
Old "Ten" and "Six
PUR YEARS BEFORE I was 

born a railroad was finished 
through our Stone Hills of the 
Dutch Fork. Started tn 1886, it 
was finished from Columbia to 
Laurens in 1891. The CN&L (Co 
lumbia, Newberry, and Laurens) 
It was and is, a railway unique 
In several respects.

I wonder if there's « railroad 
anywhere else of its length, 75 
miles, in rolling rainfall coun 
try, without a trestle on it except 
at each end. And there are only

1 three culverts on It! One 
trestle is over Broad River,

I where it itarts, and the other 
over Little River at Laurens, 
where it ends. Yes, it runs the 
divide between Broad and Sa 
luda Rivers that join at Colum 
bia. Up through the Dutch Fork 
(a widening wedge formed by 
those two rivers) it rides the di 
vide all the way to Laurens. 
where the wedge had widened 35 
or 40 miles. Yet all along the

| way, the water that runs from 
one side of the track finds its 
widing way to Broad or Enoree 
River and that on the other to 
the Saluda. During the great 
Freshet of 1916. I think it was, 
it offered the only way for de- 
toured trains from other lines 
from the west to get into Colum 
bia. And It was then I saw my

I first Pullman cars passing slow 
ly over this little track at our 
Dags top, White Rock.

FOND MEMORIES

BUT I DIDN'T START out to 
tell this history of the 

CN&L so much as to relate a 
few fond memories of it and us

i In the Stone Hills of the Dutch
j Fork through which it passed. 

Earliest recollection carries m«
[back to it, the old wood-burner, 
No. 1. driven by "Baby" Gra 
ham, the hero of all of the young-

[ster*. black and white, in the 
range of his whistle. For it was 
said, he could blow a tune with

| that moaning whistle, as it rock- 
ed along the rails at perhaps 20 
miles an hour, an incredible 
speed then, and over that track, 
that sloshed in the red mud at 
times.

The CNtL was an Institution 
in our lives. We knew every 
member of its crew, admired 
and respected them as heroes.

I Not Just "Baby" Graham, who 
was a favorite and would blow 
his whistle for you when you

!w*v«d at him. But Mr. John Mo-
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Cain, the stern, liked, and re 
spected conductor. And "Rabbit" 
(Will Young, a colored man) too, 
the porter and flagman, a favor 
ite with everyone along the line. 

My daddy was the country doc 
tor. We lived about two miles 
back towards Broad River from

White Rock, which is 18 miles 
from Columbia, He was surgeon 
for the CN&L, so we got passes. 
1 was a born traveler from the 
start. The other kids never cared 
much about it, but at early age 
J was always ready to go to Co 
lumbia for something. And they 
let me go at such early age as 
folks thought my parents reck 
less.

**TBN" AND "MX"

HPHE TRAINS OF my childhood 
1 are two. But really only one. 
It came from Laurens in the 
morning, hitting White Rock at 
10, getting to Columbia at 11. 
And it pulled out of the depot- 
less siding down there on Gervais 
Street in Columbia for the return 
trip at 5, getting us the 18 miles 
back to White Rock at 6 p.m. 
We knew them as the "Ten" and 
the "Sbt."

There was another round trip 
a day over that track. But it was 
in the other direction. And up 
Laurens way into the unknown 
for us, so we never used that 
one. And anyway, it was a sort 
of foreign visitor, a high-brow, 
all-passenger train that the ACL 
ran over the CN&L in connecting 
Charleston with Greenville. There 
were strange officials on that 
train and we felt no warmth for 
it. The one going up passed 
through White Rock at 12 noon 
and the return one at 4 p.m. So 
we knew them as the "Twelve" 
and the "Four." They even ran 
on Sunday, and for us then that 
WM sacrilege. Some of wir folks 
frowned on newspaper reading on 
Sunday, and we had never got 
ten them until along In my time. 
I remember how wicked we felt 
when we first walked out to 
White Rock on Sundays there 
was no preach in' and slyly 
bought a paper from the news 
butch on ole "Twelve."

I rode the old "Ten" and "Six" 
a tot, possibly twice a month, to 
Columbia, nnd learned to know 
all of the crew well, although I 
was always rather awed when 
in their presence, even "Rab 

bit's." The baggage man was 
from Laurens, named Tollerson. 
He and I became rather intimate. 
I was entranced with the first 
hard smooth streets Columbia 
had. And I wondered just how 
It would be to ride my bicycle 
over such a smooth dream sur 
face. For I had known but rocky 
roads and -rolling hills in the 
Fork and riding a bike was 
work there. I talked to Tollerson 
about it and he let me take my 
bike to Columbia on the next 
trip. I could hardly steep after 
that, anticipation was so great.

A GREAT DAY

AT LONG LAST the great day 
came. I rode it out to White 

Rock and Tollerson reached 
down from the car door and pull 
ed it in. I rode in there with 
him and it, as I had been doing 
a little be/ore. For that alone 
was a thrill to be remembered, 
to stand in the big side door, 
holding to that rod, and roll into 
the stations, with other envious 
kids tookin' at me! Yes, I was 
a big man then (And about 10).

In Columbia, I pushed my bike 
up Gervais Street hill, for it was 
still unpaved, rough, and rather 
steep. But, boy, up there on Main 
were a few hard smooth blocks. 
I don't know now If they were 
really paved or not, but they 
were uncommonly smooth, with 
granite copings along the aides.

I rode and rode, dodging bug 
gies, and looking out for the 
street cars. Once in crossing the 
track, the front wheel sort of 
caught in it, and I had a fall 
that busted the knee out of 
one leg of my three-quarters- 
length home-made Jeans britches. 
But that didn't matter, I was 
having such a good time. A little 
later I did have a rather bad 
accident when I rode up by the 
curb and a pedal hit that granite 
with one of my toes partly under 
It, cutting a hunk of meat out of 
it. We didn't have coaster brakes 
then, and that pedal came down 
with grinding (ore*.

That thing bled something 
awful and scared me. A man 
came along looked at it, took 
my handkerchief, tore a piece 
off of it and wiped the blood 
away. Then he peeled a leaf of 
tobacco from his plug, slapped 
that around the toe, and tied it 
securely with the balance of the 
handkerchief. I got on my bike 
and let her roll gently down the

hill to where the cars of old 
"Six" were parked. It was then 
about 4 o'clock and it left at 
5. But we always tried to get 
to the train an hour early, for 
you might break down, or a 
watch might be wrong, or some 
thing.

Once my daddy went with me, 
ss there was more than the us 
ual shopping to do. My mother 
had visited her sister in Colum 
bia and saw her first "trash
burner," little sheet iron stoves 
so common later on that would 
heat a room up so quick. So she 
wanted one. We found it up at 
Lorick & Lowrance's for $1.25. 
They attempted to wrap It, but 
couldn't. So my daddy just car 
ried it that way. It was light. 
We went on down Gervais and 
stopped at Murray Drug Com 
pany, where be got a supply of 
medicines. He put them all in 
the stove, and as we went out 
I heard the clerks laughing.

As we got to the train about 
4:15 this time, the conductor. 
Mr. John McCain. had arrived 
to see about the proper loading 
of things. He saw my dad with 
that stove and said, "Hey

roundhouse. Soon 1 heard a 
squeaking coming down the 
street and here is what it was. 
Mr. Tom Rauch pushing one of

what you going to do with that 
stove, you can't put it on this 
train," teasing. My dad said. 
"The dickens I can't. You let 
folks put suitcases on It, don't 
you? Well, this is my suit case. 
Come see what's in it."

AN EARLY MOVIE

ON ANOTHER occasion I was 
down in the wintertime. 

Tom Raugh, our local magis 
trate, went down that day too. I 
saw one of my early movies 
there in the old Lyric theater. 
I'll always remember that, It was 
a train scene, and it scared the 
whole audience when it came 
bolting right at you. Then we'd 
see the short pictures over and 
over. That day, between pictures 
or when they were rewinding the 
reel, the manager, a Mr. Livings- 
ton, I later learned was from 
Saluda County, came out and 
sang "Red Wing." I thought that 
was the prettiest thing I had 
ever heard, and until this day I 
find myself hearkening back at 
times and trying to hum or sing 
it as he did.

As usual, I was down to the 
train an hour before it was to 
leave, at least 45 minutes before 
the engine even came from the

those new aide-arm cotton plant- 
ers. There was no question about 
them allowing him to put it in 
the baggage car. They were 
very accommodating and I never 
saw them turn down hauling any 
such baggage in reason. Being 
winter, it was dark before we 
got to the crossing there near 
his house, a mile below White 
Rock. But the train came to a 
stop there, they put his planter 
out of the baggage door, "Rab 
bit" brought it back to the cros 
sing, Mr. Tom put his other 
packages in it and disappeared 
in the darkness up the dim road. 
I could hear it squeaking up the 
way, as our train got off again, 
with several good jerks.

BABY" GRAHAM, that engine 
er, was my idol. I played 

him day and night. To me he 
was the embodiment of power, 
as he sat in his smoking, hissing, 
spurting, fire-eating, cinder-scat 
tering monster of steel. (Judged 
by later locomotives it was a 
mere coffeepot.) I was frightened 
but fascinated by H from the 
first. On my first few trips with 
my mother, before I braved it 
alone. I would hug her skirts and 
hide my face in them, as the 
monster rolled to a stop there by 
us. We had to stand back rather 
far, specially during wet weather, 
for mud gushed from under the 
ties something awful at places. 
For there was no ballast then. 
The ties lay in the pure red clay 
of the hills. And that got awful 
soupy at times.

Going down in the morning, 
our train always stopped at the 
woodrack there just below White 
Rock. For that was In the piney- 
woods, where much rich light- 
wood was to be found. And the 
fireman wanted plenty of that to 
mix in with the other harder burn 
ing woods supplied him at other 
racks along the line. I think it 
was a Mr. Metis that supplied 
that rack with wood. When the 
train stopped there all of the 
men passengers would get out 
and help pitch wood onto the ten 
der >o it wouldn't take so long. 
I got out and tried to help, like 
a man, but most of my piece* 
fell short, and they made me 
quit.

We had a colored girl, Ida, 
that helped us. My mother took 
her with her to Columbia one 
day. She had never been on the 
train, and had seen it but a time 
or two. So she was scared from 
the start. After the Jerky start.

she got along pretty \vpjl un 
by Ballentine, then the level land 
above Irmo, and on down that 
long gentle grade through Leap- 
harts. We rounded a curve and 
could see the City of Columbia 
beckoning in the distance. Across 
the long high trestle and wr 
would be in town. When we rolled 
onto it and the trees and grass 
gnt away down below us, my 
mother patted her for reassur-
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ance. She looked out and down, 
and hid her face. Then she look 
ed again and we were over the 
river, high up. And that trestle 
had no superstructure. It looked 
to her like we were suspended 
in the air. She didn't want her 
weight to hurt, so she held up 
from the seat by stiffening her 
arms to its sides.

ORIGIN OF IRMO .

I SPOKE OF IRMO, a peculiar 
name. But somehow never 

peculiar to us. It came to us 
and we just accepted it. It was 
our halfway mark to and from 
Columbia. Later I learned its 
origin. There was nothing there 
when the railroad was built, just 
a road crossed it there. A sta 
tion was needed along in there eo 
they made one. They made a 
name for it by combing the first 
part of the names of the rail 
road's president and secretary. 
Iredell and Mpseley respectively, 
Irmo.

J. P. Taylor, this road's pres 
ent president, tells me old en 
gine No. 1, of my boyhood 
memories, was bought from the 
Baldwin Locomotive Works to 
1887 for about $8,000. Its mam- 
mouth smokestack for woodbunv 
ing, that I was so familiar with, 
went back about 1909, when the 
road changed over to coal. It 
continued in service until 1922, 
when old No. 1 was sold for 
$1,900 to the Atlantic Coast Lum 
ber Company at Georgetown. I'm 
sorry I didn't know that bade 
in the early years after that, 
for I often saw that old two- 
wheeler puffing through the low 
lands of Georgetown with long 
strings of cars loaded with logs. 
My, the work that old engine did 
in its time!

Others, like I. might wonder 
what became of that picturesque 
crew that held forth on this train, 
the life-blood of the Dutch Fork, 
for agjtong. 1 understand W. D,
(Baby) Graham passed away 
back In 1925. Mr. John McCain. 
the conductor, was elected Sheriff 
of Richland County In 1912 and 
left the service of the road. 
There he served for years, as a
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fearless officer. I don't know if 
he is still living or not, but hard 
ly. And Will ("Rabbit") Young, 
the porter, left the company for 
Florida in 1922 and I have no 
knowledge of him thereafter.

Of this crew, the conductor, 
Mr. John McCain, was the more 
dynamic and picturesque. He 
was a handsome man, with black 
hair and black mustache. And, I 
want to tell you, he ruled his 
train. 'Occasionally there would 
be a drunk on board coming from 
Columbia, where the dispensary 
was. If he showed it too much, 
Mr. John wouldn't let him get on. 
But occasionally the fire water 
would start working after they 
got on and the train had left. 
But that didn't daunt him. One 
of my most vivid recollections 
was one cold winter night coming 
out. Mr. John was taking up tic 
kets on the crowded car. A drunk 
got noisy about something and 
started out with loud vulgarity 
and cursing. Mr. John made 
quick work of him. He pulled the 
overhead cord to stop the train. 
He was much of a man, grabbed 
that fellow by the nape of the 
neck, hustled him to the door, 
cave him a resounding kick in 
me seat of his pants while the 
train was still moving a bit, and 
he landed in the briers by the 
roadside. Mr. John picked up a 
lantern, signaled the train ahead. 
and continued taking up his tic 
kets. (Evidently no thought of 
a damage suit then.)

HOURS HAD MEANING

WEB. THE HQURS 10,12, 4 and 
I 6 had meaning to us in the 
>tone Hills of the Dutch Fork 
when I was coming along. For 
^ach of them meant a train. We 
could hear them blow for White

Kock and would set the stopped 
dock by them, for they wer* 
seldom late. And old "Twelve" 
" as always our signal to drop 
the lines or hoe, unhitch the plow 
traces, and head for home, wher« 
dinner beckoned.

And it was old 'Twelve** and
Six" on Saturdays that brought

us our ice. the first and only of
that to come to the Stone HUls
ti the summertime. Tbe blodcj
ame in large burlap tacks with

^veral Inches of sawdust all
around them. In wool blanket*
we'd take a piece home that
spelled delights for Sunday.

It was old "Ten" that took our 
 Sickens, eggs, and firewood to 

 lumbia. At Chapin, the sta- 
: -on just above us, It often took 
a good many minutes just to load 
the crates of eggs and chickens- 
each day. for they were our legal 
tender and every store accepted 
them. Firewood was a

source of income in our area. It 
was cut four-feet long loaded in 
boxcars and shipped away for 
cooking and heating in Colum 
bia.

Now, folks I must leave my 
memories of our train back In 
that day it meant so much to us. 
I. for one, sort of hated to see 
the old steamer go. For It was 
such a figment in the imagination , .. 
of a country youth in a year that ,v 
is gone. And I often thought I'd 
seek a ride in one in later yean 
and describe it through the eyes 
of a country boy I was 30 years 
ago. And all of the local rail 
roads offered me such a ride 
along about the time they were 
changing over to the smooth, 
power-paced diesels. I mepjit 

, to take one of them up. But I 
tarried too long, and now most 
of the old side-wheelers are 
all gone. And maybe I won't 
get to indulge In this childhood 
fancy. But I might ride a great 
diesel and describe that to you, \ 
still, of course, through the eyes 
of a wide-eyed country boy.
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