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On The Road

In HMMarvest
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Time

HEN THE farmers of the wide,
flat North Dakota prairies
looked out through the crystal
clear atmosphere of the early

4] August, and saw, as far as the
eyc could reach, fleld after fleld waving
and trembling before the restless winds

and realized that nature was to yield 2
bountiful harvest, a great fear possessed
the tillers of the soil. So great was the
wealth of wheat, flax, oats and barley
epread out before  them that a mighty
army of strong arms must be summoned
to. garner this treasure. Truly, “‘the lab-
orers were few.,”

Helplessly the sturdy granger stood in
the waist, high grain and looked in vain
for aid. Then he called aloud for help.
The newspapers took up his call and it
was re-echoed to the farthermost corner
of the land. The alarm was sounded in
the big cities where labor is wont to as-
semble and it was carried to the most dis-
tant hamlet and farm by telegraph, and
newspaper, by letter and by word of
mouth.

While North Dakota was still calling, a
mighty army had already set its face to-
ward the golden fields. Help was on the
way. From the far north, where the
fields had not yet donned the golden hue
of the harvest time, from the drought-
sstricken south, from the ranches of the
distant west and from the populous east,
the volunteers hurried to the call.

A Great Industrial Army.

It is ac urious and motely crowd of men
that has poured into the great northwest
—a gathernig of types which would de-
light thesociological student of ‘“detached”
humanity. Every one of tkhe thousands is
rare material for the social analyst.
Where they all come from and whence
they go, how they travel and how they
Jive—it would take volumes to tell the
story in detail.

The majority come from Minnesota and
Wisconsin. They are the men who come
down from the pineries in the spring, gay
in mackinaws, with their pockets full of
coin to be spent for the mest part in
riotous living. They are the men who
build the railroads, and dig the sewers
and do all the other labor that falls to
unskilled hands. They come from the
small villages and the small farms and
join forces with miners from Michigan,
the suprlus labor from the rural communi-
ties of Iowa and Illinois, and even from
Ohio, Missouri and Kentucky.

South Dakota sends some, especially
this year when the crops are poor.
Stricken Kansas has sent a small army to
help the northern ingathering and even
Oklahoma and Texas are represented.
Net a few make their way into the land
of endless prairies and alkali water from
the west. Bew-legged range riders, sheep
herders, railroad laborers, occasionally a
miner looking for varlety and adventure
fully as much as for work, join the big
caravan too. And from the north come
French Canadians, half breed Indians, the
Russian Doukhobors, Icelanders from
Manitoba and considerable portion of the
thousands drawn from Ontario and Quebec
by the Canadian Pacific. It can almost
be said that the whole continent has sent
its strong men to join in the harvest festi-
val of the Red river valley. It is in truth
a carnival of nations and a congress of
states.

The vast majority come by rail, pur-
chasing a $5 harvest ticket, which lands
them anywhere in the wheat area. These
are the men of more or less frugality, too
clean to be picturesque, and too methodi-
cal to constitute a type of much interest
to the man who is looking for the un-
usual. They are strong, honest men, who
expect to live by the sweat of their brows
and who expect to pay as they go.

Campers, “Hands” and *‘“Hoboes."”

More likely to attract attention are the
“‘campers,” who come from Minne-
sota and South Dakota in big canvas-
covered wagons of the familiar ‘‘prairie
schooner” type. Sometimes there will be
a whole caravan of these white-topped
wagons with as many as twenty spare
horses. Most of the ‘“‘campers’” are men,
but frequently the whole family—wife,
children, babies, cats and dogs, are taken
to the northern harvest in the ‘‘schooner”
from places as far away as southern Mis-
souri.

Better known than the ‘‘campers” or
the plain, ordinary harvest hand is that
type of wayfarer who in recent years has
come to be known as the hobo, possibly
to distinguish him from the tramp, for
there is a distinct difference. The hobo
is not easy either to classify or describe.
Thus, when a freight train pulled into
Casselton a fortnight ago and upward cf
five score men scrambied out from be-
tween the cars, dropped out of the doors
at the side or crawled painfully out from
impossible places under the car, the
townspeople said: ‘‘See that big crowd
of hoboes.” As the train speeds along
over the monotonous flatness and a knot
of men is seen lounging about a little
fire, everyone recognizes it as a “hobo
camp.”” The hobo is not indigenous to
any particular part of the country. He
comes from everywhere and has as many
places to go to. He has little money and
therefore travels by freight. For the
sagne reason he prefers to prepare his
own meals.

“Hoboes” Not All Viecious.

While village marshals view the hobo
with undisguised suspicion, yet many of
the class are honest laborers, who stand
to it manfully in helping the farmer
gather his crop. The hobo of one year
may be the respected harvest hand of the
next and vice-versa. The line of demar-
cation is often not a clear one to trace;
sometimes there is none to be detected.

A camp of hcboes is called a ‘‘pot
gang,” and the reason is obvious. Food
is bought when the exchequer of the
camp will warrant the outlay. Often it
is begged and coften again it is—say,
““borrowed.” The ‘“‘pot gang'” dines twice
a day. In the morning as soon as there
is enough in the pot to furnish a meal,
which is generally not until 10 or 11
o'clock, then again in the afternoon be-
tween 5 and 6 o'clock. Two meals a day
are quite enough to sustain a man, who
is out of work, and the number is never
exceeded in a hobo camp.

Every town of any size in North Da-
kota, especially if it is located on a main
line, has its ‘‘hobo’” camp or ‘‘roost,”
where the tourists who use the ‘'side
dcor Pullman” cars or even less palatial
methods, congregate. Even a hobo is a
soclable creature, and they are wont to
form colonies of their own, where more
than two are found together. At Cassel-
ton, the camp is located along the North-
ern Pacific track east of the town, near
the abandoned fiour mill, where the fine
artesian well supplies plenty of water
for rought-and-ready housekeeping, for
their fleld laundry and their public baths.

Ordinarily they look to the numerous
box cars to furnish shelter for the night.
The day is spent in varicus ways, some-
times in looking for work, tihough this is
often the least burdensome feature of
the day’s . program. Cards and “craps”
are likely to occupy more of their atten-
tion and if these games pall on them, they
will go over on Frcnt street and perch on
the ‘fence opposite the depot grounds.
Often of a morning they will be as thick
as sparrows on this fence, ;nf it

er in the neighborhood is short-handed
for his harvest he betakes himself to this
impromptu hiring fair, which may prcp-
erly be looked upon as the labor market
for Casselton and vicinity.

Larimore has its ‘hobo camp’ like all
the other cities, and in the early August
it is a populous place. The townspeople
look at it and the inhabitants thereof
with much suspicion, but rarely have any
trouble until out in September, when the
tough element comes out from the big
cities to prey on the fruit of the honest
toilers.

The Devils Lake “Pot Gang.”

A typical “camp” may be seen at any
time in August at Devils Lake, It is
located east of town, not far from the
stock yards, and has been selected by
the pilgrims because there is always
clean water in the ditch near by. Some-
times as many as fifty men meet here for
their meals and for social amenities.
They will be divided into small partios
of about five each. One of the number
will be selected as cook, while the others
will be required to skirmish for provi-
slons. One man will be entrusted with
.he responsibility of securing fuel, which
;S not a very onerous job, and the others
will be required to ‘‘rustle’” for anything
which may be converted into food. There
s always some money in the party, but
‘ven if there is none, the foraging party
nvariably manages to bring in some-
.hing.

The pot gang at Devils Lake, on Aug.
12, a part of which may be seen in the
.alf-tone illustration on this page, is
robably as typical as any of the numer-
Jus institutions of the same character to
e found anywhere in the state. A man
{ met here had come from a sheep ranch
ut near Great Falls, Mont. His shirt
:nd collar were spotlessly clean, much
more so than my own; his clothes con-
siderably better and cleaner, and his con-
versation was ordinarily good English.
Vhy he chose this company and this mode
f living, unless he had become accus-
omed to it cn the western sheep ranch,
s not easy to tell.

In this same party was a young man,
vith well-fitting clothing of the very best
naterial, shoes, shirt, hat of make and
naterial worn only by the best dressers.
Not very long ago this young man lived
is a swell, there is no question of it. At-
tempts to get his story. failed signally,
aowever.

Where They Came From.

There are fourteen in the picture on this
page, but no two of them hailed from
the same place, and eight states in the
union had contributed to this particular
pot gang. Here were residents of Minne-
apolis, St. Paul and Duluth, Minn.; Mil-
waukee, Eau Claire and Merrill, Wis.;
Dayton, Ohio; from near Albany, N. Y.;
Port Huron, Mich.; Burlington, Vt.; Bis-
marck, N. D.; Great Falls and Fort Ben-
ton, Mont., and a lad from New Mexico.

“I had too muck money to work when I
was there,” replied the latter, when asked
why he had not stopped off in Nebraska or
Iowa or Minnesota, instead of coming
clear across the continent. His money
was not bothering him very much when he
reached Devils Lake. The representative
of the Green Mountain state was a mere
boy in eppearance. He was not direct
from Vermont, but had been sojourning at
New Orleans.

The next day I met the New Mexico lad
and his pal at Church’s Ferry and two
days later another member of the “gang”’
accosted me in East Grand Forks.

They readily agreed to sit for their pie-
ture, although some needed some coaxing.
Only one man, the one who had been out
“rustling” for his dinner and returned
with several packages, declined to show
his face. When the group had been photo-
graphed, several promptly wanted to
know:

“What do we get for this?”

‘“Well what do you want?”

“A peny of beer.”

A “pony” is an eighth barrel and it
seems that it can be bought as readily
in North Dakota as anywhere. At any
rate there is a “pig’” near the railway sta-
tion at Devils Lake which is not even
partially blind. All day long and out in
the night, the dcor stands open, wide
open, and the patrons ecall for beer or
whisky as openly as they would over the
bars of East Grand Forks. They did not
have to ask for ‘“‘tame moose” as in other
parts of the state.

The gang was much Interested in the
photographer and all took his address and
ordered prints. There was no payment in
advance though possibly all of them had

the price, but money was valuable just
then.

Pot Gangers Aren’t “Tramps.”

That there is both a distinction and a
difference  betweéen the professional
tramps, and the wandering element known
generally throughout North Dakota as
“hoboes” should be borne in mind. :The
difference is not discernable to the casual
observer and any one who cooks his meal
by the roadside is looked upon as a tramp
and placed in the same category as the
“weary wlllies,” whose antipathy to work
has become a chronic disease and whose
habits and peculiarities have long fur-
nished material for joke writers and comic
artists.

The distinction between the *“pot gang”’
man and the genuine tramp is marked.
Rarely will the unadulterated “weary Wil-
lie” be found with the big camps. He
looks upon the members of the “pot gang"’
with supreme contempt as mere novices
on the road, while the former shun the
professional for various reasons, one be-
ing that they do not care to furnish free
Itmmsportation to various forms of insect
ife. <

The picture of tramp life as furnished
by the comic papers is not in the least
bit exaggerated. It can not be. The gen-
uine article will not work until actual
starvation faces him and then bis work is
limited to splitting some wood for a meal
or some such doing a similar chore.

The king of a tramp celony is the one
who has gone longest without doing any
work or earning any money, and one who
turns his hand to manual labor, even to
save himself from starvation, has lost
caste until he is able to point to an un-
broken record of ‘“‘lotus eating days” of
at least a year’'s duration.

The professional roadster never washes.
In a “pot gang,” while the majority come
under the generic name of “hobo’” and all
must perforce accept it, there are many
who pay as much attention to personal
cleanliness as their more favored breth-
ren. These are not the characteristies nf
the ‘Weary Willies,” who are often found
in North Dakota, but attain their highest
perfection in Montana, where the free
handed liberality of the gamblers and
miners and the open hearted hospitality of
the ranchmen give the outcasts a much
better show than the more populoug and
more conservative communities farther
east. Soap, water and change of raiment
are unknown to the professionais of the
road. They wear their covering, which
for a lack of a betetr name is called cloth-
ing, until it drops off and then they beg
or steal something to supply the missing
garment. Water, they shun even for
drinking purposes. They live by thievery
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fessionals are recognized by those fa-
miliar with the ilk and the varieties are
highly interesting providing the observa-
tions are carried on at long range.

There is the ‘“‘tomato can tramp” by
way of illustration. This brand is rather
fastidious in that he prefers his own
cooking to that of the good housewives
along his road or the presiding genii of
the hotel kitchens. His favorite utensil
is a tomato can, and it answers all the
purposes of a pot, broiler, chafing dish
and frying pan. Ordinarily everything
secured is thrown, hit or miss, into the
can with a little water and converted into
a soup or a stew, depending on the rela-
tive proportions of the water and solid
ingredients.

Another variety is known to the rail-
road men and ranchers who come in con-
tact with the class as ‘“blanket stiffs.”
Tthey will sleep anywhere, but are so-
licitious of their health and invariably
“pack” a dingy, worn blanket or a tat-
tered, dirty quilt which they wrap around
their persons whether their bed be in a
freight car, under the snow fences or in
a straw stack. They may take a notion
to cook their meals, but this feature is
left wholly to circumstance. If they
can’t beg a meal or a ‘h‘andout” they will
steal enough out of a kitchen garden or
cornfield and prepare a meal.

Then there is the lowest type of =all,
the ‘“‘alco stiff.”” ‘“‘Alco’ is an abbrevia-
tion of alcohol, and an *“alco stiff” is a

TYPICAL NORTH DAKOTA THRESHING SCENE, NEAR LEEDS, N, D.

tramp whose sole mission in 1ife s to get
as much raw alcohol as possible into his
system. Should any money fall into his
hands, it goes at once to the purchase of
raw alcohol, which is tossed off with an
avidity and relish that disgusts and as-
tounds the beholder. He is the counter-
part of the saloon bum of the large cities
and is a depfaved, dissolute wreck. His
boast is of his total abstinence from work
and the longer he has dodged it the
prouder he is when in the company of his
mates,

How They Travel.

Many of those who rode out to North
Dakota on the harvest excursion tickets
have in years past ‘“beat’” their way out
and have been called “hobos” by train
men and granger alike without protest,
although their nature resemted the word.
Many of those who early this month were
forced to take to the “bumpers” or tickle
the palm of a “brakie” with silver in
order to make their way to the broad
fields, where the yellowing grain waved
them a warm welcome, will ride home in
style.

In Larimore I met a clean, well dressed
young man, just as decent and clean as
any one could be, who admitted that he
had often come to North Dakota from his
home near Glenwood, Wis., and returned
without paying a cent to the railroads. He
chose this method of traveling partly for
the sake of econmy and partly for the
novelty and excitement, but these had
worn off and now he paid fare both ways.
Another young man, an engineer, whose
home was in Clarke county, Wis., and
who looking for a position with a thresh-
ing outfit, admitted that he had “bummed”
his way to the harvest flelds four succes-
sive seasons and had enjoyed the experi-
ence. Being an engineer he now felt it
rather beneath his dignity to take to the
road in that fashion and of late years he
invariably bought his ticket like a mil-
lionaire and rode home in the first-class
coach.

Both of these men, confirmed the im-
pression that a great many of the freight

fields of the flickertall State. In order to
save his money he took the freight route
and according to his word it cost him
Just $2 from. St. Louig to Minneapolis.
Fearing that he would be late for the har-
vest and that it might be penny wise and
pound ,foolish to economize too much he
invested in a harvest ticket for $5. When
last seen was making diligent inquiries at
Devils Lake as the most likely place in
which to secure work.

Treatment by Train Hands,

The relations between the hoboes and
train hands vary greatly. Doubtless every
man smployed on eny kind of a train has
strict injunctions to eject any one trying
to steal a ride or ‘‘beat his way’’ but it
is undeniable that the majority of the
class known as hoboes get into North
Dakota without paying any fare, Some-
times it is with the connivance of the
trein crew or some member of it and
sometimes it is in spite of the crew. When
there are two score of “hoboes” on a
freight train and they refuse to be put off,
it is often the better part of valor to let
them ride at least until @ town where the
police force may be adequate to assist in
the enforcement of the “‘anti-hobo” law.

“Some ‘cons’ and ‘brakies’ will let you
ride and some won't,” remarked one,
who was plainly a veteran traveler on
the freight linés. “It all depends on
what kind they are. Some of ’'em will

but not often. No mercy is ordinarily
shown a “‘busted” hobo and he is not only
dragged or thrown from the cars, but often
booted in addition or subjected to other
rough treatment.

Birds of Prey.

A common character about resorts fre-
quented by harvest hands was met with in
East Grand Forks at the tail end of the
trip. He was an early bird for it was
only about 6 o'clock when he was caught
leaning up against the railing of the bridge
across the muddy Red. Overalls covered
his trousers, a jumper his overcoat and
he wore a nondescript felt hat. To carry
out the impression that he belonged to the
army of labor then on the move he car-
ried a bundle, evidently clothing wrapped
up in newspapers.

“Morning, pard, how they coming?”’ I
inquired "tentatively.

“Dey ain’t comin’ at all. You can’t get
a game up in this country worth playing
for. Dese ‘“‘Rabes” ain’t got any coin,
and dese hoboes won’'t have a cent for a
mont’. Up in a place called Larimore
one of dese wise Reubens roped me into a
game an’ w'en I started to win a little,
he quit. How dey comin’ wid you?"’

Plainly we had both made a very seri-
ous mistake, but I discovered mine first.
He was worth cultivating at any rate and
I replied.

‘“Oh, so-so. What’s your graft? Pokeri”

“Yep.”

trow you right off de car when it 1s
makin’ fast time. Seme of ’em will let
you ride, ’specially if you’ve got a little
silver. The reg’lar fare is $1 to de end of
de run., 'bout 160 miles, but it you'se are
‘strapped,” why 75 cents and even a half
a dollar goes. Dose, fallers are de best.
Dey will put you in 2 nige pox car and tell
de ‘brakie’ on ‘de neX’#ruym and he will
-pass you as far as heé goed. ’Course
you've got to ante something to him, too,
but de box car_is a ‘whole lot easier on
your shape dan the and bumpers.

‘“Now some of dose ‘brakies’ is worse
than robbers. Dey will just hold you up.
T've seen some of ’em keep a $10 bill and
punch de felelr in the face of he ‘hollered’
for his change. Yes, and some is worse
dan dat and will clean ‘rube’ out as clean
as a holdup man.”

Doubt being expressed over the truth of
this statement, the veteran replied indig-
nantly:  “I tell you I seen it myself.”

“How long does it take an expert to
beat his way, say, from Minneapolis to
Fargo?”

“W’y, a good man ought to come as fast
as de train. If he can’t make a bargain
wid the brakie he can sneak on de train,
and even if he is put off he can ‘jump’ the
same train again if he is a good man.
Sometimes it will take even the best of
dem two days to make the trip.”

“Do ‘hard-luck’ stories go with the
train men?”

A Brutal “Con’s” Conversion.

“I should say dey did. Lots of these
trainmen have been on de road demselves
and dey kmow it ain’t no smap. Some .of
"dem has brothers and fren’s on the road
and they feel friendly like to all. De best
‘con’ I ever met was the guy dat trew his
brother off the train and killed him. I
s'pose you heard that story?”

“No, I don’t recall it.”

“Well, dis ‘con’ had been ‘Jacked up’
fer bein’ too easy with the jackies
Seein’ that he had to obey orders or get
into trouble, he started to clean out his
train. He was a big, strong feller and

after he had bounced & lot he got kinder

- Photo by Plerce.

*“Ever deal?”

.“Sure. Sullivan over here wanted me to
deal for him w’'en I was here a w'ile ago,
but I wanted to get west.”

“You look as if you come on the
freight.” ;

“I should say nit. I come in de sleep-
ers.”’

“What! paid your fare?”’

“Naw. Ain’t you on de game to work de
sleeping-cars?”’

Humbly I had to admit my ignorance,
but with the passion for knowledge burn-
ing fiercely before such a rich fund I
pressed the question.

“W'y,” he sald with more contempt
than seemed necessary. ‘‘You get nex’ to
de porter an’ ask him, ‘How’s ridin’ in de
linen room? If he's all righ, and most
of dem are, you ride for a dollar or any
price you can fix.”

When he learned who I was he dropped
his tough speech and we conversed for
some time in the best of English on vari-
ous topics. I was not surprised to learn
a little later that he had been a student
at two of the most famous schools of
Indiana. He had not graduated from
either but had won considerable renown
as a baseball player.

While we were talking another young
man, ruddy faced and of smiling counte-
nance, joined us. He was my new friend’s
“pal” and: would have passed anywhere
as a careless and good natured but honest
harvest hand. They were admirably got-
ten up and played their parts to perfec-
tion. They assumed a rough and ready
air of good fellowship and easily made
friends with the real laborer in whom they
found a source of comparative wealth.

He Lost a Sure Thing.

At Leeds the inevitable band of men
who had labor to sell were recounting
their experiences on the road. One lively
young fellow secured the attention of the
crowd long enough to tell how he had
refused an offer of $2.256 to work through
the harvest only to come to a place where
he could not even get $2.

‘“Back in Minnesota, about a hundred
miles on the other side of Grand Forks”

train tourists, the majority in fact, were
honest workmen, and were sober and in-
dustrious and many of them could well
afford to pay the full fare out had they
desired.

One young man, a Kentuckian, whose
home is a short distance south of Paducah,
announced his intention to ‘“beat” his
way home simply in order to save from
$30 to $40, which he intimated might come
in very handy about next March in case
he did not succeed in getting employment
all winter. He had been working at seed-
ing in Missouri last spring, then taken in
the haying in southern Illinois and later
the early harvest in Missouri. —The
drought made the state short on crop and
long-on labor so he sent
- bt oetlicod g
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“POT GANG,” AT DEVILS LAKE, N. D.

mad and didn’t give any kind of show.
He trew one off before he could peep,
and just after the car gave a sort of
squashy jolt. The con’ knew what was up
and stopped de trala an’ backed up. It
wasn’t long before dey came to a body by
the track, the head laying between the
rails. De ‘brakie’ picked it up and the
‘con’ flashed his lantern at it. Just one
look and den he said: ‘My Gawd, my
brother.” This ‘con’ was the easiest
mark in the country after that and it got

80 bad that the o ‘ny had to fire him.”
Scores of {reight car tourists confirmed
n to the ef-

the experi of the v
fect that one dollar was the legal tariff

; 'A

in Minneapol
of the depot circle, “and I guess lots of us

—Photo by Pierce, Leeds, N. D,

he said, “I got off the train to stretch
my legs a little. As soon as I struck the
platform a rube farmer came running over
and asked me if I wanted to work in the
harvest. I allowed that I did and he of-
fered to take me right off home at $2.25
and board. That was pretty swell, I
thought, but I figgered that if they were
paying that much in Minnesota I could
get $3 or $4 in Dakoty and I turned the
farmer down and got on the train. It
locks as if I was a chump not to grab
that chance.” :

There was some laughter at the young
man's expense. ;

“Why they’'re paying $2 for street work

apolis,” spoke up another member
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on the early train, to catch which I was
routed out of bed at the lovely hour of
5 a. m. I encountered a jolly party of
southerners. They had come up the Mis-
sissippi river as deck hands, but had de-
serted the packet at St. Paul and the mag-
net had drawn them to the country where
wheat was king and the laboring men
were in a sort of a paradise. Everything
was new to them and they saw more
curious things in a country supposed to be
the limit of monotony than a small boy
taking his first ride on the steam cars.

They had no idea of where they were
going and cared less. They “‘reckoned’”
that work would be found somewhere and
if not they ‘‘reckoned’” again that they
would get along somehow. Like a flock
of small boys they cheered every reaper
in 3;9 field or every weary Willie on the
road.

Quite different from the average type

.| crowding the second-class cars was a par-

ty of young men from Missouri. They
were particularly well dressed and if they
had worn a bunch of gay ribbon and if
they had had a good yell they would have
passed for a party of college students.

Thelr first destination was Devils Lake
but evidently this place did mnot “suit for
on the second day after they were on the
train flying north on the Cando-St. John
line, three dropped off at Cando, but two
continued on to Rolla. It was well that
they did for they were hired at ““$2 per”
before they had time to wink. The other
three work-seekers who left the train et
Rolla were snapped up as if they were
prizes. An impressive looking individual
who appeared to be one of the dignitaries
of the town said the good men would be
assured of three months work if they came
soon.

The first thing the Missourians did was
to write a letter to their friends who left
them at Cando, to come to Rolla at the
earliest opportunity.

These young men said that thirty of
their acquaintances had left Ellsberry,
Lincoln county and come north to help out
the Dakotans in the harvest,

Canadians Were Disgruntled.

In a jaunt from Grand Forks to Neche,
two tall, well-built young men, differing
somewhat in appearance from the ordi-
nary run of second-class passengers, at-
tracted attention and I soon had them en-
gaged in conversation. They were farm-
ers from southern Ontario and had come
to the state over the Canadian Pacific via
Winnipeg. There was nothing to do in
Manitoba, as the crops were not vet ready
for the reaper, so they had ventured into
the states as far as Grand Forks. Keep-
ing close to the main line, they had found
groups of idle men at every railway sta-
tion and they were going north again in
disgust. The Canadians were advised to
get away from the main traveled roads
and try one of the branches, the Cavalier-
Walhalla line, for instance, but they were
not in any mood for advice. They sald
that they would drop off at some town
where the crowd at the railway station
was not as big as at other places and
wait until threshing began.

Sorry they were that they had left On-
tario, and they blamed the Canadian Pa-
cific railway for inducing them and thou-
sands of others to leave comfortable
homes back In smiling Ontario for the
far west. It was the opinion of both
these young men that the road had, up to
the time they left Winnipeg, brought in
at least 12,000 men for the harvest from
the provinces of Ontario and Quebec. All
expected to be snapped up by eager farm-
ers before they could step off the platform
of the depot. Doubtless many were none
too plentifully supplied with money and
the green fields of Manitoba on one hand
and the horde of worlkess men in the
line was anything but encouraging to men
who had been accustomed to all the home
comforts and who viewed a possible pen-
niless condition with distinot fear.

There were many along the Grand
Forks-Winnipeg line that day who had
complaints to make and abused North
Dakota, the newspapers and railways
without stint. At Neche there was a
veritable ‘‘knockers” camp making its
headquarters around the United States
hotel, famous for its “squaw’ corn and
raisin pie.

Capital Versus Labor,

The idle population was in a sore mood
on that day when I was one of them.

Now there was work to be done around
Neche, too, but the farmers were close
fisted. They offered the men $1.75 per
day. Although all were without work,
and many without money, the offer was
indignantly rejected. In many and many
a field in which the reapers were laying
out the grain in wide swaths, only one
man was following to do the ‘“‘shocking.”
Of course he could no more keep up than
he could take a dive through the earth to
China. With the long hours which pre-
vailed during the harvest season it would
not be too much to have a pair of “shock-
ers’’ behind each seven-foot reaper.

In one field there were no ‘‘shockers’”
at all, and the driver of the reaper, after
cutting briskly for a time, would hitch
bhis horses and do a little shocking him-
self. At another place a farmer, who
was managing three farms and was rec-
ognizged as a man of wealth, was asked
why he did not employ two men to follow
his reaper. -

““Oh,” he said, “I’ll drive the reaper un-
til supper, and then I'll go out and help
that fellow; I guess we can get it all up
by dark.”

Asked if the grain could not be greatly
damaged, even at this late day, by wind,
rain and hail, he admitted that it could be.
“But I guess we’ll have nice weather,” he
remarked, complacently. He admitted,
however, that he was taking a risk of
having his crop seriously injured or even
swept away, but even though he had
money and help was plentiful, he was
bound to follow the habits of a lifetime
and keep expenses down to a minimum.

“It would serve the old —— right, if a
hail storm would come up and ruin his
whole crop,” declared my companion,
savagely, as the old farmer, humped up
under a wide straw hat, ‘“‘clucked” up his
horses and drove off his reaper, giving no

| thought of what might happen. The old

chap might have been called an interna-
tional farmer, for he tilled lands on both
sides of the boundary line between Mani-
toba and North Dakota.

North of Neche the Doukhobors were
encountered. They were rather pictur-
esque, or rather they were odd in appear-
ance. They smelled badly and looked
dirty. My companion, for the time being,
a big, stout, but unsophisticated Cana-
dian from Aulstville, on the St. Lawrence
river, broke out in violent denuncia-
tion of the government for encouraging
this class to come to fair Canada, to com-
pete with the children of educated and
intelligent people.

Hope of the Hobo.

An attempt has been made to give a
general idea of the North Dakota: harvest
laborers, and especially the hobo, who is
always in evidence, but iz nevertheless
often misunderstood. The writer can
say from personal experience that a ma-
jority of the members of the “pot gangs”
in North Dakota are worthy people, able
and willing to wo;l;i They may be im-

ay be without means

e -

for countless reasons, but a great many
come to North Dakota to seek work and
they leave the ‘“‘pot gang” at the ear<
liest opportunity,

That all are anxious to work would not
be contended for a moment. Two or three
days or a week’s work will sufice many
of them, encourage meny, imbue many
of them with the idea that their system
needs rest. Others have a mania for rov-
ing about, and will do more than is
necessary to help them along to the next
town.

Neither would it be contended that
North Dakota wanderers are all model
citizens and simple, worthy people in
every way, but temporarily under the sur-
face owing to a deflcit in their revenues.
It must be admitted that the moral tone
is somewhat lower than among those who
dwell in houses. Many would rather
drink beer and play cards than go to
church, and if they have not the where-
withal to carry them through the day,

their code of ethics does not prevent °

them from appropriating such products of
the farm and field as they may covet.
Still they are not by any means lost to
respectability. If they were back in their

home places the great majority would be

recognized as worthy members of so-
ciety and fully as hodorable as their
neighbors. Because they find it more con-
venient to travel and sleep in box cars,
and, for reasons of their own, prefer to
cook their meals in an old tin lard pail,
it is not just to place them on the same
level as the great American tramp of
the road, the village loafers and saloon
bums. Some representatives of these may
be found among them, for it is a queer
conglomeration of classes and conditions
of men that the harvest festival brings
together.

Dalrymple on Farm Labor.

Possibly few men in North Dakota are
more competent than Oliver Dalrymple
of Casselton to speak on the labor condi-
tions in North Dakota. He has been one
of the largest, if not the very largest,
employer of labor in the state for twenty-
six years. Mr. Dalrymple says, modestly,
that {here are only 15,000 acres on his
farm, but it takes about seventy big
reapers and several hundred men to har-
vest the crop.

“Around here the greater portions of
our help is Scandinavian—Norwegians and
Swedes and a few Danes,” says Mr. Dal-
rymple. ‘“They are the most desirable
hands we can get, being good workers,
sober and industrious and not “eenten-
tious.” They come mostly from the small
farms of Minnesota and Wisconsin and
from the woods. Of late years there have
been many Finns, more and more since
the government of the czar began its op-
pression against the Finns. There never
were better workers. There are also
some Germans and Americans and a
sprinkling of other races of mnorthern
Europe.

“Oh, yes, some of them are ‘hoboes,’ ag
they are called. I notice that this ele-
ment is of a very peaceful character this
year and is of a higher grade than uswal
Some years ago we would have as many
as 300 very questionable characters loafin
about town. They grew up with the har
times. The men became desperate when
they could get no work and the conveni-

ences for travel in America caused them

to wander about from place to place. It
is a much better class in every way
which came to the state this year.

‘“We were very uneasy here for a long
time over the apparent lack of help. We
thought that the vigorous enforcement of
the co-called ‘anti-hobo’ law would great-
ly restrict the usual migration to this
state. The law was a very severe one,
as any one could be committed to jall for

stealing rides on trains, and every brake- .

man or trainman was practically a police
officer for the purpose of arresting those
who stole rides. @ thought the harvest
hands, many of them, at any rate, would
shun the state on account of the law, and
were alarmed over a possible shortage of
help. But, thanks to the newspapers and
railways, who have loyally come to our
aid, the danger is past long ago.”

None Too Many Men.

To a traveler passing hastily over the
state and seeing the condition only on the
surface it might appear that there was &
superfluity of men in the state. Those
who live in the state say, however, thas
North Dakota never had too many har-
vest hands even when the crops were
poor. Every man in the state will be
needed when threshing becomes general.
While it appeared from the stuffed con-
dition of the second-class coaches, and
the second-class hotels as well as from
the groups of idle men in the principal
streets that it would be impessible for
all to find work, the experienced omnes
predict that all would be employed in
time. Nevertheless hundreds of men were
riding back and forth last week over the
main lines of the Great Northern and
Northern Pacific railways eagerly on the
look out for a favorable place to drop off.
They complained bitterly because they
had come. the state, the news-
papers and railroads. It may be unfair to
North Dakota grangers to repeat that
many of the “hands” declared with mueh
assurance that the scare over the shortage
of the labor supply was by the
farmers with the deliberate intent to
flood the state with men and meake labor
cheap.

A State Labor Bureau.

It would be & blessing, at any rate,
for the farmers of North Dakota and the
migrating harvest hands if the staie
should establish an employment bureau
during the crop season. At this bureau
could be kept a record of the progras:
of the harvest and an approximate esti-
mate of the number of men needed, the
information being supplied from time to
time as the conditions vary. Farmers
needing help could telegraph or tele-
phone to the bureau and the men would
be on the way the very next day.

One day at Church’s Ferry I saw groups
of idle men lounging about the depot
wholly ignorant of where to go, while
only two hours later I saw farmers racing
along the platform to hail men who afp-
peared to be in search of work. In this
part of the country women and children
were seen working in the fields to save
the crops, because adequate help was not
to be secured.

At times there is genuine alarm in the
back districts, even on the railway lines,
and it becomes necessary for the farmers
to send one of their number to the larger
places to secure hands. It is possible that
all farmers are accommodated in time,
but often they do not get their hands as
soon as they wish, while at the same time
there are men only a few hours’ ride
away who want work and need it badly.
Some kind of a state intelligemce bureau
could be established for the harvest sea-
son. The state could do it, the farmers
could do it themselves, take the matter
into their own hands or the farmers’
commercial bodies and railroads could
co-operate to secure a systematic and
equable distribution of the influx of labor.
It would work to the admuzo of all.

ph Edsten.
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