Resources on Families’ Experiences 

During the Great Depression

I am to have a baby.  We wanted one before but felt we should have more assurance for the future before we deliberately took such a responsibility.  But now that it has happened, I won’t give it up!... Won’t you do something so my husband can have a job?... We have absolutely nothing but our home.

—letter to Eleanor Roosevelt from Mrs. M.H.A., 1934, in Down and Out

in the Great Depression: Letters from the Forgotten Man
I remember lying in bed one night and thinking.  All at once I realized something.  We were poor.  Lord!  It was weeks before I could get over that.

—Depression victim, 1933, in This Fabulous Century
It ain’t going to hurt the government to feed and clothe them that needs it.

—large migration family, in This Fabulous Century
Us people has got to stick together to get by these hard times.
—large migration family, in This Fabulous Century
I’ve wrote back [to friends] that we’re well and such as that, but I never have wrote that we live in a tent.
—Tennessee woman, in This Fabulous Century
We make as much as is fitten for such as us runnin’-around folks.  Cain’t send the children to school we ain’t got the clothes.  By a’savin up we get so’s we can move on to the next place.  We haven’t had no help no way.

—Texas migrant worker in California, in This Fabulous Century
We had been eating wild greens since January this year.  Violet tops, wild onions, forget-me-nots, wild lettuce and such weeds as cows eat.  Our family are in bad shape childrens need milk women need nurishments food shoes and dresses—that we cannot get.
—Kentucky miner, in This Fabulous Century
The [migrant] family met at the most important place, near the truck.  The house was dead, and the fields were dead; but this truck was the active thing, the living principle.

—from The Grapes of Wrath
In the evening a strange thing happened: the twenty [migrant] families became one family, the children were the children of all… Sitting about the fires, the twenty were one.  They grew to be units of the [migrant] camps, units of the evenings and the nights.  A guitar unwrapped from a blanket and tuned—and the songs, which were all of the people, were sung in the nights.

—from The Grapes of Wrath
The rag town lay close to water; and the houses were tents, and weed-thatched enclosures, paper houses, a great junk pile.  The man drove his family in and became a citizen of Hooverville—always they were called Hooverville… And when the rains came the house melted and washed away.  He settled in Hooverville and he scoured the countryside for work, and the little money he had went for gasoline to look for work.

—from The Grapes of Wrath
The migrant people, scuttling for work, scrabbling to live, looked always for pleasure, dug for pleasure, manufactured pleasure, and they were hungry for amusement.  Sometimes amusement lay in speech, and they climbed up their lives with jokes.
—from The Grapes of Wrath
