A Lesson From Being Stranded
Growing up in Butler, Pennsylvania, where
PullmanStandard Company manufactured
railroad cars for over 80 years, I was always
fascinated with trains. One of my enduring
interests is discovering old train stations,
including the longstanding stations that have
been converted into something else as a
result of air and motor traffic making them
inessential. One of my favorite longstanding
stations is the Grand Concourse in
Pittsburgh. While most of passenger trains
have stopped running, when you step inside
the Grand Concourse restaurant it can still
transport you back to the Golden Age of
Railroads.
My grandfather told stories about this seven
story brick and terracotta structure known as the Grand Concourse that was the crown jewel of the
Pittsburgh and Lake Erie Railroad. At one time, it served as the depot for 76 passenger trains per day.
Large or small, I learned to love trains and train stations from the men and women of my youth. If we can
remember back far enough, whether parents, grandparents or even greatgrandparents, aunts, uncles or
friends, nearly all of us had someone in our families who was connected with the railroads that crisscrossed
our great nation.
To test my theory about this connectedness, I recently asked some acquaintances if they knew of anyone in
their families who worked in any capacity for the railroads. They recalled an amazing entanglement of
relatives and friends who dispatched trains, made railroad sleeper car seats, sold meat and produce to the
railroads, worked as railroad paymasters, worked as conductors and the like. On their days off, the men and
women loved to watch the freight trains as they passed. In Pittsburgh, people would observe the trains that
transported the tons of Pittsburghforged steel that ended up all across the world.
The men and women I knew who worked in those jobs passed along their love and their passion about

travel. This love included an appreciation for the old, majestic stations.
Those of us who rush through modern day airports don't have such awareness. Modern airports pretty much
look alike; they are allfunction. Modern travel is all about getting there and not about the experience of
travel itself. With the exception of a few local touches, Charlotte Douglas International Airport pretty much
looks like Phoenix Sky Harbor International Airport, which greatly resembles RaleighDurham or Omaha.
We're How Late?
It is no secret that the railroads have badly declined, and it is a shame. A couple of years ago, perhaps in a
fit of nostalgia, I decided to take the train between two Midwestern cities rather than fly.
I would like to say the trip was glitchfree. In truth, the train was almost two hours late in one direction, and
50 minutes late in the other! I will admit, I have been that late (and then some) on the commercial airlines,
but that's not the point here.
Being "stranded" in the magnificent old station, I had no choice but to wander. I saw the old oak wooden
benches with their beautiful carvings. A woman sat there merrily knitting, and I had a brief conversation with
some British tourists. I noticed the beautiful brass railings of the staircases and the railroad offices with their
solid wood doors and goldleaf signage. I stopped in a station diner for a cup of coffee and a delicious
croissant, and passed the time with a few travelers. There was a fine book store and another shop that sold
stationery and pens.
I saw beautiful stone carvings of "transportation" motifs from the early 1900s. I wandered outside, and there
were decadesold wooden carts from the Railway Express Company that at one time must have been used
to transport packages from the cars into the station.
There were great sounds, too! Clanging bells of incoming trains, the stationmaster calling out the trains with
romanticsounding names from the 1930s and 1940s and the clacking sound of the spinning signage that
marked the timetables of incoming and outgoing cars.
The time passed calmly and easily, I met some really nice people and had a peaceful trip. No, I am not
advertising the railroads as the main method of transportation for busy executives! The point is that I
enjoyed the journey.
I have addressed over two million people all over the world on how to enjoy the ride, and numerous more
have read my first book, Enjoy the Ride. Whereas I have discussed the many aspects of that process, my
train ride was literal  and the experience was true.
I Had Many Choices
In that beautiful old train station I had many choices. I could have become particularly aggravated because
of the "wasted" time; I could have run to the car rental agency and demanded a oneway rental with the
fastest available car; I could have hailed a taxi and made it to the airport; I could have filled my time with
worry, thinking about how unfair life was to me that day.
Instead, I saw the world as it must have been to hundreds of thousands of travelers who passed through
those same gates to awaiting trains. In fact, I even saw a young man carry an older woman's suitcase!
The journey allowed me to center myself and think about my life  and all of the good things in my life.
Perhaps we should all get stranded from time to time!
Enjoy The Ride!
Steve
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