
 
CHAPTER VI. 
 
Our new conductor (just shipped) had been without sleep for twenty 

hours. 
 
His beat was the same length as the agent's—two hundred and fifty 

miles. 
 
He had absolute charge of the mails, express matter, passengers and 

stage-coach, until he delivered them to the next conductor, and got his 
receipt for them. 

 
Consequently he had to be a man of intelligence, decision and 

considerable executive ability.   
 
Next in real and official rank and importance, after the conductor, came 

my delight, the driver; next in real but not in apparent importance, for we 
have seen that in the eyes of the common herd the driver was to the 
conductor as an admiral is to the captain of the flag-ship.  We took a new 
driver every day or every night, and therefore we never got as well 
acquainted with them as we did with the conductors.  As long as everything 
went smoothly, the overland driver was well enough situated, but if a fellow 
driver got sick suddenly it made trouble, for the coach must go on, and so the 
potentate who was about to climb down and take a luxurious rest after his 
long night's siege in the midst of wind and rain and darkness, had to stay 
where he was and do the sick man's work.   

 
At noon on the fifth day out, we arrived at the "Crossing of the South 

Platte," alias "Julesburg," alias "Overland City," four hundred and seventy 
miles from St. Joseph; the strangest, quaintest, funniest frontier town that our 
untraveled eyes had ever stared at and been astonished with. 

 


