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Narrator: Joseph just arrived in the United States on a steam ship.  He was hoping that his relatives in the United States would have enough money to pay for his family’s ship fare, but no one had the money.  After all, $70 was a lot of money at that time.

Joseph: Oh, what are we going to do.  We have made this long, hard journey and now we don’t have enough money to pay for it.  I mean, I am glad that the trip is over, don’t get me wrong.  I got so seasick that I nearly died!  

Sarah: Well, my dear husband, I saw a man boarding the boat that said he would pay anyone’s fare that does not have enough money.  There he is right there!

Joseph: Well, let’s go talk to him.
Sarah: Hello, Mr…….

Mr. McCloskey: It’s McCloskey, David McCloskey.  

Sarah: Nice to meet you.  We don’t have enough money to pay our fare.  

Mr. McCloskey: Well, I am the man to see.  I will pay for your ticket and your husband will be my indentured servant.  

Sarah: What is an indentured servant?

Mr. McCloskey:  You husband will agree to work for me for three years by signing this contract and I will pay your fare.

Joseph: How much will I get paid?

Mr. McCloskey: Nothing.  You will be working off your debt to me for paying your fare by doing hard labor.  
Joseph: 3 years to work off a $70 debt!  I could make that much working in a factory for a couple of months!  What kind of hard labor?

Mr. McCloskey: Oh, just digging ditches and moving rocks.

Joseph: That sounds like a rip off!

Sarah: But honey, what other choice do we have?
Joseph:  Yes, I guess you are right.
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So much for my American Dream!  I thought to myself, “Jacob, once you get to America everything is going to be fine and dandy.”  I thought that I would be able to settle down on a farm with my family in Ohio.  We would work the fields and the fertile soil would give us plenty of crops to eat and sell.  Ha!  I was lucky enough to have family members that could afford to pay for my ship fare so that I did not have to become an indentured servant.  
Once I got to Ohio I realized something.  Even though land is cheap in Ohio, you still need at least $1,200 to start a farm.  You need to buy to land, build a house, build a barn, buy the equipment, buy some livestock.  Buy, buy, buy!  So, I had to get a job working in this lousy steel factory in Youngstown, Ohio.  First of all, it is like working on the sun.  It is so hot in there!  The smoke from the fires is enough to make you gag.  Secondly, it is very dangerous.  Just imagine spilling molten steel on yourself.  That would be like dipping your hand in a volcano.  I saw a man get his hand burned clean off.  If you get hurt, you are out of luck.  You don’t get paid until you can come back again, if you ever can.  
Oh, one day I will have my farm.  It will be a while, though.  $1,200 is more than I make in a whole year and I have a wife and 4 children to support.  I thought maybe I could become a supervisor at the factory at some point, but I don’t see that happening anymore.  My English is so poor that they would never make me a supervisor.  Only people who speak good English move up.  
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Hi, my name is Karl.  This is my house in German Village.  German Village is a small neighborhood south of Columbus, Ohio.  When I first came to America, I knew that I wanted to be a teacher.  That is what I have always been, even when I was living in Germany.  However, I could not get a job teaching just anywhere.  I can’t teach children in English, which is the language of most people in the United States, because my English is poor.  I was sure of one thing though.  I did not want to be a factory worker, miner, or work on the canal.  Manuel labor is not for me!  So, I decided to get a job in German Village, where all of the children are taught in German.  I styled my houses after the houses I saw when I was living in Germany.  It helped to make this far off land seem more like home.  Notice that we used a lot of bricks.  The house is made of bricks, the fence is made of bricks, the sidewalk is made of bricks, and even the road!  Notice the extra long windows encased in cement.  These are great on warm summer days!  
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Hi, my name is Father Friedrich.  This is my church in German Village, which is in Columbus, Ohio.  I didn’t want to come to the United States, but I was forced to.  The German government back home did not like the Catholic Church.  They thought that we had too much money and power.  They wanted complete control over the people.  Religion is very important to many Germans and the government feared that the people would be more loyal to the church than the government.  

I left Germany in 1868 with a group of friends from my Catholic Church.  We feared that the government would persecute us, throw us in jail, or even kill us.  When we arrived in Columbus, we realized that there were no German Catholic Churches.  We decided that it would make sense to build our church were the majority of Germans lived.  Guess what?  Even more Germans started moving to German Village because it was the only place they could find their church.  
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Hi, my name is Fred Schmidt.  I moved to German Village, which is a small neighborhood south of downtown Columbus, Ohio in the early 1880s.  I am from Frankfurt, Germany.  I didn’t want to work in the factories or mines, so I decided that I would open my own meatpacking business.  Everyone in Germany loved my sausage and I knew that the people in German Village would die for some good sausage.  It would remind them of home.  Imagine that you moved across the county and you could no longer eat that favorite dish that your mom is famous for making.  Wouldn’t you do anything for that dish?  Now my sausages are sold across the county.  My grandson opened a restaurant (the one pictured above) and it is the most popular one in all of German Village.  Now I am not trying to brag or anything, but some people moved to German Village just because they could find German food there, like my sausage.  
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