TWO TRAMPES

his own head. When I saw her enter my room I
knew hehad turned up again. As she staggered
out,one of my men shadowed her, I was right;
Frontignac was skulking in the garden.”

All my disgust returned in an instant. I
could hardly keep my hands off him.

“ And you permit this, and let this woman
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suffer these tortures, when a word, even a look,
from you would send him —"”

“ Softly, monsieur, softly. Do I love the
cripple? Is the boy mine? Have I robbed
the bank and murdered my double? Life is
a game of chess; would you have me kick
over the board ?”

F. Hophinson Smith.

SONG  EOR THE ‘GUITAR,

GRIEVE to see these tears —

Long strangers to thine eye —
These jewels that fond years

For me could never buy.
Weep, weep, and give thy heart relief.
I grieve, but 't is not for thy grief:

Not for these tears — they were
Another’s ere they fell —
But those that never stir
The fountain where they dwell,
I 'd smile, though thou shouldst weep a sea,
Were but a single tear for me!

Robert Underwood Johnson.

TWO TRAMPS

g7 HE British tramp had long been

an object of curiosity with me.
I felt that I knew his American
cousin as well as it is possible
to know him by living with him,
and I had learned the ways of
the German Chausseegrabenta-
pezierer. Among my friends
in the university was a student of philosophy
who also regarded the English tramp with feel-
ings of interest,—so great interest, in fact, that
he was willing to make a tramp journey with
me to discover and study him He doubted
somewhat his ability to pose as an undeveloped
vagrant, but decided to try it. We suffered, I
Vor. L.—37.
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am proud to say, no diminution of our friend-
ship in this curious comradeship in a new field.

On February 28, 1893, we drew up our
agreement, and on the same day left for Ham-
burg. There we took ship for Grimsby, on a
boat carrying mainly steerage passengers. Our
fellow-travelers were twenty-two homeward-
bound sailors, an old woman, and a young
girl on her way to London to marry a man
with whom she had fallen in love by telegram.
At any rate, so she said.

We were all cooped up together in a nasty
little hole absolutely without ventilation. I
felt sorry for the women, and they, in their
kind-hearted way, said that they were sorry
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for me, “ because I looked so sick-like.” But
I anticipate a little.

While we were still lying at the dock we
had an amusing experience. Just as the gang-
plank was nearly ready to be hauled in, two
detectives came on board. I was surprised
that they had not appeared before; for it is
one of Kaiser Wilhelm’s strong points to see
that none of his young men, or ¢ dear ser-
vants,” as he calls them, get out of his domain
before they have done their duty in his army.
The sailors laughed at them, and told them
to go home ; meanwhile Ryborg and I were
supposedly asleep. That there was method in
this drowsiness I cannot deny, for Ryborg had
no really current “pass,” and we were both fear-
ful of being detained. We were finally dis-
covered, and when one of the officers asked
me if we were sailors, I rather naturally said,
“Yes,” being half asleep, and having seen that
they had not disturbed the true seamen.

The man was determined to see my pass,
however, and the long sheet of paper amused
him considerably. He called it “ Zzn mdchtiges
Ding,” and I patriotically told him he wasright,
and that itwasabout the # greatest thing” hehad
ever handled. He failed to see the point, and
poked Ryborg. Then I quaked a little, but
laughed inwardly too, when Ryborg handed
him his student’s card ; for it did seem odd to
find a student of philosophy in that miserable
den. The detective thought so too,and claimed
thathe did not exactly understand the situation.

“ Are you a sailor, a workman, an Ameri-
can, or what ? ” said the officer.

“Ich bin—ein Studierter,” gasped Ryborg.

That settled the matter. The detectives
walked off, and we were left for the following
thirty-two hours to our North Sea misery, which
was of such a character that, when we landed,
we vowed never to go to sea again.

Grimsby was uninteresting, so we went
straight on to Hull. As this was the point
where our vagabondage was properly to begin,
I soon had my eye on watch for what American
tramps call a © town bum.” I found one in a
main street, and introduced myself thus :

“I say, Jack, can you tell us where the
moochers hang out in these parts ?

“You re a Yank, are n’t ye? "’ said he.

This I acknowledged, at the same time ask-
ing, “Why ?”

“ Because I know a lot of blokes over in
your country, an’ I ’m thinkin’ o’ goin’ over
myself, How d’ ye think I ’d like it?”

“Tiptop,” I answered; “butyouknow they re
givin’ the likes of us ninety days in Chicago
now.”

« O-oh, well, p'r’aps 1’1l go over later,” was
his rejoinder ; and then he told me where the
moochers were to be found.
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“Ye see thet corner? Well, just turn thet,
and keep hoofin’ along till ye come to an alley.
Go up to the top, then down on your right to
the bottom, an’ ask roun’ there somewhere for
Blanket Row. Ye'll find all the moochers ye
want there; but look out for the Robert and
the Dee [the policeman and the detective].
They 1l give ye seven days if they catch ye
moochin’.”

We found Blanket Row all right, and, luck-
ily enough, at Number 21, a kip-house (lodg-
ing-house), or doss-house, as some call it, nick-
named “The Dog’s Home.” It looked rather
uninviting, and we gazed at it carefully before
entering. After a little consultation we made
up our minds to go in, so we walked through
a long and dirty passage, pushed open a creaky,
rickety door, and found ourselves in a smoky,
dirty hole containing about fifty moochers. I
was greeted with: “Hello, Yank! Where ’d
you come from?"”

The voice came from the fire, and I walked
over from the door, and found as miserable a
specimen of vagrancy as one often sees. I sat
down, and told him a long “ ghost-story”
(yarn), and he returned the favor in the same
coin. When he was convinced that I was one
of the fraternity, he pointed out various things
of interest,

¢ Them fires,” said he, ¢“is where you cook
your scoff [food]. You can make tea, too, any
time you like, provided, of course, you 've got
the tea. You 'll find all the pots, cans, pans,
and boilers in that corner; they b’long to the
missus, but we use them. Them cupboards over
there is where you put your grub, ef you 're
stayin’ here any time; they cost a tanner [six-
pence]apiece, but they ain’t worth hawkin’. My
stomach ’s the only cupboard I need. That
piece o’ paper on the wall’s the only sort of
picter they 've got in the place.”

I looked over at the wall, and saw upon it
a notice to the effect that smallpox was in the
district, and that persons would be vaccinated
free of charge at a place specified.

All this while Ryborg was doing his best to.
play tramp, and the stories he told, the tough
way in which he tried to tell them, the half-
and-half effects they achieved, and his general
out-of-place condition, were almost as interest-
ing to me as the real moochers. I overheard
him telling one of the men that he was “a
sailor by inclination, but a tough by tempera-
ment.”

One of the tramps had taken a fancy to
him, and was determined to be hospitable, so
he boiled a large can of tea, and made poor
Ryborg drink, drink, drink, till he had actually
taken two quarts of the beverage at one sit-
ting. He told me afterward that he had made
up his mind, if any more were offered him, to
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pour it into his pocket, and trust to luck not
to get caught.

The Dog's Home in the second story con-
sisted principally of beds. The price of each
is threepence a night, and this is the common
price all over Great Britain, except in the so-
called « Models,” where a penny more is
charged simply for the very deceitful name.
I am sorry to say that the house was not much
cleaner in the second story than in the first, if
the tramps told us the truth. They all agreed
in saying that the place was ¢ crummy ” (in-
fested with vermin),consequently we decided to
sleep elsewhere; for we wanted a good night's
rest, and there was nothing especially to be
gained by staying there.

We lived in the “ Home” in the daytime,
however, and were on the watch for everything
of interest. As for the ““ sweet charity ” of Hull,
I learned that most of the moochers were sat-
isfied when they could beg a “bob” (shilling) a
day besides “scoff,” and some seemed happy on
fourpence a day. The old men and the young
boysseemed mostsuccessful in begging. There
were vagrants of middle age, and some much
younger, who did fairly well; but they lacked
the determined spirit of the grandfathers and
the “kids.” T had noticed this before in Amer-
ica, and suppose it is because the very old and
the very young tramps realize that they must
rely on their begging for subsistence, while the
vagrants of twenty-five and thirty know that
they have an alternative in work when luck
goes against them, and are consequently less
in earnest.

My companion and I, being somewhat better
dressed than most of the lodgers, were objects
of considerable interest. Our hats, peculiarly
American in style, were the main curiosities.
They proclaimed our nationality wherever we
went. Neverinmy life have I been so bothered
with stares. One day I took off my hat in a
small crowd of people, and asked a bystander
if he saw anything cruel about it. He admitted
that he did not; but still the citizens of Hull
guyed me unmercifully, and, for that matter, so
did their countrymen elsewhere.

I had been accustomed in America to dress
fairly well when tramping, and the very clothes
1 was wearing in England had seen service at
home and in Germany also; therefore I was
quite unprepared for their comical reception
by the British. There was only one man in the
Dog’s Home who appreciated our style, and
he was a countryman not so very long out of
America. He was a most interesting fellow;
had been both workman and tramp at home;
but one day bade good-by to Hartford, Con-
necticut, and decided to go abroad. He came
to Glasgow on a cattle-ship, expecting to get
a return pass on his arrival, but was deceived,
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and put ashore with only four shillings in his
pocket. Naturally he was angry, and made up
hismind to see Scotland, England, and Wales at
the expense of Scotchmen, Englishmen, and
Welshmen. Itwas certainlya courageous thing
to do,if not amoral one; and perhaps it was not
so very wicked, for his one ambition seemed to
be to see the Tower of London. He had been
on tramp about two months, had had some in-
teresting experiences, and had become some-
what opinionated. Hearingthathe had been in
Scotland, I was interested to know whether he
liked the country, and had learned any of the
tramp dialect that one might need there.
“To tell the trute, mate,” he said, “ I was
too drunk. You see, I got hold of a fellow in
Glasgow who had some boodle, and we
chummed it together till the boodle was gone ;
and the only thing I can tell you about Glas-
gow or Edinburgh is that they 've got a fine
pile of stone in Edinburgh, right in the main
street, to the memory of that story-writer —
you know his name — what is it?”
I suggested ¢ Scott,” and he went on:
“Yes; that’s it — Scott. Well, since I 've
been out of Scotland I 've had some hard
times, and I ’d 'a’ been in Ameriky long agoif I
had n’t pawned my rubber boots. I tell you,
Jack, I’d rutherbe lynched in our country than
dieanatural death overhere; and asfor mooch-
in" and lodgin’, why, I can beg in five minutes
in New York more money than I can here in
a day. Asitis, I 'm a little bit of a wonder to
some of these fellows, because I 'm so dead
struck on havin’ the pleasures of life. I look
for ’em till I get’em, you know, and so fur I ’ve
had my bob a day, besides chuck. And that’s
more than some of these blasted gay-cats can
say. Did you ever in your life see such badly
faked bums ? They make me think of prehis-
toric gorillas, Half the time only a few parts
of their bodies are covered in, and yet they
think they can batter more when togged that
way. How's that for bein’ bug-house [crazy],
eh? Oh, well, you can laugh all you want to;
but by the time you ’'ve seen two per cent. of
what I 've seen, you 'll say, ¢ Thet Yank war n’t
fur from bein’ right.’” He promised to have
another talk with me at the World’s Fair.
The fellow was correct about the clothes and
thefilthiness of the Englishmoocher. Generally
he dresses in a way that in America would be
thoughtindecent and in Germany criminal. He
is too lazy to clean up, if he had the chance,
and harbors vermin as if he liked them. Itis
not surprising that lodging-houses are so un-
clean; for if the proprietors of these places
should admit only decent tramps, their houses
would be left without occupants in a very short
time. This is not an attractive theme, but it 1s
one for the sociologist to treat; for I am con-
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vinced that when a man becomes callous in re-
gard to filth, his reformation will be far to seek.
And there is nothing that can make a purely
temporary vagrant a thoroughgoing voluntary
one so surely as the inability to keep himself
clean in person.

One little incident in the Dog’s Home is
worth. telling, for it illustrates a trait that is in-
ternational among tramps. A “kid” hadin some
way offended an older moocher, and the man
was on the point of striking him, when the Hart-
ford tramp stepped forward and said, ¢ You
would n’t hit a kid, would you?”

The man started back and answered, ¢ Well,
I ort n’ to, I know ; but he plagued me like a
reg’lar little divil.”

That is a trait in trampdom, and even among
criminals, that I have noticed wherever I have
been. My own case illustrates it also. I am
somewhat smaller than the average man, and
I have no doubt that I have often enough of-
fended some of my cronies; but never in all my
experience have I had a real row or been struck
by a tramp. I remember once quarreling just
a little with a vagabond until I became very
hot-headed. I was preparing boldly for action,
when the great, burly fellow said:

“I say, Cigarette, if ye 're a-goin’ ter fight,
I 'm a-goin’ ter run.” Such sentiment is fine
anywhere, and doubly fine when found, as it is
50 often, in the lowest and meanest life I know
of —the life of the vagrant beggar,

From Hull Ryborg and I walked to York,
visiting nearly every kip-house on the way, as
this place is the best for studying English
moochers. In the kip at Beverley we learned
that Mr. Gladstone 1s always good for a bob
—a statement that I very much doubt; for
if it were widely known, the Grand Old Man
would before this have gone to the workhouse,
so numerous are English beggars. Another
story told there was that of the “hawker
tramp.” He had a little girl with him, and the
two evidently did a very fair business.

“We 've just come from Edinbro,” said the
old man, “and altogether we ain’t done bad;
but we 'd been nowhere 'thout the bible.! You
see, now’days in England, to beg much of a
swag a feller has got to have some sort of
a gag, and the hawkin’ gag is as good as any.
We ’ve had shoe-strings, pencils, buttons, and
lots of other things in stock; but all the good
they 've done us, and all the good they do any
moocher, is to get him into a house or pub with
a good excuse. When he’s once in, he can beg
good enough ; and if Robert comes along, he
can claim that he ’s simply peddlin’. See?
Besides, I ’ve got a license, in order to be
safe; it only costs five bob, an’ is well worth

1 The bible is tramp slang for the hawker’s little
parcel of things which he is supposed to peddle.
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havin’. If you 're goin’ to beg much in these
parts, you ’'d better git one, too.”

This is the ¢ hawkin’ gag,” and very popular
it is too. In America it has almost exhausted
itself, with all the other peddling tricks, ex-
cepting always the “mush fakir,” or umbrella
peddler and mender, and the “fawny man,” or
hawker of spurious jewelry. In England sim-
ple and artistic begging is by no means so well
done asin America. The English moocher has
to resort to his “ gag,” and his ¢ lurks " are al-
most innumerable. One day he is a “ shallow
cove” or “shivering Jimmy”; another he is a
“crocus ” (sham doctor) : but not very often is
he a successful mendicant pure and simple.
He begs all the time, to be sure, but continually
relies on some trick or other for success.

OnarrivingatYork,we went atonce to Warm-
gate, the kip-house district, and picked out
the filthiest one we could find. The inmates
were principally in pairs: each moocher had
his Judy (wife), and each little kid had his little
Moll (sister). These children are the very oft-
spring of the road, and they remind me very
much of monkeys. Yet one has to feel sorry
for them, since they did not ask for life, and yet
are compelled to see its meanest and dirtiest
side. Their mothers love them, when they are
not drunk; and when they are, their fathershave
to play mothers, if they are not drunk them-
selves. Never in my life have I seen a more
serio-comic situation than in that York kip-
house, where two tramps were rocking their
babies to sleep. Moochers—Bohemians of the
Bohemians — fondling their babies! I should
far sooner have looked for a New York hobo
in clergyman’s robes. But tramping with chil-
dren and babies is a fad in English vaga-
bondage.

From this I turned to listen to a very domes-
tic confab between a Judy and her mate. She
hadjustwashedher face, andmade herselfreally
pretty. Then she sat down on a bench close to
her man, and began to pet him. This bit of dis-
course followed :

“Just go and get a shave now, Jim. I'l
give ye a wing [penny], if ye will, for the doin’
0! ’t.”

“Bah! What's the matter uv my phiz, any-
how ? "

“ Naw; ye doan’t look purty. I can’t love
ye thet way.”

“Blast yer love, anyhow!
a-naggin’ all the time.”

¢ Please, now, git a scrape. I ’m all washed
up. Ye mought look as decent as I do.”

“Lemme alone; I’'m on the brain [I'm
thinking].”

“Well, ye mought have me on the brain a
little more than ye do. Didn’t I git ye out o’
bein’ pinched the other day ? ”

Doan't keep
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He looked at her, relented, patted her head,
and went for a shave.

The surprise to me in all this was the genu-
ine wifeliness of that Judy. She was probably
as degraded as womankind ever gets to be, and
yet she had enough humanity in her to be
really in love,

Just a word here as to tramp companionship
in England. Among the men, although one
now and thensees “mates,” he more often meets
the male vagabonds alone, so far as other men
are concerned. Women, too, do not often ally
themselves with other women. But betweenthe
sexes partnership is common; though seldom
long-lived, itis very friendly while it lasts. The
woman is practically the slave of the man; he
is the supposed breadwinner, but the Judy does
more than her share of the begging all the
while.

We went by rail from York to Durham, for
there was little of interest to be found between
the two points. Everywhere it was the cities far
more than the country that furnished the most
amusing and instructive sights. On the train
arather pleasant-looking man, overhearing our
conversation, asked Ryborg who we were.

“You 'll excuse me,” said he, “but your in-
telligence does seem a little more valuable than
your clothes ; and would you mind telling me
what you are doing in England ? ”

As he seemed a candid sort of fellow, Ry-
borg began very frankly to tell him our mission,
and I took up the story when he was tired.
It was difficult for the stranger to express his
astonishment. “What!” said he. “Do you
mean tosay that you’ve left good homes behind
you,and are over here simply to study tramps ?
What good will it ever do you?”

“Well,” said Ryborg, “it’s one way of seek-
ing the truth.”

“1 declare, you ’'re the rummest pair of fel-
lows I ’ve ever seen,” he returned; and he
looked after us curiously as we got off the
train at Durham.

Here we gave the vagabonds a wide berth,
on account of smallpox. Three tramps had
been taken out of a kip-house that very day;
so after a night's rest we moved on to New-
castle, stopping for a few hours on the way
at the dirtiest kip that we found in England.
One of the inmates, a powerful poser as a bully,
was terrorizing an old man.

“1 say, granddad, get me a light, will you?
Be sharp, now!”

OLp Man: “I’'m too rheumatizin'-like.
Caan’t ye get it yerself? ”

Burry: “ Naw, I caan't.
get it. Hustle, now!”

Orp Man: “I shaa’n’t do it. I ain’t yer
Hi Tittle Ti-Ti, an’ I waant yer to rec’lect it,
too.”

I waant you to
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Burry: “See here, pop; what date is to-
day?”

Orp MaAN: ¢ Fifth of March.”

Burry: “Well, pop, just twelve months
ago to-day I killed a man. So look out!”

The old man brought the light.

Newecastle, from the vagabond’s point of
view, exists principally in Pilgrim street. I
visited three kips there, saw eighty-four new
faces, and learned something about the wages
of beggars in England. Four moochers gave
me the information. They were quarreling at
the time. Number One was saying: “It’s a
lie. I°’d git off the road in a minute ef I could
only beg what you say I can. EfI hustle I can
git four bob a day, and I ’m willin’ to fight that
I can, too.”

Number Two said: ¢ You never mooched
four bob in your life; you knaw you 're happy
when you git ten wing a day. I ’'m the only
moocher in this ’ouse, an’ I want you to knaw
it. I beg 'xac’ly five bob in eight hours; an’
if T begged twenty-four hours, 'ow much 'd
that be?”

Number Three here putin: ¢ Tired legs an’
'n empty stomach.”

Number Four: “Keep still, ye bloomin’
idjits!”

None of them could beg over two bob a
day, and they knew it. There are beggars in
England who can average nearly half a sov-
ereign a day, but they are by no means numer-
ous. The most of them are able to get about
eighteen pence or two shillings; that is all.
QOur Newcastle friends told us that the road
between there and Edinburgh was not a. profit-
able one. They claimed that the people were
too ¢ clanny-like,” meaning too stingy. The
Durham district they called the “bread and
cheese caounty,” while Yorkshire was the ¢ pie
and cake neighborhood.” Accordingly we took
ship for Leith.

A fellow-passenger, half Hoosier and half
criminal, made up his mind that I was a
crooked man. “Don’t come near me,” he said ;
“you re a pickpocket, an’ I can feel it.”

I said, “ How can you tell ?”

“ By your hand-shake, and the cut of your

hiz.”
.p And throughout the trip he continued to re-
gard me as a species of bogy-man, while Ry-
borg he considered a most reputable traveler,
So he was and is; but he made some of his
most criminal faces on that same voyage, never-
theless. One of them, I particularly remem-
Dber, seemed to say, I can’t eat,can't sleep,
can’t do anything”; and his under lip would
fall in a most genuine manner. He was often
eloquent in his representations of my ability
to pose as a tramp; but I am sure that no-
thing I can do would so quickly throw even
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the vigilant off the track as that face of my
companion,

We went into Scotland without any preju-
dice; but we had scarcely been in Edinburgh
three hours when an English roadster tried to
make me believe terrible things of the “Scot-
ties,” as he called the Scotch tramps. “The
Scotties are good enough to mooch with,”
said he, “an’ ain’t bad people in some ways
till they 're drunk; an’ then they 're enough
to make a cat sick. Why, Yank, they can’t
talk about anything then but Bobbie Burns.
It ’'s Bobbie did this, an’ Bobbie did that, till
you 'd think the sun did n't rise an’ set on
anybody else. I wish the feller had n't ever
lived.” The poor man had evidently never
read Bobbie’s ¢ Jolly Beggars”; for if he had
he would have long since made a pilgrimage
to Ayr.

Edinburgh can almost be reckoned as one
of the best mooching-towns in Great Britain,
and if I were a beggar casting about for a life
residence, I think I should select this beau-
tiful city, and that from my own personal
experience. There is something deliciously
credulous in the true citizen, and the univer-
sity makes it a specially good place for clothes.
Qur first meal in the town we found at a
“refuge” in High street. We paid a penny
a piece for a quart of good thick soup and
half a loaf of bread. It was the largest quan-
tity of food I have ever had for so little money ;
but it should be remembered that it was a
charity. Cheap-restaurant living, in both Scot-
land and England, is more of a theory than a
reality. For twopence I have had a dinner
at a Herberge in Germany that I could not
get in Great Britain for five; and for ten cents
I have had Zable d’héte with four courses in
Chicago that I could not get in London for a
shilling.

The cheapest restaurants that I know of in
the United Kingdom are the cocoa-rooms;
but a tramp can live three times as cheaply
in the kip-house, if he cooks his own food.
Tramps fully realize this, and it is seldom that
they go near a cocoa-room. One old moocher
said to me, when I questioned him on the sub-
jeet, “I’ve beenin them places time and again,
but I never get my stomach’s worth in them”—
a statement to which I can add my own similar
testimony.

When traveling from Edinburgh to Glasgow,
the tramp has two routes—one by way of Bath-
gate, the other by way of Linlithgow. Neither
of them is a good begging highway. Thepeople
along the road are, as the German tramp would
say, “ausgepumpl.” Nevertheless, it must be
traveled afoot, for railway fares in Great Britain
are much too high for the beggar’s purse.

Ryborg and I determined this time to sep-
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arate, he going through Bathgate, and I by
way of Linlithgow. In this way we covered
more ground, and at the same time Ryborg
had the desired opportunity to play the tramp
alone. His argument for the experiment ran
in this wise: “ To save my life, I don’t seem
to be able to talk with these beggars more than
two minutes at a time, and I ’m really afraid
that I am spoiling your scheme. You see, if
they discover that I am not what I pretend
to be, our work is in danger; so 1’1l try this
trip alone, and see if I can’t get a little more
into the tramp spirit.” We promised to find
each other in front of the general post-office in
Glasgow.

On the whole journey I found but one in-
teresting moocher, and that a moocheress. She
traveled my way for about two hours, and as
she smoked my cigarettes she gave me a little
of her biography. She had lived just fifty
years, did not know when she entered tramp-
dom, had no recollection of her parents, and
believed mainly in “booze,” as she called it.
She prided herself on being a fighting woman,
as do a great many of the English Judies.

“Why, I 'm a reglar Charley Mitchell,”
said she, “when I want to be.”

“Would n’t you rather be a John L. Sulli-
van?” said I, to test her patriotism.

¢ Oh, yes, ef I wuz Amerikin ; but I 'm Eng-
lish—1I ’m patriotic, I am.”

“Then,” said I, “ you would n’t want to be
Lackie Thompson.”

“D’ ye want t’ insult me ? ”’ said she. “Naw;
I would n’ be anything Scot-like.”

“ How is it, Judy, that you are in Scotland,
then?”

“Oh, I ’m just lookin’ fer me mate. I lost
him in Edinburgh, an’ ’s soon ’s I find him,
I ’m goin’ back to England.” Just before 1
left her she said: “ Tell me how you draw thet
smoke in. I’ve heard thet it’s real good; but
how d’ ye do it?”

I told her how to inhale the smoke of a
cigarette. She tried it, choked, and promised
herself by all the gods of her poor heaven
never to try it again. English Judies are great
smokers, but they use clay pipes, as a rule.

Glasgow is the best kip town that we found
anywhere. Its lodging-houses are known ev-
erywhere, and as soon as I was well within
the city I asked for a ¢ Burns Home.” There
are several of these in Glasgow, all belonging
to Mr. Robert Burns, who was once a working-
man, but is now a wealthy proprietor. He built
his homes mainly to make money, but also to
furnish poor workmen a cheap and fairly re-
spectable sleeping-place. I stayed at the Wat-
son Street Home, and although there were a
good many workmen in the place, there were
also numerous vagabonds, In the “sitting-
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room” there must have been about a hundred
and fifty people, and some of them had been
loafing around Glasgow for months. I made
friends with one of these old residents, and he
did me some good service. He had been in
America, had been well treated there, he said,
and so wanted to treat me well. I asked him
about the industrial intentions of the lodgers
at the “ home.”

“Well,” said he, “it ’s hard to tell about all
of them. Some of these fellows sit in this room
from morning till night, and never are seen to
beg a copper; yet they live, too. Others do
a little work now and then as ¢ sandwich-men,’
and other little jobs, while there ’s a few of us
do nothing but beg.”

“Is Glasgow a good town for moochin’? "
I asked.

«“Well, that depends onthemoocher. There’s
enough charity here, and some to spare, if
you know how to look for it. I never get over
half a crown a day, but I can tell you a dozen
places where you can get your dinner. Scoff ’s
always more plenty than money.”

“1) ye mind tellin’ what ’s the main gag
in Glasgow, just now, for raisin’ money?” I
queried still further.

« Well, I think gettin’ vaccinated ’s about
the best thing goin’, unless it ’s bankin’.”

¢ What ’s that? ”

“Well, you see, smallpox ’s on the boards;
the people are scared; bums are likeliest to
get the sickness; so it ’s been arranged that
any man who will get himself vaccinated can
have a week’s kip free. Some blokes 've been
jagged [vaccinated] two or three times.”

This same vagabond did me another good
turn down near the docks. We were walking
along a street when three town tramps came
along, and guyed my hat. My companion
noticed it, and as I had told him that I had
been considerably martyrized in this way be-
fore, he turned round sharply on the guyers,
and thundered out :

«Who 're yer lookin’ at? Ef ye ’re tryin’ to
guy this Yank, you 'd better stop. Ef ye don’t,
there Il be a fight.” :

I said, ¢ Let’s run, if you really mean that.”

“ Not much! I'm English, ye know; and
I can kneck out any Scotchman that comes
around, and I ’m in the mood for 't right now.”

The town bums took him at his word, and
left. Isaid to him, “ You English fellows seem
to have things pretty much your own way
here.”

“Yes,” he answered; “we English fellers
know how to bluff. We ’ve been bluffing the
world now for a good many years.”

“ You forget the United States,” I could not
help interjecting.

“ Beg pardon, Yank; beg pardon!”
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Ryborg and I met at the post-office, accord-
ing to agreement, He had met so few tramps
along the way that he was still in doubt as to
his abilities. He remained courageous, how-
ever, and I proposed a trip to Dublin. This
meant Irish Sea, no appetite, and general ill
health. But off we sailed to see Ireland. We
stayed nine hours, and then sailed back to
Liverpool. On the way I saw more of Ireland
in a dear old Biddy than I did in Dublin. She
claimed that she saw Ireland in me also—a
discernment truly penetrating, considering that
the Irish in me died out about two hundred
}-"Eal'S 2180,

In Liverpool our tramp work began again
in good earnest, and I was fortunate in meeting
there an old friend — Manchester Charlie. We
went around the Horn® together a few years
ago, and got very well acquainted, as tramps
will on long journeys; but we did not expect
to meet next in Liverpool, though I knew Char-
lie had left the States for London. He seemed
glad to see me, and yet a little ashamed of me,
too. My shoes were rather played out, and in
other respects, also, I was somewhat below the
American tramp grade. Charlie noticed this,
and his first greeting was, “ Shall I get you a
new pair of shoes?” I explained the situation
as best I could, but Charlie could not under-
stand how I could “lower myself so.” I told
him that I was certainly better dressed than
most of the tramps I had met along the road,
whereat he laughed most scornfully.

“ Why, Cig,” he said, ¢ the fellers you 've
been bummin’ with are nothin’ but skugees [a
species of gay-cat]. You have n’t seen a first-
class hobo yet, I 1l bet.”

That was true, if one takes the American
hobo as the standard, and I admitted it. Then
he introduced three of his companions, saying :
“ Here are some of the real article.”

They were very clever-appearing vagabonds,
andvery well dressed, too. I acknowledgedtheir
vast superiority as politely as I was able to do,
and asked Charlie how it had come about that
I had so missed the genuine beggars, as I had
all the while been on the lookout for them.

Charlie said: “ The fact is, there arenot many
of us in England. Up at London you 'll find
more than ahywhere else, but we ain’tanywhere
near as strong as you fellers in the States.”

“Why is this? You certainly ought to be,”
I returned.

«Well,” he replied,  this is how it is. The
countryis full of these half-and-half bums. They
goeverywhere,and the people get tired of them;

1The Horn is a bit of railway in Towa, extending
from Red Oak southward for about twenty miles, then
northwest for twenty more, It is used principally for
long trains, as the main line from Red Oak to Pacific
Junction is too hilly.
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so when a really sharp moocher comes along,
he has to run his chance of bein’ classed with
them chaps — that is, if he begs at houses. If
he does as I do,— sends letters of introduction,
— his luck will probably be better. Here in
Liverpool, for instance, we do fairly well at the
letter racket ; but we could never make a livin’
at all, if we had to batter the way most beg-
gars do.”

Later in the day Charlie explained matters
more fully, and it turned out, as I expected, that
he did “ crooked work ” also, both he and his
comrades. I said to him at parting: ¢ I could
succeed in England, too, if I wantéd to do
that sort of business; but that is n't legitimate
mooching.”

“It all depends,” he answered. “A tramp
ought to do anything he can, and there ’s no
feller so able to dodge the Dee as a bum if he
plays the beggar and is a crook besides.”

This is a fact; but still it is not true hoboing
or mooching, this being a beggar only in ap-
pearance. Some men do it constantly, I know ;
but the real tramp, wherever he is found, will
rarely go into anything outside of begging and
cheating. Thieving he leaves to more experi-
enced hands.

Liverpool fairly swarms with the lowest class
of tramps, and we many times voted Manches-
ter Charlie’s testimony correct. They live off
any one they can capture, even “ visiting breth-
ren,” and are cordially hated by them.

We planned two separate journeys to Lon-
don, after the mannerof ourlast tripin Scotland.
Ryborg was to take his way through Crewe,
Birmingham, Warwick, and Oxford ; I was to
visit Chester, Shrewsbury, Hereford, Bristol,
and Bath. We were to meet at the end of a
week in Reading, and journey on to London
together. My experiences on the way were very
common. I saw only arepetition of what I had
become familiar with in the other parts of Eng-
land : “ prehistoric gorillas,” a few rather clever
beggars, about twenty kip-houses, and more
than two hundred vagrants. Nearly half of
them, however, were seeking work. Two nights
I slept in straw-stacks, and each time I had
fully a dozen companions. They called them-
selves “free dossers,” and in one way they
were rather amusing—in fact, a new species
of tramp: they were determined not to spend
a copper of what they begged.

It seems that this sort of fellows start out
from London early in the spring, and “batter”
all summer, Inthe autumn they return to Lon-
don with their “swag,” and spend the winter
in some comfort. On their travels they either
beg what they need or go without. Ifthey can-
not beg a lodging, they sleep in barns, brick-
yards, and straw-stacks; and from early in
March till late in September they do not squan-
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der a single halfpenny that comes in their way.
I had never before met this variety of tramp,
and I doubt very much whether they would
be allowed to associate with the real American
hobos ; for the true tramp likes more generosity
among his fellows, and when he meets a stingy
brother he is likely to give him a wide berth.

Once in Reading, Ryborg and I met at the
appointed corner, and he gave the following
account of himself:

“In the first place, I had a mean road, and
saw but few vagabonds. I had only three ex-
periences. The first was not far from Crewe, I
was practising to become a beggar, and I tried
to smoke a pipe. For a while I made out very
well,and accomplished alotofsmoke. Ithought
I should get on well now in kip-houses. But
the second pipe played me a mean trick. I felt
bad all over,and staggered along the road most
unbecomingly for either a gentleman or a beg-
gar. I gaveitup. My second experience was
with a crazy tramp. He traveled with me for
nearly an hour, and I could find nothing inter-
esting in him except his habit of wetting his
middle finger and rubbing it on'his cheek-bone.
Thishe did constantly; but though I questioned
him carefully, I could get nothing out of him.
Finally he got angry with me, and leaned up
against a fence till I left him. My last ad-
venture happened when a workman gave me
fivepence. He thought I was an honest and
unfortunate laborer, and after we had talked
awhile he handed me the money, saying very
politely, ¢ Perhaps this will help you on your
travels.””

Our first night in London was spent in a
German Herbergein the East End. The second
night we slept in a Salvation Army “shelter ”
in Whitechapel Road. Atthislastplace wepaid
twopence each for our bed —boxes I should
say. They look like coffins with no bottoms
except the floor. Yet they are comfortable
enough, considering the price. The blankets
are of leather, and if a man keeps his clothes on
he can sleep warmly enough. On entering the
“shelter,” we went to the rear of the building,
where some of the lodgers were smoking their
pipes and recounting their day’s experiences.
Everything was as orderly as possible, although
many of the men were out-and-out vagabonds.
I devoted myself to an old man who had a
very bad cough. He spoke kindly of the Sal-
vation Army, and had only one complaint to
make.

“These Salvationers,” said he, “forget one
thing : they forget that'we men are tired. In
the meetings they want us to sing ’s loud ’s ef
we 'd just got out of bed. They say, ¢ Come on,
men ; sing away, be happy—sing now!’ But
how ’s a man goin’ to sing after he ’s mooched
and walked all day, I should like to know ? I
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ain’t no enemy of the Salvationers, but I wish
they ’d remember that we get fagged out.”

Ryborg and I went into the meeting, and
as long as I live I shall never forget the sin-
cerity of its leaders. They were not especially
wise or delicate, but they were in earnest all
over. One of the “soldiers” handed us hymn-
books, and said, ¢ Cheer up, men; better times
a-comin’ ”; and the entire spirit of the meeting
was of the same good-fellowship. I felt then
what I had felt often before, that the Salva-
tion Army, in spite of its many mistakes, is, af-
ter all, one of the most consistent agencies for
the betterment of the class it seeks to uplift.
The leaders of this meeting believed in their
hearts that we should be “lost” unless some-
thing interposed to “save” us, and they were
determined to save us if they could. In other
words, the Salvation Army actually believes in
hell, and is ¢ hustling ” to keep men out of it.

We went to bed about ten o’clock, but I
slept very little. The lodgers coughed nearly
all night, and it was impossible to rest in such
a racket; but as some of the men said, it was
better than sleeping out.

The next two nights of our stay as tramps in
London were spent in the Notting Hill casual
ward, or “spike,” as it is called in tramp par-
lance. There are twenty-four of these wards in
London, and they are also well scattered over
England at large. Their object is to afford
wanderers a place where they can get food and
lodging for a night or two by earning it. The
usual work required is stone-breaking and oak-
um-picking. We had delayed visiting these
places until we should arrive in London, as
they are all very much alike, and we cared for
only one experience of their hospitality. As I
knew that this Notting Hill ward is consid-
ered one of the best in all England, we went
there. Two years before I had visited this ward
as a “gentleman.” I had a letter from the
president of the Board of Guardians, and I
was treated most kindly. But on this March
20, 1893, I went as a tramp, and, as was to be
expected, my treatment was entirely different.

We appeared at the door of the ward about
half-past seven in the evening. A little window
was raised, and I stepped forward to state my
business. Unconsciously I leaned against the
sillof the window, which offended the inspector
in charge considerably.

“ What 's your name ? " he thundered. Still
leaning on the sill, T gave him my name hon-
estly enough. He then remarked to some per-
son inside that we were not accustomed to such
places, evidently, and called out, ““Stand back,
will you!” Back I stood. He cried out again,
“Take off your hat!” My hat came off in-
stanter. Still again: “ You come in here as if
you was a meeleeonary. You 're not; you 're
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a casual.” I was as meek as could well be.
Ryborg was itching to grab the inspector with
his long arms. The next question was as to
where we had slept the night before.

“« Straw-stack,” I replied.

‘ None of your impudence ! Yousleptout —
why don’t you say so? Have you got any
money ?”

¢« A ha’penny, sir.”

“ Hand it in!” In it went. Then I had to
tell my trade, which was that of a sailor; and
naturally the next question was as to where I
was bound.

“To Ameriky, sir, if I can ever get there.”

“You 're goin’ to tramp it, are n’t you? "

“Yes, sir; that’s my intention ; ” but for the
life of me I could not see how I was to reach
America that way. I was so frightened that I
would have told him anything he wanted.

Whenhe wasthrough with us,a kind-hearted
attendant took us in hand, gave us some gruel
and bread, a bath, clean night-shirts, and then
a cell apiece, in which we slept very well,

As there were only four inmates that morn-
ing, we were needed for the cleaning up, and
so escaped stone-breaking, which I dreaded
exceedingly, and were put at various light
occupations—or rather I was, Ryborg was
the victim of his strength. Our breakfast con-
sisted of the same dish as our supper of the
night before. 1 was soon busy as general fire-
man, scrubber, knife-cleaner, coal-carrier, dish-
washer, and helper of my sister-sufferer, Mrs.
Murphy, as she washed her task of towels and
shirts. At noon we had pea-soup and bread.
I enjoyed it, but Ryborg did not. The poor
fellow was feeling badly; he had had to scrub
nearly twenty cells, and the bending over in-
cident to such a feat had nearly broken his
back. At dinner he said plaintively, ¢ Flynt, I
want to go home.” “Sodo I,” Ireplied; “but
I fancy we 're wanted here till to-morrow morn-
ing.” This proved to be the case; but he felt
better in the afternoon, and got through com-
fortably, wheeling nearly a ton of stone from
some of the cells to the general pile. He earned
his “keep,” if ever any poor prisoner did,

I fear I was more shiftless, for about the mid-
dle of the afternoon the attendant who was
with me at the furnace said: “ You might as
well rest; just keep your eye on the fires,
that’s all.” It was kind of him; and as 1 had
at least earned my pea-soup and gruel, I took
his advice. He was kinder to me, I think, be-
cause I gave him a corn-cob pipe which he
had had to take away from me the night be-
fore. During the day he had asked me several
questions about it, and I said, “ It’s a very de-
cent sort of pipe — coolin’-like, you know.”

“ Does n't Mark Twain always smoke one
o’ them pipes ? ” said he.
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¢ Blest if I know,” said I; “but I can well
think it.”

“I’m a great friend of Mark Twain,” he
pursued; “an’ I 'm a-thinkin’ o’ gettin’ one o’
them pipes, jest out of respect for him.”

“ Well,” said I, “ permit me, in the name
of your respect, to present you with my pipe ;
besides, you 've got it, anyhow.” He thanked
me profusely, and promised to keep it forever.
Later in the day he reported it to be just as I
had said, ¢ Sort o’ coolin’-like.” And hewasa
good friend to me all the rest of my stay in the
Notting Hill station.

On Wednesday morning we were turned
loose with our two ha’pennies. We were both
so happy that we decided to get off the road
that very day.

We had been tramps for three weeks,and had
walked most of this time fully fifteen miles a
day; so we looked up my friend at the Temple,
and in a fewhours were respectable again. That
same day I took my tramp clothes out to the
casual ward, and presented them to my friend
the attendant. I had told him the day before
that I expected to get new “ togs” soon, and
he had put in a plea for my old ones. Good
luck to him and them !

It seems appropriate here to say something
definite regarding the character of the English
moocher, and as Ryborg is new in trampdom,
and as his impressions are likely to be sharper
than mine, I have asked him to write out,in a
few words, his general opinion of the tramps he
met in this three weeks’ journey.

Most of thetrampswemetduringourtripin Eng-
land impressed me as being a trifleinsane. There
is a peculiar dullness, and lack of nervous energy,
about them that distinguish them very noticeably
from the workingmen. Still, they have a marked
sagacity in getting up tricks to secure their food
and lodging,and in getting out of work. Their soli-
tary life, —for they seldom tramp in company,—
together with ill-nourishing food, would tend to
produce a mild form of insanity. There is surely
a peculiarity about their mental structure that I
have observed nowhere else.

They are fond of philosophizing about them-
selves, and in a comical way. One of the worst
vagabonds I saw told me that he considered him-
self as fine a fellow as any one, and that he had
two brothers who were well-to-do, but he could
not stick to one thing long enough to lay up
money. He said that it never did anybody any
good to knock about, unless his mind was so
formed that he could learn by it. He did not see
that he was not the equal of anybody in persever-
ance, and he was not able to understand why it
was not considered very noble to live by begging
and by peddling without a license.

Some attribute their pauper condition toa rov-
ing disposition ; others lay their misfortunes to a
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cruel fate: but it is very evident that the passion
for drink is at the bottom of ninety per cent. of
the vagrancy in England.

The tramps do not seem at all discontented
or unhappy. They complained sometimes that
people were stingy, but almost all of them locked
well fed. There are a few of them who really want
work, but the majority are not very anxious for a
job. Asone of the men in the kip-house said one
day, after there had been a good deal of discus-
sion on the subject, ““ Well, there ’s more talk
about work in this house than there’s doin’ of ’t.”

Most of the tramps we met were well informed,
and fully half of them had been in America, or
the ““ States,” as they say. They also keep up to
the times on political issues and pugilistic and
police news. In one of the lodging-houses I
heard the keeper of the place reading the police
news of the week to an interested circle of beg-
gars. Iwasstruck bya remark of oneof thefellows,
that the sentence of the court was not so severe
as one culprit had deserved.

They are a very hospitable set to their own
kind. T never entered a kip without a seat be-
ing offered to me, and in many cases they gave
me a bowl of tea and a bit of bread. I never saw
any quarreling over the cooking-utensils, or the
corner of the fireplace. Though they are with-
out doubt the dirtiest and the raggedest and the
poorest of men, I was everywhere treated by
them with politeness, so far as they understood
politeness; in fact, they were often far more
courteous than the steamer and other officials
under whose charge I came during the journey.

These conclusions are identical with my own.
Excepting workhouses, casual wards, one or
two “ticket systems,” and jails, there seems to
be no great amount of legal machinery for the
treatment of vagrancy in England. The work-
houses are places where any one who can prove
that he is penniless may be taken inindefinitely.
The casual ward has already been explained.
The ticket systemis simply the issuing of tickets,
at police-stations, to vagrants in need of food,
the tickets calling for so much bread, and per-
haps a lodging. Sometimes the ticket must be
worked for, and sometimes it is gratis. The jails
are mean places to get into, the discipline being
severe, and work being exacted of the prisoners.

Sentences for begging range fromsevendays
upward, but most of the tramps with whom I
talked spoke of seven days as the usual punish-
ment for simple begging, unless the offender
could be proved to be an “old stager.”

As regards the punishment of the confirmed
beggar in England, there seems to me to be but
one thing to say: it is too slight and trivial. The
professional beggar should be shut up indefi-
nitely. There are plenty to laugh at this sugges-
tion, I am aware. Well and good. Just so long
as they laugh, the beggars will laugh also; and
it is my opinion that the beggars will come out
ahead.

Josiak Flynt.





