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 The flanged wheel

on the stee

Carries the output of farm,
factory, and mine—at an
average charge no higher now
than before the war

® Remember this picture of the wheel
and the rail . . . the unique combina-
tion which makes it possible for rail-
roads to run trains of cars . .. the only
means of transportation with the ca-
‘pacity to meet America’s major needs
... in peace as well as in war.

Flanged wheels on steel rails, plus
a vast volume of traffic, made it pos-
sible for railroads— despite steep in-
creases in wages-and costs in the past
five years—to haul freight at charges
which generally are no higher now
than before the war. It still costs, on
an average, less than one cent for
hauling a ton of freight a mile.

Railroad charges depend upon both
operating costs and traffic volume—
but whatever changes the ‘future may
bring, the flanged wheel on the steel
rail will still be America’s basic re-
liance for dependable transportation
at the lowest possible charge.

AMERICAN
RAILROADS

| rail
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How fo CHANGE A TIRE AT NIGHT...

More Quickly—More Safely!
LN S

'| Most any motorist can change a tire. But few
can change it at night with top speed, efficiency
~and safety! Night-time tire-changing can be haz-
ardous — but a little care and an “Eveready” flash-
light can reduce the danger. First principle, says
ithe American Automobile Association, is...

3‘ Keep all your tire-changing tools tied or boxed
together, where you can pick them up without
searching or fumbling. Remove your spare before
jacking up car — tugging at it later might push car
off jack. If alone, set flashlight on a stone in con-
venient position.

stander blocks off the view of your tail-light! ‘

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.
30 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.

Unit of Unioh Carbide and Carbon Corporation

EVEREADY

2 Park off the highway, if at all possible. Next
best place is on a straight stretch of road where
you can be seen for at least 500 feet. If you must
park on a curve, a light should be set on the road
some distance back. Be sure neither you nor a by-

4 In your car or at home—wherever you need a'
flashlight—rely only on “Eveready” batteries.
For “Eveready” batteries have no equals... that’s
'why you’ll find them in more flashlights than any
other battery in the world! Now that they’re avail-
able again, there’s no need to accept a substitute!

3

The registered trade-
mark “Eveready”
distinguishes products
of National Carbon
Company, Inc, -

TRADE-MARK



i fiass Than Carlosd Lots

HORTLY after our May issue
had gone to press with Larry
McCarty’s article, “Horses

Mo., submitted the following:

Four frisky colts in search of greener
pastures broke down a farm fence the other
day and romped along the M-K-T track
at a point about 14 miles southeast of Par-
sons, Kan., thus delaying a freight train.
But on a bridge their legs got caught be-
tween the ties. Engr. R. S. Wilkerson

ground to a stop and the crew piled out.

Condr. Harry Ellis soon discovered that—
as in the case McCarty related—they
could not free the excited animals without
a wrecking crane, so lie phoned the Par-
sons terminal. After the train had been
delayed two hours, the horses were final-
ly released by the big hook with the aid of
a sling made from chains. Neighing their
- thanks, they galloped off, unhurt, and the
freight got rolling again.
*L e *

ABANDONED baby girl,

found by a Travelers’
Aid worker the other night
in the ladies’ room of L&N station at Bir-
mingham, Ala., has been christened Ellen,
based on the road’s initials. With her had
been left some clothing and two milk bot-
tles, one empty, one full—nothing else. If
efforts to locate the parents fail, Ellen. will
be turned over for adoption. Many people
have applied for her.

ks

WANT to be a railroad president?
Your best chance is to start as a
clerk. A study of the careers of 75 big
chiefs, reveals that 23 of them entered the
" field in a clerical capacity.

Of the others, four started as office boys,
- five as messengers, two as agent-telegra-
. phers, eight as ops, two as laborers, nine
as roadmen, two as chainmen, two as tran-
sitmen, four as junior lawyers, and one

‘Saved. by Big Hook,” P. W.-
King, 2501 E. 7th, Joplin,

‘liked railroaders,”

each as clerk-bookkeeper, clerk-telegra-
pher, station agent, callboy, waterboy,
secretary, track apprentice, claim adjuster,
assistant treasurer, instrumentman, as-
sistant supervisor, assistant signal en-
gineer, assistant . resident engineer and
timekeeper. <

On the average, railroad presidents
reach the top after 30 years of service,
it s 2ok
OW one of Hitler's luxuri-
ous railroad~cars was con-
verted into a cow’s boudoir is
revealed by The Railroad Teleg-
rapher in a letter from Capt. C. E. Davis,
furloughed Cotton Belt dispatcher and
member of the ORT: Davis is now serving
as executive officer of the Frankfurt
Reichbahn Division of a German railroad,
with a U. S. engineer division. He says
the cow was General Eisenhower’s prop-
erty. While “Ike” was in Germany he
never failed to take along this source of
fresh milk on his special train, made up
from Hitler’s private cars.
e

UICIDE of a raildog recently at Bev-

erly, Iowa, on the C&N'W, is reported

in a Cedar Rapids Gazette item sent to us
by Adolph Heinemann, Niddle, Towa.

“The mascot was an old dog of doubt-
ful origin but a clever, lovable fellow who
states the Gazette.
“Whenever a passenger train passed the |
switchman’s shanty at Beverly, the dog
was out foraging for the food he knew
would be thrown off. But finally the in-
firmities of age became too much of a
struggle and he decided to end it all. Asa
switch engine pulling 15 cars approached,
he walked the 15 feet from the shanty to
the tracks, laid his neck on the rail, and the
train passed over him.”

According to A. S. “Tip” Larsen, 1339
Second Ave., Cedar Rapids, Iowa, who
witnessed the scene, the animal had been
hanging around the railroad for six or




GHOSTS NOTHING ! THAT:s
A MAN AND A CHILD. IM
GOING TO TELL DAD Quick !

\\k‘g?\\ RIS
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¥ GREAT SCOTT, MIDGE . THAT MAY] IM PEMBROKE THE CHIEF AND MR.OTIS ARE
BE THE MISSING OTIS CHILD ! FROM HEADQUARTERS,| [ON THEIR WAY...WHEW! IM
LETS GO, wiLLis! 4 SHERIFF. IVE JUST TIRED. BEEN ON
o i THE TRAIL 2 DAYS WHY NOT

AND HIS KIDNAPPER ; FRESHEN UP
IN THIS OLD HOUSE. LETS = WHILE WERE WAITING
& GET TO YOUR OFFICE QUIC!

: SOME BLADE, YES, THOSE
@m‘ SHERIFF. IVE THIN GILLETTES BREAKING THIS CASE
——oJ NEVER ENJOYED /ARE PLENTY KEEN ! b CINCHES YOUR ; BETTER~
\ A QUICKER, G LOOKING

% smooTHER 1k : | & THAN
: ; ' - | THOUGHT

THIN GILLETTES ALWAYS GIVE YOU SMOOTH,

RIGHT ON THE BEAM AND FEEL SWELL
THEYRE THE SHARPEST, EASIEST-SHAVING
LOW-PRICED BLADES YOU EVER TRIED.
: WHATS MORE, THEYRE PRECISION-MADE
FOR YOUR GILLETTE RAZOR AND PROTECT
) YOU FROM THE DISCOMFORT CAUSED BY MISFIT

{ BLADES. ASK FOR <

| DETECT
ROMANCE, THIN GILLETTES

THANKS TO
THIN
GILLETTE

AND THE SHERIFFS A PLEASURE!

MO SNE DR OU Sy T i | REFRESHING SHAVES THAT MAKE YOU LOOK
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eight months and “knew about trains.”
Says Larsen: “His fate was ‘intentional.
He knew what he was doing.”

This recalls the “dogicide” recorded in
Hubbard’s book, Railroad Avenue, involv-
ing Happy, the pet of DL&W President
William H. Truesdale: \

“This animal was left behind at the
Truesdale residence ir Greenwich, Conn.,

when the big chief sailed for Europe in *

the summer of 1905. Happy had spent so
much of his life in rail travel that Mr.
Truesdale, who partly understood canine
loyalty, foresaw that the dog would prob-
ably hang around the Greenwich station,
and he asked N&NH&H employes there
to do what they could for the little crea-
ture. Sure enough, Happy did show up
at the depot. Station Agent Buckwalter,
Baggagemaster Haller and Operator
Sheridan tried to cheer him up, but the
dog would not respond. He climbed into
the signal tower and seemed to find a
melancholy pleasure in looking out the
window at trains thundering by. His big
~ eyes would follow them with sad longing ;
he refused to eat, and he was pining away.

“Finally, on August 2, 1905, the de-
serted pet could stand it no longer. A
Shore Line limited came roaring down
the main. Happy looked up to the tower
as if to say goodby, and then, according
to two eye-witnesses, he deliberately
" walked in front of the train. His death
was not accidental.”

Railroad Magazine

URIED track, over which

the first trains is believed

to have , reached Jamestown,

N. Y., in 1860, has just been

found beneath concrete flooring of the old

Everett Hotel in that city, reports Walter

Thayer, Box 1588, Chelan, Wash. The

track, discovered by laborers digging a

sewer, was allegedly part of an Erie siding.

% oty

EVOLUTIONARY IDEAS will

have to be adopted by the railroads in

the present highly competitive era, accord-

ing to J. R. Coulter, Chief Traffic Officer,

Frisco Lines, 722 Frisco Bldg., St. Louis
1, Mo. :

“One of them,” he says, “could well be
credit cards for passenger travel. These
cards could be issued to industries and dis-
tributed among the firms’ traveling repre-
sentatives. Instead of paying cash for rail-
road transportation, the traveling man
could present his credit card at the ticket -
window and the railroad could charge the
firm for his transportation. We  haul
freight on credit; why not passengers?
We should make it as easy as possible for
people to do business with us.”

A o

IBLES were once standard

~ equipment on some passen-
ger trains.' A while ago we
printed an item about oldtime Erie train-
men complaining that Bibles were being
stolen from coaches. We now see a Chi-
cago Daily News letter written by A. F.
Runkle, Elkhart, Ind., telling how the
LS&MS came to adopt the custom. Here
are the facts:

In 1871 Charles Paines, General Man-
ager of the Lake Shore and his family lost
all their possessions except the clothes on
their backs in Chicago’s big fire. Em-
ployes of the road raised $5000 for him,
but Mr. Paine refused the generous gift
and it was turned over to the Cleveland,
O., Bible Society. The Society spent most
of this money the following year in equip-
ping each Lake Shore coach with a neat
rack and a Bible. The practice was fol-
lowed religiously until- 1892, when it grad-
ually died out.

NEW YOR!

(ENTRAL
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By HENRY B.

Tunnels

COMSTOCK

Ed_itor, Railroad Magazine

HE thin tongue of flame which
licked up through Cold River
saddle that October day in
1865 was hardly brighter than the
frost-nipped foliage. But the black
smoke hanging like a tattered shroud
above it carried its unmistakable
message of tragedy to the west sum-
10

wmit signal house. Within a matter
of minutes all North Adams knew
that death had struck again, deep
in the slate-quartz heart of Hoosac
Mountain.

“Those who do the devil’s work
must take the devil’s wages,”-thun-
dered the local clergy, while a poet,



his tear drops tinctured with an ink-
stained thumb, penned thirteen
verses of rhyme-corrupted legend
whiclr began :

“Only a tunneler” killed last night,
Blown up about twelve o’clock.
There’s no one to blame. The fel-

low was tight,
And couldw’t endure the shock.

Meanwhile, surface workers strug-
gled desperately to quench the fiery
geyser circling the central ventilat-
ing shaft of what was to be the na-

Photo from collection of Ray Hicks, 25 Hawthorne Avé., Gleen Ridge, N. J,

F THE more than fifteen hundred

railway tunnels in the United States_
were laid portal to portal they would
form a continuous subway from New
York to Richmond, Va.—320 miles!
Most honeycombed single ridge is Ber-
gen Hill, N. J., which is pierced by no
less than eight tunnels in a distance of
six miles. Above: Preliminary mucking
operation on the Lackawanna’s new

Bergen Tunnel

tion’s longest hardrock A bore—the
mighty Hoosac Tunnel.

A miner shook his singed fists at a
blazing wooden drum.
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“(rasoline,” he coughed. “Damn
them new commissioners! They

should have left the stuff alone and
stuck to oil lamps.”

A heavy hand fell on his shoulder.
Turning, he looked into a strained
face, gray as rock dust; nodded and
touched his cap.

“Tom,” the newcomer said, “how
many men are down there in the
shaft?”

“Thirteen, sir; all the crew. With
the pumping engine cut off they’ll
drown like rats in a tub—that is, if
they aren’'t crushed ﬁlbt by fall-
i

The sudden buckling of the ele-.

vator gantry finished the sentence
for him. Angling crazily to one side
it parted in a bright cascade of
sparks and plummeted piecemeal
into the yawning pit below. For one
brief moment volecanic rumblings
rose from the crater; then there was
silence, broken only by the crackle of
the flaming fuel drums.

Railroad Magazine

Once more the miner fumbled for
his cap. -

“Mr. Mowbray, that makes more
than a hundred of us killed here in
the Hoosac. When is this murder go-
ing to stop?”

The man with the gray face shook
his head. -

“Not,” he said, “until the Common-
wealth of Massachusetts turns con-
struction over to a competent pri-
vate contractor. You can’t run trains
through a mountain honeycombed

with political graft.”
A BRILLIANT CHEMIST who
had been conducting blasting ex-
periments with the new explosive, ni-
tro-glycerine, George M. Mowbray
knew of what he spoke. For fourtecn
long years this ineptly-operated en-
gineering project had been the laugh-
ing stock of neighboring states, and
the dismay of every Massachusetts
taxpayer.
The idea

behind it was sound

Photo by George M Htut Doﬂeeiou n, Pa.

MISTAKENLY called America’s first tunnel, this Union Canal bore was drilled

through a rldge near Lebanon, Pa., in 1826—four years after Schuylkill Navigation
Co. pierced a smaller hill above Pottwllle



Tunnels

enough—a rail link between Boston
and the west which would avoid the
difficult Green Mountain grades of
the Boston & Albany. What had
made the more northerly route es-
pecially attractive were the two
natural watercourses approaching
Hoosac Mountain’s steep flanks—
one, the Deerfield River; .the other,
the winding Hoosac. Both had done
a titanic task of preliminary grad-
ing. Join the two trenches together
- with five miles of subterranean rail-
road and the manufactories of north-
ern New England would stream an
endless line of traffic into Albany
over an easy profile.

With incorporation of the Troy &
- Greenfield Railroad, the State Com-
mission had made a brave start. It
must be remembered that in 1851 the
art of tunnel construction on this
gide of the Atlantic was in its in-
fancy. Only eighteen years before,
the first railroad bore in the United
States had been driven through Sta-
ple Bend, four miles east of Johns-
town, Pa., to carry traffic of the Alle-

Photo by George M. Hill

, 255 N. Spring St., Blairsville, .
OLD Allegheny Portage Railroad boasted
the first railroad tunnel in the Western
Hemisphere; a 901-foot lancing of Staple
Bend, on the Connemaugh River, east of

. Johnstown, Pa. Its red sandstone portals

still stand firm and foresquare, but the
archways have been partially sealed

gheny Portage Railroad between the
canalized watersheds of the Juniata
and Conemaugh rivers. This humble
little stone-lined corridor, measuring
just over nine hundred feet in length,
may still be seen today, its sealed
portals buried deep in the emerald .
twilight of the tilted forests.

Four years after the first green-
barreled locomotive entered the Por-
tage smoke-hole, blasé Manhattanites
boarded a New York & Harlem train
for a spin through a rock-ribbed
transportation lane at Ninety-first
Street and Park Avenue. Precursor
of the City’s intricate subway net-
work, Gotham’s pioneer tunnel was
only three blocks long!

Scores of other smoke holes had
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been drilled before the fathers of the
Hoosdc fired popular fancy with
their bold proposal to pierce the
twenty-five-thousand-foot mountain
barrier from both slopes, working the
headings inward toward a meeting
point. At the same time a central
_ ventilating shaft was to be driven
downward a distance of more than a
thousand feet and corridors pushed
outward in both directions toward
the end headings.

Even today the layman finds it
hard to understand how tunnel engi-
neers can plot the course of such a

‘project. with full assurance that the
excavations will not bypass one. an-
other.

Yet the Hoosac system, primitive
as it was, proved highly accurate.
Here’s how it worked: The moun-
tain, itself, did not build up to a cen-
tral peak. Rather, it had two sum-
mits with an intervening saddle. On
each of the crests a large stone tower
was placed, directly over the line of
the proposed tunnel. Thin steel
masts capped the monolisks, giving
a still more precise indication of the
excavation’s center line. So far, so
good. But it stood to reason that
both towers could not be seen from
the portals of the Hoosac. By means
of a transit equipped with a power-
ful telescope, the line of the tunnel
was therefore projected on across the
Hoosac and Deerfield rivers to two
additional mountain tops, where sim-

ilar towers were erected. Now it be-.

canie a simple matter to align the
tunnel mouths between cross-river
markers. As work progressed into
the rock, iron hooks were imbedded
in the ceiling, from which plummets
could be suspended. Each drop line,
in its turn, was breught into plane
with the two behind it, providing a
eontinuous directional check.

Railroad Magaziné '

A more difficult problem was that.
of getting the central shaft headings
started in the right directions. Again
the Hoosac towers served to locate
the vertical tunnel. On either side of
it, and still in line with the summit
markers, a fifth and sixth tower were
raised. A wire stretched between
them afforded suspension points for
plumb lines dropped to the bottom
of the shaft at locations as far apart
as the width of the cutting allowed.
To prevent their swinging ever so
slightly—a variation of a fraction
of an inch in so short a spread would
have thrown all calculations off—
each cord was boxed in an eight-inch
square wooden sleeve and the weights
themselves suspended in buckets of
water. Again the tunnel workers had
two fixed points from which to align
their iron hooks.

O MUCH for the surveyors’ work,

which was done with such skill
that when the headings finally met
there was less than half a yard’s va-
riance between them.

But the record of actual construe-
tion was a black monument to gov-
ernmental ineptitude. A huge and
costly drilling machine was hauled
into position and promptly battered
itself to pieces against the flinty
Green Mountain head. To add to the
confusion, miners encountered quick-
sand below the original facing on the
Deerfield slope and a second portal
site had to be selected further along
the slope.

Drilling at first was by hand; the
only explosive, primitive black pow-
der. Three times in nine years the
project bogged down for want of
funds. Pamphlets denounced the
Tunnel politicians, urging that they

_be “lodged for the remainder of their

‘days in State Prison or an asylum

.



TUNNEL work in the late ’Eighties. Timber shoring holds back loose wet stone,
or “porridge”
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for idiots.” Even genial Oliver Wen- sac bore, it would be time for the citi-
dell Holmes lampooned such doubt- zens of Massachusetts to order their
ful efforts, predicting that when lo- ascension robes.

comotive wheels rolled through Hoo- The tragic central-shaft fire of
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(English carteonist W. Heath Robinson perpetrates a great moment in railway histery)

BORING the first tunnel with an early type of rotary excavator
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Photo f}om collection of Charles E.
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EASTERN PORTAL of the Hoosac, for many years the longest smoke hole on the

North American Continent. False start to the south was abandoned when quicksand

was found just inside the facing. Helper engine in this 1900 photo is Fitchburg 1075,
a Taunton-built Consolidation converted into a compound by Baldwin in 1898

1865 increased the demand for a
general housecleaning. Belatedly the
commissioners announced that new
drilling methods were being intro-
duced which would greatly acceler-
ate the work. Word had reached
them that in the Mont Cenis bore,
then  under construction in the
“French Alps, compressed air was
being used effectively.

A firm in Fitchburg, Mass., pon-
dered -over the blueprints and with
Yankee ingenuity improved upon the
design of the hammer drills. Their
pneumatic apparatus was mounted
on a light pushcar, pipe-connected
to large air compressors placed at
both ends of the Hoosac. Deerfield
River waterpower drove one pump;
steam engines, the other. With sixty-
pound pressure, holes ranging from
four to five feet deep could now be
put down in one hour.

We' have already méntioned

George Mowbray’s experiments with
nitro-glycerine. In 1867 he finally
convinced the commissioners that the
liquid explosive would more than
double the rate of blasting progress.
The problem was how to handle it.
Spill but a small amount on the floor
of the tunnel and the spot was un-
safe for months to come. Mowbray
stored the treacherous stuff in a
magazine near his manufacturing
plant in North Adams, and shlpped
it to the shafts in copper cans.

One winter’s day a driver named
Nate Smith stacked a load of these
drums on a little sled and started
over the snow-covered mountain
toward the east portal. The under-
footing was treacherous and when
he was well up the slope one of the
horses stumbled and fell, dragging
down his mate. The sled jackknifed
and the whole outfit slithered over
the shoulder of the road, tumbling
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end over end down the mountain-
side.

Nate, who had been thrown clear
on the first roll, started digging a
‘tunnel of his own into the snow, ex-
pecting any moment to be blown sky-
high. But there was no explosion and
when he finally summoned up cour-
age to slide on down the hill and
release the team, he discovered to
his surprise thdt-the glycerine inside
the cans was frozen stiff. That lucky
accident provided the clue for safe
handling of the powerful explosive.
For in a solid state glycerine is quite
harmless. Thereafter all nitro was
pre-frozen before it left the plant.

Despite the improvements in blast-
ing technique the state project con-
tinued to lag and in 1869 a private
contractor from Montreal was called
in. Soon the rock began to fly. Huge

Photo by G. P. Vance, Jr.,

PICTURESQUE abandoned railroad tunnel through a narrow spur of Butt Moun-

tain, in ]ohnson County, Tenn., now arches over a forest service truck trail along
Beaver Dam Creek

Railroad Magazine *

—

U. 8. M. O.; Kingston, N. C.

new pumps were set up at the center
shaft to handle the immense quantity
of water welling into it. Crews
worked in three shifts, around the
clock. Within two years the length
of the cuttings had been doubled.
Then on a November afternoon in
1873, a feeble tremor of electricity
flicked along the detonator wires
from a primitive hand-cranked fric-
tion machine. Twelve pounds of glyc-
erine roared from the depths of four
stone throats and when the last loose
fragment of shale had rattled to the
tunnel floor a sudden lusty cheer
went up. Through the dust and
smoke could be dimly seen a ragged

~ hole some eight feet square, its mica

lips backlighted by the glimmer of
lamps beyond. The last headings had
met—an open corridor now pierced
New England’s Chinege Wall.



Tunnels

RATORY and black smoke rolled

from the West Portal as the first
train out of North Adams entered
the Hoosac on October 13th, 1875.
A brass band raised Green Mountain
echoes from its bunting-decorated
platform at the portal. Statisticians
loosed an avalanche of ficures: More
than a million tons of rock removed;
twenty million bricks troweled to-
gether to form a firm sleeve at the
western end, where the rock was so
soft and saturated with moisture
that tunnelers aply named it “por-
ridge”. Half a million pounds of
nitro-glycerine had been exploded;
more than seventeen million dollars
spent on wages and equipment ; one
hundred and thirty-nine lives “laid
on the altar of transportation prog-
ress.”’

In due course the little trains that
scurried into the black hole grew in
size. Huge Mallet engines hunched
their shoulders behind the multi-
colored drags that creaked in steady
procession out of North Adams. The
full-throated exhausts that rattled
dishes on the shelves and cocked the
chromo. portrait of Uncle Zeke at an

19

Photo by J. W. Holbrook
HUGH State of Texas is reputed to have
only one railroad tunnel, through which a
locomotive hasn’t passed since 1898! Now
on a mail and supply road serving scattered
ranches between Chispa and the Rio
Grande, it once gave the Texas & New
Orleans access to a remote coal mine

unbecoming angle, found small room
for expansion in Hoosac Tunnel.

Photo by R. G. Comclms Itvhmcbeck 1; ZV Y.
- FOUR tracks of the New York Central’s Hudson Division pass under Rhinecliff Hill,
once a part of Director John ]acob Astor s estate



FOLIAGE-CLOAKED cut guides the
Central of Georgia trains to the tell-tale
protected portal of an obscure “rathole.”
This road, along with the Chesapeake &
Ohio, claims the fabulous John Henry as
its own

T i
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Fans whirled feebly in the central
ventilating shaft. Neither they nor
the two smaller chimneys on the
mountain’s outer slopes did much to
clear the atmosphere. Engine crews
buried their mouths in ‘wet sponges;
mumbling curses as driving wheels
lost their grip on slippery rails, send-
ing still denser smoke columns up
the stack. o

Still worse was the plight of the
tunnel workers. When the big mills
came, it was no longer possible to
stand between an engine and the
nearer side wall. .Safety niches were
cut into the rock .at intervals of two
hundred and fifty feet. They were a
help, provided you could find them in
the fog. : .

This was how matters stood until
1911, when nine miles of trolley
wire was threaded through the Hoo-
sac. Shot hot in May of that year,
it fed its smoke-free energy to five
diminutive Westinghouse motors.
Locking knuckles with a long mani-
fest, two of the juice jacks grumbled
up the 0.5 per cent tunnel grade at
a steady, twenty-mile-per-hour clip.
The stubby stack of the trailing
steam still spurned a drifting exhaust
but its breath was no longer lethal.

HILE Hoosac’s great length,

combined with the early date of
construction, make it in many ways
the most remarkable of all North
American railroad tunnels, -only a
small part of the whole dark pageant
of hard-rock drilling -is buried be-
tween its granite portals. The miners
who toil deep under the crust of the
earth, to meet the inflexible demand
of flanged wheels for a nearly level
grade, are a story in themselves.
Working in eerie surroundings, with
sudden death as a constant com-
panion, they have an ingrained be-
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lief in the supernatural. As might be
expected, their legends and songs re-
flect this trait.

Earth was still being wheeled from

21

the mouth of the world’s first rail-
road tunnel—The French Terrenoire
bore, completed in 1826—when
undertook to

George Stephenson

MASTER ENGINEER for the Southern Railway’s Powell Mountain underpass was

persevering Stock Creek, which cut a 900-foot natural tunnel through the Scott
County, Va., barrier



22

drive a horizontal shaft through
Tyler Hill, in Kent County, England.
This digging, still a part of that
country’s Southern Railway system,
lies within sight of the stately towers
of Canterbury Cathedral. The tale
goes that when daylight broke
through the knob in 1830, a strange
circumstance was noted. Just once
a year, on June 9th, the date of the
great engineer’s birthday, the sun
peeks for a brief hour through the
cutting.

On this side of the Atlantlc gangs
of burly Negroes whlppmg down
steel with their thin-hafted hammers,
gave us the fabulous story of “Jawn”
Henry. Today there are no less than
eight recorded versions of the song
which elevated this ebony idol of
the hard-rock gang to a pedestal be-

side Paul Bunyon. If we believe the .

verse which runs:

Some say he’s from Georgia
Some say he’s from Alabam’

“Railroad Magazine

But its wrote on the rock at the
Big Bend tunnel,

That he’s an East Virginia man,

That he’s an East Virginia man.

then we will have the full sup-
port of the Chesapeake & Ohio Rail-
way, whose original Big Bend tun-
nel is one of two smoke holes reputed
to have been the sight of spectacular
drilling contest in which Jawn out-
performed a steam hammer, but
bursted his heart in the process.
The other and less likely setting is
the Central of Georgia’s Oak Moun-
tain tunnel, hundreds of miles fur-
ther down the ridge.

For sheer poetic beauty most cmt—
ics prefer the C&O ditty, Wthh con-
tinues:

John Henry told the Cap’n

When you go to town,

Buy me a nine pound hammah,
Aw’ Il drive this steel drill down,
Aw’ Il drive this steel drill down.

Photo by W. J. Erickson, Londonville, N Y.

BOSTON & ALBANY BERKSHIRE works the left track through a rib of the
Taconics at Canaan, N. Y.
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The steam dmll was on the right
han’ side

John Henry was on the left,

Say, before I let this steam drill
“beat me down

L1l hammah myself to death,

I'll hammah myself to death.

And that is exactly what happened
to the strapping six-foot four-inch
giant, according to the last verse,
which concludes : ,

They took John Henry. to the

“White House
And buried him in the san’.

[OT eontent with having produced
one legendary: tunnel character,
the railroad which had pushed no
less than twenty-five smoke holes
through the Blue Ridge and the Alle-
ghenies on its rugged line from Rich-
mong to the silvery Ohio, laid claim
to still another black colossus, in
1916. He was Dan Chains, bejter
known in Cabin Creck, West Vir-

" of the
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ginia by the moniker “Fewclothes.”
Picture for yourself a devastating
flood in the upper Kanawha River
Valley. Tracks undercut and ties up-
ended like a picket fence. Trains
are marooned all up and down the
line, their cars bunched together at
crazy jackstraw angles. The arch of
Seng Creek Tunnel, just under a mile
in length, lies half submerged, a
black pool at North Portal complet-
ing the circle of masonry in faithful
inverted pattern. No man in his right
senses would venture through that
subterranean river, with its flotsam
of uprooted trees shaking their con-
torted limbs in the muddy eddies.
No? Then listen
I'rom somewhere deep in the heart
mountain a velvety bass voice
booms through the blackness.
“Ah only charges what folks want
to gib me. No regulah price. Some

- pays me a quartah, an’ others a dol-

lah. Whatever you thinks the trip is
wuth.”

Phto by Ry F. Stuart, Bow 1,14 Utica, I,
ROCKETING through Split Rock Tunnel. This CRI&P landmark in the Illlnms
< River Valley was recently “daylighted”
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GAUNTLETS are an ingenious means of funneling double-track through narrow tunnels without

the use of switch-points. Below: Cincinnati’s only steam railroad tunnel once carried passenger

traffic to and from old Court Street Station. Built by the Cincinnati, Lebanon & Northern, it is

still used by PRR and N&W freights. At right: New Haven Road’s Walpole tunnel was double-

tracked in the days of small engines; gauntleted, as shown in this sketch, when clearances closed
in; and still more recently, single-tracked

Photo by Joseph B. Siegel, 7000 Bramble Ave., Cincinnati 27, Qhio
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A five-foot blacksnake slips down
the bank with a rattle of loosened
pebbles; glides easily along the bot-
tom of the pool. Curled rhododen-
dron leaves wink in the mocking
sunlight. And then, with a last slow
creak, a johnboat thrusts its prow
from the bore and the huge bulk of
the rower straightens. He is Few-
clothes, the C&O section hand, clad
as usual only in ragged overalls. He
has just brought in another ferry-
load of refugees. ;

Fewclothes is no hero, slated for a
Congressional Medal of Honor. Just
a simple colored man : one part work-
~-er, two parts loafer, three parts

fighter, and the rest plain daredevil.
He has seen a chance to commandeer
“the Anchor Coal Company’s boat and
fill his bib pocket with loose change;
“folks can take his craft—or scr amble
" over the mountain. Within a few days

one of the railroad’s special police
-officers will break up Fewelothes’
lucrative trade and the big black boy

Line drawcing by Harry B.

| B
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Chase, Jr., 18 Beech St., lmnt 1 Jlun
will pick up his spike maul again and
go on to other exploits of the kind
‘that have made him a legendary fig-
ure in the disconsolate valley of the
Great Kanawha.

ONTRARY to the appearance of
some rights of way, railroads
have always been loath to hew cor-
ridors through the hills, even where
appreciable reductions in mileage or
grade would result. The great en-
gineer Ashbel Witch once said, in
reference to the Panama Canal:
“That is the best engineering, not
which makes the most splendid or
even the most perfect work, but
which makes a work that answers the
purpose well, at the least cost.”
His observation might have been
applied with equal pertinence to
railroad tunnels. Expensive to cut
and costly to maintain, particularly
where ventilation or the facing of
loose rock is involved, they are bottle-
necks in fact as well as form. Ameri-




Photo by Andre Morin, 5525 Angus Drive,
Vancouver, B. C.

BIG Diesel-powered blowers that clear
CPR’s Connaught Tunnel in thirty-five
minutes create so powerful a draught that
patrolmen have to lean at a forty-five de-
gree angle to make headway against it

ca’s first subterranean traffic artery
was probably the only hard-rock
bore which ever violated the prin-
ciple. :
This four-hundred-foot-long arch-
way, pushed through a diminishing

ridge above Pottsville, Pa., on the [

line of the Schuylkill Navigation
Canal, was completed in 1820. Had
its promoters been less anxious to
exhibit their skill in surmounting
natural barriers they ecould have
completely avoided the obstruction
with a one-hundred-foot detour. As
it was, the once-famous tunnel was
converted into an open cut in 1857.

It might be pointed out, here, that
this policy of ‘“daylighting” tunnels
has been carried on at an ever-faster
pace with the development of bigger

Railroad Magazine

Photo by George M. Hart, Doylestown, Pa.
Above: Timber arching of the venerable
Quemahoming bore, once used by the
Pittsburgh, Westmoreland &/ Somerset
Railroad, was still holding firm when this
photo was made in 1933

HELL-ROARING construction camps
were an inevitable part of every tunnel job.
But they had lost much of their pristine
vigor when Great Northern laid out this
orderly city in the wilderness for the hard-
rock Hannigans at work on the Cascade
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and more effective excavating ma-
chinery. Take the Baltimore & Ohio,
for example, which has more tunnels
than any other railroad east of the
Mississippi River. As necessary as
many of these smoke holes were at
the time of their construction, they
have not simplified the task of wres-
tling tonnage in recent years. Some
of them, too, have been a source of
sorrow on scores other than smoke
nuisance and limited clearance.

Take Number 23, on the Parkers-
burg (West Virginia) Branch. Tt
was a right pretty piece of engineer-
ing when it was “holed through” in
1853, removing the last obstacle on
a shortened route to the Ohio.

There was only one hitch. Every
time the big river went on a ram-
page, that tunnel got the backwash
of the Little Kanawha, sister stream
of the rampaging tributary which
gave Feweclothes his unexpected Seng
Creek windfall—or waterfall—as
you choose. -

Filled to its brick-lined ceiling,

Number+23 was no place for an un-.
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calked boxcar, and neither were the
rails on either side of it. What was
to prevent the gradient from being
raised? Obviously, the self-same
arch, and the continuing mountain
barrier above it.

But shovels were now available
which could make short work of thir-
teen thousand cubic yards of rubble.
In 1944, the railroad went to work
on Tunnel 23. While million-pound
Mallets pinched down for a sharp
shoo-fly around the promontory, the
rocky knob was scooped away in
record time. Today a high fill,
formed from its dismembered cap,
stands high above flood stage.

Daylighting has other disciples.
Southern Pacific, for example. The
system which runs its locomotives
backward to keep the smoke behind
the engine crews, is doing its best to
relinquish the title of America’s most
undercover railroad by converting
short rat holes into well-graded open
cuts, with suitable snow-fence pro-
tection.

Even the prairie-blessed Missouri
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" Paeific regards its few Ozark tun-
nels as more of a nuisance than a

novelty and in 1943 wrote two of.

them off in its annual report. These
were the historic Barrett bores, lo-
cated some sixteen miles south of St.
Louis. Constructed in the ’Fifties,
when the ambitious Pacific was push-
ing its trackage into the wilderness,
they had long since blocked the pas-
sage of oversize shipments. Widen
them and raise the keystones? Why
bother? It was simpler to shove new
trackage to the south, where the
parallel ridges were shallow enough
to be plowed through from top to
bottom. Today the midwest shipper
thumbs through “his standard clear-
ance book and finds no reason to
route his bulky loads by another car-
rier.

BUT there are plenty of natural

barriers which can never be
brushed off with a bulldozer. Take
Mount MacDonald, set neatly
athwart the Revelstoke Division of
the CPR’s Columbia District. For

T ; T
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SOUTHERN PACIFIC has greatest
American tunnel mileage. Its longest smoke
hole, at Norden, Calif., measures 10,326
feet between portals; is supplemented by
dozens of lesser tunnels and snowsheds.
Below: Southern California corridors
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Photos by R. B. Trexler, Truckee, Calif., and C. E. Parker, 1715 Suiter St., Vallejo, Calif.

~ years the main line through the lofty ceptible grade of the tangent bore
Selkirks twisted painfully around its  which had just clipped four and one-
base, making the equivalent of seven half miles from the transcontinental
circles as it fought its way over haz- mileage, reduced summit elevation
ardous Rogers Pass. Snowsheds and 552 feet; eliminated 2,600 degrees of
rigid track patrols could not ward track curvative, and neatly dismissed
off the thundering slides which in the operating hazards created by
1910 blotted out the station buildings thirty-foot average yearly snowfalls.
there and delayed for days the puff- Nowadays six crack passenger
ing pigmies which carried Canada’s trains thread the Connaught each
commerce from coast to coast. Here twenty-four hours, with enough red-
an under-mountain gallery would be ball freights and pusher engine move-
- a positive blessing. ments tossed in to make life interest-
Thus it was that in 1913 work be-- ing for any mountain dispatcher.
gan at Glacier on the eight-mile-long Then there is always the possibility
Connaught Tunnel; a double- of a four-footed extra, in the form
tracked, five-mile cutting through the of a grizzly bear, looking for a spot
range. Seven million dollars’ worth to hole up for the winter, in the dark
of blasting saw the task completed depths of the transportation cave.
‘three years later. On December 6th, The story goes, too, that at least one
1916, Engineer Rutherford eased tunnel patrolman is so slight of build
Extra 3869, comprising fourteen thathe cannot make headway against
loads and twenty empties, west- the blast of the big Diesel-powered
bound; cautiously down the inper- ventilating fans, and has to be hauled
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Photo by C. T. Steeb, Billings, Montana
SECOND LONGEST in the Western Hemisphere, the 32,798-foot Moffat Tunnel
clipped off 173 Rio Grande miles between Denver and Salt Lake City. One thousand
men, working over a period of four years, brought the D&SL job to completion in
1927. Automatic window washers, electric-eyes which indicate the density of smoke
within the shaft, and America’s longest continuously welded rails are unique features
of present-day operation. Rumor has it that the railroad is now investigating the
possibilities of electrification, using low-cost Pacific Northwest power. Below: East
Portal, as it looked during construction days
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TRAVELING CANTILEVER GIRDERused to support soft ground in the Moffat,

sped excavating and timbering operations. The big Continental Divide project paid

for itself many times over during recent war years, when Rio Grande hauled one out
of every five tons of war supplies shipped to the Pacific Coast
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_out by the agent at Scenic after each
_ inspection tour.

HE same snow conditioné which
had plagued CPR’s Rogers Pass

route came to grips with David Mof-

fat’s uncompleted Denver & Salt
Lake Railroad every winter. Storms
of incredible fury lashed the horny
shoulders of James and Arapahoe
Peaks, beyond Newcomb, Colorado.
There, lofty Rolling Pass, reached by
an amazing. succession of hairpin
turns, a spiral curve and innumer-
able giant trestles, took the brunt of
the blizzards, avalanches and frost
heaves which are frozen hell on any
man’s railroad. Coupled to that, a
four percent ruling grade make the
whole route to the rich timber, coal
and livestock area beyond, unfeasible
~ for heavy traffic.
Surveys showed that a six-mile
tunnel would eliminate the jug-neck.

Railroad Magazine

The city of Denver, which stood to
be the principal beneficiary, went to
hat for the project in the face of
heavy opposition from less: favored
Colorado areas, particularly those
cities located along the line of the
Rio Grande, in the valley of the
Arkansas River. Long litigation in
the Colorado Supreme Court came to
an abrupt end when high water
swirled through the Royal Gorge in
1921, inundating Canyon City and
Pueblo. Denver turned a deaf ear to
cries for state assistance in the mat-
ter of flood control until its own new-
ly doctored bill was given kindlier
consideration. As passed, it provided

BUSIEST ﬁnderéround trackage on a heavy-duty railroad passes through Pennsyl-
vania Railroad’s twin tubes under the Hudson River. Junction of the last shields on
October 9th, 1906, was followed by regular train service four years later '



Tunnels

funds for the “improvement region
benefited by the tunnel.” This method
of financing, wherein a district guar-
antees a bond issue, and constructs
and leases a property to a privately
owned railroad, was novel and, as
matters turned out, profitable.
Using methods of construction
efficient beyond the wildest dreams of
carly tunnel workers, including a
supplementary, pioneer bore; travel-
ing cantilever girders, to hold back
loose rock while timbering opera-
tions progressed; and electric muck-
ers which cleared away rubble easily
and swiftly, the job was carried to
‘fulfillment on February 27th, 1928,
and named in honor of the practical
dreamer who had devoted his whole

vast fortune to
through the Rockies.
Meanwhile, surveys beyond Craig,
Colorado, on the western end of the
Denver & Salt Lake, did not encour-
age rail projection from that point to
the Utah capital. Instead, it was de-
cided to swing a line southwestward
down the headwaters of the Colorado
River to Dotsero, where it would tie
in with the Rio Grande, reducing
Denver-Salt Lake trackage by more
than one hundred and seventy miles.
Nobody anticipated, then, the tre-
mendous part the Dotsero Cutoff
would one day play in speeding a vast-
army to victory. That was to be the
undeclared dividend of the Moffat
Tunnel Improvement District.
VEN before the Moffat could lay
claim to top honors among Amer-
ican railroad tunnels, Great North-
ern was hewing away at the backbone
of the Cascade Range, making swift
headway toward completion of a still
longer corridor, measuring forty-one
thousand feet between facings. Chip-

rail expansion
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Photo by George M. Hi
ping out large fragments of this
Washington State obstruction was
no new experience for the Big G. Jim
Hill’s original line had see-sawed its
way across Stevens Pass by means
of a temporary system of switch-
backs, involving four reversals of
trackage. While the first trains in
and out of Seattle were shuttling
over its breathtaking grades, ton-
struction engineers were busy driv-
ing a permanent line through the
upper strata of the big hill at a point
where its flanks were separated by
some two and one-half miles of for-
midable granite. It took the better
part of eight years to lance a lane
between them, and the finished job
was nothing to write prosy trav-
elogues about. Winter weather at
those heights was rugged, and be-
fore GN was through, it had ham-
mered together eight miles of supple-
mentary snowsheds and was shelling
out a cool six hundred-thousand dol-
lars annually for drift removal.
Then there was the problem of
ventilation. In February, 1903, suf-

.
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NINE TUNNELS of Vanderbilt’s
$10,000,000 South Penn. Railroad never
received their baptism of locomotive
smoke, for the project was sold to the
PRR and abandoned before a yard of
track had been laid. Today the great
Pennsylvania Turnpike tops the entire
roadway. The long abandoned openings
i have been handsomely faced, illuminated
and, where necessary, ventilated

focating smoke nearly gassed out a
trainload of passengers when a
double-header lost its feet in the bore.
Only the quick action of a- dead-
heading fireman by the name of Ab-
bot, who cut off the coaches and
allowed them to coast back down the
tunnel, prevented a loss of life un-

paralleled in railroading history.

Taking a cue from the Baltimore
& Ohio, which had completed the
first heavy-duty electrification proj-
ect in America when it sparked juice
through its Baltimore Tunnels in
1895, Great Northern wired the orig-
inal Cascade in 1909.

But the obvious advantages of a
longer, lower-level bore had long
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since become apparent. The new and
greatest smoke hole of them all, be-
gun in December, 1925, was the con-
summation of this dream. Never in
all construction history was a project
engineered with greater vigor. No
item. had been overlooked.. Even
when a subterranean river rushed
into the tunnel at the rate of ten
thousand gallons per minute, it found
a diversion sluice already prepared
Mo

In 1928, President Coolidge took
off his Indian war-bonnet Ilong
enough to press a button on his desk
in Washington, D. C. Over the na-
tion’s telegraph wires a tiny electri-
cal impulse found its way to the
deep recesses of the Cascade. Al-
most before growling gelatin could
heave the headings into a shapeless
mound, surveyors proudly announced
that their calculations had miscar-
ried by a matter of a mere half-foot.
 Like its predecessor, the Western
Hemisphere’s greatest tunnel is elec-
trified. With new approaching track-
‘age, it represents a twenty-five mil-
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lion-dollar investment—money well
spent, in view of nine difficult miles |
of 2.2 per cent trackage eliminated.
Gone are the days when steam pres-
sure in Great Northern pusher Mal-
lets dropped from two hundred
pounds to a mere seventy, simply be-
cause fires could no longer burn in !
the exhausted air of the five-hundred-
foot-higher, old Cascade.

HERE are only five railroad tun-
nels in existence which exceed the
New World champion in length.
Curiously, all of them are in the
Alps. Heading the list is the famous
Simplon, whose twin bores link the
Swiss Rhone valley with Iselle, just
across the Italian frontier. 64,971
feet in length, it was completed in
1922, at a cost of approximately
twenty million dollars. Then, in or-
der, come the Etruscan Appinine
(60,720 feet); St. Gothard (48,927
feet) ; Loetschberg (44,685 feet) ;!
and Mt. Cenis (42,150 feet).
As the latter proved a testing lab-
oratory for the Hoosac, in the matter

Photo by George M. Hart
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NOT THE LEAST of Europe’s reconstruction problems will be restoration of ma-

sonry at much-bombed tunnel mouths. Here a Slovakian arch, is shored up, prior to
resetting of the stones

of compressed air drilling, so another

Alpine project laid the pattern for

America’s most unusual tunnels—the

CPR spirals above Field, British
. Columbia.

Until 1903 the main line of the
Canadian Pacific clambered out of
the Kicking Horse valley by means
of a heart-breaking 4.5 per cent gradi-
ent which was a veritable ski-slide in
reverse. The close-spaced canyon
walls defied any attempt at reloca-
tion until construction engineers re-
called a neat trick which the burrow-

ing Swiss had used to reduce the

slope of their St. Gothard line. En-
tering a mountain side they had pro-
ceeded to carve a sweeping circle
through it, emerging at a_higher ele-
vation, crossing the original line;
then plunging back into the slope for
a second complete ascending loop. -

Canadian Pacific followed suit,
varying its new track pattern in only
one respect. For want of a moun-
tain long enough to embrace two
circeles of track, it plunged its rails

into the north flank of the defile ; next

swung back over the stream and
hammered its way into the south wall
for a second spin. The resulting
spiral tunnels present the unique pic-
ture of a railroad train heading in
three directions over parallel track
for a matter of two miles. In the
course of the intricate process the
rails gain a vertical height of nearly
four hundred feet between outside
portals; all on an actual grade of
1.6 per cent.

O STORY of railroad tunnel work

would be complete without some
mention of underwater passages. On
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the basis of cost, the Pennsylvania’s stant prospect of breaking out of
Hudson and East River tubes head hard rock into mud or sand, the en-
the list of achievements in this field. gineer calls the air-lock to his aid,

When Gustaf Lindenthal’s ambi- depending on its artificial pressure,
tious bridge route pro- — o o
. posal bogged down around
1900, PRR investigated
the possibility of under-
passing the two great nat-
ural barriers. Because a
large portion of any such
tunnel would- lie, not
through hard rock, but
silt, cast-iron sleeves were
proposed, made up in
twenty-three-foot sections,
bolted together and lined
with two feet of concrete.
Many engineers were du-
bious. They believed that
the weight of heavy trains
would depress the entire
structure, setting up ter-
rific stresses at the joints
and jeopardizing railroad
operation. To prevent
such action, the original
contract called for the use
of numerous screw piles
—long pipes which were
to be driven down to bed-
rock through holes pro-
vided in the bottom plates
of the shell. In actual
practice, however, it was
found that such tubes
showed little tendency to
shift, rising and falling
no more than an eighth of
an inch with the tides,
-and settling only slightly
during the first year or
two of operation.

The real danger in this
and similar shield boring,
is reserved for the tunnel

WARTIME enlargement project in Southern Pacific’s
Tunnel No. 6, between Santa Margarita and San Luis
workers; not the struc- Obispo. Supplementary bore above it will carry smoke
ture. Faced with the con- away
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to hold back the soft earth and mois-
ture. Working under such conditions
is exhausting at best — disastrous,
when the silt is thin enough to
“blow,” letting down a column of
river water from above.

It is high tribute to Vice-President
Rea, who integrated the vast one-
hundred million dollar New York
terminal improvement project, and
to the staff of brilliant engineers as-
sisting him, that the assignment was
carried to a safe and successful con-
clusion in 1910.

ODAY there are more than fifteen

hundred railroad tunnels in the
United States. They range in length
from the little thirty-foot Bee Rock
bore, located on the Cumberland Val-
ley Division of the Louisville & Nash-
ville, to the great Cascade corridor
already desecribed.

Southern Pacific maintains more
smoke holes exceeding a thousand
feet in length than any other Ameri-
an carrier; its fifty long bores total-
ing twenty-three miles of covered
trackage. Then, in order, come the
Baltimore & Ohio (thirty-seven tun-
nels, or 81,324 feet); the Pennsyl-
vania (thirty -tunnels, or 97,246
feet) ; the Louisville & Nashville
(twenty-five tunnels, or 48,512 feet) ;
and the Norfolk & Western (twenty-
one tunnels, or 43,801 feet). K Four
other lines, the Great Northern, the
Canadian Pacific, the New York Cen-
tral, and the Chesapeake & Ohio,
show aggregate totals of 78,286 feet,
52,494 feet, 49,359 feet and 48,242
feet, respectively, but with materially
fewer individual bores.

' Of the more than four hundred tun-
nels in this = “thousand-foot-plus”
category, only forty are now electri-
fied. In the light of modern develop-
ments it does not seem likely that
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their number will be greatly in-
creased. For the widespread adop-
tion of the Diesel locomotive has
changed the operating picture. It is
not that these oil-guzzlers are smoke-
less. Far from it, as any tunnel gang
can tesfify. But within their protect-
‘ed cabs, an engine-crew can thread
the longest smoke hole in comfort.

Take our old friend the Hoosac.
When the Boston & Maine set about
Dieselizing its I'itchburg Division a
couple of years ago, the big motors
growled at undiminished speed past
the stubby juice jacks standing by at
North Adams terminal. Blue haze
columned up through the steel nos-
trils of the new high-capacity ventila-
tor which had just been installed at
the top of the central shaft. Remote-
Iy-controlled variable-pitch propel-
lers sucked the fog out of the corri-
dor at the rate of 270,000 cubic feet
per minute. :

That was the beginning of the end
for straight-electric, as well as steam
power, on the Route of the Minute
Man. Before you read these lines the
last of the catenary poles at Hoosac
will be burned off level with the
ground—the first subterranean elec-
trification project to bow to the new
invader. .

On the other side of the ledger
there are unofficial reports that the
Pennsylvania will start work shortly
on extension of catenary west of Har-
risburg. Included in this white-coal
assault on the Appalachians, plans
call for an eight-mile tunnel near
Hollidaysburg. The object would be

- to eliminate the spectacular but dif-

ficult Horseshoe Curve. It will be
a strange quirk of destiny if Ameri-
ca’s longest tunnel is buried deep in
the bosom of the same flinty moun-
tain which bears the scars of our first
diminutive railroad bore.



Tunnels 41
North American Railroad Tunnels
Over One Mile Long :
Ruling

Name Location Railroad Length Tracks Grade

' Cascade Berne-Scenic, Wash. . GN 45152, 7ol s
Moffat East Portal, Colo. D&SL 32,798 1 0.90
Connaught ““Glacier, B.€. CRER : : 20,518 w2 0.95
Hoosac North Adams, Mass. -~B&M 25,081 2 0.50
Mt. Royal Montreal, Que. CNR 16,645 27060
Hudson River Penn, Term., N.Y.C. PRR 15,600 2 1.90
East River PennzTetm; Ne¥Y.C. PRR 14,172 = 1,50
Snoqualmie Hyak, Wash. CMStP&P 11,890 1 0.41
Park Ave. GGl DY C. NYC 10,440 4 1.02
No. 41 Norden, Calif. SP 10,326 1 147
Stampede Martin, Wash. NP 9,834 1 0.74
St Paul Pass E. Portal, Mont. - CMStP&P 8,774 1 0.20
Detroit River Detroit, Mich. MC 8,390 2 2.00
Sandy Ridge Dante, Va. €Ceso - 7,854 1 0.50 |
Noz26:5+ Hasson, Calif. SP 7,369 1 1.09
Howard St. Baltimore, Md. B&O 7,341 2 0.30
No. 35 Spring Garden, Calif. WP 7,335 1 0.70
B&P Baltimore, Md. PRR 6,994 2 1.34
Edgewood No. 2  Abbott, Il 1€ 6,994 1 0.00
No. 25 Tunnel, Calif. 5P 6,976 1 2.00
Big Bend (Old) Hilldale, W. Va. C&O 6,500 1 0.42
Hagans ’Hagans, Va. L&N < 6,244 1 0.30
’No. 1 Wrights, Calif. Sy B 6,207 1 0.27
Big Bend (New)  Hilldale, W. Va. C&O 6,168 1 0.15
Boulder ~Amazon, Wash. GN 6,145 1 1.30
St. Clair Sarnia, Ont. CNR 6,028 1 202
No. 37 . Chilcoot, Calif. Wep 2! 6,001 1 0.50
Aspen Aspen, Wyo. UP ° 5941 1 7040
No. 2 Glenwood, Calif. SP 59200 % 1 0.28
No. 43 Jasper, Nev. WP 571" 412036
No. 3 Glen Frazer, Calif. AT&SF °5,596 1 0.80
No. 18 Peninsula Jct., Ore. ~ UP 543 1 026
Otisville Otisville, N.Y. Erie 5,314 2 0.15
Quebec ‘Wolfe’s Cove Br., Que. CPR 5,288 1 0.80
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PRAWLED on the camp cot in
S his boxcar quarters, Eddie Sand
discarded ragged sections of the
newspapers a brakeman had tossed
off to him in passing, and brooded.
Outside, the handful of dilapidated
buildings that made up the desert
train-order station of Gravity clung
to the main line and passing track.
The high iron ran a bright thread
east and west to dim horizons. Glit-
tering sunlight poured ovér the
scorched gray flats. The silence
dragged. Even time seemed reluctant
to move.
Fddie considered his position with

in the Contract

By HARRY BEDWELL

some bitterness. Loyalty was a good
deal like an exaggerated case of love
at first sight; in the initial ardor you
were apt to promise more than you
were willing to perform in the long
run. But even when the war was on,
“Buck” Barabe had had a hard time
trying to persuade Eddie to handle
all this undesirable territory—sec-
ond trick in a livid vacuum. Then as
the summer wore on, and the sun
sweated fifteen pounds off him, the
operator began to loath everything
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Eddie

Sand Showed ‘Em Who and What for in a Little Mixup

that Called for Making a Ring-Tailed, Pole-Climbing
Monkey out of an Eminent Brass Pounder

connected with the parched strip of
sand known as Gravity.

Once the war emergency was over,
Eddie figured he’d blow the works.
But traffic was still booming. Trains
loaded with boys returning home
from overseas glutted the lines, and
it 'was up to the old-timers to see that
things were kept moving. Feeling
sorry for yourself didn’t help matters
one damn bit, either, yet what could
you do about it. Nothing. You
could— The squawking of flanges on
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the rails outside put an abrupt end
to his reverie.

The signal maintainer’s gas car
waggled and snorted out of the soli-
tude. The little machine looked like a
humped-up primordial bug scuttling
along on her stubby wheels. She
squealed to a stop as Leo, the main-
tainer, maneuvered his craft to a
stand on the main iron just outside.
Then Leo lifted his voiee above-the
pant of the two-cycle motor.

“Eddie-e-e!” ,

The afternoon sun, a platinum blob
in a smouldering sky, stabbed Eddie
in the back as he crossed to the
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noisy machine to see what was up.

“Got to change out a rail,” Leo
shouted to make himself heard. “Be
back before you go on duty. The sec-
tion gang's knocking off early to go
to town for supplies, and I'm going
along. You'll get so you bite yourself,
sticking around alone with nothing
on your mind. Come on,” he invited.

Eddie let himself down gently on
to the hot cushion of the narrow seat.
The exhaust of the car spanked the
silence as they rocked down the main
line. The sluggish air sliding up from
the canvas screen rasped the op s face
like a thin file.

They overtook the section gang on
their* big motor car, which was
dragging a trailer with a thirty-two-
foot rail slung between. Leo had to
reduce his brawling speed to their
deliberate pace as he came up from

behind. They all paused while the
gang dropped the rail and some tools
at the place where the change-out
was to be made; and then they
chugged on to a takeoff—one of the
platforms built up at intervals along-
side the track, on which section fore-
men and maintainers could park

their machines out of the way of

traffic while at work.

The little party moved in a dead
world of white sunlight and empty
_ spaces. They appeared to float in an
element more dense than air.
Mexican nationals stirred visible cur-
rents as they bore down on the claw-
bars, pulling the spikes. They lined
up on either side of the defective rail,
took hold with their double tongs and
carried it away, replacing it with the
new one. The men with mauls swayed
with rhythmic grace as they spiked in
the new rail. The strokes multiplied
swiftly across the dull gray waste;
then the bristling silence absorbed
the echoes, and time stood still again.

The
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Eddie helped Leo bond the rail
joints, connecting up the track cir-
cait with the block signals. After
that they headed back to Gravity,
while the section gang delayed to
gather up their tools. Leo squeezed
the circuit breaker in his left hand
and widened the throttle for top
speed. He was in a hurry. He didn’t .
want to retard an early start to town.
He knew exactly how much the little
motor would take and he made the
stubby wheels screech as they
grabbed at the rails. He was antici-
pating his monthly evening where
electric lights glowed.

A freight train was stretched the
length of the passing track at Grav-
ity, blocking the way to the main-
tainer’s toolhouse where Leo would
have to store his buggy, so they came
up the main line.

“I told my wife to make me a list
to fill at the commissary,” Leo  ex-
plained above the racket of the ma-
chine, “so I'll drop off here at my
place to pick it up and change my
pants. You run her up to the station
and ask the crew of that freight to
cut her in two so we can cross over
and put the car away. I'll be right up
to help you roll her across.”

He slowed and dropped oft at his
gate and ran into the house.

EDDIE had no experience in the
operation of this flimsy craft, ex-
cept from infrequent observation
while riding with Leo. He intended
to open the throttle to pick up lost
speed, but he moved-the spark in-
stead. Instantly the motor stopped
sputtering and breathed a long, re-
gretful sigh. Then it blew off with a
ragged burst and a cloud of smoke,
and died.
The crews of the waiting freight
had collected at the station. Aroused
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EDDIE heaved and

shoved, yet the stubby

wheels clung to the
high iron

by the blast, they came out to shout
whimsical advice to Eddie as he tried
to revive the sulky motor. He recog-
nized “Hi” "Wheeler’s penetrating
Thowl, when that ramshackle brake-
man offered his best judgment on how
to make an internal combustion en-
gine behave. Hi flapped his arms and
' brayed in delight, while Bddie tugged
and sweated at the levers. The car
began to roll backward.

“Kick her in the pants, Eddie,” Hi
yelled gleefully. “You gotta show ’em
who and what for.”

Eddie found the brake and set it.
He looked the pig-lieaded thing over
with an anxious eye.
~ To confuse the situation still more,
the block signal far down beyond the
west end of the passing track sudden-
ly flung up an arm, warning that a
train was approaching from around

 the curve. Eddie would have to re-
“move the gas car from its path im-
mediately.

The main line there was graded up
to a height of some three feet. He'd
have to dump her down the embank-

~‘ment. He ran out the long handles °

‘on either side, and lifted ; but the car
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seemed welded to the
rails. He heaved and

shoved,-yet the stubby
wheels still clung to the
iron. That fifteen pounds
he’d sweated off had sure
weakened him. T

The hoot of the locomo-
tive’s whistle bounced
across the landscape. A
passenger train trailed
out of the curve and
¢lided into the straight-
away. More penetrating
directives from Hi Wheel-
er drifted to Iiddie on the
hot air. The op struggled
grimly, and, in a burst of scared
energy swung the front wheels off
the rails and dragged the car around,
heading it sidewise. The hind
wheels hung up on the inside of the
outer rail, while the train was com-
ing at him like a swishing rocket.

Hi Wheeler detached himself from
the station and ran down the main
line in the face of Number 54,
flagging her down. The engineer
checked his rambling train sharply.
Eddie ran the handles out to the rear
of the gas car and renewed his
struggles. The hind wheels came up
over the ball of the rail with great
reluctance, and then the machine
skidded willingly to the bottom of the
11

The engineer of Number 54 had
kicked a shot of air under her for a
quick stop, and he drifted as he re-
charged the train line. His fireman
gave Eddie the bad eye from high
above in the cab as the locomotive
ground past in the slackening grip of
brakeshoes. A brakeman stared at
him with bored compassion from: a
vestibule window. Number 54 picked



46

up her speed. The next instant Buck
Barabe, like a prowling old wolf,
scorched Eddie -with a malevolent
look from the rear platform of his
business car as it rolled by.

“Obstructing traffic!”” the Old Man
boomed. “That’s sabotage !”’

Sabotage your eye! Then why was
Barabe skyhootin’ around in his
private car, adding to the burden of
his already overtaxed division, using
up precious motive power that should
be hauling food supplies for Europe
and trainloads of returning troops?
~ Likely he’d smelled trouble, and if
his nose was as acute as it used to be,
he’d . find it out here on the desert
end. There was plenty of it around.

. Barabe had once given Eddie a

gold watch “for services above and
beyond the call of duty,” and. he'd
been mighty bland when he’d talked
him into this desert job. But he'd al-
so bounced Eddie higher than a kite
for what he termed insubordination
once, when all Eddie had done was
give his frank opinion of a train-
master to his face in the heat of a con-
troversy. Now the Old Man was act-
ing as if he’d be tickled to pull the
pin on him again.

Ho-kay and all right. That would
be an easy way out of this simmering
pit if he did tie the can. Except it’d
sure scorch your pride.

Number 54 rolled away into the
heat shimmer.

They’d brought Barabe back from
wherever such ancient autocrats re-
tire to when they’re let out for age,
and had made him General Manager,
after the regular incumbent had tied
up the railroad in the first rush of
war traffic. Barabe was still railroad-
ing in the style of the early nineteen-
hundreds—with an iron hand in a
thin silk glove. Thé hell of it was,
Eddie grudged with disgust, it had
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worked. The railroad had carried the
heaviest loads slung upon it.

Leo and the section gang arrived
and dragged the gas car up the em-
bankment. It was time for Eddie to
take over second trick.

GUSTY wind swooped down

from the high pass. It carried
just a faint tinge of the altitudes to
remind you that there were places on
this earth where the sun didn’t
blister. :

Fifth 615, a dead freight, as stag-
nant as stranded driftwood, still oc-
cupied the passing track, while more
critical trains stormed by. Train and
engine crews from the transfixed
schedule overflowed the chairs and
the telegraph table to hunker and
sprawl upon the floor, waiting with-
out patience till the procession sub-
sided and the dispatcher could move
them. They greeted Eddie with sour
jocularity, making meat of his strug- .
gles with the maintainer’s gas motor.

“Seemed like you kinda goosed her
in the wrong spot,” Hi Wheeler ob-
served with somber concern. “Them
spidery carts are quibbly and you
gotta control ’em with a firm but
gentle hand.”

Hi Wheeler was hind brakeman on
Fifth 615. He was an old comrade of
Eddie’s, his playmate in numberless
lighthearted escapades on a score of
railroads in their careless boomer
days. After Eddie’s return to service
during the war emergency, Hi had
followed, coming to this division te be
near his friend.

Fifth 615 had dragged in and cut
of half the blind sidings they had en-
countered so far on her trip west, giv-
ing way to the hotshots ; now the dis-
patcher held them here interminably
at an open train-order station, where
he could lay hands on her when a rift
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in the priority traffic occurred. The
crews watched the military caval-
cade trample by with dark resent-
ment.

Hi leered at Eddie.

- “This guy,” he cautioned the
others, “used to be a sure-enough rail-
roader. If he’s as good as he was, and
only half as effective as he thinks he
is, he will get us out of this hole in
hell immediately and without further
delay.”

Aside from his growing distaste

for this desert job, Eddie’s day had"

been blighted by his encounter with
that gas car. He gave his old con-
federate a look intended for a worm.

“I don’t enjoy tramps and other
varmints lousing up my office at any
time,” he gave flat notice. “I’ll move
you out of here just as soon as the
good Lord and the dispatcher will let
me.”

Hi sat on the floor in line with the
other four brakemen, his back to the
wall, his lanky knees tucked up
under his chin. He took a bearing
on Eddie down the length of his long
nose.

“He talks like he’d just come out of

Washington,” he remarked dismally. -

“I’ll bet he knows everything.”

The four brakemen gave Eddie a
dead pan scrutiny. Then they nodded
their heads in unison, like a set of
figurines maneuvered on a string. It
was too much for Eddie. -

“There ought to be a rule in the
book,” he declared, “disallowing
trainmen to trespass in train-order
stations, or even associate with the
better class of personnel.”

“Just like he’d come from Wash-
ington,” moaned Hi in mock derision.

Eddie put on the headphone. It
was evident immediately from the re-
marks of the operators all across the
district that the first-trick man at
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Gravity had given a blow by blow:
description on the dispatcher’s wire
of Eddie’s battle with the main-
tainer’s car. Two or three of the first
trick men still held the wire, retell-
ing it to the second trick with color—
ful ampllﬁcatlons In the quiet, ‘after
they had given their weather reports
to the DS, the second-trick lady op

~at Planet chipped in her impressions

of the affair in her acid-sweet, cul-
tured voice.

“I should think it quite lovely rid-
ing about on the maintainer’s nice
little machine,” she purred into her
transmitter. “But one should avoid
slowing up important trains while
on a pleasure trip. They’re so con-
cerned about delaying traffic these
times.”

Eddie considered = several re-
joinders, none of them fitting replies
to a lady on the dispatcher’s wire
with most of the operators across the
district listening in. You couldn’t
even use the proper railroad lingo to
expedite train movements with a
woman on the line. If Buck Barabe
was looking for trouble, he’d come to
the right place. That gal at Planet
would jaw his head off if he tried to
straighten her out.

Only yesterday Eddie had listened
in to an altercation between the lady
op and the dispatcher. She’d told the
DS firmly that he had mislead her by
several minutes as to when Number
618 would pass her station, and it
was his fault that she didn’t have the
orders out to hand up as that train
went by. She was prepared to give
him an argument—and did!

Before the war, the reverberations
from the ensuing explosion ag the
dispatcher blew up would have
rocked the district. Eddie had been
stunned by his patiénce as he pointed
out that it was her duty to be alert
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to all approaching trainy. Operators
who would take the battering of these
desert jobs were scarce. The DS had
to get along with what he had.

The section gang stowed their tools
in the toolhouse, chattering amiably
in soft Spanish at the prospect of an
, evening in town. They coupled the
trailer to the big motor car and
swarmed aboard. Leo sat on the high
scat beside the foreman as they
chugged away into the solitude.

HE crews of Fifth 615 brooded
— " in moody, resentful silence. These
men had taken a beating for endless
months, and now there had come a
slight lull in the traffic—just enough
to catch a quick breath for the first
time since the initial tidal wave had
struck. In the brief pause everybody
had let down. All hands had an in-
stant to consider the hardships they
had endured, to remember the harsh
details of irregular and inconsistent
meals, the endless strain of battling
it out from one end of the division to
the other and back again at all hours.
You never got enough rest. When
your sleep was only beginning to do
you some good, the crew dispatcher
aroused you to go out again.

. For all those hectic months they
had been keyed to slug it out with the
mountainsg of reconversion materiel
and homecoming servicemen who had
to be moved. They had given what-
ever they had to keep the traffic
flowing. Some of them had reeled
under the strain and the heat in the
desert. Some had gone down. But as
long as they’d had their feet under
them, they hung on and kept the
schedules blasting.

Now that the worst was over, the
brass hats had started to make tests
again, trying to catch violators of
the operating rules. They’d made the
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train-order operators hand up clear-
ances with the wrong date on them,
assessing brownies to crews who
didn’t catch the error. They’'d throw
a yellow board at a curve where the
engineer couldn’t see the block signal
next ahead. If the hogger edged his
engine beyond the yellow for a look
at the following signal, he was in the

soup. Some set out a single torpedo to.

see if the hogger stopped promptly
and the flagman fell off the rear end
at a run. They were trying to restore
a grim discipline after it had been
disorganized by the sudden glut of
traffic. Under 'the strained condi-
tions, the men resented this sudden
harshness.

They had caught Hi Wheeler cold.
Hi had been promeoted to extra con-
ductor. He was skippering a freight
train, and he’d -left most of it on the
main line while he cut off six cars of
livestock and shoved them onto a sid-
ing to spot at the pens to unload. He
was short a brakeman; to make a
quick job of the unloading he needed
his hind man to help persuade the
steers out of the cars.

Hi had it from the dispatcher that
there’d be nothing along from his
rear for an hour, and he'd arranged
with the foreman of the section gang
at work at this point to protect the
rear end of his train while he was
away. It was all in the interest of
keeping the traffic moving without

delay. And it was a perfectly safe op-

eration.

But it was still against the rules.
When a roving trainmaster caught
him at it, Hi was in trouble. If he
said the foreman was protecting for
him, the foreman was in a jam. There-
fore, Hi could offer no exact excuse.

There had been a hearing on that
breach of regulations, conducted by
a tough-minded assistant superin-
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tendent, and it had taken all the bril-
liant guile of the ramshackle rail-
bender to talk himself out of that
one. At that, it was likely his record
which sawed him from the disgrace
of being bounced. Hi might break the
rules without compunction, but he
always played it safe. The super may
have guessed that Hi had protection
of his train that he couldn’t name.
He’d never caused a serious accident
in all his time on the high iron. And
the limber-jointed oaf could run a
train.

But they d
him back his brake club. Eddie had
had to talk fast to keep Hi from pick-
ing up his marbles and going home.
. He still squirmed with defiance.

The suspense was growing by the
hour, all along the line. The men
were morosely rebellious and full of
plain cussedness. They were spoiling
for any sort of trouble that would re-
lieve the deadly monotony of heading

in and dragging out of sidings, and -

waiting. They’d done a job they said
couldn’t be done; had moved the war
right up to the enemy’s own home
grounds, and all the thanks they’d re-
ceived had been surprise tests sprung
on them in the first letdown.

There had been no cheers for the
railroaders. They were tired, har-
assed, and in a scowling temper. All
of them, that is, except “Bricks” Mc-
Lenon.

RICKS was engineer of Fifth 615.

He sat on the end of the tele-
graph table with his dumpy legs
dangling, placidly smoking weedy
cigars from a supply that bulged in
- his blue shirt pocket. His round, open
face was as serene as a limpid pool,

- and about as expressionless. Bricks

was a runner when he had the rlohts
but he could wait out the hours of

'Y
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delay without fretting. He'd geared
his life to an even tempo. He didn’t
waste energy on useless indignation
when he had te hole up on the siding.
But once in the cab, with the proper
rights, he could make the time—and
a little more. :

Bricks’ tranquil demeanor exasper-
ated Hi Wheeler. A revival of the imp
in his blood that had driven him to
wander the rail lines of the country
prodded him to an effort to break
down the engineer’s serene, good
humor. He scanned Bric¢ks in brood-
ing speculation.

“Mr. Hogger,” he remonstrated
with melancholy courtesy, “when you
pulled away from that last siding,
and you snatched out the slack from
your train-——when it got down to the
caboose, it nearly tore us all apart.
That crummy leaped nine feet off the
rails,” he upbraided Bricks, as he
peered resentfully between his thin
knees at the unperturbed engineer.

Bricks nodded cheerfully and blew
a dense screen of smoke. ;

“You know what?” Hi demanded.
“The shock of the concussion knocked
me down, and the skipper’s chair
climbed astraddle of my neck, and
kicked me with all four feet clean the
length of the crummy.”

He untangled his legs and ex-
hibited a pair of skinned shins.

“And I could show you a lot more
injuries to my person, if youw'd care
to see ’em,” he offered.

Bricks beamed and shook his head.
“Besides,” he allowed, “it was your
fault there was any slack left in the
train.”

“My fault?” Hi challenged with
bitter scorn. .

“Yeah,” Bricks nodded blissfully.
“I was par tlcu]ally careful to get all

“the slack coming out of the hole, be-
~cause I thought mebby we was
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headed for the barn and I wanted to
commence to get there fast when you
turned me loose.”

Bricks mangled a fresh cigar and
clouded the office with noxious fumes.

“I had her all tightened up, too,”
said the hogger, “but you was so
blamed slow closing the switch and
giving me the highball, that them last
dozen cars must’a bunched again.
When I got your go-ahead, thinking
she was all snugged up—" Bricks’
hand reached and plucked the atmos-
phere, as he gestured widening the
throttle, “I started to leave town. She
was tight all the way down till I felt
the hind end bounce.”

“Bounce!” Hi jeered. “Mister, that
crumny looped!”’

Conductor Conway was stretched
out full length on the floor. His mis-
treated stomach was in violent revolt
against eating too little out on the
road where meals were rarely avail-
able at the right time, and eating too
much when he got home dog-tired,
and then tumbling right into bed.
Conway drowsed in a fitful fever.

Hi Wheeler gloomily analyzed the
gaunt feeling that was growing in-
gide him and decided at last that he
was hungry. Fifth 615 was eight
Jhours out of terminal and their last
meal. Maybe it was lack of food that
made him feel like cutting his best
friend’s throat. He brought up the
subject of eating.

“They got grub of sorts over there
in that little old store across the
tracks,” he pointed out, “and I'm
holler clean down to my heels.”

Conductor Conway, with his hand
on his ailing stomach, shuddered and
rejected the idea flatly. Bricks said
he still had plenty of cigars to sus-

tain him. But the other four brake-

men voted enthusiastically for grub.
Hi collected cash donations from his
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brethren and went across the tracks,
through the line of section men’s
houses to the red store that leaned in
a disorderly heap hard upon the old
desert trail. g

In short order, the brakeman re-
turned with cheese and crackers, raw
onions, dill pickles and canned soup.
The five munched and drank un-
heated soup gustily from the cans
and washed it all down with ice
water from the cooler. Observing
them, Conductor Conway moaned
and turned his face to the wall.

The dispatcher rasped his tele-
phone bell harshly. Eddie pulled on
the headphone and answered, “Grav-
ity I” :

“Copy four for Number 22,7 the
DS ordered.

ALLACE STERLING sat at the
7 train sheet on second trick that
night. Old “Walley,” Eddie’s part-
ner from their very beginning as kid
telegraphers along the Missouri
River bottoms! The op perked up at
the sound of his old coadjutor’s voice,
but it developed that Walley, too,
wasn’t his usual masterful self. The
slump had hit the dispatcher’s office
as well as out on the line.

Walley grumbled and grunted the
order, chewing ‘on it with dislike.
Eddie hammered it out on the old
typewriter. It was one of those end-
less “wait ats” clear across the desert
end. It filled the entire train-order
form and wore you out slamming it
down on the ancient mill as Walley
dictated it. After that, besides repeat-
ing it yourself when your turn came,
you had to listen to every other oper-
ator repeat it to the bitter end as.
they droaned through each word,
numeral, spelled out, enumerated
and pronounced. Py

Eddie brooded on the times when
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train orders were transmitted by
Morse, which didn’t require you to
be hitched to the line like a mule to
a post. Moving the schedules by tele-
phone, with all the operators on the
district listening in like neighbors on
a party wire, was like working in a
dark well full of tired, fitful voices.
It was wearisome, listening to the
eternal repetitions. By the time the
third operator had mumbled a
quarter through the thing, the mo-
notony of it clouded Eddie’s mind.
Only slightly conscious of what he
did, he opened the book he’d been

reading. Half-reading and half-
listening, trusting to the DS to

arouse him to repeat the order in his
turn, he hung in a vague suspension.
The mumble in the headphone grew
faint as he became more absorbed in
the shadowy world of the printed
‘page.

Then Walley’s arbitrary voice
sawed through the two worlds Eddie
was trying to inhabit at the same
time—the one within the covers of
the book, the other inside the head-
phone. Something clamored for his
attention and he tried to assemble
his faculties in-one place. He was
dead sure the op who’d been repeat-
~ing the order hadn’t got all the way
through, so the DS couldn’t be call-
ing upon Eddie to begin his repeat.
What the hell was biting Walley to
cause him to interrupt and call for
Gramty‘?

" The dlspatcher s harsh voice jarred
the wire again.

“Gravity, take if on from there!”

Eddie fumbled his way back to the

battered telegraph station and the

sleazy heat.

“Huh?” he said dumbly.

“Begin repeating that order where
October left off,” Walley instructed
him coldly.

. from that point,
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Eddie caught on then. The dis-
patcher was pulling a test on him.
That rule in the good book which
says that checking the repeat of other
operators is one of the most impaor-
tant duties of all train-order oper-
ators wasstill in effect, and the DS
was investigating to find out if it was
being obeyed. Eddie should have been
sedulously following the other ops’
recital. Instead, he’d wandered off
down an enchanted highway which
some writer had dreamed up for him ;
and when Walley interrupted Oc-
tober, and told Eddie to take it up
he couldn’t even
guess where to begin. The DS had
caught him flat-footed. Eddie began
a slow burn.

“Just a moment ago,” he said
plaintively, “a bug got in my eye. One
of those big little woolly ones with
long ears and a tail—”

“Can you begin repeating where
October left off?” the DS broke him
ominously.

“No,” Eddie admltted and let it
go at that =

“Okay !” Walley grumbled. “It was
a test. I'll have to turn you in for a
failure.”

- Turn him in! Why, the overstuffed
baboon ! Ho-kay! Fine! And the back
of his hand to Walley and his tests.
Trying to spoil a good, conscientious
brass pounder’s sunny disposition.
The big tub would discipline his
grandmother in the way of duty. Ho-
kay and all right! It was a long lane
that didn’t have a kink in it. He’d lay
for that oversized swindler. If he ever
caught him all spraddled out he’'d
sure slap him down. Eddie sizzled.

Hi Wheeler, propped against the
wall, dragging on a limp cigarette,
gave Eddie a bogey grin.

“Havin’ a_ little trouble with the
old delayer?” he leered.
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“THIS GUY used to be a sure-
enough railroader,” Hi Wheeler told
the crew

Eddie scorched him with a wither-
ing glance. ;

“You was the guy,” Hi reflected,
“that told me there had to be dis-
cipline with which to run a railroad.
I remember you sayin’ it when I was
quittin’ cause they picked on me.”

At that, Eddie grudged, there’d
been plenty of omens, and he should
have been alert to them. After all
those tests sprung on train and en-
gine crews, he might have known
they’d work over the operators, too.
It was just as important that they be
brought under strict control. And, of
course, Walley’d pick on him first.

»DAYLIGHT was beginning to ebb
from the endless vague flats. You
couid feel a hard tension crawling
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across the smoldering quiet, building
up a formidable pressure. The thund-
ering trains, headed into the sunset,
roaring through the deadly silence,
mile upon rolling mile of men and
freight destined for far points, were
a part of a schedule set up in the vast
scheme of things. When all that
power got set, there would be rend-
ing violence. It was sure alarming.

Well, just in case they were going
to scrutinize all - phases of his
methods of keeping ’em rollin’, he be-
gan a zealous check of his equip-
ment, paraphernalia and facilities
for work. He ran over the number of
train-order blanks made up into pads,
convenient to the typewriter so he’d
be set to jot ’em down as fast as
DS sent them, in the number re-
quired. He made a survey of the
hoops in the rack, testing their
catches to make certain they were
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Strong enough to hold the flimsies se-

cure against the impact when the-

ashcat caught the hoop.

To forestall any possible mechan-
ical failures, he went outside to see
if the oil lamp in the semaphore was
burning. From the ground there was
no light visible; but there was too
much daylight remaining to be sure.
" Eddie climbed better than half way
up the ladder in a quick scamper and
made sure there was no glimmer in
the lantérn. The light was out.

As he clung there staring upward,
a blast of wind rocked the slender
mast. The two blades of the sema-
phore reeled in the windy, vacant
spaces against the empty sky. His
head began a slow roll. He looked
down quickly. 'The earth was far be-
low and it heaved like a restless sea.
His stomach began to crawl. Chang-
ing holds on the rungs with grim
care, Eddie descended to the ground. .

Back in the office, somewhat shak-
en, he pulled on the headphone.

“Mister,” he explained into the
transmitter; “the light in my order
board has done gone out.”

There was a short pause. Then the
DS came back crisply.

“It says here,” he said, “that op-
erators must see to it that their sig-
nal lights are burning brightly from
sundown to sunup.”

“Where does it say that?”’ Eddie
inquired incredulously.

“Right here in the superintend-
ent’s bulletins,” the DS stated, “so
you scramble up that pole and fill
and relight the lamp right now.”

“Who—me?”

Eddie’s glance slid up the slim
length of the silvery semaphore mast.
The tip swayed dizzily in the upper
reaches of the restless air. The order
boards at the top flapped solemnly in
the wind like a winged serpent about
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to take off. He shuddered and began
a slow singe. Walley seemed to think
he owned a chunk of this railroad.
Pulling tests, and then trying to
make a ring-tailed, pole-climbing
monkey out of an’ eminent brass
._pounder.

The company emplm ed highly-
skilled signal maintainers, trained-to
keep all such apparatus in good
working order. If the ops were edged
into making these minor repairs, first
thing you knew they’d be required to
nurse all the signal equipment ad-
jacent to the stations. It would be
practically taking the bread from the
mouths of Leo and his family,, if
Eddie did this job for which Leo
should collect an overtime call. . . .
Besides, that was a mighty rickety
and restless spire to climb in the
hurricane which was now and then
raging. Eddie just didn’t believe he
was fitted to mount to such flimsy
~elevations. -

“You sure it says the op has got to
climb that frail pole,” he demanded,
“’way up there where it goes in the
sky—and refill and rekindle the
light?”

“In so many words-—yes,” affirmed
Walley. “Pretty soon the old sun
will be down,” he warned, “and you’ll
need that light to hol'em up or
keep ’em down the main iron.”

“You know something?” Eddie in-
quired. “I think they had a couple of
other lightning slingers in mind
when they promulgated that bulletin.
Anyhow, they sure didn’t have me in
their thoughts, because lofty places
make me giddy. And in this present
typhoon that’s now blowing, I swear
that pole bends.and bobbles likes a
buggy whip.”

“You don’t mean to say,” Walley
protested, “that you decline to do
your duty?”
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“Decline,” Eddie murmured, ‘“is
not the word. I reject your whole
hypothesis. Firmly.”

Eddie nodded to himself.

“Look,” he purred. “You’ve likely

got any number of things you ought
to be doing this very minute, so don’t
let me detain you.”

Eddie grinned maliciously. Walley
had walked right into it. ;

“All you’ve got to do is authorize
me to notify the signal maintainer to
illuminate the board,” said the op
in a dulcet tone, “so he’ll be reim-
bursed with overtime when he fixes
it. Then you can forget the whole
thing. We’ve got about twenty min-
utes till it comes on dark,” he
pointed out. “After which, if-my
board isn’t lighted, I won’t be worth
a damn to you.”

Eddie’s phones gave off sounds as
though Walley were strangling.

“Ho-kay! All right!” he stormed.
_“That’ll make two reports I've got
to turn in on your behavior tonight.
Go ahead and call the maintainer.”

“Seems to me,” Hi Wheeler medi-
tated, “you’re havin’ a time of it to-
night, Eddie. You slippin’?”

LATION lifted Eddie’s feet as he
made for the door to call Leo. Set
a guy down behind a trainsheet and
he thought he owned the road. He’d
teach that ape to pull his tests on
somebody else, not on an old-timer
who’d cut his teeth on’em. He’d make
Walley sorry he’d ever sounded off—
As he reached the threshold, a be-
lated recollection seared across Ed-
die’s brain. It stopped him dead in
his tracks. He turned blindly and
groped to his chair by the telegraph
table.
Slipping! He’d sure skidded all

over the highway. He’d put up all

that ruckus to have the maintainer
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light his semaphore lamp, had braz-
enly bullied Walley into empowering
him to have it done, and now he re-
membered that Leo had gone to town
with the section gang, and wouldn’t
be back till all hours of the morning.
Wouldn’t that behemoth sitting up
there in the cool comfort of the dis-
patcher’s office bust a blood vessel
laughing when he knew of this pre-
dicament? Life would be perdition
associating with that masterful man
if he ever found out about this.

Hi Wheeler’'s ramshackle figure,
distributed luxuriously over a con-
siderable space of the floor, caught
Eddie’s eye. His mind crystalized.

“Say, Hi, remember that night,”
Eddie mused aloud, and he seemed to
drift dreamily into a pleasant fan-
tasy, “down there at Cajon when you
were switching out Barabe’s business
car, around two a.m.? You were
spotting it over on the depot siding
so the switcher could paste it onto
the hind end of Number 3 when she
came along.

“Yeah,” Hi answered lazily, “what
about it?” : <

“You coupled the engine on easy,”
Eddie reminded him softly, “so you
wouldn’t awaken the Old Man, who
was aboard. You gave the hogger the
take-it-away, and climbed up on the
head-end steps of the private car as
you moved off across the yard. Then
just for the hell of it, you tried the
door.

“That was the kitchen end of the
car,” Eddie continued, “and a switch-
man is always hungry at two a.m.”

Hi’s eyes gleamed as exultant
memories spanned time and ‘space.
The cigarette dangled from his lower
lip, as his mouth opened in an art-
less smile. ,

“Destiny,” Eddie pondered,“guided
your hand to that door latch, just to
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test the lock, like a good policeman
on night patrol making sure every-
thing was safe. There wasn’t a fraud-
ulent motive in your whole system
when you took hold of the knob, but
there sure was when you found the
door would open.

“Barabe was sawing it off in his
berth,” Eddie wandered on, “and you
just stepped inside the kitchen to see
what the interior of a brass hat's
business car looked like.”

Hi nodded with slow delight.

“The first thing you noticed was-a
cold roast chicken in the pantry.
Right after that a bottle of the Old
Man’s best whisky in a-locker.”

The brakeman licked his lips.

“Next thing you knew,” Eddie re-
called, “you were headed out the
door, with the chicken wrapped in a
napkin and the bottle tucked under
your arm.

“And then!” Eddie’s tone sharp-
ened prophetically. “The Old Man,
always keenly alert to larceny by his
hired hands, aroused himself and be-
gan to investigate the sound of the
plate you dropped.”

Hi’s countenance split wide open
in a succulent grin.

“Remember, how I headed you
through the dark sidedoor of the sta-
tion and concealed the loot in the
baggage room? Then T let you out the
back door of the warehouse so you
could climb aboard your switch en-
- gine, put you safe when five minutes
later, Barabe turned his flock of
special agents out to hunt up the cul-
prit:”

“Doggone, Eddie!” Hi murmured,
“that roast hen just melted in the
mouth like ambrosia. And the squir-
rel juice! It made you float around

the Cajon yard all warm and happy .

and peaceful. Everybody was your
loyin’ friend.”
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“And you know what?” Eddie
moved in swiftly with a slick conjura-
tion. “If it hadn’t been for me, quick-
thinking and always prepared to pro-
tect a pal, there’d have been no chick-
en and grog. Instead, they’d have
socked you in the jailhouse and
tossed the key away. The Old Man
was sure bent upon retribution that
night.”

Hi’s pensive eye wandered back. -
“You sure saved the day that night,”

‘he acknowledged

“But the fact is,” Eddie cracked
down suddenly, “you still owe me
something for saving your neck.
And it isn’t much I'm asking in re-
turn,” he explained elaborately, his
eye fixed on his expression. “You
don’t mind the altitudes. Anyhow if
you got bucked off that semaphore
mast, you’d merely bounce a couple
of times, then subside all in one piece.
Me, I'm brittle. I break in pieces.”

He studied Hi’s bewildered look
coldly. “So,” he bored in, “suppose
you climb the order board mast and
fetch down the lantern. I'll1 fill it and
light it, and then you can replace it
so we can control the movement of
trains properly at this station.”

I WHEELER came to with a sud-
den jerk.

“Hell, Eddie " he pleaded. “I split
the loot with you. Don’t you remem-
ber? You et half the hen and—well,
you had all the stingo you wanted.”

“That,” returned the op, “is beside
the point.”

Hi stared about with a daunted
look. His four colleagues along the
wall studied him critically.

“He’d never be able to fit his big
feet into that little bitta ladder,” one
of them decided. “He’d likely get
caught up there at the top of the
mast, and we’d have to send for the
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big hook to get him down safely.”

“See what your chums think of
you,” Eddie remarked with scorn.

Hi untangled his disorderly length

“from the floor and stood. up. His
wide-eyed glance moved deliberately
up along the silver pole standing
rigid against the sky. A squall caught
the outflung signal arms at the tip.
They flapped wildly, as the mast
thrashed the air. Hi closed his eyes.

“Haw!” brayed his four consorts
in a derisive chorus.

Hi opened his eyes and eyed them
maliciously. “If this ain’t the damnd-
est old granny outfit.”

He whipped out his bandana and
folded it carefully.

“My dad,” he remarked, “often
warned me that what you don’t see
won’t hurt you.”

The brakeman strode out to the
foot of the mast. He tied the hand-
kerchief over his eyes, then pulled his®
hat well down. He fumbled for the
narrow iron ladder and felt his way
to the top of the insecure pole. There
he took the lantern from its fasten-
ings and backed down without hesi-
tation. Pulling up the blindfold, he
watched Eddie fill and light the lan-

_tern. Then he covered his eyes again
and made another round trip.

“You Sears Roebuck brakemen,”
he harangued  his brethren, ‘“don’t
know but one way to skin a cat.”

The four squatted along the wall
looked demurely down their noses at
the floor.

Just then a perishable freight
rocked east, hurrying to keep her
place in the parade of passengers. If
she were overtaken she’d be driven
into a siding to wait them out. The
hogger had her all wound up. Eddie

_.got an order up to the head end as it
- whiffed past, but as the hind brake-
man swung out from the caboose to

"\
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snare the skipper’s copy, a gust of
wind shook the hoop and the stinger
booted it. Eddie watched for the con-
ductor to pull Lis engineer down and
back him up for the missed order.
But the skipper apparently trusted
his engineer to read and safely fol-
low orders.. The hotshot blasted on
into the silence.

“The hind end missed the order,”
Tddie reported, when he OS’d her by.
“But he didn’t come back for ’em.”

“You're not doing a bit good to-
night,” - Walley croaked. “Might
just as well close that station out at
that.” He modified his rebuke. “Just
so the head end got ’em, it’ll be all
right. Likely the big O can’t read
anyway,” ~

First 1 floated at the top of the
grade in the dark and came sliding
down the incline, a silent comet, the
wind sweeping her racket behind her
in trailing thunder. Her emerald
signal lights peered through the glare
of her headlight, fair notice of an-
other section of her train to follow.
She burst on the station in a quick
explosion, and was gone.

Traffic came to a boil. The dis-
patcher set Eddie to copying orders
in rapid succession. He was in the
middle of an order when Second 1
sprang the westbound block. Eddie
checked the time while he continued
to hammer the typewriter lustily, his
back to the approaching train. With .
the wind in her teeth; he’d not be able

' to hear her approach. It took a pas-

senger~ train at regular schedule
three minutes and thirty seconds to
reach the station from the time it
threw the block, and he reckoned:
from his watch when she would be
close enough to give her the hoard.
Walley bumbled over the order,

trying to make up his mind where to

meet converging trains. Eddie kept
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his watch in the corner of his eye, and-

at the estimated time after Second 1
had tripped the warning signal, he
twisted in his chair for a quick
glance over his shoulder. She was
close at hand. That hogger had
turned her loose down the grade,
making up time. The headlight was
right at the station door.

Eddie tramped on the peddle an(l
blurted into the transmitter : “Break,
till I clear Second 1.”

He flung off the headphone, got the
semaphore lever in a quick snatch
and pulled the board scant seconds
before the headlong
erupted in a savage roar past the sta-
tion. The engineer gave him an angry
snort of the whistle, reprimand for
being tardy.

A green streak caught in the edge
of his eye as the engine roared by, a
signal light indicating a third sec-
tion was somewhere behind. Eddie
cut in on the wire. :

“08, Gravity,” he chanted, “Sec-
ond 1, with green signals, by at 7:08
p.m.”

“Green signals?” Walley chal-
lenged.

“Yeph” said Eddie. “Wearin’ the
green.”

“That wind you said was blowing
there miust have increased its veloc-
1y 2 :

“It ain’t moderated a speck,” Ed-
die edged off carefully, waiting for
the payoff.

“Must have blown that green sig-
nal light over to you from some
switch stand,” Walley mocked. “Sec-
ond 1 wasn’t carrying classification
lights. There ain’t 1o third sectlon
of her.”

DDIE reflected carefully. A green
streak had sure flicked him in the
eye as Second 1’s engine bolted past.

locomotive -
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He’d been back in the game long
enough to have revived the old habit
of keeping his head in tight spots,
being alert to every flashing item
when a lot of them occurred at once.
Going back over the abrupt passing
of Second 1, he couldn’t change his
belief that she’d carried signals. But
Walley was all set to bat his ears
down if he persisted.

Eddie recalled the injunction in
the railroad man’s mythical textbook
on procedure—that whimsical vol-
ume recorded only in the minds of
operating men—which decreed that
when arguing with the dispatcher,
always be sure you are right . . . and
then let him have his way. If he was
wrong, it might catch up with him
later. Meanwhile, you were heavily

handicapped in an altercation with

him. He could throw the book at you
and you’d have to stand still for it.

Eddie eased away again, knowing
that imminent time would make a
liar out of one of them.

“Seemed to be carrying the Irish
when she went by me,” he remarked,
and let it lay. :

“Might just as well close up that
station,” the DS repeated.

Eddie pondered those times back
there at the dim end of the careless
road when brash regulations wére
fabricated by young boomers for
their own edification, and to con-
found the brass hats. There was the
law, quite prevalent and well-con-
sidered at the time, which carried be-
yond the standard rule that directed
you in case of doubt or indecigion to
take the safe side. The boomer’s no-
tion went on to decree that when ex-
ceptionally uncertain of the situa-
tion at hand, you should take to the
hillside. And in extreme apprehen-
sion, you’d better throw her over,

give her a bucketful of sand and take
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to the brush. Those drifters could
play on their fancies. :

The dispatcher, who had completed
a critical survey of current condi-
tions as pictured on his train sheet,
interrupted Eddie’s reflections to
bring up the grim present.

“Gravity !” he broke out. “Number
370 would have come out of Mercury
when Second 1 got by him. 370’s been
on your signal for one minute and
forty-five seconds. Her headlight is
now staring you in the face, should
you chance to glance out of your west
window. How come you don’t report
these movements to your dispatcher?
I can’t run a railroad without
prompt information from the oper-
ators.”

Walley was on the prod tonight.
Eddie’s eye swiveled to the darkened
window. No headlight, and no red
block light specked the vast gloom.
He eyed the transmitter, and then a
thought struck him. He turned it
over quickly. There was a shade too
much deference in his tone as he
kicked open the circuit and mur-
mured obligingly,

“No, sir, there isn’t any headlight
in my face. And yes, sir, my block is
clear.”

“Sacred cow!” Walley grumbled.
Then he caught the slyly obsequious
tone and he became cautious. “This
railroad seems about to have a com-
plete breakdown. What do you sup-
pose is hanging that 370 up?”

Eddie considered the possibilities.
He knew from reports heard on the
Morse-wire, that there had been three
sections of Number 1 into Yarbo ; but
the third section had been cut off
there. So Second 1 did have green
signals into Yarbo, and there was an
outside chance that the head end had
failed to remove them when they got
- their running orders from that point. .
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If she did still carry the green, no
opposing train would move against

_ this non-existent third section with-

out authority. And-if the dispatcher
hadn’t arranged this protection, the
road would be standing still in no
time. Number 370, in the hole down
there at Mercury, would remain there
until Third 1 passed, or she was re-
leased by train order.

“Has that 370 got anything on
Third 1?” Eddie inquired blandly.

Walley blew.

“I done told you there ain’t no -
Third 1!’ he stormed. “They cut her
off at Yarbo. You had you an hallu-
cination about the second section
carrying green signals. Mebby you
been too long out there on the desert.
It sometimes makes you see double.”

“Ho-kay !” Eddie subsided meekly.
“I'm just trying to make myself use-
ful. Excuse me all to pieces. Only, if
I was you I'd caution the op at Abila
to make sure to see that Second 1
hasn’t forgot and left on her signals.”

The Abila operator, who had been
delighting himself with these re-
joinders, cut in.

“I got you,” he chirped. “Second
1I’s on my block now. I’ll mark her
signals very special.” »

Eddie smouldered. It’d got so even
your best friends would cut your
throat behind your back. He’d sure
been dumb to let Walley snare him
with a test. Now, if the big ape
caught him falsifying signals, he’d
have to eat more crow.

HE strain of waiting for Abila to

report the facts intensified, as he
studied the circling minute-hand of
his watch. He’d been moving fast
when the green speck hit him in the
eye; it might have been the reflection
from a switch light. His assurance
began to weaken. He flinched when
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' the Abila op cut in and warbled
glibly.

“Second 1 by at 7:39 p.m.” He
paused to stretch the tension. “Wear-
ing green signals!” he added glee-
* fully.

Walley’s voice went up in startled
exasperation.

“Green signals!” he agonized.
“What’s he got them on for?”

He flipped the pages of his book
and checked the running order he’d
let her out of Yarbo with. It was
clear enough. “Eng. 4240 run as Sec-
ond 1 Yarbo to—" Not a word about
displaying signals for a following
section. The head end had merely
neglected to take them down.

Walley belled Tango furiously.
~ “Stop that Second 1 right there

without fail,” he instructed the Tan-
go op. “And tell the hogger to read
his running order again, then take
down his classification lights. After
which, he’s to make a report, com-
plete in every detail, stating why he
had ’em up at all. Don’t let him pro-
ceed till he gets ’em down.”

Walley sighed heavily. |

“What a night! That guy will have
my line all tied up, foolin’ everybody
by showing he’s got a section behind
him . . . Hello, Gravity,” he picked
up briskly. “Number 370 is sure stuck
at Mercury waitin’ for Third 1 that
ain’t even on the line. What are we
going to do about that?”

“We? ... Why, you great—"

“I know—I know,” Walley
mourned. “But 370 is a troop train
and we can’t let her sit there for-
ever.”

“Well, now,” Eddie considered.
“In that tone of voice, I might think
of something.”

Bulldozers of the Army had
smoothed out the old desert roads
and trails during training ma-

St

neuvers, and it was now but a few
minutes’ drive by automobile to the
next blind siding. :

“Give me an order that’ll get her
out of there,” Eddie offered, “and I'll
drive it down to him, But just re-
member, I'm doing it for Uncle Sam

‘and for no other person whatever.”

“Verv pious and commendable of
you,” Walley sighed, and issued the
order.

Eddie made a quick run to Mer-
cury in his car, and was back at his .
station by the time 370 came out and
roared by, her enraged hogger tear-
ing a livid hole through the darkness.

While all this activity had been
going on, Fifth 615’s skipper became
more and more restless. Suddenly he
decided he’d stand for no more.

“Ask that blamed delayer when
he’s going to move us out of here,”
Conway instructed Eddie crossly:

“He says,” Eddie relayed the DS’s
decision, “that gust as soon as he can
seize enough road for you to occupy,
he’ll get you going.”

The skipper got to his feet.

“I'm going to the crummy,” he
muttered, and vanished in the dark-
ness. Bricks followed him out, wan-
dering over to check his locomotive.

The Yarbo yard bulged and dis-
gorged a westbound freight train.
The yardmaster practically kicked it
out of his garden in the face of con-
siderable varnish. He hoped some-
body would make something of it,
and came on the dispatcher’s wire
with a brief explanation.

“I’ve got to make room in this yard
of mine, and no foolin’. Number 625
is standing on your main iron,” he
stated belligerently, as he dumped a
long freight train in the dispatcher’s
lap. “And if she ties up your road—
see if I care!”

“Sacred cow !” Walley yelled back.



“What am I gonna do with her?”
° “That,” the ringmaster decided
promptly, “comes under the domain
of none of my headache. Flom here
out she’s your baby.”

He went off the wire with a muffled
explosion.

“She’ll sure stab that 370 again,”
Walley checked his trainsheet and
brooded aloud with dark forebodings.
“Pirst 24 is on the advertised ; Sec-
ond 24 is forty minutes behlnd her.

. Number: 4, straight up, is now fifty
minutes off, and she’s hot and not to
be bothered. I'll have to write a let-
ter as long as your arm, if I hang up
that streak of varnish.”

He continued his somber reckon- .

-

ings.

“Phird and Fourth 824 are holed
up waiting to follow 370 into Yarbo,
and now he shoves 625 right out in
the face of everything. I just ain’t got
enough road to hold ’em.”

Still, Walley could gtretch the high
iron to fit the traffic. He forced 625
out: of Yarbo and tucked her into a
blind siding in time so that she
showed only a brief yellow block to
barely slow 370. She met First 24
there, -and then had time enough on
the second section to move up to a
train-order station. After that, the
hogger of Second 24 made a brilliant
effort to overtake the first. section of
his train. This dwam crossed up the
DS.

But 625 moved better than was ex-
pected of her. She didn’t use up all
the time she had, getting into the
clear at Tamarisk: She held enough
on Second 24 to stab her thirteen
minutes the way the passenger train
was catching up on her schedule.

Second 24 was coming close “at
qufaVity, when the dispatcher real-
ized that he had put excessive re-
straiut on her that wasn’t being used
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by the freight train. He sought to
take it up by annulling the order
that would slow her down.

He called Gravity and Tamarisk
impetuously.

“Copy a short one for Second 24
that’s coming at you now, Eddie,” he
snapped, “and get it up without
stopping her. Order No. 884 to C&E
Second 24. Period. Order No. 877 is
annulled.”

T WAS EASY asthat to lift the re-
straint, but it put an amount of
stress upon Eddie, getting it down at
the speed which Walley talked it, re-
peating it and clearing her. Second
24’s headlight was bright in the win-
dow as Eddie bolted for the door,
trailing train-order hoops. The wind
had blown the screen door ajar and
the way was clear. Then, just as he
reached the threshold, a gust came
hurtling down from the high pass
and slammed the door in his face.
The opposing momentum the wind
had given it combined with the speed
Eddie had gained at the exit caused a
violent collision. The screen rasped
a bit of skin from the point of his
nose, while one knee struck the frame
with a sharp impact. His left leg felt
as if the bone had been shattered and
his flesh pricked with a million nee-
dles. Tears half blinded him. A livid
rage shook him with a blazing desire
to commit second degree murder.
The hogger of Second 24 had
choked her down, coming up against
a red board. Eddie was able to limp
crab-wise to the main line in time to
toss the hoop at the cab in a blind
cast. The ashcat speared it like a
champion. Eddie nearly missed get-
ting the second one up te the brake-
man, who unexpectedly stuck his
head and his lantern from the vesti-
bule window of the coach directly be-
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hind the baggage car. He tried to
lasso the stinger around the" neck,
and likely did. The hoop vanished.

Eddie limped back to the station,
The brakemen, crouched along the
wall, stared at him solemnly, and
snickered. He tried to stoop for a
chunk of ballast to heave at them, but
his leg wouldn’t bend. The stingers
began whispering among themselves.

Eddie was surprised to note that
the passenger wasn’t picking up any
speed after checking on the red
board. In fact, she was still slowing.
The hind end wasn’t more than six
carlengths beyond the station when
she came to a stop. Angrily, he bet
himself a quarter that in his haste
he’d bulled the order, and that the
hogger was returning it to him for
correction. Yet a quick examination
of the order showed no error.

“T got it up just in the nick.of
time,” he told Walley, “but she
stopped anyhow.”

“Yeah!” Walley bounced back.

“You’ve done everything but blunder

an order, so I guess you had to pick
this particularly important mo-
ment.”

“Well, no,” Eddie sighed. “The
order is exactly as you gave it to me,
and my clearance is correct.”

“Then why’n hell did he pause,”
roared Walley, “when I was trying
to keep him going at top speed?”

“That I wouldn’t know till the
brains of the varnish gets back to me,
swollen up with wrath and full of
bile. He’ll likely have the answer at
the tip of his tongue. Meantime, I
just wondered in the back of my mind
—do you suppose in the haste and
confusion in which this occurred that
you annulled the wrong order?”

“The wrong order?’ Walley
snarled. “Why, darn your blistered,
belittling—"

- Hawkins
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He broke off and the silence on the
wire tightened. There was tragedy
in his voice, when he raised it again.

“My Gawd! I annulled 877 instead
of 876. Copy it over and make it 876
that’s annulled. Then get it up to the
head end as damn quick as you can.”

One of the brakemen hunkered
along the wall stood up. He took one
of the corrected copies as it came
from the typewriter, snapped on his
electri¢ lantern and sprinted toward
the head end of Second 24. Taking
a path beside a string of outfit cars
in the station pocket, he avoided the
conductor who came down from the
rear Pullman and made for the sta-
tion in majestic wrath.

“I can see the big O coming at me,”
Eddie announced blandly into the
transmitter, “and it’s Scrap Iron
Hawkins. I can tell by the way his
feet smack the ballast that he’s going
to take the shingles off the roof. Is
there something particular you want
me to say when he does?”’

“Yes—and no,” Walley sulked. “If
you told him what I think, they’d
put us both in jail. But in case you’ve
got something special in mind, per-
sonally, you camtell it to him on your
own responsibility.”

“That’ll be just dandy.”

Eddie considered “Scrap Iron”
an incorrigible, brass-
bound old he-wasyp. Eddie had once
inadvertently stopped the Sunshine
Limited in this remote and torrid
spot, when Scrap Iron was skipper-
ing that pet varnish. On that occa-
sion the conductor had pawed up the
earth, and reported the incident in
all the black details he could .whip
up in his outraged mind.

The Gravity operator craved re-
venge. Scrap Iron seemed to think
his gold braid entitled him to a free
hand in his relations with associates
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and cxempted him from error. He
was one of those old hundred-and-
fifty percenters. Eddie was all set to
go as far down the line as the big O
cared to travel

HE LIFT of Serap Iron’s feet was
menacing. He laid a firm hand
upon the knob of the screen door,
and as he pulled, the wind edged into
the opening and slammed the door in
his face. Rusty dust from the ancient
screen circled in the breeze and pow-
dered the skipper’s bright uniform,
speckling even his countenance.
Eddie forgave the door for the hurt
it had done him. The big O just stood
upon the threshold and glared. He
opened his mouth to blast. A sneeze
overtook him; .he convulsed and
choked. ;
The brakemen along the wall broke

into a short burst of raucous laugh-.

ter. Then they subsided into dead-
pan silence, staring at Scrap Iron
like expectant vultures. The atmos-
pheric pressure went up fifty pounds
to the square inch.

‘“What,” shouted the conductor,
“stopped us here?”

Eddie put a bright eye upon him.
Scrap Iron hadn’t encountered the
freight brakeman on his way forvard
with the corrected order, and Second
24’s own brakeman, who had the
original order, was up there fiftecn
coaches ahead. The conductor didn’t

know why he’d been stopped.

- “Your board is red!” Scrap Iron
pointed out bitterly.

Eddie looked blank, turned to the
brakemen and elevated his shoulders.

“He says the board is red.”

The wooden faces along the wall
stared incredulously at Scrap Iron.

“Red!” Hi Wheeler croaked.

The big O was almost howling.
“Will you tell me why we were
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stopped here?” he demanded again.
» “The man wants to know why he
stopped here,” Eddie brooded.

“Always wants to know;” Hi de-
clared resentfully. “Why don’t he ask
‘Washington? They l\now everything
in Washington.”

“A very, very pious idea,” Eddie
confirmed.

“This horseplay has gone too far,”
Scrap Iron raged. “Are you going to
continue to delay this first-clags
train?”’

Eddie appealed to the crew.

“You going to sit there and let this
train be delayed?” he inquired.

The faces switched a gratified look
upon him like a headlight. The heads
nodded in emphatic approval.

Eddie had kept an eye on the
brakeman going forward with the
corrected order. He saw his lantern
pause and swing up the ladder of
Second 24’s engine. Then he turned
to Scrap Iron.

“I handed your brakeman an order
as he went by,” he offered hopefully.

“I can’t find my brakeman,”
grieved the conductor. -

“Goes around losing things terri-
bly easy,” Hi muttered. “Next thing,
he’ll mislay his train.”

Second 24 whistled off. The hog-
ger was leaving town. Scrap Iron
wheeled in the doorway as his train
began to move, throwing a bitter
glance over his shoulder. Then he be-
gan to run. He pulled his cap down
tight, tucked in his elbows and went
into prodigious strides as he pursued
the retreating rear-end of Second 24.
His tiny electric lantern cut fantas-
tic-patterns in the dark.

It seemed for tight seconds that he
would never make it Then in a des-
perate burst he surged up under the
tail lights. He made a wild clutch
and grasped the grabiron. Evidently
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he had enough breath remaining to
drag himself aboard.

“This just ain’t one of my days,”
Hi Wheeler muttered unhapplly “1
was sure pullin’ for old Scrap Iron—
to get left.”

Bricks McLenon came back and
heaved his heavy bulk onto the far-
ther end of the telegraph table. He
blew foul smoke and amiably contem-
plated the row of melancholy faces.
A gust of wind chased itself across
the empty dark and died in the far
distance. It reminded Bricks.

“Did I ever tel you about Andy
‘Sharp’s beard?” he inquired genially.
“When he was goin’ up the pass on
short time, had his head a little too
far out the righthand cab window,
and a squall blew his whiskers up
over his eyes?” :

Hi Wheeler’s long "face twisted
into an expression of repugnance as

“though he’d tasted something nause-
ous.

“Yes,” he said offensively, “you
have. Two hundred and elghty-seven
times you’ve told it.”

“That beard of Andy’s,” Bricks
persisted imperturbably, “was sure
luxuriant. A regular thicket. So when
the wind blew it over his face, it
wiped out everything in view, and
- Andy shot the air into emergency.”

Bricks shifted his tattered cigar
the width of his wide mouth, waiting
for someone to ask why Andy Sharp
had wiped the clock at the time men-
tioned. But the trainmen just stared
at him with resentment. Their scorn-
ful looks would have subdued a less
complacent man. Bricks, undaunted,
took up the tale of Andy’s beard.

“Andy stopped his train with con-
siderable abruptness,” Bricks
beamed, “which slammed his fireman

againgt the boilerhead. The ashcat
staggered over to his side, looked out
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front and back, and then he yelled at
* Andy to know what was the trouble.

“Trouble?” says Andy. “Didn’t
you see that wagonload of hay we
just hit?”

Bricks paused again expectantly.

“Hay?” mourned Hi Wheeler.
“They don’t grow hay up in the
pass.”

“That’s just it,” Bricks chortled.
“Tt was Andy’s whiskers that fooled
him. When they blew up over his
face, he thought he’d colhded with a
load of hay.”

A plaintive wail broke from the
trainmen. It rose to a derisive howl.

ONDUCTOR CONWAY’S pale

face hung in the doorway. He

sniffed the toxic fumes from Brick’s
cigar and shuddered. .

“Tell that delayer,” he ordered,
“that we’ll be dead on the law if he "
keeps us out much longer.”

The dispatcher was in another
hole. He'd either have to get Fifth
615 into the terminal before their
sixteen hours were up, or else
“patch” the crews—send fresh men
to relieve them out on the line. There
weren’t crews available for the patch
so Walley would have to move her.

Eddie slapped down the orders as
the DS issued them rapidly.

“Get yourselves together,” he
called. “The DS is going to give you
some railroad to operate on.”

The conductor and engineer
checked the flimsies Eddie thrust to
them. They reckoned their next
moves, how far they could go on the
orders before taking siding again for
superior trains. The crews went out,
their lanterns making bright sparks
in the vast dark. Fifth 615 moved
through the passing track and rolled
away across the starlit void,-her tail
lights sullen red splotches.
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Eddie slumped. Those guys’d got
themselves into such a lather it was
like mingling with a cyclone.

He speculated somberly on their
vivid conversation. They’d talked too
much about the wrong things. He re-
membered the times when crews,
hung up at a train-order station by
derailment or washout or minor
check in the flow of traffic, gathered
in the office to badger the op, to dis-
pute, and tell tall tales of their ex-
ploits across the network of steel.
They would moan and bewail and
else. They’d moar and bewail and
blame the dispatcher, criticize -all
brass hats.” Without hesitation,
they’d declare how to run a railroad.
But it was merely letting off exces-
sive exuberance—their pop valve.

But there’d been hardly a com-
plaint in this evening’s session. No
lamentations, no boasting. Nobody
had even ventured to outline a bril-
liant new policy for the management.

Out here on the desert the monoto-
ny was the worst. Crews lived with
the job day and night. They came
oft the run, maybe out sixteen hours,
and collapsed into bed. Next day,
they awoke to immediate duty. The
crew dispatcher dragged them out of
a restless cave of fitful sleep and fit-
ted them into the rolling machine
again. There were no diversions,
nothing to give them a lift. Nobody
even said they were doing all right.
Barabe’d better not try the iron hand
on ‘this outfit at the present moment.

That would put on about enough heat

to cause it to rip apart at the seams.

- Eddie shook his head quizzically.
His thoughts were becoming all
snarled up with human behavior,
Broody, like an old hen. Maybe Wal-
ley had been right when he’d said
Eddie’d been too long on the desert.
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A faintly familiar urge stirred his
thoughts and set them drifting back
through the boomer years. In those
times, if a job didn’t quite fit, or it
became the least irksome, you pulled
the pin immediately and drifted on
to the Pennsy or the “Q” or the Rio
Grande. It was a big, free country
with a lot of things to see.

The thunder of the big engines
echoed across the bright years. Pic-
tures flickered against the satin
dark; he caught the jagged skyline
that cities show, laced with locomo-
tive smoke. :

For a single glittering moment
he saw the breathless swoop of the
Rockies against the brittle blue and
he heard the snarl of the stack tossed
along the canyon walls. Smells which
the winds had gathered from a thou-
sand miles of prairie slid across his
face and urged him to take to the
careless road again.

Why not? He could do a job in
Wyoming or Delaware. He was as
free as the prairie wind he’d just
tasted. Wayward fancies reached
out over the storming web of steel.

The dispatcher’s bell rasped in a
quick convulsion. Eddie blinked the
wistful pictures from his eyes. An un-
easy feeling set in.

He glanced at his watch. He’d
worked only half his trick. Yet it
seemed as if he’d gone through a
month’s trials in one evening. If
these continued to multiply there’d
be trouble between now and mid-
night. Events happened fast, when
vou were handling heavy traffic.

The heat which had collected, in
the office all day was like a blanket.
But he felt a slight chill breath on
the back of his neck. The sullen red
markers of Fifth 615 melted stealth-
ily into the velvet curtain.

(Concluded next month)






CLEANING JOB on the valve gear of a New Haven

streamstyled Hudson type. These handsome big passenger
engines are used on heavy trains with moderate schedules
—seldom unbridled as they have proved hard on rails at
: high speed
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High Speed Train-Order Stand

By LEROY PALMER

Pacific can now boast what appears to
to be the cleverest device yet made
for the mechanical delivery of train-orders
to moving trains. It is called the Ashcraft
High Speed Train-Order Delivery Stand.
Duane Ashcraft, a veteran of twenty-three
years in the telegraph service of the UP and
former ORT General Chairman when this
part of the UP was “The Salt Lake Line,”
has always been an inventive genius. Back
in 1931, when I worked with him at Kelso,

: THh Los Angeles Division of the Union

“ Calif., he was using a homemade device,
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similar to those commonly employed today,
to open his.garage doors as he approached
in his car. At Crucero, Calif., he constructed
a wooden rack for our stock of train-order
hoop strings, that kept them from tangling.
They were stretched straight in the rack,
separated and ready for instant use. It was
a decided improvement on the customary ar-
rangement of strings hung in a bunch from
which you must laboriously disentangle one
every time you need it.

“Ash” handed up thousands of train-
orders to flying trains under all conditions.



He knew the hazards of the work and long
ago realized the need for a good mechanical
delivery arrangement. His inventive mind
finally centered on the idea of a real train-
order delivery stand. The object was to
plan one that would protect the operator
from the strain, not to mention danger, of
standing close to fast moving trains, one
that would really work and that would
eliminate climbing. He started to play with
the possibilities of a metal semi-automatic
post.

Ashcraft is first trick telegrapher at Ar-
lington, Calif., where the branch forks to
Camp Anza, the big military post. The rail-
road company allowed him to install the post
there for testing and demonstration pur-
poses for some time before they adopted it.
His original mechanism didn’t satisfy him
and he made several improvements, until
he perfected the one now in use. George
C. Fish, our superintendent, is an ex-safety
agent, and the UP officials know a good
thing when they see it.” The stand is now
being installed at all main-line train-order
offices on this district of the Los Angeles
Division. The district has not yet been
converted to CTC and is still operated with
‘ time-table and train-orders.

The Southern Pacific and some other lines
now have hoop delivery posts but it is neces-
sary to climb a ladder to affix the hoops in
the post holders. Ashcraft’s arrangement
involves a parallel steel pipe fastened with
a pivot bolt to a second one, which is set
in cement in the ground. The upper pipe
or mast is counterbalanced with lead filling
at the bottom end of the mast. A coil spring
lowers it to enable the operator to place his

hoops in the holders. It works so simply and

easily that my old friend, Johnny Hope,
third trick man at Ontario, calls it “Ash-
craft’s Ladies’ Aid” in honor of our many
girl operators. : :

For our string hoops, which have three
foot handles, the post is set eleven feet, six
inches from the center of the track, with the
bracket to the left and pivot bolt at right
angles to, or square with the track, so that
when the mast is folded over or let down
for loading, it will be parallel to the rails
with the latch guide clamp two inches above
the rail top. 2

A mimeographed sheet of instructions ac-
companies every stand sent out. The opera-
tor, with his hoops ready for loading, places
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his forearm over the crank handle, grasps
the release handle and pulls up the latch, at
the same time exerting a slight pressure on
the crank. Counterbalanced with the weight
at the lower end, it descends easily and
gently. The operator places his hoops, raises
the mast to a vertical position where the
automatic latch catches it and holds it in
place. It is all done in a few seconds. No
machine . could operate more easily or effi-
ciently. An occasional drop of oil on the
latch and the pivot bolt keeps everything
working perfectly. At night an electric light
automatically snaps on as the operator leaves
his office with the hoops. This light is set
on a goose:neck above the post and illumi-
nates the scene for approaching trains. The
post. doesn’t move or jump back as an op
might, and there is no excuse for any train
or engine man ever missing his orders.

LEFT: Duane Ashcraft demonstrates
a vertical lift with the “super hooper-
upper” mast. Below: Four high-speed
delivery forks in position for pick-up

Photo from Leroy Palmer, Crucero, Oalif.
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The stand is equipped with six sockets,
which can be raised or lowered as desired.
‘The instruction sheet tells you which socket
to use for the different locomotives. For
our big 3800 and 3900 locomotives and the
Diesel units hauling the streamliners, we use
the top holder. The bottom™ socket puts the-
mast at the right height for a man standing
on the caboose steps. The in-between sockets
are used for engines of medium height. Most
of our freights are run extra, and the opera-
tor knows the type of engine to expect.

For double-headers, the hoops are set in
sockets with one holder in between each
hoop and enginemen are instructed that
where there are engines of different sizes,
such as a large road engine followed by a
little helper, the big engine is to take the
top hoop and the small one the hoop below,
regardless of who is “on the point,” or
leading.

One of the factors in favor of this mech-
anism is the fact that there is no necessity
for trains to slow down, as formerly, to pick
up orders. The post is well named the High
Speed Train-Order Delivery Stand and is a
fitting companion to the Hi-Speed Delivery
Fork, which is the type of string hoop we
use here. The faster the train is moving
when strings are caught, the less friction
and the better the operation.
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On the UP the flagman gets a copy of all
orders, so for a passenger train with a big
engine- and a small helper, the operator
would place a hoop in number 1 or 2 socket
for the road engine, in number 3 or 4 from
the top for the helping engine, in the bottom
socket for the flagman on the rear and -in
the second from the bottom for the con-
ductor, usually in the center of the train.

There is just one caution in the instruc-
tions; that is, the spring clip which holds
the string must always be placed on the
hoop fork "so that it faces away from the
approaching train. If turned the other way
the string may break and the delivery fail.
Operators are accustomed to such an ar-
rangement when handing up orders by hand,
so it's easy to reméember.

To prevent hoops from turning in the
sockets, a number 4 round-head screw is set
in the fork handle three inches from the end,
in line with the spring clip. This screw
engages a slot in the socket and prevents
any possible twisting of the hoops in the
holders.

Here on the Los Angeles Division, we
regard the stand as fool-proof and nearly
perfect in operation. There is no doubt that
other railroads will want to use it when
they learn how efficiently it works. We think
we have the super hooper-upper.

om LeRoy Palmer, Crucero, Calif,

TEST STAND lowered for loading outside Arlington, Calif., station where Inventor
Ashcraft is first trick telegrapher
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Each month the Lantern Department
prints answers to rail questions of gen-
eral interest, submitted by our read-
ers. We do not send replies by mail.
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AM CURIOUS about the telegraph and
__powerline-like structures on sides and top
of the new NC&StL lift bridge over the
Tennessee River. Please explain, and give
the history of this bridge.

The Dixie Line’s bridge at Johnsonville,
Tenn., was opened for traffic December 17,
1943, the first train to use it being a south-
bound freight pulled by engine 621; Engr.
J. C. Smith, Condr. J. C. Rodgers. It was
part of a ten-mile track relocation on the
Nashville Division main line, necessitated by
TVA construction of the Kentucky Dam at
Gilbertsville, Ky., and has five novel features:
. (1) Navigation span of the vertical lift
type—the only bridge of its kind on the NC&
StE

(2) The structures, which you observed,
for carrying electric power to the bridge.

"(3) Train operations safeguarded by inter-
locking the movement of the lift, for river
traffic, with the centralized traffic control
system. '

The span is locked down to the piers. Joints
between the rails on the lift and approach
sections are locked. Operation of these locks
is connected with the signal system in a man-
ner which prevents their being unlocked
when a train nears the bridge. After the span
has been raised, the signals cannot again be
cleared for the passage of trains until the
span is lowered and all locks closed. The

upward and downward movement of the span

is protected against over travel by automatic
-electric devices.

(4) The nature of the foundation material
led to construction of an unusual type of
base for the main river piers.

These foundations arg dumb-bell shape,
open-well type caissons. The caissons were

built of sheet steel piling, driven through a’

twenty-foot-thick stratum of sand and gravel
overlying the chert bed. The sand and gravel

was excavated from within the caisson wells =

by pneumatic jacks, without unwatering,
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while the caissons were filled with concrete,
deposited under water.

(5) Though the lift span and counter-
weight towers of the bridge are new, most of
the structure came second-hand from two old
bridges. ;

The two deck plate girder spans and five
of the through truss spans were taken from
an Illinois Central bridge over the same river.
These spans were floated off the old piers
and moved seventy-seven miles upriver to the
new bridge without dismantling. Part of the
lifting machinery for the new bridge was
taken from a similar structure over the Ken-
tucky Dam’s navigation lock.

Replacing the old Johnsonville bridge, built
in 1894, the new single-track bridge, 1736
feet long, consists of six through truss spans
and two deck plate girder spans. The navi-
gation span is 360 feet long and provides a
clear channel width of 350 feet. In its raised
position it provides a vertical under-clearance
for the passage of river traffic, of fifty-nine
feet above normal water and forty feet over
maximum flood level.

The lift span weighs 2,570,000 pounds and
is raised vertically, for the passage of river
traffic, a distance of thirty-five feet. Its weight
is counterbalanced. Steel boxes, filled with
concrete, are suspended from it by forty-eight
wire ropes. The weight of these boxes equals
the weight of the span.

Liit towers are one hundred feet high. The
suspender ropes, between the span and the
counterweights, pass over cast steel sheaves
placed on top of these towers: The sheaves
are fifteen feet in diameter and weigh thirty
thousand pounds each. Power for raising
and lowering the span is provided by two 60-
horsepower electric motors, located in a ma-
chinery house on top of the span. A gas en-
gine also is installed in the machinery house,
to provide power for raising and lowering
the lift in case electric -power fails. The
span is operated from a control house directly
beneath the machinery house.

2

HAT was the record iron-ore haul by
rail during the recent war?

Your question is a little vague. We have
no figures on weight of the heaviest single
ore tonnage train, if that is what you mean,
or the total tonnage carried by all North
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DIXIE LINE’'S new bridge at Johnsonville, Tenn., shows open-well type caissons,
base for main river piers. Lift towers rear one hundred feet high in back- and fore-

ground
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American trains during war. However,
1164 million tons of iron ore were hauled
by the Great Northern, the continent’s major
carrier of that commodity, during the four
and a half years of war. This set an all-time
high for ore tonnage handled by one road in
a like period.

. 3

OW wmany units comprise the Reading’s
harbor fleet?

The “World’s Largest Anthracite Carrier”
cowns fifty-two listed harbor craft, besides
several non-revenue ' floating maintenance
equipment units. The Reading navy consists
of one Diesel and ten steam harbor tugs,
nineteen steel car floats, nine covered house
lighters, one floating grain elevator, five steel
grain barges, and seven steel dock lighters.
Three of the tug boats, the W yomissing, the
Bern, and the Perseverance, the new Diesel:
powered craft, operate around New York
harbor, though the name Philadelphia on
their stern indicates their home port.

4

URING a streetcar tieup in Washingion,

" D. C., last summer the motorman said
the delay was due to the fact that a car up
ahead had “pulled plow.” What did he
mean?

In a conduit system, like the Capital Tran-
sit line, a plow is the device that picks up
the electric current needed to run a streetcar.
Standing about three feet high and weighing
approximately fifty pounds, the plow is made
up of 152 separate parts. It hangs from a
rack on one of*the wheel trucks and extends
down through the slot in the middle of the
tracks. Two shoes on the bottom of the plow
are pressed by springs against underground
conductor rails that carry the current.

- ‘Running as it does in the narrow slot, the
plow can give the street railway operating
and maintenance ' departments a variety. of
headaches. Sometimes a stone or other ob-
struction in the slot pulls the plow loose
from the rack. More often than not, the for-
ward motion of the car gives the plow a
twist, making it practically immovable in the
slot. In such cases nothing can be done until
an emergency wagon arrives to cut the plow
out with acetylene torches or chisels.
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The first few weeks of summer weather
cause tight slots. That is to say, expansion
of street surfaces and track steel closes the
slot up, causing innumerable pulled plows.
Winter brings more trouble with skid chains
from automobiles and trucks dropping links
into the slot, and snow and ice packing down
into the slot and the tube beneath. Occasion-
ally the shoes pull off, er the underground
conductor rail breaks or short-circgits, add-
ing to the misery. :

To keep the Capital Transit’s fleet of
around seven hundred passenger cars in daily
operation, besides providing extras for emer-
gencies and work equipment, requires about
1500 plows. That number are made annually
in the company’s shops, in addition to repairs
to almost fifteen thousand.

5

WO YEARS ago I read that the Minne-

apolis & St. Louis had placed an order
for five 2-6-6-2 simple articulated locomo-
tives, but I have never seen such engines in
service or heard anything further about them.
Do you know why?

Although ordered, these articulateds were
never built, because the War Production
Board refused to grant authority for their
purchase to the “Peoria Gateway Line.”
However, the Government agency did sanc-
tion the substitute buying of Electro-Motive
Diesel freight road engines.

6

HAT is the length of the Pennsy's Rock-
ville bridge, above Harrisburg?

The four-tracked, 48-arch Susquehanna
River bridge is 3850 feet long, far surpassing
all other stone arch railroad structures in
the world.

7

XPLAIN the difference between the

Straight. Plan and the Average Agree-
ment Plan of handling demurrage accounts
on the railroad.

Under the Straight Plan, each car is han-
dled on an individual basis! Claims may be
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made for extreme weather conditions, bunch-
ing of cars, and other delays not attributable
to consignee or consignor.

The Average Agreement Plan is usually
~ accepted by shippers and receivers who han-
dle a considerable number of cars each month.
All cars released during any one month are
combined in one account for all cars received
inbound, and another for those loaded out-
bound. Inbound and outbound cars cannot be
combined into one account, neither can debits
or credits be transferred from one record to
another. :

One credit is allowed for each car released
during the first twenty-four hours, following
the first seven a.m. after cars have been
placed on consignee’s tracks or after notice
has been given. Cars released during the
second twenty-four hotirs are not debited nor
credited. Those held longer are charged one
debit for each day. At the end of the calendar
month, debits and credits are totalled. Debits
are offset by credits at the ratio of two credits
for each debit, and the difference, if any, is

charged for. In no case can more than eight

credits be used in cancellation of more than
four debits on any one car. On flat- and
boxcars only two debits may be cancelled by
using the same ratio. Refrigerator and tank
cars may not be included in customers aver-
age agreement, since they are owned by pri-
vate car lines. '

8

OMPARE Duluth, Missabe & Iron
Range’s Class M-4 2-8-8-4s with the
Espee’s Class AC-9 locomotives.

M-4 AC-9
Numbers 228-237 3800-3811
Cylinders 26x32 24x32

" Drivers 63 635
Pressure 240 250
Grate Area 125 139
Weight, Engine 699,700. 689,900
Tractive Force 140,000 124,300
Builder Baldwin Lima
" Date- 1943 1939

* * *

L]ST specification$ of the Oliver Iron
Mining Company’s 0-8-0 switcher.

..................

Cylinders
Drivers
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Presstres i, ioiie. bl Z 005

Weight of Engine ...........254,000

Tractive ‘Rofce . =0 v o 55,500

Builder and Date......... Lima, 1927
9

EXPLAIN the trackage agreements by
which the Illinois Central operates
its trains between Jackson, Tenn., and
Birmingham, Ala.

From Jackson, Tenn., to Corinth, Miss.
—a distance of 56 miles—the IC operates
over the Gulf Mobile & Ohio trackage,
which was formerly part of the Mobile &
Ohio. Between Corinth, Miss., and Hal-
eyville, Ala., 78 miles, the Illinois Central
operates over its own tracks. From Haley-
ville to Jasper, Ala., 41 miles, it uses the
Northern Alabama Railway, a subsidiary
of the Southern, and from Jasper to Bir-
mingham, 36 miles, the line is owned by
the Frisco.

From the standpoint of mileage, this is
the most extensive arrangement the Illi-
nois Central has. For the right to use the
foreign rails, IC pays an annual rental of
two percent of that line’s valuation plus
half of its taxes, as well as a percentage
proportion of the maintenance expense -
determined by the number of cars trans-
ported over that section.

10

URNISH data on tlhie Pere Marquette's
new car ferry, Number 10.

Pere Marquette Number 10 slid down the
ways at the Manitowoc Ship Building Com-
pany on October 30th, 1945. Mrs. L. H.
Kent, wife of PM’s superintendent of steam-
ships, was the sponsor. Ninety percent com-

_pleted when launched, the ferry was fitted

out and on her way to Detroit a few weeks
le.er, her crew accommodated in railroad
bunk and dining cars placed aboard for the
sixty-hour trip. The route to Detroit was
up Lake Michigan, through the Straits of
Mackinac, and down Lake Huron.
Specifications for Number 10 called for a
ship to be built along the same general lines
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as Number 12, which has proved ideal in
Detroit-Windsor service, where an average
of around a thousand cars daily are floated
across the Detroit River between the PM in
Michigan and -its Canadian Division,- and
the Canadian Pacific. The new car ferry
has propellers fore and aft, as turning the
ship at each shore would be a waste of time
in the twelve-minute run. A coal burner, she
is powered by two Skinner Uniflow three-
cylinder engines, developing a maximum of
3,200 horsepower. Three railroad tracks on
her open car deck carry twenty-seven freight
cars of forty-foot length. Four-hundred feet
. long, she has a fifty-three-foot molded depth
and a twenty-two foot heam. Contract for
construction was awarded in December, 1944,
at a cost of $1,300,000. Number 10 was the
first commercial ship launched at the yard
since the City of Midland Number 41 was
delivered to the Pere Marquette in 1940.

11

VUPPLY information on the tenders of the
New York Central’s Niagara Type 4-8-4s.

The tender of the 6000 Class is of a new
type, designed with the object of providing
about the same coal and water capacity as
that of the large, conventional twélve-wheeled
double-truck tenders fitted to-the Class L3 and
L4 Mohawks, but with a wheelbase six feet
shorter, so that the 4-8-4s may be handled on
standard, one-hundred-foot turntables. Basic-
ally, the construction of the tenders consists
of a cast steel underframe, together with a
four-wheeled leading truck and five independ-
ent pairs of wheels, whose journal boxes are
in guides, cast integral with the main under-
frame. Forty-eight feet three . inches long,
these tenders carry - forty-six tons of coal
and eighteen thousand gallons of water, and
have a loaded weight of four-hundred and
twenty thousand pounds. A high-speed water
scoop is provided, and the tank is fitted with
a modified venting arrangement for the same
purpose.

12
OW did the Illz"nois Central move the
new rails to its recently improved Cairo

Bridge over the Ohio River?

IC reptaced the old, ninety-pound rail on
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this bridge with new, one hundred and
twelve-pound iron. These rails were skidded
for six miles. Hauled to the bridge, eight at a
time, supported on skid ties by a steam loco-
motive, the skids were ordinary crossties,
spaced twenty to fifty feet apart, and each
was equipped on its bottom face with two skid
plates, provided with lugs to act as flanges
in guiding the ties along the track. Sixteen
continuous rails were laid on the bridge.

The Cairo Bridge is a level truss structure

“hetween Ohio and Kentucky, consisting of

nine main, through-truss river spans, and two
deck-truss approaches. Its total length is
4,393 feet. The two chief difficulties on the
single-track structure had been rail batter
and tie-plate cutting. The former condition
was remedied by substitution of the heavier
and longer rail of continuous pressure butt-
welded design, with the lengths separated by
switch-point type expansion joints. The tie
cutting and wide-gage problem was solved
by employing Fahreeka pads.

HOSTLER’S HELPER swings New Ha-
ven water column into "position
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SQUIRTING water on the engine foreman was the fireman’s usual sport, yet this
time it took the entire crew to keep him from being murdered
78
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"TRUE TALES o RAILS

HAPPENINGS

TOLD BY EYE WITNESSES

Horseplay

By HAROLD L. JOHNSTON

boards and roundhouse warn-
ings to put an end to the noble
pastime of horseplay. During the
recent war, railroads increased the num-
ber of posters and vigilance to try to keep
their men whole and on the job, but the
habit has never been broken. I've watched
horseplay for the past forty-five years in
all its glory ; sometimes comic, often rather
tragic. Yet you can’t stop railroaders with
a sense of humor.

Some people are just naturally gullible,
which brmgs out the worst in a joker who
can’t resist. However, each man usually

TT TAKES more than bulletin

has a different reaction to the so-called -

jokes of his fellow employes. You can’t
even count on a man to give the same re-
action twice in a row. He may be so good-
natured that you take it for granted; then

one day you may pull a trick just after he’s.

had a spat with his wife, and is in no mood
for it. During a long career on the high
iron, I've seen many a strong frlendshlp
end just this way.

I remember the first prank I pulled in
connection with the railroad. I was only
thirteen, and my brother, Lester, ten. My
step-father was the Santa Fe agent at
Edelstein, 1ll., and we spent most of our
free time in the station or rambling along
the right-of-way. There was an accident
on a stretch of track right in town, where
several cars of oil had been turned over.
The rails were greased for some distance,
and the first hogger to come along cussed
and sanded the track with little effect. It
took quite some time to get rolling.

This gave us an idea we couldn’t get
rid of. We had no grease but over at the

grain elevators lay all: the nice young
green oat sprouts any kid could ask for.
We gathered up armload after armload
and piled them on the main track just west
of the depot, careful not to.let our step-
father, Wallace Clough, see what we werée
up to.. After doing a really good job, we
sat on the high platform and waited for
the next train to come rolling in. It was
not long before the fun started.

In 1896 the Santa Fe section foremen
and laborers were generally Irish. One
man stood out above all the rest for a quick
and violent temper, one we called “Happy
Jack”. The pride of this foreman’s life
was a clay pipe he had brought from the
“ould sod,” which was now well blackened
up from years of use and only about two
inches remained of the original stem..Com-
ing home in the dust on the hand car each
night, you would see Happy Jack standlng
up proudly with his pipe clenched in his
teeth, riding in glory as his sweating men
bobbed up and down at the ends of the
handle bars. He wouldn’t have traded jobs
with the president of the Santa Fe. .

The day my brother and I put oat
sprouts on the track Happy Jack had had
a run in with Bridget, his red-headed wife.
All day long he had been a hard man to
work for. Then along he came on his
hand car, instead of the train we were
looking for. The tracks were slightly up-
grade and the men were laying on for all
they were worth ; for some reason or other,
Happy Jack had unbent enough to lend a
hand. Perhaps he had thought up a quick

-answer to give Bridget and so was in a
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hurry to get home to tell her.
When the hand car hit the bunch of
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juicy oats, its wheels suddenly lost trac-
tion. The handle bar went suddenly down,
and in coming up knocked Happy Jack’s
priceless pipe spinning in the air. It
cracked onto. some stones on the right-of-
way and was smithereened, while the
wheels spun faster and faster until it
looked as if there were ten handle bars
instead of one on that car.

UST then Happy Jack saw us kids and
wé saw him at the same time. My
brother left immediately for parts un-
known, but as I started to slide from the
high platform a nail caught in the seat of
my pants and held me there. On came
Happy Jack.
~ Something had to be done. A kid can
shuck his pants in a hurry and I did just
that. There was a hole under the platform
just big enough for me to crawl into and
too small for Happy Jack. I shivered
there in the darkness, while he told me all
the things he would do if I would come
out.

At last he left. But it was nine p.m.
before I sneaked into the house carrying
my ripped pants, one hour later than the
time I was supposed to be safe under the
home roof, and my mother was strict about
things like that. T had other things both-
ering me after she got done with the razor
strap. This was the first bit of horseplay
I was guilty of, but certainly not the last.
I had a big lesson to learn before I quit
the noble practice.

Just a few years after the Santa Fe
built through Edelstein, some of the boys
read stories about the night riders in the
deep South and thought it would be. a
great idea to form a clan of their own.
They rode hell bent for election all over
that part of the country, out for a lark
and not harming any one. About this time
a relief agent came to Edelstein. His name
was Grazia; since he had come from the
West, he wore a couple of six-shooters.

Every village has its gullible citizen and
my little home town had two such char-
acters. One of these was visited one night
by a white-robed figure who ordered him
to report to Agent Grazia the next after-
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noon for a jury trial in connection with
some terrible crime he was supposed to
have committed. The jury was to be com-
posed of the night riders.

Poor Bill dropped in to see Grazia the
next day and told him his troubles. Grazia
shook his head sadly, then informed Bill
that the jury would probably hang him.
As his victim’s face mirrored woe, the
agent slapped him on the back and told
him that he'd stand by him through thick
and thin. He himself had come from a
state where a man got a fair trial and he
would see that Bill got one.

“Out West,” Grazia told him, “we car-
ry-the law right with us. It's the law of

. the six-shooter, and by Gawd I'm going

to loan you my two six-guns so you will
have the law on your side. Come around
about half-hour before the trial and I'll
let you have them.”

Bill was all gratitude. After he had
gone away happy, Grazia spent part of
the afternoon pulling bullets from the re-
volvers and stuffing in paper wads. Bill
showed up about dark and Grazia strapped
the two hog legs around his waist, hiding
them from sight of others under Bill’s coat.
Then he gave Bill instructions to jump
up and start shooting, just as soon as the
jury foreman began asking questions.

The jury arrived on time. Among them
were the up-and-coming business men of
Edelstein, storekeepers, elevator men,
blacksmiths and pool-room owners, all
ready for a lot of fun. Curt Brayton, the
foreman, rose to ask the first question.
Bill looked at Curt and a sneer covered
his face. Last night he had cringed when
the riders had brought him word about
the trial, but now defiance glared from his
pale blue eyes.

Suddenly he jumped to lns feet, and
jerking the six-shooters from their hol-
sters, he started fogging up the foreman
and the jury. Blam! Blam! crashed the
old .45 black-powder loaded shells. The
jury changed its mind about a trial. They
cleared out of that waiting room like cattle
on stampede. Sam Epley couldn’t find the -
door in the fog of powder smoke so he

.went through a window, taking sash and
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all down the right-of-way. The rest
crawled under waiting-room benches,
through the ticket window and out
through the bay.

Finally, only Grazia and the highly ex-
cited Bill remained. The agent calmly
reached for the smoking-guns and told Bill
he had just completed a brave job of prov-
ing his innocence. But a bewildered ex-
pression was still on Bill’s face as he stum-
bled out into the night.

Operator J. D. Root was the only one
taken into Grazia's confidence about the
blanks in those guns. Root enjoyed seeing
the puzzled citizens sneak into the waiting
room from time to time and stall around
while they searched walls and floor for
bullet holes which were strangely missing.
Bill, on the other hand, strutted his stuff
around town. He informed one and all
that single-handed he had routed the night
riders.

OME TIME later, while I was work-

ing as night operator at Ormonde, I
~ played another fool trick. Along about
" seven a.m. when my shift ended, we had
a regular freight eastbound, whose num-
ber I can’t recall. One morning she pulled
in with leaking flues and carrying signals.
The engineer got her into the siding and
gave up the train as the hog was nearly
dead.

* The dispatcher let the following section
around them and exchanged markers,
making the drag on the siding the last
section of that train. The engine crew
from the crippled locomotive went to
Chillicothe. Now there is one thing I've
always been crazy about—engines. I
climbed into the cab and took the seat on_
the engineer’s side. No one saw me, so I
felt master of the situation. If I wanted
to, I could ring the bell ; if there was steam
enough left T might blow the whistle. No-
body could kick me off my seat except the
train crew in the hack, fifty cars away.

I glanced at the gage and noted 20
pounds of steam; then my imagination
grew stronger. I figured that I was the
hogger and that the conductor had just
waved me a highball. What was I waiting
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for? I gave two little toots on the whistle
and eased back on the'throttle. Vast clouds
of water impregnated steam blew from the
open cylinder cocks. Nothing happened
but to my young impressionable mind I
was already hightailing it out upon the
high iron. T rang the bell a few times and
closed the throttle, preparing to throw a
slug of air under the train because T must
surely be coming into the Galesburg yard
limits, and a good hogger .enters yard
limits under control.

At that moment a westbound freight
approached. As the engine came opposite
to me, I reached for the whistle cord and
blew a watery —eo0 signal, which in-any
rulebook means “Section following.” At
that time I didn’t know very many whis-
tle signals. But I discovered what my
—o00 meant, when the westbound hog-
ger threw a slug of air under his train
and ground to a screeching stop.

I left the dead engine from the side op-
posite the main line and headed for a dis-
tant farm house. I have never forgotten
that whistle; every time I hear it now L
think of my brief adventure in the cab of '
that engine at Ormonde. It is easy to
understand why the westbound . train
stopped so suddenly. Her engineer had
already ‘met the first section carrying
green and the dead train on the Ormonde
siding was naturally the last section, until
the dispatcher made up his mind to annul
it. My whistle upset the DS’s apple cart
for the time being. Now, forty-six years_
later, I confess my part in the confusion
and get it off my conscience.

After leaving the Santa Fe, I went to
work on the Chicago & Alton, and then
to the Northern Pacific, being assigned as
telegrapher at La Mourey N. D. At this
point some horseplay broke up a firm
friendship. Bill, the baggageman, and my-
self had always got along. There was the
Jim River to fish and swim in, and take
boat rides on; and both of us enjoyed
hunting through the woods. We had a
very early train due each morning. It was
my job to meet this train at three a.m.,
and I received extra pay. But after this
had been going on for some time, I needed
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catching up on my Sleep with the result
that one fine morning I was on the prod,
spoiling for a fight or what have you.

About nine a.m. a regular train pulled
out for Dickie. Outside a couple of pretty
girls strolled along the platform, walking
back and forth in front of the bay window
where I was copying train orders for the
Dickie local. A trapper was shipping pelts
and musk. Bill got a nice mess of this
musk on. hi§ fingers and slipping up be-
hind me smeared it all over my face, while
he winked at the grinning girls.

That was the end of our friendship, and
the end of my train order. I jumped to my
feet and the battle was on for the benefit

“of the passengers, trainmen and any others
idling about. This horseplay could have
resulted in serious injury to this writer,
if Bill had aimed a pair of sealing irons at
my head with better accuracy. Luckily, he
slipped. It was also lucky that the agent
rushed in just as I was about to conk Bill
on the head with a three-legged stool. So
horseplay fixed things between Bill and

“myself, and we were sore enough to

murder one another just because one of us
didn’t happen to be in a playful mood that
particular morning.

DRIFTED from office to office of the

Rock Island; and at last landed at Na-
tick where the three cities are located on
the Mississippi River: Moline, Rock Is-
land and Davenport. This was about the
* best setup an op could want, from seven
a.m. to seven p.m. Every evening at five,
six or seven sections of manifest freight
would be called and leave for Blue Island
at twenty-minute intervals.

We had a good yard cffice force at Na-
tick from the yardmaster down. In 1903,
Rule G didn’t cut so much ice as it does
now; and on the day I have in mind,
things were rolling along in fine shape
until a westbound freight brought in two
cars of live poultry for feed and water.
When the job was finished, the yard men
brought a sixteen-quart bucket of eggs
from the chicken cars. The yardmaster
then remarked that if we had that pail of
beer we could fix up a drink.

‘rails carried no lunch pails.
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Just across the tracks stood a German
saloon where we could get more roast
beef, mashed potatoes, gravy, bread and
butter, along with a schooner of beer,
all for a nickel, than you could buy today
for several dollars. Needless to say, we
When the
shop’s whistle blew for noon hour, it was
a stampede for the German’s to see who
got a table and the first serving.

The sixteen quarts of beer, with its
complement of fresh eggs, was soon gone.
Thirty minutes later the whole yard of-
fice was demoralized, and the fun started.
The crew dispatcher sent the new call boy
out after a can of red signal oil, and the
storekeeper sent him to somebody else.
There were crews to call but no call boy.
Then someone started to sing a mournful
refrain, the theme of which was to “turn
time backwards in its flight and to make
him a boy again just for tonight.” He
was obliged by somebody throwing the
time switch on the standard clock which
bounced the hands back to noon. The
clock in Natick yard office would set back
to-noon whenever the switch was closed.
Present-day standard clocks will only set
back or ahead if the switch is closed during
a tlme 51gnal

I was so in mood with the others that
I was beyond caring about the various
dispatchers calling me from the feeder
divisions, or from my own dispatcher’s
office. I, also, was turning time back in
its flight. The new caller came in then
with a can of oil and carefully explained
to the crew dispatcher that though he
couldn’t get any red signal oil, he had
brought back some green.

In the middle of this talk, in barged the
chief dispatcher and an operator from 31st
Street to find out what was delaying the
Rock Island System. Here it was 5:30
p. m., a standard clock was ticking off at
12:15 p. m., and everything was tied up
in the yards because of a few eggs and
sixteen quarts of suds mixed with some
horseplay.

There was an investigation next day,
and we all received a fine talking to. But
I have said before, the bunch at Natick
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was one of the best and we all stayed on
_the job from that time on.

My next move was to the Southern Pa-
cific out in sunny California. I was work-
ing at Redlands Junction when the
following incident happened. Although I
cannot*mention names, it came about at
Colton, just a few miles west of the Junc-
tion, where switch is employed. The en-
gine foreman and tallowpot on the early
morning goat were close chums and most
of the time playing jokes on each other.
Time after time, when the fireman was
using the squirt hose, he had playfully
given the engine foreman a shower as that
worthy walked to the side of the engine
with his switching lists. One morning the

-foreman showed up for work with a slight-

hangover from the night before. He'd
been on a payday celebration when- his
wife had dropped in on him, grabbed what
was left of the paycheck and.had given
him merry hell for the rest of the night.

The foreman was still burnt up over it
as he walked to the engine. The tallow
~ gave him the usual playful squirt with
the hose, but this time it took the whole
~ engine crew to keep the foreman from
committing murder on the spot. It also
brought out an investigation and discipline
was handed out over a little horseplay
that spoiled a great frlendshxp

A'l OGILBY—a station just west of
Yuma, Ariz—a long, freight pulled
into the siding to meet an eastbound hot-
shot. The dispatcher had miscalculated
somewhat, so there was a little delay. The
fireman and hogger leaned back on their
seats and dozed off.
The head shack, a new man on the road
figured this was an opening for some fun.
. Taking 4 red fusee he climbed out in front
of the engine, came back on the running
board on the hogger’s side, cracked the
fusee and yelled. The hogger came to
life instantaneously and big-holed the
train. Then the shack came forth with a
merry ha! ha! He had just about doubled
up with his merriment, when the hogger
straightened him with a right uppercut.
There was a catch to his practical joke.

&3

At that time there was a device on all air
levers that would register if a train or
engine had been put into an emergency
application of air. A full explanation of
each case was necessary. This time the
investigation showed that the hogger and
fireboy had been asleep. The whole head
end of that train was fired over the shack’s
horseplay.

I was sent to Thermal ne‘{t Out there =
in the desert, mesquite and other brush
grew quite close to the telegraph office.
One afternoon Number 9 pulled in, and
while taking water, loading express and
other station work, a passenger strolled
up to me.

“I hear ‘there are a lot of rattlesnakes
around this part of the desert,” said he.

I gave him the once over. He sure was
from the East; you could tell by the color
of his skin.

“Sure " I replied. “Maybe I can show
you one.’

We strolled over to a big mesquite and
there sure enough was a small sidewinder,
though I was as surprised as the tender-
foot. I got a‘stick, conked the snake with
it and then picking him up by the tail held
him for the passenger to admire. I still
had the snake as we strolled back to the
track.

“Let’s coil this snake up and give the
colored boy a scare,” T suggested, when
one of the pdrters approached us. The
passenger thought that would be a good
idea, so I took my snake and began to
coil him. Just as I had that ugly head
in the right posmon for strlkmg, he
struck !

His fangs merely touched the back of
my hand, and he was too near dead to-
break the skin. Yet it was the smart tele-

~graph op, instead of the porter, that got

the scare. As for the sidewinder, he was
in snake heaven a few moments later while
I was looking for something to put on my
hand and for a drink to steady my nerves
and stomach. : :

Later I moved on to Whitewater, which
was real desolation. It was in the pass,
where the wind blew in a gale from the
west, day and night. The telegraph office
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had a double roof, as well as a wind-break
built on the west side of the office. One
thing that made it liveable was the fact
that we had a big ice box inside that wind-
break, and it was filled with ice daily. The
SP didn't worry much about what we kept
cool there, so generally it was well-stocked
with desert protection. :

The section foreman was a green man
a shert time over from County Cork, Ire-
land. He, too, possessed a big ice box
and wind-break so we became very close
pals, especially around our individual ice
boxes. Denny—for that was his name—
had a section crew of Mexicans, more In-
dian than Mexican, a hard bunch to get
along with. There was a revolution going
on with the fighting centering about Mexi-
cali, Mexico, and we got our share of
bullets at Calexico, Calif., just across the
line.

The Mexicans on Denny’s section had
taken part in some of this warring. One
day Denny came up to the telegraph office
and told me that his men had five gallons
of wine and a barrel-of beer at their bar-
racks and were getting drunk. What to
do? Well, I was batching, so I asked
Denny to eat with me. We cooked up a
feed, ate a hearty meal washed down with
fine liquid refreshment. Our next move
was to oil up our six-shooters to get ready
for further developments. B
- About the time we came to this decision
several shots were fired down at the gang
headquarters to yells of “Viva revoltos.”
(Live the revolution!) :

“Ah!” said Danny, “so they are rebels,
eh? Let's give them some rebel stuff.”

ARKNESS CAME. We left the tele-
graph office and circled the Mexican
camp so as to come upon them from the
rear. We had called upon our ice box for
inspiration, and by the time we reached

the long barracks, where all the unmar-

 ried men bunked and cooked, we felt it
stir within us. In we burst with shouts
and both guns blazing. Spouting a mix-
ture of Spanish and broken English, we
told them that the federals had arrived.
There was a big crash. Mexicans went
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through windows and doors without tak-
ing time to open-themn One fat one got
lodged in the window until another outside
gave him a tug taking fatso and the win-
dow sash with him. Denny ran out one
door and I the other. Somebody returned
our fire from the outside. X

In the shadow Denny and I bumped
into each other. It was'a case of mistaken
identity. Denny connected with the point
of my jaw and for a moment or two the
Mexican war was over. When I came to
my senses I saw a dim shadow peering
around the corner of the barracks. I threw
a quick shot at it. With a yell Denny
came out into the open.

“Phwat ye tryin’ to do?” he yelled in
English.

Shots were coming from the brush back
of the barracks, when Denny and I took
to cover. We stayed out in the brush
until daylight, although during the night,
we fired at gun flashes which came until
the Mexicans ran out of ammunition. - At
dawn, there was not a Mexican in sight;
Denny and I were the only men left in
Whitewater. It took the foreman two
weeks to assemble a new section gang, for
the grapevine had worked fast. Word had
gone around that the major domo at
Whitewater was muy malo, and that the
telegraph operator was werse.

At Saugus, Calif., an eating place was
part of the regular station, and- in it
worked a very slim little hasher, whom we
called “Beanie”. Beanie was known for
wearing her skirts tightly-fitted. Saugus
generally had two or three helper engine
crews waiting to give pushes, or just off
help jobs waiting to head back to San
Fernando. One hogger, “Chippy” Tay-
lor, was fond of playing jokes.

I was at the counter in the beanery get-
ting my lunch one day, when Taylor
walked in. He held a strip of canvas in
his hand and the cloth was split at the
top. The beanery was crowded with tour-
ists from the highway who often ate there,
as well as passengers and railroad men.
Beanie came over to Taylor and the run-
ner gave his order.

When she had served him, Chippy
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WHEN both dummies fell on our
shamus, he let out a yell and his shot-
: gun exploded
pointed to a jar of olives under the counter
on the other side of the lunch counter and
asked for some. Beanie bent over to get
the olives, while the engineer with the
gleam of the devil in his eyes, ripped that
piece of canvas from end to end. Imme-
diately, Beanie straightened up suddenly,
grabbed her rear with both hands just as
Chippy roared with loud laughter.
Beanie went into action. The hogger
received his order of olives flush in the
face and the jar along with it. To that
Beanie added Chippy’s order of beef stew,
and anything within reach. When the
engineer left, he ran under a shower of
cups, plates and silverware while the cus-
tomers howled and Beanie retired to the
ladies” room to see what was what.

THERE WAS a railroad bull on duty
at Saugus when I worked there; he
dragged all the hoboes off the southbound
freights or passengers, making them pay
fare, or go see the judge at Newhall, four
miles south of town. This man was a de-
puty sheriff, railroad policeman and con-
stable. I have seen him wear all his three
badges at once, while he strutted his au-
thority.

One night when I had come off shift
and was killing time in the office along
with the warehouseman, Ernest Rhode,
in strode this cinder dick with twenty-five
unfortunates whom he had hauled off a
train from Bakersfield. It was raining and
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blowing outside, dark as the so-called
black cat. The big-shot cop looked Rhode
and myself over.

“I want you two men to help me take
these prisoners to Newhall,” he said.

“Is that so?” I sneered. “Who the hell

you think you are?” -
~ The bull stuck out his under lip. “If I
say you help me take these men, I have
the authority and don’t give me any of
your back talk. I’'m swearing you and
Rhode in as my deputies now. Hold up
your hands.”

I winked at Rhode He was a smart lad
just out of the School of Mines, who was
working on the railroad to help pay back
the loan his dad had given him to finish
his education. We held up our hands and
were sworn in. We were given a couple

of guns and belts, and so started for New-

hall.

Halfway down the track was a curve,
the point Rhode and I had picked for our
big joke on the bull. The sleuth was walk-
ing -ahead while Rhode 'and I closed up
the rear, and it was so dark we could lose
our prisoners without being the wiser. We
reached the curve. I pulled out the gun
and yelled “Halt!” Immediately I started
shooting and Rhode did the same.

We yelled to the bull for assistance, but
there was no response. At the first shot

. that cinder dick had taken to the tall tim-

ber.  Rhode and I took the men to New-
hall, and after sitting around for an hour
or two in the rain, we let the whole bunch
go and beat it for home.

Along certain sections of the Southern
Pacific, crews are on duty round the clock
to fight fire which might damage the
snowsheds sheltering the mountainsides
near Truckee, Calif. The fire fighter crews
received fire warnings and instructions by
morse or telephone, and telegraph opera-
tors were on duty along with the crew.
But it was a lonesome job at best, and
something had to be done from time to
time to relieve the monotony.

One night the boys suggested a little
party which soon got under way. This
was before Volstead had had his experi-
ment vetoed, so there happened to be a

’
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goodly supply of Nevada mountain dew
slipped into camp. The operator on duty
that night was having a hard time to keep
above board and in shape to answer the
wire and phone. Generally he was the
life of any party so the boys didn’t like to
see him suffer for lack of refreshment.

The engineer on the fire-fighting engine
mixed up a well spiked slug of fruit juices
and gave it to the operator, telling him
that it was nothing but juice. He vowed
it was merely flavored with moonshine to
give it the proper taste and to make it
worth drinking. But it had the usual re-
sults. Inside of an hour the operator was
in a bad way ; to top it off, the dispatcher’s
phone started ringing. -

Now the crew knew if they let our op-
erator answer that phone it would be a
dead giveaway. Before they let him an-
swer the phone, they aimed to throw a

. few slugs of strong coffee into him. This

snow shed country is rugged, and a deep
canyon separated the telegraph office from .
the opposite side of the mountain. A hun-
dred feet from the tracks and on the op-
posite side of the canyon stood a giant
pine tree showing tall and majestic in the
bright moonlight. -

The engineer’s wife turned to the op-
erator. :

“The dispatcher’s phone is ringing,
Jack. Maybe you better drink this cup of
coffee before you answer him.”

Jack looked at her with a bleary eye
and said: “Oh, I'm okay, Mrs. Jones.
I'm jush fine.”

With that he extended his left arm and
nonchalantly leaned against that pine tree
one hundred feet away. It took the entire

‘crew to bring him up from the bottom of

the canyon. By the time they got him
patched up, he was sober enough to an-
swer the phone, get instructions and start
the fighters on their way.

NE of the queerest tales of horseplay
on the rails is the story of P. D. Barry
and his elephant. Barry is our superin-
tendent of terminals at Stockton, Calif.,
now, but he was much younger then and
was yardmaster at Milwaukee for the Mil-
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waukee Road. It happened that an ele-
phant was shipped to a zoo in that city,
and just before the arrival of the boxcar

in which the big brute was confined, some .

switchman ran through a puzzle switch.
Barry was unable to make a delivery to
the zoo because of the wrecked puzzle.

The weather was cold. Barry had the

idea that elephants should be kept warm,

so he switched the boxcar alongside steam
pipes in the roundhouse, and went back to
the yard office to get thawed out himself.
. The men working in the roundhouse were
ignorant of what the boxcar contained,
thinking perhaps that it was loaded with
perishables or some similar cargo. One
nut-splitter, who had imbibed just a little
bit too much of the creature this particular
night, happened alongside the car when
his majesty inside thawed out and resented
the confinement of his overheated car.

Suddenly the sides of the car moved out-
ward, and a long trunk with a board from
the demolished car swung out in vicious
circles. The giant began trampling out
into the cooler atmosphere. The nut-split-
ter took one look and left, yelling that the
devil himself was on his tail. ~ °

On the Western Pacific between San
Jose and Niles Junction lie many fertile
acres which were farmed mainly by Jap-
anese as truck gardens before the recent

- war. Near Milpitas was a fine strawberry
patch. The branch local crew had spent
days figuring out a way. to get sonie.

One night the local pulled up alongside
the Jap's garden, because there was a car
ot two to pick up. The conductor and rear
brakeman left the job for the head-end
crew and stole out into the darkness to
get strawberries. They found crates and
baskets in a pile, and succeeded in filling
them with berries. But as they started for
the barbed wire fence and were angling
through nicely, several shots rang out.

““Ye gods! That Jap is shooting at us!”
yelled the conductor, making g sudden
lurch to get through the wires. The rear
shack had all he could manage, trying to
save his own hide. Bang! Bang! came
two more shots.

“I'm caught in the wire,”

shouted the

&7

skipper. “Help me get loose before that
scivy gets here.” :

“I’'m in the same fix,” returned .the
shack.

Then came the sound of ripping over-
alls and both men were free. Strawberries
forgotten, they gained the crummy and
dashed inside, both shy the seats of their
pants and yellow around the gills.

It took a lot of argument after the run
was completed to keep them from beating
up the head shack and fireman. In the
roundhouse they learned that the shooting
had been caused by torpedoes placed on
the rail and run over by the engine. The
joke was just good clean fun for the en-
gine crew, but a total loss to the conductor
and rear shack.

While on the subject of helping your-
self from farms along the right-of-way,
I know of one flagman who tried to get
too many apricots, while his train was
switching and he supposed to be flagging.
The trees were so loaded with big juicy

- yellow apricots he couldn’t resist the

temptation to swipe a few. But not satis-
fied with filling his pockets, he tied the
bottom of his overall legs and filled each
leg up too.

When it was time for the hogger to call
in the flagman, that worthy found that in
moving around in the orchard he was
fifteen caflengths-ahead of the caboose
instead of that distance behind. He made
the track with difficulty because he had so .
many apricots crammed inside his pants
legs that he could hardly bend a knee.
The train was now moving rapidly, and he
had to catch that crummy. As-it came by,
he made a grab, but that was all. He
straightened out alongside the crummy
with apricot jam, juice and pits oozing
from every opening in his overalls.

The patches of melons in the orchards
alongside the track and plump yellow apri-
cots are just as inviting in harvest time,
but one flagman I know is no longer in-
terested.

I DECIDED to give up horseplay on
railreads long before the various com-
pantes decided to tack up posters with the



88

same idea in mind. What brought about
this change was something which hap-
pened on the Espee when I was agent at
a small town west of Colton. As I stated
earlier, there are gullible people in most
towns, and there was such a man in this
town. He left himself wide open on one
particular subject: criminal investigation.

This guy had taken a course by mail
and graduated as a full-fledged investi-
gator. He owned finger-print equipment,
a star badge, microscope and all that went
with the science of sleuthing. I got him
a job as baggageman and at the start he
was doing fine. Then we began riding
him to see what he could solve and there
the trouble began. There were three opera-
tors Working, one cashier and one ware-
houseman in the depot. Banding together,
we decided to test his wits as a shamus.

Carefully, we stuffed two dummies with
straw and planted them on top of the sign
over the east end of the depot, where—by
pulling a string—we could drop them on
- top of our shamus. This was improvised
after we had let him find several letters
written by the Mafia, or Black Hand, in
which we explained that we had learned
he was too clever. ‘We threatened that he
wotild be eliminated from the scene unless
he laid off. The notes gave him until
eight on a certain night to leave or take
the consequences, daring him to meet the
Black Hand beneath the sign at the east
_end of the station.

The night rolleds around; so did eight
p.m. We were all hidden alongside the
depot behind a row of trees wi’ r

-
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strings all ready to topple the dummies
down on the head of our. -Sherlock, Sure
enough he showed up right under the
sign. The light was dim, still we could
see him standing there; but no one could
make out what he held.im his hands.

A yank on the strings and down sailed
the dummies, arms out-stretched, right
upon our baggageman. He let out a yell
and then came two sudden blasts from
a shotgun. At last we knew what he was
holding in his hands. Just then the straw
in one of the dummies caught fire, and as
it lighted up our hiding place we began to
move, cautiously at first. Then the detec-
tive saw us. Wham! W ham! roared that
shotgun, and I felt the stinging impact
of bird shot on the seat of my pants.

All T wanted now was distance. I
headed for an orange grove where I fig-
ured it would be easy to lose myself. The
rest of the gang had the same idea for we
all barged in that direction about the same
time. But the first step I took inside that
grove was my undoing. They had irrigated
the section during the day, and when they
irrigate orange groves in California, they
do a job of it. I sank clear up to my hips
in, black 60zy mud and there I stuck, the
rest of the gang with me.

We kept quiet, fearful of drawing more
gun fire. Until our shamus friend had de-
parted for home there wasn’t a movement
to pull ourselves out of the mud. It was
then, while I picked Number 7 bird shot
out of various parts of my body, that I
made up my mind I was done with horse-
play. But I had to learn the hard way.

The Jonah

By H. E. WEBSTER

HE RECORD of Number

1313 earned her the name
Jonah. She was a Brooks con-
solidated with 20 by 32 inch
cylinders and carried 210 pounds of steam.
A big engine for 1907, the 1300s were
aiming straight for Jim 'Hill's dream of
one engine and a mile of cars, a dream that

was giving locomotive builders for the
Great Northern a constant headache, as
Hill nagged and nagged them for larger
engines—and got them.

Just why one engine out of a delivery
of twenty-five should prove to be a goat,
no one has yet decided; but this pariah
soon spent more time in the back shop
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ST BVERY HOGGER WANTS. . ..l Joe Easley

“Soon as I get a little money saved I'm gonna buy me a coupla acres around here, get
me a few chickens, catch up on my fishin’, and take it easy”
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than on mainline steel. In a short time, she
piled up a reputation for such a number
of queer wrecks that few hoggers wanted
to handle her. It was never a case of
railroaders’ pet superstition—three acci-
dents in sequence. The hoggers who
caught the Jonah expected something to
happen to her and she rarely let them
down.

Once she dove into a turntable pit and
broke her frame, when a hostler’s helper
unaccountably turned the table after giving
the hostler a signal to come ahead. I
tipped over in her while pulling into Hill-
yard yard; evidently the outside rail was
broken in the old, sharp turnout. Later,
she went through an open derail switch
at Colburn after a student brakeman for-
got to line it up. Each time there was.a
good reason for the accident ; but it seemed
strange that all these things should hap-
pen to the same old girl.

I signed rather unwillingly one day,
when the call boy routed me out for a trip
with the Jonah, which topped her experi-
ence until then. I had a student fireman
for that run called George, whose surname
I've long forgotten since I wrote it on
the time slip only twice.

George was an odd specimen. He was a
dumpy individual, with short arms and
legs, a round face, and a grin as fixed as
that on a ventriloquist’s puppet. And
his record was nearly as bad as that
engine. He certainly wasn’t cut out for a
railroadman, though to this day I'm puz-
zled to find a spot he might fit.

Only that afternoon, I had heard “Sky-
rocket” Biil Locher telling the gang of his
experience with George. Bill’s engine was
snorting up the hill east of Elk when
George yelled

“Hi-i-i, Mr. Engineer! Stop eie

“What s the matter ?”’ demanded Bill.

“Lost my poker,” George told him.

Bill had to stop, of course. The Big G
was burning = Fernie—Canadian coal—
then ; and while it was good steaming coal,
it coked, forming a crust over the fire-bed
that had to be broken with a long, tin rake.
Because of the delay in stopping, Sky-
rocket had to head in at Camden for Num-
ber 3.
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“Cover the headlight,” Bill ordered the
student fireman, when they were in the
clear at Camden. >

Old oil headlights had a shade that un-
rolled like a window curtain, with a ring
which was clipped on a hook.  When Bill
walked around the pilot, he found George
taking off his overall jumper to drape the
headlight. The engineer hurried back to
the cab and cleaned the badly clinkered
fire, while the returning fireman made no
move to assist him, though it was his fault
that the fire had to be cleaned.

Bill was sweating like a butcher and his
temper was raw. ‘“Where do .you live?”

“Greenacres,  Mr. Locher,” - replied
George. “An’ say, I've been thinking it
over.:. We couldn’t go ahead now if we
wanted to, could we?”

“Why not?” Bill asked, a little puzzled.

“Ha! Ha! ’Cause I got ’er blindfolded.”

Bill wouldn’t have enjoyed humor even

‘if it had been good.

“Kid,” he advised in a strained voice,
“you’d-better head back to Greenacres to
clean stables again, just as spon as you
return to Hillyard.””

THE ENGINE was simmering on the
Spokane roundhouse lead when I re-
ported for that trip. She had just been
turned out of the shop and her jacket -
gleamed with a coat of new enamel. In
the cab, polished brass valves and fittings
glimmered under the flight of the newly-
installed electric incandescents, which re-
placed the old kerosene cage lamps. But
what temporarily made me forget I was
running the Jonah was the electric arc
headlight which speared a beam of daz-’
zling white light for a thousand feet down
the track. They were just installing elec-
tric headlights at the time and it was this
changeover that soon afterward put an
end to George’s brief railroad career.
Conductor Jack Close climbed aboard
when the head shack herded us to the
depot, and handed me the orders. Jack
was tall and slim in those days, and his
humorous gray eyes captured your friend-
ship with the first glance. Recently, Jack
retired as Superintendent of the Spokane
Division - after many yedrs at that post.
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But to this day I've always been thankful
that I had a cool, competent conductor on
that trip. :

Nothing unexpected happened on the
run to Troy. George did the best he could,
but shoveling dirt around the farm was
quite different from tossing tons of black
diamonds through a 16-inch door on to a
white-hot fire which covered a hundred
square feet of grates. Though I stepped
down to help him by leveling the fire at
every opportunity, it was badly clinkered
by the time we reached Sand Point and I
had to clean it.

When the conductor came over to check
the delay, I asked him if he wanted to run
her. Close got onto my seatbox and I
fired for him the rest of the way to Troy.

On the return trip, two trains were
called for the same time—six p.m. The
first train took their connection on the

~main line, but since we had to switch a
drag out of the yard, she pulled out of
town forty-five minutes ahead of us.
~ Naturally, because the first train was a
symbol (fast freight), we did not expect
them to delay us any. However, their en-
gine developed a hotbox and we came upon
their flag at Bonners Ferry. We were
stopped several times more until they
reached Sand Point. By then the box
had evidently cooled down, for I scooted
right along and I saw nothing of their
tail lights when I stopped for water at
Newport.

After leaving Newport, we ran through
frequent fog banks and I slowed down as
we entered Scotia Canyon. But having
passed tunnel 11, then the station mile-
board for Camden, I started to pick up
speed when we rounded a curve and hit a
half-mile” tangent. There was just one
short curve between there’and the water
station, and I figured that if the head train
had stopped at Camden their flagman
would surely be back around that curve.
That’s what I thought! When the Jonah
was a few carlengths from the point of the
curve a red glow smeared the darkness
above the point of a cliff. I wiped the clock.

The brakeman must have seen the re-
flection, too. With the first roar of emer-
gency air from the- brake valve, he shot
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from the gangway, and vanished. Just
then I saw a fusee tossed high in the air,
above the cliff.

“Hit the grit,” I yelled to ‘George, as
red markers on a caboose glared a futile
warning. I dropped from the window just
before the Jonah hit. There was a crash
of splintering wood, the screech of rending
steel before my lights went out.

OMEONE WAS CALLING, monot-

onously, when I came to. I must have
answered, for I heard the conductor shout :
“Hi, fellows, Web’s alive! How’s it look,
Web?” : _

For a moment the effort of shouting out
seemed too great. “Can’t tell, Jack,” I
called. “Head hurts and I can’t move.”
Through crevices in the wreckage piled
over me, I saw frequent glimmers of the
crew’s lanterns.

“My God! He must be speared like a _
frog,”~I heard one of them say. I won-
dered if he meant me, but I didn’t ask.
Liquid trickled down my face, soaked
through my clothes in spots. There didn’t
seem to be any feeling in my legs. I won-
dered if-they were paralyzed, but that
blood which ran down my face worried me
most. ;

‘Because I couldn’t use either hand to
wipe it off, I stuck out my tongue and
wiped my lips. It was syrup. Syrup had
leaked down through a small Oregon Rail-
way & Navigation car of merchandise that
had toppled over me. That car had jumped
its trucks, telescoped the car ahead and
came to rest on top. I could hear Jack
and the crew talking and grunting. Grad-
ually their voices became clearer and less
distant.

“Stick it out, Web,” I heard Conductor
Close say in a hopeful tone. “We carried
ties and shored up that car so it can’t settle
down on you. Honest to God, we can’t
see what’s holding it up. But as soon as
the hook get’s here, we’ll have you out in
a jiffy.”

An hour later I was free. Camden is
only twenty miles from the terminal and
in those days the wrecker was always
alerted.

Number 1313 had crashed through the
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caboose and seven cars; and several cars
in my own short, but heavily loaded, train
were smashed. Not far behind the engine
a small OR&N car jumped its trucks, tele-
scoped the car ahead and shoved a long
bundle of concrete reinforcement irons
through the end of the car. The wire
wrapping broke, so that the ends of the
rods broomed out and speared the ground
all around where I lay unconscious. Un-
der the weight of the car, they bent and
formed a bridge over me that kept the light
“merchandise car from crushing me. As a
result, all T got were a few scratches and
a bumped head.
The new paint job on the Jonah, how-
ever, had scarcely a mark. Her engine

trucks were ruined, but the wrecker re-.

moved them and that afternoon I hooked
onto the train and took it to Hillyard with-
out the trucks.

The student brakeman was usually as
talkative as a clam, but riding the Jonah
while she crashed through eight cars had
put an end to that temporarily. He bab-
bled like a glib politician.

“Lemme tell you = something, Mr.
Webster,” he said, “you had a close call.
But I wouldn’t stay on an engine an’
smash into a wreck again, for all the farms
in Greenacres. When we get in, I'm going
back to Dad’s farm an’ pick stringbeans.
Yes, sir, I've had enough.”

Since George did not fire for me again,
I'don’t know what happened to change his
mind. Whatever it was, George had a
trip to the hospital soon afterward because
he reversed his decision.

" A few days later George was called for

Railroad Magazine

a night extra east. Everything was nor-
mal and the train was‘¢oursing a long tim-
berlane west of Sand Point coaling sta-
tion. For a mile from where the newly-
built Spokane International crosses the
Pend Oreille river on a high drawbridge,
the GN parallels the International nearly
to Sand Point. At the end of the timber-
lane bends a long, easy left curve.

Just before we reached the curve,
George threw in a fire, then leaned out of
the cab window to catch a breath of cool
air. The conductor, who was riding the
engine from Colburn—where they’d head-
ed in to meet a train—the brakeman and
the engineer were all suddenly startled by
George’s wild yell.

“Whoa! Stop' ’er!” he shrilled. With

_ another strangled whoop he leaped through

the gangway into the night, past the brake-
man who made a futile grab at his jumper.
The engineer stopped and the shack
dropped off as the train slowed and hur-
ried back to where George lay. The en-
gineer backed up and they loaded him on
the pilot and carefully eased out his broken
leg. g

The brakeman was taken to the hospital
at Sand Point. Probably you have already
guessed what happened to George ; in any
case, you will remember that he declared
he’d not ride an engine into another wreck.
When the fireman, after throwing in a fire,
looked ahead, his eyes were partially blind-
ed by the firebox glare. Then across the
curve he looked into the white beam of an
electric headlight. Seconds after he leaped
from the gangway, a train roared safely
by on the Spokane International.

Novice for a Night

By C. H. CLEVENGER

HE NIGHT that I alight-
ed from train Number 18
at Lugo, Calif., in the San

- Bernardino ' Mountains, on my
first third-trick train-order assignment,
even the snow flurries, appearing sud-

denly out of the darkness, seemed to

presage trouble. I stood on the narrow
cinder path watching the lights of the pas-
senger, as she squirmed down the eastern
side of Cajon Pass and vanished in the
thin veil of falling snow. Perhaps it was
only the darkness or: the strangeness of
the place. Yet this sense of- foreboding
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stamped the happenings of those first
hours on the job clearly on my memory.
The chief dispatcher in San Bernardino
had eyed me sternly when he handed me
the pass. He went into his lecture above
the grave responsibilities of a block signal
operator, warning me I'd be alone on the
graveyard trick. Before he was through,
I'd begun to feel that the destiny of the
entire Santa Fe rested on my shoulders.
And while I had memorized most of the
book of rules and could handle a key, I'd
never talked over a DS’s phone or copied
a train order, so my lack of experience
seemed te grow to gigantic proportions.
The boxcar -office at Lugo was only a
short distance from where I was standing,
yet I stayed staring at the night for sev-
eral moments longer. At last I noticed
the second-trick op outside the shack,
beckoning with a lantern near the dimly-
lighted window. I started toward him,
and as I approached, he turned inside
without a greeting, closing the door be-
hind him. I entered almost at his heels.

-

BLLRE
ey

ABOVE the howling
_wind, I heard the
phones jangling

03

The building was typical of the block
stations located on the First District of
the Los Angeles Division after World
War 1. It was an improvised boxcar, set
up at right angles to the track. The only
door opened in one side, and as I came
in I could barely discern the operator,
moving from a small telephone on one wall
to another on the opposite side of the
room. Into each instrument he shouted
briefly, “Number 18 out ten fifteen.”

A lamp on the telegraph table threw
light on the OS sheet, and I was fascinated
at the self-confident movements of the op,
who made notations on the sheet while he
slapped the headpiece of the dispatcher’s
phone to his ear. To say he was reticent
would be putting it mildly. Even when
things were quiet, he made no attempt to
break the silence. By the time twelve
o’clock rolled around, he had departed
toward the three boxcars which served as
living quarters. Yet I could recall but one
bit of advice he had given me: “Don’t
let that old bear A.W.P. scare you on the
dispatcher’s phone. He likes to rave at
the ham operators—but he doesn’t mean
what Heisays.”

I learned what he meant a few minutes
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later'when the selector began an ominous
rattling; which ended in a harsh ringing
of the bell.” “Lugo, 19 copy 5.” barked an
authoritative voice, as I answered the
phone.” Nervously I copied the order,
and stammered as I repeated
the words and numbers back to
the dispatcher. I heard him
growl something about the
green kids, and his remarks
did not put confidence into my
shaking fingers as I placed the
- folded copies of the order and |
clearance in the hoops.

Qutside, the valley was soon
resounding with the labored vi-
brations of engines, and in a
few moments the headlight of
the drag was moving along the
snow-covered mountains. Then
its beam caught the tiny station like the
glare of a spotlight and bore relentlessly
upon it. But in a matter of seconds the
ordeal was over, and I found myself hold-
ing a flickering lantern while all the hoops
had been snatched from my hand. Quick
flashes of fire from the rear helper lighted
up the mountainside, and in that uncer-
tain light I saw empty train order hoops
being tossed along the snow-covered right-
of-way.

UDDENLY I became conscious of the
ringing of one of the block phones.
Hurrying back to the office I was given
an OS on another extra west by the op
at Hesperia. With a sigh of satisfaction
I settled back in the comfortable office
chair. My self-confidence which had been
at a very low ebb slowly began to rise.
A short time later when the noise -of
struggling engines of the second extra be-
gan to rattle the office windows, I closed
my eyes nonchalantly, waiting for the/op-
erator at Keir to clear the block. As the
rumbling grew nearer, however, I con-
vinced myself that it wouldn't look too
green if I merely called Keir to know how
soon he expected to give me the block.
With as much indifference as I could put
' into my voice, I asked him to OS the first
extra as soon as he could, because the sec-

C. H. Clevenger
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ond would soon be stopped by my red-

order board.

“What do you mean—stop them?” he
shouted. -“Don’t you know you can use
restrictive clearances on this grade?”

I didn’t know. In fact, I
hardly knew what a restrictive
clearance was, though I was
aware they had been mentioned
in the rulebook exam. Hur-
riedly, T searched till I found
the clearance cards, and mak-
ing them out according to di-
rections, I managed to hand
them up to the extra in time to
prevent the train from coming
to a complete stop.

- As I gave the OS to the op-
erator at Hesperia, he asked
for the block for Number 1.

“Number 1 is coming close now,” he add-

- ed, “just put them by at one fifteen.”

So far my work had been routine, but
being alone in that lonely mountain office
gave me a feeling of apprehension. I
stepped outside to walk off my uneasiness.
The sky was overcast with rolling dark
clouds, but far in the distance the passing-
track switch lights were blinking reassur-
ingly.

As I stood watching, giant snowflakes
whirled through the air, driven by a wind
that nearly wrenched the semaphore pole
from its moorings. The dimmed head-
light of Number 1 appeared, followed by a
series of short whistle blasts as the engi-
neer observed the red order board. Feel-
ing that it was my responsibility to keep
the train moving, I rushed into the sta-
tion, set the order board at caution, and
with the speed that only desperation can
produce, filled out the clearance cards and
was in time to hand them up to the two
groaning engines, which began a desperate
battle to regain momentum on the grade.

Not until the third hoop swung from the
conductor’s arm was I seized with a feel-
ing that I made a mistake. It occurred
to me that restrictive clearances, on this
stretch of track were to be issued only to
freights, and that I was letting Number 1 _
in the block with two freight trains. In
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those few brief seconds I visualized the
treacherous curves toward Keir, and the
two drags battling upgrade through the
blinding storm, unaware of the approach
of the passenger with its speedy locomo-
tives.

The rear vestibule of Number 1 was
open, but the brakeman was not in sight.
My only thought was to get word to the
conductor to stop the train so that my
mistake could be corrected. Dropping my
lantern, I grabbed the hand rails at the
open vestibule door, and pulled myself up
the rear steps of the Pullman car.

The train was gaining speed. As I
rushed through the dim, curtained aisles
of Pullman cars, I grew frantic at the
thought of the impending disaster. I
strode through three cars without finding
a trainman, and though I noticed emer-
gency cords on chair cars, I was unfa-
~ miliar with Pullmans,

The 1ails were clicking rapidly under
the cars by this time, and I was torn with
indecision. I wanted to do everything
possible to avoid a wreck, but the manual
block station couldn’t be abandoned. In
despair I opened the nearest vestibule
door, peered blindly into the night and
leaped. Fortunately, I landed on a snow-
covered embankment and, after rolling for
a considerable distance,I regained my feet.

Unconscious of my bruises, I dashed
wildly in the direction of the Lugo station.
It seemed hours before the dim light of

Photo by Charles G. Greene, 254 S Burnet St.,
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the office window appeared. Above the
howling of the wind I could hear the
phones ringing incesSantly, and I dreaded
answering. Prepared for the worst, I
grabbed the westbound phone, and was
greeted by the angry voice of Keir.

“Where the devil have you been?
Here’s the OS on the westbound drags.”

Luckily for me, the second extra had
passed Keir at about the same time that
Number 1 had entered the block at Lugo;
and as 1he fact dawned upon me, I tried
to speak with innocent compqsure, re-
questing the block for Number 1. Then,
as if it were an afterthought, I told him to
put the passenger in the block at that in-
stant. I gave the same slightly erroneous
information to the op at Hesperia and to
the dispatcher. Not even the blistering
tongue lashing from A.W.P.—because of
my delay in answering-his phone—could
alter my good spirits. But I did pray
that no one would ever check the dis-
patcher’s train sheet in San Bernardino,
and discover the marvelous speed Num-
ber 1 made between Lugo and Keir that
night. Since then one line of the rulebook
has had special meaning : In case of doubt
or uncertainty, take the safe course.

The train-order boards at Lugo and
Hesperia have long been dismantled; and
to many old-timers Keir is but a faint
memory. Double-track operation and au-
tomatic signals have taken over much of
the job of guaranteeing safety on the rails.

Bast Orange, N. J.

C&NW Freeport Express bypasses local at Melrose Park, Ill., as RPO clerk pre-
pares to kick off mail pouch
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CASTLE MOUNTAIN, ON
THE CANADIAN PACIFIC
LINE BETWEEN BANFF
AND LAKE LOUISE,
HAS BEEN R ENAMED
MT EISENHOWER
A5 A GESTURE OF
CANADA'S FRIEND-
SHIP FOR U.S, :
( From Mrs Nicholas Morcnt)

NEARLY EVERY |
RAILYARD HAS ITS
D06, SPOT RIDES
SOUTHERN PACIFIC
SWITCHING ENGINE
WITH 6, A, JAY IN
ENGLEWOOD YARDS,
HOUSTON, TEXAS
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DOUBLE-ENDER TRAIN IN JERSEY CENTRALS
NEWARK BRANCH SHUTTLE SERVICE HAS
ENGINE ON EACH END, NOS, 625. AND 627,
BOTH CAMELBACKS

( From Henry M. ﬂ.sbhlfr)
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~ TWO-DECKED
TROLLEY CARS
RAN ON WHAT 5
NOW E, 111TH STREET,
CHICAGD, BETWEEN
HOTEL FLORENCE
AND WORLD'S
FAIR OF '93

From Clarenced.Root

BACK ON . GM& 0O ROSTER : MODEL
OF 6-WHEELER, PRESENTED TO
M&O PRESIDERT IN 1889, WAS
FOUND RECENTLY IN MOBILE, ALA.,
REPAIR SHOP AND GIVEN TO
GEN, MGR. BROCK. IT IS
EQUIPPED WITH CLOCK,
BAROMETER AND COMPASS.
WHEELS REVOLVE ON
SILVER TRACKS

From Rebel FPoute Nzws)
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HORSECARS STILL
RUN IN SOME RURAL
SECTIONS OF SOUTH AMERICA.

THIS ONE IS IN CHILE
( Fvom Pvt. A.M, Bouche, Jr.)
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On the Spot

Railfaring Men Sit in with the Editorial Crew to Swap
Experiences, Offer Suggestions and Settle Arguments

FFECTIVENESS of cen-
coRc | tralized traffic control is
“'::!i:l_ shown in a recent report pre-
pared by B. W. Molis, Rio

Grande signal engineer, indicat-
ing that as a result of CTC installation

R
o'v'A
GORGE

G
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the running time of eastward freight
trains between Helper, Utah, and Grand
Junction, Colo., was cut 158 minutes, or
nearly a minute per mile!

A similar reduction in running time of
westward freights was shown, though the



checks ‘were made during a
period of very heavy traffic.

Molis says that while vari-
ous estimates have been made
of the increased efficiency of
a single-track line when CTC
was installed, a serigs of
checks indicated that this eth-
ciency is increased “to the
point where it approaches 100
per cent capacity of a double-
track operation.”

During a seven-day - test
" period, 476 trains were oper-
ated from the CTC board at
“Green River, Utah, or an av-
erage of 68 trains per 24 hour
period.

“It is generally conceded
that 50 trains per day is ca-
pacity for single track and
100 trains for double track,”

BEAVER is back on CPR emblem, following the
publication last fall of the book, Railroad Avenue,
which states:
dian Pacific perched a bheaver on its shield.
busy little beast lent a picturesque quality that
was typical of Canada but has been displaced in
favor of the slogan,
System.’
ficials had read this item, D. C. Coleman, chair-
man and president,
beaver, with a new slogan,

First
blem ‘ulopt

en-

ed in '8¢ ),

.second in

1929, third
in 46

“Until a few years ago the Cana-
The

Greatest Travel
After CPR of-

‘World’s
We miss the beaver.”

ordered restoration of the
“Spans the World.”

- he says. “On one day during
the test period 72 trains were
handled. Train sheets for that day show
it would have been possible to operate still
more trains over the territory. Remem-

sber, too, that these trains were operating
nearly 25 per cent faster than they were
before CTC was installed.”

The Rio Grande now has 343 miles of
CTC operation, which, in proportion to
total main-line mileage, .is more than any

other road in the country.
sk *

UNNELS. We learn from Canadian
National engineer F. W. Powers, Box
202 Smithers, B. C., that on the CNR
the dlstance from mile-
post 18.1, Frazer Subdi-
vision, to milepost 13.4,
. Bulkley Sub, is an even
374 miles but there is not
one tunnel on the entire
route, although it is all
mountain territory.
Mr. Powers says this
o data is taken from his
F. W. Powers working timetable, and
asks if anyone can match it.
From the same source he finds there are
fifteen tunnels in the 29.5 miles from mile-

5K

post 5.5., Yale Sub, on the Frazer Canyon,
to milepost 35.0—an average of one tun-
nel per half mile.

Turning to animals. Mr. Powers writes :
“Going east on a trip the other day my
fireman and I counted 139 moose in sight
of the track in 52 miles. Coming west-
ward on the return trip, I slowed my pas-
senger train sixteen times to avoid hitting

~moose on the track, and missed all but

one of them."”

'WORDQ to an old song, Down by the
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Railroad Tracks, are wanted by an
Illinois Central fireman, O’Brien, and his
ex-railroader friend, Leon H. Lambert,
702 W. Center St., Decatur, TIl.

oW

IHTEEN APPLES,
cigarettes, one can of tobacco, two
fruitcakes, and a package of Railroad
Magazines are among the items listed in
The Locomotive Engineers Journal as
having been donated recently to the Home
for Aged and Disabled Railroad Employes

of Anterica, Highland Park, Il
Of the retired old “rails” living in this
institutiofi, some are crippled or bed-rid-

one carton of
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den; some cannot afford to buy postage
stamps. Their eyes light up with pathetic
eagerness when dresh reading matter
comes into the Home, or maybe a box of
cookies or a little spending money for dis-
tribution among them. Readers who wish
to brighten their sunset years may send

gifts, no matter how small, in care of

George M. Palmer, the Home’s secretary-
treasurer and manager. Even a well-
thumbed copy of Ruailroad Magazine is
pounced upon and enjoyed by veterans
who may never railroad again.

The Home is a four-story building near
a C&NW station. It now houses 53 men.
The oldest is John M. Berry, whose health
is fairly good at 96. The youngest, Louis
Bauch, is a wheelchair patient at 50. Mid-
way between them is Elton M. Eversole,
contributor to Railroad Magazine and
owner of the world’s largest known col-
lection of switch keys. Residents are lim-
ited to members of three Brotherhoods—
Trainmen, Engineers, and Firemen and
Enginemen—who are “totally and per-
manently incapacitated and without means
of support.” They hail from all parts of
the U. S. and Canada.

Mr. Palmer worked for the Monon as
locomotive engineer and for the North
Shore Line as motorman and
conductor. “Here in the
Home,” he says, “we have a
big recreation room, billiard
and pool tables, a library, a
reading room on each floor,
and a chapel for Sunday serv-
ices and occasional movie
shows. The Home was or-
ganized May 28, 1890, and
incorporated 14 years later.”

* 3 *

RAIN-FERRY Lans-

downe, mentioned in our
March issue; still operates
across Detroit River between
Detroit and Windsor, Cana-
da, reports Clarence J. Root, .
193 Moss Ave., Highland
Park, Detroit 3, Mich. She
was built in 1864.

Railroad Magazihé

IRST railroad car ever equipped with

wire recorders for the reproduction of
music is Santa Fe diner 1450, placed: in
transcontinental service March 10th, this
year. ‘It is being followed by other diners
so modernized, the installations being
made as fast 4s equipment and labor are
available. Asnew Santa Fe sleeping,.chair
and club-lounge' cars are built they, too,
will be given facilities for furnishing pop-
ular and semi-classical music as well as
public-address ‘systems for train an-
nouncements. These refinements are de-
signed to heighten the pleasure of train

rides.
d'"%‘f‘"'rh) used to be widely chalked on
rolling stock and other railroad

property, pretty much as the signatures of
J. B. King and.Bozo Texino are scrawled
today, is traced by Harry M. Groves, 4405
Ellis Ave., Chicago 15, Ill., to Harry
Monahan, who was braking freight with
him on the Chicago & Alton between
Bloomington, I11., and East St. Louis back
in 1887,

Mr. Monahan invariably carried a piece
of chalk in his pocket, according to our
correspondent, and rarely lost an opportu-

ONAHAN’S CAT, which

From E. P. Alexander collection

PRR 3731 at Broad Street station, Philadelphia, about

thirty years ago 2
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Photo by James F. Byrne, BEast McKeesport, Pa.

END OF STRIKE meant work resumption for No. 183 of 441/,-mile Union Railroad,
owned and operated by U.S. Steel at Plttsburgh Pa,

nity to ornament boxcars with his trade-
mark, the rear view of a cat and the name
H. Monahan. Thus Monahan’s cat be-
came a legend knewn all over North
America. Its originator was killed in an
accident on the Denver & Rio Grande.
Mr. Groves retired December 15, 1944,
- from 46 years of Illinois Central service,
58 years of railroading.
%

ARE DIESELS  crowding
‘ out steam powgr? The

~ ~ present trend favors Diesels,
but there is no reason to believe steam
will ever be supplanted entirely.

R. Tom Sawyer, Diesel equipment en-
gineer, American Locomotive Co., Schen-
ectary, N. Y., predicts that ten years from
now Diesels will constitute from 20 to 40
~percent of all locomotives operated in this
* country. Mr. Sawyer, however, is biased
‘in favor of Diesels A leader in. the field,
' he helped to build the first Diesel locomo-
-~ tive sold in U. S., in 1925—a 300 hp. job

,)FRISCO(

P LNES 5\
PN

turned out by Adco and General Electrit.
for the Jersey Central, still in daily 'serv-

ice (phota in our March issue).
- “If we add all sw1tch1ng and road loco-
”motlves in use today,” he says, “we find
* that more than 10 percent are Diesel-pow-
ered. This is  unusually high, since the
change has large ri“place in the past
ten years. .

‘its own place. No one is going to push orie
“" type ‘moté than another, unless it pays to
do 80; and the railroads will put that type

®

_electric generator.

.of locomotive in service which gives them

the greatest return on investment, This
means that, with few exceptions, the rail-
roads will use Diesels for all switching
operations. The Diesel will have to fight
its own way in main-line road service with
the steant locomotive and, eventually, with
the gas turbine as competitors. Class of
service required by the railroad’s local
conditions will largely determine the most
economical type of power.

“The electric locomotive has made an
excellent record in congested areas, but
there is plactlcally no extensive electrifi-
cation that is not backed by the steam loco-
motive or,the Diesel. Self-propelled loco-
motives add to electrification the flexibility
required under peak-load conditions.”

On the Frisco, new 4000-hp., stream-
lined, Diesel-electrics will power the
Meteor and Texas Special, beginning next
October Each will generate enough

“juice” to supply the electric household
needs of a thousand families. The power

“unit will consist of four 1000-hp., 12-cylin-
der, V-type,
‘Each of these engines, built by General

two-cycle, Diesel engines.
is connected to a direct-current
The four can transmit
The average American

Motors,

3000 kilowatts.

- household’s-electric demand is three KW,

which means that every time a new Frisco

“Tocomotive roars through a town it will
“Each type of motrve pow:er w1ll find s
sands homes with electric current. -

enerate enough power to sugply a thou-’

“Such locomotives,” says H. L. Wor—
man, Frisco chief operating officer,

‘are °
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On the Spot

capable of\a top speed of 98 miles per
hour. This, however, is less important
than their ability to maintain high average
speed. They safely take curves faster than
steam locomotives, and accelerate far more
rapidly than steam. When we put them
in service with new lightweight train
equipment, there will be smoother starts,
~ stops and slowdowns on the Meteor and
Texas Special. Jerky starts and bunchy
stops will be eliminated.”
* sk *
FIVE'relatives work for the SN
Chicago Great Western onfS8neis
same division and in the same Qg
kind of service, we learn from -

Pvt. R. C. Beach, 37810292, writing from -

the U. S. Army induction station at Fort
Leavenworth, Kan. These are a man, his
three sons, and a cousin, as follows: Per-
¢y McElrath, second-trick op at Randolph,
Minn. ; Alva, third-trick op at Randolph;
-Vernon, at Fredericksburg, Towa ; Eldred
~ at Alta Vista, Towa; and Cousin G. F.
- Morrill, Randolph agent.

An unusual M-K-T train crew went out
of Denison, Tex., not long ago, consisting
of Condr. Carl Flanery, Sr., and his two
sons, Carl, Jr., and Phil.

Speaking of families, D. L. Collins,

“Vidal, Calif., tells about the famous Mc-
Neills of Derby, Kan. He knows three
MecNeill boys personally. The clan boasts
a total of more than 420 years in Santa Fe
service. First on the list is the late Jim
McNeill, section boss. Eight of Jim’s nine
sons worked for the Santa Fe, while six
of his seven daughters married Santa Fe

employes.- We have no record of the other -

son or daughter. Furthermore, four of
Jim’s grandsons are on the AT&SF pay-
roll and two of his granddaughters said
“I do” to staunch Santa Fe lads.

Another oddity was the recent retire-
ment of George W. Backus of Canton,
N. Y., and his wife, Pina, after completing
L a total of 88 years of New York Central
. telegraph service. George was Canton sta-

tion agent, while Pina pougded brass at -

. nearby Eden. Theirs is a rail romance.
- While George was agent at Jayvﬂle No¥,
he also served as a school trustee: In. 19()1

TR Damel Wedge, who |
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he married Pina, one of the teachers, and

taught her telegraphy. In 1902 she, too,
became a railroader.

ook %
|
became 104 last October and :
is living with his daughter at 544 Penn-
sylvania Ave., Aurora, Ill. After serving
as a Union soldier during the Civil War,
Mr. Wedge went braking on the Burling-
ton in 1875, later was promoted to con-
ductor. He retired in 1917 at age 76.

* * *

LDEST living railroad[B®

man, opines Lois M., BU[hﬂgmn
Drueke, 8038 Floral, Skokie, i HUUTE

OURTEEN major airplane disasters
in this country over a period of about
two years cost a total of 289 lives, not to
mention persons killed in lesser ‘ plane
wrecks. The figures do not include crash-
es of bombers and other combat aircraft.
During the same perlod only a small frac-
tion of that number of travelers died in
rail accidents, although the roads handle a
very much heavier-volume of traffic. The
air disasters follow :

I'eb. 10, 44, Memphis, Tenn., 24 dead
Aug. 3, '44, Atkinson, Neb., 28 dead
Dec. 25, 45, Harrisburg, Pa., 10 dead -
Jan. 11, ’45, Los Angeles, Calif., 24 dead
Feb. 23, ’45, Marion, Va., 17 dead

- Mar. 14, ’45, San Carlos, Calif., 7 dead

Apr. 14, ’45, Morgantown, W. Va., 20 dead
Apr. 20, ’45, Sweetwater, Texas, 25 dead
Sept. 15, ’45, Kansas City, Mo., 24 dead
Dec. 8, ’45, Billings, Mont., 19 dead

Jan. 18, ’46, Cheshire, Conn., 17 dead™

Jan. 31, 46, Elk Mt., Wyo., 21 dead

Mar. 3, ’46, Terra Blanca Mt., Calif., 27 dead
Mar. 19, ’46, Hobart Mills, Calif., 26 dead

The list covers all sections of U. S. and
all seasons, with the emphasis on Califor-
nia and wintertime.

Aside from wrecks, 20,000 airline pas-
sengers in the U. S. durmg last December
alone had to be off-loaded at points other

“than their ticketed destinations becatise of

bad weather. This ‘was disclosed at a

- meeting of the Air Transport “Associa-

tion’s -operations committee, which had

gt
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New Haven Photo

BIAIL CRANE. Riding caroussel and
veaching for brass ring is good training
- for one of postal clerk’s duties

Railroad Magazine

convened in a New York hotel’to act on
the situation. Need for such a remedy
was further emphasized by the fact that
several committee members who had taken
off from Washington by air to attend the
meeting were deposited, hours later, at
such remote points as Hartford, Conn.,
and- Boston, Mass. They reached New
York belatedly by train. ’
Mishaps and inconveniences of a similar
sort, bound to occur from time to time
wherever transportation must take its
signals from weather, plagued the early
days of railroading. No doubt the airlines
will meet their “problems with like gal-
lantry and efficiency.
AIL-ACTOR. From ham operator
to ham actor via the U. S. Army was
a short step for Bruce Cowling, son of

‘L. A. Cowling, Katy agent at McAlester,

Okla., reports “Milepost” Paul McGuire,
Santa Fe section foreman, Fairfax, Okla.
However, in all truth Bruce was more
than a ham op, he was agent at Kiowa,
OKkla., before he went into the Army Sig--
nal Corps. And again, he is more than
just a ham actor, for he has been signed
by M-G-M for leading roles and has, in
fact, appeared in one film. Handsome,
six-foot-three-inch Bruce previously took
part in the film 74ll the Clouds Roll By.
ok
OACH’S true tale, “Lost Crummy”’
(January issue), prompted A. F. Von
Blon, Jr., 1839 Texas Ave., San Antonio
1, Tex., to write as follows:

“In about 1903 Hiram Knox built an
eight-mile railroad, the Livingston South-
eastern (now abandoned), between his
sawmill and the town of Livingston, Tex.,
where it connected with the Houston East
& West Texas (now SP). Four years
later he received a certain rush order for
lumber. Having no flatcar available, Mr.
Knox loaded ‘the freight into his one and
only caboose and started it on its way to
his customer at a far distant point. The
crummy failed to return. Mr. Knox was
never able to learn what happened to it. I
wonder ‘if something like that has hap-
pened to other short lines?”
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Photos by Kenneth MacDonald, 111} BE.
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Prince St., Truro, N. &

- BATTERED beyond hope of repair in rear-end collision at Campbell’s siding, Nova
Scotia, Canadian National caboose No. 78270 is put to the torch

Getting back to Charles A. Roach, a re-

tired boomer brakeman-switchman known

as “Silent Slim,” E. T. Mulquin visited
him the other day at 1523 S. W. Mill St.,
Portland, Ore. “Mul” is a retired SP dis-

‘patcher also living in Portland Here 1s’

his account-of the visit:

~““Roach has an upstairs room in a frame:

: ‘dwelling 'of about 1880 vintage. When I
“entered he ‘was fully dressed, lying on the
‘bed, taking it easy. In the room stood a
couple of easy chairs, an old typewriter on
a stand, a bed, and a table piled with

books, magazines and writing material,

alse a can of smoking tobacco, Did you
ever see an oldtime small-town editor’s of-
fice-all cluttered up? Well, this genial old
boomer lives in such a’ room

f“S1lent Shm is about St feet"=»slende1

ANTED: Small steam enginé and
car, 24- to 36-inch gage, for non-

operational exhibit only. “Even a small
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(March ' issue) went down in a

“ber 26, 1898, at the time when
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industrial steam engine and car might do,”
writes James R. Fouch, La Paz Guest
Ranch, Palm Springs, Calif. “Where can
I buy them?”
-k 3k *

RACKSIDE GRAVE may be seen on

the Frisco’s Southern Division near
Whetstone doubling switch and Mountain
Grove, Mo., reports Lynn Newton, 221
Maple Ave., Mountain G10ve A crude
limestone marker reads, “Baby Died May
17, 1897.”. Although the tumulus is lo-
cated by the right-of-way fence, it is not on
railroad property, but Frisco trackmen
tended it for 28 years. Then in about 1925,
‘Missouri State Highway workers built
U.S. Highway No. 60, and later cared for

the tomb.~Finally, in 1941 the highway

was moved half-a mile north of the track,
whereupon Frisco employ es resumed their
care of the grave.

. B x

FEAMER PORTLA \ D, F
whose fate was unsolved in a /?»
true tale, “Stalled in a Blizzard” %

hurricane on the fearful night of Novem-
“Hash”
McGann, the New Haven freight brake-
man who wrote our tale, was battling a
“wild snowstorm- entoute from Boston,
Mass., to Willimantic, Conn.

Facts about the side-wheeler come from
William R." Taylor, Box 250, Warwick
Netk, R. I., who writes: “I recall that
bhzzard very plamly my wife and T were

oston at the time and had a tough job

gettmg home” ; from Ralph E. Johnson,

11 James St., Brockton, Mass. ; and from
an anonymous old-timer in Pxondence
R. 1., who states: “I remember the Port-

Iaud. I was aboard her more than once’

but not the night of the wreck.”

The sinking of this steamer on he1 way
irom Boston to Portland, Me., was one of
‘the worst disasters in New England wa-
ters. Amgmg he: hund

qchoonéf iﬁd(iw E. Snoze, ‘named for

tle girl wha'is now an’ elderl\ spinater ot

Rockland; ‘Me. ‘Becatse 'some of the

schoonef’s ﬂeisam W as found washed

d d or so other craft\.
lost in the same gale.was t‘he grafite- laden ;
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ashore with Portland wreckage, seafaring
men believed the passenger liner had
rammed the freight carrier. Acting on this
hunch, Edward R. Snow, a deep-sea diver
of Winthrop, Mass., with his diving-
equipped ship Regavlas and two other div-
ers, located last July first the sunken hulls
of both missing vessels in about 140 feet
of water off Cape Cod. Both are shapeless
black masses of wood, mussels and scal-
lops, festooned with long green streamers
of seaweed. Thus the marine mystery was
solved.

e Sk

EANERY RAILPIX,

“On a recent trip to Col-
fax, Calif., 2418 feet up in the
Sxerra Nevadas writes J.
Peterson (no address given),
“I encountered a restaurant situated on
alternate U. S. Highway 40, less than 300
feet from the SP’s Ovérland Route tracks.
The grill displays a choice collection of ac-
tion shots of locos and trains, arranged in
frames.  Most striking are views of SP
cab-in-frontérs pulling reefers over the
Mountain Division.

“But the photo gallery is not the only
railfan’s delight. Through two huge win-
dows you can view a lively procession of
SP trains endlessly pounding the high
iron. During the two happy hours I spent
there I saw a dozen trains, with 25 loco-
motlves

= /
) \(I

* * *

EFENDING his new book, Highball
(D. Appleton-Century, New York,
$6), against a comment in our April re-
view that “too many”' of its photos “show
a conventional wedge-shaped train with
minimum”™ background,” Iucius Beebe
writés from his N. Y. Herald-Tribune of-
fice:
“May 1 rise in meeting to say a word
or two about the ‘wedge-shaped’ action
shots of trains that apparently disturb a

number of persons  concerned mth 1a11—
~ road llterature and- photog‘raphy"

weﬂ for editors to lneQ

""for railroad action shots which do not fall
in this general category: the three-quar-
ters head -on shot with trailing smoke ahd

s

PR S
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Photo by Donald W.

Railrpéd Magazine

Furler, 65 Glen Ave., Glen Rock, N. fE

LEHIGH & HUDSON freight, CNJ engine 879, eastbound for Maybrook, N. J.,
passes CNJ engine house, Bethlehem, Ba

with the smokebox, pilot and front of the
locomotive dominating the print; but, ex-
cept for a very limited number of possible
variations, just what do they suggest?

“There are a few  variations on the
theme: below-the-rails shots, trestle shots,
right-angle profile shots, overhead shots
and going-away shots. All responsible rail
photographers include these in their reper-
tory when they are available and suitable;
but, unlike Shakespeare’s Cleopatra, the
subject has no infinite variety. It has in
fact, hardly any.

“The locomotive is the essential and in-
teresting part of any train shot, the train
itself being almost always so similar and
. stylized as to be neghgxble except for pur-
poses of composition. The only way in
- which the locomotive can be pictured so as
to show in detail its type, wheel arrange-

ment, side rods and motion, valve gear and .

general outline is from three-quarters
head-on. You simply can’t include in the
economy of the picture these essentials
from any other angle. This is the way you
must photograph your locomotive. It is up
to the photographer to work from this
' basic requirement and hope to incorporate
in his shot details of the train’s consist

“and 'sthoke and steam exhausts as indexes

of speed and action. Backgrounds he must
»eschew ifitisa tram plcture he is engaced
in shooting.
“The parallel between train photog- '
raphy and the portraiture of persons is

very close. The only part. of the human
person that is generally accepted as being
photogenic is the face and head. Costume
is interesting; the rest of the body may be
incidentally engaging, the hands expres-
sive; but by and large, it’s the face that
counts.’™ :

*
~ BALDWI\I built two experi-

; mental 4-2-2 engines for the
Philadelphia & Reading, Nos. 385
and 386, about fifty years ago, recalls Wil-
liam H. Crawford, now living at 972 Par-
rish St., Salem, Ore.

“For a while,’
ated non-stop
tween Reading
and Jersey City.

%

" he continues, “they oper-
mile-a-minuters he-
Terminal, ‘Philadelphia,
The English system of

as

s

one pair of drivers was given a good try- .

out, but I believe that later a second pair,

was added, due to excessive slipping. A -

Baldwin designer who had something to
do with this experiment is William A.
Austin, Wyman. Park Apts., Beach Ave.
and 40th St., Baltimore, Md.”

R

NLY CASE we know where

a New' York Central en--

‘gineer  received a ‘Pennsylvania
Rallrbad medal was Fred Lint-

ner. The story'of his herotsm is told by
Titusville Hérald reportet* Clifford: Pat-
terson. It seems that at Titusville, Pa., on
December 19, 1926, a fire was raging at
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“KNEE-DEEP IN JUN

E.” Rambler roses, a joy to commuters, bloom on New

Haven’s well-kept suburban right-of-way

the American Oil Works. Lintner, Penn-
sy Condr. James B. Deegan and Brake-
man Frank W. Geary formed a volunteer
crew that pulled out of danger five burn-
ing tank cars loaded with inflamable oil
products, thus preventing a terrible explo-
sion and a much more destructive fire. All
three received Pennsy medals.

Lintner died last year, but Geary is still
railroading, running a yard goat at Corry,
Pa. Deegan lives at 510 Superior St.,

Titusville. Reporter Patterson visited
him the other day and got the following
story from his lips:

“One Sunday twenty years ago the hot-
tom of a still dropped out at the oil works.
I heard the refinery whistle blowing and
drove over to see what was wrong. Five
loaded tank cars stood near the flames.
John Beck, one of the refinery owners,
said they would blow up and when they
did the town would get a bad shaking be-
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sides a big fire.

]
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It was a tough spot.

“Seeing Lintner, I asked him if he
would bring the local freight engine down
and pull the cars away. He and Geary
agreed to take the chance if I would. We
had quite a time getting the fire chief to
cut the hese lines so we could get the en-

gine through. We ran her’down the Penn- -

sy track to the transfer switch to get over
to the NYC tracks. Probably an hour
elapsed from the time the fire started un-
til we pulled the locomotive into the scene.

“Tt was unbearably hot. The tanks had
already started.to warp, platiorms were
burned off, journal boxes were aflame, and
frames were out of shape. Even the tracks

‘had heaved until it looked like a hopeless
-job of dragging the cars out. 'Lintner was
_in the cab. Geary and I clung to the en-

gine on the side away from the blaze, but
even at that our hair got singed, our faces
scorched.

~ “The first time we hit the cars we
missed a coupling. We tried again. This
time we caught the cars and pulled them
away. Then we used extinguishers on the
fire that was Durning on the platforms and
journals. Those tanks might have blown
up, taken us with them, and rocked’ the

whole town.”

Incidentally, Edgar T. Stevenson, edi-
tor and publisher of The Titusville Her-
ald, is an ex-rail and railfan. Quoting ex-

~ reporter Harly Ridgway, now of Hyde-

- some -Railroud Magazine reader tell me

-yards, NYC or Pennsy, Mr.

town, Pa.: “When anything unusual hap-
pemts in either of the two Titusville rail-
Stevenson
usually goes out and gets the story himself
instead of sending a reporter.”

Condr. Deegan took sick récently. - Ste-
venson visited -him at the hospital and
gave him two new railbooks, Hubbard’s
Railroad Awvenue, which mentions Dee-
gan’s heroism in 1926. and Beebe's High-
ball, because of its chapter on cabooses.

Stevenson says: “As a boy in the early
'90s 1 worked on the Franklin branch of
the old Lake Shore & Michigan Southern
(now NYC). The road then had many
four-wheel boxcars and gondolas. Can

where to gef plites of them?”
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NICI(ELPATE N

the 56-year rail ca-
ROAD reer of Henry ~°F.
Rediger, recently retired NKP engineet
of Kokomo, Ind., was February 15, 1905,
when the mercury showed 35 below zero

at Mulberry, Ind., on the Tipton-Rankin
run. Information sent to us by Earle
Franklin Baker, rail-poet, 1310 N. Mec-

Cann, Kokomo, quotes the old hogger as”
saying : E

“A high wind fanned a blizzard that
night ; snow drifted from four to six feet
deep. Ice lay on the roads and nearly cov-
ered our engine. Between Lafayette and
Rankin we saw four dead engines, all fro-
zen. But we made it through in about
seven hours.”

Rediger is the author of a standard:
textbook, A Serial Exanunation for Loco-
motive Engineers and Firemen, that has
been widely used in this country, in Cana-
da, Mexico and even, to some extent, in
Sweden.

/ Al K *k 3

US DRIVER William Clason

has quit the stink buggies
and is now a B&O brakeman. In
short, he has ‘“seen the light.”
Bill lives at 10918 St. Mark Ave., Cleve-
land 11, O.. and owns one of the -only
three known files of Railroad Magazine-
that are complete since the very first issue,
October. 1906.

“Am getting along fine in the new job,”
says he, “thanks to Ruailroad Magazine,
over which I've been poring for years. In
fact, I knew so much about, railroading
when I started to work for the B&O that
some old-timers who broke me in insisted
that 1 had railroaded before, but the only
other rail job I ever Leld was in the Pitts-
burgh & Lake Erie's car record. depart-
ment years ago.”’

CEBOUND. “While T was in

Asheville, N. C.; one day last -
winter gathering material’ for
Railroad — Magagine,” - writes
Herbert G. Monroe, Southern ex-brake-
man, 2343 Venetian Drive, S.W., Atlaiita,
Ga ., “an ice storm completely 1solated {no
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GREAT NORTHERN engine 2053 wheels 7000-t0n tram clov»;ngrade over Gassman
Coulee bridge enroute to Minot, N. D.
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pun intended) the city from east and
south. All wires weré down and the sud-
denness of it caught many trains on the
east side of the Blue Ridge Mts. without
running’ orders.
- “It was interesting to observe the way
dispatchers got trains moving on the two
divisions where signals and wires were
useless. In one instance, where a passen-
ger train had reached the top of Saluda
Mt.—as far as it could go with the orders
received—a signal maintainer, walking
from Spartanburg to Saluda, found a wire
intact west of Saluda. The dispatcher
called an order to him. He, in turn, called
it out to the operator standing on the
ground below. Number 9 left Saluda a
few minutes later.”
e
T. WASHINGTON
Cog Railway in New
Hampshire - will reopen
this June and remain in
operation through Co-
lumbus Day, according to
a letter which Arthur S.
' “Teague. the road’s vice
- president, sent to Charles E. Fisher, pres-
ident, R&LHS, 20 Wilde Road, Waban
63, Mass. The letter makes it clear that
this famous old road, completed in July,
1869, has never been abandoned, but serv-
ice was discontinued for a year during
World War I and for three years during
- World War II.
“We have seven locomotives and cars,”
Teague writes. “The Lizzie Bourne ceno-
taph near the mountain top stil stands

in memory of the girl who died there in a °

blizzard in 1855. The marker is freshly
painted.”
» R
THE OLD CABOOSE, a new 29-page
book for tiny railfans, 814 x 1114

inches, is bright and entertaining. The

author is Evelyn F. DeWitt; the publish-
- er, Glade House, 303 Alcazar Ave., Coral

Gables 34, Fla.; the price; $2.50. Unfot-

tunately, Ann Kirn’s three-color illustra-
tions picture locomotives. like gobs of in-
dia-rubber squeezed into absurd shapes.
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Two new railbooks are scheduled for
publication this fall by Creative Age
Press, New York: histories of the D&
RGW and the Milwaukee Road, by H.
Brayer and A. Derleth respectively.®

OUR YEARS &
ago we printed |
an item about Doris
Townsend, a rail- |
fanette of 16, whose |
father V. B. Town- |
send, Roanoke, Va.,
is a Norfolk & |
Western demurrage
clerk and inventor |
of the Graham-
White locomotive
sander. Upon read-
ing the item, a rail-
fan of 20 named
O. H. Borsum wrote to Doris from the
U. S. Army Air Forces B-17 School in
Amarillo, Tex., where he was stationed.
Doris answered. In 1943 the two met in
Washington, D. C., Union Station. They
fell in love and were married last Christ-
mas Eve, thanks to Ruailroad ‘Magasine.
Their address is 4935 Duffield St., Phila-
delphia 24, Pa. The)\ husband works in
the Edward G. Budd Mfg. Co. plant near
Bustleton, Pa. His hobby is collecting
photos of railroad passenger equipment.
dose
ANADIAN NATIONAL
has two examples of a
man and his son both ‘on the
pension roll, reports Richard
Riley, grand lodge representative, Inter-
national Ass'n of Machinists, Oxford Ho-
tel, Toronto 2, Canada. This news was
prompted by pictures of Fred and Roy
Thiem, Illinois Central father and son, in
Joe Easley’s Along the Iron Pike, March
issue. James W. Riggs, 95, has been re-
ceiving a pension for 29 years. His son,
William, retired from shopwork a few
months ago. The other CNR case'is that
of J. Leroux, Sr., 89 pensioned in 1925
from the agency at Dorval, Que., and J.

Doris Borsum

Leroux, Jr., who retired in 1943.



The
Big Hook

HALFWAY into a siding for a scheduled
meet at Petry, Ont., eastbound CNR wheat
train reeled from 40-m.p.h. contact with a
westbound merchandise—left tracks to
bury itself in debris of twenty-four cars
damaged beyond repair. The two big hooks
pictured above lifted wheat train’s engine,
set it back on tracks. Match-box remains
of wreck, including splittered car of amaz-
ingly undamaged whiskey shipment, were
cleared-away in a few days. Wabash oc-
curred September 10, 1937. Wheat piled
in foreground above, hid switch with slen-
der green spears the following spring—
many months before crew of westbound
train were reinstated

Photos from John Cooshek, Quorn, Ont., Canada






Narrow-Gage Veteran Recalls
“Crippled Jim,” Who Used His

Six-Guns Once Too Often

HERE WERE no téars shed when
“Crippled Jim” died, at least not
among the railroad men he had tor-
mented for years. Jim died with a neat
bullet hole between his eyes. When a coro-
ner’s jury decided his passing was a
justifiable case of killing, Jim was buried
without delay. But he has not been for-
gotten, and won't be, until the last of us
narrow-gage rails has answered Gabriel’s
trumpet. ;

Jim was ring-leader of a band of gun
packin’ cow pokes who worked on various
cattle and hay ranches above Cimarron,

116 :



- Bad Man of the Cimarron

Colo., on the Denver & ‘Rio Grande nar-
row-gage in' the late 1890s. The only
thing that made Cimarron a town desig-
nated on state maps then was its railroad.
- Half a dozen engine crews.worked in help-
er service out of there, since the town lay
at the foot of a six-mile stretch of 4 per-
~cent grade known as Cerro, or Squaw
-Hill. The other door to Cimarron was the
15-mile gorge; the Black Canyon of the
Gunnison, and for almost half a century
. the scenic attraction of this 3-foot gage.
Back in the late *90s,
some of the women of

By GILBERT A. LATHROP
17

Cimarron—railroaders’ wives most of
them—decided that the one saloon in town
was a sink hole of iniquity which was
keeping their men in a more or less chron-
ic state of drunkenness.. So they succeeded
in getting the town incorporated. From
there to an election which would decide
upon prohibition in Cimarron was a quick
step. It is whispered that several stout
drinkers packing severe hangovers turned
the tide in favor of the drys. The fact
remains that Cimarron went dry.
Sapinero, another
bustling little moun-



- Canyon, remained an oasis; however. For -
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tam town on the east énd of the Black

- years the saloon there did a flourishing

" mail-order -business, Cimarron being its

chief customer. Generally, the run was

| _heaviest about the time when the railroad-
. ers held their dance.

Once or twice a month the rails wou]d

 hire a fiddle player named “Heavy” Miles
' to come over from Montrose and play for
i a dance. My mother seconded him on an

organ, and the crowds gathered in the one- .

room schoolhouse. T was just a kid, but
was taken along to see the fun. Of course,

. notices of the dance were posted in the
 local grocery store and the cow punchers

above town would get the news. So it was

 the usual thing that a couple of days be-
- fore the.date, one of the punchers—gen-

 erally Crippled Jim-—would wire Sapinero -

' to send several gallons of whisky down on
. Number 315 on the day of the shindig.

.

Every night was the same. Along
about seven everyhody in Cimarron would
hear - the punchers coming, their horses
spurred to dead lopes as they rode through
town firing their six-guns in the air ;'md
whooping at the tops of their lungs.
They’d gallop straight to the hitching rack
in front of the grocery storf, drumming
across the wooden bridge which spanned
the river. Hitching tup their sweating
mounts, the cowboys would file into the
store led by Jim.

I still can see the troop. Barrel-chested
Jim, whose right leg was six inches short-
er than his left, dangled two Colts from
his hips and wore wide-brimmed Stetson
set rakishly on his sandy hair. The others
seemed content just to trail behind and
follow orders. Spurs jangling and scratch-
ing the floor, they’d form a line in front
of Old Man Brower, the proprietor.

“Now listen, Brower,” Crippled Jim
would say in his high, nasal voice, “us
fellers are gonna leave our artillery with
yuh fer safe keepin’. We aim to take in
th’ hop tonight. If we got our smoke irons
with us, we might start shootin’ up th’
town, which we don’t want to do." So,”
and he'd unbuckle his cartridge belt: “lock
’em up. Don't let us have ‘em, even if
we come beggin’ fer 'em.”’

Railrood. Magazine -

For some. reason Brower always took
the weapons, though I don’t know why he
kept up the farce. He’d lock them in the
safe in the post-office. Then the gang
would all head gaily for the depot where
their liquid refreshment awaited them.

Y NINE O’CLOCK all the crews with
their wives and sweethearts, plus-a
scattering of the ranch folks from ‘“‘up
couptry,” would be assembled within the
schoolhouse. Across the wye. beyond the
D&RG bridge which spanned the river,
Mrs. Mack, genial wife of the section
foreman, would be filling her big coffee
pots and making sandwiches. Then at
midnight, the gang would head for the
section house, where lunch would be
served for two bits a plate, but this was
providing the dance hadn’t been ‘“‘busted
up” by Jim and drunken cow punchers.
Very few. of our dances ended at dawn;
Crippled Jim saw to that. The romance
and glamor of Western cowboys. have
been written and sung about to _twanging
guitars, for years; but there was little of
either attached to the rowdy drunks at
Cimarron. If there was, none of us rails
could sée it. Just when a dance was in full
swing, they’d roll in, well tanked up with
whisky. Jim usually carried a half-empty
jug and his one idea was to get at the
general store.

“Gawd bless our happy home in Tre-
land!” he’'d howl at the top of his lungs.
This was followed by a long-drawn
“Wa-a-ait a minute!” Booted feet would
begin kicking a tattoo on the doors of the
store, until Brower left the dance, mutter-
ing to himself. e

“We want our artillery, Brower,” Jim
would yell when the owner showed up.
Brower sometimes tried to argue, but you
couldn’t be persuasive when your oppo-
nent brandished a thick jug.

“Give us our sixes or we'll wreck yore
dump!” Jim would order. So Brower
would unlock: the safe and turn over the
guns. :

It was only a matter of rushing in then,
shooting out the oil lamps and kicking
over'the benches to break up the dance.
The women would scream, kids howl, rails



. B’ad Mon: bif\‘"'tﬂllye Cimarron

curse angrlIy, while the punchers roared

drunkenly. Since the railroaders were un-_ -
armed, the decisions all went to the horse-
men, who finally rode off to bed down and

sleep it off. .
" But this soon grew too tame for the
bunch. They turned to riding up and down
town firing at the buildings that lined
either side of the main street. Before the
beanery was finally torn down, Black Can-
yon Hotel was seared and nicked with
bullet holes.

One night the playful troop allowed our
dance to progress unmolested. Around
about twelve, the crowd went over to Mrs.
Mack’s for lunch. But just as they were

~ starting to eat, in staggered Jim waving

his six-guns. He stepped right up to the
- door leading to the kitchen, through which
the pantry with cups, saucers and plates
- neatly arranged on the shelves could be

seen. Jim began. shooting from the hips.

There is little denying the fact the rene-
gade was a dead shot. He shattered every

~ ish on the shelves.

About that time Eddie, Mrs. Mack’s
son who was a locomotive fireman, took
part. Rushing up to Jim he smashed out
savagely, landing a resounding wallop to
. the jaw. Jim braced his short leg against

the door frame while he took time out to
~ holster his smoking guns. Young Eddie
was no match for him, and was soon

knocked down. Then Mrs. Mack took a.

“hand. Snatching a broom she went for

- Jim, beating him over the head and shoul-
> dets

Within a few minutes, the brawl ex-
tended to a gang fight between the rail-
roaders and the cow punchers. It con-
tinued till every man had his share of
slugging, and not a piece of furniture was
left in place or condition. But for all their
vigor, I have to admit the rails came out
second best.

Some months later the punchers broke
up another dance. This time—perhaps be-
cause they had more red-eye under their
belts—they rounded up all the stray dogs
they could find. Following this, they
methodically robbed every chicken coop in
- town, and then turned dogs and chickens
loose tagether in the schoolhouse which

et gl

" we had deserted. Next morning the in-
terior. was a bloody shambles.
The railroaders called a mieeting and

demanded action. Warrants were sworn

" out for the arrest of Jim and his bunch,

“and the sheriff sent a deputy over on the
afternoon passenger train from Montrose.
He found Jim and the gang camped out
several miles above town, still well sup-
plied with whisky. They greeted him cor-
dially, offering him a drink before he pro-
ceeded to make his arrests.

The deputy agreed, being tired, thlrsty
and hungry. \’V hen he awakened, several
hours had gone by—and so had the cow-
boys. They’d stolen the warrants from his
pocket and vanished, leaving the deputy
to return to Cimarron with a far-fetched
yarn no one believed. Disgruntled, he went
back to Montrose.

E SAW NOTHING of Jim for some
months. The town folks were just

“about resting easy, when we got warning

of another visit. Several gallon jugs of
whisky arrived on the morning train and
everyhody knew things would happen. The
gang galloped in sholtly after noon, de-
posited their guns with Brower and head-
ed for the depot.

The station had a wooden platiorm ex-

tending across the front to the end of the

Black Canyon Hotel, where it terminated
in an abrupt drop of some ten feet. Our
agent, an -elderly fellow named Walters,
used a four-wheeled truck to unload mail,
express and baggage. Once the gang saw
_ this they decided it would be fun to hop a

- ride.

Piling on, one on top of another, they
left Jim and one companion to do the
hauling and pushing. Down the platform
they rolled, yelling with drunken glee, the
two cowboys playing horses at a quick
trot. By the time they came to the end,
they had the truck really rolling. There,
Jim merely stepped to one side while the
other gave a final prodigious heave and
the car sailed off into space.

The party was completely ruined, ex-
cept for Jim and his helper. They were
a well-skinned and bruised bunch as they
limped back to the store, and bought all
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Brower’s salve, arnica and sticking plaster.
That was the first such night the town was
not shof up.

Shortly afterwards Jim came to town
alone one afternoon and picked up a gal-
lon of whisky. He went on a “high-lone-
some” that evening, making the night
resonant with his “Gawd bless our happy
home in Ireland,” punctuated by a roucous
“wa-a-ait a minute!” Before midnight he
decided he needed sleep and picked a spot

o« 0n the track leading to the stockyards as

- a nice comfortable bed, using one 45-
pound rail as a pillow while his hips
stretched across the other.

There was increased activity about the
four-stall roundhouse, denoting something
was running, just around the time Jim
retired. Soon flaring oil torches danced
around a couple of 35-ton Moguls as their
engineers* oiled around. Blowers began
roaring, then the two little mills, with
cylinder cocks hissing and oil headlights
throwing circles of orange light before the
massive cow catchers, moved up the leg of

the wye which crossed the Cimarron Riv-

er. On the main line’s steep four percent
gradient, the engines were backed down
with wide-open throttles for a short dis-
tance. This procedure cleaned out the
cylinders, flues and diamond stacks, and
~ kept dirt condensation from falling on the
polished jackets, -bells and whistles.

One of the engines was slated to back
down to Crystal Creek, a mile and a half
eastward in the lower depths of Black
Canyon, and couple behind an approaching
freight to assist it up to Cimarron. Since
none of our engines had back-up head-
lights, no great speed was made on these
nightly trips. Accidents were rare because
rocks on the track appeared blacker shad-
ows, and starlight made the rails shiny.

A young brakeman named Jack Ma-
honey was parlor man that night. When
his train went through Crystal Creek he
dropped off at the spur, lined out his help-
er and coupled her against his still-moving
caboose. They were doubling Cerro Hill
that night. In Cimarron, Jack went over

and cut off what {oads would be taken on

the second trip. He backed them up, threw
the stub switch leading to the stockyards,
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then he went high, to watch where they
were shoving.

Because he’d have to “tie down” this
cut, Jack carried his brake club under his
arm. His eyes straining into the darkness
fixed upon the glistening rails. Suddenly
he squinted, leaning forward. It seemed
that something was laid across the rails.
Jack’s lantern came up in an easy sign,
then signaled a big stop. Brakeshoes clat-
tered, draw bars rattled and the cut
stopped about five feet from the obstruc-
tion.

Muttering angrily, ]ack climbed down
the side ladder and stepped toward the
obstruction. “Well I'm damned!” he
ejaculated and lowered his lantern for a
closer look. Jim was snoring peacefully,
his Stetson over his eyes. Jack prodded
him with his brake club.

“Listen,” shouted Jack, mad as a hor-
net, “you can't sleep here. Get up!” He
poked him again, sharply.

“What th’ hell—" snarled the puncher,
and sat up glaring at his tormentor.

“We got to use this track,” explained
Jack. “Now get off it.”

For answer Jim got to his feet and
lunged a smashing blow at the young
brakeman, which might have killed him
had it landed. Jack side-stepped it neatly.
His Irish temper flamed though, and
bringing his club down on the drunk’s
head, he put him quietly to sleep Then
the brakeman dragged ]nn to clear,
climbed back on top and finished putting
away his cut of cars.

Next morning Jim awoke with a knot
on his head the size of an egg, a hangover,
and a hazy recollection of events of the
night before. One thing he was certam
however. He swore he’d “smoke up” the
railroader who’d bashed him with the club.

So Jim began hanging around the depot. .
That afternoon the train Jack broke on
rolled down the hill and halted on the main
near the water tank. Luckily for Jack, the
enraged cowboy wasn’t around at the time.
They were just ready to leave when Jim
came limping up behind the caboose, and
recognized the brakeman. He tried to
catch him by running, but his crippled 1ég
made speed impossible. Seeing this ‘he
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fired several shots after the departing ca-
boose, but none of them hit the crew..

Yet for a long time after that, Jack Ma-
honey hid in the caboose every time his
train reached Cimarron. He only came
outside when the rest of the gang had
made sure the troublesome cowpuncher
was nowhere around.

THE NEXT STUNT the gang pulled
happened on July 4th. Well fortified
with Sapinero rot-gut, they went roister-
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ing around town, breaking up the railroad-
ers’ picnic and running everybody indoors.
Then one of them remembered that the
D&RG kept caches of dynamite, fuses and
caps hidden at various places throughout
the canyon. We used these to break mas-
sive granite chunks which regularly rolled
down and blocked the main stem.

There was one cache of several boxes
planted in a cave near the spur at Crystal
Creek: The band stole a push car and rode
down the stiff grade, reaching the spot

T

4

- Single Edge
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. without' staging a “cornfield meet:
- found the dynamite okay, but-no fuse or

caps. Then loadmg half a dozen boxes of

- the explosive oni the car anyhow, they
shoved it all‘the way back to town.
“We'll wake ‘em up,

eggs settin’ we’ll fix 'em so they won't
hatch!” (Tt's claimed that'a heavy ex-
plosion in the vicinity of setting eggs will
~ kill the embryo inside.) " ;

“How’re yuh gonna tetch 'er off, Jim?
asked Tobe Barnes, a bean pole with flap-
ping ears.

“T’ll show yuh,” said Jim, beginning to
pull sticks of the explosives ‘out of a
broken case.

Jim tied a piecé of rope around 50
sticks, carried “them across the ‘tracks
where he set thent against a granite flank
about a hundred vards from the depot.
Then he went into the freight room of the
station and came out with a torpedo. He
fastened this on the bundle of dynamite
so it formed a small bull's-eye. ;

“Plug up yore ears,” he yelled and took
a stand on the depot platform. Jim shot
from the hips, first with right, then left.
Nothing happened. After half a dozen

v

quick shots he jerked off his Stetson,,

stamped on it.

“I'm a loosin’ my grip,” he bawled.
“I’m a loosin’ my shootin’ eye. We'll take
a look where my bullets has been hittin’."”

Some idea of his skill with sixes can be
gleaned by the fact the torpedo was liter-
ally riddled when they inspected it. The
setting hens were saved in Cimarron and
people were not deafened that day simply
because hitting a torpedo with a bullet
wouldn’t explode it.

On Halloween of that year, Jim and his
gang made a discovery. The only home in
Cimarron they hadn’t “smoked up” was
the one belonging to my father, Engineer
Lewis R. Lathrop, who avrote My Nar-

,row-Gage Albumr. TFhey decided to take
care of that matter pronto. But when Dad
heard about the plans of the bunch, he took
down his 12-gage, double-barreled shot
gun, loaded it and sat behind a darkened
window, waiting for the visit. ‘

I remember how I hung close by, scared

They 2

" chuckled: Jim.:
“An’ if any of theiir damned wives has got
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to death he might be shot, for he’d swori

he wouldn’t stir. However, the gang failed

to come near, though T wever found out
why. T do know they shot up'the Black

¢ Canyon Hotel, the section house and the

depot, as well as a couple of other homes
that night. Perhaps they had a hunch that
Lathrop would offer stiff opposition.
That fall one of the gang accompanied
a stock-train to Kansas City. Somewhere
enrouté, he tried to walk the decks, when
he was loaded with hootch. He slipped
and fell between the cars—and there was
one less puncher to worry about. :
In January Jim’s righthand man, Jack

_Hare, came to town by himself. He bought

out all the lemon extract in-Brower’s store
and proceeded to drink it while sitting, on«
the porch. Brower’s was a sort of gather-
ing place for the railroaders and their
wives who came over at-train time to get
their mail. By the time the mail arrived,
Jack had drunk himself into a crying jag.

The cowboy decided hie was no- good
nohow, that he'd be better off dead than
alive. The rails were in silent agreement
at first, for they had wanted no part in
starting any gunplay. _But Jack kept up
his monologue, how he was gonna stagger
down into the canyon ‘bout a mile and
jump off the high steel bridge over the
Cimarron River.

Half a dozen rails got mterested.

“When you gonna do it?" asked one.

“Right now,” he decided, getting to his
feet and emptying the last of his lemon
extract bottles.

Anything that offered excitement was
always welcome. Trailed by half the resi-
dents of Cimarron, Jack headed into the
canyon. When he reached the high bridge
he stopped, took off his hat, rolled his eyes
and announced: “Well, here goes.”

.He walked out on the structure about
fifty feet. There he got on his hands and
knees and crawled toward the edge, gazing
down at the sharp chunks of granite
through which the icy river flowed.

“Well,” -he repeated loudly,
goes.”

No one said a word, or tried to argue
with him. Then Jack got to lus feet un-
steadily and faced them.

“here
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~ ““Are yuh gonna stand there an’ let me .

- jump off ?”" hie wanted. to:know.
“That’s what you came down here for,
wasn't it?” a rail jibed: :
“An’ you wouldn't care if I did?
quavered Jack, mawkishly.
“Be damned goed-riddance to a bunch
- of rubbish,” retorted the other.

“Then I'll disappoint yuh,” he an-

nounced. Replacing his hat, he staggered
back to town followed by his audience and
drank up all Brower’s Peruna.

()UR EASTBOUND PASSENGER
train, Number 316, arrived daily in
Cimarron .around 1:30 p.m. She’'d come
rolling down the hill followed by her help-
er engine, whistle blaring, bell clanging,

to pull alongside the water tank east of the .

station and fill her tender. Then she'd
move ahead to the depot and stop once
more.

IEd Goff, who'd been the hotel porter for,

years, would be standing near the en-
trance with a steel triangle hanging on a
piece of rope and a steel rod in his other
hand. He always looked pretty slick for

his uniform: was a starched white. jacket -

and immaculately clean apron. His hands
were big-knuckled and crooked from years
of kitchen work.

As 316 stopped the second time, Ed

would. strike a -summons on his triangle .
and the hungry passengers would unload, -
milling toward the dining room. Then the.
porter would hurry inside to pour. coffee,

and I never tasted better coffee than they

had at the Black Canyon. The train wait- .
ed twenty minutes, or longer if some

D992
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people were slow. Jap Pittser; or. Dan -
Caldwell, the engineers, could make up

. the lost time going through the canyon.

One day Pittser let his five-car passen-
ger train drop down the hill like a bucket
into a well. He was on the advértised and
at peace with the world. At Cerro Sum-
mit the conductor had told him that he
had picked up orders for 36 dinners. This
was a mighty good average. A

The engineer rolled through the ﬁrst
deep adobe cut above the spot where the
wagon road crossed the railroad, and blew
a long blast at the yard limit board. But
suddenly his round face puckered in anger.
Standing between the rails at the wagon-
road crossing was a bow-legged man
brandishing two six-guns in,a business-
like manner. Jap pinched the air till he
reduced speed down to a walk, then halted.

~ several feet from the puncher.

By this time, the runner recognized
Crippled Jim, who from appearance was
drunker than usual.

“What's the trouble?” demanded the
hefty engineer when he climbed from the
cab.

“This_is as fur, as you're a- gom until
all yore passengers get off an’ walk to, the
depot!” announced Jim.

The depot was several hundred yuds
down the track.

“By cripes,” shouted ]ap ‘you can't
get away \mth that kind of stuff!”

“I'm goin’ te get away with it!” yelled
Jim. . Or. Iim gonna shoot every damn
light off your engine. An .all them shiny
buttons off your coat.’ ' He tossed the last
remark at Conductor Charley Shively,

TOPS FOR QUALITY EVERYWHERE .
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~ who had hurried up to see what was‘

- wrong.

Arguments proved useless, for Jim be-
.came more and more belligerent. At last
Charley Shively went back to the coaches
where he instructed his brakeman and the
porter to put down their step boxes and
assist the passengers off the train. The
conductor tried to explain tactfully what
the trouble was. “Our company will take
care of him,” he promised the disgruntled

hikers.
"~ Soon a procession started toward the
hotel, women in high-heeled shoes and
long skirts hobbling uneasily down the un-
even tracks.” And although many men
cursed and muttered angrily, no one
seemed willing to argue with Jim, who was
having the time of his life. As soon as
all the passengers had unloaded, Jim al-
lowed Jap to drop down to the water tank
and fill his tender. Then the outlaw forked
his horse and hit for the wilderness above
_ Cimarron, where he went into hiding until
his latest exploit blew over. As usual, the
railroad had no luek in having him pun-
ished.

So Jim and his gang dealt out misery to
Cimarron until 1913. Meanwhile, our
roundhouse foreman, a young fellow
named Chester Gates, had been appointed
Justice of the Peace, as well as deputized
an officer of the law. However, none of
the playful .cowboys kmew about this.
Cimarron had enjoyed several months of
comparative quiet when one August eve-
ning two of Jim’s gang rode into town.
They proceeded to stock up on red-eye
and go on a sociable drunk.

A train was coming from the east and
Dad was called to help it up the hill. I
went over to the roundhouse with- Dad
while he got his engine ready for the trip.
The two cowboys had unrolled their blan-
kets in a cottonwood grove across from
the roundhouse near the edge of the river,
where they lighted a crackling fire of sage-

- brush and cottonwood. I wandered across
- to see what they were doing. About the
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time I reached their camp, they noticed
the activity over by the roundhouse. Dad
had just lighted his markers and his cab
lamps and was working toward the oil
headlight.

“Hey, Tobe,” the curly red-haired guy
named Cairnes said, as he removed the
bottle from his lips, “there’s some lights
we might shoot out.” He pointed toward
those on Dad’s engine.

“That’s a potent idee,” agreed Tobe, a
gangling six-foot skeleton. He staggered
to his feet. =

I shoved up beside them. “Just a min-
ute,” T butted in, “that’s my Dad’s engine,
and he’s workin’ around her. Don’t do
any shootin” over there.” :

Both of them guffawed. Pulling  their
six-guns, they headed toward the engine.
Dad was working on his sander pipes out
on the running board, a flaring oil torch

in one hand, hammer in the other. With-

out warning, Cairnes blasted away at the
left blizzard light, and Tobe unlimbered
on the headlight, while Dad did one of the
slickest disappearing acts I've ever seen.
Left with a clear field, the pair of drunks
shot out the rest of the lights, broke sev-
eral cab windows, then returned to their
camp where they bedded down.

Early next morning, Gates crossed over
to their camp, showed his star, and ar-
rested them. I was one of the interested
spectators who crowded into the school-
house an hour later.

That morning justice moved swiftly.
Both men were fined $250 and given the
alternative of spending six months in the
county jail over in Montrose or paying
up. They paid up. So ended a long period
of shooting up the town of Cimarron.

Only a few years later Crippled Jim
had a six-gun argument with one of our
stockmen. His death wound up the quar-
rel. It also brought an end to a gang of
so-called glamorous, devil-may-care cow
punchers, and gave the railroaders and
their families a chance to find their adven-
ture on the iron trail.

~ What Is the Qutlook for the Rutland?

William T. Rohde weighs the Green Mountain carrier's future prospects in next month’s Raiload Magazine
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BOOMER TROLLEY crossing bridge into Frankliﬁ, Tenn., on Nashville-Franklin

Ry. in 1941. No. 104 belonged to Indianapolis & Southeastern until 1932; now opet-
ates on Georgia Power Co. lines at Atlanta

interurbans created during the
“roaring ‘twenties” by the defunct

THE CURVED-SIDE lightweight

Cincinnati Car Co., frequently excite the

curiosity of passengers on the few lines
where they are still in use. -Accustomed
to the flat planes of the usual old-fash-
ioned trolley, they question the utility of
the so-called fish-belly design even while
admitting its attractive-
ness. The general impres-
sion is that curved sides
had never been used prior
to a quarter of a century
ago. As a matter of fact,
the design dates back to
the earliest days of the
trolley industry, and was revived under
the pressure of fierce bus competition, to
offset the maintenance costs involved in
heavy trolleys operating on the lightweight
rails of twenty-five years ago.

Among the hundreds of companies tak-
ing a beating from early inter-city buses,
was the Kentucky Tractien and Terminal
Co., of Lexington, Ky. Their hig. 76,000-

.pound cars were tearing apart the rails
in a desperate effort to maintain the in-
* crease to one and one-half hours in sched-
uled headways on' their lines to Frank-
fort, Georgetown, Paris and Nicholasville.

Electric Lines
Conducted by

STEPHEN D. MAGUIRE

Soaring taxes, rail repairs, falling revenues
and watered stock menaced the life of the
line.

Under the direction of J. P. Page,
General Manager, KT&T officials began
to investigate then-operating types of
lightweight interurban cars with a view
to finding a design that would afford maxi-
mum efficiency and economy - combined
with safety. This meant
the elimination of useless
interior fixtures. At the
same time, riding quality
and general attractiveness
must not be sacrificed.
An anxious committee
viewed the new interur-
bans then running on the Cincinnati, Law-
renceburg & Aurora and on the Cincin-
nati, Milford & Blanchester Traction, and
then ranged farther afield to Nashville to
investigate the Union Traction cars on the
Gallitan line.

Then, directed by Thomas Elliot, Chief
Engineer of the nearby Cincinnati Car Co.,
the Lexington officials went to work on
plans for a new type of interurban. Taking
the best features from the cars that they
had examined, and inventing others that
would retain structural strength in spite
of the light weight of the planned body,
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these men designed the first of a line of
402 city and interurban cars.

All dead weight was eliminated in thesé
25,000-pounders, the lightest interurbans
ever built by Cincinnati. Narrowed where
space was not needed and extended -in
width wherever functional requirénrents

made it necessary, the curved sides of the-

iower portion of the car body were a na-
tural development of efficiency ideas. The

reverse curve in the side plates provided

-a -girder strength ~estimated as much
greater than that previded by the same
weight of steel‘in a flat, vertical position.
Another advantage was the increased ten-
dency of the sidés to maintain their orig-
inal contour against outside pressure. Side
plates were riveted at the bottom to angle

irons, angle-down from the*sills to which’
cross members of the underframe were’

secured.

Following tests made on small models,
high carbon steel 16 gage 45 was adopted
as best suited to the construction of these
cars. Aluminum was used wherever pos-
sible, as a further aid to kezping down
weight. The separately constructed roof
was supported on two pairs of vertical
posts. Four 25-h.p. motors attached to
the light body provided exceptionally fast

acceleratlon; an~ average speed of 20 7
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CINCINNATI, built for exhibition at

AERA Convention in 1926 shows plush in

view of roomy interior above. Below: ex-

terior displays symmetrical lines and dis-

tinquishing open-end windows. Right:

Profile shot of her truck—super-deluxe
as the body
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m.p.h. was easily maintained in inter-
urban service. ,

The first cars made from the KT&T-
Cincinnati plans,-a fleet of ten, were de-
livered to KT&T and placed in use on

February 11, 1922. In less than one month .

after the cars were introduced, the com-
peting bus lines were forced to suspend
service due to lack of patronage!
Following the success of the KT&T
trolleys, orders flooded the Cincinnati
Car Co., most of them from lines near
Cincinnati, ‘where the results of operation
on the KT&T had been observed. Many
features of KT&T cars had been patented
~and could not be obtained by other car
_builders. Making use of the basic KT&T-
Cincinnati plans, the Cincinnati Car Co.
modified the design for each order to con-
form with the type of service desired.
Thus, although similar designs were
used in suburban and in city cars, there
were variations to suit individual speci-
fications. Length of cars
varied from thirty-seven to
forty-six feet; heiglit from
ten to nearly eleven feet;
and width from eight to -
approximately nine feet.
Weight oscillated between
25,100 and 40,000 pounds.
In 1923 a single-truck city

127

type was evolved, retaining. the.curved
sides and general exterior design, -but
having a length of“only twenty-six: feet,
with seating capacity for twenty-six pas-
sengers. Almost seventy of: these little
cars were built in the years between 1923
and 1925. Most of -the interurbans ivere
single units, but the CNS&M and the
Georgia Power Co. received MU eqtiip-
ment. Freight motors were designed along
the same general lines as the passenger

. cars for KT&T and GG&W. An espe-

cially interesting self-powered unit- was
built for Deering Southwest Railroad.
This was a direct-drive car with its Inter-
national Harvester motor resting partly
on the body and partly on the front-truck.

MPROVEMENTS in

body design

made over the years, produced several
cars of fine, symmetric line. The Cincin-
nati, built for the AERA Convention' of
1926, was notable as the only car of the
entire group which did not have the small
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circular end windows. Later sold to the

I&SE, this car ran out of Indianapolis

Traction Terminal for several years after
1926.

The 1929-30 depressmn forced the
Cincinnati Car Co. to close its shops. With
the exception of a few involved in serious
collisions, the last dozen or so interurbans
produced by the company are still operat-
ing today.

The Shaker Heights R. T. and the
Georgia Power Company own the old
I&SE cars; Georgia Power has the Nash-
ville-Franklin cars; and Lehigh Valley
Transit runs the Dayton & Troy light-

weights.

Perhaps the Cincinnati Car Co didn’t
go in for high-powered advertising, or
perhaps the performance of these cars
has to be witnessed for their efficiency and
beauty to be realized. In any event, except
for four cars sold second-hand to North-
eastern Oklahoma Ry., not one of them
ever went across the Mississippi River.
And, except for Birmingham, Ala., and
Atlanta, Ga., none ventured farther into
the south than Tennessee. Cincinnati was
the central point of the very localized area
in which the cars were sold, through the
states bordering Ohio hoast curved-side
cars on most interurban lines.

Throughout this area, the old fish-
bellied -interurbans and city cars still carry
on, many under their second owner, while
a few real “boemer” cars operate under
their third management. Even.oday, their
appearance is up-to-date and their per-
~ formance highly satisfactory, a credit to
. the two companies which brought them
.into existence. »

- Nor is the day of the curved side car
ending, as one might think. The Chicago
Limited, super-deluxe interurban, as well
as the Chicago, Aurora & Elgin’s new No.
453, built by the St. Louis Car Co., boast
curved sides of the Cincinnati Car Co.
type. And on the Lehigh Valley Transit
Co.’s’ Easton route,
. may be seen whosé white center stripe
marks the bulge which spells added se-
curity-in the resistance of the curved side
to pressure.

individual-seat" cars-

Railrpad M'agaiiné :
"LIST OF CINCINNATI.

Built For Car Nos.
1922 ;
Kentucky Tr. & Term. Co... ..... 300-311
Toledo & Western RR.*. .. .. .. .; = 21-23
Portsmouth St. RR. & Lt.*.. . .... 500-505
TBT17) ] 0 D S s RS e 251-255
Dayton, Sprg. & Xenia Sou.*. . ... - 115 & 117
City Ry. Co., Dayton; Q.......... 602-742
Deering Southwestern RR.. .. .. .. 82
1923
Northampton Transit Co.*. " ..... 23-32
“Chicago, N. 8. & M:* 1 - e oo St &
Cincinnati Traction Co.."...."..... _2400-2474
Cincinnati, G. & 2. RRY . . 500-503
Dayton, Sprg & Xenia Sou.*. . ... 150-156
Kentuckv Trac. & Texm Co.* 200-226
Maumee Valley Trac. . .......... 100-130
Monongahela West Pénn.......... 316-332
City' Ry. “Co., Dayton:"0.:. .../, 802-892
Northampton Transit'Co. . i 34 &36 -
1924 :
Cincinnati;-G. & P.-RR.* ... 504-505
Cleveland, Southwestern®. .. ..... 207-218
®Knoxville Pwr. & Lt. Co... 351-357
Khnoxville Pwr. & Lt Co.*... ... .. 401-407
Conestoga Traction Co.:......... 65-69
Oliio River Ry: & Pwr.*. /.. .. 21-27 -,
Wheeling Traction Carra iy 631-651
Monongahela West Penn £ o 30-32
Prineeton Pdwer Coj Ve, .0 115-120
‘Eoledo & Indiana RR.-:, . ... .. .. 100-130
Kentucky Trac. & Term Cod v 28-29
Bufialods Erie Ry Y 050 .05 50-63
1925
Portsmouth Public Service*....... 506-508
Knoxville Pwr. & Lt.'Co.*........ 408-423
Dayton, Sprg, & Xenia Sou....... 125
1926 % :
Can. Nat’l Ry. for NSTC&T.. . ... 300-311
Georgia Ry. & Pwr. CO ........... 480-489
Stark Electric RR ................ 41-48
Cincinnaty
e
v Dayon & Xenia Ry ¥« v 127 .
1928 o
Knoxville Pwr. & Lt. . . ERERREE 361-372
Stark Electric-RR.. 730, . ... ... 38-40
Indianapolis & boutheastern ...... © 200-245
Beech Grove Tractiori Gt aa s 503
Kentucky Trac. & Térm, Co.*.... 311

Nashville-Franklin R
Dayton & Troy El.

Indianapolis‘& Southeastern 250-260

Monongahela West Penn.*. .. 401-403

West Penn Rysc*. . ;. 20 i 831-842
*Serapped. 2
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CAR CO. CURVED-SIDE LIGHTWEIGHT CARS

Type Weight Cap. Length i Notes
SE Int. 25,180 44 40'3” * Several sold to Clevel’d. Int. RR. in 1936.
DE Int. 27,400 43 402"
SE City 25,660 50 42:11*
[Acquired by Home Tramsit, Inc. by merger
SE %ub’n. gg'gg?) g% i(l)’ %i’ 12563 and 255 converted into DE cars.
S lty ’ ‘ £
SE City , 25,594 51 41'11"
SE Int. 20,900 40 396" Ezxperimental self-powered car,
DE Int. 30,600 48 44’8" Sold to No. E. Okla. Ry. and Stark Elec.
DE Int. 40,380 51 472"
gg ?ity gg,igg ig gg:S % Originally M.U. cars. Changed to single units
nt. X 8"
SE Int. 28,280 46 44'5"
SE ST City 16,600 28 26'2"
SE Int. 26,000 49 398" {Returned to Cinn. Car Co. on abandomment of
T w50 i Soin line. 100-125 became Cinn. St. Ry.
lty X ; ”
SE City 25,897 51 42'6"
DE Int. 30,400 48 44'8" Sold to No. E. Okla. Ry. and Stark Elec.
DE ST City Sample car for AERA Convention.
SE Int. 25,700 47 398" - Sold to Beech Grave Tr.
SE Int. 33,900 50 46'3" {Several sold to Dayton & Western.
= S . o Used until abandonment.
ity : 27
SE ST City 16,800 29 26'2"
DE Int. 32,040 48 43'6"
DE ST City 17,400 24 262" Sold to Ky. T. & T. Co.
Ao Used in Lexington, Ky. - i
DE City 28,952 44 426" {%elzerr# qus% on Cooperative Transit lines,
eeling, W. Va.
DE ST City 18,700 28 288" -,
DE Int. 28,000 40 372"
SE Int. 31,600 45 432" Sold to Georgia Pwr. Co.
DE ST City 17,400 24 128/2¢
SE Int. - 36,940 41 44'2"
SE City 26,800 55 42'11"
DE ST City 20,900 ~ 28 28'8"
ShEnta sl Sy o 51 41'11" Bought to replace wrecked car.
PECity - 44 42'6" 5 {Sold and shipped in sections to avoid Canadian
vmport duties.
SE Int. 38,000 51 446" M-U interurbans.
SE Int. 32,800 52 463" Sold to Birmingham Elec. Co. for city service, 1939.
SE Int. 40,800 | 39 442" Sample car for AERA Convention. Sold to I &SE.
BEee - & T 51 a1’
DE City 30,700 © 54 42'2"
SE Int. 33,880 52 46'3" Sold to Birmingham Elec. -
SE Int. 39,950 38 452" Sold to Inter City R.T.
SE Int. 30,500 49 39'8" Never delivered; BGT defaulted. ‘
SE Int. 32,100 44 40'3”
SE Int. 39,000 45 44'2" Sold to Georgia Pwr. Co.
SE Int. 40,000 48 452" Sold to Lehigh Valley Transit Co.
]S)E]}g_IInt. 38,000 40 — 4527 Sold to Inter City R.T.; later to Shaker His. R.T.
DE Int. N o

List compiled by Sol Korkess
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CARBARN COMMENT

e, NCOGNITO: - T He
other day your Elec-
tric Lines editor was
riding the Youngstown
& Southern. On the out-
skirts of Youngstown,
0., as we passed another
car going in the opposite
direction, our motorman
stopped and motioned
for the other car to stop
also. Expecting-to hear
- something of vital im-
portance on juice-line operation, I bent an
ear to the head end. The following dialog
took place:

Motorman on my car: “Did you get the
latest Railroad Magaszine?”

Other motorman: “Yes.”

Both nodded. Then their cars got rolling
again. I edged up to the front end and short-
ly found myself in conversation with the
motorman: Without giving him any hint of
who I was, I asked what part of Railroad
Magazine he preferréd.

In reply he opened his copy to the Eleciric
Lines pages, saying: “You may not believe
it, but I consider this section the best part
of the book.” He added that most of the
Y&S men read this magazine for the same
reason. e

The question arises: Does this unpreju-
diced interview represent a cross-section of
opinion among juice-line employes of the

Steve Maguire

~ U. 8. and Canada?

AD NEWS. Capital Transportation Co.,

which operates the streetcar lines of
Little Rock, expects to replace all cars with
trolley buses as soon as delivery can be made,
we learn from E. P. Redfern, 2211 W. 17th,
Little Rock, Ark. The 45 streetcars now in
operation will be replaced by 29 trolley buses
and 10 gas buses as part of a $1,000,000 “im-
provement” program.

Meanwhile, Oklahoma Rys., recently pur-
chased by gasoline and bus interests, has
wasted no time in trying to sabotage its in-
terurban lines to Guthrie and El Reno. As
reported to us by James Corrigan, 2605 N.W.
14th St., Oklahoma City, Okla., the com-
pany’s attorney stated, “One of our principal
contentions is that electric interurbans are
obsolete and people do not like to fide them.”

This argument is silly. ‘We reply that the

towerman in South Milwaukee, Wis.

thus averted one or more wrecks.

Railroad Magazine

kind of service given on any line can never
be any better than that which the company
is willing to offer its patrons. Either the law-
yer is greatly misinformed or else the com-
pany has not made a bona fide effort to pro-

vide satisfactory service. :

Fortunately for the satisfied riders of these
lines, the Corporation Commission antici-
pates a great number of objections to this
petroleum -bus outfit’s schemes.

Turning to the Midwest, we learn that the
Aurora, Elgin & Fox River Electric, which”
operates a freight line at Elgin, IlL, using
two juice hogs—the sole remnant of a long
interurban line—expects to substitute two
Diesel locomotives for the electrics when
they can be obtained. The news comes from
Wallace Smith Jr., 9930 South Winchester
Ave., Chicago 43.

* * *

RESIDENT’S SPECIAL. William Rig-

ney’s account of the way Presidents Mc-
Kinley and Taft traveled over the lines of
the present Key System (March issue) states
that Taft’s ride to the Key Route Inn was
“the only time a Pullman congsist was ever
seen in the heart of Oakland, Calif.” This
statement is challenged by Gilbert H. Kneiss,
18 Forest Lane Berkeley 8, Cahf ., who
writes :

“ At least one other time was in 1918 when
the Liberty Loan Special, loaded with movie
stars, backed into Oakland with its observa-
tion platform leading up the Webster Street
electric line of the Southern Pacific and
parked on an unused piece of track on Web-
ster Street south of 14th, adjoining the block
used by the SP interurban station. After
band music, pep talks by the stars, and bond
sales by Mary Pickford, the train pulled out.”

: % * *
ERO of the Chicago, Nortlr Shore &
Milwaukee was Herbert A. Capelle, a
Mr.
Capelle collapsed recently from internal hem-
orrhage while on duty and died shortly aft-
erward; but before losing consciousness he
managed to set an automatic block signal.
that stopped all trains passing his tower, and
The news
comes from Frank Van Duzer, 1017 Porter
St., Waukegan, T11.
* R T
MULE CARS of old New Orleans are re-
- membered well by Robert L. Nicholson,
411 Gladstone Blvd., Kansas City 1, Mo.
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Commenting on Freeman Hubbard’s article,
“Horse Car Days” (Feb. issue), he writes :

“Each was drawn by a single mule. You
entered by a little step at the rear of the car,
went directly to the front, and then put your
fare in the box. It was pathetic to watch the
mule’s effort to start a heavily loaded car;
but after it got moving, the job was not so
hard. . Planking between the rails was splin-
tery; it was not unusual for pedestrians to
suffer foot injuries as a result.

“T also recall the St. Paul, Minn., cars,
each drawn by two horses; the one-horse
' vehicles in Strong City, Kan.: the line at
Beatrice, Neb., where two mules pulled the
| car uphill from the depot to the center 'of
town, at which place the mules were un-
* hitched, returning to the depot by gravity;
the horse cars in Chicago; and New York’s
Bleecker Street route, which abandoned
horse-car service July 26, 1917.”

Mr. Nicholson says he’d like to see an
article on cable cars, not those still running
in San Francisco, about which an article ap-
_peared in our November ’45 issue, but cable

cars in general—in Philadelphia, Kansas

* b

WO CANADIAN LINES are due for

early abandonment. Hull Electric Co.,
‘which operates near Ottawa, is replacing
streetcars with buses, allegedly as the result
of a public poll taken last fall, we are advised
by J. M. Leclerc, 25 Bigaouette, Quebec,
P.Q., Canada. And Levis Tramways, oper-
ating in Levis, on the south shore of the St.
Lawrence just opposite Quebec City, has
been asked by City Council to substitute
buses. ;

“I wonder why?” queries Mr.

- City, St. Paul, etc.
: %

Leclerc.

“Levis streetcars gave excellent service, es-

N"!DM
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pecially in winter when our heavy snow-
storms made it almost impessible for auto-
mobiles to climb the hilly city streets.

“The same story holds true in Quebec,
where the company wants to replace street-
cars with buses. I have first-hand informa-
tion about this, becatise my father has been
a streetcar motorman for 35 years. Not long
ago I learned that the company had begun
laying off machinists and car workers, -as
they plan to retain only the interurban line
to St. Anne. I wish the company would try
out one of Montreal’s PCC cars before they
prematurely change to buses.”

% * *

ORLD’S most famous duck, a. wild
mallard, laid her eggs and hatched them
last year on Milwaukee’s Wisconsin Avenue
lift bridge, used constantly by streetcars,
pedestrians, and highway traffic. How she
did it in plain view of three million people
without being seriously disturbed, and what
happened to the duck family, is told in a new
book, The Story of “Gertie,” written by two
bright reporters; 40 pages, 714x8 inches,
with 19 full-page photos and a score of line
drawings, $1, Rinehart & Co., Inc., New
York and Toronto. We'recommend this de-
lightful little book, not for its slight street-
car background but because of its clever han-
dling of a unique situation. We believe it
appeals ta adults as well as children—just as
Gertie herself did for 37 days on what is
described as “the busiest spot in all Wiscon- -

S = : -

* * *

T TOW MANY trolley lines had turn-
tables to move their cars in the oppo-
site direction, instead of the more convention-

- dl loop or wye ?”” asks Lt. David Waddington,

Camp Beale, Calif. “I can cite three, two

NEXT TIME SAY

BRIGHT STA

. for a better

FLASHLIGHT

and better

BATTERIES
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PREDECESSOR of “fish-belly” design, Cincinnati, Lawrenceburg & Aurora’s No.
920 was built by Cincinnati Car Co. Halted opposite a train crossing, she takes on a
 passenger for Ands Ferry. Note gridiron window guards

of them still in use: the WCFRN, a former
steam road ; the San Francisco cablecar lines,

" and the Rhode Island Company’s Button-

woods line, a one-time steam  line now
abandoned. Who knows of others?”
* * *
REE RIDES. During a recent transit
L -strike in Shanghai, China, strikers and
passengers alike were allowed to ride street-
cars without paying fare. In fact, the oper-
ators even invited people to travel free. Walt
Thayer, Box 1588, Chelan, Wash., comments:
“T wonder how long such a strike would last
in U. S. or Canada?”
* * *
OUISVILLE’S transportation system is
in a bad way, according to Sgt. John
Fielder, 4638-S. First St., Louisville, -Ky.,
who recently returned home. He says:
“The chuckle-headed people who griped
against streetcars, wanting them replaced by
buses, now wish they had the trolleys back.
Every day I read letters in the newspapers
from readers complaining about our poor bus
service.” :
* * * :
ITTSBURG COUNTY RY. one of
America’s least known and seldom visited
interurbans, has been sold by the Public Util-
ity Co. of Oklahoma to a private corporation
“under a recent SEC order requiring the pow-

er company to give up its railway. This 16-
mile line has infrequent passenger service
with three cars, and owns two freight motors.
A rare feature is that the cars were originally
built for two-man operation, with doors only
at the rear right ends; and when the one-
man system was installed years ago, instead
of a door being built at each right front
corner, the passengers were taught to board
from the left side in European fashion. Just
how long the line will last is anybody’s guess.
=~ * * *

EPRINTED by demand in Interurban

News Letter, August 1945, is the his-

tory of New Haven’s electrification first
published in NYNH&H’s magazine, Along
the Line. Many other features appear in' the
INL monthly, and cost of a year’s subscrip-
tion is only $1.50. Those interested in a sub-
scription or in obtaining single copies should
write to 1414 S. Westmoreland Ave., Los
Angeles 6, Calif.
* * %

HILADELPHIA’S unique and interest-

ing. Fairmount Park Transit, an inde-
pendent concern operating in the world’s
largest city park, is doomed to abandonment
—maybe even before you read these words.

As spring comes to the woodland with its
buds and dogwood blossoms, its burst of
new life, endless winter settles down upon
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the rails. Instead of gay festivities for their
fiftieth birthday this year, to which the com-
pany had fondly looked forward, the  old
line is to be hung, figuratively, with black
Ciepe

The Fairmount Park system will be deeply
missed. It is the last line in North America
to run open trolleys in regular service. As
such it has achieved nation-wide fame. Serv-
ice is year-round. The summer cars are
used in warm weather, and closed ones the
rest of the time.

FPT offers a delightful scenic ride of eight
miles. You swish through shady dells: and
rattle under bridges. You gaze upon stretch-
es of woodland and broad sloping lawns
where sheep are grazing. You view old
historic monuments. You admire gardens
and brooks, Colonial mansions, and museums
dating back to the Philadelphia Centennial
fete of 1876. You see the main line of that
great anthracite carrier, the Reading. Big-
gest thrill of the trip is the magnificent vista
that opens up for miles as you cross a high
bridge: over the winding Schuylkill River
just before you reach Strawberry Mansion,
the northeastern terminal.

Millions of passengers—visitors from out
of town as well as city residents—have en-
joyed this ride. Some use FPT cars to reach
certain destinations, such as Lake Chamou-
nix, which recently had boating, or the quiet
Methodist Episcopal Home for the Aged,
where tottering grayheads of both sexes
dream their lives away on the edge of Fair-
mount Park. Others ride the cars in large
numbers to the popular amusement resort of
Woodside Park, conducted by FPT. Count-
less throngs patronize the line for pure en-
joyment of the ride itself. Especially on
warm summer evenings.
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There is no better place in Philadelphia
for a fellow of modest means to take his
girl friend on a hot June night than aboard
an open FPT car, for a run through the
fairyland of lacey shadows, dark overhang-
ing foliage, and evening breezes. But these
simple pleasures, alas! will be no more.

Until a few years ago, two other lines—
those in Savannah, Ga., and New Haven,
Conn.—also operated open cars in regular
service; but both discontinued them before
the attack on Pearl Harbor. FPT, how-
ever, has run open trolleys every summer
since 1896. So popular is this service that
on week ends the company is obliged to use
the cars as trains, each motor pulling an
open trailer behind it. :

The Fairmount Park line is located en-
tirely within the limits of the park it is
named for. Its tracks wind along two routes,
somewhat in the shape of a double circle.
At no point is there any street operation or

road crossing. The car barn is surrounded

by a wooded section appropriately called
Greenland, where an odd type of switch
actually lowers a rail when cars go up or
down a slight grade to the barn.

Philadelphia - Transportation Company,
which operates the Quaker City’s streetcar,
bus, subway and el routes, refuses to be both-
ered with the park line, although PTC car-
ries thousands of passengers to and from
the park on pleasant summer days. The big
system refuses to take over, rehabilitate, and
carry on the eight-mile trolley service.

The desperate FPT, resigned to fate and
applying for permission to abandon its en-
tire line, offers to let PTC run “stink bug-
gies” over its private right-of-way through
the park, with terminals near those of the
present FPT, .

A ALUMINUM
MOISTURE TRAP

Made by L&H Stern Inc., makers of
LHS Sterncrest Pipes $5, $7.50, $10
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SWINGING into the curve just ahead of 119, Tri City Traction’s 103 was first light-

Railroad Magazine

weight built by Cincinnati Car Co. No. 119 is type of standard lightweight interurban

In its petition, the unhappy park company
sets forth the fact that it has been “in the
red” for years and estimates that rehabilita-
tion would cost $625,000. Its present equip-
ment has been in continuous use for half a
century. Just why some compromise has not
been reached or some deal consummated by
public-spirited citizens in order to save the
line, is not clear to us.

It will be a sad day when Fairmount Park
Transit makes its graveyard run.

Xk %

ARRY K. McCLINTOCK, brakeman
and boomer switchman, 533 39th St.,
San Pedro, Calif., tells us that around 40
years ago a lot of oldtime boomers from
steam roads used to run streetcars now and
then. He himself was one of them. McClin-
tock, known as “Haywire Mac,” writes:
“Usually they were hoggers who craved to
run anything that didn’t wear harness, like
a plow mule, or have handles, like a wheel-
barrow. Some were steam-railroad conduc-
tors who had held passenger runs and figured
on getting a reasonable percentage of the
nickels for their own use. Since many had
been fired by trunk lines for that little fail-
ing, there were plenty of street railway lines
that wouldn’t hire a steam line man if they
could prove it on him.
“During the winter of 1904 I got a notion
to try the streetcar racket. The Cleveland
traction lines were running ads in the pa-

pers appealing for motormen and conductors.
And the steam roads weren’t hiring. Before
rushing into the breach and easing the criti-
cal manpower shortage on the electric lines,
I thought it might be wise to invest a few
nickels and look the job over. I regard those
nickels as about the smartest money I ever
spent.

“l made a round trip to Euclid Beach.
Then I journeyed to the West Side, crossing
the Superior Street viaduct. The cars had
no vestibules. Motormen just stood out and
took the sun, rain, snow and sleet. There
was a dashhoard, reaching as high as the
belt buckle, and that was all. Cars were
braked by hand. There was a brass crank
instead of a brake wheel and it was almost
constantly in use.

“There was a seat, running the full length
of the car, on either side; in the center of .
one of them was a replica of the stove pic-
tured in February Railroad Magazine, page
15. It burned coke and was tended by the
conductor. If you sat close to it, your clothes
started to smoke. If you didn't, you froze.

“When we headed onto the viaduct on
this particular trip the motorman put his
controller into- the ‘slow’ notch and came
inside to thaw out. A mixture of snow and
sleet  was descending. Lake Erie zephyrs
were trying to plaster it onto the buildings,
the teamsters, and the motormen, instead of
letting it hit the ground. That poor hali-

-
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~ 4000 PCC Cars
MORE THAN four thousand fine mod-
| ern PCC cars are either in service or on-
order in the United States and Canada,
according to Trolley Sparks, the Chicago
Electric Railroaders” Ass’n monthly bul-
letin, Here is the score: = 5
- In On
City Operation Order
Batbimere o 0. ol L 275
LIS T i AR e S S TR 171 100
[ BE o) ET e e i e 100
Ghigdat (CSE) 2 5 viao 83 600
CHeaoa (CRE) <. o 4
Cleintate =, - 28
Elovelande. o 0o s, 50
Ballas =0 SRR 25
IE T 2 e e S 80
JoRustown i n i v e 17
Ko Uity laatoe ooy 24 75
Los Angeles (LATL)...... 125
Bas Anoeles (PE) v, 30
Bonisville ouis e oo, e 25
Mugheapolis v i e 90
TG e e 18 20
Philadelphia ....... SEgToaR 260 100
(I T e S G TR 465 101
SSatiene, s o 28
San Fraucisco ............. 5 10
SIS L o ] SR 200 100
AL I S e e 290 20
N EHCOUNET e s oot o s 21 15
Waashinoton o vl 436 53
SEOtAlE i mn 2,584 1,460

frozen juice-jerker looked like a snowman
when he waddled through the front door. He
stood over the red-hot stove for a minute or
two. Great hunks of ice started dropping
to the floor. The conductor barged in from
the rear platform,”damn near as snowy as
his mate.

““This is- what T like about the Superior
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Street run,’ said the motorman, trying to
rub some life into his stiffened fingers. ‘A
feller gets a chance to soak up a little heat
on the viaduct.”

“Aren’t you afraid yowll hit a dray? I
queried.

“‘The hell with ’em! he snorted.  ‘Most
of tffe teamies have sense enough to stay -
off the car tracks on the viaduct. We ain't
movin’ fast enough to do damage, anyhow.’

“Right then I lost interest in street-car-
ring as a career. But I did find out that an
applicant had to bounce fifteen bucks for a
uniform before going to work. And the pay
was 17%5 cents per hour. Not much wonder
that the conductors tried to augment it a bit.

“There were no more bitterly anti-union
employers in the country than the traction
magnates. Every city can point to a’long
succession- of streetcar strikes. Busting
transit walkouts became a highly specialized
branch of the ‘private detective’ racket. Some
outfits, headquartered in Chicago, did noth-
ing else. Their gangs of plug-uglies were
kept on a sort of maintenance pay of one
dollar per day between strikes. They paved
the way for the organized mobsters that al-
most took over in the Windy City in later
years.

“I never saw a streetcar, strike in which
public sentiment was not overwhelmingly in
favor of the men. And I don’t believe I ever
saw the men win one. Which may account
for the fact that there are relatively few
mourners when the average streetcar line is
abandoned. I know of no business that has
been as-thoroughly mismanaged, right from
scratch, as the street railway lines of the
goodiold U. S.-A.”

ONE MOTION

The only one-motion stainless
steel lighter at $1.00. New
wheel and flint adjustment
for velvet-smooth action.
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Wire Tests on the Boomer Trail

By JOHN F. ARIZA

: IRING out at the Santa Fe head-

quarters in Chicago’s Railway Ex-

change back in the early 1900s, I

received the shortest wire test of my entire

life; and for a boomer of long standing,
that s a record.

“Let’s see if you can telegraph?” said
the clerk, who was putting me through
my paces. He wrote just two words:
“What’s this?”

At first I was so surprised I only
laughed. Then I told him what he had
written. '

“Okay,” he grinned in return, but T
knew there was a story coming on why
he had made it so brief.
~ “We didn’t always do it,” the clerk ex-
plained, “we used to take for granted that
every man who came in was an operator.

. But one day a fellow came in who aroused

my suspicions. He wrote a terrible scrawl,
had short stubby, calloused hands, and
* didn’t have the railroad lingo. So I took
him into the office and sat him at the table.
. “ ‘Tl give you a wire test,” I said pleas-
antly. ‘It’s just a formality, but we don’t
like to hand a man 2,000 miles- of free
transportation without knowing whether
or not he can telegraph.’
“The man’s face turned scarlet, and his
“eyes shifted about the room as though
looking for a quick exit.
““Copy this,” I said, stepping to the
- switchboard about two feet away. With
that he ripped out a disgusted oath. :
“ T can't telegraph, mister,” he replied.
- ‘I'm a bricklayer. I was afraid I couldn’t
- cut ’er after I got up here an’ seen I didn’t
_have the kinda chatter youse guys use.
- It’s like dis: I drinked wid so-many ops in
-a joint on Vanburen street, and dey talked
so much ’hout what a cinch it was to get
~a pass out West, I decided to take a crack
at it myself. De barkeep told me that all
de waiters go to Denver or Frisco wit ol’
Santa Fe.’
“ ‘Well you're one who wont ude that

way, mister,” T retorted, and he slunk out
of the office as though I'd caught him
pinching pennies from a collection plate.”

One of the first tests I ever took was
off the rails in the Atlanta Western Union,
in October 1903, when I blew in from
Chicago. The traffic chief, known to all as
“Old Man Mac,” had me sit in on a wire.
After I had .copied five messages of the
rottenest Morse I'd ever listened to, he
came over to my table. I thought I’d been
copying regular business from Decatur,
and I was angry—being young and very
fresh.

“Lord, Mr: Mac,” I said, “that was a
rotten—!"” using an especially offensive
term. Instantly I received a very hard
kick from the man sitting next to me.

- “What in hell’s biting you?” I demand-
ed angrily, glaring at him.

I looked up to find myself facing a red-
faced, embarrassed traffic chief, and an
equally ruddy operator. Then I went on to
describe in abusive detail the rotten things
“that damned lid” (we used “lid” instead
of “ham” to describe a poor operator on
the commercial wires) had done. I said
plenty; and Old Man Mac, a distressed
look on his big, flat face, listened.

Not until he had walked away did I
learn what was up. Then the-guy who had
kicked me told me Old Man Mac had
been sending to me. The op was convulsed
with laughter. When he got control of
himself he sent notes around the big room
to-various pals of his. “Everything you
told him he deserved,” he assured me.
“I ain’t heard anything for a long time
that tickled me more.”

In a short while dozens about the room
were laughing, and I was congratulated,
slapped on the back, and requested to re-
peat what I'd said to “that dam ol’ scoun-
drel.” Old Man Mac wasn'’t disliked. He |
merely represented authority, and they all |
enjoyed hearing the big guys “taken down | -
a peg.” ‘
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RO‘ LLING down from Quebec City one
summer, I was heading for St. Al-
bans, Vt., where I intended to hit the
Central of Vermont for a job. I changed
at- Rouse’s Point, N. Y., and when 1
moseyed into the depot, who should be
working second trick but one of my old
boomer pals. Boy, did we have a reunion !
He got another operator, and we put on
a session at a nearby hotel that lasted until
four the next morning,

When I reached the chief dispatcher’s
office in St. Albans about ten am. I was
in bad shape. Had he allowed me to use
a typewriter copying messages for my test,
I could have gotten away with it. But he
wanted to see what kind ef train order

man I was. I was so nervous and unsteady

I couldn’t hold a stylus in my fingers.

He looked me over with a twinkle in
his eye.

“Here,” he said, handing me four bits.
“Go out and get something to steady
your nerves, then come back and we’ll see
what you can do.”

I was so astonished I hardly believed
my ears; but-1 went. Retummg in half
an hour, my train order copies were satis-
factory. Until I got down to Roxhury—
where he sent me to work second trick—
and talked with the agent, 1 didn’t know
that the man who'd befriended me was a
dispatcher who was relieving the chief for
a few days. Afterwards, comparing notes
with another boomer, I learned that this
dispatcher had done him the same turn,
and then “squared him out” for a feed and
a bed. ‘

But while many home guards welcomed
the boomers and were glad to put them on
the payroll, some were not acceptable in
spite of the shortage of workers. Green
River, Wyo., had the most shifting popu-
lation of any western town in the days
when Dave Kase was chief dispatcher for
the Union Pacific there. High in the
Rockies, Green River was too bleak to
keep any boomer long. Not a week passed

that the general office in Omaha didn’t

ship an operator, and the Lord knows how
many brakemen and switchmen, hopmg
some would remain.

Railroad Magazine

One ‘day a fish-eyed boomer, with a
pasty face and hali-starved look a man ac-
quires after having missed ahout 975 of his
last 1000 meals, unloaded at “GR”. Dave
eyed him with suspicion. He figured the
man wasn’t an operator, but had obtained
a pass from a boomer and was trying to
put something over. So right away he sat
him down at the wire for a test.

“I’'m all shot today,” the fellow said as
he let Dave’s sending “go into the air”
without writing down a word. “T can’t
copy nothin”.”

“Vot iss de matter ?”’ Dave asked in his
thick Wisconsin German.

No answer.

“Ain’d you an operator "’

“Sure. P've worked at it for ten years.”

“If it’s a dringk you need, go oud und
get it. Den come bagk und ve see what
you can do,” he said encoumgmgl)

The fellow never moved.

Roy Eberhart, who'd w 01l\ed years for
the Postal in Chicago, but quit to settle
down in Green River, stooped over and
whispered to Dave: “Hophead.”

“Ho, ho!” said Dave. “Ve get plenty
of drungks here, but I draw de line on
hopheads, feller. You better beat it.”

The fellow disappeared, and like most
of Green River’s population, never showed
up again.

N OCTOBER 1941, traveling south-

ward with the wild geese and swans
from Canada, I hit the Northern Pacific
office in Seattle for-a job. They needed a
relay man right there, so Manager Me-
Donald put me on the receiving side of the
St. Paul duplex to see if T cou]d deliver.
A gilt-edged fellow named Olson was on
the sending side in St. Paul. Fast, but
plain as print, he was easy to copy. :

Dell Sweitzer was sitting alongside of
me sending to St. Paul. “Hell, you're all
right!” he remarked after a bit. =

But Old Man McDonald never came
around to the wire. Instead, he sat at his
desk far up the long room. Message after
message 1 copied, but still no Mac. It
was 1:45 p.m.—two and a half hours after

- T’d sat down for a “test”’—before he got
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near enough to me to attract his attention.

“Mr. McDonald,” T called, “am I on
duty or still getting a test?”

His face turned very red. “Gee, I for-
got all about you,” he said. “Guess you'd
better go out and get something to eat,
and then go on up to see the doctor.”

One of the boys on either Missoula or
the Livingston wire, chuckled. “Old
Mac’s bulling you,” he whispered across
the table. “He cut in and knew after the
second message you could ‘deliver.” But
he’s short-handed and needed a man to
cover ‘NP’ for a few hours.”

Well, I have nothing against Mr. Mec-
Donald for that. He proved he was not
only a square man, but within a very few
days he did me an exceptional favor. No,
it wasn’t staking me to money. I had
plenty then.

I had one of my strangest ‘wire’ tests
in a big bank in Grand Rapids, Mich., the
week of D-day, 1944. 1 wanted to cash a
check on a Southern bank, and went to one
of the officials to have it okayed.

FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES [

Sty e o

NO DATING NECESSARY

RAY-0-VAC COMPANY, MADISON 4, WISCONSIN
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“I'm a telegraph operator,” I explained.
“I just left the Atlantic Coast Line at
Florence, S. C,, to work up here where it’s
cooler during the summer. There's my
union card, and here’s my Social Secur-
ity. ¥
The official, one of the vice-presidents,
looked at the endorsement and the card,
but never uttered a word. Then he picked
up a ruler and using it as a “key’’—as
every op has sometimes'used a ruler, a
fork or table knife to ' fool a non-tele-

. grapher—he wrote, “Are you a ham?"

We both burst out laughing. Then he
tapped out: “I was a railroad operator but
never a very good one.”

I picked up the ruler'and said in Morse:
“No, so poor you became vice-president
of a big bank.”

It was a very pleasant incident. ‘He put
through my check, shook hands and wished
me the best of luck. Turning, I saw a file
of bank patrons behind me waiting to see
the official. They ‘were all grinning, but

“ with a decidedly puzzled look.
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Photo by Bill

Allen, 19 Bleecker Pl., Albany, N. Y.

LIGHT HAUL. Boston & Maine Number 3024 at Mechanicville, N. Y., midpoint
: : in the road’s western freight-only branch

Railroad (amera Club

TEMS sent to the Switch List and Model

Trading Post are published free, in good
faith, but without guarantee. Write plainly
and keep ’em short. Use a separate sheet or
card containing your name and address. Give
your first name, not merely the initial.

Because of time needed to edit, print and
distribute this magazine, all material should
reach the Editor seven weeks before publica-
tion date. Redball handling is given to items
we get the first week of each month, if ac-
companied by latest Readers” Choice coupon
(clipped from page 145 or home-made).

Due to scarcity of space, we prefer that
no reader be listed here oftener than once
in four months.

Use these abbreviations: pix, photos;
cond., condition; ea., each; elec., electric;
env., envelope ; eqpmt., equipment ; esp., espe-
cially ; info., information; n.g., narrow-gage;
negs., negatives; p.c., postcard; pref., prefer-
ably; tr., train.

And these photo sizes: Size 127—154x21%
inches; Size 117—2Yx2Y;; Size 130—
274x27% ; Size 118 or 124—-3Y4x4Y4; Size
122 or p.c.—3x5%; Size 616 same as 116, on
thin spool, 2%x4Y ; Size 120—2%4x3%4 in.

The term fts, refers to public timetables,
uniess preceded by emp., when it means
employes’ (operating) timetables.

140

(R) indicates desire to buy, swap or sell
back issues of Railroad Magazine or its
predecessors, Railroad Man's or Railroad
Stories. (Specify condition of each copy.)

(*) indicates juicefan appeal.

Switch List

CHARLES ARNOTT (R), 36 Boustead Ave., Toronto,

Ont., will sell Railroad Magazine. Oct. '82 to Nov.
'42, exc, Dec. '32; Jau.-Mar., May, June, Sept. "33; Apr.,
‘June-Aug. '42. Make offer.

TOM BAXTER, 703 S. Madrengo Ave., Pasadena 5,
Calif,, wants to trade AT&SF, SP, UP size 616 negs.
for AT&SF eastern negs. esp. older or scrapped classes;
also, eastern UP negs. >

R) R. C. BEERS, 352 Floral Ave., Johnson City,
N.Y., offers Railroad Magazines, 10c ea. postpaid; Feb.,
Apr.-July, Oct., Dec. ’35; Jan., Feb., Apr., May, Aug.,
Sept.-Dec. '36; '37, '38 compl.; ’39 exc. May; '40 exc.
Oct.-Dec. ; excell. cond.

KEN L. BENNETT, 4156 E. Triggs St., Los Angeles
23, Calif., wants to find the address of -Bernard ‘“Buddy’’
Breen, son of Barney Breen, 300 Blk., E. Case or Cass
St., St. Paul, Minn.

()R. W. BIERMANN, 4338 20th St., San Francisco,
Calif., offers SF Mun. Ry.’s. Trolley Topics for stamp. .

DON BLANCK, 3836 Hollywood Ave., Hollywood, Ill.,
will sell large stock pub. tts. 5c ea. postpaid; mail one
free with ea. ord. over 25c. List for stamp.

EUGENE R. BOCK, Box 713, Anderson, Ind., wants
pix and info. on all rr. covered timber bridges.

RICHARD F. BOONE, 227 E. 69th St., Los Angeles,
Calif., wants Trains, Dec. ’40; Jan., May-Aug.,- Oct.-
Dec. ’41; March, June, July ’42. Will trade Feb.-June,
Oct. 45 for above. Write first. -

(*) JAMES BOUICK, 1779 17th Ave., San Francisco
22, Calif., trades San Francisco elec. car, bus, cable
transfers for those of other cities.

(R*) JOS. S. BREARLEY, 301 S. Meadow St., Ithaca,
N.Y., will sell or swap Railroad -Magazine, Jan.-July,
Sept., Dec. 40; ’41 exc.. Feb.; '42 exc. June; ’43; Jan.-
July 44, good cond; wants old n.g., N.Y. state elec. pix.
ROBT. F. BROWN, 706 N. Brandywine Ave., Schenec-
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tady, N.Y., will trade any bus tickets, tokens, transfers.

L. WILEY COOPER, 1935 Crocker St., Des Moines,
Ia., will swap Johnson’s The Steam Locomotive, 1st ed.,
July 42 Trains, English Railway mags. and books for
Trains, Sept., Mar. '45; May '44; Jan., Dec. '42; Dec.
’41, any issues previous to July 41,

(R) WALTER DAWSON, 2936-A N. 22nd St., Mil-
waukee 6, Wis., will sell 9 copies Railroadman’s Magazine,
'10 and '11.

H. F. GALLAGHER, 83 Ocean Ave., Jersey City 5,
N.J., wants info. and pix of steam and elec. roads which
ran into Washington, DD.C., and Cincinnati in 1889; will
swap copies of Trains.

GUNNER. J. F. GAMAGE, 14988923 4 Wing (Staff)
HBTD, Nasik Road Camp, Deolali, India, wants to
correspond with American fans. %

LLON GEDDES, 4507 N. Racine Ave., Chicag», Ill.,
will sell 50 p.c. pix and - 10 negs., size 116 of CMStP&P,
DSS&A, Copper Rege., C&H; ete., for $3.50.

(R) P. GILHAM, 519 Charemont Ave., West Chicago,
I11., will trade 150 copies of Railroad Magazine from
1930; Railway Fapmt. Register, 1929, 36, ’38, '43, '45;
Ry. Freight Connections & Car Interchange Register '17;
ICC reports; other material. Write first.

C. T. GOODWIN, 63 Atheldene Rd., Walton, Liver-
pool 4, England, wants pix of Amer. locos and rolling
stock; will swap Brit. eng. pix,

(*) WM. R. GORDON, 1404 Blossom Rd., Rochester,
N.Y., will sell or trade size 116 trolley and rr. negs. and

*pix.. Wants tts.

HARVEY GOSSEN, 2872 Clarendon Ave., Huntington

Park, Calif., wants to hear from fans with literature and

pix on steam farm tractors, esp. Reeves double-cylinder,
Advance-Riemly, ete.; also old gas tractors.

(R) HOWARD W. GRIBBIN, 133 Providence Ave.,
South Portland, Me., will sell Railroad Magazine, '33,
’34, '35, ’36 complete; ‘37, exc. May; '38 exc. Apr., Sept.;
’39, ’40, 41, comp.; also Dec. '29; Nov.-Dec. ’32; Jan.-
Sept. '42; Feb. '43; all good cond.

GRAHAME HARDY, 538 15th St., Oakland 12, Calif.,
will sell at $1 ea., 12 for $10, rare collection of 684
signed annual passes issued by other Toads mostly to
Colo. Mid, officials prior to 1919, all good cond.

(R) N. F. HARRINGTON, 93-27 213 St., Queens
Village, N.Y.., will sell Railroad Magazine, Apr., May,
Sept., Nov., Dec. '36; Feb., Apr., July, Sept., Nov. '37;
Aug., Nov. '38; Apr., May, June, Dec. '39; Jan., Apr.,
May,  Sept.-Dec. ’40; Feb.-June, Oct. ’41; Feb.-Apr.,
Sept. ’42; Feb.-Mar. '43; 33 for lot.

(R) HERBERT HUBER, 1811 S. 17th St., Ft. Smith,
Ark., has Railroad Magazine, July, Aug., Oct. ’42; Jan.

’43; Feb. '46; Loco. Engineers Jrl.: BRT Mags.; emp.”

mags.; Railway Age; *emp. tts., rulebooks, ete.
(R*) DONALD E. JACKSON, 1206 W. Bancroft St.,

~Toledo 6, O., wants pix abandoned Ohio elec. lines, any

*

size pix of Cincinnati & Lake FErie frt. interurbans;
Railroad Magazine, June, July, Dec. '36.

(*) BILL JERNSTROM, 114 Fremont St., Elkhart,
Ind., will sell size 116 or larger steam, Diesel, and trac,

pix; steam and elec. wreck pix, some rare: -builders’

photos. List free. Wants O.G. 1928 thru ’'32.

(*) E. D. JONES, 639 Osborne Ave., Verdun, Mont-
real 19, Que., Canada, has size 116 CNR, GTW, CVR,
elec. line and wreck pix. List and sample for dime;
state which list wanted. All three with samples, 25c,

(R) F. G. KARL, 319 Niagara, Sheboygan, Wis,, has
Railroad Magazine, Feb. ’33 to date, good cond. exe.
Feb. '33 cover missing. Will sell in year blocks, or
swap for negs., pref. size 122, certain classes of Soo,
Milwaukee, GB&W, C&NW, or Omaha.

STAN KISTLER, Jr., 2106 Gladys St., Pasadena 8,
Calif., offers large list of Santa Fe pix for stamp. Wants
up-to-date SF roster, pix of SF 5011 and 4101 class locos. ;
also to hear from teen-age southern Calif. fans.

(*) FRED LANGFORD, 184 Virginia Ave., Pasadena
6, Calif., will sell thousands of old rail p.c.; wants to
form club covering field of streetcar RPO cancels and

data.

(*) HUGH W. LEE, Jr., 5203 Corby St.,, Omaha 4,
Neb., swaps Omaha transfers for U.S. and foreign.

ROBT. A. LeMASSEN, 398 N. Maple Ave, E.
Orange 16, N.J., will swap new 41 and '44 Loro. Cyrlo-
pedias for .Baldwin Mags. he needs.

(*) ARTHUR LLOYD, Jr., 1806 Silverado Tr. Napa,
Calif., will sell size 116 wesfern juice line and steam pix,
15 for $1. List and sample, 16c. Will trade or sell emp.
and pub. tts., juice negs.

CLARENCE R. LEOFFLER, 498 S. 19th St., Newark
3, N.J., wants Jan.-March '41 Trains, good cond. .

" A. LONG, Intermezzo House, 73 Elmwood,
Verona, N.J., offers RPO kit of 3 pix’ (NYC-World's

Vs .. without doubt
the most complete and readable
~ collection of railroad lore . . .’
Henry B. Comstock, Editor,
Railroad Magazine

RAILROAI
AVENUE

Great Stories and Legends
of American Railroading

by FREEMAN H. HUBBARD

A Railroad Magazine Editor

€6 A S fine a book of railroad stories

as you are likely to meet in
many a day ... The volume belongs
on every railroad man’s shelf . . . this
book carries the magic inherent in
the hoarse cry of a freight climbing a
mountain valley at twilight.”—Stew-
art:Holbrook, N. Y. Herald Tribune
Book Review.

.

“Guaranteed to delight every rail fan
and enthrall every student of Ameri-
can folklore.””—Philadelphia Inquirer.

374 pages
Profusely illustrated with old prints
and photographs

“ - See it,at your bookstore, or

MAIL THIS
COUPON
NOW

Read it
_ ten days

FREE

McGraw-Hill Book Co., 330 West 42nd St.
New York 18, N. Y.

Please send me RAILROAD AVENUE by Free-
man H. Hubbard for examination on approval.
Within 10 days I will remit $3.75, plus a few
cents postage, or return the book postpaid. (Post-
age paid on orders accompanied by check or money
order ; same return privilege.)

AdAreSS .. .coo s s onstosrmesossossossssssnseses cesas
City and .State . ... iciivmt ittt i nssdsaresn (s
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" Railroad Camera Club

AILROAD CAMERA CLUB is open
to all who collect railroad or sireet-
car pictures or other railroadiana such
as timetables, passes, train orders, trol-
ley transfers, magazines, books, ete.
There are no fees, no dues.
Membership card and pin are given
free to anyone sending wus the latest
Readers Choice coupon and a self-
addressed stamped envelope. If you
don’t want to clip page 145 make your
own coupon. Address Ruailroad Maga-
zine, 205 E. 42nd Street, New York City
17. Tell us what you want or what.you
offer; otherwise your name will not be
printed here.

Fair, MeC Fast Mails and first HPO), stamped W&OD
trolley-RPO pouch label, unusual RPO. cancel, hand-
some cacheted cover from biggest PRR NY-Wash.
mail train; RPO trolley list; all 35c, or trades for other
RPO material.

(*) LEONARD LUCY, 136 Charles, Mishawaka, Ind.,
has size 118 or 124 NYC and CSS&SB pix. -

(*) PAUL MERLAND, 2579 Marsh Ave., Norwood
12, O., wants size 616 pix or negs. of interurbans that
once entered Cincinnati, esp, CG&P, C&LE, Cincinnati
Milford & Loveland, also aband. routes of Cinti. St. Ry.

(R) W. J. MILLER, 15219 Regina Ave., Allen Park,
Mich., will sell complete collection loco. and train pix
in albums 116 to 8x10 inch.; 3500 photos, 400 size 116
and p.c. negs.; 40 Railroad Magazines; emp. tts.; 1939

Railway Eqpmt. Register; 52 Loco. Engr. Journals; 4
. Official Guides; steel file cabinet, etc. $300.

(R) HOWARD T. MOULTON, 25 Valley St., Med-
ford, Mass., will sell Railroad Blagazine, July, Sept., '33;
Jan., Mar., May, Sept., Nov. '234; Mar., May-July, Nov.
’35; Mar., May, July, Nov. '36; J: Nov. 38; Dec.
'39; $3 plus post. on 8 lbs. for lot. rite first.

PHILIP E. MUNSON, 2 E. Park Row, Clinton, N.Y.,
wants stamped envelopes with corner ads or monograms
of N.Y. state rrs., pref. older postmarks. Will buy or
trade for other states, or other material. Swaps lists.

(*) HARRY OSWALD, 519 E. Glendow Way, San
Gabriel, Calif., sells or swaps PE pix, transf., and tts.;
LARy trans., pix; JW&NW and LATL pix.  Wants all
size elec. negs; offers booklet, This Is PE.

(*) DOUGLAS- PARKER, 17 Birch St., Moncton,
N.B., Canada, will give 4 size 116 loco pix for good
116, 616 negs. of loco or streetear; 5 pix for SP, CV,
T&NO Diesels or articulated size 116 negs., 10 pix for
PRR turbine neg. Iist and sample Canadian roads,
few U.S., 116 pix for 10c. - -

(R) WM. B. PECK, 38 Greentidge Ave., White Plains,
N.Y., offers Railroad Magazine, Apr., Sept., Dec. '33;
Feb., Apr., July, Sept.-Dec. ’34; '35 thru ’36 complete
exe. Jan. '36. Excell. cond., lot for $20. Must write first.

JACKSON R. PELLETT, 27 Maple Rd., Franklin,
N.J., wants wreck pix, pref. with cranes in action;
also DRG&W pix, esp. in Eagle Rv. Canyon, Colo.

RAYMOND V. PELOT, 50 Arreba St., Martinez,

Calif., ‘will sell pix of Nurenberg, Germany, rr. yard.

after war; 6 pix, 3%x5, 50c or 10c ea.
ruined countryside, 3%5x5, $1; 10c ea.

(R) FRED W. PIPER, GPO Box 124, New York 1,
will sell to top bidder Railroad Magazine, June '45; Feb.
’46; bound vol. 3, Trains; Marshall’s Santa Fe; Trains,
Dec. ’41; Jan., Nov.-Dec. '42; Jan.-Feb. ’'43: Nov. ’43;
Oct. '44. Wants Feb., June 42 Truins. .

(R) DONALD POPE, 329 Pearl St., Richmond, Ind.,

Also 12 pix of

will sell hundreds of Pennsy tr. ords., tts., conductor’s’

badges, etc.; will swap 28 latest and older
Magazines for 32 or 38 revolver. State kind.
(R) FRANCIS PRIOR, 19 Champney, Brighton 335,
N.Y., will swap tts. for copies of Railroad Magaizine,
10 for 1; will sell rr. books. Trades Mar., June ’45;
Jan. 46 Railroad, for Jan., Feb. '45; Oct. '44 issue.
JOHN 1. PYSKATY, 6249 S. St. Louis Ave., Chicago
29, I1l., will sell p.c. size NYC pix, includ. cab pix of
4-8-4 and 2-8-2 for 10c ea.; swap for any size  good
mallet negs. Write for li
(R) GILBERT REINECKE, 5534 N. Marmora Ave,,
Chicago 30, Ill., will sell to highest bidder Railroad

Railroad

» i
\\A book of multiple enchantments
which is going to be an .abso.lufe
must for railroad fans and historians
incidental delight to ma.ny
a less specialized but still percep*tve
reader whose taste runs ’r? the sim-
plicities of obsolete Americana - *
any writer would be hard put to 1_
" to produce a volume :ne-h:lfp :c:czz-
i ood-humored an
‘:::mags. 2LOW TRAIN TO YESTER-
DAY."

Lucin

SLOWT;I'RAlN
YESTERDAY
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s Beebe, N. Y. Herald Tribune

At all bookstores. $3.00

Learn modern watch
and clock repairing

@ At home, spare time. Good field now ... se-
curity and contentment in future. Start part-
f time business and EARN while you learn.
Horology is precision instrument work. ..
a great and growing field, sensational op-

ortunities. Easy self-instruction course.

ow price. Money-back guarantee.
¥ Write today for FREE Success-Catalog!

“Elsn" c 1139 South Wabash Avenue

= Dept. 3F05, Chicago S, 1.

MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVES

s
PASSENGER CARRYING STEAM LOCOMOTIVES IN
MINIATURE, complete drawings and instruction cover-
ing “‘step by step” method of construction in book form:
5 3/,” scale, 312" gauge, 4-6-4 & 4-8-4 $3.00
1/>” scale, 215" gauge, 4-6-2 & 4-8-2 $3.00
14" scale, (0-gauge) 4-6-4 & 4:8-4 $3.00
CASTINGS, RAIL & FASTENINGS, boiler and pipe fittings, and
all items for the construction of locomotives. OUR NEW CATALOG
contains many pictures of completed locomotives built by our cus-
tomers, and much engineering data—order your COPY TODAY, 25¢.
We have been in business 11 years

LITTLE ENGINES, Box 15C, Wilmington,

California



Get into

RELECTRONICS
TELEVISION

8 for YOURSELF!

Get set in the greatest,
soundest
boom in history. Be in-
dependent with YOUR
OWN lifetime business
or win success in a fine
industrial position.

industrial

SHOP METHOD HOME TRAINING

from one of World’s _Great Residential
Technical Trade schools fits YOU for a profitable
present and a growing future. QUICK, MO: DERN,
SOUND speed-up course. Start earning after first
Above: Elsworth Anderson started

of great opportunities everywhere
now. Television just opening up. Llectmmcs
is in its infancy. NOW IS THE TIME F
YOU to get started.

FREE LESSON

Find out what you can do yourself,
how easy and practical this training s;
is. Fill out the coupon for a sample esson
and big Opportunity book. No obligation.
No salesman will call.
ATIONAL SCHOOLS
Los Angeles 37. California

See

5 Paste on a
; penny postcard
National Schools, Dept. PP-6

. Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 37, California
‘oonsindntgh: FREE’Les’mn, Vocational Book and details.

Name..eocooseses sresseseeas

AdAresSS. cocsvsssssssvssssrnne

City..... cseesensns

*Include Zone Number
e p—————T TP T DT T

>

0

o
EssssEssme

Learn to Service and Repair
ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES

Open your own electrical appliance service shop. Complete

illustrated course covermg house wiring,
house appliance repair.

motor repairs,
Send today for FREE BOOKLET

without obligation.

PACIFIC TRAINING SCHOOL

7217 So. Broadway, Dept. R-6, Los Angeles 3, Calif.

MECHANICS « HOME S'I'I.IDY

Step up your own skill with the facts and figures of

trade. Audels Mechanics Guides contain Practical Inslde

‘Trade Information in a handy form. Fully Tllustrated and
d. hly Endorsed. Check tlﬁ book

. 8 Mathematlu $2 e (] Elect)

AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., New York 10, N. Y.

RAILROAD

BOOKS

If you are interested in railroad books of
all kinds, railroad photo albums—colorful
railroad maps and prints or anything about
railroads, then send for FREE illustrated
folder giving detailed descriptions and
prices.

KALMBACH PUBLISHING CO.

Headquarters. for Railroad Books
1029 North Seventh Street, Milwaukee 3, Wis.

'IEAII.ROAD BOOKS

: Magazines for July '82; July, Aug.,

Railroad Magazine

Dec. ’34; Dec. ’35;
Jan.-Aug. '38; Nov. '39;
’42 exc. July; Jan.-May,

36 exc. Oct.; ’37 complete;
Mar.-June ’40; Apr.-Dec. '41;
Nov., Dec. '43; all good cond.

S. B. RISDON, Rte. 5, Box 105, Watsonville, Calif.,
will sell 12 good 5x7 action shots SP Daylight, taken
enroute, $3 for lot; 30c ea. up to 6. Sample for stamp.

(*) DICK RUMBOLZ, 2819 Cedar Ave., Lincoln 2,
Neb., has size 116 pix- of Lin. Omaha & Kansas City.
Wants pix of Lin., Omaha, Lin. & Beatrice Ry., and
Valley City St. & Interurban.

JOHN SCHWITZNER, Naval Air Station,
Calif., wants Santa Fe emp. tts.

WALD SIEVERS, 251 Miller Ave., Mill Valley, Calif.,
will sell compiled roster of NWP locos. for $1
FLETCHER-H. SWAN,- Box 228, South
Calif., will buy, sell, or trade AT&SEF
negs.; pix and negs. of other roads.

sample for 10c.

ARTHUR TERRELL, 38 Martin Terr., Hamped 14,
Conn., wants Santa Fe, B&0, C&0O, PRR, Rdg., Bur-
lington frt. tr. pix, sizes 124, 177 and 130.

(R*) GEO. D. THOMASON, 7 Alexandra Gardens,
Hounslow, Middlesex, England, wants maps, tts., pix
and other info. of NY El and subway lines; also back
issues of Railroad Magazine.

DILLON TURNEY, 1071 Teviot Rd., Schenectady 8,
N.Y., will buy or trade for bills of lading or other rr.
documents having revenue stamps attached, esp. 1865 to
1905; also ad material of that time.

(*) ROBT. E. WALLICH, 1344 Pennsylvania Ave. SE,
Washington 3, D.C., will sell photos of Capital Transit,
Hagerstown &Fredenck WB&A, BTCo., W&OD, CBRy,
Mé&Pa., PST, ete. 5¢ a print, or trade for others. List
and sample, Sc. Has 35mm slides of above.

JOSEPH WEIZEK, 1631 Cuyler Ave., Berwyn, Ill.,
wants any emp. tts., clearance cards, old -calendars,
books, maps, etc. from Milwaukee, C&NW and Soo.

PAUL E. WESTBROOK, Jr., 3336 Broad Ave., Al-
toona, Pa, wants to buy size 116 or 616 size Pennsy
loco pix, esp. Q, J and T class. Send list.

BOB WILLEY, 141 Laurel St., Santa Cruz, Calif.,

Mojave,

.Pasadena,
116 or 616 size
Complete list and

wants old-time'pix of South Pacific Coast, Ocean Shore; |

Union Traction Co., and western elec. and short lines.

Has pix to trade:

LEWIS Wi NER, 1105 Sheridan Ave., Bronx 55,
N.Y., wants any emp. tts. and rr. maps in U.S. and
Canada, esp. NYC and Pennsy mainline.

RAYMOND WILSON, 1320 Ridge Pl., SE, Washing-
ton 20, D.C., wants pix of Diesel pass. trains, tts., ete.

MICHAEL WOJTOWICZ, 3042 N. Sayre Ave., Chi-
cago 34, Ill., offers old Milwaukee switchman’s lantern,
good shape, to best bid.

Model Trading Post

HOWARD BAIRD, 1109 W. Chestnut St., La Follette,
Tenn., wants Gilbert 3/16 scale eqpmt.,
train catalogs.
JOHN DAVIS, Lockes Mills, Me., wants Lionel cars
610, 812-814 for use with engine 254E; will trade Redball
kit, old GT, B&M, WB, GT eng. bks.,, CN tts, GT
ship. ords., few 1883 GT RW of C shop, ords.
BOB E. HEGLUND, 1213 Grant St., Waukesha, Wis.,
has all type model bus, gage plans for sale.
FRANZ KARN, 2713 8. 13th St., St. Louis 18, Mo.,

and old :

has 3 Lionel scale frt. cars; wants ‘AF 449 loco, 4 chrome )

coaches.

FRED B. KING, 1565 Union St., Brooklyn 13, N.Y.,
will trade full set '43 Railroad Magazine, exeell. cond.
for any AF O gage cars, track or accessories.

BOB A. Le MASSENA, 398 N. Maple Ave., E. Orange,
N.J., will sell 00 parts or trade for loco photoq
Lionel truck-frames (no bolsters), 4 Mason cyl. castings,
odd lengths channel-brass for loco frames.

LEONARD LUCY, 136 Charles, Mishawaka, Ind.,

200

wants used HO egpmt., track, switches, switch machines,

locos, built-up cars, “elec.
State cond. and price.

CHAS. McKINNIE, Jr.,

eqpmt.- regardless of cond.

4725 Madison Ave., Fresno 2,

Calif., wants plans or pix to give data to build HO. gage’
on size,

Kansas City Mexico & Orient boxear;
color and design of herald needed also.

LLOYD PEGLER, 500 S. Grant, Crawfordville, Ind.,
wants old windup engines and keys.to same, also motor
for Lionel Vanderbilt engine No, 1689E.

. RANDO, 11 Stanwix St.,- Albany 2, N.Y., -will

buy any O gage eqpmf

WM. J. ROTTMAN, 208 McKinley St., N. Canton,
0., will sell AF metal 'base HO track, 14 curved sect.,

info.



Model Trading Post :

Reader’s Choice Coupon

Stories, features and deparlments |
like best in the June issue are:
B T e e A
L e G
S e R TSt (R
G e eSO G
She ol e S e
B oo Bl e
Best photoisonpage. ..............
Nl e L.
@cenpalione e saect e o
AddiessR Bl e
Is stamped envelope enclosed for Camera Ciub
pin: and “membership card 2 . ovisiievoos it ias
(]:{i‘)}toaé Magazme, 205 E. 42nd St., New York

15 straight, 2 hand switches, also AF HO engine AC, tc
highest bidder.

JOE SCHICK, Keenesburg, Colo., will sell 16%x38 in.
roto print drawings of D&RGW 3712 4-6-6-4 on 5/16 in.
scale' (leftside, full broadside view) detailed, printed on
glossy paper. $1 plus 10c post.

JOHN C. TEZER, 75 N. Summit St., Bergenfield, N.J.,
will sell Walthers HO old style open- end hawgago m’w(h
in kit form.

G. WILLIA\[S, Box 116, Alpena, Mich., will sell 700
EW Lionel loco, six 2624 series 14 in. red passenger cars,
four 18 in. O gage passen. cars, trucks, NYC 17 in.
combine car and track.

Flag Stops

HE KNGW-HOW of researching and writing a rail-

road article is ample matter for the Railroadians of
America’s latest bulletin, Railroad Historical - Research:
Issued as encouragement to would-be authors, it takes
a quick but cireumspect look at needs and opportunities

of the field, and comes out strong for road histories.

In fourteen large size pages a project is outlined—what

information the writer will need, where to find it, the

best technique in presenting the finished product. For
its brief treatment, this booklet is-both complete and

effective. Copies at 25¢ each may be had from H. L.

-The All- Amencan Family Shoe

wsiEs

Nationally odvertised, heavy,
oil-tanned genvine leather shoe
...Rawhide leather laces...Extra
heavy orthopedic rubber soles
..Rugged year-round wear.

s350

Sizes for men, women, boys, giris

BETTER TYPE ALL LEATHER MOCCASIN

Waxed, good quality leather
upper...Strong Jaces...Orthope-
dic rubber soles

”~ 5 ”
Lecournelys
Perfect sandals for playing and
loafing...Made of best top grain

cowhide uppers...Heavily covered
cork platforms.

Sizes 6 to 12. .

MAIL ORDER BLANK

JORDAN-WILLIAMS €0.,15 Moore St., New York, N. Y.
Gentlemen: Please rush me POSTPAID my pair of
HUSKIES, $3.50 [ -MOCCASINS, $2.55 [J,
LEISURELYS, $3.95 [] (Please check).

| om enclosing: Money Order [], Check [].

My shoe size is width.

Name
Address
City. State.

MODEL RAILROADING

THE WORI.D'S MOST FASCINATING HOBBY
¢ i

-FREE :32-page booklet tells all
about this absorbing- hobby for
skilled tradesmen, . business and
professional men. Give yourself
hours -of satisfaction and relaxa-
tion building your own scale model
railroad which ;)erforms and looks
like the real \‘,hmg It’s easy and
relatively inexpensive. Get started
now, Send at once for our free
booklet *‘Your Model Railroad.”

MODEI. RAII.I!OADER MAGAZINE
DEPT. 1029. MILWAUKEE 3 WISCONSIN

FARM
IMPLEMENTS
BICYCLE 4 ;
REPAIRS ! '

HOME

APPLIANCES

AUYOMOBILE REPAIR!

operation, you won't want fo be without it.

A DYNAM/IC HEAVY DUTY

INDUSTRIAL WELDER .
IDEAL FOR AUTO - HOME APPLIANCE AND FARM REPAIRS

DESIGNED TO DO HIGH GRADE WELDING INEXPENSIVELY—Maintenance Mean; Farmers:
Mechanics; Machine Shops: Foundries; Auto, General Repair and Job Welding Shops: all using
the DYNAMIC find it so indispensable and useful that they cannot afford to be without it. If

inexperienced, you can easily learn fo do a variety of high grade welding jobs by following the
pmchcol simplified operating and welding instructions furnished. Once you see a DYNAMIC in
M3 i Its simplicity will amaze you. In a year the
(“-" ¢ g & DYNAMIC only costs you about 6¢c o day. Helmet, rods, cables, holder and operat-

g-rl 4 ing instructions, etc., furnished.
: : SAVES YOU VALUABLE TIME AND MONEY !

This portable DYNAMIC WELDER — easily carried to the job—can be
operated from any convenient, properly wired 110 volt, 60 cycle line. Can
also be supplied for 220 volt, 60 cycle operation and for other voltages and
cycles at slight additional cost. Works on IRON, STEEL, BRASS, BRONZE,
AND OTHER METALS—has 8 metallic and carbon arc welding heat stages—
does work you would think only possible with larger more expensive machine.

DYMAMIC WELDER CO, » 13 East 23rd S%., MK, Chicago 16, lll.

FOR ONLY

s2350

COMPLETE...

AVAILABLE NOW
WITHOUT
PRIORITIES!
WRITE TODAY FOR
PARTICULARS
Get details on our
10 day trial offer

Member Chicago
Association of
Commerce

145



S Kills the fleas
o QUICKLY!
7 Guaranteed by %\ Keeps others off
Good Housekeeping ) for days!

dor ,  ouricTv o8
25 Aovianisto W

rains.....

The illustrated monthly about railroads
Travel America in your armchair with TRAINS, the
*magazine which tells what the railroads do and how they
do it. Fine maps, photos and explanatory diagrams. Read
now about the new streamliners you'll soon be riding . . .
Ask your newsdealer or send 25 cents for a copy.

TRAINS MAGAZINE, Dept. R, Milwaukee, 3, Wis.

8

Still 25¢ and 50¢

REFRIGERATION 244 |
AIR CONDITIONING

“ﬁh‘m‘m‘ MECHANICAL units everywhere need
ince 1927

servicing. Soonnewunits willrequire
installation service. You canbeready
with reliable pay -knowledge of this
i big income field. Unique home study-plus
I actual practice plan prepares you to enter
servicing orinstalling field or get into busi-
ness of your own. Great opportunities now
and later. Get facts FREE. Write today!

UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE
Dept. L-7 1314 W.BeldenAv. Chicago14,lll.

Buws Your

Kt 1 s Hedm Name,[trher

these are gone!

postman $1.00 plus few cents postage on
delivery. Use 5 days—money back if notRd
delighted. Electro Etcher. Dept. G-612,
Strader Ave., Cincinnati,

MODEL RAILROADERS

Send 25 cents for 78 page catalog covering the
WALTHERS’ line of HO and O Gauge railroad parts and
kits for locomotives, Freight and Passenger cars, Track,
Signals, Scenery, Decals and Electrical accessories. Sup-
plements will follow as new items are ready. 3

WM. K. WALTHERS, INC.
243 E. Erie St. Milwaukee, 2, Wis.

“A JEEP FOR HAKAMOTO"

—takes you to the Mindanao hinterland. where Yank and
Filipino combine to wipe out the last diehard pocket of Japs
—and a Nip general who didn't have the guts to commit
hara-kiri but had to have his own private V-J Day dished out

, to him. . . . It's 4 thrilling novelette by E. Hoffman Price.
Plus: ‘‘Epaulette on the Shoulder,”” by R. W. Daly,
stirring story of naval warfare in the-days when \cl=on \\as
young; ‘‘With a Prop and a Prayer,’’ by Coleman Meyer, a
warn of the mile-a-minute power boats

and the crazy men who love and race
them; the third gripping instalment of
Nick Boddie Williams® ‘‘White Javelin’’
—and many other exciting stories and
features to be found only in—

JUNE ISSUE OUT MAY 10TH!
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Kailroad Magazine

Tilton, treas., 761 - W. Inman Ave., Rahway, N. J.

HISTORY of Kentucky’s Riney B. (Richmond,
Nicholasville, Irvine & Beattyville) from the lynching
party which informally dedicated its $170,000 bridge,
to its absorption by the L&N and eventual abandonment,
is featured in current issue of The Kentucky Engineer.
Copies can be had at 25c¢ each from The Editor,
University of Kentucky, Lexington, Ky.

FIRST exhibit of Long Island Model RR Ass'n will
be held at their offices at 2368 Steinway St., Astoria,
L. I.,. May 10-12 and 17-19 (Fridays 7-10 p.m.; Sat.
and Sun. 2-5 p.m., and evenings). Admission: 25c.

ERA FANTRIPS. Tour of Pennsy facilities serving
Camp Kilmer. 'Trains leave Jersey City, May 26th,
10 a.m. Tickets $3.25, or $2.75 if bought before May 91st,
Trip over Hershey Transit Company and Conestoga
Transportation lines, starting from Lancaster, Pa.,.at
11 a.m. June 16th. Tickets $4 after June 14th; $3.50 in
advance. Details on both can be obtained from Electric
Railroaders’ Ass’n, 51 W, 35th St., New York City.

TOPIC of Railroad Enthusiasts’ May 22nd meeting is
Locomotives, today’s giants and those on the drawing
board. Place: Room 5928, Grand Central Terminal, New
York; time: 7:45 p.m.

PLANS for excursions and renewal of monthly meetings
of California-Nevada Railroad Historical Society are
underway. For details see Ted Wurm, 314 15th St.,
Oakland 12, Calif.

Section Foreman’s Dream
XTRA Seven-four-six went into the
ditch
At the switch, just south of the tower,
Put the engine and tank
And ten cars down the bank,
And held Number 8 for an hour.
They called us all upon the carpet, - :

- The G. M. was sore, it would seem,

Thought they’d give me the walk
Till they started to talk.
Then I knew it was only a dream.

With a hand on the engineer’s shoulder,
The trainmaster said with a sigh:

“It was not a low joint

Or a batteréd switch point,

He was taking the ‘puzzle’ in high.”
Then -the engineer said with conviction:
“I can prove by the man in the tower,
When he gave me the ball

I was rocking them all,

And rolling them sixty an hour.”

The master mechanic yelled loudly :

“If you'll let me T’ll prove in“a jiff,

My department’s to blame,

I acknowledge with shame,

That the engine was rigid and stiff.”

I'm not much at visions or dreaming,
It’s seldom I sleep on my back,

I can sidestep and scheme,

But it sure is a dream

When they don't put the blame on the

track.
—Main Central Employee Magazine



BIG MONEY , Ly~
INDEPENDENCE

A PROFITABLE “
LIFETIME '
BUSINESS i X Y
OF :
YOUR 0N, L . 5

PREPARE NOW FOR THE FUTURE

If now employed, start your home appliance repair business NOW in your spare
time and be set with a business of your own no matter what happens. You don’t
need elaborate fixtures or expensive equipment to be a successful repairman.
Operate from your garage, basement, vacant store, ete. Work as ‘many hours
as you wish—the home appliance repairman is his own boss. It is a profitable
occupation for on many types of repairs it is not unusual for a repairman to
charge on the basis of $5.00 to $6.00 per hour. Don’t gamble with your future—
learn a trade that will always support you. Remember, as long as electrical
appliances are used, there will be a need for electrical appliance repairmen.

If you are at all mechanically inclined—can hold and use tools—then you
have all of the qualifications required for becoming a big money earning home
appliance repairman. It does not matter if you have not had a great deal of
schooling or had previous experience along these lines—WE WILL TEACH YOU.
Age should be no barrier—nor should any minor physical handicap.

New Course Tells All

Profusely illustrated, our new course shows you in simple, easy to understand
language and drawings how to make each repair on refrigerators, vacuum cleaners,
washing machines, motors, ete. Explains and gives you a working knowledge
of electricity, welding, nickel plating, etc. Shows you how to build the power
tools you need and how to solicit and keep business coming to you. Not a theory
course but an honest to goodness course written by and used by repairmen the
country over. Price of course is so low that the savings on your own household
a;:ipliance repairs will quickly pay for it. Act now! Mail the handy coupon below
today.

———-Read What Our Students Say About Course-———

I really believe your course the The Course in Appliance 1 am a mechanic for the
best investment a mechanically Servicing arrived a few days Western Union Telegraph
minded man can make.—Claude ago. Want to take out a Co. Three days after receiv-

E. Allen, Indianapolis, Ind. few minutes of my valuable ing the lessons in refrigera-
time to let you know that tion I earned the exact cost
I have received your Course in  this is just what I have of the course.—Henry S. Lee,
Appliance Repairing and I must been looking for ever since Washington, D. C.
say 1 am well pleased with I opened up my Fix-It shop. I work day times at the
same. I am only sorry I did not I must admit that you told shipyard - and after 4:00
have said Course some years ago. the truth when you said that P.M. I operate from my
I have learned so much more it contains quite a bit more cellar and garage. I average
through this course I would not information than I bargained $10.00 to $15.00 clear every
lldlt with it.—Charles Schwarz. for.—I>. J. Bretl. Sebring. day.—Walter Hanhy, Brock-

GET STARTED TODAY — MAIL THIS COUPON

————-——-————————————1

CHRISTY SUPPLY CO.
2835 N. Central Ave., Dept. D-1218
Chicago 34, lllinois

Please send me free illustrated literature about America’s

Fastest Growing Industry — ELECTRICAL APPLIANCE
REPAIRING.




“So that’s why they gave up the chase”

ND who, we ask, wouldr’t prefer to
A. catch up with a gloriously smooth
Calvert highball?

Because Calvert’s a prize definitely
worth bagging. It’s the real thing . .. so
mellow and rich, so truly delectable,
imitating it is just out of the question!

Clear Heads Choose Ca lVBI’t

Calvert Distillers Corp., N. Y. C. BLENDED WHISKEY 86.8 Proof.

We’ve blended more fine whiskey in our
time than any other distiller in America.
That’s why Calvert is reported “the
whiskey most often asked for by name.”
So for the grandest highball you’ve ever
tasted, make it with Calvert.
. It's the real thing !

. . ® . . .

Calvert “Reserve”—65% Grain Neutral Spirits...Calvert “Special”— 7215 % Grain Neutral Spirits
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