railway’s Promotions
& Advertising Department reputedly
spent $100,000 to $300,000 annually
just on Glacier Park alone! Expenditures
for advertising were drastically reduced in
the Great Depression, the Second World
War, and the 1950’s. But through all these
years the company continually deployed
“A Certain Goat” on everything from locomotives, rolling stock, corporate stationery
and railway company advertising.
Railway locomotive and rolling stock
would not find the goat image on its
equipment prior to 1921. However,
hotel promotional literature for the 1914
season displayed the park-visitor “Dudes”
on horseback, Blackfeet Indian guides,
shooting geysers with a heavily timbered
forest backdrop,… all accompanied by “A
Certain Goat.”
Early park transportation featured horsedrawn stages, tally-hos, and saddle horse
arrangements. But numerous factors led
to automobile/bus-style transportation by
the summer of 1914. The White Motor
Company, of Cleveland, Ohio supplied
10 twelve-passenger motor buses (Model
TEB), six phaetons (Model C-7/5), and
a couple of two-ton freight wagons on a
single June day that summer. Over succeeding years, the White Company would
upgrade the fleet in numbers and models.
The first generation, Model TEBs, would
feature “Old Bill” or “Rocky” on the
second door of each vehicle, thereby linking the motor-transportation element to
the railroad’s hotel operating division. It
appears that the company goat proved
popular enough to warrant manufacture
of medallions, one of which is visible atop
a White, Model TEB’s radiator shell, in a
1914 photograph.
In 1927, Howard Hays created the park’s
next generation of motor transportation
with the formation of the Glacier Park
Transport Company. For the next 2¾
decades, Mr. Hays would build a true
legend for “Old Bill.” The number of
vehicles (automobiles and buses) would be

expanded. There would be unique touring
packages developed.
Mr. Hays inaugurated the era of the magnificent phaetons (Cadillac and LaSalle).
He significantly improved driver quality.
It would be the latter element of drivertraining that would be most remembered.
In 1935 would come the first of many
“Driver’s Manuals.” As one authority
would write, “A thick book, chock full of
relevant/valid information on all phases of
the park; geological, ecological, historical
and cultural.” The driver-image also would
be transformed from that of the notorious
“Don Juan of Frivolous and Fictional Fabrications” to a vigilant driver, a knowledgeable park employee and an individual sensitive to the needs of the passenger client.
Additionally, Mr. Hays would bring a new
image and logo to his company. “Rocky”
would become an elegantly crafted creature, positioned on a snow-covered ledge,
overlooking a dramatic valley-vista and surrounded by snow covered mountains with
blue sky. Surrounding this photographic
masterpiece would be the company name:
Glacier Park Transport Company.
A story has it that the “Gear Jammer” (bus
driver) candidate would apply for a position to the Transport Company president,
Mr. Hays. If the application was accepted
the aspirant would then be invited to the
company headquarters in East Glacier for
an interview. In other words, the applicant did not have a signed contract upon
his arrival. He remained an applicant.
Upon arrival (in which he had best appear
in his best dress attire), and following
a successful interview and subsequent
instruction (classroom and over the road),
the hopeful driver would then be offered a
position. Nothing was assured prior to his
arrival in the park.
To be a “Gear Jammer” was an envied
summertime job aspiration. Wages, living accommodations, meals, let alone the
prestigious position of wheeling one of
the big White buses or magnificent Cadillac or LaSalle phaetons was often viewed
as being above the level of the railwaycompany hotel jobs.
The reward of being a “Gear Jammer”
carried exacting obligations. The train-

ing was rigorous and demanding. The
uniformed driver imaged an individual
knowledgeable about the park, as well as
sensitive to the needs of his passenger client. The “Jammer” was to become a true
“ambassador” to the park visitor and for
the transportation company. Nothing less
than “Class-A,” “Grade-One” performance
was expected of them.
With the job came a vehicle assignment.
Possibly most prized would be the driver’s
“Badge of Office” -- a distinctive, three
dimensional pin, displaying the company
name, his assigned vehicle number, surrounding a three-dimensional relief-image
of “Rocky” or “Old Bill.” The badge
would be positioned below the belt line,
and above the left front pocket of the
riding-style breeches.
During the second and third decades of
the twentieth century, the Promotions
& Advertising Department of the Great
Northern Railway Company would
expend vast sums of money to publicize its
park properties and entice the visitor to select Glacier Park as a summertime destination. All possible avenues for influencing
the public would be explored. It has been
suggested that during these decades no
American corporate enterprise would employ more “fine-arts” people (artists, sculptors, photographers, writers) to promote a
single entity of their business, than did the
Great Northern Railway Company. All
these efforts could be traced back to the
divisional CEO/President and director,
Louis Warren Hill.
Outdoor billboards, company stationery,
restaurant menus, posters, convention-program folders, paintings (portrait and scenic
vistas), newspapers and magazines, railway
company locomotive and rolling stock,
all were used to promote Glacier Park.
Nothing was left to chance in an effort to
influence the decision of the possible park
visitor that here, in the park, were quality
accommodations and activity options to
“spice” the appetite of all who would come.
The story of “A Certain Goat” will, hopefully, remain a colorful chronicle. The
legend will forever be an absorbing anecdote

Continued on page 20
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The Dishwasher Detail
By Richard Schwab (Many Glacier 1947-52)
As a bellman at Many Glacier in the
1940s and ‘50s, I did not ordinarily
work in the food service area. I do not
have a detailed memory of the great
kitchen, except that it was huge, filled
with work tables and large ranges, had a
walk-in refrigerator room, and a frenetic
dishwashing area.
During one or more conventions some of
us were laid on to help out with the rush
at the dishwasher. That was a memorable experience. What amazed me was
the contrast between the utter, deafening chaos of the kitchen itself and the
tranquil order of the dining room just beyond the swinging doors. The intensity
of the clanking, the clattering, the hissing
of steam, sizzling of griddles, and yells
of waitresses, busboys, and cooks rose to

be placed on other dishes called “liners”
which were in short supply, the waitresses were often literally screaming for
more liners so that they could get their
trays of food out to the diners. The
noise was stunning, and it was a wonder
to me that in all the whirl of bodies,
dishes, and steam anything at all could
have been accomplished, and yet it
worked. [Later I saw a remarkable short
French movie called “The Kitchen”
which exactly reproduced the madness
of the Many Glacier kitchen.]
In such a kitchen the cooks were the
royalty, and woe to anyone who got in
their way. As things slowed down at
dessert times the waitresses would slip
us many sumptuous confections that
had not been touched by the overstuffed
guests. Dishwashers were called “Pearl

What amazed me was the contrast between
the utter, deafening chaos of the kitchen itself
and the tranquil order of the dining room just
beyond the swinging doors.
a crescendo as the dinner got rolling in
earnest. The pot washer was stationed
close by the dishwashers and the loud
metallic crashing and banging of the pots
and pans added to the cacophony.
We worked with a sort of joyful abandon slinging remnants of food and
gravy off the plates into garbage cans as
mountainous trays of dirty dishes were
rushed in from the dining room by the
busboys and crashed down close to the
dishwasher. The heavy blue willowware
dishes were jammed into the dishwasher
trays and sent into the roiling, steaming
mouth of a Behemoth of a machine.
They emerged, dried and very hot, on
the other side where they were frenetically and noisily stacked.
Since the dinner settings were very
formal and many of the dishes had to
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Divers”, if not when I worked there,
earlier in the history of the hotel. Millie
Jean Perkins says the dishwashing crew
used to sing the following ditty when
they visited Granite Park Chalet:
Around the counter and under the plate
You may find something that nobody ate.
You lick it once; you lick it twice.
You know it isn’t just the thing
But gee it tastes so nice.
By midnight the deserted kitchen stood
in complete silence and desolation. I
saw it that way a couple of times, and
I thought it presented an eerie contrast
with the pandemonium of the mealtimes.
I believe only a dim light was on in the
kitchen at night, and not a creature was
stirring, although there were probably
a few of the beautiful little big-eared
mountain mice prospecting for crumbs.
The movie “The Kitchen” probably
had it exactly right, as it started out just
before dawn with the isolated sounds
of the clanging of mop pails and of the
first stirrings of the cooks beginning to
line things up for the day, and then the
activity worked up to a frenetic crescendo of noise and rushing about.

Michael Wainstein washing
pots in the Many Glacier kitchen,
1975 (photo courtesy of Michael
Wainstein, posted on the "Glacier
Park Foundation" website).

The Radio Days of
the Great Northern
Promoting Glacier National Park

The cast of the “Empire Builders” radio
show rehearsing in 1929.
(photo reprinted by permission of
BNSF Railway)

The Great Northern Railway of St.
Paul decided to put a large portion
of its advertising efforts into the new
medium of radio in the year 1929.
By Tessie Bundick (Many Glacier 197282; Glacier Park Foundation Historian)
The Great Northern Railway of St.
Paul, Minnesota decided to put a large
portion of its advertising efforts into the
new medium of radio in the year 1929.
The thirty-seven stations of the National Broadcasting Company of 711 Fifth
Avenue in New York City were chosen
to be the carriers – coast to coast.
The format consisted of a weekly, onehalf hour dramatization presented at
night and concentrating on historical
events surrounding key stops along the
route of the famous Empire Builder
– the Great Northern’s premier train.
This route was mapped out from the
Midwest to the West Coast of the United States. The idea was “to exploit the
territory we serve and make it a business
asset,” claimed W.R. Mills, advertising
representative for the Great Northern,
in a letter to Edward H. Bierstadt, the
NBC man chosen to oversee the project
and write the scripts.
This vast “territory” started in Chicago
and passed through such points as Minneapolis and St. Paul, Minnesota, stops
in North Dakota and Montana, espe-

cially the glorious Glacier National Park
(developed by the Great Northern), cities in Washington and Oregon, including Spokane, Seattle and Portland, and
Vancouver, British Columbia. As a side
line of interest, the scenic treasures of
California were even mentioned, as were
Alaska’s Russian connections.
Mills was quite keen on the historical
docudramas. One of the shows consisted
of the Portland Symphony Orchestra
playing Beethoven and Schubert. While
he thought the music was good, he
claimed that the radio audience could
hear an orchestra anywhere. These Great
Northern series should focus on history
as it pertained to the railway. “The best
format,” Mills thought, “should include
the presentation of bygone events followed by a guest speaker or contributor
who made a modern application.”

Mills felt that each broadcast should have
individuality and a definite character.
Besides, it was deemed too costly to have
productions beamed out on the airwaves
from local points. The NBC studio in
New York was the best place to bring
forth these advertising entertainments.
The year’s roster began on January 14,
with a three part series on the life of
James J. Hill, the founder of the Great
Northern. This program was well
received, although Mills was upset that
the “Old Pioneer” spokesman on the
show referred to Glacier National Park
as Glacier “Mountain” Park. Mills considered this Rocky Mountain paradise to
be one of the Great Northern’s greatest
assets, and was very protective of this
splendid vacationland where GN had
built beautiful resort hotels and roads.

The format consisted of a weekly, one-half
hour dramatization presented at night and
concentrating on historical events surrounding
key stops along the route of the famous Empire
Builder – the Great Northern’s premier train.
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Mills stated, in a letter to Raymond
Knight of NBC, that the correct name
should be drilled into the heads of the
radio people and that that mistake was
never to be made again!
Mr. Mills was a stickler for historical accuracy and continually corrected
Bierstadt’s scripts if he felt any errors
had been committed. Other GN staff
members were also advocating that
care be taken with the facts. Bierstadt
himself admitted that, once in a while, he
stretched the truth a bit for dramatic flair.
In a letter dated May 31, 1929, Mr. O.
J. McGillis, an acting GN advertising
representative, complained that while
Bierstadt intended to play up the lovely
Many Glacier Hotel and its surroundings in one of the shows, there seemed

to be little to indicate that the action
was “taking place in one of the beauty
spots of the world.” Also, he asked
Bierstadt to call Glacier Park Hotel “Big
Tree Lodge” rather than “Big Tree Inn”
… “and please do not use ‘tavern’ for
‘hotel.’”
McGillis also wanted to know why
Bierstadt was using Sioux legends in a
Glacier Park program, when the Blackfeet Indians and their great stories were
the ones associated with this famous
national playground. McGillis referred
him, for example, to the noted legend of
Jealous Woman Lake, which was located
in front of Many Glacier Hotel and now
named McDermott (later to be known
as Swiftcurrent Lake).

The radio plays were broadcast for

twenty-six weeks. Some of the highlights
included a series on the exploits of Lewis and
Clark, with a story of their association with
the mountains of Glacier Park, the discovery
of Marias Pass (which allowed the Great
Northern to traverse the Rocky Mountains), short pieces by the famous author
Mary Roberts Rinehart (a great promoter of
Glacier), the history of Seattle, the missions
of California, the Russian trading posts of
Alaska, Minnesota’s Paul Bunyan, explorations in Canada by Vancouver, Fraser and
McKenzie, tales of the Blackfeet, the opening
of Glacier Park, historical presentations concerning North Dakota, and so on and on.
The Great Northern Railway received
tremendous advertising benefits from these
mostly acclaimed radio broadcasts. It should
be noted that 1929 was the only year that
the Great Northern hotels in Glacier National Park made a real profit.

Left: Image from a
Great Northern Railway
brochure (reprinted
by permission of BNSF
Railway); Right: Great
Northern brochure
advertising the “Empire
Builders” radio show.
(reprinted by
permission of BNSF
Railway and the
Minnesota Historical
Society)
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A Rainy Return to Many Glacier
By Judi Keyani (Many Glacier 1956-59)
It was a good idea: to plan a return to
Many Glacier Hotel for a reunion and
visit with friends who had worked there
together in the ‘50s. And so we began
to plan for our journey back to “God’s
Country” in August 2009. What fun
it was to pack for this trip! I organized
my painting supplies, easel and all, with
great expectations of spending afternoons capturing aspects of the familiar
landscape around Many Glacier. It
would be worth the extra luggage fee on
my flights.
Liz Gehring Coddington had hoped
to join us, but was unable to. Jackie
Biebighauser Bakke and her husband
Bob joined me and my sister Audrey
Lannon (who’d never been to Glacier

However, while it did dampen our plans
for hikes and plans to explore the many
natural wonders of the Park, our spirits
were not dampened since we had such
a great opportunity to visit, to rekindle
our familiarity with the Hotel and
to meet some of the current employees
as well as attend some of the in-hotel
events. We found that many changes
have occurred over the course of these
decades, as expected. I was surprised
and delighted to see a number of international employees. I think their presence must make for an even richer experience to work there. Also, the volume
of visitors seemed significantly greater
and, as in many National Parks, while
the popularity of these destinations is a
reflection of what an important treasure
they are, it also impacts one’s experi-

Little did we know that it would not stop raining
for the next six days! I don’t remember, during
our employee days at Many, ever having such a
siege of cold, rainy, socked-in weather for such
a long string of days.
before) for what we hoped would be
a week of reminiscence and renewal
of our attachment to the beauty and
restorative nature of those wonderful
mountains and lakes. As we drove from
Great Falls to the Park, the change of
terrain from the “wide open spaces” to
the rolling hills and toward the Rockies
heightened our anticipation of being
surrounded by the grandeur of the Park.
But as we neared St. Mary’s, the weather
became cooler and increasingly cloudy.
Soon it was raining in earnest. Little
did we know that it would not stop
raining for the next six days! I don’t
remember, during our employee days at
Many, ever having such a siege of cold,
rainy, socked-in weather for such a long
string of days.

ence there. This, of course, was more
apparent during our inclement weather.
The prevailing spirit among guests and
employees, however, was the same as I
remember from “our” years there: upbeat, friendly, and adventuresome.
Having worked in the Dining Room at
Many Glacier for three summers (and
as the “Telegraph Girl” for my first
year there), how I loved going down
the long, familiar corridor to the lovely
dining room and enjoying a leisurely
dinner or breakfast with as much of the
view as the hovering clouds allowed. A
walk around Swiftcurrent Lake on our
first day brought the sylvan scents and
sensations of the region immediately to
us. A distant sighting of a bear far up

on Mt. Altyn met our wildlife requirement. Very leisurely time at the hotel
playing Scrabble or browsing in the
expanded Gift Shop or reading in the
lobby certainly renewed my affection
for this place which had been a kind
of coming-of-age youthful adventure
and now had, through its comforting
permanence, become a newly enriching
experience in more recent years. Days
were going by, though, and I hadn’t
even unpacked my paints and easel . . .
Jackie and Bob relieved our developing “cabin fever” by taking us to Logan
Pass, which was enshrouded in thick
clouds/fog, and persistent rain. We
could see only a short distance in
any direction, yet found a surprising
number of people there doing the same
thing. On our last day, Bob drove us
to Two Medicine Lake, where we did
finally see some sun (hooray!) and for
me, it was a chance to see that area for
the first time. Another lovely spot to
add to the fond memories.
On the last morning, the day dawned
clear, the sky was blue, the sun bright.
The air was clean and fragrant, making
it hard to leave. Maybe this was the
Park’s urging us to return. Our trip was
perhaps one week out of synch with
the weather gods, but one’s attachment
to such a place is not a “fair weather”
one -- it has proved to be a permanent,
internalized part of my life experience
and the first conscious spark of my deep
connection to the awesome beauty of
our natural world -- and this particular
place in it.
Driving by myself back to Great Falls
(my sister had left one day earlier), I
turned on a country music station,
snacked all the way on trail mix, and
ended my re-visit to Glacier Park on a
happy note. I believe I will be back. I
might even bring my paints . . .
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for the rail historian, as well as for the rail fan. The
symbol will, at one and the same time, be allied with
a geographical place, with an era in our country’s rail
transportation history and with a particular corporate
businessman’s adventure. For the Great Northern
Railway Company’s Louis Warren Hill, the railway promoter, his “great adventure” will, historically, be linked
to Glacier National Park. There are people who believe
that for Louis, “A Certain Goat” came to symbolize his
great business project; his legacy.

Detail from a 1925-model red bus which was used to transport
FDR’s party through Glacier in 1934. Great Northern Railway
logos reprinted with permission of BNSF Railway; Glacier Park
Transport logo reprinted with permission of Glacier Park, Inc.

For most, however, “A Certain Goat” remains linked
to an extraordinary artist, John L. Clarke, an individual who, along with countless millions of people,
would come to love a place in western Montana, referring to it as the “Land of the Shining Mountains!”
That “Certain Goat” has become a remembrance to one
of my own great life’s adventures -- sixteen memorable
summer seasons, spanning nearly half a century. To be
sure, I possibly thought little about “Rocky” or “Old
Bill” in the decade of the 1960’s. I was, in all probability, too fascinated with the scenic countryside, meeting new people, and overcoming the challenges of my
summertime job.
It would be during my returning seasons, (20012007), that an interest, a fascination, an attention,
came to surround “A Certain Goat.” That appeal
developed as I watched my passengers click their
camera shutters or set their digital video recorders
into operation, upon seeing the animal perched on a
nearby mountain ledge, or wandering along the alpine
roadway. In their own way, those visitors were generating a remembrance of their great life’s adventures.

“A Certain Goat” remains linked to an
extraordinary artist, John L. Clarke, an
individual who, along with countless
millions of people, would come to love a
place in western Montana, referring to it as
the “Land of the Shining Mountains!”

JOIN THE GLACIER PARK FOUNDATION
All friends of Glacier Park are invited to join the Glacier Park Foundation. Membership includes a subscription to The
Inside Trail and the right to vote for directors. Please download a membership form from our Web Site (www.glacierparkfoundation.org) or send your name, address, phone number, and park experience to Glacier Park Foundation, Box
15641, Minneapolis, MN 55415.
An annual membership in the Foundation costs $10. A “Friend of the Park” membership costs $25 annually, cumulating to a Lifetime membership in five installments. A Lifetime membership paid in one installment costs $100.
The Glacier Park Foundation is a § 501(c)(3) nonprofit corporation. Contributions are tax deductible to the extent permitted by law.
(Panorama
by Christine
Baker)
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