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**    Engine Knights of the Gilded Name   ** 
What One Railroad Company Is Doing to Encourage the 

Man at the Throttle - 
Recent Disasters of the Rail Reveal That Without a Clear 

Brain in the Cab All 
Safety Devices Are as Naught 

 
    Hail the Knights of the Gilded Name! 
 
    Having reference to the aristocracy of the engine cab, 
established by the Erie Railway Company and producing such 
excellent results that other railroad companies are seriously 
considering the adoption of the system. The system is simple. 
Merely a matter of capitalizing the pride that every man has in 
his work. 
 
  With a view to increasing the efficiency of the men in its 
employ the company has organized a merit system which 
extends to the most humble wiper in its roundhouses. Under the 
system engine drivers may reach the state of perfection which 
entitles them to have their names gilded on their engine in 
glowing gold letters. Sixteen have already acquired that 
distinction. Second in importance is the Order of the Red Spot. 
This honor goes to men who keep their engines in effect 
condition and whose general records are good. It consists in 
putting the number on the front of the engine on a red plate. 
They miss the first honor because their length of service does 
not justify it, but every "Red Spotter," as he is called by his 



comrades, is looking forward to the time when his signature will 
adorn his cab. 
 
    The most interesting feature of both orders is that the 
members never know when they are going to be chosen. They 
put their engine to bed in the roundhouse some night, and the 
next day they come around and find their names on the cab or 
the coveted red plate under the headlight. 
 
    Those who have attained the highest honor in the system are 
as follows: - Harvey Springstead, John Wonderly, W.R. Martin, 
W.R. Benedict, Henry Whitney Smith, William Arthur Johnson, 
Calvin Voorhis, J.M. Dando, J.F. Bruner, Michael Fritz, W.R. 
Shade, W. S. Carpenter, T.C. Clark, J.A. Hammond, Samuel W. 
Evans and James J. Salley. More than a score of the knights of 
the cab are displaying the red spot on their engines.  
 

Reward of Faithful Service 
 

    Engine drivers have to prove their right to this honor by long 
and faithful service, a record free from serious accidents, using 
good judgment in tight places and by ability to keep their engine 
in perfect condition. As a result of the system officials of the 
road say their trains are on time and the enormous expense of 
repairing engines has been greatly reduced.  When an engine 
driver gets his name on the cab that engine becomes his personal 
property to all intents and purposes. He takes a personal pride in 
his engine and works early and law to keep it in first class 
condition. 
 
 



    The first man to have his name engraved on an Erie engine 
cab was Harvey Springstead, one of the most popular engine 
drivers on the entire system. He has been clutching the throttle 
for twenty-six years, a large share of that time having been spent 
on a short run out of Jersey City. He is known to a great many 
commuters, and when his engine, No. 970, made its appearance 
one day two years ago with the name "Harvey Springstead" 
emblazoned in gold letters on each side of the cab, it caused a 
big sensation all along the line. Residents of the Oranges, 
Arlington, Soho Park, Bloomfield, Glen Ridge, Montclair, Great 
Notch, Little Falls, Singac, Pompton and other places talked 
about the innovation for months. Commuters who patronize his 
train no longer refer to it by number. 
 
    "What train did you come in on this morning, Bill?" 
 
    " I was late getting in. I missed Harvey Springstead by an 
eyelash. I got to the station just as she pulled out." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



    Men and women stop to chat with Harvey and pass favorable 
comment on the spick and span appearance of his charge. As for 
the small boys, they regard him as a bigger man than President 
Taft. They gather at the stations along his run and gaze on him 
with the greatest reverence. When he waves a grimy hand at 
them they are supremely happy. 

 

 
 



    "The readiness with which the men fell in with the scheme 
surprised us," said one of the Erie officials. "We knew that the 
humblest railroad man takes a lot of pride in his work, but we 
had no idea the scheme would take hold so quickly. Why, the 
order was not more than a few weeks old when we began to 
notice the difference. The average of trains on time went up 
rapidly, there were fewer complaints from passengers and the 
equipment was in better shape. Engine drivers began polishing 
their engines until you could see yourself in any part of the big 
machines. Even the freight engine drivers caught the fever. 
There are some old freight engines on the line that have been 
polished and fixed up until they look like new ones. 
 

Order of the Red Spot 
 

      "Next to having his signature on the cab of his engine the 
engine driver strives to break into what we call 'The Order of the 
Red Spot.' This means having the number plate on the front end 
of the engine painted red. 
 
    "When you see an engine with a red plate you can rest assured 
it is in perfect condition. More than a score of engine drivers 
have been rewarded with this mark of merit. 
 
    "When an engine driver earns the right to have his name on 
the cab he becomes his own boss. The company feels that his 
pride of ownership will keep him from making mistakes. He is 
not questioned if he brings his train in late because we know he 
has used his best judgment. The signature tends to make the 
engine driver twice as cautious as ever. He knows that if he 
makes a serious mistake his name will bear the stigma forever." 



    The Erie's merit system is one of the ways that has been 
devised to encourage the engine driver to give the best that is in 
him. 
 
    Two recent railroad accidents, attended by great loss of life, 
have turned the spotlight on the engine driver and have served to 
emphasize his tremendous responsibilities. The eyes of railroad 
managers and the traveling public are on him. He is the one 
indispensable human link in the chain of mechanical 
contrivances that have been perfected to safeguard travel on the 
steel ribboned highways of the world. 
 
    Since the locomotive supplanted the horse for transportation 
purposes the responsibilities of the man at the throttle have not 
decreased. The invention of devices designed to relieve him of 
some of the mental worry of caring for the lives of passengers 
has dulled appreciation of his calling to a certain extent. Long 
periods between disastrous accidents have helped along this 
feeling of indifference toward the man in the cab, but it takes 
only one fatal wreck to bring the traveling public to the 
realization that his brain is the only thing that stands between it 
and almost certain death. 
 
    Until fatalities happen such as occurred on the Lackawanna 
Railroad or the small branch line in Pennsylvania a few weeks 
ago few of the thousands speeding across the country, day and 
night, ever give a thought to the man who holds their lives in the 
hollow of his hand. Little do they think of the fearful strain on 
the man up there in front, his hand on the lever, his eyes peering 
into the darkness to catch the signals that flash out of the inky 
blackness. One signal missed - there may be scores of them in 
the long one - and it is pure luck if a collision is avoided. 



    Mile after mile the engine driver reads his track with the aid 
of the powerful headlight. Behind him hundreds of passengers 
are deep in slumber. No matter  how weary he may be he dare 
not close his eyes for the briefest space. One blink might send 
the train and its precious burden to destruction. Woodland, 
hamlets, villages, towns, cities and states go by in a speed 
blinding moving picture. Dawn finds him still gripping the lever. 
The train rolls into the station, the long journey ended in safety. 
Passenger disembark and hurry away with never a thought for 
the grimy figure that has stepped down from the cab and is 
examining the engine. He doesn't look in their direction because 
he is not looking for praise. It is all in a day's work for him. 
 

Admired by All 
 

    The most remarkable part of this indifference is that 
everybody loves the engine driver and his engine. No class of 
men have more admirers than engine drivers. There is something 
about the calling that appeals irresistibly to the imagination. No 
mechanical device has as many human qualities as a locomotive. 
Admiration for the engine driver and his engine is one of the 
things that attach themselves to us in childhood and refuses to be 
shaken off. Most boys start out wanting to be engine drivers and 
never get over the desire. 
 
    The perfecting of the signal system and other inventions have 
removed many of the hazards which gave a thrill to his life, but 
all mechanical contrivances are useless when the man in the cab 
makes a mistake. How to minimize the chances of his making 
that mistake is the problem which has claimed the attention of 
the most inventive minds in the world. It is the big problem in 



safe railroading that has not been solved. These inventors have 
even thought of a contrivance that might supplant the human 
mind in the cab, but they abandoned that line of thought. 
Inventors will continue to revolutionize railroading in every 
department, but when their safety contrivances shall have 
reached the very highest state of perfection the lives of the 
traveling public will still be in the keeping of knights of the 
gilded name. 
 
    Right along this track of thought was the statement given out 
by George A. Cullen, general traffic manager of the 
Lackawanna Railroad, the day after the recent collision near 
Elmira, N.Y., which cost forty-one lives and sent threescore 
injured to the hospital. He said: 
 
    "No matter how perfect the mechanical department of a 
railroad and how strict are the rules and regulations given the 
men, it is impossible to get away fem the fact that we have 
always to depend on the brain of one man - the man in the cab. 
 
    "Railroad men have studied this problem for years, and 
always, always, we come to the same question - Is there any 
other means than human agency that will protect perfectly the 
lives of those entrusted in our cars? No, there has got to be the 
human mind - the man. The mechanical contrivances in 
themselves are perfect, but without the cooperation of the man 
they are useless." 
 
    The first thing that suggests itself to the outsider is that the 
chances of accident would be minimized with two drivers in the 
cab. Railroad experts have discussed this suggestion from every 



angle and have decided it would be impractical. The chief 
objection is that it would encourage conversation between the 
two men. One man on the job is able to keep his mind on his 
work. Engine drivers ride hundreds of miles without exchanging 
more than a few words with their firemen. There is very little 
loose talk in the engine cab. 
 
    Realizing that the bulk of responsibility will always have to 
rest on human agency, the railroad companies bend their efforts 
toward getting the best men in service for their passenger trains. 
These drivers have to undergo mental and physical tests as well 
as eye tests, at frequent intervals. Division superintendents 
endeavor to arrange their runs so that they will be as 
comfortable as possible. Everything is done to smooth their way, 
as the company realizes that their reliability is its best asset. Of 
such as these are the Knights of the Gilded Name and the Order 
of the Red Spot. 


