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Youth

included Old Head Conners, Pokey Cowan, Pie Book Anderson, Jack
Hardesty, and several others. The trouble was the lack of supplies on hand
to fully furnish the needs of each engine called for service. Many engine
crews left town with less than a full supply because I just didn't have the
required items.
I also made several enemies in the roundhouse. If a machinist left a
hammer, a chisel, or monkey wrench lying around without keeping a good
watch on it, that tool would very likely find itself leaving town on some
outgoing engine. Of course I hotly denied any accusation that I had
anything to do with the disappearance of these tools, but somehow I
couldn't make those guys believe me. It just goes to show how suspicious
some people can be. I didn't realize it at the time, but those whom I had
offended could make it quite rough for me when at last I would be going
out on the road firing. I was to learn this later.

The coal mines of Carbon county had enjoyed a good coal business during
the winter. But now with the spring pushing its way into the calendar, coal
orders were falling off. The dusty, crashing, loading tipples were slowing
down. Mines which had worked five and six days a week were being
reduced to a two or three day a week schedule. Miners were being laid
off in increasing numbers. Every coal train that slugged its way up the
winding canyon picked up these ex-miners. Some had saved their winter
earnings and were going home. Others were just reaching out for greener
pastures. Over the hill and far away. Most of them would be back in the
late summer to again enter the black holes in the mountainside, to bring
out the blacker coal.
This old guy that sat in front of me on the little drop seat that hugged
the side of the cab was one of them. We had picked him up at Castle Gate.
In those days we could always use a third man on the engine to shovel the
coal in the tender up to the front where the fireman could reach it handily.
This way he paid for his passage over the road. That would be this old
fellow's job.
All the way from Castle Gate to the Summit, he had been back in the
tank pushing the coal up within my reach. Now as we drifted down the
long grade, his work was finished, and he occupied the vacant seat ahead
of me.
He seemed lost in retrospection as he sat there in silence.
Contemplating the fringe of grayish brown hair that crept out from under
the corduroy cap, I tried to visualize what his past may have been. He
must have been quite up in years. What had those years meant to him?
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Although I judged him to be up in his sixties, he gave me the impression
that he was quite capable of taking good care of the future. His rugged,
weather-beaten features, the square outline of his head, and the piercing
dark eyes seemed to speak of a fearless outlook on life. His manner, I had
noticed, seemed to border on the truculent side.
The night was dark and comparatively cold, yet with the smell of spring
in the air. Back on the top of the winding train, two lanterns would bob
into view at intervals, and were gone again. Those lights indicated the
position of the two brakemen. George Westinghouse was not yet the
dominant power on those heaving grades. Successful train operation still
required the presence of the brakeman with his brake club at the brake
wheel to help control the train. I turned to consider the broad back in front
of me.
The old guy's posture seemed to indicate complete oblivion to his
immediate surroundings. His bodily movements coincided directly to the
roll and jerk of the engine. In the slight exchange of words that we had
had, I thought I had detected an accent. That accent seemed familiar, yet
at the moment it eluded me, and puzzled me also.
As the long tangent spread out in front of us, I strained my mind for an
explanation. At last I again turned to the silent form in front of me. I nudged
the old fellow almost apologetically with my gloved hand. He seemed
slightly annoyed as he started to turn his face to me; then, as though on
second thought, he again faced the front as though to ignore my gesture.
I nudged him again, harder. Before he could turn away again, I asked:
"Are you English or Irish?"
He turned now to face me directly. His sullen expression of features
and those piercing dark eyes seemed to scrutinize me with growing
irritation. His entire attitude seemed to declare loudly that I was prying
into something that was no concern of mine. I began to feel a little foolish
under his sullen stare. Silently we faced each other for what seemed
moments. Abruptly, he turned his back to me, at the same time he bit out
one word: "Neither."
I was beginning to feel a little irritable myself now. Who was he to hold
me in contempt? Who was he to snub me? If it weren't for me, he would
probably be seated on top of the train out in the cold, instead of being
privileged to ride in the comparatively warm cab. True, he helped in
keeping the coal up within reach. But that had been a privilege too. What
was biting this old guy anyhow? Didn't he know when he was well off?
I tried to figure him out. All I could make out was that he was a coal
miner. My folks had all been coal miners in the old country, in Wales.
Welsh coal miners they had been. Yes, Welsh coal miners. Then an
enlightening thought streaked through my mind. The accent that had
puzzled me told me the old guy was a Welshman.

Fireman I

47

Again I nudged him, not too gently. He turned those sternly annoyed
features toward me. His whole demeanor was one of complete annoyance.
He didn't scare me; I was rather amused. I smiled tolerantly; I could be
tolerant now.
"I was born in Merthyr Tydfill," I remarked casually.
I watched the old guy's countenance change from one of deep
annoyance to one of sudden friendliness, and I thought of how similar the
experience was to one of having been out in a cold drizzling rain and then
seeing the sun suddenly rip the clouds apart and blaze down to warm up
the world. An incredulous smile split the old guy's features. His hand
reached out to grasp mine.
"You was?" he asked. "Well, so was I."
Gone were all the signs of animosity now. We were friends. We were
pals.
Although at least forty years had separated the events, we had both been
born in the same town, now we met thousands of miles away, behind the
boiler head of a locomotive.

The author, left, as a fireman, Salt Lake City, ca. 1909. Photo from the W.]. G.
Gould collection.

1

t seemed that every day business was getting to be a little better. Engines
were being pulled off the dead line and readied for service. New names
were appearing on the fireman's "extra board," where they waited to be
assigned jobs in order ofsenioriry. Every day that I thought Old Man Roberts
was in good humor I would remind him of my desire to go out firing.
One day I was going through the roundhouse on my rounds of duties.
I saw Mr. Roberts talking with another man whom I afterward learned was
Jack Snyder, the traveling engineer. When I got close the foreman called to
me. I approached wonderingly. He said, "This is the traveling engineer.
Tell him what you've been telling me."
This man Snyder was not a very big man, but there was something
about him that commanded respect. He had black piercing eyes that seemed
to look right through you. He could ask questions with those eyes! I didn't
know at first what Mr. Roberts was referring to. Then he said to Snyder,
"He wants to go out firing."
Mr. Snyder was grinding a chew of tobacco in his teeth. He turned
aside to spit. Then: "Is that so?" he asked.
I assured him that indeed I would like to go firing. His black eyes
bored through me. "How old are you, boy?" he asked.
I unhesitatingly answered: "Twenty-one." I would win or lose right
now, I thought. Those black eyes still looked inside me. I was not really
close to twenty-one, and I now believe that Jack Snyder knew it.
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"What do you weigh?" was the next question.
"One hundred and fifty-five," I answered. Well, I did weigh close to
that with the heavy overcoat that I sometimes wore. One hundred and fiftyfive was the required weight to pass the physical examination for fireman.
His black eyes never wavered. "You go in there," he said as his eyes
turned toward the call room, "And tell Mickey to fix you up," he said. "Tell
him I sent you."
Mickey was Mickey Fitzpatrick, his chief clerk.
I had a case of the jitters as I approached that office. This had been
too easy. It just couldn't be happening, after all this waiting and longing,
all those hopes and fears. It didn't seem that it could all be settled so offhandedly, with so few words. Something was sure to interfere.
I went in and told Mickey what the traveling engineer had said.
Mickey and I had kidded each other about going firing several times. When
I told him the news he had to have one last shot at me. He said "You-go
firing! Why the exhaust will drag you into the firebox!"
Mickey made out a request for a physical examination. "You go up
and see Doc Benjamin," he said, "And when you get back I will have
something else for you."
"So far, so good," I thought. But now, "passing the doctor" appeared
to assume the form of an ordeal. I had passed the doctor before getting the
supply job. But engine service was a more important job, so the examination
would surely be more exacting. Several times in my young life I had been
given to understand that my eyes were not what they should be. In fact, at
one time it was feared that I was going blind. All of this now preyed upon
my mind as I contemplated the examination.
I really dreaded having to go before the doctor. I had heard of cases
where others had substituted at physical examinations. However, I couldn't
think of anyone I could get to substitute for me. I went home and changed
clothes. I wondered if there was any way I could influence the doctor to my
advantage. At last I hit upon a plan.
It was mid-morning. IfI could enter the doctor's office when he was
getting ready to leave for lunch, maybe he would pass me over lightly, ifhe
was really hungry, and I hoped he was. But I still had to kill almost two
hours before putting in an appearance if I was going to follow this plan.
By now I was passing the old sanatorium. The doctor's office was only
a half-bock away. He couldn't be very hungry yet. So, I went into the
sanatorium and had a good swim. I was watching the time pretty closely.
When I judged it was about time I dressed and headed for the doctor's
office. I had timed it just right! As I entered the office he was just getting
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into his overcoat. As he read the order I presented, he seemed to be just a
little bit irritated. That was just how I wanted it.
He took offhis overcoat and started the examination. Everything was
going along lovely. In fact, he had his overcoat half on again while I was
going though the eye test. He hurriedly validated my order and almost beat
me out of the office. I clattered down those stairs with a much lighter heart.
I couldn't wait for the elevator!
When I got back and presented the doctor's okay, Mickey made out
an order for me addressed to all freight engine crews. It read something
like this:
"You will allow Mr. W. G. Gould to ride your engine for the purpose
of learning the art of firing a locomotive. Anything in the line of help that
you can give him toward this end will be greatly appreciated. Please make
note, in space provided, whether in your opinion, he will make a satisfactory
fireman."
I was also given a book of rules to study.
I now went home and gathered up what I thought I would need on
the student trips I would have to make. What I took with me was plenty.
Anyone would have thought I was going to China. Among other things,
Mother had made a large chocolate layer cake. I stowed that in a large grip
along with the rest of the lunch.
I found out that there was an extra east called for somewhere around
6:00 P.M. The engineer on this train was to be a man named Johnson. Being
a Swede it is not surprising that his nickname was Olie. I couldn't think of
any time in the past that I had offended him so I decided that I would start
my student trips with him.
His fireman was a man named Alma Ostler. This fireman gained a
lot of fame later on when he was in a head-on collision at the Lehi Sugar
Works. On that occasion he sustained the loss of both legs. His one leg was
completely cut off in the accident. The other one was broken and mostly
severed. He was pinned in the wreck by that remaining leg. He deliberately
took out his pocket knife, and with the live steam leaking and surging all
around he actually cut off the remainder of the pinioned leg and dragged
himself into the clear.
I put my belongings away with those of the rest of the crew and
handed Olie Johnson the letter authorizing me to ride his engine. He had
seen many letters just like it. He merely filed it away with his time book for
future notes.
I helped Alma get the engine ready, and listened lightly to his advice.
There came a time when I wished that I had listened a little more attentively.

52

Fireman I

At the time it seemed to me that I was going on a joyride. I didn't take the
serious interest in the duties of a fireman that I should have taken.
We left Salt Lake light-what was known in the vernacular as
"caboose bounce." This meant that we had only an engine and cabooseno cars-from Salt Lake to Provo. We picked up cars at Provo, and again
at Springville, to make up a train.
Between Salt Lake and Provo the fireman had allowed me to put in
a fire, which meant shovel a little coal in the firebox now and then. But he
kept a strict watch on me so that I would not spoil his fire. I wondered why
he didn't let me do all the firing. I was to learn the reason later.
After we left Springville, on the rising grade into the mountains to
the east he would only allow me to sporadically shovel in a few scoops of
coal. Most of the time I was back in the tank shoveling the coal up to where
he could reach it.
At Thistle we had lunch and after taking coal and water, chores which
Alma let me perform, we left town. We had about forty empty cars and a
large consolidation type engine on the rear. We met several westbound
trains between Thistle and Tucker. At each meet one or the other of us
threaded in and out of the passing track.
While on the move I could look back and see the bright flare in the
sky toward the rear of the train. This I was told came about when the helper
fireman opened the fire door to feed coal into the firebox-flashing the
door. I kept wondering when that engine would cut off and go back. I
thought a helper was just to help a train get started. But that engine was
going right on with us. That seemed most strange to me at the time.
At Mill Fork we made a stop. The fireman handed me the lantern
and motioned to the top of the tender. "Take water," he said. I scrambled
up over the coal pile, lifted the manhole cover, pulled down and placed the
spout. I pulled the rope to open the tank valve. The water was suddenly
released into the spout and almost raised it out from under me. I almost
ended up down in the tank compartment of the tender.
I learned something there: Always be careful when pulling on the tank
rope that you don't have the spout jerked out from under you. Some of
those water tanks let the water out with such force that the spout was hard
to hold in place. I have been drenched with water in this way many times.
At Tucker I was again ordered to take water. It was getting to be
daylight by that time. I also was instructed on how to take coal. This was
a haphazard undertaking. Those aprons on the coal chute were all marked
as "four tons," "six tons," "eight tons," and so on. You might think you
needed about four tons to fill up the bunker in the tender. So you pulled
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down one marked "four tons." Maybe you would actually get four tons,
but there was an even chance you could get eight tons. Then you were there
for some time shoveling.
As we left Tucker I could see that we had two more engines on the
rear of the train. I asked Alma why we had so many engines and why we
were going so slowly. He told me that we were on a very steep gradebetween four or five percent.
I remember I answered: "Oh, boy, I'll bet we can go fast when we
come down."
All night I had been disappointed at the speed we were making. When
I made that remark about speed coming down the hill, it made quite a hit
with the crew. In amusement they told me we surely could go fast coming
down, but it would not be advisable.
The sun was up over the mountain when we at last arrived at Soldier
Summit. While we were cutting off the helper engines and getting air brake
inspection, I got out my chocolate cake and shared it with the crew. It was
very well received.
When we left Soldier Summit, the crew had only a little over an hour
to work, so at Colton the order was out to set out the train and tie up for
eight hours' rest. Of course that order didn't affect me. I was not drawing
pay for those hours.
The engineer, Olie Johnson, signed my letter stating that in his
opinion I would make a very good fireman. How he arrived at that
conclusion I can't figure out. I hadn't been allowed to do any firing to
amount to anything. My only contribution to the work had been taking
water and coal.
How I got to Helper after the crew tied up at Colton I can not now
recall, but I do remember coming out of the Beanery, all washed and
evidently well fed. I do know I had a toothpick in my mouth.
There was a passenger train standing in front of the Beanery headed
west. I walked up to the engine. The engineer was John Hardesty. I had
not had too much trouble with him (or so I thought), so I climbed on the
engine. He wanted to knowwhatl was doing down here at Helper. I showed
him my letter. I asked if! could ride with him. He was undecided at first.
Finally he said, "Yes."
I can't remember much about firing that little ten-wheeler up the
grade, but I do know I had her "howling"-popping her safety valve-most
of the way down the grade. Every time the engineer or fireman glanced in
my direction I would start to shovel in some coal. They finally had to take
the shovel away from me.
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When we stopped at Springville there was a freight train headed west.
I thought I had had enough passenger experience for the time being so I
got off. John Hardesty told me to have that freight engineer sign my letter
as having rode with him right out of Helper. This was because my letter
was addressed to freight crews only.
When that passenger train left town, I walked over and climbed on
the freight engine. I looked up to see if! recognized the engineer. My heart
sank! I surely did recognize him. It was Old Head Conners. I could not have
drawn a worse choice! Old Head and I had had several run-ins while I was
on the supply job. Our trouble had been over the amount of valve oil issued.
I had a printed schedule in the supply house governing the amount
of oil to be placed on the various engines in different service. I had several
arguments with a number of the engineers over the small amount of oil
allowed. If I remember rightly an engine such as the eleven hundreds was
allowed one and one-half pints of valve oil-master mechanic's blood-for
one trip from Salt Lake to Helper. I lived up to that schedule and thereby
made enemies doing so. Old Head was one of them.
When I climbed on his engine there at Springville he looked down at
me, and I thought for a moment that he was going to throw me off.
However, I hastily produced the letter and handed it to him. At first he
didn't want to look at it. He kept barking at me, "What is it? What is it?"
He knew very well what it was. He had seen many of them in his time
as an engineer. I was frightened, but I managed at last to make him
understand it was a letter authorizing me to ride that engine. He wouldn't
take the letter, but turned his back on me and proceeded to get the train in
motion to follow that passenger train out of town.
The fireman sympathized with me and told me to stay on. I put in
a few fires between Springville and Provo without any notice from
Conners. Leaving Provo, Old Head called the regular fireman over to his
side for instructions. He told him, "You put in a fire, and then let the kid
put in one. Just put in every other fire." So that's the way things stood
leaving Provo.
I think we were getting along too well with this arrangement to suit
Old Head. After stopping and restarting at the Pedro crossing west of the
Provo River, he told the regular fireman to "let the kid take her alone, now."
It was general practice for all westbound freight trains, after making
the Pedro crossing stop, to make all speed possible for the run up the
American Fork hill. They would go down through the Geneva sag just as
fast as they could turn a wheel, with the Johnson bar hooked up as close to
center as possible. It was here that those freight engines took an awful
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beating, and they had to be hot all the way to get that train up into American
Fork without "doubling the hill," without having to make two trips to haul
the train up the hill.
There I was, just a punk kid at the "rat hole," with no more concept
of what I was up against than a baby. I kept bailing coal into that roaring
firebox. The engine rattled along ever faster on the slight dip down through
Geneva. I knew I was shoveling enough coal, but was I getting it in the
right place? As the speed increased it was hard for me, a greenhorn on the
rolling deck, to keep my feet and to stay right side up. However, I managed
to keep on shoveling and swinging the door. If I straightened up to get a
breath of air the Old Head would scream, "What are you going to do, kid,
let her die?" And I would start shoveling again.
I was blinded from the glare of the firebox. The glove on my left hand
was actually smoking. I straightened up to shake the glove to cool it. The
Old Head screamed, "Put in some coal kid, you know that ain't valve oil,
put in some coal." And I would put in more coal. At last as we approached
the grade the speed slackened, and I was able to keep my feet a little better.
The firebox was full of blazing embers. It got so full that when I opened
the door hot coals would roll out on the deck. Still the Old Head hollered
for more coal.
We topped the American Fork hill and started to zoom down past
the Lehi sugar works. We picked up speed again. I thought that old eleven
hundred would tear herself to pieces the way Old Head Conners was
hammering her. I straightened up to get the kink out of my back. The left
leg of my overalls seemed to scorch my flesh when it pressed against me. I
was weary, not from the physical efforts, but from the unaccustomed heat
of the open firebox door.
Old Head started to holler for more coal, but was interrupted by the
angry fireman. "Ah, for C--t sake, run your damned engine, and leave
the kid alone, you old so and so."
He took the scoop out of my hands and guided me over to the left
seat box. I was blinded by the hot glaring firebox. I had to feel my way. The
fireman slapped the blade of the shovel down on the fire ring and took a
long look at the fire. He closed the door and stabbed the scoop into the
coal pile. I felt him climb onto the seat behind me. He was a big man; as
big as Old Head Conners. I never saw him again after that trip. He must
have been a boomer.
The Old Head seemed to settle down after this rebuke. He ran that
engine the way it should be run. He didn't say a word to either of us from
there to Midvale.
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At Midvale the "sixteen-hour law" caught up with that crew. This law
was known, in the slang of our railroad, as the "pure food law." Elsewhere,
and quite generally on other railroads, it drew the name of the "hog law."
It was intended to mean the same allover the country, and that was that
after sixteen hours on duty a train crew was required to cease work and have
eight to ten hours' rest. I was to see this law violated many times.
The crew headed into the passing track and prepared to leave the
engine. Soon another westbound train stopped at the water tank. The crew
of the train I had been riding all climbed aboard the second train, leaving
their own standing in the passing track while they proceeded on into Salt
Lake. Not knowing what else to do I stayed with the tied-up train.
In a short time no. 62, an eastbound hot shot freight, rolled into town
and stopped for water. A relief crew unloaded from the train and came to
take over the westbound freight I was on.
The engineer on this relief crew was a man named Fisher. He was
quite a sport. He played the races and considered himself to be quite the
ladies' man. I know, because I fired for him quite a bit later on in my career.
He signed my letter without any argument. That raised my hopes a little.
I was beginning to feel a little discouraged. I had ridden with five engineers
and only two had signed my letter.
After we arrived in Salt Lake I went around to the roundhouse to get
the lay of the land. I intended to make more student trips, but the engine
dispatcher offered to mark me up on the board if! would go over to a class
for new firemen in the classroom over the freight depot. The class was just
getting started. There were in the class several newly hired experienced men
and some students, abour six of us in all. We took the questions in rotation.
I don't believe I answered more than five or six correctly. However, the
examiner passed us all. They needed men badly. It was getting late in the
evening when I returned to the engine dispatcher's office.
He marked me up on the extra fireman's board without any fuss. I
was a fireman now! Or was I? Anyway, my name was on the board-last out.
My first call was as a "dog catcher." This meant that I would deadhead
out and relieve a fireman who happened to be tied up some place on the
sixteen-hour law. The place I was to deadhead on this occasion happened
to be Riverton, about seventeen miles out from Salt Lake. Being all down
grade into the home yards, I didn't profit much in the way of experience
on this trip.
It was close to Christmas in 1908. In fact it was Christmas Eve, I
believe, when I received my next call. The girl who was afterwards to be my

Learning to Fire

57

wife had paid me a visit at my home. I walked her back to her home. On
the way a fireman named Roach, who afterwards fired for me, passed us on
the way. He cautioned me: "You better get on home," he said, "You're first
out now."
All afternoon I had watched my name move up on the board. I
wondered what the assignment would be. I also wondered who the engineer
would be. I hoped it wouldn't be Old Head Conners, Pokey Cowan, or
some other engineer that I'd had trouble with on the supply job.
I had just entered the house when a loud knocking sounded on the
door. When I opened it a little fearfully, there stood the caller with the call
book in his hand.
"Gould ... ?" he leered, or so it seemed to me. "Called for 62-Engine
20 I-for 12:30 A.M." I waited for the rest of it, the name of the engineer.
"Who's the hogger?" I boldly inquired-although down deep I
believe I intuitively knew.
The caller seemed to be enjoying himself. His grin grew wider. "Pokey
Cowan," he answered and handed me the call book to sign.
My heart sank in my shoes. What worse fate could be mine at this
hout? With a trembling hand I scribbled my name in the call book. I
believed the caller enjoyed my discomfort.
Gone now were all my plans! Gone out of my mind was that pretty
little speech I had rehearsed: "Mr. Cowan ... " Only I had hoped it would
not be Cowan. "I don't know much about firing an engine .... " He would
now find that out soon enough. "But I'm willing to learn .... " Who would
be my teacher? Certainly not this man. "If there is anything you could show
me, I would be grateful...." I surely would! But I didn't think Pokey would
be willing to show me anything that would be to my advantage. Not him!
IfI wasn't a fireman I had at least dressed the part. My new cap was
peaked down over one eye. That large red bandanna completely circled my
neck. Those large gauntlet gloves came halfway to my elbow, and that gold
chain anchored in the bib of my overalls was fastened to a large new gold
watch on the other end. That's the way I looked when I presented myself
to Pokey Cowan on the deck of that little high wheeled mogul that
Christmas Eve.
Pokey took a long look at me and then turned away with an
anticipated leer distorting his severe countenance. "You'd better get them
lamps filled and the lubricator working," he admonished, as he slid down
the gangway steps with that long oiler in his hand.
I filled the headlight reservoir in the old box-like oil headlight with
coal oil and lighted it, filled and lighted the gauge lights, and swept up the

58

Fireman I

deck while Pokey oiled the running gear. I inspected the tank for water. I
put in a few scoops of coal. I thought I was doing all right. By the time
Pokey came back up into the cab, I thought I was ready.
He took one look around, and then without a single comment, he
seated himself on the right seat box and tooted the whistle inquiringly. He
must have received a confirming signal out in front from the brakeman, for
he immediately sounded two more decisive blasts. He then tipped the
Johnson bar with his foot. It slid noisily down into the front end of the
quadrant. The port in the brake valve sighed softly as he released the brake.
He tugged at the throttle, and the little 201 tremblingly moved ahead.
We moved out into the "dick lead," the track from the roundhouse
to the yards, and backed down onto a string of merchandise cars. Someone
came up alongside the engine under Pokey's window. There was a sharp
exchange of words between Pokey and someone on the ground.
Then Pokey turned angrily to me. "Your headlight is all smoked up,"
he announced. "Get out there and clean that chimney, and don't turn it
up so high when you light it."
Something would have to go wrong, I thought as I made my way out
along the running board to the head end. When I opened the door to the
headlight cage all I could see was a dark smoking smudge where the
headlight chimney should be. I had sense enough to turn the wick down
and blowout the flame. I reached in with my gloved hand to get the
chimney out for cleaning. The hot glass shriveled the fingers on my glove,
and set up a suffocating stench.
I finally got the glass cooled sufficiently to clean it. I wiped the
smoked-up headlight glass and reflector. I trimmed and relighted the wick.
I was unaware that Pokey was standing on the ground taking in my every
move. Ifhe was going to turn me in, why didn't he do it now, I thought.
As I slid the headlight base back into place and closed the cage door
his voice rang out sharply. "Turn that wick down a little," he ordered. I
turned it down to where I thought it would lose it's flame, before I received
his approval. I had not known that when that headlight got warmed up the
flame would rise. If too high to begin with the whole thing would smoke
up. That's what had happened to cause it to black out before.
I now hoped that everything else would be okay and returned to the
cab. There was, to me, a meaningless exchange of signals, shouts, and
whistle blasts, all having to do with the air brake inspection. The conductor
climbed into the cab with a handful of orders. He and Pokey read and
commented on them. Then Pokey stuffed them into his pocket.
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He turned to me. "Have you got a load in her?" he inquired. 1 justly
interpreted that to mean did 1 have coal in the firebox. 1 told him that 1
did. He seemed highly amused at something.
He blasted twice with the whistle and reached for the throttle. The
head brakeman crouched down on his little seat between the boiler head
and the cab. The conductor took his place-on my seat box. The only place
left for me as the 201 ambled ahead was down on the deck. We pulled
slowly out of the yard.
1 started to shovel in the coal. 1 thought that was what 1 was there for.
Pokey hollered at me, "Wait till we get out of this yard. You'll have plenty
of time to wear out that scoop when we get going."
After a time we seemed to leave the yard and pick up speed. 1
tentatively picked up the scoop, expecting Pokey to correct me if 1 was
doing wrong. AI; he made no effort to stop me 1 thought 1 was doing the
right thing. 1 started shoveling coal.
As the fire blazed and crackled the light became blinding to my eyes,
as they were unaccustomed to the glare. The heat scorched the left leg of my
overalls. Everything inside the cab was blacked out. 1 could not see the water
glass reading. The water glass was a half-inch, foot long cylinder which
indicated the water level in the boiler. 1 could not see the steam gauge. 1 was
completely blinded by the intense white heat waves coming from the firebox.
When 1 closed the firedoor everything was in darkness. 1 had not yet learned
to look at the fire with the scoop held as a shield. But we kept going. And 1
continued to throw coal at that blinding glare coming from the firebox.
Ten miles of this and, as Pokey seemed to ease off, the speed grew
less. We were approaching Midvale where we would stop for water. 1
continued to shovel coal until Pokey commanded me to quit. He finally
shut off, and 1 swear that the pop on the 201 let go on the night air with a
bang. The conductor prepared to get off when the stop was made. He
tapped me on the shoulder as he stepped down onto the deck.
"She's a good one, ain't she, Kid?" he said.
"I don't know," 1 answered. "Where is it?"
"Right up there on the mark," he announced.
The head brakeman cut off the engine, and we moved down to the
water tank. 1 had pulled the tank spout down, and was hanging onto the
valve rope. 1 could see down into the cab. 1 saw Pokey looking at the fire
over the overturned scoop shovel. About thirty-five years later as 1was a guest
on his engine pulling no. 1 between Colton and Soldier Summit 1 was to see
him repeat that scene when another young fireman let the steam pressure lag.
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When I came back into the cab Pokey roughly inquired: "What's the
matter Kid, are you weak in the poop? Can't you get it up there?" From
this I inferred that I was not shoveling enough coal. I could remedy that if
indeed that was my trouble. I was young and husky and in good shape
physically. That little mogul couldn't burn coal faster than I could shovel
it to her. The idea! I would show him!
As I analyzed the situation later I came to the conclusion that I played
right into Pokey's plans. I was doing too good a job to please him. That
engine had blown it's top when he shut off coming into Midvale. The
conductor had commented "She's a good one. Right up on the mark!"
Pokey wanted me to overload that fire so that he could turn me in for nonperformance. He didn't want me to make good.
Well, that's just what I did. Leaving Midvale I shoveled coal faster
than that engine could burn it. The result was that the fire clinkered over.
We lost steam. When we stopped before the Pedro crossing approaching
Provo we didn't have enough steam to start the train.
After several half-hearted efforts Pokey contentedly hoisted his feet
up on the boiler head. "Put on your blower, Kid," he said. I did, and after
about ten minutes he tried again. This time he had little difficulty starting
that train. We rambled down into Provo, but were late on our schedule.
Pokey stopped at the water tank. While I was up taking water I saw
him making his way back to the telegraph office. The significance of that
did not dawn upon me until later. Before I was through taking water he
was back on the engine. All the while we were standing there the blower
had been roaring into the night. By the time I got through taking water the
steam pressure was up. We left town.
Somewhere up around Mapleton we again stopped to "blow up"to raise the steam pressure. We were way off schedule now. The firebox was
clinkered over and filled to overflowing. Evety time I opened the fire door
to put in a scoop of coal it seemed to me that two scoopfuls would roll out
onto the iron deck.
We finally dragged wearily into Thistle. We stopped to clear the
eastbound siding, cut off the engine, and moved ahead. I thought we were
going for water. I started to climb onto the back of the tank. Pokey
stopped me.
"Get your stuff together, Kid, and get off the engine," he announced.
"You are through!"
I couldn't quite understand for a moment. A couple of men in greasy
overalls climbed on the engine. They had clinker hooks and shaker bars.
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One opened the fire door and looked into the furnace. He turned to me in
a contemptuous attitude.
"You sure got her loaded," he snarled.
They proceeded to clean that fire, entirely ignoring me. Pokey had
left the engine. Another fireman made his appearance before the fire
cleaners had finished. In a sympathizing manner he enlightened me. Pokey
had turned me in by wire from Provo. This man had been called to take
my place and to fire that engine for the rest of the trip.
Mter awhile I began to understand. It was as Pokey had said: I was
through! My career as a fireman was over, almost before it had begun. I got
off the engine. Carrying my effects I walked back slowly, sadly, and puzzled.
I walked by the big lighted bay window of the depot. A man with a green
shade over his eyes looked out at me. I fancied that look contained amused
contempt. I proceeded a little farther down the platform to a baggage truck.
I managed to climb on it and sit down.
Pokey and the head brakeman came out of the lunch counter. They
walked by, completely ignoring me in my misery. I saw them climb on the
engine. Soon they backed down onto the train. A large consolidation engine
coupled onto the sharp end. They whistled off, and the train moved ahead.
With my heart down in my shoes, I painfully and sorrowfully watched the
marker lamps of that caboose shake and shiver as the train faded away
around the curve out of Thistle.
What thoughts went through my mind as I sat on that baggage truck
in lonely darkness! I was cold, hungry, but most of all dejected. My days as
a fireman had been short indeed. What would I tell my folks, especially my
mother, who had contracted for that gold watch? I thought of leaving for
other more distant parts. I would get away from it all. Many years later I
would come back when I was immensely rich. I would seek revenge against
Pokey. Certainly I couldn't go back home. What would I tell that girl to
whom I had bragged about one day being an engineer? No, I couldn't go
back and face all my friends. It would just be too humiliating.
I slid down off the truck. I walked past that big lighted window again.
The man behind that green eyeshade looked up with a smile. That smile
turned into a leer, or so it seemed. I didn't go by that window again. I sat,
a lonely and dejected shivering figure on that cold baggage truck. Even now,
after all these years, I still think the loneliest place in the world is a depot
platform in the dark small hours of early morning.
How long I sat there in brooding silence I do not know. The darkness
was beginning to pale. The rays of the sun were beginning to peek over the

