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A Discussion Group
Personal Stories
Thinking about our hole in history, here is a thumbnail sketch of my relationship with the Montour:

My grandfather, Charles J. Eggbeer, worked for the Montour in the Coraopolis office from the late '40's until his retirement in 1955. Starting in 1950, we had a car (we lived in Cleveland) and would visit the grandparents on Thanksgiving. Grandfather knew I had been interested in railroads from the start, growing up a block up the hill from a NYC branch line in Franklin PA - freight station, small yard, and a few industries in town.

So, each visit grandpa would take a day and take me down to the Montour and show me more and more each time, to teach me railroading from the ground up.
He (and everyone else) always stressed safety. We started in the office where he explained what went on and who did what and why. He worked in the accounting department and did payroll and handed out checks, so he knew everyone! He took me next door to the dispatcher's office and showed me how they controlled trains, issued orders, etc - all by telephone and those big books and pads on the dispatcher's desk.

Next, on to the engine house and yards.  The hostler showed me what he did, let me up in the cab, and let me ride one engine (steam back then) out of the house to the ready track. Next was a tour of the yard from the cab of a steam engine, including a ride to P&LE Junction, with a load of coal to exchange for empties. Obviously, I was hooked!

I bugged my parents and grandparents constantly about how soon could I go back. So my folks made some calls, and arranged for me to take the train myself from Cleveland (Cleveland Union Terminal) to Coraopolis - Erie RR., with trackage rights on the P&LE for the last part of the trip. I spent a week each summer in Coraopolis, and you know where I spent my time!

Next were rides in cabooses and engines to Champion and a complete tour of the facility, inside and out. I was fascinated - so big, so noisy, and so dirty! And the way that car dumper turned the cars over, emptied them, then the cable winched them out and they rolled down the hill.

Next trips were out the line on mine runs. My favorite was to No. 10 in Library. We'd back the train into the siding on the east leg of the wye, run around to the back, and run backwards down the hill at the head of the string of empties. The trip back up was what made it worthwhile! That grade starts at over 1.5% right out of the tipple and goes to 2% and over 2.5% on the way back up to the Jcn. We had to make multiple trips to get all the loads back up the hill. I've long since forgotten how many loads one of those old Mikados could drag up the hill! At the top we put the train of loads together, backed out on the mainline once the dispatcher gave us clearance, and were off for Coraopolis.

The trip back to Coraopolis was fun with those loads. Especially the tunnels - they were either on slight upgrades, or in the case of National, the grade topped out in the tunnel, but since the train was still strung out on the grade, he couldn't shut off through the tunnel to minimize smoke and fumes. You sure found out how long you could hold your breath before you started breathing through the water soaked bandana!
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The diesels never excited me like the steamers did. During the transition, I'd always ask for rides out the line in steam engines if any were going out. However, what I'd give to get those diesels back today!

Bill Bigler

I found your last email about your Grandfather interesting, as my Grandfather, J. M. Roth worked on the Montour at this time. 
Carter Roth
My grandfather was Charles J. Eggbeer - they probably knew each other.

 

Bill Bigler

Bill, I have some news for you about your Grandfather. 
When I started with the Montour as a messenger boy, I had a period of time to kill each day after lunch. For about an hour or more I had my own desk were I would sit and read, look out the window or make models.  
My "office" was in the old house on what is now Rt51.  

In the other corner of this office, at a desk just like mine sat your Grandfather.  As I remember, he didn't seem to have much to do and always felt that they kept him on out of respect to an old railroader. 
At the time I had no idea who he was or what he did.  Back then I was just a kid.

We didn't talk much, mostly due to his condition. I do remember that I was building a model car at my desk and the next day he came in with paints for my project, just like that. 
After that, even though we didn't talk much, I felt that he was a special person.  He always came to work dressed in a suit, a very neat gentleman.  How I wished that we could have talked together. 
You said that he retired in 1955. Bill this was 1957. After I moved to the shops, I never saw him again, but I never forgot him. 
My memory is that he was he was a fine old gentleman and wish I knew him better. Can you add to this? 
Carter Roth
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Carter,

He may well have retired later than I remembered, so I'm not surprised you remember my grandfather from 1957.  
Communicating with him took some getting used to, but I don't remember that we kids in the family had any problems - probably were used to it.  
I think it's incredible that you knew him and remember him.  I'm not surprised he brought you paints for your model - he was that kind of guy.  And yes, he always wore a suit and tie.  He said that if he ever got fired, it would never be for being sloppy or late for work or goofing off.

 

Bill Bigler

My grandfather didn't work directly for the Montour but may have been employed by the Pittsburgh Coal Co. He was a mining engineer and must have been in some of the Montour mines since his took pictures in 1950 of the Champion plant.

I know he also worked for Joy Manufacturing so perhaps his job was to sell mining equipment to the Montour mines. I also have a number of pictures of him in mining garb.

His name is the same as mine.

Ken Caine

The mines were one place my grandfather wasn't able to get me access to.  However, my dad and his brother had a business in Cleveland that made replacement parts for mining machinery, from small nuts & bolts to clutches & transmissions and their parts. 

 

Initially this was for equipment manufactured by Joy Manufacturing.  Later Jefferies and Lee Norse got into the act (1960's).  Joy liked having someone else take care of the spare parts as it saved them from a part of the business that was more nuisance than anything else.  My dad's company basically set their prices about 5% below Joy's and provided superb customer service, including always having parts on hand or warehoused somewhere so they could deliver to a mine quickly in an emergency.

 

His company's biggest part of the spare parts business, however, was conveyor chain and chain flights.  This is BIG chain - no bicycle size chain here!  One to two inch pitch.  I worked for my dad's company during summer vacations, and when big orders for conveyor chain and flights would come in, he'd wring his hands with glee as he exclaimed "water and coal dust make a great grinding compound!"  The stuff literally devoured itself.

 

It was through my dad that I gained access to numerous coal mines.  Coal mines are among the most hostile places you'll find!

 

Bill Bigler
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Re: [montour_rr] COLD COAL 

Reminds me of the time I dropped a co-worker off at the P&LE scrap plant in the winter one early, frigid morning back in 1975.  We put 4 center plates in the trunk of my 1966 Pontiac Catalina.  Each one probably weighed 125 lbs.  That car did a wheelie leaving out of there but man-o-live what traction!

Kurt Anderson

I'm new to the list and thought I would introduce myself. My name is Paul Koren and I'm originally from Western PA, now living in Oregon. 
My grandparents lived about a half mile or so West of the Hendersonville mine site, and that's my connection to the Montour. My grandfather had worked at the mine, and the Montour tracks ran right in back of the house. When I was young, we would visit my grandparents at least once a week, and my earliest (vague) railroad memories are of watching Montour steam. 
No doubt it was the Montour that led to a lifelong fascination with railroads. While the steam memories are very vague, the SW-9 memories are vivid. 
I remember sitting on the back porch of my grandparents' house on those humid, lazy Pennsylvania summer evenings with a cool breeze coming from the woods across the tracks, then hearing the crescendo of a coal drag building up from the direction of the National tunnel. 
If I sprinted down to the tracks, I could watch the whole show unfold from beginning to end. 
Funny how certain memories become icons for certain parts of your life, but I don't remember my
grandparents' house without thinking of the Montour. 
Like many of you on the list, it was particularly sad news to me when (already living in Oregon) I learned that the Montour had been abandoned.

What really makes me feel good about the MRR website are the pictures of coal trains. They remind me of a somewhat simpler time.

In the morning, where I work, I see a coal train every day (right next to the Union RR ROW). This view is VERY similar to the pictures posted. 

My daughter (who is 10) asked why I am so fascinated with trains.. 

1. I have seen/heard them since I was 3. 

2. I remember seeing the Bicentennial Train going thru Edgewood in 76'. One time walking home from school, I remembered seeing a boxcar on a siding, near where I grew up, (there was a lumberyard/sawmill there)

I have not read all the postings, but I'll bet we all have great memories of trains from our youth.

Bill

54
 Where does one start?

Remembering back to the 1970's when train crews were shuttled around via Coraopolis Taxi Service.

Seeing bib overalled trainmen climbing out of those unique checkered taxi cabs.  Watching Montour car shop employees "hostle" locomotives out along the line of road with the car shop flatbed all dressed with Montour logos on the cab doors carrying
around 55 gallon drums of sand for the locomotives, then seeing the bucket brigade load sand into the SW-9's...and remembering back to a time at Thompsonville, during late summer, when a consist of SW-9's needed radiator cooling water, and Easton Lumber was a location where a garden hose was kept and the train crew gave a teenager the nod to "go ahead" and climb up on the hood of those SW-9's and unscrew the radiator water fill and put the hose inside and fill those radiators...
So many times riding the caboose platform down the Library Branch, as empty hoppers were shoved down the hill for Montour #10....then riding the SW-9's back up the Library Branch as 2 and sometimes 3 cuts of coal were shoved up to Library Junction...at a time when Superintendent J.E. Schomaker placed a 13 car limit on the shoves so as to prevent the SW-9's from derailing on the bad track.

Absorbing all of the sights and sounds of those SW-9's shoving a loaded coal train back up the Library Branch...
One winter’s Saturday night when 4 SW-9's and 45 cars of coal for the Union RR interchange at Mifflin Junction pulled into Salida with Conductor Mike Desko riding the head end and engineer Herb Wirth and 2 P&LE trainmen, and Mike giving me the O.K. to ride to Mifflin and return over the P&WV Mifflin Branch.

Then weighing those 45 loads of coal on Montour’s Mifflin Junction scale...wondering why the 3rd load over the scale wouldn't roll on its own, and discovering that 3rd car was off center...and hearing the crew talking about seeing sparks coming off that car several times on their way east.

Bleeding off the air both at Montour #4 and Brookside thinking the brakes weren't
releasing.

And remembering the night the Old Track at Champion got away from the coal company car droppers, and seeing those 16 loaded hoppers speed their way through the rotary dump and after coupling into the 4 empty hoppers on the Champion empty hill, worrying for a few moments where all of those run-away loads and empties were going to end up, into the run-away track or hitting the empty hill derail and destroying the Champion Yard Office which was in direct line of the empty hill derail.

Then the time I rode into Montour Junction from Champion and the caboose was “kicked" over to Boggs and driving the caboose all by its self down to the west end of Boggs using the hand brake to control the caboose’s speed as the crew took the engines through Boggs yard where their train was located.

And the time in 1973 following a Montour crew to Snowden, as the Montour train crew ate lunch at Snowden, along B&O's "Pike", along comes a B&O train out of Benwood running on #2 track and the fuzzy 126 instamatic photo I was able to get of the meet.

The 2 times I was able to photograph Montour detours over the P&WV so as to get around main track derailments.

Or the time in 1981 when I had the opportunity to reroute a Montour train crew over the P&LE, PC&Y and Conrail due to the derailment at Jeffrey Town Tunnel while working as a train dispatcher...and begging fellow train dispatcher Russ Wright to work the 12-8 shift so I could ride with the crew.

But alas, Russ chose to ride with the crew that I lined up, taking 7 engines, 70 empty hoppers and 3 cabooses, which turned out to be the last time a Montour train detoured over a foreign railroad.
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Unfortunately at that time the engines were P&LE as were the hoppers, but the cabooses were Montour.
And the "unofficial" Hi-Rail trips Tim Sposato and I took on Saturdays over the main track.  Then, that one night with Tim driving, we were taking a side trip to North Star "Y" and as Tim rolled that yellow Chevy van through Ackelson Curve at speed, and remembering me saying to Tim, about half way through Ackleson Curve, "ahh Tim, there’s a kink down here. We need to slow down"... but it was to late, the damn thing derailed on that kink and we bounced along 2 rail lengths of ties before stopping, then rerailing that van in darkness on frosty ties and rail.

One summer’s night I hi-railed alone from Champion to Brightwood Spur, and having the Bethel Park Police pull up and check me out, as I drove down the main, past their Public Works building in weeds that were as high as the van’s windshield.

All the memories, I could go on and on...

Gene Schaeffer
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“If Mom Ever Knew…..”
OK, my turn. My memories of the Montour go back to the forties. My uncle was a coal miner (I don't know which mine) and they lived in one of those company houses on the hill overlooking the Montour in Hendersonville. 

Visiting my cousins was one of the highlights of my youth because they did all sorts of "country" things like hunting copperheads and skinny dipping in a mud hole. We had to cross the tracks to get to the swimmin’ hole and traffic was frequent enough that it probably was more dangerous than we knew. My mother would have killed me if she only knew. 

The only railroading I knew about was the PENNSY branch through Canonsburg so discovery of the Montour was a whole new experience for me. Strangely enough, my memories are not of coal trains but of relatively fast moving manifest freights powered by steam engines WITH THE HEADLIGHT IN THE CENTER OF THE SMOKEBOX pulling box cars and orange, white and yellow wooden sheathed reefers trailed by those wooden cabooses. 

I took special notice of the multicolored freight cars because that was something I had never seen on "my" railroad. 

Another high point was the money handling in the company store. The clerk would put the customer's money in a little car that ran on a cable to a central office that was out of sight somewhere. In a few minutes the car would come back with change and a receipt. Tennessee Ernie would have been right at home.


Joe Andrews

Derailed hoppers had been set to the side of the wye. They were great fun to play on sitting upside down. Mom used to turn me loose early in the morning and as long as I made it home for dinner, or at least before the street lights came on it was cool.


Donald McCarty


I'll bet your Mom would have tanned your hide, if she knew you were playing around those hopper cars. Just like mine would have if she'd known we were jumping on the Cheswick & Harmar RR coal trains that ran between Harwick Mine and Duquesene Light's Colfax power plant on the west bank of the Allegheny between Springdale and Cheswick!

Bob Ciminel

No, Mom would tell you how dangerous it was and turn Dad loose when he got home.
I only hopped the Montour once. Most of the trains were short little hops out to Brookside to swap out a car or two of lumber. 
One day a string of hoppers came in from Longview and I couldn't resist the chance to take a ride.
I grabbed a handrail at the curve near Lions' Park.  By the time I got to Jewel I figured out I'd have to walk back, and that was about far enough!
Those where the days of great adventures. 
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Once I decided to ride my bike to the W.V. State line along Route 50. That's the day I found Morris Mine, (not knowing it was part of the MTR then) about the same time my front tire went flat. That was a long walk home.
#4 was always a favorite destination. On the interchange track one could see where the crews had cleaned out the hoppers and resecured the doors. Little piles of coal, stone and best of all, iron ore pellets.  I always filled my pockets with them.  They were great in a slingshot.
As for those hoppers laying belly up along the Library wye, I can't really say what road they where from. You see they were upside-down and I couldn't read them.  LOL (
The cars where laid in a line parallel to the track. Like they where going to come back later to pick them up. If I had to pick a color I'd say they were black.
Donald McCarthy

My family moved from Philadelphia to a home near Rocky Ridge in 1957. 

At the time I thought it couldn't get any better for a 12 year old kid to live so close to a railroad. 

I met a kid my age, who loved trains as much as I, and he became my best friend. We spent a good deal of our time exploring the Montour and walked the tracks to Mifflin, Southview, and Library. 

Anytime we heard a train we would run up to the tracks to get a closer look. As time went by we started "camping out" in the summer on Friday nights around Rocky Ridge or Library Junction and we would hear the SW-9's straining with a string of loaded hoppers as they slowly worked the grade at McMurray, I think it was about 9:00 or 10:00 pm. The fact that we heard that from so far away and it would grow louder, only heightened our anticipation.
Eventually, we started to hop on and ride to Mifflin where we would get off, use the bathroom at Eat n Park to clean up and get back up to the tracks in time for the ride back with the empties. 

We had a spot near a cut at Library Junction where we would jump off. We had “groomed" this area of anything harmful to us, as they would be going at a pretty good speed and our exit off the train was more of an awkward stumble, followed by a long roll.
Between mileposts 33 and 34(just east of the McMurray road bridge) there was a Montour work shed along with a hand pump car. 

One moonlit summer night after the train of empties had passed, we got it on to the tracks and pumped all the way up to Jewell. We commented that we now knew why we never saw it being used because it was hard work getting up that grade. We started coasting back down and by the time we crossed over Sugar Camp Road, I believed it was the fastest I had gone at that point in my life. There was a mine ventilation blower west of Library Junction, where there was a wheel flange lubricator, and it was a blur as we sped by. Convinced that we would not make the curve ahead, I put my Keds on the brake pedal and pressed with all I had. 

My heart was still pounding as we returned the car and walked the tracks back home. That was a one-time only adventure that we never tried again.
After high school, I went into the service and subsequently moved to New Jersey. Later on, business would take me to Pittsburgh and I would always make time to take a drive from Hill Station and #4 to McMurray and #10 at Library. 

There is a point on McMurray road near the county line where you would be perpendicular with the track and you could see the Brush Run bridge. 

I always looked whenever I drove by, hoping to see some activity on the track. Even after the tracks were removed, I would still look; go figure!
A few years ago, I was in the area and drove up Brush Run Road to a parking area they have on the Montour Trail. I walked down the trail to Library Junction and was shocked to see all the homes in areas where I used to camp near the tracks. 
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I walked around the wye, remembering where sidings and tool sheds had been. The next time I'm in the area, I will go by #4 to see what it looks like now, although I prefer to remember it as it was. 

I will always remember the nightly drone of a Montour eastbound, looking out my bedroom window and seeing the headlight, with the background of a reddish sky caused by the hearths at the mills.


Carl Timm

Way back in the summer of 1973, I followed 3 Montour SW-9's and red caboose #33 down to Snowden. I had a Honda CB-200 motorcycle back then. Even though the CB-200 was a street bike, often it wandered off-road and onto Montour’s right of way. 
On this long lost date, the Montour crew took lunch at Snowden, and as they sat there, down #2 main at Snowden, came a B&O crew heading for Glenwood.  My instamatic camera captured that moment although it was a blurry moment.
I was also down there one Saturday about a year before. It was a rainy day and 2 or 3 blue B&O units arrived at Snowden to pick up off the Montour. There was no Montour crew there on that visit.
Back during that period, I was 17 or 18 years of age. I kick myself for being there with a junky camera, but can't change it now...
And of course the last Montour crew to Snowden had a terrible trip. The engines derailed 2 times shoving down the Library Branch. And finally, as the caboose arrived at Snowden, with the train of coal loaded in P&LE equipment, the 7 loads next to the caboose derailed. The Montour hailed the services of Chessie to provide locomotives to do the rerailing. Seeing 3 GP-40s rerail the cars was interesting.
And after that 1975 date, that was the end to Snowden other than perhaps an "un-official" hi-rail trip here and there...
Gene Schaeffer

I was riding in steam locomotive cabs back as early as age 3 or 4!!!  I lived in Franklin, PA, a river town about halfway between Pittsburgh and Erie.  A NYC branch line came to town and the daily local stopped at the freight station, which was a block down the hill from our house.  It then switched the town for a couple hours, filled the tender from the steel water tank, and headed for Oil City.

 

I wasn't supposed to cross the street, but hey, there was almost no traffic, and the train was over there.  Didn't take me long to figure that one out.  
I sat on the steps of the freight station watching the engineer "oil around" while the fireman tended the fire and the conductor went into the freight station to get a list of work to be done and where cars were currently spotted and where the station master wanted them to be spotted.  
After a week or so of watching this, I knew all the spots that needed to be oiled on that Mikado.  One day the engineer missed one and I pointed it out to him.  He almost dropped his teeth!  
He asked how I knew that, etc, one thing led to another, and he asked me whether I'd like to come up in the cab.  I quickly learned that you always answer "would you like to" questions with "sure!'  So he picked me up and set me up on the deck and showed me the cab.  The fireman opened the butterfly doors, and I said something like "Wow! That sure is hot!"  
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One thing led to another:  "Does your mom know you're here?" 
"Sure!"  
And eventually:  “Would you like a ride down to Brown's Boiler Works a block away, while we drop a car inside and pick one up!”  
I thought he'd never ask.  I spend many an hour with my buddy playing down there and we had often looked in the big door of Brown's Boiler Works and were dying to see inside - what went on.  This was my chance!

 

After that, cab rides around the yard and around town were a regular thing for many years until we moved to NE Ohio where I did the same thing with the Nickel Plate.  Never got a ride in a Berkshire, but did get a ride in a Mikado the 10 miles to Painesville and took the bus back, and once got a ride in the cab of The Nickel Plate Limited in one of those Alco PA Bluebirds.

 

When my grandfather went to work for the Montour and set up cab rides on mine runs, it was business as usual for me.  Guess that kind of thing just came naturally.  Hang around until they think you belong.  
 

My friend and I also went for many an evening hand car ride on the NYC just off its main line in NE Ohio.  They left the hand car outside, and we were always careful to put it back just as we found it.  We used long poles for propulsion down the branch and really got that thing rolling.
Mom:  "Where did you go?"  
Me: “Out.”  
Mom:  “What all did you do?”  
Me: “Nothing!”
 

And the beat goes on!

 

Bill Bigler

I grew up in Enlow and watched the activity on the Montour daily.  
We used to play baseball at the Enlow field. The ground rules stated that any game had to be stopped to let a train go by. (The tracks were the out of play line on the 3rd base side.  As the train would go by, we would throw baseballs off the sides of the hoppers. If you hit a flat spot, the ball would come right back to you.  If you hit a rib, the ball would follow the train down the track....

For 2 summers (late 70's), we used to ride maintenance carts from the Jeffreytown tunnel down to the Cliff Mine crossing.

My dream was to always get a cab ride in a Montour SW9.  Unfortunately, that never happened.  
However, in the late 90's, I was living in Baltimore, and I would take my 2 year old boy down to the Sparrows Point Bethlehem Steel plant almost every Saturday and Sunday morning.  The plant is serviced by the Patabsco and Back Rivers Railroad (PBR). 
The majority of their engines at that time were SW9's. Conrail and CSX trains also make daily drop offs and pick ups.  Anyway, the guys got used to seeing us and started picking us up.  
They let my boy and myself drive every morning. We got to pick up cars, drop them off, ride through the mill and service the industries along the right of way. 
They gave my boy all kind of goodies - a lantern, work gloves, hats and a railroad sign.  These guys really went out of their way to make my boy’s day (and mine!!!).  Well then 9-11 came along and 
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of course all of that changed. 
I still have lots of pictures, and even some video, and of course, I finally got an SW9 ride.

 

Jack Chamberlain

I guess you know, my official "first" day of employment on the Montour RR, Friday June 25, 1976 began at Montour Junction, where I was placed...Section #1 - Champion under R. Maga.

I was very fortunate in being hired.

The P&LE was hiring many maintenance of way employees to begin overhaul of the Montour RR.

After recieving word I was hired, passing the physical was next. We were warned a day before, watch what you eat and drink for your urine test.

20 of us were hired in my group, only 3 passed the physical !

 After receiving safety gear, the 3 new hires, followed Supervisor of Track, P. Muto to our respectful gangs. R. Maga was working at the ball field at Enlow, and that is where my career began, as I worked out of all places, Champion !

 

Speaking of Baltimore and Sparrows Point, the fellow who introduced me to photography was a Western Maryland man. He knew the WM well.

On weekends when the Montour was idle, we used to  travel to Bowest, Cumberland, Elkins and shoot anything Western Maryland.

One such Saturday we had caught up to a coal train climbing Sand Patch. The lead locomotive was a red & white WM SD-40. The entire train was 100 ton P&LE hoppers. So we followed and photographed the train as best we could into Cumberland. The unique thing about that coal train, it was a P.H. Gladfelter train that just 2 days earlier, was loaded entirely on the Montour RR at Champion. I probably "wheeled" half of that train at Champion for its trip into Montour Jct.

 

Anyhow, back to Enlow.  I made a photo of that ball field, 3 SW-9's, 1 PRR(?) hopper that was pulled out of the car shop and a green caboose, eastbound. Little did I know when I made the photograph, that exact location 1 year later would be where my short career on the Montour RR began.

And near the end, I visited the ballfield one last time during removal of rail & ties. That was a sad time in the life of the Montour RR. Only a few years earlier, so much time and money was being invested in the roadbed, and now it was all gone.

 

Reading Tim’s message awhile back concerning the miners, I often kick myself for not seeing the mines as a factor in recording the railroad. I was too busy to see that 2nd page of that story. When this photography hobby began, I was 18 years old. My parents had no interest in my interest and if it wasn't for D. Dudjak, photography would of never entered my life. I learned by seeing Dave's work, and work of some of his friends. 
Attending slide shows during those early years, I often was shocked at what others were doing with a camera and film. During those moments I knew I had to follow suit.

 

Back to stories...

On page 106 in the Montour book, bottom photo shows a hi-railer on the Bridge at Brightwood in Bethel Park. On occasion, I would join Tim in hi-railing the Montour RR, mostly on Saturdays when the railroad was idle. Tim, was this particular trip the time we returned the rail at Alleco that was removed from the main track near Broughton Road overpass. One rail was removed from the main track on order from Superintendent J.E.S as application was made for the first phase of abandonment. We also replaced the rail at the West Switch Salida. The frog was removed for use elsewhere on the Montour, so Tim cut 
61

a new piece and we spiked the main track back together at both locations so we could complete our hi-rail trip.

 

On that trip I believe Tim & I went down the Library Branch.  I wanted to try for Snowden, but Tim was cautious, so we turned at Wood Street crossing and came back up the Branch.

 

One Saturday evening, I hi-railed alone in this same PC truck.

Leaving Champion using the shove-up track as my set-on point, I would back through  the West End Champion crossover and out onto the main track, then head east. Speed was somewhere around 30 MPH on the 115 pound rail to Gilmore Jct.

East of Gilmore Junction I was more cautious and remembered Tim warning me about a couple of joints inside Kamps Cut that looked normal, but for some reason would derail the pony wheels.

 

East of Montour #4 the trip was sweet. Loose rail joints and that ever loving sound of wheels slapping those loose joints made the trip rewarding. On one particular trip, as I eased over the bridge at Brightwood pictured in the book, alone, it was dusk and the weeds were about 2 feet high between the rail. I had just passed over Slaters switch, eastbound and a Bethel Police car paced me with his spotlight on me. It was almost dark and I stopped to see if the Police man wanted to question me.  I went as far as Horning Road on that trip, then backed all the way to Library Junction where I turned on the wye and headed back to Champion. I had planned on setting off at Horning Road, but there was so much traffic there, that I decided simply open the back doors to the van, and back west.

 

Passing through Kiefers you had to be careful. There was a mountain of sand that came up onto the right of way and I shoveled some of it off, and eased over some of it.

 

I remember as I went through Thompsonville hearing the train dispatcher’s radio key on and off. So I keyed the radio in the hi-railer and few times. Who ever was in train dispatcher’s office again keyed the base station. I thought it was the night dispatcher who also, like me, started out on the track gang. The night guy on weekends when the railroad was idle would come in early and do his paper work. The night train dispatcher was viewed by many as being the best train dispatcher the Montour RR had, even though he was quite young versus the old heads.

 

Some of the crews would call him "_ _ _ _ - _ _ _" so I took a chance and transmitted, "_ _ _ _ - _ _ _ " is that you?  His familiar voice echoed back. He wanted to know who I was, but before responding I asked, are you alone? He hesitated, but acknowledged he wasn't. I figured he had his wife with him as he often did, so I asked is your wife with you? Again, he hesitated, but acknowledged and probably by then knew who he was talking to.

 

I was quite certain this train dispatcher would not turn me in to the Superintendent, so I told him it was me and what I was doing.

He chuckled in his reply. He said he wouldn't be long and was leaving.

Slapping rail joints returned to the hi-railer as I slowed cautiously passing Thompsonville towards Montour #4. The roadbed through here, that worn 90 pound rail over the bridges down past the empty yard was rough. It was dark out and I didn't want to derail here. Passing the loaded yard, the train dispatcher told me he was leaving and as I echoed a reply, I was passing through Kamps Cut...followed by a couple loud bangs from the pony hi-rail wheels as I felt sure they tried picking one of those bad joints...
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Once west of Kamps Cut, speed was brought back up and I sailed up through Greers Tunnel, Henderson, around the curve at National on the welded rail, down through Muse Junction and around another sharp curve.

Half of this trip was on brand new 115 pound rail with the other on older 115 pound rail. An hour later I arrived Champion.

I hi-railed down over Boggs and set off. Backing through the facing switch points at Champion made me nervous, so it would be easier going to Boggs and setting off. 

 

My next trip a week or two later was another Saturday afternoon trip to Westland. That adventure was a nightmare. Heading in at Gilmore Junction, that freaking Dodge hi-rail van derailed on the Gilmore Junction frog. I think the switch was 115 pound rail, and it took me sometime...alone, to rerail that truck. Lots of sweat, a track jack, some old pieces of crossties and lots of cussing.

 

Once back on the rail, hi-railing the Westland Branch was wonderful.

All brand new 115 pound rail was smooth as silk. But in the back of my mind, I couldn't help remembering the derailment. Listening to the flanges on the hi-rail pony wheels as I traveled the Westland Branch was a constant cause of concern. The Westland Branch was one curve after another and I was worried this old Dodge van might again leave the rail. Arriving at Westland, I pulled down near the tipple.

Lifting the pony wheels, I turned the Dodge and set back on. Westland was silent this Saturday afternoon, and in moments, I was again hi-railing West...Trackage at the empty yard switch was terrible and again I eased through here slowly. The switch to the empty yard was typically reversed as crews often pulled their train out of the loaded yard, then after taking lunch, pulled past the empty yard switch with the entire train, and backed in, coupling to the caboose.

 

The empty yard switch was usually left reversed, but on this Saturday, I left it lined down the main. 

When I returned to the scene of the derailment, slowly, with the door opened, and me hanging out as far as I could, I watched myself as best I could back over the Gilmore Junction frog. 

I made it over the frog without incident and headed back west to Champion. 

Those indeed were Great times along the Montour Railroad...
Gene Schaeffer
 

Gene, I do not have your talent for telling a story, and I do not have exact dates as I was in my mid teens at the time….

I do remember you saying that you started working at Enlow.  That is part of the reason I kept quiet for so long.  I was afraid that I might have stolen my first cart from you !!!  

But, after looking at your date of 1976, I think that I am OK. I am probably talking around ‘78 or ‘79. 

One afternoon, one of my buddies and I were at the ball field, walking towards the Jeffreytown tunnel, were I spent half of my childhood growing up.  Well, lying on the side of the tracks out by the outfield fence was a maintenance cart (It was red with wood floor boards - with a hole through the bottom of it).  

We decided to place it on the tracks, push it and go for a short ride.  At the time, I never really paid attention to the fact that the track elevation dropped significantly from the ball field and down past the tunnel.  

All I can say was we were terrified by the time we came shooting out the far side of the tunnel.  We thought for sure that a train would come along and were going to get creamed.  
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We started frantically dragging our feet off the back of the cart and finally got it stopped down at the end of the straight-away after the tunnel.  From there we started again and dragged our feet every so often to regulate our speed until we got down near the first at-grade crossing at Cliff Mine Road and the tracks evened out. 

We then pushed the cart back up near the tunnel and hid it behind a dirt hill. We took it out nearly every afternoon for the rest of the summer and went for a ride. We would push it back into the tunnel and ride all the way down to the crossing at full speed. 

On a good day we would just clear the crossing.  A few times we came to rest in the middle of the intersection.  I always held my breath and hoped that my parents would not be sitting there one day in the family car....  

Yes, I know that this sounds extremely stupid. But, once we were ready to go and sitting in the tunnel, we would get perfectly quite and listen for a whistle.  We figured that we would hear any train coming through Enlow or at Cliff Mine.  And of course you know that the train speed was very slow at that time, due to track conditions.  Also, we were always prepared to jump off in case we rounded a bend and came face to face with a train.  I have to say that this never did happen.  

Anyway, one day some of our buddies borrowed the cart and did not hide it when they were done riding.  The next day we went back for it and it was gone.  I can only assume that an Engineer spotted it and that the railroad reclaimed it.

So the next summer (maybe ‘79 or ‘80), I spotted one on the siding at Wicks furniture.  It was attached to a maintenance set up with a motorized cab and several different style carts.  Every car in the set was yellow.  

We disconnected the cart during a driving rainstorm and took it back to a new hiding spot at a dirt crossing after the tunnel, as it was much heavier than our first one, and we could not get it back to our original hiding spot.  We went back the very next day for a ride and it was gone.  There was a house back there in our line of sight.  I always assumed that the guy living there had seen us hide it and called someone about it.  That was the last cart that we ever had. 

Both of them were just plain carts, no hand pumps or anything else on them.

 

Jack Chamberlain

GREAT story Jack...

PLEASE, keep them coming.

I, like you borrowed our cart from the Montour.

Shucks, if I only took some photos back then... And recorded dates of trips and details.

And not to worry, Jack, one such trip of ours, found us departing Salida just after dark.

Hours earlier, a Mifflin crew departed Champion with Train Orders into Salida.

But we set on anyway, and headed west ...

I think it was 6 hours from Champion to Salida then, so we had 2 or 3 hours in our favor before expecting a headlight meet.

Gene Schaeffer
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Speaking of "if mom ever knew" stories and getting cab rides by hanging around, it's still possible.  However, you need a prop - a kid.  Preferably between 5 and 10.  If you can, find a stretch of road where you can pace a train, and have said kid keep waving to the engine crew, then follow them to a crew change/fueling point.

 

Here in the Corning area, at the former Erie, now NS yards, at the south end, through freights often stop to make set-outs & pick-ups.  I've waited there with one of the grand kids, started talking to the engine crew, and had them invite us up into the engine.  Then they asked if we wanted to stay up there while they made their set-out & pick-up.  

This was after 9/11.  Takes persistence, though - just keep showing up.  And don't ask - wait for them to invite you.  But it can still be done.

 

Bill Bigler

You’re right Bill, we have a few "riders" here on the OCRR.
I know a teenage boy and a girl that will show up from time to time wishing for a cab visit or ride.  Actually I used to give a teenage boy rides in the steam engine a lot  in the early 90's.  He has since become a conductor here and is now an engineer . So it can benefit the RR too.
 

I now think back, how I would look up at the cab window or caboose with those pleading eyes at that age and the thrill I felt when the friendly crew would invite us aboard.
I figured now its my turn to please a youngster, as those fine gentlemen had done for us.
 

Trouble is now a days the liability, Homeland Security, owner and our RR police department all frown on this.  You have to be discreet, similar to what the MRR men had to do.  
At least back then, it was just the superintendent and the bulls that may cause trouble.
But, a few of us still do it, just don't tell anyone! 
 

Somewhere in my paper collection, I have the bulletin from Montour Superintendent FC Rauschart, warning the crews that he is aware of crews giving young boys rides in the 
Brookside and Salida area. He stated that it must cease, or actions will be taken to those who break the rule.
 

Tim Sposato
I remember those days of wondering.  “Will they or won't they let us up for a ride into Mifflin?”  
What an incredible rush to hear from the engineer one early misty morning, " Come on up before somebody sees you."   
As a conductor on NS in today’s world, I feel a little guilty.  Like you said, Tim, with bulls, trainmasters, and road foreman hiding in the weeds just to catch you doing something wrong, the thought of inviting kids aboard is pretty much out of the question.  What a wonderful gift those MTR men of the 70's gave us.  I will never forget!
Kurt Anderson
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A Tip of the Cap

Today I learned of the passing of Conductor Mike Desko.

Mike was one of many Montour Railroad employees who understood the interest and fascination that this small southwestern Pennsylvania coal road held for that young man who grew up near Longview.

Mike was one of those guys who never minded my endless questions about the railroad. Mike seldom turned down my request to ride his caboose (#34) or the locomotives.

I first got to know Mike sometime in the early 1970's. It was around 6:00 P.M. on a Saturday evening. The sounds of approaching SW-9 locomotives under load intensified as four SW-9's hauling 45 loads of coal made their way through Bethel Park, Pennsylvania enroute to the Union Railroad at Mifflin Junction all within earshot of our Bethel Park home.

That Saturday evening run into Mifflin Junction was a bit unusual for a Saturday night.

After stopping at Salida to call the N&W (ex: P&WV Rook Train Dispatcher) to obtain permission to enter the N&W Mifflin Branch for the 3 mile run into Mifflin Yard, Mike gave me the o.k. to ride with them.

Mike had 2 P&LE trainmen who were unfamiliar with this part of the railroad, so he was riding the locomotives. Mike gave me and another friend the o.k. to ride "round-trip" from Salida to Mifflin Junction and return.

Upon arrival in Mifflin Yard, the 45 cars of coal needed weighed prior to delivery to the Union Railroad.

Watching trainmen bleeding the air off 45 loaded Montour coal hoppers, then gently shoving them over Montour’s Mifflin Junction scale one by one was "the" experience of a lifetime.

Mike allowed me to ride the Library Branch many times as they bailed coal out of Montour #10. Mike allowed me to walk with his trainmen as they assembled their coal trains in the loaded yards at Montour #4 & #10.

Mike always made extra copies of his train orders so I could add them to my memorabilia collection.

Mike also had a unique characteristic in his voice.
Mike was always proper in appearance and meticulous in his work.

One of my most favorite characteristics about Mike was the way he radioed the Montour Train Dispatcher with that unique voice.

A simple "Montour Dispatcher" graced each conversation.
I was fortunate to obtain a tape recording of that voice.
Today, it graces this computer each time it is started.

Mike, Thank You for allowing me your time in my constant fascination in the Montour Railroad Company.

Gene Schaeffer
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Thanks Gene for the Mike memory.  Thank goodness we had the opportunity to know so many of the Montour personalities that made up the "Mighty M".

I recall one of the first meetings with Mike in 1970. Kurt A. and I bicycled to #4 Mine and waited until the #4 Coal Run turn showed up. We left the bikes at the car cleaner shanty for safe keeping with Warren and ate some of the lunchbox goodies he offered us. The short empty train arrived behind 4 units, with Roy Winters as engineer and Sam Lynn firing. Roy spotted us and told us to get in the trailing engine #74 as they had to go out to Boyce for more empties. 
Mike soon joined us in the cab as we moved thru the transfer and down the Hill Track. When we stopped at the PC phonebox he allowed us to jump off to listen to the PC dispatcher give him the ok to move onto the Boyce siding and down past the golf course for more "yellow ball" hoppers.

The entire time Mike explained all the finer details of his daily procedure that he took so seriously.  So much was remembered by us on just that one day, how could we thank him then or now?  

Fortunately I had many more good times with this fine gentleman in the years to come. My last time to see Mike was at an unhappy time, the funeral of Fred Rauschart’s wife. Mike was just like old times, a short breathe of fresh air from the past.

Thank you Mike for being a true railroader, thank you for having the patience for Gene, myself and others you crossed paths with.

Your Reward has now begun.......God Speed.....
Tim Sposato
67

More Stories

The year was 1982.
The date, December 17.
My last day of employment with the Montour Railroad Company.
I worked 1st Trick Train Dispatcher.
No crews out at the end of that day.
No relief at the end of that day.
Westland Mine and Champion Preparation Plant were idled.
At 4:00 P.M. I said farewell to Chief Clerk Jane Guzik.
At that point, the Montour Railroad Officially shut down for the balance of that year.
What a sad time for the Montour Railroad Company.
The end was not far behind...

Gene Schaeffer
Since we are on tales of taking the long way around...
This account is from June of 1981 when a Montour main track derailment occurred at the east portal of Jeffrey Town Tunnel.
The Champion job left Champion with a train of coal for the P&LE. The locomotives this day were two P&LE SW-1500's, Conductor Bill Blumling, Flagman Fred DeGolier, Head Brakeman C.L. (Barney) Barnhart and Charley Ross
who was Engineer due to lack of Engineers on the Montour. (No engineers wanted to work that day)!

Anyhow, the details are as follows...
The westbound had just come down of the stiff part of the grade leaving Champion and down at the ballpark below Imperial, most engineers released the air and recharged the trainline as the grade leveled out here. 
As this westbound entered the curve approaching the east portal Jeffrey Town, 7 loads derailed and went sideways. 
Of course they were all P&LE 70 ton hoppers and most likely a few of them were scrapped due to their center
sills being twisted.

There were no other crews out this date so later that evening, Montour Management decided to detour a crew over the P&LE to McKees Rocks, the PC&Y to Scully and a Conrail crew to McDonald.

I was working the 12 to 8 shift Train Dispatcher that night and when I walked in the train dispatchers office that night, I was relieving Russ Wright who gave me the turnover about the derailment and a crew going on duty shortly to detour.

He told me take 7 engines...unfortunately they were all P&LE SW-1500's and three cabooses...all Montour...and whatever amount of hoppers you can put in McDonald Siding so the crew can bring all of the engines and cabooses back
to Champion without being fouled by too many hoppers clearing McDonald Siding...
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After the turnover I begged Russ Wright to work for me that night so I could ride the detour.
Russ denied the request stating he was riding the detour.

So I instructed the crew to take no more than 70 empty hoppers. Russ had already ordered pilots for the P&LE...PC&Y and Conrail.

This crew took the better part of 4 or 5 hours to make the detour from Montour Junction to McDonald. The Montour crew built up their train at the east end of Montour Junction Yard and shoved down under the Neville Island
bridge to wait for the P&LE pilots. Then they shoved out on to the P&LE for their trip east to McKees Rocks where the PC&Y would take over. PC&Y crews handled the train to Scully I believe where the Conrail pilots took over. 
I vaguely remember for some reason, the Montour detour was delayed at Wagner Tower. Radio transmissions between the crew and myself were full of static.
The crew was calling about the delay, but I can't remember all of the details. The detour arrived McDonald around dawn and pulled in on the Industrial Lead and up towards Primrose...shoving back down onto the Montour.

Once on top of the hill at McDonald and back on Montour rails, the empties were pulled back through McDonald Siding and tied down there. The seven P&LE SW-1500's and three cabooses ran light back to Champion so the Champion crew
had two locomotives to work with and a extra SW-1500 for the second Champion crew when they arrived there several hours later.

A second road crew was called and taxied out to Champion (4 hour arbitrary deadhead for a road crew taxing) to get the remaining four SW-1500's and one caboose and headed back to McDonald for the 70 empties for Westland...

I also wanted to mention another interesting note regarding Snowden.

Not only did you have the double track B&O and Montour’s Library Branch, but just a short distance away was the main line of the N&W..."P&WV".

In many places there at Snowden, you could stand in one spot and wait out the B&O, the Montour, all the while being entertained by the N&W trains meeting there at their Gastonville Siding. The former P&WV main line was not more than 50 yards away from Snowden. Being out in the middle of nowhere often had its rewards!

And if you really wound the clock backwards prior to the 1960's, you might be able to add in some P.R.R. action on their Peters Creek Branch.
There you have it...the B&O - "Pike"...The Montour - Library Branch...N&W's - "P&WV"...The PRR - Peters Creek Branch...

From my perspective, the trail council saved most of the right of way from total destruction.

Years ago when I peddled the trail between Montour Junction and Boggs, I got a kick out of thinking back to a time when the roadbed was still intact and coal runs made their way over that roadbed. 
All to myself, I recounted the times when I was riding Montour locomotives...and the times I was actually operating those multiple unit consists of SW-9's with and without trains...then noting locations where there was a switch...passing siding...a pile of coal from a derailment...where an engineman once 
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remarked to me (who was running engine 80...west)  you better slow down a bit, they’re rocking pretty bad back there...

Then the  time with 4 P&LE SW-1500's in multiple, caboose light,  eastbound, coming out of Montour Junction and stepping up on the brand spanking new 115 pound jointed rail at Snyders scrap yard switch, all dressed nicely with new ties and ballast...and rounding the curve at the water treatment plant...whistling furiously for the crossing as I brought the throttle out to #8, and P&LE Extra 15 _ _ (something or another) East, was doing perhaps 30 mile per hour at the crossing...and hitting that long tangent out past Mile Post 3...acting as if we were Amtrak making up time...as those four  SW-1500's loaded themselves up as we inched our speed up to 40 or even 50 miles per hour...
That lonely winters night back in late 1981...as a light blanket of fog engulfed the right of way that drifted in off Montour Creek...

And enjoying seeing that twin sealed beam headlight piercing each of those light blankets of fog...from that night long ago...then remembering the comments 40 minutes later from trainman Dave Sherwood at Champion Yard Office where we stopped to pick up empty hoppers for Westland Mine...You hit that crossing back at the "shit" works kinda fast

didn't you...you know the caboose was rocking so bad that the wheels were leaving the rails as you throttled up through that curve...
And remembering that gigantic smile on my face as I then made a little history of my own...once upon a time on the Montour Railroad Company...

 

May the heavens be with that Montour Trail Council if the time ever comes and I hit big on the lottery...yes, rail will be laid on that abandoned roadbed...

Gene Schaeffer

To most people, train derailments are ugly marks on a railroads reputation. In 1975 there was a 19 year old who found passion in the Montour Railroad and its battered reputation.
Wind the clock backwards to 1971-1972. This teenager, whose parent’s home on Marilynn Drive in the southwestern Pennsylvania community of Bethel Park first discovered railroading via Norfolk & Westerns famed Connellsville District. The Connellsville District sliced through a small 2 to 3 mile corner of Bethel Park. Located high on a fill behind our new home, the Connellsville District separated two new housing plans nearly dead center between Longview - Mile Post 46 and the West End of Horning - Mile Post 45.
The Connellsville District was an impressive title that was used to erase the heritage of the 111 main track miles of Pittsburgh & West Virginia. My first introductions to the Pittsburgh & West Virginia right of way were that of a young boy of perhaps 10 or 11 years of age when the family moved from the Beechview section of Pittsburgh, to a new home in the Meadow Craft Plan of Hardt Homes during the mid 1960's. 
After moving, Mom often joked about our realtor and how he had his information mixed up regarding the railroad and public transportation serving Bethel Park. Realtor Joe Renzie, according to mom, stated the railroad ran trains every few hours and the bus line ran every hour. In reality, the buses ran every few hours and the railroad ran trains continuously.
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As the 1960's turned into the 1970's, fascination with the railroad was demanding more attention. Exploration of the Connellsville District became fascinating. 
West of our Marilynn Drive home was a red roof station still housing a Agency-Agent, CTC signals, a small yard, a branch line leaving the main track at the station, a Fairmont motor car kept inside a steel shanty for the signal maintainer, a unidentified railroad overpass at the east end of the yard...and railroad police that highlighted both the pro's and con's of railroading. 
Not only did the Connellsville District have a neatly maintained physical plant, but boy could they run trains. Morning, Noon and Night, there were trains. Windows and dishes rattled as westbounds climbed the hill to Longview while eastbounds gathered slack in a thunderous roar right behind our home dropping down the hill into Horning and Bruceton.
There was no doubt the Norfolk & Western could put on a show. The teenage railroad buff was fascinated with those mile long freight trains with locomotives from both the Norfolk & Western as well as locomotives from the Western Maryland. Add in grain trains with their helpers, locals, motor cars, and hardly an hour went by each day something of some nature was moving over N&W rails.  Mysteriously, near Longview, a second rail line sliced through the heart of Bethel Park crossing over the Connellsville District at the east end of Longview Yard. The physical plant of this railroad was no where as impressive as that of the Connellsville District. The roadbed was ragged looking with cinder ballast and 90 pound rail. Unusual looking locomotives, often in 3 and 4 unit consists with 2 digit numbering and silver exhaust stacks passed this way perhaps twice weekly, seemingly only after dark and carrying a single name on the locomotives...MONTOUR.
Cabooses from the Montour Railroad were mostly green and followed an endless parade of Bessemer & Lake Erie and Montour hoppers, both loaded and empty. There was something magical about the Montour Railroad. As time progressed in the 1970's, a driver’s license allowed exploration of both railroads. Emphasis was usually placed on the Montour. 
In 1974, High School friend David Dudjak impressed this teenager with impressive photographs of Western Maryland locomotives knee deep in snow in Bayard, West Virginia. For Christmas in 1974, Santa Claus brought a 35mm Mamiya/Sekor camera enabling this teenager the ability to document the railroads of his youth...the Montour and the Connellsville District of the Norfolk & Western.
During 1975, derailments on the Montour Railroad had turned into daily happenings. Deferred maintenance had finally caught up to the Montour. Locomotives and coal cars were destroying the roadbed with each derailment. Through it all, management had to keep 3 coal producing mines and one preparation plant serviced each and everyday. Service was of utmost importance. 
Management...the Superintendent and Train Dispatchers acted like magicians during derailments. Keeping the mines and preparation plant properly serviced was difficult during times when the roadbed crumbled under each passing train. Often...after a derailment, the objective was getting locomotives behind a derailment quickly so as to pull the rear of the train back away from the derailed cars allowing Penn Erection unrestricted access to the derailment for rerailing. 
In addition, locomotives behind the derailed cars afforded the railroad the opportunity to keep railroad service to a particular mine. And thus on that first day of December 1975, as Montour Extra 83 west enters the horseshoe curve west of Muse Junction nearing Mile Post 26, five loaded 
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coal hoppers derail due to a broken rail. Starting with the 3rd car behind the locomotives, one load of coal turns over on its side, then 2 loads jackknife accordion style and two loads derail staying upright and in line with the roadbed.
Montour's Superintendent informs the Montour Train Dispatcher that the next #4 crew that was called on duty for 1:00 P.M. needs to detour over the N&W. Montour's Superintendent further instructs the train dispatcher to telephone the N&W immediately and get N&W pilots called to meet the Montour #4 crew at Southview (George Transfer - N&W Mile Post 69) and detour them east to Salida, (N&W Mile Post 46 via the Mifflin Branch at Longview). Norfolk & Westerns - Rook Train Dispatcher notifies his Superintendent of Montour's request. The Rook crew caller puts out a 2:30 P.M. call for N&W Conductor Waters and Engineer Aston Keller who will taxi by N&W company van to George Transfer, board the Montour engines and detour them over the N&W the 23 miles to Longview. Just after 3:00 P.M. Montour Extra 80 east arrives at Southview, pauses, lining itself in on the transfer leading up to the N&W Connellsville District, just east of N&W Mile Post 69. Montour Conductor Bill Ceyrolles and P&LE Engineer Ron Garvan are in charge of the Montour crew.
At 3:20 P.M. the Montour engines...Extra 80-78-77-75 with red caboose 33 depart George Transfer on the N&W in a hail of heavy exhaust and roar of those 12 cylinder 567's as transition is manually made as the SW-9's get up to track speed on N&W's immaculate right of way. Following the SW-9's as they detour over the N&W is no picnic. The new 4 lane Route 50 is still under construction from Cecil to Bridgeville and the windy, old Route 50 takes its toll on staying ahead of the Montour crew. At N&W's - West End of Gladden, a distant photograph of the detouring SW-9's is taken. Rolling along at 40 or so Miles Per Hour towards Rook, this is the last photograph of the detouring Montour engines before Longview.
According to the train sheet from the Rook Train Dispatchers Office, the Montour SW-9's rolled through Rook at 3:55 P.M.. Twenty five minutes later, at 4:20 P.M. the SW-9's arrived Longview where they were photographed off the Baptist Road overpass as they neared Longview Station. The eastbound cantilever signal at Longview displayed a diverging "clear" signal for movement up onto the Mifflin Branch. The power switch for the Mifflin Branch was lined for the branch and also was controlled by the Rook Train Dispatcher.
Luckily, those early photographs of this detour came out o.k...Luckily, 15 years after the detour, the N&W leaves the Connellsville District behind and the new regional Wheeling & Lake Erie takes over saving the Connellsville District from possible abandonment...Luckily, the new regional Wheeling & Lake Erie wants to lease out the former office building at Rook and contacts a local P&WV Historian inquiring if he is interested in preserving a basement full of old railroad records...and luckily, in those records are the train sheets from the Rook Train Dispatchers Office and in particular a specific train sheet from December 1, 1975 is found which neatly illustrates the events involved in the detour movement of the Montour Railroad Company over Norfolk & Westerns' - Connellsville District. 
And neatly on the "Eastward" side of that December 1, 1975 train sheet...18 columns over on the top half of train sheet representing the 55 miles of Connellsville District between Rook and Pittsburgh Junction is a specific entry dedicated to the Montour Railroad Company and detouring engines, 80-78-77-75. Then on the bottom half of the same sheet, 11 columns over representing the "Eastward" side and the 56 miles of Connellsville District between Rook and Connellsville is yet a second entry for the Montour Railroad and Extra 80 East and the movement between Rook and Longview.
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And the unique part of this now historic December 1, 1975  N&W train sheet, is the illustration of N&W's famed "hotshot" trains...DJ-12...CJ-12...PJ-01...along with Locals and Yard Crews...then a unusual entry of "Passenger Extra" behind N&W's very own Bicentennial painted 1776 coming west out of Connellsville with 10 passenger coaches all entered on the same train sheet as that of the Montour Railroad detour.
And on that Monday December 1st, 1975  Norfolk & Western's - Connellsville District and the Montour Railroad Company became the "Best of Both Worlds" for a teenage railroad buff if only for 60 minutes and 23 miles...
Gene Schaeffer
Gene,

If you don't mind answering, in the book there are three of your photos of the "spectacular" wreck at Black Rock Cut, near Monessen (this wreck involved a fatality).

 

How did you come to be in that area on May 18th, 1964?  

 

Was it something you heard about on your radio?

 

Anything else you might care to add?

 

Thank you, Sincerely,  

Troy

Troy;

The P&WV named their interchange with the Montour at Southview as George Transfer.

 

The P&WV photos of the Black Rock cut mess were given to me by a retired P&WV man and were lent to Howard Worley for his book.

Of course I didn't photograph the accident as I was 8 years old at that time.

I have the ICC Accident report for Black Rock Cut.

If I remember correctly, and if you’re familiar with that area, the railroad had CTC signals in place.

That ore train met a westbound P&WV train at Maple minutes before the accident.

After the meet, coming into the accident area, there is a "Approach Signal" for the West End of Monessen.

This approach signal was also tied into the Black Rock Cut slide detector fence.

Coming off the gigantic Speers River Bridge over the Monongahela River, the right of way makes a small right and crosses St. Mary’s Road...

On the East Side of that crossing were 2 automatic block signals.

The East bound signal for the ore train had a restricting signal...

The engineer apparently ignored the restricting signal, thinking the Train Dispatcher had the ore train set up to go in the West End of Monessen Siding to deliver the train.

So at track speed...40 MPH(???)  (some parts of the P&WV east of Rook were 40 MPH back then)
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The ore train passed signal 22.6 approaching Black Rock Cut at speed.

And found the hillside down on the track.

It is believed the P&WV westbound that passed a few minutes earlier created the vibration that lead to the landslide.

The P&WV built a Shoofly around Black Rock Cut while the derailment was cleared.

The main track through Black Rock Cut was permanently relocated to the shoofly.

Gene P Schaeffer
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This photo illustrates Montour's crossing in downtown Bethel Park.

This scene at Brightwood was one of many interesting scenes along the Montour RR that could capture one's heart with or without an actual train inside the scene.

In the center of the scene is the double track streetcar line that once ran to Charleroi, but now terminates in Library.

On the right, Brightwood Road and just out of site, is Slaters Supply.

Slaters Spur-Brightwood, was where Engine 78 upset in the 1960's during a switching move. Engineman Jim Lane rode the 78 down the small embankment. 

Montour Mile Post 41 is also to the right in the scene as well as Brightwood Section for the maintenance of way department.

The road on the left, is West Library Road.

Also to the left, the Bethel Park Police and Bethel Park Library. 
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Kiefers Supply is also on the left and their bill board is attached to the left wing wall for the bridge.

This overhead bridge, is single track, has 2 small wood walkways on each side of the track.

This bridge carried Montour RR lettering on its east side only.

If class would now open your books to page 106, we can see in the bottom photo what the bridge looks like from track level.

Interestingly, early in the life of the Montour RR Company, probably while this area was un-developed, this location was identified as Summit Park.

If you turn to page 16, the Passenger Ticket lists Summit Park as Station #155.

In the early 1990's, I spent perhaps 15 hours here over a 2 rainy day weekend and thoroughly documented the dismantling of this unique structure.

Streetcar traffic was halted during those 2 weekend days.

The Bethel Park Fire Department positioned a truck here as removal of the steel decks proceeded.

Today in 2007, Port Authority has erected an interesting station here on top of the exact location of the bridge piers.

Slaters Supply was also demolished a few years for a park n ride lot.

For many years, at Christmas time, I purchased a Christmas Tree at Slaters Supply. On many of those occasions, I walked through the rows of Christmas Trees with my companion Shelby.

As the years passed, I often thought how neat it would have been to preserve this bridge, along with placing 2 or 3 SW-9's on the bridge with a caboose in tribute to the Montour RR.

And during the late 1970's, on occasion I would stop here, and photograph the evening rush hour of PCC trolley cars as they passed under the Montour Bridge while many of the PCC cars were still in their flamboyant colors.

Luckily, during the end of Montour railroad operations through Brightwood, I was able to photograph 2 Montour Railroad crews on this bridge.

How neat it would of been just to photograph a train of B&LE or Montour hoppers crossing this span...

Gene P Schaeffer
After receiving an email from a group member responding off list about the Brightwood photo, I neglected to state...

Not only did the Montour RR operate trains over the bridge at Brightwood, coal trains of the P&WV operated over that same bridge into and out of Coverdale Mine.

Coverdale Mine would be to the left in the photo, perhaps a half  to three-quarters mile distant...

So any modelers interested in recreating that Brightwood scene, feel free to include P&WV coal runs in your modeling interests.

Thanks Dave for stimulating my sleepy P&WV brain cells.

GPS
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