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  PREFACE.




  THE Road took thirty of the best years of my life ere I broke its bonds as if by a miracle. While I traveled with tramps I did missionary work among them, but failed to induce even one of the three hundred thousand chronic hoboes who ceaselessly and at will range over this continent, to forsake his unnatural existence.




  Profiting by the knowledge that publicity of its almost incredible harm was the only weapon wherewith I could hope to successfully combat the Road, though I was handicapped by a lack of funds and education, I set to the task of saving penny upon penny, at the same time studying (at the age of thirty five) the “First Reader” and other literature of primary learning. Thus, but insufficiently equipped, I attacked the Road by writing and publishing books which exposed its foremost curse—the boy tramp shame. Though four of the titles were issued while I was a wanderer, still so well did these humble books fulfill their mission that thousands of youths were forced from the Army of Hobodom, while many other thousands were deterred from entering its foul ranks.




  In the face of the fearful rate of annual increase in the number of chronic tramps and the criminal elements traveling in close association with and in the guise of hoboes, and the enormous expenditures entailed by even a local control of the tramp nuisance, also on account of a lack of concerted action by adjoining states, many of the state governments have long ago given up the segregation of the harmful from the harmless rovers. For this reason I advocate in this, my sixth book, that the national authorities, preferably the Inter-State Commerce Commission, be vested with the strict supervision of every branch of public vagabondage, ranging from the man roaming the domain in search of legitimate employment, and to whom fullest protection should be given, to every species of the human viper, including the thieving ambulanters* and the loathsome and ever alien gypsies.






  To more forcibly impress upon the public the appalling immensity of the annual burden that the hoboes are even now upon those who have to foot the national accounts, I have appended on page No. 2 a purposely low-rated table of this indirect “Tramp Tax” which never has nor never will return a cent’s worth of tangible benefit for its wasted millions.




  Although this enumeration covers but a small portion of the long chain of more or less criminal and expensive items to be registered against vagabondage, yet it amply proves to even those unacquainted with the extreme seriousness of the hobo menace, that the present is high time for the national government to attempt the solving of the tramp problem, ere the nation’s most powerful agency will be forced to acknowledge that the stamping out of voluntary vagabondage, or at least the elimination of the undesirables from the ranks of our floating population, has assumed the status of a hopeless undertaking.




  THE AUTHOR.




  WARNING:—It has been brought to my attention that several fellows are seeking cheap notoriety, etc., by stating that they have been my travel mates, etc. “Arizona Joe,” and others, are rank frauds and should be treated as such.




Footnote


  *Families hoboing in wagons, hence their odd nickname, and working the pretexts, “that they are trading horses” or “are moving to another locality.” The infallible ear-marks of the ambulanters are: (1) A total absence of common household goods or only sufficient of them for camping. (2) A full stock of children, who, because of their parents’ nomadic existence, will always be absolutely illiterate.
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  CHAPTER I.




  “The Brethren of the Road.”




  SET like a royal jewel amid the foothills of the Alleghenies where the latter cross Northwestern Pennsylvania towards the waters of Lake Erie, is idyllic Cambridge Springs. Not only have its grand scenic environs given to this town of lesser dimensions a landwide reputation as a most charming summer resort, but the medicinal properties of its numberless gushing springs have so added to its fame, until annually thousands of people in need of health and recreation make a pilgrimage to this “Carlsbad of America,” filling to capacity the spacious hotels bordering its maple-shaded avenues.




  Because of its convenient railroad location, I had made my headquarters for many years at delightful Cambridge Springs. Driven by the weird promptings of the Wanderlust hither and thither about the globe, time and again when the almost incredible hazards of the Wander Path had brought me dangerously close to the verge of a mental and physical collapse, I hastened back to Cambridge Springs, there to find a brief respite from the hardships of the Road.




  That I had chosen Cambridge Springs as my headquarters, quickly became common knowledge to the Brethren of the Road, with the result that the otherwise rather aristocratic health resort soon became a veritable “Mecca” to chronic hoboes. From every train chancing to stop at Cambridge Springs, Sons of Unrest dropped singly, in pairs, and at times even in squadrons, and when told that I was in town, hurried to Mrs. Cunningham’s boarding house where I always lodged when “at home,” there either to renew old friendships, make my acquaintance or a financial touch, which latter reason was the most frequent object of their visits, and which assistance was refused to none, until impudent and intoxicated scoundrels put a limit to my benevolences.




  Twofold were the reasons why I preferred Mrs. Cunningham’s to the many other boarding places, for not only was its mistress a motherly souled sort of landlady, but my own arch-enemy, the Road, had cast its foul blight over her life.




  Forever cursed be the tramp who proved himself the willing tool of the Road! Soon after Mrs. Cunningham had buried her husband and embarked in the boarding house business as a means to earn an honorable livelihood for herself and her only child, a most promising youth, a tramp, to whom in a spirit of charity she had furnished shelter during a bitterly cold night, somehow contrived to portray the Road to this son in such alluring colors, that the guileless boy, believing the scoundrel’s falsehoods, ran away from his home with the rascal and quickly degenerated to the miserable level attained by his tutor— that of a confirmed vagabond.




  Just as if this pitiful misfortune had not sufficiently marred the bereaved widow’s joy of life, there was to come home to her the same gruesome reward for a mother’s boundless devotion that had to be accepted by so many other unfortunate parents of runaway boys. Less than two years after his disappearance in company with the professional hobo, they brought the son home to his mother as a gory mass, packed haphazard into a dry goods case— the whining wheels had added a new name to the long register of waywards they had crushed ere they destroyed young Cunningham.
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  As it is the bane of every small burg, so in Cambridge Springs, everybody knows every other body’s business, and as I had been duly advised of Mrs. Cunningham’s personal history, I made it a point to give my patronage exclusively to her boarding house. But a man’s reputation hangs to his heels like a shadow, and soon some local busybody acquainted Mrs. Cunningham with her new boarder’s antecedents, with the result that she came to interrogate me concerning the existence her son had led prior to his death, and which to her, as to so many others who see but never investigate the doings of the hoboes, was a sealed book.




  Throughout the many years I had been her frequent guest, I carefully abstained from dropping even the least hint of the revolting life all tramps lead, because I reasoned that to lift the veil would perchance have reopened wounds of her soul which time had mercifully healed.




  During a wintry afternoon in the fall of nineteen fourteen, Mrs. Cunningham announced that two well-dressed strangers desired to meet me. When she ushered the callers into my studio no introduction was required, as I recognized them as Brethren of the Wander Path whom I had met during my previous travels. One of them was known to me by the name de tramp, “Hobo Mike,” while his companion’s monicker was “Denver Johnny.” Both were well-proportioned fellows aged about thirty-five, and though I knew them to be “blown-in-the-glass” Wanderlusters, yet by a total absence of filth and rags, the earmarks of the common hobo, they amply proved that somehow they had managed to save their self-respect.




  When we had exchanged mutual greetings, they informed me they had come from New York City and were hoboing to the great Southwest to escape the rigors of the winter. They stated that the freight train aboard which they were traveling despite the cold weather, had slackened speed on entering the limits of Cambridge Springs, and deciding not to further place their limbs in jeopardy by freezing, they had jumped from the moving train. While warming themselves in the waiting room at the railroad station, they had ascertained that I was in town, and had come to pay me a friendly call.




  I invited them to prolong their visit and be my guests at supper, and when they accepted my invitation, we took chairs and soon had an animated conversation under headway, the theme of which hinged on the routes and the mileages of our latest hobo journeys, but quickly drifted to the recounting of the latest bits of hobo gossip. Exhausting this theme, we turned to relating stories of personal encounters with those who upheld the majesty of the law, and we soon became so absorbed in telling our exploits, that ere we suspected the lateness of the hour, Mrs. Cunningham announced supper. We entered the dining room where amid jolly conversation, my guests did full justice to the ample repast spread before them.




  When supper had been served, we returned to my studio, where we drew our chairs before the fire place, upon the grate of which my landlady had placed oak logs while we supped, and which now that they incinerated, sent forth in a mellow red glow a sense-lulling warmth, which must have recalled memories to my visitors’ minds, for presently our conversation lagged and finally ceased.




  Having had similar pangs of conscience, I surmised that my callers’ thoughts were centered on the fire place of their own homes, where at this time of the night were seated the “Old Folks,” who, no doubt, with evermore aching hearts, yet buoyed by a sublime hope, were praying and patiently awaiting the return of him who had so heartlessly forsaken his aged parents in the evening of their lives and when most needed.




  About the time that our voluntary silence commenced to become oppressive, someone timidly knocked at the door, and on going to see what was wanted, found that Mrs. Cunningham had rapped.




  “Pardon me, A No. 1,” she excused herself, “for trying to obtrude myself upon your society, but as you know how lonely this large house is to me after I have finished my day’s work, and because at the supper table I heard how interestingly your guests spoke about their travels, I know you will forgive my audacity for asking for an introduction.”




  Motherly Mrs. Cunningham had spent many pleasant hours in my studio after she had completed her household duties, bringing along her needle work at which art she was a master. On this evening her unexpected request proved to me a veritable godsend, for acquainted with her talkativeness, the common fault of all boarding house mistresses, I was assured that her call would revive our conversation, and with it the enjoyment of our visit.




  I welcomed her, and when she entered the studio, I introduced her to my friends. Then we made room for another chair in front of the fire place, and invited Mrs. Cunningham to be seated. Presently my hopes that she would banish my visitors’ dejection became realized, for no sooner had she “found her bearings,” than she began to enliven things by questioning my guests about their travels. From this theme she branched to interrogating them about the schemes we tramps employed to keep beyond the clutches of the “Johnny Laws,” and when these tricks had been fully expounded to her, she extended her scope of inquiry until she touched phases relating to our nomadic existence, which, for quoted reasons, I had hitherto persistently avoided explaining to her.




  I tried by means of signals to caution my callers against exposing secrets I did not wish my landlady to become acquainted with, but my efforts to attract their attention proved futile, as they were so well amused by Mrs. Cunningham’s astounding thirst for hobo knowledge, that they fell her easy victims and furnished her to the best of their ability with the information she desired.
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  “Tell me, my good man,” my landlady was presently quizzing Hobo Mike, “if the spirit of honor and that of gratitude are cultivated by tramps? I am not referring to the rare instances so widely heralded in the dailies, but to the everyday fairplay and thankfulness practised by the devotees of the settled life in appreciation of good treatment accorded them. I ask for this information, because many times after I have given to a Weary Willie every morsel of food in my house and had frankly stated so to him, the rascal not only marked my gate, but had immediately afterwards directed his mates to my residence, and had posted so many other hoboes of the fact that I was an ‘easy-mark’ that for many months after the original vagrant had departed, I was pestered to the verge of distraction by the continual calls of uncouth tramps at my kitchen door.




  “On numberless other occasions, when I have fed tramps and inquired if they desired anything else, and they have assured me that they could not make away with another bite, I have watched them applying for victuals at my neighbors immediately after they left my yard, and even take a seat upon kitchen stoops, and there get away with as much and more food than I had furnished to them.”




  “Your question is a most difficult one to answer offhand so that you will form a good idea of the sort of treatment one can expect at the hands of the average tramp, madam,” replied Hobo Mike after a lengthy pause, during which his facial expression betokened how he was searching his intellect to propound a satisfactory answer, “but if you will permit, I shall repeat to you a story of an adventure I only recently had with hoboes, which will give you an opportunity to draw your own conclusions.”




  “Please tell me about this experience sir,” pleaded Mrs. Cunningham, and then sending a waspish glance in my direction, she accusingly added: “Though your host has been my transient guest for many years, he has never had the time to tell me about the life he leads when beyond the pale of Cambridge Springs.”




  Unaware of my frantic signals for him not to start the ball of story-telling rolling, Hobo Mike commenced to relate the following tale of the Road.




  CHAPTER II.




  “Honor and Gratitude Among Tramps.”




  NEAR the point where the double tracked Delaware and Hudson Railroad crosses the Catskill Mountains, two freight trains were passing in opposite directions, and because a gang of laborers were repairing a bridge, both were running at a greatly reduced rate of speed.




  Aboard the train that had come from Albany, the capital of New York, I was hoboing in an empty box car, while a coal car furnished a free berth to a fellow tramp who was hoboing the other train. When at the moment of our passing this freelance tourist espied me peeping from the door of my box car, intent on viewing the marvelous scenery of the country wherein the Susquehanna had its headwaters, he shouted at the top of his voice: “Look out for yourself at Oneonta!”




  In appreciation of the tramp’s warning, I waved my hand at him, though in reality his cautioning was quite superfluous as for years ere I hoboed over the Delaware and Hudson other tramps had forewarned me to avoid this railroad as I would the Evil One, and especially to give to Oneonta the widest kind of berth.




  Located about midway between the cities of Albany and Binghamton, Oneonta had been selected by the Delaware and Hudson as its principal shop and division point, which meant, that here all arriving crews and engines were changed and every freight train yarded in an extensive freight yard to have its rolling stock searched for defects.




  This inspection and also a re-oiling of the axle boxes necessitated a delay, and as a logical sequence of the latter, every hobo traveling over the line was compelled to break his journey at Oneonta, unless by lucky chance some other train left the yard ahead of the one aboard which the “Wandering Willie” had arrived.




  The interim between their coming and their departing afforded to the harmless among the Wanderlusters a chance to hustle a supply of handouts from the kitchen queens of Oneonta, while to the criminals among the hoboes, this enforced sojourn, especially when occurring during the hours when all cats are gray, gave an opportunity, and of which they took full advantage, to prove their gratitude to the railroad which had passed them over its line, by ransacking its depots, freight and warehouses, merchandise laden cars, murdering its employees, and perpetrating other deviltries.




  The railroad’s losses due to the activities of rat workers (box car burglars), yeggs, and other classes of hobo outlaws who considered railroads their legitimate prey, assumed such enormous financial proportions, that for the sake of self-protection, the Delaware and Hudson organized a police department, the sole business of which, in the beginning, was the combating of the criminals among the tramps, but to which in the course of time was given charge of every branch of police patrol, thus proving that primarily to roving criminals was due the installing of the present day detective bureaus maintained by every railroad.




  The members of the Delaware and Hudson’s police department waged a relentless war against every class of hobo evildoers, but as is the usual result of like warfares, the harmless among the rovers were made to feel the heavy hand of the law to such a degree of severity, that quickly the word spread abroad among the Brethren of the Road, to avoid the Delaware and Hudson.




  Flying into the face of all warnings, and merely for the sake of saving myself the slight additional trouble of traveling over a roundabout, though infinitely less hostile route, I deliberately hoboed over the Delaware and Hudson to reach Binghamton from Albany.




  Oneonta was the next stop that the freight train was to make, and when it entered the limits of its yard, after I had taken a careful survey of the immediate environs to assure myself against being surprised by some lurking sleuth, I jumped from the box car and made a hurried getaway over the right-of-way fence.




  I followed a public highway that led me to, through and beyond Oneonta until I reached a warehouse, which, though it stood conveniently close to the freight yard to afford me an unobstructed view, had been erected upon private land, and so was beyond the jurisdiction of the Delaware and Hudson’s police. I found a resting place in the shade of this warehouse and patiently waited for an opportunity to leave Oneonta aboard a departing train.




  In the yard swiftly moving shunting engines were busily at work dragging long strings of freight cars from sidings, and after trainmen had separated these cars according to their destinations into units, shunt these onto other sidings where they were assembled into train lengths. These activities gave rise to hopes that soon some outgoing train would cut short my sojourn at Oneonta.




  Ere this came to pass, there came from around a corner of the warehouse a fellow who by his rum-bloated visage and other unmistakable signs, proved himself to be a hobo. When he noted my presence he came to where I was peaceably resting, and inquired if I, too, were a Brother of the Road? When I affirmed his suspicion, he introduced himself as “Delanson Blacky,” to which introduction I replied in accord with the common usage of the Road, by stating my name de tramp.




  To pass the time, we comradely fell to exchanging hobo news, during the progress of which I noted with dismay that the burly vagrant was most annoyingly eyeing my suit.




  I had just come from West Point by the Hudson, where I had the rare good fortune to successfully panhandle one of Uncle Sam’s future generals for a presentable outfit of civilian clothes, for which he had no further need, as the strict regulations of the Military Academy compelled him to wear his cadet uniform.
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