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Mission Statement 
The Florence Historical Soci-
ety is a non-profit society with 
membership of individuals 
interested in preserving the 
history of Florence, the Santa 
Fe in Florence and especially 
the Clifton Harvey House. 
Our goal is to foster apprecia-
tion and understanding of the 
part history plays in our lives. 

Greetings. 
     Here we are almost at the end of the summer.  I seem to always 
start with “how time seems to fly”.  But when you seriously think 
about it, that is the way life is.  One minute we are twenty some-
thing.  Then you turn around and you are celebrating the big five 
“0”. “By the time you’re eighty, you know everything—the trick is 
remembering it all!”  That is a scary thought.  Remember everyone, 
if you don’t share your history with us, it won’t be here the day 
your descendants come looking for their past.  If you have family 
information or history, please let  us keep copies on file for future 
generations to explore...leave your mark at the museum.  Better 
yet, come and work with us.  We would love having your participa-
tion.. Looking forward to seeing you at our next meeting. 
Judy Mills,  President 

SCENES FROM THE PICNIC 

 

 

More Good Eating 
Kraut Salad 

By Marjorie Jackson 
I came across this recipe in an 
old church cookbook from the 
seventies and tried it this sum-
mer. Have made it twice now  
and it really hits the spot for 
me. 
Kraut Salad 
1lb. 12 oz. kraut drained 
1/2c. Celery, finely diced 
1/2c. Red pepper, finely diced 
1/2c. Onion finely diced 
1/2c. Green pepper chopped 
Mix all together, Sprinkle 1 
cup sugar over top. Cover well 
and refrigerate overnight. Next 
day add: 
1/4 c. sugar 
1/4 c. vinegar 
1 carrot grated 
Mix well and serve. Will keep 
indefinitely. 

Picnic 
By Edna Mae Robinson 

The 15th annual Picnic on the 
lawn, was held June 22. The 
weather was warm and windy. 
We served over 100 people this 
year. I want to thank all the 
volunteers who helped, with-
out we couldn’t have had such 
a successful picnic. Also thank 
to all the ladies and gentlemen, 
who donated salads, desserts, 
side dishes, fish, mountain oys-
ters, and ice. To you who came 
to eat we hope you enjoyed the 
food and thank you for your 
donations. To you who could-
n’t come, maybe next year. It 
will be in June again, watch for 
announcement.                          

The year is 1896  
August 15-Clear and hot wind. 
Thermometer 105. Awful hot. 
Apples and Peaches drying up 
and falling of the trees. The 
late corn is a total failure. The 
early corn will make a one-half 
crop.  About one-fifth of the 
corn is late corn.  
Clipping from Marion Record. 
T.P. Alexander, who will 
shortly turn over the county 
treasurer’s office to his succes-
sor, Brown Corby;, will retire 
from office with universal  
plaudit, well done. He has 
made a splendid officer. He is 
one of the county’s very best 
business men, safe and sound. 
He is one of the county treasur-
ers whose private exchequer 
has not been enriched by 
speculation in county funds. 
He has saved much money for 
the county. Tom Alexander is 
an honor to the party and to 
the county. 
August 10-There was a heavy 
rain this morning, about one 
inch, for the first good rain in 
about a month. 
August 20-Thermometer read, 
104 
August 21-Thermometer read, 
105 
Clipping—Joseph Lalouette, a 
farmer east of Florence, died 
Tuesday morning of fever. 
 
By Edna Mae Robinson 

A Special Thanks 
Our picnic was helped by sev-
eral people that we need to give 
a special thank you too. 
Edna Mae Robinson who put 
it all together, Wes Riggs and 
Charlie Holub for the fish, and 
Ed Robinson for all the help 
every year. 
 
 

Great Expectations 
When the Florence Historical 
Society acquired the Harvey 
House there was only a vision.  
A lot of work needed to be 
done. Cleaning, painting and 
papering were the first on the 
agenda. Tables, chairs, dishes, 
glassware and silverware were 
needed to serve a meal. A 
stove, refrigerator, sink and 
cupboards to prepare and serve 
a meal needed to be found.  
We  invite you to a five course 
meal served in an elegant set-
ting with fine china, crystal, 
and silverware. 
The meal consists of an appe-
tizer, salad, main course, de-
sert, mint and fruit plate with 
choice of drink served in Har-
vey  style by our own Harvey 
Girls.  
The cheerful volunteers give 
many hours to this endeavor to 
provide pleasure for ours guests  
and to pay for the upkeep of 
the building, yard and the utili-
ties.  
 
 Please join us for our first 
open dinner  by responding to 
the notice on page three. 



 

 

   It wasn’t a road as such, more 
a grass-choked two-track split-
ting off the cobbled dead-end 
street to rise onto what ap-
peared to be a narrow levee 
separating the town from the 
railroad tracks.  Beyond it an 
old unused grain elevator. 
  “I wonder if the road will take 
us there,” I said. 
   “I wonder if we should,” my 
partner, Kim, said doubtfully. 
   I shrugged.  Nothing ven-
tured, nothing gained.  I nosed 
the Malibu onto the ruts and 
went to see where the road 
would take us. 
                   **** 
   How many times had I 
driven past Florence?  A dozen 
times, maybe more, each time 
glancing out the window at 
what could be seen from the 
driver’s seat at 45 miles per 
hour. A gas station off to the 
west, a small convenience 
store/bar to the east, a row of 
empty buildings. A tall thin 
needle of a water tower, a clus-
ter of rusty pickups, a half-
dozen tree shaded streets 
branching off, a long bridge 

spanning the railroad tracks 
and the sluggish waters of 
Doyle Creek, the ubiquitous 
grain elevator jutting above the 
maples, elms and hackberries. 
   It didn’t appear much differ-
ent than most other dying 
towns scattered across the 
plains.  Drive enough back 
roads and they start looking 
alike, their individual charac-
teristics blending into one ho-
mogenous constant.  More 
than a few are in their terminal 
stages while others—welcome 
rarities—show signs of revival; 
most are on the far side of 
hope. 
   As a card-carrying Kansas Ex-
plorer, I try to look for quali-
ties or attributes essential to 
each town, that set them apart 
from others.  Finding them, of 
course, requires commitment 
and a willingness to slow down, 
to brake, to back up, to coast, 
to stop.  As Marci Penner, di-
rector of the Kansas Explorers 
Club, said,  “The secret to ex-
ploring Kansas is ‘you get out 
of the journey what you put 
into it.’”  An open mind, a 

sense of wonder, the tingle of 
anticipation at what awaits 
around the bend or over the 
next hill, a willingness to get 
lost, are elements of rural ex-
ploration.  Explorers dare to do 
dirt.  We do small towns, too.  
We especially do small towns. 
   This time, unlike those other 
times when the road took me 
elsewhere, my business partner 
and I had a few minutes to kill 
before joining a wedding party 
at a cattle ranch south of town.  
She had instructed me to fol-
low the signs to the business 
district, a matter of only a 
handful of blocks, and along 
the way we stopped briefly to 
photograph interesting stone 
structures or colorful doorways.  
Several people waved.  The 
downtown area was a mix of 
businesses and empty store-
fronts amid the typical 19th 
century architecture common 
to railroad hubs.  Main Street 
was both wide and cobble 
stoned. 
   It wasn’t until we made our 
way along the levee to where it 
dropped down to parallel the 

Downtown anytown by Tom Parker 

 
A Very Big Thank You To 

Grass & Grain 
A Weekly Paper from Manhattan  

And  
Tom Parker the author 

For doing this Story and letting us use it. 

 

 

The National Archives in Kansas City, Missouri 
display on Fred Harvey. This impressive display 
will be showing until January 2014. As you can 
see from the picture the display is called Fred 
Harvey, The Man, the Brand and the American 
West. The woman in the picture is Dee Harris, 
who created this display. She also was the one 
who created the display in the Florence Harvey 
House in 1990’s while in graduate school at 
Wichita State University. If you get a chance to 
see the display it is well worth your time. 
There has been a recent increase in interest con-
cerning Fred Harvey and his legacy. Florence 
has played a very important part in the history 
of the Santa Fe Railroad and the Harvey 
Houses and restaurants. Florence was the home 
of the FIRST Harvey House Hotel and restau-
rant and was established in 1878 and continued 
until March of 1901. Those first years it was the 
hub for the other establishments along the 
Santa Fe Railroad by Fred Harvey. 
Florence was the training center for the Harvey 
Girls in the first years as well as the  home of 
the great Chicago Chef, William (Bill) Phillips. 

It has been said that Bill Phillips was paid more 
than the local Banker. A recent book about 
Fred Harvey, written by Steven Fried, entitled 
Appetite for America, which has generated a lot 
of interest from people who are referred to as 
“Fred Heads”. The book is well worth your time 
to read and Florence is mentioned quite a bit in 
the book. 
Phoebe brought her book, Appetite for Amer-
ica, to the showing of the documentary “The 
Harvey Girls” and was able to get the book 
signed by Steven Fried, the author. 
Many people in the group attending the show-
ing of the Harvey Girls Documentary were de-
scendents of Fred Harvey and other “Fred 
Heads” who are traveling to visit the various 
M u s e u m s 
about Fred 
Harvey along 
the Santa Fe 
Railroad from 
Kansas to the 
West. 
 

The Harvey Girls Documentary by Phoebe Janzen 



 

 

tracks and hook around to 
Main Street that we got a real 
feel for the town, what the 
writer Cheryl Unruh calls it’s 
“personality.”  Covering an en-
tire two-story building was a 
huge painted mural of a bald 
eagle superimposed over an 
American flag.  On the oppo-
site side of the street planters 
of colorful flowers nodded be-
neath more flags.  Between the 
brooding clouds, the limestone 
facades and the brickwork 
street there were enough tex-
tures to make even the most 
jaded photographer swoon. 
   “Oh, my God, look at that,” 
Kim said. 
   We did.  We stopped and got 
out and walked into the middle 
of the street and stood there in 
awe. 
   “We have to,” she said. 
   I knew what she meant; we 
had to convince the wedding 
party to walk up the street for a 
group shot. 
   “Will there be enough time?” 
   “We’ll make time.” 
   And, as it turned out, we did, 
and they did, and the resulting 
images were everything we 
wanted and more. 
   But Florence stayed with me 
long after we were gone.  I 
thought of those flowers and 
the flags, of the giant mural 
and what it represented, not 
just a colorful splash across a 
downtown building but of a 
town’s investment in itself.  As 
Unruh wrote in her book, Fly-
over People, “I like to look for 
something original in each 
town, something residents have 

created, restored or put on dis-
play.  Unique projects help re-
flect a town’s personality...you 
see what they value.” 
   Several days later I was dis-
cussing the future of small 
town Kansas with a man who 
expressed little hope in the vi-
ability of rural culture.  He said 
a lot of towns within his own 
county would disappear within 
his lifetime, that the tipping 
point had been reached.  
“We’re doomed,” he said.  
“There’s no hope.” 
   It was hard to argue the 
point, but I couldn’t agree 
without a tinge of doubt.  Prai-
rie towns will eventually go 
into that good night, and some 
will rage and some will whim-
per and some won’t care, but 
others, like Florence, will go 
with grace, but not yet, and not 
now, and not without a fight. 
   “That dog ain’t dead yet.”     
                 I said. 
(First printed in Grass & Grain 
June 25, 2013                                                             
                       
 
******************************* 
                                     
 As you can tell from the arti-
cle, everyone is involved in the 
future of  Florence. If you are 
living here now, have lived here 
previously, or hope to make 
Florence your home in the fu-
ture, your actions affect the 
whole outcome. One way you 
can contribute in a small way is 
to pay dues to the Historical 
Society.  Just $10.00 per year to 
our treasurer will help keep 
Florence on the map.                                                              

                                                           
                                                             
     Fred Harvey Dinner      
We are having an open meal at 
the Harvey House on August 9, 
2013.  It will be at 5:30 PM, 
the price is $20.00.  To make a 
reservation, e-mail Phoebe at 
janzenpho@gmail.com or text 
to 620 382 4191                                                         
                                                          
******************************* 
We would like to know how 
many people would like to con-
tinue the Florence Historical 
Newsletter by mail and those of 
you who would like to receive 
it via e-mail.  I have received 
several requests for a digital 
copy of the newsletter and this 
addition is being sent to six 
people via cyber space.  Please 
notify Phoebe Janzen, Florence 
Historical Society, at PO Box 
143, Florence , Kansas 66851  
                or e-mail  
janzenpho@gmail.com or text 
to 620-382-4191.   
 
******************************* 

In Sympathy 
Joe Heath, loving husband of 
Linda Britton Heath, passed 
away on July 12, 2013.  Linda 
just had surgery the previous 
day.  Let us keep Linda in our 
prayers and hearts as she recov-
ers her health and her loss.  



 

 

Railroad Slang 
 

By Robert Harris 
 
I decided to have a little fun this time 
and to see if anyone could tell what 
these terms meant. A little contest so 
to speak, but no prizes. The first word 
means something, the blank is for 
your answer and the right answers are 
below. 
 
We start with people 
Hog Head=________________ 
Snake-____________________ 
Skipper=__________________ 
Ash Cat=__________________ 
Toad=____________________ 
Shack=——————————————— 
Mud Hop=_________________ 
Dinger=____________________ 
Gandy Dancer=______________ 
Whiskers=____________________ 
Gumshoe=__________________ 
Track Jockey=_______________ 
George=____________________ 
Maniac=____________________ 
 
Some things 
Goat=______________________ 
Judas Goat=_________________ 
Standard=__________________ 
Crummie=__________________ 
Can=_______________________ 
Big Hock=__________________ 
Rubber Switch=______________ 
Coal Car=___________________ 
Brownie Box=________________ 
On the Ground=______________ 
Clean the Clock=______________ 
Big Hole=____________________ 
Mars Light=_________________ 
Red Nose=__________________ 
Varnish=____________________ 
Monkey Suit=________________ 
Double Header=______________ 

Pull the pin=_________________ 
Sand out engine=______________ 
Drag=_______________________ 
Hotshot=_____________________ 
Bullet=_______________________ 
Lung=_______________________ 
 
People 
Hog Head=Engineer 
Snake= Yard Switchman 
Skipper=Conductor 
Ash Cat=Fireman 
Toad=Car Inspector 
Shack=Brakeman 
Mud Hop=Yard Car Clerk 
Dinger= Yard Master 
Gandy Dancer=Track man 
Whiskers=Trainmaster 
Gumshoe=Railroad Police 
Track Jockey= Track Inspector 
George=Pullman Porter 
Maniac=Master Mechanic in charge 
of rip track and roundhouse 
 
Things 
Goat=Yard engine 
Judas Goat=A trained goat to lead 
sheep into stock car. 
Standard=Pullman Car 
Crummie=Waycar 
Can=Tank Car 
Big Hock=Wrecker 
Rubber Switch=a switch that could be 
run through in a trailing movement 
without lining it, such as a spring 
switch or hub safety  
Coal Car=a car that was open on top 
with sides and ends 
Brownie Box=Supt. Business car 
On the ground=cars or engines not 
on the track 
Clean the Clock=Engineer using 
brake value to make a emergency 
brake application  
Big Hole=A term used by anyone on 
crew to place train in emergency 
brake application 
Mars Light=A head light on passenger 

engines that made a figure 8 above 
regular head light as a warning. 
Red Nose=passenger engine 
Varnish=passenger train 
Monkey Suit=Passenger train uni-
forms 
Double Header=two or more engines 
on front of train with different engi-
neers, no longer done. 
Pull the pin=That was said when 
someone retired. 
Sand out engine= this goes back to 
steam engines. To get the soot out of 
flues, the fireman would get a shovel 
of sand from tender and hold in 
front of fire box door, the draft 
would pull the sand into the fire box. 
This would cause a lot of black smoke 
for a short time, and the engine 
would steam much better after this. 
Drag=This was a very long heavy 
freight train that move slow. The 
Santa Fe put out word to stop using 
this term. 
Hotshot=A fast moving freight train. 
Bullet=The Super C freight train. 
This was the fastest operating freight 
train in the world, its speed 79 MPH 
almost 20 MPH faster than any other 
freight train. This train ran with 
about 20 cars most days, but could be 
seen with only one car sometimes. 
Did not stop to change crews only 
slowed down. Operated between Chi-
cago and Los Angeles. 
Lung= A term used when a drawbar 
was pulled out of car by accident. 
 
Some of these names were different 
on different divisions and railroads. I 
hope you had some fun with this, as 
it took a new person on the job a 
little time to figure out what was be-
ing said. 
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More Good Eating 
Kraut Salad 

By Marjorie Jackson 
I came across this recipe in an 
old church cookbook from the 
seventies and tried it this sum-
mer. Have made it twice now  
and it really hits the spot for 
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