
NARRATIVE HISTORY OF UNION COUNTY, s

tors and then contracted for 1600 tons of "superior American TrajJ
weighing 50 pounds to the yard . . , [which] will complete the tra^'
to the town of Union.'*^^ The T-rail was the latest and best design
and is the type still used today, although the weight per yard ha^
increased.

To galvanize the demoralized construction crews into action
Young drove down to Shelton's Ferry—just above the railhead at
Lyle's Ford—after his election as president. He reached Shelton
just after sundown.

There was no ferry man to put me across, but soon a boat
man came across the river in a little canoe. I ordered my
driver to carry my buggy to Dr. Simms at Simmsville and I
hired the canoe man to push me across the river.

I tramped through the snow four inches deep, to the
place now called Shelton. There was not a solitary person to
be seen, nor a spark of fire. Being nearly frozen, I took my
valise and marched down the graded track to Lyles Ford,
four miles distant. I had several falls off the embankment,
getting my clothing filled with snow. I was almost frozen and
could scarcely walk when I met a Negro, and after consider
able parley secured his consent to carry my valise.

When I got to Lyles Ford there was only one light to be
seen on the hill. I went up the hill to the light and knocked at
the door and ascertained that this shanty was occupied by
Mrs. Gay, the wife of an engineer. Shortly after being ad
mitted to the house and while I was drying and thawing Mr.
Gay made his appearance. I ascertained that he was running
an engine over the five miles of track laid; that the train had
run off, and that he had walked to Lyles Ford, about 16
miles. After rehearsing our misfortunes we were soon on
good terms. We then went to bed, his family occupying one
comer of the room, and I, a pallet on a mattress two feet
shorter than myself in the opposite comer. The wind was
blowing from the north pole through the cracks, and I sup
pose I turned over one hundred times during the night to
keep from freezing.

The next morning after an early breakfast, I walked on
down the track to the scene of the mn off with Mr. Gay and
some Negro hands, I had hired at Lyles Ford. The engine
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