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 During the last three months I have visited, as I have said, some twenty states of this 

wonderfully rich and beautiful country. Here are some of the things I heard and saw: 

In the state of Washington I was told that the forest fires raging in that region all summer 

and fall were caused by unemployed timber workers and bankrupt farmers in an endeavor to earn 

a few honest dollars as firefighters. The last thing I saw on the night I left Seattle was numbers of 

women searching for scraps of food in the refuse piles of the principal market of that city.  

 A number of Montana citizens told me of thousands of bushels of wheat left in the fields uncut on 

account of its low price that hardly paid for the harvesting. In Oregon I saw thousands of bushels 

of apples rotting in the orchards. . . At the same time, there are millions of children who, on 

account of the poverty of their parents, will not eat one apple this winter. 

 While I was in Oregon the Portland Oregonian bemoaned the fact that thousands of sheep 

were killed by their raisers because they did not bring enough in the market to pay the 

freight on them. And while Oregon sheep raisers fed mutton [sheep meat] to the buzzards, I saw men picking 

for meat scraps in the garbage cans in the cities of New York and Chicago. I talked to one man in 

a restaurant in Chicago. He told me of his experience in raising sheep. He said that he had killed 

3,000 sheep this fall and thrown them down the canyon, because it cost $1.10 to ship a sheep, 

and then he would get less than a dollar for it. He said he could not afford to feed the sheep, and 

he would not let them starve, so he just cut their throats and threw them down the canyon. 

 The roads of the West and Southwest teem with hungry hitchhikers. I picked up a family. The woman 

was hugging a dead chicken under a ragged coat. When I asked her where she had procured the fowl, 

first she told me she had found it dead in the road. 

 As a result of this appalling overproduction on the one side and the staggering 

under-consumption on the other side, 70 per cent of the farmers of Oklahoma were unable to pay 

the interests on their mortgages.  

 The farmers are being pauperized by the poverty of industrial populations, and the 

industrial populations are being pauperized by the poverty of the farmers. Neither has the money 

to buy the product of the other, hence we have overproduction and under-consumption at the same time and in 

the same country. 
 

 I have not come here to stir you in a recital of the necessity for relief for our suffering 

fellow citizens. However, unless something is done for them and done soon, you will have a 

revolution on hand. And when that revolution comes it will not come from Moscow, it will not 

be made by the poor Communists whom our police are arresting regularly. When the revolution comes it will 

bear the label “Laid in the U. S. A.” and its chief promoters will be the people of American stock.... 

 
1. What were three problems Ameringer reported on from his travels around the country? 

2. Why did people go hungry while farmers and ranchers were killing livestock and not harvesting crops? 

3. What did Ameringer mean in saying that “we have overproduction and under-consumption at the same time? 

4. What warning did Ameringer issue to the committee at the end of his testimony?  Was it a realistic concern he had?  Explain. 

 

 

 



Folk Music 

This Land Is Your Land 
Words and Music by Woody Guthrie 

This land is your land This land is my land 
From California to the New York island;  
From the red wood forest to the Gulf Stream waters  
This land was made for you and Me. 

As I was walking that ribbon of highway,  
I saw above me that endless skyway:  
I saw below me that golden valley:  
This land was made for you and me. 

I've roamed and rambled and I followed my footsteps  
To the sparkling sands of her diamond deserts;  
And all around me a voice was sounding:  
This land was made for you and me. 

When the sun came shining, and I was strolling,  
And the wheat fields waving and the dust clouds rolling,  

 
As the fog was lifting a voice was chanting:  
This land was made for you and me. 

As I went walking I saw a sign there  
And on the sign it said "No Trespassing."  
But on the other side it didn't say nothing,  
That side was made for you and me. 

In the shadow of the steeple I saw my people,  
By the relief office I seen my people;  
As they stood there hungry, I stood there asking  
Is this land made for you and me? 

Nobody living can ever stop me,  
As I go walking that freedom highway;  
Nobody living can ever make me turn back  
This land was made for you and me. 
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