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Keeping 37960 Trains A YearOnThe Riht Track
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more traing than tracks,
Ostrom?"

“Sandwich 'em,” replied the yard
master. “Put two on the same
track, if they're short trains,

“Being a yard master is like
playing checkers, only it's always

J with railroading you doubtless the vard master’s move. And if

g \ wondered how the engineer le looses the game, well—he
( ‘ managed to pick out the right doesn't keep on being yard master,

P track, You may even have had  that's all”

an uncasy feeling that he would “You keep records of all the

Did you ever sit on the rear
platform of a train as it entered
a large city, watching new tracks
spring up on each side of your

' train until they formed a compli-
cated network of steel?

If so, and if you are not familiar

choose a track already occupied,

Perhaps you had been reclining
lazily on the observation platiorm,
listening to the clickety-click of the
wheels, and slecpily watching the
track recede. The prolonged
whistle of your engine and aslight
slackening of speed rouses you a
bit.

You hear a sharp clack-clack as
the wheels of your car hit a switch
and then, as if by magic a score
of teacks appear. The wheels

strike a half a dezen more swilehes, -

you are whisked swiftly by several

-
= imost endless rows of box cars,

your car grazes an outgoing pas-

senger train or two, and then you

pass under a signal bridge,
Accidents Impossible.

To'one side of the signal bridge
is a tower, and in the tower is the
highly complicated mechanism
which enables your train to glide
to a halt on its proper track :n the
station without mishap.

This mechanism, known as the
“Interlocking machine” makes ac-
cidents practically impossible to &
traln entering a large terminal.

One hundred and four passenger
trains a day, or 37,960 scheduled
trains a year enter the Union sta-
tlon here. These trains carry sev-
eral million passengers a year in,
out or through the city. The
Union station alone serves cight
railroads. Yet even minor acci-
dents are almost unknown.

*How do you do it?”

The question was directed at
Charles Ostrom, day yard master,
Gume of Checkers.

“Well, it takes brains,” admitted
Mr. Ostrom, with becoming mod-
esty. “Especially does it take
brains when you have more trains
than tracks.”

“What do you do when you have

cars in each train, Mr. Ostrom?”

“Do we keep records? Well
rather. The only things going in
and out of Omaha that we don't
keep records of are those air mail
planes.”

The yard master explained that
all ears are examined in the sta-
tion under his direction; that half
a dozen switch engines, also under
his direction, keep the cars in their
proper places.

Keep Tracks Clear.

The matter of getting trains to
their tracks in. the station sheds
seemed a simple matter, as de-
scribed by the yard master.

“T know just when a train is
due, and figure out what track to
bring it in on,” said Mr. Ostrom.
“I then ‘phone to the east or west
signal towers, depending on which
way the train is coming from, and
tell the tower man the track it's
expected on. He does the rest.

“The big thing is to keep the
tracks clear so as not to delay the
arrival of trains in the station.”

Mr. Ostrom pointed to a tiny
structure, not more than five feet
square, situated directly in front

"of the station,

His Palatial Offices.

“This are my palatial offices,” he
smiled, “It's here we yard mas-
ters play most of our games of
checkers, The booth is connected
by direct wire with both signal
towers.”

“How long have you occupied
that suite of offices, Mr. Ostrom?”

“How long has this Union sta-
tion been built?" was Mr. Ostrom’a
counter question and reply, as he
moved away, doubtless intent on
some néw move in his perpetual
“checker game."

Which meant that Mr. Ostrom
had been a yard master since 1900,
when the station was completed,
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The tower man in the west
tower proved to be a busy per-
son. He was occupied juggling
a few hundred thousands tons of
rolling stock into its proper place.

This juggling act was being per-
formed on the complicated “inter-
locking machine,” which might be
compared to a piano,

Rachmaninoff, playing his own
well-known prelude, could have
displayed no more technic than did
Towerman H, J. McLenithan, as
he played on the levers of his ma-
chine.

No Wrong Keys.

As for harmony—well, Rach-
maninoffamight hit a wrong key
once in a while without serious re-
sults, but let McLenithan pull a
wrong lqver—no, McLenithan has
it all over the great pianoist,
#“There isn't"really a chance of
anyvthing going wrong, though”
declared Mr. McLenithan when he
had finished his rhapsody’ ori the
levers. “Everything ,is so ar-
ranged that a towerman can't
make a mistake,

“You see this machiffe is just
what it's named, interlocking.
There are only 77 levers, to begin

How the signal 16n)eappear.§' %o the travoles

with, Everything is done by elec-
tric power, To line up a route
for & train into the station it is
necessary to set from three to
seven switches properly, This is
all done with the levers.”

Mr. McLenithan pointed to a
row. of small dials above his ma-
chine, in which indicators re-
sembling block signals, moved.
These dials, he explained, show
when the switch is properly set.

Signal on Bridge.

He then called attention to the
signal bridge, which is about 400
feet from the station.

"When the train leaves the auto-
matic block signals behind it is a
signal on this bridge which tells
the engineer whether to stop or go
ahead,” said Mr. McLenithan, “If
the signal is down he goes on,
 knowing his route is lined up.”

Signals on the bridge are con-
trolled by the interlocking ma-
chine. When a train enters the
switch movement the signal rises
again, and a train behind it can-
not follow. Should the engineer
disregard or fail to see this signal,

howc‘rer, and attempt to follow
the first train his engine would be
derailed,

The derailing elamp works
automatically, blocking the rails
when the proper train enters the
“movement.” From three to seven
switches must be set with the lev-
ers to complete a movement. Five
amphers of electricity are required
to throw each switch.

What's in a Whistle?

Towerman McLeanithan says all
towerman learn to recognize trains
by locomotive whistles,

“It's as easy to tell a Union
Pacific engine from a Rock Island
engine as it is to tell a Pullman
car from a box car,” said the
towerman. i

“This helps ttjlight. When a
towerman hears a whistle he
knows immediately what railroad
the train is running on. By glanc-
ing at the clock he can identify the
train by the time it is due. He has
instructions from the yardmaster
what track to send the train in on,
and the rest is simple.”

In the tower, beside the tower-
man, is a train dispatcher. It is
the duty of the train dispatcher to
keep an accurate record of the
time all trains arrive and leave the
terminal. He has direct telephone
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" connections with all lines and with

Lane Cutoff and Gilmore.

On this particular oceasion F. E.

Fowler was serving as dispatcher,
He was too busy to talk.
How Trains Start.

J. W. Adams is the responsible
head of the system which includes
the Union station and yards, and
which daily handles more trains
and passengers than many larger

lfetd-traster Chatles Ostrotn aud kis office

[ ]
terminals. Despite his responsibil-
ity Mr. Adams is a genial man,

“It isn't so very complicated,” he
said, in a voice which really scemed
to infer, ‘you don't know the half
ol it

It is seldom a train is delayed in
entering the Union station or leav-
ing it, according to Mr. Adams. A
five-minute delay in other and
even larger treminals may be quite

common, but here a five-minute
delay would be considered »
catastrophie, Mr, Adams said.

“Who tells the engineer when te
start his traint” Mr. Adams was
asked.

“Ah, that indeed is simple,” he
replied. “To the right of each
track in the station is a dwarf
signal. These signals have green
(Turn to Page Five, Column Sevem.)
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The Married Life of Helen and ‘Warren

the Ancient ] some remains that so tragically testi- | them awaly. "‘fou'Tl have tp wait for | the town had been buried a couple |
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or scrambled?” Warren paused 10| pp. wooune woman"—smaliest of | Helen caught her breath, She had [punch. Where'd they rush the can? | oy oo 0 0™ po:d. ca eh an “Im-|ren strode into the next room. |must see one of their public baths | stalked on ahead. “Come on, I'm
view the fragile, petrified relic| bt mummies—what had | expected only ruins. Here house | Don't see any side door.” pmir‘r:;lrm'for“al?ool]:?n asla‘s e ra"'“'13'!“Fr|:'-:'r| these pictures you'd thinh;“r“'i"_{c supposed to be very won- | about fed up with this burg.”
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s e A s | ried? Had one of these men been |almost intact. They were all low e o -"}"32' Listen to this: | i " ghinle T x “fE ipe the size of those high-| = For another hour they wandered 1 ool Stact: i
House of Sericus in the excava- |p.. pychand? |stone structures of but ome story, n No. 27, were found many of | Huh, shouldn't think it would be | balls! lon through this strange corpse of a |columns still intact; and they
e S T |  “Jove, these look burglar proof!” | built around an interior open court. the bottles and flagons now on view | VeI¥ good to shave byl grunted| Helen followed him into what | St House after house of echoing | ;ached “h-e FO BIS oar b 0
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