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Clickity clack
by Mike Simcik
 On occasion, about twice a year, my father and 
I would take a mystery train ride to places I never 
heard of. This began when I was only eight years old 
in the early ‘50s.
 I will try to explain the reason for these trips. 
My dad never had a drivers’ license in his life. So 
his friends, my mother, or work mates had to take 
him everywhere. He never explained why he didn’t 
drive. It seemed odd that grandpa drove a car, but 
my 6’2”, 240-pound father did not. Maybe he was 
just afraid to try.
 We traveled to small towns like Fox Lake, 
McHenry, Woodstock, Hebron, Half-Day, Crystal 
Lake or Wheeling. These trips were fun, listening 
to the clickity clack of the wheels on the track, the 
conductor calling out the next town in advance. Or 
stopping for a short while, only to walk just a few 
blocks, look in the store windows, get a haircut, have 
lunch, and return home that afternoon.
 One such trip stands out the most. On dad’s 
birthday in August, we went to Wisconsin. Pop’s 
birthday fell on a weekend that year. He was all 
prepared for that Saturday morning, with a large 
odd-looking worn green bag with grommets and a 
snap hook. About 5 a.m. we went out the door, saying 
good-bye to my mother fi rst. Then, dad threw the bag 
over his shoulder. We walked nearly four blocks to 
the railroad crossing and followed the tracks to town 
three more blocks to the depot to buy tickets.
 As we boarded the train, I asked where we were 
headed. Dad answered that it was to Beloit, Wiscon-
sin, not too far over the border. Since it took a few 
hours to get there, I was fascinated as I looked out 
the widow at the farms, livestock, trees and homes. 
Naturally, I dozed off listening to the clickity clack. I 
woke up to the conductor’s repeated call for “Beloit, 
next stop,” as we were pulling into town. I was so 
excited to get off, I nearly forgot my hat. Dad said, 
“Let’s go into town fi rst to pick up a few things.”
 At 8:45 a.m., our fi rst stop, for breakfast was at 
what appeared to be a very narrow restaurant on the 
outside. It was  very long on the inside, however. We 
had eggs, bacon, toast, jelly and a side order of grits 
topped with butter and sugar. Next, we walked down 
the block to a small grocery store to pick up some 
very important items. Dad bought coconut-covered 
Snowballs, cream-fi lled chocolate cupcakes, a few 
candy bars, potato chips, Orange Crush, and a big 
bottle of beer. Oh, yes, he also bought a box of worms. 
Pop opened his green bag and pulled out a smaller 
white bag to put  all the purchased items in.
 We walked out of the store, and headed to a 
big bridge over a river only a block away, to see the 
Rock River. A pathway led down to the water’s edge 
where many people were fi shing. We picked a good 
spot and settled in for the afternoon.

Finally, I was going to see what’s in father’s olive 
green bag. As I watched closely, he brought out the 
white bag fi rst. Dad’s name was printed in black ink, 
on both bags. Next came out a small tackle box; then 
two short, plastic tubes with four-piece fi shing rods 
in them. It took a few minutes to put the two yellow 
colored casting rods together and mount the Zebco 
fi shing reels. We strung the lines through the guides, 
and fastened the hooks, lead shot, and bobbers.
 Now we were ready for the worms and some ac-
tion. I could tell dad was eager to catch the fi rst fi sh, 
but not much was happening. So, we just watched 
the bobbers. Finally, one dunked up and down. Dad 
pulled in a nice bluegill –– not the big small mouth
bass he was hoping for. Time was passing slowly and 
it was mid day, so we grabbed the two bottles. Pop 
went for the potato chips, I dove into the cupcakes 
and Snowballs, waiting for more action on the bob-
bers. Only three fi sh were caught the whole after-
noon: a small catfi sh, one bluegill, and a small bass. 
Dad said, “I’m sorry we didn’t do better fi shing.” 
 I answered, “That’s okay, Pop, we did something 
different today, spent time together, and the train ride 
was a lot of fun.”
 Dad answered, “That was the whole idea, sonny 
boy.”
 It was soon time to go back into town to catch 
the 5:30 p.m. train back home. But fi rst we went to 
another small restaurant to eat a fried chicken dinner 
while waiting for the train to come for us.
 On the way back home, I relived the whole day, 
looking out the window, listening to my father hav-
ing fun making up train rhymes. “Railroad crossing, 
ride in the cars, now can you spell ‘that’ without any 
R’s?” 
 “Yes, dad, I can spell it. T-H-A-T!’”
 A man behind me began laughing at the humor 
of it.
 I started thinking of all the people I met since 
that morning: The ticket master, conductors, people 
on the train, in restaurants and stores. I dozed off 
as dad continued rhyming, “Clickity clack, clickity 
clack, the sound of the train on the railroad track. 
Takes you there and brings you back, clickity clack, 
clickity clack, clickity clack.”•


