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	Description
The focus of this lesson is about children that left home during the Great Depression and looked for jobs while riding the railroads.  The lesson combines the book “Rudy Rides the Rails” along with some primary source stories from actual kids that hopped trains across the country.

The student note sheet has the students map out the different rails that students followed as well as responding to how the country attempted to pull itself out of the Great Depression


	TEKS Objectives 
(5)  History. The student understands important issues, events, and individuals in the United States during the 20th and 21st centuries. The student is expected to:
(A)  analyze various issues and events of the 20th century such as industrialization, urbanization, increased use of oil and gas, the Great Depression, the world wars, the civil rights movement, and military actions


	Teacher to Teacher Notes

This lesson works best if the students have some understanding of the Great Depression.  

With this lesson a couple of things need to be taken into consideration:
1. With the economy one must be aware of students whose parents may be out of work so that students don’t become upset and think they must leave home to help their family.
2. The word hobo is used in the story and to describe many of the people.  During the time it had a different meaning then it may today so making sure students know the historical meaning is important.
3. The book talks about riding and jumping on trains.  Stress the danger of this and that many people lost their lives and that trains are not something to play with.  Also, during this time trains were different and that today’s trains have features added to prevent people jumping on so that is why you don’t see people today riding on them.




	Materials needed:

     Student Note Sheet                  Riding the Rail Photo Analysis Page



                                           

          Riding the Rails Letters           Overhead of railroads in the U.S. 
                                                                or projected on whiteboard




               


	Websites used:

Riding the Rails Letters (Some may need to be edited for content)
http://www.erroluys.com/RidingtheRails.htm

Riding the Rails Film Clip
http://www.truefilms.com/archives/2007/03/riding_the_rail.php
 
Information about Hobo symbols:
http://weburbanist.com/2010/06/03/hoboglyphs-secret-transient-symbols-modern-nomad-codes/ 

Information about the CCC
http://stories.mnhs.org/stories/mgg/teachccc.do 



	Procedures/Activities
Engage

1. Show either the picture of people on the rails or the short film clip from the website and ask students why they think people would risk their lives to ride railcars to new locations.

2. Share some of the below statistics with the students to help students get a sense of this time period.
a. 250,000 teenagers rode the rails during the Great Depression Era
b. 6,500 people lost their lives each year by train accidents
c. Many people who rode the rails would later become famous in some aspect.  Some key people include:
i. Novelist Louis L'Amour
ii. TV host Art Linkletter
iii. Oil billionaire H. L. Hunt
iv. Journalist Eric Sevareid
v. Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas

Explain

3. Explain again that the Great Depression meant many people were out of work so many times children needed to fend for themselves.

4. Hand out the “Student Handout Map of the United States”.  Tell the students that they will be using this map to detail some trips across the country of children that had to ride the rails looking for work.

5. Before starting the book explain to the students that there are some vocabulary words that they may come across in the next section.  The words are explained below.  You may also want to use the Vocabulary match activity where the students match the words and definitions to make a pattern.

	Word
	Definition

	hobo
	Someone who wanders from place to place

	bull
	A railroad policeman whose job it was to keep hobo’s off of the trains

	Hoover Blanket and Hoover Hotel
	Newspaper used as a blanket and sleeping outside.  Named after President Hoover who was president during this time and people looked to for help or to blame

	rattler
	A bumpy train ride

	Sally
	The Salvation Army, a group that would provide food and help to people

	Cali
	Short for California, many people tried to go there to find work

	Blind
	The space between the engine and the baggage car where hoboes rode

	Catching the blue
	Riding on top of a railcar to enjoy the view of open skies

	Grab iron
	A bar on a boxcar that a hobo would grab when jumping aboard

	Catching the Westbound
	To die, usually from falling off or under a moving train





Explore
6.  Read the story “Rudy Rides the Rails” by Dandi MacKall.  As the book is read the students should map out the route that Rudy follows to and from California.  The route there can be done in one color and the way back in another.  The locations from the book are below:





	Location
	What Rudy Does

	Akron, Ohio
	Rudy’s hometown

	Chicago, Illinois
	Swept floors

	Freeport, Illinois
	Field work

	Dubuque, Iowa
	Rode to look for more work

	Waterloo
	Learned that many people wouldn’t help him but saw that some riders seemed to know where to go

	Britt, Iowa
	Learned hobo symbols for finding help

	Nebraska
	Rode cowcatcher

	Rocky Mountains
	Rode the blinds to stay warm

	Utah and Nevada
	Caught the blue on the roof

	California
	Worked odd jobs but overcrowded with people looking for work.  Gets meal at Salvation Army.

	Arizona
	No smiling cats symbols, meaning help

	Albuquerque
	Swept up at a saloon for money

	Dodge City, Kansas
	Painted a church

	Casey, Illinois
	Sit-down meal

	Akron, Ohio
	Arrives home and leaves symbol for other to know kindness could be found at his home




7. Discuss some of the different types of conflicts and resolutions that Rudy experiences on his journey.

8. Share with the students the primary source titled “On Christmas Day”. Help the students map out the route that was followed with this story.  Be sure the students add the route to the legend on their map.

	Location
	Action

	Nebraska
	Harvest crops

	Colorado
	Worked in hay fields

	Idaho
	Picked potatoes

	Washington
	Picked apples

	Oregon
	Odd jobs



9. Hand out some of the other rail stories to groups of students.  Have the students read their stories and create routes on their maps.  They also need to complete the summary section for their story.

10. Students will then present their passage information to the class and show the route that was traveled on an overhead or whiteboard. 





	Assessment(s)
Evaluate

11.  Discuss with the students the following questions:
a. What do you notice about many of the routes that people took? (They were going to the west)
b. Why do you think this happened?  (Many of the jobs that were lost or areas that were hit hardest, such as on the east coast, in big cities, and in some of the areas impacted by the Dust bowl, so these were areas where people had to leave to look for work.
c. What was a result of so many people heading west?  (Jobs were harder to find as more and more people were looking for them in the same location so many people ended up having to return home with little more then they started out with)


12. In wrapping up this time period you will want to then talk about some of what happened to end the depression.  Below is a brief summary of some of what was done through the government to try and help those that had lost jobs.

Before the close of his first month in office, Franklin D. Roosevelt signed an act creating the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC.) 
· A natural resource conservation program that provided unskilled manual labor jobs
· Unemployed and unmarried men between the ages of 18 and 25 were eligible to enroll. 
· They were to be paid $30 a month, of which $25 was to be sent directly to their needy and dependent families. 
· Allotments made to help veterans and Native Americans
So urgent and volatile did the administration view the youth crisis that the first camp was set up on April 17, 1933 — just 12 days after the CCC was officially inaugurated. 
· By early July, 250,000 young men were settled in 1,468 forest and park camps.
· By the end 2.5 million participated in the CCC
The CCC built a variety of projects around the United States including:
· Planting nearly 3 billion trees
· Constructed 800 parks
· Built public roadways in remote areas
The program was designed as an emergency program and received funding through the federal government.  With the start of WWII and the need for military Congress voted to close the program.

13. The final piece of the lesson is for the students to create a story similar to the ones they had heard about.  They must select a place to start with and key in on at least two stops they make and something that occurs at those locations.  The entry needs to explain why they choose to leave and what they were hoping to accomplish as they traveled.  The goal of this writing is to be sure that there are elements of content along with the creative piece of the writing.


	Instructional Alternatives
Extend
A way to extend the lesson is that in the “Rudy Rides the Rails” book there are symbols “hidden” on the pages of the book that highlight some of the events that happen to Rudy.  In the back of the book is a legend of these symbols.  Students can go back through the book and place the symbols in the correct spot on the map where Rudy encountered them.  Going further the students can also create their own symbols for events if they want from either the Rudy book or the other readings they complete.


	Interdisciplinary Connections

The link below leads to a document that includes several connections for ELA and Math in relation to the “Rudy Rides the Rails” book.

http://www.btsb.com/libcorner/lp/RudyRidestheRails.pdf 






Analyzing Primary Sources_Photo_Train Hopping.docx








The use of visuals or artifacts in the classroom can greatly increase the rigor of a lesson while also activating schema about a topic for a student.



Some key points when using any visual or artifact include:



· When possible using a primary source (pictures, maps, letters, or other artifacts) from that time period. With some items, like maps or letters, it may be necessary to then pair it with a modern map or transcript to help the students with the processing.



· Students work best with some structure to what they need to do with the visual.  At the same time the structure needs to be different so students don’t become bored.  Some options include:

· Divide the picture into quadrants and assign students only a quadrant to analyze

· Reveal only parts of the picture at a time and don’t show the entire picture until the end

· Cut the picture into pieces and have the students analyze their piece and assemble it on the document camera like a puzzle.



· Along with the structure, students benefit from a way to record their information.

·  The Library of Congress’s website has several simple templates that can be used to help students.  A modified template is shown below.   Library of Congress Template Page  

· For maps the acronym of TODALSIGS can be used.  This is just a way to help students process through a map.  The letters stand for Title, Orientation, Date, Author, Legend, Scale, Index, Grid, and Source.

· For letters and documents SOAPSTONE is an acronym that can be used.  It stands for Speaker, Occasion, Audience, Purpose, Subject, and TONE. 



Sample Student Analysis Chart



		OBSERVE

		REFLECT

		QUESTION



		

		

		



		FURTHER INVESTIGATION







Items Analysis_Train Hopping



		



		Additional Information About Item

		RAILROAD WORKER AND HOBO

A railroad worker, holding a club, chases a hobo from a train, ca. 1905. During warmer months, hoboes generally traveled between seasonal or temporary workplaces by illegally riding in railroad cars. 





		Item Location

		http://www.encyclopediaofalabama.org//face/Multimedia.jsp?id=m-4975 



		Guiding Questions

		Spiral questions that can be asked to students about the item.  If a map or document you may wish to use TODALSIGS or SOAPSTONE instead.



		

		1. What does it look like is happening in this picture?



		

		2. Why do you think the one person was trying to get on the train?



		

		3.  Why would the other person not be helping the other?



		

		4. Why would people use the trains to travel and not their car or other form of transportation?



		

		5. Where do you think people wanted to go when they hopped a train?



		

		6.
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Riding the Rail Stories_On Christmas Day.docx
		On Christmas Day...

Donald E. Newhouser, Gary, Indiana 



		Born on a farm in Nebraska in 1916, Donald Newhouser rode the rails from 1935 to 1938, following the harvests through the West, the hay fields in Colorado, potato picking in Idaho, apples in Washington, hops in Oregon. 

"I was one of the few farm boys who got through grade school and high school. I got the only job I could find on a cattle ranch. It paid $10 a month and my room and board. 

"After a few months I realized that such a job would get me nowhere fast. I resorted to the only means of transportation I could afford and that was riding the rails. 

"I learned the tricks of the road. How to grab a boxcar doing 30 miles per hour, how to walk on top of a train doing 50, what not to ride on, and never, never get friendly with anyone. 

"I've been shot at, held up and dumped off on the 'great divide" in zero weather but managed to catch the last car and survive. 

"The one thing I enjoyed was the beautiful scenery, the mountain streams, waterfalls and trees. It helped me take my mind off the dangers and troubles I continually faced. 

"I was sitting on a railroad track, somewhere in Montana, waiting for a freight train. I was nineteen years old. It was getting dark, and as I looked down at a village below, I saw a Christmas tree lit up in a window and children playing around it. Tears ran down my cheeks as I remembered a Christmas Day when I was the age of those children."
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Riding the Rails Stories.pdf
From Then on | Was a Loner

Gene Wadsworth, Sequim, Washington

When Gene Wadsworth caught his first freight at age 17 on a winter's night in 1932, he'd
never ridden on a train before. Orphaned at age 11, Gene was living at Burley, Idaho, with an
uncle who had five children of his own. "Why do you hang around here, when you're not
wanted?"” one of his cousins asked him. That night, Gene stuffed his few belongings into a flour
sack and hit the road.

"l was about as low as a kid could get, as | walked over the Snake River Bridge. A freight train
was just pulling out of a little town. | stopped to let it
pass.

"I'll never know why | reached out and grabbed the
rung of the boxcar ladder. | climbed to the catwalk. |
lay on my stomach and hung on for dear life, as we
rumbled off into the night. I was scared stiff."

Taking the advice of older hoboes, Gene headed
south to warmer climes and transient camps
established by the government, where he could get
work at $1 a week, plus food and shelter. Moving
between camps in California and Arizona, he made
friends with a young man in the same position.

"Jim was also blond, my age and size - six feet and 165 pounds. Everyone believed we were
brothers. We thought a lot alike and hit it off very good. We teamed up and decided to make
our fortune together.

"All went well with us, until one night when Jim and | were riding on the ladders between two
boxcars.

"It was so cold my hands nearly froze. | slipped my arm over a rung of the ladder and put my
hand in my jacket pocket. Being back to back, I couldn't see Jim.

"All of a sudden the train gave a jerk, as it took up slack in the draw bars.

"l heard Jim let out a muffled moan, as he fell. 1 whirled round and made a grab for him. He
had on a knit cap. | got the cap and a handful of blond hair. Jim was gone. Disappeared under
the wheels.

"No way could Jim survive. | got so sick 1'd to climb up and lie on the catwalk.

"From then on, | was a loner. | never teamed up with anyone, but always traveled alone."





I Saw a Blossom of Stars

Irving J. Stolet, Albuguerque, New Mexico

Irving Stolet took off from his home in Chicago in October 1936, heading south to Florida with a
school friend. -- Irving, 16, would be gone for two years, six months of which he spent on the road.
-- Before he reached Georgia, Irving and his friend were separated, as they ran to catch a freight.
Traveling on alone, Irving rode into a night of terror in the Deep South.

"It was around 2.a.m. | was riding in an open gondola in Georgia, near the border of Florida. | was
cold, tired and beat. The gondola was loaded with iron ingots, not a safe place to lie, but I was so
exhausted | fell asleep among the bars of steel.

"About 3.a.m., the train stopped in a dark woodsy area. Out of nowhere, a flashlight beamed in my
eyes. | heard a growl, 'Get out!"

"l crawled out onto the siding and joined a group of about 20 guys, all black people. I was told to
line up near the end of the line, next to a white-haired black man. Meanwhile, the railroad bulls went
on looking for more hobos up and down the train.

"There were some dark woods about 40 yards off. The old man punched me in the ribs and said let's
make a run for it.

"We took off together. I heard a couple of shots and the old man hit the ground. | thought he'd been
shot but he was just reacting faster.

"A bull came up to us and started kicking the old man. He kicked him everywhere till he was like an
empty sack.

"I lay petrified. Finally, the bull turned to me, grabbed me with one arm, hoisted me up and slapped
me open-handed. | saw a blossom of stars and flipped clean on my back.

"They herded us towards a couple of touring cars and pushed us in like sheep. They locked us up in
a small country jail. I was given a cell to myself. The black guys were shoved into the remaining
cells, six or eight crowded together.

"Next morning, the jailer's wife brought me a plate of beans, cornbread and black coffee. |1 was fed
twice a day for the next three days and fattened up somewhat. The third day, | was sitting in my
cell playing my mouth organ, when a pimply-faced white boy doing janitorial work whispered to me.

" 'Hey, kid, I can get you turned loose. Got any money?"

"I'd two one dollar bills hidden in the toe of my shoe. | heard that a county judge would be holding
court: For blacks, the usual sentence was the chain gang. | didn't know what a white kid would be
sentenced to, but | was worried about being kept in jail. I dug out those two stinking bills and gave
them to the punk, hoping I wasn't being suckered.





"The next morning, a scraggly old character showed up and held court in the jail office. The blacks
were lined up. | heard him sentence one and all to time on the road or at the pea farm.

"Then my turn came. The judge looked at me a couple minutes, didn't say a word, and then said:
'Get out that door!

"It took me a moment or two to comprehend; then | was gone.

"I walked through the village to the railroad and kept walking south. Ten to 15 miles down the track,
it was getting dark, when | saw a small shack, with smoke rising from a stove pipe. | figured to ask
for a handout. The shack was no bigger than a chicken coop and dark.

"An old black man answered my knock. I asked if he could spare a bite to eat. He looked at me a
moment and said come in. There wasn't much of a home &ndash; a lantern, a small wood stove and
a cot. The stove had a pot of black-eyed peas warming up, only about two inches deep.

" 'Help yourself," the old man said and gave me a spoon. | swallowed the peas in no time and left.
All I could say was thank you, but to this day, | believe | ate his only supper.”





| Was Out to See America

Weaver Dial, Seattle, Washington

Weaver Dial's first ride in 1929 took the 12-year-old over the Cascade Mountains. He left Seattle
with his friend, Emmy, at 11 one night; they reached the Auburn yards at 2, and began the eight-
hour haul over the mountains shortly afterwards.

"There were no 'empties’ going east of the Cascades. My friend Emmy and | clambered aboard a
cattle car that was carrying a load of wooden blocks. We set about arranging the blocks, making a
reclining chair on top of the pile. This was to be our seat, our comforter, our bed, for the next eight
hours.

"Other passengers had already clued us in on a long tunnel ahead. Built in 1888 (an easy date for

me to remember, as my mother was born that year), the tunnel avoided the 20-feet snow banks on
the higher elevations. It cut over five miles from the old
switch-back grade.

"It took two steam engines to propel the long string of cars
through the tunnel. The front engine was puffing black smoke
for all it was worth, with pungent fumes and lots of fire.

"By the time we got our bandannas over our noses, Emmy
and | needed no flashlight to tell us that hot cinders were
setting our clothes on fire. We kept busy extinguishing the
hot embers, and sweating something fierce on top of the
woodpile, as close as we could get to the roof of the tunnel.

"Let me tell you, that was a long ride. When we finally pulled
out of that dark hole, our clothes were scorched, our faces
black and grimy. We breathed the fresh mountain air, and life

looked better.

"The helper engine disconnected and we began the run down the mountains. I'd never been east of
the Cascades. It was a real eye-opener. When the train made a stop, | picked my first apricot off a
tree. It gave me the feeling that | was in Arabia!

"This was my first trip and a memorable one. For the next eight years, | spent my summers as a
guest of the railroads. | was out to see America and what | could get out of it."

On his travels, Weaver Dial and his friends had repeated run-ins with gun-toting railroad bulls, who
taught them lessons they never learned in school.

"In San Francisco, we rode the back of a passenger train right into the depot. We'd just stepped off
the coal tender, when we heard a voice, 'Stop, or I'll shoot!"

"Two railroad bulls hauled my partner, and | into a sub-station, and went through our wallets. After





some lengthy questioning, they fined us $10. We only had three bucks between the two of us. They
told us to get out of therel!

"We thought the San Francisco bulls were shakedown artists, until we hopped a freight out of
Cheyenne, Wyoming. As the train began to crawl out of the yards, we took note that 'bos were
scrambling off the boxcars. A railroad bull was walking down the top of the boxcars, checking for
passengers hiding between the cars. Another bull was on the right side, and one more covering the
left. Nobody rode that one out of Cheyenne.

"A gloom set over the would-be riders, until some jungle professor got the word out that you could
catch the next train nine miles up the road. The grade was steep and the train had to slow down at
a bridge. All began the trek up the nine-mile hill. Some had large packs on their backs, with sleeping
gear and cooking pots. A farmer let us drink our fill of water at his well, and we made the
rendezvous at the bridge.

"Several hours went by. | passed the time doing some cartooning in charcoal under the bridge.
'Here she comes!" somebody yelled.

"All hands scrambled for a boarding position along the tracks. Uneasiness set in when we spotted
the engine had a helper. Two engines! She roared past us in a cloud of dust, and nobody was fool
enough to grab for the iron ladders. A fireman waved from the engine cab, and showed us a
mouthful of teeth, giving us the old Wyoming horse laugh.

"Some of the 'bos threw rocks at the jeering comedian. | saved my energy for the nine-mile walk
back downgrade to the Cheyenne railroad yards.

"Under cover of darkness, a bunch of determined riders finally got aboard a train. We rode her out

for several hours, before we pulled up to a stop in a small town in Nebraska. Once again, the three
railroad bulls appeared. One walking down the top, pistol in one hand, a flashlight in the other. Two
others covered the right and left of the train.

"They rounded us up at gun point and herded us into a small railway station. As one bull stood
guard, the other two meticulously went through our pockets, the brims of our caps, even detailing
our shoes and fingering our belts.

They made the rules: "You can't ride the Union Pacific without paying. All of you with money will be
allowed to keep one half, the rest will go to pay for your fare.’

"Four bucks was my entire bankroll. | was given a $2.00 ticket on the first passenger train that
stopped. A hard-working bindle stiff, who'd been following the harvest had $80 on him, which he
planned on taking home to his family. His boxcar fare was $40, which they sacked. It was a
heartless thing to do, with no concern for his labors whatsoever. My feelings for railroad bulls were
never lower."





Jack Rabbit and Ginger Snaps

Norma Darrah, Seattle, Washington

Norma Darrah hopped her first freight at Owatonna, Minnesota, on a bleak winter's night in March
1938. Eighteen-year-old Norma was traveling with Curly, her husband of seven months, and his 13-
year-old nephew, Harry Long. The newspaper Curly worked for in Kenyon, MN, had folded, leaving
him out of work. An older brother, a carpenter at Casper, Wyoming offered Curly an apprenticeship
in the trade.

"We gathered a few warm clothes, a frying pan, a pot, three small pie tins, some knives and forks,
my husband's rifle, shells, and our bedding. We had three one dollar bills for the three of us, which
we hoped would last until we reached Casper. What a vain hope that was!

"When the freight pulled out of the Owatonna yard, we unrolled our bedding and fell fast asleep.
Imagine our surprise and chagrin, awaking in the early morning to hear the train whistle, as it pulled
out of a station leaving our boxcar behind. We were sidetracked only 50 miles from our starting
point. Talk about inexperienced hoboes!

"The next freight we caught took us to Sioux City, lowa. We'd
already spent most of our $3. | said | would ask the merchants
close to the tracks for a handout. Curly didn't want me to go,
but I insisted. Brushing off my coat and brushing up my
courage, | went into the first grocery | came to. | asked for
day-old bread, or anything else we could eat. The owner gave
me a sermon on how a young girl shouldn't be grabbing freight
trains, even with your husband, and what kind of man is he,
blah, blah, blah.

"l was turning to leave, when the grocer said, 'Wait a minute.' He went to the back room of the
store and returned with a paper bag. | thanked him and hurried to Curly and Harry, a big grin on my
face as | showed them the bag of goodies. The sack held ginger snaps, all so tainted with kerosene,
we couldn’t eat one. We went hungry that day.

"We left Sioux City on an open gondola that had four inches of snow on the floor, the only ride we
could get. When the train gained speed, snow blew off a boxcar ahead, hitting us like a blizzard. We
turned our backs to it; we kept walking in the bitter cold or we would've gotten frostbite. | don't
remember much conversation between the three of us. We saved our strength for the business at
hand, which was surviving.

"We got off at a small town called Plainview. We ran into three bums, who showed us into a building
with a big stove used to dry sand for slick, icy tracks. The sand poured out of a cone-shaped pipe
and covered a large circular area on the floor. My husband, little Harry and | joined the three bums
on this warm, soft cushion, all of us lying like six petals on a daisy.

"The night watchman roused us early the next morning, warning us to be on our way before the
railroad boss caught us for vagrancy.





"It was midnight, when we reached Chadron. Curly had a severe migraine attack. Harry and | left
him lying in a boxcar, and went to check out the station. | was looking around the platform, when |
heard a voice behind me: 'What are you doing here?"

"The man shone his flashlight in my face. | realized that here was that mean old railroad boss I'd
been hearing so much about from my husband. He started asking me questions. How old was 1?
Where was | born? Why was | riding the rails? | told him we were on our way to Casper, Wyoming,
where we hoped to get work. Where's your husband? He started in all over again, and | got mad!

" '"Why don't you ask my uncle?' Harry said. He was standing being the railroad boss. He told the
man that Curly was lying down in a boxcar.

"When the detective saw Curly, he asked if he needed a doctor, but my husband told him he only
had a headache. He questioned Curly; then said he believed our story.

" 'Don’'t let me see you getting on this train.” He turned his back on us and never looked our way
again.

Harry and | climbed into the boxcar, getting as far back as we could. We thought we were going to
the 'hoosegow,’ for sure. Instead, we'd the good fortune to run into a railroad boss with a soft heart!

"At Crawford, we all piled from the boxcar and went to a hobo jungle across the tracks. The hoboes
had a fire going, with a big stew pot. An old hobo offered me some coffee in a dirty tin can. | didn't
want to refuse his fine gesture, and took a sip. The worst coffee | ever tasted in my life. 1 swallowed
it and prayed to God it wouldn't make me sick.

"The old hobo lifted the lid from his stew pot. I saw all kinds of vegetables floating in a greasy mess.
The carrots still had their green tops on them. The hobo asked us to stay and eat stew with him, but
I caught my husband's eye. 'Thank you kindly," we told him and left, saying we wanted to look the
town over.

"Toward 11:00 a.m., | could hear my stomach growling. The longer | sat there, the hungrier I got. |
pointed to some houses near the tracks. 'I'm going to ask for food,' | said.

" A lady came to the door with a child in her arms. She looked me up and down. | felt shamefully
aware of the dust and dirt on my coat, my muddy wool-lined ankle snow boots. I wanted to run, but
my hunger was stronger than my shame.

" 'Lady, | haven't eaten for days. I'm awfully hungry.’

"She looked me up and down again. 'We've already had our breakfast,' she said. ‘My husband won't
be home for lunch for an hour or so.’

"My heart sank, as | realized she didn't want this dirty homeless-looking creature in her kitchen.
" 'Lady, please, I don't want to eat with you. I thought you might be able to spare a sandwich.’

" '"How would you like a scrambled egg and bacon sandwich?*





" 'Oh, yes,' | replied. 'That would be a feast!

"This very kind woman fixed two hot sandwiches for me. | thanked her with all the gratitude | could
put in my voice without crying.

"l went back to Curly and Harry. | offered my husband a sandwich; he wouldn't take it, even when |
begged him to. 'If I can't go for my own food, | shouldn't eat yours." No matter how hard Harry and
I tried, Curly wouldn't change his mind. Harry and | ate the sandwiches then, in short order!

" 'Aunt Norma, you did so good bumming, I'm going to see what | can do,' Harry said. He came
back with a bag of tiny sandwiches left over from a bridge party, which the ladies of the town had
held the day before. Well, even Curly couldn't refuse this time.

"Late that night, we caught a boxcar from Crawford, rested and with fairly full stomachs. We awoke
the next morning, as the train sided our boxcar at Lusk, Wyoming. The stationmaster told us that
there was no freight from Lusk to Casper. We would have to hitch-hike the remaining 90 miles.

"It was just one weary, hungry mile after another. Late afternoon, my husband took his rifle from
his pack. We kept our eyes peeled for a jack rabbit in the fields bordering the road. 'There's onel’
my husband said. He brought his rifle to his shoulder, took quick aim and shot it. Curly started
running; before he reached the rabbit, a hawk swooped down and grabbed it. Harry and | were so
mad; we were nearly in tears.

" '"Where there's one; there's another,’” my husband said hopefully. Sure enough, he spotted a
second rabbit in the fading light and shot it. This one we got. We made a sagebrush fire under a
bridge across a dry gulch. Harry found a sheep herder’'s wagon just over a little hammock. He came
back with water, biscuits and milk.

"Ah, that evening we had a feast of the best tasting rabbit | ever ate. We finished our supper,
repacked our gear and went back to the road. It wasn't too long before a pickup truck stopped. The
driver took us all the way to the house, where Curly's brother was staying.





Trapped by a Bull

Henry Koczur, Hammond, Indiana

Henry Koczur left his East Chicago home in September 1932 at 16, believing that one less mouth to
feed would lighten the burden on his family of eight. His father was out of work and sick with
stomach ulcers; his mother had often to serve potato soup for breakfast, dinner and supper. Henry
headed for California, "a land where | didn't think anyone could starve. Many times when the freight
trains stopped at night, we'd light a match just to see what was growing in the fields."

"In Saugus, California, | was bumming a house for something to eat, when a forest ranger drove up
in an ambulance. He told me to climb in. | asked where we were going. 'To fight a fire," he said. He
commandeered more men on the way up the mountain road. What authority did he have to do this?
I asked. If the governor himself happened on the scene, he could force him to fight the fire, he said.

"We arrived at a camp, where a ranger handed me a double-bladed ax and a three-quart canteen of
water. We hiked up a mountain in the Castiac Canyon. When | got to the top, it looked as though
the whole world was on fire.

"We started to build fire trails from the top of the mountain to the bottom. Men behind us threw the
brush to the side, so the fire wouldn't leap across the trail but it always did.

"One of the rangers, a Captain Durham, sent for a water tanker. We ran two-inch hoses from the
truck to the fire and cut a new trail. Captain Durham told me to take two lengths of hose to a
ranger, who was wetting down the brush. | was on my way to him, when another ranger ran up to
me, telling me to drop everything and run for my life.

"Captain Durham showed disappointment, when he learned I'd dropped the hoses. After the fire
passed us, | went back to retrieve them. All I could find were four chrome-plated hose ends.

"I didn't think we could put out that fire, but then the wind changed and helped us extinguish it. We
remained on patrol for a few days, looking for any sign of smoke and covering the embers with dirt.

"l worked 12 hours a day for 20 cents an hour, very good wages then. And, boy, did we eat good,
as much as we wanted, bacon and eggs for breakfast, meat and beans for supper. When the fire
was put out and the work ended, we learned we would have to wait 30 days for our pay checks. |
buddied up with a fellow named Jensen from Escanaba, Michigan. We decided we would go to Yuma,
Arizona in the meantime.

"We caught a Southern Pacific passenger train to Niland, California, riding the blinds with two other
hoboes. When the train stopped, we all got off. We were caught by a bull, who ordered us to line up
next to the train. Had any of us tried to jump back on, I'm sure he would've shot us.

"When the train left, the bull asked how much money | had.
" 'Not a cent," | said.

"One of the men who rode the blinds with us was next to me. The man had $2.00. The bull told him





to take it out and hold it in his hand.
"The second man had 50 cents. My buddy, Jensen, had 20 cents.

"The bull collected the money. "This will pay for your fare,' he said. He put the $2.70 in his pocket
and told us to start walking.

"l tripped over a railroad tie. The bull thought | was trying to get away. He gave me a kick in the
butt that to this day | never forgot. | saw he was going to hit me over the head with a blackjack. |
raised my arm, and he struck my fingers, cracking the knuckle of my forefinger. He warned us to hit
the highway and never set foot on railroad property again.

"We slept the night in the desert. Walking down the road in the morning, we saw a train being made
up for Yuma. There must've been 50 hobos waiting there, who'd met the same fate the night before.
We all climbed into an empty boxcar and shut the door, not making a sound as we waited for the
freight to leave.

"All of a sudden, the door slid open. Who is looking at us, but the same bull who kicked and black-
jacked me. 'Get out of here,' he shouted.

"I was first to jump out and run. We were 100 feet from the train, when one of the bums hollered,
'Hold it, guys! There are 50 of us. He has six bullets in his gun. He knows he can shoot six of us;
after that he's a dead man.’ We listened to him. When the engineer gave the highball, we ran to the
train.

"Almost all climbed back into the boxcar for the ride to Yuma. We left the bull standing there, with
his legs spread out and his hands crossed over under his arms. "





Was | Leaving Little for Nothing?

Leslie E. Paul, Seattle, Washington

Leslie E. Paul's vivid memaries of leaving home in the summer of 1933 begin on the back porch of
his house in Duluth. He was 18 years old, newly graduated from high school, the son and stepson of
railroad men.

"l stepped off the porch and turned right. My eyes searched for the one-armed railroad boss, who'd
threatened to arrest me the next time | trespassed on railroad property. | was relieved when | didn't
see him.

"l stepped from tie to tie, past the cinder pit and around the turntable. High school had been out a
week, but | recognized a string of boxcars that had been there for days. | walked past the last
boxcar, one hundred yards on to a pile of switch ties that stood parallel to the tracks. Each day for
two weeks, going to school and coming home, I'd wondered what was in the bundle lying on the
pile.

"l picked it up and unfolded it. It was a blanket sewn together to make a sleeping bag. A hobo had
dropped it there.

"I knew then what 1 must do. It was the Depression; there was no work. | was a burden to Mother
and Gus, my step-father. | took the blanket and hurried home. | said nothing to Mother then, only
that | was going down to Scott's to get a flat fifty box of cigarettes. Ordinarily I was reluctant to add
to the delinquent account; today | found abundant courage. Besides the tin of cigarettes, | asked for
two sacks of Golden Grain. 'Charge it," | said. Scott looked taken aback but said nothing.

"l returned home and told Mother | was leaving. She didn't fight it, but she was sad. Mother owned
no suitcase or tote. All she had was a black satin bag, the size of a pillow case. | jammed my new
sleeping bag inside it, three or four pairs of socks, shorts, an old sweater, the cigarettes and sacks
of Golden Grain.

"Mother made two sandwiches. She went to her purse and gave me all the money she had: 72
cents.

"l gave Mother a big kiss and a long, tight hug. She said nothing, but the tears streamed down her
face. | turned and left, the black satin bag over my shoulder. Had | been brave enough, | would've
been coward enough to go back.

"l stopped at the roundhouse and found Gus working on one of the engines. Gus hadn't really been
a father, but | owed him a lot. | had a roof over my head and there was always something to eat. |
shook his hand and said goodbye.

"The freight yard was a terminal for trains going to Canada. My best bet was to go to Carleton, 19
miles away. The easiest way to get there was to walk.

"I crossed the tracks, climbed the fence and started up the hill to the highway. | turned around at
the top. The tears came then, and one sob. The second one | swallowed. Every boy becomes a man,
some younger, some older. | was eighteen and one week. Was | leaving little for nothing?"





What a Cruel Thing to do on Mother's Day
Claude Franklin, Kerrville, Texas

Wanderlust drove Claude Franklin, 13, his brother, Charles, 16, and their buddy, Robert Brookshire,
also 13, to run away from their Fort Worth homes on Sunday, May 8, 1938.

"The Great Depression still plagued the entire United States. My family was having a hard time
making ends meet, but | wasn't unhappy with my home life. I'd developed a wanderlust, hearing my
two oldest brothers talk about riding freight trains to other states.

"The night before our departure, we put our extra clothes in paper sacks, sneaked them out of the
house and buried them under bushes. We didn't want to carry a bundle or bag. That would be a
dead giveaway.

"We set out after church on Sunday, and headed for the Texas and Pacific Railroad yards on the
west side of Fort Worth.

"We knew our mothers would be worried sick, but we didn't leave a note. We didn't want them to
stop us. What a cruel thing to do on Mother's Day!"

. "My father had raised cotton in Mississippi. We decided we would go
down to the Mississippi Delta, where we'd heard the cotton was tall and
easy to pick. We saw ourselves making a pile of money. We took the
Cotton Belt Line through East Texas and Arkansas. At Brinkley we switched
to the Frisco Line and continued on to Memphis, Tennessee; then down to
Mississippi.

"We got to Cleveland in the Mississippi Delta. Mama's younger brother,
Tom, lived near the town of Pace, where people knew him as 'Bill Butler.’
The law was after him for bootlegging. We had supper with Uncle Tom and his wife, Agnes. They
knew we were just bumming around and didn't give us a warm reception. They weren't anxious to
have three dirty boys, who'd been riding freight trains stay with them. We left as soon as we'd eaten
dinner.

"We found a farm a few miles from Cleveland, where they needed cotton pickers. We asked for jobs
and they said, 'OK, 75 cents a 100 pounds.’ They'd a room where we could sleep and a lady who
would feed us. We'd pay $10 a week, which would be taken out of our earnings.

"The next morning we went out to pick cotton. My back began to ache in 30 minutes. It didn't take
much longer before my fingers became sore, with pricks and scratches from the cotton burrs.

"Cotton picking was hard work! When you get a good quantity of cotton in your bag, you take it
down to the end of row where they have a scale and a wagon. You go back and start again. Your
back gets stiff and sore. You have to stand up and stretch and all this time you aren't picking. If you
aren't picking, you aren't making any money.
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several weigh-ins for me to reach 100 pounds. At the end of the day, | had 150 or 160 pounds.

"Mid-morning on Friday, we'd had enough. We didn't know how many pounds we'd picked because
we hadn't kept track ourselves. We thought that at noon we'd weigh up and ask them to pay us off.
They paid on Saturday, but we figured that if we got them to give us our money on Friday, we'd
take it and leave without paying for our room and board.

"They weren't dumb enough to let us get away with anything like that. When we told them we were
quitting, the man said OK. He added up our weigh-ins and multiplied them by 75 cents per hundred.
Then he hit us with a bombshell: ‘Now, boys, we have to take out for your room and board."

"Charles had 55 cents coming, | had 35 cents, and Robert was a nickel in the hole.

"We made our way back to Cleveland, Mississippi and caught a train for Memphis. By now it was late
October, the nights were getting cold; we were growing weary of sleeping in boxcars, cotton gins
and under bridges. We decided to head home."





What an Incredible Adventure
Berkeley N. Hackett, St. Petersburg, Florida

Berkeley Hackett made his first trip in 1929 at 13, riding with his stepfather from Flint, Michigan to
Kalamazoo to get a summer job working in a coal yard at 25 cents an hour. A year later, Berkeley

ran away from school and began to beat his way around the country.

"Howard, my step-dad, came home one night in the summer of 1929, wide-eyed with excitement.

'I've gotten a job!' he announced.

" 'Where?' we asked, in chorus. 'Doin' what?'

" "Working for Webb Coal Company in Kalamazoo, unloading coal cars.' Howard looked in my
direction. 'I'm taking Bill with me.’

"Mama took all the clothes she could find and put them on me, layer after layer of shirts and an old
wool sweater. | remember that sweater well. It was light brown and moth-eaten.

"In the wee, misty hours after midnight, Howard and | made our way
to the switch yard at Flint to find a train that would take us to that
wonderful promise of employment.

"What an incredible adventure! | felt as if | were Tom Sawyer,
Huckleberry Finn and Swiss Family Robinson combined.

"We slipped furtively through the yard to avoid the railroad detectives.
Howard found an empty boxcar in a train going in the right direction.
He hoisted me up and clambered in himself. The inside of the car
smelled of pine tar and creosote.

"We huddled together in a corner; afraid of being caught by a
sl detective and thrown off or taken to jail.

"The switch engine shunted us this way and that. | could see the red and green lights of signal
lanterns, but not the men who wielded them.

"Finally the train was ready. My heart beat fast and the adrenaline flowed. With a great spurt of
steam, the locomotive got under way. Our boxcar creaked and groaned, shivered and shook and
rattled and complained. - Catching that fast freight to Kalamazoo was the most exciting adventure
of my life.”

"l begged food from butchers, bakers and grocers. | learned where the soup lines and flop houses
were, as well as who put out the best chow. In some cities, Sally's - The Salvation Army - was good;
in other places, Volly's - Volunteers of America - dished out the best meals. The brothers of the road
passed this information along the jungle grapevine.
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were nothing more than a place for a camp fire; some had improvised cooking arrangements, crates
and boxes to sit on, even mattresses to flop down.

"One of our finest jungles was in Sandusky, Ohio, not far from the B&O (Baltimore and Ohio) tracks.
Located beside a delightful brook with red and gold carp, this jungle was a mecca for road weary
bums.

"The camp fire blazed high; the sparks shot up and became stars. Fireflies lit up the perimeter of the
jungle. The stew pot was on; water from the brook was boiling. The hobos began to empty their
pockets in preparation for a Mulligan stew. Do you know what goes into a Mulligan stew? I'll tell you
what goes into a Mulligan stew! Whatever anybody has in his pocket, that's what you put into a
Mulligan.

"One 'bo has an onion, he pinched from a fruit market; another has several potatoes and an ear of
corn leased from a farmer's field. Edible greens are gathered and contributed to the pottage:
Dandelions and sour dock; wild leeks and onions. Sometimes pigweed is found in abundance.

"Some bits and pieces of meat. A handful of navy beans carried in a pocket for a month. Cast every
bean into the pot, along with a smattering of Bull Durham tobacco and lint.

"Dip in with your cans, men. Eat heartily and with bellies full take your ease and drowse.

"We sit around the glowing coals and swap tall tales of the road. Some of the 'bos drink bay rum or
Sterno. Many talk of home and loved ones and the positions they held before the collapse of their
world.

"As they leave the jungle to travel on, one fact they know for sure. Somewhere down the line
another pot of Mulligan will be brewing, and tired, dirty, ragged and whiskered, they'll come to sit by
the fire."”
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