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"Hey, where's that pardner ofyours?" he shouted. "Where's Fullmer?"
1 hollered back, "He's working on the mainline."
"Tell him to come back here," he said, "1 want him to fire this engine."
So you see he wasn't all bad.
A few months later 1 again couldn't hold a job out of Salt Lake. Bill
Fullmer was up at Ogden firing on the extra passenger board. 1 was a few
nicks older in seniority than Bill and could hold a couple of regular
passenger jobs. 1 went up to Ogden and bumped a man named Charlie
Bible. He was firing no. 6 and no. 3 for old Ben Rugg. Ben liked Charlie
as a fireman, whereas he had never seen me before. He was running a little
Brooks ten-wheeler-the 726. Every trip we would double head over the
road and back again. The man on the head engine would always be Dick
Carter. 1 knew from later developments that they had it rigged up between
them to get rid of me.
Every day old Ben would rap that little Brooks a little harder while
Dick Carter on the head engine would barely raise the smoke out of the
cab. This went on for about two weeks. One morning coming south out
of Ogden on no. 6 1 had a tank of almost pure slack. 1 couldn't see a lump
of coal as big as a walnut anywhere in the pile. Out of Ogden the grade
rises sharply for six or seven miles. Old Ben was rapping her on the back as
usual. The steam pressure began to lag. Old Ben began to take notice. He
gave me several looks of contempt. Finally 1 blew my top.
1 pointed to the coal, and pointedly asked how he expected me to
keep her hot with that dust the way he was rapping her, while Dick Carter
was almost shut off. He didn't answer me. He didn't have to. He was the
engineer. 1 was only the fireman. But after we tipped over the Layton hill
Ben seemed to ease up a little, and the 714 on the head end took up a little
of the slack. He did better all the way to Helper that trip.
When we called to come back on no. 3 that night we learned that
something had happened to the 726. There was only one engine available
for the return trip. That engine was the 714 that had double headed us out
of Ogden on no. 6. Dick Carter and his fireman, a man named Harry Clark,
were extra men. Ben Rugg and 1 were the regular crew on the job. So we
got the 714 to handle no. 3 while Dick and Harry were to deadhead back
to Ogden.
While we were standing at Helper waiting for our train to come into
town from the east, Carter and Clark came up to the engine to sympathize
with us-mainly me, 1 believe. They harped on what a poor steamer the
714 was. According to them she wouldn't make a pound of steam. When
our train came into town they got off the engine and started back to board
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a coach. Before he stepped out of the gangway old Dick Carter put his hand
on my shoulder and said, "You've got my sympathy, Kid."
They gave us a big mallet to help us to Soldier Summit. Number 3
consisted of fourteen cars that night. That was an unusually heavy train for
that run. The 714 was a ten-wheeler, not quite as big as the 726. She had
a long, narrow firebox. I had previous experience with this type of engine.
I now called upon that experience, and formed my plan of batde.
I had a good load in the firebox before we started, and it was all
burning freely. With the mallet on the head end, there was no need for me
to be up on the seat box looking ahead. I stayed down on the deck. I started
flashing the door, swinging it shut after every scoop of coal.
I didn't try to place each scoopful in a specific spot on the grates as
was customary. Instead, I opened the door, bounced the scoop on the fire
ring, and shut the door. Each scoop of coal bounced just barely inside the
door. I heard Ben put on his "gun" (injector) supplying cold feed water to
the boiler. I thought, now we will see. I watched that steam gauge needle.
It was on the two hundred pound mark-right where it should be. I
continued bouncing the scoop of coal on the fire ring, letting it fall just
inside the firebox. and relying on the draft of the working engine to drag
it forward. I heard Ben increase the flow of water through the gun. I looked
at the needle-still on the rwo hundred mark. I began to hope.
I continued my carefully formulated plans. All at once that pop valve
let go with a shattering roar. For a moment I disdained to look at Ben.
When I did he was sizing up the water glass, squeezing the gauge cocks,
and looking at the steam gauge. He acted as though he couldn't believe
what he could see and hear. He dropped the Johnson bar down a nick. Still
that needle hugged the two hundred pound mark as though it was welded
there. I felt good. I remember having a thought: did old Ben think Charley
Bible could do as well as that?
It was that way during the entire trip into Ogden. I kept bouncing
that coal just inside the door, and the draft carried it to where it was needed.
From that time forward on future trips Dick Carter did his laps on the head
end and old Ben favored me.
I had another experience with that type of firing. While working out
of Ogden on no. 61 and no. 62, I was living at Salt Lake. Due to the long
layover at Ogden I would get on the Bamberger, or anything else that I
could ride, to go back and forth between home and Ogden.
Late one afternoon I was on my way to the Bamberger depot to get a
ride up to Ogden. In going through the Rio Grande yards I saw a freight
train ready to leave town for Ogden. It had one of the nine-forties-a
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consolidation-on the head end. I could ride this train to Ogden and save
thirty-five cents fare.
I climbed on the engine as they took off. The fireman was named
Sprattling. He later served two terms as mayor of Helper. The engineer was
Clarence Rawlins. I had fired for him in the pool. He afterward became
general air brake instructor. He was the man who later examined and
promoted me.
Right from the start Sprattling lost his steam. We barely made it to
the water tank at Farmington. When he got up to take water I stripped off
all my excess clothing and placed it in the seat box. The blower was on full,
rumbling into the night. I got down on the deck and looked at the fire over
the back of the scoop. I started to build it up just inside the door. Those
nine-forties had long narrow fireboxes.
After Sprattling had taken water and we had blown up a full head of
steam, Clarence got the train in motion. From the looks he gave me I knew
he would like me to do the firing. I started firing that nine-forty just the
way I had the 714.
That pointer on the gauge hung up on one hundred and eightyfive-which was the pressure they carried-as if it was glued on the mark.
The harder Clarence worked her the better she steamed. Going up under
the highway bridge over the tracks on the long Layton grade the pop let
go with a roar.
I saw Clarence turn a grinning face toward the window. The only
comment was made by Sprattling, the fireman. He said, "You can't keep a
good man down!"
I think Clarence must have broadcast it around for I heard about it
later from several engineers.
In the summer of 1911 I was a newlywed, and like all young fellows
with a lovely wife at home I wanted to be there as much as possible. Those
mainline trips were just plain voyages. When leaving Salt Lake in the pool,
a man never knew when he headed east out of Salt Lake whether he would
be gone ten houts or ten days.
How would you like it if you had been away from home a few days,
then on the way back you were stopped within ten or fifteen miles of yout
goal and given orders to turn around and go back down the line again? I
don't think the average rail nowadays could take it.
So I marked up for the little Tintic passenger job. It consisted of a
little Rome engine, a combination smoking and baggage car, and two day
coaches. We would leave Salt Lake about 4:30 P.M. and arrive at Silver City
about 9:30 P.M. We would tie up there until the next morning, when we
would depart at 6:30 A.M. arriving at Salt Lake about 10:30 A.M.
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Those little Romes were wonderful steamers if you fired them right.
If you kept a level fire all over the grates, not more than five or six inches
in depth, they would steam well. But if you loaded them a little heavier
they would die quickly.
Many times I would get scared upon looking into the firebox of a
little Rome and seeing that fire bouncing around like popcorn in a
popper. You'd swear that your fire would all go out the flues before you
could get any coal in there. But that's just the way they liked it, and they
steamed freely on that kind of a fire. I have fired those Romes in freight
service during busy seasons and four scoops of coal to one firing was
sufficient.
At Silver City there was an engine watchman to take over when we
arrived. While we were sleeping he would clean the fire, fill the tank with
coal and water, and get the engine ready to return in the morning.
The man I fired for was named Bartlett. He stood about six feet tall
and carried no excess weight whatever. He was of fine stature and walked
straight as an arrow, although at that time he was well into his seventies. He
was an old Civil War veteran, and had fought on the Union side. He told
me of being with Sherman on that famous march from Atlanta to the sea.
I have forgotten the name of the conductor. He was also a veteran of
the Civil War, on the Confederate side, in the transportation department.
At the time I write of trains were getting longer. The railroads were going
tonnage crazy.
I remember this conductor remarking that the trains weren't heavy
compared to some that he had handled. I recall him saying that during the
war he had come into some town in Georgia with a hundred and twenty
freight cars in a single train. I thought to myself, there couldn't have been
any grade, and those cars must have been very light, and without air brakes.
I still had some trouble believing it.
When we tied up at Silver City for the night we would stay in the
baggage car. Those two old fellows would make a pot of coffee or tea. They
had a portable table and two chairs. They would spread their lunch, and as
they ate they would fight the Civil War allover again. This was one of the
highlights of the trip for me. There were several bedrolls in the baggage car.
I would hurry and eat my lunch and roll up in the bedding and listen to
those two old fellows refight the Civil War. It was very interesting to a
young fellow like me.
From where we crossed the prairie I could look down and see where
we had lived at Silver City Junction. I could locate the spot where our old
log section house once stood. It was now gone, and so was that old
pumphouse and the wye. The mainline of the Oregon Short Line that once
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continued on down for about a mile and a half before turning toward Salt
Lake now turned directly behind where we used to live.
That change was brought about when the San Pedro, Los Angeles,
and Salt Lake (called the Pedro) took over and ran their mainline to Los
Angeles through that country. They took over all the properties of the
Oregon Short Line. They later shortened their name to the Los Angeles
and Salt Lake Railroad. It is now all part of the Union Pacific.
Bartlett said that many years before, when he was a fireman, the
engines were crude affairs compared to what we then had. He told of the
old feedwater pump connected to the crosshead of the main engine. An
engine had to be in motion in order to pump water into the boiler. An
alternate solution while waiting in a passing track would be to oil the rail
under their engines' driving wheels. Then steam would be applied to the
cylinders to spin the wheels in order to operate the pump. Another option
was to uncouple the engine and run up and down the track to accomplish
the same purpose.
He told of the old safety valves located in the cabs to relieve excess
boiler pressure. These valves were a forerunner to the modern pop valve.
They had a long arm, like some weighing scales. The weights on the arm
determined the amount of steam carried in the boiler.
He said that he was firing an engine one day when they came to a
slight grade. They had a full head of steam, but the train gradually slowed
and finally came to a stop with the throttle wide open and the Johnson bar
in the extreme front corner. He looked up at the engineer, wondering what
was to be done. It was a warm day. The engineer talked about other things,
not of their predicament. He took off his hat and casually hung it on the
end of the arm governing the pop valve. He took out his handkerchief and
began wiping the sweat off his brow. He had made no effort to shut off the
throttle.
Mter a little while the engine started to tremble, then slowly started
to move the train ahead. When the train was well underway and over the
slight grade the engineer reached up and retrieved his hat. The additional
weight of the hat on the extreme end of the lever had slightly raised the
boiler pressure. Bartlett said that he had used additional weights himself,
when he needed a little more steam pressure. He shuddered slightly when
he told of this. It was a very dangerous practice, he said, the worst result of
which could have been a boiler explosion.
In an emergency I have seen engineers do many things that I considered
extremely dangerous. They have usually remarked afterward that they would
never do that again. They didn't-until another emergency arose.

A

strange thing to me is the seeming fact that a man always holds
fond memories of his days on the Rio Grande. I have seen this
demonstrated time and time again. It's the same with me now. I
still consider myself a Rio Grande man. But since the steam locomotive has
gone out and the diesels have come in, the Rio Grande, and all the other
railroads, seem to have lost their glamor.
I would love to stand once again at the depot at Helper in the early
morning and see no. 1 come into town off the eastern desert. There were
always two "monkey" seven hundreds double heading that train into town.
That was before they got the bigger power. The best engines were assigned
to the Desert Division on account of the bad water in use there and the fact
that the Salt Lake shops were the largest between Salt Lake and Denver and
conveniently available to the west end.
You would see no. 1 come into Helper with the fireman of each engine
standing proudly in the gangway like a soldier standing at attention. The
pops would be wide open as a rule and the exhaust from the stack would
gradually diminish in volume as they eased to a stop.
The reason you could depend on the pops roaring was partly the result
of the situation of track gradient at that location, but also it was due in no
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small measure to tradition. Those enginemen would always be wanting to
show off to the hill men of the west end. In this they were helped greatly
by the alignment of the grade.
That grade, after being more or less flat over most of the desert, rose
sharply for the last three quarters of a mile coming into Helper. If a man
had the water well up in the boiler at the yard limit board he could shut off
his injector and come into Helper with a full boiler and a blazing fire due
to reducing speed on this increase in grade. So it became customary when
getting close to a stop at Helper to shut off the injector and partly coast to
a stop with the pop blasting off into the air. It was quite a sight to see those
two engines double heading to a stop with the pop valves roaring wide open.
It was almost a ritual.
Of course it wasn't advisable to let the pops open too often over the
road. It was a waste of water while the pop was open, and besides, it irritated
some of those old enginemen to hear the noise too often.
I once heard an old time fireman remark concerning a certain
engineer, "He wants a hundred and fifty-nine and three-quarters pounds
of steam, always; no more and no less."
Of course he was speaking of the little Rome passenger engines. They
popped at one hundred and sixty pounds. I fired for an engineer once who,
in speaking of this same man, said that while firing for him he let a little
Rome pop while drifting down the Price River Canyon. That cranky old
engineer put the reverse down in the front corner and worked a heavy
throttle to get rid of the excess steam.
This engineer in question was a man by the name of Dickerson. It
was said of him that he would climb on the engine, take out a white
handkerchief, and rub the corners of the window glass. If he got the
handkerchief dirty, he asked for another fireman. That may be an
exaggeration, but it was one of the tales that circulated.
I was once sent up to Ogden to relieve a passenger fireman when I
was on the Salt Lake extra board. Mter several trips the regular fireman
reported for work, and I was released back to Salt Lake. I was down at the
roundhouse at Ogden. The engine crew of the train that I was preparing
to deadhead home on were getting the engine ready. I climbed on to do a
little visiting with the fireman. His name was Adams. The engineer was
Dickerson-the same. He was down oiling the pig around.
I told Adams that I had been released at Ogden and was going to
deadhead home. He told me that he would like to layoff a trip or two and
that if I would stay in Ogden 'til he returned I could take his place while
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he was off. I was just a young fireman at the time and having heard of this
man Dickerson's reputation I was very much afraid of him.
This was in the days when a fireman had to keep the engine clean and
spotless above the running gear and when an engineer could pretty nearly
hire or fire his fireman.
When Adams proposed that I stay at Ogden and take his place for a
few trips, I protested long and loudly. No Sir! I wouldn't stay and fire for
that old so and so. No Sir! Not Me! I had heard all about that old so and
so. I used many adjectives in giving my opinion of him. All the time I was
spouting off I was standing in the gangway facing into the cab. Adams was
standing in front of me on the deck. All the time that I was giving my
opinion of this engineer, Adams was trying to shush me up. But I wouldn't
shush. I kept right on telling what I thought of this engineer in lurid terms.
Finally I felt a little nudge between my shoulder blades. I turned and
Dickerson was standing in the gangway behind me wiping his oil can with
a bunch of waste. That was the reason why the fireman was trying to shush
me up. I stepped aside and the engineer stepped into the cab. He didn't
give me a look or say a word. You can bet that I climbed off that engine
without delay. I never did fire for engineer Dickerson. Whether he was the
ogre he was painted to be I have only say-so to go by.
About engines popping I have several other remarks to make. An
engineer named Slim Wilkins told me this one. He said that General
Manager Welby's private car was staked out on a spur track at Thistle one
night. Wilkins came down the grade on a train of coal, and when he stopped
his engine was right beside that business car. He and his fireman, a man
named Joe Westbrook, got off and went to the Beanery to eat. After a while
that pop on the little hog let go with a wild bang. Pretty soon it would blow
down and the pop would seat and be quiet. Then as the pressure built up
again it would bang out on the summer's air. Intermittently that pop would
blast off and then close again. When they came out of the Beanery the first
thing that attracted their attention was a short, fat little figure in a white
union suit jumping and scampering around that hog trying to find someone
to put water in the boiler and close that d - - pop valve.
Mr. Welby was quite annoyed, it appeared, and was on the verge of
firing everyone at Thistle. Slim said that they lost no time getting water in
the boiler and silencing that pop.
I once fired for an engineer named Blocky Welch. We had an engine
that was a wonderful steamer, the 1152. It was the first engine I fired that
I could "blow the dome off of," as the saying went. Blowing the dome off
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meant making her pop anytime. I was a very young fireman at the time,
and when I found that I could make her pop at any time, I did just that.
Not realizing what I was doing I kept that pop open until the engineer got
angry and told me to let it come down. He explained to me that I was
popping that water away faster than his injector would supply it. Those
were the only words we exchanged during that eastbound trip.
This engineer, Blocky Welch, liked to play poker. One winter I fired
a little hog for him on an ice train on the Park City Branch.
Every winter they cut and loaded ice at Gorgoza, at the eastern foot
of the grade in the valley between Altus and Park City. Every morning in
the cold weather two trains of empties would leave Salt Lake for Gorgoza.
We were on the point of the first train. There would be a little hog pusher
on the rear to Altus. When we arrived at the ice ponds, I would stay on the
engine and set the empties for ice loading. The head brakeman and I would
make up trains of loads to return to Salt Lake. The rest of the crew would
be in the caboose playing poker.
When the second crew arrived we would arrange a train of loads for
them to take back to Salt Lake. This went on all winter. The ice cutters on
the ponds would cut the ice in oblong shapes and the loaders would load
them in the cars. After the second crew left we would make up a train of
loads for ourselves. We usually left late in the afternoon. It was said of
Blocky that he made many trips for nothing, as he lost his wages in the
poker game.
Every night those ice ponds froze over for the next day's cutting. That
ice was stored in sawdust to be used for icing fruit cars the following
summer. Of course that was before the day of electric refrigeration.
Henry Hanagan, whom I fired for, had a brother who was a brakeman
on the Western Pacific. This brother was killed in an accident.
Henry laid off when this happened. He didn't return to work for
several months. He put in most of his time grieving for his brother at the
Cosy Corner Saloon at Sixth West and Second South in Salt Lake. During
this time he did considerable drinking, trying to drink up all the whiskey
that was made. The trouble was that they could make it faster than Henry
could drink it.
Most everyone on the railroad knew of his condition. I think that was
the reason, when he was forced to return to work or give up the job, that I
was chosen to fire for him. I recognized the fine hand of our traveling
engineer, Jack Snyder, in this. When I heard that Henry was to be the
engineer I was just a little bit worried. I knew he was in a very poor
condition-nerves and otherwise.
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I went up to see my mother before appearing on the engine. As I
passed the Cosy Bar I thought again of my engineer. Something prompted
me to go inside. I think I was looking for Henry. He wasn't in sight so I
started to leave. I glanced behind the bar at the rows of bottled whiskey. At
that time you could get a pint bottle of what was called "bar whiskey" for
thirty-five cents. Several times in my early career as a fireman I had left town
with a pint of this whiskey in my traveling bag. This was one of those times.
I took that pint ofliquor, and when I reached the engine I climbed on the
back of the tank. There I hid it inside one of the marker lamps. I didn't tell
anyone it was there.
In due course of time Henry showed up at the ready track. He looked
much the worse for wear, as the saying goes. His eyes were bloodshot and
he had a dilapidated appearance. He went ponderously through the routine
of getting ready.
Our train, as I remember, consisted of about forty empties. On our
way east we headed in several times to meet westbound trains. One of those
meets was at Lehi. We had quite a long wait at that place. I could tell by
Henry's actions that he was getting pretty restless and nervous. He had
already been four hours away from the Cosy and the whiskey bottle. At last
our meet arrived and we started to leave town.
The head brakeman went ahead and lined the switch to let us out on
the main. He stepped across the track to the right hand side of the engine.
As the engine went by him, this brakeman looked up into the cab. I think
he must have recognized Henry's condition. With that peculiar cruelty born
of comradeship, he hollered up at the engineer, "How would you like a big
slug of whiskey now, Henry?"
Then he laughed loudly at his joke. Henry turned his head inside the
cab and muttered something that sounded like, "You so-and-so!"
A short time later we were rambling down through the sag at the Lehi
Sugar Works. I stepped across the cab and jabbed my finger in Henry's side.
"Henry," I said, "did I understand you to say that you would like a
little drink?"
He gave me a look that spoke the answer more plainly than words.
"If you climb the coal pile up onto the back of the tank," I said, "you
will find a bottle in that right marker lamp."
I never saw a man act so quickly. He lost very little time in scrambling
up over that coal onto the back of the tank. When he returned to the cab
he was an entirely different person. Gone was that fidgety nervousness. He
seemed much more alert and alive. So there must be something to that old
belief of taking a bit of the hair of the dog that bit you.
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I believe Henry would have given me anything he owned after that
night if I had asked for it. Many times later he would recall that incident
to mind almost every time we met in the long years that followed. Needless
to say we got Henry over the road that first trip and rehabilitated in his job.
Another time I recognized the fine hand of Jack Snyder was when I
was called to fire for a man named Lydick. Lydick had been night
roundhouse foreman at Salt Lake for several months. Previously he had
been a boomer engineer. His last job in that capaciry had been on the
Copper Belt, a subsidiary railroad of the Rio Grande up around Bingham
Canyon. He had never been over the Rio Grande mainline. The only reason
he was called for the run that night was because there was not another
engineer available.
Lydick had no conception of mainline operation. I coached him all
the way over to Helper on the eastbound trip. The same procedure was
followed coming back. All the way over the road he kept asking me
questions, mostly about train handling on the new line down the west slope
off Soldier Summit. This grade had only been in operation a few months.
It had the old heads guessing.
On the old grade it was mostly a question of holding the train and
not letting it get away. On the new grade the trick was to keep from stalling
and breaking the train in two or more pieces. Where on the old grade twelve
or thirteen heavy loads was a train, on the new grade, if it was coal, a train
was usually sixry-five loads. These long trains were quite a problem for
awhile. If a man got down without stalling or breaking the train in two or
three pieces he considered himself lucky.
When we were ready to leave Soldier Summit, Lydick proposed that
I take him down the mountain. He said that he had been talking to several
mainline engineers at Helper, and they had advised him to turn the train
over to me at Soldier Summit. His voice was almost pleading in tone when
he asked me to take it off his hands.
This is conceivable only to those who understand the conditions
under which we operated at that time. We didn't have the modern brake
equipment that was to come later. The rolling stock was generally in very
poor condition compared to what it is now. Most of the draft gear was
timber. It was very easy to jerk out a drawbar or two and to have the road
tied up for several hours while you put the train back together.
I was not at all loath to get over on the right side. That mountain
didn't scare me one bit. For this I had Toby Sheldahl to thank. His coaching
was to pay me well that night and later.
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I took that train down the mountain smoothly and without incident.
When we stopped at Narrows for inspection we had a hot box about halfway back in the train. The conductor and rear brakeman spent some
considerable time doctoring it. Lydick went back to see what was what.
When he got back to the engine he told me about it. He said he
suggested to the conductor that maybe we were going a little too fast.
The conductor replied, "No, the speed was just right."
He asked how the caboose was riding behind that long train. The
conductor said it couldn't ride smoother or better. He added that he and
the brakeman had remarked about it.
He said, "Any man that can come out of the roundhouse and handle
a train down this mountain like that should be given a better job on the
road than roundhouse foreman."
Lydick told me, "I couldn't take it any longer. I had to tell them that
the fireman was handling the train."
I received nothing but praise from that conductor and train crew. The
conductor's name was Coombs-Johnny Coombs . .
That man Lydick didn't stay on the night roundhouse foreman job
very long after that trip. Business picked up and he landed a job running a
switch engine in the Salt Lake yards. He never made another trip on the
mainline but ended his days right there on the yard goat.
Johnny Coombs was a little Welshman. He was not much bigger than
I was, although he was several years older. Like all active little Welshmen,
he thought he could lick any man twice his size, and he came pretty close
to doing it, too.
That Cosy Bar was quite a hangout for Rio Grande rails. One of the
backrooms was fitted out as a gymnasium. I worked out with several fighters
there after this little yarn I am about to tell on Johnny Coombs.
I was firing out of Ogden at the time. One afternoon I was on my
way to the Bamberger depot to catch a car up to Ogden in order to come
out on no. 4. I intended to visit with my mother a little before going on,
so I left my house a little early. I had to pass the Cosy Bar on my way to
Mother's place. As I went by the Cosy Bar, a brakeman by the name of
Turner came out and called to me. I knew him well.
He said, "There is a little guy in here that says he can lick any
Welshman in town-especially ifhis name happened to be Gould."
Of course I knew he was just trying to kid me along, but I followed
him into the backroom of the saloon. There I found about six or eight Rio
Grande men-some trainmen and some engine men. I knew most of them.

132

Fireman II

Johnny Coombs was among them. I had never, up to this time, had any
dealings with him, although I knew who he was. These guys were having a
good time. They had a set of boxing gloves and Johnny had proved himself
the best man of the bunch. They needed another sucker, so they had me
put the gloves on with him.
Boy! I was right in the pink of condition just then. At first I fully
intended just to box a little with Johnny. But the way he came at me I had
no choice but to fight back to keep from getting my head knocked off. After
his first wild rush I met his next one with a straight left right in the face. This
set him back on his heels, but Johnny was game and came at me again. By
this time I knew I could reach him with a straight left anytime I wanted to.
Every time Johnny flew at me I just stuck my left straight out, and he rammed
his face into it. He started to back up, and I followed him, jabbing that straight
left into his face. From wall to wall we fought. I used only that one punch
and didn't miss. Johnny was game; game as any little Welshman could be.
When the others finally stepped between us and stopped the match,
Johnny's face looked like hamburger. But he was still grinning and fighting
back. He did not know me then. He thought I was just some tough punk
whom Turner had brought in to lick him. That was before the trip with
Lydick. We parted friends.
There was a time in 1912-1913 that the Industrial Workers of the
World became very strong in the West. They were called the IWW. Some
interpreted those initials to mean I Want Work. Others said they meant I
Won't Work. I think the latter term was the more appropriate. They
traveled in gangs. All freight trains carried them, and there were always too
many for the train crews to cope with.
One night we were coming east on a train of empties. This was at a
time when most of the Rio Grande between Midvale and Tucker was single
track. Sy Perkins was our head brakeman. At Provo the coal was quite a
ways back in the tank. Sy began looking for a hobo to pass coal up to where
I could reach it.
The first car behind the engine was a box car. There were about fifteen
or twenty IWWs in that car. It was a warm summer night and they were
all asleep. Sy went back to that car and woke them up. He told them that
we needed a couple of them up on the engine to pass coal. They told him
to go to h--. Further, they said that they were going to ride and didn't
intend to pass coal for no S.O.B. They chased Sy out of the car and back
to the engine.
Sy was quite angry. The old grade rose sharply after leaving
Springville. (This is now the westbound mainline.) With a full train one of
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those eleven hundred engines dragged very slowly in some places. At one
place where we were barely moving Sy said to me, "If you will help me,
we'll fix those IWW so and sos." I agreed to help.
We dropped back, first on the right side, and closed and locked the
side door. We then did the same on the left side. Then there was only the
little door in the end that was open. Sy climbed up and closed that door
also. We put the lock pin in the staple when that gang inside suddenly
became aware of what was taking place. If you ever heard a gang of hardboiled IWWs you should have heard that bunch. They didn't scare us
anymore, though. We knew that tightly sealed box car would hold them.
At that time the eating house at Thistle consisted of a couple of old
grounded box cars. The regular eating house had just burned down. We
spotted that first car close to the eating house, and after taking coal and
water we went inside to eat. All the while we were in there we could hear
that angry bunch voicing their threats about what they were going to do
when they got out. I'll admit that I was afraid. There were too many to be
turned loose in Thistle at night.
My engineer was named Chancelor, a man whom I admired and
respected greatly. As we came out of the Beanery he engaged in conversation
with that wild bunch. Never one to raise his voice was Art Chancelor, but
he could, if the occasion warranted, express his thoughts in blistering,
scathing terms. He sure had that bunch mad when we left town.
At the upper end of Thistle we stopped, cut off that head car, set it
out on the top end of the passing track, and left town. For myself, I was
much relieved to get rid of them. I never did hear what eventually happened
to that car load of bums.
In the annals of the Salt Lake Division, they tell a story on one Speedy
Grump. He was called one morning at Helper to help a westbound drag.
He came up to the roundhouse and seeing an engine that appeared to be
waiting for a crew he proceeded to get it ready for the trip. He oiled it
around, got it ready in all other ways and wondered if a fireman had been
called. Mter a long time of waiting he was approached by another engine
crew and a brakeman who thanked him for getting their engine ready. It
developed that he got on the wrong engine. A new superintendent gave him
a bunch of brownies for indifference, whatever that was.
They also tell about Speedy coming east one morning. It was in 1909
during the boilermaker and machinist's strike. The power at that time was
in very bad shape. It was hard to keep those eleven hundred class engines
from leaking about the flues and elsewhere. Also the machinery-the
running gear-was in poor condition. If the engine wasn't dying from leaky
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flues, you could expect an eccentric to slip or some other mechanical
breakdown to occur.
On this morning of which I relate, Speedy had gone as far as Lakota,
about three miles west of Provo. He had a meet with a westbound train
there. He headed into the long passing track. After the train he was to meet
arrived Speedy discovered that the flues had started to leak and he didn't
have enough steam to start the train. They tried blowing up boiler press ute
but to no avail. Pretty soon the engine was standing in a pool of water, and
the pointer on the steam gauge registered zero.
Speedy informed the dispatcher of their condition. Mter several houts
a light engine appeared. They took the train and left Speedy and the fireman
there in the passing track with a dead engine. It was assumed that some
westbound crew would stop and pick them up and return them to Salt
Lake. But nothing like that happened. Several westbound trains went by
without noticing that dead engine.
After a while Speedy and his fireman flagged an eastbound train and
rode to Provo where they had a big meal. They then rode a westbound man
back to Lakota. Twice a day for four days they rode back and forth between
Provo and Lakota for eats. Finally the dispatcher tumbled to the fact that
there was a dead engine in the passing track at Lakota, and had a westbound
train stop and pick them up.
For a while it looked like there would be an investigation, but those
rumors didn't bother Speedy. He had notified the dispatcher of the
circumstances in the beginning. The dispatcher most assutedly knew of it,
because he had dispatched a relief engine to take the train on over the road.
It was not really up to the engineer to remind him. Speedy and his fireman
drew pay for four days and nights work, when they didn't do any work.
How is that for featherbedding?
About 1910 or 1911 Speedy bought a couple of automobiles and
started a taxicab business in Salt Lake. I believe he was the first cab driver
to operate in Salt Lake City. He drove one of those cars himself. When he
laid off to do this he was running an engine on what was called the "Provo
tramp" job. This job worked as much as sixteen hours a day going various
places on the mainline east and west out of Provo and up the branches.
With those hours it paid very well.
Mter he had been driving a cab for several months the men on the
extra board started to complain. They thought he should either go back on
the engine or resign to drive cab. They hoped he would do the latter.
Instead, after finally yielding to the pressure they put on him, he sold the
taxicab business and went back on the Provo tramp job. There was no
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mileage agreement at that time. The Provo tramp jobs were about the
highest paying jobs on the road. So Speedy went back, and for a year or
more he didn't layoff one trip. That bothered the extra board too.
He said, "They wanted me to return to work-well, here I am."
Someone asked him ifhe didn't get tired and weary riding that engine
night and day.
"What? Me get weary riding that seat box? I should say not!"
We had two shanty Irishmen, Pat and Rodger Reynolds, running
engine on the Rio Grande. They were always doing crazy stunts.
Rodger had been promoted after block signals were installed on the
east end. He left Helper one morning on the "Sunnyside tramp." About
two miles below Helper is the Blue cut. The track curves to the left through
that cut and is visible to the fireman but not the engineer. There was a block
signal midway in the cut.
The fireman, looking forward at the block signal called out, "clear
block"
Rodger "big holed" the train. That is, he set the brakes in the
emergency position, the "big hole" on that long train of empties. This really
shook things up-especially in the caboose. He shouted at the fireman,
"What did you say?"
The fireman answered, "I said 'clear block'"
Rodger said, "Oh, I thought that you said 'big rock'"
Then he did a foolish thing. He returned the brake valve to release
position. Then all heck broke loose. After an emergency application of the
brakes it is better to let the train come to a stop before attempting a release.
Otherwise you are liable to tear the train in several pieces. And that was just
what happened to Rodger. When he finally stopped, the train was in about
fout pieces.
One night while I was firing no. 4 and no. 5 for Art Campbell, we
were double heading east on no. 4. Dudley Gallagher and Clarence Rawlins
were on the head engine. In a case like that the man on the head engine
always handles the brakes. We were rounding a left hand curve at Cold
Springs, just below Castella. In those days a high board fence separated the
highway from the railroad tracks at that point. This fence stood up off the
ground about a foot and a half.
We were stepping along right smart. I had been leaning over my seat
box with my head out of the window to get a breath of fresh air. I was about
to get down and put in a fire when I saw a faint gleam of red on the inside
rail. I waited a moment and saw a brakeman stepping off a caboose with a
red fusee in his hand. I hollered at Art and got down on the gangway steps.
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About that time Clarence Rawlins on the head engine shut off steam. I
heard the brakes slam into emergency. I looked up at Art. He had shut off
and was calmly dragging the Johnson bar into the back motion.
Looking ahead, I had a glimpse of Dudley Gallagher down on the
step before the smoke rolling back cut off my vision. We were still making
about twenty-five miles an hour when I let go and jumped. I hit the snowcovered ground rolling. I rolled under that elevated fence clear over onto
the highway. That train ahead of us was slowly heading into the siding at
Castella. Number 4, the train I was on, rolled up to within a car length of
making a coupling with that slow moving caboose before it came to a stop.
When we had all gathered at the point of near collision, I asked
Gallagher ifhe had gotten off. He said "no," but I believe he did. Anyway,
he didn't have the smoke rolling back in his face as I did. He could see
where he was going. But being the storyteller he was, he just loved to tell
this one on me, and it got better with every telling. He said that when I
came out from under the fence I was digging snow out of my ears and
complaining about the cold. None the less, that was just another time to
be glad you were still alive.
Gallagher was another who could be classed as a character in our little
railroad society. He used to tell of a time when he was on a train going west
into American Fork. The curve into town was on his side, and he was firing
for Eskimo John Larson. John looked like an Eskimo, both in face and
figure, which produced the nickname.
They had a scheduled meet at American Fork with an eastbound train.
The eastbound man had orders to take the siding. John Larson was coming
into town pretty fast. The eastbound man was coming in from the other
direction around the curve with his headlight fully on.
The mainline coming west into American Fork follows a long
sweeping curve to the left. A train coming east and heading into the pass
cannot be distinguished from one on the mainline by a westbound man
unless the eastbounder turns off or covers his headlight when he is into the
clear. It was general practice to do this. That headlight was burning brightly
and coming down against Gallagher and Larson, and they couldn't tell
whether he was in the pass or on the main. At last Gallagher decided he
was on the mainline, screamed a warning at John, and got down on the left
gangway steps to jump. He then decided the eastbounder was in the siding
so he hung on in the gangway.
After doing all he could to stop the train, Larson came across the cab.
He took one good look and concluded that the westbound train was on the
mainline. He hollered at Gallagher to let go. Gallagher tried to tell John
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that he thought they were in the pass. John Larson weighed about two
hundred and eighty pounds. He wouldn't wait. He jumped straddle of
Gallagher's neck, and they both went rolling in the snow.
When the westbound train had stopped it was found that the
eastbound man was where he belonged-in the pass. However, he had
confused things by having his headlight still lit. Those trains had passed
each other safely on parallel tracks, before John Larson's train came to a
stop. However, had it been otherwise there would have been a serious
collision.
I have seen many cases like that where it was impossible to be sure,
until almost opposite each other, where each train was. The worst place for
this sort of thing was a stretch of track about five miles long just north of
Salt Lake going toward Ogden. The Oregon Short Line and the Rio Grande
run side by side there on a long, gentle curve. When you would see a
headlight there you couldn't tell for sure whether it was on the OSL or the
Rio Grande track. This problem was a contributing factor to one of the
nastiest wrecks I can recall on the Rio Grande.
Number 62, running late with a high-wheeled mogul on the point,
collided with a Salt Lake switch engine on the easy curve. Someone called
up the Rio Grande dispatcher's office in Salt Lake and told McLease, the
Rio Grande second trick dispatcher, that no. 62 was on the ground at
Wood's Cross. McLease, without further investigation to learn the facts,
pulled the silliest stunt that a man in his position could commit. He ordered
a switch crew to go out to Wood's Cross and help rerail the engine on 62.
They met in about the middle of that long curve. Three switchmen
and a fireman, all on the switch engine, died. Number 62 that night
consisted of a deadhead coach, a car of grain, the caboose, and one of the
950 class engines.
I fired that job many times myself, and I can easily believe that under
those conditions, 62 was making much better than sixty miles an hour at
the point of collision. On that long paralleling curve, neither crew knew
what railroad the other headlight was on until it was too late to do
anything about it. Each thought the approaching train was on the Union
Pacific tracks.
Mickey Coffery was firing the mogul on 62. Blue Beard Bert Kestler
was the engineer. When Mickey at last realized that the opposing headlight
was on their track, he jumped down from his seatbox and started to climb
the coal gate on the tank. He was smashed up against the back of the boiler
head by the shifting coal in the tank. He was in the hospital for several
months.
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Bert Kestler didn't have time to do anything, but miraculously he
escaped with a few bruises. The fireman on the switch engine and the three
switchmen were killed instantly. One of the switchmen was almost cut in
two by the apron on the switch engine tearing loose and hitting him with
the edge, worn sharp on the tender sill.
What caused all the trouble in the first place was an Oregon Short
Line engine on the ground at Wood's Cross. Whoever called McLeasethey tried hard to find the man who made the telephone call but were unable
to do so-got the wrong railroad. Rio Grande 62 was not on the ground
at all, but right where it should have been-on Rio Grande rails tearing
along toward Salt Lake.
Chief Dispatcher McLease was fired for his mistake. He finally landed
a job as dispatcher on the Bingham and Garfield Railroad. In the middle
twenties he came to the Utah Railway as chief dispatcher at Hiawatha. He
only held that position for a few years. He died in the insane asylum at
Provo. That wreck continued to prey on his mind until the end of his life.
Pete Mistler was a man, I would judge, to be in his middle fifties, and
he had only been promoted to the right-hand side a short while before. So
he came to the position of engineer a little later than most.
Those trains descending that steep grade out of Welby on the
Bingham Branch were very heavy. They consisted of ore, mostly out of
Cuprum, just above Bingham. They had to be held down to a very slow
speed in order to keep them under control. It was quite a ticklish job of
railroading. If you let them roll a little too fast you would have a hard time
getting them under control again. If you slowed them down too much they
would hang up and stall. A speed of between ten and twelve miles an hour
was just about right.
Old Pete had a habit of confiding aloud to himself. He would
seriously coach himself all the way down the grade. I listened with amused
interest to him one trip. It went something like this as he started the descent.
Now Pete, watch yourself, Pete .... Set the straight air gently
and bunch 'em up a little .... that's the way, Pete! ... That's the
way! ... Now watch yourself, Pete! ... Don' tlet 'em roll too fast!
Now give' em about seven or eight pounds .... Watch yourself,
Pete! ... Give' em a little more now.... That's the way, Pete. Now
let go of 'em .... Let go now.... Watch yourselfl ... Now make
another application ....
You've got the retainers charged up now, Pete, so don't give
,em too much this time .... Better give' em a few pounds more,
now.... Ah! That's nice .... Let go now....
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You're doin' all right, Pete .... You're doin' all right now....
Cut loose your driver brakes now, Pete .... You don't want to
loosen a tire!
Now check 'em again .... Not too much! ... Just a few
pounds .... Give' em a little more now, Pete .... Not too much! ...
You're doing all right .... You're doing fine ... Better give 'em a
little more now, Pete .... Not too much! ... Just a little ... Don't
get' em down too slow.... Maybe you'd better give' em a pound
or two more now... .
That'sthe .... Oh ... Oh ... Oh ... not too much, Pete .... Oh! ...
G--d-you, Pete! ... You gave them too much that time!
The last I saw of Pete Mistler he was running a switch engine at Soldier
Summit. I don't know if he still coached himself or not.
There was another engineer named Bill Haymond. He was a man
with a college education, yet he was always in some kind of trouble. The
wags made up a story about him also. They claimed he would go up on
back of the tank, lift the manhole cover, and look at his reflection in the
water. Then he would tell himself how good he was-in his own opinion.
"Bill, you're there! You're there, Bill! You're the most successful young
runner on the D & RG. Don't let anyone kid you, Bill. You're there!"
Then he would take a last look, close the lid, and return to the cab.
Bill, I think, considered himself better than the average rail. At times he
would assume quite an arrogant manner in his dealings with others. For
this reason he was held in ridicule and contempt by the rank and file. I fired
several trips for Bill and had no trouble with him. We got along fine.
We once made a trip with a little Rome passenger engine in freight
service. By firing four scattered scoops to a fire, I had that little Rome
sizzling all the way over the road. Bill paid me a very nice compliment. He
told me I was the best fireman on the road. I took a good look at myself
reflected in the water in the tank the next time I took water!
Bill had a brother, but try as I may I can't think of that brother's name
right now. When I first went firing he was district superintendent at Tucker.
Later he held the same position at Welby on the Bingham branch.
When the Bingham and Garfield Railroad (B & G) started to lay track
around the foothills between Bingham and Garfield, they borrowed an
engine, an engine crew, and train crew from the Rio Grande. The engine
was a little hog and Bill Haymond was the engineer. They used this train
and engine crew in work train service. After they had been on the job a
short while, Bill let the water get too low and burnt the crown sheet. It's a
wonder that little hog didn't blow up.

