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YONDER COMES THE TRAIN

by Bishop Holliman

EDITOR'S NOTE: This article is adapted from atalk made at
the Annual Meeting of the Friends of the Depot in October,
1990.

"Yonder Comes the Train" What memories and
images those words conjure up for people of my
generation! What a memorable, magical moment it
was when you waited to board the train and someone
would shout, "Yonder comes the train!" You knew you
were aboutto embark on an adventure that likely would
not be equaled again in your lifetime. That's the way
it was back then.

You see, “waiting for the train to come in" was not just
a song but a way of life before there were interstate
highways, jet planes, and Holiday Inns. For folks old
enough to remember FDR's fireside chats, Babe Ruth,
and Pearl Harbor, the daily passenger train was their
connection to strange and distantlands. Inthose days,
if you traveled any distance from home, you went by
train. You packed your belongings in the family suit-
case, went down to the station, bought your ticket and
waited expectantly for the sound of a distant whistle
and the sight of smoke touching the horizon, and the
sure shoutthatwould soonfollow: "Yonder she comes!"
You were about to experience an indescribable ad-
venture!

At the peak of passenger travel over 20,000 trains
criss-crossed the country each day and thousands of
travelers bedded down in a Pullman berth every night.
You could go anywhere by train -- andinthe early days
of the Great Depression, the L&N would let you go for
as little as a cent and a half per mile.

And to go by Puliman -- well, that was considered the
ultimate in comfont, safety and luxury. The successful
man was often personified by the cigar-smoking
business tycoon in the club car, making deals along
the way, embellishing his successes with tales no
stranger could dispute. Then, after a delicious mealin
the diner, served on a white linen table cloth, on real
china, he would retire to the comfort of his Pullmanbed.
His wife back home could sleep also, knowing her
husband was safe and secure traveling in a Pullman
car. That's the way the Pullman Company and the
railroads advertised theirofferings -- eveninto the early
1950's.

One of the jokes of this era was about the Pullman
passenger who left his toothbrush in the washroom.
He went back to retrieve it and he found another man
using it. He said, "l say, that's my toothbrush you're
using.” "I'm sorry old chap," the manreplied, "l thought
it belonged to the railroad.” When t travel by train |
make sure | carry an extra toothbrush! When the
conductor yells, 'A-L-L ABOARD," you're hooked, so
you'd better have with you all the toilet articles, clothes,
and aspirin you willneed. You can purchase food and
drink aboard the trains today, but not other essential
items.

Yes, I'm still as captivated by the smell, the sound and
commotion of trains as | was when | took the first train
ride by myself. | remember the BIRMINGHAM SPE-
CIAL as she chugged her way out of the yard and
pointed her cow-catcher toward Chattanooga, Bristol,
Roanoke and Washington. Those were faraway
places, with strange sounding names. it was an
exciting time, believe me, and as daylight faded into
darkness, | knew that, come morning, | would be in a
strange, new place -- miles fromhome! That's the way
| remember it, and as Walter Cronkite would say,
“"that's the way it was!" But if Jimmy Stewart could go
to Washington as Mr. Smith in 1939, | could go also,
and it was the train that took me there and brought me
back.

CANADIAN PACIFIC climbing through the Rockies.

Page 3




image8.jpeg
Yonder Comes the Train (continued)

Anditwas the trainthattook us off towar
in 1941 and brought us home again
when the war was over. It was the train
that young men and women boarded to
go away to college. And it was the train
a young man rode when he left his
hometown to go away to the big city to
seek his fortune.

| was in Spring City, Tennessee, some
years ago when a passenger train
came balling down the track, lickety-
split on its way to somewhere. | asked
the service station attendant whattrain
itwas. "Alllknow," he replied, "it's the
3o'clock train." I've often thought of
the impact the "3 o'clock trains” had on
the history of our country and on the
lives of individuals; how the "3 o'clock
train" separated or brought togehter families, sweet-
hearts, and freinds; and how the train brought the mail,
packages, newspapers and freight to little towns
throughout the land. The "3 o'clock train" determined
the destiny of many aman and woman --whetherto get
onit and go somewhere else to work and live, or to stay
there in the old home town and take a job in the factory
as generations before had done. There are as many
memories of the "3 o'clock train" as there are cross-ties
on the railroad!

| remember it was the afternoon train that | took out of
Birmingham in November, 1941, to go off to the Navy.
It was my first time to sleep on a Pullman, and as the
Seaboard's COTTON-STATE SPECIAL pierced the
darkness that first night away from home, | peeked out
the window to glimpse the lights in the small towns as
we raced through. | thought of home and wondered
when | would see it again. The WWII period is full of
memories for us who lived through that time, and our
memory bank is filled with deposits of unforgettable
moments of railroad travel.

It was Christmas Eve, 1942, though, that | remember
most. | left Norfolk on N&W's POCAHONTAS about
midday. | rode all night, all Christmas Day, and all the
next night. Finally, | arrived home, happy to be there,
but disappointed | had missed the big day with all the
family. By the next Christmas, | would be in the Bay of
Biscay chasing German U-boats and two of my broth-
ers would be in Europe doing whatever it was the Army
and Air Force did.

A discussion of trains would be incomplete without
mentioning the great trains of the past, the places they
went, andthe barriersthey hadto cross. Ourlanguage,

The 20th CENTURY LIMITED along the Hudson River in 1962.

music, movies and literature bespeak their achieve-
ment and the role the rails played in the development
of our nation and formation of our culture. In nearly
every aspect of our lives the railroads left their mark on
us, and we have been enriched by their presence --
even if it is an aggravation to be stopped here at the
Cookeville Depot while a slow freight backs up and
down.

When | think of the "great trains,” | think of the
20TH CENTURY LIMITED that ran between New

York and Chicago. TFhat~was—ore—wouldlove io——

have-tidden. Each evening the red carpet was rolled
out, literally, for passengers boarding the train for the
900 mile journey on the New York Central line. The
Pennsylvania RR had a comparable train called THE
BROADWAY LIMITED, and for several miles out of
Chicago their tracks were parallel, and they would
often race each other out of the city. On the 20TH
CENTURY LIMITED, you could take a shower and
get a haircut erToste. ()b WMM

Once, someone asked the engineer of this famous
train what he thought about as he raced along at 70
mph each night. His reply was, "I think about half-a-
mile down the track."

Do you remember the PAN AMERICAN? It
belonged to the L&N and went from Cincinnati to
New Orleans. In the 1930's, WSM Radio in Nashville
would broadcast the sound of the train as it ap-
proached the radio tower outside Nashville. The
engineer would always blow the whistie as it whizzed
past the radio tower. We would pick up WSM in
Birmingham and my grandmother would tune in every
afternoon about 5 o'clock to hearthe PAN AMERICAN
on its way south. You could set your clock by it.
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Other famous trains stirred our imagination and
made us want us to pack up and go. There was
the SUPER CHIEF to Los Angeles; the EMPIRE
BUILDER of the Great Northern that went to Seattle;
the ORANGE BLOSSOM SPEICAL -- whose name
suggested a cocktail more than it did a train from
New York to Miami on the Seaboard Line. The
CALIFORNIA ZEPHYR covered the most scenic
train route in the country, and it was also
considered one of the most fashionable trains ever to
run. The ZEPHYR went from Chicago to San
Francisco by way of Denver and Salt Lake City,
following the Colorado River 230 miles through the
Rockies. AMTRAK now has the SAN FRANCISCO
ZEPHYR that covers the same route, ard—my—wife
and_|_recently-_rode—this ZEPHYR-from-Denver to
San-Francisco, a-—31-hour—trip-of—breath-taking
scenery.

One train we did not hear much about down south
was the PHOEBE SNOW, that ranonthe Lackawana
linefrom Hoboken, New Jersey to Buffalo and Chicago.
In the early 1900's some advertising genius contrived
an imaginary auburn-haired maiden, garbed her in
immaculate white, put a bouquet of violets in her
hand, and plastered her picture in street cars,
magazines and on billboards. The railroad used
Phoebe to tell the whole country thatit used only
anthracite coal and therefore it promised a cinder-
freeride inits trains. "Phoebe Snow's" sparkling white
dress and hat symbolized the cleanliness of travel and
emphasized thatonly on Lackawana trains could one
find anthracite-burning engines. "Phoebe Snow"
came to be identifed as anactual person instead of
a train. Her name became a household word. It
was worked into jingles and used on the stage.
Vocalists sang her praises, and artists glorified "Miss
Phoebe" with their paintings of her. There were
Phoebe Snow frocks, hats, and handbags. PHOEBE
SNOW made herlastrun in 1966, but herpraises are
still sung by railroad buffs like you and me:

I won my fame and wide acclaim
For Lackawana's splendid name
By keeping bright and sunny white
Upon the road of anthracite.

A coach or sleigh was once the way
Of reaching home on Christmas Day
Now — Phoebe's right, you'll expedite
The trip by road of anthracite.

Where did the great trains take us and what did we
see? I've mentionedthe CALIFORNIA ZEPHYR and
its route through the Rockies. It also goes over the
Sierra Mountains at 7,000 feet, goes through 30 tun-
nels, and cuts through Donner Pass, where inthe early
1950's the SAN FRANCISCO ZEPHYR was stalled
three days in a blizzard.

All of us have seen pictures of the famous
“Horseshoe Curve" in Pennsylvania, and |
was fortunate two years ago to ride that
route. I've been up Sherman Hill in Wyo-
ming, through Cajon Pass from Los Angeles
to Las Vegas, through Moffet Tunnel out of
Denver, and across the railroad bridge over
the Mississippi River at New Orleans. Unfor-
tunately, passenger trains no longer take us
through the Royal Gorge nor to Feather
River Canyon. Butonthe EMPIRE BUILDER
you can still visit Glacier National Park. The
lodge is within walking distance of the
AMTRAK stop.

"See Colorado on the ROCKY MOUNTAIN ROCKET"
was an advertising slogan in an earlier time, and |
would think that would make youwanttogo seeit. “The
Southern Serves the South" is a familiar sight for folks
inourarea, and | doubt if American Airlines cancome
up with anything better than that to advertise its
service. The Northern Pacific calledits line the "Main
Street of the Northwest.”

The railroads have been immortalized in song and
music as effectively as in the movies. | grew up
listening to “The Wreck of Old ‘97" on the old family
wirdeip victrola. It was a mournful tune that told the
story of a train wreck on the Southern line:

Now they gave him his orders at Monroe, Virginia
And sald, "Steve, you're way behind time.

This Is not 38 but it's old '97

And you've got to reach Spencer on time."”

Well, Steve didn't reach Spencer as he was scalded to
death by the steam in the wreck that followed, but that
song was enough to make any red-blooded American
boy inthe 1920's and early 1930's want to take the Old
'97 out and make her roll. ‘

Page 5




image10.jpeg
Yonder Comes the Train (continued)
i -

The PANAMA LIMITED on its way from
Chicago to New Orleans.

Casey Jones was another folk hero we associate with
railroading. His home is in Jackson, Tennessee, just
off the interstate, where his wife waited for her "brave
engineer.”

The CHATTANOOGA CHOO-CHOO was and still is
a favorite. Except they took poetic license with that
one, as the New York train does not go through the
Carolinas into Chattanooga. It sounded more melodic

though to "have your ham and eggs in Carolina.”

When we wanted to "take a sentimental journey"
during WWII, it was the train that took us back, and we
"counted every mile of railroad track."

Inmy early youth, "Shuffle off to Buffalo" was a popular
ditty, but it was too suggestive for my young ears, my
motherthought. "To Niagara in the sleeper, there's no
honeymoon that's cheaper, and the train goes slow -
- oh - oh -- oh -- off we'll go to shuffle, shuffle off to
Buffalo" -- so you shuffled off to Buffalo on the
EMPIRE STATE EXPRESS. Well, you can still hon-
eymoon in Buffalo, but not as many trains go there as
they did when that song was written.

In more recent years we've gone down to Birmingham
onthe WABASH CANNON BALL with Roy Acuff. The
real CANNON BALL ranfrom St. Louis to Detroit -- but
no more.

Few songs mentiontrains anymore, | suppose, because
there are so few trains, and today's young folks hardly
know you can still ride one; but somewhere out there,
they still run. Butforus who were youngwhenthe trains
were plentiful, the melody lingers on, and though the
clickety-clack is gone, we haven't forgotten the music.

When | retired, my goal was to ride every AMTRAK
route. Now, that's not as big an undertaking as you
might first think it is. Except for along the eastern
corridor -- from Washingtonto Boston -- there's scarcely
adozenormore longdistance routes still left. | have yet
to ride the CITY OF NEW ORLEANS which runs from
Chicagoto New Orleans. There's a runfrom New York
to Montreal that | haven't made; nor have | ridden the
COLONIAL from Newport News, Virginia to Washing-
ton and New York; nor the CARDINAL from Wash-
ington to Chicago by way of Cinncinnati. Justthispast
June, | rode the PALMETTO with two.of my grandehil-
dren and my wife from Elorence; S.C-to Washington,

AMTRAK trains consist of allnew equipment. They are
fairly clean -- plenty of leg room. You can stretch out,
get up and walk about, go back to the club car and
partake of food and drink. Attendants try to be helpful
and generally are courteous. Finally, the railroads
have learned a smidgen about the importance of good
public relations. AMTRAK realizes the customeris the
reason for its existence.

The nearest place to catch AMTRAK for Cookeville
travelers is Atlanta or Birmingham. Only one train
crosses Tennessee --in Memphis fromNew Orleans or
Chicago, at about 5 o'clock in the morning and at
midnight.

But listen !! | just heard the sound of the whistle.
"Yonder Comes the Train!" It's time to leave the
station and climb aboard.

But first, I'l sum up how | feel about trains with the
poet's tribute to the iron rail:

"My heart is warm with friends | make,
And better friends I'll not be knowing;
But there isn't a train | wouldn't take,

No matter where it's going!”

Article as featured in Spring/Summer 1991 HIGHBALLER.
A FRIENDS OF THE DEPOT PUBLICATION.
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SPRING/SUMMER 1995 ERENSSOE THE Seror

The Cookeville Depot is listed on the National Register of Historic Places

THE DAY FDR CAME TO TOWN

by Bishop Holliman

For folks in the little town of Jasper, Alabama, Septem-
ber 17, 1940, was anever-to-be-forgotten day, for on that day
they buried their famous son, Congressman William B.
Bankhead. The day would be a memorable one, too, for the
Methodist church there and for three college students from
Birmingham.

‘The Bankheads were one of Alabama’s most prominent
families. The congressmanhad beenan important figure in the
Roosevelt Administration as speaker of the House of Repre-
sentatives; and his brother, John, was a United States senator
from Alabama. William was also the father of Tallulah

- Bankhead, at the time a popular star on the Broadway stage.
In Alabama, hotels, highways, and other public places carried
the Bankhead name.

So it was not surprising that his death would attract
national attention. Politicians, govemment officials, and busi-
ness people from over the country would be at the funeral
service that day. Even the chief himself, President Franklin D.
Roosevelt, was coming down on a special train to pay his
respects to the fallen leader. He would bring with him Cabinet
officers and members of the House and Senate.

In 1940, FDR was a highly revered person in Alabama. .
Except forthose of afew conservatives, he had the votes inhis . e » y
hip pocket, as the saying goes. He could do no wrong. My J.H. Robbins, engineer of the train which brought FDR
grandfather kept his picture on the fireplace mantel next to the to Jasper, Alabama (photo courtesy of Bishop Holliman)
Bible. So when it was announced that President Roosevelt
would attend the Bankhead funeral, plain, orfinary folks  ,iyeq butnone of his party were visible through the crowd.
throughout the state made plans to go to Jasper. They would 1 gy e they were in seclusion on the train, but we didn't stay
get to see in person the famous folks they'd read aboutand  zround to see. We decided to meander through the towr,

heard on radio. Maybe even get 2 glimpse of Tallulah! mingle with the crowds thatlined the streets and work our way
Excitement was building to afirm pitchonthedayofthe 19 the Methodist church where the service would be held.
funeral. At Birmingham-Southem College, 35 miles away, The streets were patrolled by National Guardsmen and

the possibilities of what the day offered were too much for  a whole passel of state and local policemen. If there were any
three history students, and they decided that going to Jasper  Secret Service agents among them, we didnotrecognize them,
e had priority over attending class. They would go to Jasper. As we worked our way along, we had no trouble crossing
Iwasone of those students and the events of that day still streets or going around barricades. We were neverstopped by

burn brightly in my memory nearly 55 years later. the police and no one questioned us.
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THE DAY FDR CAME TO TOWN
(continued from page 1)

As the time slipped by and the excitement grew, our
courage also increased. Our goal had been simply to get near
the church so we could eye the dignitaries as they entered. But
now we decided it would be a more daring venture to go inside
where we could witness the ceremonies firsthand. How could
we accomplish this? So far we had not been hindered as we
moved about, so maybe our luck would continue.

But we had more than luck with us. One member of the
grouplivedin Jasperand was amemberof this church. He was
familiar with the physical plant and knew where the doors
were. If no one stopped us, he was sure we could get inside
through a basement door in the back of the building. From
there a stairway led to an opening in the choir loft, and when
you stepped through that door, you would be looking out into
the church auditorium.

Should we dare? We did.

We slipped past the ropes that cordoned off the church.
There were no guards at the basement door, so we opened the
unlocked door, tiptoed gently up the stairs, reached the top,
and mustered up enough courage to open the door, not
knowing what we would look upon.

Well, what we looked upon was a scene that would be
forever etched in our memory. There coming down the aisle,
hobbling along, holding on to his military aide, was the
President of the United States. Everyone was standing and all
eyes were on him.

And there we were -- in front of this congregation of
mourners -- not knowing how we were going to escape from
the predicament we were in. In all of the stir over the
President's arrival, no one had noticed us, thank goodness, but
we knew we could not stay put. We had to move from there,
and we had to decide quickly where we would go.

Ourdilemma was soon resolved. From aside room there
emerged a band of men whom we recognized immediately as
the "press,"” and they headed toward the balcony. There was
nothing for us to do but fall in and follow. Our path to the
"press gallery" led by the President's pew, and we could have
reached out and touched him. We sat with members of the
press throughout the service. No one ever asked for creden-
tials or questioned who we were or what we were doing there.
We were surrounded by reporters from "big city” papers
across the country and wire-service reporters. If someone had
asked what paper we were with, I don't know how we would
have answered.

I don't recall anything the minister said. Iremember that
1 was simply mesmerized by the presence of such renowned
company and by being that close to the President. That was
heady stuff fora 20-year-old college student in that day. As I
looked over the balcony I could see below not only the
President, but also Secretary of State Cordell Hull, Secretary
of Labor Frances Perkins, and a senator I would recognize
later as Harry S. Truman. There were many other congress-

men I did not know.

After the service was over, the President watked up the
aisle andleft throughthe frontentrance. A ramphad been built
for his carto drive up to the door so he wouldnot have to climbyg
steps. I could not get downstairs for the crush of people, so I
dashed to the balcony window to ook down on him as he sped
off to his train.

After everyone had left the church, I went back inside
and sat in the pew where the President had sat. I knew that it
would become a hallowed spot and that I would remember the
events of this day for a lifetime.

Today, in the First Methodist Church in Jasper there is
a plaque in pew number three, center section, that reads,
"President Franklin Delano Roosevelt sat here . .. ."

The other two members of that derring-do trio were
living in North Carolina the last time I heard of them. Soon
after that day in Jasper there was college graduation, and then
‘WWII burst on the scene and we went our separate ways. Our
paths have not crossed in many, many years, but I'll bet they
still remember their brush with history as I do.

Bishop Holliman is a retired director of the Cookeville
Regional Social Security Office and a founder of the Friends
of the Depot.

Editor's Note: April 12, 1995. marked the fiftieth anniversary of
the death of Franklin D. Roosevelt.

SUPERINTENDENT'S MESSAGE

‘When the Depot Museum opens April 22, the work
on the building, inside and out, should be completed; and
we can't wait for you to see it.

‘We are also eager for you to see our special display
created by the stadents from Tennessee Tech in Dr. Kriste
Lindenmeyer’s history class, "Women and War in Twen-
tieth Century America.” Developed by the students, the
display will feature memorabilia, photographs, and the
results of interviews with Tennessee women recalling
their experiences with the wars of this century. It will be
interesting for the museum todisplay the efforts of students
as they learn about the past and how it affected the lives of
people they know, and it will be especially meaningful to
give students the opportunity to bring what they have
learned beyond the classroom back into the comnmunity.
Assisted by a grant from the Tennessee Humanities Coun-
cil, the display will remain through May.

Once again, we thank you for your continued interest
and support and are looking forward to seeing you soon.

Marilyn Brinker
Leisure Services
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Children’s Train Books for All Ages

Seymour Simon’s Book of Trains
(2002) Seymour Simon, author and il-
lustrator. HarperCollins, publisher.
$16.95, hardcover. Preschool through
Grade 4.

A former science teacher and author
of 150 nonfiction books for children,
Seymour Simon depicts various kinds
of trains by displaying a full-color pho-
tograph on one side and a couple of
paragraphs describing it on the other
side of a full-page spread. The book
begins with the earliest steam loco-
motives, covers old-fashioned diesel
trains and subways that run on elec-
tricity, and concludes with France’s
TGV that has speeds up to 300 miles
an hour. Several pages show the dif-

Seymonr Simon's Book of

ferent kinds of cars on freight trains.
This eye-catching book about all kinds
of trains is sure to appeal to all
ages.

Available at BookWorks h

Riding the Rails Across Canada

(Continued from page 1)

It was easy to strike up conversation
with other passengers in the diner and
club car. Everyone wants to know where
you’re going. We met folks from Eng-
land, Japan and all parts of the United
States and Canada. A Florida couple
had been given the trip by their children
as an anniversary present.

Eastern Canada is sparsely populated
so there were few stops along the way.
Following the northern route, the rails
lead through the dark woods of spruce
and fir, around countless lakes and
across babbling brooks. Except for a
fishing camp now and then, there were
not many signs of civilization. We spot-
ted deer and elk and all sorts of water
fowl as we glided deeper into the Cana-
dian wilderness.

It was not until we got to Winnipeg
our second day out that we stepped off
the train during a one-hour stop there.
Later that night and the next day we
stopped at Saskatoon and Edmonton.

Our travel plans called for us to bid a
reluctant farewell to The Canadian Sat-
urday afternoon in Jasper and take the
motor coach down to Banff. The train
went on to Vancouver and would arrive
there Sunday morning.

Our route to Banff was via the Co-
lumbia Icefields Parkway, surely one of

the world’s most scenic highways. We
made stops at Lake Louise and rode the
SnoCoach over the Athabasca Glacier.

After two days of sightseeing in
Banff we boarded the Rocky Moun-
taineer, a tourist train that runs from
Calgary to Vancouver, providing a day-
light ride through the Rockies. The first
day’s journey ended at Kamloops where
we spent the night in a hotel. The next
morning we boarded the train again and
continued to Vancouver.

The path of the Rocky Mountaineer is
through Banff and Jasper National
Parks, spectacular viewing all the way.
We soon exhausted our supply of ad-
Jjectives to describe the raging rivers, the
snow-capped peaks and plunging wa-
terfalls. Finally, we would simply look,
point, and say, “Amen!”

That’s how it went during our two
days aboard the Rocky Mountaineer.
Late Sunday afternoon we pulled into
the Vancouver station, and there on the
adjoining track was our old friend, the
east-bound Canadian, revving up its
motors for the long haul back to
Toronto.

After three days of seeing the sights
of Vancouver, we had satisfied our urge
to travel and were ready to waltz back
to Tennessee on Delta. But we had rid-
den the rails across Canada and
we loved every milepost — all h
2,800 of them!

President’s
Message

Best wishes to all for a “Happy
2006.” 1 believe we ended 2005
with one of the best Christmas
Open Houses ever. That, of
course, doesn’t just happen. It re-
sults from the efforts of a great
many people. The Depot was
decorated by the staff, namely
Judy Duke, Billy Copeland and
Pam Philpot (responsible for the
Christmas trees).

The Copeland family (Billy,
Deborah and Jim), plus Rachel
Tollett and Clyde Coffee created
an outstanding outdoor room un-
der the Depot’s west canopy for
the reading of “The Polar Ex-
press” by Santa Claus (Larry
Potts). Readings were done four
different times throughout the
day. Reservations were required
as space was limited.

Each group of about 39 chil-
dren seemed to thoroughly enjoy
the event. Linda Youmans (Mrs.
Claus) organized the volunteers
who worked in shifts that day.
Refreshments were provided as
usual by Board members and
volunteers.

The festive cookies were both
delicious and plentiful. I wish to
thank each and every person who
contributed to the success of our
open house. Our best guestimate
for attendance is approximately
400 people.

Hopefully the coming year
will be equally successful.

Evelyn Breyer
President
Friends of the Depotj

» 4

8

Page 5




image1.jpeg
\ {481
) @.‘st?p? Hell:maw

. t515-2218%
I"VE BEEN RIDING ON THE RAILROAD—AGAIN

In my ongoing effort to keep Amirak in business I recently rode the train from Baltimore
to Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, to visit my children there. My journey begdn in Nashville
on Delta, changing planes in Atlanta, an experience that will convince you we should do
all we can to make riding the train popular again.

The Amtrak station serving the Baltimore- Washington International Airport is just a
short distance from the terminal and a shuttle provides immediate Iran:p()rlutfon 1o the
Irain station, so it’s very easy to combine rail travel with air travel for travelers along the
east coast. Some 40 trains each week-day run between Washington, Philadelphia and
New York, so one doesn’t have to wait long for the next one.

It was a Friday afternoon, the busiest time for any kind of travel, and my car was filled
with travelers escaping the Capital for the weekend, heading to Philadelphia and New
york. 1 found a window seat and plopped myself down and didn’t have to suffer the
indignity of being searched, removing my shoes, or having my can of shaving cream
confiscated. I had room to stretch, and as soon as the conductor took my ticket, I walked
back to the café car for my afiernoon coffee break. As I viewed the passing scenery
through Maryland and Delaware, I remembered the first time I rode that rail route. It
was August 1942, and the navy was sending me from New Orleans to Philadelphia to
board the ship that would be my home for the next three years. (How young I was then!)

My itinerary called for a change of trains in Philadelphia, and when we reached 3 0" St.
Station folks were already in line, waiting for the connecting train from New York.
Harrisburg is two hours and ten stops from Philly. This route is also heavily traveled,
with 14 trains a day from New York to the Pennsylvania city

a;fe Hree )
The Siéw of the Pennsylvania Dutch country from-artrain-window on an early autumn
afternoon is especially relaxing. The Amish farms are so well-manicured you think you
could play golf on them. And every town we pass through looks like it would be a nice
place to live—with such names as Mount Joy, Coatesville and Downingtown. By the time
we get to Harrisburg, the train is nearly empty and I'm glad to see my family there to
meet me.

While the Eastern Corridor is well served by Amtrak, not so the mid-west. There's only
one daily passenger train between New York and Chicago. The “Lake Shore

Limited "makes the 959 mile run over the same route the famous <204 Century Limited”
Jfollowed when it was King of the Road. The “Century” did it in 16 hours, but now it
takes the *“Lakeshore”20 hours. The “Capital Limited, " the only train between
Washington, D.C. and Chicago, takes 18 hours to cover 780 miles

Amtrak does a little better with service to the South, with the “Silver Meteor™ and the
“Silver Star” to the Florida coasts from New York. The “Southern Crescent” runs from
New York to New Orleans each day. It takes about 30 hours, stopping in Atlanta and
Birmingham on its 1377 mile journey. The “City of New Orleans” is the only Amtrak
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presence in Tennessee, stopping in Memphis going south early in the morning and late at
night heading to Chicago.

After two days of visiting antique shops , Glenn and I drove down to Richmond, Virginia,
to see three little great=granddaughters, Holly, Heidi and Camille. Then I flew back to
Nashville from there. It was at the Richmond airport that the security guard took my can
of shaving cream. I asked her how it had escaped detection in both Nashville and Atlanta.

She didn’t answer, as she was too busy checking the shoes of a suspicious-looking 85
year old woman behind me!
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THE GREAT CANADIAN TRAIN RIDE

by Bishop Holliman

Last May Anne and I treated ourselves to the Great
Canadian Train ride. Yes, we rode across Canada -- from
Toronto to Vancouver -- and loved all 2,800 miles.

This caper was one of those "if you're ever going to do
it, you'd better do it now" things, so last winter when we were
snowed in, we saw the advertisement, made our plans and a
few months later we were on our way.

Three times a week the Canadian pulls out of the
Toronto station, points its nose west and sets out on its long
journey of indescribable beauty, with breathtaking scenery all
the way. The ride itself is relaxing, and the train evokes
memories of a more simple time for folks our age. For three
days you neither read a newspaper nor watch television. You
forget your cares, sit back and leave the driving to the
engineer.

A few years ago VIA RAIL, the railroad company in
Canada, restored the 1950s vintage trainto its original beauty,
updated the equipment and gave it "the way trains used to
look" look. They called their service the "Blue-Silver Class,"
and now folks come from all over the world to view the
Canadian landscape from the windows of this train.

The station in Toronto was just a few blocks from our
hotel, so on the day of our departure we went down early in the
morning to observe the hustle and bustle of a crowded rail
terminal once again. The majestic Royal York Hotel, built by
the railroad in its early days, was across the street, so we had
time to look it over too.

Soon the conductor’s "ALL ABOARD" rang out above
the commotion of the crowd and we immediately found our
compartment in car 120, just two cars in front of the diner. It
would be our home for the next two days.

Right on schedule, at 12:45 p.m., the Canadian inched
its way out of the terminal yards, picked up speed, and in no
time at all the Toronto skyline faded behind us. We were
headed for the West on The Great Canadian Train!

The Canadian was carrying 12 stainless steel cars in its
consiston thistrip. Inaddition to our car, there were five other
sleepers (they're no longer called "Pullmans”), two day-
coaches, two dome cars that also served as club cars, adining
car and a baggage car. As it wound its way westward the
Canadian was pulled by two powerful diesel locomotives.

Our compartment was not so large nor so fully equipped
as we have found Amtrack's bedrooms to be; nevertheless, the
room was adequate and comfortable. We had our window for
postcard viewing and we could shut ourselves off from others
when we wanted privacy.

Our furnishings consisted of an upper and lower bunk
that folded down from the wall, two chairs, a vanity and
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The Canadian prepares to head off from Toronto to
Vancouver. (Photo courtesy of Trains, February, 1993)

mirror, a commode and aclothes rack. Each sleeping car had
a shower at the end.

Although the mattresses were firm and the pillows
fluffy, the rocking motion of the train did not lull us to sleep
as the brochure claimed it would. We laughed at how hard it
would be to convince our grandchildren that before World
War I, riding in a Pullman car was considered the ultimate in
comfort, luxury, and safety.

The diner was a popular place. Rail travel makes one
hungry, and three seatings were required to take care of all the
hungry travelers. Reservations had to be made early in the
afternoon for the "Sunset” seating at five-thirty, the "Twi-
light" at seven o'clock, and the "Moonlight" at nine.

Dining on the Canadian was the highlight of our rail
experience. The tables were set with white linens, china and
silver. Fresh flowers were on every table, just as they used to
be on the great trains of our country. The servers were
courteous and efficient and seemed eager to make meal time
a gala occasion for us.

The menu varied each day and there was a choice of
entrees. We especially like the baked salmon. All the dishes
were prepared on board and served piping hot from the galley.

(continued on page 4)

Page 3




image4.jpeg
THE GREAT CANADIAN TRAIN RIDE

continued from page 3

Afullmeal with the trimmings ran into a hefty figure, we sadly
Iearned, but they accepted credit cards so we were not put off
the train.

It's easy to strike up conversation with other passengers
in the diner or club car, Everyone wants to know where you're
from and how far you are going. We met folks from Canada,
England, Japan and various parts of the United States. A
Florida couple had been given the trip by their children as an
anniversary present.

Afternoons on the train are givento reading, snoozing or
card playing. The seats in the dome car are always occupied
since it's quieter there and the viewing is best from that level.
Folks in the lounge car on the tail end of the train enjoy five
o'clock cocktails and chat about the scenery and the amenities
of the train.

Eastern Canada is sparsely populated so there were few
stops along the way. On its westward trek the Canadian takes
the northemn route that leads through dark woods and around
countless lakes and streams. Except for a fishing camp now
and then, there were few signs of civilization for mile after
mile. Signs of wildlife were abundant, and we spotted elk,
deer, and water fowl outside our panoramic window as we
glided deeper into the Canadian wildemess.

It was not until we got to Winnipeg that we stepped off
the train for a one-hour stop. Later that night and the next day
we stopped at Saskatoon and Edmonton.

PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE

Tennessee Central Caboose #9828 -- we found it,
bought it, moved it and restored it; and it is now open for
the public to visit. This was involved in restoration: anew
roof; new wood on each deck, most of the floor, and some
of the cabinets; sandblasting outside and inside; and three
coats of paint on everything. We rebuilt the seat inside and
had some handles made to match the ones still there. All
the windows had to be replaced due to decayed wood as
well as some miscellaneous items like catches and letter-
ing on the outside. It is finished -- visit and enjoy.

of eorZ i

Leon DeLozier
President
Friends of the Depot

Qurtravel plans called for us to bid a reluctant farewell
to the Canadian in Jasper Saturday night and take the motor
coach the next day to Banff. The train went on to Vancouver
and would arrive there on Sunday moming.

Qur route to Banff was the Columbia Icefields Parkway
to Banff National Park, the crown jewel of the Canadian
Rockies. This highway surely must be the most spectacular
anywhere. We made picture-taking stops at the Columbia
Icefields and at Lake Louise.

From Banff we boarded The Rocky Mountaineer, a rail
tour train that runs from Calgary to Vancouver to provide a
daylight ride through the Rockies. The first day's journey
ended at Kamloops where we spent the night in a hotel. We
boarded again the next moming and continued to Vancouver.

The ride on The Rocky Mountaineer through Yoho and
Glacier National Parks is sensational, and we soon exhausted
our supply of superlatives in trying to describe the grandeur
of the raging rivers, snow-capped peaks and deep canyons.
Finally we would simply look, point, and say "Amen."

That's how it went during our two days aboard The
Rocky Mountaineer. Late on the second day we pulled into the
Vancouverstation and there on the adjoining track was ourold
friend, the Canadian, charging up hermotor for the long haul
back to Toronto. Our love affair with the rails was not strong
enough to make us want to go along. Indeed, we had made
reservations weeks before to fly back to Tennessee.

After three days of sightseeing in Vancouver and_y

Victoria, our Great Canadian Train Ride came to an end. We
had collected as many good memories as there are crossties on
the railroad, but now it was time to go home. h

Bishop Holliman is a retired director of the Cookeville
RegionalSocial Security Office and a F ounder of the Friends
of the Depot.

Newly restored inside and out, our Tennessee Central ca—\/
boose is ready for visitors. (Photo by Pam Copenhaver)
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THE PAN-AMERICAN -- HEREee SHE COMES!

by Bishop Holliman

The "greatest thrill on radio™ was the way the "sound" was
described by some listeners.

If you were old enough to remember that "sound" and when
you heard it, then you have clickety-clacked off many a mile
down the roadway of life, by rail or otherwise.

The "sound" was that of the L&N's passenger train, The
Pan-American, passing WSM's radio tower south of Nash-
ville onits daily run from Cincinnati to New Orleans. The year
was 1933. The country was knee-deep in the Great Depres-
sion, FDR was in his first year in the White House, radio was
still a toddler, and folks traveled by train if they could afford
to go anywhere. Iknow, forI was there and Irememberit well.

InNashville a wide-awake stationmanager at WSM thought
of hanging a microphone outside the station's tower near
Brentwood, capturing the sound of this fast passenger train as
it passed, and sending the sound over the airways. He struck
gold.

At 5:00 each weekday afternoon the announcer in the
Nashville studio would make a brief statement of what the
listener was about to hear.
Then he would say, "We
take you now to a point 12
miles south of Nashville to
hear the actual sound of the
L&N crack passengertrain,
The Pan-American, as it
passes the 878-foot tower
of WSM."

At first you would hear
the faint sound of the ap-
proaching train. Then came
the regulation grade-cross-
ing signal from the old steam
whistle, two longs, a short,
andanotherlong. The sound
increased in volume, and
whenthetrain waseven with
themicrophone, its full roar
came over the radio with such intensity it seemed the train
would burst right into the room. Then the sound would fade
away. The Pan-Americanhad passed, rolling swiftly, albeit at
45 m.p.h., to New Orleans.

Inmy home in Birmingham it was an afternoon ritual to tune
in WSMto pick up this broadcast. It was sandwiched between
"Asher and Little Jimmy," a father-son country singing duo,
and "Lum and Abner."

‘We would hover around the little Crosly radio and eagerly
await the click-clack of wheels rolling over the rail joints.

(.w;ﬂi;lww euion

Then the announcer would burst out with "Here she comes!"

As the sound and fury subsided, young minds of the Depres-
sion era could only imagine the thrill of boarding that train and
riding off to a strange and distant city!

This broadcast excited listeners all over the country -- and
puzzled many. Folks by the hundreds wrote in, from Canada
to Cuba, expressing appreciation and bewilderment. Some
could not believe what they heard. Was the broadcast real or
faked? Indeed, WSM, with its 50,000 watts power, had come
up with an out-of-the-way ordinary program that would
attractlisteners for the next 12 years -- until WWII and diesel
engines put a stop to it.

Formany years The Pan was an all-Pullman train. Its usual
consist was six to nine cars, including drawing room sleepers,
dining cars that served delicious meals, and a parlor-observa-
tion car with a ladies' lounge with a shower bath. In this car
travelers could listen to the radio, write letters, or step out on
the open air observation platform and enjoy a fresh breeze.

This train covered the 921 miles from Cincinnati to New
Orleans in 23 and 3/4 hours. The northbound run took 15
minutes longer. Its average speed was 38.8 m.p.h. The train
made 17 stops between the two cities.

Inits early days, four engine changes were required to pull
The Pan-American along its route. New locomotives were
attached in Nashville, Decatur, Birmingham, and Mobile. As
time went on, more powerful engines were built, and K-5
Pacifics could pull more cars greater distances, requiring
changes only in Nashville and Montgomery. When diesels
replaced the surging steam locomotives, one engine could pull
up to 14 cars the entire distance.

(continued on page 6)

PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE

‘We are gratified with the reception of the varied
exhibits presented at the Cookeville Depot Museum.
The attendance has been very good.

It has been a joy to work with the Board and the
volunteers of the Friends of the Depot these last three
years. Thank you for the chance to be of some small

' e

Leon DeLozier
President
Friends of the Depot

Page 5




image6.jpeg
THE PAN-AMERICAN
(continued from page 5)

As the Depression lingered and ridership declined, L&N
reduced its fares. "Ticket fares are lower than the cost of
motoring, with the advantage of greater safety, high speed,
added comfort, relaxation and freedom from the strain of
driving," advertised the railroad. Not even a Model A Ford
owner could dispute that claim.

My first ride on The Pan was March, 1942 from New
Orleans to Birmingham. I had a five-day pass -- my first since
joining the Navy. I caught the train on a Saturday night and
arrived in Birmingham the next morning at 8:00. I was not
concemed with the amenities The Pan offered. I remember
only that it was crowded with wartime travelers, it was taking
me home, and it couldn't go fast enough!

The last time I rode The Pan-American in the late 1960s,
it was hailed as "one of the World's Finest trains,” and the
L&N pulled out all stops in plugging it ungrammatically:

It can only be said The Pan-American with its magnificent and up-

to-date equipment and multitude of conveniences, its unsurpassed

dining car service, its intelligent, courteous and attentive train
crews, and its convenient and dependable schedule completes an
ensemble offering to the public, which is entitled to the patronage
of the most discriminating traveler and enthusiastic support of every
loyal employee from high officials to humble office boy. It can truly

be said that America has no finer train. (L&N Magazine,May, 1925)

Ah, yes, those were the days. Remember? H

: Bishop Holliman is a retired director of the Cookeville
Regional Social Security Office and a founder of the Friends
of the Depot.
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EDITOR'S MESSAGE

Tennessee's bicentennial celebration has begun, and
we intend to be part of it. Although neither Putnam
County nor Cookeville had been chartered when Tennes-
see became the 16th state in 1796, our history was being
written. Native Americans hunted deer, bison, bear, and
other game here. Bumpy wagon roads were under con-
struction. This history and its influence on later regional
development intrigue us and will be featured in 1996
Highballers.

‘We also plan to highlight Putnam County's participa-
tion in Tennessee's centennial, and we ask your help. Do
you have records of Nashville's Centennial Park exhibi-
tion -- pictures, brochures, or souvenirs -- which you
would allow us to use to document an article or feature in
a display? If so, call Marilyn Brinker at the Depot
Museum, 615-528-8570, or Mary Jean DeLozier, 615-
528-5550.

And we promise you, of course, more engaging rail-
L roading stories.

CURATOR'S MESSAGE

If timing is everything, we are in fantastic shape here at
the Depot Museum. We have finished restoring our old
Tennessee Central train station at just the right moment to
move into Tennessee's bicentennial celebration.

Itis especially fitting to focus on the Depot at this time
because railroading was instrumental to the growth of
Cookeville and to the development of our historic West
Side. Only a few more than 400 people lived in Cookeville
at the time of the state's centennial (a celebration under-
written by the railroads in Tennessee), and people attend-
ing the celebration in Nashville boarded the Nashville &
Knoxville train at Cookeville's original frame depot, which
stood close to where our flagpole is now.

Although there will be bicentennial events to attend in
Nashville in the coming year, there will also be celebra-
tions and exhibits here in Putnam County and, especially,
here at the Depot Museum.

‘We will have a number of things at the museum dating
back to the 1890s and even earlier. Of particular interest
atthe museum rightnow is the brick press onloan from Joe,
Bill, and Bud Scott, the grandsons of Joseph F. Scott, the
owner of the earliest brick yard in Cookeville. Bricks for
the Tennessee Central Railroad station (now the Cookeville
Depot Museum), the Putnam County courthouse, and
other early West Side buildings were all pressed manually
one by one. It is fascinating to look at this brick press and
marvel at how things were done in earlier times.

If you haven'tbeen by to see the changes here, nowis the
time to come. Make plans to begin celebrating "Tennessee
200" with a visit to the Depot Museum.

Marilyn Brinker
Leisure Services

News along the track. ..

For the first time in 28 years, on May 29, 1995, a
passenger train arrived at Buffalo Valley, Putnam County.
(While the Tennessee Central discontinued regular passenger
service in 1955, 40 years ago, there were a few excursion
trains after that time.)

Drs. John E. Clark andRobert E. DuBey, longtime Friends
of the Depot, were on board the five-car train pulled by two
Nashville and Eastern U30B 3,000 diesel locomotives.

The privately sponsored Memorial Day excursion train
carried some 180 people on a trial run over recently rebuilt
track beyond Watertown to check possible train excursion
running times.
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