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  To Restless Young Men and Boys

  Who Read this Book, the Author, who Has Led for Over a Quarter of a Century the Pitiful and Dangerous Life of a Tramp, gives this Well-Meant Advice:

  Do Not

  Jump on Moving Trains or Street Cars, even if only to ride to the next street crossing, because this might arouse the “Wanderlust,” besides endangering needlessly your life and limbs.

  *

  Wandering, once it becomes a habit, is almost incurable, so Never Run Away, but Stay At Home, as a roving lad usually ends in becoming a confirmed tramp.

  There is a dark side to a tramp’s life; for every mile stolen on trains, there is one escape from a horrible death; for each mile of beautiful scenery and food in plenty, there are many weary miles of hard walking with no food or even water through mountain gorges and over parched deserts; for each warm summer night, there are ten bitter-cold, long winter nights; for every kindness, there are a score of unfriendly acts.

  A tramp is constantly hounded by the minions of the law; is shunned by all humanity, and never knows the meaning of home and friends.

  To tell the truth, the “Road” is a pitiful existence all the way through, and what is the end?

  It is an even ninety-nine chances out of a hundred that the finish will be a miserable one -- an accident, an alms-house, but surely an unmarked pauper’s grave.


   

  Not Charity -- but a Chance

  The World War has involved America, and, wonder of wonders, the demand for many millions of defenders of the honor of our beloved country has brought about an almost complete disappearance of the Wandering Willies from box cars and other haunts. A goodly proportion of the older members of the vagrant element has been taken charge of by the federal authorities for dissemination of seditious propaganda and other deviltries against the public peace. Of the younger set of tramps, a vast majority of whom came within the scope of the draft provisions anyhow, many have freely volunteered -- in the branches of the national service promising least exposure.

  Prior to the American Civil War, hoboes, as we knew them in their heydey, were unheard of. With certainty, the conclusion of the present conflict will see their return in immensely augmented hordes. Women and girls have satisfactorily taken over the positions of hundreds of thousands absent in the service of their country. There is every reasonable likelihood that veterans with others of restless or discontented character will naturally gravitate to the Road unless precautions are inaugurated -- now.

  Floppers -- crippled beggars who crouch on the sidewalks to solicit alms -- are bound to become as numerous in our thoroughfares as the proverbial particles of sand on the shore of the ocean. Therefore, the timely word of warning sounded in this volume, if accomplishing nothing else besides an hour of interesting entertainment, should prove a powerful deterrent that will save ever so many maimed heroes from embarking upon a disgraceful career which offers no escape from moral perdition.

  THE AUTHOR


  Chapter I.

  Capturing the Wrong Hobo.

  Baggage master Carrigan nervously paced back and forth over the platform of the passenger station of the Erie Railroad at Salamanca, the division point of the system in western New York. Even to a casual observer it was quite apparent that the man was impatiently awaiting the arrival of the “Atlantic Express” then for some time overdue.

  To the station agent at Salamanca had come a telegram announcing that “Tramp A. No. 1” -- yours humbly, the author -- was seen to board the “blind baggage” (the forward platform of the first car -- usually a mail or baggage coach -- of a passenger train) of the Atlantic Express on the departure of this train from Jamestown, a city thirty miles to the west on Lake Chautauqua. The message requested the detention of the train rider and his severe punishment for willful trespass. With explicit instructions that the directions of the dispatch be fulfilled to the letter, the agent had assigned the arrest of the offender to Mr. Carrigan, who, in the emergencies acted in the capacity of a depot police officer. It was the proper execution of this assignment that had brought on the mental agitation under which the baggage master visibly chafed.

  “Although into custody by any peace officer in the land,” mused Mr. Carrigan at the moment the belated train was heard whistling for Salamanca station.

  The blind, baggage of the incoming Express was that of a mail car and of a doorless pattern so abbreviated that scarcely a narrow ledge remained of the platform. This ledge offered to a trespasser a scant standing room only and then at the ever-present hazard of his being hurled under the whirring wheels by a lurch of the train or the slightest inattention to personal safety.

  It was to avoid this immense risk that on swinging aboard the train at Jamestown I had continued to climb until I landed on top of the rear portion of the engine tender. There around the water intake every fireman serving on railroad engines left clear of coal and litter a space which was sufficient for the hiding of several trespassers. The plates which formed the sides of the tender extended several inches above the top of the water container and so furnished an excellent screen, lying full length behind which hoboes were passably well protected against discovery of their whereabouts.

  When the Express had attained a fair rate of speed, I chanced to peep over the rim of my refuge. It was then that I became aware of another tramp having taken unlawful passage on the train. Obviously, the fellow had jumped aboard after I had disappeared from View as he had failed to follow me into my retreat. The stranger was so thoroughly absorbed in scanning the landscape through which the train whirled that I was afforded a fair study of his person. So very unfavorable was the impression I gained from his general appearance, that I ducked back into my hiding place without his suspecting my near presence.
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  The Express traveled on a very fast schedule. Before very long the train entered the yard limit of Salamanca, the first stop after leaving Jamestown. At the moment the cars came to a standstill in front of the depot I heard a shouted command.

  “In the name of the law, consider yourself under arrest, A. No. 1!” sharp and clear rang out the order, which proved the speaker to be a police officer.

  Although I had not caught sight of the John Law, I readily surmised that the stern request was meant to be complied with by me. But when I was at the point of surrendering myself, in my stead the other hobo made an answer so amazing that I remained under cover to await further developments.

  “I would have you strictly understand that I’m neither an ‘A. No. 1’ or a ‘B. No. 21’ nor have I made myself liable to your interference with my duties, sir,” was the curt retort of the train bummer.

  “Don’t you dare to be impertinent with me, you hobo,” came back the officer in a towering rage, taking exception to the unexpected reply. “And I want you to know it’s many a year that I’ve yearned to get my hands on you so you be taught once and for all time to distinguish between right and wrong in regard to the observance of the anti-hobo statutes. These have become void ordinance to you by sheer force of immunity, long continued, from suffering your just deserts for -- “

  “I sha’n’t stand for your abuse and must protest against your accusation that I’m a lawbreaker,” interposed the ride thief, completely losing his temper.

  “You can’t work such a bald bluff off on me. And you won’t admit your offence like a good fellow, eh?” exploded the officer. “I want you to climb down from your perch right away, so I may lock you up for safe keeping in the local calaboose. There you will have until morning to concoct some plausible excuse for your lawlessness to recite to Squire Morrison, who will hear your case and whom I shall request to send you to prison for not less than a year at hard labor.”

  I failed to hear the balance of the wordy scrap as the engine drew away from the mail car, having been uncoupled by the car inspectors to make room for the locomotive that was to haul the Atlantic Express beyond Salamanca. The engine was run on to a siding adjacent to the station. There, on finding the coast clear, I quit the tender. Then I stepped to the depot platform to ascertain, if this was possible, how the other hobo provided an alibi that would rectify the error in his identity.

  My attention was attracted to where a throng of people stood before the open windows of the station office through which they gazed intently. I joined the throng to learn what it was that had aroused their interest. Only then I discerned the cause of the commotion. It was the other hobo who had come to town on the Express. The police officer had taken him for an investigation before the station agent. I pushed through the crowd until I reached a vantage point where I could readily overhear what was said in the depot office.

  I had come none too soon in the proceedings as the station agent was humbly apologizing to the hobo: “You will please pardon the error our baggage master unintentionally committed, Mr. Inspector of the United States Secret Service.”

  “How did you dare to inflict such an outrageous insult upon a Federal detective, sir?” snarled the sleuth, reproaching Mr. Carrigan.

  “I was only acting in compliance with instructions wired here by Jamestown, sir,” whined the addressed, proving that he feared to be taken to account by the national authorities.

  “Isn’t there a possibility that the tramp is still aboard the train? A search of the cars may lead to his arrest. I suggest, therefore, that we look over the cars to find his hiding place,” proposed the stranger, advancing a suggestion eagerly snapped up by all present as it seemed to offer an avenue of relief to the tension brought about by the unfortunate mixup of identities.

  While the men filed out of the office, I made a hurried exit from the vicinity of the passenger station. Later on I went to the east end of the division freight terminal as I wanted to connect with a ride from Salamanca. There I found a “yard shanty” containing the office of the yardmaster and his assistants. In this instance the “shanty” was a small frame building which by reason of its neat appearance plainly gave the lie to the common term applied by railroad employees to structures of this class.

  A large blackboard occupied the most accessible place in every yard shanty. On it for the information of the trainmen is posted the time of departure of freight trains ordered to leave the division yard and the personnel of the crews called out to take the train over the road. I slipped into the yard office and was diligently studying the blackboard schedule when the yard-master happened to take note of my presence. Believing me to be a new employee of the Erie, he came to quiz me as to my vocation. It was then that he recognized me despite the uniform of blue railroad overalls which I always wore while hoboing to protect my street clothes. The yardmaster and I had crossed each other’s paths somewhere in the land, as he himself was inclined to roaming, a common circumstance with railroaders.

  Yardmaster Guthrie invited me to visit with him. No train being due to leave Salamanca for several hours, I accepted the kindly invitation. He introduced me to his clerks and others who, taking advantage of a lull in their duties, were lounging at the yard shanty.

  A lively conversation ensued in which I was kept busy answering the many questions propounded by the railroad men. These inquiries principally dealt with the schemes resorted to by Wandering Willies to keep themselves beyond the confines of the numerous penal institutions which everywhere were waiting in readiness to try the thankless task of reform of the outlawed drifters. This theme soon became exhausted and the discussion began to lag when Mr. Guthrie proposed that for the entertainment of the freight yard employees I relate a narrative illustrative of the hard existence led by the tramps.

  “I’m afraid that men who, like you, have to battle constantly with trespassers won’t appreciate story-telling of this character,” I said to evade the issue, anticipating an unkind reception to a tale which exposed secrets of the Road.

  “You needn’t harbor the least fear on that score. Your stories should furnish us with a welcome relief from the line of yarns we have to endure in this office almost daily and in the all-too-free telling of which every railroader is most expertly proficient,” laughed the engineer of a shunting engine, to the discomfort of his fellow-workers.

  “Then it’s up to me to earn your good will, friends,” I returned, accepting the request of the yard foreman.

  When the men nodded their heads to signify their approval, I related the details of one of the long array of strange adventures I had personally gone through in the course of the thirty years I had wantonly devoted to the Road.
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  Chapter II.

  Mother Delcassee of the Hoboes.

  Every winter quaint New Orleans suffered from an influx of a horde of transient professional beggars. The hoboes had fled to the Southland as a means of escaping the climatic rigors prevailing during the season of the short days in the latitudes lying to the north of the almost semi-tropic coast country bounding on the Gulf of Mexico.

  As in other metropoli, so in New Orleans, certain sections with limits more or less sharply defined held the haunts of the strata of society popularly referred to as the “submerged tenth”, to which, as a matter of course, belonged the hoboes. There during their sojourn in the Crescent City they found shelter, which in a vast majority of instances were even more wretched than were they who patronized the reeking sties.

  Of all the hobo flopping places of New Orleans, the one owned and personally managed by a Mrs. Delcassee ranked first in the favor of the wanderers. The vile lodgings, in connection with which was a grog shop of the lowest grade, were located near the intersection of Conti and Royal streets. This was that ancient and most picturesque district of the city known as the “French Quarter” which derived its title from the nationality of its original settlers, whose descendants predominate among the residents there to this day.

  The exterior appearance of the tramp retreat neither differed in particular from the scores of similar vag hangouts scattered through the slums of the city nor from the ramshackle, century-old buildings of the French Quarter.

  Nor did the interior layout of the doss house vary materially in general aspect from those of the other dumps catering to the custom of the roving vagrants. On entering the lobby by the principal street entrance on the left was the bar of the grog shop. At its farther end stood a large rocking chair which was placed in a position that afforded an unobstructed view of the spacious lobby which spread throughout the first floor of the building. The landlady occupied the rocker whenever her presence was not needed elsewhere. At the right of the entrance stood a rough board makeshift of a table. With the exception of a few scattered pewter spoons and salt dips this table was bare of tableware. Free of charge the unsavory guests of the hobo holdout were thrice daily regaled at the table with a thick beef gumbo that to stimulate thirst was heavily charged with peppery spices. In the center of the lobby stood a large heater and during frigid weather a fire was blazing day and night.

  At all hours seated around the heater could be found hoboes who were either entertaining each other with accounts of recent transgressions against the law and order or lolling in the chairs. Those of the sleeping tramps still in evidence at the heater during the early hours of morning were “chair warmers”. They were allowed the privilege of roosting on the chairs by the landlady as they did not possess the dime she collected of every occupant of a noisome bunk in the lodging section of the house. These bunks in tiers of five and arranged in rows which extended from wall to wall closely filled the three floors above the lobby and an annex sandwiched between the main building and the alley beyond.

  The biography of Mrs. Delcassee embraced one chapter she never publicly referred to as it dealt with a tragic event which had effectively marred her life many years ago. Stubbornly refusing to hearken to urgent entreaties of every member of her family and their intimate friends, she who was then Miss Aurelia Burgoyne, the belle of the French Quarter, had married Antoine Delcassee, a mariner who before they went to God’s altar had solemnly vowed for her sake to forego seafaring forever. For five years he observed his pledge. Then one morning the unfortunate wife, who in the meanwhile had become the mother of two children, discovered that during the hush of the preceding night her spouse had disappeared from their home leaving a note to the effect that the call of the sea had proven more inviting than the bonds of domesticity. When many months went by without her receiving a token of his existence, Mrs. Delcassee drew consolation from the fact that only a few days after the faithless one had treacherously deserted his hapless dependents, a fierce hurricane had swept over the Gulf of Mexico. Such was the havoc caused by the storm at the expense of every class of shipping, that Mrs. Delcassee had ample ground for her belief that the runaway husband had met with his just deserts by being consigned to Davy Jones’ locker. But unable to produce satisfactory evidence of his death at sea by drowning, purely religious scruples stood in the way of contracting by Mrs. Delcassee of another marriage, even if she would have felt willing after her sad experience to take a second fling in the lottery of matrimony.
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