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Alembers of the Frisco S8yvstem Club
and their families gathered at the
Rock Springs Turner Hall, St. Louis,

F'riday evening, February 6, for the
club’s regular monthly mecting and
sorial session.

Prevention of accidents was the

topic of the evening’s husiness session.
Stereopticon slides were shown, illus-
trating how trespassers are killed and
injured on railroads, and interestingly
commented upon hy W. BB, Spaulding,
chairman of the Central Safety Cowm-
mittec, J. W. Rogers, chicf claim
agent, the next speaker, addressed the
meeting upon the advantages accru-
ing, not only to Frisco men but their
families as well, from a strict adher-
ence to the principles of Safety First.
Mr. Rogers’ talk elicited much ap-
planse,

After the business session a supper
was served the members of the cinb
and their guests and a very cnjoyvable
time was had.

Mr., Max Ilosang, president of the

club, is planning a series of such
neetings and feels confident much

good will be derived from then.

No. 8
Train No. 8 ready to depart out of
Neodesha, Kans., snapped, as
shown in the accompanying reproduc-
tion, February 2.

was

The train was pulled by engine 11006

Iingincer J, P
18d. Sfevens,

in charge of Dwyer

and [Fireman
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REMINISCENCES OF AN OLD TIMER
ME., KDITOLR:

The old man said to me the other day, “ff you wowld spend some of the
Lince that youw devote to dodging the pension agent, in writing « story of your
tife, and tetling somc of Lhe things you learned by hard koocks,
would be wmore valuable to the Frisco.”

1 belicve you

I lold L T acver was @ writer, and, while 1 was willing, I did not know
low 1o begin, 1 would nol know what To tetl and [ wcovld nol know when 1o
Jirisi,

But e said, gll thai I had to do was Lo begin al the begining and tell all
the things I knew somelling aboul, and Lhat e would tell wme when to finish,

I belicve there is something in «chal Lhe old man seid, and, if youw hink il
worlh awhile Lo print the story of the Lije of @ Frisco man, who started in when
il was gelting into Vinila and who kucw Bud Turner and “Uncle” Harry Taylor
when Lhey were comparalively speaking youny men, and who hds $een cveriys
thing on the Frisco cliange nol once bul many times, —HIERFE GOFES:

[ am the son of an old-fashioned Now I'm getting a little tired of thig

farmer and by that I now know he was
the kind that did twenty hours a day
work with his hands and feet and
never more than twenty minutes brain
work.

A slight depression in the height of
the weeds indicated where the rail-
road passed our farm,

The old man was a firm advocate of
two things in particular—vevivals and
no lateh for the pasture gate. T sup-
nose the first netted him considerable
spiritual benefit and [ knew that the
latter brough financial gain, as our
stock  seemed to be peculiarly at-
tracted to the pasturage in the middle
of the track.

I was a husky kid when I had my
first. railroad experience, and it was

about the old man's front gate. The
scetion  foreman, now dead, a wit
whom everybody loved, came to the

gate onc day when 1 was puttering
around. [le closed it and leaning over
the fence said:

“Boy, I have eclosed this gate six
times,  Your old man evidently thinks

that this is the pearly gate through
which his cattle passes into heaven,

gates ajar effect and the next time one
of youv stock is killed, I'm going to
nail the gate closed and nail you to
the gate.”

[ made no reply except a feeble grin
and stood watching the scction gang
unloading ties along the right of way.
One of the ties skidded out into the
road, 1 picked it up and tossed it
back. The foreman, who had care-
fully closcd the gate, said:

“Don’t you want a job on the sec-
tion, son? {ay you a dollar a day.”

In those days a dollar was bigger
than anything which exists nowadays.
I had never had any money except on
Christinas when my father gave each
of us bovs 25 cents and told us to be
carefully and not spend it wastefully.

[ wenf to work the next day after
promising my father [ would give
him $15.00 a month for my room and
hoard.

With a other per-
suasive father had
taught me that when [ worked T was
expeceted to work, Pausges., or inter-
vals consumed in conversation, or
much encrgy expended for trivial re-
sults- another name for

fence rail and
influences  my

shirking—
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were noted hy  him and

stopped.
As result, | formed a habit of being

promptly

persistently  industrious, and, I can
cven at this Iate date state, that 1
never have shirked, not because of

any high prvinciples, but solely because
idling to nte was much more uncoin-
fortable than working.

In my first day’s experience with
the scction gang, T, for the first time,
realized that there were men who did
not like to work and tried to avoid it
in ever way possible.

With the rest of the gang, 1 was put
to unloading ties, and, from my sim-
ple viewpoint, T had entered into a
contract to unload all the ties I could
possible unload from shortly after
day break until about six o’cloek in
the evening and the railroad had
agreed to pay me $1.00 for tlis work.
Therefore, T procceded to do nothing
else but unload ties.

When the foreman fold us to knock
off for dinner, I was surprised to find
how quickly the time had passed, but
it didn’t take me long to realize that
for some reason or other I was not

popular with most of the gang. They
crowded off in a bunch under the

shade of somc trees and returned
short replics to my rather timid of-
forts to become acquainted.

This nuzzled me as I had never met
any of the men before and knew no
reason they should dislike me.
Giving the matter bhut little thought,
[ finished my dinner, closed the pail,
tucked it away in the hushes and
strolled back to the rcars.

The foreman, who had heen sitting
near nie, called me hack.

why

“Where you going?’ he asked.
“Back to the cars,” T replied.
“What are you going to do?”

“Unload ties.”

I can, even after more than thirty
still see the twinkle in the
foreman’s eyes as he looked at me and
glanced at the sullen gang seated un-
der the trees smoking.

vears,

“Don’t you know that we are al-
Jowed an hour for dinner heve?’ he
said.

*“No,” I replied, ‘besides I am

through my dinner.”

“Would you rather unload ties than
ait in the shade?” he asked.

This was a new phage of the situa-
tion to me. On the farm, the moment
we quit eating, the next moment we
Asg I said bhefore I had
formed the habit,

“l.et the voung fool go out and kill
himself, Tom,” yelled one of the gang,

I could see the old foreman bristle.

“Work,” he retorted, “will never
hurt you and T belicve the day will
come when this boy will fire you and
maybe me.”

ITe turned away and bheckoncd me
to follew him., When we had reached
the cars he said:

“The boys have it in for son.
They are not afraid of worlk, in faect,
they can go to sleep beside it, hut
threce or four ot them dislike to have
one man do as much as all of them
together, Now, vou are right, but T
cannot mix in this thing for if T do,
T will have to officially recognize thc
fact that they are a lazy worthless
Iot, and if I recognize that fact 11
have to fire them; if I fire them, T'll
have no section men; if T have no
section men, I’ll have no track; and if
T have no track, T'I1 have no job, so
take my blessing and clean the scufs
up

The old foreman then proceeded to
show me how ties should be piled. 1
was working on this when (he gang
returned and were put to unloading

woere working.

vou,

”
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more ties. Of course the engine would
pull the car up a short distance and
we would throw the ties from the car
a3 we went along most of the time.

1 was thinking what the
nian told me when my meditations
woere brought to an abrupt stop by the
insertion of the end of a
with considerable force, into my ribs,
with result, that if I had not made a
auick jump, I would have becn knock-
ed from the car, and perhaps badly
Iturt,

over fore-

tie, swung

As it was 1 landed on my feet and
looking up I saw several of the men
grinning at me. TIn an instant T re-
alized that this had becn done inten-
tionally and my first impulse was to
climb on to the car and clean out {he
gang then and there. DBut the fore-
man was, as always, at hand, and he
proceeded to deliver a blistering talk
to the man wheo had knocked me from
the car, the length of which eovidenfly
served his purpose—of giving me time
to cool down.

T alwaysg have been a slow thinker,
which, perhaps, is one cxplanation of
why T never got very far in railroad
bhusiness. Tt's the men who think
quick, decide quick and act quick that
seem to get by, particularly in the
operafing department. They make a
lot of breaks, but at thc same time,
they make a lot of hits. Tn other
words, there’s a lot doing wherc they
are and there is so much steam es-
caping that it’s hard for anyonc to
sce just what is being done. The only
impression you get is that there’s a ot
doing and the persons that’s doing it
must be considerable of a man.

Anvhow, T thought this matter out
the rest of the afternoon and dceeided if
T was to stick with the gang and earn
that big dollar a day, the only thing
for me to do was to wade in and lick

onc or two of them that afternoon, if
they gave me a chance, and I was sure
they would, I sized them up as they
worked by me and saw that most of
them were a scrawny looking type of
men, buf, as with men of that kind,
they put once or two husky ones to
camyp on my trail and the rest of the
aftcrnoon  several things happened
which I now know were done hy those
men, all of which caused me discom-
fort,

Finally the day came to an end and
the foreman told us to knock ofl, Sev-
eral of the men boarded at his house,
among them two I had singled out to
have a settlement with.

Ag woe started home, the old fore-
man at the lcad, one of these men
pushed the other ene against me, as 1
have handreds of times secn boyvs do
in an effort to start a scrap. The man
who pushed  threw all of his
weight against me but I Dbraced my-
solf and drove my elhow with all the
power which I could put forth—which
was considerable then
Tt toolk
finally
for me.

was

into his ribs.
the wind out of him Dbut he

gathered himself and started

There were no rules for fighting in
those days. Tt was fight simply and
enttirely to put the other man out of
business, kicking, biting and hitting
anyvwhere and cvervwliere was per-
mitted. Therefore, I was not surpris-
ed to receive a hard kick in the shins
when he closed in one me, anud I do
not suppose he was surprised—at
teast from the point of its being prop-
er—to get a jolt in the stomach that
completely laid him out from me.

As he lay on the ground gasping
for wind, his partner decided to take a
hand. He was a larger man than I
was, but, as T stated, T was a husky
young fellow, who never smoked nor
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drank and besides, unlike either of the
two, 1 not mad. T was fighting
really to hold my job and get a defi-
nite understanding as to our future re-
lations.

The big man, whose name was Jim
Robinson, and I fought, bit aud hit
each other over the road until finally
he threw me down, but 1 had got my
fingers around his throat and, though
he beat me unmercifully, 1 gradually
choked him until he had to tcar at wmy
hands for air. Then, with my free
hand, 1 returned some of the blows he
had been giving me with interest.

In the meantime his friend, who
had been knocked out by my blow in
the stomach, recovered sufficiently to
run to his assistance and started for
me, but the old foreman snatched him
hack and pulled me away from Robin-
son who was now down and out.

I was perfectly willing to continue
and told them 1 would take them col-
lectively or individually, as they de-
sired; that I wanted to be friends,
but that it they proposed to continuce
to annov me, I proposcd to thrash
them every evening, as 1 had done
this. With that I picked up my buck-
cf and made across the ficlds to my
home, grinning foreman

R

was

leaving a

and two very much batfered up sec-

tion mien.
Thusly ended

road expericnce.

my first day of rail-

It Wasn’t the Railway
Charges that Time

In an address bhefore The Chi-
cago Traijic Club, Judge Prouty of
the Interstate Commerce Comimis-
sion related the following cxperi-
ence:

[ had occasion the other day to
send a couple of barvels of potatoes
from my lome up in Vermont,
where we raise potatoes fit to eat,
down to Washington, where you
cannot buy potatoes fit to eat. The
reilvoad company charged me $1.45
for carrying thosc barrcls of pota-
toes, about six hundred miles, and
the truckman, who carried them
the mile and a half from the sta-
tion to my house, charged me a
dollar. It the transportation
charges enter into the high cost of
living, we want to look, I think,
somewhere else rather than to the
transportation charges of ouvr rail-
roads.

SN BRI

North Yard Section Gang, Tort Smith, Ark,
tuken just south of the old passenger station, opposite Ol Mill, on Mile 417,

In ¢harge of Willinm Purvis, TPicinre was





