





THE RAILROAD GANG
HITS TOWN

(Continued from Page 13)

Kansas; Woodward, Oklahoma; Higgins,
Texas: Gallaher, New Mexico; Winslow,
Arizona, and Barstow, California.
The average work gang of 300 often
is as large as the town traversed and,
with a weekly payroll of $13,500 it con-
stitutes a potent, even if transient, eco-
nomic factor, for the men are good cash
spenders. Progressing at the rate of
half a mile a day, the gangs usually
stay around one town for a week or so —
sometimes a little more, sometimes
less. In a town like Lawn, with a popula-

tion of :-lpi)m:-;imﬂl.uly 300, one movie,

two cafés, one drugstore, one ‘filling
station and a few kindred enterprises,
the impact of a railroad gang is terrific.
“It’s kinda lonesome since the boys
left,” sighed the redheaded waitress at
Johnson’s Shack when the gang work-
ing on the forty-four-mile stretch be-
tween Buffalo Gap and Coleman, west
of Brownwood, moved on. “They're
sure nice kids. Not a bit like the tough
guys in the movies, fighting like crazy,
throwing sticks of dynamite around
and hammering the other poor guys
with picks and shovels.””
Unconsciously, the waitress was re-
cording a historical fact. Railroading in
the United States has undergone a tre-
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mendous change during the last fifty
years. So have railroaders. When Gen.
William Tecumseh (War is Hell) Sher-
man led his troops to protect the Union
Pacific workers from hostile Indians
while our first transcontinental railroad
was being constructed, that hard-bitten
cavalry officer looked over the gangs
and scoffed, ""No particular danger
need be apprehended from Indians. So
many workmen are distributed along
the line that they will introduce enough
whisky to kill all the Indians within
300 miles of the road.”

In the old days, foremen used to
complain that contractors kidnaped
men outside saloons and shipped them
to the job 1n a state of inebriation. Al-
coholism was so acute that no work was
expected until long after payday, and
the whisky barrel was offered as an in-
centive to production.

“When 1 started railroading forty-
two years ago, | was a callboy in
Newton, Kansas,” says Arthur B.
(Alphabet) Clements, superintendent
of the Southern Division of the subsid-
iary Gulf, Colorado and Santa Fe Rail-
way. His job then was to call engineers
and conductors when it was time for
them to go on duty. ""Sometimes I lo-
cated them in a joint,” he adds,
chuckling at the recollection, “"and 1
always collected a buck apiece not to
tell the boss where 1 found them.”

Nowadays, railroad workers are al-
most as likely to be found ordering a
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The Perfect Squelch

intermission. he overheard sev-
eral people his own age discussing
the recent revival of the Charles-
ton. The pretty college girl with
him remarked that she was just
learning the step.

"You don’t say!” Benton re-
plied. “Why, when I was in col-
lege 1 was the Charleston cham-
pion.”’ Then. with a wolfish wink,
he added, “Very likely 1 could
teach vou something. Would you
be willing to date me?"

“How can I, Mr. Benton? " she
asked sweetly. " You've just
dated }*nul‘ﬁvlf."
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double malted at the local soda foun-
tain as downing a boilermaker at the
nearest bar. The shaggy itinerants
who built America’s railroads have
given way to an entirely different
breed, as workers have had to develop
engineering skills to meet modern re-
quirements. Thousands of men em-
ployed today never lay track in the old,
accepted sense of the word; they op-
erate and feed machines that perform
that operation on assembly-line princi-
ples.

“We still employ what is commonly
known as casual labor,” says Superin-
tendent Clements. " But it 1sn’t casual
any more, and 1t isn’t the type of labor
used when I started railroading. It’s a
strange thing, but even today, when
this kind of job is about to start, some
sort of underground spreads the news.
Then the men start flocking in, not rid-
ing the rods, but in their own cars.
Look at that!™ He pointed at a green
work train in the siding, surrounded by
dozens of cars, plus a few trucks and
one station wagon, in which the casuals
had arrived when the job was begin-
ning, and in which they would drive
back to their homes, some of them
many miles away, when the job was
done.

Explaining new developments in rail-
road labor, Clements points out that all
the men employed today have ac-
quired some degree of technical skill.
“We have an entirely new generation
of labor,” he says. " Youngsters like the
boys from the Daniel Baker and How-
ard Payne colleges, here in Brown-
wood, and ambitious kids from the
ranches. They know all about practical
mechanics —they got that from tinker-
ing with cars and tractors—and they’re
quick to pick up the tricks of operating
modern railroad equipment. These kids
always want to learn more; they may
be the scientists of tomorrow.”

This engineering skill is highly essen-
tial for the precision job presented by
the modern track. To the ordinary pas-
senger, who scarcely ever sees the rails,
except at stations, a mile of track is the
brief interval between two white
markers on t.elegrﬂph poles, whizzing
past at intervals of less than sixty
seconds.

To the men who supervise the laying
of track, however, a mile 18 $75,000
worth of planning, labor and material —
wooden ties at the rate of 3500 per
mile, hundreds of tons of steel rails
and tie plates, thousands of angle
bars, bolts and spikes, and carloads of
ballast.

All this is highly developed engineer-
ing for modern railroad labor. T'he
clangor of pick and shovel has almost
died. Instead, you hear the roar of air
compressors, powering machines. Old
track is torn up and new track takes
shape before your eyes. Men and ma-
chinery move along in an inexorable
parade, with a sense of rhythm that re-
veals smoothly functioning crews.

The result is a standard-gauge track
of four feet, eight and one half inches,
heavier and stronger than ever before,
never deviating more than one eighth
of an inch on the straight and one
fourth at curves. It takes a rugged,
carefully engineered track to provide
smooth riding for ninety-mile-an-hour
limiteds like the Santa Fe Super Chief,
which covers the 2227 miles from Chi-
cago to Los Angeles in thirty-nine and
three quarters hours, and to stand up
under eighty-car freights that may
weigh as much as 7000 tons.

Paradoxically, with all this ma-
chinery displacing hand labor, track

rehabilitation now generally progresses
at the rate of only 3000 feet a day, oc-
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casionally hitting a mile —nothing like
the old hand-work rate.

The explanation for this was given
by O. H. Osborn, assistant general
manager of the Gulf Lines, who had
come up from Galveston to inspect the
forty-four-mile, $3,000,000 Buffalo
Gap-Coleman job, which is just one
section of the 4000 miles of Santa Fe
track resurfaced since the war. "' In the
famous Union Pacific race across the
continent,” he said, *“"the track-laying
record was eight miles in a single day.
But in those days teams merely scraped
the ground. Three or four men could
Iift a forty-pound rail” —rail weight 1s
given in pounds per yard. "It would
take at least a dozen to hoist our mod-
ern 132-pounder. The old ties were just
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PROVISION

By VYVada F. Carlson

No doubt the questing wild birds
never know

That God’s divine provision lor
such things

\s restless wings

Includes the possibility of snow:

That He anticipates their future
needs

By packing seeds

Into the cupboards of the wayside
weeds

W hile dayvs are sunny and the
nights are warm.

And there's no slightest hint of
winter storm.

Serene. the birds fly ofl into the

blue
To wing the trackless highwavs of
U - .
the sky.

Till by and by

The gray days come. as gray days
alwayvs do:

Then, quite undaunted by the
snowy pall

That covers all.

They spy the wayvside weeds, so
gaunt and tall,

And clustering on them till the
full heads nod.

They take provision from the
hand of God.
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pieces of timber in unmpari:-;un with the
nine-foot ties we are using today.
What's more. 20.000 men were em-

ployed on the Union Pacific job, and we

don’t use anything like that number
now. '

An average work gang of 300 —in-
cluding permanent railroad employees,
like foremen, machine operators and
timekeepers —requires two or three
tfrains and at least 130 bunk, diner,
recreation, shower and water-tank cars.
Food for the Santa Fe workers is pro-
vided by commissary companies known
as the ""Three H's”” — Holmes, Hanlon
and Hutt —who split the entire system
among them.

Board and lodging aboard the work
train costs $1.95 per diem, which is de-
ducted from a man’s pay, but casual
labor on the railroad now gets $1.16 14
per hour —nearly a whole day’s pay in
the old days—so a man can salt away
everything he earns after the first hour
and forty minutes.

Though the men in these work gangs
never would think of setting themselves
up as examples for the rest of the world,
they are living lessons in racial toler-
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ance. In many “extra” gangs—so-
called because major face-lifting jobs
are outside routine maintenance —rep-
resentatives of almost every race on
earth can be found working amicably
side by side. They serve under extra-
gang foremen, who are generally re-
cruited from among the section fore-
men. Interpreters are provided for non-
English-speaking groups.

Railroad labor varies with the char-
acter of the country. In Arizona, New
Mexico and California, for instance,
Indians are included in the gangs. Re-
cruited through the Indian agency at
Gallup, New Mexico, the majority are
Navajos, Mojaves and Zuhis, and
hoary concepts of the indolent red man,
based on a squaw-papoose-wigwam
school of cartoon humor, seem pretty
silly when you watch men from the
reservation operating modern pre-
cision machinery as efficiently as most
white men.

They all understand English, accord-
ing to Harold Stone, who bossed Indian
gangs out of San Bernardino, Cali-
fornmia. " But,” he adds, “" they prefer to
work directly under their own chiefs,
who can give orders in their own lan-
guage. 1 guess Indian dignity makes
them do this. They aren’t talkative,
but they are well behaved and good
workers.”’

Railway foremen, steeped in Indian
custom, say that they have to be pre-
pared to see their men leave work and
head for the reservation at a moment’s
notice. These departures are regular
and seasonal, like those of some sol-
diers in Washington’s Continental
Army, who insisted on returning to
their farms for the spring plowing. A
particularly pressing reason for the In-
dians’ homeward migration is the
tribal ceremonial. Nothing will stop
them from going, but if the railway gives
Ehe_rn a pass, they always come back.

One group that shows up regularly is
composed of five Navajos. Their chief,
White Horse Junior, is a rollicking,
swashbuckling brave who invariably
goes back to his farm on the reserva-
tion for the chicken festival, afterward
faithfully returning to the railroad,
where he heads a gang including White
Goat, Johnny Tom, Nata Yazzie and
Tracey Tracey. Out of their pictur-
esque ceremonial garb, they lose their
specific identity as Indians and become
simply five more workers in a track
gang.

Verging on the realm of forgotten
legend is an unwritten treaty that the
Santa Fe is supposed to have with the
Lagunas, a colorful Southern Arizona
tribe of singers, dancers and poets.
When rails were first laid through La-
guna territory —so the story goes—an
understanding was born that tribesmen
always should get work, shelter and
water from the railroad.

Fach year the Laguna chief, with a
retinue of bucks and squaws, holds a
powwow with the Santa Fe superin-
tendent, at Winslow, Arizona. Against
the background of a chattering port-
able typewriter which is taking down
the official tribal record, the Indians de-
liver long, mellifluous speeches. " Like a
rose tree, this treaty must be watered,
nourished and kept alive for all the
years,” one orator holds forth proudly.

As the self-appointed guardian of a
number of tribes which add to tourist
entertainment in the Southwest, the
Santa Fe naturally finds this legend
rather flattering. And though its
archives unfortunately fail to disclose
any record of such a treaty, the com-
pany 1s only too happy to live up to its
alleged obligation. For one thing, the

(Continued on Page 160)
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(Continued from Page 158)
Lagunas produce not only spellbinders
but good recruits for the track gangs.

The core of this mobile labor force is
the railroad family, whose members
spend their entire lives on wheels.
Their work trains create rolling oases in
the arid stretches of the West, and
their children, born within the sound of
roaring trains, grow up in a world of
metallic rhythm.

Like the children of diplomats trav-
eling the world, railroad juniors lack
continuity in their school lives, but
they actually miss few days of work
and frequently graduate well ahead of
their age groups. As their parents move
from state to state with the work trains,
one week stopping in the mountainous
watershed of the Continental Divide,
later moving down to the beaches of the
Pacific, the children attend school,
Sunday school and church wherever
they happen to be. By the same token,
their parents think nothing of having to
shop, bank and share in community ac-
tivities on a here-today-gone-tomorrow
basis.

Typical of the young railroad wives
is Mrs. Catharine Johnson, who accom-
panied her husband, Evans, when he
was sent to Lawn, in charge of the rail-
laying crane. With a little male in-
genuity, plus considerable female house-
keeping know-how, their flatcar and
living space in the work train became a
traveling bungalow, complete with pet
Pekingese. The three-room apartment
provides built-in bunks for the chil-
dren — Karen, four, and Diane, fifteen
months —and includes a compact let-
your-head-save-your-heels kitchen. One
step over and Mrs. Johnson is aboard
the flatcar, with clotheslines and a
chicken coop which Karen visits hourly
in search of possible eggs.

The young Johnsons, both born at
the home of their grandmother in
Gallup, have grown up on the car.
Their mother brought them home to it
as soon as they were old enough to
travel. **Cry at night when the trains
go by?”’ Mrs. Johnson laughed at such
naiveté. ““Why, they don’t even hear
the trains. Both my daughters sleep
like little angels.”

As the only Santa Fe wife at Lawn,
Mrs. Johnson naturally missed femi-
nine companionship. But such isola-
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tion, even temporary, is unusual. The
wife of Guy W. Lawson, who worked
out of San Bernardino on the Los
Angeles-San Diego job, found a dozen
other women on the work train.

““We got busy right away and started
a Wednesday bridge club,” she recalls.
“And shopped together and went to the
movies. | was sorry when the job was
finished. And I've learned my lesson
about living on a work train. Once upon
a time, I thought 1 had to have a real
home of my own—not just a glorified
boxcar. So my husband quit his job
with the railroad and tried storekeeping
back in Clayton, Oklahoma. But he
spent most of his fime yarning with
conductors and engineers off duty, so
we're back on the railroad to stay.”

Railroad living can be surprisingly
homelike. The Harold Stones, now liv-
ing in Fenner, in the heart of Cali-
fornia’s Mojave Desert, where Stone is
section foreman in intervals between
extra-gang jobs, converted their flatcar
into a patio. Last fall, when the gang
worked near San Diego, the local popu-
lation took one flabbergasted look and
then crowded in, unlimbering their
cameras, for a closer inspection of this
marvel with a picket fence, a beach
umbrella, potted plants and two pretty
women in slacks sunning themselves:
Mrs. Stone and her daughter, Betity.

When the spectators discovered that
the patio car didn’t belong to the presi-
dent of the road, but to an extra-gang
foreman, the local males gasped. The
females, taking the news in stride, con-
centrated instead on another feature of
the train—the Stones’ laundry car,
which boasts an automatic washing
machine, hot-water heater and revolv-
Ing clotheslines.

“If they don’t make a movie called
Washing on the Railroad, Hollywood is
missing a good bet,” one woman wrote
to her local newspaper.

The Stones, by the way, belong to
that select group, the FFR—First
Families of Railroading. Mrs. Stone’s
father was a section foreman: two sons,
Robert and Vernon, have railroad ex-
perience, and Betty married a machine
operator. During the World War 11
labor shortage, busy, patriotic Mrs.
gt{)ne herself ran a roundhouse sand

rier.

(Continued on Page 162)

“"We can'tdraft him vet! He’s all
sel lo propose to my daughter,””
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Like most railroad wives, Mrs. Stone
1S a good organizer. She moves the fur-
nishings of the section house at Fen-
ner —including piano, bookcases and
rugs —into the boxcar when her hus-
band gets an assignment, installs her
washing machine in the mobile laundry
and brightens up the famous patio car
with shrubs and flowers.

Normally, she points out, you move
along with the work train at a pleas-
antly leisurely tempo. But in August,
1947, when the train was at Needles, a
cloudburst washed out the company ice
plant and tracks thirty miles away.
The forty-car work train was ordered to
the scene of the disaster immediately
and, to avoid losing time by switching
their living cars onto a siding, the
Stones simply lashed down the furni-
ture and sent their cars along with the
rest of the train. The piano was roped,
the pictures stacked in the corner, vases
and dishes packed and every flowerpot
in the patio secured —all in thirty min-
utes flat. Off went the train, and not a
thing was broken in the Stone cars.

Mostly, railroad life is a good deal
less hectic than that, but it does keep a
family on the go. During twenty-seven
years of railroading, the Stones have
moved bases twenty-nine times, with
five years their record stay in one place.
As a result, the children, who’ve always

Decemiber 9. 1950

been sent to the public school nearest to
wherever the work train stopped, have
picked up their education more or less
on the fly. To their credit—and the
schools’ —this fact hasn’t held them
back.

“I remember one year when Betty
went to eleven different schools,”” Mrs.
Stone meditated, “ but, though her stay
varied from one week to two months,
she missed only one day’s work. Betty
graduated from high school when she
was only sixteen, which shows she
couldn’t have lost much time. And she
made Ripley’s Believe It Or Not with
her record.”

All in all, the Santa Fe’s Rolling
Stones lead a pretty good life—and the
small-town merchants along the rail-
road continue to prosper when the work
gangs roll in. During the recent lL.os
Angeles-San Diego job, Leroy Ford
Patton, owner of the general store in
httle Cardiff-by-the-Sea, woke up one
morning to find a dream come true.
Most of his regular customers come
miles by car from inland ranches,
straggling in all day. Suddenly he was
deluged with a ready-made clientele of
300, rushing in from short range. Not
fifty feet from his door, a work train
had parked in the sidings during the
night —and his store is the only one in
miles. I never had it so good,” he
said.

MAROONED AT
MIDNIGHT

(Continued from Page 28)

snow in incredible drifts. Freddie looked
upon the wild and growing dimensions
of the storm as a personal triumph.
“Right now we’re ahead of "Forty-
seven. After a nine-hour snow they had
fifteen pernt eight inches; already we got
sixteen pernt two. How about that?”

Well, they said; well, 1t was cer-
tainly something. From Murphy’s, too,
with its all-glass front, you could get a
look at things. Harold’s watch and
Murphy’s clock were In agreement:
five o’clock. Lights burned brightly in
the city. Daylight barely clung.

“How’s everything, Harold?"”" Fred-
die said.

“He’s leavin’,”’
boy is packed.”

“*The music business didn’t work out,
kid?” Freddie placed the coffee in front
of him. “This one’s on Murphy.”

“We’'ll miss ’im, though,” said
Julius, and raised his coffee cup. " Well,
here’s to Classic City.”

They drank.

“Back to your old man’s hardware
business?”’ Freddie asked.

“Where else?” Harold put
sugar in his coffee.

“"You should write commercial,”
Julius said. "It don’t pay to be an
artist. Look at me.”

So they looked at Julius. A man
named Cyril, an independent garbage-
man, came in. Cyril collected fruit
skins each day, from the Murphy chain
and other sources. Cyril’'s truck at
present was irretrievably stalled in
snow, the last wild action of its rear
wheels having turned it crisscross on
the sidewalk. Cyril stood now within
the wide glass front of Sunshine Gar-
dens, thumbing his nose at the backs of
three puzzled policemen.

“Let them move it,” Cyril said.
“It’ll be there till July. ‘Put a bomb
under it, bud,’ I told the sergeant. " Get-
cherself a reindeer,” 1 said. . . . Hello,
Harold.”

Julius said. ""The

more

" Hello, Cyril.”

His friends, and good friends they
had been these thin days of the last few
weeks. He had arrived many months
before to besiege New York with music
that had curled with joy the longest
hair on the highest brows in Classic
City. The difference was that in Classic
City the University Glee Club and the
Civic Orchestra, both amateur, had
been impressed.

“You could write a song about a
White Easter,” Freddie said. °'Like
Oiving Berlin, you’d make a potful.”

A girl came in. She came with the as-
sistance of Cyril, the garbageman, who
opened the door and reached out a
hand. The girl had been hovering be-
yond the door, balanced evenly be-
tween the press of the wind and her own
brave efforts to advance. She came in
behind the pathetic shield of a handker-
chief held to her face and what proved
to be her hat clamped under one arm.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said.
She stood within the door, a bit over-
come. A great deal of snow fell from
this girl. *“Oh, my!” she said. One
storm shoe was missing. **Excuse me,
please.” '

“That’s all right, lady; let the stuff
fall,” Freddie said. *"I’'m gonna make a
statue o’ Vitamin Murphy so’s I can
Kick im in the belly.” He turned back
to Harold. " You got to get some satis-
taction, don’t you?”

Harold said he supposed so. He had
never seen the true flesh of this mighty
and mustached man whose picture
hung on the wall. A powerful fellow and
a highly vitaminized one, too, from all
accounts. Murphy recommended pa-
paya juice for the vitamins A, B, C and
D; orange juice for D and C; coconut
Juice and pineapple juice for the
healthful combination, B and G.

"The guy should live in a tree,” said
Freddie.

“In this weather?”

“Any kind o’ weather,” Freddie said.
" Murphy’s a nut. He’s a no-hat an’ no-
coat, pass-me-annudder-snowball

madman. . . . How about a nice hot
chocolate, miss? ™’

(Continued on Page 161)
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