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THE PHILADELPHIA MINERALOGICAL SOCIETY
EXCURSION TO FALLS OF FRENCH CREEK

HARRY W. TRUDELL
Philadelphia, Pa.

AN EXTENDED period of dry weather ended right before we
were to take the long talked of trip to Falls of French Creek
where the old iron mine, dating from pre-revolutionary times,
was to be opened again. The news had reached us thru several
channels that high hopes were entertained of the mine once more
becoming a producer of iron and that a considerable sum had
been subscribed to install the latest improved devices for han-
dling the ore; this, it was believed, would enable the product to
be obtained cheaply enough to compete with the Minnesota and
Michigan ores, which are of course handicapped by the high
freight rate.

Friday evening’s sky showed sufficient clouds to cause us more
or less alarm as to the possibilities of a wet first-night’s camp at
Pottstown. Endeavoring to forget the weather conditions I
started out to meet Sam Gordon at Chestnut Hill but was fortu-
nate in having him board the same car, all resplendent in a natty
military garb, with a knapsack stuffed almost to the bursting
point with lunch, blanket and other odds and ends necessary to
his comfort upon such an occasion. Naturally my companion
attracted considerable attention from the fellow passengers, who
perhaps tried to place him in the list of military men they had
heard of. At the Chestnut Hill terminus we found that a recent
change in schedule would necessitate our waiting until 8 o’clock
for the Pottstown car whereas we had counted on leaving at
7.30; we later found that we could get as far as Norristown on
a 7.30 car which we decided to do as McKinstry was to meet
us there, he having to come in from Haverford; and upon arriving
at Norristown we found him, all expectant. Greetings over, we
took a seat on the coping surrounding Court House Square and
discussed recent occurrences. The Pottstown car soon arrived
and away we were whirled into the dark coolness of the country,
the tedium of the journey relieved by our being forced to hand
out numerous nickels to a busy conductor. Pottstown was
reached about 10 o’clock and our journey commenced amid the
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curious stares of the inhabitants,—the military man being an
unending source of interest to all peoples. We crossed the Schuyl-
kill River along with the country people who were returning home
after an evening’s pleasure along the ubiquitous urban necessity,
“the great white way.” Reaching the far side we were imme-
diately attracted by the heavily wooded shore and upon descend-
ing found the place an ideal camp site, the ground free of weeds
and débris and the birch trees tall and dense. Sam and Hugh
immediately spread their blankets and prepared to rest while I
made a cheerful little fire as a proper setting for the camp and
it naturally added considerably to the charm of the place. I
soon lay down and as the firelight became less and less on the
trees above, fell asleep to be occasionally awakened by a brilliant
glow in the sky from some nearby blast furnace. From some-
where out in the dark waters came the deep bass voices of some
immense frogs; judging from their voices their size must have
been about that of an oil cask.

A little after 3 o’clock I had to admit that it was raining, so
1 sat up and found that my mates were about to desert
me, thinking my poncho made me independent of the weather.
I decided to join them to seek refuge under the bridge, but
that construction offered not the slightest shelter. So Hugh
led the way across the road to a wooden structure on the river’s
bank and forced open the door on the ground level; as the interior
was absolutely dark, I started in with my trusty flash lamp, but
stopped instantly, for at my feet yawned an open well with no
guard about it. Avoiding the chasm we found a dry empty room
which struck Hugh and me as ideal but the cracked mud on the
floor from some past flood, with imprints of rats’ feet, did not
appeal at all to Sam. However we soon got him settled and slept
very well even if he did not. About 5 o’clock he just could not
keep still any longer and awakened us by endeavoring to sing a
lay regarding a dream of having dwelt in marble halls. He
wanted us to leave at once with him but as we were snug and
comfortable we refused to get up and threatened him with the
well and other terrors if he did not get out or keep quiet. He
chose the former and we both were soon asleep to be awakened
at 6 o’clock by the re-entrance of our tormentor with a reinforce-
ment in the towering person of Robert Rosenbaum; he had a
poncho draped across his fagade, balanced by a bulging knap-
sack, and carrying under his arm a small cedar chest, which we
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later ascertained contained food supplies and not woolens. He
had come up on the owl train. Of course we now had to get up
and the rain having ceased we went down to our first camp site
where we breakfasted and had a good time generally. An old
duck came along with a brood of some twenty-five ducklings of
assorted sizes; as we fed them we were much amused by the
larger ones stepping unconcernedly on the necks and heads of
the less robust. On the opposite bank a spry old fellow was
industriously repairing the bottom of a row boat leaning well
over the side; according to our theories we would soon be treated
to a spectacle as well as a demonstration of equilibrium; but for
some occult reason the show never came off despite the utter
disregard of Newton’s laws by the ancient mariner.

Clearing up the camp we crossed the river to the Pennsyl-
vania Railroad station and about 7.10 the 5.38 from ‘‘down home”
pulled in bringing two recruits: Dr. Jones and C. J. Jarden,
making our company a force of six strong (all generals). Dr.
Jones reported frigid conditions in Philadelphia and must have
expected snow up here but after a short time on the road his
illusions were dispelled and he retired into a bosky dell and
removed a woolen garment the need of which would not be
apparent for possibly six months. After forcing this useful gar-
ment into his tin botany box along with bananas, string, field
glasses, botanical specimens, lunch, etc., the march was resumed
with vigor. Mr. Jarden added much interest to our oddly attired
troop, as his particular taste led to leather puttees, blue suit, red
bandana neck cloth and a pudding like, well filled bag, which
rested like a small “bustle’” on his back. Strapped to his hip
was a sharp little hatchet, in its own holster, which when the
need became great was pressed into service as a geological
hammer. Of course before leaving we had to show the raw
recruits where we had passed the night and impress upon them
the terrors of the deep uncovered well. This attended to, we
started toward our goal eight miles away. New birds and strange
flowers very much reduced our speed to say nothing of stops for
water, and to study the topographical map. So on up hill and
down, through the beautiful country, so extremely green after
the shower, we journeyed on, a source of much interest to the
natives. Everybody was happy and enthusiastic, the Doctor
taking delight in calling the commonest, meanest looking weeds
by their scientific names which of course none of the others
could remember very long.
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At 10.30, to our left, we were surprised to see the old brick
stack of the mines, up on a hill. It was difficult to realize that
we had covered the eight miles and that three hours had passed.
Light hearts truly shorten the long road. A great change had
occurred in the place since our visit a year previous,—new build-
ings had been erected, machinery installed, tracks laid, the old
dumps turned upside down (much to our satisfaction), but to
our regret no actual work of mining had commenced and was not
expected to before June 15.

After a brief survey of the dumps, Sam, Hugh, Bob and Jarden
descended the shaft, armed with a thick, lighted candle. After
an absence of about twenty minutes, there being no sign of their
reappearance, I decided to rescue them and bidding goodbye to
Dr. J. started the descent. Darker and darker grew the way,
wetter and slimier the ladders until I had to use my flash to find
each succeeding ladder. After descending about 200 feet I heard
the voices of the fellows and the ring of their hammers; at 240
feet I had reached the base of the vertical shaft and here com-
menced 2 slope of some 47° for about 170 feet over a surface of
the roughest, muddiest kind of rock fragments. I could soon see
the gleam of their candle and I had quite a little fun at their
expense, before 1 declared myself to them. The effect was
decidedly weird down in the slimy cavern, the extent of which
could barely be seen by the aid of our meager illumination. I
joined the group at the far end, after wading thru pools of water
and crawling over the heaps of rough débris. There was some
azurite and chrysocolla gotten from the walls, which were so
coated with mud that it was difficult to see anything of interest.
After working on the contact for a short while, we started back
to the other end and the shaft entrance. Save for the additional
fatigue, the ascent was much pleasanter than the descent, as the
light from above was more effective. The prospectors were a
sorry sight, but Sam worst of all, his military glory having
suffered a pathetic eclipse beneath a layer of smooth black mud.
He pretended not to mind, however.

The dumps yielded three types of byssolite, the fine silky hair
like variety, the inclusions.in calcite and the compact kind
somewhat resembling paper fiber, all of light greenish gray
color. Of course there were quantities of attractive pyrite
cubes, octahedrons, etec., chalcopyrite, calcite (colored green by
byssolite and milky), platy magnetite, graphite, and small gypsum
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crystals. There were also some stains which were thought to be
erythrite and some black andradite erystals.

About noon we went down to the village to lay in a supply of
bread, butter and canned goods. Our 1 o’clock lunch consisted
of remnants of the home packed provisions, canned beans, and
a pea soup made from a dried concoction presented by Mr.
Jarden, and known as “ Erbswurst.” Appetites were good even
though the tableware was of the most primitive type and all
enjoyed the repast immensely, even Sam, who is proverbially
hard to please, since his taste runs largely to such dainties as
jelly roll, grape juice, chicken, and apple cake, which our outfit
did not afford. After a rest, mineral hunting was indulged in,
until five of us found Mr. Madden, the foreman, with whom we
spent about three hours in conversation. His experience was
varied, he having worked in Cornwall (England), Franklin
Furnace, New Zealand, the copper districts of Michigan and
other well known mineral localities of the world. But the sub-
ject of minerals did not confine us at all as we wandered through
the fields of politics, travel, philosophy, and many other sub-
jects. Most of the time was spent grouped about a shaded well
in a cool glade and from here we were conducted to the office
and store room, where we had the pleasure of examining instru-
ments, drills, carbide lamps and other mining necessities and con-
veniences. After tiring of this subject we sought out our favorite
spots on the dumps and added to our collections of specimens.

Supper time soon came, one of the articles of the menu
being canned oysters, which were far from being the large fresh
fellows to which we had been accustomed. McKinstry, in order
to make the most of his opportunities and at the same time add
something to the culinary art attempted an oyster stew with
sweetened condensed milk! Qur camp was on a small knoll sur-
mounting the high hill on which the mine is located. The view
of the surrounding country was particularly attractive whether
it was morning, noon or night, and even under the bright star-
light it had a wonderful charm. The patches of woodland,
ploughed fields, farmsteads, orchards, and tracts of maturing
wheat all made up a picture which appealed to everyone. Dr.
Jones, not having a blanket nor a desire to subject himself to
the terrors of a breezy hill top, decided to descend to Knauertown,
down in the valley, near the Falls, and find lodging in the hotel.
We all acted as guard of honor to the entrance of the place, and
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as he did not reappear, we concluded he had retired to the com-
fort of a bed. We went to the store for further supplies and a
talk with the proprietor, and, there being no attraction in the
village, we ascended to our camp and built a large fire for com-
fort, as a very noticeable breeze had sprung up. About 9.30 it
occurred to Sam that some of the members of the P. M. S. on
their memorable visit of some years previous, had gone out on
a trestle at night (See Mineral Collector, 18, 177, 1907). Four of
the party decided to make the trip, but Hugh felt that sleep
would be preferable, and accordingly repaired to some planks
prepared earlier in the day for the purpose and, wrapping him-
self up in brilliant red blankets, went to sleep. We reached the
trestle without mishap. The thin crescent threw a little light
into the tree shaded creek, from which arose the bass notes of
several old frogs, and occasionally from the starlit sky came the
lisping notes of a night hawk; these sounds, along with the splash-
ing of the waters of the falls and the subdued sounds from the
village made a charming effect, until a native spoiled it all with
a trombone, which he thought he could play. Like the Scotch
pipers he walked as he blew and came closer and closer to us,
until we found him right on our trestle, but he passed by and
into the distance. We then ascended the hill to our eyrie, where
we encouraged the fire to a strong blaze and as we sat about it
songs were sung to the limit of our knowledge of the words.
Fatigue was not to be denied and four of us lay down close to-
gether on some grass, previously gathered. Jarden came first
with a bed of salt hay and a nifty gray army blanket, very light;
next Sam with a paper stuffed knapsack and light army blanket;
Robert with a cool rubber poncho took the next place. I com-
pleted the line-up with a poncho, light blanket and newspaper,
and for a pillow a grass stuffed knapsack. I slept well until about
1 o’clock when I was disturbed by Robert getting up and going
over to the embers of the fire, hardly able to walk for the chill in
his system; I spoke to him and went off to sleep again waking
only once to find everything wet with a heavy dew. At 5 o’clock
I awakened to find all the party gathered about the fire, half
frozen; they informed me that they had passed a fearful night,
and one by one they had to come to the fire to keep alive. They
were all truly delighted to see the dawn and Arctic exploration
has lost much of its glamor for them.

The day dawned absolutely clear and the surrounding country
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was a glorious picture. Breakfast was prepared and Jarden made
a new record by cooking his dry cereal in watered condensed
milk. However, fried eggs, bread, butter and coffee satisfied the
rest of the party pretty well. At 6.30 we were hard at work on
the dumps, collecting far more than we could ever expect to
carry away. Dr. J. joined us about 7.30 with a wonderful story
of how the hotel, to which we had conducted him, was full of
wanderlust maidens and he could not secure accommodations,
but was more fortunate at a boarding house where for twenty-
five cents he secured the pleasure of sleeping in a large old
fashioned bed, and for twenty-five cents more a breakfast of
coffee, steak, potatoes, three kinds of cheese and flve of pie!
There was more or less envy manifested by the sufferers of the
night when the bed and the pie were mentioned. In addition to
all this the hotel man had taken the Doctor for an auto ride to
the top of some hill.

We felt well repaid for the morning’s work about the mine
and when noon came we were all ready for our dinner. The
poor cook in his excitement tripped over the coffee pot, spilling
its contents, and, not being content with this mischief, appar-
ently, stepped into McKinstry’s plate and its contents of canned
beans; but the camp freely forgave these indiscretions, as every
one was in the best of humor. The next few hours saw much
excitement, for some of the party eagerly sought specimens to
mateh the more esteemed finds of the others and of course worked
energetically, but for the most part without the hoped for results.
Most of the earlier finds were discarded, but when the bags were
packed there were some back-breaking loads. At 3 o’clock all
was ready but the Doctor could not be found and no amount
of calling raised him. At last when patience was about exhausted,
he calmly appeared in the company of Mr. Madden who cordially
invited us to come again when the mine was operating, which was
expected to be in the near future. He bid us all good-bye and at
3.30 we started down the hill in the direction of Pottstown. The
road was hot and dusty, our loads were staggering and our time
somewhat limited but we had a pleasant rest at a fine cool spring
about half way, and while waiting for Dr. Jones to come up
Robert and Sam secured permission to row on a small pond close
by Pottstown was reached without trouble where the party
separated, some returning to Philadelphia by trolley, while the
others took the train. The trolleyers reached home about 10
o’clock, and all agreed in pronouncing the trip a great success





