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ADVERTISING INFORMATION  

Pride and a Paycheck is now reaching more than 100,000 
tradeswomen and supporters worldwide through 
subscriptions, internet distribution and website sharing. 
Growing every day! Tradeswomen are making it happen!  We 
now have a team of tradeswomen who distribute Pride and a 
Paycheck to hundreds of Facebook groups!   

Copy ready ads include links to your own website. 
 
In addition to having your ad placed within the publication of 
the e-mag, Prideôs website now has a special  ADVERTISER 
and SUPPORTER PAGE where your organization or business 
website link will be easily assessable.     

All rates are negotiable.  
Full page: $85 0éHalf page: $425é 

Quarter page: $250éBusiness card: $120 

 

 

PLEASE DONATE TO PRIDE. USE PAYPAL ON 

WEBSITE: WWW.PRIDEANDAPAYCHECK.COM  

OR SEND CHECK MAKE OUT TO PRIDE AND 

A PAYCHECK TO 484 LAKE PARK AVE. #315  

OAKLAND CA 94610  

http://www.tradeswomen.net
http://www.prideandapaycheck.com/


                                                
 

 
 
Viewing the world from the cab of a 
locomotive is a unique experience. We 
railroaders notice the change of seasons in 
the tiny details - the golden hues of the 
leaves into Fall... the howling winds and 
snow of winter... the delicate green buds 
of Spring. Summer is nearly upon us - and 
that brings a new feast for the eyes among 
many railroaders, and a new danger I 
reckon the vast majority of the population 
is unaware of - young women flashing 
trains on a dare.  
 
bƻǿΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ-
honored tradition. It brings great joy to 
many a crew on an otherwise tedious and 
mundane run. Is it a 
little awkward 
ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘ 
with a lady 
engineer at the 
throttle? You bet! 
¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ 
getting a toot from 
us, unfortunately, 
and that is the goal 
of the dare - lift 
your shirt, get a 
toot.  
 
There have already 
been two articles 
making the rounds 
amongst us 
railroaders about 
teenage girls who  

 
 
were killed on the train tracks this  
weekΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ 
their deaths, but I do know it happens. A 
lot. My hope is to figure out some sort of 
public safety campaign about how to flash 
trains safely. A quick internet search tells 
me this ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ hǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ 
Lifesaver is addressing in the schools. 
{ƻǊǊȅΣ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦ 
 
Shortly after I hired out, a beautiful young 
lady was hit by a train near a very popular 
beach. Why? She flashed a train with her 
friends. After it passed, her and her friends 
ran across the adjacent track to go back to 
the beach, unaware that another train was 

rounding the same 
corner from the 
opposite direction.  
Her friends made it. 
She did not. There 
used to be a 
memorial on the 
fence near the site... 
quite a few pictures 
of smiling, beautiful 
young women with 
their whole lives 
ahead of them. The 
stories of how it 
ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
make the news. As a 
parent, I can 
understand why, but 
unfortunately this 
means the statistics 
continue to climb. 
 

© By Jen Wallis Railroad Conductor/Switchman 
And Steering Committee member of 
Railroad Workers United 
     www.railroadworkersunited.org 
 
 

http://www.railroadworkersunited.org/


Flashing trains is obviously not the only 
danger parents need to talk to their kids 
about, but I hope it got your attention. 
Statistics show that in the United States, a 
person or vehicle is hit by a train roughly 
every three hours. Each week brings a 
story of teens walking the tracks talking on 
their phones or texting or listening to 
iPods.  
 
The thing about trains and train safety 
which leaves every railroader scratching 
our heads when we hear these stories is 
this simple fact - 
YOU WILL NOT BE 
HIT BY A TRAIN 
UNLESS YOU ARE 
ON A TRACK. The 
only place you will 
be hit by a train is 
the roughly five-
foot area between 
the tracks and 
immediately 
outside of them. 
Out of this whole 
big world, we have 
to wonder why 
these victims chose 
to walk (or in many cases, sleep... really!) 
in that particular five foot area instead of 
everywhere outside of it where you are 
pretty much guaranteed to NOT get hit by 
a train. 
 
We railroaders also have a special place in 
heart (the dark, angry spot) for kids who 
ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩŘ ōŜ Ŏƻƻƭ ǘƻ Ǉƻǎǘ ŀ ǇǊƻŦƛƭŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ 
or make a cd cover for their band of them 
standing on a track. I work in the boxcar 
yard, and thought I was safe from the 

trauma of hitting these kids, but I was 
riding up in the crew van just last week to 
watch a shove, when I noticed a couple of 
guys standing near the tracks with stools 
and cameras, scoping out the yard. Once I 
got up to the spot where I could watch the 
shove, I looked down and saw that they 
had planted themselves on their stools on 
the one track out of 20 where we were 
about to shove.  
 
After reporting them to the yardmaster (it 
is also trespassing and highly illegal), I had 

to say over 
the radio, 
ά{ǘŀǊǘ ΨŜƳ 
back, good 
for twenty 
cars to the 
idiots 
sitting on 
ǎǘƻƻƭǎέΦ  
 
5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ 
those guys. 
Maybe you 
think you 
can do it 
safely, and 

maybe you did - but sending the message 
ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ŏƻƻƭ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǇƛŎtures of 
yourselves on train tracks might make a 
difference to the kid who got the idea 
from you, then lost their life attempting it.  
   
A train does not sound like a train when it 
approaches. It is silent until it is upon you. 
The speed of sound is delayed when forces 
of the wind from a train going as fast as 80 
mph are in front of it. And there is no such 
thing as northbound/southbound tracks. If 

 



you see a train go by heading north (or 
east, or west) it does not mean that this is 
the only direction for that track. "Expect 
trains at any time from any direction" is 
the rule we workers go by. We understand 
ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ 
it is too late. That same rule applies to the 
impatient fools (including grown-ups in 
cars) who cross the tracks after the rear of 
a train goes by not realizing another train 
is about to enter the crossing from the 
other direction. If the crossing arms are 
still down, wait until they go back up! I've 
had dozens of near-misses with that 

scenario. Thousands have not been so 
lucky. 
 

The crews of these trains remember every 
detail of fatalities on the rails for the rest 
of their careers. It haunts them. Many 
have to quit because they can no longer 
stomach going by those crossings and 
reliving it hundreds of times.  
 

Don't let your child be a statistic! You 
might think your kids already know better, 
but they don't. Have the talk. Now! 
 

© 2015 Jen Wallis (Written May 2015) 
WŜƴΩǎ email is wallisjeanette@gmail.com 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

If you live near tracks, and would like information on railroad safety and education for 
your schools and community, please visit Operation Lifesaver at www.oli.org 
 

 

mailto:wallisjeanette@gmail.com
http://www.oli.org/


Canadian Rosie the Riveter! Below is from Wikipedia then a note from Pride Editor Sue Doro 

Veronica Foster, popularly known as "Ronnie, the Bren Gun Girl", was a Canadian icon 

representing nearly one million Canadian women who worked in the manufacturing plants that 

produced munitions and materiel during World War II. 

Foster worked for John Inglis Co. Ltd producing Bren light machine guns on a production line on 

Strachan Avenue in Toronto, Ontario.[1] She can be seen as the Canadian precursor [2] to the 

AmericanéRosie the Riveter. 

She became popular after a series of propaganda posters were produced; most images featured 

her working for the war effort, but others depicted more casual settings like Foster dancing the 

jitterbug or attending a dinner party.[3] 

After the war, she worked as a singer with Mart Kenney and His Western Gentlemen, where she 

met trombonist George Guerrette, whom she subsequently married. 

 
Now from the Editor of Pride and a Paycheck: I received this message on Facebook from 
Veronica Fosterôs daughter (Laura Guerrette).  ñThe footage with narration is property of The 
CBC. I claim no ownership of it. But "Ronnie" was my mother :) So let's call it even, CBC;) I 
then appended the slideshow after the Rosie The Riveter reference, with a recording of my 
mother singing with Canada's Mart Kenney Orchestra.ò 

http://youtu.be/ -E0KvWve -9g 

 
 
  

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Manufacturing_plant
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Munitions
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Materiel
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_War_II
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/John_Inglis_and_Company
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bren_light_machine_gun
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Production_line
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Toronto,_Ontario
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Veronica_Foster#cite_note-1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Veronica_Foster#cite_note-2
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rosie_the_Riveter
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jitterbug
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Veronica_Foster#cite_note-3
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mart_Kenney_and_His_Western_Gentlemen
http://youtu.be/-E0KvWve-9g


 
 
  

 

IǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƳŀǊŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ 9ŘƳƻƴǘƻƴ !ƭōŜǊǘŀ /ŀƴŀŘŀ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 
LƴǘŜǊƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ 5ŀȅ, carrying banner and signs announcing their 
pride in being tradeswomen. 
 

One of the banners had the Pride and a Paycheck logo on it; (see red 
arrow) thanks to Crystal Sunshine Bowen, Edmonton Journeyman 
Scaffolder and Red Seal Journeyman Carpenter. She is a member of the 
United Brotherhood of Carpenters and Joiners. Crystal scanned the logo 
ŦǊƻƳ tǊƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ tŀȅŎƘŜŎƪΩǎ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŎƭƻǘƘ άƳƛƴƛ ōŀƴƴŜǊέ ǘƻ 
paste on the larger sign! Thank you Crystal for going all out to include 
Pride in the demonstration ƻŦ ǘǊŀŘŜǎǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƛƴ /ŀƴŀŘŀΗ 
 

We salute and support ¢ǊŀŘŜǎǿƻƳŜƴΩ international struggle to be 
²9[/ha95 ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘŜǎ Χbƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ άŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘέ ƻǊ άŀƭƭƻǿŜŘέΗ 
 

 

 



²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ DǳƛŘŜ ǘƻ .ƭǳŜ-Collar Jobs                              September/October 1999 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FROM MIGRANT WORKER TO BLUE COLLAR TRADESWOMAN 

THE STORY OF JUANITA 

 
ñMy name is Juanita.  I was born in Mexico.  
My family worked in the fields and I did the 
same.  I remember as I was working and 
watching the men on tractors and other farm 
machines Iôd think how much better their job 
was than what I was doing.  I thought it was 
better because it paid much more and even 
though it was hard work, it was nothing 
compared to working the crops.  I also didn't 
like the rashes I was getting from the 
pesticides in the fields.  But everyone in my 
family always worked the fields and I thought 
that was my future. 
 
Time past and I got married and started a 
family.  My husband also worked in the fields.  
Together our incomes hardly let us survive.  
Eventually our work took us to this country 
and we became citizens.  We went from farm 
to farm with the seasons and the crops.  We 
were working on a farm when a union 
organizing drive started.  One of the 
organizers was a woman that changed my 
life.  I got to know Clementina and shared 
with her my frustrations about the future of my 
family.   
 
She told me of another union that was 
recruiting women for the skilled trades.  At 
first I didn't think anything of it.  It seemed like 

such a strange idea.  But, then she told me 
about the wages and benefits and I thought 
more about it.  I knew you could make lots of 
money working machines but not that much 
more!  But, still I didn't think it was for me.   
 
Several weeks later in the evening 
Clementina came to my house with another 
woman.  She introduced me to her friend 
Maria.  Maria worked in road construction 
running different machines!  She had finished 
her apprenticeship and was on the job.  We 
talked for a long time.  My husband came 
home and joined in the conversation.  Maria 
offered to introduce him to her husband if he 
had any doubts about me doing this work.  
We both had doubts, but I was moving closer 
to thinking about it even though I was very 
scared of the idea.   
 
After they both left Juan and I talked it over.  
He was very concerned about my safety and 
how the men would treat me.  He thought our 
families would not like it.  We talked it over 
several more times.  I tried the idea out on our 
families and Juan was right - they didn't like it 
one bit.  They said it wasn't the right work for 
me, but they didn't have any ideas about how 
we could improve our life either.  I didn't do 
anything for a while. 

Looking through back issues of Pride and a Paycheck, we realized that a lot of the articles are still as current 
ŀƴŘ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΦ IŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ мфффΗ  



Then one day my brother and I were driving in 
his truck down the road.  We were slowed 
down by some construction.  The road worker 
waved a flag and told us to wait.   
 
I was sitting there day dreaming when I heard 
loud roaring noises.  I looked up and saw this 
big machine dig into 
the road like it was 
Jell-O.  The big 
bucket picked up 
the road and 
dumped huge 
chunks of it into a 
truck.  The truck 
shook every time 
cement dropped 
into it.   
 
My brother said 
how hard it was to 
work those 
machines.  Then he 
said, " Look at that - 
there is a woman 
on the bulldozer!  I 
can't believe it!ò  
 
I looked up and there with her pony tail 
sticking out of her hard hat was Maria!  I 
shouted to my brother, " I know her! "  I don't 
know who was more amazed, my brother or 
me.  As the worker with the flag waved us on I 
yelled hello to Maria.  She smiled at me and 
said, " When are you going to be up here?ò  
 
I thought about that all the way home.  What 
was stopping me from a better future for my 
family and me?  I didn't say anything to my 
brother - he was against me doing it.   

 
I knew that part of what was stopping me was 
other people saying I couldn't do it.  The more 
I thought about that I thought how do you 
know if you don't give it a try?  My husband 
and I talked some more.  He agreed to help 
me if I tried it and we agreed that I would get 

out of it quickly if it were the 
wrong way to go.  A few 
days later Clementina was 
in the fields.  I told her I was 
ready to give it a try.  
 
The rest of the story is a lot 
of hard work with a lot of 
good payoffs.  The 
apprenticeship was a real 
challenge.  I had to improve 
my reading and math just to 
get in the apprenticeship. I 
learned so many new things.  
Itôs more than six years ago 
since I saw Maria on the 
bulldozer. Now I'm making 
over $20.00 dollars an hour 
(note: 1999 wages) and the 
future looks a lot brighter.  

My family still isn't crazy about what I do, but 
they are impressed that I can do it.   
 
Today I was working on the road when I saw 
a teen-aged girl in one of the stopped cars 
say in Spanish, "Mom look at that - a lady!"  
That felt great.  I yelled back at her in 
Spanish, ñYou can do this job too!ò  You 
should have seen her smile and wave as they 
drove off.  So the next time you see a Latina 
on a road crew - it could be her!ò

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

(The names in the above story have been changed because it was compiled from interviews 
with three separate Latina tradeswomen who do not wish to be identified.) (August 1999) 

 




