Introduction
enator Lyman Jrumbull's visit to Hel-
ena, the new capital of Montana Territory,
had been well heralded, and the crowd that gath-
ered before the Planter’s House between eight and nine
o’clock on the evening of his arrival —August 13, 1869—
nearly filled Broadway. The citizenry had a particular
reason for wishing to honor the senator; he was an ad-
vocate of transcontinental railroads. In fact, he had just
journeyed to the Pacific Coast on the newly completed
Union Pacific-Central Pacific line, and was returning
homeward when he struck out from Corinne, Utah, to
see something of that great territory to the north that,
even then, yearned for railroad ties.

It was a fine, mild evening. The national colors on
neighboring housetops barely stirred in the soft moun-
tain breeze, the Helena brass band exhausted its reper-
toire, and finally, Senator Trumbull stepped to the edge
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of the porch where editor Martin McGinnis introduced
him to the crowd and left him to address the sea of
upturned faces dimly lighted by a bonfire. After a light-
hearted recital of his western experiences on the trans-
continental line and in California, the senator got
around to the subject dearest to his audience, remark-
ing, “This railroad of the north is a certainty, and
completion only a matter of time.” A lengthy assur-
ance that he intended to do everything in his power to
promote their favorite project—the construction of a
Northern Pacific railroad—left the people in too jovial
a mood to disperse just then; they wanted more.
Another newcomer, General Henry Dana Wash-
burn, who had arrived that day to take up his position
as surveyor general of Montana Territory, was beck-
oned. Detaching himself from the crowd, General
Washburn entertained the gathering with a humorous
account of his attempt to reach Montana by way of the

On August 13, 1869, Montana Territory’s new surveyor general, Henry Dana Washburn, found himself
addressing a crowd gathered to honor visiting U.S. Senator Lyman Trumbull. Standing on Broadway, a cross
street on the southern end of Helena’s bustling Main Street (below, circa 1868), Washburn gave a humorous

account of his attempt less than three months earlier to reach Montana by Missouri River steamboat. His

wife Serena later captured the drama of their failed journey in the reminiscence that begins on page 22.











































