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Welcome to the history train; this is the story behind the story
This article was a last minute idea. Kelly Foss was a long long time Newspaperman in Amarillo and 
was very well liked. Like all of us he wasn't perfect; but he had 'heart' and 'by God that is enough to get 
the job done'. I liked Kelly a whole bunch. He always had a keen interest in history and news and he 
could get you excited just telling you a story.

The Ranger; Amarillo College's Newspaper had to go to bed on Friday so it could be there for the 
typsetters on Monday and do layout on Monday night and send it to the press by midnight and get it 
back all brand spanking new and black and white. Just the way the news is supposed to be. Kelly and I 
liked that. Anyway Kelly wasn't working in news anywhere but he was putting this little magazine out 
called High Plains Living Magazine.

As usual I stayed at Amarillo College til way after 10 pm working on the paper that Friday night.

You want something done right – do it yourself. When everybody else goes home get busy. When there 
is hell to pay...well you just say; “I did it”.

Well I did see Kelly working in the typesetters late too. Night owl ink runs through the blood of all 
newspaperman, railroaders, truck drivers and their related families.

I'd intended on tossing the stuff in the mail slot and go on home. But, with Kelly there I knocked on the 
door and he let me in and we had a good visit. Yes he was tired, old, and worn out he said but this damn 
magazine had to go out by the next day. Laying there was the photo on the front page taken by his son. 
And that was one proud dad! Anyway he had about two paragraphs on the locomotive. I couldn't resist 
and offered to write the article for free. We couldn't let a fine photo like that go to waste and not have 
the history of the Queen done poorly. Hell I thought that train was my sister. Or, one of them anyway.

The article got written and it only took 6 pots of cofee, 12 hours of interviews and three days to write it
about 200 miles driving and nagging from the wife. Hell. It was worth every damn minute. - FRP
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