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On the cover:   
Albuquerque Route 66 (Central Avenue) is said to 
be the largest concentration of neon in the country. 
I have not counted the tubes but if you’ve been to 
Las Vegas, you know they have a lot of neon, too.  

I haven’t counted and compared the tubes 
but if you would like to and let me know, I’ll report 
your findings here. Anyway, I have driven this 
stretch many times at night and it is very  
impressive. Photo Visit Albuquerque 

®

DIRECTOR’S NOTES 
By David Knudson, Executive Director 

Y
ou are currently reading a record-breaking 
edition of the Federation News. This is the 
largest magazine in 29 years—46 pages. I 

apologize to those of you concerned with the 
increased amount of ink this takes. But, I think it’s 
worth it. We have an exceptional selection of 
articles. 

            

Frank Gifford starts off by reminding us 
that the Route’s good old days weren’t always 
that good, after all in his You Can’t Go Back Again 
And Shouldn’t Want To. 
            He’s followed by Dr. Baker’s second piece 
on the Mother Road’s wonderful Harvey House 
restaurants with his Dining With Fred Harvey 
Along Route 66.  
            Next, Jerry McClanahan tells us about the 
new 5th edition EZ66 GUIDE For Travelers in his 
Are We There Yet? and explains how it’s different 
than the 4th. 
            Then Steven Lissner brings back fond 
memories to me of my trip out to California on 66 
with his Beyond 66 Reflections On A Journey. 
            Kip Welborn’s very informative The 
Nefarious Santa Fe Ring explains why we had two 
major Route 66 alignments in New Mexico—one 
from Santa Rosa up to Santa Fe and the other 
from Santa Rosa across to Albuquerque. 
            The Route and I lost a good friend this 
quarter. Dan Harlow was one of the pioneers 
who was an early promoter and preservationist of 
the road.   
This quarter’s donations to the Federation 
            Our heartfelt thank you to the following 
members who donated dollars to the Federation in 
the last quarter. 
 
$500 - $600 - Gene Rabel 
$499 - $300 - Valerie Salituro 
$499 - $300 - Jeffery Monash 
$24 - $49 - David Schaubert 
$24 - $49 - Richard Zealey

Route 66 
MOTHER ROAD 

MUSEUM 
BARSTOW, CALIFORNIA



RRoouuttee  6666  
MMOOTTHHEERR  RROOAADD  

MMUUSSEEUUMM  
BARSTOW, CALIFORNIA

SSEEEE  TTHHEE  RROOUUTTEE  6666    
MMUUSSEEUUMM  IINN  AA    
FFAAMMOOUUSS  11991111    

HHAARRVVEEYY  HHOOUUSSEE  HHOOTTEELL..
We invite you to stop in and 
browse through our extensive  
collection of historic Route 66  
Mojave Desert photographs,  
artifacts, memorabilia, and Mother 
Road collectibles—books, clothing, 
maps, guides and videos.

Friday, Saturday & Sunday  
10 am - 3 pm 
760-255-1890 
681 N. First Ave. 
Barstow, California 
Free admission, Free parking 
curator@route66museum.org 



YYOOUU  CCAANN''TT  GGOO  BBAACCKK  AAGGAAIINN......      
AANNDD  SSHHOOUULLDDNN''TT  WWAANNTT  TTOO        
Story by Frank Gifford of www.rt66pix.com 
Images by the author and the Federation  

Route 66 is being homogenized,             
pasteurized and sanitized for mass-   
consumption, both here and elsewhere. I 

hate to contribute to this dumbing-down of 
American history—although that's exactly what 
I'm doing. 

Now that Disney has a Route 66-based 
attraction in California, here's a reality check to 
counter the pretty pictures (both still and  
animated). 

Interstate highways, fast food joints, and 
chain motels condemned today for their boring 
sameness are actually improvements. We  
wanted them, we needed them, we got them, 
and we're better off for them.  

Consider the realities of Route 66 in, 
say, your new 1957 Chevy: 

b Many narrow and twisting two- 
lane sections were known locally as 
"Blood Alley”. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There was little room for error on early narrow  
concrete. Imagine this scene on the Tank Farm Loop 
near Bristow, OK with oncoming traffic—perhaps  
led off by a pavement-hogging Greyhound or 
Trailways bus.  

�



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Even straight sections could be dangerous. Route 66 
in the foreground passes the original Lucille's  
station near Hydro, OK. A pickup truck completely 
fills the narrow eastbound lane that served until I-40 
(in the background) opened in the 1960s.    
b The guy coming at you might be 
legally drinking and driving. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Get those travelers to stop in, pick up a six-pack, 
crack one open and head on down the road. Pete's 
Bar was a popular stop for a cold one to go, heading 
to or from Moriarty NM. 

b You sat on a bench seat without seat 
belts, air bags, or other protection. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Safety was a low priority in the manufacture of cars 
until recently.  
b Air conditioning and cruise control 
were luxuries for rich folks in 
Cadillacs, not you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It could get hot on that Route 66 trip, and it would 
stay hot unless you could afford air conditioning. 
Pictured above is a popular arm location in the days 
before A/C. The other was upward and gripping the 
roof gutter. This ‘59 Ford Galaxie Skyliner is a 
"retractable hardtop convertible" with an array of 
reversible motors, relays and 600 feet of extra 
wiring. But no air conditioning.   

Open windows brought in noise, dust and 
insects. 

5 Continued on next page...
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b Your entertainment system was a  
single-speaker AM radio that picked up 
power lines, neon signs and  
thunderstorms. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
As you traveled across country, your radio would 
pick up all kinds of things but stations.  

b A good (but hard) day might be 300 
miles. Nostalgic yet? But wait, there's 
more... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Often, traffic was bumper-to-bumper heading west. 
You drove single-file through dinky towns, perhaps 
behind a string of trucks, enduring 25 MPH zones, 
parallel parkers, and incessant red lights. Trying to 
make time, you drove till 6. Now, you’re getting one 
NO VACANCY sign after another. 

b Although gas stations were branded, 
clean restrooms—or competent 
repairs—depended entirely on the 
owner. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
One of the biggest scourges on the Route was shady 
gas station owners. You were at their mercy if you 
had car trouble. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A home-built grease pit, using mortar and native 
rock, behind a gas station on Route 66 near Phelps, 
MO. These were a necessity for early gas stations 
because vehicles needed frequent oil changes and 
grease replenishment through fittings that could 
only be accessed from underneath...a dirty and 
demanding job.  
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b Every restaurant was different, likely 
run by a local operator. Every food stop 
required due diligence, first outside 
then inside (and a tip was expected). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It seems these two dining establishments weren’t  
particularly proud of their fare. It doesn't get  
more basic than this. EAT requires fewer letters 
than FOOD, and each letter can be larger.  
The top place was on Route 66 near  
Devore, CA. The bottom place in Barstow, CA.    
b Almost every motel was a one-off, 
requiring you to scrutinize the sign, 
inspect the room, and haggle over the 
rate. Every room reeked of smoke. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Los Alamitos Motel Grants, NM. 

b Although by no means exclusive to Route 66, 
Black travelers faced tremendous problems 
even getting the basics—food, lodging, gas 
and restrooms. Many businesses openly 
(and until 1964 legally) refused to serve 
them. Entire "sundown towns" were openly 
racist, warning Blacks not to stay there, or 
even drive through after dark. "Jim Crow" 
laws were widespread, well beyond the 
South. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The card above advertising this  
Mother Road restaurant promotes “No Negroes” 
at the top of its list of features as pointed out by the 
arrow.  

Today's self-service gas pumps, McDonald's 
and even lowly Motel 6 actually represent improve-
ments. If not, they wouldn't have spread and 
endured. I value them for their efficiency if nothing 
else. I wouldn't want to go back in time—and have to 
stay there. 

Route 66 makes for a great (and multiple-
day) theme park experience, minus expensive tickets 
and long lines. It's wonderful to enjoy the Mother 
Road...without trucks, Greyhounds, congested 
downtowns, leaded gasoline fumes, unpredictable 
food and unexpectedly bad motels. ✍ 

In other words: without all that ugly 

reality!.  ✍ 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Frank Gifford has photographed Route 66 and 
other American roads for more than 20-years. His 
site www.rt66pix.com is viewed in 170 countries. 
 
 
 
DINING WITH FRED HARVEY ALONG 
ROUTE 66, Part Two 
Story by T. Lindsay Baker  

Throughout much of the American West, 
the Fred Harvey hotel and restaurant 
firm brought food and accommodations 

to customers who traveled on the Atchison, 
Topeka and Santa Fe Railway. The trackside 
hotels were the most glamorous component of 
corporate operations, but they constituted only 
one part of a much larger Fred Harvey business 
enterprise. Food service outside of the hotels 
served its own distinct clientele, including many 
thousands of locals and cross-country motorists, 
and for decades it earned profits through dishing 
up “Meals by Fred Harvey.”  
The first half of this article in winter 2022 
surveyed Fred Harvey corporate history and 
discussed its eating places outside of hotels 
that served motorists on U.S. Highway 66 in 
the states of Illinois and Missouri.  

This concluding half of the story explores 
the many locations where Mother Road travelers 
paused for Fred Harvey meals in convenient 
restaurants that dotted the thoroughfare across 
Oklahoma and all the way across the Desert 
Southwest to Los Angeles. Grab your hat and get 
ready, for tasty food beckons. 

As motorists drove southwestward into 

Oklahoma, they came to Vinita after about forty-
five miles. Established in 1872 where two railway 
lines crossed, the town by the time of Route 66 
had about five thousand residents. As early as 
1908 executives of the St. Louis-San Francisco 
Railway had begun discussing the construction of 
a trackside meal stop here for its train passengers. 
(The “Frisco” railway had begun partnering with 
the Fred Harvey firm in 1896, at a time when it 
was controlled by Santa Fe Railway interests.) 
Construction materials began arriving at Vinita in 
March 1910, with a two-story Harvey House 
opening beside the existing Frisco depot seven 
months later. Not long thereafter the Vinita 
eatery witnessed a memorable event in 
Oklahoma history. While seated on a stool after 
ordering a meal in the Harvey lunchroom, 
Governor Charles N. Haskell on December 30, 
1910, signed the legislative bill that moved the 
state capital from its territorial seat in Guthrie to 
its current location in Oklahoma City.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
Annabelle Johnson went to work in the 
Vinita Harvey House in 1927, a year after 
Highway 66 was routed through the town. 

She remembered that the restaurant staff 
served quick-service meals to passengers when 
trains paused briefly outside the station for loco-

�

The old Potter County Courthouse in Amarillo, Texas, seen 
here, and its 1932 replacement both marked the right turn 
Highway 66 drivers took from Fillmore Street onto Southwest 
Sixth Avenue to head west from the city toward New Mexico. 
At this intersection, many knowledgeable drivers continued 
south four blocks and then five east to pull into convenient 
parking just outside the Fred Harvey lunchroom and dining 
room at the north end of the 1910 Santa Fe Railway depot. 
Author’s collection.
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Top: The Harvey House in Vinita, Oklahoma, 
 occupied the entire two-story building just beyond 
 the St. Louis-San Francisco Railway station. Bottom: In Sapulpa,  
Oklahoma, the Harvey House dining room occupied the largest single room in 
 this imposing Frisco Railway station. Historic postcards from author’s collection.
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motive water. “They stopped only 20 or 30  
minutes[,] so the passengers had very little time.” 
Many customers, however, were locals and 
motorists who knew they could rely on enjoying 
the Fred Harvey firm’s good food and courteous 
service from smiling Harvey Girl waitresses in 
Vinita. Trade was so strong that in 1911 the  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
railroad erected a two-story addition to the west 
end of the facility. The restaurant prepared meals 
reliably for two decades, though the effects of the 
Great Depression caused managers to lay off 
some of the staff by the winter of 1929-30. The 
remaining employees worked on despite the  
economic downturn, but in 1934 St. Louis-San 

Francisco Railway closed down the operation and 
leased the old restaurant to be converted into a 
refrigerated produce warehouse; in 1962 it was 
torn down.  
Seventy-five miles southwest from Vinita, 
on the far side of Tulsa, Sapulpa lay on both 
the Mother Road and the tracks of the St. 
Louis-San Francisco Railway.  

The site of substantial rail shops where 
trains also stopped to change crews and service 
locomotives, it hosted a wood-frame Harvey 
House eatery at least by 1904. Two years later 
the railroad began erecting a new three-story 
brick depot and restaurant complex 168 feet long 
where an impressive Fred Harvey dining room 
occupied the very largest interior space. After the 
opening of the facility in June 1907, the Frisco 
relocated the earlier eating house and converted it 
to offices.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Not only did the new Harvey restaurant 
serve quick meals to cross-country train  
passengers, but it also fed large numbers of 
Sapulpa residents and annually increasing  
numbers of auto travelers. It became the scene of 
many festive events, including a 1920 dinner for 
visiting opera singer Enrico Caruso, who had 
come there to investigate possible petroleum 

Travelers “stretching their legs” in Amarillo, Texas, while train 
crews changed and locomotives received service in front of the 
Santa Fe Railway station. The Fred Harvey food service  
operated in the north end of the depot complex to the right in 
this view. Author’s collection.

West to full view of the two-story concrete Fred Harvey  
eating house in Kingman, Arizona, with a double-headed 
(two-locomotive) steam train approaching after ascending the 
Kingman Canyon grade just south of the community at some 
date before 1917. Photograph 5088 courtesy of Mohave 
Museum of History and Arts, Kingman, Arizona. 

 Interior of the dining room at the Painted Desert Inn. On the 
wall at the left is a 1948 mural by artist Fred Kabotie that 
shows a trek of two young Hopi Indian boys from their home 
to the Zuni Salt Lake via the present-day Painted Desert to 
collect salt. Photograph HABS ARIZ, 1-NAVA.V, 1—34, 
Historic American Buildings Survey 1992, Library of 
Congress, Washington, D.C. 
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Top: Inside the main dining room at the Harvey House in  
Amarillo, Texas. Distributed by the Fred Harvey firm. Bottom: Painted 
 Desert Inn as it appeared about the time that U.S. Highway 66 was routed nearby 
in 1926. Colorized postcards  courtesy author’s collection.
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investments. When the 1926 senior class from 
Sapulpa High School celebrated graduation, its 
members and guests dined in the Harvey House 
on consume; appetizers of celery, radishes, and 
ripe olives; fillets mignon with peas, new  
potatoes, and hot rolls; and a choice of fruit salad 
with whipped cream or fresh strawberry ice 
cream for dessert. A local journalist penned that 
this restaurant was “the most important  
rendezvous for dining in the city.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The economic effects of the Great 
Depression impacted the Sapulpa Harvey 
House the same way they affected its sister 
institution in Vinita.  

Due to declining revenues, the food  
service closed with the evening meal on 
Thursday, August 14, 1930. No longer could 
motorists pull over in Sapulpa for meals by Fred 

Harvey. About six months after the closure, the 
local Katz Department Store advertised surplus 
“wrap around” white aprons “bought for Harvey 
House waitresses” selling now for only 49¢ 
apiece. For a few years Frisco employees  
gathered socially for meetings in the old Harvey 
dining room space, but even this limited use 
ended after the railway shops moved away in 
1936. The mostly mothballed building continued 
to serve train passengers as a depot until the 
 middle years of the twentieth century, but then 
in 1964 a stripped-down, ugly utilitarian station 
took its place. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
U.S. Highway 66 coursed southwest from 
Sapulpa to Oklahoma City, where it angled 
west. Although the Santa Fe Railway, long 
associated with the Fred Harvey firm, 
passed north and south through the 
Oklahoma state capital, the food contractor 
provided no meal service in the downtown 
station.  

Drivers on the Mother Road had to  
continue westward another 260 miles to 
Amarillo, Texas, before they could again savor 
foods prepared by Harvey chefs. Knowing that 
clean, satisfying meals awaited them in the 
Amarillo Santa Fe depot, substantial numbers of 
motorists once in the city continued south on 
South Fillmore Street from the business district 
and then turned east on arterial Tenth Avenue to 

Top: General view to the southeast over the Kingman Harvey 
House with its long one-story 1917 dining-room addition in the 
right foreground and the still standing depot (now railroad 
museum) just across Fourth Street. Highway 66 barely cuts 
across the lower left corner in the picture. Photograph 808.  
Bottom: Three Harvey Girl waitresses posed in their black-
and-white uniforms in the lunchroom in the Harvey eating 
house at Kingman, Arizona, ca. 1930. Photograph 1501. Both 
photographs courtesy of Mohave Museum of History and Arts, 
Kingman, Arizona. 

Drivers parked their early 1930s automobiles right outside the 
main entrance into the Moorish-inspired La Grande Station 
and its Fred Harvey eateries in Los Angeles. Photograph  
2-0335 courtesy of Museum of the American Railroad, 
Frisco, Texas.
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Left: Brochure advertising the Painted Desert Inn as operated by Fred 
Harvey in 1962, the last year that the eating place served the public. 
Author’s collection. Right: Menu listing meal options in the soda fountain 
operated by Fred Harvey in the Painted Desert Inn during the mid-1950s. 
Author’s collection. 
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pull into convenient parking outside the station at 
401 South Grant that housed a particularly  
attractive Harvey lunch counter and dining room.  
Fred Harvey kitchens had come to Amarillo 
in 1910, when the Santa Fe Railway erected 
a new Mission Revival style passenger  
station.  

The city lay at the important junction of 
Santa Fe service connecting Chicago and 
California with equally strategic Burlington rails 
linking Denver with Fort Worth and on to the 
Gulf of Mexico. Multiple Santa Fe trains every 
day made thirty-minute meal stops at Amarillo. 
Concurrently the Harvey House at the north end 
of the station attracted its own business with 
nicely prepared banquets and business meetings, 
not to mention spontaneous mealtime decisions 
by diners. 24-hour operation made the Amarillo 
Harvey House especially appealing to “night 
owls.” Many of its customers came in their own 

automobiles, with increasing numbers of cross-
country travelers joining them after the 1926  
designation of Highway 66.  
Opal Sells Hill went to work as a Harvey 
Girl waitress in Amarillo in 1924.  

It was here that she became acquainted 
with customer, humorist, motion picture star Will 
Rogers, who frequently traveled on Santa Fe 
trains. “All the girls knew who he was,” she 
recounted, “and used to go and stand on the 
porch of the Harvey House to watch him  
perform [fancy rope tricks] in the street.” She 
proudly remembered, “He’d call me by name 
when he came into the Amarillo dining room and 
then he’d say, ‘Bring me some of that corn bread 
and red beans or some of those delicious ham and 
eggs!’ . . . He was a great favorite at the Harvey 
House.” Opal continued in company food service 
for a quarter century, later working in Kansas, 
New Mexico, the Grand Canyon, and in the 

Once the Fred Harvey Dining Room in Los Angeles’ Union Station is now the Homebound Brew Haus, 
a raucus bar that caters to Red Line commuter train passengers after workdays. Photo The Vendry.
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Union Terminal at Cleveland, Ohio.  
Because many interstate trains stopped to 

change crews and replenish water and fuel in 
Amarillo, its Harvey House expanded at the same 
time that its counterparts in Vinita and Sapulpa, 
Oklahoma, were closing due to diminished trade 
during the Great Depression. In 1930 the Amarillo 
kitchens, dining room, and lunchroom instead 
received major renovations, with lunchroom  

seating increasing from 38 to 51 along a matched 
pair of horseshoe-shaped counters. Then the next 
year the railroad added a new enclosed “sun  
parlor” and a more commodious ladies’ restroom. 
Concurrently the company constructed a new 
driveway into an expanded automobile parking 
area at the north end of the complex adjacent to 
the eateries. Times were changing for the Santa 
Fe Railway, however. All through the 1930s it  

Left and center: When just about everyone smoked, matchbooks were an effective advertising medium. These 
are the inside and outside of matchbooks for the Fred Harvey eateries and other services that it offered starting 
in 1939 at Los Angeles’ Union Station, only four blocks away from the original Highway 66 alignment. Inside  
lists and indicates the locations of all the Harvey outlets operating in the building during the 1940s. Right: A 

matchbook for the Fred Harvey Restaurant in Hollywood, California. Both from the author’s collection. 



��

purchased more rolling dining cars staffed with 
Harvey personnel. By the end of the decade all of 
its major cross-country passenger trains stopping 
in Amarillo had their own diners, so the railroad’s 
need for food service in the station dwindled. 
Despite the fact that many of the Harvey House 
customers still arrived in automobiles, these 
patrons could not provide enough revenue to  
support the expensive operation, and the 
Amarillo food service closed on January 31, 1940.  
When Route 66 travelers crossed into New 
Mexico and then Arizona, they found  
themselves in the heartland of the Fred 
Harvey company’s notable resort hotels.  

Beginning around the turn of the  
twentieth century, Harvey and the Santa Fe 
Railway began collaborating in promoting the 
Desert Southwest as an exotic but safe  
destination for vacationers from the eastern 
United States. The two firms skillfully combined 
dramatic landscapes with the cultures of Hispanic 
and Native American peoples to translate  
stereotypically hot, dusty New Mexico and 
Arizona into appealing sightseeing attractions. 
Furthering these efforts, personable and 
 knowledgeable young female tour guides with 
male drivers in the 1920s started leading parties of 
well-heeled tourists from multiple luxury hotels in 
motor coaches and limousines on one- to three-
day “Indian Detours” to experience cultural and 
scenic locations.  

Among the lavish hotel bases for 
Southwestern visitors were the El Ortiz and 
Castañeda hostelries just off Highway 66 at Lamy 
and Las Vegas, La Fonda in Santa Fe, Alvarado in 
Albuquerque, and El Navajo in Gallup, all in New 
Mexico. In Arizona hotels along both Highway 66 
and the Santa Fe Railway similarly catered to 
tourists and likewise served Harvey meals: La 
Posada in Winslow, Fray Marcos in Williams, 
Escalante in Ash Fork, Havasu in Seligman, and a 
several more inns sixty miles north at the Grand 
Canyon. With these comfortable lodgings already 
offering food, the Fred Harvey firm saw no need 
to provide Mother Road travelers any stand-alone 
restaurants in New Mexico, while it operated 

only two of them in Arizona.  
About fifty miles into Arizona travelers on 

the Mother Road came to the Painted Desert, 
which starting in 1932 and in stages gradually 
became part of the larger Petrified Forest 
National Monument. The natural phenomenon 
had become a tourist attraction long before that, 
however, with motorists stopping for meals and 
lodging in David Lore’s handsome Painted Desert 
Inn. The entrepreneur began erecting his two-
story, hipped-roof resort facility in 1924,  
constructing its walls using huge pieces of  
fossilized tree trunks. It overlooked one of the 
finest views of the dramatic multihued bluffs. 
Lore later advertised his hostelry as “the only 
house in the world built of petrified wood.” With 
guest quarters, dining room, and kitchen, the inn 
catered to well-to-do tourists wanting to see 
more than just a quick peek at the eroded  
badlands below. The Mohawk Hobbs road guide 
in 1929 reported that the Painted Desert Inn 
offered twelve double rooms with “fine beds” but 
no running water for three and a half dollars a 
night plus a la carte meals. That same year the 
National Park Service began efforts to purchase 
Lore’s property, which included 2,500 adjacent 
acres, but the sale did not come about for four 
more years. Agency acquisition of the inn itself 
followed in 1936. Between 1937 and 1940 park 
service designer Lyle Mennett with Civilian 
Conservation Corps crews remodeled and 
enlarged the building into a flat-roofed, buff- 
stucco-covered Spanish Pueblo style restaurant 
and lodge to which they added a compatibly 
styled filling station and outbuildings.  
In 1947 the Fred Harvey firm received the 
concession to operate food service in the 
Painted Desert Inn.  

The company’s architect, Mary Jane 
Colter, modified the paint colors, enlarged some 
windows overlooking the desert, and  
commissioned Hopi Indian artist Fred Kabotie to 
paint several exceptional still-surviving interior 
murals. The company operated a soda fountain 
(but no lodging) at the Inn for the next fifteen 
years. A mid-1950s menu offered hot and cold 
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Top: When motorists descended from the Cajon Summit into San Bernardino, they  
left the desert behind and entered an idyllic environment with thousands of acres of orange groves and 
vineyards. Author’s collection. Bottom: The Santa Fe Trailways bus terminal in Hollywood, California, 
that the Fred Harvey Restaurant and Cocktail Lounge served. Photograph ATSF Series 4, #G-2.64, 
DaRT ID 76087, courtesy of Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway Company Collection, Kansas State 
Historical Society, Topeka, Kansas, copy and reuse restrictions apply. 
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sandwiches, salads, ice cream specialties, and 
non-alcoholic beverages. After 1962 the structure 
sat mostly unused for years, despite being  
designated a National Historic Landmark. After 
another renovation, in 2006 it reopened as a 
museum and bookstore for national park visitors.  
The other Fred Harvey eating house on 
Route 66 outside of hotels in Arizona served 
meals in Kingman. The community had 
between two and five thousand residents during 
the years Highway 66 motorists coursed across 
its neighborhoods. The restaurant stood at the 
point where Fourth Street crossed both Route 66 
and the Santa Fe Railway tracks immediately 
adjacent to the modest downtown area. 
Although the railroad arrived in 1883, it was not 
until 1901 that it and the Harvey firm collaborated 
in the construction of a two-story reinforced  
concrete eating house. It stood 111 feet long and 
26 feet wide. While a lunchroom and kitchen 
operated downstairs, upper level rooms provided 
employee housing. The need to feed train  
passengers quickly while locomotives received 
water and fuel prompted the railroad and its 
caterer to open the facility, which soon also 
became a favored eating place for both travelers 
and locals. Business grew to the extent that in 
1917 the Santa Fe erected a second-story addition 
the full length of the structure and 25 feet wide to 
create space for a formal dining room. Reduced 
trade during the Great Depression led the 
Kingman Harvey House to close in 1932, but in 
1936 partial resumption of travel prompted it to 
reopen for another two years. During World War 
II the army leased the building for in-town use by 
personnel from the Kingman Army Air Field, and 
after the war the local American Legion used the 
space for its meetings until a fire gutted the  
structure in 1952. 

For over three decades Harvey Girl  
waitresses served meals in Kingman, among them 
Nebraska-born Bernice Black McLain. Arriving in 
1926, the same year Highway 66 received its 
numerical designation, she was unimpressed by 
what she found: “Kingman and the desert looked 
terrible to me! . . . There was nothing here but 

sand.” The nineteen-year-old Midwesterner had 
signed a six-month contract to work in Kingman, 
and she lived in the upper-story dormitory. “I kept 
saying I was going to leave for good after six 
months. . . . So I went home and after three 
weeks, I missed the desert so much I wrote and 
asked if I could return. They said yes, and I 
returned and stayed here a long, long time.” 

Westbound about fifty miles from 
Kingman, Highway 66 crossed the Colorado 
River into California. From the steel arch Old 
Trails Bridge over the watercourse, it was just 
under fifteen more miles into Needles, the  
“gateway” to the Mohave Desert. Many 
motorists stopped to eat and sleep in Needles at 
the El Garces Hotel, one of the jewels in the 
crown of Fred Harvey hotels. From here,  
however, they had to traverse two hundred miles 
of desert before reaching the Cajon Summit, from 
which they could descend into lush farmland that 
led to Los Angeles. Along the way in the desert 
they passed another Fred Harvey luxury hotel, 
the Casa del Desierto in Barstow, where fine  
dining awaited those who tarried.   
During Route 66 days there were no stand-
alone Fred Harvey restaurants in California 
until drivers reached San Bernardino.  

In earlier years, however, some pioneer 
motorists stopped at a Harvey eating house at 
Bagdad. Erected and operated mainly for the  
convenience of Santa Fe Railway train crews and 
maintenance employees working in this isolated 
area of the Mojave Desert, it opened in 1887. 
Unlike most Harvey locations, this one had male-
only staff. The eatery moved into new quarters in 
1900 and operated regularly until 1908. Afterward 
the Bagdad facility served meals intermittently 
but its building survived at least until 1931, after 
which it was razed by 1937-38 when the railroad 
removed several other disused structures  
alongside the tracks. 

From the Cajon Summit that marked the 
end of the high desert, Mother Road travelers 
dropped down in elevation into San Bernardino. 
After two hundred miles of brush, cactus, and 
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desert sand, they found themselves entering a 
subtropical paradise of orange groves and  
vineyards. Following Mount Vernon Avenue into 
the city, most turned west toward Pasadena and 
Los Angeles on West Fifth Street (which quickly 
changed its name to Foothill Boulevard).  

Some travelers chose to spend the night in 
San Bernardino or at least take meal breaks there, 
and the Harvey House in the 1918 Santa Fe 
Railway station welcomed them. Instead of  
heading west on Fifth, these knowledgeable  
travelers continued south on Mt. Vernon just four 
blocks (taking a viaduct over the railway tracks) 
and then turned east only two more blocks to 
convenient parking at 1170 West Third just  
outside the station and its Harvey lunchroom and 
dining room.  
The San Bernardino eateries in the 1918 
Mission Revival style station fed both train 
passengers and motorists.  

Quickly they became some of the most 
popular eating destinations in the city. Many  
customers were like Californian J.A. McKelvey, 
who in the 1950s reminisced, “We used to drive 
there from our home in Los Angeles just for 
Sunday dinner.” Business was so strong that in 
1921 the railroad added a large dining room, but 
even then the caterers were hard pressed to feed 
all the customers. 

One of the major annual events in San 
Bernardino during the 1920s was a Fourth of July 
procession of “autoists” into the mountains. The 
local press on July 5, 1921, reported that “the 
Harvey House estimates that it fed from 1000 to 
1200 people yesterday, half of them between 4 
and 10 o’clock p.m. During those hours the dining 
room at the Santa Fe station was crowded to 
capacity with returning motoring parties . . . and 
at midnight there was still a big representation of 
dust-covered travelers seeking refreshment there 
before continuing toward Los Angeles.”  

The Great Depression and concurrent 
increased use of rolling dining cars by the Santa 
Fe reduced the number of meals sold by Fred 
Harvey in San Bernardino. This situation could 
not continue for long. First during the 1930s the 

white-tablecloth-and-silver dining room closed, 
and then in 1940 the lunchroom followed. Fred 
Harvey meals were no more in San Bernardino. 
The fine old station building still stands, serves 
passengers on local and interstate trains, and 
houses multiple local government offices, but 
people today only dream about the old-time 
Harvey meals once enjoyed there. 

For many years the A&SF rail passenger 
terminus in Los Angeles, sixty-five miles beyond 
San Bernardino, was in its La Grande Station at 
284 South Santa Fe Avenue. From the opening of 
the Moorish styled depot in 1893, it housed a 
Fred Harvey lunchroom and dining rooms, and 
they became as popular among both locals and 
travelers. Angelino J.A. McKelvey remembered, 
“At lunch time five days a week the hungry  
travelers had to compete for seats with people 
from the nearby business houses.” The eateries 
operated only about a dozen blocks from the 
1926-36 original alignment of Highway 66 along 
Broadway, and handy auto parking at the front of 
the terminal attracted many drivers. The 1933 
Long Beach earthquake shook La Grande Station 
strongly, and resulting damage prompted the 
Santa Fe Railway to partner with the Southern 
Pacific Railroad, other lines, and local government 
in erecting a new Los Angeles Union Station that 
opened in 1939 closer to downtown, ending Fred 
Harvey food service in the old facility.  
If La Grande Station was close to old-time 
motorists following Route 66, the new Los 
Angeles Union Station at 800 North 
Alameda Street was even nearer—only four  
blocks away from Broadway.  

In drawing up plans for the restaurant, 
lunchroom, soda fountain, and cocktail lounge 
areas where Fred Harvey personnel would serve 
the public, architect Mary Jane Colter took her 
cues from the overall style of the building that 
gave an Art Deco interpretation to Spanish 
Colonial Revival. She designed the Harvey main 
dining room to have a magnificent arched ceiling. 
Its dazzling floor seemed to be random pattern of 
geometric shapes until one stepped back and  
realized that it was actually a giant Navajo  

Continued on next page...
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                  Top: The Santa Fe Railway station in San Bernardino, California,housed a 
Fred Harvey lunchroom and dining rooms. Because of its location  

convenient to Highway 66 and its reputation for fine food, it attracted many motorists. The Fred   
Harvey firm published and distributed this postcard. Author’s collection. Bottom: 1940s  

motorists pulled up for a stop at the Painted Desert Inn after its significant   
modifications following National Park Service acquisition of the building in 1936. Author’s collection.
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blanket comprised of linoleum tiles.  
Food, however, is what drew customers to 

the Union Station outlets, and here its quality was 
as high as Fred Harvey could offer. The 
September 24, 1939, dining room menu, for 
example, offered set evening meals with entrees 
including mountain trout, grilled venison, New 
York cut sirloin steak, and young turkey with 
cranberry sauce. These main dishes that day 
came with mashed or boiled potatoes, green 
beans, a selection of salads, choice of pie or ice 
creams, and coffee, tea, or milk, all for prices 
between 75 cents and $1.15. Just over a decade 
later the Union Station lunchroom breakfast in 
December 1950 gave diners the choice of dishes 
including corned beef hash with toast and a fried 
egg for 80 cents; ham, two eggs, and bread for 
$1.10; and buckwheat pancakes with syrup for 45 
cents. The “special breakfast” was diced ham and 
scrambled eggs with hashed brown potatoes, 
bread, strawberry preserves, and coffee for $1.15. 
Sharon Thoreau, the food editor for Westways, 
the membership magazine of the Automobile 
Club of Southern California, in 1939 raved over 
the Harvey meal service at Union Station: “All 
meats come from Kansas City, trout from 
Colorado and fresh vegetables from wherever 
they are best at the season,” adding that auto 
parking just outside the building only cost a dime. 
 
Passenger rail business slowed in the 1950s  
as air and automobile travel became  
increasingly competitive.  

This meant that great rail terminals like 
those in Chicago, St. Louis, and Los Angeles 
served fewer and fewer people. This loss of 
potential customers prompted Fred Harvey to 
cut back its services at Los Angeles Union Station 
and finally to close the last of them in 1967. For 
years the great dining room with its Art Deco  
fixtures and faux Navajo blanket floor design 
remained locked except for special events or use 
in filming scenes for movies. In 2018 the  

restaurant space, after a major renovation, 
reopened and at the time of writing housed a 
brew pub. 

Fred Harvey operated one last restaurant 
in Los Angeles. In 1928 the AT&SF established 
the Santa Fe Trail Transportation Company, later 
Santa Fe Trailways, to attract cross-country  
travelers who for reasons of economy chose not 
to travel by train. (It later became associated with 
several other bus firms in creating Continental 
Trailways to compete with Greyhound in the 
motor coach trade.) In 1939 Santa Fe Trailways 
opened its own passenger terminal at 1735 North 
Cahuenga Boulevard in Hollywood. Here untold 
thousands of people boarded or departed from 
busses that carried them across the nation. In 
conjunction with this motor coach station, Fred 
Harvey opened a restaurant and cocktail lounge 
that became a favorite destination for both locals 
and travelers. Its site lay half a block from 
Hollywood Boulevard and only two and a half 
from Route 66 along Sunset Boulevard. The 
eatery occupied a long, narrow structure  
adjoining the motor coach terminal. Many  
thousands of armed service members passed in 
and out of the bus facility during World War II, 
leading the Harvey firm to expand and redecorate 
its food and beverage service areas in 1947, 
adding murals painted by Chicago artist Edgar 
Miller.   
Food writer Paul V. Coates for the Los 
Angeles Mirror in 1949 reported that 
“Harvey’s Hollywood restaurant . . . is no 
hangout for gourmets,” but that the food 
there was “well prepared, nicely served and 
very reasonably priced.”  

From a midday visit he observed the 
eatery had “a standing room luncheon business 
every day” with “the dining room . . . stocked to 
overflowing with neighborhood businessmen, 
women shoppers and office workers.” The critic 
himself dined on “home-made meat loaf, 
Bordelaise sauce and potatoes” served with 
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“soup, rolls, butter, sherbet and choice of bever-
age” for 85 cents.  

Fashions changed, the fortunes of Fred 
Harvey waned, and the firm closed its 
Hollywood facility in 1952. The prime business 
location, however, meant that other  
entrepreneurs occupied the space to operate a 
series of clubs that catered to glitzy Hollywood 
nightlife. Among those enterprises were the 
Crush Bar, Continental Club, Hogie Club, White 
Lotus and Ritual, and Halo. Finally in 2009  
owners demolished the vintage structure to  
redevelop the site. 

Tracing its origins to 1876, the hospitality chain 
founded by Fred Harvey and operated as a corporation 
under his name provided meals to motorists along 
Highway 66 from Chicago to Los Angeles. Better 
known for its resort hotels, the company earned much 
of its income feeding travelers in train stations and in 
stand-alone restaurants. This article concludes a two-
part series that has examined those eating places  
outside of hotels that provided “Meals by Fred Harvey” 
to hungry motorists all along the Mother Road. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
T. Lindsay Baker is the author of two dozen books 
on the history of the American West. He wrote 
Portrait of Route 66: Images from the Curt Teich 
Postcard Archives (University of Oklahoma Press, 
2016) as well as Eating Up Route 66: Foodways on 
America’s Mother Road (University of Oklahoma 
Press, 2022). He has driven the full length of Route 
66—both directions—behind the wheel of an 
unmodified, four-cylinder 1930 Ford, as well as 
making multiple end-to-end sojourns in more  
modern vehicles. Currently he is undertaking 
research for a history and driving guide to Highway 
66 across the Texas Panhandle. 

 
 
 
 
 
Four Famous  
Fred Harvey Recipes: 
 
What did people eat when they stopped to dine 
in a Fred Harvey restaurant many years ago? Here 
are 4 recipes:  
Chicken Croquettes, Chef Fred C. Pierce, Harvey 
House, Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway 
Station, Amarillo. 

Chef Pierce enjoyed preparing this dish for 
Sunday diners in the Harvey House that operated in 
the Santa Fe Railway depot in Amarillo. He used 
ingredients that most home cooks could afford  
during the economically strained Great Depression 
days in the early 1930s when he shared this recipe.  
1 whole chicken 
1 cup finely chopped onions 
¼ cup butter 
2 tablespoons flour 
1 ½ pint chicken broth (produced in boiling the 
chicken) 
½ teaspoon salt 
¼ teaspoon ground black pepper 
1/8 teaspoon nutmeg 
20 saltine crackers finely crushed  

Simmer slowly a whole hen in a large 
saucepan until it is cooked fully and meat starts to 
fall from the bones. Remove chicken, bones, and 
any bits. Allow to cool. Reserve the broth. Separate 
the flesh from the bones, discard bones, and chop 
the meat finely. (Chef Pierce would have used an 
old-time, crank-type meat grinder on a coarse  
setting). 

Sauté onions with butter in a skillet until 
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golden. Add flour and stir well. Add 1 ½ pints of 
reserved chicken broth. Stir constantly until the mix-
ture thickens like a gravy. Add chopped chicken, 
salt, pepper, and nutmeg, stirring until fully mixed. 
Remove from heat and allow to cool. 

Mold the mixture into cone shapes. Roll in 
cracker crumbs. (The cracker crumbs may adhere 
better if the croquettes are dipped in well-beaten 
egg first.) Fry in deep fat until brown.  Serve 
hot. Makes six servings. 

From “Try This Sunday Menu Prepared by 
Fred Pierce, Chef, Harvey House,” The Amarillo 
Globe (Amarillo, Tex.), March 13, 1931, p. 12.  
Swiss Steak, Chef Fred C. Pierce, Harvey House, 
Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway Station, 
Amarillo. 

Fred C. Pierce served as the chef at the Fred 
Harvey restaurant and lunchroom in the Santa Fe 
depot in Amarillo, Texas, in the late 1920s and early 
1930s. He often featured Swiss Steak as one of the 
entrees on Sundays in these eateries that locals 
knew collectively as the Harvey House.  
4 beef steaks about 1 ½ inches thick with raw 
weight of 5 to 7 ounces each, or one 2-pound steak 
about 1 ½ inches thick 
½ cup flour 
½ teaspoon salt 
¼ teaspoon pepper 
1 cup lard 
4 stalks celery diced 
1 large onion diced 
1 large green bell pepper diced 
8 sticks of uncooked bacon cut crosswise into ¼-
inch strips 
2 ½ cups canned stewed tomatoes  

Season the steaks with salt and pepper and 
roll in flour, reserving unused flour. (Pounding in the 
flour using a tenderizing mallet or “rolling” the flour 
into the meat with the edge of a heavy plate will 
make the meat tenderer.) 

Fry quickly in a skillet of boiling lard. Remove 
steak and reserve the most of the lard in a separate 
container. 

In the same skillet combine celery, onion, 
bell peppers, and strips of bacon and cook for ten 

minutes at low medium heat; do not allow this mix-
ture to brown. 

Add reserved flour and mix thoroughly. Then 
add stewed tomatoes and allow to come to a boil.  
Return steak to skillet, cover and simmer using very 
low heat 2 ½ to 3 hours, stirring occasionally and 
adding water as needed. 

Serve steaks with sauce ladled on top. 
Makes four servings. 

From “Appetizing Menus for Sunday,” The 
Amarillo Globe (Amarillo, Tex.), October 10, 1930, 
p. 12.  
Scaloppini of Veal, Marsala, Chef Louis Sogno, 
Fred Harvey Dining Room, Los Angeles Union 
Station, Los Angeles, California. 

Louis Sogno headed the kitchen staff in the 
main dining room at Los Angeles Union Station, one 
of the premiere restaurants operated by the Fred 
Harvey firm. He shared the recipe to be published 
in a staple-bound cookbook issued by his employer 
and the Santa Fe Railway about 1955. Showing the 
male attitudes of the day, the cookbook compiler 
editorialized, “Veal . . . takes to herbs and wine 
sauces like ladies to mink coats and diamonds.”  
2 pounds veal steak, cut in 1 ½-inch pieces 
1 small onion, finely chopped 
1 clove garlic, minced 
2 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons all-purpose flour 
2 teaspoons salt 
¼ teaspoon pepper 
½ cup Marsala or sherry wine 
½ pound mushrooms, sliced  

Brown the veal with the onion and garlic in 
butter.  

Sprinkle with flour, salt, and pepper. Add 
wine, cover, and simmer for about fifteen minutes. 
Add mushrooms and continue cooking about 7 
minutes.  

Serve hot. Makes four large servings. 
From Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway 

Company, Chicago, and Fred Harvey, Chicago, Super 
Chief Cook Book of Famous Fred Harvey Recipes 
([Chicago]: Santa Fe Railway and Fred Harvey, [ca. 
1955]), p. 11.   



Risotto, Piedmontaise, Chef Louis Sogno, Fred 
Harvey Dining Room, Los Angeles Union Station, 
Los Angeles, California.  

Chef Louis Sogno developed this risotto 
preparation specifically to be served with his 
scaloppini of veal. The editor of the Fred 
Harvey/Santa Fe cookbook from which this recipe 
came commented that the chef’s recipe for  
“dressing up rice” was “as cosmopolitan as Los 
Angeles Union Station itself.”  
1 small onion, chopped fine 
4 tablespoons butter 
1 cup rice 
½ teaspoon salt (approximate) 
2 1/3 cups chicken broth, heated to boiling 
¼ cup Parmesan cheese, grated  

Sauté minced onion in butter until golden 
brown. Add uncooked rice and continue heating 
until rice has browned slightly, about 10 minutes, 
stirring constantly. Add salt and boiling chicken 
broth. Cover and reduce heat to low and cook 
slowly 18 to 20 minutes or until the rice has become 
tender and excess liquid has evaporated.  

Serve hot, topped with grated Parmesan 
cheese. Makes four servings.  

From Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe Railway 
Company, Chicago, and Fred Harvey, Chicago, Super 
Chief Cook Book of Famous Fred Harvey Recipes 
([Chicago]: Santa Fe Railway and Fred Harvey, [ca. 
1955]), p. 7.   
Special word of thanks 

Archivist R. Sean Evans in Special 
Collections of the Cline Library at Northern 
Arizona University in Flagstaff for several days in 
summer 2016 contributed very substantially to 
the research that eventually led to this article six 
years later. Among other collections he is  
responsible for guiding researchers through the 
voluminous Fred Harvey Company Records, 
which contains documents and photographs 
found in no other repositories. As many 
researchers have found, Evans is a font of  
encouragement, advice, and support as they 
wend their ways through this significant body of 
mostly unpublished materials. 
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DAN HARLOW 
1950-2022 

Route 66 author, artist, photographer, and 
preservation advocate passed away September 
27, 2022 at his home in Orange, California 
where he resided for the past 35 years. Born in 
Missouri, he enlisted in the Navy. After the 
Navy, Dan studied journalism at Kansas State 
University. In 1976, he moved to Southern 
California.  

He and his future wife Sheila were 
married in July 1982. 

Later Dan and a business partner 
started Route 66 Clothing and Goods. 

Always passionate about the Mother 
Road, Dan authored nearly 70 articles relating 
to Route 66.  

He served a one-year term as  
president of the California Historic Route 66 
Association.  

While serving as Association  
president, Dan helped coordinate the 66th 
Anniversary Shield Relay.  

An accomplished photographer and 
artist, he displayed his works throughout the 
West. In the late 90s, he helped launch the 
California Route 66 Museum in Victorville.  

After earning a post-baccalaureate 
History degree from CSUF and a teaching  
credential, Dan began a 20-year career at 
Sycamore Junior High School in Anaheim 
where he taught English and world history. 



ARE WE THERE YET?  
Story by Jerry McClanahan. Photos by the 
Federation.  

It’s been a longer journey than expected. 
But after a 2-year plus detour due to 
COVID, we have finally arrived at the 

long awaited 5th Edition of the EZ 66 
Guide! It has been a long personal journey 
to get to this point: over 40 years of Route 
66 research, and almost 30 years of     
guiding travelers via the Route 66 Map 
Series (1994) and then the EZ 66 Guide 
(2005).  
To prepare for the 5th Edition of EZ 66, 
I had planned to drive all of 66, both 
ways, in early 2020, and then sit down 
and do the many necessary updates and 
revisions for release later that year.  

But we all know what happened. I 
was unable to travel to do my field work 
(and you don't undertake a major revision 
of something as detailed as the EZ 66  
without getting tires on the pavement). 

So I fretted and waited while 2020 
staggered to an end, with hope that 2021 
would be better. But 2021 said "hold my 
beer." Among other disruptions to my  
business and life, I lost my Dad (who drove 
my family down much of Route 66 many 
times in the 1960s) to COVID in early ‘21. 

Meanwhile, I had been collecting 
updates, so in the fall of 2021 I impatiently 
began working on a trial revision, in the 
knowledge that I would have to field test it 
and revise, when possible. I sat down at 
the PC and rewrote and rearranged much 
of the guide. For example, I changed most 
of the pages in New Mexico to present the 
Santa Fe Loop options in a better way, and 
modified the presentation of all other 
optional routes, such as that south of 
Springfield, Illinois, always trying to make 
the guide easier to follow. Similar revisions 
were done to St Louis, Springfield, 
Missouri, Carthage to Joplin, Tulsa, OKC, 

Pasadena to LA, etc. I printed out a big pile 
of trial revisions and waited for my chance 
to get out on the route. 

Finally, March of 2022 found me 
able to hit the road, and as soon as weath-
er permitted I began my road research. 
Mid-March (after I waited a week for icy 
weather to pass) found me driving from 
Chandler to Santa Monica and back…
almost covering ALL of the EZ-directions 
both ways (I did not drive the Santa Fe 
loop eastbound). Frequently pausing to 
scribble notes in my printouts (which were 
fun to decipher once I got home) I also shot 
about 18,000 digital photos of street and 
exit signs, intersections, and other helpful 
documentation.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My trip east to Chicago in mid-April was 
again delayed many days due to weather 
(severe thunderstorms and heavy rain).  

I came home with yet more scrawled 
notes and thousands more images. Sadly, 
the frantic research-fueled pace of my trips 
prevented me from loitering to enjoy many 
visits along the route. But by test-driving 
my revised directions both ways, I was able 
to ID sections that still needed  
improvement, despite my experimental 
revisions! Basically, I re-rewrote many of 
the sections I had already revised in fall of 
2021! 

I ended up adding many pages to 
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expand the text and maps, plus 8 "blank" 
pages for autographs and stamps. Most 
OPTIONS and SIDE TRIPS were re-
reworked to make them even EZer to 
choose and follow, especially in complex 
city areas, with new maps as needed.  
Of course the EZ 66 is still chock-full of 
recommendations for classic motels and 
eateries, museums, attractions, GIANT 
ALERTS, and other cool stuff to make 
your trip fun.  

The beauty of the EZ 66 Guide is 
that you can choose to take an easy,  
simpler trip by merely following the "boxed" 
westbound or eastbound directions. OR, 
you can add to your adventure by choosing 
any or all of the OPTIONS and SIDE TRIPS!  

The EZ 66 is your INTERACTIVE 
GUIDE to developing and enjoying the best 
Route 66 trip for your time and tastes! Pick 
what you want. Hop on and off. Do part or 
all, east or west, drive the dirt or stick to 
pavement...it is all up to you! The 5th 
Edition of the EZ 66 Guide will help you 
experience the REAL, AUTHENTIC ROUTE 
66!  

I feel satisfied that the 5th Edition of 
the EZ 66 Guide is the best yet. This is 
now the most up-to-date guide out there (I 
even had to yell 'STOP THE PRESSES" at 
the last minute so I could make emergency 
revisions to 5 pages in California to 
account for a reopened stretch of 66).  

While Historic Route 66 is constantly 
changing, my update pages at  
www.mcjerry66.com will continue to be 
your source for up-to-date info. Of course, 
after we went to press, I have already noted 
some recent changes along the route, such 
as a new Neon Museum in St Louis, among 
others. Historic Route 66 is ever-evolving. I 
will post such updates as they arise.  

I would be remiss if I did not thank 
my esteemed publisher, David Knudson of 
the National Historic Route 66 Federation! 

Without him there would be NO EZ 66! He 
called me up in 2003 (about 20 years ago!) 
and said "The Route needs a good  
guidebook." Two years later (yeah, it took 
me that long) the EZ 66 Guide Vol 1 came 
out...and we have enjoyed the journey ever 
since! 

BTW…besides our EZ 66 Guide, 
David’s website www.national66.org also 
offers other books and maps to help plan 
your trip and learn about Route 66…
including some package deals with the EZ. 
Check ‘em out!  
As we approach the 100th Anniversary 
of US 66 in 2026, note that the EZ 66 
Guide has been around since 2005. 

That’s 18 years, so far, of guiding 
many thousands of happy travelers down 
the Mother Road. We are grateful for the 
many who recommend the EZ 66, and plan 
to keep up the tradition! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jerry McClanahan's fascination with 
Route 66 dates  back to family summer 
vacations during the Sixties. The interstate 
highway system had all but taken over by 
1981, when Jerry began photographing and 
researching what was left of the old  
highway. 

Jerry has written extensively about 
Route 66, and his artwork is in private and 
corporate collections around the world.  
He has established McJerry’s Route 66 
Gallery at 306 Manvel (a half block off 66) 
in Chandler, Oklahoma, where he enjoys 
meeting with tourists from all over the 
world. 
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BEYOND 66: Reflections on a Journey  
Story by Steven Lissner  

I was six months shy of 17 that early June in 
1964. Nothing special or exciting was          
happening as my junior year of high school was 

ending…until my brother Larry, 4 years my 
senior, asked me whether I wanted to drive with 
him to California. Well, my mouth opened, my 
jaw dropped, and words poured out. Mostly, 
“Yah! Sure! Cool!” Remember, that was 1964 
and“Cool” was “the” word. 

His college buddy was marrying in La 
Jolla, a wealthy, exclusive suburb of San Diego. I 
even recall that guy’s name—Steve Visher. 
Strange I remember such trivia, must have been 
the thrill of the upcoming road trip. I was awed 
that Steve was my brother’s age and getting  
married.  
That seemed scary and exciting.  

I recall meeting him when I’d visited my 
brother at Shimer College—a liberal arts school in 
northwestern  Illinois. Far out, left wing, non  
conformist, unconventional, experimental. Super 
talented and bright guys and gals, underachievers. 
An intoxicatingly appealing place for a curious, 
confused and aimless teen like me. 

I approached departure day with much 
anticipation. I’d never traveled farther than mid-
central Wisconsin, maybe 200 miles from 
Chicago. So, going to California and back was 
beyond imagination. I just didn’t know what to 
expect, except the unknown.  

We left home at the end of the third week 
of June about mid morning. As I recall, Chicago 
weather was warm already. Leaving for cooler 
and different climes was OK with me.  

No cell phones, laptops or digital cameras 
in those days. Brought change for pay phones. 
Remember those? Large rectangular heavy black 
plastic boxes attached to walls. Dial the “O” for 
operator to connect to a long distance number. 
Seems so incredibly primitive and simple. You 
talked to a person, not a recorded message or a 
digitized voice on a computer. It was kind of fun 
and challenging to talk to a person, always a 

woman. Imagining what she looked like. A 
teenage boy’s fantasies run wild! Faithfully  
following the AAA maps, we started our journey 
at the beginning of Route 66 at the intersection of 
Adams Street and Michigan Avenue in down-
town Chicago. We figured we should start there 
because of the historic nature of the travel. Why 
not. It seemed really cool to depart from the 
starting point. We passed places in Illinois I didn’t 
know existed—Channahon, Towanda, Funk’s 
Grove, Nilwood, Venice (you’d have thought we 
were in Italy!) and across the Big Mighty to St. 
Louis. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Nothing much in The Land of Lincoln  
excited me, as I had traveled around a good 
part of it and was never excited by it then.  

First day’s travel of almost 300 miles in 
that 1965 Plymouth Valiant with a Slant Six 225 
cubic inch engine. Beige, four door,  
underpowered and ugly. What a car! We were 
tired, hungry and cranky. In those days, as a 16 
year boy I needed to eat much and regularly. 
Whatever and where ever. Just give me the food, 
I said. I don’t even remember where we stayed 
that night. Morning came quickly and we were off 
to the Pacific Ocean. 

Missouri seems like a blur now and then, 
too, except for one landmark–that giant stainless 
steel arch. That monument to human  
engineering, genius and creativity awed me. I’d 
never seen anything like it. It glistened in the  
sunlight, overshadowed the waterway and  
towered above all traffic. From a scrap metal 
dealer’s son’s perspective, it was tons of stainless 
steel. Think of the possibilities. Missouri never 
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really appealed to me. Don’t know why, between 
the Cubs and the Cardinals as a long time Cubs 
fan.  

As we traveled southwest from St. Louis, I 
remember the weather getting hotter and more 
humid. Through Springfield (you mean there was 
another!) to Joplin, out of that state and then into 
a small southeast corner of Kansas (don’t  
remember Kansas at all) and then into Oklahoma. 
This I recall. I was certain after looking at atlases 
that ALL of Oklahoma was as flat as a table top. 
Wrong. We passed through Tulsa and Oklahoma 
City on our way to the West. Little did we think 
that Oklahoma was the West. We road warriors 
drove almost 400 miles in Oklahoma.   
The Sooner State. with its hills and valleys, 
rivers and streams, woodlands and prairies 
surprised and astonished me.  

We camped that night, and was it cold. 
We had a bucket of water outside the tent and 
the water in it had a thin layer of ice on it the next 
morning. I never thought of Oklahoma as cold. 
What did I know about weather in Oklahoma! I 
must admit that I was charmed by that small, 
fleeting part of Oklahoma we stopped to observe. 
I was beginning to open my eyes to new things 
and places. An awakening. I came to like what we 
saw in this southern Plains state. 

Into Texas. We finally had arrived in the 
Lone Star State that thinks it’s a separate Flat, 
dry, brown and big. We drove through the only 
big city in that part of the state—Amarillo. I only 
recall the really good chili at this small, very plain 
restaurant. Warm, spicy and lots of it. It filled the 
belly and appeased my hunger god. We drove 
through those dry plains of Texas that seemed 
never to end.  

We arrived in New Mexico late and found 
some inexpensive motel to rest our very weary 
bodies. Mind you, I never drove so much in such a 
few days. 

 I was quite surprised by the landscape of 
northeast New Mexico. Green, grass, mountains, 
plains, trees. What a wonderful surprise. 

Brotherly disagreements filled the air  
during these days. Nasty, bruising, drag out fist 

fights of yore evolved into more genteel verbal 
sparring, but just as vicious. “You're going too 
fast, putz”. Slow down.” “Stop here. I need to 
eat.” “Let’s look around for a while. We’ve got 
time to get to San Diego.” Larry and I followed 
dutifully our father’s family tradition of verbal 
sparring—frequent, heated and prolonged.  

Back to the Land of Enchantment. As we 
were driving and seeing that motto on license 
plates, I was thinking, “What’s so enchanting?” It 
didn’t seem that way at first. The towns didn’t 
appeal to me, the people were so unlike 
Chicagoans. The architecture seemed strange—
too low, odd styles, different colors, streets 
arranged in strange ways. In Chicago, I was used 
to seeing tall buildings, skyscrapers, mighty  
shoulders touching the sky, crowded streets and 
neighborhoods, multitudes walking and talking on 
the streets. New Mexico seemed so homoge-
nous. Their dress, attitudes, language and food. 
Mexican food. If you wanted to taste Mexican 
food in Chicago, you had to go to Pilsen, the 
Mexican neighborhood. My family, my relatives 
and huge numbers of Chicagoans never ate 
Mexican food. So, I wasn't used to its taste, 
aroma and texture and, hence, never ate any in 
New Mexico. I stuck with beef, chicken or turkey 
prepared as plain European cuisine.   
As we traveled west on Route 66, we passed 
through Tucumcari, Albuquerque, (the 
name seemed so foreign to this big city kid) 
Grants, where for the first time I saw 
American Indians in person.  

My earlier introduction to American 
Indians was through the movies and TV shows—
The Lone Ranger, Bonanza, Gunsmoke (one of 
my favorites), Wagon Train, Rawhide, Cimarron, 
The Magnificent Seven, Broken Arrow and 
countless others. I readily admit I had a highly 
stylized, inaccurate, biased and unhistoric version 
of the history and people of the American West, 
but I was a product of my environment which I 
sensed at times didn’t see these quite accurately 
and definitely through tinted glasses. 

In Gallup, my brother got the urge to 
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splurge and did very modestly on a brown and 
black Navajo rug purchased from a little, round 
Navajo lady at her very humble home close to the 
road. He still owns the rug. I bought a small, 2’ x 
3’ black, red and white rug from the same lady, 
but, alas, during the intervening years, it’s gone 
the way of other things. My rug was a constant, 
ever present reminder of this great adventure. I 
still see it in my mind’s eye.  

From Gallup, we traveled a few miles and 
across the state border into Arizona. Another 
wide state of a few hundred miles lay ahead of us. 
We didn’t know what to expect.  
Flagstaff was a pleasant and picturesque 
combination of pines, low mountains and 
clean, fresh scents.  

 We knew we had to keep pushing to 
reach San Diego by that wedding. Somewhere 
along the route, we read a telling sign at a  
combination gas station/quick food store (before 
quick marts existed) “Fill up with water. Next 
water and gas 80 miles.” My brother and I were 
really shocked to read that. After all, Chicago, 
and for us the USA was Chicago, had plenty of 
gas stations for water and gasoline. We were 
more than a little perplexed and scared about the 
next 80 miles. Remember, no cell phones then, no 
public phones or any buildings in those 80 miles. 
What if something happened? We’d be found as 
bleached, white bones lying beside our rusting 
hulk of a car some decades later! Although prayer 
wasn’t a big or even any part of our lives until 
then, we prayed that nothing would happen to 
the car or us. The results speak for themselves. 
No hulking car, no dried bones, no problems along 
the road. We survived and drank plenty of water 
at the next  town 80 miles away.  

We were slightly more an hour from 
California, our destination, the promised land. So 
much to do, to see, to experience there.  

We landed in California during a hot  
afternoon in the second half of that June 1964. I 
never thought we’d make it after that 80 miles of 
nowhere in Arizona and the previous several  
hundreds of miles of travel through states hot and 

humid, flat, dry, brown or hilly. 
I had only vague impressions of California 

from newspaper articles—remember  
newspapers?—television shows and bad 
Hollywood movies.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Our first California destination was San 
Diego; actually, LaJolla, a wealthy, tony, 
exclusive (read: restricted) suburb on the 
Pacific Ocean.  

My brother’s college chum was marrying in 
late June and we were on schedule. However, 
because we were riding on Route 66 and had 
traveled that road since its beginning in Chicago, 
the Powers of Route 66 compelled us to travel its 
entirety to its end in Santa Monica. We arrived 
there, promptly went to a local beach, the name 
of which has long escaped me, and proceeded to 
trod into the ocean, like some proud, imperious 
conquistadors. Man, that Pacific water was frigid! 
While I gingerly stepped ankle deep in that water, 
it froze my bones. My brother joyously bounced 
thigh deep in that massive pool. I was too timid to 
venture further, besides my ankles hurt so much. 
So much for conquering the Pacific! 

The wedding wouldn’t occur until 2 days 
later so the respite was welcome. When we 
reached San Diego, I was instantly enchanted by 
this semi-paradise. Palm trees, warm, DRY 
(remember, Chicago is built on a swamp)  
weather, miles of beaches and very appealing 
looking buildings. Spanish looking, stucco, tile 
roofs and fascinating looking plants of all types. I 
felt quite comfortable there. 

The harbor with its huge collection of 

Continued on next page...
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impressive and awesome U.S. Naval vessels was 
inspiring and a little scary for me. Although my 
father served in the European theater of WWII, 
he detested his time there and showed no passion 
for the military. I grew up in a critical time of the 
early days of America’s build-up in Viet Nam and 
distaste for the military and its lockstep approach 
to life. San Diego’s military flavor permeated the 
air with its sailors and marines walking  
everywhere, shopping in stores, cruising the 
beaches and lending a brisk, clean appearance. 
Truly, a different world for this midwest teenager 
from Chicago.   
Despite its strangeness and newness, I  
reveled in and marveled at this city with a 
Mediterranean climate and an ocean front 
yard.  

I liked it and kept my enchantment with it 
in the back of mind. It would arise decades later.  

The day of the wedding came and I wasn’t 
feeling well or comfortable. My brother prevailed 
upon me to join him, but I declined. Instead, I 
hung around the motel for a while and then 
walked the neighborhood, inhaling the city’s 
scents and sights. A park near the motel provided 
a good resting place and tranquil area to think. I 
didn’t regret not attending that wedding. I didn’t 
feel right participating. That was my brother’s 
friend and former college chum. I didn’t want to 
draw any attention to me. His friend’s parade, his 
parade, not mine. This respite gave me a break 
from my brother, letting me assess my journey to 
that point and where we’d travel next. Three of 
four hours passed effortlessly and quickly and 
Larry and I resumed our next moves in the  
journey. Where to go, how to get there and when 
to leave. The main event of the trip had passed 
and now our time was ours. 

To Los Angeles we drove after our several 
days in San Diego. As far as we could, we  
traveled on California 101 from San Diego to Los 
Angeles that glorious ocean-side highway. 

After reading about the Pacific in school 
and books, seeing it was so overwhelming. Miles 
upon miles of a black asphalt strip paralleling the 
ocean was breathtaking. I thought I was in  

another world. 
Los Angeles had its appeal. Disneyland, 

which for a dedicated and avid Disney watcher as 
me, was a must. Even with my teenage cynicism, 
I admit I was intrigued and impressed by it—the 
monorail, Adventureland, Frontierland and the 
rest of the attractions. That visit fulfilled a big city 
kids’ fantasy and eased his desire to travel and for 
adventure. 

My brother’s longtime friend Mike, whose 
peripatetic family moved because of the 
father’s work, had an older brother Bob, a dentist 
by profession living in metro Los Angeles. 
Curious, adventurous and always ready for  
different entertainment, we contacted him. 
Several years had passed since I last saw him 
when he lived in my hometown. Now, he was a 
family man, a professional, and living the good life 
in Los Angeles. He hold us about his sailboat and 
invited us to meet him at the harbor for a ride. 
That was all I needed to hear. I’ve always loved 
boats, so a ride in a 24 foot sailboat on the Pacific 
was a dream come true. I delighted in this  
adventure. Quiet, sleek, and fun. What a great 
boat ride with bright sun and gentle breezes  
guiding our path. Perfect. One regrettable aspect 
of that ride. My brother wore boater moccasins 
which left dark marks on the decks. So…Bob 
being a fuss budget and obsessively clean and  
protective of his boat made my brother remove 
those scuff marks. I just sat back and enjoyed the 
view with a large smile on my face. Schedules 
prevailed and we returned to the dock, paid our 
thanks and bade him farewell.  
The essence of our journey always involved 
California.  

Traveling up the coast on California 
Highway 1 was really the heart and soul of my 
trip. While I didn’t know what to expect, I sensed 
marvels and vistas beyond my imagination and 
school education, only seen in photos and movies. 
I was not proved wrong. The coast ride was so 
stupendous, awe-inspiring and breathtaking that I 
can still see the craggy rocks offshore near Santa 
Barbara where seals and sea lions sun themselves 
away from danger. The views from the winding 
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road looking up towards Hearst Castle in San 
Simeon. The rough surroundings near Big Sur. 
Sophisticated and genteel Carmel,where Clint 
Eastwood later served as mayor.  

Our coastal trek began when we departed 
metro Los Angeles and its overcrowded roads, 
and began our awe-inspiring journey up California 
1. The scenery and influences changed as we 
made our way up the coast reaching Santa 
Barbara about dusk, when we found a cheap 
motel for the night.  

On the road the next morning after some 
breakfast, we reached Solvang and the pea soup 
at Anderson’s. Great soup!  
Further up this beautiful coastline, we 
arrived at San Simeon and Hearst Castle. 

San Simeon hugs the Pacific Coast and 
has glorious views of the ocean and surrounding 
countryside. You weren’t permitted to drive your 
vehicle up to the castle. I’m certain WRH  
deliberately chose this location to magnify his 
importance and power. It is a massive compound 
testifying to the wealth, arrogance and power of 
one man. A mystical wonderland in an idyllic  
setting. We boarded the bus for the 30 minutes 
drive to the mountaintop castle, then  
disembarked, and began our two hour tour within 
the buildings and on the meticulously landscaped 
grounds. Our first view was of the lavishly gauche 
outdoor swimming pool. Truly, a sight of  
extravagance and ostentation. A startling sight 
for our first views of the castle. More surprises 
awaited us inside the main building.  

Leaving San Simeon and Hearst Castle, 
we traveled north on California 1 and passed the 
Piedras Negras lighthouse which sits on a jut of 
land at the end of a short side road. The first time 
I had seen a lighthouse, even from a distance.  

As we headed towards San Francisco, 
Carmel was a great attraction for us. Trendy 
shops, picturesque downtowns and shopping 
areas with gorgeous plants and trees, stylish 
walkways and wealthy, beautiful people. I felt out 
of place, while somewhat comfortable. Part 
teenage angst and Jewish discomfort of  
nonacceptance, although they didn’t know I was 

Jewish. We lingered in Carmel (later home to 
Clint Eastwood who was elected mayor during 
the 1990’s) for a few hours, enough time to walk 
the main hub and grab a tasty lunch, although I 
don’t remember what. Then, away we drove to 
Monterrey. 

Now this was a cool place for me with  
history, museums and exquisite views. A former 
whaling port, warm, sandy beaches, a beautiful 
bay, seals and sea lions resting on rocks near the 
shore or swimming in the ocean, and the 
Maritime Museum with old ships, whaling  
equipment, photos and stories. Since I loved 
reading Moby Dick and watching the movie, 
Monterrey and its offerings were perfect. Great 
weather–sunny, warm and blue skies–too. A 
wonderful break from driving and a chance to talk 
with locals and my brother about the rest of the 
trip.   
Then California 1 from Monterrey, the last 
significant stop before we reached San 
Francisco, equalled the beauty of those  
previous miles.  

Spectacular vistas of the Pacific, awesome 
forests and mountains and sheer delight in the 
scenery distinct from the Midwest delighted me.  

Onward up the coast into Santa Cruz for 
some lunch and a quick walk-around, we then 
drove on California 1 along the Ocean passing 
Half Moon Bay as we rushed toward San 
Francisco, our next major destination. The 
scenery was always wondrous and breathtaking, 
through small towns like Moss Beach, Montara, 
Pacifica, Edgemar. Daly City was our first sign of 
big city life before cruising into San Francisco.  

The final point of our California 1 ride 
came to The Presidio, an old U.S. military 
compound on the tip of San Francisco  
overlooking the Bay and Pacific. This park- 
militarycompound was gorgeous and massive 
with winding roads and drives, curving pathways 
and spectacular 306º panoramas. Leaving that 
green park, we drove through the adjoining  
sections of the city until we found an  
inexpensive–read cheap–motel to rest our weary 
bodies. A dinner, sleep and thoughts of the next 
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days filled my head. 
The Maritime National Museum, Pier 39, 

Fishermen’s Wharf, where we enjoyed a rich,  
flavorful and expensive dinner of fish and lobster, 
driving along the Embarcadero (Spanish for pier) 
with its unsavory history. Driving was a  
frightening and challenging task in San Francisco 
with the steep hills, sharp turns and lost views at 
the top of hills, wondering whether the street 
turns or continues straight. But we managed 
slowly, cautiously, laughing and swearing as we 
drove.  

Although the temperature was 60º or 65º 
F, people wearing overcoats startled us hearty 
Midwesterners. It felt positively balmy compared 
to Chicago’s clime. We thought they were wacky, 
weird, a little touched! Little did we know about 
the cool fog and ocean breezes which can quickly 
chill a person’s soul and bones.  

Chicago has nothing like Fishermen’s 
Wharf, which makes sense since it doesn’t have 
much of a fishing industry and no nearby ocean to 
catch exotic and delicious finned friends. What 
great food, so tastefully presented. That made up 
for any paltry meals along the road. And, the 
Chinese food at the Imperial Palace. To die for! I 
was loving Chinese cuisine then and we didn’t eat 
any better before or after.  

SF was a mysterious wonderland with so 
much to investigate. I wish that we had more 
time there.   
Next stop–Berkeley, home of the University 
of California’s premier campus and hotbed 
of student action in the country.  

I was excited, not knowing what to expect 
to see, but definitely wanting to see it. Well, that 
campus was massive, bigger than anything I had 
seen. 

The next leg of the trip took us down 
through the central valley of California as we 
headed to the national parks of Sequoia, Kings 
Canyon, and Yosemite, our real and last goal in 
California of this final sojourn in the Golden Land. 
We had an ancillary reason to travel through the 
central valley along Interstate and California 49; 
we wanted to visited our sweet, loving and  

generous second cousin and her family living in 
Fresno now with four boys, three red heads, and 
a big, burly, gruff talking, but lovable trumpet 
playing husband, Mike, I always enjoyed the  
family get togethers with them in Chicago, and 
my brother and I wanted to spend time, short 
though it would be, with them.  

Mike was teaching music at a local high 
school, and I don’t recall what Vivian was doing. 
She was a certified teacher in Chicago for many 
years; perhaps, she was teaching in Fresno.  

So, through the very hot, dry central  
valley we drove that day; the temperature must 
have been 90º that day, but alas we couldn’t con-
nect with them.   
My anticipation grew by the mile after we 
left Fresno and made our way south in the 
central valley along California 99.  

The universal draw for Sequoia was and 
remains those gargantuan arbors of beauty, age, 
strength and power, those giant Sequoia trees. 
The park offered us vistas beyond compare of 
snow covered mountain peaks, vast forests, fields 
of wild flowers, water falls and vast canyons. I 
had never seen mountains, so this opportunity 
absolutely delighted me. This park and the others 
visited during our journey nourished my inner 
need,which hasn’t diminished during this year, my 
62nd, to hike, bike and explore parks and forests. 

From Sequoia we drove north to Kings 
Canyon National Park, which seems dreamlike 
and too brief. But, not much else about the visit 
do I recall. But, Yosemite, oh Yosemite, I do  
vividly remember. That majestic waterfall still 
appears in my mind’s eye, so white, powerful, 
large and present. El Capitan, the park’s towering 
mountain, still looms large before me. I felt so 
small and inconsequential before it. Walking some 
of its paths and driving its roads connected me in 
some primordial way to it. And, then, the pretty, 
brunette teenager from New Zealand. She was 
vacationing in California with her family, whom I 
saw in the distance. I met here at a car park or 
trailhead in the park, I don’t recall where, but, no 
matter, I remember her pretty face, soft voice and 
gentle ways. She intrigued my adolescent heart. 
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So foreign, so similar, so pretty. We chatted for 
several minutes, exchanged phone numbers and 
addresses. I promised to visit her. Youthful fantasy 
and wish. She captured my heart. This was 
another deep connection with Yosemite. I’ve 
never forgotten her, Yosemite and all those many, 
long years since then.  

California was the end point, the  
destination, the goal. Nevada was the start of the 
return trip. Bittersweet it was. Our California 
sojourn was rapidly ending as we headed north 
from Yosemite through Stanislaus National Forest 
toward Lake Tahoe, our gateway to Nevada, 
which to my teenage mind meant the television 
show Ponderosa, silver mines and similar illusions. 
That was as much as I knew about Nevada. 
What a roaring surprise when we reached Lake 
Tahoe with its crystal blue waters, strong, upright 
pines and greenery. We drove around the lake’s 
south end and then entered Nevada. Our first 
stop was in Gardnerville. Food and lots of it. As 
usual we were hungry, especially me. We drove 
along a main street, saw a plain looking, Western 
type restaurant, parked our car and sauntered 
into it. We walked past a slot machine, the first 
time I’d ever seen one and was absolutely startled 
to see one in a restaurant. We headed to the large 
seating area in the rear of the building and came 
upon a large u-shaped arrangement of tables. 
Family dining style. My first vision of that. We sat 
down and looked over the menus and fellow  
diners, many of whom were Air Force members. 
During the dinner, we chatted with some fly-boys 
and learned that their base was close and food at 
the restaurant was much better and more of it 
than on base.   
Reno, America’s divorce and marriage  
capitol then.  

No divorce for us, although, at times my 
brother and I had more than enough of each 
other. Still, like a dysfunctional couple, we stayed 
together to the end—Chicago. We arrived in 
Reno in the afternoon and drove straight to a 
small gambling house. Since I was under age, I 
couldn’t even enter the vestibule being blocked by 
a large bouncer, while my brother wandering 

within that den of sadness and mirth. After 15 
minutes, he returned. 

From Reno, we headed northeast along 
US highway 40/95 through foothills along  low 
mountains. We passed through Lovelock, 
Winnemucca, Blue Mountain, and Elko, skirting 
Humboldt National Forest as we streamed 
toward Utah.  

Our stay in Nevada was short and 
uneventful.   
Crossing into Utah from West Wendover, 
Nevada’s last hurrah, we entered the  
bleakest, whitest, most bleached and  
desolate place we had ever seen.  

We couldn’t imagine we anyone would 
want to settle here. We drove along State Route 
201, predating Interstate 80 and a main east-west 
pathway across the Beehive State. We passed 
along the southern end of the Bonneville Salt 
Flats, an immense area of white, flat salt used for 
vehicle racing and testing. Truly an awesome 
sight. Finally, after hours and miles of bright, 
blinding white desert salt, we entered Salt Lake 
City from the west. Still, we didn’t understand 
why anyone would settle there. But, as we drove 
through the city we knew why Mormon pioneers 
stayed. Rich, lush green valleys and hills, and a 
strong flowing river. While we didn’t see the  
pristine visions as did the Mormons, we did  
welcome the green valleys, pretty parks and  
manicured lawns we passed.  

We found a restaurant for lunch/dinner 
and planned our attack on the visitors’ sites the 
next day. We consulted our map of Salt Lake 
City, marked the The Temple and the Tabernacle. 
And, while, we were not allowed entry into the 
Temple because we weren’t Mormons, we did 
marvel at its elegance and strength and grace. Its 
presence dominating the skyline with ornate 
spires, beautiful gardens, strong brass work, and 
bright limestone. It is an awesome sight projecting 
power and permanence. 

Next we set our sites on the Mormon 
Tabernacle where that world famous choir  
performs. It sits just behind the Temple complex 
and appears as a large grey saucer. Its multiple 

Continued on next page...
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entrances, plain of vision, disguise a massive area 
on which the choir stands behind which sits a 
magnificent, brass organ and a large seating area. 
Our Tabernacle tour guide demonstrated the 
marvelous acoustical features when he ascended 
the stage, dropped a pin, and its sound on the 
floor passed to us tourists at the rear of the back 
as we stood there. I was astounded at the clarity 
of the sound coming toward us, chatted with my 
bother about it, as other tourists nodded in  
agreement, talked about the acoustics and  
marveled at this technical feat. Truly, this  
demonstration was a high point.  
Not long after this, probably that  
afternoon, we departed Salt Lake City for 
the wonders of Colorado. I always had a  
fascination for and desire to visit Colorado.  

That impulse began during my second 
year in high school, when, after reading an article 
in a school subscription magazine about working 
on a ranch—long before “City Slickers” was even 
conceived—I wrote to several ranchers in 
Colorado about working on their ranches. One 
rancher replied positively, my protective Jewish 
parents agreed, and I was going the summer 
between my second and third years of high school 
to work on that ranch. Regrettably, one month 
before that second high school year ended, I 
received a sad, apologetic letter from that rancher 
stating that business was so bad that he couldn’t 
afford to let me work there. I was heartbroken. 
My young adventure ended before it began. 

 On to Colorado from Utah. We came 
through Grand Junction, I don’t remember  
anything about it, and headed into the mountains 
through Rocky Mountain National Park. 

Now, this part was a colossal contest 
between a Karman Ghia (a little sports car made 
by VW in the 1950’s and 1960’s) and our 1965 
Plymouth Valiant. Up long straightaways, around 
tight curves, over passes, and the cycle repeated 
itself several times until we crazed mountain  
drivers parted ways. We never did pass that little 
car, although we drove faster on the straight-
aways, the Karman Ghia always stayed ahead of 

us in the curves. Always sucking fumes! 
The mountains were glorious, mystical 

and awe inspiring to me. Only in photos and 
movies did I see those spires, green valleys, rivers 
and streams, plants and animals. Now, to smell 
the sweetness of the mountain flowers and see 
their brilliant colors, gawk at the deer and elk 
overwhelmed me. I felt so comfortable and, yet, 
alien to this arena of nature. I wanted to  
experience more and knew subconsciously that I 
would return. Decades later I did return and do 
live in Colorado now. 

We visited Denver, Iand I don’t remember 
much about it, other than it was small, Western, 
and unappealing to me. 

After Colorado, Nebraska and Iowa 
seemed as a dream, whooshes on the highways. 
One long, green, flash! The reality was becoming 
a vivid memory, and my memory of Chicago life 
seemed as a dream. Odd, how that contradiction 
arose and never seemed unusual or out of place. 
The real became a dream, and the dream became 
real. 

This journey so deeply affected me that 
these years later I’ve recalled so much from then, 
understood feelings and thoughts about me which 
had remained covered by the cobwebs for so 
long. A precious journey it was, and I still travel it. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Steven Lissner was originally from the Chicago 
area where he ran his own business for 40 years. He 
changed careers to become the head of two  
nonprofit organizations, then after living in Denver 
for 20 years, he moved to Sydney, Nebraska in the 
state’s Panhandle. He says the friendliness of Sydney 
as well as its clean, quiet, open environment fulfills 
an inner need. 
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SHAMROCK, TEXAS: A GREAT STOP 
ON ROUTE 66  
By Mark Potter  

Just a few miles inside the eastern Texas 
Panhandle border with Oklahoma is the 
small town of Shamrock, a town known for 

its annual celebration of St. Patrick’s Day each 
March – and one of Route’s popular icons, the U-
Drop-Inn – a café and service station complex 
which opened to great fanfare in April of 1936 
and still stands to this day as the town’s Chamber 
of Commerce office.  

Throughout most of its history, 
Shamrock has had a population in the 2,000-
3,000 range and was one of the larger  
communities on Route 66 through the  
eastern Panhandle, attracting a large  
number of tourist businesses including 
motor courts, cafes and gasoline service  
stations to serve tourists and other highway 
travelers passing through who needed a bed, 
bite to eat, or a tank of gasoline.  

Route 66 passed through Shamrock east 
to west over 12th Street a few blocks north of the 
downtown area, intersecting with north-south 
U.S. 83 at Main Street, where the U-Drop Inn 

was situated at its northeast corner and other 
tourist businesses lined the other three corners 
for decades. 

The U-Drop Inn and Tower Conoco 
Station opened to great fanfare on April 1, 1936, 
billed  as “the most modern café and service  
station between Oklahoma City and Amarillo”. 
The art deco architecture of the facility stood out 
for decades bringing in motorists from many areas 
of the country passing through on U.S. 66 and 
U.S. 83.  

In 1976, the Tower Conoco station 
became a Fina station and the entire service  
station/café building was repainted in the  
patriotic red, white and blue color scheme  
popular in this period of the nation’s Bicentennial. 
It was later repainted back to its original tan and 
green scheme but by the 1990s, the café and  
service station had closed their doors and the 
building stood vacant until it was designated an 
historic site and taken over by the city for  
complete restoration back to its original look and  
configuration. Since the mid-2000s, the U-Drop 
has been utilized by the Shamrock Chamber of 
Commerce for a visitor information center and 
gift shop.  

Of course, the U-Drop Inn and Tower 

U-Drop-Inn/Tower station
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Station were not the only businesses of their type 
in Shamrock. Through the years, Shamrock was 
home to other cafes including the Dixie at 206 W. 
12th. A description in the 1959 Duncan Hines 
Adventures in Good Eating for the Dixie read: 
“Specialty: Southern fried chicken, hot biscuits, 
homemade cakes and pies” with “Quite back-
ground music of good taste played occasionally.” 
Other once-popular restaurants that once catered 
to travelers in Shamrock were the Maverick and  
Wrangler. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Among the eateries found on or just a 

short distance off Route 66 in Shamrock today 
are the “revived” U-Drop-In, Rusty’s, Burrito 
Hot, Raras, Jumping Leprechauns, El Sombrero 
and Mesquite Canyon Steakhouse. 

Some of the motels that brought Route 66 
travelers for the night through the decades include 
the Cross Road, Kelly, Victoria, North End, 20 
Trees, Shamrock, Rambler, Ranger and the Sun 
‘N Sand. Today, the Sun ‘N Sand is the Route 66 
Inn and other ma-and-pa motels are the Western, 
Texan, Blarney Inn and Shamrock Country Inn  

Like most cities and towns on Route 66, 
Shamrock saw a great increase in tourist business 
with the ending of World War II in 1945 which 
brought the resumption of automobile production 
and general availability of gasoline, tires and oil 
following years of war rationing. The great 
increase in highway traffic brought the need to 
modernize Route 66 and other U.S. highways 
with smoother and wider paving. In the late 

1940s, the Texas Department of Transportation 
completed the expansion of the Mother Road into 
a four-lane divided highway from Shamrock east 
to the Oklahoma state line at Texola and soon  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
extended the four-lane road toward McLean – 
and beyond. Then the Federal Highway Act of 
1956 that created the Interstate Highway System 
resulted in further expansion of U.S. 66 through 
the Texas Panhandle into Interstate 40, which 
bypassed each of the cities and towns the Route. 
Shamrock’s turn at bypassing came in 1973, when 
I-40 was completed to the north of the city. 
However, Shamrock remained a prime tourist 
stop for cross-country travelers and still very 
much a part of what is now “Historic Route 66.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mark Potter of Vernon, Texas is a newspaper 
reporter who has researched and traveled most of 
Route 66. He has developed a vast collection of 
collectibles including vintage road maps, postcards 
and other items pertaining to The Mother Road and 
he is a regular contributor to the Oklahoma Route 
66 Museum in Clinton. Potter has also staged 
collectibles displays at various Route 66 events 
including many of the International Festivals 

Early Shamrock postcard displays their pride and joys.

*Will Rogers Range Riders St Patrick Day Parade.
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THE NEFARIOUS SANTA FE RING  
Story by Kip Welborn. Images provided by the author.  

There have been many tales about the 
many alignments over which Route 66 
has passed since 1926. St Louis is full of 

them, a maze of different streets (Salisbury St., 
Natural Bridge Rd., Grand Blvd., Delmar Ave., 
Vandeventer Ave., Sarah Ave., Lindell Blvd., 
McCausland Ave. etc.), winding its way in its 
early years from the 
McKinley Bridge to 
Manchester Road, and then, 
after 1932, down a maze of 
streets (Riverview Blvd., 
Broadway W. and N. 
Florissant Aves, Palm St., 
Blair St., Hebert Ave., 13th 
St.,Tucker Blvd., Chouteau 
Blvd. etc.) enroute to Watson 
Rd. from the Chain of Rocks 
Bridge.  
When Route 66 was 
officially certified in 
1926, the roads in the 
St. Louis area were not 
quite ready for travelers from Chicago to LA.  

The McKinley Bridge was first used to 
cross the Mississippi River because sections of 
highway that made a connection to the 
Municipal Bridge and eventually the Chain of 
Rocks Bridge were yet to be built. Watson Road 
would be the eventual Route that City Route 66 
travelers would utilize to continue their 
California Trip west from St. Louis. However, 
when Route 66 was certified in 1926, Watson 
Rd. was a narrow two lane road, and the Bond 
Issue passed by the City of St. Louis that made 
the new Watson Road possible was not passed 
until 1928. So until a more suitable Watson 
Road was completed in 1933, Route 66 traffic 
was directed, first from the McKinley Bridge, 
and then from the Municipal Bridge, to 
Manchester Road.  

As the “story” goes, Manchester Road 
was utilized as the temporary alignment for 

Route 66 because, as this nation was not too far 
separated from World War I, Manchester Road 
was the only Route directing traffic out of St. 
Louis that did not cross a sizable body of water. 
And, as the “story” goes, in the days before 
Route 66 travel was diverted over to Watson 
Road, no matter what streets down which 
Route 66 meandered it had to pass the  
headquarters of the American Automobile                         

                   Association, located at the 
time at 4228 Lindell 
Blvd.(Route 66) in the City 
of St. Louis. Route 66 was 
so routed, at least in part, 
because AAA helped map 
the streets Route 66 tra-
versed through St. Louis, 
and was responsible for  
providing the signs that 
marked the Route. 

And just like you 
find in St Louis, in many 
towns, counties and states 
through which Route 66 
passes you will find that 
Route 66 followed a path for 

reasons other than that path being the primary 
route through that town or through the State, 
and there are stories behind those instances. And 
of all the stories about how Route 66 was  
directed, I find no story more interesting than 
the realignment of Route 66 in New Mexico in 
1937 and how that re-alignment came to be. In 
the words of Jill Schneider in her guide “Route 
66 Across New Mexico”. “(the realignment) is a 
tale of power, it is a tale of politicians, and it is a 
tale that is peculiarly New Mexican.” And by the 
beginning of January, 1927, one person’s idea, 
which became known as a “joke”, or revenge, or 
redemption, completely transformed travel on  
Route 66 in New Mexico.     
Back prior to 1926, to get from Santa 
Rosa to Albuquerque, one had two paved 
road options.  

One could travel North to Santa Fe and 
then South to Albuquerque, or one could travel 

Continued on next page...

Before Hannett’s Joke 
After Hannett’s Joke 
Both Alignments
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South of Santa Rosa along what would be  
designated U.S. 60, through Encino and Los 
Lunas. When Route 66 was certified in 1926, 
the alignment of Route 66 through New Mexico 
went through Santa Fe, back down and through 
Albuquerque, South to Las Lunas and on West 
to Gallup. The reason for the routing through 
Santa Fe was, in part, due to the established 
routes at the time and set forth above, following 
the Ozark Trail, the Santa Fe Trail, and the 
National Old Trails Road, the “established routes” 
travelers had followed over time.   
However, some credit for Route 66  
passing through Santa Fe had to do with 
the political forces that impacted life in 
New Mexico, for better or worse.  

One of these forces, which was flourish-
ing well before New Mexico became a State, was 
known as the “Santa Fe Ring”. Though Thomas 
Catron and Stephen Elkins were the individuals 
who were given credit for the creation of the 
“Ring” back in the 1860’s, the Santa Fe Ring was 
not an organization per se. It was more in the 

words of words of David Caffey in his book 
Chasing the Santa Fe Ring, a loose knit group of 
farmers, attorneys, businessmen and  
entrepreneurs who, according to Caffey, “acted in 
concert, with similar goals and interests, to  
exercise control over the political and commercial 
affairs of the territory, to the detriment of other 
citizens.”  

The Santa Fe Ring, according to Caffey, 
engaged in a wide variety of activities, from land 
speculation to sales of cattle, to mining, railroads 
to literally selling property that its members did 
not have title to unsuspecting parties, and fore-
closing on them when they missed payments, to 
pad their coiffures. With that wealth they were 
not only able to influence the State government 
to grant contracts to its members, they were also 
able to wield influence over State affairs.   
One aspect of this influence affected the 
relationship between Albuquerque and 
Santa Fe. Albuquerque wantedeverything 
Santa Fe had, including being the State 
Capitol.  

Arthur Hannett  
Wikimedia Commons

Bronson Cutting  
Wikimedia Commons

Richard Dillon Bain  
Wikimedia Commons

MEMBERS OF THE SANTA FE RINGN N
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The “Ring” utilized the influence that it had to 
protect Santa Fe and to protect the established 
routes through Santa Fe, including the railroads 
and Route 66. As set forth in an article on the 
City of Albuquerque website, ”the Santa Fe 
“hump” was a result of the State being controlled 
by a nefarious coalition of self serving politicians 
based in Santa Fe and supported by both elected 
and appointed officials in collusion with the  
business community.”  

Prior to the certification of Route 66, one 
Arthur Hannett was elected Governor of New 
Mexico. Arthur Hannett’s victory brought the 
wrath of opposi-
tions, including the 
Santa Fe Ring, who 
spent the two years 
after his election, 
and the governor’s 
race that followed, 
discrediting him. 
While Hannett 
was not a saint, 
neither was his 
opposition, but 
his opposition 
managed to defeat 
Hannett in 1926. It was in 
that year that Hannett exacted his revenge 
against those who defeated him, and he did so 
with a ruler and a map.  
Arthur Hannett was born in Lyons, New 
York in 1884, and would graduate from 
Syracuse University with a Bachelor of 
Laws in 1910. However, according to Robert 
Thompson and Charles Judah in their book on 
Arthur Hannett, quoted extensively in this  
article, Hannett was not wed to staying in New 
York. Hamnett sensed that the West “offered 
greater opportunity and adventure than the more 
populous western cities. Hannett, “armed with a 
typewriter and three law books”, crisscrossed 
the West, taking jobs in Montana, Colorado and 
Utah before a law book salesman told him about 
a job opportunity in Gallup, NM, which 
Hannett took advantage of in 1911. 

Hannett established a foothold in Gallup, 
taking on several high profile cases and rising to 
prominence in Gallup representing labor causes. 
He would also become very active in the 
Democratic Party, being a delegate to the 
Democratic Convention in 1912--the first year 
of Statehood for New Mexico. He was also, in 
that year, elected City Attorney of Gallup, a  
position he served in until 1914. During the 
War, he served as Food Administrator for the 
City of Gallup and in 1918 he was elected 
Mayor. He had his ups and downs as Mayor, 
and raised the ire of Republicans and  
corporations who shunned his construction and 

road paving programs, 
which, though helping 
to put Gallup on “sound 
financial footing”, raised 
their taxes. By this time, 
however, Hannett proved 
to be as sound a politician 
as he was an attorney, 
one who worked to  
establish a strong 
Democratic Party base in 
McKinley County. As 
such, he was able to remain 
as mayor until 1922.  
In that year, Hannett 

made his first run for Governor.  
Although Hannett was basically of  

moderate views, in an era of the Rugged West, 
when the Klan still held a foothold in New 
Mexico, and the “Ring leaders” were there to 
shun any threat to their business interests, he 
was considered a radical. So a more “suitable”  
candidate, James Hinkle, was nominated by the 
Democrats and was elected Governor of New 
Mexico in 1922. Hannett, however, was chosen 
to be Highway Commissioner, a position,  
according to Thompson and Judah, in which 
Hannett would excel and a position that would 
serve him well in his transformation of Route 66.  

Hannett would again defer to Hinkle in 
the 1924 Governors race but Hinkle was 
opposed by the Democratic establishment,  

Continued on next page...

 Route �� East of Albuquerque -  Curt Teich vintage postcard 



��

particularly in Santa Fe for a wide variety of  
reasons. Also running for governor in 1924 was 
one Bronson Cutting, who was a more  
progressive candidate that appealed to Santa Fe 
but less so in the rest of the state. In the end 
both Hinkle and Cutting withdrew from the 
race for the Democratic nomination, and the 
search for a compromise candidate, palatable to all 
parts of the State, resulted in Arthur Hannett 
being named the Democratic candidate for 
Governor of New Mexico.   
The party adopted a platform that offered 
a wide variety of social remedies, repeal 
of child labor, establishment of homes for 
the aged and the mentally ill, and school 
reforms including free textbooks. 

Hannett’s labor work helped result in  
regulations governing coal mine safety and  
workers compensation legislation. And, as a 
recognition of the increasing importance of roads 
and automobiles, the platform advocated a 
replacement of the road tax, which taxed all  
vehicles that utilized public roads, with a  
substitute gasoline tax to help fund road projects.  

Hannett welcomed the nomination for 
Governor with open arms, proclaiming,  
according to Thompson and Judah’s book, “I 
expect a battle, and I am going into this campaign 
to win.” 

It was a battle, to say the least. 
Republicans, and the newspapers that supported 
them, among them the Albuquerque Herald, 
published numerous allegations against Mr. 
Hannett, one of which was his connections 
with one Luigi Liberati, a person claimed to run 
a brothel and otherwise control prostitutes. 
Apparently Hannett had represented Mr. 
Liberati in a case involving his citizenship, and 
Hannett never denied that he had. Nonetheless, 
the allegations were used by the Herald to couch 
Hannett as, in Thompson and Judah’s words, ”a 
radical, a friend of prostitution, an affront to the 
American way of life.” 

The Republicans countered with Manuel 
Otero out of Las Lunas. He was supported by 
Albert Fall and Holm Brumes, New Mexico 

power brokers who certainly followed the  
philosophy of the Santa Fe Ring. Brumes and Fall 
drew considerable negative attention to Otero’s 
campaign, Brumes building up a sizeable  
arrearage to the state for land leases, for which 
he was sanctioned. Editorials in Democratic  
leaning papers such as the New Mexico State 
Tribune opined that “This same gang,  
unrepentant, unreformed, has the brazen  
effrontery to ask to be put back into power so 
that they may renew their career of looting, 
which the people (of New Mexico) so rudely 
interrupted two years ago. Romero, Brumes, 
Otero and Leahy and all the same old gang still  
flauntingly captain of the Republican ranks.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
On Election Day, 1924, Hannett’s alleged 
radicalism and connections to a brothel 
owner were not enough to defeat him 
and he became Governor of New Mexico 
on January 1, 1924.  

It had been a contentious election, and 
the factionalism had been so divisive that, in San 
Miguel county, Martial Law was declared. 
Hannett had created a powerful Democratic 
machine in New Mexico, one that managed to 
defeat a candidate backed by another powerful 
machine that had wielded considerable control 
over New Mexico prior to Hannett’s election.  

The Republicans and the Ring that sup-

The once-bustling Encino is down to a handful of people today.



ported them were not willing to accept the 
results of the 1924 election. They took their case 
to the Courts immediately after the election, 
where their claims of election fraud were  
rejected. Thereafter, those against Hannett,  
particularly those sitting in the Republican  
controlled State Senate, continued to make  
accusations of election fraud, and used this claim 
to impede legislation and to actually remove 
Democratic members of the Senate. The 
Democrats, who controlled the House, used 
their own tactics to remove two Republican  
representatives. The animosity that the 
Republicans and their Ring-funded friends held 
against the Democrats for the 1924 election 
results, combined with the Democrats  
controlling the House and the Republicans  
controlling the Senate, led to a lot of stalemate in 
the New Mexico Capitol.  
Hannett also suffered from fractures 
within his own administration.  

The particular culprit was Bronson 
Cutting. After dropping out of the 1924  
governor’s race, he was named by Hannett to be 
the head of the State Penitentiary Board. Cutting 
was the publisher of the Santa Fe New Mexican 
newspaper, which he established in 1912. 
Cutting and his paper protested the termination 
of two members of the State Tax Commission by 
Hannett, as well as the suspension of a State 
Land Commissioner. Hannett, in response, 
demanded that Cutting tender his resignation. 
Hannett took the concept of loyalty to an 
extreme and was ruthless when slighted, and the 
battle between Hannett, who received editorial 
assistance from Carl McGee, who wrote a  
column for the New Mexico State Tribune—
finally led to Cutting’s resignation, led to his 
joining the Republican Party, and galvanized him 
as an enemy of Hannett from that date forward.  

However, despite the stagnation and  
divisions, Hannett was able to see some of the 
agenda passed at the Democratic Convention 
passed into law. What was passed included, 
according to Thompson and Jonah’s book “some 
20 laws relating to the construction, repair and 

surveying of State Roads, laws repealing the poll 
tax, child labor legislation, free public libraries, 
and a teacher retirement fund,” among other  
successes. Other provisions from the Democratic 
Convention would be passed into law by later 
governors and legislatures. It was also during 
Hannett’s tenure that the State flag of New 
Mexico was formally adopted, that being  
accomplished in 1925. 

However, it was Hannett’s push for  
election reform that would be used, abused, and 
utilized by Hannett’s enemies to dethrone him as 
Governor after only one term. 

When Hannett was elected he appointed 
a bipartisan commission to investigate election  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
reform. The committee responded with  
recommendations that included removing the 
ability to vote a straight ticket by removing the 
circle at the top of the list of candidates for a  
particular party, and by making it illegal for an 
election official to mark a ballot for a voter, or to 
permit anyone else to do so, or to permit anyone 
else into the booth when the voter was voting.   
It would seem that Hannett’s interest in 
election reform, and the committee’s  
recommendations, were completely  
logical and even necessary.  

The committee's recommendations were 
designed to protect against the very voter fraud 

41 Continued on next page...
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Hannett’s enemies had bludgeoned him with for 
two years. It was the idea that a person placing 
his or her vote does so in secrecy and privacy, 
free of intimidation. While some claimed the  
reason for “assisting” voters with a straight ticket 
and marking their ballot was to help the illiterate 
or those with a language barrier, in the words of 
Thomson and Jonah “the potentialities for abuse 
in such a system were almost unlimited.”  

The committee’s recommendations were 
brought to the state legislature for passage. The  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Democratic controlled House passed the 
recommendations. The Senate did not, 
 responding to Governor Hannett in a letter 
dated February 5, 1925, by saying that  
“...persons entitled to vote under our  
constitution should do so without  
inconvenience, hardship or expense and without 
danger of his vote being thrown out because of 
irregularities”. The Senate response went on to 
say “the proposed law is so drawn that  
thousands of citizens would be indirectly  
disenfranchised”, and “under no circumstances 
should the circle be eliminated from the ballot 
withoutproviding another method of voting a 
straight ballot.” Bronson Cutting and the Santa 
Fe New Mexican also attacked the proposed  
election reform, its edition of October 26, 1926, 
having as its headline “Hannett Would Enslave 

Natives”, an assault on the “limitations” the  
legislation would place on Native Americans.  

While Hannett proved willing to  
compromise by allowing the straight ballot  
“circle” to remain, he was not willing to  
compromise on prohibitions against assisting  
voters by marking their ballots or reading the 
ballots to them. The Republican senate let it be 
known that it would be an issue in the  
upcoming governor's race, and it was. 

At the 1926 Democratic Convention,  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Hannett was again nominated. The Republicans 
chose Richard Dillon of Encino, known as the 
“Merchant of Encino” for his highly successful 
sheep shearing business. The Santa Fe Ring and 
Bronson Cuttings Santa Fe New Mexican put 
their support behind Dillon. Hannett’s enemies 
pushed every button that they could, making 
election reform a slight to the minorities who 
relied upon people who could tell them what the 
ballot said (not that it mattered what else they 
said). It was propagated by the publications that 
were against Hannett that Hannett had a bias 
against Hispanics and Native Americans.  

The assault on Hannett in the 1926  
campaign prompted a caustic response from Carol 
Magee of the pro Hannett New Mexico Tribune 
who penned “(Dillion) is the pliant tool of the 
Gang and will do their bidding if elected. His 

Traveler who got too close to the snake pit near Albuquerque. Deserted Longhorn Ranch Motel on Route �� near Albuquerque.
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record at every turn shows that his conscience 
was subordinated to the will of the Gang. 
Dillon’s “respectability” is the bait on the political 
hook, put there to catch the well meaning but 
gullible suckers.”  

Hannett stood by the election reform 
package that had been presented, and, in 
Thompson and Jonah’s words “Hannett  
challenged his adversaries to show him how the 
committee’s recommendations disenfranchised 
anyone.”. Unfortunately for Hannett, the 
Republican candidates did as promised and made 
election reform an issue, and their words, and 
the words of Bronson Cutting in his Santa Fe 
New Mexican, resonated in the hispanic and 
native American communities, who were drawn 
to believe that the Election Reform Code was a 
plot against them.   
On November 2, 1926, Richard Dillon  
defeated Arthur Hannett in the general election.  

On November 5, 1926, the Albuquerque 
Journal reported Hannett’s concession to Dillon. 
It also reported that the victory for the 
Republicans was more complete than many  
envisioned, as the Republicans also took control 
over both the Senate and the House of 
Representatives. It praised Dillion for running 
on the promise of a “business” administration 
and stated “That is what the State hopes it will 
get.”  

Hannett, however, was not done. He 
accused the Santa Fe Ring and those who  
otherwise opposed him of inappropriate actions, 
of dirty tricks, of compromising his supporters 
and of essentially labeling him a racist for their 
own political gain. He was furious that he lost 
the election, and he intended to put the  
remaining two months of his governorship to 
good use exacting revenge upon those who had 
smeared his name and supported his defeat. And 
that is where Route 66 comes in, in a most  
sensational way. 

In November of 1926, shortly after 
Hannett’s defeat, Route 66 was certified from 
just west of Santa Rosa, north to Santa Fe, and 
back south to Albuquerque. Richard Dillon was 

from Encino, located on what would become 
U.S. 60. 

 Hannett decided that he was going to 
come up with a Route connecting Santa Rosa 
and Moriarty as the main thoroughfare across 
the state, drawing travelers that would have  
otherwise taken U.S. 66 North through Santa 
Fe or U.S. 60 South through Encino. 

This idea was not new. Earlier in 1926, 
according to an article on the Albuquerque NM 
Library website, “Highway Maintenance 
Supervisor Clyde Tingley may have first  
proposed the idea in a letter to Hannett dated 
June 9, 1925. He provided a hand drawn map 
and suggested that the route would eliminate 30 
miles, five railroad crossings, and two bridges.” 
Tingley had a strong interest in such a road, 
being the Chairman of the Albuquerque City 
Commission from 1925 to 1935. He would 
eventually serve as Governor.  
While Tingley’s proposal may not have 
sparked Hannett’s interest initially, after 
he had lost and in his mind, the way he 
lost, he became very interested in the 
construction of such a road.  

As set forth in the Albuquerque NM 
Library website article, According to Hannett 
himself, he placed a ruler on a map between 
Santa Rosa and Gallup. Whoever came up with 
the idea, the same concept was presented to 
Department of State Highway Commission  
officials shortly after the election.  

Hannett, according to an article by Eric 
Scott Jeffries, also quoted extensively in this  
article, about what would become known as 
“Hannett’s Joke”, Gov Hannett told his  
engineers to survey, cut, scrape and grade a 69 
mile highway between Moriarty and the Romero 
Highway west of Santa Rosa, before his term 
ended january 1, 1927. The Route would  
eliminate the requirement that travelers between 
Albuquerque and Santa Rosa would ever have to 
pass through Santa Fe and or Encino again.” 
Hannett over the course of his career had been 
State Highway Commissioner, and had  
successfully pushed as Governor for the  

Continued on next page...



construction, improvement and expansion of 
New Mexico’s highways. As such, he garnered 
respect and loyalty from Highway Commission 
representatives, and when he called his meeting, 
he met with a receptive  
audience, despite any  
ramifications that might beset 
those representatives when 
Hannett left office.  
The task was a formidable 
one.  

A graded road had to be 
completed by the date Arthur 
Hannett’s term ended, which 
was January 1st. According to 
Jeffries’ article, other than the 
aforementioned routes through 
Santa Fe and Encino, any roads 
between Santa Rosa and 
Moriarty “were better suited 
for feet and hooves than rubber 
tires”. Any road traversing the 
ground that Hannett  
contemplated would be creating 
a new road out of nothing, in 
the dead of winter and in two 
months with no days off  
including Christmas. However, the highway 
workers, led by E.B. Bail, who was in charge of 
the project, were up to the task, even if it meant 
it was the last task they would perform for the 
State of New Mexico. 

The Highway Officials were ready to  
commence this undertaking on December 1, 
1926. Crews with the necessary equipment 
were set up in Moriarty and Santa Rosa. The 
goal was for the two crews to meet in Palma, 
now known as Clines Corners, by January 1st. 
Transportation workers had to work their way 
through rough terrain and trees. West of 
Moriarty crews had to work their way through 
Pinion Pine forests. According to Jeffries article 
“workers marked the path of least resistance, 
then workers behind them hooked cables to the 
trees and to tractors and yanked the trees out of 
the ground roots and all.” Those workers were 

followed by graders that leveled the ground, and 
they by finishing graders who smoothed out the 
ground creating a rough, but semblance of a 
road.” 

Crews from Santa Rosa 
and Moriarty  
encountered fence lines 
and private property in 
their quest.  

Because of the short 
time involved, there was no 
time to engage in the niceties 
of consent or eminent 
domain; crews forged onward 
tearing down fence lines and 
crossing private property. 
According to Jeffries’ article, 
amazingly enough not one 
landowner sued the state for 
the trespass and or the  
damages, possibly realizing the 
economic benefits of being on 
the new road.” 

Publication about the 
new “Moriarty to Santa Rosa 
Highway” was limited, at 
least in the Albuquerque 

Journal and the Santa Fe New Mexican. One 
article in the December 23, 1926 edition of the 
Albuquerque Journal did report on efforts by 
some to hamper the efforts of those constructing 
the road. According to the article “Workmen 
constructing the section of the Moriarty to Santa 
Rosa Highway east from Moriarty to the 
Guadalupe County Line were required to sleep 
by their tractors to prevent tampering with the 
road machinery.” Also according to the article, “it 
is believed that the depredations are being  
committed by those who were against the  
construction of the road East from Moriarty.” 
Apparently some of the actions included putting 
sugar in gas tanks and sand into engines. 

It does not appear that a lot was done to 
stop Hannett’s “Joke” from reaching its  
punchline until after January 1st, when Richard 
Dillon was formally sworn into office. According 

��

Intersection of pre and post �9�7 Route �� in 
Albuquerque.



to Jeffrie’s article, after Dillon was sworn into 
office, an engineer was sent to stop construction 
of the road before it was completed. However, at 
this point fate took a hand in the form of a  
massive snowstorm that  
prevented the engineer from 
reaching the two highway 
crews until January 3rd. By 
that time it was too late because 
by the time the highway crews 
had been found, they had 
reached their destination in 
Palma and had completed the 
road from Santa Rosa to 
Moriarty.  
So now Hannett’s road had 
been completed.  

An article in the 
Albuquerque Journal, reprinted 
from the Vaughan News made 
light of this new road, claiming 
that the benefits from such a 
road would be far less than the 
detriment to the relationship 
between Albuquerque and 
those towns on the graded road 
that became U.S. 60, including Encino. 
However, Dillon did not invalidate the new 
road. He, according to Jeffries’ article,  
congratulated those who completed the amazing 
project, and the road was eventually designated 
as State Route 6. By 1932, the American 
Association of State Highway and 
Transportation Officials, the wishes of the people 
of Encino and Santa Fe notwithstanding, 
realigned Route 66 to utilize the Moriarty Santa 
Rosa Highway. The road was paved by 1937 and 
Hannett’s Joke, or in the eyes of some, 
Retribution Road was completed and became the 
“new” alignment of Route 66.  

While Encino thrived resulting from 
Richard Dillon’s sheep shearing business, after 
Route 66 was certified, its population declined 
and it now has less than 100 people and in one 
article is referred to as the City of Dust.  

On the other hand, on the Moriarty 

Santa Rosa Highway, a guy named Roy Cline, 
envisioning the traffic that the future Route 66 
would bring, would build a gas station complex 
around Palma that would become a focal point 

for Route 66 and later  
interstate travel between 
Santa Rosa and Albuquerque, 
called Clines Corners. 

Meanwhile 
Moriarty, NM provided and 
provides a lot to Route 66 
travelers, such as the old 
Whiting Brothers Station, 
the Sunset Motel with its 
new sign, the rotosphere at 
the Comedor de Anayas 
Restaurant. Also, as I recall, 
on the north side of I-44 just 
outside Moriarty, you can 
find the remains of John 
Clair’s Trading Post with its 
“Snake Pit”. East of Moriarty 
you will find the remains of 
the Longhorn Ranch. 

Also, while in 
Moriarty, you can stop at the 
Moriarty Historical Society 

and Museum, located at 202 Broadway St.   
The museum focuses on the growth and 
development of the town during its early 
railroad days, and the overall history of 
the town and the area.  

The staff at the Museum provided me 
with a lot of information for this article which I 
greatly appreciate. 

A few blocks West of the museum you 
will find Crossley Park, located at the  
intersection of Central Ave. (Route 66) and SR 
41. The park is named after Hal Crossley, who 
according to information provided by the 
Moriarty Historical Society and Museum, came 
to the Moriarty area in the 1920’s, became a 
jack of all trades, purchased real estate and  
donated real estate. One of his land donations 
was for a piece of land at the intersection of 
Route 66 and SR 41, to be used for a park. The 
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park would be developed and would be named 
Crossley Park. 

In Crossley Park you will find a series of 
bronze statues, which, according to an article in 
the Albuquerque Journal provided by the 
Moriarty Historical Society, is called “The 
Settlers.” It was designed to depict themes of 
early Torrance County, including farming,  
ranching, the railroad, and, according to the 
Albuquerque Journal, the construction of Route 
66. One of the statues is of a surveyor. The  
surveyor may or may not be “the Settlers”  
depiction of the construction of Route 66, it is 
certainly a fitting commemoration to the  
highway workers who took on an almost  
impossible task in the bitter December cold, and 
made the punchline to Hannett’s Joke a reality.  

One day I will visit Moriarty and visit 
Crossley Park, and will stand in front of the 
sculpture of the surveyor, and think to myself, 
“man, I bet you got a lot of stories to tell”. 
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