The Harvest Gypsies
By John Steinbeck®

Article One

At this season of the year, when California's great crops are coming into harvest, the heavy grapes,
the prunes, the apples and lettuce and the rapidly maturing cotton, our highways swarm with the migrant
workers, that shifting group of nomadic, poverty-stricken harvesters driven by hunger and the threat of
hunger from crop to crop, from harvest to harvest, up and down the state and into Oregon to some extent,
and into Washington a little. But it is California which has and needs the majority of these new gypsies.
It is a short study of these wanderers that these articles will undertake. There are at least 150,000
homeless migrants wandering up and down the state, and that is an army large enough to make it
important to every person in the state.

To the casual traveler on the great highways the movements of the migrants are mysterious if they
are seen at all, for suddenly the roads will be filled with open rattletrap cars loaded with children and with
dirty bedding, with fire-blackened cooking utensils. The boxcars and gondolas on the railroad lines will
be filled with men. And then, just as suddenly, they will have disappeared from the main routes. On side
roads and near rivers where there is little travel the squalid, filthy squatters' camp will have been set up,
and the orchards will be filled with pickers and cutters and driers.

The unique nature of California agriculture requires that these migrants exist, and requires that they
move about. A resident population of laborers cannot harvest peaches and grapes, hops and cotton. For
example, a large peach orchard which requires the work of 20 men the year round will need as many as
2000 for the brief time of picking and packing. And if the migration of the 2000 should not occur, if it
should be delayed even a week, the crop will rot and be lost.

Thus, in California we find a curious attitude toward a group that makes our agriculture successful.
The migrants are needed, and they are hated. Arriving in a district they find the dislike always meted out
by the resident to the foreigner, the outlander. This hatred of the stranger occurs in the whole range of
human history, from the most primitive village form to our own highly organized industrial farming. The
migrants are hated for the following reasons, that they are ignorant and dirty people, that they are carriers
of disease, that they increase the necessity for police and the tax bill for schooling in a community, and
that if they are allowed to organize they can, simply by refusing to work, wipe out the season's crops.
They are never received into a community or into the life of a community. Wanderers in fact, they are
never allowed to feel at home in the communities that demand their services.

Let us see what kind of people they are, where they come from, and the routes of their wanderings.
In the past they have been of several races, encouraged to come and often imported as cheap labor;
Chinese in the early period, then Filipinos, Japanese and Mexicans. These were foreigners, and as such
they were ostracized and segregated and herded about.

If they attempted to organize they were deported or arrested, and having no advocates they were
never able to get a hearing for their problems. But in recent years the foreign migrants have begun to
organize, and at this danger signal they have been deported in great numbers, for there was a new
reservoir from which a great quantity of cheap labor could be obtained.

The drought in the mid-west has driven the agricultural populations of Oklahoma, Nebraska and
parts of Kansas and Texas westward. Their lands are destroyed and they can never go back to them.
Thousands of them are crossing the borders in ancient rattling automobiles, destitute and hungry and
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homeless, ready to accept any pay so that they may eat and feed their children. And this is a new thing in
migrant labor, for the foreign workers were usually imported without their children and everything that
remains of their old life with them.

They arrive in California usually having used up every resource to get here, even to the selling of the
poor blankets and utensils and tools on the way to buy gasoline. They arrive bewildered and beaten and
usually in a state of semi-starvation, with only one necessity to face immediately, and that is to find work
at any wage in order that the family may eat. And there is only one field in California that can receive
them. Ineligible for relief, they must become migratory field workers. Because the old kind of laborers,
Mexicans and Filipinos, are being deported and repatriated very rapidly, while on the other hand the river
of dust bowl refugees increases all the time, it is this new kind of migrant that we shall largely consider.

The earlier foreign migrants have invariably been drawn from a peon class. This is not the case with
the new migrants. They are small farmers who have lost their farms, or farm hands that have lived with
the family in the old American way. They are men who have worked hard on their own farms and have
felt the pride of possessing and living in close touch with the land.

They are resourceful and intelligent people, who have gone through the hell of the drought, have
seen their lands wither and die and the top soil blow away; and this, to a man who has owned his land, is a
curious and terrible pain. And then they have made the crossing and have seen often the death of their
children on the way. Their cars have been broken down and been repaired with the ingenuity of the land
man. Often they patched the worn-out tires every few miles. They have weathered the thing, and they can
weather much more for their blood is strong.

They are descendants of men who crossed into the Middle West, who won their lands by fighting,
who cultivated the prairies and stayed with them until they went back to desert. And because of their
tradition and their training, they are not migrants by nature. They are gypsies by force of circumstances.

In their heads, as they move wearily from harvest to harvest, there is one urge and one overwhelming
need, to acquire a little land again, and to settle on it and stop their wandering. One has only to go into
the squatters' camps where the families live on the ground and have no homes, no beds and no equipment;
and one has only to look at the strong purposeful faces, often filled with pain and more often, when they
see the corporation-held idle lands, filled with anger, to know that this new race is here to stay and that
heed must be taken of it.

It should be understood that with this new race the old methods of repression, of starvation wages, of
jailing, beating and intimidation are not going to work; these are American people. Consequently we
must meet them with understanding and attempt to work out the problem to their benefit as well as ours.
It is difficult to believe what one large speculative farmer has said, that the success of California
agriculture requires that we create and maintain a peon class. For if this is true, and then California must
depart from the semblance of democratic government that remains here.

The names of the new migrants indicate that they are of English, German and Scandinavian descent.
There are Munns, Holbrooks, Hansens, and Schmidts. And they are strangely anachronistic in one way:
Having been brought up in the prairies where industrialization never penetrated, they have jumped with
no transition from the old agrarian, self-containing farm where nearly everything used was raised or
manufactured, to a system of agriculture so industrialized that the man who plants a crop does not often
see, let alone harvest, the fruit of his planting, where the migrant has no contact with the growth cycle.
And there is another difference between their old life and the new. They have come from the little farm
districts where democracy was not only possible but also inevitable, where popular government, whether
practiced in the Grange, in church organization or in local government, was the responsibility of every
man. And they have come into the country where, because of the movement necessary to make a living,
they are not allowed any vote whatever, but are rather considered a properly under-privileged class.



Let us see the fields that require the impact of their labor and the districts to which they must travel.
As one little boy in a squatters camp said, "When they need us they call us migrants, and when we've
picked their crop, we're bums and we got to get out.” There are the vegetable crops of the Imperial Valley,
the lettuce, cauliflower, tomatoes, and cabbage to be picked and packed, to be hoed and irrigated. There
are several crops a year to be harvested, but there is not time distribution sufficient to give the migrants
permanent work. The orange orchards deliver two crops a year, but the picking season is short. Farther
north, in Kern County and up the San Joaquin Valley, the migrants are needed for grapes, cotton, pears,
melons, beans and peaches.

In the outer valley, near Salinas, Watsonville, and Santa Clara there are lettuce, cauliflowers,
artichokes, apples, prunes, and apricots. North of San Francisco the produce is of grapes, deciduous fruits
and hops. The Sacramento Valley needs masses of migrants for its asparagus, its walnuts, peaches,
prunes, etc. These great valleys with their intensive farming make their seasonal demands on migrant
labor.

A short time, then, before the actual picking begins, there is the scurrying on the highways, the
families in open cars hurrying to the ready crops and hurrying to be first at work. For it has been the habit
of the growers associations of the state to provide by importation, twice as much labor as was necessary,
so that wages might remain low.

Hence the hurry, for if the migrant is a little late the places may all be filled and he will have taken
his trip for nothing. And there are many things that may happen even if he is in time. The crop may be
late, or there may occur one of those situations like that at Nipomo last year when twelve hundred
workers arrived to pick the pea crop only to find it spoiled by rain. All resources having been used to get
to the field, the migrants could not move on; they stayed and starved until government aid tardily was
found for them.

And so they move, frantically, with starvation close behind them. And in this series of articles we
shall try to see how they live and what kind of people they are, what their living standard is, what is done
for them and to them, and what their problems and needs are. For while California has been successful in
its use of migrant labor, it is gradually building a human structure which will certainly change the State,
and may, if handled with the inhumanity and stupidity that have characterized the past, destroy the present
system of agricultural economics.

Article Two

The squatters' camps are located all over California. Let us see what a typical one is like. Itis
located on the banks of a river, near an irrigation ditch or on a side road where a spring of water is
available. From a distance it looks like a city dump, and well it may, for the city dumps are the sources
for the material of which it is built. You can see a litter of dirty rags and scrap iron, of houses built of
weeds, of flattened cans or of paper. It is only on close approach that it can be seen that these are homes.

Here is a house built by a family who has tried to maintain neatness. The house is about 10 feet by
10 feet, and it is built completely of corrugated paper. The roof is peaked; the walls are tacked to a
wooden frame. The dirt floor is swept clean, and along the irrigation ditch or in the muddy river the wife
of the family scrubs clothes without soap and tries to rinse out the mud in muddy water. The spirit of this
family is not quite broken, for the children, three of them, still have clothes, and the family possesses
three old quilts and a soggy, lumpy mattress. But the money so needed for food cannot be used for soap
or for clothes. With the first rain the carefully built house will slope down into a brown, pulpy mush; in a
few months the clothes will fray off the children's bodies while the lack of nourishing food will subject
the whole family to pneumonia when the first cold comes.



Five years ago this family had fifty acres of land and a thousand dollars in the bank. The wife
belonged to a sewing circle and the man was a member of the grange. They raised chickens, pigs,
pigeons and vegetables and fruit for their own use; and their land produced the tall corn of the Middle
West. Now they have nothing. If the husband hits every harvest without delay and works the maximum
time, he may make four hundred dollars this year. But if anything happens, if his old car breaks down, if
he is late and misses a harvest or two, he will have to feed his whole family on as little as one hundred
and fifty. But there is still pride in this family. Wherever they stop they try to put the children in school.
It may be that the children will be in a school for as much as a month before they are moved to another
locality.

Here, in the faces of the husband and his wife, you begin to see an expression you will notice on
every face; not worry, but absolute terror of the starvation that crowds in against the borders of the camp.
This man has tried to make a toilet by digging a hole in the ground near his paper house and surrounding
it with an old piece of burlap. But he will only do things like that this year. He is a newcomer and his
spirit and decency and his sense of his own dignity have not been quite wiped out. Next year he will be
like his next-door neighbor.

This is a family of six; a man, his wife and four children. They live in a tent the color of the ground.
Rot has set in on the canvas so that the flaps and the sides hang in tatters and are held together with bits of
rusty baling wire. There is one bed in the family and that is a big tick lying on the ground inside the tent.

They have one quilt and a piece of canvas for bedding. The sleeping arrangement is clever. Mother
and father lie down together and two children lie between them. Then, heading the other way; the other
two children lay, the littler ones. If the mother and father sleep with their legs spread wide, there is room
for the legs of the children. There is more filth here. The tent is full of flies clinging to the apple box that
is the dinner table, buzzing about the foul clothes of the children, particularly the baby; who has not been
bathed nor cleaned for several days.

This family has been on the road longer than the builder of the paper house. There is no toilet here,
but there is a clump of willows nearby where human feces lie exposed to the flies—the same flies that are
in the tent. Two weeks ago there was another child, a four-year-old boy. For a few weeks they had
noticed that he was kind of lackadaisical, that his eyes had been feverish. They had given him the best
place in the bed, between father and mother. But one night he went into convulsions and died, and the
next morning the coroner's wagon took him away. It was one step down.

They know pretty well that it was a diet of fresh fruit, beans and little else that caused his death. He
had no milk for months. With this death there came a change of mind in his family. The father and
mother now feel that paralyzed dullness with which the mind protects itself against too much sorrow and
too much pain. And this father will not be able to make a maximum of four hundred dollars a year
anymore because he is no longer alert; he isn't quick at piece-work, and he is not able to fight clear of the
dullness that has settled on him. His spirit is losing caste rapidly.

The dullness shows in the faces of this family and in addition there is a sullenness that makes them
taciturn. Sometimes they still start the older children off to school, but the ragged little things will not go;
they hide in ditches or wander off by themselves until it is time to go back to the tent, because they are
scorned in the school. The better-dressed children shout and jeer, the teachers are quite often impatient
with these additions to their duties, and the parents of the "nice" children do not want to have disease
carriers in the schools. The father of this family once had a little grocery store and his family lived in back
of it so that even the children could wait on the counter. When the drought set in there was no trade for
the store any more.



This is the middle class of the squatters' camp. In a few months this family will slip down to the
lower class. Dignity is all gone, and spirit has turned to sullen anger before it dies. The next door neighbor
family of man, wife and three children of from three to nine years of age, have built a house by driving
willow branches into the ground and wattling weeds, tin, old paper and strips of carpet against them. A
few branches are placed over the top to keep out the noonday sun. It would not turn water at all. There is
no bed. Somewhere the family has found a big piece of old carpet. It is on the ground. To go to bed the
members of the family lie on the ground and fold the carpet up over them.

The three-year-old child has a gunnysack tied about his middle for clothing. He has the swollen
belly caused by malnutrition. He sits on the ground in the sun in front of the house, and the little black
fruit flies buzz in circles and land on his closed eyes and crawl up his nose until he weakly brushes them
away. They try to get at the mucous in the eye-corners. This child seems to have the reactions of a baby
much younger. The first year he had a little milk, but he has had none since. He will die in a very short
time. The older children may survive. Four nights ago the mother had a baby in the tent, on the dirty
carpet. It was born dead, which was just as well because she could not have fed it at the breast; her own
diet will not produce milk. After it was born and she had seen that it was dead, the mother rolled over and
lay still for two days. She is up today, tottering around. The last baby, born less than a year ago, lived a
week. This woman's eyes have the glazed, far-away look of a sleepwalker's eyes.

She does not wash clothes any more. The drive that makes for cleanliness has been drained out of
her and she hasn't the energy. The husband was a sharecropper once, but he couldn't make it go. Now he
has lost even the desire to talk. He will not look directly at you for that requires will, and will needs
strength. He is a bad field worker for the same reason. It takes him a long time to make up his mind, so
he is always late in moving and late in arriving in the fields. His top wage, when he can find work now;
which isn't often, is a dollar a day.

The children do not even go to the willow clump any more. They squat where they are and kick a
little dirt. The father is vaguely aware that there is a culture of hookworm in the mud along the riverbank.
He knows the children will get it on their bare feet. But he hasn't the will or the energy to resist. Too
many things have happened to him. This is the lower class of the camp. This is what the man in the tent
will be in six months; what the man in the paper house with its peaked roof will be in a year, after his
house has washed down and his children have sickened or died, after the loss of dignity and spirit have
cut him down to a kind of sub-humanity.

Helpful strangers are not well received in this camp. The local sheriff makes a raid now and then for
a wanted man, and if there is labor trouble the vigilantes may burn the poor houses. Social workers,
survey workers have taken case histories. They are filed and open for inspection. These families have
been questioned over and over about their origins, number of children living and dead. The information is
taken down and filed. That is that. It has been done so often and so little has come of it. And there is
another way for them to get attention. Let an epidemic break out, say typhoid or scarlet fever, and the
country doctor will come to the camp and hurry the infected cases to the pest house. But malnutrition is
not infectious, nor is dysentery, which is almost the rule among the children.

The county hospital has no room for measles, mumps, and whooping cough; and yet these are often
deadly to hunger-weakened children. And although we hear much about the free clinics for the poor,
these people do not know how to get the aid and they do not get it. Also, since most of their dealings with
authority are painful to them, they prefer not to take the chance.

This is the squatters' camp. Some are a little better, some much worse. | have described three
typical families. In some of the camps there are as many as three hundred families like these. Some are
so far from water that it must be bought at five cents a bucket. And if these men steal, if there is



developing among them a suspicion and hatred of well-dressed, satisfied people, the reason is not to be
sought in their origin or in any tendency to weakness in their character.

Article Four

The federal Government, realizing that the miserable condition of the California migrant agricultural
worker constitutes an immediate and vital problem, has set up two camps for the moving workers and
contemplates eight more in the immediate future. The development of the camps at Arvin and at
Marysville makes a social and economic study of vast interest.

The present camps are set up on leased ground. Future camps are to be constructed on land
purchased by the Government. The Government provides places for tents. Permanent structures are
simple, including washrooms, toilets and showers, an administration building and a place where the
people can entertain them. The equipment at the Arvin camp, exclusive of rent of the land, costs
approximately $18,000.

At this camp, water, toilet paper and some medical supplies are provided. A resident manager is on
the ground. Campers are received on the following simple conditions: (1) That the men are bona fide
farm people and intend to work, (2) that they will help to maintain the cleanliness of the camp and (3) that
in lieu of rent they will devote two hours a week towards the maintenance and improvement of the camp.
The result has been more than could be expected. From the first, the intent of the management has been
to restore the dignity and decency that had been kicked out of the migrants by their intolerable mode of
life.

In this series the word "dignity" has been used several times. It has been used not as some attitude of
self-importance, but simply as a register of a man's responsibility to the community.
A man herded about, surrounded by armed guards, starved and forced to live in filth loses his dignity; that
is, he loses his valid position in regard to society, and consequently his whole ethics toward society.
Nothing is a better example of this than the prison, where the men are reduced to no dignity and where
crimes and infractions of the rule are constant.

We regard this destruction of dignity, then, as one of the most regrettable results of the migrant's life,
since it does reduce his responsibility and does make him a sullen outcast who will strike at our
Government in any way that occurs to him. The example at Arvin adds weight to such a conviction. The
people in the camp are encouraged to govern themselves, and they have responded with simple and
workable democracy.

The camp is divided into four units. Each unit, by direct election, is represented in a central
governing committee, an entertainment committee, a maintenance committee and a Good Neighbors
committee. Each of these members is elected by the vote of his unit, and is recallable by the same vote.
The manager, of course, has the right of veto, but he practically never finds it necessary to act contrary to
the recommendations of the committee.

The result of this responsible self-government has been remarkable. The inhabitants of the camp
came there beaten, sullen and destitute. But as their social sense was revived they have settled down.
The camp takes care of its own destitute, feeding and sheltering those who have nothing with their own
poor stores. The central committee makes the law that governs the conduct of the inhabitants.

In the year that the Arvin camp has been in operation there has not been any need for outside police.
Punishments are the restrictions of certain privileges such as admission to the community dances, or for
continued anti-social conduct, a recommendation to the manager that the culprit be ejected from the
camp.



A works committee assigns the labor to be done in the camp, improvements, garbage disposal,
maintenance and repairs. The entertainment committee arranges for the weekly dances, the music for
which is furnished by an orchestra made up of the inhabitants. So well do they play that one orchestra has
been lost to the radio already. This committee also takes care of the many self-made games and courts
that have been built.

The Good Neighbors, a woman's organization, takes part in quilting and sewing projects, sees that
destitution does not exist, governs and watches the nursery; where children can be left while the mothers
are working in the fields and in the packing sheds. And all of this is done with the outside aid of one
manager and one part-time nurse. As experiments in natural and democratic self-government, these
camps are unique in the United States.

In visiting these camps one is impressed with several things in particular. The sullen and frightened
expression that is the rule among the migrants has disappeared from the faces of the Federal camp
inhabitants. Instead there is a steadiness of gaze and a self-confidence that can only come of restored
dignity. The difference seems to lie in the new position of the migrant in the community. Before he came
to the camp he had been policed, hated and moved about. It had been made clear that he was not wanted.

In the Federal camps every effort of the management is expended to give him his place in society.
There are no persons on relief in these camps. In the Arvin camp the central committee recommended the
expulsion of a family which applied for relief. Employment is more common than in any similar group
for, having something of their own, these men are better workers. The farmers in the vicinity seem to
prefer the camp men to others.

The inhabitants of the Federal camps are no picked group. They are typical of the new migrants.
They come from Oklahoma, Arkansas, and Texas and the other drought states. Eighty-five per cent of
them are former farm owners, farm renters or farm laborers. The remaining 15 percent includes painters,
mechanics, electricians and even professional men.

When a new family enters one of these camps it is usually dirty, tired and broken. A group from the
Good Neighbors meets it, tells it the rules, helps it to get settled, instructs it in the use of the sanitary
facilities; and if there are insufficient blankets or shelters, furnishes them from its own stores.

The children are bathed and cleanly dressed and the needs of the future canvassed. If the children
have not enough clothes the community sewing circle will get busy immediately. In case any of the
family is sick the camp manager or the part-time nurse is called and treatment is carried out.

These Good Neighbors are not trained social workers, but they have what is perhaps more important,
an understanding which grows from a likeness of experience. Nothing has happened to the newcomer
that has not happened to the committee.

A typical manager's report is as follows: New arrivals. Low in foodstuffs. Most of the personal
belongings were tied up in sacks and were in a filthy condition. The Good Neighbors at once took the
family in hand, and by 10 o'clock they were fed, washed, camped, settled and asleep.

These two camps each accommaodate about 200 families. They were started as experiments, and the
experiments have proven successful. Between the rows of tents the families have started little gardens for
the raising of vegetables, and the plots, which must be cared for after a 10 or 12-hours' day of work,
produce beets, cabbages, corn, carrots, onions and turnips. The passion to produce is very great. One
man, who has not yet been assigned his little garden plot, is hopefully watering a jimson weed simply to
have something of his own growing.



The Federal Government, through the Resettlement Administration, plans to extend these camps and
to include with them small maintenance farms. These are intended to solve several problems. They will
allow the women and children to stay in one place, permitting the children to go to school and the women
to maintain the farms during the work times of the men. They will reduce the degenerating effect of the
migrants' life; they will re-instill the sense of government and possession that have been lost by the
migrants.

Located near to the areas which demand seasonal labor, these communities will permit these
subsistence farmers to work in the harvests, while at the same time they stop the wanderings over the
whole state. The success of these Federal camps in making potential criminals into citizens makes the
usual practice of expending money on tear gas seem a little silly. The greater part of the new migrants
from the dust bow! will become permanent California citizens. They have shown in these camps an
ability to produce and to cooperate. They are passionately determined to make their living on the land.
One of them said, "If its work you got to do, mister, we'll do it. Our folks never did take charity and this
family ain't takin' it now."

The plan of the Resettlement Administration to extend these Federal camps is being fought by
certain interests in California. The arguments against the camps are as follows: They will increase the
need for locally paid police. But the two camps already carried on for over a year have proved to need no
locally paid police whatever, while the squatters' camps are a constant charge on the sheriff's offices.

The second argument is that the cost of schools to the district will be increased. School allotments
are from the state and governed by the number of pupils. And even if it did cost more, the communities
need the work of these families and must assume some responsibility for them. The alternative is a
generation of illiterates.

The third is that they will lower the land values because of the type of people inhabiting the camps.
Those camps already established have in no way affected the value of the land and the people are of good
American stock that has proved that they can maintain an American standard of living. The cleanliness
and lack of disease in the two experimental camps are proof of this.

The fourth argument, as made by the editor of The Yuba City Herald, a self-admitted sadist who
wrote a series of incendiary and subversive editorials concerning the Marysville camp, is that these are
the breeding places for strikes.

Under pressure of evidence the Yuba City patriot withdrew his contention that the camp was full of
radicals. This will be the argument used by the speculative growers' associations. These associations
have said in so many words that they require a peon class to succeed. Any action to better the condition
of the migrants will be considered radical to them.

Article Five

Migrant families in California find that unemployment relief, which is available to settled
unemployed, has little to offer them. In the first place there has grown up a regular technique for getting
relief; one who knows the ropes can find aid from the various state and Federal disbursement agencies,
while a man ignorant of the methods will be turned away.

The migrant is always partially unemployed. The nature of his occupation makes his work seasonal.
At the same time the nature of his work makes him ineligible for relief. The basis for receiving most of
the relief is residence. But it is impossible for the migrant to accomplish the residence. He must move
about the country. He could not stop long enough to establish residence or he would starve to death. He
finds, then, on application, that he cannot be put on the relief rolls. And being ignorant, he gives up at



that point. For the same reason he finds that lie cannot receive any of the local benefits reserved for
residents of a county. The county hospital was built not for the transient, but for residents of the county.

It will be interesting to trace the history of one family in relation to medicine, work relief and direct
relief. The family consisted of five persons, a man of 50, his wife of 45, two boys, 15 and 12, and a girl
of six. They came from Oklahoma, where the father operated a little ranch of 50 acres of prairie. When
the ranch dried up and blew away the family put its moveable possessions in an old Dodge truck and
came to California. They arrived in time for the orange picking in Southern California and put in a good
average season.

The older boy and the father together made $60. At that time the automobile broke out some teeth of
the differential and the repairs, together with three second-hand tires, took $22. The family moved into
Kern County to chop grapes and camped in the squatters' camp on the edge of Bakersfield. At this time
the father sprained his ankle and the little girl developed measles. Doctors' bills amounted to $10 of the
remaining store, and food and transportation took most of the rest. The 15-year-old boy was now the only
earner for the family. The I2-year-old boy picked up a brass gear in a yard and took it to sell. He was
arrested and taken before the juvenile court, but was released to his father's custody. The father walked in
to Bakersfield from the squatters' camp on a sprained ankle because the gasoline was gone from the
automobile and he didn't dare invest any of the remaining money in more gasoline.

This walk caused complications in the sprain which laid him up again. The little girl had recovered
from measles by this time, but her eyes had not been protected and she had lost part of her eyesight. The
father now applied for relief and found that he was ineligible because he had not established the necessary
residence. All resources were gone. A little food was given to the family by neighbors in the squatters'
camp. A neighbor who had a goat brought in a cup of milk every day for the little girl.

At this time the 15-year-old boy came home from the fields with a pain in his side. He was feverish
and in great pain. The mother put hot cloths on his stomach while a neighbor took the crippled father to
the county hospital to apply for aid. The hospital was full, all its time taken by bona fide local residents.
The trouble described as a pain in the stomach by the father was not taken seriously. The father was given
a big dose of salts to take home to the boy. That night the pain grew so great that the boy became
unconscious. The father telephoned the hospital and found that there was no one on duty who could
attend to his case. The boy died of a burst appendix the next day.

There was no money. The county buried him free. The father sold the Dodge for $30 and bought a
$2 wreath for the funeral. With the remaining money he laid in a store of cheap, filling food—»beans,
oatmeal, and lard. He tried to go back to work in the fields. Some of the neighbors gave him rides to
work and charged him a small amount for transportation. He was on the weak ankle too soon and could
not make over 75¢ a day at piecework, chopping. Again he applied for relief and was refused because he
was not a resident and because he was employed. The little girl, because of insufficient food and
weakness from measles, relapsed into influenza.

The father did not try the county hospital again. He went to a private doctor who refused to come to
the squatters' camp unless he was paid in advance. The father took two days' pay and gave it to the doctor
who came to the family shelter, took the girl's temperature, gave the mother seven pills, told the mother to
keep the child warm and went away. The father lost his job because he was too slow. He applied again
for help and was given one week's supply of groceries. This can go on indefinitely. The case histories
like it can be found in the thousands. It may be argued that there were ways for this man to get aid, but
how did he know where to get it? There was no way for him to find out.

California communities have used the old, old methods of dealing with such problems. The first
method is to disbelieve it and vigorously to deny that there is a problem. The second is to deny local
responsibility since the people are not permanent residents. And the third and silliest of all is to run the



trouble over the county borders into another county. The floater method of swapping what the counties
consider undesirables from hand to hand is like a game of medicine ball.

A fine example of this insular stupidity concerns the hookworm situation in Stanislaus County. The
mud along water courses where there are squatters living are infected. Several businessmen of Modesto
and Ceres offered as a solution that the squatters should be cleared out. There was no thought of isolating
the victims and stopping the hookworm. The affected people were, according to these men, to be run out
of the county to spread the disease in other fields. It is this refusal of the counties to consider anything
but the immediate economy and profit of the locality that is the cause of a great deal of the unsolvable
quality of the migrants' problem. The counties seem terrified that they may be required to give some aid
to the labor they require for their harvests.

According to several Government and state surveys and studies of large numbers of migrants, the
maximum a worker can make is $400 a year, while the average is around $300, and the large minimum is
$150 a year. This amount must feed, clothe and transport whole families.

Sometimes whole families are able to work in the fields, thus making an additional wage. In other
observed cases a whole family, weakened by sickness and malnutrition, has worked in the fields, making
less than the wage of one healthy man. It does not take long at the migrants' work to reduce the health of
any family. Food is scarce always, and luxuries of any kind are unknown.

The preparation of food is the most primitive. Cooking equipment usually consists of a hole dug in
the ground or kerosene can with a smoke vent and open front. If the adults have been working 10 hours
in the fields or in the packing sheds they do not want to cook. They will buy canned goods as long as
they have money, and when they are low in funds they will subsist on half-cooked starches.

The problem of childbirth among the migrants is among the most terrible. There is no prenatal care
of the mothers whatever, and no possibility of such care. They must work in the fields until they are
physically unable or, if they do not work; the care of the other children and of the camp will not allow the
prospective mothers any rest. In actual birth the presence of a doctor is a rare exception. Sometimes in
the squatters camps a neighbor woman will help at the birth. There will be neither sanitary precautions
nor hygienic arrangements. The child will be born on newspapers in the dirty bed. In case of a bad
presentation requiring surgery or forceps, the mother is practically condemned to death. Once born, the
eyes of the baby are not treated; the endless medical attention lavished on middle-class babies is
completely absent.

The mother, usually suffering from malnutrition, is not able to produce breast milk. Sometimes the
baby is nourished on canned milk until it can eat fried dough and cornmeal. This being the case, the
infant mortality is very great.

The following is an example: Wife of family with three children. She is 38; her face is lined and thin
and there is a hard glaze on her eyes. The three children who survive were born prior to 1929, when the
family rented a farm in Utah. In 1930 this woman bore a child which lived four months and died of
"colic."

In 1931 her child was born dead because "a han' truck fulla boxes run inta me two days before the
baby come." In 1932 there was a miscarriage. "I couldn't carry the baby 'cause | was sick." She is
ashamed of this. In 1933 her baby lived a week. "Jus' died. | don't know what of." In 1934 she had no
pregnancy. She is also a little ashamed of this. In 1935 her baby lived a long time, nine months. "Seemed
for a long time like he was gonna live. Big strong fella it seemed like." She is pregnant again now. "If
we could get milk for um I guess it'd be better.” This is an extreme case, but by no means an unusual one.



