
Libby straightened her coat and pulled her little black hat
down on her head. Soon the train would be stopping. This

time she hoped her name would be called. At every other stop
on the trip, Libby had waited while other children bounced
down the steps and onto the waiting platform.

As the train slowed down, Libby reached inside her
pocket and put her hand on a little Bible. With all her heart, she
hoped this would be her last ride on the orphan train.

Libby was an orphan — in search of a family.
She stood by her seat and waited for Mr. Graham, the man

in charge of the orphan train. He had told the orphans that
somewhere out in the countryside
or in a small town, there was
"a place at the table" for them.

Mr. Graham stood very
straight and looked over the
top of his glasses at all the
children. He told them that
the date was December 7,
1928. He also told them to

remember they were in
Missouri.

Then, very slowly,
he began to read

from a list of names.
Wi th  a  monotone
voice, he read: Heidi
Bak, Joseph Hyatt,
Annie Bailey, William
Smith, Frank Nilquist,
Gretchen Nilquist,

Carrie Anderson, Edmund Martini, Alfred Martini, Libby Goltz...
Libby swallowed hard. Her turn had finally come. Now

she had a chance to find someone who wanted an eight-year-
old girl. As Libby got in line with the other children, she
thought about the poem she had memorized.

Back in the orphanage in New York, she had heard that
children who were pretty, or strong or could sing a song or
dance had better luck at finding a home.

When she heard that, Libby looked in the mirror in the
hallway. She decided she wasn't pretty. Her eyes were too big
and her hair was too curly. She didn't think any family would
adopt her because of her looks.

Libby felt of her arm and could hardly find a muscle. No
one would choose her because she was strong. Even though
she did many chores around the orphanage, she didn't have
muscles.

Even worse, she could not sing, and she could not dance.
But as she looked into the mirror that day, Libby determined
that nothing would stop her. If she could just get a seat on one
of the orphan trains, she knew she would find a family.
She was sure someone would want her.

On the same day she had looked in the mirror, Libby
found a poem in a book at the orphanage. She decided that if
she could recite the entire poem, someone might like her for
being smart.

So, as she stepped down from the train, Libby began to
silently rehearse her poem...

"Little Orphant Annie's come to my house to stay.

To wash the cups and saucers up and brush the crumbs away.

To shoo the chickens from the porch and dust the hearth
and sweep, and make the fire and bake the bread to earn her
board and keep. ..."
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CLASSROOM/HOME EXTENSIONS -  
THINGS TO THINK ABOUT AND DO:

u Libby is an orphan.  What is an orphan?  What is
an orphanage?  What is an orphan train?

u Find a copy of the poem "Little Orphant Annie"
and read it to an older person.  Who wrote the
poem?  Try to memorize it as Libby did.
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