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our dilapidated condition; for that had the frame been stiffer
so as not to yield, the consequences would have been more
serious. Almost my whole day was passed on the upper deck,
partly to watch the scenery, and partly because the cabin was so
crowded as to admit of no comfort. . . . We had two or three
stops at small towns on the river, at which the usual process of
speeches, and guns and hurras took place. By dark we reached
Lake Pepin, thus having the advantage of seeing by daylight all
the picturesque scenery of the upper Mississippi which in going
up we had passed by night. .

Thursday, 2oth September: The condition of the berths was
so little dubious that I deemed it most prudent not to risk the
reception of vermin. Hence I was awake most of the night. All
the apparatus for washing, shaving was also deficient. Yet we had
the opportunity of seeing by daylight all that portion of the river
between Lacrosse and Prairie du Chien, which we missed by
going up in the night. The only incident of any importance to us
was that near Brownsville the current carried the boat into a raft,
and broke it up, the timber drifting it directly upon an island in
the midst of the river. At first we all supposed that the heavy tim-
ber would break in the feeble sides, but here again we were mis-
taken. The “ Alhambra ”, after two hours spent in prying her off
the head of the island floated into the current again, and went on as
good as new. We were not destined to be drowned in this bark,
feeble though she be. I kept on deck watching the scenery, the
main defect of which is its uniformity and its want of culture.
Some time or other, perhaps a couple of centuries hence, this diffi-
culty will cease to exist, and the waste intervals may become the
garden of America. We had not so many calls from the shore
towns today, and got on better by the diminution of the passengers
landing at different points. At Prairie du Chien we bid goodbye
to the company of gunners and the four pound gun which has
annoyed me by its incessant bark all the way. From this point
to Dubuque we went down in the dark. With all the haste that
the anxious officers made, we did not reach the place until half
past nine o’clock. Yet here were the inevitable Wide Awakes,
and not less than a thousand people waiting on the bank to
receive the Governor. It was mentioned that thousands had been
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waiting all day, but had been obliged to return to their houses in
the country. We were placed in carriages and escorted to the
Julian House, where a dense crowd had gathered, demanding
Seward. A good but rather too long address was made to him, and
he briefly replied. The call then went on in succession, Nye, and
Patterson and myself. The people were greedy for talk, and full
of pert answers, the custom of the West. But we retired, and so
they were compelled to. But the solicitation to the Governor was
so powerful to remain here until tomorrow afternoon, and make
a real speech, that he yielded, and thus things stood at about one
o’clock of

Friday, 21st. I was very tired and slept well, yet was up early.
The day was cool but fine. Soon after breakfast a crowd of gentle-
men came to invite us to go out and see the environs. We drove
out upon the bluff which gives a fine view of the place, and then
to a shaft of a lead mine. This is the great product which sus-
tains the place. The thing was not new to me however, as I had
not only seen but had gone down into one of the shafts. The lead
at Galena, which was the place of my exploit in 1844 is more
generally diffused, but it is not quite so pure. The back country
of Iowa is nearly all of it prairie, but what they call rolling prairie
as distinguished from the flat of Illinois. The people here all
look at this land for its productive quality, and expect you for that
reason to admire its beauty. But flat country however fertile is
to me monotonous and tiresome. At two we were at home, and
the Wide Awakes escorted us to the public square, where
was assembled a crowd of about two thousand people. The stand
was good and the speaking was effective. The Governor spoke
one hour and three quarters. Not so carefully methodized as at
St. Paul, but with single passages of greater eloquence. I followed
and held the people just as easily as I did at La Crosse. General
Nye came next, and Governor Patterson closed. It was high
time, as we had dinner to get and be off at half past seven.
Thus closed my part of this excursion. I have made no prepared
speech. At Kalamazoo, at Madison, at Lacrosse, at St. Paul
and here I have tried to avoid repeating myself, by taking up a
single topic at each place. The task has been easier than I
expected. I have never wanted for words, have been able to
interweave the remarks of others when they aided my object, and
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have invariably responded, or rather retorted, when any interpel-
lation came from the crowd. So I feel as if I had passed the
ordeal of extempore speaking, in the West.
FroM THE JoUurRNAL oF CHARLES FrRANCIS ApAMS, JR.2
[Typed copy in the possession of the Minnesota Historical Society]

Visit of William H. Seward, and his party, to Minnesota, in
September, 1860, during the Presidential canvass of that year.

Written by Charles Francis Adams Jr.,, immediately on his
return home from the journey, from recollection and notes made
at the time.?*

Tuesday, September 1oth [r1th],?® we set out for Madison. As
I was waiting at the hotel in Milwaukee to pay my bill I saw in the
hall a strange, comical-looking character, carrying his thumbs in
the arm-holes of a not over clean white waistcoat, and with a tall
black hat perched on the back of his head, perambulating thought-
fully up and down. I recognized him as a man who, two evenings
before, had been pointed out to me at Chicago as Judge Goodrich,
of Minnesota, and as a warm political friend of Governor Seward.
I introduced myself to the Judge, and my doing so subsequently
proved quite a stroke ; for the Judge developed into by all odds the
most original and amusing character I encountered in the whole
trip, and, moreover, he was greatly pleased at my having made his
acquaintance. He never forgot it; and, from that time, I became,
next to Governor Seward, his guest of distinction in the party.
The Judge here joined us, and at once became the life of the com-
pany. Not witty, he had a queer, humorous, scriptural form of
speech, and he expressed himself in the oddest and most unexpected
fashion. Full of stories and broad fun, he only asked for an
audience; and, when he secured one, the more fastidious were
apt to be shocked; for the Western average man is the reverse

23 For a general account of the career of the younger Adams see his
autobiography, previously cited, and the essay by Henry Cabot Lodge
published in the same volume.

24 This introductory material was probably written by Adams at the time
when he had the copy made from his original diary.

25 The dates of this and the two following entries obviously are incor-
rect; they should read September 11, 12, and 13.
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of refined, and you are lucky if you escape those who mistake pure
coarseness for wit. Judge Goodrich was not at all choice in his
conversation, but he was indisputably humorous. In addition to
these peculiarities, the Judge is also highly excitable, and, at bot-
tom, I have an idea that he is not altogether sane; but he is always
a Western original.

Wednesday, September 11th [12th], we drove out to a large
farm of a Mr. Robbins, in the vicinity of Madison, a party of some
40, passing as we went a procession of wagons on their way to
the meeting, to be held that afternoon. In the vehicle in which I
found myself, were Judge Goodrich and Mr. Washburn, the rep-
resentative of the district in Congress, beside the gentleman who
drove us out, and myself. Goodrich was great. He had come out
to Minnesota from New York, where he was born, by way of Ten-
nessee, and he now got telling us of his political experiences in the
latter State,— how he used to hold * discussions ” with the oppos-
ing candidate, and go to the meetings “a walking magazine ”, —
with all his * tools ”’ as he expressed it ; — how he and his opponent
used to “meet on warm days, in very full-skirted coats, well but-
toned up, which, somehow, neither of them cared to unbutton.”
And he recounted his various adventures with so much humor and
in such an original way, that I felt it a misfortune that I alone
from the East was there to enjoy it. Presently we met a wagon
in which was seated a tall, strong-featured, close-shaven man,
wearing a tall, white hat; when, suddenly, Goodrich seemed to
grow crazy, and vehemently insisted on our team hauling up. He
then incontinently tumbled out of our wagon, and into that of
the stranger. We saw no more of him for the rest of the drive;
but at the Robbins farm we found him again, and he then made us
acquainted with his white-hatted friend, who turned out to be
Senator Wilkinson, of Minnesota. He had, it seemed, come down
to Madison to meet Gov. Seward. Of Wilkinson I afterwards
during the trip saw a great deal. He is not a man of any consid-
erable ability, and would hardly have got into the Senate except
from a newly settled State; but I took naturally to him, and he
apparently took to me.

Thursday, 12th [13th]. Leaving Madison in the afternoon we
struck the Missouri [Mississippi] at Prairie du Chien, the party
being now increased to about a car fulll. We reached Prairie du
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Chien about 9 P.M. and, amid the blaze of the “ Wide-awake ”’
torches, and the cheers of the assembled crowd, I followed Gov.
Seward under the flaming beacon-lights of the steamboat ““ Mil-
waukee ”, and, for the first time in my life, found myself on the
deck of a Mississippi steamboat. After the speeches were deliv-
ered and the cheers had subsided, we fairly started up stream. To
me, it all seemed strange and unreal, almost weird,— the broad
river bottom, deep in shadow, with the high bluffs rising dim in
the starlight. Presently I saw them wood-up while in motion, and
the bright lights and deep shadows were wonderfully picturesque.
A large flat-boat, piled up with wood, was lashed alongside, and,
as the steamer pushed steadily up stream, the logs were thrown on
board. As the hands, dressed in their red flannel shirts, hurried
backward and forward, shipping the wood, the lurid flickerings
from the steamer’s “ beacon-lights ” cast a strong glare over their
forms and faces, lighting up steamer, flat-boat and river, and
bringing every feature and garment out in strong relief.

Saturday, 15th. A heavy rain during the night of the 14th
was followed by as glorious a morning as ever broke on the upper
Mississippi. The day proved bright and warm, with an almost
cloudless sky ; though, as evening approached and we were passing
up Lake Pepin, there came on a shower. On the slope of the
bluffs, and on the spurs and in the ravines, the foliage, just touched
by the early frosts, was mellowed in tint, while the atmosphere
shone with golden haze. I have rarely enjoyed a day more intense-
ly. Morning strengthened into noon, and noon grew to evening;
and the closing day found us still laboring up towards St. Paul.
It was twilight before we were clear of Lake Pepin, where we
encountered a thunder-shower; and then evening fell.

Sunday, 16th. We touched the levee at St. Paul at 6 o’clock
of a gray, chill, September morning, dirty, cross and hungry;
and at once hurried up to the hotel. In the afternoon I was taken
out to drive across the unfenced and still half-settled prairie. Yet
it is a beautiful country, and everything bears a highly prosperous
aspect. Though the people are obviously not rich, none seem very
poor. The city is well enough, though built mostly of wood; but
business blocks of stone are in course of erection, while building
material seems abundant. Had I money to invest, I certainly
should not fear to put it in corner lots in St. Paul; for, though the
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city at the head waters of the Mississippi will never be of the first
class, much less what Seward in his speech here predicted, yet with
its peculiar location and back country it can hardly fail to be
permanently prosperous.

Monday, 17th. The party was driven over to the Falls of St.
Anthony. I started out in a wagon with Senator Wilkinson, but
at Minnehaha was shifted over into a wagon driven by Gen. King.
Minnehaha is a picturesque little falls; but it looked tame and
lifeless to one who only a few days before had been taking in
Niagara. We all lunched at Col. Aldrich’s;?® after which fol-
lowed speeches, and then the drive back to St. Paul through the
rain, — chill and dull. In the evening there was a reception at
Gov. Ramsay’s, at which, of course, Gov. Seward was the centre
of attraction.?”

Tuesday, 18th. This date was set apart for Seward’s St. Paul
speech. The day and audience were both good, but of the speech
I heard only the earlier portion, that in which he predicted the
great future of St. Paul. We were all to dine with Judge Good-
rich, a dinner in honor of Gov. Seward. At the close of his speech
I joined the party in Gov. Ramsay’s room, and we were all marched
off through an admiring throng to the hotel, where we were to
dine. It was 6 o’clock when we got there, and we had to wait an
hour and a half. I never saw Gov. Seward more elated than dur-
ing that hour and a half. As was his custom when exhausted by
speaking, he drank brandy and water, with some lumps of sugar
in it, and he seemed overflowing with good-fellowship. He de-
clared himself, and evidently was, well pleased with his speech and
with its reception ; and he told us that, since the day of the Chicago

26 Cyrus Aldrich, who came to Minnesota in 1855, was a representative
in Congress from 1859 to 1863. Upham and Dunlap, Minnesota Biogra-
phies, 7.

27 Characteristically Adams either neglected to enter in his original
journal or else he omits from this copy a report of a speech that he
delivered in St. Paul after returning from the trip to the Falls of St
Anthony. “ Notwithstanding the unpropitious state of the weather last
evening,” reports the Times on September 18, “the Wide Awakes met
at their Headquarters at Market Hall, where after being called to order,
they were addressed by Charles F. Adams, Jr., son of Hon. Charles F.
Adams, in a very neat and pertinent speech, which called out rapturous
applause.”
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Convention he had not felt so much solicitude as to what he should
say, and how express himself, as he had that morning. After
dinner the “ Wide-awakes ” marched to the hotel, and we had
more speeches and more enthusiasm. Finally we finished the eve-
ning at a small party given to the ladies of Gov. Seward’s party,
by Col. Qakes. '

Wednesday, 1g9th. At 8 o’clock we bade farewell to St. Paul;
and I must say that for hospitality and that generous spirit of wel-
come, which, however roughly expressed, go so far to make life
pleasant, I have yet to meet the people who equal the Minnesotans.
It seemed as if they could not do enough for us; and on a trip
during which all were generous of their hospitalities, the people of
Minnesota were most generous of all.

During the 18th and 19th we steamed down the river in the
“ Alhambra ”., The boat was in every respect a wretched one,—
old, dirty and full of vermin. All day we glided down the river,
sometimes grounding on a sandbank, and then again fouling a
raft. The night was glorious, and the river not less so. The air
was damp and chill; but, in a heavy overcoat I kept the deck till
3 A.M. briskly walking in the bright starlight. I saw the Great
Bear drop to the horizon, and Castor and Pollux came forth with
the sword of Orion; and, finally, Venus towards morning get
brighter and brighter, till, when at last I left the guards, she cast
my shadow distinctly against the white side of the steamer, much
like a twilight moon. Finally we had a performance worth seeing,
a boat-race on the Mississippi. We had left St. Paul that morning
about ten minutes before the “ Winona ” of the opposition line, —
and the competition was then bitter. Neither our boat nor the
“Winona ”’, — both old stern-wheelers, — could boast of much
speed, and the only question between them was as to which was
the worst. They were, nevertheless, good for a scrub race; and
that we soon found. It was quite exciting. A little after 2 o’clock
A.M. we heard strange noises behind us, and, looking over the
stern of our boat, we made out the “ Winona ”, close behind us
and in full chase. There were her colored lanterns, her three
tiers of lights, and from time to time when her furnace doors
were opened to replenish her fires, lurid flashes lit up the river.
The stream was so low and the channel so narrow that it was
largely a question of pilotage; and, for some time, the two boats
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sped along in line, Then, as the channel widened somewhat, the
“ Winona ” tried to pass us. She did not succeed this time; for
she only lapped the “Alhambra ”, and was again pushed, cut, and
forced to fall behind. Again the channel widened, and now the
“ Winona ” got half way by; and the two boats, both running at
the top of their speed, moved along side by side, at times close to-
gether, at times thirty or forty feet apart,— sometimes one ap-
parently gaining and sometimes the other. At last, as the channel
broadened, the two got fairly alongside of each other, neck and
neck, and so kept it up, slowly converging until separated by only
some twelve or fifteen feet; and then they would again separate.
Finally the channel apparently narrowed, and the interval was
closed rapidly up until, with a bump, the two boats collided heav-
ily, almost throwing me from my feet. The guards seemed to
groan and tremble, but neither boat gave; and so the two rushed
along with rubbing sides. I suddenly found myself standing face
to face with a passenger on the other boat, and, somewhat appar-
ently to his surprise, extended my hand, and wished him good
morning. He shook my hand, remarking that he proposed to leave
us; and so on the two boats went. I think we must have rushed
along in this way for several minutes; but, finally, they shouldered
us out of the channel, and, giving a triumphant whistle, shot ahead
and down the river, leaving us to follow. Shortly after, being thor-
oughly tired, I rolled, overcoat and all, into my berth, and in-
continently fell asleep. An hour or two later I was awakened
by a loud noise of cracking and breaking. We had run into an im-
mense lumber raft, smashing it to bits; while, to return the compli-
ment, the raft had forced our boat hard aground.

The following day (zoth) it was a very used-up party, — sleepy,
peevish, unwashed. Even Judge Goodrich was under a cloud. 1
was the most philosophical; for, as the sun gained power, I rolled
myself inh my cloak, and dozed away several hours, lying on the
deck with a log for a pillow. Finally, the Captain of the boat, in
great mortification, woke me up and tried to insist on my taking
his room. He couldn’t express the regret he felt at our being
on his boat. I politely declined his offer; and we steamed along.
Still it was undeniably monotonous, and the hours passed slowly;
but evening came at last, and at 10 o’clock we were all pleased
when we heard the roaring of a cannon and saw the long line of
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“ Wide-awake ” torches which told of our approach to Dubuque.
Landing here, the party was escorted to a hotel, and the usual
speeches followed. It was one o’clock before we were permitted
to go to bed.

The party left Dubuque on the evening of the 22d, and at Men-
dota I saw the last of Judge Goodrich;?® for my record says “ he
had come with us thus far on the road to Kansas; but for some
days he had plainly been unwell, and his liveliness was departed.
During the night, feeling very much the reverse of well, he got
into a berth in the wretched device then doing service as a sleep-
ing-car; and, when the party changed trains at Mendota he was
left quietly asleep. We saw him no more. He and a Mr. Baker,
who acted as Gov. Seward’s secretary, had been left together.
“ The first we knew of them was a telegraphic message next morn-
ing, informing us that they were left, and pathetically asking * when
and where they should overtake us.” Mr. Baker caught up with
us at Leavenworth; but poor Goodrich, — after cursing the con-
ductor of the train on which he was left asleep with strange oaths,
hurting himself in jumping from the car, running in the night time
and in his slippers half a mile across country, having in his hurry
forgotten to put on his boots, — felt discouraged as well as ill;
so, after airing his whole varied stock of expletives, he gave up
the chase in despair, and returned first to Chicago, and thence to
St. Paul, — that “ Apostolic City of his adoption ”, — as he was
wont to term it.”

28 The quotation marks and interpolated matter in this last paragraph
are printed without change from the copy of the document supplied by
Thayer.
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