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Confess�on
There �s a woman �n the state of Nevada to whom I once l�ed
cont�nuously, cons�stently, and shamelessly, for the matter of a
couple of hours. I don't want to apolog�ze to her. Far be �t from me.
But I do want to expla�n. Unfortunately, I do not know her name,
much less her present address. If her eyes should chance upon
these l�nes, I hope she w�ll wr�te to me.

It was �n Reno, Nevada, �n the summer of 1892. Also, �t was fa�r-
t�me, and the town was f�lled w�th petty crooks and t�n-horns, to say
noth�ng of a vast and hungry horde of hoboes. It was the hungry
hoboes that made the town a "hungry" town. They "battered" the
back doors of the homes of the c�t�zens unt�l the back doors became
unrespons�ve.

A hard town for "scoff�ngs," was what the hoboes called �t at that
t�me. I know that I m�ssed many a meal, �n sp�te of the fact that I
could "throw my feet" w�th the next one when �t came to "slamm�ng a
gate" for a "poke-out" or a "set-down," or h�tt�ng for a "l�ght p�ece" on
the street. Why, I was so hard put �n that town, one day, that I gave
the porter the sl�p and �nvaded the pr�vate car of some �t�nerant
m�ll�onna�re. The tra�n started as I made the platform, and I headed
for the aforesa�d m�ll�onna�re w�th the porter one jump beh�nd and
reach�ng for me. It was a dead heat, for I reached the m�ll�onna�re at
the same �nstant that the porter reached me. I had no t�me for
formal�t�es. "G�mme a quarter to eat on," I blurted out. And as I l�ve,
that m�ll�onna�re d�pped �nto h�s pocket and gave me ... just ...
prec�sely ... a quarter. It �s my conv�ct�on that he was so
flabbergasted that he obeyed automat�cally, and �t has been a matter
of keen regret ever s�nce, on my part, that I d�dn't ask h�m for a
dollar. I know that I'd have got �t. I swung off the platform of that
pr�vate car w�th the porter manoeuvr�ng to k�ck me �n the face. He
m�ssed me. One �s at a terr�ble d�sadvantage when try�ng to sw�ng off



the lowest step of a car and not break h�s neck on the r�ght of way,
w�th, at the same t�me, an �rate Eth�op�an on the platform above
try�ng to land h�m �n the face w�th a number eleven. But I got the
quarter! I got �t!

But to return to the woman to whom I so shamelessly l�ed. It was �n
the even�ng of my last day �n Reno. I had been out to the race-track
watch�ng the pon�es run, and had m�ssed my d�nner (�.e. the m�d-day
meal). I was hungry, and, furthermore, a comm�ttee of publ�c safety
had just been organ�zed to r�d the town of just such hungry mortals
as I. Already a lot of my brother hoboes had been gathered �n by
John Law, and I could hear the sunny valleys of Cal�forn�a call�ng to
me over the cold crests of the S�erras. Two acts rema�ned for me to
perform before I shook the dust of Reno from my feet. One was to
catch the bl�nd baggage on the westbound overland that n�ght. The
other was f�rst to get someth�ng to eat. Even youth w�ll hes�tate at an
all-n�ght r�de, on an empty stomach, outs�de a tra�n that �s tear�ng the
atmosphere through the snow-sheds, tunnels, and eternal snows of
heaven-asp�r�ng mounta�ns.

But that someth�ng to eat was a hard propos�t�on. I was "turned
down" at a dozen houses. Somet�mes I rece�ved �nsult�ng remarks
and was �nformed of the barred dom�c�le that should be m�ne �f I had
my just deserts. The worst of �t was that such assert�ons were only
too true. That was why I was pull�ng west that n�ght. John Law was
abroad �n the town, seek�ng eagerly for the hungry and homeless, for
by such was h�s barred dom�c�le tenanted.

At other houses the doors were slammed �n my face, cutt�ng short
my pol�tely and humbly couched request for someth�ng to eat. At one
house they d�d not open the door. I stood on the porch and knocked,
and they looked out at me through the w�ndow. They even held one
sturdy l�ttle boy aloft so that he could see over the shoulders of h�s
elders the tramp who wasn't go�ng to get anyth�ng to eat at the�r
house.

It began to look as �f I should be compelled to go to the very poor for
my food. The very poor const�tute the last sure recourse of the



hungry tramp. The very poor can always be depended upon. They
never turn away the hungry. T�me and aga�n, all over the Un�ted
States, have I been refused food by the b�g house on the h�ll; and
always have I rece�ved food from the l�ttle shack down by the creek
or marsh, w�th �ts broken w�ndows stuffed w�th rags and �ts t�red-
faced mother broken w�th labor. Oh, you char�ty-mongers! Go to the
poor and learn, for the poor alone are the char�table. They ne�ther
g�ve nor w�thhold from the�r excess. They have no excess. They
g�ve, and they w�thhold never, from what they need for themselves,
and very often from what they cruelly need for themselves. A bone to
the dog �s not char�ty. Char�ty �s the bone shared w�th the dog when
you are just as hungry as the dog.

There was one house �n part�cular where I was turned down that
even�ng. The porch w�ndows opened on the d�n�ng room, and
through them I saw a man eat�ng p�e—a b�g meat-p�e. I stood �n the
open door, and wh�le he talked w�th me, he went on eat�ng. He was
prosperous, and out of h�s prosper�ty had been bred resentment
aga�nst h�s less fortunate brothers.

He cut short my request for someth�ng to eat, snapp�ng out, "I don't
bel�eve you want to work."

Now th�s was �rrelevant. I hadn't sa�d anyth�ng about work. The top�c
of conversat�on I had �ntroduced was "food." In fact, I d�dn't want to
work. I wanted to take the westbound overland that n�ght.

"You wouldn't work �f you had a chance," he bull�ed.

I glanced at h�s meek-faced w�fe, and knew that but for the presence
of th�s Cerberus I'd have a whack at that meat-p�e myself. But
Cerberus sopped h�mself �n the p�e, and I saw that I must placate
h�m �f I were to get a share of �t. So I s�ghed to myself and accepted
h�s work-moral�ty.

"Of course I want work," I bluffed.

"Don't bel�eve �t," he snorted.

"Try me," I answered, warm�ng to the bluff.



"All r�ght," he sa�d. "Come to the corner of blank and blank streets"—
(I have forgotten the address)—"to-morrow morn�ng. You know
where that burned bu�ld�ng �s, and I'll put you to work toss�ng br�cks."

"All r�ght, s�r; I'll be there."

He grunted and went on eat�ng. I wa�ted. After a couple of m�nutes
he looked up w�th an I-thought-you-were-gone express�on on h�s
face, and demanded:—

"Well?"

"I ... I am wa�t�ng for someth�ng to eat," I sa�d gently.

"I knew you wouldn't work!" he roared.

He was r�ght, of course; but h�s conclus�on must have been reached
by m�nd-read�ng, for h�s log�c wouldn't bear �t out. But the beggar at
the door must be humble, so I accepted h�s log�c as I had accepted
h�s moral�ty.

"You see, I am now hungry," I sa�d st�ll gently. "To-morrow morn�ng I
shall be hungr�er. Th�nk how hungry I shall be when I have tossed
br�cks all day w�thout anyth�ng to eat. Now �f you w�ll g�ve me
someth�ng to eat, I'll be �n great shape for those br�cks."

He gravely cons�dered my plea, at the same t�me go�ng on eat�ng,
wh�le h�s w�fe nearly trembled �nto prop�t�atory speech, but refra�ned.

"I'll tell you what I'll do," he sa�d between mouthfuls. "You come to
work to-morrow, and �n the m�ddle of the day I'll advance you enough
for your d�nner. That w�ll show whether you are �n earnest or not."

"In the meant�me—" I began; but he �nterrupted.

"If I gave you someth�ng to eat now, I'd never see you aga�n. Oh, I
know your k�nd. Look at me. I owe no man. I have never descended
so low as to ask any one for food. I have always earned my food.
The trouble w�th you �s that you are �dle and d�ssolute. I can see �t �n
your face. I have worked and been honest. I have made myself what
I am. And you can do the same, �f you work and are honest."



"L�ke you?" I quer�ed.

Alas, no ray of humor had ever penetrated the sombre work-sodden
soul of that man.

"Yes, l�ke me," he answered.

"All of us?" I quer�ed.

"Yes, all of you," he answered, conv�ct�on v�brat�ng �n h�s vo�ce.

"But �f we all became l�ke you," I sa�d, "allow me to po�nt out that
there'd be nobody to toss br�cks for you."

I swear there was a fl�cker of a sm�le �n h�s w�fe's eye. As for h�m, he
was aghast—but whether at the awful poss�b�l�ty of a reformed
human�ty that would not enable h�m to get anybody to toss br�cks for
h�m, or at my �mpudence, I shall never know.

"I'll not waste words on you," he roared. "Get out of here, you
ungrateful whelp!"

I scraped my feet to advert�se my �ntent�on of go�ng, and quer�ed:—

"And I don't get anyth�ng to eat?"

He arose suddenly to h�s feet. He was a large man. I was a stranger
�n a strange land, and John Law was look�ng for me. I went away
hurr�edly. "But why ungrateful?" I asked myself as I slammed h�s
gate. "What �n the d�ckens d�d he g�ve me to be ungrateful about?" I
looked back. I could st�ll see h�m through the w�ndow. He had
returned to h�s p�e.

By th�s t�me I had lost heart. I passed many houses by w�thout
ventur�ng up to them. All houses looked al�ke, and none looked
"good." After walk�ng half a dozen blocks I shook off my
despondency and gathered my "nerve." Th�s begg�ng for food was all
a game, and �f I d�dn't l�ke the cards, I could always call for a new
deal. I made up my m�nd to tackle the next house. I approached �t �n
the deepen�ng tw�l�ght, go�ng around to the k�tchen door.



I knocked softly, and when I saw the k�nd face of the m�ddle-aged
woman who answered, as by �nsp�rat�on came to me the "story" I
was to tell. For know that upon h�s ab�l�ty to tell a good story depends
the success of the beggar. F�rst of all, and on the �nstant, the beggar
must "s�ze up" h�s v�ct�m. After that, he must tell a story that w�ll
appeal to the pecul�ar personal�ty and temperament of that part�cular
v�ct�m. And r�ght here ar�ses the great d�ff�culty: �n the �nstant that he
�s s�z�ng up the v�ct�m he must beg�n h�s story. Not a m�nute �s
allowed for preparat�on. As �n a l�ghtn�ng flash he must d�v�ne the
nature of the v�ct�m and conce�ve a tale that w�ll h�t home. The
successful hobo must be an art�st. He must create spontaneously
and �nstantaneously—and not upon a theme selected from the
plen�tude of h�s own �mag�nat�on, but upon the theme he reads �n the
face of the person who opens the door, be �t man, woman, or ch�ld,
sweet or crabbed, generous or m�serly, good-natured or
cantankerous, Jew or Gent�le, black or wh�te, race-prejud�ced or
brotherly, prov�nc�al or un�versal, or whatever else �t may be. I have
often thought that to th�s tra�n�ng of my tramp days �s due much of
my success as a story-wr�ter. In order to get the food whereby I l�ved,
I was compelled to tell tales that rang true. At the back door, out of
�nexorable necess�ty, �s developed the conv�nc�ngness and s�ncer�ty
la�d down by all author�t�es on the art of the short-story. Also, I qu�te
bel�eve �t was my tramp-apprent�cesh�p that made a real�st out of me.
Real�sm const�tutes the only goods one can exchange at the k�tchen
door for grub.

After all, art �s only consummate artfulness, and artfulness saves
many a "story." I remember ly�ng �n a pol�ce stat�on at W�nn�peg,
Man�toba. I was bound west over the Canad�an Pac�f�c. Of course,
the pol�ce wanted my story, and I gave �t to them—on the spur of the
moment. They were landlubbers, �n the heart of the cont�nent, and
what better story for them than a sea story? They could never tr�p
me up on that. And so I told a tearful tale of my l�fe on the hell-sh�p
Glenmore. (I had once seen the Glenmore ly�ng at anchor �n San
Franc�sco Bay.)

I was an Engl�sh apprent�ce, I sa�d. And they sa�d that I d�dn't talk
l�ke an Engl�sh boy. It was up to me to create on the �nstant. I had



been born and reared �n the Un�ted States. On the death of my
parents, I had been sent to England to my grandparents. It was they
who had apprent�ced me on the Glenmore. I hope the capta�n of the
Glenmore w�ll forg�ve me, for I gave h�m a character that n�ght �n the
W�nn�peg pol�ce stat�on. Such cruelty! Such brutal�ty! Such d�abol�cal
�ngenu�ty of torture! It expla�ned why I had deserted the Glenmore at
Montreal.

But why was I �n the m�ddle of Canada go�ng west, when my
grandparents l�ved �n England? Promptly I created a marr�ed s�ster
who l�ved �n Cal�forn�a. She would take care of me. I developed at
length her lov�ng nature. But they were not done w�th me, those
hard-hearted pol�cemen. I had jo�ned the Glenmore �n England; �n
the two years that had elapsed before my desert�on at Montreal,
what had the Glenmore done and where had she been? And thereat
I took those landlubbers around the world w�th me. Buffeted by
pound�ng seas and stung w�th fly�ng spray, they fought a typhoon
w�th me off the coast of Japan. They loaded and unloaded cargo w�th
me �n all the ports of the Seven Seas. I took them to Ind�a, and
Rangoon, and Ch�na, and had them hammer �ce w�th me around the
Horn and at last come to moor�ngs at Montreal.

And then they sa�d to wa�t a moment, and one pol�ceman went forth
�nto the n�ght wh�le I warmed myself at the stove, all the wh�le
rack�ng my bra�ns for the trap they were go�ng to spr�ng on me.

I groaned to myself when I saw h�m come �n the door at the heels of
the pol�ceman. No gypsy prank had thrust those t�ny hoops of gold
through the ears; no pra�r�e w�nds had beaten that sk�n �nto wr�nkled
leather; nor had snow-dr�ft and mounta�n-slope put �n h�s walk that
rem�n�scent roll. And �n those eyes, when they looked at me, I saw
the unm�stakable sun-wash of the sea. Here was a theme, alas! w�th
half a dozen pol�cemen to watch me read—I who had never sa�led
the Ch�na seas, nor been around the Horn, nor looked w�th my eyes
upon Ind�a and Rangoon.

I was desperate. D�saster stalked before me �ncarnate �n the form of
that gold-ear-r�nged, weather-beaten son of the sea. Who was he?



What was he? I must solve h�m ere he solved me. I must take a new
or�entat�on, or else those w�cked pol�cemen would or�entate me to a
cell, a pol�ce court, and more cells. If he quest�oned me f�rst, before I
knew how much he knew, I was lost.

But d�d I betray my desperate pl�ght to those lynx-eyed guard�ans of
the publ�c welfare of W�nn�peg? Not I. I met that aged sa�lorman
glad-eyed and beam�ng, w�th all the s�mulated rel�ef at del�verance
that a drown�ng man would d�splay on f�nd�ng a l�fe-preserver �n h�s
last despa�r�ng clutch. Here was a man who understood and who
would ver�fy my true story to the faces of those sleuth-hounds who
d�d not understand, or, at least, such was what I endeavored to play-
act. I se�zed upon h�m; I volleyed h�m w�th quest�ons about h�mself.
Before my judges I would prove the character of my sav�or before he
saved me.

He was a k�ndly sa�lorman—an "easy mark." The pol�cemen grew
�mpat�ent wh�le I quest�oned h�m. At last one of them told me to shut
up. I shut up; but wh�le I rema�ned shut up, I was busy creat�ng, busy
sketch�ng the scenar�o of the next act. I had learned enough to go on
w�th. He was a Frenchman. He had sa�led always on French
merchant vessels, w�th the one except�on of a voyage on a "l�me-
ju�cer." And last of all—blessed fact!—he had not been on the sea for
twenty years.

The pol�ceman urged h�m on to exam�ne me.

"You called �n at Rangoon?" he quer�ed.

I nodded. "We put our th�rd mate ashore there. Fever."

If he had asked me what k�nd of fever, I should have answered,
"Enter�c," though for the l�fe of me I d�dn't know what enter�c was. But
he d�dn't ask me. Instead, h�s next quest�on was:—

"And how �s Rangoon?"

"All r�ght. It ra�ned a whole lot when we were there."

"D�d you get shore-leave?"



"Sure," I answered. "Three of us apprent�ces went ashore together."

"Do you remember the temple?"

"Wh�ch temple?" I parr�ed.

"The b�g one, at the top of the sta�rway."

If I remembered that temple, I knew I'd have to descr�be �t. The gulf
yawned for me.

I shook my head.

"You can see �t from all over the harbor," he �nformed me. "You don't
need shore-leave to see that temple."

I never loathed a temple so �n my l�fe. But I f�xed that part�cular
temple at Rangoon.

"You can't see �t from the harbor," I contrad�cted. "You can't see �t
from the town. You can't see �t from the top of the sta�rway. Because
—" I paused for the effect. "Because there �sn't any temple there."

"But I saw �t w�th my own eyes!" he cr�ed.

"That was �n—?" I quer�ed.

"Seventy-one."

"It was destroyed �n the great earthquake of 1887," I expla�ned. "It
was very old."

There was a pause. He was busy reconstruct�ng �n h�s old eyes the
youthful v�s�on of that fa�r temple by the sea.

"The sta�rway �s st�ll there," I a�ded h�m. "You can see �t from all over
the harbor. And you remember that l�ttle �sland on the r�ght-hand s�de
com�ng �nto the harbor?" I guess there must have been one there (I
was prepared to sh�ft �t over to the left-hand s�de), for he nodded.
"Gone," I sa�d. "Seven fathoms of water there now."



I had ga�ned a moment for breath. Wh�le he pondered on t�me's
changes, I prepared the f�n�sh�ng touches of my story.

"You remember the custom-house at Bombay?"

He remembered �t.

"Burned to the ground," I announced.

"Do you remember J�m Wan?" he came back at me.

"Dead," I sa�d; but who the dev�l J�m Wan was I hadn't the sl�ghtest
�dea.

I was on th�n �ce aga�n.

"Do you remember B�lly Harper, at Shangha�?" I quer�ed back at h�m
qu�ckly.

That aged sa�lorman worked hard to recollect, but the B�lly Harper of
my �mag�nat�on was beyond h�s faded memory.

"Of course you remember B�lly Harper," I �ns�sted. "Everybody knows
h�m. He's been there forty years. Well, he's st�ll there, that's all."

And then the m�racle happened. The sa�lorman remembered B�lly
Harper. Perhaps there was a B�lly Harper, and perhaps he had been
�n Shangha� for forty years and was st�ll there; but �t was news to me.

For fully half an hour longer, the sa�lorman and I talked on �n s�m�lar
fash�on. In the end he told the pol�cemen that I was what I
represented myself to be, and after a n�ght's lodg�ng and a breakfast
I was released to wander on westward to my marr�ed s�ster �n San
Franc�sco.

But to return to the woman �n Reno who opened her door to me �n
the deepen�ng tw�l�ght. At the f�rst gl�mpse of her k�ndly face I took
my cue. I became a sweet, �nnocent, unfortunate lad. I couldn't
speak. I opened my mouth and closed �t aga�n. Never �n my l�fe
before had I asked any one for food. My embarrassment was pa�nful,
extreme. I was ashamed. I, who looked upon begg�ng as a del�ghtful



wh�ms�cal�ty, thumbed myself over �nto a true son of Mrs. Grundy,
burdened w�th all her bourgeo�s moral�ty. Only the harsh pangs of the
belly-need could compel me to do so degraded and �gnoble a th�ng
as beg for food. And �nto my face I strove to throw all the wan
w�stfulness of fam�shed and �ngenuous youth unused to mend�cancy.

"You are hungry, my poor boy," she sa�d.

I had made her speak f�rst.

I nodded my head and gulped.

"It �s the f�rst t�me I have ever ... asked," I faltered.

"Come r�ght �n." The door swung open. "We have already f�n�shed
eat�ng, but the f�re �s burn�ng and I can get someth�ng up for you."

She looked at me closely when she got me �nto the l�ght.

"I w�sh my boy were as healthy and strong as you," she sa�d. "But he
�s not strong. He somet�mes falls down. He just fell down th�s
afternoon and hurt h�mself badly, the poor dear."

She mothered h�m w�th her vo�ce, w�th an �neffable tenderness �n �t
that I yearned to appropr�ate. I glanced at h�m. He sat across the
table, slender and pale, h�s head swathed �n bandages. He d�d not
move, but h�s eyes, br�ght �n the lampl�ght, were f�xed upon me �n a
steady and wonder�ng stare.

"Just l�ke my poor father," I sa�d. "He had the fall�ng s�ckness. Some
k�nd of vert�go. It puzzled the doctors. They never could make out
what was the matter w�th h�m."

"He �s dead?" she quer�ed gently, sett�ng before me half a dozen
soft-bo�led eggs.

"Dead," I gulped. "Two weeks ago. I was w�th h�m when �t happened.
We were cross�ng the street together. He fell r�ght down. He was
never consc�ous aga�n. They carr�ed h�m �nto a drug-store. He d�ed
there."



And thereat I developed the p�t�ful tale of my father—how, after my
mother's death, he and I had gone to San Franc�sco from the ranch;
how h�s pens�on (he was an old sold�er), and the l�ttle other money
he had, was not enough; and how he had tr�ed book-canvass�ng.
Also, I narrated my own woes dur�ng the few days after h�s death
that I had spent alone and forlorn on the streets of San Franc�sco.
Wh�le that good woman warmed up b�scu�ts, fr�ed bacon, and cooked
more eggs, and wh�le I kept pace w�th her �n tak�ng care of all that
she placed before me, I enlarged the p�cture of that poor orphan boy
and f�lled �n the deta�ls. I became that poor boy. I bel�eved �n h�m as I
bel�eved �n the beaut�ful eggs I was devour�ng. I could have wept for
myself. I know the tears d�d get �nto my vo�ce at t�mes. It was very
effect�ve.

In fact, w�th every touch I added to the p�cture, that k�nd soul gave
me someth�ng also. She made up a lunch for me to carry away. She
put �n many bo�led eggs, pepper and salt, and other th�ngs, and a b�g
apple. She prov�ded me w�th three pa�rs of th�ck red woollen socks.
She gave me clean handkerch�efs and other th�ngs wh�ch I have
s�nce forgotten. And all the t�me she cooked more and more and I
ate more and more. I gorged l�ke a savage; but then �t was a far cry
across the S�erras on a bl�nd baggage, and I knew not when nor
where I should f�nd my next meal. And all the wh�le, l�ke a death's-
head at the feast, s�lent and mot�onless, her own unfortunate boy sat
and stared at me across the table. I suppose I represented to h�m
mystery, and romance, and adventure—all that was den�ed the
feeble fl�cker of l�fe that was �n h�m. And yet I could not forbear, once
or tw�ce, from wonder�ng �f he saw through me down to the bottom of
my mendac�ous heart.

"But where are you go�ng to?" she asked me.

"Salt Lake C�ty," sa�d I. "I have a s�ster there—a marr�ed s�ster." (I
debated �f I should make a Mormon out of her, and dec�ded aga�nst
�t.) "Her husband �s a plumber—a contract�ng plumber."

Now I knew that contract�ng plumbers were usually cred�ted w�th
mak�ng lots of money. But I had spoken. It was up to me to qual�fy.



"They would have sent me the money for my fare �f I had asked for
�t," I expla�ned, "but they have had s�ckness and bus�ness troubles.
H�s partner cheated h�m. And so I wouldn't wr�te for the money. I
knew I could make my way there somehow. I let them th�nk I had
enough to get me to Salt Lake C�ty. She �s lovely, and so k�nd. She
was always k�nd to me. I guess I'll go �nto the shop and learn the
trade. She has two daughters. They are younger than I. One �s only
a baby."

Of all my marr�ed s�sters that I have d�str�buted among the c�t�es of
the Un�ted States, that Salt Lake s�ster �s my favor�te. She �s qu�te
real, too. When I tell about her, I can see her, and her two l�ttle g�rls,
and her plumber husband. She �s a large, motherly woman, just
verg�ng on benef�cent stoutness—the k�nd, you know, that always
cooks n�ce th�ngs and that never gets angry. She �s a brunette. Her
husband �s a qu�et, easy-go�ng fellow. Somet�mes I almost know h�m
qu�te well. And who knows but some day I may meet h�m? If that
aged sa�lorman could remember B�lly Harper, I see no reason why I
should not some day meet the husband of my s�ster who l�ves �n Salt
Lake C�ty.

On the other hand, I have a feel�ng of cert�tude w�th�n me that I shall
never meet �n the flesh my many parents and grandparents—you
see, I �nvar�ably k�lled them off. Heart d�sease was my favor�te way of
gett�ng r�d of my mother, though on occas�on I d�d away w�th her by
means of consumpt�on, pneumon�a, and typho�d fever. It �s true, as
the W�nn�peg pol�cemen w�ll attest, that I have grandparents l�v�ng �n
England; but that was a long t�me ago and �t �s a fa�r assumpt�on that
they are dead by now. At any rate, they have never wr�tten to me.

I hope that woman �n Reno w�ll read these l�nes and forg�ve me my
gracelessness and unverac�ty. I do not apolog�ze, for I am
unashamed. It was youth, del�ght �n l�fe, zest for exper�ence, that
brought me to her door. It d�d me good. It taught me the �ntr�ns�c
k�ndl�ness of human nature. I hope �t d�d her good. Anyway, she may
get a good laugh out of �t now that she learns the real �nwardness of
the s�tuat�on.



To her my story was "true." She bel�eved �n me and all my fam�ly,
and she was f�lled w�th sol�c�tude for the dangerous journey I must
make ere I won to Salt Lake C�ty. Th�s sol�c�tude nearly brought me
to gr�ef. Just as I was leav�ng, my arms full of lunch and my pockets
bulg�ng w�th fat woollen socks, she bethought herself of a nephew, or
uncle, or relat�ve of some sort, who was �n the ra�lway ma�l serv�ce,
and who, moreover, would come through that n�ght on the very tra�n
on wh�ch I was go�ng to steal my r�de. The very th�ng! She would
take me down to the depot, tell h�m my story, and get h�m to h�de me
�n the ma�l car. Thus, w�thout danger or hardsh�p, I would be carr�ed
stra�ght through to Ogden. Salt Lake C�ty was only a few m�les
farther on. My heart sank. She grew exc�ted as she developed the
plan and w�th my s�nk�ng heart I had to fe�gn unbounded gladness
and enthus�asm at th�s solut�on of my d�ff�cult�es.

Solut�on! Why I was bound west that n�ght, and here was I be�ng
trapped �nto go�ng east. It was a trap, and I hadn't the heart to tell
her that �t was all a m�serable l�e. And wh�le I made bel�eve that I was
del�ghted, I was busy cudgell�ng my bra�ns for some way to escape.
But there was no way. She would see me �nto the ma�l-car—she sa�d
so herself—and then that ma�l-clerk relat�ve of hers would carry me
to Ogden. And then I would have to beat my way back over all those
hundreds of m�les of desert.

But luck was w�th me that n�ght. Just about the t�me she was gett�ng
ready to put on her bonnet and accompany me, she d�scovered that
she had made a m�stake. Her ma�l-clerk relat�ve was not scheduled
to come through that n�ght. H�s run had been changed. He would not
come through unt�l two n�ghts afterward. I was saved, for of course
my boundless youth would never perm�t me to wa�t those two days. I
opt�m�st�cally assured her that I'd get to Salt Lake C�ty qu�cker �f I
started �mmed�ately, and I departed w�th her bless�ngs and best
w�shes r�ng�ng �n my ears.

But those woollen socks were great. I know. I wore a pa�r of them
that n�ght on the bl�nd baggage of the overland, and that overland
went west.





Hold�ng Her Down
Barr�ng acc�dents, a good hobo, w�th youth and ag�l�ty, can hold a
tra�n down desp�te all the efforts of the tra�n-crew to "d�tch" h�m—
g�ven, of course, n�ght-t�me as an essent�al cond�t�on. When such a
hobo, under such cond�t�ons, makes up h�s m�nd that he �s go�ng to
hold her down, e�ther he does hold her down, or chance tr�ps h�m up.
There �s no leg�t�mate way, short of murder, whereby the tra�n-crew
can d�tch h�m. That tra�n-crews have not stopped short of murder �s a
current bel�ef �n the tramp world. Not hav�ng had that part�cular
exper�ence �n my tramp days I cannot vouch for �t personally.

But th�s I have heard of the "bad" roads. When a tramp has "gone
underneath," on the rods, and the tra�n �s �n mot�on, there �s
apparently no way of d�slodg�ng h�m unt�l the tra�n stops. The tramp,
snugly ensconced �ns�de the truck, w�th the four wheels and all the
framework around h�m, has the "c�nch" on the crew—or so he th�nks,
unt�l some day he r�des the rods on a bad road. A bad road �s usually
one on wh�ch a short t�me prev�ously one or several tra�nmen have
been k�lled by tramps. Heaven p�ty the tramp who �s caught
"underneath" on such a road—for caught he �s, though the tra�n be
go�ng s�xty m�les an hour.

The "shack" (brakeman) takes a coupl�ng-p�n and a length of bell-
cord to the platform �n front of the truck �n wh�ch the tramp �s r�d�ng.
The shack fastens the coupl�ng-p�n to the bell-cord, drops the former
down between the platforms, and pays out the latter. The coupl�ng-
p�n str�kes the t�es between the ra�ls, rebounds aga�nst the bottom of
the car, and aga�n str�kes the t�es. The shack plays �t back and forth,
now to th�s s�de, now to the other, lets �t out a b�t and hauls �t �n a b�t,
g�v�ng h�s weapon opportun�ty for every var�ety of �mpact and
rebound. Every blow of that fly�ng coupl�ng-p�n �s fre�ghted w�th
death, and at s�xty m�les an hour �t beats a ver�table tattoo of death.
The next day the rema�ns of that tramp are gathered up along the



r�ght of way, and a l�ne �n the local paper ment�ons the unknown
man, undoubtedly a tramp, assumably drunk, who had probably
fallen asleep on the track.

As a character�st�c �llustrat�on of how a capable hobo can hold her
down, I am m�nded to g�ve the follow�ng exper�ence. I was �n Ottawa,
bound west over the Canad�an Pac�f�c. Three thousand m�les of that
road stretched before me; �t was the fall of the year, and I had to
cross Man�toba and the Rocky Mounta�ns. I could expect "cr�mpy"
weather, and every moment of delay �ncreased the fr�g�d hardsh�ps
of the journey. Furthermore, I was d�sgusted. The d�stance between
Montreal and Ottawa �s one hundred and twenty m�les. I ought to
know, for I had just come over �t and �t had taken me s�x days. By
m�stake I had m�ssed the ma�n l�ne and come over a small "jerk" w�th
only two locals a day on �t. And dur�ng these s�x days I had l�ved on
dry crusts, and not enough of them, begged from the French
peasants.

Furthermore, my d�sgust had been he�ghtened by the one day I had
spent �n Ottawa try�ng to get an outf�t of cloth�ng for my long journey.
Let me put �t on record r�ght here that Ottawa, w�th one except�on, �s
the hardest town �n the Un�ted States and Canada to beg clothes �n;
the one except�on �s Wash�ngton, D.C. The latter fa�r c�ty �s the l�m�t. I
spent two weeks there try�ng to beg a pa�r of shoes, and then had to
go on to Jersey C�ty before I got them.

But to return to Ottawa. At e�ght sharp �n the morn�ng I started out
after clothes. I worked energet�cally all day. I swear I walked forty
m�les. I �nterv�ewed the housew�ves of a thousand homes. I d�d not
even knock off work for d�nner. And at s�x �n the afternoon, after ten
hours of unrem�tt�ng and depress�ng to�l, I was st�ll shy one sh�rt,
wh�le the pa�r of trousers I had managed to acqu�re was t�ght and,
moreover, was show�ng all the s�gns of an early d�s�ntegrat�on.

At s�x I qu�t work and headed for the ra�lroad yards, expect�ng to p�ck
up someth�ng to eat on the way. But my hard luck was st�ll w�th me. I
was refused food at house after house. Then I got a "hand-out." My
sp�r�ts soared, for �t was the largest hand-out I had ever seen �n a



long and var�ed exper�ence. It was a parcel wrapped �n newspapers
and as b�g as a mature su�t-case. I hurr�ed to a vacant lot and
opened �t. F�rst, I saw cake, then more cake, all k�nds and makes of
cake, and then some. It was all cake. No bread and butter w�th th�ck
f�rm sl�ces of meat between—noth�ng but cake; and I who of all
th�ngs abhorred cake most! In another age and cl�me they sat down
by the waters of Babylon and wept. And �n a vacant lot �n Canada's
proud cap�tal, I, too, sat down and wept ... over a mounta�n of cake.
As one looks upon the face of h�s dead son, so looked I upon that
mult�tud�nous pastry. I suppose I was an ungrateful tramp, for I
refused to partake of the bounteousness of the house that had had a
party the n�ght before. Ev�dently the guests hadn't l�ked cake e�ther.

That cake marked the cr�s�s �n my fortunes. Than �t noth�ng could be
worse; therefore th�ngs must beg�n to mend. And they d�d. At the
very next house I was g�ven a "set-down." Now a "set-down" �s the
he�ght of bl�ss. One �s taken �ns�de, very often �s g�ven a chance to
wash, and �s then "set-down" at a table. Tramps love to throw the�r
legs under a table. The house was large and comfortable, �n the
m�dst of spac�ous grounds and f�ne trees, and sat well back from the
street. They had just f�n�shed eat�ng, and I was taken r�ght �nto the
d�n�ng room—�n �tself a most unusual happen�ng, for the tramp who
�s lucky enough to w�n a set-down usually rece�ves �t �n the k�tchen. A
gr�zzled and grac�ous Engl�shman, h�s matronly w�fe, and a beaut�ful
young Frenchwoman talked w�th me wh�le I ate.

I wonder �f that beaut�ful young Frenchwoman would remember, at
th�s late day, the laugh I gave her when I uttered the barbar�c phrase,
"two-b�ts." You see, I was try�ng del�cately to h�t them for a "l�ght
p�ece." That was how the sum of money came to be ment�oned.
"What?" she sa�d. "Two-b�ts," sa�d I. Her mouth was tw�tch�ng as she
aga�n sa�d, "What?" "Two-b�ts," sa�d I. Whereat she burst �nto
laughter. "Won't you repeat �t?" she sa�d, when she had rega�ned
control of herself. "Two-b�ts," sa�d I. And once more she r�ppled �nto
uncontrollable s�lvery laughter. "I beg your pardon," sa�d she; "but
what ... what was �t you sa�d?" "Two-b�ts," sa�d I; "�s there anyth�ng
wrong about �t?" "Not that I know of," she gurgled between gasps;
"but what does �t mean?" I expla�ned, but I do not remember now



whether or not I got that two-b�ts out of her; but I have often
wondered s�nce as to wh�ch of us was the prov�nc�al.

When I arr�ved at the depot, I found, much to my d�sgust, a bunch of
at least twenty tramps that were wa�t�ng to r�de out the bl�nd
baggages of the overland. Now two or three tramps on the bl�nd
baggage are all r�ght. They are �nconsp�cuous. But a score! That
meant trouble. No tra�n-crew would ever let all of us r�de.

I may as well expla�n here what a bl�nd baggage �s. Some ma�l-cars
are bu�lt w�thout doors �n the ends; hence, such a car �s "bl�nd." The
ma�l-cars that possess end doors, have those doors always locked.
Suppose, after the tra�n has started, that a tramp gets on to the
platform of one of these bl�nd cars. There �s no door, or the door �s
locked. No conductor or brakeman can get to h�m to collect fare or
throw h�m off. It �s clear that the tramp �s safe unt�l the next t�me the
tra�n stops. Then he must get off, run ahead �n the darkness, and
when the tra�n pulls by, jump on to the bl�nd aga�n. But there are
ways and ways, as you shall see.

When the tra�n pulled out, those twenty tramps swarmed upon the
three bl�nds. Some cl�mbed on before the tra�n had run a car-length.
They were awkward dubs, and I saw the�r speedy f�n�sh. Of course,
the tra�n-crew was "on," and at the f�rst stop the trouble began. I
jumped off and ran forward along the track. I not�ced that I was
accompan�ed by a number of the tramps. They ev�dently knew the�r
bus�ness. When one �s beat�ng an overland, he must always keep
well ahead of the tra�n at the stops. I ran ahead, and as I ran, one by
one those that accompan�ed me dropped out. Th�s dropp�ng out was
the measure of the�r sk�ll and nerve �n board�ng a tra�n.

For th�s �s the way �t works. When the tra�n starts, the shack r�des out
the bl�nd. There �s no way for h�m to get back �nto the tra�n proper
except by jump�ng off the bl�nd and catch�ng a platform where the
car-ends are not "bl�nd." When the tra�n �s go�ng as fast as the shack
cares to r�sk, he therefore jumps off the bl�nd, lets several cars go by,
and gets on to the tra�n. So �t �s up to the tramp to run so far ahead



that before the bl�nd �s oppos�te h�m the shack w�ll have already
vacated �t.

I dropped the last tramp by about f�fty feet, and wa�ted. The tra�n
started. I saw the lantern of the shack on the f�rst bl�nd. He was
r�d�ng her out. And I saw the dubs stand forlornly by the track as the
bl�nd went by. They made no attempt to get on. They were beaten by
the�r own �neff�c�ency at the very start. After them, �n the l�ne-up,
came the tramps that knew a l�ttle someth�ng about the game. They
let the f�rst bl�nd, occup�ed by the shack, go by, and jumped on the
second and th�rd bl�nds. Of course, the shack jumped off the f�rst and
on to the second as �t went by, and scrambled around there,
throw�ng off the men who had boarded �t. But the po�nt �s that I was
so far ahead that when the f�rst bl�nd came oppos�te me, the shack
had already left �t and was tangled up w�th the tramps on the second
bl�nd. A half dozen of the more sk�lful tramps, who had run far
enough ahead, made the f�rst bl�nd, too.

At the next stop, as we ran forward along the track, I counted but
f�fteen of us. F�ve had been d�tched. The weed�ng-out process had
begun nobly, and �t cont�nued stat�on by stat�on. Now we were
fourteen, now twelve, now eleven, now n�ne, now e�ght. It rem�nded
me of the ten l�ttle n�ggers of the nursery rhyme. I was resolved that I
should be the last l�ttle n�gger of all. And why not? Was I not blessed
w�th strength, ag�l�ty, and youth? (I was e�ghteen, and �n perfect
cond�t�on.) And d�dn't I have my "nerve" w�th me? And furthermore,
was I not a tramp-royal? Were not these other tramps mere dubs
and "gay-cats" and amateurs alongs�de of me? If I weren't the last
l�ttle n�gger, I m�ght as well qu�t the game and get a job on an alfalfa
farm somewhere.

By the t�me our number had been reduced to four, the whole tra�n-
crew had become �nterested. From then on �t was a contest of sk�ll
and w�ts, w�th the odds �n favor of the crew. One by one the three
other surv�vors turned up m�ss�ng, unt�l I alone rema�ned. My, but I
was proud of myself! No Croesus was ever prouder of h�s f�rst
m�ll�on. I was hold�ng her down �n sp�te of two brakemen, a
conductor, a f�reman, and an eng�neer.



And here are a few samples of the way I held her down. Out ahead,
�n the darkness,—so far ahead that the shack r�d�ng out the bl�nd
must perforce get off before �t reaches me,—I get on. Very well. I am
good for another stat�on. When that stat�on �s reached, I dart ahead
aga�n to repeat the manoeuvre. The tra�n pulls out. I watch her
com�ng. There �s no l�ght of a lantern on the bl�nd. Has the crew
abandoned the f�ght? I do not know. One never knows, and one must
be prepared every moment for anyth�ng. As the f�rst bl�nd comes
oppos�te me, and I run to leap aboard, I stra�n my eyes to see �f the
shack �s on the platform. For all I know he may be there, w�th h�s
lantern doused, and even as I spr�ng upon the steps that lantern may
smash down upon my head. I ought to know. I have been h�t by
lanterns two or three t�mes.

But no, the f�rst bl�nd �s empty. The tra�n �s gather�ng speed. I am
safe for another stat�on. But am I? I feel the tra�n slacken speed. On
the �nstant I am alert. A manoeuvre �s be�ng executed aga�nst me,
and I do not know what �t �s. I try to watch on both s�des at once, not
forgett�ng to keep track of the tender �n front of me. From any one, or
all, of these three d�rect�ons, I may be assa�led.

Ah, there �t comes. The shack has r�dden out the eng�ne. My f�rst
warn�ng �s when h�s feet str�ke the steps of the r�ght-hand s�de of the
bl�nd. L�ke a flash I am off the bl�nd to the left and runn�ng ahead
past the eng�ne. I lose myself �n the darkness. The s�tuat�on �s where
�t has been ever s�nce the tra�n left Ottawa. I am ahead, and the tra�n
must come past me �f �t �s to proceed on �ts journey. I have as good a
chance as ever for board�ng her.

I watch carefully. I see a lantern come forward to the eng�ne, and I
do not see �t go back from the eng�ne. It must therefore be st�ll on the
eng�ne, and �t �s a fa�r assumpt�on that attached to the handle of that
lantern �s a shack. That shack was lazy, or else he would have put
out h�s lantern �nstead of try�ng to sh�eld �t as he came forward. The
tra�n pulls out. The f�rst bl�nd �s empty, and I ga�n �t. As before the
tra�n slackens, the shack from the eng�ne boards the bl�nd from one
s�de, and I go off the other s�de and run forward.



As I wa�t �n the darkness I am consc�ous of a b�g thr�ll of pr�de. The
overland has stopped tw�ce for me—for me, a poor hobo on the bum.
I alone have tw�ce stopped the overland w�th �ts many passengers
and coaches, �ts government ma�l, and �ts two thousand steam
horses stra�n�ng �n the eng�ne. And I we�gh only one hundred and
s�xty pounds, and I haven't a f�ve-cent p�ece �n my pocket!

Aga�n I see the lantern come forward to the eng�ne. But th�s t�me �t
comes consp�cuously. A b�t too consp�cuously to su�t me, and I
wonder what �s up. At any rate I have someth�ng else to be afra�d of
than the shack on the eng�ne. The tra�n pulls by. Just �n t�me, before I
make my spr�ng, I see the dark form of a shack, w�thout a lantern, on
the f�rst bl�nd. I let �t go by, and prepare to board the second bl�nd.
But the shack on the f�rst bl�nd has jumped off and �s at my heels.
Also, I have a fleet�ng gl�mpse of the lantern of the shack who rode
out the eng�ne. He has jumped off, and now both shacks are on the
ground on the same s�de w�th me. The next moment the second
bl�nd comes by and I am aboard �t. But I do not l�nger. I have f�gured
out my countermove. As I dash across the platform I hear the �mpact
of the shack's feet aga�nst the steps as he boards. I jump off the
other s�de and run forward w�th the tra�n. My plan �s to run forward
and get on the f�rst bl�nd. It �s n�p and tuck, for the tra�n �s gather�ng
speed. Also, the shack �s beh�nd me and runn�ng after me. I guess I
am the better spr�nter, for I make the f�rst bl�nd. I stand on the steps
and watch my pursuer. He �s only about ten feet back and runn�ng
hard; but now the tra�n has approx�mated h�s own speed, and,
relat�ve to me, he �s stand�ng st�ll. I encourage h�m, hold out my hand
to h�m; but he explodes �n a m�ghty oath, g�ves up and makes the
tra�n several cars back.

The tra�n �s speed�ng along, and I am st�ll chuckl�ng to myself, when,
w�thout warn�ng, a spray of water str�kes me. The f�reman �s play�ng
the hose on me from the eng�ne. I step forward from the car-platform
to the rear of the tender, where I am sheltered under the overhang.
The water fl�es harmlessly over my head. My f�ngers �tch to cl�mb up
on the tender and lam that f�reman w�th a chunk of coal; but I know �f
I do that, I'll be massacred by h�m and the eng�neer, and I refra�n.



At the next stop I am off and ahead �n the darkness. Th�s t�me, when
the tra�n pulls out, both shacks are on the f�rst bl�nd. I d�v�ne the�r
game. They have blocked the repet�t�on of my prev�ous play. I cannot
aga�n take the second bl�nd, cross over, and run forward to the f�rst.
As soon as the f�rst bl�nd passes and I do not get on, they sw�ng off,
one on each s�de of the tra�n. I board the second bl�nd, and as I do
so I know that a moment later, s�multaneously, those two shacks w�ll
arr�ve on both s�des of me. It �s l�ke a trap. Both ways are blocked.
Yet there �s another way out, and that way �s up.

So I do not wa�t for my pursuers to arr�ve. I cl�mb upon the upr�ght
�ronwork of the platform and stand upon the wheel of the hand-
brake. Th�s has taken up the moment of grace and I hear the shacks
str�ke the steps on e�ther s�de. I don't stop to look. I ra�se my arms
overhead unt�l my hands rest aga�nst the down-curv�ng ends of the
roofs of the two cars. One hand, of course, �s on the curved roof of
one car, the other hand on the curved roof of the other car. By th�s
t�me both shacks are com�ng up the steps. I know �t, though I am too
busy to see them. All th�s �s happen�ng �n the space of only several
seconds. I make a spr�ng w�th my legs and "muscle" myself up w�th
my arms. As I draw up my legs, both shacks reach for me and clutch
empty a�r. I know th�s, for I look down and see them. Also I hear
them swear.

I am now �n a precar�ous pos�t�on, r�d�ng the ends of the down-
curv�ng roofs of two cars at the same t�me. W�th a qu�ck, tense
movement, I transfer both legs to the curve of one roof and both
hands to the curve of the other roof. Then, gr�pp�ng the edge of that
curv�ng roof, I cl�mb over the curve to the level roof above, where I s�t
down to catch my breath, hold�ng on the wh�le to a vent�lator that
projects above the surface. I am on top of the tra�n—on the "decks,"
as the tramps call �t, and th�s process I have descr�bed �s by them
called "deck�ng her." And let me say r�ght here that only a young and
v�gorous tramp �s able to deck a passenger tra�n, and also, that the
young and v�gorous tramp must have h�s nerve w�th h�m as well.

The tra�n goes on gather�ng speed, and I know I am safe unt�l the
next stop—but only unt�l the next stop. If I rema�n on the roof after



the tra�n stops, I know those shacks w�ll fus�llade me w�th rocks. A
healthy shack can "dewdrop" a pretty heavy chunk of stone on top of
a car—say anywhere from f�ve to twenty pounds. On the other hand,
the chances are large that at the next stop the shacks w�ll be wa�t�ng
for me to descend at the place I cl�mbed up. It �s up to me to cl�mb
down at some other platform.

Reg�ster�ng a fervent hope that there are no tunnels �n the next half
m�le, I r�se to my feet and walk down the tra�n half a dozen cars. And
let me say that one must leave t�m�d�ty beh�nd h�m on such a
passear. The roofs of passenger coaches are not made for m�dn�ght
promenades. And �f any one th�nks they are, let me adv�se h�m to try
�t. Just let h�m walk along the roof of a jolt�ng, lurch�ng car, w�th
noth�ng to hold on to but the black and empty a�r, and when he
comes to the down-curv�ng end of the roof, all wet and sl�ppery w�th
dew, let h�m accelerate h�s speed so as to step across to the next
roof, down-curv�ng and wet and sl�ppery. Bel�eve me, he w�ll learn
whether h�s heart �s weak or h�s head �s g�ddy.

As the tra�n slows down for a stop, half a dozen platforms from
where I had decked her I come down. No one �s on the platform.
When the tra�n comes to a standst�ll, I sl�p off to the ground. Ahead,
and between me and the eng�ne, are two mov�ng lanterns. The
shacks are look�ng for me on the roofs of the cars. I note that the car
bes�de wh�ch I am stand�ng �s a "four-wheeler"—by wh�ch �s meant
that �t has only four wheels to each truck. (When you go underneath
on the rods, be sure to avo�d the "s�x-wheelers,"—they lead to
d�sasters.)

I duck under the tra�n and make for the rods, and I can tell you I am
m�ghty glad that the tra�n �s stand�ng st�ll. It �s the f�rst t�me I have
ever gone underneath on the Canad�an Pac�f�c, and the �nternal
arrangements are new to me. I try to crawl over the top of the truck,
between the truck and the bottom of the car. But the space �s not
large enough for me to squeeze through. Th�s �s new to me. Down �n
the Un�ted States I am accustomed to go�ng underneath on rap�dly
mov�ng tra�ns, se�z�ng a gunnel and sw�ng�ng my feet under to the



brake-beam, and from there crawl�ng over the top of the truck and
down �ns�de the truck to a seat on the cross-rod.

Feel�ng w�th my hands �n the darkness, I learn that there �s room
between the brake-beam and the ground. It �s a t�ght squeeze. I have
to l�e flat and worm my way through. Once �ns�de the truck, I take my
seat on the rod and wonder what the shacks are th�nk�ng has
become of me. The tra�n gets under way. They have g�ven me up at
last.

But have they? At the very next stop, I see a lantern thrust under the
next truck to m�ne at the other end of the car. They are search�ng the
rods for me. I must make my get-away pretty l�vely. I crawl on my
stomach under the brake-beam. They see me and run for me, but I
crawl on hands and knees across the ra�l on the oppos�te s�de and
ga�n my feet. Then away I go for the head of the tra�n. I run past the
eng�ne and h�de �n the shelter�ng darkness. It �s the same old
s�tuat�on. I am ahead of the tra�n, and the tra�n must go past me.

The tra�n pulls out. There �s a lantern on the f�rst bl�nd. I l�e low, and
see the peer�ng shack go by. But there �s also a lantern on the
second bl�nd. That shack spots me and calls to the shack who has
gone past on the f�rst bl�nd. Both jump off. Never m�nd, I'll take the
th�rd bl�nd and deck her. But heavens, there �s a lantern on the th�rd
bl�nd, too. It �s the conductor. I let �t go by. At any rate I have now the
full tra�n-crew �n front of me. I turn and run back �n the oppos�te
d�rect�on to what the tra�n �s go�ng. I look over my shoulder. All three
lanterns are on the ground and wobbl�ng along �n pursu�t. I spr�nt.
Half the tra�n has gone by, and �t �s go�ng qu�te fast, when I spr�ng
aboard. I know that the two shacks and the conductor w�ll arr�ve l�ke
raven�ng wolves �n about two seconds. I spr�ng upon the wheel of the
hand-brake, get my hands on the curved ends of the roofs, and
muscle myself up to the decks; wh�le my d�sappo�nted pursuers,
cluster�ng on the platform beneath l�ke dogs that have treed a cat,
howl curses up at me and say unsoc�al th�ngs about my ancestors.

But what does that matter? It �s f�ve to one, �nclud�ng the eng�neer
and f�reman, and the majesty of the law and the m�ght of a great



corporat�on are beh�nd them, and I am beat�ng them out. I am too far
down the tra�n, and I run ahead over the roofs of the coaches unt�l I
am over the f�fth or s�xth platform from the eng�ne. I peer down
caut�ously. A shack �s on that platform. That he has caught s�ght of
me, I know from the way he makes a sw�ft sneak �ns�de the car; and I
know, also, that he �s wa�t�ng �ns�de the door, all ready to pounce out
on me when I cl�mb down. But I make bel�eve that I don't know, and I
rema�n there to encourage h�m �n h�s error. I do not see h�m, yet I
know that he opens the door once and peeps up to assure h�mself
that I am st�ll there.

The tra�n slows down for a stat�on. I dangle my legs down �n a
tentat�ve way. The tra�n stops. My legs are st�ll dangl�ng. I hear the
door unlatch softly. He �s all ready for me. Suddenly I spr�ng up and
run forward over the roof. Th�s �s r�ght over h�s head, where he lurks
�ns�de the door. The tra�n �s stand�ng st�ll; the n�ght �s qu�et, and I
take care to make plenty of no�se on the metal roof w�th my feet. I
don't know, but my assumpt�on �s that he �s now runn�ng forward to
catch me as I descend at the next platform. But I don't descend
there. Halfway along the roof of the coach, I turn, retrace my way
softly and qu�ckly to the platform both the shack and I have just
abandoned. The coast �s clear. I descend to the ground on the off-
s�de of the tra�n and h�de �n the darkness. Not a soul has seen me.

I go over to the fence, at the edge of the r�ght of way, and watch. Ah,
ha! What's that? I see a lantern on top of the tra�n, mov�ng along
from front to rear. They th�nk I haven't come down, and they are
search�ng the roofs for me. And better than that—on the ground on
each s�de of the tra�n, mov�ng abreast w�th the lantern on top, are
two other lanterns. It �s a rabb�t-dr�ve, and I am the rabb�t. When the
shack on top flushes me, the ones on each s�de w�ll nab me. I roll a
c�garette and watch the process�on go by. Once past me, I am safe
to proceed to the front of the tra�n. She pulls out, and I make the
front bl�nd w�thout oppos�t�on. But before she �s fully under way and
just as I am l�ght�ng my c�garette, I am aware that the f�reman has
cl�mbed over the coal to the back of the tender and �s look�ng down
at me. I am f�lled w�th apprehens�on. From h�s pos�t�on he can mash



me to a jelly w�th lumps of coal. Instead of wh�ch he addresses me,
and I note w�th rel�ef the adm�rat�on �n h�s vo�ce.

"You son-of-a-gun," �s what he says.

It �s a h�gh compl�ment, and I thr�ll as a schoolboy thr�lls on rece�v�ng
a reward of mer�t.

"Say," I call up to h�m, "don't you play the hose on me any more."

"All r�ght," he answers, and goes back to h�s work.

I have made fr�ends w�th the eng�ne, but the shacks are st�ll look�ng
for me. At the next stop, the shacks r�de out all three bl�nds, and as
before, I let them go by and deck �n the m�ddle of the tra�n. The crew
�s on �ts mettle by now, and the tra�n stops. The shacks are go�ng to
d�tch me or know the reason why. Three t�mes the m�ghty overland
stops for me at that stat�on, and each t�me I elude the shacks and
make the decks. But �t �s hopeless, for they have f�nally come to an
understand�ng of the s�tuat�on. I have taught them that they cannot
guard the tra�n from me. They must do someth�ng else.

And they do �t. When the tra�n stops that last t�me, they take after me
hot-footed. Ah, I see the�r game. They are try�ng to run me down. At
f�rst they herd me back toward the rear of the tra�n. I know my per�l.
Once to the rear of the tra�n, �t w�ll pull out w�th me left beh�nd. I
double, and tw�st, and turn, dodge through my pursuers, and ga�n
the front of the tra�n. One shack st�ll hangs on after me. All r�ght, I'll
g�ve h�m the run of h�s l�fe, for my w�nd �s good. I run stra�ght ahead
along the track. It doesn't matter. If he chases me ten m�les, he'll
nevertheless have to catch the tra�n, and I can board her at any
speed that he can.

So I run on, keep�ng just comfortably ahead of h�m and stra�n�ng my
eyes �n the gloom for cattle-guards and sw�tches that may br�ng me
to gr�ef. Alas! I stra�n my eyes too far ahead, and tr�p over someth�ng
just under my feet, I know not what, some l�ttle th�ng, and go down to
earth �n a long, stumbl�ng fall. The next moment I am on my feet, but
the shack has me by the collar. I do not struggle. I am busy w�th
breath�ng deeply and w�th s�z�ng h�m up. He �s narrow-shouldered,



and I have at least th�rty pounds the better of h�m �n we�ght. Bes�des,
he �s just as t�red as I am, and �f he tr�es to slug me, I'll teach h�m a
few th�ngs.

But he doesn't try to slug me, and that problem �s settled. Instead, he
starts to lead me back toward the tra�n, and another poss�ble
problem ar�ses. I see the lanterns of the conductor and the other
shack. We are approach�ng them. Not for noth�ng have I made the
acqua�ntance of the New York pol�ce. Not for noth�ng, �n box-cars, by
water-tanks, and �n pr�son-cells, have I l�stened to bloody tales of
man-handl�ng. What �f these three men are about to man-handle
me? Heaven knows I have g�ven them provocat�on enough. I th�nk
qu�ckly. We are draw�ng nearer and nearer to the other two tra�nmen.
I l�ne up the stomach and the jaw of my captor, and plan the r�ght
and left I'll g�ve h�m at the f�rst s�gn of trouble.

Pshaw! I know another tr�ck I'd l�ke to work on h�m, and I almost
regret that I d�d not do �t at the moment I was captured. I could make
h�m s�ck, what of h�s clutch on my collar. H�s f�ngers, t�ght-gr�pp�ng,
are bur�ed �ns�de my collar. My coat �s t�ghtly buttoned. D�d you ever
see a tourn�quet? Well, th�s �s one. All I have to do �s to duck my
head under h�s arm and beg�n to tw�st. I must tw�st rap�dly—very
rap�dly. I know how to do �t; tw�st�ng �n a v�olent, jerky way, duck�ng
my head under h�s arm w�th each revolut�on. Before he knows �t,
those deta�n�ng f�ngers of h�s w�ll be deta�ned. He w�ll be unable to
w�thdraw them. It �s a powerful leverage. Twenty seconds after I
have started revolv�ng, the blood w�ll be burst�ng out of h�s f�nger-
ends, the del�cate tendons w�ll be ruptur�ng, and all the muscles and
nerves w�ll be mash�ng and crush�ng together �n a shr�ek�ng mass.
Try �t somet�me when somebody has you by the collar. But be qu�ck
—qu�ck as l�ghtn�ng. Also, be sure to hug yourself wh�le you are
revolv�ng—hug your face w�th your left arm and your abdomen w�th
your r�ght. You see, the other fellow m�ght try to stop you w�th a
punch from h�s free arm. It would be a good �dea, too, to revolve
away from that free arm rather than toward �t. A punch go�ng �s never
so bad as a punch com�ng.



That shack w�ll never know how near he was to be�ng made very,
very s�ck. All that saves h�m �s that �t �s not �n the�r plan to man-
handle me. When we draw near enough, he calls out that he has me,
and they s�gnal the tra�n to come on. The eng�ne passes us, and the
three bl�nds. After that, the conductor and the other shack sw�ng
aboard. But st�ll my captor holds on to me. I see the plan. He �s go�ng
to hold me unt�l the rear of the tra�n goes by. Then he w�ll hop on,
and I shall be left beh�nd—d�tched.

But the tra�n has pulled out fast, the eng�neer try�ng to make up for
lost t�me. Also, �t �s a long tra�n. It �s go�ng very l�vely, and I know the
shack �s measur�ng �ts speed w�th apprehens�on.

"Th�nk you can make �t?" I query �nnocently.

He releases my collar, makes a qu�ck run, and sw�ngs aboard. A
number of coaches are yet to pass by. He knows �t, and rema�ns on
the steps, h�s head poked out and watch�ng me. In that moment my
next move comes to me. I'll make the last platform. I know she's
go�ng fast and faster, but I'll only get a roll �n the d�rt �f I fa�l, and the
opt�m�sm of youth �s m�ne. I do not g�ve myself away. I stand w�th a
dejected droop of shoulder, advert�s�ng that I have abandoned hope.
But at the same t�me I am feel�ng w�th my feet the good gravel. It �s
perfect foot�ng. Also I am watch�ng the poked-out head of the shack.
I see �t w�thdrawn. He �s conf�dent that the tra�n �s go�ng too fast for
me ever to make �t.

And the tra�n �s go�ng fast—faster than any tra�n I have ever tackled.
As the last coach comes by I spr�nt �n the same d�rect�on w�th �t. It �s
a sw�ft, short spr�nt. I cannot hope to equal the speed of the tra�n, but
I can reduce the d�fference of our speed to the m�n�mum, and,
hence, reduce the shock of �mpact, when I leap on board. In the
fleet�ng �nstant of darkness I do not see the �ron hand-ra�l of the last
platform; nor �s there t�me for me to locate �t. I reach for where I th�nk
�t ought to be, and at the same �nstant my feet leave the ground. It �s
all �n the toss. The next moment I may be roll�ng �n the gravel w�th
broken r�bs, or arms, or head. But my f�ngers gr�p the hand-hold,



there �s a jerk on my arms that sl�ghtly p�vots my body, and my feet
land on the steps w�th sharp v�olence.

I s�t down, feel�ng very proud of myself. In all my hobo�ng �t �s the
best b�t of tra�n-jump�ng I have done. I know that late at n�ght one �s
always good for several stat�ons on the last platform, but I do not
care to trust myself at the rear of the tra�n. At the f�rst stop I run
forward on the off-s�de of the tra�n, pass the Pullmans, and duck
under and take a rod under a day-coach. At the next stop I run
forward aga�n and take another rod.

I am now comparat�vely safe. The shacks th�nk I am d�tched. But the
long day and the strenuous n�ght are beg�nn�ng to tell on me. Also, �t
�s not so w�ndy nor cold underneath, and I beg�n to doze. Th�s w�ll
never do. Sleep on the rods spells death, so I crawl out at a stat�on
and go forward to the second bl�nd. Here I can l�e down and sleep;
and here I do sleep—how long I do not know—for I am awakened by
a lantern thrust �nto my face. The two shacks are star�ng at me. I
scramble up on the defens�ve, wonder�ng as to wh�ch one �s go�ng to
make the f�rst "pass" at me. But slugg�ng �s far from the�r m�nds.

"I thought you was d�tched," says the shack who had held me by the
collar.

"If you hadn't let go of me when you d�d, you'd have been d�tched
along w�th me," I answer.

"How's that?" he asks.

"I'd have gone �nto a cl�nch w�th you, that's all," �s my reply.

They hold a consultat�on, and the�r verd�ct �s summed up �n:—

"Well, I guess you can r�de, Bo. There's no use try�ng to keep you
off."

And they go away and leave me �n peace to the end of the�r d�v�s�on.

I have g�ven the forego�ng as a sample of what "hold�ng her down"
means. Of course, I have selected a fortunate n�ght out of my



exper�ences, and sa�d noth�ng of the n�ghts—and many of them—
when I was tr�pped up by acc�dent and d�tched.

In conclus�on, I want to tell of what happened when I reached the
end of the d�v�s�on. On s�ngle-track, transcont�nental l�nes, the fre�ght
tra�ns wa�t at the d�v�s�ons and follow out after the passenger tra�ns.
When the d�v�s�on was reached, I left my tra�n, and looked for the
fre�ght that would pull out beh�nd �t. I found the fre�ght, made up on a
s�de-track and wa�t�ng. I cl�mbed �nto a box-car half full of coal and
lay down. In no t�me I was asleep.

I was awakened by the sl�d�ng open of the door. Day was just
dawn�ng, cold and gray, and the fre�ght had not yet started. A "con"
(conductor) was pok�ng h�s head �ns�de the door.

"Get out of that, you blankety-blank-blank!" he roared at me.

I got, and outs�de I watched h�m go down the l�ne �nspect�ng every
car �n the tra�n. When he got out of s�ght I thought to myself that he
would never th�nk I'd have the nerve to cl�mb back �nto the very car
out of wh�ch he had f�red me. So back I cl�mbed and lay down aga�n.

Now that con's mental processes must have been parallel�ng m�ne,
for he reasoned that �t was the very th�ng I would do. For back he
came and f�red me out.

Now, surely, I reasoned, he w�ll never dream that I'd do �t a th�rd t�me.
Back I went, �nto the very same car. But I dec�ded to make sure.
Only one s�de-door could be opened. The other s�de-door was na�led
up. Beg�nn�ng at the top of the coal, I dug a hole alongs�de of that
door and lay down �n �t. I heard the other door open. The con
cl�mbed up and looked �n over the top of the coal. He couldn't see
me. He called to me to get out. I tr�ed to fool h�m by rema�n�ng qu�et.
But when he began toss�ng chunks of coal �nto the hole on top of
me, I gave up and for the th�rd t�me was f�red out. Also, he �nformed
me �n warm terms of what would happen to me �f he caught me �n
there aga�n.

I changed my tact�cs. When a man �s parallel�ng your mental
processes, d�tch h�m. Abruptly break off your l�ne of reason�ng, and



go off on a new l�ne. Th�s I d�d. I h�d between some cars on an
adjacent s�de-track, and watched. Sure enough, that con came back
aga�n to the car. He opened the door, he cl�mbed up, he called, he
threw coal �nto the hole I had made. He even crawled over the coal
and looked �nto the hole. That sat�sf�ed h�m. F�ve m�nutes later the
fre�ght was pull�ng out, and he was not �n s�ght. I ran alongs�de the
car, pulled the door open, and cl�mbed �n. He never looked for me
aga�n, and I rode that coal-car prec�sely one thousand and twenty-
two m�les, sleep�ng most of the t�me and gett�ng out at d�v�s�ons
(where the fre�ghts always stop for an hour or so) to beg my food.
And at the end of the thousand and twenty-two m�les I lost that car
through a happy �nc�dent. I got a "set-down," and the tramp doesn't
l�ve who won't m�ss a tra�n for a set-down any t�me.



P�ctures
"What do �t matter where or 'ow we

d�e,
So long as we've our 'ealth to watch �t

all?"

          —Sest�na of the Tramp-Royal

Perhaps the greatest charm of tramp-l�fe �s the absence of
monotony. In Hobo Land the face of l�fe �s protean—an ever
chang�ng phantasmagor�a, where the �mposs�ble happens and the
unexpected jumps out of the bushes at every turn of the road. The
hobo never knows what �s go�ng to happen the next moment; hence,
he l�ves only �n the present moment. He has learned the fut�l�ty of
tel�c endeavor, and knows the del�ght of dr�ft�ng along w�th the
wh�ms�cal�t�es of Chance.

Often I th�nk over my tramp days, and ever I marvel at the sw�ft
success�on of p�ctures that flash up �n my memory. It matters not
where I beg�n to th�nk; any day of all the days �s a day apart, w�th a
record of sw�ft-mov�ng p�ctures all �ts own. For �nstance, I remember
a sunny summer morn�ng �n Harr�sburg, Pennsylvan�a, and
�mmed�ately comes to my m�nd the ausp�c�ous beg�nn�ng of the day
—a "set-down" w�th two ma�den lad�es, and not �n the�r k�tchen, but
�n the�r d�n�ng room, w�th them bes�de me at the table. We ate eggs,
out of egg-cups! It was the f�rst t�me I had ever seen egg-cups, or
heard of egg-cups! I was a b�t awkward at f�rst, I'll confess; but I was
hungry and unabashed. I mastered the egg-cup, and I mastered the
eggs �n a way that made those two ma�den lad�es s�t up.

Why, they ate l�ke a couple of canar�es, dabbl�ng w�th the one egg
each they took, and n�bbl�ng at t�ny wafers of toast. L�fe was low �n
the�r bod�es; the�r blood ran th�n; and they had slept warm all n�ght. I
had been out all n�ght, consum�ng much fuel of my body to keep



warm, beat�ng my way down from a place called Empor�um, �n the
northern part of the state. Wafers of toast! Out of s�ght! But each
wafer was no more than a mouthful to me—nay, no more than a b�te.
It �s ted�ous to have to reach for another p�ece of toast each b�te
when one �s potent�al w�th many b�tes.

When I was a very l�ttle lad, I had a very l�ttle dog called Punch. I
saw to h�s feed�ng myself. Some one �n the household had shot a lot
of ducks, and we had a f�ne meat d�nner. When I had f�n�shed, I
prepared Punch's d�nner—a large plateful of bones and t�db�ts. I
went outs�de to g�ve �t to h�m. Now �t happened that a v�s�tor had
r�dden over from a ne�ghbor�ng ranch, and w�th h�m had come a
Newfoundland dog as b�g as a calf. I set the plate on the ground.
Punch wagged h�s ta�l and began. He had before h�m a bl�ssful half-
hour at least. There was a sudden rush. Punch was brushed as�de
l�ke a straw �n the path of a cyclone, and that Newfoundland
swooped down upon the plate. In sp�te of h�s huge maw he must
have been tra�ned to qu�ck lunches, for, �n the fleet�ng �nstant before
he rece�ved the k�ck �n the r�bs I a�med at h�m, he completely
engulfed the contents of the plate. He swept �t clean. One last
l�nger�ng l�ck of h�s tongue removed even the grease sta�ns.

As that b�g Newfoundland behaved at the plate of my dog Punch, so
behaved I at the table of those two ma�den lad�es of Harr�sburg. I
swept �t bare. I d�dn't break anyth�ng, but I cleaned out the eggs and
the toast and the coffee. The servant brought more, but I kept her
busy, and ever she brought more and more. The coffee was
del�c�ous, but �t needn't have been served �n such t�ny cups. What
t�me had I to eat when �t took all my t�me to prepare the many cups
of coffee for dr�nk�ng?

At any rate, �t gave my tongue t�me to wag. Those two ma�den
lad�es, w�th the�r p�nk-and-wh�te complex�ons and gray curls, had
never looked upon the br�ght face of adventure. As the "Tramp-
Royal" would have �t, they had worked all the�r l�ves "on one same
sh�ft." Into the sweet scents and narrow conf�nes of the�r uneventful
ex�stence I brought the large a�rs of the world, fre�ghted w�th the lusty
smells of sweat and str�fe, and w�th the tangs and odors of strange



lands and so�ls. And r�ght well I scratched the�r soft palms w�th the
callous on my own palms—the half-�nch horn that comes of pull-and-
haul of rope and long and arduous hours of caress�ng shovel-
handles. Th�s I d�d, not merely �n the braggadoc�o of youth, but to
prove, by to�l performed, the cla�m I had upon the�r char�ty.

Ah, I can see them now, those dear, sweet lad�es, just as I sat at
the�r breakfast table twelve years ago, d�scours�ng upon the way of
my feet �n the world, brush�ng as�de the�r k�ndly counsel as a real
dev�l�sh fellow should, and thr�ll�ng them, not alone w�th my own
adventures, but w�th the adventures of all the other fellows w�th
whom I had rubbed shoulders and exchanged conf�dences. I
appropr�ated them all, the adventures of the other fellows, I mean;
and �f those ma�den lad�es had been less trustful and gu�leless, they
could have tangled me up beaut�fully �n my chronology. Well, well,
and what of �t? It was fa�r exchange. For the�r many cups of coffee,
and eggs, and b�tes of toast, I gave full value. R�ght royally I gave
them enterta�nment. My com�ng to s�t at the�r table was the�r
adventure, and adventure �s beyond pr�ce anyway.

Com�ng along the street, after part�ng from the ma�den lad�es, I
gathered �n a newspaper from the doorway of some late-r�ser, and �n
a grassy park lay down to get �n touch w�th the last twenty-four hours
of the world. There, �n the park, I met a fellow-hobo who told me h�s
l�fe-story and who wrestled w�th me to jo�n the Un�ted States Army.
He had g�ven �n to the recru�t�ng off�cer and was just about to jo�n,
and he couldn't see why I shouldn't jo�n w�th h�m. He had been a
member of Coxey's Army �n the march to Wash�ngton several
months before, and that seemed to have g�ven h�m a taste for army
l�fe. I, too, was a veteran, for had I not been a pr�vate �n Company L
of the Second D�v�s�on of Kelly's Industr�al Army?—sa�d Company L
be�ng commonly known as the "Nevada push." But my army
exper�ence had had the oppos�te effect on me; so I left that hobo to
go h�s way to the dogs of war, wh�le I "threw my feet" for d�nner.

Th�s duty performed, I started to walk across the br�dge over the
Susquehanna to the west shore. I forget the name of the ra�lroad that
ran down that s�de, but wh�le ly�ng �n the grass �n the morn�ng the



�dea had come to me to go to Balt�more; so to Balt�more I was go�ng
on that ra�lroad, whatever �ts name was. It was a warm afternoon,
and part way across the br�dge I came to a lot of fellows who were �n
sw�mm�ng off one of the p�ers. Off went my clothes and �n went I. The
water was f�ne; but when I came out and dressed, I found I had been
robbed. Some one had gone through my clothes. Now I leave �t to
you �f be�ng robbed �sn't �n �tself adventure enough for one day. I
have known men who have been robbed and who have talked all the
rest of the�r l�ves about �t. True, the th�ef that went through my
clothes d�dn't get much—some th�rty or forty cents �n n�ckels and
penn�es, and my tobacco and c�garette papers; but �t was all I had,
wh�ch �s more than most men can be robbed of, for they have
someth�ng left at home, wh�le I had no home. It was a pretty tough
gang �n sw�mm�ng there. I s�zed up, and knew better than to squeal.
So I begged "the mak�ngs," and I could have sworn �t was one of my
own papers I rolled the tobacco �n.

Then on across the br�dge I h�ked to the west shore. Here ran the
ra�lroad I was after. No stat�on was �n s�ght. How to catch a fre�ght
w�thout walk�ng to a stat�on was the problem. I not�ced that the track
came up a steep grade, culm�nat�ng at the po�nt where I had tapped
�t, and I knew that a heavy fre�ght couldn't pull up there any too l�vely.
But how l�vely? On the oppos�te s�de of the track rose a h�gh bank.
On the edge, at the top, I saw a man's head st�ck�ng up from the
grass. Perhaps he knew how fast the fre�ghts took the grade, and
when the next one went south. I called out my quest�ons to h�m, and
he mot�oned to me to come up.

I obeyed, and when I reached the top, I found four other men ly�ng �n
the grass w�th h�m. I took �n the scene and knew them for what they
were—Amer�can gyps�es. In the open space that extended back
among the trees from the edge of the bank were several nondescr�pt
wagons. Ragged, half-naked ch�ldren swarmed over the camp,
though I not�ced that they took care not to come near and bother the
men-folk. Several lean, unbeaut�ful, and to�l-degraded women were
potter�ng about w�th camp-chores, and one I not�ced who sat by
herself on the seat of one of the wagons, her head drooped forward,
her knees drawn up to her ch�n and clasped l�mply by her arms. She



d�d not look happy. She looked as �f she d�d not care for anyth�ng—�n
th�s I was wrong, for later I was to learn that there was someth�ng for
wh�ch she d�d care. The full measure of human suffer�ng was �n her
face, and, �n add�t�on, there was the trag�c express�on of �ncapac�ty
for further suffer�ng. Noth�ng could hurt any more, was what her face
seemed to portray; but �n th�s, too, I was wrong.

I lay �n the grass on the edge of the steep and talked w�th the men-
folk. We were k�n—brothers. I was the Amer�can hobo, and they
were the Amer�can gypsy. I knew enough of the�r argot for
conversat�on, and they knew enough of m�ne. There were two more
�n the�r gang, who were across the r�ver "mush�ng" �n Harr�sburg. A
"musher" �s an �t�nerant fak�r. Th�s word �s not to be confounded w�th
the Klond�ke "musher," though the or�g�n of both terms may be the
same; namely, the corrupt�on of the French marche ons, to march, to
walk, to "mush." The part�cular graft of the two mushers who had
crossed the r�ver was umbrella-mend�ng; but what real graft lay
beh�nd the�r umbrella-mend�ng, I was not told, nor would �t have
been pol�te to ask.

It was a glor�ous day. Not a breath of w�nd was st�rr�ng, and we
basked �n the sh�mmer�ng warmth of the sun. From everywhere
arose the drowsy hum of �nsects, and the balmy a�r was f�lled w�th
scents of the sweet earth and the green grow�ng th�ngs. We were too
lazy to do more than mumble on �n �nterm�ttent conversat�on. And
then, all abruptly, the peace and qu�etude was jarred awry by man.

Two bare-legged boys of e�ght or n�ne �n some m�nor way broke
some rule of the camp—what �t was I d�d not know; and a man who
lay bes�de me suddenly sat up and called to them. He was ch�ef of
the tr�be, a man w�th narrow forehead and narrow-sl�tted eyes,
whose th�n l�ps and tw�sted sardon�c features expla�ned why the two
boys jumped and tensed l�ke startled deer at the sound of h�s vo�ce.
The alertness of fear was �n the�r faces, and they turned, �n a pan�c,
to run. He called to them to come back, and one boy lagged beh�nd
reluctantly, h�s meagre l�ttle frame portray�ng �n pantom�me the
struggle w�th�n h�m between fear and reason. He wanted to come
back. H�s �ntell�gence and past exper�ence told h�m that to come



back was a lesser ev�l than to run on; but lesser ev�l that �t was, �t
was great enough to put w�ngs to h�s fear and urge h�s feet to fl�ght.

St�ll he lagged and struggled unt�l he reached the shelter of the trees,
where he halted. The ch�ef of the tr�be d�d not pursue. He sauntered
over to a wagon and p�cked up a heavy wh�p. Then he came back to
the centre of the open space and stood st�ll. He d�d not speak. He
made no gestures. He was the Law, p�t�less and omn�potent. He
merely stood there and wa�ted. And I knew, and all knew, and the
two boys �n the shelter of the trees knew, for what he wa�ted.

The boy who had lagged slowly came back. H�s face was stamped
w�th qu�ver�ng resolut�on. He d�d not falter. He had made up h�s m�nd
to take h�s pun�shment. And mark you, the pun�shment was not for
the or�g�nal offence, but for the offence of runn�ng away. And �n th�s,
that tr�bal ch�efta�n but behaved as behaves the exalted soc�ety �n
wh�ch he l�ved. We pun�sh our cr�m�nals, and when they escape and
run away, we br�ng them back and add to the�r pun�shment.

Stra�ght up to the ch�ef the boy came, halt�ng at the proper d�stance
for the sw�ng of the lash. The wh�p h�ssed through the a�r, and I
caught myself w�th a start of surpr�se at the we�ght of the blow. The
th�n l�ttle leg was so very th�n and l�ttle. The flesh showed wh�te
where the lash had curled and b�tten, and then, where the wh�te had
shown, sprang up the savage welt, w�th here and there along �ts
length l�ttle scarlet ooz�ngs where the sk�n had broken. Aga�n the
wh�p swung, and the boy's whole body w�nced �n ant�c�pat�on of the
blow, though he d�d not move from the spot. H�s w�ll held good. A
second welt sprang up, and a th�rd. It was not unt�l the fourth landed
that the boy screamed. Also, he could no longer stand st�ll, and from
then on, blow after blow, he danced up and down �n h�s angu�sh,
scream�ng; but he d�d not attempt to run away. If h�s �nvoluntary
danc�ng took h�m beyond the reach of the wh�p, he danced back �nto
range aga�n. And when �t was all over—a dozen blows—he went
away, wh�mper�ng and squeal�ng, among the wagons.

The ch�ef stood st�ll and wa�ted. The second boy came out from the
trees. But he d�d not come stra�ght. He came l�ke a cr�ng�ng dog,



obsessed by l�ttle pan�cs that made h�m turn and dart away for half a
dozen steps. But always he turned and came back, c�rcl�ng nearer
and nearer to the man, wh�mper�ng, mak�ng �nart�culate an�mal-
no�ses �n h�s throat. I saw that he never looked at the man. H�s eyes
always were f�xed upon the wh�p, and �n h�s eyes was a terror that
made me s�ck—the frant�c terror of an �nconce�vably maltreated
ch�ld. I have seen strong men dropp�ng r�ght and left out of battle and
squ�rm�ng �n the�r death-throes, I have seen them by scores blown
�nto the a�r by burst�ng shells and the�r bod�es torn asunder; bel�eve
me, the w�tness�ng was as merrymak�ng and laughter and song to
me �n compar�son w�th the way the s�ght of that poor ch�ld affected
me.

The wh�pp�ng began. The wh�pp�ng of the f�rst boy was as play
compared w�th th�s one. In no t�me the blood was runn�ng down h�s
th�n l�ttle legs. He danced and squ�rmed and doubled up t�ll �t seemed
almost that he was some grotesque mar�onette operated by str�ngs. I
say "seemed," for h�s scream�ng gave the l�e to the seem�ng and
stamped �t w�th real�ty. H�s shr�eks were shr�ll and p�erc�ng; w�th�n
them no hoarse notes, but only the th�n sexlessness of the vo�ce of a
ch�ld. The t�me came when the boy could stand �t no more. Reason
fled, and he tr�ed to run away. But now the man followed up, curb�ng
h�s fl�ght, herd�ng h�m w�th blows back always �nto the open space.

Then came �nterrupt�on. I heard a w�ld smothered cry. The woman
who sat �n the wagon seat had got out and was runn�ng to �nterfere.
She sprang between the man and boy.

"You want some, eh?" sa�d he w�th the wh�p. "All r�ght, then."

He swung the wh�p upon her. Her sk�rts were long, so he d�d not try
for her legs. He drove the lash for her face, wh�ch she sh�elded as
best she could w�th her hands and forearms, droop�ng her head
forward between her lean shoulders, and on the lean shoulders and
arms rece�v�ng the blows. Hero�c mother! She knew just what she
was do�ng. The boy, st�ll shr�ek�ng, was mak�ng h�s get-away to the
wagons.



And all the wh�le the four men lay bes�de me and watched and made
no move. Nor d�d I move, and w�thout shame I say �t; though my
reason was compelled to struggle hard aga�nst my natural �mpulse to
r�se up and �nterfere. I knew l�fe. Of what use to the woman, or to
me, would be my be�ng beaten to death by f�ve men there on the
bank of the Susquehanna? I once saw a man hanged, and though
my whole soul cr�ed protest, my mouth cr�ed not. Had �t cr�ed, I
should most l�kely have had my skull crushed by the butt of a
revolver, for �t was the law that the man should hang. And here, �n
th�s gypsy group, �t was the law that the woman should be wh�pped.

Even so, the reason �n both cases that I d�d not �nterfere was not that
�t was the law, but that the law was stronger than I. Had �t not been
for those four men bes�de me �n the grass, r�ght gladly would I have
waded �nto the man w�th the wh�p. And, barr�ng the acc�dent of the
land�ng on me w�th a kn�fe or a club �n the hands of some of the
var�ous women of the camp, I am conf�dent that I should have
beaten h�m �nto a mess. But the four men were bes�de me �n the
grass. They made the�r law stronger than I.

Oh, bel�eve me, I d�d my own suffer�ng. I had seen women beaten
before, often, but never had I seen such a beat�ng as th�s. Her dress
across the shoulders was cut �nto shreds. One blow that had passed
her guard, had ra�sed a bloody welt from cheek to ch�n. Not one
blow, nor two, not one dozen, nor two dozen, but endlessly, �nf�n�tely,
that wh�p-lash smote and curled about her. The sweat poured from
me, and I breathed hard, clutch�ng at the grass w�th my hands unt�l I
stra�ned �t out by the roots. And all the t�me my reason kept
wh�sper�ng, "Fool! Fool!" That welt on the face nearly d�d for me. I
started to r�se to my feet; but the hand of the man next to me went
out to my shoulder and pressed me down.

"Easy, pardner, easy," he warned me �n a low vo�ce. I looked at h�m.
H�s eyes met m�ne unwaver�ngly. He was a large man, broad-
shouldered and heavy-muscled; and h�s face was lazy, phlegmat�c,
slothful, w�thal k�ndly, yet w�thout pass�on, and qu�te soulless—a d�m
soul, unmal�c�ous, unmoral, bov�ne, and stubborn. Just an an�mal he
was, w�th no more than a fa�nt fl�cker�ng of �ntell�gence, a good-



natured brute w�th the strength and mental cal�ber of a gor�lla. H�s
hand pressed heav�ly upon me, and I knew the we�ght of the
muscles beh�nd. I looked at the other brutes, two of them
unperturbed and �ncur�ous, and one of them that gloated over the
spectacle; and my reason came back to me, my muscles relaxed,
and I sank down �n the grass.

My m�nd went back to the two ma�den lad�es w�th whom I had had
breakfast that morn�ng. Less than two m�les, as the crow fl�es,
separated them from th�s scene. Here, �n the w�ndless day, under a
benef�cent sun, was a s�ster of the�rs be�ng beaten by a brother of
m�ne. Here was a page of l�fe they could never see—and better so,
though for lack of see�ng they would never be able to understand
the�r s�sterhood, nor themselves, nor know the clay of wh�ch they
were made. For �t �s not g�ven to woman to l�ve �n sweet-scented,
narrow rooms and at the same t�me be a l�ttle s�ster to all the world.

The wh�pp�ng was f�n�shed, and the woman, no longer scream�ng,
went back to her seat �n the wagon. Nor d�d the other women come
to her—just then. They were afra�d. But they came afterward, when a
decent �nterval had elapsed. The man put the wh�p away and
rejo�ned us, fl�ng�ng h�mself down on the other s�de of me. He was
breath�ng hard from h�s exert�ons. He w�ped the sweat from h�s eyes
on h�s coat-sleeve, and looked challeng�ngly at me. I returned h�s
look carelessly; what he had done was no concern of m�ne. I d�d not
go away abruptly. I lay there half an hour longer, wh�ch, under the
c�rcumstances, was tact and et�quette. I rolled c�garettes from
tobacco I borrowed from them, and when I sl�pped down the bank to
the ra�lroad, I was equ�pped w�th the necessary �nformat�on for
catch�ng the next fre�ght bound south.

Well, and what of �t? It was a page out of l�fe, that's all; and there are
many pages worse, far worse, that I have seen. I have somet�mes
held forth (facet�ously, so my l�steners bel�eved) that the ch�ef
d�st�ngu�sh�ng tra�t between man and the other an�mals �s that man �s
the only an�mal that maltreats the females of h�s k�nd. It �s someth�ng
of wh�ch no wolf nor cowardly coyote �s ever gu�lty. It �s someth�ng
that even the dog, degenerated by domest�cat�on, w�ll not do. The



dog st�ll reta�ns the w�ld �nst�nct �n th�s matter, wh�le man has lost
most of h�s w�ld �nst�ncts—at least, most of the good ones.

Worse pages of l�fe than what I have descr�bed? Read the reports on
ch�ld labor �n the Un�ted States,—east, west, north, and south, �t
doesn't matter where,—and know that all of us, prof�t-mongers that
we are, are typesetters and pr�nters of worse pages of l�fe than that
mere page of w�fe-beat�ng on the Susquehanna.

I went down the grade a hundred yards to where the foot�ng bes�de
the track was good. Here I could catch my fre�ght as �t pulled slowly
up the h�ll, and here I found half a dozen hoboes wa�t�ng for the
same purpose. Several were play�ng seven-up w�th an old pack of
cards. I took a hand. A coon began to shuffle the deck. He was fat,
and young, and moon-faced. He beamed w�th good-nature. It fa�rly
oozed from h�m. As he dealt the f�rst card to me, he paused and
sa�d:—

"Say, Bo, a�n't I done seen you befo'?"

"You sure have," I answered. "An' you d�dn't have those same duds
on, e�ther."

He was puzzled.

"D'ye remember Buffalo?" I quer�ed.

Then he knew me, and w�th laughter and ejaculat�on ha�led me as a
comrade; for at Buffalo h�s clothes had been str�ped wh�le he d�d h�s
b�t of t�me �n the Er�e County Pen�tent�ary. For that matter, my clothes
had been l�kew�se str�ped, for I had been do�ng my b�t of t�me, too.

The game proceeded, and I learned the stake for wh�ch we played.
Down the bank toward the r�ver descended a steep and narrow path
that led to a spr�ng some twenty-f�ve feet beneath. We played on the
edge of the bank. The man who was "stuck" had to take a small
condensed-m�lk can, and w�th �t carry water to the w�nners.

The f�rst game was played and the coon was stuck. He took the
small m�lk-t�n and cl�mbed down the bank, wh�le we sat above and



guyed h�m. We drank l�ke f�sh. Four round tr�ps he had to make for
me alone, and the others were equally lav�sh w�th the�r th�rst. The
path was very steep, and somet�mes the coon sl�pped when part way
up, sp�lled the water, and had to go back for more. But he d�dn't get
angry. He laughed as heart�ly as any of us; that was why he sl�pped
so often. Also, he assured us of the prod�g�ous quant�t�es of water he
would dr�nk when some one else got stuck.

When our th�rst was quenched, another game was started. Aga�n the
coon was stuck, and aga�n we drank our f�ll. A th�rd game and a
fourth ended the same way, and each t�me that moon-faced darky
nearly d�ed w�th del�ght at apprec�at�on of the fate that Chance was
deal�ng out to h�m. And we nearly d�ed w�th h�m, what of our del�ght.
We laughed l�ke careless ch�ldren, or gods, there on the edge of the
bank. I know that I laughed t�ll �t seemed the top of my head would
come off, and I drank from the m�lk-t�n t�ll I was n�gh waterlogged.
Ser�ous d�scuss�on arose as to whether we could successfully board
the fre�ght when �t pulled up the grade, what of the we�ght of water
secreted on our persons. Th�s part�cular phase of the s�tuat�on just
about f�n�shed the coon. He had to break off from water-carry�ng for
at least f�ve m�nutes wh�le he lay down and rolled w�th laughter.

The lengthen�ng shadows stretched farther and farther across the
r�ver, and the soft, cool tw�l�ght came on, and ever we drank water,
and ever our ebony cup-bearer brought more and more. Forgotten
was the beaten woman of the hour before. That was a page read
and turned over; I was busy now w�th th�s new page, and when the
eng�ne wh�stled on the grade, th�s page would be f�n�shed and
another begun; and so the book of l�fe goes on, page after page and
pages w�thout end—when one �s young.

And then we played a game �n wh�ch the coon fa�led to be stuck. The
v�ct�m was a lean and dyspept�c-look�ng hobo, the one who had
laughed least of all of us. We sa�d we d�dn't want any water—wh�ch
was the truth. Not the wealth of Ormuz and of Ind, nor the pressure
of a pneumat�c ram, could have forced another drop �nto my
saturated carcass. The coon looked d�sappo�nted, then rose to the
occas�on and guessed he'd have some. He meant �t, too. He had



some, and then some, and then some. Ever the melancholy hobo
cl�mbed down and up the steep bank, and ever the coon called for
more. He drank more water than all the rest of us put together. The
tw�l�ght deepened �nto n�ght, the stars came out, and he st�ll drank
on. I do bel�eve that �f the wh�stle of the fre�ght hadn't sounded, he'd
be there yet, sw�ll�ng water and revenge wh�le the melancholy hobo
to�led down and up.

But the wh�stle sounded. The page was done. We sprang to our feet
and strung out alongs�de the track. There she came, cough�ng and
splutter�ng up the grade, the headl�ght turn�ng n�ght �nto day and
s�lhouett�ng us �n sharp rel�ef. The eng�ne passed us, and we were
all runn�ng w�th the tra�n, some board�ng on the s�de-ladders, others
"spr�ng�ng" the s�de-doors of empty box-cars and cl�mb�ng �n. I
caught a flat-car loaded w�th m�xed lumber and crawled away �nto a
comfortable nook. I lay on my back w�th a newspaper under my head
for a p�llow. Above me the stars were w�nk�ng and wheel�ng �n
squadrons back and forth as the tra�n rounded the curves, and
watch�ng them I fell asleep. The day was done—one day of all my
days. To-morrow would be another day, and I was young.



"P�nched"
I rode �nto N�agara Falls �n a "s�de-door Pullman," or, �n common
parlance, a box-car. A flat-car, by the way, �s known amongst the
fratern�ty as a "gondola," w�th the second syllable emphas�zed and
pronounced long. But to return. I arr�ved �n the afternoon and headed
stra�ght from the fre�ght tra�n to the falls. Once my eyes were f�lled
w�th that wonder-v�s�on of down-rush�ng water, I was lost. I could not
tear myself away long enough to "batter" the "pr�vates" (dom�c�les)
for my supper. Even a "set-down" could not have lured me away.
N�ght came on, a beaut�ful n�ght of moonl�ght, and I l�ngered by the
falls unt�l after eleven. Then �t was up to me to hunt for a place to
"k�p."

"K�p," "doss," "flop," "pound your ear," all mean the same th�ng;
namely, to sleep. Somehow, I had a "hunch" that N�agara Falls was a
"bad" town for hoboes, and I headed out �nto the country. I cl�mbed a
fence and "flopped" �n a f�eld. John Law would never f�nd me there, I
flattered myself. I lay on my back �n the grass and slept l�ke a babe.
It was so balmy warm that I woke up not once all n�ght. But w�th the
f�rst gray dayl�ght my eyes opened, and I remembered the wonderful
falls. I cl�mbed the fence and started down the road to have another
look at them. It was early—not more than f�ve o'clock—and not unt�l
e�ght o'clock could I beg�n to batter for my breakfast. I could spend at
least three hours by the r�ver. Alas! I was fated never to see the r�ver
nor the falls aga�n.

The town was asleep when I entered �t. As I came along the qu�et
street, I saw three men com�ng toward me along the s�dewalk. They
were walk�ng abreast. Hoboes, I dec�ded, l�ke myself, who had got
up early. In th�s surm�se I was not qu�te correct. I was only s�xty-s�x
and two-th�rds per cent correct. The men on each s�de were hoboes
all r�ght, but the man �n the m�ddle wasn't. I d�rected my steps to the
edge of the s�dewalk �n order to let the tr�o go by. But �t d�dn't go by.



At some word from the man �n the centre, all three halted, and he of
the centre addressed me.

I p�ped the lay on the �nstant. He was a "fly-cop" and the two hoboes
were h�s pr�soners. John Law was up and out after the early worm. I
was a worm. Had I been r�cher by the exper�ences that were to befall
me �n the next several months, I should have turned and run l�ke the
very dev�l. He m�ght have shot at me, but he'd have had to h�t me to
get me. He'd have never run after me, for two hoboes �n the hand
are worth more than one on the get-away. But l�ke a dummy I stood
st�ll when he halted me. Our conversat�on was br�ef.

"What hotel are you stopp�ng at?" he quer�ed.

He had me. I wasn't stopp�ng at any hotel, and, s�nce I d�d not know
the name of a hotel �n the place, I could not cla�m res�dence �n any of
them. Also, I was up too early �n the morn�ng. Everyth�ng was
aga�nst me.

"I just arr�ved," I sa�d.

"Well, you turn around and walk �n front of me, and not too far �n
front. There's somebody wants to see you."

I was "p�nched." I knew who wanted to see me. W�th that "fly-cop"
and the two hoboes at my heels, and under the d�rect�on of the
former, I led the way to the c�ty ja�l. There we were searched and our
names reg�stered. I have forgotten, now, under wh�ch name I was
reg�stered. I gave the name of Jack Drake, but when they searched
me, they found letters addressed to Jack London. Th�s caused
trouble and requ�red explanat�on, all of wh�ch has passed from my
m�nd, and to th�s day I do not know whether I was p�nched as Jack
Drake or Jack London. But one or the other, �t should be there to-day
�n the pr�son reg�ster of N�agara Falls. Reference can br�ng �t to l�ght.
The t�me was somewhere �n the latter part of June, 1894. It was only
a few days after my arrest that the great ra�lroad str�ke began.

From the off�ce we were led to the "Hobo" and locked �n. The "Hobo"
�s that part of a pr�son where the m�nor offenders are conf�ned
together �n a large �ron cage. S�nce hoboes const�tute the pr�nc�pal



d�v�s�on of the m�nor offenders, the aforesa�d �ron cage �s called the
Hobo. Here we met several hoboes who had already been p�nched
that morn�ng, and every l�ttle wh�le the door was unlocked and two or
three more were thrust �n on us. At last, when we totalled s�xteen, we
were led upsta�rs �nto the court-room. And now I shall fa�thfully
descr�be what took place �n that court-room, for know that my
patr�ot�c Amer�can c�t�zensh�p there rece�ved a shock from wh�ch �t
has never fully recovered.

In the court-room were the s�xteen pr�soners, the judge, and two
ba�l�ffs. The judge seemed to act as h�s own clerk. There were no
w�tnesses. There were no c�t�zens of N�agara Falls present to look on
and see how just�ce was adm�n�stered �n the�r commun�ty. The judge
glanced at the l�st of cases before h�m and called out a name. A
hobo stood up. The judge glanced at a ba�l�ff. "Vagrancy, your
Honor," sa�d the ba�l�ff. "Th�rty days," sa�d h�s Honor. The hobo sat
down, and the judge was call�ng another name and another hobo
was r�s�ng to h�s feet.

The tr�al of that hobo had taken just about f�fteen seconds. The tr�al
of the next hobo came off w�th equal celer�ty. The ba�l�ff sa�d,
"Vagrancy, your Honor," and h�s Honor sa�d, "Th�rty days." Thus �t
went l�ke clockwork, f�fteen seconds to a hobo—and th�rty days.

They are poor dumb cattle, I thought to myself. But wa�t t�ll my turn
comes; I'll g�ve h�s Honor a "sp�el." Part way along �n the
performance, h�s Honor, moved by some wh�m, gave one of us an
opportun�ty to speak. As chance would have �t, th�s man was not a
genu�ne hobo. He bore none of the ear-marks of the profess�onal
"st�ff." Had he approached the rest of us, wh�le wa�t�ng at a water-
tank for a fre�ght, we should have unhes�tat�ngly class�f�ed h�m as a
"gay-cat." Gay-cat �s the synonym for tenderfoot �n Hobo Land. Th�s
gay-cat was well along �n years—somewhere around forty-f�ve, I
should judge. H�s shoulders were humped a tr�fle, and h�s face was
seamed by weather-beat.

For many years, accord�ng to h�s story, he had dr�ven team for some
f�rm �n (�f I remember r�ghtly) Lockport, New York. The f�rm had



ceased to prosper, and f�nally, �n the hard t�mes of 1893, had gone
out of bus�ness. He had been kept on to the last, though toward the
last h�s work had been very �rregular. He went on and expla�ned at
length h�s d�ff�cult�es �n gett�ng work (when so many were out of
work) dur�ng the succeed�ng months. In the end, dec�d�ng that he
would f�nd better opportun�t�es for work on the Lakes, he had started
for Buffalo. Of course he was "broke," and there he was. That was
all.

"Th�rty days," sa�d h�s Honor, and called another hobo's name.

Sa�d hobo got up. "Vagrancy, your Honor," sa�d the ba�l�ff, and h�s
Honor sa�d, "Th�rty days."

And so �t went, f�fteen seconds and th�rty days to each hobo. The
mach�ne of just�ce was gr�nd�ng smoothly. Most l�kely, cons�der�ng
how early �t was �n the morn�ng, h�s Honor had not yet had h�s
breakfast and was �n a hurry.

But my Amer�can blood was up. Beh�nd me were the many
generat�ons of my Amer�can ancestry. One of the k�nds of l�berty
those ancestors of m�ne had fought and d�ed for was the r�ght of tr�al
by jury. Th�s was my her�tage, sta�ned sacred by the�r blood, and �t
devolved upon me to stand up for �t. All r�ght, I threatened to myself;
just wa�t t�ll he gets to me.

He got to me. My name, whatever �t was, was called, and I stood up.
The ba�l�ff sa�d, "Vagrancy, your Honor," and I began to talk. But the
judge began talk�ng at the same t�me, and he sa�d, "Th�rty days." I
started to protest, but at that moment h�s Honor was call�ng the
name of the next hobo on the l�st. H�s Honor paused long enough to
say to me, "Shut up!" The ba�l�ff forced me to s�t down. And the next
moment that next hobo had rece�ved th�rty days and the succeed�ng
hobo was just �n process of gett�ng h�s.

When we had all been d�sposed of, th�rty days to each st�ff, h�s
Honor, just as he was about to d�sm�ss us, suddenly turned to the
teamster from Lockport—the one man he had allowed to talk.

"Why d�d you qu�t your job?" h�s Honor asked.



Now the teamster had already expla�ned how h�s job had qu�t h�m,
and the quest�on took h�m aback.

"Your Honor," he began confusedly, "�sn't that a funny quest�on to
ask?"

"Th�rty days more for qu�tt�ng your job," sa�d h�s Honor, and the court
was closed. That was the outcome. The teamster got s�xty days all
together, wh�le the rest of us got th�rty days.

We were taken down below, locked up, and g�ven breakfast. It was a
pretty good breakfast, as pr�son breakfasts go, and �t was the best I
was to get for a month to come.

As for me, I was dazed. Here was I, under sentence, after a farce of
a tr�al where�n I was den�ed not only my r�ght of tr�al by jury, but my
r�ght to plead gu�lty or not gu�lty. Another th�ng my fathers had fought
for flashed through my bra�n—habeas corpus. I'd show them. But
when I asked for a lawyer, I was laughed at. Habeas corpus was all
r�ght, but of what good was �t to me when I could commun�cate w�th
no one outs�de the ja�l? But I'd show them. They couldn't keep me �n
ja�l forever. Just wa�t t�ll I got out, that was all. I'd make them s�t up. I
knew someth�ng about the law and my own r�ghts, and I'd expose
the�r maladm�n�strat�on of just�ce. V�s�ons of damage su�ts and
sensat�onal newspaper headl�nes were danc�ng before my eyes
when the ja�lers came �n and began hustl�ng us out �nto the ma�n
off�ce.

A pol�ceman snapped a handcuff on my r�ght wr�st. (Ah, ha, thought
I, a new �nd�gn�ty. Just wa�t t�ll I get out.) On the left wr�st of a negro
he snapped the other handcuff of that pa�r. He was a very tall negro,
well past s�x feet—so tall was he that when we stood s�de by s�de h�s
hand l�fted m�ne up a tr�fle �n the manacles. Also, he was the
happ�est and the raggedest negro I have ever seen.

We were all handcuffed s�m�larly, �n pa�rs. Th�s accompl�shed, a
br�ght n�ckel-steel cha�n was brought forth, run down through the
l�nks of all the handcuffs, and locked at front and rear of the double-
l�ne. We were now a cha�n-gang. The command to march was g�ven,



and out we went upon the street, guarded by two off�cers. The tall
negro and I had the place of honor. We led the process�on.

After the tomb-l�ke gloom of the ja�l, the outs�de sunsh�ne was
dazzl�ng. I had never known �t to be so sweet as now, a pr�soner w�th
clank�ng cha�ns, I knew that I was soon to see the last of �t for th�rty
days. Down through the streets of N�agara Falls we marched to the
ra�lroad stat�on, stared at by cur�ous passers-by, and espec�ally by a
group of tour�sts on the veranda of a hotel that we marched past.

There was plenty of slack �n the cha�n, and w�th much rattl�ng and
clank�ng we sat down, two and two, �n the seats of the smok�ng-car.
Af�re w�th �nd�gnat�on as I was at the outrage that had been
perpetrated on me and my forefathers, I was nevertheless too
prosa�cally pract�cal to lose my head over �t. Th�s was all new to me.
Th�rty days of mystery were before me, and I looked about me to f�nd
somebody who knew the ropes. For I had already learned that I was
not bound for a petty ja�l w�th a hundred or so pr�soners �n �t, but for a
full-grown pen�tent�ary w�th a couple of thousand pr�soners �n �t,
do�ng anywhere from ten days to ten years.

In the seat beh�nd me, attached to the cha�n by h�s wr�st, was a
squat, heav�ly-bu�lt, powerfully-muscled man. He was somewhere
between th�rty-f�ve and forty years of age. I s�zed h�m up. In the
corners of h�s eyes I saw humor and laughter and k�ndl�ness. As for
the rest of h�m, he was a brute-beast, wholly unmoral, and w�th all
the pass�on and turg�d v�olence of the brute-beast. What saved h�m,
what made h�m poss�ble for me, were those corners of h�s eyes—the
humor and laughter and k�ndl�ness of the beast when unaroused.

He was my "meat." I "cottoned" to h�m. Wh�le my cuff-mate, the tall
negro, mourned w�th chuckl�ngs and laughter over some laundry he
was sure to lose through h�s arrest, and wh�le the tra�n rolled on
toward Buffalo, I talked w�th the man �n the seat beh�nd me. He had
an empty p�pe. I f�lled �t for h�m w�th my prec�ous tobacco—enough �n
a s�ngle f�ll�ng to make a dozen c�garettes. Nay, the more we talked
the surer I was that he was my meat, and I d�v�ded all my tobacco
w�th h�m.



Now �t happens that I am a flu�d sort of an organ�sm, w�th suff�c�ent
k�nsh�p w�th l�fe to f�t myself �n 'most anywhere. I la�d myself out to f�t
�n w�th that man, though l�ttle d�d I dream to what extraord�nary good
purpose I was succeed�ng. He had never been �n the part�cular
pen�tent�ary to wh�ch we were go�ng, but he had done "one-," "two-,"
and "f�ve-spots" �n var�ous other pen�tent�ar�es (a "spot" �s a year),
and he was f�lled w�th w�sdom. We became pretty chummy, and my
heart bounded when he caut�oned me to follow h�s lead. He called
me "Jack," and I called h�m "Jack."

The tra�n stopped at a stat�on about f�ve m�les from Buffalo, and we,
the cha�n-gang, got off. I do not remember the name of th�s stat�on,
but I am conf�dent that �t �s some one of the follow�ng: Rocklyn,
Rockwood, Black Rock, Rockcastle, or Newcastle. But whatever the
name of the place, we were walked a short d�stance and then put on
a street-car. It was an old-fash�oned car, w�th a seat, runn�ng the full
length, on each s�de. All the passengers who sat on one s�de were
asked to move over to the other s�de, and we, w�th a great clank�ng
of cha�n, took the�r places. We sat fac�ng them, I remember, and I
remember, too, the awed express�on on the faces of the women,
who took us, undoubtedly, for conv�cted murderers and bank-
robbers. I tr�ed to look my f�ercest, but that cuff-mate of m�ne, the too
happy negro, �ns�sted on roll�ng h�s eyes, laugh�ng, and re�terat�ng,
"O Lawdy! Lawdy!"

We left the car, walked some more, and were led �nto the off�ce of
the Er�e County Pen�tent�ary. Here we were to reg�ster, and on that
reg�ster one or the other of my names w�ll be found. Also, we were
�nformed that we must leave �n the off�ce all our valuables: money,
tobacco, matches, pocketkn�ves, and so forth.

My new pal shook h�s head at me.

"If you do not leave your th�ngs here, they w�ll be conf�scated �ns�de,"
warned the off�c�al.

St�ll my pal shook h�s head. He was busy w�th h�s hands, h�d�ng h�s
movements beh�nd the other fellows. (Our handcuffs had been
removed.) I watched h�m, and followed su�t, wrapp�ng up �n a bundle



�n my handkerch�ef all the th�ngs I wanted to take �n. These bundles
the two of us thrust �nto our sh�rts. I not�ced that our fellow-pr�soners,
w�th the except�on of one or two who had watches, d�d not turn over
the�r belong�ngs to the man �n the off�ce. They were determ�ned to
smuggle them �n somehow, trust�ng to luck; but they were not so
w�se as my pal, for they d�d not wrap the�r th�ngs �n bundles.

Our erstwh�le guard�ans gathered up the handcuffs and cha�n and
departed for N�agara Falls, wh�le we, under new guard�ans, were led
away �nto the pr�son. Wh�le we were �n the off�ce, our number had
been added to by other squads of newly arr�ved pr�soners, so that
we were now a process�on forty or f�fty strong.

Know, ye un�mpr�soned, that traff�c �s as restr�cted �ns�de a large
pr�son as commerce was �n the M�ddle Ages. Once �ns�de a
pen�tent�ary, one cannot move about at w�ll. Every few steps are
encountered great steel doors or gates wh�ch are always kept
locked. We were bound for the barber-shop, but we encountered
delays �n the unlock�ng of doors for us. We were thus delayed �n the
f�rst "hall" we entered. A "hall" �s not a corr�dor. Imag�ne an oblong
cube, bu�lt out of br�cks and r�s�ng s�x stor�es h�gh, each story a row
of cells, say f�fty cells �n a row—�n short, �mag�ne a cube of colossal
honeycomb. Place th�s cube on the ground and enclose �t �n a
bu�ld�ng w�th a roof overhead and walls all around. Such a cube and
encompass�ng bu�ld�ng const�tute a "hall" �n the Er�e County
Pen�tent�ary. Also, to complete the p�cture, see a narrow gallery, w�th
steel ra�l�ng, runn�ng the full length of each t�er of cells and at the
ends of the oblong cube see all these galler�es, from both s�des,
connected by a f�re-escape system of narrow steel sta�rways.

We were halted �n the f�rst hall, wa�t�ng for some guard to unlock a
door. Here and there, mov�ng about, were conv�cts, w�th close-
cropped heads and shaven faces, and garbed �n pr�son str�pes. One
such conv�ct I not�ced above us on the gallery of the th�rd t�er of cells.
He was stand�ng on the gallery and lean�ng forward, h�s arms rest�ng
on the ra�l�ng, h�mself apparently obl�v�ous of our presence. He
seemed star�ng �nto vacancy. My pal made a sl�ght h�ss�ng no�se.
The conv�ct glanced down. Mot�oned s�gnals passed between them.



Then through the a�r soared the handkerch�ef bundle of my pal. The
conv�ct caught �t, and l�ke a flash �t was out of s�ght �n h�s sh�rt and he
was star�ng �nto vacancy. My pal had told me to follow h�s lead. I
watched my chance when the guard's back was turned, and my
bundle followed the other one �nto the sh�rt of the conv�ct.

A m�nute later the door was unlocked, and we f�led �nto the barber-
shop. Here were more men �n conv�ct str�pes. They were the pr�son
barbers. Also, there were bath-tubs, hot water, soap, and scrubb�ng-
brushes. We were ordered to str�p and bathe, each man to scrub h�s
ne�ghbor's back—a needless precaut�on, th�s compulsory bath, for
the pr�son swarmed w�th verm�n. After the bath, we were each g�ven
a canvas clothes-bag.

"Put all your clothes �n the bags," sa�d the guard. "It's no good try�ng
to smuggle anyth�ng �n. You've got to l�ne up naked for �nspect�on.
Men for th�rty days or less keep the�r shoes and suspenders. Men for
more than th�rty days keep noth�ng."

Th�s announcement was rece�ved w�th consternat�on. How could
naked men smuggle anyth�ng past an �nspect�on? Only my pal and I
were safe. But �t was r�ght here that the conv�ct barbers got �n the�r
work. They passed among the poor newcomers, k�ndly volunteer�ng
to take charge of the�r prec�ous l�ttle belong�ngs, and prom�s�ng to
return them later �n the day. Those barbers were ph�lanthrop�sts—to
hear them talk. As �n the case of Fra L�ppo L�pp�, never was there
such prompt d�semburden�ng. Matches, tobacco, r�ce-paper, p�pes,
kn�ves, money, everyth�ng, flowed �nto the capac�ous sh�rts of the
barbers. They fa�rly bulged w�th the spo�l, and the guards made
bel�eve not to see. To cut the story short, noth�ng was ever returned.
The barbers never had any �ntent�on of return�ng what they had
taken. They cons�dered �t leg�t�mately the�rs. It was the barber-shop
graft. There were many grafts �n that pr�son, as I was to learn; and I,
too, was dest�ned to become a grafter—thanks to my new pal.

There were several cha�rs, and the barbers worked rap�dly. The
qu�ckest shaves and ha�r-cuts I have ever seen were g�ven �n that
shop. The men lathered themselves, and the barbers shaved them



at the rate of a m�nute to a man. A ha�r-cut took a tr�fle longer. In
three m�nutes the down of e�ghteen was scraped from my face, and
my head was as smooth as a b�ll�ard-ball just sprout�ng a crop of
br�stles. Beards, mustaches, l�ke our clothes and everyth�ng, came
off. Take my word for �t, we were a v�lla�nous-look�ng gang when they
got through w�th us. I had not real�zed before how really altogether
bad we were.

Then came the l�ne-up, forty or f�fty of us, naked as K�pl�ng's heroes
who stormed Lungtungpen. To search us was easy. There were only
our shoes and ourselves. Two or three rash sp�r�ts, who had doubted
the barbers, had the goods found on them—wh�ch goods, namely,
tobacco, p�pes, matches, and small change, were qu�ckly
conf�scated. Th�s over, our new clothes were brought to us—stout
pr�son sh�rts, and coats and trousers consp�cuously str�ped. I had
always l�ngered under the �mpress�on that the conv�ct str�pes were
put on a man only after he had been conv�cted of a felony. I l�ngered
no longer, but put on the �ns�gn�a of shame and got my f�rst taste of
march�ng the lock-step.

In s�ngle f�le, close together, each man's hands on the shoulders of
the man �n front, we marched on �nto another large hall. Here we
were ranged up aga�nst the wall �n a long l�ne and ordered to str�p
our left arms. A youth, a med�cal student who was gett�ng �n h�s
pract�ce on cattle such as we, came down the l�ne. He vacc�nated
just about four t�mes as rap�dly as the barbers shaved. W�th a f�nal
caut�on to avo�d rubb�ng our arms aga�nst anyth�ng, and to let the
blood dry so as to form the scab, we were led away to our cells.
Here my pal and I parted, but not before he had t�me to wh�sper to
me, "Suck �t out."

As soon as I was locked �n, I sucked my arm clean. And afterward I
saw men who had not sucked and who had horr�ble holes �n the�r
arms �nto wh�ch I could have thrust my f�st. It was the�r own fault.
They could have sucked.

In my cell was another man. We were to be cell-mates. He was a
young, manly fellow, not talkat�ve, but very capable, �ndeed as



splend�d a fellow as one could meet w�th �n a day's r�de, and th�s �n
sp�te of the fact that he had just recently f�n�shed a two-year term �n
some Oh�o pen�tent�ary.

Hardly had we been �n our cell half an hour, when a conv�ct
sauntered down the gallery and looked �n. It was my pal. He had the
freedom of the hall, he expla�ned. He was unlocked at s�x �n the
morn�ng and not locked up aga�n t�ll n�ne at n�ght. He was �n w�th the
"push" �n that hall, and had been promptly appo�nted a trusty of the
k�nd techn�cally known as "hall-man." The man who had appo�nted
h�m was also a pr�soner and a trusty, and was known as "F�rst Hall-
man." There were th�rteen hall-men �n that hall. Ten of them had
charge each of a gallery of cells, and over them were the F�rst,
Second, and Th�rd Hall-men.

We newcomers were to stay �n our cells for the rest of the day, my
pal �nformed me, so that the vacc�ne would have a chance to take.
Then next morn�ng we would be put to hard labor �n the pr�son-yard.

"But I'll get you out of the work as soon as I can," he prom�sed. "I'll
get one of the hall-men f�red and have you put �n h�s place."

He put h�s hand �nto h�s sh�rt, drew out the handkerch�ef conta�n�ng
my prec�ous belong�ngs, passed �t �n to me through the bars, and
went on down the gallery.

I opened the bundle. Everyth�ng was there. Not even a match was
m�ss�ng. I shared the mak�ngs of a c�garette w�th my cell-mate. When
I started to str�ke a match for a l�ght, he stopped me. A fl�msy, d�rty
comforter lay �n each of our bunks for bedd�ng. He tore off a narrow
str�p of the th�n cloth and rolled �t t�ghtly and telescop�cally �nto a long
and slender cyl�nder. Th�s he l�ghted w�th a prec�ous match. The
cyl�nder of t�ght-rolled cotton cloth d�d not flame. On the end a coal of
f�re slowly smouldered. It would last for hours, and my cell-mate
called �t a "punk." And when �t burned short, all that was necessary
was to make a new punk, put the end of �t aga�nst the old, blow on
them, and so transfer the glow�ng coal. Why, we could have g�ven
Prometheus po�nters on the conserv�ng of f�re.



At twelve o'clock d�nner was served. At the bottom of our cage door
was a small open�ng l�ke the entrance of a runway �n a ch�cken-yard.
Through th�s were thrust two hunks of dry bread and two pann�k�ns
of "soup." A port�on of soup cons�sted of about a quart of hot water
w�th float�ng on �ts surface a lonely drop of grease. Also, there was
some salt �n that water.

We drank the soup, but we d�d not eat the bread. Not that we were
not hungry, and not that the bread was uneatable. It was fa�rly good
bread. But we had reasons. My cell-mate had d�scovered that our
cell was al�ve w�th bed-bugs. In all the cracks and �nterst�ces
between the br�cks where the mortar had fallen out flour�shed great
colon�es. The nat�ves even ventured out �n the broad dayl�ght and
swarmed over the walls and ce�l�ng by hundreds. My cell-mate was
w�se �n the ways of the beasts. L�ke Ch�lde Roland, dauntless the
slug-horn to h�s l�ps he bore. Never was there such a battle. It lasted
for hours. It was shambles. And when the last surv�vors fled to the�r
br�ck-and-mortar fastnesses, our work was only half done. We
chewed mouthfuls of our bread unt�l �t was reduced to the
cons�stency of putty. When a flee�ng bell�gerent escaped �nto a
crev�ce between the br�cks, we promptly walled h�m �n w�th a daub of
the chewed bread. We to�led on unt�l the l�ght grew d�m and unt�l
every hole, nook, and cranny was closed. I shudder to th�nk of the
traged�es of starvat�on and cann�bal�sm that must have ensued
beh�nd those bread-plastered ramparts.

We threw ourselves on our bunks, t�red out and hungry, to wa�t for
supper. It was a good day's work well done. In the weeks to come
we at least should not suffer from the hosts of verm�n. We had
foregone our d�nner, saved our h�des at the expense of our
stomachs; but we were content. Alas for the fut�l�ty of human effort!
Scarcely was our long task completed when a guard unlocked our
door. A red�str�but�on of pr�soners was be�ng made, and we were
taken to another cell and locked �n two galler�es h�gher up.

Early next morn�ng our cells were unlocked, and down �n the hall the
several hundred pr�soners of us formed the lock-step and marched
out �nto the pr�son-yard to go to work. The Er�e Canal runs r�ght by



the back yard of the Er�e County Pen�tent�ary. Our task was to
unload canal-boats, carry�ng huge stay-bolts on our shoulders, l�ke
ra�lroad t�es, �nto the pr�son. As I worked I s�zed up the s�tuat�on and
stud�ed the chances for a get-away. There wasn't the ghost of a
show. Along the tops of the walls marched guards armed w�th
repeat�ng r�fles, and I was told, furthermore, that there were
mach�ne-guns �n the sentry-towers.

I d�d not worry. Th�rty days were not so long. I'd stay those th�rty
days, and add to the store of mater�al I �ntended to use, when I got
out, aga�nst the harp�es of just�ce. I'd show what an Amer�can boy
could do when h�s r�ghts and pr�v�leges had been trampled on the
way m�ne had. I had been den�ed my r�ght of tr�al by jury; I had been
den�ed my r�ght to plead gu�lty or not gu�lty; I had been den�ed a tr�al
even (for I couldn't cons�der that what I had rece�ved at N�agara Falls
was a tr�al); I had not been allowed to commun�cate w�th a lawyer
nor any one, and hence had been den�ed my r�ght of su�ng for a wr�t
of habeas corpus; my face had been shaved, my ha�r cropped close,
conv�ct str�pes had been put upon my body; I was forced to to�l hard
on a d�et of bread and water and to march the shameful lock-step
w�th armed guards over me—and all for what? What had I done?
What cr�me had I comm�tted aga�nst the good c�t�zens of N�agara
Falls that all th�s vengeance should be wreaked upon me? I had not
even v�olated the�r "sleep�ng-out" ord�nance. I had slept outs�de the�r
jur�sd�ct�on, �n the country, that n�ght. I had not even begged for a
meal, or battered for a "l�ght p�ece" on the�r streets. All that I had
done was to walk along the�r s�dewalk and gaze at the�r p�cayune
waterfall. And what cr�me was there �n that? Techn�cally I was gu�lty
of no m�sdemeanor. All r�ght, I'd show them when I got out.

The next day I talked w�th a guard. I wanted to send for a lawyer.
The guard laughed at me. So d�d the other guards. I really was
�ncommun�cado so far as the outs�de world was concerned. I tr�ed to
wr�te a letter out, but I learned that all letters were read, and
censured or conf�scated, by the pr�son author�t�es, and that "short-
t�mers" were not allowed to wr�te letters anyway. A l�ttle later I tr�ed
smuggl�ng letters out by men who were released, but I learned that



they were searched and the letters found and destroyed. Never
m�nd. It all helped to make �t a blacker case when I d�d get out.

But as the pr�son days went by (wh�ch I shall descr�be �n the next
chapter), I "learned a few." I heard tales of the pol�ce, and pol�ce-
courts, and lawyers, that were unbel�evable and monstrous. Men,
pr�soners, told me of personal exper�ences w�th the pol�ce of great
c�t�es that were awful. And more awful were the hearsay tales they
told me concern�ng men who had d�ed at the hands of the pol�ce and
who therefore could not test�fy for themselves. Years afterward, �n
the report of the Lexow Comm�ttee, I was to read tales true and more
awful than those told to me. But �n the meant�me, dur�ng the f�rst
days of my �mpr�sonment, I scoffed at what I heard.

As the days went by, however, I began to grow conv�nced. I saw w�th
my own eyes, there �n that pr�son, th�ngs unbel�evable and
monstrous. And the more conv�nced I became, the profounder grew
the respect �n me for the sleuth-hounds of the law and for the whole
�nst�tut�on of cr�m�nal just�ce.

My �nd�gnat�on ebbed away, and �nto my be�ng rushed the t�des of
fear. I saw at last, clear-eyed, what I was up aga�nst. I grew meek
and lowly. Each day I resolved more emphat�cally to make no
rumpus when I got out. All I asked, when I got out, was a chance to
fade away from the landscape. And that was just what I d�d do when
I was released. I kept my tongue between my teeth, walked softly,
and sneaked for Pennsylvan�a, a w�ser and a humbler man.



The Pen
For two days I to�led �n the pr�son-yard. It was heavy work, and, �n
sp�te of the fact that I mal�ngered at every opportun�ty, I was played
out. Th�s was because of the food. No man could work hard on such
food. Bread and water, that was all that was g�ven us. Once a week
we were supposed to get meat; but th�s meat d�d not always go
around, and s�nce all nutr�ment had f�rst been bo�led out of �t �n the
mak�ng of soup, �t d�dn't matter whether one got a taste of �t once a
week or not.

Furthermore, there was one v�tal defect �n the bread-and-water d�et.
Wh�le we got plenty of water, we d�d not get enough of the bread. A
rat�on of bread was about the s�ze of one's two f�sts, and three
rat�ons a day were g�ven to each pr�soner. There was one good
th�ng, I must say, about the water—�t was hot. In the morn�ng �t was
called "coffee," at noon �t was d�gn�f�ed as "soup," and at n�ght �t
masqueraded as "tea." But �t was the same old water all the t�me.
The pr�soners called �t "water bew�tched." In the morn�ng �t was black
water, the color be�ng due to bo�l�ng �t w�th burnt bread-crusts. At
noon �t was served m�nus the color, w�th salt and a drop of grease
added. At n�ght �t was served w�th a purpl�sh-auburn hue that def�ed
all speculat�on; �t was darn poor tea, but �t was dandy hot water.

We were a hungry lot �n the Er�e County Pen. Only the "long-t�mers"
knew what �t was to have enough to eat. The reason for th�s was that
they would have d�ed after a t�me on the fare we "short-t�mers"
rece�ved. I know that the long-t�mers got more substant�al grub,
because there was a whole row of them on the ground floor �n our
hall, and when I was a trusty, I used to steal from the�r grub wh�le
serv�ng them. Man cannot l�ve on bread alone and not enough of �t.

My pal del�vered the goods. After two days of work �n the yard I was
taken out of my cell and made a trusty, a "hall-man." At morn�ng and
n�ght we served the bread to the pr�soners �n the�r cells; but at twelve



o'clock a d�fferent method was used. The conv�cts marched �n from
work �n a long l�ne. As they entered the door of our hall, they broke
the lock-step and took the�r hands down from the shoulders of the�r
l�ne-mates. Just �ns�de the door were p�led trays of bread, and here
also stood the F�rst Hall-man and two ord�nary hall-men. I was one of
the two. Our task was to hold the trays of bread as the l�ne of
conv�cts f�led past. As soon as the tray, say, that I was hold�ng was
empt�ed, the other hall-man took my place w�th a full tray. And when
h�s was empt�ed, I took h�s place w�th a full tray. Thus the l�ne
tramped stead�ly by, each man reach�ng w�th h�s r�ght hand and
tak�ng one rat�on of bread from the extended tray.

The task of the F�rst Hall-man was d�fferent. He used a club. He
stood bes�de the tray and watched. The hungry wretches could
never get over the delus�on that somet�me they could manage to get
two rat�ons of bread out of the tray. But �n my exper�ence that
somet�me never came. The club of the F�rst Hall-man had a way of
flash�ng out—qu�ck as the stroke of a t�ger's claw—to the hand that
dared amb�t�ously. The F�rst Hall-man was a good judge of d�stance,
and he had smashed so many hands w�th that club that he had
become �nfall�ble. He never m�ssed, and he usually pun�shed the
offend�ng conv�ct by tak�ng h�s one rat�on away from h�m and
send�ng h�m to h�s cell to make h�s meal off of hot water.

And at t�mes, wh�le all these men lay hungry �n the�r cells, I have
seen a hundred or so extra rat�ons of bread h�dden away �n the cells
of the hall-men. It would seem absurd, our reta�n�ng th�s bread. But �t
was one of our grafts. We were econom�c masters �ns�de our hall,
turn�ng the tr�ck �n ways qu�te s�m�lar to the econom�c masters of
c�v�l�zat�on. We controlled the food-supply of the populat�on, and, just
l�ke our brother band�ts outs�de, we made the people pay through the
nose for �t. We peddled the bread. Once a week, the men who
worked �n the yard rece�ved a f�ve-cent plug of chew�ng tobacco.
Th�s chew�ng tobacco was the co�n of the realm. Two or three rat�ons
of bread for a plug was the way we exchanged, and they traded, not
because they loved tobacco less, but because they loved bread
more. Oh, I know, �t was l�ke tak�ng candy from a baby, but what
would you? We had to l�ve. And certa�nly there should be some



reward for �n�t�at�ve and enterpr�se. Bes�des, we but patterned
ourselves after our betters outs�de the walls, who, on a larger scale,
and under the respectable d�sgu�se of merchants, bankers, and
capta�ns of �ndustry, d�d prec�sely what we were do�ng. What awful
th�ngs would have happened to those poor wretches �f �t hadn't been
for us, I can't �mag�ne. Heaven knows we put bread �nto c�rculat�on �n
the Er�e County Pen. Ay, and we encouraged frugal�ty and thr�ft ... �n
the poor dev�ls who forewent the�r tobacco. And then there was our
example. In the breast of every conv�ct there we �mplanted the
amb�t�on to become even as we and run a graft. Sav�ours of soc�ety
—I guess yes.

Here was a hungry man w�thout any tobacco. Maybe he was a
profl�gate and had used �t all up on h�mself. Very good; he had a pa�r
of suspenders. I exchanged half a dozen rat�ons of bread for �t—or a
dozen rat�ons �f the suspenders were very good. Now I never wore
suspenders, but that d�dn't matter. Around the corner lodged a long-
t�mer, do�ng ten years for manslaughter. He wore suspenders, and
he wanted a pa�r. I could trade them to h�m for some of h�s meat.
Meat was what I wanted. Or perhaps he had a tattered, paper-
covered novel. That was treasure-trove. I could read �t and then
trade �t off to the bakers for cake, or to the cooks for meat and
vegetables, or to the f�remen for decent coffee, or to some one or
other for the newspaper that occas�onally f�ltered �n, heaven alone
knows how. The cooks, bakers, and f�remen were pr�soners l�ke
myself, and they lodged �n our hall �n the f�rst row of cells over us.

In short, a full-grown system of barter obta�ned �n the Er�e County
Pen. There was even money �n c�rculat�on. Th�s money was
somet�mes smuggled �n by the short-t�mers, more frequently came
from the barber-shop graft, where the newcomers were mulcted, but
most of all flowed from the cells of the long-t�mers—though how they
got �t I don't know.

What of h�s preem�nent pos�t�on, the F�rst Hall-man was reputed to
be qu�te wealthy. In add�t�on to h�s m�scellaneous grafts, he grafted
on us. We farmed the general wretchedness, and the F�rst Hall-man
was Farmer-General over all of us. We held our part�cular grafts by



h�s perm�ss�on, and we had to pay for that perm�ss�on. As I say, he
was reputed to be wealthy; but we never saw h�s money, and he
l�ved �n a cell all to h�mself �n sol�tary grandeur.

But that money was made �n the Pen I had d�rect ev�dence, for I was
cell-mate qu�te a t�me w�th the Th�rd Hall-man. He had over s�xteen
dollars. He used to count h�s money every n�ght after n�ne o'clock,
when we were locked �n. Also, he used to tell me each n�ght what he
would do to me �f I gave away on h�m to the other hall-men. You see,
he was afra�d of be�ng robbed, and danger threatened h�m from
three d�fferent d�rect�ons. There were the guards. A couple of them
m�ght jump upon h�m, g�ve h�m a good beat�ng for alleged
�nsubord�nat�on, and throw h�m �nto the "sol�ta�re" (the dungeon); and
�n the m�x-up that s�xteen dollars of h�s would take w�ngs. Then
aga�n, the F�rst Hall-man could have taken �t all away from h�m by
threaten�ng to d�sm�ss h�m and f�re h�m back to hard labor �n the
pr�son-yard. And yet aga�n, there were the ten of us who were
ord�nary hall-men. If we got an �nkl�ng of h�s wealth, there was a
large l�ab�l�ty, some qu�et day, of the whole bunch of us gett�ng h�m
�nto a corner and dragg�ng h�m down. Oh, we were wolves, bel�eve
me—just l�ke the fellows who do bus�ness �n Wall Street.

He had good reason to be afra�d of us, and so had I to be afra�d of
h�m. He was a huge, �ll�terate brute, an ex-Chesapeake-Bay-oyster-
p�rate, an "ex-con" who had done f�ve years �n S�ng S�ng, and a
general all-around stup�dly carn�vorous beast. He used to trap
sparrows that flew �nto our hall through the open bars. When he
made a capture, he hurr�ed away w�th �t �nto h�s cell, where I have
seen h�m crunch�ng bones and sp�tt�ng out feathers as he bolted �t
raw. Oh, no, I never gave away on h�m to the other hall-men. Th�s �s
the f�rst t�me I have ment�oned h�s s�xteen dollars.

But I grafted on h�m just the same. He was �n love w�th a woman
pr�soner who was conf�ned �n the "female department." He could
ne�ther read nor wr�te, and I used to read her letters to h�m and wr�te
h�s repl�es. And I made h�m pay for �t, too. But they were good
letters. I la�d myself out on them, put �n my best l�cks, and
furthermore, I won her for h�m; though I shrewdly guess that she was



�n love, not w�th h�m, but w�th the humble scr�be. I repeat, those
letters were great.

Another one of our grafts was "pass�ng the punk." We were the
celest�al messengers, the f�re-br�ngers, �n that �ron world of bolt and
bar. When the men came �n from work at n�ght and were locked �n
the�r cells, they wanted to smoke. Then �t was that we restored the
d�v�ne spark, runn�ng the galler�es, from cell to cell, w�th our
smoulder�ng punks. Those who were w�se, or w�th whom we d�d
bus�ness, had the�r punks all ready to l�ght. Not every one got d�v�ne
sparks, however. The guy who refused to d�g up, went sparkless and
smokeless to bed. But what d�d we care? We had the �mmortal c�nch
on h�m, and �f he got fresh, two or three of us would p�tch on h�m and
g�ve h�m "what-for."

You see, th�s was the work�ng-theory of the hall-men. There were
th�rteen of us. We had someth�ng l�ke half a thousand pr�soners �n
our hall. We were supposed to do the work, and to keep order. The
latter was the funct�on of the guards, wh�ch they turned over to us. It
was up to us to keep order; �f we d�dn't, we'd be f�red back to hard
labor, most probably w�th a taste of the dungeon thrown �n. But so
long as we ma�nta�ned order, that long could we work our own
part�cular grafts.

Bear w�th me a moment and look at the problem. Here were th�rteen
beasts of us over half a thousand other beasts. It was a l�v�ng hell,
that pr�son, and �t was up to us th�rteen there to rule. It was
�mposs�ble, cons�der�ng the nature of the beasts, for us to rule by
k�ndness. We ruled by fear. Of course, beh�nd us, back�ng us up,
were the guards. In extrem�ty we called upon them for help; but �t
would bother them �f we called upon them too often, �n wh�ch event
we could depend upon �t that they would get more eff�c�ent trust�es to
take our places. But we d�d not call upon them often, except �n a
qu�et sort of way, when we wanted a cell unlocked �n order to get at a
refractory pr�soner �ns�de. In such cases all the guard d�d was to
unlock the door and walk away so as not to be a w�tness of what
happened when half a dozen hall-men went �ns�de and d�d a b�t of
man-handl�ng.



As regards the deta�ls of th�s man-handl�ng I shall say noth�ng. And
after all, man-handl�ng was merely one of the very m�nor unpr�ntable
horrors of the Er�e County Pen. I say "unpr�ntable"; and �n just�ce I
must also say "unth�nkable." They were unth�nkable to me unt�l I saw
them, and I was no spr�ng ch�cken �n the ways of the world and the
awful abysses of human degradat�on. It would take a deep plummet
to reach bottom �n the Er�e County Pen, and I do but sk�m l�ghtly and
facet�ously the surface of th�ngs as I there saw them.

At t�mes, say �n the morn�ng when the pr�soners came down to wash,
the th�rteen of us would be pract�cally alone �n the m�dst of them, and
every last one of them had �t �n for us. Th�rteen aga�nst f�ve hundred,
and we ruled by fear. We could not perm�t the sl�ghtest �nfract�on of
rules, the sl�ghtest �nsolence. If we d�d, we were lost. Our own rule
was to h�t a man as soon as he opened h�s mouth—h�t h�m hard, h�t
h�m w�th anyth�ng. A broom-handle, end-on, �n the face, had a very
sober�ng effect. But that was not all. Such a man must be made an
example of; so the next rule was to wade r�ght �n and follow h�m up.
Of course, one was sure that every hall-man �n s�ght would come on
the run to jo�n �n the chast�sement; for th�s also was a rule.
Whenever any hall-man was �n trouble w�th a pr�soner, the duty of
any other hall-man who happened to be around was to lend a f�st.
Never m�nd the mer�ts of the case—wade �n and h�t, and h�t w�th
anyth�ng; �n short, lay the man out.

I remember a handsome young mulatto of about twenty who got the
�nsane �dea �nto h�s head that he should stand for h�s r�ghts. And he
d�d have the r�ght of �t, too; but that d�dn't help h�m any. He l�ved on
the topmost gallery. E�ght hall-men took the conce�t out of h�m �n just
about a m�nute and a half—for that was the length of t�me requ�red to
travel along h�s gallery to the end and down f�ve fl�ghts of steel sta�rs.
He travelled the whole d�stance on every port�on of h�s anatomy
except h�s feet, and the e�ght hall-men were not �dle. The mulatto
struck the pavement where I was stand�ng watch�ng �t all. He
rega�ned h�s feet and stood upr�ght for a moment. In that moment he
threw h�s arms w�de apart and om�tted an awful scream of terror and
pa�n and heartbreak. At the same �nstant, as �n a transformat�on
scene, the shreds of h�s stout pr�son clothes fell from h�m, leav�ng



h�m wholly naked and stream�ng blood from every port�on of the
surface of h�s body. Then he collapsed �n a heap, unconsc�ous. He
had learned h�s lesson, and every conv�ct w�th�n those walls who
heard h�m scream had learned a lesson. So had I learned m�ne. It �s
not a n�ce th�ng to see a man's heart broken �n a m�nute and a half.

The follow�ng w�ll �llustrate how we drummed up bus�ness �n the graft
of pass�ng the punk. A row of newcomers �s �nstalled �n your cells.
You pass along before the bars w�th your punk. "Hey, Bo, g�ve us a
l�ght," some one calls to you. Now th�s �s an advert�sement that that
part�cular man has tobacco on h�m. You pass �n the punk and go
your way. A l�ttle later you come back and lean up casually aga�nst
the bars. "Say, Bo, can you let us have a l�ttle tobacco?" �s what you
say. If he �s not w�se to the game, the chances are that he solemnly
avers that he hasn't any more tobacco. All very well. You condole
w�th h�m and go your way. But you know that h�s punk w�ll last h�m
only the rest of that day. Next day you come by, and he says aga�n,
"Hey, Bo, g�ve us a l�ght." And you say, "You haven't any tobacco and
you don't need a l�ght." And you don't g�ve h�m any, e�ther. Half an
hour after, or an hour or two or three hours, you w�ll be pass�ng by
and the man w�ll call out to you �n m�ld tones, "Come here, Bo." And
you come. You thrust your hand between the bars and have �t f�lled
w�th prec�ous tobacco. Then you g�ve h�m a l�ght.

Somet�mes, however, a newcomer arr�ves, upon whom no grafts are
to be worked. The myster�ous word �s passed along that he �s to be
treated decently. Where th�s word or�g�nated I could never learn. The
one th�ng patent �s that the man has a "pull." It may be w�th one of
the super�or hall-men; �t may be w�th one of the guards �n some other
part of the pr�son; �t may be that good treatment has been purchased
from grafters h�gher up; but be �t as �t may, we know that �t �s up to us
to treat h�m decently �f we want to avo�d trouble.

We hall-men were m�ddle-men and common carr�ers. We arranged
trades between conv�cts conf�ned �n d�fferent parts of the pr�son, and
we put through the exchange. Also, we took our comm�ss�ons
com�ng and go�ng. Somet�mes the objects traded had to go through



the hands of half a dozen m�ddle-men, each of whom took h�s
whack, or �n some way or another was pa�d for h�s serv�ce.

Somet�mes one was �n debt for serv�ces, and somet�mes one had
others �n h�s debt. Thus, I entered the pr�son �n debt to the conv�ct
who smuggled �n my th�ngs for me. A week or so afterward, one of
the f�remen passed a letter �nto my hand. It had been g�ven to h�m by
a barber. The barber had rece�ved �t from the conv�ct who had
smuggled �n my th�ngs. Because of my debt to h�m I was to carry the
letter on. But he had not wr�tten the letter. The or�g�nal sender was a
long-t�mer �n h�s hall. The letter was for a woman pr�soner �n the
female department. But whether �t was �ntended for her, or whether
she, �n turn, was one of the cha�n of go-betweens, I d�d not know. All
that I knew was her descr�pt�on, and that �t was up to me to get �t �nto
her hands.

Two days passed, dur�ng wh�ch t�me I kept the letter �n my
possess�on; then the opportun�ty came. The women d�d the mend�ng
of all the clothes worn by the conv�cts. A number of our hall-men had
to go to the female department to br�ng back huge bundles of
clothes. I f�xed �t w�th the F�rst Hall-man that I was to go along. Door
after door was unlocked for us as we threaded our way across the
pr�son to the women's quarters. We entered a large room where the
women sat work�ng at the�r mend�ng. My eyes were peeled for the
woman who had been descr�bed to me. I located her and worked
near to her. Two eagle-eyed matrons were on watch. I held the letter
�n my palm, and I looked my �ntent�on at the woman. She knew I had
someth�ng for her; she must have been expect�ng �t, and had set
herself to d�v�n�ng, at the moment we entered, wh�ch of us was the
messenger. But one of the matrons stood w�th�n two feet of her.
Already the hall-men were p�ck�ng up the bundles they were to carry
away. The moment was pass�ng. I delayed w�th my bundle, mak�ng
bel�eve that �t was not t�ed securely. Would that matron ever look
away? Or was I to fa�l? And just then another woman cut up playfully
w�th one of the hall-men—stuck out her foot and tr�pped h�m, or
p�nched h�m, or d�d someth�ng or other. The matron looked that way
and repr�manded the woman sharply. Now I do not know whether or
not th�s was all planned to d�stract the matron's attent�on, but I d�d



know that �t was my opportun�ty. My part�cular woman's hand
dropped from her lap down by her s�de. I stooped to p�ck up my
bundle. From my stoop�ng pos�t�on I sl�pped the letter �nto her hand,
and rece�ved another �n exchange. The next moment the bundle was
on my shoulder, the matron's gaze had returned to me because I
was the last hall-man, and I was hasten�ng to catch up w�th my
compan�ons. The letter I had rece�ved from the woman I turned over
to the f�reman, and thence �t passed through the hands of the barber,
of the conv�ct who had smuggled �n my th�ngs, and on to the long-
t�mer at the other end.

Often we conveyed letters, the cha�n of commun�cat�on of wh�ch was
so complex that we knew ne�ther sender nor sendee. We were but
l�nks �n the cha�n. Somewhere, somehow, a conv�ct would thrust a
letter �nto my hand w�th the �nstruct�on to pass �t on to the next l�nk.
All such acts were favors to be rec�procated later on, when I should
be act�ng d�rectly w�th a pr�nc�pal �n transm�tt�ng letters, and from
whom I should be rece�v�ng my pay. The whole pr�son was covered
by a network of l�nes of commun�cat�on. And we who were �n control
of the system of commun�cat�on, naturally, s�nce we were modelled
after cap�tal�st�c soc�ety, exacted heavy tolls from our customers. It
was serv�ce for prof�t w�th a vengeance, though we were at t�mes not
above g�v�ng serv�ce for love.

And all the t�me I was �n the Pen I was mak�ng myself sol�d w�th my
pal. He had done much for me, and �n return he expected me to do
as much for h�m. When we got out, we were to travel together, and, �t
goes w�thout say�ng, pull off "jobs" together. For my pal was a
cr�m�nal—oh, not a jewel of the f�rst water, merely a petty cr�m�nal
who would steal and rob, comm�t burglary, and, �f cornered, not stop
short of murder. Many a qu�et hour we sat and talked together. He
had two or three jobs �n v�ew for the �mmed�ate future, �n wh�ch my
work was cut out for me, and �n wh�ch I jo�ned �n plann�ng the deta�ls.
I had been w�th and seen much of cr�m�nals, and my pal never
dreamed that I was only fool�ng h�m, g�v�ng h�m a str�ng th�rty days
long. He thought I was the real goods, l�ked me because I was not
stup�d, and l�ked me a b�t, too, I th�nk, for myself. Of course I had not
the sl�ghtest �ntent�on of jo�n�ng h�m �n a l�fe of sord�d, petty cr�me; but



I'd have been an �d�ot to throw away all the good th�ngs h�s fr�endsh�p
made poss�ble. When one �s on the hot lava of hell, he cannot p�ck
and choose h�s path, and so �t was w�th me �n the Er�e County Pen. I
had to stay �n w�th the "push," or do hard labor on bread and water;
and to stay �n w�th the push I had to make good w�th my pal.

L�fe was not monotonous �n the Pen. Every day someth�ng was
happen�ng: men were hav�ng f�ts, go�ng crazy, f�ght�ng, or the hall-
men were gett�ng drunk. Rover Jack, one of the ord�nary hall-men,
was our star "ory�de." He was a true "profesh," a "blowed-�n-the-
glass" st�ff, and as such rece�ved all k�nds of lat�tude from the hall-
men �n author�ty. P�ttsburg Joe, who was Second Hall-man, used to
jo�n Rover Jack �n h�s jags; and �t was a say�ng of the pa�r that the
Er�e County Pen was the only place where a man could get
"slopped" and not be arrested. I never knew, but I was told that
brom�de of potass�um, ga�ned �n dev�ous ways from the d�spensary,
was the dope they used. But I do know, whatever the�r dope was,
that they got good and drunk on occas�on.



Our hall was a common stews, f�lled w�th the ruck and the f�lth, the
scum and dregs, of soc�ety—hered�tary �neff�c�ents, degenerates,
wrecks, lunat�cs, addled �ntell�gences, ep�lept�cs, monsters,
weakl�ngs, �n short, a very n�ghtmare of human�ty. Hence, f�ts
flour�shed w�th us. These f�ts seemed contag�ous. When one man
began throw�ng a f�t, others followed h�s lead. I have seen seven
men down w�th f�ts at the same t�me, mak�ng the a�r h�deous w�th
the�r cr�es, wh�le as many more lunat�cs would be rag�ng and
g�bber�ng up and down. Noth�ng was ever done for the men w�th f�ts
except to throw cold water on them. It was useless to send for the
med�cal student or the doctor. They were not to be bothered w�th
such tr�v�al and frequent occurrences.

There was a young Dutch boy, about e�ghteen years of age, who had
f�ts most frequently of all. He usually threw one every day. It was for
that reason that we kept h�m on the ground floor farther down �n the
row of cells �n wh�ch we lodged. After he had had a few f�ts �n the
pr�son-yard, the guards refused to be bothered w�th h�m any more,
and so he rema�ned locked up �n h�s cell all day w�th a Cockney cell-
mate, to keep h�m company. Not that the Cockney was of any use.
Whenever the Dutch boy had a f�t, the Cockney became paralyzed
w�th terror.

The Dutch boy could not speak a word of Engl�sh. He was a farmer's
boy, serv�ng n�nety days as pun�shment for hav�ng got �nto a scrap
w�th some one. He prefaced h�s f�ts w�th howl�ng. He howled l�ke a
wolf. Also, he took h�s f�ts stand�ng up, wh�ch was very �nconven�ent
for h�m, for h�s f�ts always culm�nated �n a headlong p�tch to the floor.
Whenever I heard the long wolf-howl r�s�ng, I used to grab a broom
and run to h�s cell. Now the trust�es were not allowed keys to the
cells, so I could not get �n to h�m. He would stand up �n the m�ddle of
h�s narrow cell, sh�ver�ng convuls�vely, h�s eyes rolled backward t�ll
only the wh�tes were v�s�ble, and howl�ng l�ke a lost soul. Try as I
would, I could never get the Cockney to lend h�m a hand. Wh�le he
stood and howled, the Cockney crouched and trembled �n the upper
bunk, h�s terror-str�cken gaze f�xed on that awful f�gure, w�th eyes
rolled back, that howled and howled. It was hard on h�m, too, the



poor dev�l of a Cockney. H�s own reason was not any too f�rmly
seated, and the wonder �s that he d�d not go mad.

All that I could do was my best w�th the broom. I would thrust �t
through the bars, tra�n �t on Dutchy's chest, and wa�t. As the cr�s�s
approached he would beg�n sway�ng back and forth. I followed th�s
sway�ng w�th the broom, for there was no tell�ng when he would take
that dreadful forward p�tch. But when he d�d, I was there w�th the
broom, catch�ng h�m and eas�ng h�m down. Contr�ve as I would, he
never came down qu�te gently, and h�s face was usually bru�sed by
the stone floor. Once down and wr�th�ng �n convuls�ons, I'd throw a
bucket of water over h�m. I don't know whether cold water was the
r�ght th�ng or not, but �t was the custom �n the Er�e County Pen.
Noth�ng more than that was ever done for h�m. He would l�e there,
wet, for an hour or so, and then crawl �nto h�s bunk. I knew better
than to run to a guard for ass�stance. What was a man w�th a f�t,
anyway?

In the adjo�n�ng cell l�ved a strange character—a man who was do�ng
s�xty days for eat�ng sw�ll out of Barnum's sw�ll-barrel, or at least that
was the way he put �t. He was a badly addled creature, and, at f�rst,
very m�ld and gentle. The facts of h�s case were as he had stated
them. He had strayed out to the c�rcus ground, and, be�ng hungry,
had made h�s way to the barrel that conta�ned the refuse from the
table of the c�rcus people. "And �t was good bread," he often assured
me; "and the meat was out of s�ght." A pol�ceman had seen h�m and
arrested h�m, and there he was.

Once I passed h�s cell w�th a p�ece of st�ff th�n w�re �n my hand. He
asked me for �t so earnestly that I passed �t through the bars to h�m.
Promptly, and w�th no tool but h�s f�ngers, he broke �t �nto short
lengths and tw�sted them �nto half a dozen very cred�table safety
p�ns. He sharpened the po�nts on the stone floor. Thereafter I d�d
qu�te a trade �n safety p�ns. I furn�shed the raw mater�al and peddled
the f�n�shed product, and he d�d the work. As wages, I pa�d h�m extra
rat�ons of bread, and once �n a wh�le a chunk of meat or a p�ece of
soup-bone w�th some marrow �ns�de.



But h�s �mpr�sonment told on h�m, and he grew v�olent day by day.
The hall-men took del�ght �n teas�ng h�m. They f�lled h�s weak bra�n
w�th stor�es of a great fortune that had been left h�m. It was �n order
to rob h�m of �t that he had been arrested and sent to ja�l. Of course,
as he h�mself knew, there was no law aga�nst eat�ng out of a barrel.
Therefore he was wrongly �mpr�soned. It was a plot to depr�ve h�m of
h�s fortune.

The f�rst I knew of �t, I heard the hall-men laugh�ng about the str�ng
they had g�ven h�m. Next he held a ser�ous conference w�th me, �n
wh�ch he told me of h�s m�ll�ons and the plot to depr�ve h�m of them,
and �n wh�ch he appo�nted me h�s detect�ve. I d�d my best to let h�m
down gently, speak�ng vaguely of a m�stake, and that �t was another
man w�th a s�m�lar name who was the r�ghtful he�r. I left h�m qu�te
cooled down; but I couldn't keep the hall-men away from h�m, and
they cont�nued to str�ng h�m worse than ever. In the end, after a most
v�olent scene, he threw me down, revoked my pr�vate detect�vesh�p,
and went on str�ke. My trade �n safety p�ns ceased. He refused to
make any more safety p�ns, and he peppered me w�th raw mater�al
through the bars of h�s cell when I passed by.

I could never make �t up w�th h�m. The other hall-men told h�m that I
was a detect�ve �n the employ of the consp�rators. And �n the
meant�me the hall-men drove h�m mad w�th the�r str�ng�ng. H�s
f�ct�t�ous wrongs preyed upon h�s m�nd, and at last he became a
dangerous and hom�c�dal lunat�c. The guards refused to l�sten to h�s
tale of stolen m�ll�ons, and he accused them of be�ng �n the plot. One
day he threw a pann�k�n of hot tea over one of them, and then h�s
case was �nvest�gated. The warden talked w�th h�m a few m�nutes
through the bars of h�s cell. Then he was taken away for exam�nat�on
before the doctors. He never came back, and I often wonder �f he �s
dead, or �f he st�ll g�bbers about h�s m�ll�ons �n some asylum for the
�nsane.

At last came the day of days, my release. It was the day of release
for the Th�rd Hall-man as well, and the short-t�mer g�rl I had won for
h�m was wa�t�ng for h�m outs�de the wall. They went away bl�ssfully
together. My pal and I went out together, and together we walked



down �nto Buffalo. Were we not to be together always? We begged
together on the "ma�n-drag" that day for penn�es, and what we
rece�ved was spent for "shupers" of beer—I don't know how they are
spelled, but they are pronounced the way I have spelled them, and
they cost three cents. I was watch�ng my chance all the t�me for a
get-away. From some bo on the drag I managed to learn what t�me a
certa�n fre�ght pulled out. I calculated my t�me accord�ngly. When the
moment came, my pal and I were �n a saloon. Two foam�ng shupers
were before us. I'd have l�ked to say good-by. He had been good to
me. But I d�d not dare. I went out through the rear of the saloon and
jumped the fence. It was a sw�ft sneak, and a few m�nutes later I was
on board a fre�ght and head�ng south on the Western New York and
Pennsylvan�a Ra�lroad.



Hoboes That Pass �n the N�ght
In the course of my tramp�ng I encountered hundreds of hoboes,
whom I ha�led or who ha�led me, and w�th whom I wa�ted at water-
tanks, "bo�led-up," cooked "mull�gans," "battered" the "drag" or
"pr�vates," and beat tra�ns, and who passed and were seen never
aga�n. On the other hand, there were hoboes who passed and
repassed w�th amaz�ng frequency, and others, st�ll, who passed l�ke
ghosts, close at hand, unseen, and never seen.

It was one of the latter that I chased clear across Canada over three
thousand m�les of ra�lroad, and never once d�d I lay eyes on h�m. H�s
"mon�ca" was Skysa�l Jack. I f�rst ran �nto �t at Montreal. Carved w�th
a jack-kn�fe was the skysa�l-yard of a sh�p. It was perfectly executed.
Under �t was "Skysa�l Jack." Above was "B.W. 9-15-94." Th�s latter
conveyed the �nformat�on that he had passed through Montreal
bound west, on October 15, 1894. He had one day the start of me.
"Sa�lor Jack" was my mon�ca at that part�cular t�me, and promptly I
carved �t alongs�de of h�s, along w�th the date and the �nformat�on
that I, too, was bound west.

I had m�sfortune �n gett�ng over the next hundred m�les, and e�ght
days later I p�cked up Skysa�l Jack's tra�l three hundred m�les west of
Ottawa. There �t was, carved on a water-tank, and by the date I saw
that he l�kew�se had met w�th delay. He was only two days ahead of
me. I was a "comet" and "tramp-royal," so was Skysa�l Jack; and �t
was up to my pr�de and reputat�on to catch up w�th h�m. I "ra�lroaded"
day and n�ght, and I passed h�m; then turn about he passed me.
Somet�mes he was a day or so ahead, and somet�mes I was. From
hoboes, bound east, I got word of h�m occas�onally, when he
happened to be ahead; and from them I learned that he had become
�nterested �n Sa�lor Jack and was mak�ng �nqu�r�es about me.

We'd have made a prec�ous pa�r, I am sure, �f we'd ever got together;
but get together we couldn't. I kept ahead of h�m clear across



Man�toba, but he led the way across Alberta, and early one b�tter
gray morn�ng, at the end of a d�v�s�on just east of K�ck�ng Horse
Pass, I learned that he had been seen the n�ght before between
K�ck�ng Horse Pass and Rogers' Pass. It was rather cur�ous the way
the �nformat�on came to me. I had been r�d�ng all n�ght �n a "s�de-
door Pullman" (box-car), and nearly dead w�th cold had crawled out
at the d�v�s�on to beg for food. A freez�ng fog was dr�ft�ng past, and I
"h�t" some f�remen I found �n the round-house. They f�xed me up w�th
the leav�ngs from the�r lunch-pa�ls, and �n add�t�on I got out of them
nearly a quart of heavenly "Java" (coffee). I heated the latter, and, as
I sat down to eat, a fre�ght pulled �n from the west. I saw a s�de-door
open and a road-k�d cl�mb out. Through the dr�ft�ng fog he l�mped
over to me. He was st�ff w�th cold, h�s l�ps blue. I shared my Java and
grub w�th h�m, learned about Skysa�l Jack, and then learned about
h�m. Behold, he was from my own town, Oakland, Cal�forn�a, and he
was a member of the celebrated Boo Gang—a gang w�th wh�ch I had
aff�l�ated at rare �ntervals. We talked fast and bolted the grub �n the
half-hour that followed. Then my fre�ght pulled out, and I was on �t,
bound west on the tra�l of Skysa�l Jack.

I was delayed between the passes, went two days w�thout food, and
walked eleven m�les on the th�rd day before I got any, and yet I
succeeded �n pass�ng Skysa�l Jack along the Fraser R�ver �n Br�t�sh
Columb�a. I was r�d�ng "passengers" then and mak�ng t�me; but he
must have been r�d�ng passengers, too, and w�th more luck or sk�ll
than I, for he got �nto M�ss�on ahead of me.

Now M�ss�on was a junct�on, forty m�les east of Vancouver. From the
junct�on one could proceed south through Wash�ngton and Oregon
over the Northern Pac�f�c. I wondered wh�ch way Skysa�l Jack would
go, for I thought I was ahead of h�m. As for myself I was st�ll bound
west to Vancouver. I proceeded to the water-tank to leave that
�nformat�on, and there, freshly carved, w�th that day's date upon �t,
was Skysa�l Jack's mon�ca. I hurr�ed on �nto Vancouver. But he was
gone. He had taken sh�p �mmed�ately and was st�ll fly�ng west on h�s
world-adventure. Truly, Skysa�l Jack, you were a tramp-royal, and
your mate was the "w�nd that tramps the world." I take off my hat to
you. You were "blowed-�n-the-glass" all r�ght. A week later I, too, got



my sh�p, and on board the steamsh�p Umat�lla, �n the forecastle, was
work�ng my way down the coast to San Franc�sco. Skysa�l Jack and
Sa�lor Jack—gee! �f we'd ever got together.

Water-tanks are tramp d�rector�es. Not all �n �dle wantonness do
tramps carve the�r mon�cas, dates, and courses. Often and often
have I met hoboes earnestly �nqu�r�ng �f I had seen anywhere such
and such a "st�ff" or h�s mon�ca. And more than once I have been
able to g�ve the mon�ca of recent date, the water-tank, and the
d�rect�on �n wh�ch he was then bound. And promptly the hobo to
whom I gave the �nformat�on l�t out after h�s pal. I have met hoboes
who, �n try�ng to catch a pal, had pursued clear across the cont�nent
and back aga�n, and were st�ll go�ng.

"Mon�cas" are the nom-de-ra�ls that hoboes assume or accept when
thrust upon them by the�r fellows. Leary Joe, for �nstance, was t�m�d,
and was so named by h�s fellows. No self-respect�ng hobo would
select Stew Bum for h�mself. Very few tramps care to remember the�r
pasts dur�ng wh�ch they �gnobly worked, so mon�cas based upon
trades are very rare, though I remember hav�ng met the follow�ng:
Moulder Blackey, Pa�nter Red, Ch� Plumber, Bo�ler-Maker, Sa�lor
Boy, and Pr�nter Bo. "Ch�" (pronounced shy), by the way, �s the argot
for "Ch�cago."

A favor�te dev�ce of hoboes �s to base the�r mon�cas on the local�t�es
from wh�ch they ha�l, as: New York Tommy, Pac�f�c Sl�m, Buffalo
Sm�thy, Canton T�m, P�ttsburg Jack, Syracuse Sh�ne, Troy M�ckey,
K.L. B�ll, and Connect�cut J�mmy. Then there was "Sl�m J�m from
V�negar H�ll, who never worked and never w�ll." A "sh�ne" �s always a
negro, so called, poss�bly, from the h�gh l�ghts on h�s countenance.
Texas Sh�ne or Toledo Sh�ne convey both race and nat�v�ty.

Among those that �ncorporated the�r race, I recollect the follow�ng:
Fr�sco Sheeny, New York Ir�sh, M�ch�gan French, Engl�sh Jack,
Cockney K�d, and M�lwaukee Dutch. Others seem to take the�r
mon�cas �n part from the color-schemes stamped upon them at b�rth,
such as: Ch� Wh�tey, New Jersey Red, Boston Blackey, Seattle



Browney, and Yellow D�ck and Yellow Belly—the last a Creole from
M�ss�ss�pp�, who, I suspect, had h�s mon�ca thrust upon h�m.

Texas Royal, Happy Joe, Bust Connors, Burley Bo, Tornado Blackey,
and Touch McCall used more �mag�nat�on �n rechr�sten�ng
themselves. Others, w�th less fancy, carry the names of the�r
phys�cal pecul�ar�t�es, such as: Vancouver Sl�m, Detro�t Shorty, Oh�o
Fatty, Long Jack, B�g J�m, L�ttle Joe, New York Bl�nk, Ch� Nosey, and
Broken-backed Ben.

By themselves come the road-k�ds, sport�ng an �nf�n�te var�ety of
mon�cas. For example, the follow�ng, whom here and there I have
encountered: Buck K�d, Bl�nd K�d, M�dget K�d, Holy K�d, Bat K�d,
Sw�ft K�d, Cookey K�d, Monkey K�d, Iowa K�d, Corduroy K�d, Orator
K�d (who could tell how �t happened), and L�ppy K�d (who was
�nsolent, depend upon �t).

On the water-tank at San Marc�al, New Mex�co, a dozen years ago,
was the follow�ng hobo b�ll of fare:—

(1) Ma�n-drag fa�r.
(2) Bulls not host�le.
(3) Round-house good for k�pp�ng.
(4) North-bound tra�ns no good.
(5) Pr�vates no good.
(6) Restaurants good for cooks only.
(7) Ra�lroad House good for n�ght-work only.

Number one conveys the �nformat�on that begg�ng for money on the
ma�n street �s fa�r; number two, that the pol�ce w�ll not bother hoboes;
number three, that one can sleep �n the round-house. Number four,
however, �s amb�guous. The north-bound tra�ns may be no good to
beat, and they may be no good to beg. Number f�ve means that the
res�dences are not good to beggars, and number s�x means that only
hoboes that have been cooks can get grub from the restaurants.
Number seven bothers me. I cannot make out whether the Ra�lroad
House �s a good place for any hobo to beg at n�ght, or whether �t �s
good only for hobo-cooks to beg at n�ght, or whether any hobo, cook
or non-cook, can lend a hand at n�ght, help�ng the cooks of the



Ra�lroad House w�th the�r d�rty work and gett�ng someth�ng to eat �n
payment.

But to return to the hoboes that pass �n the n�ght. I remember one I
met �n Cal�forn�a. He was a Swede, but he had l�ved so long �n the
Un�ted States that one couldn't guess h�s nat�onal�ty. He had to tell �t
on h�mself. In fact, he had come to the Un�ted States when no more
than a baby. I ran �nto h�m f�rst at the mounta�n town of Truckee.
"Wh�ch way, Bo?" was our greet�ng, and "Bound east" was the
answer each of us gave. Qu�te a bunch of "st�ffs" tr�ed to r�de out the
overland that n�ght, and I lost the Swede �n the shuffle. Also, I lost
the overland.

I arr�ved �n Reno, Nevada, �n a box-car that was promptly s�de-
tracked. It was a Sunday morn�ng, and after I threw my feet for
breakfast, I wandered over to the P�ute camp to watch the Ind�ans
gambl�ng. And there stood the Swede, hugely �nterested. Of course
we got together. He was the only acqua�ntance I had �n that reg�on,
and I was h�s only acqua�ntance. We rushed together l�ke a couple of
d�ssat�sf�ed herm�ts, and together we spent the day, threw our feet
for d�nner, and late �n the afternoon tr�ed to "na�l" the same fre�ght.
But he was d�tched, and I rode her out alone, to be d�tched myself �n
the desert twenty m�les beyond.

Of all desolate places, the one at wh�ch I was d�tched was the l�m�t. It
was called a flag-stat�on, and �t cons�sted of a shanty dumped
�nconsequent�ally �nto the sand and sagebrush. A ch�ll w�nd was
blow�ng, n�ght was com�ng on, and the sol�tary telegraph operator
who l�ved �n the shanty was afra�d of me. I knew that ne�ther grub nor
bed could I get out of h�m. It was because of h�s man�fest fear of me
that I d�d not bel�eve h�m when he told me that east-bound tra�ns
never stopped there. Bes�des, hadn't I been thrown off of an east-
bound tra�n r�ght at that very spot not f�ve m�nutes before? He
assured me that �t had stopped under orders, and that a year m�ght
go by before another was stopped under orders. He adv�sed me that
�t was only a dozen or f�fteen m�les on to Wadsworth and that I'd
better h�ke. I elected to wa�t, however, and I had the pleasure of
see�ng two west-bound fre�ghts go by w�thout stopp�ng, and one



east-bound fre�ght. I wondered �f the Swede was on the latter. It was
up to me to h�t the t�es to Wadsworth, and h�t them I d�d, much to the
telegraph operator's rel�ef, for I neglected to burn h�s shanty and
murder h�m. Telegraph operators have much to be thankful for. At the
end of half a dozen m�les, I had to get off the t�es and let the east-
bound overland go by. She was go�ng fast, but I caught s�ght of a
d�m form on the f�rst "bl�nd" that looked l�ke the Swede.

That was the last I saw of h�m for weary days. I h�t the h�gh places
across those hundreds of m�les of Nevada desert, r�d�ng the
overlands at n�ght, for speed, and �n the day-t�me r�d�ng �n box-cars
and gett�ng my sleep. It was early �n the year, and �t was cold �n
those upland pastures. Snow lay here and there on the level, all the
mounta�ns were shrouded �n wh�te, and at n�ght the most m�serable
w�nd �mag�nable blew off from them. It was not a land �n wh�ch to
l�nger. And remember, gentle reader, the hobo goes through such a
land, w�thout shelter, w�thout money, begg�ng h�s way and sleep�ng
at n�ght w�thout blankets. Th�s last �s someth�ng that can be real�zed
only by exper�ence.

In the early even�ng I came down to the depot at Ogden. The
overland of the Un�on Pac�f�c was pull�ng east, and I was bent on
mak�ng connect�ons. Out �n the tangle of tracks ahead of the eng�ne I
encountered a f�gure slouch�ng through the gloom. It was the Swede.
We shook hands l�ke long-lost brothers, and d�scovered that our
hands were gloved. "Where'd ye glahm 'em?" I asked. "Out of an
eng�ne-cab," he answered; "and where d�d you?" "They belonged to
a f�reman," sa�d I; "he was careless."

We caught the bl�nd as the overland pulled out, and m�ghty cold we
found �t. The way led up a narrow gorge between snow-covered
mounta�ns, and we sh�vered and shook and exchanged conf�dences
about how we had covered the ground between Reno and Ogden. I
had closed my eyes for only an hour or so the prev�ous n�ght, and
the bl�nd was not comfortable enough to su�t me for a snooze. At a
stop, I went forward to the eng�ne. We had on a "double-header"
(two eng�nes) to take us over the grade.



The p�lot of the head eng�ne, because �t "punched the w�nd," I knew
would be too cold; so I selected the p�lot of the second eng�ne, wh�ch
was sheltered by the f�rst eng�ne. I stepped on the cowcatcher and
found the p�lot occup�ed. In the darkness I felt out the form of a
young boy. He was sound asleep. By squeez�ng, there was room for
two on the p�lot, and I made the boy budge over and crawled up
bes�de h�m. It was a "good" n�ght; the "shacks" (brakemen) d�dn't
bother us, and �n no t�me we were asleep. Once �n a wh�le hot
c�nders or heavy jolts aroused me, when I snuggled closer to the boy
and dozed off to the cough�ng of the eng�nes and the screech�ng of
the wheels.

The overland made Evanston, Wyom�ng, and went no farther. A
wreck ahead blocked the l�ne. The dead eng�neer had been brought
�n, and h�s body attested the per�l of the way. A tramp, also, had
been k�lled, but h�s body had not been brought �n. I talked w�th the
boy. He was th�rteen years old. He had run away from h�s folks �n
some place �n Oregon, and was head�ng east to h�s grandmother. He
had a tale of cruel treatment �n the home he had left that rang true;
bes�des, there was no need for h�m to l�e to me, a nameless hobo on
the track.

And that boy was go�ng some, too. He couldn't cover the ground fast
enough. When the d�v�s�on super�ntendents dec�ded to send the
overland back over the way �t had come, then up on a cross "jerk" to
the Oregon Short L�ne, and back along that road to tap the Un�on
Pac�f�c the other s�de of the wreck, that boy cl�mbed upon the p�lot
and sa�d he was go�ng to stay w�th �t. Th�s was too much for the
Swede and me. It meant travell�ng the rest of that fr�g�d n�ght �n order
to ga�n no more than a dozen m�les or so. We sa�d we'd wa�t t�ll the
wreck was cleared away, and �n the meant�me get a good sleep.

Now �t �s no snap to str�ke a strange town, broke, at m�dn�ght, �n cold
weather, and f�nd a place to sleep. The Swede hadn't a penny. My
total assets cons�sted of two d�mes and a n�ckel. From some of the
town boys we learned that beer was f�ve cents, and that the saloons
kept open all n�ght. There was our meat. Two glasses of beer would
cost ten cents, there would be a stove and cha�rs, and we could



sleep �t out t�ll morn�ng. We headed for the l�ghts of a saloon, walk�ng
br�skly, the snow crunch�ng under our feet, a ch�ll l�ttle w�nd blow�ng
through us.

Alas, I had m�sunderstood the town boys. Beer was f�ve cents �n one
saloon only �n the whole burg, and we d�dn't str�ke that saloon. But
the one we entered was all r�ght. A blessed stove was roar�ng wh�te-
hot; there were cosey, cane-bottomed arm-cha�rs, and a none-too-
pleasant-look�ng barkeeper who glared susp�c�ously at us as we
came �n. A man cannot spend cont�nuous days and n�ghts �n h�s
clothes, beat�ng tra�ns, f�ght�ng soot and c�nders, and sleep�ng
anywhere, and ma�nta�n a good "front." Our fronts were dec�dedly
aga�nst us; but what d�d we care? I had the pr�ce �n my jeans.

"Two beers," sa�d I nonchalantly to the barkeeper, and wh�le he drew
them, the Swede and I leaned aga�nst the bar and yearned secretly
for the arm-cha�rs by the stove.

The barkeeper set the two foam�ng glasses before us, and w�th pr�de
I depos�ted the ten cents. Now I was dead game. As soon as I
learned my error �n the pr�ce I'd have dug up another ten cents.
Never m�nd �f �t d�d leave me only a n�ckel to my name, a stranger �n
a strange land. I'd have pa�d �t all r�ght. But that barkeeper never
gave me a chance. As soon as h�s eyes spotted the d�me I had la�d
down, he se�zed the two glasses, one �n each hand, and dumped the
beer �nto the s�nk beh�nd the bar. At the same t�me, glar�ng at us
malevolently, he sa�d:—

"You've got scabs on your nose. You've got scabs on your nose.
You've got scabs on your nose. See!"

I hadn't e�ther, and ne�ther had the Swede. Our noses were all r�ght.
The d�rect bear�ng of h�s words was beyond our comprehens�on, but
the �nd�rect bear�ng was clear as pr�nt: he d�dn't l�ke our looks, and
beer was ev�dently ten cents a glass.

I dug down and la�d another d�me on the bar, remark�ng carelessly,
"Oh, I thought th�s was a f�ve-cent jo�nt."



"Your money's no good here," he answered, shov�ng the two d�mes
across the bar to me.

Sadly I dropped them back �nto my pocket, sadly we yearned toward
the blessed stove and the arm-cha�rs, and sadly we went out the
door �nto the frosty n�ght.

But as we went out the door, the barkeeper, st�ll glar�ng, called after
us, "You've got scabs on your nose, see!"

I have seen much of the world s�nce then, journeyed among strange
lands and peoples, opened many books, sat �n many lecture-halls;
but to th�s day, though I have pondered long and deep, I have been
unable to d�v�ne the mean�ng �n the crypt�c utterance of that
barkeeper �n Evanston, Wyom�ng. Our noses were all r�ght.

We slept that n�ght over the bo�lers �n an electr�c-l�ght�ng plant. How
we d�scovered that "k�pp�ng" place I can't remember. We must have
just headed for �t, �nst�nct�vely, as horses head for water or carr�er-
p�geons head for the home-cote. But �t was a n�ght not pleasant to
remember. A dozen hoboes were ahead of us on top the bo�lers, and
�t was too hot for all of us. To complete our m�sery, the eng�neer
would not let us stand around down below. He gave us our cho�ce of
the bo�lers or the outs�de snow.

"You sa�d you wanted to sleep, and so, damn you, sleep," sa�d he to
me, when, frant�c and beaten out by the heat, I came down �nto the
f�re-room.

"Water," I gasped, w�p�ng the sweat from my eyes, "water."

He po�nted out of doors and assured me that down there somewhere
�n the blackness I'd f�nd the r�ver. I started for the r�ver, got lost �n the
dark, fell �nto two or three dr�fts, gave �t up, and returned half-frozen
to the top of the bo�lers. When I had thawed out, I was th�rst�er than
ever. Around me the hoboes were moan�ng, groan�ng, sobb�ng,
s�gh�ng, gasp�ng, pant�ng, roll�ng and toss�ng and flounder�ng heav�ly
�n the�r torment. We were so many lost souls toast�ng on a gr�ddle �n
hell, and the eng�neer, Satan Incarnate, gave us the sole alternat�ve
of freez�ng �n the outer cold. The Swede sat up and anathemat�zed



pass�onately the wanderlust �n man that sent h�m tramp�ng and
suffer�ng hardsh�ps such as that.

"When I get back to Ch�cago," he perorated, "I'm go�ng to get a job
and st�ck to �t t�ll hell freezes over. Then I'll go tramp�ng aga�n."

And, such �s the �rony of fate, next day, when the wreck ahead was
cleared, the Swede and I pulled out of Evanston �n the �ce-boxes of
an "orange spec�al," a fast fre�ght laden w�th fru�t from sunny
Cal�forn�a. Of course, the �ce-boxes were empty on account of the
cold weather, but that d�dn't make them any warmer for us. We
entered them through hatchways �n the top of the car; the boxes
were constructed of galvan�zed �ron, and �n that b�t�ng weather were
not pleasant to the touch. We lay there, sh�vered and shook, and
w�th chatter�ng teeth held a counc�l where�n we dec�ded that we'd
stay by the �ce-boxes day and n�ght t�ll we got out of the �nhosp�table
plateau reg�on and down �nto the M�ss�ss�pp� Valley.

But we must eat, and we dec�ded that at the next d�v�s�on we would
throw our feet for grub and make a rush back to our �ce-boxes. We
arr�ved �n the town of Green R�ver late �n the afternoon, but too early
for supper. Before meal-t�me �s the worst t�me for "batter�ng" back-
doors; but we put on our nerve, swung off the s�de-ladders as the
fre�ght pulled �nto the yards, and made a run for the houses. We
were qu�ckly separated; but we had agreed to meet �n the �ce-boxes.
I had bad luck at f�rst; but �n the end, w�th a couple of "hand-outs"
poked �nto my sh�rt, I chased for the tra�n. It was pull�ng out and
go�ng fast. The part�cular refr�gerator-car �n wh�ch we were to meet
had already gone by, and half a dozen cars down the tra�n from �t I
swung on to the s�de-ladders, went up on top hurr�edly, and dropped
down �nto an �ce-box.

But a shack had seen me from the caboose, and at the next stop a
few m�les farther on, Rock Spr�ngs, the shack stuck h�s head �nto my
box and sa�d: "H�t the gr�t, you son of a toad! H�t the gr�t!" Also he
grabbed me by the heels and dragged me out. I h�t the gr�t all r�ght,
and the orange spec�al and the Swede rolled on w�thout me.



Snow was beg�nn�ng to fall. A cold n�ght was com�ng on. After dark I
hunted around �n the ra�lroad yards unt�l I found an empty refr�gerator
car. In I cl�mbed—not �nto the �ce-boxes, but �nto the car �tself. I
swung the heavy doors shut, and the�r edges, covered w�th str�ps of
rubber, sealed the car a�r-t�ght. The walls were th�ck. There was no
way for the outs�de cold to get �n. But the �ns�de was just as cold as
the outs�de. How to ra�se the temperature was the problem. But trust
a "profesh" for that. Out of my pockets I dug up three or four
newspapers. These I burned, one at a t�me, on the floor of the car.
The smoke rose to the top. Not a b�t of the heat could escape, and,
comfortable and warm, I passed a beaut�ful n�ght. I d�dn't wake up
once.

In the morn�ng �t was st�ll snow�ng. Wh�le throw�ng my feet for
breakfast, I m�ssed an east-bound fre�ght. Later �n the day I na�led
two other fre�ghts and was d�tched from both of them. All afternoon
no east-bound tra�ns went by. The snow was fall�ng th�cker than ever,
but at tw�l�ght I rode out on the f�rst bl�nd of the overland. As I swung
aboard the bl�nd from one s�de, somebody swung aboard from the
other. It was the boy who had run away from Oregon.

Now the f�rst bl�nd of a fast tra�n �n a dr�v�ng snow-storm �s no
summer p�cn�c. The w�nd goes r�ght through one, str�kes the front of
the car, and comes back aga�n. At the f�rst stop, darkness hav�ng
come on, I went forward and �nterv�ewed the f�reman. I offered to
"shove" coal to the end of h�s run, wh�ch was Rawl�ns, and my offer
was accepted. My work was out on the tender, �n the snow, break�ng
the lumps of coal w�th a sledge and shovell�ng �t forward to h�m �n the
cab. But as I d�d not have to work all the t�me, I could come �nto the
cab and warm up now and aga�n.

"Say," I sa�d to the f�reman, at my f�rst breath�ng spell, "there's a l�ttle
k�d back there on the f�rst bl�nd. He's pretty cold."

The cabs on the Un�on Pac�f�c eng�nes are qu�te spac�ous, and we
f�tted the k�d �nto a warm nook �n front of the h�gh seat of the f�reman,
where the k�d promptly fell asleep. We arr�ved at Rawl�ns at
m�dn�ght. The snow was th�cker than ever. Here the eng�ne was to



go �nto the round-house, be�ng replaced by a fresh eng�ne. As the
tra�n came to a stop, I dropped off the eng�ne steps plump �nto the
arms of a large man �n a large overcoat. He began ask�ng me
quest�ons, and I promptly demanded who he was. Just as promptly
he �nformed me that he was the sher�ff. I drew �n my horns and
l�stened and answered.

He began descr�b�ng the k�d who was st�ll asleep �n the cab. I d�d
some qu�ck th�nk�ng. Ev�dently the fam�ly was on the tra�l of the k�d,
and the sher�ff had rece�ved telegraphed �nstruct�ons from Oregon.
Yes, I had seen the k�d. I had met h�m f�rst �n Ogden. The date tall�ed
w�th the sher�ff's �nformat�on. But the k�d was st�ll beh�nd somewhere,
I expla�ned, for he had been d�tched from that very overland that
n�ght when �t pulled out of Rock Spr�ngs. And all the t�me I was
pray�ng that the k�d wouldn't wake up, come down out of the cab,
and put the "k�bosh" on me.

The sher�ff left me �n order to �nterv�ew the shacks, but before he left
he sa�d:—

"Bo, th�s town �s no place for you. Understand? You r�de th�s tra�n
out, and make no m�stake about �t. If I catch you after �t's gone ..."

I assured h�m that �t was not through des�re that I was �n h�s town;
that the only reason I was there was that the tra�n had stopped there;
and that he wouldn't see me for smoke the way I'd get out of h�s darn
town.

Wh�le he went to �nterv�ew the shacks, I jumped back �nto the cab.
The k�d was awake and rubb�ng h�s eyes. I told h�m the news and
adv�sed h�m to r�de the eng�ne �nto the round-house. To cut the story
short, the k�d made the same overland out, r�d�ng the p�lot, w�th
�nstruct�ons to make an appeal to the f�reman at the f�rst stop for
perm�ss�on to r�de �n the eng�ne. As for myself, I got d�tched. The
new f�reman was young and not yet lax enough to break the rules of
the Company aga�nst hav�ng tramps �n the eng�ne; so he turned
down my offer to shove coal. I hope the k�d succeeded w�th h�m, for
all n�ght on the p�lot �n that bl�zzard would have meant death.



Strange to say, I do not at th�s late day remember a deta�l of how I
was d�tched at Rawl�ns. I remember watch�ng the tra�n as �t was
�mmed�ately swallowed up �n the snow-storm, and of head�ng for a
saloon to warm up. Here was l�ght and warmth. Everyth�ng was �n full
blast and w�de open. Faro, roulette, craps, and poker tables were
runn�ng, and some mad cow-punchers were mak�ng the n�ght merry.
I had just succeeded �n fratern�z�ng w�th them and was down�ng my
f�rst dr�nk at the�r expense, when a heavy hand descended on my
shoulder. I looked around and s�ghed. It was the sher�ff.

W�thout a word he led me out �nto the snow.

"There's an orange spec�al down there �n the yards," sa�d he.

"It's a damn cold n�ght," sa�d I.

"It pulls out �n ten m�nutes," sa�d he.

That was all. There was no d�scuss�on. And when that orange
spec�al pulled out, I was �n the �ce-boxes. I thought my feet would
freeze before morn�ng, and the last twenty m�les �nto Laram�e I stood
upr�ght �n the hatchway and danced up and down. The snow was too
th�ck for the shacks to see me, and I d�dn't care �f they d�d.

My quarter of a dollar bought me a hot breakfast at Laram�e, and
�mmed�ately afterward I was on board the bl�nd baggage of an
overland that was cl�mb�ng to the pass through the backbone of the
Rock�es. One does not r�de bl�nd baggages �n the dayt�me; but �n th�s
bl�zzard at the top of the Rocky Mounta�ns I doubted �f the shacks
would have the heart to put me off. And they d�dn't. They made a
pract�ce of com�ng forward at every stop to see �f I was frozen yet.

At Ames' Monument, at the summ�t of the Rock�es,—I forget the
alt�tude,—the shack came forward for the last t�me.

"Say, Bo," he sa�d, "you see that fre�ght s�de-tracked over there to let
us go by?"

I saw. It was on the next track, s�x feet away. A few feet more �n that
storm and I could not have seen �t.



"Well, the 'after-push' of Kelly's Army �s �n one of them cars. They've
got two feet of straw under them, and there's so many of them that
they keep the car warm."

H�s adv�ce was good, and I followed �t, prepared, however, �f �t was a
"con game" the shack had g�ven me, to take the bl�nd as the
overland pulled out. But �t was stra�ght goods. I found the car—a b�g
refr�gerator car w�th the leeward door w�de open for vent�lat�on. Up I
cl�mbed and �n. I stepped on a man's leg, next on some other man's
arm. The l�ght was d�m, and all I could make out was arms and legs
and bod�es �nextr�cably confused. Never was there such a tangle of
human�ty. They were all ly�ng �n the straw, and over, and under, and
around one another. E�ghty-four husky hoboes take up a lot of room
when they are stretched out. The men I stepped on were resentful.
The�r bod�es heaved under me l�ke the waves of the sea, and
�mparted an �nvoluntary forward movement to me. I could not f�nd
any straw to step upon, so I stepped upon more men. The
resentment �ncreased, so d�d my forward movement. I lost my
foot�ng and sat down w�th sharp abruptness. Unfortunately, �t was on
a man's head. The next moment he had r�sen on h�s hands and
knees �n wrath, and I was fly�ng through the a�r. What goes up must
come down, and I came down on another man's head.

What happened after that �s very vague �n my memory. It was l�ke
go�ng through a thresh�ng-mach�ne. I was band�ed about from one
end of the car to the other. Those e�ghty-four hoboes w�nnowed me
out t�ll what l�ttle was left of me, by some m�racle, found a b�t of straw
to rest upon. I was �n�t�ated, and �nto a jolly crowd. All the rest of that
day we rode through the bl�zzard, and to wh�le the t�me away �t was
dec�ded that each man was to tell a story. It was st�pulated that each
story must be a good one, and, furthermore, that �t must be a story
no one had ever heard before. The penalty for fa�lure was the
thresh�ng-mach�ne. Nobody fa�led. And I want to say r�ght here that
never �n my l�fe have I sat at so marvellous a story-tell�ng debauch.
Here were e�ghty-four men from all the world—I made e�ghty-f�ve;
and each man told a masterp�ece. It had to be, for �t was e�ther
masterp�ece or thresh�ng-mach�ne.



Late �n the afternoon we arr�ved �n Cheyenne. The bl�zzard was at �ts
he�ght, and though the last meal of all of us had been breakfast, no
man cared to throw h�s feet for supper. All n�ght we rolled on through
the storm, and next day found us down on the sweet pla�ns of
Nebraska and st�ll roll�ng. We were out of the storm and the
mounta�ns. The blessed sun was sh�n�ng over a sm�l�ng land, and we
had eaten noth�ng for twenty-four hours. We found out that the
fre�ght would arr�ve about noon at a town, �f I remember r�ght, that
was called Grand Island.

We took up a collect�on and sent a telegram to the author�t�es of that
town. The text of the message was that e�ghty-f�ve healthy, hungry
hoboes would arr�ve about noon and that �t would be a good �dea to
have d�nner ready for them. The author�t�es of Grand Island had two
courses open to them. They could feed us, or they could throw us �n
ja�l. In the latter event they'd have to feed us anyway, and they
dec�ded w�sely that one meal would be the cheaper way.

When the fre�ght rolled �nto Grand Island at noon, we were s�tt�ng on
the tops of the cars and dangl�ng our legs �n the sunsh�ne. All the
pol�ce �n the burg were on the recept�on comm�ttee. They marched
us �n squads to the var�ous hotels and restaurants, where d�nners
were spread for us. We had been th�rty-s�x hours w�thout food, and
we d�dn't have to be taught what to do. After that we were marched
back to the ra�lroad stat�on. The pol�ce had thoughtfully compelled
the fre�ght to wa�t for us. She pulled out slowly, and the e�ghty-f�ve of
us, strung out along the track, swarmed up the s�de-ladders. We
"captured" the tra�n.

We had no supper that even�ng—at least the "push" d�dn't, but I d�d.
Just at supper t�me, as the fre�ght was pull�ng out of a small town, a
man cl�mbed �nto the car where I was play�ng pedro w�th three other
st�ffs. The man's sh�rt was bulg�ng susp�c�ously. In h�s hand he
carr�ed a battered quart-measure from wh�ch arose steam. I smelled
"Java." I turned my cards over to one of the st�ffs who was look�ng
on, and excused myself. Then, �n the other end of the car, pursued
by env�ous glances, I sat down w�th the man who had cl�mbed



aboard and shared h�s "Java" and the hand-outs that had bulged h�s
sh�rt. It was the Swede.

At about ten o'clock �n the even�ng, we arr�ved at Omaha.

"Let's shake the push," sa�d the Swede to me.

"Sure," sa�d I.

As the fre�ght pulled �nto Omaha, we made ready to do so. But the
people of Omaha were also ready. The Swede and I hung upon the
s�de-ladders, ready to drop off. But the fre�ght d�d not stop.
Furthermore, long rows of pol�cemen, the�r brass buttons and stars
gl�tter�ng �n the electr�c l�ghts, were l�ned up on each s�de of the track.
The Swede and I knew what would happen to us �f we ever dropped
off �nto the�r arms. We stuck by the s�de-ladders, and the tra�n rolled
on across the M�ssour� R�ver to Counc�l Bluffs.

"General" Kelly, w�th an army of two thousand hoboes, lay �n camp at
Chautauqua Park, several m�les away. The after-push we were w�th
was General Kelly's rear-guard, and, detra�n�ng at Counc�l Bluffs, �t
started to march to camp. The n�ght had turned cold, and heavy
w�nd-squalls, accompan�ed by ra�n, were ch�ll�ng and wett�ng us.
Many pol�ce were guard�ng us and herd�ng us to the camp. The
Swede and I watched our chance and made a successful get-away.

The ra�n began com�ng down �n torrents, and �n the darkness, unable
to see our hands �n front of our faces, l�ke a pa�r of bl�nd men we
fumbled about for shelter. Our �nst�nct served us, for �n no t�me we
stumbled upon a saloon—not a saloon that was open and do�ng
bus�ness, not merely a saloon that was closed for the n�ght, and not
even a saloon w�th a permanent address, but a saloon propped up
on b�g t�mbers, w�th rollers underneath, that was be�ng moved from
somewhere to somewhere. The doors were locked. A squall of w�nd
and ra�n drove down upon us. We d�d not hes�tate. Smash went the
door, and �n we went.

I have made some tough camps �n my t�me, "carr�ed the banner" �n
�nfernal metropol�ses, bedded �n pools of water, slept �n the snow
under two blankets when the sp�r�t thermometer reg�stered seventy-



four degrees below zero (wh�ch �s a mere tr�fle of one hundred and
s�x degrees of frost); but I want to say r�ght here that never d�d I
make a tougher camp, pass a more m�serable n�ght, than that n�ght I
passed w�th the Swede �n the �t�nerant saloon at Counc�l Bluffs. In
the f�rst place, the bu�ld�ng, perched up as �t was �n the a�r, had
exposed a mult�tude of open�ngs �n the floor through wh�ch the w�nd
wh�stled. In the second place, the bar was empty; there was no
bottled f�re-water w�th wh�ch we could warm ourselves and forget our
m�sery. We had no blankets, and �n our wet clothes, wet to the sk�n,
we tr�ed to sleep. I rolled under the bar, and the Swede rolled under
the table. The holes and crev�ces �n the floor made �t �mposs�ble, and
at the end of half an hour I crawled up on top the bar. A l�ttle later the
Swede crawled up on top h�s table.

And there we sh�vered and prayed for dayl�ght. I know, for one, that I
sh�vered unt�l I could sh�ver no more, t�ll the sh�ver�ng muscles
exhausted themselves and merely ached horr�bly. The Swede
moaned and groaned, and every l�ttle wh�le, through chatter�ng teeth,
he muttered, "Never aga�n; never aga�n." He muttered th�s phrase
repeatedly, ceaselessly, a thousand t�mes; and when he dozed, he
went on mutter�ng �t �n h�s sleep.

At the f�rst gray of dawn we left our house of pa�n, and outs�de, found
ourselves �n a m�st, dense and ch�ll. We stumbled on t�ll we came to
the ra�lroad track. I was go�ng back to Omaha to throw my feet for
breakfast; my compan�on was go�ng on to Ch�cago. The moment for
part�ng had come. Our pals�ed hands went out to each other. We
were both sh�ver�ng. When we tr�ed to speak, our teeth chattered us
back �nto s�lence. We stood alone, shut off from the world; all that we
could see was a short length of ra�lroad track, both ends of wh�ch
were lost �n the dr�v�ng m�st. We stared dumbly at each other, our
clasped hands shak�ng sympathet�cally. The Swede's face was blue
w�th the cold, and I know m�ne must have been.

"Never aga�n what?" I managed to art�culate.

Speech strove for utterance �n the Swede's throat; then fa�nt and
d�stant, �n a th�n wh�sper from the very bottom of h�s frozen soul,



came the words:—

"Never aga�n a hobo."

He paused, and, as he went on aga�n, h�s vo�ce gathered strength
and husk�ness as �t aff�rmed h�s w�ll.

"Never aga�n a hobo. I'm go�ng to get a job. You'd better do the
same. N�ghts l�ke th�s make rheumat�sm."

He wrung my hand.

"Good-by, Bo," sa�d he.

"Good-by, Bo," sa�d I.

The next we were swallowed up from each other by the m�st. It was
our f�nal pass�ng. But here's to you, Mr. Swede, wherever you are. I
hope you got that job.



Road-K�ds and Gay-Cats
Every once �n a wh�le, �n newspapers, magaz�nes, and b�ograph�cal
d�ct�onar�es, I run upon sketches of my l�fe, where�n, del�cately
phrased, I learn that �t was �n order to study soc�ology that I became
a tramp. Th�s �s very n�ce and thoughtful of the b�ographers, but �t �s
�naccurate. I became a tramp—well, because of the l�fe that was �n
me, of the wanderlust �n my blood that would not let me rest.
Soc�ology was merely �nc�dental; �t came afterward, �n the same
manner that a wet sk�n follows a duck�ng. I went on "The Road"
because I couldn't keep away from �t; because I hadn't the pr�ce of
the ra�lroad fare �n my jeans; because I was so made that I couldn't
work all my l�fe on "one same sh�ft"; because—well, just because �t
was eas�er to than not to.

It happened �n my own town, �n Oakland, when I was s�xteen. At that
t�me I had atta�ned a d�zzy reputat�on �n my chosen c�rcle of
adventurers, by whom I was known as the Pr�nce of the Oyster
P�rates. It �s true, those �mmed�ately outs�de my c�rcle, such as
honest bay-sa�lors, longshoremen, yachtsmen, and the legal owners
of the oysters, called me "tough," "hoodlum," "smoudge," "th�ef,"
"robber," and var�ous other not n�ce th�ngs—all of wh�ch was
compl�mentary and but served to �ncrease the d�zz�ness of the h�gh
place �n wh�ch I sat. At that t�me I had not read "Parad�se Lost," and
later, when I read M�lton's "Better to re�gn �n hell than serve �n
heaven," I was fully conv�nced that great m�nds run �n the same
channels.

It was at th�s t�me that the fortu�tous concatenat�on of events sent me
upon my f�rst adventure on The Road. It happened that there was
noth�ng do�ng �n oysters just then; that at Ben�c�a, forty m�les away, I
had some blankets I wanted to get; and that at Port Costa, several
m�les from Ben�c�a, a stolen boat lay at anchor �n charge of the
constable. Now th�s boat was owned by a fr�end of m�ne, by name



D�nny McCrea. It had been stolen and left at Port Costa by Wh�skey
Bob, another fr�end of m�ne. (Poor Wh�skey Bob! Only last w�nter h�s
body was p�cked up on the beach shot full of holes by nobody knows
whom.) I had come down from "up r�ver" some t�me before, and
reported to D�nny McCrea the whereabouts of h�s boat; and D�nny
McCrea had promptly offered ten dollars to me �f I should br�ng �t
down to Oakland to h�m.

T�me was heavy on my hands. I sat on the dock and talked �t over
w�th N�ckey the Greek, another �dle oyster p�rate. "Let's go," sa�d I,
and N�ckey was w�ll�ng. He was "broke." I possessed f�fty cents and
a small sk�ff. The former I �nvested and loaded �nto the latter �n the
form of crackers, canned corned beef, and a ten-cent bottle of
French mustard. (We were keen on French mustard �n those days.)
Then, late �n the afternoon, we ho�sted our small spr�tsa�l and
started. We sa�led all n�ght, and next morn�ng, on the f�rst of a
glor�ous flood-t�de, a fa�r w�nd beh�nd us, we came boom�ng up the
Carqu�nez Stra�ts to Port Costa. There lay the stolen boat, not
twenty-f�ve feet from the wharf. We ran alongs�de and doused our
l�ttle spr�tsa�l. I sent N�ckey forward to l�ft the anchor, wh�le I began
cast�ng off the gaskets.

A man ran out on the wharf and ha�led us. It was the constable. It
suddenly came to me that I had neglected to get a wr�tten
author�zat�on from D�nny McCrea to take possess�on of h�s boat.
Also, I knew that constable wanted to charge at least twenty-f�ve
dollars �n fees for captur�ng the boat from Wh�skey Bob and
subsequently tak�ng care of �t. And my last f�fty cents had been
blown �n for corned beef and French mustard, and the reward was
only ten dollars anyway. I shot a glance forward to N�ckey. He had
the anchor up-and-down and was stra�n�ng at �t. "Break her out," I
wh�spered to h�m, and turned and shouted back to the constable.
The result was that he and I were talk�ng at the same t�me, our
spoken thoughts coll�d�ng �n m�d-a�r and mak�ng g�bber�sh.

The constable grew more �mperat�ve, and perforce I had to l�sten.
N�ckey was heav�ng on the anchor t�ll I thought he'd burst a blood-
vessel. When the constable got done w�th h�s threats and warn�ngs, I



asked h�m who he was. The t�me he lost �n tell�ng me enabled N�ckey
to break out the anchor. I was do�ng some qu�ck calculat�ng. At the
feet of the constable a ladder ran down the dock to the water, and to
the ladder was moored a sk�ff. The oars were �n �t. But �t was
padlocked. I gambled everyth�ng on that padlock. I felt the breeze on
my cheek, saw the surge of the t�de, looked at the rema�n�ng gaskets
that conf�ned the sa�l, ran my eyes up the halyards to the blocks and
knew that all was clear, and then threw off all d�ss�mulat�on.

"In w�th her!" I shouted to N�ckey, and sprang to the gaskets, cast�ng
them loose and thank�ng my stars that Wh�skey Bob had t�ed them �n
square-knots �nstead of "grann�es."

The constable had sl�d down the ladder and was fumbl�ng w�th a key
at the padlock. The anchor came aboard and the last gasket was
loosed at the same �nstant that the constable freed the sk�ff and
jumped to the oars.

"Peak-halyards!" I commanded my crew, at the same t�me sw�ng�ng
on to the throat-halyards. Up came the sa�l on the run. I belayed and
ran aft to the t�ller.

"Stretch her!" I shouted to N�ckey at the peak. The constable was
just reach�ng for our stern. A puff of w�nd caught us, and we shot
away. It was great. If I'd had a black flag, I know I'd have run �t up �n
tr�umph. The constable stood up �n the sk�ff, and paled the glory of
the day w�th the v�v�dness of h�s language. Also, he wa�led for a gun.
You see, that was another gamble we had taken.

Anyway, we weren't steal�ng the boat. It wasn't the constable's. We
were merely steal�ng h�s fees, wh�ch was h�s part�cular form of graft.
And we weren't steal�ng the fees for ourselves, e�ther; we were
steal�ng them for my fr�end, D�nny McCrea.

Ben�c�a was made �n a few m�nutes, and a few m�nutes later my
blankets were aboard. I sh�fted the boat down to the far end of
Steamboat Wharf, from wh�ch po�nt of vantage we could see
anybody com�ng after us. There was no tell�ng. Maybe the Port
Costa constable would telephone to the Ben�c�a constable. N�ckey



and I held a counc�l of war. We lay on deck �n the warm sun, the
fresh breeze on our cheeks, the flood-t�de r�ppl�ng and sw�rl�ng past.
It was �mposs�ble to start back to Oakland t�ll afternoon, when the
ebb would beg�n to run. But we f�gured that the constable would
have an eye out on the Carqu�nez Stra�ts when the ebb started, and
that noth�ng rema�ned for us but to wa�t for the follow�ng ebb, at two
o'clock next morn�ng, when we could sl�p by Cerberus �n the
darkness.

So we lay on deck, smoked c�garettes, and were glad that we were
al�ve. I spat over the s�de and gauged the speed of the current.

"W�th th�s w�nd, we could run th�s flood clear to R�o V�sta," I sa�d.

"And �t's fru�t-t�me on the r�ver," sa�d N�ckey.

"And low water on the r�ver," sa�d I. "It's the best t�me of the year to
make Sacramento."

We sat up and looked at each other. The glor�ous west w�nd was
pour�ng over us l�ke w�ne. We both spat over the s�de and gauged
the current. Now I contend that �t was all the fault of that flood-t�de
and fa�r w�nd. They appealed to our sa�lor �nst�nct. If �t had not been
for them, the whole cha�n of events that was to put me upon The
Road would have broken down.

We sa�d no word, but cast off our moor�ngs and ho�sted sa�l. Our
adventures up the Sacramento R�ver are no part of th�s narrat�ve.
We subsequently made the c�ty of Sacramento and t�ed up at a
wharf. The water was f�ne, and we spent most of our t�me �n
sw�mm�ng. On the sand-bar above the ra�lroad br�dge we fell �n w�th
a bunch of boys l�kew�se �n sw�mm�ng. Between sw�ms we lay on the
bank and talked. They talked d�fferently from the fellows I had been
used to herd�ng w�th. It was a new vernacular. They were road-k�ds,
and w�th every word they uttered the lure of The Road la�d hold of
me more �mper�ously.

"When I was down �n Alabama," one k�d would beg�n; or, another,
"Com�ng up on the C. & A. from K.C."; whereat, a th�rd k�d, "On the
C. & A. there a�n't no steps to the 'bl�nds.'" And I would l�e s�lently �n



the sand and l�sten. "It was at a l�ttle town �n Oh�o on the Lake Shore
and M�ch�gan Southern," a k�d would start; and another, "Ever r�de
the Cannonball on the Wabash?"; and yet another, "Nope, but I've
been on the Wh�te Ma�l out of Ch�cago." "Talk about ra�lroad�n'—wa�t
t�ll you h�t the Pennsylvan�a, four tracks, no water tanks, take water
on the fly, that's go�n' some." "The Northern Pac�f�c's a bad road
now." "Sal�nas �s on the 'hog,' the 'bulls' �s 'horst�le.'" "I got 'p�nched'
at El Paso, along w�th Moke K�d." "Talk�n' of 'poke-outs,' wa�t t�ll you
h�t the French country out of Montreal—not a word of Engl�sh—you
say, 'Mongee, Madame, mongee, no sp�ka da French,' an' rub your
stomach an' look hungry, an' she g�ves you a sl�ce of sow-belly an' a
chunk of dry 'punk.'"

And I cont�nued to l�e �n the sand and l�sten. These wanderers made
my oyster-p�racy look l�ke th�rty cents. A new world was call�ng to me
�n every word that was spoken—a world of rods and gunnels, bl�nd
baggages and "s�de-door Pullmans," "bulls" and "shacks," "flopp�ngs"
and "chew�n's," "p�nches" and "get-aways," "strong arms" and
"b�ndle-st�ffs," "punks" and "profesh." And �t all spelled Adventure.
Very well; I would tackle th�s new world. I "l�ned" myself up alongs�de
those road-k�ds. I was just as strong as any of them, just as qu�ck,
just as nervy, and my bra�n was just as good.

After the sw�m, as even�ng came on, they dressed and went up town.
I went along. The k�ds began "batter�ng" the "ma�n-stem" for "l�ght
p�eces," or, �n other words, begg�ng for money on the ma�n street. I
had never begged �n my l�fe, and th�s was the hardest th�ng for me to
stomach when I f�rst went on The Road. I had absurd not�ons about
begg�ng. My ph�losophy, up to that t�me, was that �t was f�ner to steal
than to beg; and that robbery was f�ner st�ll because the r�sk and the
penalty were proport�onately greater. As an oyster p�rate I had
already earned conv�ct�ons at the hands of just�ce, wh�ch, �f I had
tr�ed to serve them, would have requ�red a thousand years �n state's
pr�son. To rob was manly; to beg was sord�d and desp�cable. But I
developed �n the days to come all r�ght, all r�ght, t�ll I came to look
upon begg�ng as a joyous prank, a game of w�ts, a nerve-exerc�ser.



That f�rst n�ght, however, I couldn't r�se to �t; and the result was that
when the k�ds were ready to go to a restaurant and eat, I wasn't. I
was broke. Meeny K�d, I th�nk �t was, gave me the pr�ce, and we all
ate together. But wh�le I ate, I med�tated. The rece�ver, �t was sa�d,
was as bad as the th�ef; Meeny K�d had done the begg�ng, and I was
prof�t�ng by �t. I dec�ded that the rece�ver was a whole lot worse than
the th�ef, and that �t shouldn't happen aga�n. And �t d�dn't. I turned out
next day and threw my feet as well as the next one.

N�ckey the Greek's amb�t�on d�dn't run to The Road. He was not a
success at throw�ng h�s feet, and he stowed away one n�ght on a
barge and went down r�ver to San Franc�sco. I met h�m, only a week
ago, at a pug�l�st�c carn�val. He has progressed. He sat �n a place of
honor at the r�ng-s�de. He �s now a manager of pr�ze-f�ghters and
proud of �t. In fact, �n a small way, �n local sportdom, he �s qu�te a
sh�n�ng l�ght.

"No k�d �s a road-k�d unt�l he has gone over 'the h�ll'"—such was the
law of The Road I heard expounded �n Sacramento. All r�ght, I'd go
over the h�ll and matr�culate. "The h�ll," by the way, was the S�erra
Nevadas. The whole gang was go�ng over the h�ll on a jaunt, and of
course I'd go along. It was French K�d's f�rst adventure on The Road.
He had just run away from h�s people �n San Franc�sco. It was up to
h�m and me to del�ver the goods. In pass�ng, I may remark that my
old t�tle of "Pr�nce" had van�shed. I had rece�ved my "mon�ca." I was
now "Sa�lor K�d," later to be known as "'Fr�sco K�d," when I had put
the Rock�es between me and my nat�ve state.

At 10.20 P.M. the Central Pac�f�c overland pulled out of the depot at
Sacramento for the East—that part�cular �tem of t�me-table �s
�ndel�bly engraved on my memory. There were about a dozen �n our
gang, and we strung out �n the darkness ahead of the tra�n ready to
take her out. All the local road-k�ds that we knew came down to see
us off—also, to "d�tch" us �f they could. That was the�r �dea of a joke,
and there were only about forty of them to carry �t out. The�r r�ng-
leader was a crackerjack road-k�d named Bob. Sacramento was h�s
home town, but he'd h�t The Road pretty well everywhere over the
whole country. He took French K�d and me as�de and gave us adv�ce



someth�ng l�ke th�s: "We're go�n' to try an' d�tch your bunch, see?
Youse two are weak. The rest of the push can take care of �tself. So,
as soon as youse two na�l a bl�nd, deck her. An' stay on the decks t�ll
youse pass Rosev�lle Junct�on, at wh�ch burg the constables are
horst�le, slough�n' �n everybody on s�ght."

The eng�ne wh�stled and the overland pulled out. There were three
bl�nds on her—room for all of us. The dozen of us who were try�ng to
make her out would have preferred to sl�p aboard qu�etly; but our
forty fr�ends crowded on w�th the most amaz�ng and shameless
publ�c�ty and advert�sement. Follow�ng Bob's adv�ce, I �mmed�ately
"decked her," that �s, cl�mbed up on top of the roof of one of the ma�l-
cars. There I lay down, my heart jump�ng a few extra beats, and
l�stened to the fun. The whole tra�n crew was forward, and the
d�tch�ng went on fast and fur�ous. After the tra�n had run half a m�le, �t
stopped, and the crew came forward aga�n and d�tched the
surv�vors. I, alone, had made the tra�n out.

Back at the depot, about h�m two or three of the push that had
w�tnessed the acc�dent, lay French K�d w�th both legs off. French K�d
had sl�pped or stumbled—that was all, and the wheels had done the
rest. Such was my �n�t�at�on to The Road. It was two years afterward
when I next saw French K�d and exam�ned h�s "stumps." Th�s was an
act of courtesy. "Cr�pples" always l�ke to have the�r stumps
exam�ned. One of the enterta�n�ng s�ghts on The Road �s to w�tness
the meet�ng of two cr�pples. The�r common d�sab�l�ty �s a fru�tful
source of conversat�on; and they tell how �t happened, descr�be what
they know of the amputat�on, pass cr�t�cal judgment on the�r own and
each other's surgeons, and w�nd up by w�thdraw�ng to one s�de,
tak�ng off bandages and wrapp�ngs, and compar�ng stumps.

But �t was not unt�l several days later, over �n Nevada, when the push
caught up w�th me, that I learned of French K�d's acc�dent. The push
�tself arr�ved �n bad cond�t�on. It had gone through a tra�n-wreck �n
the snow-sheds; Happy Joe was on crutches w�th two mashed legs,
and the rest were nurs�ng sk�ns and bru�ses.



In the meant�me, I lay on the roof of the ma�l-car, try�ng to remember
whether Rosev�lle Junct�on, aga�nst wh�ch burg Bob had warned me,
was the f�rst stop or the second stop. To make sure, I delayed
descend�ng to the platform of the bl�nd unt�l after the second stop.
And then I d�dn't descend. I was new to the game, and I felt safer
where I was. But I never told the push that I held down the decks the
whole n�ght, clear across the S�erras, through snow-sheds and
tunnels, and down to Truckee on the other s�de, where I arr�ved at
seven �n the morn�ng. Such a th�ng was d�sgraceful, and I'd have
been a common laugh�ng-stock. Th�s �s the f�rst t�me I have
confessed the truth about that f�rst r�de over the h�ll. As for the push,
�t dec�ded that I was all r�ght, and when I came back over the h�ll to
Sacramento, I was a full-fledged road-k�d.

Yet I had much to learn. Bob was my mentor, and he was all r�ght. I
remember one even�ng (�t was fa�r-t�me �n Sacramento, and we were
knock�ng about and hav�ng a good t�me) when I lost my hat �n a f�ght.
There was I bare-headed �n the street, and �t was Bob to the rescue.
He took me to one s�de from the push and told me what to do. I was
a b�t t�m�d of h�s adv�ce. I had just come out of ja�l, where I had been
three days, and I knew that �f the pol�ce "p�nched" me aga�n, I'd get
good and "soaked." On the other hand, I couldn't show the wh�te
feather. I'd been over the h�ll, I was runn�ng full-fledged w�th the
push, and �t was up to me to del�ver the goods. So I accepted Bob's
adv�ce, and he came along w�th me to see that I d�d �t up brown.

We took our pos�t�on on K Street, on the corner, I th�nk, of F�fth. It
was early �n the even�ng and the street was crowded. Bob stud�ed
the head-gear of every Ch�naman that passed. I used to wonder how
the road-k�ds all managed to wear "f�ve-dollar Stetson st�ff-r�ms," and
now I knew. They got them, the way I was go�ng to get m�ne, from
the Ch�nese. I was nervous—there were so many people about; but
Bob was cool as an �ceberg. Several t�mes, when I started forward
toward a Ch�naman, all nerved and keyed up, Bob dragged me back.
He wanted me to get a good hat, and one that f�tted. Now a hat
came by that was the r�ght s�ze but not new; and, after a dozen
�mposs�ble hats, along would come one that was new but not the
r�ght s�ze. And when one d�d come by that was new and the r�ght



s�ze, the r�m was too large or not large enough. My, Bob was f�n�cky.
I was so wrought up that I'd have snatched any k�nd of a head-
cover�ng.

At last came the hat, the one hat �n Sacramento for me. I knew �t was
a w�nner as soon as I looked at �t. I glanced at Bob. He sent a
sweep�ng look-about for pol�ce, then nodded h�s head. I l�fted the hat
from the Ch�naman's head and pulled �t down on my own. It was a
perfect f�t. Then I started. I heard Bob cry�ng out, and I caught a
gl�mpse of h�m block�ng the �rate Mongol�an and tr�pp�ng h�m up. I ran
on. I turned up the next corner, and around the next. Th�s street was
not so crowded as K, and I walked along �n qu�etude, catch�ng my
breath and congratulat�ng myself upon my hat and my get-away.

And then, suddenly, around the corner at my back, came the bare-
headed Ch�naman. W�th h�m were a couple more Ch�namen, and at
the�r heels were half a dozen men and boys. I spr�nted to the next
corner, crossed the street, and rounded the follow�ng corner. I
dec�ded that I had surely played h�m out, and I dropped �nto a walk
aga�n. But around the corner at my heels came that pers�stent
Mongol�an. It was the old story of the hare and the torto�se. He could
not run so fast as I, but he stayed w�th �t, plodd�ng along at a
shambl�ng and decept�ve trot, and wast�ng much good breath �n
no�sy �mprecat�ons. He called all Sacramento to w�tness the d�shonor
that had been done h�m, and a goodly port�on of Sacramento heard
and flocked at h�s heels. And I ran on l�ke the hare, and ever that
pers�stent Mongol�an, w�th the �ncreas�ng rabble, overhauled me. But
f�nally, when a pol�ceman had jo�ned h�s follow�ng, I let out all my
l�nks. I tw�sted and turned, and I swear I ran at least twenty blocks on
the stra�ght away. And I never saw that Ch�naman aga�n. The hat
was a dandy, a brand-new Stetson, just out of the shop, and �t was
the envy of the whole push. Furthermore, �t was the symbol that I
had del�vered the goods. I wore �t for over a year.

Road-k�ds are n�ce l�ttle chaps—when you get them alone and they
are tell�ng you "how �t happened"; but take my word for �t, watch out
for them when they run �n pack. Then they are wolves, and l�ke
wolves they are capable of dragg�ng down the strongest man. At



such t�mes they are not cowardly. They w�ll fl�ng themselves upon a
man and hold on w�th every ounce of strength �n the�r w�ry bod�es, t�ll
he �s thrown and helpless. More than once have I seen them do �t,
and I know whereof I speak. The�r mot�ve �s usually robbery. And
watch out for the "strong arm." Every k�d �n the push I travelled w�th
was expert at �t. Even French K�d mastered �t before he lost h�s legs.

I have strong upon me now a v�s�on of what I once saw �n "The
W�llows." The W�llows was a clump of trees �n a waste p�ece of land
near the ra�lway depot and not more than f�ve m�nutes walk from the
heart of Sacramento. It �s n�ght-t�me and the scene �s �llum�ned by
the th�n l�ght of stars. I see a husky laborer �n the m�dst of a pack of
road-k�ds. He �s �nfur�ated and curs�ng them, not a b�t afra�d,
conf�dent of h�s own strength. He we�ghs about one hundred and
e�ghty pounds, and h�s muscles are hard; but he doesn't know what
he �s up aga�nst. The k�ds are snarl�ng. It �s not pretty. They make a
rush from all s�des, and he lashes out and wh�rls. Barber K�d �s
stand�ng bes�de me. As the man wh�rls, Barber K�d leaps forward
and does the tr�ck. Into the man's back goes h�s knee; around the
man's neck, from beh�nd, passes h�s r�ght hand, the bone of the wr�st
press�ng aga�nst the jugular ve�n. Barber K�d throws h�s whole we�ght
backward. It �s a powerful leverage. Bes�des, the man's w�nd has
been shut off. It �s the strong arm.

The man res�sts, but he �s already pract�cally helpless. The road-k�ds
are upon h�m from every s�de, cl�ng�ng to arms and legs and body,
and l�ke a wolf at the throat of a moose Barber K�d hangs on and
drags backward. Over the man goes, and down under the heap.
Barber K�d changes the pos�t�on of h�s own body, but never lets go.
Wh�le some of the k�ds are "go�ng through" the v�ct�m, others are
hold�ng h�s legs so that he cannot k�ck and thresh about. They
�mprove the opportun�ty by tak�ng off the man's shoes. As for h�m, he
has g�ven �n. He �s beaten. Also, what of the strong arm at h�s throat,
he �s short of w�nd. He �s mak�ng ugly chok�ng no�ses, and the k�ds
hurry. They really don't want to k�ll h�m. All �s done. At a word all
holds are released at once, and the k�ds scatter, one of them lugg�ng
the shoes—he knows where he can get half a dollar for them. The
man s�ts up and looks about h�m, dazed and helpless. Even �f he



wanted to, barefooted pursu�t �n the darkness would be hopeless. I
l�nger a moment and watch h�m. He �s feel�ng at h�s throat, mak�ng
dry, hawk�ng no�ses, and jerk�ng h�s head �n a qua�nt way as though
to assure h�mself that the neck �s not d�slocated. Then I sl�p away to
jo�n the push, and see that man no more—though I shall always see
h�m, s�tt�ng there �n the starl�ght, somewhat dazed, a b�t fr�ghtened,
greatly d�shevelled, and mak�ng qua�nt jerk�ng movements of head
and neck.

Drunken men are the espec�al prey of the road-k�ds. Robb�ng a
drunken man they call "roll�ng a st�ff"; and wherever they are, they
are on the constant lookout for drunks. The drunk �s the�r part�cular
meat, as the fly �s the part�cular meat of the sp�der. The roll�ng of a
st�ff �s oftt�mes an amus�ng s�ght, espec�ally when the st�ff �s helpless
and when �nterference �s unl�kely. At the f�rst swoop the st�ff's money
and jewellery go. Then the k�ds s�t around the�r v�ct�m �n a sort of
pow-wow. A k�d generates a fancy for the st�ff's neckt�e. Off �t comes.
Another k�d �s after underclothes. Off they come, and a kn�fe qu�ckly
abbrev�ates arms and legs. Fr�endly hoboes may be called �n to take
the coat and trousers, wh�ch are too large for the k�ds. And �n the
end they depart, leav�ng bes�de the st�ff the heap of the�r d�scarded
rags.

Another v�s�on comes to me. It �s a dark n�ght. My push �s com�ng
along the s�dewalk �n the suburbs. Ahead of us, under an electr�c
l�ght, a man crosses the street d�agonally. There �s someth�ng
tentat�ve and desultory �n h�s walk. The k�ds scent the game on the
�nstant. The man �s drunk. He blunders across the oppos�te s�dewalk
and �s lost �n the darkness as he takes a short-cut through a vacant
lot. No hunt�ng cry �s ra�sed, but the pack fl�ngs �tself forward �n qu�ck
pursu�t. In the m�ddle of the vacant lot �t comes upon h�m. But what �s
th�s?—snarl�ng and strange forms, small and d�m and menac�ng, are
between the pack and �ts prey. It �s another pack of road-k�ds, and �n
the host�le pause we learn that �t �s the�r meat, that they have been
tra�l�ng �t a dozen blocks and more and that we are butt�ng �n. But �t �s
the world pr�meval. These wolves are baby wolves. (As a matter of
fact, I don't th�nk one of them was over twelve or th�rteen years of
age. I met some of them afterward, and learned that they had just



arr�ved that day over the h�ll, and that they ha�led from Denver and
Salt Lake C�ty.) Our pack fl�ngs forward. The baby wolves squeal and
screech and f�ght l�ke l�ttle demons. All about the drunken man rages
the struggle for the possess�on of h�m. Down he goes �n the th�ck of
�t, and the combat rages over h�s body after the fash�on of the
Greeks and Trojans over the body and armor of a fallen hero. Am�d
cr�es and tears and wa�l�ngs the baby wolves are d�spossessed, and
my pack rolls the st�ff. But always I remember the poor st�ff and h�s
befuddled amazement at the abrupt erupt�on of battle �n the vacant
lot. I see h�m now, d�m �n the darkness, t�tubat�ng �n stup�d wonder,
good-naturedly essay�ng the role of peacemaker �n that
mult�tud�nous scrap the s�gn�f�cance of wh�ch he d�d not understand,
and the really hurt express�on on h�s face when he, unoffend�ng he,
was clutched at by many hands and dragged down �n the th�ck of the
press.

"B�ndle-st�ffs" are favor�te prey of the road-k�ds. A b�ndle-st�ff �s a
work�ng tramp. He takes h�s name from the roll of blankets he
carr�es, wh�ch �s known as a "b�ndle." Because he does work, a
b�ndle-st�ff �s expected usually to have some small change about
h�m, and �t �s after that small change that the road-k�ds go. The best
hunt�ng-ground for b�ndle-st�ffs �s �n the sheds, barns, lumber-yards,
ra�lroad-yards, etc., on the edges of a c�ty, and the t�me for hunt�ng �s
the n�ght, when the b�ndle-st�ff seeks these places to roll up �n h�s
blankets and sleep.

"Gay-cats" also come to gr�ef at the hands of the road-k�d. In more
fam�l�ar parlance, gay-cats are short-horns, chechaquos, new
chums, or tenderfeet. A gay-cat �s a newcomer on The Road who �s
man-grown, or, at least, youth-grown. A boy on The Road, on the
other hand, no matter how green he �s, �s never a gay-cat; he �s a
road-k�d or a "punk," and �f he travels w�th a "profesh," he �s known
possess�vely as a "prushun." I was never a prushun, for I d�d not
take k�ndly to possess�on. I was f�rst a road-k�d and then a profesh.
Because I started �n young, I pract�cally sk�pped my gay-cat
apprent�cesh�p. For a short per�od, dur�ng the t�me I was exchang�ng
my 'Fr�sco K�d mon�ca for that of Sa�lor Jack, I labored under the
susp�c�on of be�ng a gay-cat. But closer acqua�ntance on the part of



those that suspected me qu�ckly d�sabused the�r m�nds, and �n a
short t�me I acqu�red the unm�stakable a�rs and ear-marks of the
blowed-�n-the-glass profesh. And be �t known, here and now, that the
profesh are the ar�stocracy of The Road. They are the lords and
masters, the aggress�ve men, the pr�mord�al noblemen, the blond
beasts so beloved of N�etzsche.

When I came back over the h�ll from Nevada, I found that some r�ver
p�rate had stolen D�nny McCrea's boat. (A funny th�ng at th�s day �s
that I cannot remember what became of the sk�ff �n wh�ch N�ckey the
Greek and I sa�led from Oakland to Port Costa. I know that the
constable d�dn't get �t, and I know that �t d�dn't go w�th us up the
Sacramento R�ver, and that �s all I do know.) W�th the loss of D�nny
McCrea's boat, I was pledged to The Road; and when I grew t�red of
Sacramento, I sa�d good-by to the push (wh�ch, �n �ts fr�endly way,
tr�ed to d�tch me from a fre�ght as I left town) and started on a
passear down the valley of the San Joaqu�n. The Road had gr�pped
me and would not let me go; and later, when I had voyaged to sea
and done one th�ng and another, I returned to The Road to make
longer fl�ghts, to be a "comet" and a profesh, and to plump �nto the
bath of soc�ology that wet me to the sk�n.



Two Thousand St�ffs
A "st�ff" �s a tramp. It was once my fortune to travel a few weeks w�th
a "push" that numbered two thousand. Th�s was known as "Kelly's
Army." Across the w�ld and woolly West, clear from Cal�forn�a,
General Kelly and h�s heroes had captured tra�ns; but they fell down
when they crossed the M�ssour� and went up aga�nst the effete East.
The East hadn't the sl�ghtest �ntent�on of g�v�ng free transportat�on to
two thousand hoboes. Kelly's Army lay helplessly for some t�me at
Counc�l Bluffs. The day I jo�ned �t, made desperate by delay, �t
marched out to capture a tra�n.

It was qu�te an �mpos�ng s�ght. General Kelly sat a magn�f�cent black
charger, and w�th wav�ng banners, to the mart�al mus�c of f�fe and
drum corps, company by company, �n two d�v�s�ons, h�s two
thousand st�ffs countermarched before h�m and h�t the wagon-road
to the l�ttle burg of Weston, seven m�les away. Be�ng the latest
recru�t, I was �n the last company, of the last reg�ment, of the Second
D�v�s�on, and, furthermore, �n the last rank of the rear-guard. The
army went �nto camp at Weston bes�de the ra�lroad track—bes�de
the tracks, rather, for two roads went through: the Ch�cago,
M�lwaukee, and St. Paul, and the Rock Island.

Our �ntent�on was to take the f�rst tra�n out, but the ra�lroad off�c�als
"coppered" our play—and won. There was no f�rst tra�n. They t�ed up
the two l�nes and stopped runn�ng tra�ns. In the meant�me, wh�le we
lay by the dead tracks, the good people of Omaha and Counc�l Bluffs
were best�rr�ng themselves. Preparat�ons were mak�ng to form a
mob, capture a tra�n �n Counc�l Bluffs, run �t down to us, and make us
a present of �t. The ra�lroad off�c�als coppered that play, too. They
d�dn't wa�t for the mob. Early �n the morn�ng of the second day, an
eng�ne, w�th a s�ngle pr�vate car attached, arr�ved at the stat�on and
s�de-tracked. At th�s s�gn that l�fe had renewed �n the dead roads, the
whole army l�ned up bes�de the track.



But never d�d l�fe renew so monstrously on a dead ra�lroad as �t d�d
on those two roads. From the west came the wh�stle of a locomot�ve.
It was com�ng �n our d�rect�on, bound east. We were bound east. A
st�r of preparat�on ran down our ranks. The wh�stle tooted fast and
fur�ously, and the tra�n thundered at top speed. The hobo d�dn't l�ve
that could have boarded �t. Another locomot�ve wh�stled, and another
tra�n came through at top speed, and another, and another, tra�n
after tra�n, tra�n after tra�n, t�ll toward the last the tra�ns were
composed of passenger coaches, box-cars, flat-cars, dead eng�nes,
cabooses, ma�l-cars, wreck�ng appl�ances, and all the r�ff-raff of
worn-out and abandoned roll�ng-stock that collects �n the yards of
great ra�lways. When the yards at Counc�l Bluffs had been
completely cleaned, the pr�vate car and eng�ne went east, and the
tracks d�ed for keeps.

That day went by, and the next, and noth�ng moved, and �n the
meant�me, pelted by sleet, and ra�n, and ha�l, the two thousand
hoboes lay bes�de the track. But that n�ght the good people of
Counc�l Bluffs went the ra�lroad off�c�als one better. A mob formed �n
Counc�l Bluffs, crossed the r�ver to Omaha, and there jo�ned w�th
another mob �n a ra�d on the Un�on Pac�f�c yards. F�rst they captured
an eng�ne, next they knocked a tra�n together, and then the un�ted
mobs p�led aboard, crossed the M�ssour�, and ran down the Rock
Island r�ght of way to turn the tra�n over to us. The ra�lway off�c�als
tr�ed to copper th�s play, but fell down, to the mortal terror of the
sect�on boss and one member of the sect�on gang at Weston. Th�s
pa�r, under secret telegraph�c orders, tr�ed to wreck our tra�n-load of
sympath�zers by tear�ng up the track. It happened that we were
susp�c�ous and had our patrols out. Caught red-handed at tra�n-
wreck�ng, and surrounded by twenty hundred �nfur�ated hoboes, that
sect�on-gang boss and ass�stant prepared to meet death. I don't
remember what saved them, unless �t was the arr�val of the tra�n.

It was our turn to fall down, and we d�d, hard. In the�r haste, the two
mobs had neglected to make up a suff�c�ently long tra�n. There
wasn't room for two thousand hoboes to r�de. So the mobs and the
hoboes had a talkfest, fratern�zed, sang songs, and parted, the mobs
go�ng back on the�r captured tra�n to Omaha, the hoboes pull�ng out



next morn�ng on a hundred-and-forty-m�le march to Des Mo�nes. It
was not unt�l Kelly's Army crossed the M�ssour� that �t began to walk,
and after that �t never rode aga�n. It cost the ra�lroads slathers of
money, but they were act�ng on pr�nc�ple, and they won.

Underwood, Leola, Menden, Avoca, Walnut, Marno, Atlant�c, Wyoto,
An�ta, Ada�r, Adam, Casey, Stuart, Dexter, Carlham, De Soto, Van
Meter, Boonev�lle, Commerce, Valley Junct�on—how the names of
the towns come back to me as I con the map and trace our route
through the fat Iowa country! And the hosp�table Iowa farmer-folk!
They turned out w�th the�r wagons and carr�ed our baggage; gave us
hot lunches at noon by the ways�de; mayors of comfortable l�ttle
towns made speeches of welcome and hastened us on our way;
deputat�ons of l�ttle g�rls and ma�dens came out to meet us, and the
good c�t�zens turned out by hundreds, locked arms, and marched
w�th us down the�r ma�n streets. It was c�rcus day when we came to
town, and every day was c�rcus day, for there were many towns.

In the even�ngs our camps were �nvaded by whole populat�ons.
Every company had �ts campf�re, and around each f�re someth�ng
was do�ng. The cooks �n my company, Company L, were song-and-
dance art�sts and contr�buted most of our enterta�nment. In another
part of the encampment the glee club would be s�ng�ng—one of �ts
star vo�ces was the "Dent�st," drawn from Company L, and we were
m�ghty proud of h�m. Also, he pulled teeth for the whole army, and,
s�nce the extract�ons usually occurred at meal-t�me, our d�gest�ons
were st�mulated by var�ety of �nc�dent. The Dent�st had no
anæsthet�cs, but two or three of us were always on tap to volunteer
to hold down the pat�ent. In add�t�on to the stunts of the compan�es
and the glee club, church serv�ces were usually held, local preachers
off�c�at�ng, and always there was a great mak�ng of pol�t�cal
speeches. All these th�ngs ran neck and neck; �t was a full-blown
M�dway. A lot of talent can be dug out of two thousand hoboes. I
remember we had a p�cked baseball n�ne, and on Sundays we made
a pract�ce of putt�ng �t all over the local n�nes. Somet�mes we d�d �t
tw�ce on Sundays.



Last year, wh�le on a lectur�ng tr�p, I rode �nto Des Mo�nes �n a
Pullman—I don't mean a "s�de-door Pullman," but the real th�ng. On
the outsk�rts of the c�ty I saw the old stove-works, and my heart
leaped. It was there, at the stove-works, a dozen years before, that
the Army lay down and swore a m�ghty oath that �ts feet were sore
and that �t would walk no more. We took possess�on of the stove-
works and told Des Mo�nes that we had come to stay—that we'd
walked �n, but we'd be blessed �f we'd walk out. Des Mo�nes was
hosp�table, but th�s was too much of a good th�ng. Do a l�ttle mental
ar�thmet�c, gentle reader. Two thousand hoboes, eat�ng three square
meals, make s�x thousand meals per day, forty-two thousand meals
per week, or one hundred and s�xty-e�ght thousand meals per
shortest month �n the calendar. That's go�ng some. We had no
money. It was up to Des Mo�nes.

Des Mo�nes was desperate. We lay �n camp, made pol�t�cal
speeches, held sacred concerts, pulled teeth, played baseball and
seven-up, and ate our s�x thousand meals per day, and Des Mo�nes
pa�d for �t. Des Mo�nes pleaded w�th the ra�lroads, but they were
obdurate; they had sa�d we shouldn't r�de, and that settled �t. To
perm�t us to r�de would be to establ�sh a precedent, and there
weren't go�ng to be any precedents. And st�ll we went on eat�ng. That
was the terr�fy�ng factor �n the s�tuat�on. We were bound for
Wash�ngton, and Des Mo�nes would have had to float mun�c�pal
bonds to pay all our ra�lroad fares, even at spec�al rates, and �f we
rema�ned much longer, she'd have to float bonds anyway to feed us.

Then some local gen�us solved the problem. We wouldn't walk. Very
good. We should r�de. From Des Mo�nes to Keokuk on the
M�ss�ss�pp� flowed the Des Mo�nes R�ver. Th�s part�cular stretch of
r�ver was three hundred m�les long. We could r�de on �t, sa�d the local
gen�us; and, once equ�pped w�th float�ng stock, we could r�de on
down the M�ss�ss�pp� to the Oh�o, and thence up the Oh�o, w�nd�ng
up w�th a short portage over the mounta�ns to Wash�ngton.

Des Mo�nes took up a subscr�pt�on. Publ�c-sp�r�ted c�t�zens
contr�buted several thousand dollars. Lumber, rope, na�ls, and cotton
for calk�ng were bought �n large quant�t�es, and on the banks of the



Des Mo�nes was �naugurated a tremendous era of sh�pbu�ld�ng. Now
the Des Mo�nes �s a p�cayune stream, unduly d�gn�f�ed by the
appellat�on of "r�ver." In our spac�ous western land �t would be called
a "creek." The oldest �nhab�tants shook the�r heads and sa�d we
couldn't make �t, that there wasn't enough water to float us. Des
Mo�nes d�dn't care, so long as �t got r�d of us, and we were such well-
fed opt�m�sts that we d�dn't care e�ther.

On Wednesday, May 9, 1894, we got under way and started on our
colossal p�cn�c. Des Mo�nes had got off pretty eas�ly, and she
certa�nly owes a statue �n bronze to the local gen�us who got her out
of her d�ff�culty. True, Des Mo�nes had to pay for our boats; we had
eaten s�xty-s�x thousand meals at the stove-works; and we took
twelve thousand add�t�onal meals along w�th us �n our comm�ssary—
as a precaut�on aga�nst fam�ne �n the w�lds; but then, th�nk what �t
would have meant �f we had rema�ned at Des Mo�nes eleven months
�nstead of eleven days. Also, when we departed, we prom�sed Des
Mo�nes we'd come back �f the r�ver fa�led to float us.

It was all very well hav�ng twelve thousand meals �n the comm�ssary,
and no doubt the comm�ssary "ducks" enjoyed them; for the
comm�ssary promptly got lost, and my boat, for one, never saw �t
aga�n. The company format�on was hopelessly broken up dur�ng the
r�ver-tr�p. In any camp of men there w�ll always be found a certa�n
percentage of sh�rks, of helpless, of just ord�nary, and of hustlers.
There were ten men �n my boat, and they were the cream of
Company L. Every man was a hustler. For two reasons I was
�ncluded �n the ten. F�rst, I was as good a hustler as ever "threw h�s
feet," and next, I was "Sa�lor Jack." I understood boats and boat�ng.
The ten of us forgot the rema�n�ng forty men of Company L, and by
the t�me we had m�ssed one meal we promptly forgot the
comm�ssary. We were �ndependent. We went down the r�ver "on our
own," hustl�ng our "chew�n's," beat�ng every boat �n the fleet, and,
alas that I must say �t, somet�mes tak�ng possess�on of the stores the
farmer-folk had collected for the Army.

For a good part of the three hundred m�les we were from half a day
to a day or so �n advance of the Army. We had managed to get hold



of several Amer�can flags. When we approached a small town, or
when we saw a group of farmers gathered on the bank, we ran up
our flags, called ourselves the "advance boat," and demanded to
know what prov�s�ons had been collected for the Army. We
represented the Army, of course, and the prov�s�ons were turned
over to us. But there wasn't anyth�ng small about us. We never took
more than we could get away w�th. But we d�d take the cream of
everyth�ng. For �nstance, �f some ph�lanthrop�c farmer had donated
several dollars' worth of tobacco, we took �t. So, also, we took butter
and sugar, coffee and canned goods; but when the stores cons�sted
of sacks of beans and flour, or two or three slaughtered steers, we
resolutely refra�ned and went our way, leav�ng orders to turn such
prov�s�ons over to the comm�ssary boats whose bus�ness was to
follow beh�nd us.

My, but the ten of us d�d l�ve on the fat of the land! For a long t�me
General Kelly va�nly tr�ed to head us off. He sent two rowers, �n a
l�ght, round-bottomed boat, to overtake us and put a stop to our
p�rat�cal careers. They overtook us all r�ght, but they were two and
we were ten. They were empowered by General Kelly to make us
pr�soners, and they told us so. When we expressed d�s�ncl�nat�on to
become pr�soners, they hurr�ed ahead to the next town to �nvoke the
a�d of the author�t�es. We went ashore �mmed�ately and cooked an
early supper; and under the cloak of darkness we ran by the town
and �ts author�t�es.

I kept a d�ary on part of the tr�p, and as I read �t over now I note one
pers�stently recurr�ng phrase, namely, "L�v�ng f�ne." We d�d l�ve f�ne.
We even d�sda�ned to use coffee bo�led �n water. We made our
coffee out of m�lk, call�ng the wonderful beverage, �f I remember
r�ghtly, "pale V�enna."

Wh�le we were ahead, sk�mm�ng the cream, and wh�le the
comm�ssary was lost far beh�nd, the ma�n Army, com�ng along �n the
m�ddle, starved. Th�s was hard on the Army, I'll allow; but then, the
ten of us were �nd�v�dual�sts. We had �n�t�at�ve and enterpr�se. We
ardently bel�eved that the grub was to the man who got there f�rst,
the pale V�enna to the strong. On one stretch the Army went forty-



e�ght hours w�thout grub; and then �t arr�ved at a small v�llage of
some three hundred �nhab�tants, the name of wh�ch I do not
remember, though I th�nk �t was Red Rock. Th�s town, follow�ng the
pract�ce of all towns through wh�ch the Army passed, had appo�nted
a comm�ttee of safety. Count�ng f�ve to a fam�ly, Red Rock cons�sted
of s�xty households. Her comm�ttee of safety was scared st�ff by the
erupt�on of two thousand hungry hoboes who l�ned the�r boats two
and three deep along the r�ver bank. General Kelly was a fa�r man.
He had no �ntent�on of work�ng a hardsh�p on the v�llage. He d�d not
expect s�xty households to furn�sh two thousand meals. Bes�des, the
Army had �ts treasure-chest.

But the comm�ttee of safety lost �ts head. "No encouragement to the
�nvader" was �ts programme, and when General Kelly wanted to buy
food, the comm�ttee turned h�m down. It had noth�ng to sell; General
Kelly's money was "no good" �n the�r burg. And then General Kelly
went �nto act�on. The bugles blew. The Army left the boats and on
top of the bank formed �n battle array. The comm�ttee was there to
see. General Kelly's speech was br�ef.

"Boys," he sa�d, "when d�d you eat last?"

"Day before yesterday," they shouted.

"Are you hungry?"

A m�ghty aff�rmat�on from two thousand throats shook the
atmosphere. Then General Kelly turned to the comm�ttee of safety:—

"You see, gentlemen, the s�tuat�on. My men have eaten noth�ng �n
forty-e�ght hours. If I turn them loose upon your town, I'll not be
respons�ble for what happens. They are desperate. I offered to buy
food for them, but you refused to sell. I now w�thdraw my offer.
Instead, I shall demand. I g�ve you f�ve m�nutes to dec�de. E�ther k�ll
me s�x steers and g�ve me four thousand rat�ons, or I turn the men
loose. F�ve m�nutes, gentlemen."

The terr�f�ed comm�ttee of safety looked at the two thousand hungry
hoboes and collapsed. It d�dn't wa�t the f�ve m�nutes. It wasn't go�ng



to take any chances. The k�ll�ng of the steers and the collect�ng of
the requ�s�t�on began forthw�th, and the Army d�ned.

And st�ll the ten graceless �nd�v�dual�sts soared along ahead and
gathered �n everyth�ng �n s�ght. But General Kelly f�xed us. He sent
horsemen down each bank, warn�ng farmers and townspeople
aga�nst us. They d�d the�r work thoroughly, all r�ght. The erstwh�le
hosp�table farmers met us w�th the �cy m�t. Also, they summoned the
constables when we t�ed up to the bank, and loosed the dogs. I
know. Two of the latter caught me w�th a barbed-w�re fence between
me and the r�ver. I was carry�ng two buckets of m�lk for the pale
V�enna. I d�dn't damage the fence any; but we drank pleb�an coffee
bo�led w�th vulgar water, and �t was up to me to throw my feet for
another pa�r of trousers. I wonder, gentle reader, �f you ever essayed
hast�ly to cl�mb a barbed-w�re fence w�th a bucket of m�lk �n each
hand. Ever s�nce that day I have had a prejud�ce aga�nst barbed
w�re, and I have gathered stat�st�cs on the subject.

Unable to make an honest l�v�ng so long as General Kelly kept h�s
two horsemen ahead of us, we returned to the Army and ra�sed a
revolut�on. It was a small affa�r, but �t devastated Company L of the
Second D�v�s�on. The capta�n of Company L refused to recogn�ze us;
sa�d we were deserters, and tra�tors, and scalawags; and when he
drew rat�ons for Company L from the comm�ssary, he wouldn't g�ve
us any. That capta�n d�dn't apprec�ate us, or he wouldn't have
refused us grub. Promptly we �ntr�gued w�th the f�rst l�eutenant. He
jo�ned us w�th the ten men �n h�s boat, and �n return we elected h�m
capta�n of Company M. The capta�n of Company L ra�sed a roar.
Down upon us came General Kelly, Colonel Speed, and Colonel
Baker. The twenty of us stood f�rm, and our revolut�on was rat�f�ed.

But we never bothered w�th the comm�ssary. Our hustlers drew
better rat�ons from the farmers. Our new capta�n, however, doubted
us. He never knew when he'd see the ten of us aga�n, once we got
under way �n the morn�ng, so he called �n a blacksm�th to cl�nch h�s
capta�ncy. In the stern of our boat, one on each s�de, were dr�ven two
heavy eye-bolts of �ron. Correspond�ngly, on the bow of h�s boat,
were fastened two huge �ron hooks. The boats were brought



together, end on, the hooks dropped �nto the eye-bolts, and there we
were, hard and fast. We couldn't lose that capta�n. But we were
�rrepress�ble. Out of our very manacles we wrought an �nv�nc�ble
dev�ce that enabled us to put �t all over every other boat �n the fleet.

L�ke all great �nvent�ons, th�s one of ours was acc�dental. We
d�scovered �t the f�rst t�me we ran on a snag �n a b�t of a rap�d. The
head-boat hung up and anchored, and the ta�l-boat swung around �n
the current, p�vot�ng the head-boat on the snag. I was at the stern of
the ta�l-boat, steer�ng. In va�n we tr�ed to shove off. Then I ordered
the men from the head-boat �nto the ta�l-boat. Immed�ately the head-
boat floated clear, and �ts men returned �nto �t. After that, snags,
reefs, shoals, and bars had no terrors for us. The �nstant the head-
boat struck, the men �n �t leaped �nto the ta�l-boat. Of course, the
head-boat floated over the obstruct�on and the ta�l-boat then struck.
L�ke automatons, the twenty men now �n the ta�l-boat leaped �nto the
head-boat, and the ta�l-boat floated past.

The boats used by the Army were all al�ke, made by the m�le and
sawed off. They were flat-boats, and the�r l�nes were rectangles.
Each boat was s�x feet w�de, ten feet long, and a foot and a half
deep. Thus, when our two boats were hooked together, I sat at the
stern steer�ng a craft twenty feet long, conta�n�ng twenty husky
hoboes who "spelled" each other at the oars and paddles, and
loaded w�th blankets, cook�ng outf�t, and our own pr�vate
comm�ssary.

St�ll we caused General Kelly trouble. He had called �n h�s
horsemen, and subst�tuted three pol�ce-boats that travelled �n the
van and allowed no boats to pass them. The craft conta�n�ng
Company M crowded the pol�ce-boats hard. We could have passed
them eas�ly, but �t was aga�nst the rules. So we kept a respectful
d�stance astern and wa�ted. Ahead we knew was v�rg�n farm�ng
country, unbegged and generous; but we wa�ted. Wh�te water was all
we needed, and when we rounded a bend and a rap�d showed up
we knew what would happen. Smash! Pol�ce-boat number one goes
on a boulder and hangs up. Bang! Pol�ce-boat number two follows
su�t. Whop! Pol�ce-boat number three encounters the common fate



of all. Of course our boat does the same th�ngs; but one, two, the
men are out of the head-boat and �nto the ta�l-boat; one, two, they
are out of the ta�l-boat and �nto the head-boat; and one, two, the men
who belong �n the ta�l-boat are back �n �t and we are dash�ng on.
"Stop! you blankety-blank-blanks!" shr�ek the pol�ce-boats. "How can
we?—blank the blankety-blank r�ver, anyway!" we wa�l pla�nt�vely as
we surge past, caught �n that remorseless current that sweeps us on
out of s�ght and �nto the hosp�table farmer-country that replen�shes
our pr�vate comm�ssary w�th the cream of �ts contr�but�ons. Aga�n we
dr�nk pale V�enna and real�ze that the grub �s to the man who gets
there.

Poor General Kelly! He dev�sed another scheme. The whole fleet
started ahead of us. Company M of the Second D�v�s�on started �n �ts
proper place �n the l�ne, wh�ch was last. And �t took us only one day
to put the "k�bosh" on that part�cular scheme. Twenty-f�ve m�les of
bad water lay before us—all rap�ds, shoals, bars, and boulders. It
was over that stretch of water that the oldest �nhab�tants of Des
Mo�nes had shaken the�r heads. Nearly two hundred boats entered
the bad water ahead of us, and they p�led up �n the most astound�ng
manner. We went through that stranded fleet l�ke hemlock through
the f�re. There was no avo�d�ng the boulders, bars, and snags except
by gett�ng out on the bank. We d�dn't avo�d them. We went r�ght over
them, one, two, one, two, head-boat, ta�l-boat, head-boat, ta�l-boat,
all hands back and forth and back aga�n. We camped that n�ght
alone, and loafed �n camp all of next day wh�le the Army patched and
repa�red �ts wrecked boats and straggled up to us.

There was no stopp�ng our cussedness. We r�gged up a mast, p�led
on the canvas (blankets), and travelled short hours wh�le the Army
worked over-t�me to keep us �n s�ght. Then General Kelly had
recourse to d�plomacy. No boat could touch us �n the stra�ght-away.
W�thout d�scuss�on, we were the hottest bunch that ever came down
the Des Mo�nes. The ban of the pol�ce-boats was l�fted. Colonel
Speed was put aboard, and w�th th�s d�st�ngu�shed off�cer we had the
honor of arr�v�ng f�rst at Keokuk on the M�ss�ss�pp�. And r�ght here I
want to say to General Kelly and Colonel Speed that here's my
hand. You were heroes, both of you, and you were men. And I'm



sorry for at least ten per cent of the trouble that was g�ven you by the
head-boat of Company M.

At Keokuk the whole fleet was lashed together �n a huge raft, and,
after be�ng w�nd-bound a day, a steamboat took us �n tow down the
M�ss�ss�pp� to Qu�ncy, Ill�no�s, where we camped across the r�ver on
Goose Island. Here the raft �dea was abandoned, the boats be�ng
jo�ned together �n groups of four and decked over. Somebody told
me that Qu�ncy was the r�chest town of �ts s�ze �n the Un�ted States.
When I heard th�s, I was �mmed�ately overcome by an �rres�st�ble
�mpulse to throw my feet. No "blowed-�n-the-glass profesh" could
poss�bly pass up such a prom�s�ng burg. I crossed the r�ver to Qu�ncy
�n a small dug-out; but I came back �n a large r�verboat, down to the
gunwales w�th the results of my thrown feet. Of course I kept all the
money I had collected, though I pa�d the boat-h�re; also I took my
p�ck of the underwear, socks, cast-off clothes, sh�rts, "k�cks," and
"sky-p�eces"; and when Company M had taken all �t wanted there
was st�ll a respectable heap that was turned over to Company L.
Alas, I was young and prod�gal �n those days! I told a thousand
"stor�es" to the good people of Qu�ncy, and every story was "good";
but s�nce I have come to wr�te for the magaz�nes I have often
regretted the wealth of story, the fecund�ty of f�ct�on, I lav�shed that
day �n Qu�ncy, Ill�no�s.

It was at Hann�bal, M�ssour�, that the ten �nv�nc�bles went to p�eces. It
was not planned. We just naturally flew apart. The Bo�ler-Maker and
I deserted secretly. On the same day Scotty and Davy made a sw�ft
sneak for the Ill�no�s shore; also McAvoy and F�sh ach�eved the�r get-
away. Th�s accounts for s�x of the ten; what became of the rema�n�ng
four I do not know. As a sample of l�fe on The Road, I make the
follow�ng quotat�on from my d�ary of the several days follow�ng my
desert�on.

"Fr�day, May 25th. Bo�ler-Maker and I left the camp on the �sland. We
went ashore on the Ill�no�s s�de �n a sk�ff and walked s�x m�les on the
C.B. & Q. to Fell Creek. We had gone s�x m�les out of our way, but
we got on a hand-car and rode s�x m�les to Hull's, on the Wabash.



Wh�le there, we met McAvoy, F�sh, Scotty, and Davy, who had also
pulled out from the Army.

"Saturday, May 26th. At 2.11 A.M. we caught the Cannonball as she
slowed up at the cross�ng. Scotty and Davy were d�tched. The four of
us were d�tched at the Bluffs, forty m�les farther on. In the afternoon
F�sh and McAvoy caught a fre�ght wh�le Bo�ler-Maker and I were
away gett�ng someth�ng to eat.

"Sunday, May 27th. At 3.21 A.M. we caught the Cannonball and
found Scotty and Davy on the bl�nd. We were all d�tched at dayl�ght
at Jacksonv�lle. The C. & A. runs through here, and we're go�ng to
take that. Bo�ler-Maker went off, but d�dn't return. Guess he caught a
fre�ght.

"Monday, May 28th. Bo�ler-Maker d�dn't show up. Scotty and Davy
went off to sleep somewhere, and d�dn't get back �n t�me to catch the
K.C. passenger at 3.30 A.M. I caught her and rode her t�ll after
sunr�se to Masson C�ty, 25,000 �nhab�tants. Caught a cattle tra�n and
rode all n�ght.

"Tuesday, May 29th. Arr�ved �n Ch�cago at 7 A.M...."

And years afterward, �n Ch�na, I had the gr�ef of learn�ng that the
dev�ce we employed to nav�gate the rap�ds of the Des Mo�nes—the
one-two-one-two, head-boat-ta�l-boat propos�t�on—was not
or�g�nated by us. I learned that the Ch�nese r�ver-boatmen had for
thousands of years used a s�m�lar dev�ce to negot�ate "bad water." It
�s a good stunt all r�ght, even �f we don't get the cred�t. It answers Dr.
Jordan's test of truth: "W�ll �t work? W�ll you trust your l�fe to �t?"



Bulls
If the tramp were suddenly to pass away from the Un�ted States,
w�despread m�sery for many fam�l�es would follow. The tramp
enables thousands of men to earn honest l�v�ngs, educate the�r
ch�ldren, and br�ng them up God-fear�ng and �ndustr�ous. I know. At
one t�me my father was a constable and hunted tramps for a l�v�ng.
The commun�ty pa�d h�m so much per head for all the tramps he
could catch, and also, I bel�eve, he got m�leage fees. Ways and
means was always a press�ng problem �n our household, and the
amount of meat on the table, the new pa�r of shoes, the day's out�ng,
or the text-book for school, were dependent upon my father's luck �n
the chase. Well I remember the suppressed eagerness and the
suspense w�th wh�ch I wa�ted to learn each morn�ng what the results
of h�s past n�ght's to�l had been—how many tramps he had gathered
�n and what the chances were for conv�ct�ng them. And so �t was,
when later, as a tramp, I succeeded �n elud�ng some predatory
constable, I could not but feel sorry for the l�ttle boys and g�rls at
home �n that constable's house; �t seemed to me �n a way that I was
defraud�ng those l�ttle boys and g�rls of some of the good th�ngs of
l�fe.

But �t's all �n the game. The hobo def�es soc�ety, and soc�ety's watch-
dogs make a l�v�ng out of h�m. Some hoboes l�ke to be caught by the
watch-dogs—espec�ally �n w�nter-t�me. Of course, such hoboes
select commun�t�es where the ja�ls are "good," where�n no work �s
performed and the food �s substant�al. Also, there have been, and
most probably st�ll are, constables who d�v�de the�r fees w�th the
hoboes they arrest. Such a constable does not have to hunt. He
wh�stles, and the game comes r�ght up to h�s hand. It �s surpr�s�ng,
the money that �s made out of stone-broke tramps. All through the
South—at least when I was hobo�ng—are conv�ct camps and
plantat�ons, where the t�me of conv�cted hoboes �s bought by the
farmers, and where the hoboes s�mply have to work. Then there are



places l�ke the quarr�es at Rutland, Vermont, where the hobo �s
explo�ted, the unearned energy �n h�s body, wh�ch he has
accumulated by "batter�ng on the drag" or "slamm�ng gates," be�ng
extracted for the benef�t of that part�cular commun�ty.

Now I don't know anyth�ng about the quarr�es at Rutland, Vermont.
I'm very glad that I don't, when I remember how near I was to gett�ng
�nto them. Tramps pass the word along, and I f�rst heard of those
quarr�es when I was �n Ind�ana. But when I got �nto New England, I
heard of them cont�nually, and always w�th danger-s�gnals fly�ng.
"They want men �n the quarr�es," the pass�ng hoboes sa�d; "and they
never g�ve a 'st�ff' less than n�nety days." By the t�me I got �nto New
Hampsh�re I was pretty well keyed up over those quarr�es, and I
fought shy of ra�lroad cops, "bulls," and constables as I never had
before.

One even�ng I went down to the ra�lroad yards at Concord and found
a fre�ght tra�n made up and ready to start. I located an empty box-
car, sl�d open the s�de-door, and cl�mbed �n. It was my hope to w�n
across to Wh�te R�ver by morn�ng; that would br�ng me �nto Vermont
and not more than a thousand m�les from Rutland. But after that, as I
worked north, the d�stance between me and the po�nt of danger
would beg�n to �ncrease. In the car I found a "gay-cat," who
d�splayed unusual trep�dat�on at my entrance. He took me for a
"shack" (brakeman), and when he learned I was only a st�ff, he
began talk�ng about the quarr�es at Rutland as the cause of the fr�ght
I had g�ven h�m. He was a young country fellow, and had beaten h�s
way only over local stretches of road.

The fre�ght got under way, and we lay down �n one end of the box-
car and went to sleep. Two or three hours afterward, at a stop, I was
awakened by the no�se of the r�ght-hand door be�ng softly sl�d open.
The gay-cat slept on. I made no movement, though I ve�led my eyes
w�th my lashes to a l�ttle sl�t through wh�ch I could see out. A lantern
was thrust �n through the doorway, followed by the head of a shack.
He d�scovered us, and looked at us for a moment. I was prepared for
a v�olent express�on on h�s part, or the customary "H�t the gr�t, you
son of a toad!" Instead of th�s he caut�ously w�thdrew the lantern and



very, very softly sl�d the door to. Th�s struck me as em�nently unusual
and susp�c�ous. I l�stened, and softly I heard the hasp drop �nto
place. The door was latched on the outs�de. We could not open �t
from the �ns�de. One way of sudden ex�t from that car was blocked. It
would never do. I wa�ted a few seconds, then crept to the left-hand
door and tr�ed �t. It was not yet latched. I opened �t, dropped to the
ground, and closed �t beh�nd me. Then I passed across the bumpers
to the other s�de of the tra�n. I opened the door the shack had
latched, cl�mbed �n, and closed �t beh�nd me. Both ex�ts were
ava�lable aga�n. The gay-cat was st�ll asleep.

The tra�n got under way. It came to the next stop. I heard footsteps �n
the gravel. Then the left-hand door was thrown open no�s�ly. The
gay-cat awoke, I made bel�eve to awake; and we sat up and stared
at the shack and h�s lantern. He d�dn't waste any t�me gett�ng down
to bus�ness.

"I want three dollars," he sa�d.

We got on our feet and came nearer to h�m to confer. We expressed
an absolute and devoted w�ll�ngness to g�ve h�m three dollars, but
expla�ned our wretched luck that compelled our des�re to rema�n
unsat�sf�ed. The shack was �ncredulous. He d�ckered w�th us. He
would comprom�se for two dollars. We regretted our cond�t�on of
poverty. He sa�d uncompl�mentary th�ngs, called us sons of toads,
and damned us from hell to breakfast. Then he threatened. He
expla�ned that �f we d�dn't d�g up, he'd lock us �n and carry us on to
Wh�te R�ver and turn us over to the author�t�es. He also expla�ned all
about the quarr�es at Rutland.

Now that shack thought he had us dead to r�ghts. Was not he
guard�ng the one door, and had he not h�mself latched the oppos�te
door but a few m�nutes before? When he began talk�ng about
quarr�es, the fr�ghtened gay-cat started to s�dle across to the other
door. The shack laughed loud and long. "Don't be �n a hurry," he
sa�d; "I locked that door on the outs�de at the last stop." So �mpl�c�tly
d�d he bel�eve the door to be locked that h�s words carr�ed
conv�ct�on. The gay-cat bel�eved and was �n despa�r.



The shack del�vered h�s ult�matum. E�ther we should d�g up two
dollars, or he would lock us �n and turn us over to the constable at
Wh�te R�ver—and that meant n�nety days and the quarr�es. Now,
gentle reader, just suppose that the other door had been locked.
Behold the precar�ousness of human l�fe. For lack of a dollar, I'd
have gone to the quarr�es and served three months as a conv�ct
slave. So would the gay-cat. Count me out, for I was hopeless; but
cons�der the gay-cat. He m�ght have come out, after those n�nety
days, pledged to a l�fe of cr�me. And later he m�ght have broken your
skull, even your skull, w�th a blackjack �n an endeavor to take
possess�on of the money on your person—and �f not your skull, then
some other poor and unoffend�ng creature's skull.

But the door was unlocked, and I alone knew �t. The gay-cat and I
begged for mercy. I jo�ned �n the plead�ng and wa�l�ng out of sheer
cussedness, I suppose. But I d�d my best. I told a "story" that would
have melted the heart of any mug; but �t d�dn't melt the heart of that
sord�d money-grasper of a shack. When he became conv�nced that
we d�dn't have any money, he sl�d the door shut and latched �t, then
l�ngered a moment on the chance that we had fooled h�m and that
we would now offer h�m the two dollars.

Then �t was that I let out a few l�nks. I called h�m a son of a toad. I
called h�m all the other th�ngs he had called me. And then I called
h�m a few add�t�onal th�ngs. I came from the West, where men knew
how to swear, and I wasn't go�ng to let any mangy shack on a
measly New England "jerk" put �t over me �n v�v�dness and v�gor of
language. At f�rst the shack tr�ed to laugh �t down. Then he made the
m�stake of attempt�ng to reply. I let out a few more l�nks, and I cut
h�m to the raw and there�n rubbed w�nged and flam�ng ep�thets. Nor
was my f�ne frenzy all wh�m and l�terary; I was �nd�gnant at th�s v�le
creature, who, �n default of a dollar, would cons�gn me to three
months of slavery. Furthermore, I had a sneak�ng �dea that he got a
"drag" out of the constable fees.

But I f�xed h�m. I lacerated h�s feel�ngs and pr�de several dollars'
worth. He tr�ed to scare me by threaten�ng to come �n after me and
k�ck the stuff�ng out of me. In return, I prom�sed to k�ck h�m �n the



face wh�le he was cl�mb�ng �n. The advantage of pos�t�on was w�th
me, and he saw �t. So he kept the door shut and called for help from
the rest of the tra�n-crew. I could hear them answer�ng and crunch�ng
through the gravel to h�m. And all the t�me the other door was
unlatched, and they d�dn't know �t; and �n the meant�me the gay-cat
was ready to d�e w�th fear.

Oh, I was a hero—w�th my l�ne of retreat stra�ght beh�nd me. I
slanged the shack and h�s mates t�ll they threw the door open and I
could see the�r �nfur�ated faces �n the sh�ne of the lanterns. It was all
very s�mple to them. They had us cornered �n the car, and they were
go�ng to come �n and man-handle us. They started. I d�dn't k�ck
anybody �n the face. I jerked the oppos�te door open, and the gay-cat
and I went out. The tra�n-crew took after us.

We went over—�f I remember correctly—a stone fence. But I have no
doubts of recollect�on about where we found ourselves. In the
darkness I promptly fell over a grave-stone. The gay-cat sprawled
over another. And then we got the chase of our l�ves through that
graveyard. The ghosts must have thought we were go�ng some. So
d�d the tra�n-crew, for when we emerged from the graveyard and
plunged across a road �nto a dark wood, the shacks gave up the
pursu�t and went back to the�r tra�n. A l�ttle later that n�ght the gay-cat
and I found ourselves at the well of a farmhouse. We were after a
dr�nk of water, but we not�ced a small rope that ran down one s�de of
the well. We hauled �t up and found on the end of �t a gallon-can of
cream. And that �s as near as I got to the quarr�es of Rutland,
Vermont.

When hoboes pass the word along, concern�ng a town, that "the
bulls �s horst�le," avo�d that town, or, �f you must, go through softly.
There are some towns that one must always go through softly. Such
a town was Cheyenne, on the Un�on Pac�f�c. It had a nat�onal
reputat�on for be�ng "horst�le,"—and �t was all due to the efforts of
one Jeff Carr (�f I remember h�s name ar�ght). Jeff Carr could s�ze up
the "front" of a hobo on the �nstant. He never entered �nto d�scuss�on.
In the one moment he s�zed up the hobo, and �n the next he struck
out w�th both f�sts, a club, or anyth�ng else he had handy. After he



had man-handled the hobo, he started h�m out of town w�th a
prom�se of worse �f he ever saw h�m aga�n. Jeff Carr knew the game.
North, south, east, and west to the uttermost conf�nes of the Un�ted
States (Canada and Mex�co �ncluded), the man-handled hoboes
carr�ed the word that Cheyenne was "horst�le." Fortunately, I never
encountered Jeff Carr. I passed through Cheyenne �n a bl�zzard.
There were e�ghty-four hoboes w�th me at the t�me. The strength of
numbers made us pretty nonchalant on most th�ngs, but not on Jeff
Carr. The connotat�on of "Jeff Carr" stunned our �mag�nat�on,
numbed our v�r�l�ty, and the whole gang was mortally scared of
meet�ng h�m.

It rarely pays to stop and enter �nto explanat�ons w�th bulls when they
look "horst�le." A sw�ft get-away �s the th�ng to do. It took me some
t�me to learn th�s; but the f�n�sh�ng touch was put upon me by a bull
�n New York C�ty. Ever s�nce that t�me �t has been an automat�c
process w�th me to make a run for �t when I see a bull reach�ng for
me. Th�s automat�c process has become a ma�nspr�ng of conduct �n
me, wound up and ready for �nstant release. I shall never get over �t.
Should I be e�ghty years old, hobbl�ng along the street on crutches,
and should a pol�ceman suddenly reach out for me, I know I'd drop
the crutches and run l�ke a deer.

The f�n�sh�ng touch to my educat�on �n bulls was rece�ved on a hot
summer afternoon �n New York C�ty. It was dur�ng a week of
scorch�ng weather. I had got �nto the hab�t of throw�ng my feet �n the
morn�ng, and of spend�ng the afternoon �n the l�ttle park that �s hard
by Newspaper Row and the C�ty Hall. It was near there that I could
buy from pushcart men current books (that had been �njured �n the
mak�ng or b�nd�ng) for a few cents each. Then, r�ght �n the park �tself,
were l�ttle booths where one could buy glor�ous, �ce-cold, ster�l�zed
m�lk and butterm�lk at a penny a glass. Every afternoon I sat on a
bench and read, and went on a m�lk debauch. I got away w�th from
f�ve to ten glasses each afternoon. It was dreadfully hot weather.

So here I was, a meek and stud�ous m�lk-dr�nk�ng hobo, and behold
what I got for �t. One afternoon I arr�ved at the park, a fresh book-
purchase under my arm and a tremendous butterm�lk th�rst under my



sh�rt. In the m�ddle of the street, �n front of the C�ty Hall, I not�ced, as
I came along head�ng for the butterm�lk booth, that a crowd had
formed. It was r�ght where I was cross�ng the street, so I stopped to
see the cause of the collect�on of cur�ous men. At f�rst I could see
noth�ng. Then, from the sounds I heard and from a gl�mpse I caught,
I knew that �t was a bunch of gam�ns play�ng pee-wee. Now pee-wee
�s not perm�tted �n the streets of New York. I d�dn't know that, but I
learned pretty l�vely. I had paused poss�bly th�rty seconds, �n wh�ch
t�me I had learned the cause of the crowd, when I heard a gam�n yell
"Bull!" The gam�ns knew the�r bus�ness. They ran. I d�dn't.

The crowd broke up �mmed�ately and started for the s�dewalk on
both s�des of the street. I started for the s�dewalk on the park-s�de.
There must have been f�fty men, who had been �n the or�g�nal crowd,
who were head�ng �n the same d�rect�on. We were loosely strung out.
I not�ced the bull, a strapp�ng pol�ceman �n a gray su�t. He was
com�ng along the m�ddle of the street, w�thout haste, merely
saunter�ng. I not�ced casually that he changed h�s course, and was
head�ng obl�quely for the same s�dewalk that I was head�ng for
d�rectly. He sauntered along, thread�ng the strung-out crowd, and I
not�ced that h�s course and m�ne would cross each other. I was so
�nnocent of wrong-do�ng that, �n sp�te of my educat�on �n bulls and
the�r ways, I apprehended noth�ng. I never dreamed that bull was
after me. Out of my respect for the law I was actually all ready to
pause the next moment and let h�m cross �n front of me. The pause
came all r�ght, but �t was not of my vol�t�on; also �t was a backward
pause. W�thout warn�ng, that bull had suddenly launched out at me
on the chest w�th both hands. At the same moment, verbally, he cast
the bar s�n�ster on my genealogy.

All my free Amer�can blood bo�led. All my l�berty-lov�ng ancestors
clamored �n me. "What do you mean?" I demanded. You see, I
wanted an explanat�on. And I got �t. Bang! H�s club came down on
top of my head, and I was reel�ng backward l�ke a drunken man, the
cur�ous faces of the onlookers b�llow�ng up and down l�ke the waves
of the sea, my prec�ous book fall�ng from under my arm �nto the d�rt,
the bull advanc�ng w�th the club ready for another blow. And �n that
d�zzy moment I had a v�s�on. I saw that club descend�ng many t�mes



upon my head; I saw myself, bloody and battered and hard-look�ng,
�n a pol�ce-court; I heard a charge of d�sorderly conduct, profane
language, res�st�ng an off�cer, and a few other th�ngs, read by a clerk;
and I saw myself across �n Blackwell's Island. Oh, I knew the game. I
lost all �nterest �n explanat�ons. I d�dn't stop to p�ck up my prec�ous,
unread book. I turned and ran. I was pretty s�ck, but I ran. And run I
shall, to my dy�ng day, whenever a bull beg�ns to expla�n w�th a club.

Why, years after my tramp�ng days, when I was a student �n the
Un�vers�ty of Cal�forn�a, one n�ght I went to the c�rcus. After the show
and the concert I l�ngered on to watch the work�ng of the
transportat�on mach�nery of a great c�rcus. The c�rcus was leav�ng
that n�ght. By a bonf�re I came upon a bunch of small boys. There
were about twenty of them, and as they talked w�th one another I
learned that they were go�ng to run away w�th the c�rcus. Now the
c�rcus-men d�dn't want to be bothered w�th th�s mess of urch�ns, and
a telephone to pol�ce headquarters had "coppered" the play. A squad
of ten pol�cemen had been despatched to the scene to arrest the
small boys for v�olat�ng the n�ne o'clock curfew ord�nance. The
pol�cemen surrounded the bonf�re, and crept up close to �t �n the
darkness. At the s�gnal, they made a rush, each pol�ceman grabb�ng
at the youngsters as he would grab �nto a basket of squ�rm�ng eels.

Now I d�dn't know anyth�ng about the com�ng of the pol�ce; and when
I saw the sudden erupt�on of brass-buttoned, helmeted bulls, each of
them reach�ng w�th both hands, all the forces and stab�l�ty of my
be�ng were overthrown. Rema�ned only the automat�c process to run.
And I ran. I d�dn't know I was runn�ng. I d�dn't know anyth�ng. It was,
as I have sa�d, automat�c. There was no reason for me to run. I was
not a hobo. I was a c�t�zen of that commun�ty. It was my home town. I
was gu�lty of no wrong-do�ng. I was a college man. I had even got
my name �n the papers, and I wore good clothes that had never been
slept �n. And yet I ran—bl�ndly, madly, l�ke a startled deer, for over a
block. And when I came to myself, I noted that I was st�ll runn�ng. It
requ�red a pos�t�ve effort of w�ll to stop those legs of m�ne.

No, I'll never get over �t. I can't help �t. When a bull reaches, I run.
Bes�des, I have an unhappy faculty for gett�ng �nto ja�l. I have been �n



ja�l more t�mes s�nce I was a hobo than when I was one. I start out
on a Sunday morn�ng w�th a young lady on a b�cycle r�de. Before we
can get outs�de the c�ty l�m�ts we are arrested for pass�ng a
pedestr�an on the s�dewalk. I resolve to be more careful. The next
t�me I am on a b�cycle �t �s n�ght-t�me and my acetylene-gas-lamp �s
m�sbehav�ng. I cher�sh the s�ckly flame carefully, because of the
ord�nance. I am �n a hurry, but I r�de at a sna�l's pace so as not to jar
out the fl�cker�ng flame. I reach the c�ty l�m�ts; I am beyond the
jur�sd�ct�on of the ord�nance; and I proceed to scorch to make up for
lost t�me. And half a m�le farther on I am "p�nched" by a bull, and the
next morn�ng I forfe�t my ba�l �n the pol�ce court. The c�ty had
treacherously extended �ts l�m�ts �nto a m�le of the country, and I
d�dn't know, that was all. I remember my �nal�enable r�ght of free
speech and peaceable assemblage, and I get up on a soap-box to
trot out the part�cular econom�c bees that buzz �n my bonnet, and a
bull takes me off that box and leads me to the c�ty pr�son, and after
that I get out on ba�l. It's no use. In Korea I used to be arrested about
every other day. It was the same th�ng �n Manchur�a. The last t�me I
was �n Japan I broke �nto ja�l under the pretext of be�ng a Russ�an
spy. It wasn't my pretext, but �t got me �nto ja�l just the same. There �s
no hope for me. I am fated to do the Pr�soner-of-Ch�llon stunt yet.
Th�s �s prophecy.

I once hypnot�zed a bull on Boston Common. It was past m�dn�ght
and he had me dead to r�ghts; but before I got done w�th h�m he had
pon�ed up a s�lver quarter and g�ven me the address of an all-n�ght
restaurant. Then there was a bull �n Br�stol, New Jersey, who caught
me and let me go, and heaven knows he had provocat�on enough to
put me �n ja�l. I h�t h�m the hardest I'll wager he was ever h�t �n h�s
l�fe. It happened th�s way. About m�dn�ght I na�led a fre�ght out of
Ph�ladelph�a. The shacks d�tched me. She was pull�ng out slowly
through the maze of tracks and sw�tches of the fre�ght-yards. I na�led
her aga�n, and aga�n I was d�tched. You see, I had to na�l her
"outs�de," for she was a through fre�ght w�th every door locked and
sealed.

The second t�me I was d�tched the shack gave me a lecture. He told
me I was r�sk�ng my l�fe, that �t was a fast fre�ght and that she went



some. I told h�m I was used to go�ng some myself, but �t was no go.
He sa�d he wouldn't perm�t me to comm�t su�c�de, and I h�t the gr�t.
But I na�led her a th�rd t�me, gett�ng �n between on the bumpers.
They were the most meagre bumpers I had ever seen—I do not refer
to the real bumpers, the �ron bumpers that are connected by the
coupl�ng-l�nk and that pound and gr�nd on each other; what I refer to
are the beams, l�ke huge cleats, that cross the ends of fre�ght cars
just above the bumpers. When one r�des the bumpers, he stands on
these cleats, one foot on each, the bumpers between h�s feet and
just beneath.

But the beams or cleats I found myself on were not the broad,
generous ones that at that t�me were usually on box-cars. On the
contrary, they were very narrow—not more than an �nch and a half �n
breadth. I couldn't get half of the w�dth of my sole on them. Then
there was noth�ng to wh�ch to hold w�th my hands. True, there were
the ends of the two box-cars; but those ends were flat, perpend�cular
surfaces. There were no gr�ps. I could only press the flats of my
palms aga�nst the car-ends for support. But that would have been all
r�ght �f the cleats for my feet had been decently w�de.

As the fre�ght got out of Ph�ladelph�a she began to h�t up speed.
Then I understood what the shack had meant by su�c�de. The fre�ght
went faster and faster. She was a through fre�ght, and there was
noth�ng to stop her. On that sect�on of the Pennsylvan�a four tracks
run s�de by s�de, and my east-bound fre�ght d�dn't need to worry
about pass�ng west-bound fre�ghts, nor about be�ng overtaken by
east-bound expresses. She had the track to herself, and she used �t.
I was �n a precar�ous s�tuat�on. I stood w�th the mere edges of my
feet on the narrow project�ons, the palms of my hands press�ng
desperately aga�nst the flat, perpend�cular ends of each car. And
those cars moved, and moved �nd�v�dually, up and down and back
and forth. D�d you ever see a c�rcus r�der, stand�ng on two runn�ng
horses, w�th one foot on the back of each horse? Well, that was what
I was do�ng, w�th several d�fferences. The c�rcus r�der had the re�ns
to hold on to, wh�le I had noth�ng; he stood on the broad soles of h�s
feet, wh�le I stood on the edges of m�ne; he bent h�s legs and body,
ga�n�ng the strength of the arch �n h�s posture and ach�ev�ng the



stab�l�ty of a low centre of grav�ty, wh�le I was compelled to stand
upr�ght and keep my legs stra�ght; he rode face forward, wh�le I was
r�d�ng s�dew�se; and also, �f he fell off, he'd get only a roll �n the
sawdust, wh�le I'd have been ground to p�eces beneath the wheels.

And that fre�ght was certa�nly go�ng some, roar�ng and shr�ek�ng,
sw�ng�ng madly around curves, thunder�ng over trestles, one car-end
bump�ng up when the other was jarr�ng down, or jerk�ng to the r�ght
at the same moment the other was lurch�ng to the left, and w�th me
all the wh�le pray�ng and hop�ng for the tra�n to stop. But she d�dn't
stop. She d�dn't have to. For the f�rst, last, and only t�me on The
Road, I got all I wanted. I abandoned the bumpers and managed to
get out on a s�de-ladder; �t was t�ckl�sh work, for I had never
encountered car-ends that were so pars�mon�ous of hand-holds and
foot-holds as those car-ends were.

I heard the eng�ne wh�stl�ng, and I felt the speed eas�ng down. I
knew the tra�n wasn't go�ng to stop, but my m�nd was made up to
chance �t �f she slowed down suff�c�ently. The r�ght of way at th�s
po�nt took a curve, crossed a br�dge over a canal, and cut through
the town of Br�stol. Th�s comb�nat�on compelled slow speed. I clung
on to the s�de-ladder and wa�ted. I d�dn't know �t was the town of
Br�stol we were approach�ng. I d�d not know what necess�tated
slacken�ng �n speed. All I knew was that I wanted to get off. I stra�ned
my eyes �n the darkness for a street-cross�ng on wh�ch to land. I was
pretty well down the tra�n, and before my car was �n the town the
eng�ne was past the stat�on and I could feel her mak�ng speed aga�n.

Then came the street. It was too dark to see how w�de �t was or what
was on the other s�de. I knew I needed all of that street �f I was to
rema�n on my feet after I struck. I dropped off on the near s�de. It
sounds easy. By "dropped off" I mean just th�s: I f�rst of all, on the
s�de-ladder, thrust my body forward as far as I could �n the d�rect�on
the tra�n was go�ng—th�s to g�ve as much space as poss�ble �n wh�ch
to ga�n backward momentum when I swung off. Then I swung,
swung out and backward, backward w�th all my m�ght, and let go—at
the same t�me throw�ng myself backward as �f I �ntended to str�ke the
ground on the back of my head. The whole effort was to overcome



as much as poss�ble the pr�mary forward momentum the tra�n had
�mparted to my body. When my feet h�t the gr�t, my body was ly�ng
backward on the a�r at an angle of forty-f�ve degrees. I had reduced
the forward momentum some, for when my feet struck, I d�d not
�mmed�ately p�tch forward on my face. Instead, my body rose to the
perpend�cular and began to �ncl�ne forward. In po�nt of fact, my body
proper st�ll reta�ned much momentum, wh�le my feet, through contact
w�th the earth, had lost all the�r momentum. Th�s momentum the feet
had lost I had to supply anew by l�ft�ng them as rap�dly as I could and
runn�ng them forward �n order to keep them under my forward-
mov�ng body. The result was that my feet beat a rap�d and explos�ve
tattoo clear across the street. I d�dn't dare stop them. If I had, I'd
have p�tched forward. It was up to me to keep on go�ng.

I was an �nvoluntary project�le, worry�ng about what was on the other
s�de of the street and hop�ng that �t wouldn't be a stone wall or a
telegraph pole. And just then I h�t someth�ng. Horrors! I saw �t just
the �nstant before the d�saster—of all th�ngs, a bull, stand�ng there �n
the darkness. We went down together, roll�ng over and over; and the
automat�c process was such �n that m�serable creature that �n the
moment of �mpact he reached out and clutched me and never let go.
We were both knocked out, and he held on to a very lamb-l�ke hobo
wh�le he recovered.

If that bull had any �mag�nat�on, he must have thought me a traveller
from other worlds, the man from Mars just arr�v�ng; for �n the
darkness he hadn't seen me sw�ng from the tra�n. In fact, h�s f�rst
words were: "Where d�d you come from?" H�s next words, and
before I had t�me to answer, were: "I've a good m�nd to run you �n."
Th�s latter, I am conv�nced, was l�kew�se automat�c. He was a really
good bull at heart, for after I had told h�m a "story" and helped brush
off h�s clothes, he gave me unt�l the next fre�ght to get out of town. I
st�pulated two th�ngs: f�rst, that the fre�ght be east-bound, and
second, that �t should not be a through fre�ght w�th all doors sealed
and locked. To th�s he agreed, and thus, by the terms of the Treaty of
Br�stol, I escaped be�ng p�nched.



I remember another n�ght, �n that part of the country, when I just
m�ssed another bull. If I had h�t h�m, I'd have telescoped h�m, for I
was com�ng down from above, all holds free, w�th several other bulls
one jump beh�nd and reach�ng for me. Th�s �s how �t happened. I had
been lodg�ng �n a l�very stable �n Wash�ngton. I had a box-stall and
unnumbered horse-blankets all to myself. In return for such
sumptuous accommodat�on I took care of a str�ng of horses each
morn�ng. I m�ght have been there yet, �f �t hadn't been for the bulls.

One even�ng, about n�ne o'clock, I returned to the stable to go to
bed, and found a crap game �n full blast. It had been a market day,
and all the negroes had money. It would be well to expla�n the lay of
the land. The l�very stable faced on two streets. I entered the front,
passed through the off�ce, and came to the alley between two rows
of stalls that ran the length of the bu�ld�ng and opened out on the
other street. M�dway along th�s alley, beneath a gas-jet and between
the rows of horses, were about forty negroes. I jo�ned them as an
onlooker. I was broke and couldn't play. A coon was mak�ng passes
and not dragg�ng down. He was r�d�ng h�s luck, and w�th each pass
the total stake doubled. All k�nds of money lay on the floor. It was
fasc�nat�ng. W�th each pass, the chances �ncreased tremendously
aga�nst the coon mak�ng another pass. The exc�tement was �ntense.
And just then there came a thunder�ng smash on the b�g doors that
opened on the back street.

A few of the negroes bolted �n the oppos�te d�rect�on. I paused from
my fl�ght a moment to grab at the all k�nds of money on the floor.
Th�s wasn't theft: �t was merely custom. Every man who hadn't run
was grabb�ng. The doors crashed open and swung �n, and through
them surged a squad of bulls. We surged the other way. It was dark
�n the off�ce, and the narrow door would not perm�t all of us to pass
out to the street at the same t�me. Th�ngs became congested. A
coon took a d�ve through the w�ndow, tak�ng the sash along w�th h�m
and followed by other coons. At our rear, the bulls were na�l�ng
pr�soners. A b�g coon and myself made a dash at the door at the
same t�me. He was b�gger than I, and he p�voted me and got through
f�rst. The next �nstant a club swatted h�m on the head and he went
down l�ke a steer. Another squad of bulls was wa�t�ng outs�de for us.



They knew they couldn't stop the rush w�th the�r hands, and so they
were sw�ng�ng the�r clubs. I stumbled over the fallen coon who had
p�voted me, ducked a swat from a club, d�ved between a bull's legs,
and was free. And then how I ran! There was a lean mulatto just �n
front of me, and I took h�s pace. He knew the town better than I d�d,
and I knew that �n the way he ran lay safety. But he, on the other
hand, took me for a pursu�ng bull. He never looked around. He just
ran. My w�nd was good, and I hung on to h�s pace and nearly k�lled
h�m. In the end he stumbled weakly, went down on h�s knees, and
surrendered to me. And when he d�scovered I wasn't a bull, all that
saved me was that he d�dn't have any w�nd left �n h�m.

That was why I left Wash�ngton—not on account of the mulatto, but
on account of the bulls. I went down to the depot and caught the f�rst
bl�nd out on a Pennsylvan�a Ra�lroad express. After the tra�n got
good and under way and I noted the speed she was mak�ng, a
m�sg�v�ng smote me. Th�s was a four-track ra�lroad, and the eng�nes
took water on the fly. Hoboes had long s�nce warned me never to
r�de the f�rst bl�nd on tra�ns where the eng�nes took water on the fly.
And now let me expla�n. Between the tracks are shallow metal
troughs. As the eng�ne, at full speed, passes above, a sort of chute
drops down �nto the trough. The result �s that all the water �n the
trough rushes up the chute and f�lls the tender.

Somewhere along between Wash�ngton and Balt�more, as I sat on
the platform of the bl�nd, a f�ne spray began to f�ll the a�r. It d�d no
harm. Ah, ha, thought I; �t's all a bluff, th�s tak�ng water on the fly
be�ng bad for the bo on the f�rst bl�nd. What does th�s l�ttle spray
amount to? Then I began to marvel at the dev�ce. Th�s was
ra�lroad�ng! Talk about your pr�m�t�ve Western ra�lroad�ng—and just
then the tender f�lled up, and �t hadn't reached the end of the trough.
A t�dal wave of water poured over the back of the tender and down
upon me. I was soaked to the sk�n, as wet as �f I had fallen
overboard.

The tra�n pulled �nto Balt�more. As �s the custom �n the great Eastern
c�t�es, the ra�lroad ran beneath the level of the streets on the bottom
of a b�g "cut." As the tra�n pulled �nto the l�ghted depot, I made myself



as small as poss�ble on the bl�nd. But a ra�lroad bull saw me, and
gave chase. Two more jo�ned h�m. I was past the depot, and I ran
stra�ght on down the track. I was �n a sort of trap. On each s�de of me
rose the steep walls of the cut, and �f I ever essayed them and fa�led,
I knew that I'd sl�de back �nto the clutches of the bulls. I ran on and
on, study�ng the walls of the cut for a favorable place to cl�mb up. At
last I saw such a place. It came just after I had passed under a
br�dge that carr�ed a level street across the cut. Up the steep slope I
went, claw�ng hand and foot. The three ra�lroad bulls were claw�ng
up r�ght after me.

At the top, I found myself �n a vacant lot. On one s�de was a low wall
that separated �t from the street. There was no t�me for m�nute
�nvest�gat�on. They were at my heels. I headed for the wall and
vaulted �t. And r�ght there was where I got the surpr�se of my l�fe.
One �s used to th�nk�ng that one s�de of a wall �s just as h�gh as the
other s�de. But that wall was d�fferent. You see, the vacant lot was
much h�gher than the level of the street. On my s�de the wall was
low, but on the other s�de—well, as I came soar�ng over the top, all
holds free, �t seemed to me that I was fall�ng feet-f�rst, plump �nto an
abyss. There beneath me, on the s�dewalk, under the l�ght of a
street-lamp was a bull. I guess �t was n�ne or ten feet down to the
s�dewalk; but �n the shock of surpr�se �n m�d-a�r �t seemed tw�ce that
d�stance.

I stra�ghtened out �n the a�r and came down. At f�rst I thought I was
go�ng to land on the bull. My clothes d�d brush h�m as my feet struck
the s�dewalk w�th explos�ve �mpact. It was a wonder he d�dn't drop
dead, for he hadn't heard me com�ng. It was the man-from-Mars
stunt over aga�n. The bull d�d jump. He sh�ed away from me l�ke a
horse from an auto; and then he reached for me. I d�dn't stop to
expla�n. I left that to my pursuers, who were dropp�ng over the wall
rather g�ngerly. But I got a chase all r�ght. I ran up one street and
down another, dodged around corners, and at last got away.

After spend�ng some of the co�n I'd got from the crap game and
k�ll�ng off an hour of t�me, I came back to the ra�lroad cut, just outs�de
the l�ghts of the depot, and wa�ted for a tra�n. My blood had cooled



down, and I sh�vered m�serably, what of my wet clothes. At last a
tra�n pulled �nto the stat�on. I lay low �n the darkness, and
successfully boarded her when she pulled out, tak�ng good care th�s
t�me to make the second bl�nd. No more water on the fly �n m�ne. The
tra�n ran forty m�les to the f�rst stop. I got off �n a l�ghted depot that
was strangely fam�l�ar. I was back �n Wash�ngton. In some way,
dur�ng the exc�tement of the get-away �n Balt�more, runn�ng through
strange streets, dodg�ng and turn�ng and retrac�ng, I had got turned
around. I had taken the tra�n out the wrong way. I had lost a n�ght's
sleep, I had been soaked to the sk�n, I had been chased for my l�fe;
and for all my pa�ns I was back where I had started. Oh, no, l�fe on
The Road �s not all beer and sk�ttles. But I d�dn't go back to the l�very
stable. I had done some pretty successful grabb�ng, and I d�dn't want
to reckon up w�th the coons. So I caught the next tra�n out, and ate
my breakfast �n Balt�more.
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