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Walking Through American History in Nebraska

wish I had met
IWilliam Campbell

and Charlie Miller.
Not exactly household
names, but if I tell you
that they were pals of
Buffalo Bill, hopefully,
that might perk your

interest.

William Campbell,
born in 1841, was among the first riders when the Pony Ex-
press, a predecessor of FedEx started up in 1860. At age 16, he
was slightly older than some of his colleagues. Later, Campbell
became a Nebraska state senator, then moved to Stockton,
California where he died in 1934, a year after I was born. Al-
though he is often reputed to have been the last surviving rider,
I've read about others, including Charlie Miller, born Julius
Mortimer in 1850. Charlie was a mere 11 years old when he
first mounted a Pony Express horse.

Pony Express Station at Gothenburg, NE.

He made an unsuccessful
attempt to join the army at age 92 and died at the age of 105
in 1955. Buffalo Bill, by the way, the most famous (and older)
Pony Express rider, (he joined at age 15), died in 1917.

The Pony Express route extended from St. Joseph, Missouri
to Sacramento, California, a distance of approximately 1900
miles. Were I to fly that route, and all of my electronic equip-
ment went on strike (my GPS, VORs, even my ADF which, for
years, has been on life support), what would I do? It’s been over
65 years since I flew my first cross country. I cruised at low alti-
tudes from one city to another with the assistance of Wisconsin
roads, towns, lakes and rivers. I was never much good at it.
Today, should I be called upon to fly the Pony Express route by
the seat-of-the-pants, I would follow I-70 and I-80 across the
Great Plains, then over the Rockies, the Great Basin, finally over
the Sierra Nevada Range. If these Interstates were obliterated,
I'd be in huge trouble.

Campbell and Miller, barely of age to qualify for a driver’s
license, let alone a pilot’s license, made the trip, often in the
dark of night, and frequently chased by Native Americans who
did not take kindly to intrusion on their land. Occasionally, a
herd of buffalo, who did not recognize the rules of the roads,
such as they were, asserted the right-of-way. It’s always a good
idea to yield to the herd. Imagine-Miller’s mother allowed
an 11-year-old to have this adventure. Today, she would be
reported to Child Protective Services for child endangerment.
Many mothers of today won’t allow their 11-year-olds to walk
to school alone.

Of course, these riders could not even imagine that
President Eisenhower’s Federal Interstate Highway Act of 1956
would result in covering their hoof prints 100 years later. Nor
could they imagine that machines would fly like birds. But
Charlie lived to see both.

The Great, Historical Platte River

The Central Platte River Valley is part of the Central
Flyway, one of the primary migration flyways followed by
waterfowl and shorebirds on their annual trek back and forth

from winter habitats
to northern breeding
grounds. Many
species engage in this
annual migration.
Several species fly
from the Arctic
Circle to South
America. Some of
these, including

Cranes in Flight. ~ Courtesy Nebraska Tourism

the sandhill crane, stop off in the valley during their annual
spring migration. Others using the same flyway (hopefully,
without “flyway-rage), include trumpeter swans, tundra swans,
Canadian geese, canvasback ducks, bald eagles, American White

Pelicans, whooping cranes and herons.

Nebraska is an Outdoor Paradise

For those who love the wide open spaces, Nebraska
offers as much, if not more, than any state in the country. For
example, farming and ranching are ubiquitous. I frequently
spend days roaming through farm country, or flying over it at
low altitudes. I love to pause and talk to farmers about growing
corn, raising cattle, running dairy operations and just about any
subject that has to do with the raising of our food.

During a recent trip to Nebraska, I expanded my
knowledge of such subjects as crop rotation, animal husbandry,
Major
crops include corn (primarily for feed), wheat, soybeans,

pivot irrigation, water tables and soil preservation.

livestock (beef and pork), dairy products, grain sorghum, sugar
beets and potatoes. The state is also a major producer of soy
biodiesel and American Ethanol. I marveled at the huge, over
1-story high pivot sprinkler systems where watering pipes are
mounted on wheeled towers and the sprinkler machines move
in a circular pattern and
irrigate an entire field

Bird Watching

I've been mildly
involved in bird
watching since I took
a college course in
field ornithology. So it
RN was with considerable

Prairie Chickens Speed Dating. Courtesy
Nebraska Tourism

excitement when our
group of journalist
gathered one cold Nebraska morning (about 6 degrees E),
in a huge blind and observed the mating behavior of prairie
chickens. The males gather in “pick-up” joints called “leks”,
strut around, puff out their bring orange sacks and attempt to
mate with a hen. Generally, a few dominant males chase the
weaker males from the lek and end up with the entire flock.

Even more exciting were our early morning observations

of literally hundreds of thousands of sandhill cranes as
they awakened from their snooze on the flats of the Platte
River and took off to the sky in huge squadrons. Watching
the sandhill crane migration has become a major Nebraska
tourist attraction.
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Nebraska (cont.)

The Western Migration

Birds are not the only migrants who pass through Nebraska.
Gothenburg and other places along the Platte River were along
the path of the 19th-century pioneers as they headed west. It was
also the route for the Pony Express . The Platte was one of the
most important corridors for settlement of the west. The Oregon
Trail, which settlers first crossed in the 1840s, ran from the banks
of the Missouri River and the Platte River to what is now the
state of Oregon. Beginning in 1847, the Mormons headed to
Utah along the trail. Prospectors destined for the Gold Rush in
1849 also joined the route. The river itself was not navigable, but
hundreds of wagons passed along its banks.

The settlers traveled east to west, the birds migrate north to
south (and south to north). Their perpendicular routes inter-
sected at the Platte River Valley. Humans have been migrating for
about 150 years. Many of the bird species have been migrating for
thousands, perhaps millions of years.

The route
traveled through Ne-
braska by the settlers
of the 1840s later
became the same
path for America’s
first intercontinen-
tal highway, the
Lincoln Highway.

: . Conceived in 1921,
Pivot Irrigation System. Courtesy Nebraska Tourism  the road extended

from New York City

to San Francisco.
Today, there are still remnants of the highway: a few old fashion
gas stations, several shacks and vestiges of dirt roads claimed as
original trails. Eventually, much of the Oregon Trail was covered
by Interstate 80 from Grand Island, Nebraska to Wyoming.
Why I Love Nebraska

A visit to a destination like Nebraska opens the floodgates
of inspiration, reflection and excitement for me. Thoughts and
emotions about America’s expansion overwhelm me. Although I
have no ancestors who settled Nebraska (mine all arrived at Ellis
Island in the early 1900s), I profoundly embrace our American
heritage and strongly identify with the folks who moved west
across our Great Plains.

I am intrigued with the development and expansion of our
country. True, I am not proud of how we stole land from Native
Americans, nor am I proud of our decimation of wild life. Never-
theless, I view folks like Lewis and Clarke, the Pony Express riders
and the 49ers as men and women of grit, fortitude, curiosity and
vision. Without folks like these, we would not have our expan-

sive country.

I also marvel how, in less than a century, we leaped from
primitive travel to autos, trains and airplanes-more in one cen-
tury than the previous twenty centuries.

Another reason I enjoy trips that are steeped in history is
that I love to ruminate about my own small journey and place
through history and juxtapose it with the same period of the
Pony Express riders. When I was 11 years old (in 1944) the

time span between the Pony Express was about the same as the
period from 1944 to the present. Yet, as a child, 1860 seemed
like centuries away. To me, 1944 seems like yesterday. But

imagine how 1944 must seem to a kid of 11 today.

MEMORABLE RESTAURANTS

As a culinary journalist, I consume my share of restaurant
cuisine. Many of my dining experiences are extraordinary, oth-
ers | wish I could had avoided. Over the course of a year, a few
stand out and are memorable. These standouts often pervade
my thoughts as I yearn to return for an encore. Some are
expensive restaurants, most aren’t so pricey. They are memorable
because the ingredients, preparation, dedication and presenta-
tion are over the top. I encountered two examples in Nebraska.

Alley Rose, 2013 Central Ave, Kearney, NE 68847,
308/234-1261, www.alleyrose.com.

For one of the best hunks of prime rib, it’s worth a trip
to Nebraska just to visit this restaurant. Beef ranching is a
major industry in Nebraska. Most of the cattle, Certified
Black Angus, are raised and fed properly. The meat is aged to
perfection. The result is a great steak or roast. Except for au jus,
I deplore the use any sauce-great beef, judiciously prepared,
stands on its own. Alley Rose serves a one or two pound slice
that is virtually fork tender. They also deliver an impressive
pork osso bucco or chicken schnitzel, lightly breaded with a
lemon caper buerre blanc-all with superb sides such as mashed
potatoes, creamed spinach or wild mushroom risotto. Service
is eflicient and congenial.

Chances R, 124 W. 5th, York, NE 68467, 402/362-7755,
www.chancesryork.com.

I love small town joints that have been operated by the
same family for generations-especially where the succeeding
generation doesn’t mess with the success of its predecessors.
When I walked into Chances R, I immediately knew I was in
the right place. The room was packed with locals. The gravel-
voiced waitresses were jolly and hospitable. They made me feel
like a regular. This place serves a hearty breakfast, great burgers
and homemade desserts, but the winner is the fried chicken
with real mashed potatoes and country gravy. Of course, the
chicken fried steak is right up there. It’s been over a month
since my visit, but I cant get these two places out of my mind.

One of My Favorite Places

The question I'm asked most frequently is “where is my
favorite destination?” I've been to 101 countries. I've stayed
in fancy-schmancy hotels were folks unwittingly treated me
as if I were the richest guy in the world-or, put up their noses
and regard me as if I were the poorest guy intruding on their
opulent surroundings. In places like Nebraska, there are few,
if any luxurious hotels. But I know of no luxurious hotel lobby
or lofty building that can compare with the splendor of the
Nebraska prairie, the expansive farmland, the rivers , the sand
hills, the historical sites and the open skies of the American
Great Plains.

-Stuart ]. Faber-
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Queenstown, New Zealand

One of the Most Beautiful Places in the World
By Stuart ]. Faber

A Brief History & Geography Lesson

New Zealand, similar in size to Great Britain or Japan, is
populated by 4,000,000 of the most friendly and contented
folks I've ever encountered. Two main landmasses, the North
Island and the South Island, are situated between the Pacific
Ocean to the east and the Tasman Sea to the west. The North
and South Islands are separated by the Cook Straits, a body
of water which, at its narrowest point, is about 15 feet wide.
Approximately 900 miles to the west is Australia. Fiji is about
600 miles to the north. There are a number of small islands
scattered about-approximately five are inhabited. The country,
about 990 miles long from north to south, rests between the

29th and 53rd latitudes.

Queenstown virtually intersects the 45th parallel-it’s about
the same distance from the South Pole as Portland, OR is from
the North Pole. Since the country is south of the Equator,
the seasons, of course, are reversed. During my visit this
past June, Queenstown on the South Island was experiencing
the dawning of winter. The temperature hovered around 30
degrees F.

The South Island is divided lengthwise by the Southern
Alps. Glacial movements and volcanic activity have deftly
sculpted this topographical masterpiece. The highest peak is
just under 10,000 feet. Queenstown resides in one of the
most picturesque valleys I have ever seen. A pair of mountain
ranges embrace Lake
Woakatipu and descend to
the shores. Cuddling the
o | waterfront is the charming
city of Queenstown.

Historians tell us that
New Zealand was first
settled in the 13th century
by Polynesians. A group
of Maoris followed. The ce-
lestial navigational skills of these two groups was uncanny. Their

Lake Wakitipu.

Stuart ]. Faber

boats were built in sections. As the boat progressed, each section
coincided with a constellation of stars. They appeared to navigate
to this tiny spot in the ocean as simply as we employ a GPS.
Around 1642, the Dutch, led by explorer Abel Tasman arrived.
Of course, they warred with the locals, named a sea after Mr.
Tasman, and then departed for a time. It was not until 100 years
later that British explorer James Cook mapped most of the coast-
line. Cook opened the door to an armada of numerous European
and North American whaling, sealing and trading ships.

The territory became a British Colony in 1841. In 1907, at the
request of the New Zealand Parliament, King Edward VII pro-
claimed New Zealand a dominion within the British Empire. In
1947 the country adopted the Statute of Westminster, which gave
New Zealand virtual legislative autonomy. Today, the country is
a constitutional monarchy with a parliamentary democracy. The
English Queen is the head of state and the country is governed by

a Prime Minister. European descendants constitute about 70 per-
cent of the population. About 15 percent are native Maori. The
balance is composed of Asians and Pacific Islanders. The primary
industry is tourism, agriculture ranks second.

A Memorable Flight

Actually, my 30-year bond with this country was reawakened
the moment I boarded the shiny new Air New Zealand B-777-
300. I am impressed that New Zealand is such a kind nation.
During this recent trip, I never encountered a mean or hostile
person. I include as part of my experience, my arrival at the Air
New Zealand ticket counter at LAX where I was about to embark
on a journey with a group of travel journalists and other travel
professionals. Unlike the grumpy, officious domestic ticket agents
with whom we have all become accustomed, every member of the
Air New Zealand staff from check-in throughout the flight and
at baggage retrieval was friendly and helpful. This New Zealand
temperament pervaded throughout my trip.

The outbound flight was scheduled for a 9:45 departure. At

. - the stroke of 9:45, the plane
gently pushed back. The same
punctuality was experienced
with the return flight. In both
directions, my baggage beat
me to the carousel.

The Premiere Business Class
of this Boeing 777-300 was
as luxurious as many 5-star hotel

Air New Zealand Business Class.
Courtesy Air New Zealand

rooms. The seats are configured in
a herringbone design which comfortably isolates each passenger.
The only structure between seats is a cocoon-like partition. At
my request, the attendant transformed my seat into a full-length
bed. I slept like a baby for 10 hours on each of thel2-hour
nonstop trans-Pacific flights. Air New Zealand is one of the best
airlines I have ever flown.

Queenstown-A Mecca of Outdoor Adventure

Nestled at the foot of the Remarkables Mountain Range on the
shores of the magnificent Lake Wakatipu, Queenstown is a bus-
tling Alpine village with a confluence of a laid-back ambiance and
an energetic cadence. Everyone seems to be heading somewhere
for a good time. Originally an 1860s gold mining camp, Queen-
stown today is the jumping-off point for world class skiing,
helicopter flights, boating, mountain biking, hiking and a host
of other outdoor adventurous activities. A city of four seasons,
climates range from hot, dry summers (December to February) to
magical snow-covered winters (June to August.

After a brief stopover in Auckland, we changed planes. An hour
after takeoff, we commenced a descent. The pilot threaded the
aircraft through the valley below the tops of the parallel snow-
capped mountain ranges and over the deep blue lake for a spec-
tacular visual approach to the airport. Passengers tugged at their
seatbelts for a glimpse of this scenic overture to this gorgeous

10
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Queenstown, New Zealand

region. One had to look above the plane to see the mountain-
tops whiz past the windows.

We retrieved our luggage and hit the ground running,.
Actually, we didnt spend much time on the ground. After
checking in to the classy Sofitel Hotel, we boarded a Skyline
Gondola for a graceful ascension up the mountainside. At the
peak, we assembled for a late lunch at the Skyline Restaurant
while we took in the views of the 220-degree panorama of the
city, Coronet Peak, The Remarkables Mountains, the city and
Lake Wakatipu.

'The balance of the afternoon was devoted to recovering from
the trans-Pacific flight, roaming around town, shopping in
Queenstown’s cosmopolitan shops and preparing for a sump-
tuous dinner. The family-owned shops feature local products
ranging from high fashion garments to a variety of sporting
gear. You can purchase anything from a pair of clunky hiking
boots to fine jewelry. I preferred to ramble along the streets,
gaze at the harbor, people-watch and accustom myself to
looking in the proper direction for vehicles driving on what
Americans consider the “wrong side of the street.”

Located in the Sofitel Hotel, Jervois Steak House,
(queenstown.jervoissteakhouse.co.nz) was the launching
pad for what was to be a series of some of the best cuisine I
have ever experienced! Chef Simon Gault traveled the United
States to learn the art of steak preparation. Obviously, he was
an A+ student. New Zealand is a leader in lamb and beef
production, and Simon combed the country for the best. His
signature prime rib is remarkable. The grain-fed Black Angus
rib steak has been dry aged, then patiently roasted and seared.
The result: a luscious, tender steak with unparalleled flavor.
Sides included mac and cheese and what our group voted as
the world’s best mashed potatoes. Our reluctance to share the
spuds almost erupted in a food fight with missiles of potatoes-
spud missiles.

Plans had been arranged for our small group to explore the
region with the use of several types of conveyances. The next
morning, we launched on a 30-minute van ride through
some of the most spectacular countryside I've ever seen. We
drove past mountain vistas along the deep blue waters of Lake
Wakatipu to the tiny village of Glenorchy. We paused for a
few moments to take pictures of a church which was about
half the size of a one-room schoolhouse. We proceeded to the
headquarters of the Dart River Jet Boat operation where we
were outfitted with rain jackets and locally made wool hats
and gloves.

We hopped on the jet boats and proceeded up the Dart
River rapids where it seemed no boat could travel. But our jet
boat, which could execute 360-degree turns over two inches
of water, was undaunted. We enjoyed breathtaking scenery as
the boat accelerated through braided, glacier-fed rivers. Highly
informative guides talked about the area’s history and Maori
legends. We walked amongst ancient beech forests unchanged
for 80 million years and viewed the scenic backgrounds for
many Hobbit and Lord of the Rings movie scenes. Visit www.
dartriver.co.nz/wilderness-jet for more information.

At the end of the ride, I encountered one of the most memorable
people I've ever met. Moments after the jet boat pulled to shore,
we discerned the sound of two helicopters. We looked up and
observed two Eurocopter EC 130B4s overhead. After an impec-
cable landing on the beachfront, out of one of the ships stepped
Louisa Patterson-a vibrant, charismatic woman who I was soon to
learn could fly just about anything. (She later told me that she was
about to head to England to fly a WWII Spitfire). Appropriately,
everyone calls her “Choppy.” Our group was divided between the
two choppers. Moments later, we were flying over this magnificent

i S . country-this time, almost
§ scraping the mountain
slopes.

| We headed back toward
Queenstown. Suddenly,
Choppy hovered over a
| mountaintop which, from

- the air, appeared bereft

Stuart J. Faber of any reasonable landing
pad. Choppy, as relaxed as
if she were reclining on a sofa, seamlessly, almost imperceptibly,
positioned the bird on the sloping mountaintop. We hopped out
and walked a few yards to a bright green putting range. The golf
enthusiasts knocked around a few balls while the rest of us hiked
and marveled at the scenery below. We were actually looking down
about 2000 feet along the flight path that our A320 had flown be-
low the peaks the day before. Choppy’s helicopter service is called
“Over the Top and can be reached at www.flynz.co.nz.

Helzad.

Reluctantly, we left the mountaintop. But we were about to expe-
rience another unique interlude. Choppy headed down the canyon
toward Walter Peak High Country Farm-a compound consisting of
a sheep ranch, meeting spaces, team building and a dining venue
that serves farm-fresh cuisine. We sauntered toward a buffet which
featured tempting selections of fresh fish, chicken, beef and lamb.
We feasted on vegetarian dishes, grilled fish, juicy steaks, lamb
chops, pork ribs and chicken legs. After lunch we observed a lamb
being sheared of his winter coat. Then, we gleefully watched as
sheep dogs rounding up a herd. We explored the farmyard and
frolicked with llamas, Scottish
bulls and the deer. Visit www.
realjourneys.co.nz.

For a change of scenery, we
transferred from a city dwell-
ing to a country estate. Set
on 500 acres, just a few miles
from Queenstown, Millbrook
Resort (www.millbrook.co.nz)
is a gentrified five star gem.
Artfully scattered over the acre-
age are 175 luxurious guestrooms, a 27-hole championship golf
course, a day spa, health and fitness center and conference facilities
for groups of almost any size. The spacious, tastefully appointed
rooms were illuminated by the morning sunrise through large win-
dows that opened to balconies where I could gaze at the stunning
views that surrounded the resort.

The Millhouse at Millbrook Resort.
Stuart J. Faber.
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Orlando- An Extraordinary Culinary Experience

TERRIFIC HOTEL DINING

Not too many years ago, a hotel dining room was the last
place you would select for a special evening. Grumpy waiters
in stiff, shiny tuxedos, somber dining rooms and food the likes
of military mess hall cuisine
were generally what guests
could expect.

Today, a rising number of
hotel chefs are trailblazers in
8| the creation of superb and
exciting cuisine. In recent

|= {: 3 years, some of the best cui-

Courte Orlando Hilt

sine I've ever had has been at
hotel dining establishments.
The enthusiastic, down-to-earth service personnel are generally
dressed in casual attire. The white tablecloths have all but disap-
peared. The prices are on a par with free standing restaurants.
Here are two examples:

Hilton Orlando, 6001 Destination Parkway, Orlando
32819, 407/313-8400.

A mere 15 minutes from the airport, connected to the
Orange County Convention Center, in the heart of Interna-
tional Drive shopping and dining and within 15 minutes of
Sea World, Universal Orlando and Disney World, this hotel is
strategically located.

If “charismatic” is an appropriate adjective to describe
a hotel, the word was made for the Hilton Orlando. A
perceptible energy and personality emanates from the staff. It
was palpable the minute I first walked into the stunning lobby.
Every staff member I encountered comported himself or herself
as if an old friend-and they were sincere.

The immaculate, tastefully furnished guest rooms and suites
are abundant in size and as comfortable as a home. Every
amenity is at your fingertips from super speed Wi-Fi to coffee
makers, executive style desks and giant LCD-HD TVs Hang
out at one of the many pools, take a boat down the Lazy River,
hit the jogging trail or work out in one the best equipped gyms
P've seen in any hotel. For sumptuous body pampering, visit
the spa, salon, sauna and steam room.

The Hilton food and beverage personnel have the passion,
dedication, financial resources and talent to seck out the world’s
best ingredients, many of which are local farm-to-table, and
fashion them into flavors and textures the likes of which I've
rarely experienced. Executive Chef Louis Martorano, a bubbly,
jovial Italian guy and former pro baseball player from Brook-

Adjourn

3699 Wilshire Boulevard

Suite 700

Los Angeles, California 90010-2726
Address Correction Requested

lyn, makes almost daily pilgrimages to a talented group of local
farmers and ranchers. Beef, poultry, seafood, lamb and veal are
raised just a few miles from his kitchens.

To start things off, we were served a southwestern lunch in a
rustic storage room. The huge dining room table was an old
barn door. The place was decorated with a delightful variety of
colors and old farm stuff. Tacos and other south-of-the-border
delicacies were served. Some of the best corn on the cob I've
ever eaten was sizzling on a griddle. Lightly charred, the corn
was brushed with mayo and parmesan.

Tummies still filled with lunch, we soon struggled off to din-
ner. An intimate room populated by a bunch of jolly cooks.
Shrimp, huge scallops and Italian rice balls were being cooked.
Scallops require a deft touch and the chef invited me to the
stove and graciously gave me a few tips.

Next came the main course-or courses! We started with a
snow white piece of turbot gently poached in a fresh pea nage.
The next course consisted of several slices of sushi grade tuna
with baby arugula and a tomato confit. Incidentally, the veg-
gies had been harvested just hours before. Next came hunks of
lobster, baby carrots, fava beans and fresh morels. The seafood
emitted the fresh, pure fragrance of the sea.  Chef was relent-
less: a loin lamb chop from a nearby ranch. For dessert, the
pastry chef tempered some chocolate before our very eyes and
made a variety of chocolate truffles.

Hyatt Regency Orlando, 9801 International Drive, Orlando
32819, 407/284-1234.

Located approximately one block from the Hilton, the Hyatt
Regency also joins the ranks as one of my favorite hotel dining
venues.  The Hyatt offers more hustle-bustle than the Hilton-
but it’s a pleasant and joyful hustle-bustle. If you enjoy people
watching, a hotel that
is a city into itself and
with plenty of action,
the Hyatt is for you.
When you grow weary
of the activity, you can

J B
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retreat to your luxuri-

ous room or suite and

feel completely insu-
lated from the crowd.
As we entered the
kitchen, Executive
Chef Lawrence Eells,
a trifle more reserved
than Louis, but
equally as passionate
and talented, was pre-

EE BB (5

paring some culinary
surprises. We dived
into a table of wrap
sandwiches, greens Courtesy Hyatt Regency

and perhaps America’s

best potato salad and the most astounding corn chowder I've
ever eaten. Chef Larry makes virtually everything from scratch-

even the pickles. - Stuart J. Faber-
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