RESTORING THE PENNSY

Part 1

Chapter 1

Does Anyone Know a Good Lawyer?
My wife is going to kill me, and quite frankly, I don’t blame her. It’s Sunday morning, it’s 90 degrees out, and we’re attempting to move a model railroad that is supposed to be portable. It really isn’t.

It’s heavy, even for me, so I can only imagine what it must be like for her. To make matters worse, the effects of alcohol dehydration are beginning to kick in from the wedding we attended the night before. My herniated disc, and the remnants of my dislocated shoulder are wreaking havoc with the rest of my out of shape body.

My angelic wife grunts and strains and curses me so the whole neighborhood can hear her. I curse Dave Frary.

The HO scale Pennsy Middle Division Layout was built by Frary in six sections so it could be moved easily by two adults. I read that in the January 1993 issue of Model Railroader magazine, but here I am trying to move it, and I’m taking exception to the article.

Each section weighs at least 100 pounds, and none of the sections have handles, or anything else for that matter to grab onto. The razor-sharp tips of screws stick out of the layout frame, and the fascia board extends to allow for no real place to grip the pine underneath.

Chapter 2

Ten Pounds of #$%* In a Five Pound Bag

Jimmy Deignan may have lost a leg, but he didn’t lose his sense of humor. “Just throw a section on my back, and I’ll drive it down the hill,” he said from his wheelchair perched at the top of a steep hill above street level.

The Pennsy is Jimmy’s layout. He bought it from a guy in Florida who tried to sell it on E-Bay in 2000, but the high-bidder welched. Jimmy has the next highest bid, and makes a deal with the owner who agrees to meet him in North Carolina with a U-Haul trailer, and the Pennsy. Jimmy and his wife Jacynta, exchange cash for the contents of the U-Haul, and drive back to Massachusetts in a violent December rainstorm.

Jimmy has plans to restore the layout and place it in a custom built room above a newly built garage, but a motorcycle accident puts an end to that. His new house has a large walkout basement that allows easy access for him, and room for his railroad empire.

That walkout door is the only thing that made the move even remotely bearable. Jacynta jumped in and helped us carry out the six sections. She is a tiny lady with incredible strength. My wife is no slouch either. I try to con one of my nephews into helping, but over the years, they have all gotten wise to my pleas for help. I have made them move so many heavy, over-sized items, that now, they vanish like a fart in the wind when I ask.

Jimmy informs me the night before that he has rented a U-Haul trailer like the one he brought the layout from North Carolina in. He also has a wheelchair van, and I borrow my Father-in-Law’s full sized SUV. As it turns out, it almost isn’t enough.

We gingerly wrestle each section onto a two-wheel hand truck, and with a lady on each side to balance the load, I carefully move the truck down the steep, paved walkway. If I slip, the layout, the hand truck and I will go flying. We manage to get all six sections to the bottom of the hill, but it takes a full hour in the hot sun to do so.

We load four sections into the U-Haul; one laying flat, the other three on their sides. I’m not very happy with this configuration, as I don’t want to create additional damage to the sections. There’s no other way to do it though, and I am only able to close the door about three quarters of the way. A bungee cord will have to carry the responsibility of holding the door down, and the contents in, during our 30-mile ride to my house.

We attempt to put the fifth section in the back of the van. We can’t figure out how to get the back seat to fold down. There are no handles, latches, releases, or indications how to accomplish this. Jacynta pushes, pulls and tugs on it for about 10 minutes. Finally out of frustration, she leans on the backrest while sitting on the seat. It easily folds back, and lays flat. We slide the section on top of the seat.

With just one section left, and a GMC truck to put it in, the future looks bright. Except, we have the same problem that we had with the van. We can’t get the damned seats to fold down. Again, there are no handles, latches or instructions. Heaven forbid the owner’s manual would be in the glove compartment. We find some cables under the seat that lead to an invisible lever somewhere, but we can’t find it. It’s about 110-degrees in the truck, and I’m out of patience. Fortunately, the sixth section is fairly flat. We decide to place it on top of the back seats, and balance it with some storage crates underneath. As long as I don’t have to stop quickly, my wife and I will make it back home safely.

Jimmy and Jacynta pile into the van that’s pulling the U-Haul, and my wife and I take off in the SUV. I call my niece and tell her to send her husband to my house to meet us. Offloading the layout is easy…no hills to navigate, just a 10 foot walk from the driveway to the garage. We lower the legs on the sections, and place them in the proper order. The layout takes up one whole side of my two-bay garage. It will be here for the next six months.

Chapter Three

Be Careful What You Wish For

How does this layout end up in MY garage? Well we have a gentleman by the name of John Bagley to thank for that.

John is a member of the internet-based Railroad Line Forum, a group of modelers that share ideas and techniques as well as their love for the hobby over the Internet. John has known Jimmy for years and is aware of his motorcycle accident. When John finds out that Jimmy is looking to make contact with a local modeler, he sends me an e-mail.

I contact Jimmy, and after a few e-mails, arrangements are made to send me South River Modelworks’ Martin Machine Co. to build for him. I deliver the diorama three weeks later, and spend some time looking at Jimmy’s collection of famous layouts. Alongside the Pennsy is the N-scale Clinchfield layout that Gordon Odegard built for Model Railroader in 1977 and 78. In my mind, it’s the first quality layout built in N-scale, and perhaps the only quality layout. It is nicely preserved…unlike the Pennsy.

We spend some time talking about his plans for these layouts. He wants to restore and keep the Pennsy, and sell the Clinchfield. He mentions that he has talked to Dave Frary, the builder of the Pennsy about restoration, but Frary expresses little interest.

Martin is followed by South River’s Whitney & Bent. Jimmy likes my work, and has custom glass cases made for each diorama so he can display them in his living room. Rugg Manufacturing follows Whitney & Bent. It’s quite clear that Jimmy has a fetish for wooden mills.

After delivering Whitney & Bent, I ask him if he had sold the Clinchfield yet. He hasn’t. I ask him if he would be willing to trade the layout for some more dioramas. He says he definitely would. Hmmm….

My head is spinning as I drive home. What on earth will I do with the layout? I’m not an N-scaler, and the layout measures 6’ x 13’. I can put it in my office, and watch the trains run. But most importantly, I feel a desire to make sure this piece of model railroading history is preserved, so that other can enjoy it. My mind is made up.

I arrive home to find an e-mail from Jimmy. “Would you be willing to restore the Pennsy in trade for the Clinchfield?” he asks. Done deal.

Part Two

Chapter Four

So, You Want To Be An Author?

When Jimmy asks me if I am interested in restoring the Pennsy for him, I realize that Model Railroader Magazine will probably be interested in an article, or perhaps even a series. After all, it was MR that commissioned Dave Frary to build the Pennsy for a series of articles beginning in the January 1993 issue, and culminating that September.

The Pennsy is one of the finest project layouts MR has ever done. Frary, the hobby’s best selling author of all time, did an incredible job of executing the late Gordon Odegard’s design. Frary’s long-time friend and associate Bob Hayden built the trackwork. The layout does a great job of capturing the feel of central Pennsylvania.

When Frary was done, the layout traveled the country with the Greenberg Shows. Several thousand people got the chance to admire Dave’s craftsmanship.

So with this in mind, I speak with Lou Sassi. Lou is a prolific author and contract photographer for MR. He has written three books, and photographed many layouts that have appeared in the magazine. He is also a top-notch model railroader. I tell him about the project, the fact that the layout has to be wheelchair accessible, the circumstances surrounding its acquisition, and the proposed new peninsula. He’s excited, and we talk about the different stories that can be written. He agrees to contact MR Editor Terry Thompson, and present the project. I’m excited at the prospect of Lou doing the photography. Despite my background as a professional photographer, I lack the expertise in model railroad photography that he has.

Lou calls me back the next day to tell me that he has spoken to Thompson who has confirmed that the magazine is indeed interested. That’s the good news. The bad news is that Thompson doesn’t want Lou involved. Evidently, contract photographers are paid a lot more than regular contributors. Thompson feels that the only angle to this story is the restoration…in other words, a “how to” article. He doesn’t want to pay extra for something that is a “secondary story”.

Lou suggests that I call Thompson to introduce myself, and make sure he and I are on the same page. I want to make sure I am not wasting my time by providing the magazine with material it doesn’t want. I also want to give Thompson an opportunity to ask me any questions he might have concerning my abilities as a modeler, writer and photographer. I also want to try to lobby to get my friend Lou back in the project.

After two messages on his voice mail over two days, I finally get a call back. “Mr. Mason, this is Terry Thompson at Model Railroader Magazine.” As it turns out, this would be the longest sentence I will extract from him during our five minute, mostly one-sided conversation.

I explain why I want to talk with him, and he explains briefly the he sees little interest in the wheelchair issue, and the magazine cover is reserved for full-length layout features. He wants me to write a “how to” article on the restoration…plain and simple. He reiterates that he doesn’t want Lou involved, and we both agree that sending Lou to photograph the layout once it’s done is a waste of time.

I hang up the phone and realize that my conversation with Thompson is symptomatic of the demise of a once-fine publication. Instead of writing something different and unique, I am offered an opportunity to write another “how to” article. Geez!

Chapter Five

Scottie Gets Help

I can build a model railroad, I just can’t wire one. But I know someone who can. Dick Elwell has been a model railroader for 50 years. He has forgotten more than I’ll ever know. He is a kind and wise individual who has helped many people, and made many friends in the hobby. His layout, the Hoosac Valley Lines is one of the finest model railroads in the country.

He is instrumental in the design and construction of my layout, and despite living about 130 miles from me, comes over when I need him. He is a true gentleman and a true friend…really a surrogate father, and the first person I need to convince to help me.

I tell him about the project, and he listens intently like he always does. His questions are thorough and well thought out. I tell him that I need to add a DCC system to the layout. He agrees. I ask him to wire it for me. He agrees again. I tell him we have to add switch machines to the turnouts, and the signals need to be reconnected. He doesn’t blink. That night before I close my eyes, I thank God for Dick.

Jim Corcoran is the kind of friend that everyone wishes they had. He will do anything to help…sometimes going out of his way if he has to. Like Dick, he is patient and kind, unless you get him on the golf course. He is a three handicap who plays to win. He and Dick take great pride in whooping my ass on the links.

Jim is also a very fine model railroader. He is extremely meticulous, and sweats the details. He does the things that no one else wants to take the time to do. His expertise is track, ballast and trackside details. It should be though. He has been a top-flight locomotive engineer for 35 years, and literally spends his days looking at these details.

He stops by to look at the layout in the garage, and immediately gets excited. “You really ought to think about what you’re going to do around this coal mine,” he says. “What do you mean ‘you’,” I reply. “If you have ideas, and you want to get involved, you’re in,” I say. “Okay, I’m in.” Two down, and one to go.

Rich Josselyn might not be so easy to convince.

Rich is another fantastic modeler who is a savant with a digital camera. He photographed George Sellios’s layout for a series in Mainline Modeler Magazine last year, and his work was very well done. He captured views of the Franklin & South Manchester that haven’t been photographed before.

Rich tends to fly under the radar, and is not widely known beyond some of the internet-based railroad forums that he contributes to. He is Sellios’s right-hand man, and is responsible for the performance of George’s locomotives and rolling stock, but he is also a very good structure builder.

He built an MDC Climax locomotive for me that is a showpiece. The detail is incredible, and it runs like a Swiss watch. I need him and his camera, but he lives an hour away, and commutes to Boston each day for work. Getting him to my house on a regular basis to shoot pictures won’t be easy.

He agrees on the basis that we can modify the schedule to allow us to photograph several segments on each of his visits. That means I need to do my homework up front in order to be ready for him, but I know the results will be worth it. Because he is not a contract photographer, he will get paid the same amount I would have, if I took the photos, so MR can’t object to that. Rich hopes that his exposure in MR will make his name more familiar to hobbyists. He will be doing all the photography for Sellios’s next book.

Part Three

Chapter Six

An Earthquake Hits Central Pennsylvania

I send an e-mail to Frary, thanking him for making the Pennsy “portable”. His reply provides a lot of insight and answers a lot of questions.

As it turns out, the Pennsy is not built to be a portable layout. Well into the construction, Frary receives a call from MR. They have just bought the Greenberg Shows, and want the Pennsy to travel around the country on display along with the Clinchfield. They also want Frary to accompany both layouts.

Dave has to modify the layout in order to accommodate MR and Greenberg. The result is a layout that breaks into six sections.

It doesn’t take long for the damage to mount. “They (Greenberg) didn’t want the layout because it meant they had to employ another person to baby-sit it,” he said. “After the second show they lost the legs I made for it, and were setting the thing up on folding tables.

After a few shows, buildings were missing, scenery got damaged, and people were picking trees off it to put on their own layouts. It was nearly ruined. The Greenberg folks asked me to provide a quote to fix it, but didn’t like the number I gave them,” he said. “They asked some members of a club in Maryland to work on it. They didn’t do a very good job. After that I lost track of it, until Jimmy called me to tell me he had bought it.”

The damage is extensive. Large portions of scenery are damaged. Frary uses plaster-impregnated gauze for the hardshell, and it tears away from the fascia board under the stress of being moved. “I never would have built it that way, if I knew it was going to travel like that,” he said. “I tried to hot-glue it back together, but it was never the same.”

Perhaps in an attempt to facilitate a repair, someone decides to replace some of the Walther’s code 83 turnouts with Atlas code 100 turnouts. They also replace the Walther’s 30-degree crossing with an Atlas. Ballast is damaged and removed. Flex track is casually nailed down on the cork roadbed. Rockwork is destroyed. The entire layout is covered in a thick coat of dust.

Dave uses Foam Core to build the roads, but the moisture over the years takes its toll, and the Foam Core begins to delaminate, and deteriorate. All the tunnel portals crack from movement, and many of the tunnel linings break, or are missing. Preiser figures lay on their sides, having died from the devastation that befalls the Pennsylvania hills.

Chapter Seven

Send in the National Guard

Saturday June 11, 2005

Rich Josselyn pulls into my driveway at 9:00 a.m. He’s driving a yellow 1971 Dodge Dart with a daisy painted on each of the doors and a peace sign painted on the roof. The front bumper has a yellow smiley-face, have a nice day guy bumper sticker on it.

Rich jumps out. He’s wearing a pair of brown bell-bottom slacks with pink polka dots. His shirt is brown and silk and unbuttoned to his naval. He has several large gold chains around his neck. 

From the passenger side exits his Asian boy-toy assistant, Stephen (spelled with a “ph”). Stephen grabs Richs’ equipment (camera equipment you sickos!), and joins him in the garage.

Okay, okay, I’m only kidding. Except for the part about Rich showing up at 9:00. It’s another hot day in the Boston area, and my garage is already steamy. Rich turns on a pair of 500-watt floodlights, and the temperature goes up more.

He surveys the damage, and decides on a starting point. With his camera on a tripod, he meticulously and slowly moves counter clockwise around the layout. He photographs all the damage over the course of the next three hours, pointing out some areas I may have missed in my survey, but he can see through his camera lens.

We talk about the fine job Dave Frary did, and shoot the breeze about Yahoo Group members and Forum members, and modeling in general. At this time, the hardest thing I have to do is sit back and watch. That ends after lunch though.

We break to go to the sub shop in the Vette. We grab a couple of subs, and head back to the house to eat. Thankfully it’s cooler in the house than in the garage.

After lunch, the “how to” shots begin…Scottie vacuuming the layout…Scottie dusting the layout…Scottie fixing a tunnel portal…Scottie ripping out some damaged scenery. Working under those lights is tough. I know why Rich is sweating.

We wrap up around 4:00. Seven hours of photography gets us a good start on the article, but I have a long way to go before I can say I have a good start on the project. A solid week of dusting and vacuuming awaits me, then some decision about the trackwork.

Chapter Eight

Fish or Cut Bait

Monday June 13, 2005

The track has to go. There’s no two ways about it. So does the fascia board for that matter. This project is quickly becoming quicksand.  It reminds me of when we build the addition on the house two years ago. As soon as we peel away the old siding, we see more damage then we ever imagine. So it is with the Pennsy.

In the MR series, Bob Hayden claims to make “bullet-proof track”. Well, it may be bullet-proof, but it isn’t idiot-proof. Too bad because it’s idiots, not bullets that have wrecked it.

This is a note to the person or persons responsible for replacing Walther’s code 83 turnouts with Atlas Custom Line code 100 turnouts…you are an idiot! You did no one a favor, and I don’t like you.

I feel better now.

Anyway, the majority of the track is in pretty good shape, but it doesn’t matter. There are other issues to consider, the biggest of which is the need for track on a layout that is owned by someone in a wheelchair to be both bullet-proof, and idiot proof. The Walther’s turnouts that are on the layout are the old style, and not the new DCC friendly version with the insulated frogs, etc… Upon conferring with my fellow team members, we decide that it will be better to scrap the track, put in DCC friendly turnouts, and reduce the risk of stalls, short circuits, etc…

That’s reason number one. Reason two has to do with the ballast, or in some cases, lack of ballast. Dave uses ballast by a company called Timber Products on the Pennsy. There are 150 manufacturers of ballast, most we have heard of, but he chooses Timber Products. They are no longer in business. This ballast has a very unique look to it…similar to Campbell ballast, which is also no longer available.

So, because some chucklehead (probably the guy who used the Atlas track) ripped up some flex track, and scraped off the ballast underneath, then replaced the flex track without replacing the ballast, I have to spend a day in a 100+ degree garage removing track and scraping off ballast.

Dave doesn’t skimp on the matte medium that holds the ballast in place, and I have to constantly remind myself to b careful not to damage the cork roadbed under the ballast. I definitely don’t want to replace that. A combination of the high humidity and the matte medium make the removal a tedious chore, and I spend about five hours with a 1 ½” wood chisel in one hand, and a shop vac in the other before I’m happy with the results. The good news is that there really isn’t much track on this layout, and replacing it should go quickly. The DCC friendly turnouts will save a lot of time. No gaps have to be cut, and no feeder wires have to be installed.

The fascia board is also on borrowed time. Initially I hope to just repaint it, but upon further review, there are sections that are damaged beyond repair. The best thing to do is rip it all off, trace the contours onto new fascia board and go from there. Masonite makes great fascia board, as long as you leave it alone once it’s in place. If you bang it, put too much weight on it or against it, or expose it to too many changes in temperature and humidity, it will begin to break down, and I have samples to prove it.

Wherever the sections end, the edges of the fascia board have been damaged. I suspect this is due to the pieces being set on edge when they are installed and lugged around the country with the Greenberg folks. We plan to drill holes in his stuff for the switch machine toggles, and this will only weaken it further. So we add one more thing to the list.

I ask Jimmy’s permission to change the color of the fascia. Right now it is a rather bright green. I suggest either black, or Brunswick Green (almost black) in keeping with the Pennsy scheme. Jimmy chooses black. This will make the ground color stand out better. I won’t remove the fascia until after the track has been replaced.

Chapter Nine

“Is it Scottie or Scotty?”

Bob Leonard is one of my best friends, and the most knowledgeable person I know with regards to all things brass. He is also the Chief of the Prototype Police. He is a fantastic consultant, but he is no diplomat.

His “handle” on the Railroad Line Forum is RWL, and his mission is to pat me on the back if I’ve done something right, or slap me on the ass, if I haven’t. For the record, he doesn’t like rows of nail holes on structures.

Bob and I meet when we’re both members of a Boston area model railroad club in the early 1990’s. I am immediately impressed with his knowledge, his candor, and his outward lack of patience for those that either do no work, or don’t put forth their best efforts.

We team up with another friend who is building a very large home layout, and the three of us crank out a large volume of work in a short amount of time. Our ability to work together despite differing viewpoints, and an occasional heated debate, is a testament to our friendship, and our focus to get the job done. 

Bob has since moved to Ft. Lauderdale, and our friend has become a sand flea in Las Vegas. Despite the distance, Bob is always there to help.

I call him Sunday night because he has something I want. Besides a substantial brass collection, Bob also likes to read. He has a library full of railroad-related books including several volumes on the Pennsy. But I decide to play it cool.

“Do you have any books on the Pennsy Middle Division,” I ask. “Anything in color?” I know he does, because I saw them when I was there last fall. “I’ll send you what I have,” he says. Bob comes through once again. Even though I am really just copying Dave’s work, I want to see for myself what the Middle Division looks like. And just like that, Bob saves me a lot of research.

He is unaware of this diary, and I know that making him aware makes me vulnerable to his rebukes. Such is the case yesterday when he takes me to task for using “Scottie” instead of “Scotty”. 

Folks, for the record, I don’t know how it should be spelled, and I really don’t care. About four people in the whole world have ever called me by that name. Even when I was little I was always called “Scott” If you see me use any other version, you know it’s an attempt at sarcasm, but as always Bob, thanks for the help (another attempt at sarcasm).

Chapter 10

There’s a Paint Stirrer in the Benchwork

Wednesday June 15, 2005

There’s a paint stirrer in the benchwork folks. I kid you not. A used paint stirrer at that! Someone, maybe Dave, but I find that a little hard to believe, used a paint stirrer covered with dried white paint to act as a support for two pieces of fascia board that butt against each other. I thought I’ve seen it all after 30 years in this hobby. I guess I haven’t. Whoever put it there probably doesn’t think anyone will ever see it…a gross miscalculation on their part.

Jim Corcoran arrives about 10:45 a.m. and goes right to work on the coal mine area. Using a dental pick, he scrapes all the ballast from between the ties. The track in the coal mine area will not be replaced, as it will be too hard to re-lay track under the mine structure. We will however, be replacing the three-way switch at the throat of the mine.

Once he’s got the ballast out and the area clean of debris, he takes out a box with coal in it. No, not the stuff you buy from the local hobby shop. This stuff is real coal that he picks up off the tracks…the real tracks. He has crushed it to various sizes, and begins to spread it around the mine area. “Coal mines were messy places,” he says. “Coal gets dropped all over the ground. Hoppers spill coal all over the place.” When he’s done, the area looks much better.

I continue to dust and vacuum and sneeze. I’m getting pretty good at this. When I’m done, I might get a job as a maid. My wife has begun calling me Alice. All the cleaning is beginning to pay off though. The scenery looks much more vibrant. Greens, and yellows and reds replace the dull gray cast. The water shines once more.

I move on to the coal mine where a few of the Campbell corrugated metal panels have loosened and fallen off. This is a delicate area. I don’t want to rebuild the mine. I get out my trusty all-purpose, super-dee-duper canopy glue, and glue the roof back in place, and the panels on the walls.

One of the goals of this project is to hide the seams between the six sections. Originally I am planning to do this at Jimmy’s house after the layout is returned, but it will be much easier to do here. I send Jimmy an e-mail suggesting the use of a professional mover to bring the layout back. They have bigger trucks and bigger people to move heavy items.  If we use a pro, I can turn the six sections into two, and work on the seams while I have the layout. He agrees that we should get a quote. Another problem solved!

Finally, before calling it a day, I take a foam brush and wash all the roofs on all the structures with soapy water. What a difference! The dust I don’t remove with a soft brush and vacuum, washes away. The buildings look much better.

Jimmy is coming over on Friday to check out the progress, and bring me some items that I forgot to take last week. I hope the track arrives by then. I’m anxious to get the track and ballast back in place. Once that’s done, I’ll attack the fascia board. I won’t be using any paint stirrers though.

Chapter 11

The Boss Pays a Visit

Friday June 17, 2005
Beware of Greeks bearing gifts…

I don’t think Jimmy Deignan is Greek, but he certainly is bearing gifts when he rolls into my driveway at 6:15 on Friday evening. He and Jacynta bring about 10 cases of scenery material…trees, ground foam, rocks, castings, poly-fiber, you name it, and it’s in the boxes.

The purpose of his visit is three-fold. He wants to see what I’ve accomplished because he is a goal-oriented taskmaster, who sets impossible quotas with impossible timelines. Okay, that’s not entirely true. 

I want to show him two areas on the layout that require discussion. One area is just in front of the little yard. There was a coal company building there that got destroyed in the move.  I can’t fix it, and I want Jimmy to start thinking about what he wants to replace it.

The second area is a little more complicated. Dave’s FoamCore has sagged in one area of the town, so that one section of the road is about ¼” higher then the other. This seam runs right down the middle of the street. My suggestion is to remove one building that’s in the way, and use lightweight joint compound to level off the surface. I feel the need to discuss this with Jimmy because he has asked me to keep as much of the original Pennsy as possible.

Jim Corcoran stops by on his way home, and meets Jimmy for the first time. Jim explains what he has done around the coalmine, and gets agreement from the boss for the remainder of the coal branch area.

Monday June 20, 2005

The guy in the brown truck brings me a present from Caboose Hobbies. The track Jimmy ordered last Monday finally shows up. There are two pieces that are backordered…the 30-degree crossing, and a number five right hand turnout. The good news is that these two pieces go in the same area, so I can work around them for now. The bad news is that anything on backorder from Walther’s can take a long time to arrive.

Although I’m replacing Walther’s turnouts with Walther’s turnouts, it becomes apparent quickly that the original turnouts have the excess track on either side of the frog removed.  This was probably done to match Gordon Odegard’s trackplan. More than likely, he used NMRA templates for the turnouts, and these don’t take into consideration the additional track that the manufacturers build into their turnouts.

The problem I have is that I can’t cut the turnouts because they are the new DCC friendly version, and have metal bars soldered after the frogs to act as jumpers. These turnouts work very well, but they are somewhat fragile. If I try to cut them, I run the risk of breaking the solder joint. If I do that, I’ll really have a problem on my hands. So the only solution is to modify the placement of the turnouts slightly in order to compensate for the additional length. It’s takes a little time, but works out in the end.

It takes me the better part of the next 10 days to put the track back in place. There are still some areas I can’t put down yet because I don’t have the pieces. I hope the brown truck shows up soon.

For the first time in several years, a train rolls across the tracks. I’m able to hook up a DC powerpack and run a locomotive across several sections. The track is pretty dirty, but I’ll wait to the end before giving it a thorough cleaning. I have learned the hard way from building my own layout, that its better to test your track as you proceed, then to wait until the end…especially if you’re using the Walther’s turnouts.

Chapter 12

Rich, Round Two

Saturday June 25, 2005

Rich Josselyn arrives at my house at 8:15 Saturday morning. It is supposed to be a brutally hot day, and he wants to get out of my garage before he liquidates like the last time. I have a mop and pail standing by just in case.

Digital photography has many benefits over traditional film photography, but there are some disadvantages as well. The learning curve with a digital camera is substantially longer than with a film camera, and if your settings aren’t exact, you can’t compensate for it in the darkroom.  Software such as Photoshop can fix errors, but that can be a lengthy process too.

Knowing this, it’s understandable why Rich spends so much time fussing with the lights before he shoots. He doesn’t wan to have to do a re-shoot if he can help it.

Today, we’re wrapping up the remainder of the how-to shots (probably). We spend some time painting track, ballasting, and applying ground foam. We wrap things up at about 11:45, and Rich heads home without losing a gallon of water.

Dave Frary uses Floquil Rail Brown in the spray can to paint the track. I am not so sure it’s made anymore, but the hobby shop guy says he can get it, so I order six cans. There are sections of original track still on the layout, and I want to match the color with that of the new track. Normally, I use Modelmaster Light Earth for my track. 

I spray the Rail Brown, but as it dries, I realize it doesn’t match Dave’s Rail Brown. In fact, it looks just like Floquil’s Roof Brown, a much darker color. This paint looks better on the track, but the goal was to match the color. Rich informs me that when Testors bought Floquil several years ago, it changed the pigments of several paints, and according to George Sellios, Rail Brown was one of them. Thanks Testors…you bastards!

I think I’ve found a relatively close alternative for the Timber Products ballast that is also no longer available…Woodland Scenics mixed gray is pretty close, and with weathering might be indistinguishable. I’ve got my fingers crossed.

By the way, and this is no lie, Rich wore a headband Saturday. He looked like former Los Angeles Laker Kurt Rambis. The late Johnny Most, former radio voice of the Boston Celtics, used to refer to Rambis as McFilthy. Rambis’s teammate Mitch Kupchak was known as McNasty. I may have a new nickname for my friend Mr. Josselyn.

Chapter 13

Man, am I in the Wrong Business!
Monday, June 27, 2005

Jimmy is starting the build-out of his basement soon, and I want to get the Clinchfield layout out of there, so it isn’t in the way, and it isn’t damaged. This time though, I’m going to be prepared. I head down to the local U-Haul-It store to rent a truck big enough to carry the whole thing.

What a bargain, just $29.95 for the truck…except it isn’t really $29.95 despite a big sign on the side of it saying it’s $29.95.The thug behind the counter shoves a piece of paper in front of me to sign. Next to “estimated total charge” it says $74.95. For a minute I figure I must be getting an 18-wheeler, and I tell him that the truck I want costs $29.95.

He tells me that this is the truck, and the added charge is for mileage. Mileage? What’s the $29.95 for then? Well, it turns out that that is just the price to rent the truck. If you actually want to drive it, it costs more…a lot more.

The charitable people at U-Haul-It, never ones to gouge or take advantage, charge $0.89 per mile. That’s right folks, $0.89 per mile. Add that to the diesel fuel you have to replace, and you’ve got a true bargain on your hands. The good news is that it’s only a 104-mile roundtrip to Jimmy’s house.

My brother-in-law (unsuspecting idiot) and I arrive at Jimmy’s house and get to meet RichBeau from this forum. Rich has stopped by to pick up some kits from Jimmy. After Rich leaves, we head to the basement. The Clinchfield is in four pieces, and much lighter than the Pennsy.

After undoing the c-clamps that hold the sections together, we carry the layout to the truck and head home. Jimmy decides he’d like Fox Run Milling to take the place of the destroyed coal company, so I take along a completed structure.

We get the layout home without incident and I return the truck to the good people at U-Haul-It. The punk behind the counter who has taken over for the thug that was working earlier asks me if everything was ok. I told him the air conditioner didn’t work. “Oh yeah, it never works in those trucks,” he says. “Why should it?” I ask him. The total comes to $129.00. Not bad! I crawl out of the store, wounded, but not dead yet.

Coming Soon

Chapter 14

A Track Plan for the New Peninsula?
