Excerpts from

OLD TIME
RAILROAD
STORIES,
by Michael Gillespie

Flip Book Sampler
Published by Great River
Publishing
2017

Introducing OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES and Author Michael
Gillespie

The Old Time Railroad Stories Flip Book Sampler is published by Great
River Publishing to introduce Michael Gillespie's three Volume set of
railroad stories from the era of Steam!
THE PHANTOM BRAKEMAN, DEAD UNDER HIS CAB, and OLD TIME
RAILROAD STORIES are all volumes from the series Old Time Railroad
Stories by Michael Gilespie. All are available as Kindle books on
Amazon.com or direct from the publisher at www.greatriverarts.com
Both THE PHANTOM BRAKEMAN and OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES
are available as quality paperback books direct from the publisher.
Author Michael Gillespie is an excellent researcher, witty historian, and a
former Interpreter for both the cruising steamboats and state historic
sites.
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Introducing OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES and Author Michael
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Our
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New

Flipbook

We hope you enjoy our new Railroad Stories Flip Book
Sampler from Great River Publishing
See all our steam transportation anthologies by Michael Gillespie at
Great River Publishing, greatriverarts.com
Books are available as quality, perfect bound paperbacks and online as
.pdf files, Amazon Kindle, and EPUB files.
Click on the link above to explore ALL our books, and historic hand-painted maps, or
phone 888-255-7726 to order or query.
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES by
Michael Gillespie

Cy Warman, from Weiga of Temagami, 1908
In a branch of literature that attracted many competent entrants,
Cy Warman (1855-1914) is widely regarded as the dean of railroad
story writers. At di erent times in his life Warman was a railroad
engineer, a journalist, a short story writer, and a poet. One of his
poems, written about his wife, was adapted to music in 1893 and
became a hit song entitled, “Sweet Marie.”
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES by
Michael Gillespie

This next offering, penned while Warman was living in Paris, takes
the reader high into the Colorado Rockies to witness a contest
between two machines designed to remove heavy snow from the
tracks. That experience then brings Warman to recall his own days
as an engineer working out of Salida, Colorado, when the only way
to get through the snow was to punch into it with a plow and hope
for the best. Make no mistake about it: bucking the snow on a
mountain railroad was no easy ride—

A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD
STORIES by Michael Gillespie

Snow bucking with a pilot plow is dangerous business. However, there is
very little of it to do in these days. Now a road that is able to accumulate a
snowdrift is able to own a rotary plow or snow excavator. These machines
are as large as a coach and as heavy as a locomotive. The front end is
funnel-shaped; and instead of throwing the snow away it swallows it, and
then spurts it out in a great stream like water from a hose at a fire.
Inside the house, or car, there is a boiler as large as a locomotive boiler,
with two big cylinders to furnish power to revolve a wheel in the funnelshaped front end. This wheel is like the wheel of a windmill, except that
the fans or blades are made of steel and are quite sharp. As the plow is
driven through the drifted snow by a locomotive—sometimes by two or
three of them—the rapidly revolving wheel slices the snow from the hard
bank and draws it into the steel chest, where the same rotary motion
drives it out through a sheet-iron spout.
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES by
Michael Gillespie

A plume of white and the exhaust of smoke and steam marks the progress of a
rotary plow as it eats into a snow slide, circa 1910.

OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES, Sample Flipbook

A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES
by Michael Gillespie
Once at Alpine Pass, on a summer branch of the Union Pacific, I saw one of
these machines working in six feet of snow that had been there six
months, and was so hard that men walked over it without snowshoes. It
was about the middle of May; the weather was almost warm at midday,
but freezing at night. A number of railroad and newspaper men had gone
up there, eleven thousand feet above the sea, to witness a battle between
two rival excavators. The trial was an exciting one, and lasted three days.
Master Mechanic Egan, whose guest I was, was director-general, and a
very impartial director, I thought. The two machines were very similar in
appearance; but instead of a wheel with knives, one had a great auger in
front, the purpose of which was to bore into the snow-drift and draw the
snow into the machine, as the chips are drawn from an auger hole by the
revolving of the screw. The discharging apparatus was similar in the two,
and like that already described.
There was a formidable array of rolling stock on the two sidings at the foot
of the mountain where we had our car and where we camped nights. On
one side track stands one of the machines, with three engines behind her;
on another, the other, with the same number of locomotives. You could
tell the men of the one from those of the other, for the two armies dwelt
apart, just as the Denver police kept clear of the state militia in Governor
Waite’s war.
It was perfectly natural for the men on the di erent machines to be loyal
to their respective employers, and a little bit jealous of the rival crew; but I
was surprised to see how quickly that feeling extended to the crews of the
half-dozen locomotives, all working for the same railroad company, and in
no way interested in the outcome.
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES
by Michael Gillespie
On the morning of the rst day of the trial, when the six engines came
down the track from the coal yards, a trainman stood at the three-throw
switch, and gave a locomotive to each of the two machines alternately.
They all knew where they belonged, and they kept the same place, each
of them, until the battle was over.
There was no betting, but there was a distinct “favorite” from the start; and
when the iron horses were all hooked up, the men on the “favorite” began,
good-naturedly enough, to “josh” the other crew.
Mr. Egan decided that one of the machines should go forward; and when it
stuck, stalled, or stopped, for any reason, it should at once back down,
take the siding, and give the other a chance.
It was nearly noon when the railway o cers and pencil-pushers climbed
to the storm deck of the rst machine, and the commander gave a signal
to start. The whistle “o brakes” was answered by the six locomotives, and
the little engine that brought up the rear with the special train. The hungry
machine gathered up the light drifts which we encountered in the rst few
miles, and breathed them out over the tops of the telegraph poles. At a
sharp curve, where there was a deep drift, the snowplow left the track,
and we were forced to stop and back out. The engineers looked sullen as
they backed down to let the other crew pass, and the fresh men laughed
at them. The snow was lighter now, so that instead of boring into it, the
second plow only pushed it and piled it up in front of her, until the whole
house was buried, when she choked up and lay down. Now the frowns
were transferred to the faces of the second crew, and smiles to the other.
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES
by Michael Gillespie
For two days we seesawed in this way, and every hour the men grew
more sullen. The mad locomotives seemed to enter into the spirit of the
ght; at least, it was easy to imagine that they did, as they snorted, pu ed,
and panted in the great drifts. Ah, ’twas a goodly sight to see them, each
sending an endless stream of black smoke to the very heavens, and to
hear them scream to one another when about to stall, and to note with
what reluctance they returned to the sidetrack.
In the little town at the foot of the hill the rival crews camped at separate
boarding houses. This was fortunate, for it would not have been safe for
them to live together. Even the enginemen by the end of the second day
were hardly on speaking terms. Bob Stoute said that somebody had
remarked that the 265 wouldn’t make steam enough to ring the bell. He
did not know who had said it, but he did know that he could lick him. After
supper that evening, when the “scrappy” engineer came out of Red
Wood’s saloon, he broadened the statement so as to include “any ‘Rotary’
man on the job, see?”
When we went into the eld on the morning of the third day, not more
than seven miles of snow remained between us and the mouth of the
Alpine tunnel, where the race would end, for the tunnel was full of snow.
All the forenoon the hot engines steamed and snorted and banged away
at the great sea of snow that grew deeper and harder as we climbed. The
track was so crooked that the plows were o the rail half the time; so that
when we stopped for luncheon we had made less than three miles.
The least promising of the two machines was out rst after dinner; and as
the snow was harder up here, she bid fair to win great credit. She rounded
the last of the sharp curves that had given us so much trouble
successfully.
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But as the snow grew deeper she smothered, choked up, and stalled.
Then even her friends had to admit that, “she was not quite right,” and the
enginemen looked blacker than ever as they backed down and took the
siding.
Up came the rival, every engine blowing o steam, the three remen at
the furnace doors, the engineers smiling, and eager for the fray. As she
turned into the tangent where the other had stalled, the leading
locomotive screamed “o brakes,” and every throttle ew wide open.
Down, down went the reverse levers, until every engine in the train was
working at her full capacity. While waiting in the siding, the engineers had
screwed their “pops,” or relief valves, down so that each of the engines
carried twenty pounds more steam than usual. There were no drifts now,
but the hard snow lay level six feet deep. The track was as good as
straight—just one long curve; and the pilots would touch timberline at the
mouth of the tunnel. The road here lay along the side of the mountain
through a heavy growth of pine. The snow was granulated, and
consequently very heavy.
By the time they had gone a hundred yards, a great stream of snow was
owing from the spout out over the telegraph wires, over the tops of the
tall spruces and pines, crashing down through their branches until the
white beneath them was covered with a green carpet of tree twigs. On and
on, up and up, the monster moguls pushed the plow. Higher and higher
rose the black smoke; and when the smoke and the snow came between
the spectators and the sun, which was just now sinking behind the hill, the
e ect was marvelously beautiful. Still, on they went through the stainless
waste, nor stopped nor stalled until the snowplow touched the tunnel
shed.
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A Novel Battle, excerpt from OLD TIME RAILROAD STORIES by
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But I started to write about pilot plows and old-time snow-bucking—when
we used to take out an extra insurance policy and say goodbye to our
friends when we signed the call-book. On a mountain division of a Western
road, some ten years ago, I had my rst experience in snow-bucking. For
twenty-four hours a pilot plow and anger had been racing over the thirty
miles of mountain, up one side and down the other. As often as they
reached the foot of the hill they received orders to “double the road.”
It was Sunday afternoon when the caller came for me. Another engine had
been ordered out to help push the snowplow through the great drifts that
were getting deeper and deeper every hour. Ten miles out from the
division station, at the foot of the mountain proper, we sidetracked to wait
the return of the snowplow.
The hours went by, the night wasted away. Monday dawned, and no news
of the snow brigade. All we could learn at the telegraph o ce was that
they were somewhere between Shawano and the top of the hill—
presumably stuck in the snow. All day and all night they worked and
pu ed, pushed and panted, but to no purpose. Now, when they gave up
all hope of getting through, they attempted to back down; but that was
equally impossible. The heavy drifts in the deep cuts were not to be
bucked away with the rear end of an engine.
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Tuesday came, and found us still watching and waiting for the snowplow.
Other engines came up from the division station with a work train, and a
great army of trackmen with wide shovels. A number of railroad o cers
came, and everybody shoveled. We had no plow on our side of the hill,
and had to buck with naked engines. First we tried one, then two, then
three coupled together. The shovelers would clear o a few hundred
yards of track, over which we would drive at full speed. As our engine
came in contact with a great drift, all the way from eight to eighteen feet
deep, she would tremble and shake as though she was about to be
crushed to pieces.

An engine covered in snow after bucking drifts with a pilot plow, 1907.
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Often when we came to a stop only the top of the stack of the front
engine was visible. The front windows of the cabs were all boarded up to
prevent the glass from being smashed. For three or four days the track
was kept clear behind us, so that we could back out and tie up at night
where there was coal and water. All this time the snow kept coming down,
day and night, until the only sign of a railroad across the range was the
tops of the telegraph poles. Toward the last of the week we encountered
a terri c storm, almost a blizzard. This closed the trail behind us, and that
night we were forced to camp on the mountainside. We had an
abundance of coal, but the water in the tanks was very low; but by
shoveling snow into them when we were stuck in deep drifts, we managed
to keep them wet.
For three or four days—sometimes in the dead hours of the night—we had
heard a mournful whistle away up on the mountainside, crying in the
waste like a lost sheep. This was a light engine, as we learned afterward,
that had started down the hill, but got stuck in the storm. For four days and
nights the crews were imprisoned in the drifts. They had only a few pieces
of hard bread, which they soaked in snow water and ate. More than once
during the fourth day they had looked into the tallow bucket, and
wondered if they could eat the tallow.
On Sunday morning, just a week from the day on which I had signed the
call-book, the sun shone clear and bright. The crew with the big pilot plow
had reached the summit; and now a new danger confronted the lone
engine, whose cry had gone out in the night like the wail of a lost soul. The
big plow was coming down the hill with two locomotives behind her; and if
this crew remained on the main line, they would be scooped into eternity.
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The Superintendent and Pawnee Bill, excerpt from OLD TIME
RAILROAD STORIES by Michael Gillespie
When the storm cleared away, they found that they were within a few feet
of the switch target. If they could shovel out the snow and throw the
switch, it would let them on to a spur. Hungry and weak as they were, they
began with the reman’s scoop to clear the switch and shovel away from
the wheels so that the engine could start herself. All the time they could
hear the whistles of the three engines, now whistling down brakes, back
up, and go ahead, as they hammered away at the deep drifts. At last the
switch was forced open, the engine was in to clear; but not a moment too
soon, for now came the great plow fairly falling down the mountain,
sending a shower of snow over the lone engine on the spur.
We, too, had heard and seen them coming, and had found a safe siding.
When the three half-starved and almost desperate engineers came to the
clear track we had made, the great engines, till now held in check by the
heavy snow, bounded forward down the steep grade at a rate that made
us sick at heart. Each of the locomotives on the sidetrack whistled; but the
wheels were covered with ice and snow, and when they reversed their
engines they seemed to slide as fast. Fortunately, at the next curve, there
was a heavy drift—so deep that the snow-train drove right through it,
making a complete tunnel arched over with snow. Thus, after eight days,
the road was opened, and eight sections of the passenger train came
slowly and carefully down the mountain and passed under the arch.
Cy Warman, Tales of an Engineer, with Rhymes of the Rail (New York: Scribner’s Sons, 1895),
pp. 73-85.
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The cowcatcher was a uniquely American answer to a uniquely
American problem: the presence of open ranges where livestock
freely roamed. Like the snowplow, the cowcatcher was designed to
sweep obstructions from the track. But an argument could be made
that the cowcatcher was too e cient in its purpose; after
numerous incidents a legal precedent was established that made
the railroad nancially responsible for killing livestock on the rightof-way. So the prudent engineer tried to avoid hitting the animals if
he could possibly prevent it. Still, as related in this 1905 spoof, if he
were in a hurry, and the animals weren’t too big, he might get away
with it—

THE SUPERINTENDENT AND PAWNEE
BILL
D uring the winter of 1883-84, on the Evanston, Wyoming, division of the
Union Paci c, it kept us quite busy keeping the road open with the old
fashioned snowplows. I went out myself, and personally helped the boys
to run the plow, and as Pawnee Bill had been out something like about
sixty hours bucking the snow, I suggested that he go back to the caboose
and get a cat nap until we reached Evanston.
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The Superintendent and Pawnee Bill, excerpt from OLD TIME
RAILROAD STORIES by Michael Gillespie

"Old fashioned" wedge snowplow, circa 1910 .

I got up on the right-hand side, set the lever about two notches below the
center, pulled the “bone out” (throttle full length), and never shut o for
snow, livestock, or any other obstruction. The “black diamonds” were being
shoveled in at a great rate by the head brakeman, who had relieved the
reman for half an hour or so, and we were sailing along about fty miles
an hour, when in rounding a curve down the hill, I noticed two cow brutes
about the middle of the track.
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The Superintendent and Pawnee Bill, excerpt from OLD TIME
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I did not shut o , but gave the throttle another vigorous yank. Well, sir, we
picked up the cattle on that plow, which was carrying tons of snow. I
looked up expecting to see both animals go over the smokestack, but
didn’t notice it at all. I shut o , called for brakes, stopped, backed up to
where we had struck the cattle, and—behold!—there they stood not over
two hundred feet away, bawling, with no apparent inconvenience from
their recent shock.
I got o that engine, went forward, and looked the plow over to see if it
was an optical illusion. There was the imprint of both cattle in the snow on
the plow. It had picked them up bodily, and set them out clear, absolutely
uninjured.
Pawnee Bill, the half-breed engineer, got one on me later. It was on the
same division, and after the snow had all gone in the spring of the year. Bill
was going west on train 7, and ran into a band of sheep, killing seventyeight head, but never made any report of it.
The owner of the herd had Tim Coonrod make a special report. Tim was
section foreman at that point on the line, and the section house was only a
few hundred yards from where the sheep were killed.
Tim said to me: “Personally, Misther Dickinson, I saw thim wid me own
oiyes. That haythen injun who runs injine two twinty-siven, Pawnee Bill,
came by about foive a.m. in the mornin’ as Oi wus tellin’ you before in me
lether of explanation. Oi saw the whole thing as plin as the nose on me
face. Oi saw Pawnee Bill run schmack into thim and the whole country
round had shape to ate fer at least a munth.”
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The Superintendent and Pawnee Bill, excerpt from OLD TIME
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Showing o her rakish cowcatcher, this is Chicago & Northwestern
engine 605 at Tracy, Minnesota, circa 1890.
“Well,” said I to Tim, “you remain here, and I’ll send the call-boy down to
the roundhouse and bring Bill up here, and we’ll have this thing
straightened out.”
Bill came in, and I began to interrogate him again about having killed those
sheep. He said: “Why, Mr. Dickinson, I never killed any sheep.”
He had not noticed Tim in the corner until I spoke and asked him to please
relate, for Mr. Pawnee Bill’s benefit, what he had seen on that morning.
Tim, at my request, related the whole incident, as he remembered it.
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T

The Superintendent and Pawnee Bill, excerpted from Old Time
Railroad Stories by Michael Gillespie
I noticed Bill’s face grow very red before Tim had nished—his black eyes
ashing like coals of re, and his mind seemed to be conjuring up some
mode of escape. Tim had finished.
“Well, Bill,” I said, “how about it?”
“Well, Mr. Dickenson, I guess you have got me cornered, and I’ll have to
tell the truth.
“I did strike ’em, but hit ’em so d—d hard that I did not suppose any of ’em
had yet time to come down out of the clouds.”
S.T. Sallee, “My Old Superintendent and Pawnee Bill,” The Railway
Conductor 22, no. 3 (March 1905): 170-71.

See and purchase any of our quality Rail or River collections HERE.
We hope you enjoyed our free Sampler!
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About the Author
About the Author, Michael Gillespie
A high school history teacher-turned-writer, Mike began collecting longforgotten stories of railroad lore as a means of learning more about the
history of the railways. As his wife and kids well know, a Sunday drive with
Mike almost always leads to the banks of the Missouri River or to a
roadway that runs parallel to a railroad.
Mike dedicates this collection of "Old Time Railroad Stories" to his dad, Leo,
who was, in turn a farmer, a pilot, and a steelworker. But he always wanted
to be an engineer.
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Available from Great River Publishing
Publisher’s note: Michael’s interest in railroad history coincides with his
studies of river steamboat history. He has written two books on that
subject and served for a year as the onboard historian for the
steamer American Queen.

More from Michael Gillespie and Great River
Publishing
Mike Gillespie’s rst book, Wild River, Wooden Boats, has been
described as “one of the very best steamboating histories available for the
Missouri River.”

His second book is the highly popular Come Hell or High Water, a
lively history of steamboating on the Mississippi River and Ohio River. Both
provide entertaining reading and copious collections of historic
photographs, charts, and sketches. Both are still in print and available from
Great River Publishing, libraries, and better bookstores nationwide. Visit
www.greatriverarts.com to purchase online. We are very proud to have
published five of Michael’s important transportation histories.
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Available from Great River Publishing

Come Hell or High Water A Lively History of Steamboating on the
Mississippi and Ohio rivers ...$24.95
Wild River, Wooden Boats: True Stories of Steamboating and the
Missouri River... $19.95
Old Time Railroad Stories: All three volumes...$19.95 each
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Beautiful Historic Maps of American Rivers and Railways handpainted by map Artist, Lisa Middleton
See hundreds of maps painted or custom designed by map artist Lisa
Middleton at www.greatriverarts.com to start exploring our fascinating
railroad maps. Click on SHOP > SEARCH and enter a keyword (i.e., enter
"railroad maps" or 1906 to see railroad maps from that year). Gift Prints…$32.
Quality art prints available in most sizes.
Other Fine Art Prints, originals, or Custom Designs can be ordered online or
by emailing mapart@greatriverarts.com or phoning 888-255-7726. Perfect
for gifts, premiums, branding, and fundraising!
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Available from Great River Publishing
Let Us Hear From You!
Did you enjoy this free sample click book? Sign up for free E-mail
notifications about our new Steam Era books, Flip Book Samplers, and
Historic maps. Chance to win a free historic map print in the process!
Click link to follow us on Facebook
Contact the Artist, mapart@greatriverarts.com to discuss a custom map of
your favorite location or time in history!
See all our Steam Era Anthologies, and Mississippi River Guides HERE.
Shown below: Historic Railroad maps of Utah and Wisconsin. Normal wholesale
terms are available to retailers for gift prints. .
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