August BROTHERS by E. S. Dellinger

Read About
Colorado’s Great

CANYON
WAR

COTTON
BELT BLUES
by C. A. Roach



ABOUT HIM!

that was it, eh! That's what they were
saying—the last thing he suspected.
Now he could understand Lydia’s insistence
that they go home early, and the distant
manner of the Johnsons. He stood there
flushed and humiliated. He would have
given a thousand dollars to escape entering
that room again, and to avoid their gaze of
disguised disgust.

Always Suspect Yourself

There are two conditions that rob a man of
his popularity and cheat him out of his
good times.

One is the presence of body odors, and the
other is halitosis (unpleasant breath). Their
existence is seldom suspected by the victim.
Why risk offending others when you can over-
come the trouble by the use of Listerine, the
safe antiseptic and the quick deodorant?

After Your Bath

It is folly to expect mere soap and water to
counteract body odors. Only a deodorant
can perform this service. And Listerine,
as tests show, instantly overcomes odors
that ordinary antiseptics cannot hide in
12 hours.

After your bath, douse Listerine on the
guilty areas. It freshens. It cleans. It sweet-
ens. It deodorizes.

Makes Breath Pleasant

Most people have halitosis (unpleasant
breath) from time to time, because it is prin-
cipally caused by fermentation of tiny food
particles that the tooth brush has missed.
Dental authorities attribute 90% of dis-
agreeable breath to this cause.

Listerine is the surest remedy for it, be-
cause it is both a germicide and a deodorant.
Because of its power to destroy bacteria, it
immediately halts fermentation and checks
infection. Having thus struck at the cause of
odors, itgetsrid of the odors themselves.Itis
folly to waste time with ordinary antiseptics
which do not possess this double action.

Keep Mouth Clean

Gargle with Listerine every night and every
morning. It halts fermentation. Prevents in-
fection. Arrests decay of the teeth and makes
the breath sweet and agreeable.

Send for free Book of Etiquette. It tells

you what to wear, do, and say at formal

and informal occasions. Address Dept.A.L8f
Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.

THE QUICKEST DEODORANT

ustering crecks BODY ODORS  enos wauimosis
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By E. S. Dellinger

Former Brakeman, Mo. P. ond Frisco; Author of

'Steam and Steel/’ "Sidetrack the Old Ones," etc.

IMILIN* BILL GARNER
walked down the gloomy
hall of the terminal office
building in Lynchville, A
blue serge suit, wrinkled

from days and nights sleeping in it,
hung loosely on his frame. Bill's cheeks
were hollow and thin after a three
months’ siege of swamp fever. He
turned in at the open door of the train-
master’s office.

“ Mr. Mulligan in?” he inquired of
the little stenographer.

HY BROTHERS

The Student Skidded Forward and Plunged
Down Between the Cars

“Yes, sir. Busy right now. Bfe
through in a minute. Sit down, please.”

The girl eyed him from head to foot,
with a shrug of silken shoulders, then
turned back to her typewriter.

Smilin’ Bill took the indicated chair
and stared gloomily out over the rain-
drenched freight yards, where water
streamed from a thousand car roofs
and stood two inches deep between
rusting rails.

Behind the frosted door, voices were
speaking, evenly, clearly. Smilin’ Bill
could hear every word.

“Tell you, Mr. Mulligan,” the soft



one was drawling, “ | ain’t got a thing
ag'in’ that kid uh yours. Young Buck’s
as good as the average student, maybe
better.  What | told him—an’ what
I've said to you a dozen times—is that
us conductors here on this Von Brim-
mer Hill Division can’t understand why
a- trainmaster would refuse to give us
at least one experienced man to the
crew, instead uh forcin’ us to work
with a coupla students.”

“ Whaddya mean by students?”
rasped the harsh vdice of the official.

“You know what | mean, Mr. Mul-
ligan. | mean fellers who ain't been
in the railroad game long enough to
know what to do without a conductor
or hogger on their tails tellin’ 'em
every move. It doubles the work on a
conductor—an’ on these mountain jobs
it's too damn much like flirtin’ with the
undertaker to suit me.”

“ Bear soup, Riggs! Before | took
over this office there was an average of
two wrecks a year on the Von Brimmer
Division. I haven’t hired a boomer
since | been here, nor any other kind of
experienced man. There hasn’'t been a
wreck since—"

“ That's no sign there ain’'t goin’ to
be one, Mr. Mulligan. Some uh these
days or nights Von Brimmer Hill's
goin’ to enter a protest, an’ when she
does you'll see that student brakemen

an’ mountain railroadin’ don't mix
worth—"
Smilin’ Bill heard the office chair

squeak on its swivel, heard the train-
master’s voice break in:

“ Trouble with you, Riggs, is that
the old gang here ruined the makings
of a damn good home-guard conductor
when they nicknamed you ‘Boomer.’
Boomer Riggs is a high-sounding title,



4 RAILROAD STORIES

You've been ttying to live up to it and
help out a lot of worthless drifters that
go floating around the country trying
to ride on traveling cards and claim-
ing the right to live off working men
just because they're worthy brothers.”

The little stenographer grinned.
Smilin’ Bill's ears tingled. The smile
left his face and a hot flush mounted
to his cheeks. What the conductor re-
sponded was lost in a flood of confu-
sion.

Before the war, Garner had been a
boomer. In his frayed wallet now
were traveling cards, a dozen service
letters, all but one of them out of date,
and three lodge receipts. When again
he heard the conversation behind the
frosted door, Mulligan was speaking.

“ Young Buck spent sixty days learn-
ing his job on this railroad, Riggs. He's
been on the board since August.
Thirston’s been on longer than that.
They're full-fledged brakemen, both of
'em. Damn it! They'll be working
on your crew till the last car’s pulled
off.”

“You're the boss, Mr.
admitted the drawling one.

Mulligan,”

“You said a mouthful, Riggs,”
snapped the trainmaster.
The little stenographer chuckled.

Smilin’ Bill's blue eyes blazed. The
frosted door opened, and a sad-eyed in-
dividual of uncertain age, wearing a
red tie, a blue thousand - miler,* a
pepper-and-salt suit, and a yellow
slicker, towered six feet tall in the
opening.

“ And while you're here, Mr. Riggs,”
bellowed the T. M., “1 may as well
warn you against carrying bums—
those boomer brothers of yours—on
any caboose of this railroad. If | ever
hear of it happening again, by the
Eternal, out you go—and no meddle-

= Shirt commonly worn by boomers

some Brotherhood is going to reinstate
you, either!”

Boomer Riggs laughed, and with a
nod toward Smilin’ Bill, sauntered out
of the office.

I

Garner entered as soon as Riggs
had gone. Even before he had asked
a question he knew its answer. Mul-
ligan was rocking to and fro in the
swivel chair. His size 17 white shirt
was open at the throat.  The sleeves
were rolled to the elbow. His iron gray
hair was tousled, while the face beneath
it bore an angry flush.

“Well,” growled the trainmaster,
“ what’s your trouble ?”

“ Lookin’ for a job, Mr. Mulligan.”

“ What kind of job?”

“ Train service.”

“Yeah? Had any experience?”

“Yes, sir.” Smilin’ Bill opened his
wallet and removed a yellow slip. As
Mulligan unfolded it a frown wrinkled
his forehead. It was a service letter
stating that William G. Garner had
been employed on the Arkansas Divi-
sion of the C. B. Ry. from March 11,
1919, to May 6, 1925 ; he had been dis-
charged “ account reduction of force,”
and his service had been commendable.

During his nine years as trainmaster,
Mulligan had doubtless seen thousands
like it, yet he read the slip again and
again. Then he eyed its owner ap-
praisingly.

“In the army during the war, Gar-
ner?” he queried.

“Yes, sir. Twenty-one months.
Yardmaster at St. Nazaire most of
the time.”

Smilin’ Bill lifted his shoulders as he
spoke of the army service. Mulligan
looked puzzled. A boomer with six
years on one job, and a good army
record behind it, was something new in

~—
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his experience. The crease in his fore- Smilin’ Bill hesitated. The smile left
head deepened. his face. He had heard Mulligan con-
“ | take it you weren't promoted on demning boomers a moment before,
the C. B. road?” He arched his brows He dreaded to answer. |If the T. M.
inquiringly.
“ Nope. Promoted on the S. & S. at /
Newberg, 1914.” '

“ Umph, huh.”

Mulligan flicked the ash from his
cigar and read the letter again. Smilin’
Bill's eyes did not waver. He fumbled
the nickel and four pennies in his
trouser pocket, squeezed the empty
wallet in his left hand.

“How many roads did you work
for before you went to France
Garner?”

Boomers Better Stoy the Mell offa This Pike!
That Goes for You and All Worthy Brothers! "

knew his record there would be no job
for him. But Mulligan had to know.
The smile came back. A reckless light
made the soft eyes gleam.

“1 dunno, Mr. Mulligan. | quit
countin’ after | was night yardmaster
at Pocatello. That was thirty-one.”

Mulligan shoved the letter across the
desk.

“ Another damned boomer!” he
grunted. “ Had you figgered out when
you stepped through the door. Can tell
the breed as far as | can see ’'em.
Wouldn't give one of you birds a trip
on my division if our box cars had to
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stay out in the yard till the wheels rust
off.”

The trainmaster picked up a sheaf
of papers and began thumbing through
them. They were complaints turned
in by conductors on the inefficiency and
blundering of this summer’s crop of
student brakemen, especially his son,
Buck. Mulligan swore viciously.

Smilin’ Bill stared hard at the “ brass
hat ” (railroad official). Time was when
he would have directed that man to a
hotter place than Lynchville. Now,
with the installments on his mother’s
cottage at Fort Jones, Arkansas, three
months in arrears, he could not be in-
dependent.

He had banked strongly on getting a
job at Lynchville. As it was considered
the toughest mountain job in the whole
Southwest, trainmasters used to be
eager for the services of experienced
men. Always had boomers been wel-
come. Bill had come a thousand miles,
hoping conditions had not changed.
He cleared his throat, intending to
make one more effort.

“ What the devil are you waiting
for?” Mulligan barked. * The ticket
office is down there in that red brick
building. There'll be a passenger train
leaving at 5.15.”

Smilin’ Bill backed out of the office,
surreptitiously thumbing his nose. At
that moment Mulligan glanced up and
saw the token of disrespect. This called
for an outburst of profanity from the
brass hat, who followed his visitor out-
side, vociferating:

“ Boomers better stay the hell offa
this pike! That goes for you and all
other lousy bums—worthy brothers!”
He spat disgustedly.

Bill sauntered away, but did not go
to the passenger station. The nickel and

four pennies would not buy a ticket to
the water tower. He went to the
freight yards, expecting to catch a ride
west on a caboose or in an empty be-
fore the day was done. Again he was
disappointed.

Two railroad bulls with bulging hips
were watching every train until a flea
could scarcely steal a ride out by them.
They approached Bill, inquired his
business, and warned:

“I1f we ever catch yuh prowling
around these yards any more we'll give
yuh thirty days in the coop.”

From the yards Garner went up to
the Y. M. C. A. Several Brotherhood
men were there. They gave him a meal,
but no one invited him into a caboose
or box car.

“ Boomer Riggs is the only conductor
on this S. F. & E. who dares to carry a
man, now that Mulligan’s here,” a
brakeman told him. * Riggs is headed
west tonight on a wheat drag.* He
might carry you. | don't know. Heard
old Mulligan had him on the carpet this
morning and threatened to fire him if
he ever carried another boomer. You
might ask him, though.”

Bill did not say he had been present
when the threat was made. But having
heard it, he debated all afternoon
whether to approach Riggs or to slip
quietly into a box car under cover of
darkness and go as he had come. He
decided the latter was safer.

Consequently, at nine o’clock that
evening he sneaked by the yard bulls
and edged forward, a few steps at a
time. One by one he tried the doors on
fifty cars of export wheat, which stood
on Track 8, engine coupled, air tested,
ready-to leave town.

All day long the October rain had
continued. Icy drops stabbed through
his wet clothing like frozen needles.

A "drag" is a slow freight train
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Cold and rain had brought back the
nightly chill which he thought he had
left behind in the swamps of Arkansas.
The smile was gone from his face now.
Teeth chattered. Knees knocked to-
gether until he could scarcely stand.

Twenty car lengths away, the friend-
ly gleam of a caboose marker beckoned
invitingly.  There would be fire and
food and shelter from the storm. Bill
was tempted to ask for a ride in it
Then he remembered the angry voice of
the trainmaster threatening Riggs. It
seemed to cry above the splash of rain
on the wet cinders, and he turned away
from the caboose.

Every one of the wheat cars was
sealed and cleated. His only chance to
ride this train would be the bumper or
the rods. He shuddered, jingled the
nickel and four pennies, and felt for
the watch he had pawned in Tulsa.

Between him and the caboose a light
now bobbed up and down. That would
be Boomer Riggs, bringing orders to
the engineer. Smilin’ Bill Garner wait-
ed between two cars of wheat.

The light drew rapidly nearer. A
tall figure in a yellow slicker was ap-
proaching. = When he was ten steps
away, Bill emerged from between the
cars.

Riggs faltered a moment, then, lan-
tern lifted, came on to meet him. The
wanderer uttered a word, a distress
signal. Riggs peered into his face and
answered. .Reaching into his breast
pocket, Garner pulled out his thin,
worn, leather wallet. Without a word,
he held it toward his brother of the rail.

Boomer Riggs took the wallet, stared
at the rectangle of pasteboard showing
through the celluloid window— Smilin’
Bill Garner’s traveling card. He closed
the wallet and handed it back.

“1I'm sorry, Garner,” he drawled.
“Sorry as hell. But right now—I

wouldn’t dare carry my wife’s picture
on the caboose, much less a worthy
brother. Only this morning Mul-
ligan—"

“1 ain't askin’ for a ride in the
crummy, Riggs. | heard what that old
crab told you this mornin’. I wouldn’t
ask no man to risk his job for me. All
I want is an empty | can crawl into
outa this blitherin’ rain—"

“ There's-no empties on my train to-
night, Garner. ‘' Everything’s wheat,
loaded to the limit.” The big con-
ductor studied Smilin’ Bill’'s face, noted
the chattering teeth. “ Sick, ain’'t yuh ?”

“ Have been all summer. Chills an’
fever.”

“You don't need no empty on a night
like this, brother. What you need’'s a
hot lunch an’ a dry bed to sleep in.”

The two men stood looking at each
other through the drizzle. Riggs drew
out his watch, rubbed the face of it
with his wet hand, dropped it into his
pocket.

“ What happened to your last job?”
he inquired finally.

“ Big engines got it. Pulled off five
crews in May. Tryin’ to find another
job. Nobody hirin’ experienced men.”

“1 know—" Riggs dug the heel of
his rubber boot into the cinders. “ I'm
goin’ to take a chance on you, Garner.
I've never yet turned down a worthy
brother, especially a sick one. You can
go on over to the head end with me an’
we'll catch the crummy as she comes
by.”

“ But suppose Mulligan—"

“ Mulligan’ll be in bed asleep. All
we've got to do’s dodge these two yard
dicks an' keep my head brakeman
away from the crummy. My hind
shack* is harmless as a kitten, but the
head one—damn him! He’s old Mul-
ligan's kid!”

*Hind shack—brakeman on rear oftrain
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Three car lengths from the engine,
Garner stopped to wait while Boomer
Riggs took the orders over to the en-
gineer. Shivering in the rain, he con-
sidered the conductor’s offer.

It was nothing new. A thousand
times Bill had carried worthy brothers
on his freight caboose. = A hundred
times he had ridden thus himself. In
the old days it had always been a
courtesy extended by a trainman who
had a job to a worthy brother who had
none. Even now on many roads the
courtesy was seldom denied. But on the
S. F. & E. with a trainmaster like Mul-
ligan—

He was tempted to refuse and to
ride instead the truss rods beneath a
car of wheat. But he thought of the
cold wind whipping over the water-
soaked ballast eighteen inches from his
face, ballast that in the higher altitudes
of the Glory Range might be buried
deep in snow. Then his mind went to
the warm fire in the caboose and
cushion on the bunkers.

Boomer Riggs came back to stand
beside him. They caught the caboose as
it clacked by. And as Riggs led the way
inside, where the fire was roaring up
the pipe of the coal stove, a stealthy
figure in oilskins and broad-brimmed
hat slunk away toward the yard office.

v

For ten miles Riggs and Garner sat
swapping experiences. They had much
in common. Both of them had been
boomers before the war. Both had
railroaded on the Western Front, and
Riggs recalled the time when he had,
for a short while, run. a switch crew in
the C. B. yards at Fort Jones.

Smilin’ Bill mentioned that he had
once worked over this same track be-
fore the Von Brimmer line had been
taken over by the S. F. & E.

“ 1t was some job in those days,” he
mused. “ There used to be a whale of
a mountain to cross between Lynchville
an’ Conway.”

Riggs blew a ring of smoke into the
air. “ There still is, brother. Old Von
Brimmer’s just as crooked an’ just as
perpendic’lar as she always was.”

Smilin’ Bill picked up a hickory
brake club off the bunker and ran a
hand down its scarred surface. The
scars had been made by jamming the
heavy stick between the spokes of many
a brake wheel.

“ Do your students use these, Riggs ?”

“Yeah. Sometimes. When a car’s
standin’ still.”

Both men laughed. Then the skip-
per's face grew serious.

“1've been predictin’,” he growled,
“ that with these green hands some-
thin’ll happen on this hill one uh these
days that'll teach the brass hats a lesson
in railroadin’ they won't forget soon.”

“ Maybe.”

“ No maybe about it, Garner. You
know an’ | know that a man can't learn
to railroad in sixty days. It takes years.
My hind man, Monk Thirston, has
been railroadin’ since July. Young Mul-
ligan’s been on since August. They can
nose out hot boxes an’ open switches.
But if anything ever happens up
around Crestone or Glory Grove, it'll
be just too bad!”

Rain came in heavier downpour. It
sounded now above the clack of wheels
on rail joints. Through it the cry of the
whistle was heard as a mournful
whisper.

Smilin’ Bill yawned. Riggs threw
his cigar stub into the ashpan, put more
coal into the stove. Then he took a
roll of bedding from one of the bunkers,
replaced the lid, straightened out the
cushions upon it, and made down a bed
for his guest.
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“ Put your carcass in them blankets,
buddy,” he drawled. “ When we start
up the hill to Glory Grove we'll fix a
bite to eat an’ a cup uh Java.”

The conductor sat down to work on
his reports. Smilin’ Bill dozed fitfully.
Monk Thirston seemed restless. Several
times he descended from the cupola
and went out to stand on the rear plat-
form.

“What's the matter
asked.

“Aw, | dunno. Seems like some-
thin’'s wrong somewhere. Thought
maybe we was developin’ a hot box.”

“You'll get over that by the time
you've railroaded fifty years.”

Riggs lighted  another
Thirston returned to his cupola.

At ii 150 their train took siding at
Logan to let the “ Midnight Limited ”
by. Riggs went to the telegraph office.
Thirston left the caboose.

Smilin’ Bill pulled the blankets over
his head in an effort to smother the
gloomy thoughts which arose constant-
ly in his mind, and fell asleep. After
what seemed ages, he heard a locomo-
tive whistle. The glare of a headlight
shone through the glass panel in the
rear door. He lifted himself to his
elbow.

“ Wonder if that damn student shut
the switch?” he muttered.

Bill arose and looked back. The
switch light was green, as it should be.
He slipped on his shoes, ran a hand
through his tousled hair. Then he
watched the “ Limited ” drift down be-
tween the switches.

The train stopped. Knowing that
Logan was not a scheduled stop, he
wondered why. He was still wondering
when it puffed away. He did not
wonder long.

The instant the last Pullman had
passed a figure in a yellow slicker came

kid ?” Riggs

cigar.

bustling across the main track and
swung up the steps. Even before he
entered the open door Bill recognized
Trainmaster Mulligan. His heart came
up in his throat. He knew that if Mul-
ligan caught him riding with Riggs it
would be the conductor’s last trip.

The wanderer looked for a place to
hide. There was none. Mulligan
sighted him from the door, stopped
dead still, laughed harshly.

“ So you are riding west with Riggs
tonight, Garner?” he rasped.

“ Nope,” denied Smilin’ Bill. “ Jist
flyin’ across the country. Seen a
crummy with the door open. Dropped
in to warm my wings.”

Mulligan looked down at the unlaced
shoes, at the covers on the bunk, up at
the tousled hair. Smilin’ Bill pulled on
the serge cap and started for the door.

Just then Boomer Riggs swung up
the steps, whistling. As he thrust his
head inside Bill saw him start. The
whistling ceased.

“ Hello, Mr. Mulligan,” drawled the
conductor. “ Wasn't expectin’ the
pleasure of your company tonight.”

“ So | see,” sneered the trainmaster.
“ Carrying another worthv brother, are
you?”

“Ho, sure,” Riggs admitted. “ Mr.
Mulligan, meet Brother William Gar-
ner, Eort Jones Lodge Number 141.”

Mulligan ignored the introduction.
His gray eyes were cold. He thrust
his bronzed face close to Riggs.

“Didn’t | tell you this morning I'd
fire you on the spot if | ever caught you
carrying another one of these—these
worthless drifters? Didn't 1?”

Riggs grinned recklessly. He fum-
bled for a match. “ Kinda seems to
me like—"

“ Seems like hell!” exploded Mul-
ligan. “ When you get into Conway,
turn in your equipment and go back to



"\

10 RAILROAD STORIES

Lynchville for your time. It seems to
h\e like you're fired!”

Mulligan jerked off the slicker,
tossed it angrily on the bunk, strode the
length of the caboose and climbed up
into the cupola. Smilin’ Bill said
nothing. Boomer Riggs laid his train-
book" on the table and hung his slicker
on a nail.

“ That's the way old Mulligan fires
‘em, pard,” he drawled.

“I've been canned that way a few
times myself,” mused Garner. “ Reckon
it would help matters if | made myself
scarce around this crummy the rest of
the way in?”

“ Nope. Mulligan ain’t firin’ me on
account of you. It's because I've been
tryin’ to make him hire railroaders who
do their own work, instead.of students
who let the conductor do it for 'em.”

He turned back to his desk. Smilin’
Bill sat disconsolatelyaon the bunk,
while the tortuous miles slipped back
down the ever steepening plain.

\%

At Mountainberg the helper engines
coupled on, two behind the caboose, one
ahead of the engine.  From there to
Glory Grove the four big mountain
jacks worked three thousand tons of
wheat laboriously up the heavy grade.

While the crummy groaned along,
now six miles an hour, now less or
more, Boomer Riggs fried chicken,
made strong coffee. When lunch was
ready, he called Trainmaster Mulligan
down from the cupola, and the three of
them ate together.

“ It's going to be a nasty trip down
Von Brimmer Hill tonight,” ventured
the trainmaster.

“Yeah, Von Brimmer ain’t so hot
when it's stormin’,” growled Riggs.
“’Specially when yuh got two student
brakemen on your crew.”

Mulligan’s face flushed. He did not
speak again until the meal was finished.
Then he went back to the cupola to
smoke and stare out over the car tops
while the student hind brakeman came
down to eat.

At Glory Grove the wheat drag took
siding to meet an eastbound freight.
Monk Thirston cut off the two pusher
engines and let them into the spur sid-
ing. Riggs went to the office for orders.
Mulligan put on his slicker and strode
over toward the head end of the train.
Smilin’ Bill took another nap.

At 1.25 the eastbound freight pulled
by and went drifting down the grade
toward Mountainberg. Five minutes
later the wheat extra,moved out of
Glory Grove. Conductor and train-
master caught it as it clacked by the
station. They remained on the caboose
platform until the brakeman closed the
switch. Then the three of them came
in and hung up their slickers.

“What's that order you got here,
Riggs,” inquired Mulligan.

“Time on Six at Von Brimmer.”

Riggs fished out the green tissue
with its clearance and handed it to
Mulligan. The trainmaster read the
order and gave it to the brakeman.
From force of habit, Smilin’ Bill
reached for it as Thirston finished
reading.

Number Six, engine 3432 will wait at
Von Brimmer until 3.25 for Exa 3803
west.

Mulligan and the brakeman climbed
to the cupola, leaving Riggs and Garner
standing by the stove as the half mile
of loaded wheat cars rattled down the
grade toward Crestone. On this four
and four-tenths miles, the S. F. & E.
follows the divide. It descends gradu-
ally for more than a mile, dips through
a sag, climbs a slight hump, and tips
over the ridge into Crestone.
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In Crestone, on a quarter-mile of
easy grade, all trains are instructed by
timetable to make a complete stop so
that crews may test air brakes.

Halfway between the Crestone
switches the track begins dipping down.
From the west one it curves sharply to
the left, writhes out along the rim of
Crestone Gulch for a little more than
a mile to the junction with Von Brim-
mer Canyon.

Here it rounds another curve and

emerges upon a sloping ledge of granite.

a thousand feet above the canyon floor.
For seven miles it follows this canyon
wall, squirming down it like a huge
serpent, creeping through its sharpest
turns in three tunnels, and spanning it
on trestles set at dizzy heights above
the whitening waters of Von Brimmer
River.
Vi

Tonight, asS the 3803 tipped over
the grade leading down toward Cres-
tone, the brakes went into emergency.
Riggs swore lustily. He and Garner
dropped upon bunks and braced them-
selves t© take the jar of possible col-
lision. The collision did not come.
Within a few hundred feet the caboose
stopped.

Riggs jerked up his lantern and,
striding forward, flashed its light upon
the air gage.

“ Reckon the hogger lunged one
pullin’ through this sag,” he drawled,
meaning that the engineer’'s careless-
ness in starting the train with a jerk
must have yanked out a drawbar
(“ lung”) and rendered the air brakes
ineffective.

“ Looks like it,” snapped Mulligan.
“I'll give him forty brownies for it.”

Brownies are demerits or black
marks on a railroad man’s record,
named after a Mr. Brown who origi-
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nated the system. So many brownies
mean discharge. On the other hand,
brownies may be wiped out by unusual
meritorious service.

Riggs shrugged. The trainmaster
wrote viciously in the little black book.
Then he climbed down from the
cupola. Riggs put on his slicker, took
one of the heavy brake clubs from the
cupola floor and started for the front
door. Mulligan was two steps behind
with a pocket flashlight.

The brakeman grabbed a red lan-
tern and headed toward the rear.
Boomer stopped with a hand on the
knaob.

“I'll twist up ten brakes on this rear
end, kid,” he yelled. “ You be sure to
let 'em off when you're called in from
flaggin'.”

“ All right, cap.”

The student slammed the rear door
and started back to stop No. 5. Mul-
ligan had already gone forward.
Smilin’ Bill went out on the front plat-
form where Riggs was twisting down
the caboose brake with a club.

“1I'll get your brakes for you, pard-
ner,” he volunteered. “You go on
over to the head end an’ look out for
your trouble.”

“ Thanks, Garner,” muttered the
conductor. “ You'll find an old rain-
suit in that left locker. Better put it

on.

Smilin’ Bill struggled into the worn
suit of oilskins, located an extra club
and lantern, and went out to set brakes
before the air leaked off the cars. With
ten of them tied down, he then fol-
lowed Riggs.

Five cars from the engine he came
upon the conductor and young Buck
Mulligan, busy with wrench and bar,
untangling a mass of wreckage where
the draft rigging, the cross timber, and
part of the front end of an old system
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car had pulled loose and piled up in the
middle of the track.

He helped them break out the debris
and roll it down the embankment.
Then he crawled under the car, where
he lay for fifteen minutes, showing
Buck how to work a chain around a
bolster to draw the car without a
drawbar.

Meanwhile Buck’s father was stamp-
ing around in the rain, raving and
cussing like the top kick in a cavalry
company.

“ I'll fire that hogger, Joe Welch, the
minute | get to Conway,” he stormed.
“ Another damned worthless boomer!
I've been laying for him ever since |
been on the job.”

“ Blame the hoghead!” growled
Riggs. “ If you brass hats would send
these scrap heaps to the rip track in-
stead uh puttin’ ’em out on the head
uh your wheat drags, yuh wouldn’t
have your trains tore all to blazes.”

The car was finally ready to move.
Riggs cut it loose from the one behind
it, and left open the anglecock—the
cut-out valve in the train brake
system—so it would not have to be
turned when the brakeman coupled the
train together on his return. Then he
and young Buck went down with the
engine to set out the car in Crestone.

Arriving there, they found both
passing tracks full. Two eastbound
extras had taken siding there. They
spent thirty minutes sawing their bad
order car into the house track. It looked
as if, with No. 5 due behind, and No. 6
coming up the hill from the west, the
road would be blocked for the rest of
the night.

But by the time he was ready to go
back after his train, the dispatcher had
put out an order instructing Extra 3803
to run ahead of No. 5, Crestone to Von
Brimmer.

stories

“ Delayer said tell you to make it
down to Von Brimmer on double
quick,” the operator told him. “ Said
Number Six would be waitin’ at the
switch for yuh.”

"You tell that delayer to go hang
by his toes,” growled Riggs.

He and young Buck finally took the
engine and four cars back to the train.
The rain had momentarily ceased, but a
new storm was brewing down the
canyon. A cloud, black as ink and
streaked with zigzag lightning, was
rising from the west. The roll of dis-
tant thunder came up out of Von
Brimmer to break the mountain still-
ness and threaten destruction.

Vil

T hte engineer sounded his whistle
calling Thirston in from flagging.
Riggs was on the fourth car with young
Buck.

“Now, kid,” he instructed, “you
make this coupling. Don’t forget to
couple your air and cut it in. Then let
off these five brakes, and stay back to
pass a signal.”

Riggs swung down the* ladder,
dropped off the car. He set the coupling
knuckle, and, leaving the trainmaster’s
son to finish the job, hurried back to
get into position where he could receive
and pass a starting signal around the
curves.

Young Buck brought the two cuts
of cars together and coupled the air
hose connections. Then, student like,
without noticing that the rear one was
already open, he turned both angle-
cocks, thereby cutting off the air-brake
connection behind the fourth car! It
was a fatal mistake, as he realized later
that night.

The rain had commenced once more,
so that Riggs, trotting over the tops of
the cars, could not possibly have heard
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" Nothin* Much Is the Matter/*
Said Riggs. “Only This S. F. &-
E.'s Headed for the Biggest
Smash Since the Road Was Built**

the hiss of air coming through the
trainline.

Engineer Welch, having set his
brake valve to charge the train
line, was down on the ground
with his oilcan. The fireman was
busy with a clogged stoler. Neither
of them noticed in the bedlam of
sounds the absence of one which
they should have heard—a thud-
thud-thud of a racing air pump!

In the cupola, Smilin’ Bill heard
the dull woo—oo—woo! of the
whistle filtering through the
muggy air. At almost the same
time he heard the whistle of No. 5
sounding behind, and reckoning
that Thirston would be back to
the caboose in three minutes, he
turned to the trainmaster.

“ You tell that hind shack I'll
let off his brakes for him,” said Bill.
“ Then I'll wait up there so | can pass
a highball when he gets on.”

Mulligan grunted. Smilin’ Bill re-
leased the brakes. Then he walked the
top of the train until he could just see
the marker’s green gleam. Soon No. 5
pulled in and stopped behind the
caboose. A lamp on the rear swung a
highball, the go-ahead signal.

Garner passed the signal. The con-
ductor’s lantern repeated it, and, after
a few seconds’ pause, two short blasts
of the whistle told him it had been re-
layed to the engine.

It was more than two miles to Cres-
tone. Within ten car lengths the en-
gineer, who krifew he was delaying two
passenger trains, had the train running
twenty miles an hour. Garner waited
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for Riggs, and the two of them walked
the top of the train together back to the
caboose. The train was making thirty
miles an hour when they reached it.

Mulligan and the student were both
in the cupola, facing the air gage.
Neither of them had as yet looked at it.
Smilin® Bill climbed through the left
cupola window over Mulligan’s knees.
Riggs climbed through the right orie.
From force of habit, both of them
flashed lanterns on the gage the
moment they were inside. The black
hand was lying flat against the zero
peg!

“ What—what—" stammered Riggs.

The smile faded out of Bill Garner’s
face. It grew suddenly old.

“ My God! he whispered.

The brakeman came to his knees
shaking. “What's wrong?” he
quavered.

Riggs kicked out the front window
of the cupola and scrambled through.
Garner flung himself out through the
side one. One thought seemed to have
gripped both of them—to get a stop
signal to the head end before it had
tipped over the heavy grade beyond
Crestone. At the end of the first car
Riggs stopped.

“ Come on back, Garrier!” he yelled.
“It's forty cars to where yuh could
even see the engine. Yuh might as well
try to flag a birch bark canoe shootin’
Niagara Falls!”

Both men darted back to the caboose
to recover the brake sticks they had
tossed to the floor as they had entered
through the windows. Mulligan, not
yet fully alive to what had happened,
grabbed the conductor’s valve and was
holding it down. Not a squirt of air
was coming from it!

“What's the matter, Riggs?" he
croaked. “ What's happened ?”

“ Nothin’ much,” was the answer,

“only one uh your expert students
failed to cut in the air when he made a
couplin’ an’ the other one forgot to
look at the air gage when he got on the
caboose. This S. F. & E.’s headed for
the biggest smash since the road was
built!”

“If that kid of mine’s to blame for
this I'll fire him in the morning,” said
the trainmaster, coming quickly out of
his fright. “ I'm going—"

“ There ain’t gonna be no mornin’,”
growled Riggs.

“Whaddya mean?” bellowed the of-
ficial. “ Do you think—"

He stopped short, stared from
Boomer Riggs to Smilin’ Bill Garner.
A veil of ashen gray climbed out of the
collar of his size 17 shirt and covered
the bronzed face. All his brow-beat-
ing sternness had vanished.

“You mean—" he whispered.

“ Exactly,” muttered the conductor,
shedding his slicker and grabbing the

brake stick from the floor. *“ This out-
fit's goin’ into the ditch!”
VIl
W hite-faced and shaken, Monk

Thirston was stumbling around the
caboose. He had snuffed out his lantern
coming down from the cupola. His
trembling hand wasted four matches
relighting it.

Smilin’ Bill stripped off the oilskin
suit to give him freedom. He was
scrambling up the cupola ladder when
Riggs came in from setting the caboose
brake.

“Where yuh goin’, Garner?” cried
the conductor,

“ Goin’' high an’ tie down hand
brakes,” Bill shot back at him,

“ Listen, fellers!” Riggs stopped
with one foot on the qupola ladder,
speaking feverishly. “ You unload
goin’ through Crestone. It's your only
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chance. OlId Joe Welch is on short
time against a passenger train. He's
goin’ down into Crestone like a bat out
of hell, figgerin’ on stoppin’ with half
his train above the lower switch. He'll
slough his air jist after he tips over the
grade. He’'ll find he ain't got any.
He’ll start whistlin’ for brakes. Then
he'll come alive an’ make his fireman
unload.

“ About the time he starts to foiler
he’'ll remember there’s a student brake-
man decoratin’ the top with a lantern
ten cars back. Young Buck, he won't
know what it’s all about. He’'ll be tryin’
to club down hand brakes as long as he
can stand up on ’'em.

“Old Buck'll stay because the kid
stays. OlId devil'll be workin’ air, sand,
an’ reverse when she goes into the
ditch. An’ she’s goin’! Ain’t a chance
in a thousand she'll ride that first curve.
If she does she’ll be makin’ a thousand
miles an hour when she hits that lower
hill.  You three fellers join the birds!”

Out of the night, mingling with the
swish of the wind, with the splash of
ice water, dashing from above, came
the mournful wo00-00-00-00 of the
whistle as the hogger held down the
cord on the 3803—old Joe Welch, who
as yet knew not that Death was crouch-
ing on the curve below!

Smilin’ Bill glanced from conductor
to trainmaster. Mulligan’s lips were
twitching. His eyes bulged from their
sockets. His knees shook until he
could scarcely stand erect clinging to
the grabiron.

Boomer Riggs gave a dry, croaking
laugh. Then, club and lantern clutched
in his right hand, he started swinging
up the ladder into the cupola.

“What you goin’ to do, Riggs?”
yelled Smilin’ Bill.

“ Me ?” Riggs threw a glance into the
white, upturned faces as he backed

through the cupola. “ I've got a meet
with a passenger train waitin’ on the
switch at Von Brimmer. I'll be dubbin’
down handbrakes when—"

Smilin’ Bill did not wait for him to
finish. Leaving brass hat and student,
open-mouthed and quaking, he sprang
up the ladder and followed Riggs. _

Out they went on the reeling slippery
decks, out into the night where light-
ning sent blood red arrows hurtling up-
ward from the crest of old Von
Brimmer.

The rain, dashing in Bill's face, all
but took away his breath. He sprang to
the running board, and, head down,
plunged along the bounding deck.

Riggs kept two strides ahead of him,
leaped the coupling between caboose
and freight car, and swung to the
brake wheel. He whirled it until each
chain became taut, until the brakes
were grinding. 1"Smilin’ Bill dropped
lantern and club to the running board
and grabbed the wheel with him.

While they surged and tugged until
the grinding brakes made the car buck
beneath them, two figures went by.
One was the student, club and lantern
in hand, stumbling awkwardly along
the top. With him was the trainmaster,
hatless, coatless, flashlight gripped in
right hand, hurrying forward to help
set brakes.

“They'll both be killed!” cried
Garner.

“Git that next brake!” Riggs
shouted. “ I'll twist this one down
with the club.”

Riggs set his club in the wheel
spokes, took one notch, two, three. Gar-
ner whirled, grabbed club and lantern,
and plunged on toward the second.

At forty miles an hour, the drag
was writhing down through groves of
Douglas fir and silver spruce which
crowned the crest of the Glory Range.
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From a half mile away came the dis-
mal cry of the crossing whistle. It
ended suddenly, and as Garner whirled
from the brake wheel to plunge for-
ward along the deck, the whistle broke
anew, not this time in the monotonous
crossing blast, but in a wild, frantic,
blood-curdling call for brakes—a call
which, heard once on a mountainside,
is never forgotten.

Mingling with the frenzied appeal
of the whistle, the thunder of the train,
the roar of wind and rain, Bill caught
another sound—a clattering, banging
noise, as of a hundred houses falling.
He knew what it was. A hundred times
he had heard it—the boom-bang-bum-
bum of jostling cars as forty-five of
them, loaded sixty tons each, racing
down the slight grade without brakes,
brought fiercely up against a loco-
motive in reverse and four cars whose
brakes were in emergency.

Bill knew what was coming when
the slack went out of those cars. He
braced himself to take the shock. The
car he rode seemed suddenly to stop,
as if hurled against the granite cliff.

A flash of lightning shimmered in
the mountain sky. Black night became
as blazing day. Smilin’ Bill saw the two
figures ahead of him. The student
brakeman was in the lead, balancing
himself for the leap across the three-
foot gap between the first and second
cars. Mulligan, head down like a
charging bull, was two steps behind.

Garner tried to call a warning, but
before he could open his mouth the
thing was done. The sudden check in
speed hurled both men down upon the
oaken boards. Thirston’s lantern left
jiis hand to roll along the car top.

Above the roar of the storm and the
racing train there came a startled cry,
a wild yell of terror. The student
skidded forward and plunged down

through that yawning gap beneath the
screaming wheels!

IX

T he car jerked forward, then back,
and went rumbling on. Garner ran
along its swaying top. Riggs was a step
behind. They found the trainmaster
struggling to his feet. Oaken splinters
had ripped gashes in his face. He was
spitting and cursing.

Riggs grabbed him by the arm.
“ Git offa here! Do you wanta git
killed?”

But Mulligan had become again the
trainmaster of the mountain. Mad-
dened with pain and fear, he shook his
head and whirled fiercely on the con-
ductor.

“To hell with you!” he screamed,
tottering on the swaying top. “ No
pair of damned boomers is gonna tell
me where to get off. If this train goes
into the ditch, I'm going with it!”

They had now passed the upper end
o f'Crestone yard and were rushing
down between two mile-long strings of
empty freight cars—the eastbound
extras in the siding. Riggs and Garner
left the trainmaster standing on the
running board and leaped from car to
car, madly setting brakes.

The speed of the train cut down to
thirty miles an hour as reverse and
brakes took hold across the level
stretch through Crestone. But neither
of them was deceived.

On the right the green eye of the
order board rushed toward them.
Beyond the station, two markers
twinkling through the rain marked the
end of the eastbound extras. A dozen
rods below those markers, hidden now
around the curve, a pair of switch-
lights stood like sentinels where the
track squirms through the deep rock
cut and plunges down the rim of

1R
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Crestone Gulch. Once they enter the
open jaws of that rock cut . ..

» The car they rode crashed by the
station. Trainmen were running ex-
citedly up and down the platform,
madly waving lanterns. A hoarse voice
shouted:

“Jump, you fools! You'll all be
killed!”

But Riggs and Garner scarcely heard
the cry. Their clubs were working in
and out between the wheel spokes,
twisting, heaving, until laden wheels
were all but skidding on the slippery
rails.

Six brakes had been set when, at
twenty miles an hour, they passed the
two cabooses. Two more were grind-
ing when, with quickening speed, they
crashed over the switch points and
entered the jaws of Crestone Gulch!

They thought they had left Mulligan
behind them, had seen him for the last
time. They were mistaken. Though
old Buck, who had come to the train-
master’s desk by the office route, was
no expert in moving over reeling car
tops, he was a man who did not know
defeat.

As they worked on their seventh
brake he came lumbering 'awkwardly
by them. He was even trying to run;
but, thrown by the jerking motion of
the speeding train, he stumbled right
and left like a drunken man.

He was working with the eighth
brake when they reached it. “ Git
out—" began Smilin’ Bill, who was a
step ahead.

But already the trainmaster had
turned and gone lumbering away to the
next.

Entering Crestone Gulch, they had
run head on into the fiercest storm of
years, into one of those bursts of
revelry among the elements which
sometimes come when summer bids

2R

goodby to earth in the wilds of the
southern Rockies.

About them lightning danced and
quivered. Deafening thunders crashed
against the granite walls, rising higher
and higher. Rain came in sheets. Wind-
driven, it lashed their faces, drove
through their clothing as if they had
none on. Water streamed -from sod-
den garments.

It is nights like this which try the
souls of the men who ride the rail. On
such nights one man of five having
blundered, the other four must risk a
meet with Death and sometimes keep
it. And on passenger trains they must
risk all in fire, flood or storm, lest pas-
sengers, who sleep in thundering
berths, trusting their lives to the care
of grimy, hardfaced men they never
know, should waken in Eternity.

The whack-whack of the wheels on
joints came in ever quickening rhythm.
The scream of the wheels grew louder.
Like the death cry of the fabled
banshee, it played up the scale and sent
gooscflesh spreading over the wet skin
of the two men who had just seen one
of their crew go hurtling down between
them.

With more than a dozen brakes set,
with the heavy train doing thirty miles
an hour and gaining speed at every
turn of its wheels, hope died in them.

“We'll—we’ll never make that first
curve, Garner,” choked Riggs. “ We'll
fall a half a mile straight down.”

Smilin’ Bill did not answer. The
death cry of the student was still ring-
ing in his ears. Minutes now, seconds
maybe, and he too might be hurtling
down the cliff face to the jagged rocks
below. He clenched his teeth and
twisted the brake tighter.

On top of the fifteenth car, Mulligan
was poised for a leap to the next. As
the two men came on they watched
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him. He balanced, wobbled drunkenly,
balanced again and jumped.

The trainmaster cleared the coupling,
missed the running board, went side-
wise almost to the edge of the roof—
the edge whence a slip, another step,
would send him headlong down the
face of the granite cliff. He hung
motionless for a second, then reeled
backward and fell sprawling across the
running board of the car.

Garner and Riggs leaped the coupling
to him and attempted to lift Mulligan
to his feet.

“l—1 can’'t go, fellows!” he cried
hoarsely, rising to his knees. * It's up
to—to you!”

In the pouring sky, sheet lightning
glimmered. White water coursed down
cold walls of granite rushing by. In the
canyon below, black pine trees bowed
and beckoned before the rush of the
west wind.

Yet, through it all, with Death lurk-
ing on the curve a mile away, the two
boomers, skilled and hardened by years
atop these rattling freights, twisted taut
the brake, smiled grimly at the plight
of the man who had that day cursed
them and their kind as worthless
drifters.

Tonight, before he died—if indeed
he was doomed—old Buck Mulligan
would learn that only men like them
could even stay and fight with the
mountain job on the crags of Von
Brimmer.

X

o n and on the wheat drag thundered
down the grade—thirty-five, forty
.miles an hour and more. Not in years
had a drag attained this speed on Von
Brimmer Hill. On and on the two men
plunged over the tops, still setting
brakes.

Only six minutes had elapsed since

they had climbed in at the cupola win-
dow and looked at the air gage—six
minutes which, in the span of human
life, seem endless. During that time
they had tied down the brakes on
twenty-five cars. Some of they had
failed to hold—dogs loose on bolts or
chains rusted until they would not
stand the leverage of heavy clubs.

Half a mile above the first sharp
curve where Crestone Gulch joins Von
Brimmer Canyon they were running
forty miles an hour—where they
should be making only ten. Seventy-
five cars pounding over every rail joint
in sixty seconds!

Never had a train ridden Crestone
curve at such a speed. Beneath it, the
bottom of the canyon was piled with
car wheels, locomotive parts, twisted
scraps of cars which had failed to take
the curve. Some of those scraps had
been rusting there since the days of the
hand brake and the link coupler.

As they approached it the mournful
cry of the whistle arose above the
clamor. Old Joe Welch was staying
with them to the end.

After the whistle sounded the two
boomers hurried to the center of a car
and crouched down waiting. Never do
to be caught walking the tops on that
curve. In a flash of lightning they saw
the box cars ahead of them pouring
out of sight behind the rock wall.

Watching, listening, they felt the car
they rode set up a quiver. They heard
the groan of its quickening wheels. The
car swayed far out to the left. It
seemed to rise in balance with wheels
against the banked outer rail.

Before the light died out they caught
another glimpse of the blackened
depths of Von Brimmer Canyon, far
down on the left. Apparently they were
skimming along the top of the world.
The gulch below was bottomless.
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Riggs and Garner gripped
the running board more
tightly. They were scarcely
breathing when the car they rode
took the curve. Like the one ahead,
it leaned far out to the left. In
the moment of suspense ,they even
feared their added weight might over-
balance it. Then, with a jerk and a
bang, it dropped into place and went
racing down the mountain.

The men gulped and shuddered.
Seconds passed before they realized
that they had made this first curve in
safetv. They came to their feet running.

“We've—we've got a chancel”
panted Riggs. “ A fightin'—chance.
Two miles to Winston Tunnel— Git
a dozen brakes! Maybe slow ’‘em
down to make it.”

With renewed hope, they sprang to
their work. Never before had rail-

Smilm* Bill Grabbed
Boomer Riggs by the
Knees, Crying: *“ The
Tunnel! Downl!l

readers fought as they fought that
night against speed and tonnage. They
tugged, lunging forward along slippery
tops, falling, rising, stumbling on in
frantic effort to get that three thousand
tons of wheat under control.

At thirty miles an hour, it might
make the turn out on the high trestle
beyond. At forty, never!

From niches in the wall track-
walkers yelled up to them in shaken
profane voices demanding what the
hell they were doing. From far down
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the canyon came the cry of the whistle,
telling them that the grizzled old
hogger was still at his post, keeping
steam on his gage, pounding an engine
in reverse, working four air brakes to
.help them.

Somewhere behind, on the rain-
drenched top, Buck Mulligan crouched
and clung for life to the running
board. Somewhere ahead, his son
should be twisting down handbrakes.
There should be a gleam of his lantern.
No light was there.

“ Reckon the kid jumped?” panted
Garner, once when they twisted a brake
together.

“ Nope. Might 'a’ fell off.
jumped—not Mulligan’s kid!”

Knee to knee and toe to toe, they
struggled on. Their brakes were now
cutting down the speed— thirty-five
miles—thirty-three!

Walking became easier. At thirty
miles an hour they swung out over the
high trestle leading into the tunnel. A
few car lengths away its black mouth
reached toward them, an arched lip
with a bare five feet clearance above the
tops of the box cars.

Between them and it the “ telltale ”
or “ head tapper” swayed in the wind
of the rushing train—a heavy fringe of
knotted cords stretched across the track
to warn unwary trainmen that danger
was overhead. This fringe would slap
the face of a man standing straight on
top of a car. Stooped as they were over
a brake wheel, Riggs and Garner would
pass beneath it

Struggling for notches, for more
braking power, neither of them was
thinking of that low-roofed tunnel.
Through the darkness they could not
see it. In the roar of the river, the
rumble of the train, the deafening
thunder, they had not heard Old Joe’s
last warning whistle.

Never

Old railroaders though they were,
the boomers were off their guard. The
tunnel rushed toward them. Within a
second the “ telltale ” would pass above.

Four feet from it, Smilin” Bill
straightened his aching back, and
opened his mouth to speak. The bits of
rope reached down like ghost fingers
and brushed his face.

A student would have stood and
wondered. An instant only, Smilin’
Bill was puzzled. Then he grabbed
Boomer Riggs by the knees, plunged
with him to the car top, crying:

“ The tunnel! Down!”

Even as they fell, the tunnel arch
swept above them. Coal smoke was
choking. A smothering blackness en-
veloped the two men. No rain fell
upon them. The roar was deafening.
The air was charged with gas.

Seconds passed. They came once
more into the open. Fresh air filled
their nostrils. Rain was now in their
faces. Lightning blazed in the dripping
sky. In a flash they glimpsed some-
thing black on a car ahead of them.

“What the hell!” yelled Boomer
Riggs. “ Looks like—"

They did not set the intervening
brakes. Riggs in the lead, they ran
over the car tops and brought up beside
a huddled figure. It was young Buck
Mulligan, hatless, without club or lan-
tern, fingers still gripped for life in the
crack of the running board, unaware
that they had passed the danger point,
that they would make their meet with
No. 6 at Von Brimmer siding.

Buck lifted a terrified face to them.
Eyes were gleaming white in their soot-
black setting. He stared at the boomers
as at apparitions from another world.

“ Where’s your lantern, Kkid?”
growled Smilin’ Bill.

“Lost it—cornin’ through Crestone,”
guavered the young brakeman. “ Come
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damn near goin’ with it. God, what a
ridel”

Boomer Riggs laughed harshly.

“ What does that fool hogger think
he’s tryin’ to pull down here tonight,
.anyhow?” inquired the trainmaster’s
son. ‘" Tryin’ to kill us all?”

“Naw!” Riggs flung back sarcasti-
cally. “ Settin’ a new speed record
down Von Brimmer Hill.”

X1

w ith hinety pounds of air showing
on the gage, the wheat extra had
dropped down into Von Brimmer sid-
ing. In the caboose Smilin’ Bill Gar-

ner and Boomer Riggs stood with backs
to the stove, watching the trainmaster
wash off blood and dirt, then patch his
skinned /ace with sticking plaster.

“You still wantin’ a job, Garner?”
asked Mulligan, without looking away
front the glass.

“I1've not got one yet,”
boomer's response.

Mulligan coughed and sputtered,
dashed a hand across his eyes. Then
he faced the two of them.

“1—I1 lost a man tonight—I've got
to hire somebody to take his place.
And, by the Eternal, the man | hire is
going to be a worthy brother!”

was the

THIS HOG HAD 96-INCH DRIVING WHEELS!

Courtesy of Otto Kuhler and Schwarz Galleries, New York City
A Fomous Old Engine— One of a Series of Five Historical Lithographs by Otto Kuhler
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“ Any Man Interfering with This Work Will Stop a Bullet between the Eyes ! ”
Thus a Santa Fe Man Challenged the Denver & Rio Grande in 1878

By Earle Davis

'E got here first and

we're building the

Canon City & San

Juan Railroad

through the Grand

Canyon of the Arkansas. Any man

interfering with this work is going to
stop a bullet between the eyes!”

Taking deliberate aim with his re-
volver, W. R. Morley flung defiance at
a band of two hundred men, represent-
ing the rival Denver & Rio Grande,
who had been hastily recruited and
armed for an invasion of the Royal
Gorge on April 19, 1878.

Morley was engineer in charge of
construction for the Atchison, Topeka
& Santa Fe Railway at EI Moro, Colo.,
where the D. & R. G. main line ended.
The Santa Fe was attempting to fling

its steel northward to Leadville, Colo.
Silver had been discovered there and
the Santa Fe was determined to add
that rich territory to its rapidly grow-
ing system. The D. & R. G. also knew
of the silver boom and was eager to
push westward from Pueblo and beat
out its competitor.

Leadville at that time was the
world’s greatest mining camp and
highest city, walled in by mountains
10,000 feet above sea level. Twelve
thousand freight teams, working six
days a week, kept that camp operating
at high pressure and carted away its
precious metal.

No wonder that two railroads were
fighting for the silver key to Lead-
ville. The only route lay through the
canyon, where for miles a sheer rock

The “ Shou-wa-no," First Freight Locomotive Used on the Denver <& Rio Grande. Built by Baldwin in 1871

2
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wall rises up to 3,500 feet
above the narrow winding
passage way of the Arkansas
River.

Whichever road would hold this
modern Thermopylae would serve the
silver fields, besides having a steel
highway along a route of rare scenic
beauty for the tourist passenger busi-
ness.

There was bitter rivalry from the
start. The Santa Fe had snubbed Den-
ver, whereupon the Denverites in 1870
had organized a road of their own, the
Denver & Rio Grande, to build south-
ward and head off the Santa Fe. The
original plan was to extend from
Denver to EI Paso, Texas, 850 miles,
and possibly as far as Panama. The
Denver & Rio Grande had already
surveyed to Mexico City and was pre-
pared to go into the job on a big scale.

Heading this enterprise was Brig.
Gen. William Jackson Palmer, a fight-
ing Quaker, thirty-four years old, who
had been secretary to a president of the
Pennsylvania Railroad and later served
as chief engineer of the Kansas Pa-
cific.

In 1870 Palmer had the solid sup-
port of Denver’'s 4,000 population, but
the financiers back East were more in-
terested in the five big
trans-continental lines
which were then either
building or planned. It was
felt in New York and
Philadelphia that the north-
ern Rockies could not be
pierced because of heavy
snowfall which would block
traffic for at least five
months every year. A rail-
road from Charleston, S.

C., to- San Diego, Calif.,,
they contended, would be
more practical.

While one end of the D. & R. G.
was being built in Colorado, General
Palmer raised money to lay the first
150 miles of rail northward in Mex-
ico—a country which until then was
entirely without railroad service. This
work was halted, however, by a revo-
lution.

Then came the panic of 1873, ™
which seventy-seven American rail-
roads were wrecked. Very little con-
struction was done on the D. & R. G.
for the next four years.

The first clash with
occurred in February,
1878, at Raton Pass,
N. M., gateway to the
South, where the Rio

the Santa Fe

Typical of Colorado Rug-
ged Landscape is the
Curecanti Needle on
the Marshall Pass
Route, D. & R. G.,
Pictured Here

and in the Old
Trademark

on Page 22



24

Tablet Erected to General Palmer in Mexico City

Grande had made a preliminary survey.
William B. Strong, militant vice presi-
dent and general manager of the A,
T. & S. F., decided the pass should be
taken over by his own road. He sent
for Chief Engineer A. A. Robinson,
who had made a remarkable record in
constructing every mile of the Santa Fe
that had not been acquired by purchase.

“ Seize Raton Pass immediately and
hold it on behalf of the Santa Fe,” Mr.
Strong ordered, “ by force if neces-
sary.”

Robinson was in Pueblo at the time.
When he boarded a D. & R. G. train
to go to EI Moro, he was recognized
and followed by J. A. McMurtrie, the

" Montezuma," the D. & R. G.’s Earliest Passenger Engine.
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rival road’s chief engineer. Both
leaped off the train at EI Moro even
before its wheels stopped spinning.
McMurtrie hurriedly mobilized an
armed force, while Robinson borrowed
a horse and rode furiously to Trini-
dad, five miles away, where the D.
& R. G. was unpopular because it had
not yet built up to that point.

With a small army Robinson
marched into Raton Pass at 4 a.m .
just ahead of the McMurtrie outfit,
and held the pass without firing a shot.
Thus the Santa Fe won its first skir-
mish in the Canyon War.

Then came the encounter which
opens this story. Enmity between the
coal interests of Canon City and EI
Moro had led to the incorporation of
the Canon City & San Juan Railroad,
whose charter authorized it to build
through the Canyon of the Arkansas
to Salida, Colo., forty miles away.
This “ paper road " was offered to the
Santa Fe, which quietly accepted but
did nothing about the matter until the
Leadville silver boom. Then, on April
17, 1878, Mr. Strong determined that
his men should take possession of the
canyon and extend the Santa Fe line
to Leadville under the franchise grant-
ed tothe C. C. & S. J.

It Was Made by Baldwin in 1871. Total

Length, Including Tender, 30 Feet. Total Weight, 25,000 Pounds
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" Mountaineer," No. 101 on the D. & R. G.

From Photo Collection o floseph. Lavelle

Built in England and Presented by the Duke of Sutherland
for Service on the Narrow-Gage Veto Pass Line, 1873 to 1883.

This Engine Was of the Farlie Patent

Double-Ender Type (0-H-4-0), a Wood-Burner with lox 18-Inch Cylinders and 39-Inch
Driving Wheels ; Weight, 62,000 Pounds

“ Get the fastest horse you can find,”
he instructed a messenger, at Rocky
Ford, Colo., “ and ride over to Deep
Rock, our nearest engineering station,
fifty miles from here. Tell the engineer
there to go immediately to Canon City,
with utmost speed and with all the men
available. Instruct him to occupy the
canyon and stay there, no matter what
happens.”

Meanwhile, on the 18th, Morley, of
the Santa Fe, was sent to replace the
engineer at Deep Rock. Finding that
the latter was not carrying out instruc-
tions, the fearless Morley took the sit-
uation into his own hands. He com-
mandeered an engine and made a wild
run to Pueblo, which he reached late
that night.

Tense excitement filled Pueblo. A
Denver & Rio Grande -construction
gang had just taken a night train west-
ward, with the intention of seizing the
canyon at daybreak. Apparently the

Santa Fe cause was lost. But no! Mor-
ley gritted his teeth, ran to a livery sta-
ble at midnight, mounted a horse and
was off in the darkness, riding through
the rough and dangerous canyon.
Recklessly he whipped his steed, cut
corners, hung on the brink of chasms,
and all night long dared the tumultu-
ous rushing waters of the Arkansas to
come and get him.

It was a desperate journey, on the
hundred and third anniversary of Paul
Revere’s ride. Just as dawn gilded the
jagged mountain peaks, Morley’s horse
dropped dead, and Morley himself,
utterly spent, staggered on foot into
Canon City, which was friendly to his
railroad.

At the same time, the train contain-
ing the Denver & Rio Grande group,
equipped with weapons as well as con-
struction supplies, steamed into town.
Morley, unrecognized, hurried to the
local offices of his company, where he
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Scene of the Canyon War— Grand Canyon of the
Arkansas— as It Looks Today. The Royal Gorge.
Far Overhead Is the World's Highest Auto-
mobile Bridge, Opened Dec. 8, 1929

obtained authority to grab the pro-
posed right-of-wav. Then he picked up
a shovel and rushed out, driving a
buckboard madly toward tire canyon,
two miles distant, accompanied by
President Clelland of the Canon City
& San fuan and six assistants.

Their opponents, unaware of what
was happening, arrived on the scene
a few minutes later and saw Morley
digging with his lone shovel, officially
beginning construction work on what
was intended to be the C. C. & S. .
main line.

There were three hundred Spartans
in the pass at Thermopylae, but only
eight audacious men barred the ad-
vance of probably 200 Denver & Rio
Grande fighting workers in the Grand
Canyon of the Arkansas.

“ Look what's here!” jeered the D.
& R. G. spokesman. “ You'd better go
now. We're gonna build a railroad.”

“ Not so’'s you could notice it,” re-
torted Morley, with a steady eye. “ We
are holding this location on behalf of
the Canon City & San Juan. Any man
who attempts to meddle will get a car-
cass full of lead.”

The invaders looked into the muzzles
of leveled firearms and discreetly with-
drew to another point in the canyon, a
few miles away. The case was then
taken to the courts for a long series
of litigation, and the D. & R. G. was
enjoined from interfering with the C.
C. & S. J.'s construction work. The
Rio Grande retaliated by refusing to
haul supplies over their line, but the
Santa Fe interests, undaunted, trans-
ported their material by wagon trains
from Pueblo.

The D. & R. G. also applied to the
courts, on the ground that the Santa
Fe's charter did not authorize a Colo-
rado extension, but was beaten again
and was nearly bankrupted by the
costly legal controversy. The jubilant
Santa Fe then threatened to build a
line paralleling the entire stretch of
the D. & R. G., whereupon the latter
accepted a truce upon disastrous terms.
On December 13, 1878, the Santa Fe
obtained a strangle-hold lease upon D.
& R. G., with its nearly 400 miles of
narrow-gage road.

Rut the victor, being a Kansas con-
cern, apparently showed little intention
of giving the residents of northern
Colorado the kind of transportation
service they demanded. The Santa Fe’'s
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chief purpose at that time seemed to be
the glorification of Kansas City as the
metropolis of the pioneer West. So the
war was on again.

Both of the rivals kept armed gangs

27

to take him to Denver as speedily as
possible. The latter, who knew of
Judge Bowen’s decision and was loyal
to his company, the Rio Grande, hid
a copy of the writ in his boots and

A Train of Two Cars and Its Bewhiskered Crew at Manitou, Colo., on the Denver & Rio Grande
Railroad about 1831

in the disputed canyon. Despite the
lease, the D. & R. G. train and engine
crews, station agents, etc., were loyal
to the Colorado road, and clashes were
frequent. In the spring of 1879 ~ie Bio
Grande management, backed by addi-
tional capital, threw more men into the
fray and forced Attorney General
Wright of Colorado to bring a suit
challenging the right of a “ foreign”
corporation to push its main line
through Colorado.

The legal battles were tense. The
Supreme Court gave the Rio Grande
prior right to the Leadville canyon,
and the Santa Fe was forbidden to con-
tinue to operate the road it had leased.

The attorney general's suit was
heard before Judge Bowen at Alamosa.
Immediately afterward Willard Teller,
Santa Fe legal representative, got into
a D. & R. G. train waiting at the little
station there and ordered a conductor

delayed the train about fifty-two miles
from Denver by removing a main rod
from the engine and throwing it into
Palmer Lake.

Then the conductor leaped aboard a
hand car and highballed down the long
slope into Denver, while the Santa Fe
lawyer fussed and fumed in the stalled
train.

Flushed with victory, a force of
fifty D. & R. G. men, equipped with
guns, blocked Santa Fe operations in
the Grand Canyon. A Santa Fe spokes-
man demanded: “ What the hell are
you doing here?”

“1I'm holding this pass for the Den-
ver & Rio Grande Railroad,” respond-
ed J. R. Deremer, construction engi-
neer, “ by authority of the Supreme
Court and the fifty rifles you see here.”

“We'll fix that,” was the retort, and
the Santa Fe adherents imported an
armed gang headed by “ Bat " Maste -
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son, who is said to have had a long-
record of killings, most of them justi-
fiable “ executions ” in the course of
Bat’s duties as city marshal at Dodge
City.

Then on June to, 1879, came the
news of Judge Bowen’s decision. Gen-
eral Palmer, president of the D. & R.
G., personally tapped the wires at Colo-
rado Springs and sat up all night lis-
tening to Santa Fe messages. Also, he
organized a band of mounted couriers
to aid in train dispatching until his
road could recover telegraph service.

Fearing that Judge Bowen would
be reversed the next day, Palmer sent
out a small army of his men as sher-
iffs’ deputies, each having a copy of
the Bowen writ, with instructions to
take possession of all Denver & Rio
Graiide property, lease or no lease.

The first station they marched upon,
West Denver, was locked, but it was
broken open and a D. & R. G. brass-
pounder was put on the job imme-
diately. After that, with the assistance
of another Rio Grande force of depu-
ties under ex-Governor A. C. Hunt
proceeding northward by train, the en-
tire road was recaptured by its own
men. Santa Fe engineers were dragged
from their cabs and station agents were

forcibly evicted, in some cases after an
exchange of rifle fire.*

The last point to fall was Pueblo,
which the Santa Fe sympathizers were
determined to hold at all costs. Their
shock troops, Bat Masterson and his
gang, were entrenched in the round-
house, while the more dignified Santa
Fe officials tried desperately to induce
Governor Pitkin to call out the state
militia. The Governor ordered the lat-
ter to wait under arms, their bayonets
gleaming in the sunlight, but not to
march unless local officers of the law
should lose control of the situation.

At Denver, General Manager Dodge
of the D. & R. G. made up a train to
run south. The Adams Express Co.
messenger was loaded down with six
shooters and locked in his car. W. B.
Strong, who was now president of the
Santa Fe, had a team of horses hitched
up and drove furiously from his hotel
to the depot, to intercept the train be-
fore it pulled out. A crowd followed,
expecting the shooting to begin then
and there, but President Strong saw
the futility of settling it with bullets
and he turned again to the courts.

Meanwhile, attention was centered
on Pueblo, where the Santa Fe cohorts

= See Front Cover Picture

This Little Engine Pulled Some of the First D. 6- R. G. Possenger Troins through the Royol Gorge
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Pullman Car Life on the Old Kansas Pacific (Now Union Pacific) at the Time of the Canyon War

were making their last stand in the
Canyon War. Bat Masterson’s follow-
ers had stolen a cannon from the local
militia, it was reported, and were ready
to die hard. Finally R. F. Weitbrec,
treasurer of the D. & R. G., waved a
white flag, the signal for a parley, then
entered the besieged roundhouse.
Bat's men agreed to lay down their
arms, and were permitted to leave un-
molested.

The roundhouse was captured, but
grim Santa Fe men continued to hold
the dispatcher’s office until the arrival
of Hunt's train with about two hun-
dred deputies. The dispatcher’s office
was forced open, amid a hailstorm of
bullets, and thus the Santa Fe lost its
last D. & R. G. stronghold.

Two Santa Fe men were killed and
two wounded in the D. & R. G.’s dra-
matic recovery of its own road, but
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the real battle was fought out in the
courts. Although General Palmer and
his friends were in complete posses-
sion of every department of the nar-
row-gage line, a federal court reversed
Judge Bowen’s decision on June 12th.
Then on the 14th Bowen retaliated by
throwing the D. & R. G. into a re-
ceivership. Anticipating further trou-
ble, the latter fortified the station at
Pueblo, while Engineer Dereiner's
forces continued to hold the pass
against their enemies.

In this crisis the Santa Fe appealed
to the federal court again, and the or-
der went forth that all property taken
“ unlawfully ” by the D. & R. G. must
be returned. The Colorado road obeyed
this order, but at the same time ob-
tained a court injunction forbidding
the Santa Fe to operate in the disputed
territory.

Finally the trouble-making lease was
cancelled. The D. & R. G. agreed to
pay for all construction work which
the Santa Fe had done on its line up
to that date, including the famous
hanging bridge in the Royal Gorge—
a world famous engineering feat, de-
signed and built by C. Shaler Smith in
1879—and for the franchises, a total
of $1,800,000, besides pledging itself
not to extend operations further south
into New Mexico.

At the same time, the Santa Fe
promised not to parallel the tracks of
its northern Colorado rival, and it was
assured of half of the D. & R. G. in-
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terstate business, the other half going
to the Kansas Pacific. In 1882 a traf-
fic agreement authorized the Santa Fe
to run its own trains to Denver.

The net result of the Canyon War
was that the D. & R. G. was permitted
to expand locally, while the wealthier
and more ambitious Santa Fe concen-
trated on the transcontinental field.
But the Denver & Rio Grande had to
go through three receiverships before
peace was finally restored.

The next trouble came with the Rio
Grande Western. This was a new road
organized in 1882 by General Palmer,
president of the D. & R. G., who was
now planning to extend the steel high-
way to Ogden, Utah. Palmer made a
rental contract whereby the Rio Grande
Western was turned over to the D. &
R. G., whereupon a bitter struggle en-
sued between those two companies.

In a fury, General Palmer resigned
from the D. & R. G., which then tore
up a mile or more of its tracks across
the Utah line, severing all physical con-
nections with the Rio Grande Western
for nearly a year. Finally, in 1900,
Palmer sold the R. G. W. to the D. &
R. G. and retired. From this merger
came the road’s present name, Denver
& Rio Grande Western.

When the aged general died in 1909
he left a large fortune to be divided
among his former employees, particu-
larly those who had stood by him
through thick and thin in the Grand
Canyon War.

THE WORLD'S SHORTEST RAILROAD

HE Missoula Belt Line, with only 175 feet of track, is the world’s shortest railroad.
Located just west of Missoula, Mont, it is used as a transfer line between the

Northern Pacific and Milwaukee railroads.
erty at $5,000 and levied taxes of $116.66, which was paid under protest.

Tax authorities in 1930 assessed the prop-

Robert C.

Cardell, owner of the midget line, recently has entered a tax recovery suit, contending
that the road is worth no more than $180, and that his taxes should have been but
$9.75 if based on the same lineal foot assessments as the two railroads it connects.



Sure, Wilson Knew Who Held Him Up— He Could
Pick That Scar-Faced Bozo out of a Thousand!

IN-PAN” WILSON
cocked his big feet up on
the telegraph table, leaned
back at an angle of forty-
five degrees, plunked a

few preliminary chords on the guitar,
and raised his voice in song.
Oh, they buried Mister Casey,
in a coffin fine and grand;
With his Sunday suit and collar
And a lily in his hand.
Yes, they buried Mister Casey,
And most everybody said—
There was nothing wrong about it,
For poor Casey, he was dead.
“ E—e—ow—yow—yow—eeeeee.”
Wilson jumped up, looked out the

open window at a sand dune some hun-
dred yards to the west and shook his
fist.

“ Damn that coyote,” he growled,
“mockin’ me, the lousy whelp. If I
had a thirty-thirty | could pick him off
of there, showin’ like he does in the
sunset—damn him.” He yelled other
and more profane words at the culprit
until the wolf broke in with a series of
“yees” and “ vip-vip yippity-yips " and
slid out of sight on the opposite side of
the dune.

“You mustn't swear, mister man,”
said a voice. “ It ain't nice.”

Wilson looked around in surprise to
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see where the voice was coming from.
Not until he stretched his neck out the
window did he observe the small wheel
chair and the bit of humanity in it—a
child, some ten or twelve years of age.

“ Well, well; howdydo,” grinned the
operator, “and who might you be,
young lady ?”

“I'm Tess Franklin, and my daddy’s
the section foreman, and he’s goin’ to
send me away off to get my spine fixed
so | can walk. Ain’'t he a good daddy?”

“1'll say he is,” agreed Tin-pan,
when he looked at the big, bright eyes
so full of anticipation at the mere
promise of being able to walk like otjier
children. “ He sure is—” He had
never seen such pleading combined with
the tell-tale story that reveals itself in
the eyes of all cripples. “ I'll say he
is,” he repeated. “ And when are you
goin’, Miss Tessie Franklin?”

“Tonight, if daddy can raise the
money. I'm just around saying good-
by to things— Mrs. Michael's dog— his
name’'s Rover—and the frogs down
there in the pond.”

Wilson looked at her and smiled.

“And now I'm goin’ to see you
home. Where do you live?”

She pointed down the track to the
'neat section house that stood some half
mile away.

“How did you ever get away up
here?” he demanded.

“ This way,” she manipulated the
wheels with her hands to show him.
“ But I'm tired now—you don't know
how tired it makes me, sometimes.”

“ 1 know one thing, though,” he an-
swered as he took hold of the handle to
push the contrivance along. “ Tou
should be wearing a blue dress. You
see,” he added whimsically, “ when a
car is crippled we sometimes hang a
blue flag on her.”

They chatted like old friends as Tin-
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pan trundled hiS passenger along
toward home. At the gate leading into
the yard he stopped.

“Well, goodby, Miss Tessie Frank-
lin,” he said. “ I guess you can make
it the rest of the way? So you're
going away tonight to be made well and
then I'll bet you have fun?”

“ On the morning train, yes, sir.”

Wilson turned away just as a
woman'’s voice was calling.

Api, the way back to the depot he
marveled at the fate that had twisted
the spine of the child. He was not
particularly sentimental, but such
things always gave him a moment of
sober reflection.

“ It's hell,”'he said to himself, “ bein’
forced to face the hard knocks of life
in a condition like that. It's hard
enough for us folks who ain’t got any-
thing the matter with us.”

Squires, the agent, was at the depot
when the operator returned. He listened
to the story told him.

“Why,” he said, “ that kid’s' right
in her second heaven—just thinking
about gettin’ well.”

“ Poor kid,” Squires answered. “ I'm
afraid she’s got a big disappointment
ahead of her.”

“You mean the doctors can’t do any-
thing for her?” There was anxiety in
the question.

“ No, not that. |1 understand they can
cure her all right. But such things cost
money—lots of it. And Shag Franklin
hasn’t got it nor he can’'t get it. He’s
cussed near crazy— 1 saw him an hour
ago. He’'s all nuts. Thought he had
arrangements made for the cash and
then it fell through, and he'd been so
sure of gettin’ it he’d promised the
kid—you can guess how he feels.”

“ How much will he have to have?”

2R
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“ Five hundred.”

“Hell"” answered Wilson, who had
never possessed more than a pay check
at a time.

“It’s a shame,” Squires went on.
“ She was like any other kid till the
Express Company'’s truck hit her when
they lived over at Dover. They say
the driver was stewed, but the claim
agents got hold of Shag and give him
fifty dollars and got him to sign a re-
lease. He didn't know there was any-
thing serious about her condition then.
He's tried to get the company
to stand the expense of the operation,
but they turned him down cold, flashin’
that release on him, and | don’t reckon
he could go to court and get anything
now. He ain’t got the money to fight
it, and no lawyer will take it on a
percentage account of him signin’ up.”

“ Tough, darned tough.”

“I'll be gettin’ back home, | guess.
Just dropped back to tell you about the
salt plant payroll, seein’ this is your
first night here. It comes in every Fri-
day night on Ten by express; they send
it in cash because there’s no bank here.
Just put it in the safe—1I've left it un-
locked— ; when you put it in, close the
door and turn the combination. The
superintendent from the plant will be
after it early.”

“0.K.,” answered
“ Good night.”

For an hour or more he worked at
making out the freight expense bills
which were to be collected in the morn-
ing; he brought other reports up to
date. He picked up the guitar again
and strummed the chords idly. Be-
fore his eyes was the little wheeled
chair and the wistful face.

They buried Mister Casey, oh,
They buried him at ni-ght—

“ Eeee—yow—yowww—eeee,” came
from the direction of the butte.
3 R

the operator.
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“ Hang that coyote! He thinks this
has to be a duet.” He took his feet
down from where he had placed them
on the table and answered the dis-
patcher, copying a message for the con-
ductor of No. io. It was getting
along toward train time now, so Wil-
son went out on the platform and ran a
truck down to the point where the bag-
gage car would stop.

Far off toward the little town a light
twinkled here and there, but for the
most part the inhabitants had retired.
He felt lonesome. He wondered if the
coyote were still out there on the butte.
He looked toward the section house.
There was a light there. Probably they
were getting Tess ready to leave on
No. 9. He hoped so, anyway.

A moment later he heard the station
whistle of No. to, and he went back in
the office, pulled his train order signal
to clear and got the mail sack as well as
the company mail.

T he train hesitated at Leeds only a
brief moment. Wilson threw his mail
in the car door, picked up the sack that
had been kicked out, handed the com-
pany mail to the baggageman and then
went to the express car when called by
the messenger. He had forgotten all
about the salt plant payroll. He signed
for the bulky envelope and thrust it in
his coat pocket, pulled the truck back to
its place and, with the mail sack over
his arm, walked toward the door.

“ Hands up!”

The command rang like a pistol
shot. Tin-pan Wilson involuntarily
dropped the sack and put them up. In
the hand of his assailant the operator
could see the black muzzle of a forty-
five pointed straight at his heart. The
bandit's face was well concealed by a
huge red handkerchief tied tightly
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across the bridge of the nose. He was
dressed in overalls and wore rough
shoes. His voice was heavy.

Wilson was not scared. In fact, he
had never been scared. His red hair
and freckled face might have turned a
shade redder and the freckles might
have expanded a bit, but his nerves
were steady.

“1'll take that package you've got in
your pocket.”

“You're makin’ one big mistake,
hombrc,” was the answer. “ You're just
edgin’ up to old man fate and darin’
him to put you in the pen for the rest
of your life.”

“ Don’t let that worry you none, son;
you talk too much. Stand still.” He
approached and reached out his left
hand while he kept his right holding the
gun on his victim. At that moment
Tin-pan did a foolish thing. He hated
to be ordered around. It wasn’t ac-
cording to his nature to be bossed like
that. So, before he really thought of
the consequences, he leaped to one side
and grabbed at the handkerchief. He
wanted to see who was holding him up,
anyway. But the bandit was equally
quick.

Wilson half expected to hear the
roar of the gun and possibly feel the
sting of a bullet. But instead the
heavy barrel was brought up and with
a side swing that took him across the
temple, laying the flesh open and almost
knocking him down and out. He stood
for a moment, swaying unsteadily.

“You damn fool!” the bandit
growled. *“ Don’tyou see | don't want
to kill you? Have a little sense. Now,

make another move like that and I'll
drill you sure as the devil.” He slipped
the package from the pocket and
rammed it down inside of the bib of his
overalls, meanwhile cutting off Wil-
son’s furious protests.
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“ Shut your mouth. You talk too
much. Keep your hands up—walk
across to that car,” He nodded at a
box car on the house track across from
the station whose door was standing
half open. “ No monkey business—and
hurry!” He followed close behind the
operator as they crossed the tracks.

“Now, up in that door,” he said.
“1'm goin’ to lock you up.”

The bandit was pulling the door on
its slides now.  The crack was but a
couple of inches wide when the hand-
kerchief slipped and fell down about
his neck. The lamp from the office win-
dow threw its light so that his face was,
at that instant, plainly revealed. Wilson
had a flashing look at it, and in that
moment his eyes took in every feature
possible.

“ Big mole on left side of nose,” he
breathed. @ “ Moon-shaped scar just
below the right eye.” The door
slammed shut and he heard the click of
the hasp as it was fastened.

“If you start hollerin’ or poundin’
before I've had time to get away, I'll
come back and finish you,” came the
bandit’s warning.

“ All right, old gobbler,” replied the
prisoner, “ but you'd better do it now—
I'm promisin’ to get you on sight.
There’ll be hell poppin’ when I'm col-
lectin’ for this wallop on the side of
my head.”

v

It seemed he had pounded on the
door and sides of the car for hours and
hours. He had yelled until his voice
was so hoarse he could hardly talk. He
rested' and pounded, cursed and yelled.
Finally he heard a faint, answering
response to his clamor and he redoubled
his efforts to attract attention. A slow,
plodding walk, stopping at intervals to
get the direction, came up to the door.
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“ What's the matter in there?” some
one called.

Tin-pan explained hurriedly and
well. In an instant the door was slid
back and he had dropped to the ground.
“ Held up,” he explained. *“ Locked in
that cussed car— batted me on the
head—go after the officers while | call
the agent—what time is it ?”

"“"Nearly four; I'm the milkman.
Heerd you hollerin’, but couldn’t locate
you—nasty cut, that. [I'll get the con-
stable and he can phone the sheriff.
You all right?”

“Yeah—hurry. | want to get that
bozo. | want to do a little bit of col-
lectin’ from him. Nearly train time,
ain't it?” He ran to the depot, called
Squires and briefly told him what had
happened. The agent came down at
once.

“He sure laid you open on the
temple,” was his observation. “ Better
go get that dressed first thing you do;
might be some sort of infection set in.
I'll 'tend to the train.” Wilson ob-
jected to this. He wanted to be there
when the officers arrived, wanted to go
with them.

“ Did you get a look at him ?” asked
the agent, referring to the bandit.

“Yes, he was—" Something seemed
wrong. The room was dancing around.
The ticket case was moving—every-
thing was getting black and indistinct.
The whole thing was going flooey. He
tried to speak, tried to pull himself up.
He heard Squires talking to someone
and telling them to help.

The voice sounded miles away, but
he felt himself being picked up. Then
he was out. That blow and the conse-
qguent loss of blood, combined with his
physical efforts in trying to attract
someone to the car, had caused a re-
action. And when the company doc-
tor examined him he shook his head.

FLAG S5

What had been an apparent ordinary
contusion proved to be a serious com-
plication. Tin-pan’s skull had been
fractured.

“1t’d have killed lots of men,” the
doctor asserted.

Of course, he knew nothing about
that part of it. In his feverish mind
he saw a child with big, shining eyes.
A child running down from the section
house to the depot, capering about like
a child should. Frequently he muttered
something and the nurse, listening,
would shake her head as much as to
say, “It's too bad.” She couldn’t
understand when she caught the words.

" Damn that coyote—I mean, dawg-
gone that coyote.”

It all sounded so foolish and hopeless
to her, like the wandering of a brain
that might never return to normal.

\Y,

But Tin-pan Wilson fooled them all.
It was three long months before the
change came, and it was at hand as
suddenly as it had first occurred. With
the opening of his eyes one morning he
glanced about the hospital room,
grinned at the startled nurse.

“ He’s all right, doctor,” she said as
the surgeon making his morning
rounds came in. “ Kidding and all
that sort of stuff.”

Then she told Wilson about his case
from the time he was carried through
the doors until the present moment.

“They've been asking about you al-
most every day from Leeds,” she con-
tinued. “ As soon as you are able they
want you back there to identify the
man who held you up. They say all
they need is your identification and
they’ll have a clear case on him.”

“ Fine,* chuckled Tin-pan, *“ and
I've got a little private case of my
own—a little collectin’ to do—when |
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meet him and get my feet under me
again. Who is this bozo they’ve got?”
.“ 1 don’t know; never heard.”

“Well, he’s headed for the hoose-
gow and the big house, that’s a cinch.
I dunno of anything I'd rather do than
identify him, except pay him back for
this knock.”

He passed the remaining days im-
patiently, and when at last the doctor
released him he took the first train for
Leeds. Squires shook hands with him
as soon as he'd taken care of the train
work.

“You're lookin® mighty peaked,
kid,” he said. * That gun-barrel just
missed sendin’ you up with the big
choir, didn't it?”

“ | could almost hear the harps,” ad-
mitted Wilson. “ What's this | hear
about ’'em. gettin’ that bozo that
smacked me?”

“ They have, | guess. Seems the Ex-
press Company sent a detective down
here and they claim they've got the
dope, all circumstantial, but with you
identifyin’ him they’ll send him up for
life. 1'm sorry about it, too, in a way.
Did they tell you who's arrested?”

“ No. They didn't know at the hos-

pital.”

“ Shag Franklin, the section foreman
here. You remember the crippled
kid—the little girl? Well, it's her
dad.”

“ Gosh!” exclaimed Wilson and then
added hurriedly, “ How did she come
out? Did they ever send her to the
specialist?”

“ Yeah, and she’s walkin’' quite a bit
now. Has to be careful, but the sur-
geon told her she’d be runnin’ races
same as other kids in two more months.
That’s where they got Shag. You re-
member he was tryin’ to raise money
to send her and they say he held you
up and got it”
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Tin-pan felt tenderly of his bruised
temple. “ Well, if it's him, he’s due for
a long stretch. No bird’s goin’ to smack
me like that and get away with it
When do | go to identify him?”

“ Right now, | reckon. Here comes
the sheriff and the dick. Guess they've
heard you were back.”

“We've got the goods on him, Wil-
son,” explained the sheriff. * Found
where he’d sent the money to the
specialist—all the dope we need if you
say he's the man. You had a sight of
him, didn't you?”

“You're derned right | did. When
his bandana handkerchief slipped down
around his neck | saw his face as plain
as | see yours this minute. Let’'s go.”

He got in the car with the officers for
the drive to the jail. As they passed
the section house it seemed deserted. A
bit of smoke coming from the chimney
was all that told there was still life
about the place. The flowers were
wilted, dying; the walks unkempt.

“You'd never seen Franklin,
you?” asked the Express officer.

“No. You see, | was only at Leeds
that one night.”

“ There's too much of this robbin’
business goin’ on,” the detective con-
tinued. “ We're goin’ to make an ex-
ample of this bird.”

“You ought to,” agreed Tin-pan.
“ Goin’ around takin’ money that don'’t
belong to him and beatin’ up innocent
men like me. Why, I've lost three
months’ time layin’ in that hospital, not
to mention the misery | been through.
You bet he'll get justice if I've got any-
thing to do with it.”

When they arrived at the jail they
took Wilson down the long corridor
toward a cell at the rear. “ | wish you'd
let him out. 1'd like to pay him for this
lick on the bean,” he remarked. “ | sort
of feel like I'd ought to be entitled to

had
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that much satisfaction.” The sheriff
laughed.

“Well, we couldn’'t do that, you

know. You'll have to take your revenge
seein’ him headed for the big house.
There he is. What's the answer?”

Wilson looked through the bars.
The form seemed to shrink back, the
eyes, with their hopeless, dead look,
glanced at the man who was to decide
his fate; then dropped their vision to
the floor.

For a moment the operator stood
silent, making his inspection. He saw
once more that same face reflected in
the light of the office lamp when the
handkerchief had fallen. There was the
mole, big and prominent, on the left
side of the nose; there was the moon-
shaped scar just below the right eye.

“Well?”

Wilson turned to the officers. He
looked at them pityingly, and a loud
laugh boomed down the corridor. It
was continued until a word from the
sheriff brought him out of it

“1 didn't think anybody but rail-
road men made slopovers,” chuckled
the operator, “ but you birds make me
laugh. The fellow who held me up
was a little guy compared with this
man; he didn’'t have any mole on his
map and he didn’t have any scar on his
cheek.”

“ You mean this ain't the man?” The
Express detective almost shouted the
words. “You mean this ain't the
bandit?”
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“No more than you're the pres-
ident,” W.ilson told him seriously.

“ Better turn him loose before he sues
the company for false arrest.”

Vi

Back at the telegraph office in Leeds
Tin-pan Wilson cocked his big feet
up on the table, leaned back at an angle
of forty-five degrees, and strummed
the guitar strings.

Oh, they buried Mister Casey
In a coffin fine and grand—
With his Sunday suit and collar

And a lily in his hand—

* Ee—ow—yow—yow—eeee.”

The singer jumped up and stuck his
head out the window. “ Da— plague
take that coyote,” he said. But his eyes
were looking down the platform. Shag
Franklin and his wife came along slow-
ly, leading, between them, a little girl
who stepped her way carefully over the
cinders.

“ 1 don't have to wear a blue flag
any more,” Tessie said with a smile.

The operator nodded. When they
turned toward the little section house
again Shag Franklin made an excuse
to go back to the depot. For a long
moment the two men looked at one
another.

“|—Il—don’'t know what to say—
how to thank,” Shag began as he
shifted his feet. “1 needed it iso
bad— for—her.”

“Now,” broke in Tin-pan,*“ who in
hell’s talkin’ too much?”



TOO Much Brains

NCE there was a newly

made section foreman

called Henry Hendren.

Anxious to make good in

the railroad game, he
was known as a loyal employee.

Henry planned to obtain recognition
of his abilities by doing his work a
little bit better than any of the other
section foremen, most of whom, he
said, were hopeless mossbacks belong-
ing to the horse and buggy days.

No time was lost in putting his
theories to work. Before he had been
on the job a week, two of his best
gandy dancers quit. They told every-
body that Henry was a slave driving
fool. When the roadmaster missed
them and asked about them, Henry
told him they had quit. To strengthen
his stand with the roadmaster, Henry
informed him that they need not be re-
placed, since they were more or less
excess labor.

By James W. Earp

Rock island Conductor; Author of “ Bay Rum,
Church-Bell and Farmer," etc.

Yes, Sir,” Boasted Henry.
I'm a Company Man. I'm
Going to Get Some
Place on This Railroad ”

At this statement the roadmaster al-
most passed out. All of his other sec-
tion foremen were always complaining
about a shortage of men. It was a
shock to meet a man like Henry.

So the roadmaster took the two men
who had quit and placed them with his
other section foremen. His budget
called for so much money and he might
as well spend it while he could.

But he told Henry that the company
appreciated his honesty. And Henry
was sure that he had taken the first
step toward the ladder of success.

After that he settled down to show
what a real man could do with a sec-
tion. His requisitions for spikes, ties,
angle irons and other material were the
smallest of any section foreman on the
Mohawk Division. In a year he was



TOO MUCH BRAINS 39

being held up to the others as an ex-
ample.

Of course, this did not make Henry
popular with his brother section fore-
men. They decided to frame him. So
one night they slipped over to his sec-
tion, broke into the tool house and
carted away a half dozen shovels, two
kegs of spikes and half the'spike mauls
they found there.

The next day they found that the
spikes were all worn and rusted, the
shovels were even worse and that the
spike mauls had worn heads and were
useless. It did not help their feelings
any when they learned that the road-
master had given Henry new articles
for the old ones that had been stolen.

Henry was an unrelenting foe to
waste of any kind. The fact that much
time was lost to the company in going
to and from work on the handcar
worried him. Had it not been for the
section gangs’ contract Henry would
have made them go to work on their
old time. As it was the contract spec-
ified a gandy dancer on duty from the
time fie showed up at the tool house.

But he was convinced there was a
way to evade this. He was still trying
to find a way out when his Aunt Millie
died in the next State. Henry lost two
days getting to the funeral and back.
It was while on his vacation that he
met up with another section foreman
from a rfval road. They fell to dis-
cussing their work.

“ We've done away with hand cars,”
boasted his new acquaintance. “ | got
a motor car to take me and the men to
and from work. Saves a lot of work
pumping, believe me.”

“1 imagine it helps you get more
work out of the men,” Henry offered.

“ 1 eshould worry about the men,”
grunted the man from the rival road.
“1 got it for myself. No more cold

lunches for me or the men. We run in
for dinner no matter how far away
from home we are. You ought to have
a Savetime Se'ction Motor Car. They
give you terms of any kind. Here’s
their address. Drop them a line.”

Henry took the name and address.
Finally he wrote to the manufacturers
of the car. They responded by shoot-
ing out one of their best high-pressure
salesmen. Before Henry could find out
all the merits of the car he had placed
his name on the dotted line and was
obligated to pay ten dollars a month
for twenty months to the Savetime
Motor Car Manufacturers.

His men viewed the motor car with
suspicion when it was put in service.
They knew Henry was not thinking of
their welfare when they boarded it
Two days later they knew their sus-
picions were right. He informed them
that since he had spent his good money
buying the car for them to ride on, it
was only fair that they should pay for
the gasoline and oil used. This, he
figured, would amount to two cents per
day for each man. Cheap riding and in
addition no more pumping. The men
voted to pay for the gas and oil.

When the roadmaster saw the latest
innovation he praised Henry highly.
To his other section foremen he hinted
that they might show a little of
Henry’s spirit in looking after thecOfiv-*
pany’s welfare. The men took the hint.
Soon they all had motor cars, paying
for them out of their sixty dollars a
month salaries. Another year saw the
Mohawk Division fully motorized.

It was then that the vice-president of
operation made an inspection trip over
the system. The roadmaster on the
Mohawk proudly pointed out the sec-
tion motor cars.

“ Time saver,” he bragged. “ We
can get more work out of our men.”
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“ Fine," approved the vice-president,
a gleam in his eyes. “ Truly fine.”

“ And not a cent of cost to us,” went
on the roadmaster. “ You know, the
men bought the cars themselves. They
even pay for their upkeep.”

“ Truly fine,” said the vice-president
again.

When the vice-president had finished
his trip of inspection he sent for the
chief engineer.

“ This motor car idea is a winner,”
he told him. “ With them we can cut
our operating expenses in half. Effec-
tive at once you will reduce the force
that much. You can double the work-
ing area of each section foreman and
crew. They can cover it easily with
their motor cars. As a compensation
we will agree to furnish the oil and
gasoline necessary to operate them.
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And to see that our generosity is not
abused, | am appointing a Mr. Rider as
motor car inspector to instruct the
foremen on the proper use of fuel and
oil.”

That Mr. Rider was a brother-in-law
of his who had long been a free
boarder the vice-president did not
think worthwhile to mention.

So the edict went forth. In the read-
justing process Henry Hendren lost
out, for he was one of the youngest
section foremen in service.

Henry was canned. Before he
found another job the Savetime Serv-
ice Manufacturers foreclosed the mort-
gage on his car and took it back to re-
sell to another section foreman some-
where else.

Be sure of your seniority before
starting to make good in any line!

WHAT THE HOBO TOLD THE BRAKEMAN

HAT tramp didn’t care which way he went, so long as he moved along!
He sat on top of a rolling car; the wheels ground their traveling song.
From East to West the day was bright; the little towns were fair;
The grass and the trees waved in the sun, the hills walked, large, in the air;
The engine unwound, as thick as wool, her wind-billowed smoke, like hair.
A royal purple clothed the sky; the world looked great and kind.
Like a skipping calf the little red caboose bounced on, behind.

“ O, what is that bum a doing there, riding so free and high,

“ As plain to sight as a monument that stands up in the sky?

“ Go, kick him off!” the head shack bade, “ his nerve has gone too far!”
The engine whistling around the bend was shining like a star.

“ O, where are you going, you nervy bum?” the jocose brakie cried .
And the answer that that hobo gave caused the crew to let him ride.

The brakie danced back over the boards because the day was fine.

He watched the rails go shining back like gold rods laid in a line.

He stopped and tried a wheel with his stick, just to have something to do.

The head shack looked from the cupola, he laughed and said to the crew:

“ 1 guess that bum was a crazy man—and Joe’s gone crazy, too!

“ Come in here, Joe, and tell the boys what that hobo said to you!”

“*0, he answered, ‘1 don’t know whither I'm bound, nor where I want to go__
“ * But please, Mr. Brakeman, don’t kick me off; I'm enjoying the landscape so!"”

—HARRY KEMP



Red

Lantern Oil

By Vidor Maxwell

*HO invented this efficien-
cy thing | do not know,
but it was brought to the
shops of the Seaboard
Division by this muh-

Crum party. And the man who put it
on the bum was Robertson, the Scotch
machinist who ran the electric speed
lathe.

The former’'s name was Erastus Jay
MacCrum, and he had not been in the
front office more than two days when
he tells Spinney, the foreman of the
lathe shop, that he didn't want to be
called “ Mack,” and that he is to be
addressed as Mister muh-Crum, with
the accent on the last syllable.

Up until the time we got this muh-
Crum party the Seaboard Division
shops was efficient enough—only, as the
muh-Crum party said, we was not
organized. We was just a lot of men
working together, each one doing his
job. There was the lathe shop with

Things Were Sure in a Bad

Fix; Fifty Gallons of Green

Signal Qil, but Not a Single
Drop of the Red!

Spinney as foreman; there was the
erecting shop with Boots Maguire as
foreman; there was the blacksmith
shop which was run by the boss black-
smith. Me, | run the tool room.

All of us, we was under old Bylesby,
who was Superintendent of Motive
Power, and nobody from the head-
house ever bothered us at all. If
Bylesby had anything to say he sent a
memorandum to the right boss, and it
was done.

After the War, however, it seems
there was a change come over railroad-
ing, like everything else. The head-
house decides we are not organized
right, and they get this muh-Crum
party and send him out to the shops, to
be what they call Master Mechanic in
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Charge of Production. Of course he
was not a real master mechanic. You
can only have one M. M. on a division,
and as long as anybody could remember
old Dave Hill had held that job on the
Seaboard.

It was Spinney, the boss of the lathe
shop, who brought the muh-Crum party
into the tobl room and introduced him
to me. He was a little under standard
height, but he had wide clearance to
make up for it. He shook hands with
me and looks about the tool room and
asks me what system we have.

“1'd like to know,” he says, *“
things are run around here.”

how

some pads. Well, | see there is going
to be a lot more work to my job than
there was before.

W put the system to work, all right,
But what it all amounted to at the end
was that | was so busy keeping these
records filed and cross-checked that
they had to give me a helper in the
tool room to pass out the tools. And
Spinney says it took the boys from ten
to fifteen minutes to get a tool out of
the tool room.

The next thing this muh-Crum party

| tells him. We had a very simpledid was to find the scrap piles out back

system that worked fine. |f one of the
boys wanted a tool he shoved in a brass
check with his number on it and | give
him the tool he wanted, hanging his
check on a hook over the tool rack.
When he brought the tool back | put
it in the rack and give the lad back his
check.

of the shop. He says the scrap must
be segregated, that a lot of it can be
reclaimed and that will save money. Of
course we had always sorted it—brass
in one pile and iron in the other. The
brass pile included brass, copper pipe
and babbitt, and the boys, around
Christmas time, could always find good

I showed the muh-Crum party howchunks in it from which they could

it worked, but he said it is no good. If
one of the boys steals a tool, he says, |
have got nothing to show for it but a
brass check. | should have a record,
he says, and he will see to it that | am
provided with record forms.

The next thing, as far as | am con-
cerned, is that | get a big box one day,
and on opening it | find it is full of
printed forms and carbon paper. These
printed forms says at the top: “ Requi-
sition for tools (To be filed by
employe)”

Then there is a line for the date,
a line for name of employe, a place
for the shop number, two lines for
description of tool desired, two lines
for description of work, a line for a
counter-signature and so on. | look
through the box some more and | see
there is also a lot of rubber stamps and

make paper-weights and candle sticks
to give their folks’ relatives.

The other pile had everything in it
that wasn't brass or copper or babbitt.
I don’'t know who cleaned up the scrap,
but about twice a year a gondola car
with a gang of workmen would be
pushed in there and the stuff taken
away somewheres.

Well, the muh-Crum person says
this is all wrong and very wasteful. He
sends out to the carpenter shop and he
has a gang sent down, and they build
a lot of bins out back of the shops, and
the paint shop is told to put signs on
them:

DEPOSIT OLD BRASS HERE—
DO NOT throw driving or truck
brasses in this bin but deposit them on
shelf

DEPOSIT OLD COPPER HERE
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—COPPER PIPE must not be thrown
in bin but must be placed on racks

BABBITT AND BEARING
METAL—DO NOT put broken bear-
ings in this bin. Broken bearings and
bearing scrap must be put in Bin
No. 6

After a little they had to hire a straw
boss and two men to keep the scrap bins
in order. And what is worse, the muh-
Crum party was always going out and
pawing over the bins and finding things
like mud-ring plugs that he said should
not have been scrapped at all, but
should have been sent to Spinney’s
lathe shop to be reclaimed.

When the muh-Crum party first
come to his job, and had anything to
say in general, he would go to Spinney
or to Boots Maguire, and say:

“ Let it be known to the men that
after this they will do such and such a
thing.”

And Spinney or Boots would pass
the word to the boys. But oftentimes
the boys didn't like the new idea, so
they would just forget it and go on
doing as they had. So the muh-Crum
party begins to issue something which
is labeled at the top with “ General
Shop Order Number—"

These orders were posted on all the
bulletin boards and on the wall of the
blacksmith shop. The last one | see
was “ General Shop Order No. 265,”
SO you can see that he was putting them
out pretty steady.

T his last order is what | want to tell
you about, because it led to a funny
mixup. There is always somebody in
every business who will buy bargains,
just like in your home there is always
somebody like the wife or your sister
or somebody who will buy bargains.

Well, it seems we had in the Purchasing
& Supply Department some nut who
was bugs over bargains, and after the
war the Navy Yard has a lot of green
enamel paint that it don’'t want any
more.

This green enamel paint had been
used during the War to paint engine
room interiors on all kinds of ships.
The Navy had bought a lot of it, and
was peddling it to the private shipyards
to paint the engine room interiors they
was turning out, and when the War
stopped all of a sudden, there was a
whole mess of this paint left. And like
it done with corned beef, beans and
everything else, the Navy offered this
green paint for sale cheap.

Now, our system was like all other
systems; we painted the inside of our
engine cabs green. This shark in the
Purchasing & Supply Department
thinks here is a chance to get a lot of
green paint cheap, so he takes it up
with the higher-ups, and the result is
that we put in a bid for this paint—
and we get it.

It seems there was a miscarriage
somewhere, and while we had bid eight
cents a gallon for this paint, they had
failed to specify how many gallons;
and when the sale was awarded to our
system on its bid we had to borrow 27
tank cars from the Standard Qil to haul
the paint home in. That is the way with
the Navy—they never make no mis-
takes themselves, so when somebody
else makes a mistake they take it seri-
ous. The long and short was that we
had to take the paint.

Of course, we got the paint cheap.
That cannot be denied. But we got
too much. The Purchasing & Supply
Department just unloaded this green
paint on everybody and says to use it
freely.

You would be surprised how much
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green enamel paint you can use. It
has its advantages. Being enamel
paint, grease nor oil nor dirt will not
stick to it, and you can wipe it off clean
with a bit of waste. Also green is a
striking color and it stands out. So we
began to bathe the system in green
enamel paint.

As far as | am concerned it don't
bother me much. All | had to do was
to put a band of green enamel paint
about each of the tools to identify them.
And also paint all wrench-handles
green, the handles of all the jacks, the
shelves and racks in the tool room, the
window frames, fire doors and the
counter.

Down in Spinney’s lathe shop they
repainted all the machinery with it. In
the paint shop they used this green
enamel for a first coat on all the letter-
boards after the filler had been sprayed
on, and then over it they put the com-
pany color and the gold-leaf.

The maintenance of way got its
share, and all the targets and sema-
phores blossomed out in new green,
which made them look kind of funny
against the old red ones, which were
dirty.

They still got a lot of this green paint
left over when the xnuh-Crum party
comes to the system, and one of the first
things he done was to pass the word
that he liked to see a neat shop, and
to use paint freely. | don’t think he
knew about the green enamel paint at
the time, because it was something no-
body talked about very much; but when
he passes the word that he wants to see
a neat shop and to paint up, why there
was just one more chance to use up
some of this great bargain the Purchas-
ing & Supply Department had got.

So the bosses pulled a couple of
punks off each floor, give them a paint-
can and a brush, arid told them to daub
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everything they see that wasn’t in ac-
tual use. Which they did, including
broom-handles, oil cans, waste recep-
tacles, vent pipes, the turntable levers,
the watchman’'s boxes, and so on.
Then came muh-Crum’s latest:

General Shop Order Number 265.
Subject: Greater Safety.
To: All shop department heads

It has come to my notice that there is
no general designation for containers of
inflammable materials. Every container
that holds, inflammable material should be
plainly marked, and preferably in bright
red. Requisitions will be issued on the
Paint Shop for the necessary labor and
charge the same to shop maintenance ac-
counts. It is my desire that all containers
holding oils, greases, oily waste, lubricants,
explosive gases, etc., should bear a dis-
tinctive red coating.

Erastus Jay MacCrum,

M. M. in Charge of Production.

I guess the idea was good enough,
all right. Of course, | could see where
it might cause some trouble. For in-
stance, there was the oxy-acetylene.
welding outfits, with one container
painted black and one yellow. Both of
these contained explosive gasses, and
if you painted them both red it might
mix the boys up some; yet | guess our
welders was pretty wise and could tell
by the flame did they have too much
oxygen or the other thing turned on.

As far as | was concerned, the order
didn’'t mean nothing, for all | had in
the tool room was a barrel of low-grade
kerosene for the torches, and that bar-
rel was painted red when it come.

Well, all the bosses read the order,
and when they got 'round to it they all
put in requisitions to the paint shop
for a man to come over and paint this
or that red.

Gradually there begun to bloom
against the general shade of green that
we had everywhere crimson blotches.
Every day when you come to work
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there would be a new daub
of red somewhere standing
out like a full moon in a
smoky sky. Thus the shops
begun to look real artistic.

Red and green are the railroad man’s
favorite colors, especially red. And
boy, there was plenty!

v

A na then come the blow-off. Like
| said in the beginning, the man who
put this efficiency system on the bum
was old Robertson, the Scotch ma-
chinist. He was a cantankerous pest,
he was, and he wouldn’t turn a wheel
unless everything was just so; but
when he did throw the lever on that
electric lathe of his, the work just fell
out like it was coming from some piece
of automatic machinery.

This Robertson had two abiding
hates. He hated apprentices and he
hated the muh-Crum party.

The former because they never took
the job serious, and the latter because
he had invented this system of making
the boys fill out a requisition for tools
before they could draw from the tool
room. Robertson hated this because he
had no education whatsoever, and
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“ Have You Got a Red Light
on Her Rear End?" Muh-Crum
Asked

couldn’t write for sour apples. Making
out a requisition was ordinary torture
for him, and every time he come to the
tool room window to get something he
would cuss this muh-Crum party some-
thing scandalous.

“ Never mind, me boy,” Robertson
would say. “ The higher they are the
harder they fall, and | will get that
blankety-blank if it is the last thing that
I do.”

To all of which | would never pay
no attention.

The day this General Shop Order
No. 265 comes down is late in the fall.
There was a spell of miserable
weather, rain and fog, and it was dark
at four in the afternoon. While the
man from the paint shop is going
'round putting red on this and that, it
come to one afternoon when there was
a dirty mist rolling in from the river
and at half past four it was so dark
outside you couldn’t see your hand be-
fore your face.

It was just the time of day when the
switchers in the yard was making up
the suburban trains that hauled the
commuters out, and one of these was
kicking a train of ten light coaches
across the vard crossover to shunt it in
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on track eleven at the terminal when
she busts a connecting-rod pin.

It don't amount to much, but it
couldn’t have happened at a worse time
nor in a worse place. Here is ten light
coaches strung across the yards, com-
pletely blocking the inbound crossover
and the main line tracks, with only one
pair of rails open for a run-around!

The switcher is dead on her feet. It
is just the beginning of commuters’
time, and the two sections of the limited
from the north is due at any minute and
will be stalled behind the crossover. It
so happens the wrecker is out to a pile-
up at Cherryvale, and it is a time of
the day when all the switchers in serv-
ice is busy, both in the passenger and
classification yards; and every engine
that will steam is being made ready for
the evening local rush.

Of course they flash the news to
Dave Hill, the Master Mechanic, and
Dave don't let any grass grow under
his feet. He pulls one switcher off the
classification yard and gets her started
down to take the place of this cripple,
and he takes the first engineer and fire-
man he can find, throws them onto one
of the steaming engines outside the
roundhouse and sends them down to
run around the blockade, back up to
the rear end of this string and drag it
clear.

He figures the switcher will be in
from the classification yards by that
time and can couple on to this cripple
and jerk it over to the shops. Then
he telephones Boots Maguire that he’s
sending in this busted connecting-rod
pin, and for Boots and Spinney to have
a gang ready to fix her up, as he hasn't
got enough engines in service to be able
to afford laying up the switcher.

He knows, then, that he’'s done the
best he can and that everything is all
set; and then it occurs to him that just
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as a matter of courtesy he might tell
this new guy, the muh-Crum party. So
he puts in a call for the muh-Crum
party and tells him, and adds that
everything is all arranged and it's all
right. Meanwhile Boots Maguire is
rustling up a gang of his best boys to
be ready. Spinney in the lathe shop has
been told the news, and Spinney being
always on his toes, runs over to Robert-
son’s bench.

“ Drop what you're doin’, Rob,” he
says, “ grab your calipers an’ take the
dinkey an’ beat it down the sidin'.
They’'s a switcher bust a pin an’
dropped her rods down on the cross-
over, an’ she's cornin’ up here for a
new pin. You get down there an’ cal-
iper the old pin an’ then squirt back
here so you can have one fitted.”

The dinkey we have around the shop
is one of these hump-back industrial
locomotives with a tank on her barrel.
We use it to push 'round cold engines,
haul heavy castings, and so on.

The stationary engineer is supposed
to run it, but when there’s need any of
the old hands can tumble into the cab
and pilot this cabbage-cutter to where
it ought to go. Robertson is an old
head, and though he’s got no Brother-
hood card, it's all right for him to run
the dinkey on the shop siding.

Y

R obejrtson, he drops whatever he's
doing, dashes out back of the erecting
shop where the dinkey is standing, piles
on board, backs her down through the
murk to the switch, throws the target
so he can get her over onto the shop
siding, yanks the bell-rope, and starts
up the siding hell-bent—which means
about eight miles per hour, all the
dinkey will travel.

As | say, it's so thick outside with
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the river fog you can't see your hand
before your face, and Robertson pulls
up alongside the shop and yells to the
watchman to light the headlight.

Everything is going fine, you 8&ee.
Everybody knows what to do and is
doing it. Meanwhile Dave Hill has
done his telephoning to the muh-Crum
party, and the new boss is all lit up.
He has had a lot of training, has this
muh-Crum party, and he knows this is
a case for quick work and what you
call co-operation.

So he busts out of his office and runs
down into the shops and shouts orders
and gets in everybody's way.

And in the course of seeing every-
thing is all right, this muh-Crum party
rushes out into the entry way and sees
the watchman just climbing down from
the pilot of the dinkey after lighting
the headlight. Robertson is leaning out
the window. Then muh-Crum says:

“ Have you got a red light on her
rear end ?”

Efficiency, you see. The muh-Crum
party knew all about having your rear
end protected. The watchman says
yes and starts looking around for a
lantern he can throw over the coupling
as the dinkey pulls by him; but Rob-
ertson has heard what the muh-Crum
party said. So he slaps onto the
dinkey, slides down out of the cab,
shoves the watchman back so he falls
over the bench he usually sits on, and
runs into the oil room, which is right
beside the shop entrance. In a second
he begins to cuss.

Robertson, while he is not an edu-
cated man, has led a varied life and
picked up a lot of words and expres-
sions. With him cussing was an art.
And at this moment he is doing extra
good. He is standing with a lantern in
his hand and belching a stream of hell-
fire from his whiskers that | expect

every minute will set the oil on the pop.
The muh-Crum party busts in behind
me and he asks what is the matter.

The Scotch machinist don’t stop his
cussing at all, but in between the fancy
words he tells the muh-Crum party
that there is no red lantern oil. Right
in front of him is two fifty-gallon
drums. One is painted with the well-
known green enamel paint we had so
much of, and on it in white letters it
says “ Signal Oil.”

And next to it is a drum just like it
that has been painted red as a result of
General Shop Order No. 265, and on it
in white letters is “ Lantern Oil.” This
drum is empty. On the floor in front of
it is a five gallon can and | was just go-
ing to open my mouth when Robertson,
the Scotch machinist, shoots a glance
at me, and | stopped. | saw what was
up and says not a word.

Whereupon Robertson begins to
orate. He grabs the empty fifty-gallon
drum and shakes it with one hand,
slapping the lantern he’s got against it
so | thought the glass would break,
and with the other hand he points to
the green can labeled “ Signal Oil.”

“ Feefty gallons o’ green signal oil,”
he shouts, “ an’ nary one drap o’ red
lantern oil. Ye can see for yourself,
Meester muh-Crum, the way things be
here,” and he's off into the original
Gaelic and Hebrew of the Scriptures
with large, round oaths that fairly
made your blood curdle.

In the course of it he mentions that
this is a time when red lantern oil is
more precious than salvation itself,
that the Federal regulations will not
permit of a train movement after dark
unless the rear end is protected by a
red light, and to finish he shakes and
rattles the red-painted drum and tips
it up, and not a drop of lantern oil runs
out of its open spigot.
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“ Feefty gallons o’ green signal oil,
an’ nary a drap o’ red lantern oil,” he
shrieks, “ an’ out in the yards lay that
puir hog with her rods down on the
ties.”

It was so good that for the moment
he had me believing it myself. The
muh-Crum party looks at him, looks
at the empty drum, opens his mouth
like he was going to say something,
moves forward and kicks over the five-
gallon tin. The cap flies off the top
and five gallons of prime kerosene run
out on the oil-house floor.

The painter, of course, had drained
the drum so he could turn it round and
round to get it evenly daubed with red
in obedience to General Shop Order
No. 265. He had poured what was
left into the five-gallon tin. He hadn’t
got to the signal oil drum yet and it
was still green. The muh-Crum party
looks at the two drums, one green and
one red, and he forgets all that he ever
knew and believes only his eyes, and
begins to join the Scotch chorus.

He damns the shop, he damns the
system and the Seaboard Division.
Then he damns me and tells me to
run into the tool room and get some
red lantern oil. | am minded to dash
in and get the kerosene that we got a
tank of, but Robertson gives me one
look and | stand in my tracks and
mumble that the tool room has only
got torch oil, and that all the other oils
are kept out here.

So the muh-Crum party and Robert-
son, they steam up again, and in sym-
pathy and chorus they damn everything
and anything they can think of. And
mostly they damn the fact that there is
no red lantern oil.

\"A

Well, from the tool room window
I can see all over the lathe shop and
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out through the open doors into the
erecting shop. And what | see is good.
They shove in this crippled switcher.
Dave Hill has rustled a yard gang and
has her rods off. As she comes into
the shop Boots Maguire’s gang swarms
over her and they start to rip her apart.
Robertson, the Scotch machinist, he is
in everybody’s way.

Meanwhile Dave Hill is looking on,
and Boots Maguire is asking Spinney
wliere is the new pin so they can press
it in.  And Spinney is trying to alibi,
and Boots won't stand for the alibi.

“1 toP yuh, when | got the word
there was a bust,” he says. “ | tol’ yuh
we would need a new pin. Where the
hell have yuh been?”

Spinney, of course, he don't relish
the bawling out.none, not especially as
Dave Hill is standing there, his eyes
flaming, drinking it all in. And he
comes back at Boots right snappy.

“ The minute you told me,” he says,
“ I run to Rob’s bench and told him to
get his calipers and hop the cabbage-
cutter and run up there and size that
pin. He must be working on it now,
I seen him just a minute ago.”

“ | seen the ol’ fool, too,” says Boots
Maguire. “ Dodderin’ around here like
a ol' woman, he was, in everybody’s
way. He wasn’'t up to the crossover at
all, they was nobudy there but a gang
of workers Dave Hill had brang
down.”

I guess this muh-Crum party is a
square guy. | don’'t know. Anyway,
he see it is up to somebody to alibi, and
he stepped right into it.

“ Robertson could not run up to the
yards,” he says. “ He made every ef-
fort. But he could not run that dinkey
without protection on the rear end, and
there was no red lantern oil. | know
that is so, because | investigated and
the drum was empty. | shall have an

3R
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investigation made to discover how it
happened.”

Dave Hill, he had been looking first
at Spinney and then at Boots Maguire
while they was jawing at each other,
but when the muh-Crum party butted
into the fray he turns his head and
looks at him. And as he heard what
the muh-Crum party said there come a
look over his face like—well, if Dave
Hill ever looked at me that way | would
just drop dead.

1 expected to hear him open up. He
has been railroading for thirty-six
years that | know of, and he has what
you call a complete vocabulary. | guess
he see that this muh-Crum party is
hopeless, for he did not say a word but
just looked at him. And the wonder
to me is that the muh-Crum party did
not drop dead right in his tracks.

The only noise you could hear was
the whirring of the gears on the electric
speed lathe over which Robertson was
stooped. And in a minute or so this
stopped. Then he grabbed the pin he
had been making, run to the door of
the lathe shop, flung the pin into the
air, and it sailed in a perfect pitch right
into Joe Beaudette’s hands at the press.
Joe slaps it against the buffer of the
press, swings the drivers so the hole is
over the end of the pin, lines it up for
a second and then nods his head. The
helper, he opens the valve, there is a
faint squeeze and hiss, and the pin is in
place.

A minute later the whole job is done.

That is, almost all done. Dave Hill,
he don’t climb onto the switcher. In-
stead he walks over to Robertson’s elec-
tric speed lathe, and for maybe two
minutes he parleys the Scotch machin-
ist. The faces of both of them is sol-
emn as owls, but it looks to me in the
tool room window like there was a
funny twinkle in Dave Hill’'s eyes.

4R

Meanwhile the muh-Crum party is in
a huddle with Spinney and Boots
Maguire out in the middle of the floor,-
and the two shop bosses look like they
was embarrassed. But they wave their
hands and wipe at their mouths, and
the muh-Crum party is looking at them
very earnest and asking them some-
thing. So finally Boots Maguire, who
is a roughneck anyway, tells him.

Well, the muh-Crum party gets red
as a beet. Boots, he turns away and
walks out to the erecting shop. Spinney
just stands there. Then the muh-Crum
party, he steams up and starts for Rob-
ertson’s lathe. He’s got blood in his
eye.

I am glad Robertson has been with
the system long enough to drag down a
pension, so he is safe enough.

But Dave Hill, he leaves the lathe
and he meets the muh-Crum party
head-on, takes him by the arm, turns
him around, and walks him upstairs to
the office over the entry-way. What
went on in the office | don’t know. All
I know is that the whistle blew for bell-
time before the office door was opened,
and the day gang all made a rush for
the washroom.

And the next morning there was a
new notice on the bulletin board. Not
a General Shop Order Number so-and-
so, either. It was from the headhouse,
and it said:

Office of the Sup't of Motive Power
To All Concerned:

Effective this day executive control of
the Seaboard Division shops is placed in
the hands of David Hill, Master Mechanic
of the Division. Department heads will
take instructions from Mr. Hill.

Mr. E. J. MacCrum, formerly M.M. in
Charge of Production, has been trans-
ferred to this office and will have general
direction of efficiency work, over the entire
system.

Hiram Bylesby,
Supt. Motive Power.
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TJ AILROAD questions are answered
A* here without charge, but these
rules must be observed:
(1) Not more than two questions at
a time. No queries about employment.
(2) Owing to the number of queries,
no engine specifications are printed ex-
cept type, driver and cylinder dimen-
sions, weight, and tractive force (t.f.).
(3) Sign your full name and address
as evidence of good faith. We will print
only initials, without street address.
(4) Always enclose a self-addressed
stamped envelope, to facilitate our get-
ting in touch with you if necessary.
(5) Answers to questions are pub-
lished in this department. Don’t be dis-
appointed if they do not appear at once.
This department is printed two months
in advance of date of issue.

FRIEND of mine told me that the bottom

oj the wheel oj a locomotive always stands
still, no matter how jast the engine is going. |Is
this true?—V. K., Brooklyn.

Your friend is right. The bottom of the wheel
is always standing still, and the top of it traveling
twice as fast as the engine. Of course, you must
bear in mind that as the wheel revolves the point
of contact with the rail changes. But if you will
think this over a minute you will see that the
bottom of the wheel must stand still, for if it
moved ahead it would grind on the rail. This can
be proved by making two marks on the wheel:
one where it touches the rail and other on the
top. Run the engine forward two feet and you
will find that the top mark has moved much
farther ahead than the bottom. Or take a piece
of board, eight feet or so long, lay it on top of
the wheel. Move the engine ahead three feet
and you will find that the board moves six feet.
Or tie a torch on the rim of a driving wheel
some night, walk about a hundred feet away, and
then watch the torch as the locomotive moves.

Ack.u
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You will note that it does not revolve around
the axle at all, but moves forward in long jumps,
coming completely to rest each time it touches
the rail, and going twice as fast as the engine
when at its highest point.
&
P., Winnipeg.—According to latest estimates,
M = about 15 pounds of coal are required to
haul each passenger car one mile. This was the
average last year on the Pennsylvania System, and
may vary a great deal on other roads.
HEN trains are doubleheaded, why is a small
locomotive always first?

(b) What is the difference between a fire-tube
and water-tube boiler?—J. B., Long Beach, Calif.

(a) There is no reason why a small locomotive
should precede a large one, and there is no rule
about it. The oldest engineer generally gets the
head engine. It often happens that one of the
engines on a doubleheader is a passenger type,
and therefore may be the smaller of the two. But
it would be run first because of its four-wheel
leading truck, and not because it is smaller.

(b) In the fire-tube boiler the water circulates
around fire tubes from the fire box to the front
end, and through them hot gases and smoke are
drawn by the force of the exhaust. In a water-
tube boiler, on the other hand, the water circu-
lates through the tubes, while the hot gases and
smoke surround it. The latter type is used very
little in this country, although the Delaware &
Hudson and the New York, New Haven & Hart-
ford have been experimenting with it.

J*

A. F., Seligman, Ariz.—The Canadian Na-
\] = tional oil-electric No. 9000 exerts 29,000 Ibs.
t. f. at 13.s m. p. h. Thus it will pull about
the same tonnage as a passenger or freight steam
locomotive with a t. f. rating of 40,000 or 45,000
Ibs. We have no authentic figures on the maximum
grade it wifi climb with a load of 2,500 tons, but
would say that a 1% grade with such a load
would be a stiff proposition.

Santa Fe 4-8-4 type, 3755 class, has 30 x 30
cylinders, 73-inch drivers, 210 Ibs. pressure, weighs
432,240 Ibs. without tender and exerts 66,000 Ibs.
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This New York Central Railroad Bridge at Miltfield, O., Was Wrecked by Dynamiters During a Coal Strike
Recently in the Hocking Valley Section

t. f. It has larger cylinders than most engines
of its type, but about the same t. f. and drivers.
J*

C., Pomona, Calif.—We compared SP 4300
V « class with UP 7800 class on page 183 of
our May issue.

A water-tube firebox is one which uses for its
walls a vertical arrangement of tubes with the
lower ends welded into a hollow ring and the
upper ends into water reservoirs. This kind of
an arrangement permits a greater heating surface
than the ordinary sheet steel fireboxes with stay-
bolts. It is finding favor on many roads.

McM.—The Sperry rail detector cars, which
J « are owned by the Sperry Rail Service Cor-
poration, search out and indicate transverse fis-
sures and other defects in the rail. This is ac-
complished by making the rail act as an electrical
conductor. All hidden defects obstruct the cur-

This Queer Mallet Was Built by Baldwin for the Santa f-e in 1909.

rent and are automatically registered on a re-
cording paper. The Sperry Corporation owns
many such cars, and they are rented out to the
railroads.

J*

B, W. Somerville, Mass.—According to E.
L = K. Heath, Barre, Vt., B&M 400 series
(0-6-0) has 51-inch drivers and 31,300 Ibs. t. f.;
Nos, 430-453 have 32,200 Ibs. t. f.

According to A. G. Hale, Winchester, Mass.,
B&M 800-801, 0-8-8-0 type, had 26 and 40 x 28
cylinders, 51-inch drivers, and exerted 100,500 Ibs.
t. f. They were sold a few years ago to the Utah
Copper Co.

ko)
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