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BRIEF RAMBLINGS OF THC

before | begi née

| dve been riding freight on and off now
off for almost seven. The romanticized chatter froReddit, Squattheplanet
Instagramand books likelnto the Wildpushed me to live an alternate lifestyle

on my own terms, but | had already formed a breakaway long before in my mind.

When my job disposeaf me like a used tampon | sold everything and leftél

behind, my friends, my family, and my lifel. was unhappy.

lhadwor ked in the corporate world | ong er
Il dve al so tr av dHatdabbelirg myselfgsh at o Dk maw Ki d, 6
wandering in groups with kids in their punk vests and patched clothes, and their
dogs, where the booze and needleflourish under bridges by therain tracks,
eatingtrash,hi t t i ng up fsalldodlshivtaon Khere is ro freedndin
either for me other than just running around the country, feeling hopeless and
squandering my money to curb my pain.did that for a bit, but recently |
been making changes in my life to fix that and mend those wounds.

I dm not & abdrt §mKndtl a agqréaf fpiatiinta ratnids td

not my forte. | ride trains because itdés a free
wander around when | dm fed up with work

I t 6 s wh gnord jdbytean Ihcandount; it will most likely always be that way

and if not, who cares. I't doesnd6t matte
in chains and thatds f i rnaedbaélaneeaumglde | have

andl & m swhlking away from my demons to becormebetter person. Th at 6 s
all | can ask for in a society clouded fronsocial media and materialism.

This zine is just a way of documenting some of my wanderings in Canada, my

art, which for most of my life | was always told by my peers would never met
anywhere in society and | should focus o
been a delinquent. Il dm not | ooking to b
the hobbies that bring mepassionands howcase some ot her arti
I 6 ve s h agoodtimesvatimeiher talking trains over a beer doing graffiti,

taking them on their first rideor just enjoying nature and its simple pleasures

And t hatos what i-»EgorsH " a | &l about , a |little
travels and theirs,train photography, camping in the woods and watching the

vibrant colors blaze by me through nearly untouched landscape as she snakes

al ong curves, s qu e alawingarmputingatbrushéolas . It ds
canvas and letting the strokes of paint guidene along the way, | never know the



out come, but in those moments that me d
what | like about it.

DISCLAIMER

I did not disclose the locations of monikers to protect hop out information for

riders. All photography, sketches, and writings are property of Brian Cray, Mad

Kap or KoTH. Photography | have used herein to compile this zine is mostly from
Canada with some background images around New England as | feel riding in

the Northeast and parts ofCanada are very similar, slow and low, and pristine so

I think it fits perfectly for what | &dm
a lot of time working on this and | spent a lot of time compiling it. | could not

have done this without the helpf Mad Kap and KoTH sepecialthanks goes

out to both of them for supporting me in this endeavorAs always ride hard, live

free, and try to give back when you can.

DEDICATED TO

My cousin oDan the Mand who passed awa
with heroin addiction | miss you dudemore than you could ever know. | know

are |lives went separate ways after 1 s
kids when we had no responsibilities w
closetome.f youdre struggling with addicti
wedre here to help, |l osing people clos
love you back east.



A TASTE OF WILD

A brief diary of my wanderings in
Canadaé AuGusT2019

Sharp rays of light tickled my face as | awoke early morning on the incongruent
ground with a minefield of walnuts burrowed beneath my back. | sat up; cracked
the bones in my vertebraeand neck,givingme only sudden rdief from the kinks
and knots crawling up my spingbut Istill felt rested for thelong day of riding
ahead of me

My hand patted the ground scouring
it for my pack of smokes and glasses.
The air smelled of fresh dew and pollen
as smoke entered my lungs igniting the
start to a new daywhere not even a
cloud touched the sky | had a few
hours to kill, at least, according to a
map drawnby another rider beneath
the bridge. It markedthe hop out ime and direction of northboundntermodals
despiteit being mislabeled as eastbound, which Eugene Bean pointed out
beside itin a funny, wax rant

The hours crawled by much like my motivation to pack up my geahich | did
so in alackadaisical manner as general manifests entered and left the CN
Vaughan Yardsporadically The pleasures ofndulging inPizza Hut ruminated in
my brain, but | stood firmly on the hifpushing this deterrentout of my thoughts,
afraid my train woudl stop on the mainline and thatit did.

Just before noon, one of the longest hshots | ever cast my eyes on parked
on the mainline for a crew change, pointing northbound for Winnipeghustled
down the embankment of overgrowth rustlinghtough the hidn trackside weeds
to ballast. Carszoomed bicyclistszingedand pedestrianszippedalong the
bridge overhead of me as walked the line looking for a suitableide.
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If | was riding for muItrpIe days | became prcky with my ride, not wantio
ride suicide or wihriitletdne copeo Insted, | striove for
mini ka-ets somemo keep me hidden from rotby |nspect|onsan
souety, somethlng with comfort, something with hobo luxury. Over the yé

& fthese ndeshave becomeharder and harder to find. In Canad4_a nearly all rid
Z ere susaml4d8eoss3oor the porches of 4
?g;w he right car, Tooking for ribbe
bucket wia fooar, Widch a §|mple ke.r-p‘lunk of a rock would tell
hen | tossed It inside & anm’ r’elrtT{er’dr'r‘i_g-&jrtFe steel or thudded against ballg
This sound was more golden than the sound of alrrng up and departure. Fin
he ideal r|de|nvolved strenuous hustlrngalong the jagged slopes of track al

oftentimes just settllng forany ride before a|r entered herb|rth|ng her of life,

t \',
Y he overpass above Sweat dripped down my skin from the hot steel, but alo
blissful journey lay ahead of me on this cloudless day, so | lay unfazed.

patrently The sound touched my ears likéa¢ vorce of an angel.We were o




She sliced around that bend through
the urban havoc of downtown Toronto
and as | peeped up to the baby blue
sky, | sawa burst of skyscrapers trickle
on by me. Their glass facades twinkled
in the rampant sunlight until the city
completelydisappeared. Then nothing
but green blazes of trees burned by as
she slithered through Canadian wildernessThe sound of the train, the smélof
diesel exhaust, the gyrating, conical wheels, bouncing and screeching along
those endless glinting beams of steel, the complete desolation, it all ran wild on
the Canadian Highline. Just me, the train, the wilderness, little streets, towns,
and railroad crossingsbetween it felt all too mystical

Lakes of blue sprinkled between
miles and miles of deep green forest
blinded me for the next 2days and |
|l oved absolutely e
of it. | loved the fresh breeze tossing
my hair. | lwed the glacial lakes, the
swamps, the vibrant collage of .
aspens and lodgepole pi

the loaf with loose drt, dead leaves, and twigs. | felt lighter and fuller of energy
so | walked the line just a few cars and studied the woodland.

The sharp,strong, poignant smell of pine struck my nose with an undertone
ofbi tter sweet f r depinpointiwviiat mottled bemeath d. n & t
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y legs brushed through moist clusters of bushes. | stopped| | belown
and|ran my fingers alongnoist, little leaflets, picking up branch after branch and
scouring each bush of its wild blueberriesl scavenged the landor hours,
plucking one by one, and filling a whole Ziploc with these tasty little zaps of
flavorful heaven. Then the sound of air whistled through the foggy silence.of
ilderness as the cool air of night surrendered to starry skn@the chorusg

After arriving early morning in Melville on an IMhopped on a NBD later that
dayat 5 PMonly to end up 20 miles away at a grain elevator.

| waited in a golden, glistening, field of wheat to see if the train was picking
up or dropping off carshut after two long hours of lying there in the dirt she only
dropped a block of grainers and picked up a string of tankers. There were no
rideables back to the CN yard so | just started walking back towards Melville,
swatting mosquitoes and smiling, beazse the road to Churchill would be a
harder catch than | had imagined.
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I slept that night beneath th?prne
near a hrgh school football field a

- lrack with mybattery bankmd intgm
&the scoreboard anrdlvoke up th :
morning to dog snarllng angEses
Ipanrcke ?

slobberrng at my face
sloppily packed my bedroII threw loo
garments and food |n my bag ar

owner called out for hIS dog and stod
beneath the h|II by the tracldookmg fol

TN

me, but "did not know who or What
1" AR Y N DT, IS I T | R
was Iookrng for srnce he never saw me
LS mmmm

%gh'rnd the plnes I sat in the grass by

e o ,:rm‘m
the chainlinked fence as morning dew
g U
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. '_foaked into into my ass untrl finally his dog
ot bored plcked up anot another scent that l : iW'

i\ er five hours of tedious~andering, my pce sIowedt subtle p|tt
4 patter achrevrng no more than a mile per hour. | wrped the sweat from my b
' onto my forearm bronzed by both dirt and the Iumrnous sun. A prckup with a

'h railer slowed down and pulled off onto the shoulder un drove far past me an
dlsappeared |nto the horlzon over the hill. 1 lost any hope of gettrng aride

my S|gn strapped to my pack but kept scuttlrng onward towards MelvrIIe

hen my ears heard the soft screECh of brakes and | turned around tnetver
same prckup that puIIed past me jus

! ‘3 moments earlrer He motroned

- ey wu b A A Y N . g
", rf. AN 'r sinlptpleiely W A
Sunburn and freckles speckled h

arms under his flannel Shirt. Wlthou
even asking | already knew what he d

l,l‘
al
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My brief time r|d|ng frelghtthrough the flat pralnes and grassy knolls painted

B e - ¥ R 2

ith husks of cornétalks flapplng in the wind among blurs of mint, golden wheat,
barley, and fields of mustard defined the agricultural province of Canape.

Saskatchewan bearlng it m g $nI0|te$o olhas dt o
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uninterrupted view of the jetstream a wind system with evemhangrng weather
but before this in the 19505

T L

ifilled with moos, nelghs and the roars of tractors gmlfled most of the

M S

lTearned Saskatchewan produces over
climate change over tle past few decades is really affecting crop production for
many farmers, causing smalime business owners to flop, while the large

3 corporate farms takeover IfaC'/:&Qp cannot sur vi_x e
town will die, the equivalent to Walmarflopping somewhere in the state

| Watched the blursof forest and lime paddies fade to ramshackle barns
arped by Mother Nature and the subtle rlpples of calm blue lakes. My nose
rinkled and crlnged at the smell of trash fmarms as she cruised
near pIumes of thlckme shrleklng bwherframes of old
au billows of haysta?l.{k %




She sided briefly for higher priority freight giving me time to tag a few cars
whilst hiding—f‘rom any roll by inspections. Golden streaks fading to night lit up

| o AE . &1 "3 A% Fe

the Iandscapes as the contded shadows of freight ripped through the silence.

Yo I

| remember falling asleep; shaking from her cold steel as she ate through my
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many Iayers of gear and when | woke to the chilling sensation of her touch,
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wat er sl oshed 2 b 0 u t drenohing rhedo abmiserdble stateo f my
The sky fell in torrents through Saskatooand that night I learned | needed to

[ A—— .
r Mllpﬁ‘lhr- . o

'get atarp
| rode that Iong IM up through Edmonton bypassrng the CN yard past oil &
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refﬁe_nes the decadence of maIIs ‘the cIouds @onstruction and furthe_

| hrough more pastures and blazes of forest she stopped past a small treylar

WL mc

near AI|x We sat on the maln for an hoand a fear shadowed overm

arin }hedlstance as oraige vests came into weﬂW

So as she crept to a halt near the throat of the yard, | quickly hopped off and
marched through the high weeds of a ditch, stumbling and losing my footing. |
watched as a worker checked the indicator light and kept stompifigrward as
he grassy knolls swallowed 1 my feet and strangled my / legs like a boa constrlcfor ‘
making zero progress to rear:h the middle of the train. g'— 3 ./
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That golden hiss of air tlcklemy ears and my- heart thumped erratlcally as|
could not feasibly geback onthe"traln gi{ay on the ground sprea'm a N
starfish in a field of green minvith' my eé}mkrﬂg out between the stem :

leaves stalking the train forthe orange vest‘rThe;yvorker stood tall on the I
as she rolled by on the trackAs som as he r}assed me, 4darted down that d'




0Sorryél didndt hop back on because |
a deal her e. ltds not in the States. o

didndot s

and

real

:really di dngt

x. .
| s i

1,....‘..3“

~no probl emel

"crossed | eg

oHowod

y O U

oTrains. | 0 wneandféfer aboud four yeaisin

Americé t hat 6di dvindt It hi nk i t . Wwarshitchlske d
ride CPéjust in between work at wag
actually tryind to head to Banf f,
‘he trailséany N

OFour years you say? You mustodve be
hell hole there. Un | e s slatytmils dwayefrovthey o

|l ock of ?ourists, you wondt have muc
tourism regardless of temperature
-

mMan

alr i’gh‘tewel‘l I

oYou my friend are
KM from here. Your best bet is to walk the tracks and get Itﬁghway’/ill. There:
ai not much there, but h
Deer and continue on




| stood there patiently waiting for approval as | had no idea what was goin

oWell, dondt just stand thereéwe

20 KM anywayéyou tr

ol have no desire to r i de dyknowhod
guys run as | wag

OYou didédidn

The engineer motioned the worker over and | heard muffled conversal
under the idling of the front engin 4 \ )

OAl rightéhop on up on the front

he ne e ¥ ‘ ﬁ;

; With that notion, a grin curle
out fronMs a
| pulled myself up onto the steps {
he front engine, standing sideby:
side next to the worker whcﬁaug
countryside. We waved to t
farmers in the adjacent fields on
their tractors and by their barns and this truly felt like the longest, most
memorable rideof my life despite it being the shortest. | held onto it with the
joyous of smiles and despite the gloomy sky, those moments of light wind
watering my eyes and flailing my hair fed the presence of sunlight in my mind. It
felt like aT@tTm_e?f train rdes because
B o siced ot that e
'-"m'l engine and rr_lyihuge smile slo
: dissipat?d to the grarme-s of di I
_beneath my feet as she chugged awayl
“the next grain elevator. | looked dovi
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| wandered down those empty dirt roads under tears of cIouds ready to weep p
at any moment W|th no services nearby, and not much traffic. In the two hours I
roamedthrough desolationbetween the essence of manure and hay wh|Ie the
smell of rain permeatedthMl witnessed just two vehicles zip by me,
both_golng the opposrte way, spitting up clouds of dust. Somewhere through my
y&gﬁmndenng | develoﬁj numbness to thegarticular situations. Parn
anmwt shame happiness and sadnedmgered under the surfacdike eq
light dose of mablc mushrooms, but fear, | always jumped over it Ilke a hurdI

*my path or an obstacle easily avoid

T e

Ifnoonepickedn@ up t h e nj I 6 d wa I)k t h e
myself through worse physical pain and mental angursh and with persevera e
hiked 53 mlles |n the Grand Canyon from the South to North Rim during M3

/’ of 2016. The 14 000 feet of elevation galndrastrc change of lan Iandscapes fro

in
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a canyon n blanketed in snow to arid desert with pink rattlesnakes green |
gllstenlng cottonwood trees, the fierce Colorado River thrashlng about and|the
slrppery, narrow slopes of Jagged rock defrnrtely tested my wits. B
persevered. That empty pit in my stomach dissipated and once | reac|
Highway 11 | wandered up and down a series of hills through the verd




I had the privilege of siding ouin Jasper National Park where CN had buffed ¢
a 2012 THEORY moniker. The dude is a total legend! Of course | couldn't
leave it like that. So I traced it back in for him out of respect (which some ha

deemed unkosher. 14l Keeweronbe o

The first ICH I've seen on a wall in Montree



T You'll find your own way.
Only Romantic in Ink

Just stay clean out there.

> Happiness is shared Greenhorn,
In and out'sok.

Sex, society...
Don't need to be a lifer.
Bourgeoisie will pay.

Steel way to H

| tried to touch the clouds toda:

Bein’free is hard
No responsibilities
Dirty socks, diseasq 4

i

Little to no bills

Only in the books®




| first met Mad Kap in British Columbia after hopping off the highlire the

summer of 2019. | had just gotten off the train after a long two days of riding
Canadian Grain throughthe Fr aser Canyon and anyone w
Canadian Grainer knows exactly howlirty they are so you can only imagine how |
looked. Between my blackeneduticles, splotches of grimesngrained in the

pores of my face and hands, difaden, holey clothes, | looked like a spectacle

sitting in a booth attheWady 6 s wai ting for a man | h
had only talked briefly through email and on YouTube as | am an avid watcher of

his scenic freight riding videos and just enjoy his philosophy on life, his words,

and his attitude. We are very much alikgust scenery tramps out there for the
views and often ride solo stints to wh
married, but where we differ is he brought a pack of little ones into this world; |

d i damdhave no plans to procreate



Likemanyi n t he scene of graffiti and
didndt really know what to expect
he Inteﬁﬁ?volmmou enV|S|or‘1.e'dF|n‘§/oﬁrﬁn‘d_ h(;?'are all of them ¢
people by any means, no differerthan the people you meet on the streg
Some are out there for enlightenment, e@éﬁmnd genumely good peq
just trying to survive in this chaotigvorld, but mom say struggle with t
hardships of the needle, the bottom of a bottle or hava sense of entitleme
i ke the world owes t h e Bvergonenfeels fain.nYd

ust have to work th-r”ough t he

Periodically, | looked over at the busy swing doors rampant with peq
locking in and out to eat fast food burgegfryin_gto envision what he would |
i ke. 1t6s always hard to tefll i
Train Doc sporting chic Dockers, a suit and tie, or a man wearing baggy
jeansandclohi ng t hat was quite popul a
ould not stroll in wearing a studded vest covered in train patches and h
stitching with holey pants clung
eloquent speech. Notthatte r e 6s anyt hi ng “wron g with th

we judge, we speculate and stereotype, w
imagination. | was merely speculating at this poiaind wondered as my mind
wandered

Many of my thoughts ruminatedn those moments while | sat patiently
charging my phone and drowning in fast food like a garbage disposal. | did not
eat much over those two days asHad ran out of food rolling through Revelstoke
and fell asleep in the fokole, just waiting for the vicious spatter of skyo stop
falling from the clouds and breathe sunlight. Otherwise, | would have hop
off, explored the town and rellshed in food before pasmr a bri
down by the river, stoklng a fire and |ndg|En Canadian beer Had | done thi
we may have never me t ‘Jp, | donot

'. .m T Y. aEmr =
itself out for reasons we 0 |

‘ Needless to say my appetite ran wild and | ate my fair sharef sub-par,
processed foods, wh| ch never qui-t

quite quenched my thirst, but it was cheap and a close walk from the train y
so here | waitedfor him to arrive

When he swung open that door and walked inur eyes made éontact fro
across the room through the mosaic of strangers sitting down in their bo
with their families, throughall the noise and g'eaJp and gomentalities; | thin
we just both knew He knew from my train splattered clothing and Idm th
body language of his eyes, his wide smile and how he paced across the




towards me. He wore a green patterned short sleeve W|thﬂlt|rt beneath if§
and jeans, Iookng Ilke e any nm.&'ﬂlaf newsboy capcovered his sho
hair. We were about t the mm relatlvely short in stature, bu
looked more filled out and robust with paler skin and more freckles tha
Hereached out and shook my hand with a firm grip and introduced hims

(‘)H°e37 ' I saw ya from cross t
When y up ya said ya we

()Yea_'h‘ 'man, I was gonna get off i
coul d not corlnfertaoi/my Canaden Grainer to stand out in that shit, s
just fell asleep “and the next time the train stopped in a big yard, | hopped

| a

yNo ki dd i ndéyou rode for about
-eqenerybud day riding through Banff National Forest and then Fraser Can
a

the most stunning |line |0dv
'_-Athe states. Not quite as fast, but definitely sparsely populatedntouched land
with a ton of glacial lakes, and deep green forests that go for miles and miles

and mil es. I didnd wanna get off in
OKamloops is a junkie infested shitho
ridden that line forever and you really got to see the best parts of it. Anyway,
enough talkindégot the family in the ¢c
-yaedonot get offended by S|tt|ng
ralnndersrn\Y ‘\\/‘vf‘fle insists they sit “on

,personalehope P 7 ¥
£ ‘i‘,‘i:,

C)Nah ude, com‘pletely understand
damn are they comfy. Thanks forb
abl e to. Sorry for the short

e > I e X 3

5 z Bty =
0ltds cool Brian.
and near the trai

- .f -

up Wit h | Lo f
. {

-'4-.\.(

And that was when | met FreRide for the first time in B T:nends for a da& ;

a|l ways sucks when you meet new p e ofip

start to a solid friendship, which only gets harder as you geiler. Ride safe!
s & : = e =
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My first memory of graff was the wall behind élocal 7-11 in the late 80's,
when | was in elementary schoollt was the 'message board' for the high school,
full of disses, penises, phone numbers and things of that nature. The word 'fuck’
was prevalent in alits various forms, noun verb and adjective {it's a versatile
word!}. | recall being amazed at the insiglimtot e e n athoeght8.s.| spent
hours studying all the minutiae and interactions played out on the wall. In the
very early 90's when | went to high school myself | started tagging, by then hip
hop was in full effect and | had awareness of graffiti thhat form. In those pre
internet days it was still very mysterious how certain effects were achieved, as a
beginner you spenmanyhours in your sketch book honing your craft before you
even picked up a spray can in earnest. It was a clear progression frbook to
felt to spray,and if you tried to run before you learned to walk you got burned
quick. We would sit and watch artists like Insight and Ghost{RIP} from the
IBCrew as they did their thing in the local alleys and tennis courts, we wouldn't
talk to them and they wouldn't say much to usye were tolerated as long as we
kept quiet. Then we would skateboard around town with our markers and
pastels doing little things here and there on the edge of pieces amdills, usually
high on acid. As we got older @ahmore skilled they would drop some knowledge
and techniques onus, teachus the proper way to get down in an apprenticeship
type relationship. The scene was very artistic and not too agro here on Canada's
West Coast so it was a great place to come up. Togws here were AA and BA;
Virus and Dedos were killing it as far as pure skills in thietail, but artists like
Jetl and Take5 were street kings and also the first ones | knew who rode freight.
There were no brands made for graff specifically, no Montaretc. Krylon and
Rustoleum ruled the day, and paying for paint and markers wanheard of.



Racking bags full of paint was an integral part of the process, and we would
trade store locations that were soft targets or had rareolors. | had a mix cap
that would allow me to mixcolorsfrom two cans and get many gradations of one
color, which was unavailable commercially. We would take caps off of Crisco
cans etc. to get differenteffects, andmake our own ink and fat mops. The legal
climate was WAY differerthen. You could tag almost anywhere that wasn't

s 0 me o Imoasé arstorefront, anddo full scale pieces on tennis court walls or
alley ways in daytime. No one except coke dealers and doctors had cell phones
so evenlF someone wanted to drop a dime on younéy would have to run home
and call thepolice, bythe time they showed up {if they did} you would h&ONG
gone. But the truth is the cops didn't seem to give a shit. There was practically
NO buff at all unless you went wild across 0 me o stagefiant or something on
a drunken spree one nighf{which | have to admit imay have done once or
twice}.

Alleyways, under bridges and abandoned warehouses would stay up until you
or someone else painted another piece over itl.remember several times
painting in broad daylight on a tennis court or something and a citizen would
walk up, "Here we gol'would think, but 9 times out of 10 they would be totally
chill..."l always wondered how you guys did this, it's really neat" or something
similar, would te all they usually said. They couldn't care less. It wasn't until the
late 90's/early 00's that the media campaign against graff started here {in
western Canada}. The cities instituted laws that would penalize homeowners if
they had a tag on their propertgnd failed to remove it, the city would come by,
buff it and hand the owner an inflated bill. The local newspapers became full of
hit jobs on graff as the cause of "urban blight"...the 'broken window' theory came
in full effect. | remember companies likéGoodbye Graffiti' starting to buff shit on
the regular and thinking "Damn that's a fuckinfpke, t mever osng to work".
Now they spend hundreds of thousands to paint over graffiti in places like
alleyways and under bridges, several times in one yeand pieces only stay up
in rare spots. They have special task forces that go around photographing all
tags etc. so when they do finally catch some kid in the act they haveST ACKof
charges waiting for himher, eachtag being a separate charge. | talkedith one



kid who told me they got a warrant for his house, searched his room and
computer, then got warrants for his friends houses and did the same thing.....the
kid was like 13 years old! They busted his whole littzew, andthey were strictly
low lewel kids; just taggers with no pieces. If they really want to fuck you they can
charge you under a RICO like act which is for any group which gets together for
the purpose of committing a criminal act. | mean it's just paint on a wall...WTAF?
There area lot worse things that kids could be doing, and graffiti may even be a
bridge to an interest in art where none may have existed. I've known several
people, myself included, who veered off the hardcore criminal path and put that
energy into art. Meanwhile psyabs like Picktonkill dozens of people for years,
and kids still go missing on the highway of tears every month, numbering in the
hundreds, and no one seems to give a shiGoogle it.

Graffiti has historically been the unvarnished voice of a repress people. In
an oppressive regime where free speech is stiflatis often the only outlet for
the true feeling of the population. Look at Latin Americas history of political
murals and graffiti for a good example. When the state controls all the media
outlets there is no platform for people to vent frustration. The phrase "Read the
writing on the wall" illustrates this perfectly. Anonymous, unfiltered truth with no
bullshit, no fear of reprisal. I'm sure in ancient Egypt someone was writing "the
Pharaoh s a dung beetle" or some similar sentiment. When you see your inner
thoughts voiced in public by another person it empowers you to realigeo u 8 r e
not the only one seeing that the emperor is buck nekkid! Graffiti can be a
powerfultool for revolutionary chage, or it can be a vulgar statement of lust or
base anger. Especially prnternet this was often peoples only recourse to voice
their dismay at an unjust system. While | still have a closet full of spray paint |
mostly only do monikers with Markals ancefts these days. The history of rail
writing is long established and an interesting study in itself. | have a friend that
works at the CP shops and writes grievances under the carriages of trains....this
is continuing a long tradition which sprung up alosgle of hobo monikers with
the beginnings of the rail system in America. My journeys on freights started
from painting trains at night in freight yards and lay ups. | would see a train
going by slowly and realized | could easily hop on it and go for a yiflé so



chose. So one night | did. | grabbed on to a Potash unit train and rode the tops
for about an hour until it reached the destination port. | was hooked. There is
something unexplainable about connecting with all that raw power and riding it
into the night, completely anonymous and unobserved. After a few more short
trips | finally felt ready to go on a longer ride, and rode to the Rocky Mountains
and back for a week. There were no videos &fouTube at that time so | had to
learn as | went. It's a teep learning curve, to say the least, and | had a few close
calls before | got my shit together. Fortunately my long experience in the streets
came in handy as it gave me an ability to read people and situations that could
be potentially dangerous, and he to handle them. There are a lot of elements
involved in traveling byreight; especially in the Canadian Rockies at winter....the
potential for mishap is exponential. | feel a deep connection with the past when
travel along the Line, the landscape | gilirough IS the history of post contact
Canada, many of the communities came into being solely because of the
railroad. If you look at a map of western Canada you will see it consists of vast
areas of unpopulated wilderness crossed by thin lines of road$iiwh support

the communities strung out along themThe smaller crew change towns are still
reliant to a large extent on the railroad for employment, they are company
towns.

I will get nods and waves from railway employees {mostly the old school gnes
as | walk the small towns with my bag, especially if I'm rocking my old engineer
hat; and sometimes an old timer will come up and ask if I'm riding. They will then
tell me how they used to ride freight in the Depression and wish me luck on my
travels, ard | can see the light in their eyes as they reflect on the time they spent
on the Rails as youths. Trains get in th@ood; it seems, no matter how you get
into them. These days, as a happy family man, | seldom travel for more than two
weeks, just to getti out of my system for a while. | don't need to go far to get
world class views as | live blocks from one of the most scenic lines in North
America, the CP Mainline of Canada. | know it like the back of my hand and can
wake up anywhere along it and know vetne | am. | have noticed that with both
graff and hopping being on the internet, more kids are doing both without
"paying their dues", wanting to run before they can walk. | get it, but it's kind of
frustrating when someone jumps into a scene for a minutend burns it down
becausethey haven't had to work for the knowledge and therefore seem to have
less respect. | have a lot of regard for tradition and feel that codes of conduct
are there for a reason. I'm no king of the road or the spragn, andI'm notthe
type to say no one can do these things after me, but it seems like there is a
growing lack of etiquette in both these endeavors. In the last few years rail
security has been stepping up, and fewer rideable cars seem to be out there. My
beloved dirty Caadian grain cars have reached their shelf life and are being
rapidly scrapped in favor of the new model with no platform or cubbyhole; and
unlocked units are a thing of the past for the most part.

The truth is though, when | read Al and Jack Blaf#tc.}| realize that riding
freight was a Hell of a lot harder and more dangerous in the past, and we really
have it easy. So I'm not complaining. I've never had to ride the rods or watch out
for sadistic brakemen with bulging eyes anchiclet teeth looking to kill a 'bo.
Everything changes and morphs with time, and I'm sure there will always be
someone willing and able to exploit the weaknesses in a system to cop a Free
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MY FIRST ENCOUNGRH

Imet KoTH for the first time in Montpel

didndt know what to expect. I never d
whet her over the Internet, hitchhiking
people off the Interwels since before | was of legal drinking age, acquiring

friendships from my days of online pir

held good friendships with over the years despite them living across the country.
This is also how | met my wife many yesaago before online dating was cool and
you had to lie about it to your friends.

The same goes fotnstagram Over the past few years, thas opened up
many doors for me by connecting me with the train and graffiti tue, a culture
I w o tthhvdhedn able to fully appreciatenot knowing any othe people
behind the masks ofart plastered overta i n s , in aerosol and
developed a few great friendships from it and KoTH is one of those friendships.

In all my years of travel, thiswadte f i rst time | 86ve ever
while on the road sporting my bagiack. | normally avoid people and alcohol
altogether while traveling. My rel ati
healthy one. | |8 who ocannetdriokfjustiorte beereandpt gust p

leads to trouble.

| placed my backpack in the corner of the bar watching people shoot pool
from one of the bar stools while the b
addr ess, the usual . | was honest, | 0v
di dndt k n o vonmyhieensa. dSHerlet issbde and | dove into my first
PBR. The booze started flowing while | waited for KoTH to make an appearance
and as such, my bladder filled so | wandered to the restroom.

| walked through the dark, poorly lit room, past thecals, to a wooden swing
door and looked at the walls of the restroom. Graffiti, monikers, bathroom
scribblings, andstickers decorated every face and when | stood over the toilet to
relieve mysel f, I saw a big OHUaM&&NO6 mo
A smile lit up on my face and | immediately thought of Brattleboro and all the
riders who had ridden through there over the yesr Montpelier started to rub
off on me in those moments and my anxiety faded, not from my first beer, but
because ofthe presence of train culture in a tiny dive bar in the middle of
Vermont.



| sat back down on the bar stool, keeping to myself, indulging in a second
beer and looked over my shouldeowards the entrance A young man about my
height, and ny age walled in dressed like a carpenter, wearing overalls, glasses
and a newsboy cap.lt was KoTH. From the moment he sat down we hit it off,
talking about trains, moniker art, and | learned so much about the culture from
the perspective of a graffiti artist, andan aspiring train rider.

Before meetinghiml di dndt know Otother pagoftheas a whol
subculture that completely went over my head. | had no idea the amount of
artists out there strictly using trains to spread their art. | knevexy little about
the Graff scene bec au saadgénerallpbeibgartigiais nt , |
very hardforme.l t 6 s why | 6ve alndvghgtographyasthegye d wr it
come easierto me.



I knew guys like Theory, Sluto, Aneko, HBAD, tata, Claw Hamr, and SOAK,
really threw up some sophisticated pieces; some rode freight, some did not, |
was not really sure who did or didndt,
did not realize the amount of moniker artists who were out there wdering the
yards, either bombing trains with wax to get their numbers up, or just using
trains as an outlet for creativity, to spread art on that iron canvas so to speak.
He opened my eyes up to that. Before my trip to Canada | had always assumed
monikers were either workers or riders. So | guess a part of me was bummed
when | learned of this, being kind of a loner in this subculture to begin with, but
part of me found it fascinating that over the years the culture has evolved to
include so many walks ofife. The train community holds a mosaic of so many
individuals 1 find it interesting how people so different in thought, mannerisms,
and dayto-day life can be brought together through the art, the scenery, the
order and chaos of the steel. Thisattraci on t o a col ossal be
around the country, feeding capitalism has brought together bums, tramps,
hobos, graffiti artists, moniker artists, gutterpunks, Dirty Kids, Railfans, foamers,
people of all classes livingonme si de of the | aw or the
our talk over a few beers that thid%vad ever crossed my mind.

Before we left the bar to part ways, he gave me a spare sleeping bag for the

last leg of my journey, which was completely
unnecessary, btt much appreciated. | had

lost my sleeping system on Ridley Island in

Prince Rupert due to sleep deprivation and
impatience. So it was nice to have a night of

warmth after so many nights of jumping jacks

and wiggling around in a fleece blanket to stay

warm. He dropped me off at the hop out later

that night so | could catch my southbound

train t o Bellows Falls to make my way back

home to Dorset. 183l 1l ne
and good conversation of our first encounter

and there will be many more in té future for

as long as 1dm |iving 1in
always try to stop by his neck of the woods to

talk trains, write monikers, and appreciate ta

art and culture that surroundst he communi ty, something
with few people in NevwEngland.

Until we meet again, bud, for our next train. Glad | was able to take you on
your first ride this winter and hope you get many more rides to share the same
freedoms | 6ve been able to experience



INTERVIEW WHH KO

What inspired your moniker?

Moni ker I nspiration! I love dogséMonarc
king of your own world aindt badéMy dogs
tooéTruthfully, it was a songs, sboutl Iwdonm 6nt

Why did you get into Graffiti
art?



Initially it was just a fun way to bre
drawn to the oart for artds saked aspe
y 0 u 0 v e Trdine &d monikers definitely changed my perspective of the art

in it though. | dm drawn to specifical
education needed, no credentials, no reason to even really do it! Just plain

people out there marking p a car about how their cavorker in the yard is an

ass or some tramp out there passing the time or some regular person that just

likes to spend time looking at trains.

How long have you/lpaemntita
trains?

Just over a year or soé

Do you preferssl or wax?

Definitely wax. | dm not gonna pretend
typically drawn to even | ooking at mos
them anyway. But, itdés also just. a hu
The more time | spend around freight the less | want any of my stuff to take

away from all the other really interes

What Is your favorite monik
there?

That s a tough oneélt always changesé

What Is train cuiltuiNeike
England?

Slooooowwwwww



Do ydwave a crew you mark c
or do you pref@o tbalone?

| |l i ke being alone, but | donot mi nd mar
hang out and have good conversation with
pl ace for it. I dondt mark with a crew.
been invited into one, but | kinda feel

When it comes to monikers d
prefer quality or quantity?

I dondét thinkway, caotullde agsot efiarh eme . I 6m r
while I 6m out thereé

If you could only pick one ido
In the subowhorevoul®it be

This is gonna prove how much of a hipste
at a tr ai for Wobdy Guthriew And efeeBlike for a lot of people
Kerouac provided inspiration, |186dd have t

moni ker scene as much
about the adventure of it all. |

walked into the yard for the first

time just trying to finda new
adventure. I dondt w
out like | ride trains. Just

sneaking around a yard is an

adventure for me. The back of the

signs never say anyth

Riding with KoTH this winter to Brattleboro
on his first train, mad props for taking the
punge on such a cold fuckind night.
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