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Fireman I

high mountain. I was starting to nod sleepily. Suddenly a voice sounded in
front of me.
"You Gould?"
I stirred into wakefulness. What now? The well-clothed figure of a
man stood before me. As my eyes began to focus, he again asked that
question: "You Gould?"
"Yes," I answered dejectedly, ''I'm Gould."
He spoke like one with authority. "Number 61 will be coming into
town in a little while. You get on that engine and relieve the fireman. The
crew is short of time. You will work the run into Salt Lake." He turned and
walked away. I saw him enter the telegraph office. I pondered over his
words. "You get on that engine and relieve that fireman!" Then I was still
on the pay roll! I was still a fireman!
My throat tightened up. A relieved sob shook me into full
wakefulness. I was going to have another chance. I wondered what Pokey
would think of that.
How bright and warm the sun looked now as it fully tipped the
mountain top. How crystal-like the glazed snow-covered ground appeared.
How loudly and sweetly chirped the winter birds overhead. Gone now was
that dreadful feeling of utter despair, that feeling of melancholy and of
loneliness. How lovely it was to be alive and still a fireman on this beautiful
mornmg.
Soon another figure appeared beside me. Dressed in overalls with that
telltale time book and schedule showing from his back pocket. He couldn't
be anything but an engineer.
Again that question was asked: "You Gould?" This time I answered
eagerly, "Yes, my name is Gould."
He asked me a few questions about my being at Thistle. I told him I
was a new man, and that I had been unable to make good with Pokey
Cowan.
He commented, "You're not the first who didn't make good with
Pokey." He added, "You ought to do all right from here to Salt Lake. It's
mostly downhill."
I learned his name was Brown. He made his home at Springville. He
was called Springville Brown to distinguish him from several other Browns
on the road.
When no. 61 dropped down the hill and came to a stop we both
climbed on and relieved the tired crew. I can't remember the number of
the engine, but I think it, too, was a mogul. How good it felt to be on an
engine again! We had no trouble bringing no. 61 into Salt Lake. Engineer
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Above: A "hog," a 2~8~O consolidation engine of the C-41 class. Manufacturer's
photo from the W. J. G. Gould collection. Below: An eight-wheeler "mogul"; this
engine was later renumbered as the Denver & Rio Grande 943. Manufacturer's
photo from the W. J. G. Gould collection.

Brown was then released to deadhead back to Thistle, and I again saw my
name adorning the fireman's extra board.
This was a very busy single track railroad, and the winter coal rush
was well underway. I know I was fortunate to draw several dog catching
trips in a row. This permitted me to learn more about the job of firing
without being under the gun as much as I had been on those first few trips.
I was determined to make every trip add to my total experience and skill.
One morning I was called to fire a little "hog" on the Park City helper
("hogs" were small consolidation engines of the C-41 class). The engineer
was a man by the name of Curley Dyet. His hair may have been curly at
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one time, but at the time of which I write he had none. Curley had been
an engineer on the Park City Branch when it had been an independent
railroad. He now worked on the mainline most of the time, but every winter
when business was good he was able to go back to his branch again. Every
morning in the winter there were two ice trains besides the local freight and
the passenger jobs. These runs combined required in the neighborhood of
about ten little hogs a day. I was fortunate enough to hold that job with
Curley for about a week before a regular man decided he wanted it. Jobs
like those on the Park City Branch were much in favor due to the fact that
they were all daylight hours, and every night was spent at home in the hay.
Curley was the first engineer to show any interest in me. I learned
afterward that both Pokey Cowan and Old Head Conners had tried to get
him to turn me in, but he refused.
Every morning we would help the first ice train out of Salt Lake to
Altus. Then we would cut off and follow down to Gorgoza where the ice
ponds were located. There we would linger around for several hours while
the train was being loaded with ice. We would then couple in behind the
caboose and help back to Altus. There we would cut off and drift down
behind them into Salt Lake. On these jobs Curley had plenty of time to
coach me along, which he did to good effect.
One afternoon, as we were coming down behind the ice train, I
received the first real scare in my railroading career. We were drifting along
on this little hog engine. I had a good fire in her, and had climbed up onto
my seat. I had the front and back doors of the cab latched. Those little hogs
had a boiler that extended clear through the cab and ended with its back
head flush with the back of the cab. They had no deck on the engine
proper-only an apron between the engine and the shovel plate of the
tender. The only wayan engineer could get to the fireman's side was to
come out the right back door, walk over to the left side by way of the shovel
plate, and enter from the left back cab door.
This afternoon we were drifting comfortably along. Everything was
in proper order. As I said, I was on the seat with the windows and doors
latched against the winter cold. All of a sudden there occurred what to me
seemed to be an explosion. There was a loud blast, and the cab filled with
steam. I didn't know which way to turn or what to do. Curley was hollering
at me over the top of the boiler, but I couldn't make out what he was saying.
He finally came around to my side and started pounding on the back door.
At last he made me understand that he wanted in. I unlatched the door and
he came into my side. In a very short time the raging noise gradually
subsided. The cab soon cleared of steam.
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I asked Curley what had happened. He said the water glass had blown
out. When he couldn't make me understand he came over to my side and
shut off both the top and bottom valves of the glass. The water glass was
on the left side of the engine. A blown out water glass never scared me again.
Old Curley Dyet was quite a character. He was my friend for as long
as I was on the Rio Grande. Later on after the Park City experience I fired
engines 61 and 62 for him as a regular job out of Ogden. He snored more
loudly when asleep than any man I every knew. At the YMCA at Helper
they had a special room that they put him in which was away from all
other sleepers. Even at that you could hear him snore from anywhere on
that floor.
On that 61 and 62 job the crew was usually made up of men living
in Salt Lake. We rode back and forth between Salt Lake and Ogden on
anything on which we could catch a ride. Going to Ogden was an evening
trip, since 62 was scheduled out of Ogden at 9 P.M. Sixty-one was scheduled
as an early morning arrival in Ogden, which meant finding a ride back to
Salt Lake mid-morning.
The best connection we could make would be on the Bamberger
Railway, the electric interurban. We all had a letter given us by the
superintendent. When we presented this letter at the Bamberger ticket
office they would sell us a ticket for thirty-five cents-one cent a mile. We
only took advantage of this arrangement if there was no other means of
travel, such as a Rio Grande train going our direction.
One morning we were going into Ogden a little late. We were figuring
on riding no. 6 back to Salt Lake if we got into Ogden in time to catch it.
Time was getting short. The last six or seven miles into the Ogden yards
were downgrade, and we were bowling along right smart. That little 955
could sure turn a nasty wheel!
All at once I felt a little jerk on the engine. I looked back in time to
see that train piling up. About halfway back to the caboose a car had
derailed, and the rest of the train behind it seemed determined to pile up
on top of the hapless car. I had a grandstand view. It was just like a football
game. When that car left the rails every other car behind seemed determined
to jump on top, and that's just what they did.
With the Rio Grande mainline so completely tied up by the wreck,
no. 6 left Ogden over the Oregon Short Line tracks that morning. We made
it in plenty of time.
That turn on 61 and 62 was a good one. It paid a fireman on the
average of one hundred and fifty-two dollars a month. That was pretty good
money then. We left Ogden about 9 P.M. We were at Helper about 9 or
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lO A.M. the next morning. We would then leave Helper about 6:00 or 7:00
that night and be in Ogden about 6:00 or 7:00 the following morning.
Then we would be off the rest of that day and the next day until about 9
P.M. There was only one drawback. It was all night work.
But those little nine-fifties were nice comfortable engines to fire, and
they usually steamed very well. I was firing 952 one afternoon. It was a hot
summer day. The engineer was a man named Bert Kestler. We called him
"Blue Beard," on account of the color of his chin just after shaving. The
952 was just out of the back shop. She was in perfect condition. When
working there wasn't a click or a pound in her anywhere, but she did burn
too much coal at the time.
I was down on the deck shoveling coal. The sweat was running out
from under my cap and dripping off my chin. We were just going under
the overhead bridge in the mouth of the Spanish Fork Canyon. Bert looked
down on me and said: "You know, Gouldie, a man working on a nice engine
like this on a regular job shouldn't expect any pay. When payday comes
along he should just sign his check and turn it back to the company, and
thank them for the privilege."
I replied, "Alright Bert, you give' em back YOut check but I'll keep
mine, because I earn it!" I wiped the perspiration from my dripping
forehead and waited for an answer. None was forthcoming.
Nter I got bumped off that ice train helper job with Curley Dyet, I
was sent to Helper to take the place of a fireman who had gone to Salt Lake
to the take the examination for engineer. The job was mostly firing helper
engines on the east side of the Soldier Summit grade. The man whose place
I took fell down on the exam, and I thought he would come back and relieve
me. I was getting quite homesick, and I couldn't see how I was going to get
off that helper job and get back to Salt Lake.
The man I was relieving finally did come back after several weeks. But
instead of letting me go back they held me at Helper on the extra board. I
was getting desperate. I hadn't seen my gal for over a month. Payday came
along, and I bribed the callboy. His name was Tommy Haycock.
I told Tommy that if he would call me for the head end of some train
going to Salt Lake I would give him five dollars. A day or two later he called
me for the sharp end of no. 61. I give him the five dollars. The sad part was
that I got to Salt Lake to find myself still on the extra board there. The very
next call I got was to deadhead to Helper for the Helper extra board.

15

y now I was getting to be quite a fireman. For some months I had
been working as a fireman, marked up on the board out of Salt
Lake.
One day I was called for an extra west, going to Ogden. The master
mechanic was a man named Powell. He was just about as ornery as any
man I ever met. He and Jack Snyder, the traveling engineer, came alongside
the engine when we were getting ready to leave for Ogden. He looked up
in the cab and saw me, red bandanna, gaundeted gloves, cap, watch, chain,
and all. He stopped and said something to the traveling engineer. Jack
Snyder came up into the cab. He wanted to know who I was and what I
was doing on that engine. I told him my name and said that I was firing
the engine.
He wanted to know who had hired me and how long I had been firing.
I told him that he had hired me, and that I had been firing for some ten
months by that time. He climbed off the engine and I saw he and the master
mechanic arguing as they walked away.
I made that trip and was back in Salt Lake expecting the next call.
The telephone rang. I answered, and it was the engine dispatcher. He started
to give me a call, then interrupted the conversation, and told me to wait a
minute. I heard him talking to someone in the office. Then he came back
on the phone and said to me, "Cancel the call-you are out of service."
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I asked him why I was out of service, and he answered that he didn't
know. I went immediately to the call room to see what I could find out. I
couldn't think of any rule I had broken.
The engine dispatcher told me that Jack Snyder had told him to take
me out of service. He didn't know why. In the meantime Jack Snyder had
left town. It was two or three days before he returned and I could see him.
When I did get to see him, he told me that Old Man Powell had
ordered him to take me out of service on account of my age. I went up to
see Powell. He wasn't in his office. I wandered around the shops looking
for him. I came upon him walking through the blacksmith shop. I walked
up to him and said, "Mr. Powell, can I speak to you for a minute?"
He gave me a mean look and said, "Talk fast!"
I told him who I was and that I had been taken out of service. He
didn't lose a step in his stride.
"Yeah," he said. The tobacco juice was running out of both sides of
his mouth. "You're not of age. I don't know how you ever got into the
engine service."
I was on the spot. I wasn't yet twenty-one. I didn't have an argument
to put up. I said, "Mr. Powell, don't I look to be twenty-one?" That was
the first time he stopped walking.
He turned on me and told me most emphatically that I didn't look
to be even twenty, and I couldn't convince him that I was unless I produced
a birth certificate to that effect.
I tried to tell him that I could fire an engine as well as any fireman on
the board. I offered to get enginemen to prove it. I was thinking of Curley
Dyet. He started walking away from me. I started to follow, but I could see
that it was of no use. He had quite forgotten me.
The next morning I tried to talk to him again. He didn't have time
to listen. He later told my dad that I was just a sassy kid. I didn't know the
basis for that remark and couldn't think of any time I had sassed him. I
hadn't had the chance.
I belonged to the Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen (the union)
at the time, but I didn't think they would take my case if they found out I
really wasn't of the required age.
I thought I would try just once more. I dressed in my best clothes. I
had on a white shirt and collar. I went looking for him and again met him
out in the shops. I got into step and tried to talk to him. No matter what I
said he wouldn't answer. Finally he stopped, and his wrath poured out in
torrents. He spit tobacco juice allover my white shirt. He slobbered allover
himself. I know I hadn't mentioned the firemen's organization, but he said
"I'll cut your gallasses for you! I don't care how many organizations you
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The author at age
twenty-one. Photo
from the W. J. G.
Gould collection.

belong to. I'll stop you!" He raved like that for several minutes. If it had been
anything but my job at stake, I believe I would have clobbered him. He
started to walk away, then seemed to cool off a little. He turned back to me.
'Tll tell you what I'll do, Kid. I'll put you back to work! I'll put you
on a switch engine, and you stay there until I tell you to get offl"
He walked away. That afternoon the engine dispatcher had orders to
put me on a switch engine.
Well, I thought, firing a switch engine was still firing. I concluded
that at least it saved my job for the moment.
I was on that switch engine for about a year. I was a few months over
twenty-one when I finally got back on the main stem again. By that time
Old Man Powell had left the Rio Grande and was master mechanic for the
Western Pacific. The man who took his place was an Englishman by the
name of Bennett.
I went up to his office to see if it was all right for me to go back to
the mainline. They hunted up the records on me but could find nothing
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amiss. Old Man Powell had evidently made my case a personal matter. But
at any rate I was back on the mainline again.
Those switch crews worked ten-hours shifts. The fireman's pay was
two dollars and seventy cents a shift. At that, we had the edge on the switch
firemen on the OS1. They worked ten hours for two dollars and sixty cents.
I was very lucky in being assigned to what was called the "horn" job.
We went to work at eight in the morning and quit at six at night. The new
Rio Grande passenger depot was in the process of being built but had not
yet been completed. We hauled material for that job. The horn was the
name given to that part of the track on Eighth South where the direction
was reversed in the process of getting over to Fourth West. Some wag
probably thought it was similar to going around Cape Horn. There were a
lot of industries along Fourth West that we served, such as a coal yard, a
bottling works, and scrap yards.
Every morning we assembled our cars in the regular yard. We had the
air hoses coupled up and the brakes tested. Then we proceeded around the
horn to make deliveries. It was the same routine in the afternoon. Twice a
day we traversed the same tracks, serving all those industries.
At times we also went to the cattle pens at Woods Cross to deliver or
receive car loads of animals. Then we would sometimes go down along the
Western Pacific tracks to serve the Fisher Brewery, or up past Sugarhouse
to serve the cement rock quarry. It was just like a local peddler freight job.
There was, along Fourth West, the Temps Bottling Works, a branch
of the Temps St. Louis beer brewing operation. There was also a bottling
works for Anhauser Busch Beer. We would deliver beer in bulk to these
places-but never more than one car at a time. This was because every time
we set out a car of beer at one of these places each member of the crew received
a quart bottle of beer. So if we had two cars to deliver in one day one car was
always delivered in the morning and the other car in the afternoon.
I think that little old engine I fired must have started life as a narrow
gauge mogul. I know from looking at the nameplate on the smokebox that
it was built by Baldwin in 1883. That would have been before the Rio
Grande or any part of it was changed to standard gauge. She was
undoubtedly what we called a "set out." That is, the wheels were set out to
standard gauge.
The engineer I fired for was a man by the name ofJohn Cobbly. He
was a booze hound. While we were getting our air brake test and before
proceeding around the horn, he would go about a block away and get
another kid to fire the engine. Sometimes we would be alone all day long
on that engine. Just two kids. I have often wondered since how he got away
with it. Besides distributing cars around the horn we would sometimes have
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to go out of town. For this we required train orders. I am free to confess
that at that time I knew very little about the rules governing train orders. I
wonder how I got by!
On one occasion we were at the Woods Cross stock yards delivering
a carload of bulls. It was getting pretty close to eastbound no. 2's time. A
cattleman got on the engine at the stock yards to ride into Salt Lake. I was
thinking of waiting out there for no. 2. This cattleman wanted to get to
Salt Lake to catch no. 2 at the station. If we let no. 2 by at Woods Cross
he would not make the connection. He spoke to our crew foreman who
told me how it stood. He wanted to know if I thought that low wheeled
mogul could go into Salt Lake ahead of no. 2. There was a pleading look
in that cattleman's eye.
I wasn't sure, but I was willing to try. The crew foreman looked back
to see ifhe could see a headlight. I turned to one of the switchmen and said,
"Open the gate."
He did, and we took off. "Where ignorance is bliss 'tis folly to be
otherwise!" Or was it just the foolhardy nerve of a young punk?
I hooked the Johnson bar up as high as I dared, and that little mogul
kicked back the miles in great shape. I believe no. 2 must have been running
a little late. In any event she never got close to us. The cattleman made his
connection, as far as I know, and each member of the crew got a highpriced cigar.
I never saw the day, after I got to be an engineer, that I would place
that much confidence in my fireman-to leave him alone all day on my
engine. But John Cobbly didn't seem to worry. We would go up to
Sugarhouse, out to Fireclay near Murray, and down to Fisher's Brewery
over the Western Pacific. If anything should have happened to us, it would
have been the loss of jobs for the entire crew, switchmen included.
Bad luck finally overtook John Cobbly. I wasn't firing for him at the
time. I had gone back to the mainline. One evening he came staggering
down through the yards about time to tie up with the switch crew for the
day. A hostler was backing down an engine and ran over him. They picked
him up in a blanket.
I think all that experience I gained when I was left alone in charge of
that little 828 helped me later in my career. It caused me to become what
we call "engine-minded." This is the feeling of being at home on an engine,
much as an airplane pilot becomes "air-minded" and is at home in the air.
On this switching job, as we went around the horn, I got in the habit
of kicking off a few chunks of coal to a couple oflittle girls who were always
at a certain place with a gunny-sack. After I had done this a few times they
handed me a paper sack one morning. On opening this sack I found it to
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be half full of candy in the form of candy bars. It was very good candy.
Candy was just starting to come out with fancy names like Opera Bar.
There was also a note in this sack evidently written by a woman. She
mentioned that they were very glad to get the coal, and that her husband
was watchman at the J. G. McDonald candy factory. She stated further that
if I would visit him sometime around lOp .M. at the factory I would be able
to carry away all the candy I wanted. Of course this was to be in exchange
for the coal favors.
I fully intended to keep this appointment, and I paved the way for it
by continuing to throw off all lumps of coal in the tender large enough to
make it worthwhile. But my efforts proved to be too popular. The more
coal I threw off the more people there were to pick it up. It got so that the
whole neighborhood, men, women and kids, would be waiting for us to
put in an appearance each morning. There were several near fights over that
coal among those good neighbors. So I quit throwing off coal.
I did not pay the visit to the candy factory, but one evening as I was
walking home I met the fireman who had taken my place on the switch
engine after I had gone back to the mainline. His name was Shorty Lyons.
He had his pockets bulging with candy bars. He told me he had just been
visiting the night watchman at the McDonald candy factory. I had to laugh.
I told him what had taken place when I was on that job. He told me that
he was also kicking coal off the tender to the little girls and had received a
similar written invitation to visit the factory around ten o'clock.
I asked him if the entire neighborhood shared in his generosity. He
said that they were beginning to be more numerous every morning. I told
him of my experiences, and that I had been afraid of the consequences if I
continued the practice. I never knew what he did about it, but I am sure I
had him thinking about the problem when we parted.

It was a night in wintertime, after a heavy fall of snow. I was firing
for Jim Daily. About two o'clock in the morning we were slowly hammering
up the grade out of Helper on the sharp end of a train of coal. It had quit
snowing after leaving about a foot of the white stuff on the level. The night
was calm and still. A big, bright, silver moon came out, and with the help
of all that snow it made the night almost as bright as high noon. We were
dragging along very slowly and Jim Daily was sound asleep with his feet
propped up against the Johnson bar of that old eleven hundred engine. I
was standing in the left gangway after putting in a fire.
Shortly after leaving the snow-covered rock walls of Castle Gate, I
happened to be idly sizing up the snow between the paralleling eastbound
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rails. I saw footprints in the deep snow pointed up the canyon. There
seemed to be two sets of prints.
Mter putting in a fire I came back to look again. Those footprints still
disturbed the deep, soft snow. I knew they couldn't have been there very
long because it had been snowing heavily. Always, between fires, I watched
those tracks in the snow.
We slowly passed the Hanging Rock and made the next curve to the
left. Jim Daily still reposed peacefully in that awkward position, and that
big moon gave added brightness to the snow. We started to curve to the
right. I hurriedly put in a fire so that I could glance ahead as we came out
on that half-mile tangent. There, about halfway up the straight track, I
could see two bulky dark figures plodding along between the eastbound
rails. They hesitated as our headlight brought them into focus. As we drew
nigh they edged over closer to the westbound rails. Then, as we drew closer,
I could see they were women-two women trudging along up that snowfilled canyon in the dead of a winter night miles from any habitation.
We were about to pass them when one grabbed the hand rail and slowly
drew herself up on the slow-moving step. I reached down and took hold of
her hand and helped her up into the cab. Jim Daily slumbered on. I glanced
back from the left gangway. The second woman was clinging desperately to
the hand rail on the back of the tank and slowly pulling herself up onto the
tank step. I climbed the coal gate, slid down the hand rail on the back of the
tank, and guided her over to the tank ladder. We went over the coal and
down into the cab. Jim Daily hadn't moved. I motioned to our guests to
seat themselves on my seat box. I opened the fire door to put in a fire.
To start a conversation, I asked what they were doing way up here on
such a night. Without hesitation they told me of a big celebration in Castle
Gate. The party had gotten rough, and several fights broke out. These gals
became afraid for their lives, so they took off. They didn't know quite where
they were going, but they just wanted to get out of Castle Gate.
I looked at Jim. He still reposed peacefully. The girls were sitting on
my seat box with their backs to the closed window, gazing into the center
of the cab. I cracked the firedoor till the glare held them in a spot light. I
took the coal pick and edged over to the right side behind the back of the
cab. I then brought that coal pick down in a sharp blow on the apron
between the engine and the tank with all my might.
Old Jim Daily almost fell down onto the deck. He tried to stand but
couldn't get his feet under him. Before he could get them untangled he
glanced across the cab. Those two girls were just as frightened as he was.
The light from the fire door shown on their faces. Their mouths were half-
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open, and blinded as they were by the firebox glare, their eyes were bulging
in their fright.
That's what Jim Daily saw across the cab when his eyes finally focused.
I was standing behind the cab on the right side where he couldn't see me,
but I could see him. He would take a look at the girls and shake his head.
He looked around the cab for me. Then he would look at the girls again.
Jim and they were speechless. Then, when it looked like Jim was reaching
to shut off his throttle, I put in my appearance.
I kicked the firedoor shut. Jim took another look across the cab. Those
girls were still there. Jim finally found his voice. "What the hell's carrying
on here?" The words came out haltingly.
"Unh-unh, Jim. There are ladies present. We've got company," I
admonished.
It was some time before Jim understood the situation. Those girls
were much relieved, I'm sure, when he took it good-naturedly. Between
there and Colton, Jim and the girls became quite friendly. They told him
more of their plight than they had told me.
When I got up on the tank to take water at Colton, Jim took our
visitors over to Cad Thomas's hotel. Cad herself was sleeping on a cot
behind the door leading upstairs. Jim told her he had a couple of friends
whom he would like her to put up for the night. Cad woke up just enough
to tell him what room they could have before going back to sleep. Jim came
back to the engine and we left town.
The next morning Cad Thomas was surprised to see those two friends
ofJim Daily come down the stairs. It wasn't long before the whole railroad
knew that Jim Daily had lady friends. I never found out what became of
those girls, but I was awfully glad that Cad Thomas had no way of
connecting Jim Daily's fireman up with them.
I fired all makes and types of engines for eight years on the Rio Grande
before promotion. I had many experiences, some serious and some comical.
In the busy season Colton was about as far as a freight train crew could
expect to get on the sixteen hours of allocated duty. If you were, in those
rare cases, able to make it through to Helper, you patted yourself on the
back and went around bragging about it.
On the westbound runs crews would tie up anywhere between Provo
and Midvale. I have even tied up at Springville. During the busy seasons the
company could not afford to leave its engines and other equipment standing
idle on some sidetrack while the crew was taking rest. So every passenger
train that left Salt Lake would have as high as a half a dozen deadhead crews
going out to bring in some tied up crew. However, in the less busy seasons,
if the power was not needed, the train could stand while the crew was resting.
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Sometimes it would be hard to find a place to eat or sleep. Although
our agreements with the company plainly stated that crews would not be
tied up where there were no eating or sleeping accommodations, the
company paid little attention to that requirement. It contended that if there
was one private house or even a section house at any point, that meant
eating and sleeping accommodations were available.
Another way the railroad company would interpret the sixteen-hour
law, and for which they paid dearly later on, was as follows:
There was a clause in the law that stated that if a crew had worked
sixteen hours and were held up through no fault of their own but through
what was called an act of God, they could be worked in excess of sixteen
hours. This so-called act of God was intended to cover cases of emergency,
created by an unexpected washout, wreck, or such similar condition. Even
in those circumstances it was only intended to allow additional time to get
the train and crew off the mainline and into the nearest sidetrack.
But the interpretations of this clause were bizarre, to say the least.
They were created to keep the trains moving and the crews working beyond
the provisions of the law. A crew getting close to sixteen hours on the road
could expect the dispatcher to put out a message such as the following at
the next open telegraph office.
"Add three hours account of bad steaming engine."
"Add three hours account of poor coal."
"Add three hours account of pulling out draw-bar."
Anything a dispatcher could think up he would use to keep that train
and crew moving. It didn't matter whether the condition he chose actually
happened or not. It could be a complete fabrication or fiction. Likewise, it
didn't matter whether or not the chosen condition had any effect on that
particular crew. He would use anything and everything in anyway he chose
to keep the crews working long hours.
This practice finally came to the attention of the framers of the law
and the Interstate Commerce Commission, charged with its enforcement.
The Rio Grande was found in violation in over three hundred counts by
this commission. Thereafter they were very careful not to allow any
violation of the sixteen-hour law. Those" add three hours" messages became
things of the past. But in the interim flagrant abuses continued.
I was once on a crew that was close to thirty-two hours getting from
Salt Lake to Tucker. We had used up numerous add messages to keep going.
We all decided that on reaching Tucker we would not accept any more add
messages but would insist on ten hours of rest.
Sure enough, at Tucker we received another three-hour extension.
The conductor notified the dispatcher that we were not going to accept any
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more time; that we intended to get some sleep. The dispatcher stepped
across the hall to the superintendent's office and notified him of our
decision. The superintendent sent a message over his own signature:
"You are going to Helper if it takes a week. Do as instructed!"
We did. We went to Helper in a little less than a week.
One night we had tied up at Tucker. It was several years after the
above incident took place, and conditions had improved relative to the
observance of the sixteen-hour law. I was firing for good old Toby Sheldahl.
We were eastbound and they tied us up at Tucker for eight hours rest. There
were no sleeping accommodations open in town. Toby, who had previously
worked out of Tucker, met a friend who took him to a bed in his home.
There being no bed for me, I rolled up my overalls, and using them
for a pillow, I stretched out under the table in the call room. Sometime in
the night the trainmaster, a Mr. Slattery, came along and pulled me out
from under the table. He wanted to know what I was doing under there. I
told him I was getting my rest as there were no open places in town. He
promptly fired me because I couldn't find a bed.
Johnny McKenna, who was working our of Tucker at the time,
showed up on the scene. He was called for a trip with a hill crew. He took
me back to the shanty in which he was staying and gave me his bed. In the
meantime, I guess the trainmaster thought better of his action and
reinstated me, because when my crew's rest was up I was called along with
the rest of them.
This trainmaster was once an engineman on the Colorado end of the
system. He had been promoted to air-brake instructor on the west end. From
there he went to trainmaster and finally to superintendent at Salt Lake.
They tell lots of tales on Slattery after he acquired a little authority.
He would fire a man without any consideration of his case. Then later on
after considering the case and before it could come to a formal investigation,
he would reinstate the offender and write him out a personal check for the
time he had lost. He made the remark that he was learning the employees'
work rules and schedules the hard way, but that he would learn them if it
took his whole bank roll.
Very early in my career as a fireman, I saw the sun rise three times
going from Salt Lake to Soldier Summit. Then when we finally tipped over
the Summit we were on duty only a little over an hour before we were tied
up at Helper. It happened this way:
There were a lot of small engines out of service and stored on the dead
line in Salt Lake. They had been there for some time. The management
decided that they would send some of them to Burnham for overhauling.
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Burnham was where the general shops of the Denver and Rio Grande
(D & RG) were located, a short distance out of Denver.
They lined up three of those small engines and coupled them together.
The idea was to run them light over the road. I was called to fire one of
them. We were all lined up in a row ready to leave town. I was on the rear
engine. It was a little ten-wheeler, a little larger than a Rome.
When we were about ready to go the engineers proceeded to the
telegraph office to get their running orders and instructions. When they
applied to the dispatcher, he was very much put out that the mechanical
department was intending to run engines over the road light when the
transportation department was begging for motive power to move trains.
He brought in the superintendent and told him of the situation. He
in turn called up the master mechanic and wanted to know what was the
big idea, running power over the road without tonnage. He told him that
when he had engines to run or move to a new location to notifY the
dispatcher and let him arrange the movement.
The result was that we had to wait while they called a train crew and
built up a train of empties for us. That was our first delay. But we finally
left town with those three little engines triple-heading a string of about
sixry-five empties. I think we made Provo the first night. Something was
found to be wrong with one of those engines, the one I was firing, and a
machinist and his helper came down from Thistle to look into it. They tied
us up while this was in progress.
Those engines had been standing on the dead line for months. The
one I was on wouldn't make enough steam to pull herself. It later developed
that the nozzle tip had been removed from inside the the smokebox. It had
probably been cannibalized to replace one in an engine of the same class.
The result was she just would not "cut her fire." We could raise the steam
pressure when we were standing around or when shut off, but as soon as
we tried to work the engine the steam gauge pointer would start for the
lowest reading on the dial.
When we arrived at Thistle it was decided that since we had no more
than tonnage for three engines of that class we would go as we lookedthat is, without a helper. The engineer that I was with complained that the
engine would not make a pound of steam while working. We took her to
the enginehouse, and a boiler maker climbed in the front end to try to
adjust the draft appliances. It was there they discovered that the nozzle tip
was missing.
There was no replacement at Thistle. They decided that something
must be done to make that engine cut her fire. They finally hit upon a plan.
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They got a long bar. It was what was known as a regulation pinch bar used
to inch railroad cars a short way forward or back when no locomotive was
around. They stuck this bar down the center of the stack with the end just
inside the nozzle aperture. They used many strands of bailing wire to hold
it there. We started again. Everybody seemed quite optimistic that we
would have no trouble generating steam.
The three engines whistled off in rotation, and we started the train.
The engine stayed hot. At a point about a half mile out of town my engineer
got a little more confidence. He opened the throttle a little wider. Nothing
adverse happened, so he gave her another few niches. The result was
astounding: there was a loud swooshing explosion. That pinch bar broke
loose from its wire tethering and went straight into the air about thirty feet.
The pointer on the steam gauge immediately started to relax and lay
down. Soon it was at essentially zero pressure. The engineer-we were on
the engine next to the train-whistled a long stop signal. He acquainted
the others with what had happened. When the conductor arrived at the
head end it was decided to return to Thistle.
This we did, and it was the opinion of those in authority to provide
us with a helper engine. But all the helper engines were busy on other
assignments. So after waiting around Thistle all the rest of the day and part
of the night we finally were provided with a large consolidation engine to
help us to Soldier Summit. At Tucker we were again subjected to hours of
delay on account of no helpers available or those that were being needed to
help more important trains.
So, as we finally tipped over the grade at Soldier Summit on the third
morning out from Salt Lake the sun was just coming up over the mountain
peaks to greet us for the third time. We were then only about an hour and
a half from a tie up at Helper. Leaving Summit we dropped down the Price
River Canyon like a stone falling down a well. Quite a contrast to our ascent
on the other side of the mountain.
Yes, truly railroading has changed since I was a boy!
We were standing in the side track at American Fork headed west one
afternoon. We had been there for several hours. I was quite famished. I
should have had my feet under the table at home but this layover in the
passing track at American Fork seemed as though it would never end.
We were waiting for two eastbound trains. I was sitting on the pilot
just to clear the road crossing. It was a hot afternoon. As I sat there a couple
of old men came down the road. They seemed to be in no hurry. They
stopped to say a few words to me. Our conversation was general. They
remarked about our long train of coal. Who would use all that coal in this
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kind of weather? We talked about storing coal for use when the cold weather
came. They said their coal bins were getting empty.
I thought this would be a good time to say what was on my mind. I
told how long it had been since the engineer and I had eaten. I said I would
help them replenish their coal bins in exchange for a sandwich or two. We
made a deal right away. I would unload a pile of coal while they went to
their homes and brought back some sandwiches. They lived in the first
house down the highway, about five hundred feet away.
They started for home, and I threw off all the lumps I could get to in
the tender. Then as neither of those old fellows returned, I climbed up on
the first car and unloaded a lot more. Pretty soon one of those old men came
back up the road. He had a large paper sack in his hand. I had already thrown
offbetter than a ton of coal, so I got down off the car when I saw him coming.
I roused the engineer and told him we were going to have something
to eat now. We grew hungrier with anticipation. When the old fellow got
within talking distance, he started to grin.
"You know," he said. "My wife says she hasn't got a thing in the house
to make a sandwich." "But," he added, "You know what I got in this sack?"
He reached into the sack mysteriously and brought up a quart fruit
jar filled with a reddish-colored liquid. He held it out to me. "I'll bet you
will say that's the best homemade raspberry wine you ever smacked your
lips over!"
Raspberry wine! And I was faint with hunger! If it hadn't been too
much of a job I believe I would have reloaded all of that coal back on the
car and tender.
I remember another time when we were going east. We were parked
in that same passing track eastbound. The head brakeman was a few car
lengths back, close to the depot. I could see he was engaged in conversation
with a farmer. Pretty soon he came up to the engine and called me down
on the ground. He asked if I was hungry. Was I hungry? Was there ever a
time when a healthy young punk firing one of those engines over the road
with a scoop shovel wasn't hungry?
The guy he had been talking to said if we would throw him off some
coal he would fix us up a lunch. I agreed to throw off the coal. The brakeman
accompanied the farmer to his home which was up the street a little ways.
I threw off about five hundred pounds of coal into the weeds on the opposite
side of the engine from the depot.
The westbound man with whom we had the meet came pounding up
into town. I looked up the street. The brakeman was running toward the
engine with a paper sack in his arms. He climbed on the engine just as we
started to leave. He tried to talk several times but he was too much out of
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breath. I was busy building up steam pressure for the run down through
the Geneva sag.
Finally, after he had calmed down, he asked, "Did you throw off
any coal?"
I told him I had thrown off about a quarter ofa ton. He started to cuss.
He said, "I wish you hadn't." He showed me what was inside the
sack-four little lady club sandwiches made of cheese!
He said, "That old S.O.B. charged me four bits for that!"
Aw, well! That was American Fork!
But I can also paint you a brighter picture where food is concerned.
I lived at Salt Lake while I was firing no. 4 and no. 5 out of Ogden for Art
Campbell. I would leave home about two-thirty in the afternoon and ride
up to Ogden on the Bamberger Electric Railway. I would eat dinner at
home about one or one-thirty. We would come out of Ogden at 5:10 P.M.
SO in the late evening, by the time we were in the Spanish Fork Canyon, I
was starting to feel the pangs of hunger.
There was an engineer at Tucker named Lindsdy, a friend of Art
Campbell's. We called him "the Moose." Moose Lindsdy started a
restaurant close to the depot at Tucker. Every night when we would drive
up to the water tank at Tucker, the Moose would be there to hand Art a
paper sack. In that paper sack would be a large wedge of pie and a big
sandwich. The sandwich would be made oflarge, thick slices of homemade
bread and a huge slab of dripping hot roast beef.
As we slowly hammered up that four percent grade, Art would almost
always eat the pie. Then he would turn and hand me the sack containing the
warm, luscious, and generous sandwich. There was nothing ladylike or dainty
about that sandwich, and after having eaten at about 1 P.M. and shoveled
about sixteen or eighteen tons of coal into the old 768, to say that I relished
and enjoyed it would be an understatement. In those strenuous and hectic
days of hard work and long hours, I believe I was always overfed or famished.
There was quite a large railroad restaurant in Helper when I first
started firing an engine. If you were there at the proper time, you could get
a good full course dinner in the dining room for twenty-five cents.
However, it was only open for an hour or two around the time of normal
meal hours. At other times all meals were served at the lunch counter. The
waitresses in the dining room were always just a step or two above those at
the short order counters. At least they tried hard to give that impression. It
seems they were chosen for their good looks. They were all boomers, and
each one claimed to be a former Harvey Girl.
The Harvey Houses along the Santa Fe Railroad were supposed to be
famous for, among other attributes, having the best looking and best trained
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waitresses in the world. If a girl could claim to be a Harvey Girl you could
bet she tried to live up to those claims. They were quiet, considerate, wellmannered and agreeable. They did not associate with the girls of lesser
charms at the short order counters. And they carried this out in their
contacts with the male customers. A rough looking ordinary rail got no
special attention. They tolerated him and that was all. But if a member of
the town's aristocracy sought their service, he got it.
In those days a young fireman, firing an engine with a scoop shovel,
spending hours before the open door of an engine's firebox, could put away
a lot of grub at mealtime. I can remember eating steak and egg dinners at
Thistle for twenty-five cents. There was at Thistle, just across the tracks
from the depot, a large green frame building that housed Ma Henderson's
boarding and lodging house. I have often eaten dinner there.
Ma Henderson was a widow. She was well up in years in my time
around there. She was regarded with tender affection by all the old rails. I
have heard it said that she was wonderfully beautiful as a young girl. In the
early days of the railroad at Thistle she had fallen in love with a handsome
boomer engineer. They were married, but after the first month or so this
boomer, his name was Henderson, disappeared, never to return.
The young wife, after a spell of grieving, started the Henderson
boarding house. In due time she gave birth to a baby girl, who grew up
around Thistle. She was also a very beautiful girl. She married an engineer
named Cramer, but she must have inherited the boomer traits of her father.
She left Bert Cramer and started to roam. This happened to several
husbands in several successive marriages. Whenever she tired of one
husband, she would leave him and after a while return with a new one.
Ma Henderson served a wonderful dinner at her place. I am not sure
now, but I think the price was thirty-five cents. Everything was served
family style. There would be large platters of meat, potatoes, pies, cakes,
and everything that went to make up a fine meal. I never saw bread on the
table, but there were always fresh biscuits, hot from the oven. A meal such
as Ma Henderson put out could not be duplicated in my opinion for less
than three dollars years later.
There was another place, at Manti on the Marysvale branch, that
served a specialty. It was located right near the depot. Dinner was always
served upon the arrival of the passenger train out of Salt Lake. In those days
those passenger trains carried many passengers. It seemed that they would
all make it a point to eat at Manti. I was never fortunate enough to fire that
job, but I have heard others exclaim loudly on those bounteous banquets.
The menu was always chicken-fried chicken, mashed potatoes, cream
gravy, and hot biscuits. And a large piece of cream-covered lemon pie!
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In 1911, just before I was married, I worked out of Welby. Welby is,
or perhaps I should use the past tense since it is no more, about five miles
above Midvale on the Bingham Branch. Those were the days before the
Bingham and Garfield Railroad had been built, and the Rio Grande
handled all the traffic between Bingham and Garfield. Welby was a terminal
of sorts where all the crews working in the area were based. There were the
usual accommodations for the crews. We would work both ways out of
Welby. If we went to Garfield we took all the accumulated tonnage in the
yards at Welby across those rolling flatlands to Garfield.
About halfway between those two points was a large farmhouse about
half a mile up the slant and off to the side of the tracks. I don't believe a
crew went by that place in the daylight that didn't find a large lemon pie
and a jug of milk alongside the track. And you can bet your life that this
treat was never passed up. As the speed across those flats was slow, it was
no trick to gather in the pie and milk on the fly.
I have counted as many as four young ladies standing up the slope at
a distance. I was never able to recognize one of them if we ever met, and I
don't recall hearing of any of the other crews who did. None ever got that
close to them. But they were always there, just out of speaking distance. But
I am certain that never before or since did I taste such wonderful lemon pie!
In return for our favor, every engine crew that left Welby or Garfield
saved all the lumps of coal that they could get hold of to kick off the engine
at "Lemon Pie Slope."
There was another fireman on the road for awhile who was much like
me in the quality of his hunger. I truly believe that all he lived for was eating.
He was a young fellow about my age. He was from the deep south, and he
was a boomer. Already he had seen service on a dozen railroads. His name
was Virgil Green. I can't begin to describe the way he pronounced that
name with his deep southern accent. While he worked on the Rio Grande
that "Casey Jones" song was becoming very popular. There was one verse
of that song that he changed to suit his version. The way he would sing it
sounded something like this to me.

All the hashus knew by the engines scweem,
That the man at the scoop was Vegul Gween!
There was a tantalizing melody in every word he uttered with that
southern accent.
He would say to me, "Next payday let's you and me go up to the
Chesapeake or some other place and order the best meal they put out."
I really enjoyed listening to this guy talk as he drawled out that
accent. He only stayed on the Rio Grande a few months, then he was off
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looking for greener pastures. He wanted me to go with him. I have often
wondered what my life would have been ifI had left the Rio Grande then
and went booming along with him. I wonder sometimes what ever became
of him.
The present depot in Provo was built late in 1910 or early 1911.
Before that the depot was at University (then Academy) Avenue, facing
south to the tracks. It was a big lumber structure, a barn-like affair that
looked like anything but a railroad depot. There was no part of the yard
extending west beyond University Avenue except a few spurs leading off to
some local industty. There was a water tank about ten or twelve car lengths
east of the avenue.
Over between the legs of the wye was a large ice house. Ice was stored
there in the winter to ice the few cars of fruit that originated at Provo during
the summer. There was no Utah Railway yard nor the many buildings of
the Union Pacific and the Utah that are there now.
The UP maintained a switch engine at Provo during the busy months.
But there was no roundhouse to shelter it. During the hours when it wasn't
working, this switch engine reposed on a spur leading off the UP mainline
about twenty car lengths east of University Avenue. They maintained an
engine watchman to coal it from a car load of coal on an adjacent track. He
had to clean the fire as well.
The UP ran a little two-car passenger train out of Salt Lake through
Provo. Each morning it went down to Nephi or Lyndal. It returned through
Provo in the late afternoon. The engine on this job was a little 4-4-0 eightwheeler with a diamond stack.
I don't think they had a regular carded freight train, although they
did run freight through there because evety once in a while on the Rio
Grande we would race one to the crossing at Lakota. They would usually
beat us in this race because they would not have a full tonnage train. They
very seldom pulled full tonnage trains until the Utah started turning over
trains of coal to the Pedro at Provo. Until that time Provo was just a sleepy
little country village.
In the evening when the passenger trains would be due to go through
town (both local and through trains) the townspeople would stroll down
to the depot just to see them arrive and depart. It was almost the only
entertainment in town.
One day a circus was to play at Provo on the vacant spaces south of
the tracks. I came out of Salt Lake on a little hog engine early in the morning
with four or five coaches. I was firing for Toddy Magee. We went up the
Heber branch and picked up passengers for the Provo circus.

