
TEDDY TALK WITH MARTIN UMC FRIENDS AND FAMILY  

A Story To Go With The Freezing Weather 
Waiting on the Train 

 
His back was turned against the cold North wind on a January Morning in 1957. The boy was a 
shivering eight-year-old standing beside the Santa Fe railroad tracks that ran East and West along 
Highway 60. He wore a plaid coat with a turned-up lamb’s wool collar. He told inquirers, “My mama 
sewed it for me.”  
 
A New York Yankee baseball cap his father bought at the M.E. Moses Five and Dime was all he wore 
to protect his head from the freezing air. He clutched a brown paper bag under his left arm and held a 
burlap feed sack with two shirts, a pair of homemade denim pants and a Cowboy Bob toothbrush. The 
sack rested on the ground near his boot. By all appearance, he was leaving home. 
 
From the house North of the tracks, his dreams went into motion when the Santa Fe Chief Passenger 
train roared by. It was massive and powerful with a sleek silver skin. His fascination was the ninth 
car. It had a blue glass observation dome on top. He longed to be in it and thought, “Rich people must 
ride up there to watch the world go by.” The boy dreamed he could see mountains, giant trees, the 
ocean and all the stars when the sun went down. His dreams reactivated each time the train passed. 
 
The boy’s granddaddy spotted his grandson standing by the tracks and wondered why he was there on 
such a wintry morning. “Granddaddy” was small in stature, slightly stooped, and warmed by an old 
Navy P Coat. Tuberculosis kept him from serving in World War II, but he was proud of the coat he 
purchased at the Army-Navy Store in the town seven miles East. He was worn by the years, but he was 
full of wisdom. 
 
The conversation went like this, “What cha doin’?”  “Waiting on the Train Granddaddy.”  “Do you 
know where you’re goin’?” “No” was the reply.  “Do you know what time the Chief will be here to take 
you on the ride?” “No, I don’t know.” Said the boy. 
 
With that, the lessons began. They sat together on the cold iron track where the West Bound train 
would pass. The Granddaddy said, “Look down the track and tell me what you see. The grandfather 
told him that like the tracks that disappear on the horizon, his dreams would also disappear if he 
didn’t have a purpose for his waiting. He told him that today is the time to plan for his dreams and 
told him to, “Plan today for your travel tomorrow.” 
 
So, now I ask you, “Are you waiting on a train you believe destined to an unwritten book, more 
education, a grandiose vacation, or a perfect job?” The Granddaddy’s lessons may apply to you the 
same as they did for his grandson over sixty years ago. 
 
If you must wait, wait actively. Don’t be misled by the solid feel of the tracks if you don’t know where 
they will take you. The strength of the rock-solid may keep you from actively seeking tools to make 
your hopes and dreams reality. Remember, the best use of today is planning for tomorrow. Plan to set 
your dreams in concrete and envision the tracks to get you to your goals. Is your planning train going 
where you want to go?  Or, are you simply waiting for a job, a book, or a new home to be dropped at 
your feet as opportunities whiz by?”  
 

Peace always 

 

Ted  


