Walking to Catch a School Bus
by Dorothy Muzopappa


As a little first grader I had a long lane to walk to catch the bus.  Mother watched till I was out of sight.  On the road that led to Kidd’s Mill was where we all got on – the Chilenskys, Puskarichs, Macugoskis and McFarlands.  The creek that wound down between two hill sides had three separate creek crossings.  Rain storms would make it like a river.  One such storm when I was in first grade made it impossible for me to cross.  Cree Stroud, the bus driver, carried me across.  Water was swift and up near to his knees.  I had to climb a steep hill till I passed the other two crossings, then back down to the lane and up the lane to home.  


My other bus driver was Gaylord Martin, Spike Corben, Ernie “Baldy” Gillespie.  Baldy owned the bus and parents paid a fee for us to ride.  When snow was on the ground or heavy frosts, the bigger boys made a large circle and we played Fox and the Geese till the bus came.  That was in the John Thorley sheep field.  There were no snow days, driver just put chains on.  When I probably was in third or fourth grade, the bus stop was moved up the road to the cross roads.  The bus had no separate seats.  More like benches on each side with a window one in the middle and a long board separated it making four long benches.  School was not easy for me.  I failed two grades.  Thus, Jean, now was in my same grade.

God does work in mysterious ways for as sad as I felt seeing my class mates moving ahead, I would have had to walk up the McCready Road by myself.  Now Jean and I were walking it together.  We were so glad when we reached Sulties store as Fiazzas had a big dog that had bit a couple times in the past.  He at least most of the time stayed above us on the bank.  From Sulties we now were on the hard road to Eldersville ending up at the old Town Pump. In the morning when we left home it wasn’t very light out.  Arriving home we had to change our dresses, do chores and study for the next day all by kerosene light as we still didn’t have electric.  This long walk also had a bearing on our future lives.  On the McCready Road is where Jean met her future husband.  He sometimes drove a big truck from the Sasso strip mine.  He stopped and asked us to ride but not knowing him we just thanked him and walked on.  Mrs. Welsh, who lived in a little house on the McCready Road would ask us in sometimes to rest and get a drink of water.  She asked why we didn’t ride with the young fellow.  She said she had known him since he was a boy when she lived in the Jefferson Coal Patch.  It was just above Penowa.  One morning we were half way up the road and he stopped and asked again.  Well, Jean, made me get in first.  When Tony returned from the Navy, Frank introduced him to me and the rest is history.  Tony Muzopappa and Frank Korpos lived next to each other in Penowa, married and lived next to each other on the State Line Road and now they are both buried in the Bethel Cemetery.

Getting back to the bus, we were dropped at the bottom of those long steps that led up to Union High, got back on the bus at the end of the school day at the bottom of the steps. By the time our sister Rae was ready for high school, the bus was no more owned private.  She was picked up at the cross roads, spared that long trek up the McCready Road.


Other changes, was that Union High now was called Burgettstown High.  All the grade school pupils were bused in to another school building there. In 1945 Jean and I graduated.  We enjoyed going to Union High yet would have been a lot better if we had not had that long walk in all kinds of weather.  We made many life-long friends there.  As the years went on the busses did improve.  I doubt they would have met today’s standards.  No matter our busses always got us to school.

