
St Louis – Aug 22nd
Day 14: St. Louis, Missouri

This Midwestern city has one of the highest homicide rates of American cities, with the risk of 

becoming a victim of a violent crime at approximately 1 in 53 and a property crime 1 in 10. The high 

crime rate is most blamed on the shrinking economy with many of the 318,069 long-time residents 

leaving the city for greener pastures. I wondered if the tour guide would mention it – he did not.

I was up at the crack of dawn, literally, and got on deck to capture the sun coming up and casting its 

orange rays on the Gateway Arch. The arch took a long time to reach fruition. In the 1930s an action 

committee wanted Congress to fund a memorial to the role St Louis had played in opening up the 

West. FDR was on board but World War Two got in the way. In the mid-50s a competition was 

launched and a Finnish-America named Eero Saarinen won. Teamed with German-American 

structural engineer Hannskati Bandel the arch is based on a catenary curve, which is the shape a 

chain takes when the ends are suspended from its end points.

Construction started in February, 1963, the triangles being stacked on both legs concurrently. It was 

finished in October 1965. The top is 192 metres above ground and the base is 630 feet wide. Small 

trams elevate visitors, the cars remaining vertical much like a Ferris Wheel.

I reported to the Grand Saloon at 08:00 to check in for my purchased City Tour and Transfer to the 

Airport. On the way I said goodbye to many of the 153 AQ employees – that is a 1:3 staff-guest ratio. 

We left the boat at 08:30, identified our bags, lined up like lost dogs at the top of the levee, and 

settled back. It was a bright day with threat of significant heat – I had a forecast of 90 F.

Twelve years before the American Declaration of Independence, there was a French trading post in 

place at St Louis. A Frenchman named Lacledes decided he needed to get closer to his fur trading 

source and moved up from N’ Orlans to the confluence of the Missouri and the Mississippi, with the 

Illinois river close by. The site was admirable because the river banks sloped up gently, making it 

easy to beach a boat regardless of water level.

French King Louis IX was on the throne so Lacledes named the subsequent settlement after King 

Louis’ eponymous Patron Saint St Louis.

The fur trade was driven by the insatiable appetite of European men for beaver top hats.

The Roman Catholic Church staked out a spot on the high ground and is the single oldest building 



owner in present day St Louis.

In early railroad days trains had to be broken up and barged across the river to get from the eastern 

bank tracks to those on the western side. In 1873 a rail bridge was finally constructed after several 

years of false starts, possibly caused by skulduggery by Chicago interests wishing to capture railroad 

business.

Of course Charles Lindberg is the famous son who made the first solo flight from North America to 

Europe in 1920. That was only one year after the crossing made by Alcock and Brown in their Vimy 

Bomber.

Just pause and think about that for a moment. Richard Pearse of New Zealand and the Wright 

Brothers of America both flew in 1904. Beg you did not know about the Kiwi. The Wright 

contraption was a flimsy kite – fifteen years later two men flew across the Atlantic.

To raise money Lindberg made the rounds in the financial district. His investors formed the 

Doomsday Club and funded his “Spirit of St Louis”.

We went past the courthouse where slave Dred Scott had pleaded to be declared a free man. The 

decision to keep him in bondage was a key step in the downward spiral to the Civil War.

We passed Busch Stadium that is the home of the Cardinals. A glowering Sherman made a brief 

appearance, but people on our tour reacted negatively – the wounds inflicted on his “March to the 

Sea” clearly have not healed.

I bet you did not know that the St Louis City Hall was modelled on L’Hotel de Ville in Paris.

Our first leg stretcher was the half hour visit to the 1924 Roman Catholic Basilica. The interior Is 

covered with magnificent mosaics.

We then drove to the upscale suburb of Forest Park. The World’s Fair of 1904 celebrating the city’s 

100th birthday was quite unique – it made a profit. The song “Meet Me in St Louis” is a direct 

reference. This was the first electrified World’s Fair. The hotdog, ice cream cone and rice crispies 

made their debut.

The World Fair site is now an urban park of 1,200 acres, surpassing the 900 acres of New York’s 

Central Park. It is large enough to house the Arts Center, History Museum, Science Center, an 

outside amphitheater and three 18 hole golf courses. It is also home to the Davis Tennis Center – 



local entrepreneur Dwight Davis, who made his money in pharmaceuticals, was mad about tennis 

and created the Davis Cup.

We went by a huge medical complex employing 16,000 staff.

To me St Louis always meant McDonald Douglas, creator of the CF-18 Hornet. I was at Army HQ in 

Montreal 1974-78 and watched the Cdn Air Force Project Manager stick handle that acquisition. He 

had an MBA and I was studying for the same at McGill. Mack Dee was subsequently acquired by 

Boeing. Aerospace plays a major part in the manufacturing sector and St Louis is a significant player

in financial services.

We drove around a swank area called Lafayette Square. This area was created by wealthy citizens 

when the downtown area got a bit grubby. LaFayette actually visited in 1824.

Finally we drove to an area called the Soulard Quarter. In payment for surveying services in 

Louisiana, Napoleon had granted Soulard the land. Initially inhabited by French, the area became 

German. With the Germans came beer.

So, we finally arrived at the Holy Grail – the Anheuser-Busch brewery. We had to wait almost half 

an hour, but we were finally allowed to visit the famous Clydesdales. These huge horses first starting 

pulling the wagons in 1933 and the Dalmatian fire dogs joined in the 1950s.

Budweiser was created specially because Busch wanted to make a national brand. Heretofore, there 

were just local breweries, 150 in the St Louis area alone. Busch was one of a family of 22 kids – good 

grief!

We were allowed two brews and I tried their darkest – good, but it does not top Guinness.

The coach took us to the airport and I was through security and had typed this report by 15:30 

leaving me only two hours to wait for my boarding call.

The flight was scheduled to arrive at Toronto International at 20:42, having eaten a one hour time 

zone change.

All in all I found this a very relaxing trip and I sure learned a lot of American history.

But above all what struck me was the rate of change. For millennia the North American continent 

had pretty much existed unchanged after the last Ice Age 10,000 years ago. Only 700 years ago the 

Europeans launched their great voyages of discovery. Even when they reached America, the change 



was relatively gradual. But, once the results of the Lewis and Clark expedition of 1803-06 became 

known, the expansion into the West unravelled at an incredible rate. Only 1% of the original prairie 

sod remains and vast herds of buffalo were eradicated.

You have to wonder where it all ends.

The flight was mercifully short. As my flight came into Toronto we experienced a magnificent 

sunset, which I captured on my trusty TS4. Sunrise to sunset makes for a long day.
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