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q] Analyzing his folly enrages a fool.

q] A self-made rich man will do more for a dollar than a self-
made poor man.

q There are two kinds of growlers—use the can for both.

‘J] If money was the only incentive to success, the margin be-
tween the best and the worst would be very narrow.

q Ethics is merely a proper consideration for the rights of
others enforced by decency and reason.

There is a vast difference between what you hear and what
you know.—For further details see legal department.

q There is beautiful scenery along the way to success; dream-
ers are always looking at it, but hustlers keep their eyes on the
path.

Everything comes to him who waits provided he hustles
while he waits.

q It is astonishing how much of your conversation you can
reduce to yes and no and how much trouble you can avoid by
doing it.

q] An appropriate joke is the best possible argument.

q Some men’s grit is like sunshine—fades in the shadow,
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REMINISCENCES OF AN OLD TIMER—NO. 3.

M, Fdilors

The old man vead this picce before 1 osent il

Iee said,  “Who was e shedow?”
“Ie's deod,” I replicd.

In readlng over the last two picces
which T have written, T realize that I
was too good to last—and T didn’t.

The details are hardly essential;
the result was what interested me,

I had become convinced that with-
out me the section would look like a
vivisection. ,

Frequent visits to the little town
ncarby with “good friends” and conge-
quent late hours, made me physieally
unfit for hard work the next day; my
fogged brain was the fruitful field for

foolish fancies and mild reprimands
became insulfs.
The old foreman put up with this

much longer than he should have, but,
when he saw that it was atfecting the
discipline of the men, my troubles,
not his, bhegan.

The crash canic one morning when [
appearced late considerably the worse
for the wear and generally undesir-
able,

The casiest way to enrage a fool is
to show him his folly, and, when the
foreman took mec to one side and
Pleasantly and cven kindly proved
conclusively what an absurd jackass I
was malking out of myself, he certainly
dragged the band saw across a sore
spot.

All the meanness, vanity and fool-
ishness of my nature united into blind
rage and I brayved Ioud and furious.

However, the old foreman did not
lose his temnper, but after I had fin-
ished, said:

“Ale boy, vou're fired, not for what
vou said to me, but for what you're
sayin’ to yourself. Maybhe yvouw’ll wake
up some time with your ears a trifle
shorter, and the proof will be that

“Sorter sunlight and shadow,”

vou'll come back and thank me for
firin’ you.”
“However,” he continued, “your

bein’ fired is a confidential matter be-
tween vou and me. [I'll note upon my
official records that you've resigned to
accept service elscwhere, and, me boy,
vou may thank me for that too, some
day. Tt’s not a good thing tor a young
fellow to be fired, and it means a lot
to him to be allowed to resign.”

ITe scribbhled out a discharge check,
handed it to me, and turncd away.
Tor several minutes 1 stood. dazed and
speechless, watching him “telling the
men about some worlk.

Of course, the gang caught on that
[ was fired, but it appeared to me that
they were pleascd rather than
offended; anyhow there was no syin-
pathy strike.

Assuming as best T could, I-don’t-
give-a-darn air 1 walked back to the
scction house, slipped up to my room,
made a bundle of my clothes and
sneaked out. Tt never occurred to me
to go home, and without any defini{e
idea as to where I was going, or what
| intended to do, T started down the
track,

Tt didn’t take many miles in the hot
sun before the ‘onery in me had
melted like butter on a cooking stove,
and T begun to get a pretty clear idea
of two things; one, of what a fool I
had made of myself; the other, of
what little consequence I was after all
in railroad service.

Tover since this walk of penitence
and humiliation, T have had a sncak-
ing sympathy tor hobocs, After a man
spends hours making adjustable com-
passes of his legs to suit variations
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hetween ties, he deserves a little sym-
pathy, if not consideration, and he is
a toiler even though a non-producer,

Not once, but many times during
this wall, [ did the Dick Whittington
act and turned back with intent to
patch it up with tlie old foreman, hut
the thoughts of the gihes of the men,
changed my purpose,

T passed many section gangs on this
four and struck the foremen for jobs,
but it semed as if there was nothin’
doin’ for me,

lTowever, [ finally landed—-1 am not
going to tell where for several reasons
which will appear later—except to say
that it was on the Frisco, many miles
and many hours from my old section.

I was on the point of leaving the
right of way and to follow the dusty
pathis which would lead me to a farm
house, and most probably a farm jobh,
when 1 eame upon a scction house and
saw a woman standing in the door-
way.

Perhaps, if she had not been there,
the railroads would have lost me, and
| tremble to think of the consequences.,
Anyhow, fate ordained that I should
ask her if there was any chance ot
getting a job on that section. To my
surprise she said she thought her hus-
hand necded men; that hie’d be back
soon, and that [ had better wait and
gee hiim,

I noticed that she did not seem to
be particnlarty cheerful and that the
little yard and ceven the house itsclf
Iacked that neat, well-kept appearance
which the old foreman’s place had
shown,

It was hot and T was tired; the door
step looked good to me, and, as the
novelist would say, T sank upon if.

It scemed 1 bad bheenn there only a
few moments bhefore the gang ap-
peared, [ walked over to where they

wore throwing tools in the shed and
struck for a jobh.

For the life of me I couldn't tcll
whether the foreman had scen me or
not, for his eyes always secmed Lo be
looking at somicthing your
shoulder, but after T told him where
I had a little experience, he snarled
out a vap to the effect that I had an
casy job and why did [ leave it?

All the bumptiousness had been
taken out of wme, and, whereas a short
time ago [ would have flared up, now
I onnlv mumbled somcthing about look-
ing for a job elsewhere.

“Lookiu’ for another easy job I sup-

over

pose,  \Well, vou can’t be much worse
than what I've got,” he said with =a

shifty glance towards the gang, “and
I nced some more feather bed special-
ists, so you can start with us tomor-
row, anvhow.”

[ asked Iim if I could sleep at the
scction house.

“You can it you put up fifty cents
for vour night’s board,” he growled.
“T don’t want any tramp workin’ me
for a bed and skinnin® ouf in the
mornin,””’

I handed him fifty cents, which he
cxamined carefully before putting into
his pocket.

At supper time I had my chance to
size np the men. The first thing
struck me was that instead of the
usual  jokes and customary  good
humor of ecveryone at the old fore-
man’s section house, these nien scemed
sullen. They didn’t appear to get any
pleasurc out. ol their
always a had sign-—-and
talk there was seemed more like
snarling than human specch. As
quickly as possible cach one finished
cating, shoved back from the table and
Of course, I didn’t
but it

food—which is
what little

went to his bunk.
know what was the
didn't take me long to find out.

matloer,
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When we started to work the next
morning the taools woere slung on the
car in a helter-skelter fashion, the men
piled on and pumiped down the road in
a slip-shod, careless way as if time
wag of liltle value and the saving of
cnergy the wmost important thing,

As we took the car from the frack
it looked to me as if the foreman had
selected the most difficult spot to do it
and one in which there wus the great-
est likelihood of some of us getting
hurt. We had to strain and struggle
to glip the car down a sharp incline
from the right of way and I sSuUppose
we lost about thirty minutes doing it.
It was cven hardev work to gef it
back, and I can even now sec that
foreman standing on the track erin-
ning when somecone
pulled and puslhed.

It oceurred to me at this time that
if ever I was in charge of a section, I
would arrange, if possible, a number
of harbor tracks at points along my
section where it would be easy and
safc to get the cars off the right ol
way,

My first job putting in acw
tics. The foreman told us to get to
work, then strolled oft to some trees
nearby, lit his pipe, and sat down.
The result was, the gang bunched
about three or four ties and everybody
was in some one else’s way.

In tamping the ties 1 had to make
frequent waits for the men to get out
of the way so that 1 could usc the piek

was it as we

was

safely. So  close was the gang
bunched about that one of the men

was badly hurt by a flying spike which
struck on the edge, flew up, and landed
against the side of his face culting a
deep gash. The entire gang spent
twenty minutes looking after him as
resnlt of this acecident.

1 will never forget my first day on
that section. Tt wag the best cexhibi-

tion ol wasted encrgy 1 have ever seen.

In the atternoon we were put to
worle fixing a little platform for pas-
senger serviee, and it was nccessary to
fill in considerably with c¢rushed rock,
This crushed rock was about 200 feet
from where we were working and the
rforeman fold us to get it.  We grabbed
our shovels and cach man would walk
to this pile ol chat, get his shovel full,
and walk back to the platform. T sup-
pose it occurred to the fore-
man to get a wheel-barrow,

never

Carrying a shovelful of chat this
distance, with a slip-shod clhow con-
frolling the shovel, meant quite a little
distrihution along the vight of way
between the points of orvigin and does-
the foolishness of this
cvident to

tination, but
whole procecding is too
dwell upon at length,

I fairly itehed fo make suggestions
before the evening, but from the occa-
stonal remarks the nien dropped and
the appearance of the foreman, | knew
that 1 had best say nothing. In fact,
all this foreman secmed to he able fo
do was growl and cuss and he cer-
tainly filled up intervals between fre-
quent rests in the shade, in this way.
It cortainly was a peevish bunch.

None of them seemed to care whether
{the work was done well or nof, nor
did they have any idea of doing any-
thing but kill time whenever possible,

This was not the fault of the men.
They were as good men as those I had
left, perhaps Detter, but [ dely any
man fo work under a hoss like (hat
foreman and not losc interest in his
work,

I'n the cvening, as 1 have said, we
dragged the car the track,
piled up the tools in a helter-skelier
way—-aud 1 am sure we nmust have Jost
more tools on that scction than any
other on the risco, for 1T never saw

baclk on
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a check taken of them—and pumped
hack to the section house,

The foreman’s wife, unlike himself,
was an energetice, good-hearted woman,
but evidently atraid of him. We sat
down to a fairly good supper, the fore-
man complaining all through the meal
about the expensc of food and how lit-
tle money hie was making either out of
us or out of the railroad.

After supper was over the foreman’s
wife beckoned for me to come to the
kitchen. She had heard where T had
come from and knew that I always
fared well. She Dbegan to excuse her
husband and at the same time handed
me a big picce of apple pie. Of course,
the pic went Detter than the excuses,
but I felt sorry for the woman and
said but little,

Since tlien T have seen all manncrs
and types of men., I have seen a lot
of mean men that were capable and
had so much ability that, to an extent,
it counter-balanced their
but I belicve this foreman was the
only mean man T ever met that didn’t
have the slightest amount of ahility.

Asg an example of the man's ahsolute
lack of common sensc, T recall that, a
few days after T started fo work we
were ditching along the right of way
between the track and a high em-
hankment. T noticed that the men in
digging this ditch would throw the
dirt up the embankment, most of it
sliding back and but little of it reach-
ing the crest,

My experience with the foreman had
been such that T knew if T explained
the ghiftlessness of this kind of work,
the very least he would do would be
to grunt and ignore nie, but to anyone
with a teacup of scnse it wag evident
that when the firgt rain came it would
wash the dirt back into the fill.

Sure enough two or three days later
a lheavy rain came and the ditch we

meanness,

were digging was a loblolly of mud.
The rain was unusually heavy and the
water under the track and
softened it so that the forecman had to
put out slow ordcers and work almost
night and day to get that small scetion
in shape for business, whereas, it we
had dug the ditch properly and carried
the dirt away, we would not have ex-
perienced any trouble,

rose  up

This piece of ignorance cost the rail-
road about three work of the
secetion gang to sayv nothing of the ex-
pense and annoyance of slowing down
the trains,

davs'

[ regarded it as a rather fortunate
thing that 1 struck this forcman after
my old foreman, as i{ gave me an op-
portunity to sec just how fine a man
my first boss was.

As result of the attitude of this
toreman towards his men and his job,
very few, if any, of them made a suc-
cess. In faet, T only know of one man
who ever worked for him that is still
in the land of the livin' and is doing
fairly well. But in his case he worked
only a little while and, strangely
cnough, I saw him not long ago and it
brought to my mind an incident of
later years wlien he was well up in
railroad service, and perhaps it might
be worth relating, as it will be of
interest to many old timers.

Grover Cleveland, then president of
the United Stafes, notion to
vigit. the Western country and fravel
from Kansas City to Memphis via the
Tort Scott road.

Every precaution was taken fo in-
sure his safety; a pilot frain was sent

took a

on ahead loaded with material and
men—~Charley  Gardiner, conductor,

and Ben McCrum, engincer on the
pilot; Jim Dalton, conductor, and Iid
Shipley, cnginer, on the DPresident’s
special. A section man was stationcd
on cvery mile of track and the IFrisco





