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This train on track

Locomotive hauls mountains of debris from Cape's
Christmas celebration to plant where it's burned for
electricity
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The trash train from Bay Colony Railroad
Corp. crosses the canal on its journey to
SEMASS, where the trash will be burned to
produce electricity.

Afront-end loader at SEMASS piles the trash to make more room for incoming truckloads. About 20,000 tons are burned
each week to create electricity for 75,000 homes.

By CYNTHIA McCORMICK

STAFF WRITER

The red lights of the Happy Holidays sign in Buzzards Bay radiate seasonal cheer. But as the Cape Cod trash train
rumbles past, it bears irrefutable proof that Christmas is over. The old diesel locomotive pulls 10 cars filled with
torn wrappings and cast-away ribbons, ripped gift boxes and many, many plastic bags. It's the tail end of
Christmas, the back door of Yule.

On Thursday night, the Bay Colony Railroad train - aka the trash train - trundled with almost 400 tons of trash
over the Cape Cod Canal bridge. That's 800,000 pounds of garbage, or about 66 elephants. Christmas week marks
the trash train's heaviest haul of the winter. And the most volume, too, since wrapping paper and bubble wrap take
up a lot of space.

"It's a horror show out there,” laughed Greg Daluz of BFI trash hauling. He deposited a truckload from Falmouth
at the transfer station on Otis Air Force Base on Thursday, one of two stops where the train picks up its load. A
front-end loader pushed the leavings of Upper Cape Civilization across the floor of the hangar-like transfer station
and into railroad cars waiting on the level below.

A flurry of Styrofoam packing peanuts swirled in the air. Yards of white paper decorated with little evergreens
perched on a mound like a giant shower cap. That must have covered some big present. There were a QVC box,
wine bottles - hey, don't you people in Falmouth recycle? - paper plates and a punctured basketball. A black,
plastic bag full of pine boughs. A wilted bouquet of florist flowers. A golden ripple of ribbon. A porcelain toilet.

OK, not everything was holiday-related. _
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