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\KIILLIAM I1. of Germany is the ruler of

about fifty millions of people. A small
fraction comprises the nobility, while the great
majority are commoners, and the rest, about
one hundred thousand, are roving beggars.
Hisimperial majestyis probably well acquaimnted
with his nobles, and he thinks that he under-
stands the commoners, but the tramp who
passes his castle now and then is a foreigner
at home. Yet he is found in every city, town,
and village, and there is hardly a home in the
empire which he has not visited. He tramps
the public highways as freely and fearlessly as
the laborer, and rides on the royal railways as
boldly as a king. His business in life is to prey
upon the credulity of the charitable, and to
steal when the eye of the law is not on watch.
In spite, however, of all this publicity, but com-
paratively little is known of his real life and
character. Various books and pamphlets have
been written about him, but they have usually
been grounded on second-hand information,
as I have looked in vain for any account of
a personal study of tramp life.

Being desirous of knowing the real facts in
the case, I at first supplemented my reading
by various conversations with beggars as they
lounged around near my home in Berlin, and
occasionally invited some of the more intelli-
gent into my study, and plied them as cleverly
as possible with all sorts of questions. But
they invariably fooled me, and told the most
romantic of tales, believing, probably, that they
were what I wanted. Time after time I have
said to them, “ Oh, come now, give over this
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story-telling, and let me have something that
is really true.” But they seemed unable to
comprehend my purposes, and, true to their
national traits, it was not in them to take part
in any scheme which they could not under-
stand. How to get at what I desired was the
question. I called at the Bureau of Statistics,
hoping surely to find here carefully tabulated
statistics of vagrancy; but I was disappointed.

Dr. Berthold,! who kindly told me all he
knew, said that Pastor von Bodelschwingh was
the man who had made the best census of
trampdom, and he had claimed that there
were 200,000 arrests in Germany each year for
begging; that 100,000 of them represented
irreclaimable vagabonds, 8o,000 bona-fide
seekers of work, and the remaining 20,000 the
maximum number of reclaimable beggars. Dr.
Berthold continued: “The only way to know
the entire truth about the tramp is to live with
him. I had the intention to do this myself, but
I delayed it too long, and now I am too old.”
He was very kind, and gave me some valuable
hints, but admitted that nothing very definite
was known about the wandering beggar.

I finally decided to give up these fruitless
investigations, and to become a tramp myselfin
ordertoachieve myends. Ifelt fairly equipped
for such an undertaking, having had a two-
years’ residence in Germany, and having also
played the tramp in my own country. My
plan, however, was not to study the enforced

1 Dr Berthold is a well-known statistician, writer,

and authority on matters pertaining to German Labor
Colonjes.
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vagrant, but rather the man who wanders be-
cause he desires to, and prefers begging to
working. And in that which follows I have
attempted to describe my experiences with vol-
untary beggars only.

On April 11 I made ready for the journey.
My outfit was a close copy of the fashions
in trampdom, my clothes being both old and
easy to bear. I took no pass with me because,
in the first place, I could not get a German
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pass, and, secondly, I was anxious to find out
just what experiences an unidentified man
must go through. If I were to repeat the ex-
periment I should do differently. Having de-
cided to begin my investigations in Magde-
burg, there being various reasons why I should
not play the beggar in Berlin, I left my home
on the date mentioned, and hurried through
the streets to the railway station, where T in-
vested a few groschen in a fourth-class ticket.
My first afternoon was consequently spent in
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what very closely resembles the common
American freight-car, except that it is win-
dowed, and occasionally has planks braced
against the sides to serve as seats. The floor,
however, or a piece of baggage, is the more
customary resting-place. A ride in this miser-
able box costs two pfennigs the kilometer,
and the passengers are naturally of the lower
order of travelers, including the tramps, who
make quite as much use of fourth-class privi-
leges as our own vagrants do of the freight-
trains.

My companions on the first trip were a queer
lot. In one end of the car was a band playing
the vilest music for the few sechser (five-pfen-
nig pieces) occasionally thrown down to them.
Their only rival was a little tambourine girl,
who danced and rattled her noisy instrument
as if her life depended upon her agility, as no
doubt it did. The other travelers were mar-
ket-women, laborers, and journeymen, and a
fellow called Peasant Carl, who was more of
a tramp than anything else, in spite of the fact
that he had a trade. We were soon talking on
various subjects,and it was not difficult to lead
the conversation to the subject of tramp life.
Carl was considerably surprised to find that an
American should be ¢ auf der Walze ” (on the
road), and needed some proof ere he was con-
vinced that I was a roadster. My old clothes
and general forlorn condition were not suffi-
cient, and I was compelled to tell him quite a
story. Once satisfied on this point, he turned
out to be a good friend, and among other val-
uable facts that he generously gave me were
scraps from the German tramp vocabulary,
which he said might “ come handy,” since I
was a stranger. I found that Kwnde, or cus-
tomer, was the general word for vagrant, but
as the term vaguely covers the thousands of
traveling journeymen in the community also,
another term has been inveuted for the genu-
ine tramp, none other than Chawusseegraben-
lapesirer, or upholsterer of the highway ditches.
What could be more genuinely, deliciously
German ?

As this dialect is rather unique, and as dif-
ferent from the German language proper as
black from white, I am tempted to give a few
more words, tabulating them, for comparison’s
sake, alongside their American equivalents:

Geraan Auerican

Tramp Tramgp

English, German, Dialect. Dialect.
Bread....... Das Brod ......... Der Kramp . ... Punk,
Water. .....Das Wasser.........Der Ginsewein.........
To beg...... Betteln . .Abklappen. ... To Batter.
Towalk.....Laufen .. Tibbeln, ...... To Drill.
Policeman ... Der Schutzmann . ... Der Putz . ..... The Bull.
The Gens-

darmes sensdarmes . ........ Der Deckel ....oovvren.
Village . vas DorEs i iy L Dier-Kaff oo Jerktown.
Whisky-flask Die Schnappsflasche . Die Finne . ... TheGrowler.
{T'he} DPass-

port....... soDieElebbe s
Hunger .. ... Der Hunger......... Der Kohldampf ...... ..
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THE FOURTH-CLASS CAR.

This vocabulary will give a fair idea of the
dialect. Tt is much more complete than the
American, affording, as it does, ample means
whereby entire secrecy can be secured in pub-
lic places. It is spoken by both Handwerks-
burschen and tramps, and 1t is my opinion that
the former were not the originators, as is some-
times averred, but have rather acquired a fair
knowledge of it by associating year after year,
on the road, with beggars.

On my arrival in Magdeburg, my friend
Carl suggested that we go to Die Herberge
zur Heimath, a lodging-house somewhat above
the common grade, where we could at least
have our supper, but where I could not lodge,
having no pass. This institution must be dis-
tinguished from the ordinary Herberge, or
low-class lodging-house, and has a history
worth more than a passing paragraph. Itisa
sort of refined edition of the Salvation Army

Shelter, and was founded on religious and hu-
manitarian principles largely by the efforts of
Professor Perthes of Bonn, whose first enter-
prise of the kind, at Bonn, has been so widely
copied that at least three hundred towns of
Germany now furnish this comfortable and
respectable refuge to the traveling apprentice
or journeyman, and, if he will conform to its
usages and requirements, to the tramp also.
Entering the main room of the Heimath, I
was surprised to see Carlrap on a table and the
men sitting at the same to follow suit. 1 found
out later that this meant “ Hello,” and that the
after knock indicated “Allright.” Shakinghands
is also a customary greeting in German tramp-
dom, but hardly ever in American vagrancy.
Tramps also call one another ¢ Brother,” and
use the pronoun “thou” invariably in prefer-
ence to “you.” The inmates of the Hei-
math, I soon found, were drawn from three
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classes. Iirst, the
journey.
tramp

apprentice making his first

and usually a very stupid fellow, The
ras here also, but only, I think, to prey
upon the Handwerksbursche, for no whisky

is sold on the premises, and prayers are held
morning and evening, a custom which all true
roadsters despise. The rest were men fairly
well on in life, wt occasionally and beg
the remainder of the time. I counted alto-
gether sixteen recognized beggars (Chaussee-
grabentapezirern), but made no attempt to
make their acquaintance, having decided not
to study them in foreign quarters, but to seek
them in their real homes. For Die Herberge
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zur Heimath is not a tramps’ nest, although
some Germans think so, and as soon as 1 had
had a fair supper, for which I paid three cents,
I left with Carl for another domicile. We were
not long in finding the Herberge proper, or
perhaps improper, where life is seen in all its
dirtiest phases. Entering the common meet-
ing-room, and saluting as usual, we sat down
at a table where there were other tramps also.
I was immediately asked: “Wo kommst Du
her? Wo willst Duhin? Was hast Du fur ge-
schiift?” I answered these questions as clev-
erly as I could, and was soon deep in various
conversations. Before I had been talking long,




LIFE AMONG GERMAN TRAMPS,

I made the acquaintance of a beggar belong-
ing to the class called Kommando-Schieber.
These fellows beg usually within very small
districts, and know every house that is “good”
for a meal ora pfennig. My newly made friend
was kind enough to instruct both Carl and me
in regard to Magdeburg.

8oy

ging-letters. You can easily make quite a
stoss [haul| if you work the plan well. Still,
it ’s risky for strangers. If you 're going to
stay here long, you 'd better make friends
with the Herbergsvater., He's a pretty good
kerd [fellow], and if you let him know that
you ’ve got a little money, he’ll look out for
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HUNKTING FOR HIS PASS,

“This town is rather /e/ss [unfriendly],”
said he, “but if you look out and beg very
carefully you can get along. A great trick here
now is to tip the portier of good houses, and
thus get the pull on every flat in the building.
You 've got to look out for the Putz, though,
for if you ’re caught, you 're sure for twenty-
four hours in the Aasfen [prison]. Another
scheme that works pretty well with us fellows
who know the town is to send around beg-

you when the Putz makes his inspection now
and then. There ’s nothing, you know, like
standing in with them that ’s A/ug [clever],
and you can bet that fellowis. . . . What do
you say to a schnapps, brother?”

He had earned his drink, for he gave me a
great many hints which were necessary to suc-
cessful begging. One of them was about get-
ting a pass. “Now, if you can scrape a little
coin together,” he said, “I°ll tell you how to
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get a Flebbe that no Putz can find out
whether it ’s forged or not. You see that fel-
low over there near the window—well, he looks
like a fool, but if you can give him five marks,
he’ll get you a ‘Wanderbuch’ that Il pass you
anywhere. But don’t go at him too clumsily,
you know; take the matter easy. Nothing
like taking your time, brother, is there?” I
agreed that this was orthodox tramp doc-
trine, and determined to think the matter over,
which I did, and came to the conclusion that
I might eventually get into more trouble with
a false pass than without any. And later ex-
perience approved the decision.

SLEEFING IN A BARN.

My first night in this tramps’ nest was one I
shall never forget. I slept with an old beggar
in a bed long since given over to other lodgers,
who fought us that night as if we were French-
men. And the stench in the sleeping-room was
similar to thatin a pigsty. Any complaint, how-
ever, would have been useless, for the price paid
was only three cents, and for that sum of money
one could not expect very much. Then, too,
the host asked for no * Legitimations-Papier,”
and this was an advantage which must be set
over against most of the annoyances. Never-
theless, I was glad enough to turn out early in
the morning and look for a breakfast, which
was soon found, but thoroughly European in
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quantity. Carl continued begging even after
his breakfast, while I remained in the lodging-
house talking with some of the inmates. I was
surprised to see how fairly well dressed the
German tramp is. The men in the Herberge
were clad much more respectably than their
American confrére, and seemed to have a de-
sire to appear as decent as possible. Their in-
telligence was also very fair, every one being
able to read and write as well as cipher. This,
however, is not so surprising, for they were
by no means young. It is my opinion that
the majority of German tramps are over thirty
years ofage. There are some boys on the road,
it is true, but by no
means the number
found in American
trampdom. And I
am happy to say
that my experience
convinces me that
their treatment by
the elder men is
much more humane
than in my own
country. There is
not in the German,
either, that vicious-

ness which seems
ingrained in the
character of the

American vagrant.
The latter is a
more generous fel-
low, however, than
the German, as 1
learned by practical
experience. When
some of the tramps
returned to the Her-
berge in the after-
noon, I tried their
good fellowship by
asking several for a
sechser with which
to buy a cup of
coffee. T offered my very sore foot as an ex-
cuse for not having myself begged. But they
were not touched in the slightest. One fellow
said, “If you can’t beg your own money, why,
you ’d better get off the road, for no other
Chausseegrabentapezirer will hustle for yvou.”
An American beggar would, as a rule, have
handed me a penny, if he had it. But these
men sat drinking their beer, schnapps, and cof-
fee, utterly incapable, at least then, of a bit of
brotherly charity. They had plenty of money
too. During the day nearly every one had
begged from ninety pfennigs to one mark
twenty, while Carl returned about five o’clock
with three marks in hand.

ENGHAVED BY ROBERT VARLEY,
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“ARE YOU CLEAN?"

I think the usual wage for diligent begging
is between one mark fifty and four marks, in
addition to the three meals. Of course there
are a few who are much more successful. One
fellow at the Herberge, for instance, who had
been in England and could speak English quite
well, claimed that he begged forty marks in one
week last winter from the Americans in Dres-
den. Another vagrant told a story of a man he
had met in south Germany on the road with two
hundred marks in his pocket, which he had col-
lected in two weeks in Munich. Itis a great
amusement for the tramp off duty to figure out
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the possibilities of his calling, and to illustrate
the same with stories. There was one beggar in
the room who even kept an account of his in-
comeandexpenses. [saw therecord for March,
and found that his gains had been ninety-three
marks and a few pfennigs, not including the
meals which he had had in various kitchens
where the servants were friendly. I must say
right here, however, that such success is found
only in cities. For I sampled the charity of
the country time after time, and it is worth a
bare living only, or, as Carl was wont to say,
“(One can’t get fat on it.”
809
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We were convinced of this as soon as we had
left Magdeburg, and started afoot for Bruns-
wick. Carl begged in every village that we
passed through, but he could seldom get more
than twenty or twenty-five pfennigs, with nu-
merous slices of bread. I made no attempt
to beg money, but visited several houses and
asked for food so that my companions might
not suspect me. 1 was fairly well treated, at
least quite as charitably as I would have been in
the States, and I think that, taking the country
as a whole, the rewards of begging in Ger-
many are much higher than in either England
or America. The people seem bound to give,
although they have had beggars among them
for centuries.

My second night on the road was quite as
interesting as the first. I had stopped with Carl
and two other men inalittle village not far from
Brunswick, where there was no Herberge, and
only one inn, or Gasthais, asit was called. We
asked the woman in charge if we could lodge
for the night, but she was by no means friendly,
saying we were unclean. She told us'to go to the
barn,where we could sleep fora groschen apiece.
As there was nothing better to do, we followed
her instructions, and spent the night, which was
cold for April, on some bundles of straw. I
was fairly well repaid for this unpleasant ex-
perience by the various conversations which I
overheard. One tramp was philosophizing in
a maundering way over his life on the road,
and what first brought him there. He reasoned
that as he was born lazy, the blame should be
put on his parents, but he finally concluded that
the Schnappsflasche also had had a hand in the
business. Another companion said: ¢ Why
should I work, when I can beg more than I can
possibly earn? Nowif Ishould follow my trade
I could earn about eighteen marks a week. But
as a beggar I can beat that by ten marks. No,
brother; it is n’t all the blame of the Schnapps-
flasche that we 're on the road. I, for one, am
here because I can do better than anywhere
else. Isn’tthatso?” And he nudged me for an
answer.

“Well,” T said, “we lads on the road seem
to have more money than most laborers, but we
seldom have a decent place to lay our heads,
For instance, what sort of place is this we 're
in now ?”

“Yes, that'’s true,” he returned ; “ but then,
we ‘re never sick, always happy, and perhaps
we 're just as well off as anybody else.  You for-
get that we never work, and that ’s a great thing
inour favor. Those lads who have their homes
have to work for them, and don’t you forget it.
It ’s my opinion that the home is n’t worth the
labor.”

I think this latter opinion is quite general
in German vagrancy, and is one of its main
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causes. Liquor, however, is just as much of a
curse in Germany as anywhere else, and brings
more men into trampdom than is calculated.
The Schnappsflasche is in nearly every tramp’s
pocket, and he usually empties it twice a day.
It is a wonder to me how he can do it, for the
schnapps is almost pure alcohol, and burns the
throat terribly. Yet I found just outside of
Brunswick a female tramp, nearly sixty years
ofage, who could empty Die Finne in a single
“go,” and seemed healthy too. This woman
was the only feminine roadster I met during
the journey, and I think she is one of the very
few.

About noon of April 14 I arrived in Bruns-
wick with Carl, who was on his way to Bremen,
where he intended shipping as a coal-trimmer
for New York, if possible. He was disgusted
with Germany, he said, and felt that America
was the only place for his nervous activity.
He was somewhat surprised, however, as 1
was too, to find in Brunswick three Ameri-
can negroes who seemed to think quite the
contrary of their country. One was an “ac-
tor,” and the other two were ex-waiters, and
they were traveling about the community and
getting their living by dancing and singing in
the streets and saloons. Charley — the actor —
said : “ We 're doin’ pretty well ; have our three
squares a day, and all the booze we want. Can’t
do better than that at home.” I explained this
to Carl, as none of the negroes spoke German ;
but he could not be convinced that gold was
not lying loose in the streets of American cities.
In the afternoon his hatred of Germany was
not quite so intense, as he begged a mark and
a half in about two hours. One man that he
visited was a member of “ The Society against
Begging and Vagrancy,” and had a sign to that
effect on his gate-post ; but Carl found him, it
seems, a generous Samaritan. This interested
me considerably, for I had heard good reports
of this society and its members, as well as of its
success in fighting vagabondage. I asked sev-
eral fellows what they thought of the organi-
zation. One tramp claimed that he always
visited its members,— at least those having
signs on their gates,— for he was quite as apt
to be well treated as not. Others were drastic
in their criticisms, and said that the society
would let a man starve rather than feed him.
Carl, I think, was about right when he said
that some members of the society fed vagrants,
and some did not, and it was all according to
chance,

From Brunswick a crowd of tramps, includ-
ing myself, rode in a fourth-class car to a little
station called Peine, in the direction of Han-
over. A few of the men remained here in or-
der to take in the Verpflegung-Station until the
next day. This station, of which there are
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CHAUSSEEGRABENTAPEZIRERN,

about two thousand in Germany, is a place
where a man professing to be penniless can
have a night's lodging, together with supper
and breakfast, for a few hours’ work. I moved
on toward Hanover with fifteen other men
who were bound in the same direction. They
all had money, and no love for the Verpfiegung-
Station. We tramped along at a pace of about
five kilometers to the hour — the usual gait of

tramps when they are compelled to use the
highways. They can usually beg enough food
on the road, and thus the walking is not so dis-
agreeable, for the German roads are superb.
At one little village where we stopped for
refreshments the crowd toek the place by
storm, and the people were actually frightened
into giving us bread and meat. TItis true that
the fellows were rather violent and used threat-
811
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ening language, yet there was no need to fear
them, as they would hardly have attempted to
do any great harm. For the German tramp,
as a rule, though a great talker and “ blower,”
is a coward, after all, and when answered rather
roughly usually subsides. At the village of
Lehrte we again boarded a train, and rode into
Hanover late in the evening. Some of my com-
panions went to the Heimath, but the majority
hunted out the common Herberge, and I fol-
lowed the crowd. I was treated in the same
fashion as at Magdeburg, and was asked no
questions about a pass. There was great excite-
mentinthe Herberge overseveral little auctions,
which the tramps were conducting for their
own benefit. Some had coats, vests, and trou-
sers to sell, while others were crying the virtue
of old buttons, collars, cuffs, neckties, and even
pocket-books, the latter being found in almost
every tramp’s pocket. He finds them com-
panionable, he says, whether he has any mon-
ey or not. Several coats sold for five and ten
cents apiece, while trousers brought higher
prices. Knives were also on the market, and
fully a dozen changed hands. I was struck in
these auctions by the absence of Jews. In
fact, I met only three during the trip, and they
were extremely well dressed. I fancy that a
tramp’s life hardly offers inducements to men
of their predilections. Yet one would think
that no work and a fair reward for begging
would satisfy even their trading propensities.

The trip from Hanover to Bremen was
rather uninteresting, with only one incident
worth recording. Five tramps, including my-
self, had stopped on Easter night at one of the
large bonfires that the peasants had built, just
outside of Hanover, to commemorate the great
holiday. When we arrived they were carous-
ing most jovially, and seemed only too glad to
welcome other companions; so we all took
part, and danced around the fire, sometimes
with the peasant girls, and then again by our-
selves or singly. The peasants took no notice
of thefact that we were tramps, and shared their
sour milk and brown bread with us as if we were
their best friends. One old fellow took such
a fancy to Carl that he actually gave him a
sechser, I wassurprised tosee himacceptit, for
the old man needed it much more than he did.
This illustrates very truthfully the utter lack of
friendly consideration in the character of the
German tramp. One of the American species
would have returned the penny with thanks,
for he is a generous fellow, and can appreciate
other interests than his own. But the Chaussee-
grabentapezirer has the least tender feeling of
any beggar of my acquaintance. Even as a
boon companion he falls far below the stan-
dard, and would never be tolerated in Ameri-
can trampdom. I cannow understand why the
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great majority of German beggars in America
are compelled to remain by themselves, and to
choose companions from their own ranks. Their
selfishness bars them out of the true brother-
hood.

In Bremen poor Carl suffered a keen disap-
pointment. He found that he could not ship
as a coal-trimmer without a pass permitting
him to leave the country. I advised him to
seek work, and to earn money enough to pay his
passage to New York. His trade was not over-
crowded, and he had had a chance to labor in
nearly every town we had visited, and I knew
that he could succeed in Bremen. He finally
decided to follow my advice; but the resolu-
tion weakened him so that I fear for a week
at least he was a sorry-looking fellow. When
we separated, he said, “Auf wiedersehn in
Sheekago in 'g3.” Indeed, nearly every tramp
that I met intended to cross the ocean in'g93,
and to take part in Germany's exhibit at the
fair. Of course they have not all succeeded,
but some most certainly have. And what will
the Americans do with them? Who can tell ?

While I was sitting in the Heimath in Bre-
men, who should come in but a policeman and
a detective. They passed around among the
laborers, journeymen, and vagrants, asking a
few questions, and looking occasionally at the
men’s passes. 1 was in somewhat of a tremble,
and expected to be quizzed also. But, as luck
would have it, they passed me by, and T es-
caped a searching. They arrested one tramp,
but he was the only unfortunate I met during
my travels. I learned afterward that he was
sentenced to two days’ imprisonment. An
American beggar would have told the judge
that he could stand on his head that long, but
the German took it more seriously. From Bre-
men I decided to go south, and compare my
experiences in northern Germany with tramp
life in the vicinity of Cologne. 1 left Bremen
with seven men on the train, and traveled the
first day as far as Osnabriick, where I made
an unnecessary halt, for I found nothing new
or interesting there. There were plenty of
tramps, it is true, but they had no news to
impart, except that Osnabriick was a poor
town. One youngster could hardly say enough
against its hospitality. He claimed that he
had even begged of the clergymen, and all
that he received were “a few paltry pfennigs.”
I must admit that the boy was not far from
correct in his judgment, for I visited several
houses, and all I got was a dry piece of bread,
which was given me by an old woman wiser
than she was generous. Learning that 1 was
a foreigner, she must needs know all about my
ancestors, where I had come from, and where
I was going. And then she made me listen to
a long account of her boy in Piper City,—she
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ON THE ROAD.
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AN AUCTION,

was not sure whether it was in North or South
America,—and asked me if T had ever met
him. [ told her that T had not, and she was
nearly dumfounded. She thought that in the
States, “where there were so few people,”
everybody should know everybody else. I left
her to her surprise and chagrin.

The city of Miinster was my next stopping-
place, and a greater contrast to Osnabriick
could hardly exist. At the Herberge I learned
that the town was considered one of the best
between Hamburg and Cologne. The evi-
dence was certainly convincing, for the tramps
had all the liquor they could drink, as well as
numerous bundles of food. Two fellows were
doing a good business in exchanging their
bread and zuss? (sausage) for groschen which
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others had begged instead of something to eat.
I invested a few sechser in these wares, and
was most bountifully repaid, receiving half a
loaf of bread and two good-sized sausages for
two and a half cents of our currency. This cus-
tom is very prevalent in German trampdom,
and will illustrate the machinery of vagrancy.
Some men will beg only for food, while others
devote most of their lives to looking for money,
and in almost any Herberge, even in the Hei-
math, these two parties can be found trading as
if they were in a market. They scold, jew, and
fight one another while the trade is progressing,
but when the bargain is finished good fellow-
ship is again resumed. And the joviality in the
Herberge after the “ market” was as Dboister-
ous and companionable as if there had not
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been the slightest trouble. Even the innkeeper
took part, and danced around the room with
his guests as if he were as much of a tramp as
any of them. I think he had been a roadster
some time in his life, for he entered into the
schemes and plans as earnestly as the law
allows. Some of the men were discussing the
number of charitable families in Miinster, and
more especially those “ good” for money. One
man, in order to make good his point, enu-
merated by name the families friendly to beg-
gars. The innkeeper, not agreeing with him,
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pieces. It is ncedless to say that such a
man is invaluable to beggars. They hold him
dearer than any other member of the clan, and
pay him most liberally for his wisdom by spend-
ing nearly all of their money in his inn. This
they can afford to do, for without his infor-
mation and protection, they would encoun-
ter hardships and difficulties insurmountable.
During my stay at the Herberge, the pro-
prietor sent out as many as eight fellows to
different parts of the town, well posted and
equipped for successful begging. Three of
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gave his own census of the Miinster people,
and it was most interesting to hear from his
lips just what citizens were worth visiting
and what not. Having conducted a tramp
hotel in the city for years, he had found it to
his interests to gather and dispense information
useful to his customers. He could tell exactly
what house was “ good ” for a meal or a “hand-
out,” and could also map out the districts
sure to yield pfennigs, groschen, or half-mark

these men returned while T was still there,
having averaged three marks and a half apiece
in about five hours. If they had worked for
this length of time their wage would have
been about one mark apiece.

The journey from Miinster to Diisseldorf
is so tiresome afoot, and there is so little of
interest lying between the towns, that I made
the trip by rail, with three companions bound
for Bavaria. These men had been tramping
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around in northern Prussia for nearly two
months, and were thoroughly disgusted with
theirexperiences. Thiswas not surprising, how-
ever, for the Bavarian as well as the Saxon
tramps think there is no prosperity outside of
their own provinces, and, wander as much as
they will in foreign parts, usually return to their
own fields, feeling that they made a mistake in
leaving. Begging in these provinces is also
much more remunerative than anywhere else
in Germany. Even the religion in Bavaria fa-
vors mendicancy, and it is only necessary to
stand on a Sunday morning in front of some
church to make a very fair haul. The tramps
loaf around inthe neighborhood of the churches
and stossen (tackle) the poor Catholics as they
pass inand out, usually getting a pfennig at least.
One old roadster, thankful that he had lost a
leg in the war of 1870, was unusually success-
ful; but I heard afterward that he had been in
the city for years, and probably the people take
care of him as a sort of relic.  He was rather
clever, too, and had formed some sage opinions
on charity and poverty. “The
poor people,” he said, “are the
best friends we have. They
give ten times where the rich
man gives once.” This is an
indisputable fact.

In Cologne, where I arrived
April 21, the tramps were plan-
ning trips into southern Ger-
many, Switzerland, and the
Tyrol. I hadintended tomake
atleast one of these excursions,
but I was tired, nauseated,and
homesick. I made quick work
with the towns of Elberfeld,
Essex, Barmen, and Dort-
mund, and once settled down in Berlin, with
almanac and gazetteer before me, found I had
been 15 days“aufder Walze,"had traveled over
rooo kilometers, studied more than 70 towns
and villages, and met 341 voluntary vagrants,
all of them, however, less voluntary than I.

The German tramp, if these experiences
justify me in judging him, is a fairly intelli-
gent fellow of not more than average tramp
education, more stupid and less vicious than
his American confrére, and with the traits of
his nationality well stamped upon him. He is
cautious, suspicious to a degree, ungenerous,
but fairly just and square-dealing in the com-
pany of his fellows. He is too much of a
Bohemian to be a Social Democrat, but has
not enough patriotism to be easily fired with
enthusiasm for his Kaiser. He loves schnapps
and hates what he calls the “verdammte
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Heiligkeit” such as Die Herberge zur Heimath
seeks to cultivate. He has generally served
his three years in the army, but will dodge the
recruiting officer by skipping his country when-
ever possible, if he has not. Notwithstanding
this pervasive lack of patriotism, he has his
own dangers for the country. In the February
riots in Berlin (18¢gr1) he was outin force, not for
labor rights as against capital, but lending his
shoulder to the wheel which he fondly hoped
might turn in the direction of a general over-
throw of the existing social state and order,
In regard to the public on which the Ger-
man tramp livesand thrives, it is only necessary
to say that it is even more inanely generous
than its counterpartin the United States. With
all its groans under taxes, military and other-
wise, it nevertheless takes upon itself volunta-
rily the burden of the voluntary vagrant — the
man who will not work. This is the more
surprising when one recollects that the entire
theoretical treatment of beggars in Germany is
founded on the supposition that each one is a
bona-fide seeker of labor. The
community practically says to
the culprit: You can make use
of our Verpflegung-Stationen,
where you can work for your
lodging and meals, and have
also a half-day to search for
work, if you can identify your-
self as a seeker of labor. We
not only offer this, but also
attempt to guarantee you,
through the efforts of our phil-
anthropists, a casual refuge in
Die Herberge zur Heimath,
while you are out of work.
And if, through untoward cir-
cumstances or through your own carelessness
and weakness, you have fallen so low that the
Stationen and the Heimath cannot take you
in because your identification-papers are ir-
regular, and you appear more of a vagabond
than an unfortunate laborer, we then invite vou
into the Labor Colonies, founded also by our
philanthropists, where you can remain until
you have earned good clothes and a respec-
table name. But if we catch you begging, we
will punish you as a vagrant; consequently
yvou would do better to make use of all the
privileges we offer, and thus break no laws.
This is the theory, and I consider it a good
one. But the man who will not work passes
through these institutions as freely as the man
who will, owing to the lack of determined dis-
crimination on the part of the officers, and the
desperate cleverness of the offenders.

Josiak Flynl.



