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current agitation against the
mp and against any municipal

ra

condition which tends to propa-

gate him conducted by the re
form element of 8]l the larger eas
cities will no doubt shortly resu in

the entire eradication of the derelict's
chief! consorting ground, the dirty
dangerous 10 cent lodging house of
he slums eand the tenderloin, which

his own pecullar argot he knows as
the “kip” or “flop

he roosting tree of the vagabond
must go, cry these reformers, and go

will, most likely, for these hard
hearted agitators evidently mean busi-

rness Flebby American sympathy and

eentiment, which heretofore have al-

ways been too ready to open their arms

end purse strings to anything that

mped or whined or had a horror tale

o tell, seem at last to be developing
epinal ¢ mn Even erstwhile vaga-
s, now turned litterateurs, seem
take an unholy zest in reminiscently
ick raking the vile old dormitories
ere th once cursed themselves to
sleep selling their hideous memories
e megeazines and news sheels for

mn space rates
th the passing of the “kip,” the
ock 4 oker ged crows whose
as been in the con-

nsiders
st €
f e under
¥ g -~ find
f egE ass ates
I s €
ind myself one g
world of Samn Francisco, a
a but penniless, dead
rom iing down fast freight

1 passengers for the last few days on
ng beat from Portiand. I craved no
the gay
s that night than a sheltered
) BTtOow

with

- boon from western
metropo
in which ¢
bones 1 knew that
I had in my pocket I could
a bunk if directed toward
proper section of the city. So I
gaked the whereabouts of the old Bar-
bary coast, of which I had naturally
heard & great deal during my beating
at the country, and having ascer-
its location soon found what I
sought it is always In the most
corrupt section of & city that the “kips”
are to be found, squatting there in pro-
fusion, because they house the wrecks
whom the tenderioin have sucked dry
of vitality and money; the wrecks who
by some strange fascination remain for-
ever in the region where they have
been leached of thelr possessions, sur-
rendering even the dregs of body and
to their vampire.

lanketed bunk

ahe
talined

for

soul

I entered a Salvation Army barracks
end mission *sguatting grotesquely
egainst the eastern flank of Telegraph
{1, on Broadway as I remember it
It was early evening when I entered
e place, but already the reading room
ere the men gathered to awalt the
completion of the nightly religious ex-
ercises and the subsequent opening of
bunkrooms filled with a
motley group of outcasts.

wI

the was

Some were playing cards at tables
provided for that purpose, while others
made pretense at reading the old
papers, ever and anon letting their
eyes cruise across the top of the sheet
to size up some fellow walf that inter-
them. In one corner, slightly re-
moved from the others, as though in
silent assertion of caste, & group of
frowzy and rather {lliteraste soclalists
were gesticulating over some argu-
mentative point of their creed. Little
groups of stolid listeners ranged them-
selves about talkative iIndividuals
whose conversation ever tended plain-
tively toward discussion as to why men
cast themeeles or are cast into this
sether world of failures, of drifters and

ested

of criminals

Here and there apart

unable or unwill-

nely walif

ing even tempora to put himself
on a level witl is llows in misfor-
tune 1 through thesa shifting
groups a distorted being, both legs
gone at the hips and the scars of fire
horribly red across his features, made
his way restlessly about the floor on

s hanfls sing at one who got in

8 wa redly chaffing an-

. Just as the whim

1d exotic as some

peopled by Hag-

jfar res the place seemed to
me; ar ’ was quite another
world from that in which I had moved
efore had made my way down into
these caverns of men jarred loose.

I had paid 10 cents for the right to
a bed in the barracks, a steaming big
cup of black coffee, and compulsory
attendance at the religious meeting

soon to be called In the
X f the hall. T had secured
my bed check, had drained the coffee
from cup, and now sat waliting
the compulsory part of the program.

One could renounce either the bed or
the coffee, or both, but the dose of
religion one must take It was best
to take it good natured! so I waited
patiently the appointed time, watching
the grim show about me

Occasionally some bu would enter
from street, shamble up to the
office desk, near which I had pre-
empted a chair, and In an apologetic
monotone whisper his plea for charity
to, the 1 awk-eyed clerk. Some of them,
fakers, readily recognized as such by
the yo to 1iom they appealed.
were ay a gruft ulti-

care

matun r appraised in
th g of an e, were given
t on .the cheapest ward of

ks, where they would pres-
‘ rmitted to roll up in a
- t on the floor to find rest
as v might It is almost un-
car way ich these clerks
f 1€ ize up the men
wit w to deal They

rarely make a mistake, and pride them-
selves ¢ their almost unnatural in-
sight.
The Wise, Wise Clerk

I don't think I have been stung
alf a zen times since I have been
n this isiness in regard to the men

pass he free ward,” the clerk
boasted when commented on his
judgme little later. He had been

s barracks for over three years
d passed judgment on at least

a score of charity seekers every night
during that period

At 8 o'clock a bell sharply jangled
its summons. One of the army cap-
tains made his appearance to guide
the men to the assembly room, two
floors below With much low grum-
biing and profane muttering, slack
footed and hesitant, the men stopped
their games and discussions to file in
a long line down the stairs, led by a
captain in uniform, the rear being
brought up by a sergeant. Just ahead
of me in the line the cripple inched
along on his hands with queer little

jumps, saying caustic things about re-
ligion He looked up at me with a
strange smile, that was hardly a smile
distorted wes it, and asked me in
ce if I wanted to get out of
going to the exercises.

“You want to cut this, don't you,
pal?’ he queried. “Well, just keep
close behind me and keep your eye
peeled when we get to the second land-
ing on the stairs. I know this dump,”
he ended ambiguously.

As we came opposite a small doeor
cut in the wall at the second landing,
the cripple suddenly put his weight
against it, swung it open inwardly and
lowered himself by his arms into the
darkness beyond. I followed without
hesitation, found my feet touching a
floor about three feet down, and in a
moment had closed the door tight be-
hind me. I found myself, after be-
coming accustomed to the darkness, in
a passageway leading down into the
coal bunkers at the rear of the build-
ing. Here my crippled friend and I
remained and smoked away the long
hour of the service beyond the pe-
tition in the basement, the crippled
man occasionally breaking into a rich,
low accompaniment of some famillar
song the Impressed army was volcing,
until we heard the line of men come
marching up the stairs again. We
joined them as we had left their ranks
an hour previous, timing our entry
well into the middle of the fille and
ciimbed to the loft, where the bedrooms
were now open and ready for occu-
pancy. Our little escapade had put
me into exceeding good humor and I
was wide awake despite the soreness
in my bones, observant of every move-
ment and development about me,

There was-a tremendous, good na-
tured rush for the beds, a stampede of
unkempt men for the best blankets, for
lower bunks, where the atmosphere
would be & little less heated and fotid
as the night wore on, and for the
bunks near windows, though why these
latter should have been chosen is a
puzzle to me, because the windows of
these barracks are seldom {f ever
permitted open, on account of the prev-
alence of throst and lung trouble
among thelr habitues, In a few min-
utes, liits 80 many crows, we wete

s0

a low voli

roosting on our respective bunks, dis-
robing, tucking our clothes securely
under our pillows, for no man may be
trusted here, rolling final cigarettes to
be smoked surreptitiously when the
porter left the dormitory, luxuriating
in the feel of the blankets beneath our
weary bodies, even though they were
stale, unwashed, evil smelling rags.
The bunks in all these houses are
arranged alike, in tiers of two or three,
as they are in the fo'castle of a ship,
packed in to fill every avallable bit of
space in the room, leaving only little
alleys between the tiers.. The beds are
either canvas cots or wooden boxes in

which usually a straw mattress and a
single blanket are arranged. Some-
times there are sheets and pillows. The

bedding is invariably unclean and vile

with the accumulated smeils of dirty
bodies that have rested in them. The
army barracks usually make a pre-

tense at Keeping their beds passably
clean and wholesome—that was why I
always selected an army barracks
whenever possible while in the under-
world. But this one I found a horrible
exception to the general rule.

There were two adjoining dormitories
on the same floor in this barracks, each
containing, I should judge, some &0
bunks. The reaction from the restraint
of the religious exercises was breaking
out in the crowd of squirming, smok-
ing, drinking, red eyed, noisy men that
now occupied them, men of whom con-
ditions or habits had made beasts for
the most part. I rolled my blanket
about me over in a dark corner where
T had pre-empted a bunk and watched
the unfoldment of the man play, the
bestiality, the pathos and the grim hu-
mor in this group of jarred loose
humans during the hour before they
finally would lle down to court oblivion
in the blankets of the “‘flop"”"—the only
home .they knew.

The dim shine of the two lighted
lamps at each end of the room sent
weird shadows of distorted men flicker-
ing against cellings gray and feathereq
with cobwebs, Horrible, unclean
smells began to settle heavy upon the
imprisoned air. A strange, unoccount-
able fear of the men about me, uneasy
in their bunks, began to possess me,
even though I was at this time thor-
oughly familiar with the men and the
resorts of va, onds, that unwhole-
some vagabonds which intrenched {t-
self behind the most leprous ramparts
of the larger cities (not the better sort
which clasps the irons of a train and
goes racing across the clean, open
sweeps of country between mountain
range and mountain range, from prairie
to the sea).

The Tale of a Novice

Presently through the wrangle I
noted a silent, frightened man, the
light {lluminating in part his drawn
features, stealing through the maze of
cots looking for an unoccupled bed. !
When he came near I invited him,
tugged to it by some strain of pity
stronger than the reserve born of much
harsh experience in the world of bums
and shams, to sit on my bunk until we
could locats the porter and see about
finding him & place. He seemed more
than grateful for the invitation and
clambered up beside me on the top-
most bunk of the tier. We sat there
most of the night, watching the jet-
sam about us, talking, opening up to
etch other as men some times un-
der these ces. Soon I hed
his story. I had known from first,
of course, by the white, frightened
face of him, that he had hut just been
kicked Into this lower strata of wrecks
and that the shock of it still staggered
him. He had 'hpt in a neighboring
“kip™ m before, his first night
in the » and his story of that
night's experience, told with wide, al-
most childlike of the eyes
and with nalve intelligent nar-
ration of the class of country
folk, 1s a thtn{‘ I will long remember
for its_ dramatic Intensity. He was
one of those who are so out of place
in a their presence there is
:l’w Iing; the average hum holds *
el
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tain unnamed respect for the flnemess
he sees there and which he himself
has lost, all except this last shred of
it—the respect. 1 give his story as he
told it me. It paints a good plcture
of the lowest caliber bunhouse.

“Of course, I am from the country—
you can see that,” he began, frankly.
“My pegple own a ranch up in Nevada,
and I have for the last year been clerk-
ing in a little general store at Wil-
low Creek, a town quite near the ranch.
In that year I had saved up some-
thing over $100, besides buying a couple
of dad’'s best horses off him. A few
days ago I took the money I had saved
and, without knowing just why, with-
out telling any one where I was bound
for, I took the train down here to the
city. I suppose I was getting sick of
the sameness in the country and wanted
to see the sights of San Francisco.
Well, I saw 'em!” he smiled bitterly.
He told me the whole story frankly;
how he had wandered into those regions
of the city which ever hold such ir-
resistible attraction for masculine
guilelessness, and how he had, during
the first night of waried experiences
there, been relieved of his wad by the
harples that prey upon his kind.

Twenty cents he had found in his
watch pocket after the dizziness had
left his head and he had come to his
senses, lying in a deserted alley. With
this pittance he had found his way to
a bed loft and secured a bunk similar
to the one on which we now sat. Now
he plunged directly into the horror of
his first experience in one of these vile
holes, so doubly horrible to his fine,
clean, country nurtured nature.

“I liked to smothered up there in that
hole! The placa was a sorg of half
story way up under two floors of tene-
ments, and underneath another story
on top; sandwiched in and pressed flat
between the upper and lower crush in a
dark, unventilated seam that my dog
at home would not sleep in. It was like
nothing elss than a dark seam In the
depths of a mountain I once entered
up in Shasta county-—a deep copper
mine crowded with a number of sweat-
ing, struggling men, working hard to
loosen the damp, black rocks over thelr
heads without causing the mass to fall
on them. The flicker of the mine can-
dles sRining on thelr wet faces and
then throwing them in black shadow,
the whack of their picks, like thunder,
the splash of their boots in the slush
underfoot, all made the place seem
Hike I was in hell. I had gone down to
see them working, but I couldn't stand
up- straight down there in the mine,
felt mo queer and scared and cramped
up because I could not lift my shoulders
that I came up to the surface again as
quick as I could. That's just how I felt
in that low ceiled, cramped bunkroom,
with its filthy beds and its filthier men
—scared and sick!

*“In the same room with me,” he con-
tinued, after an Involuntary shudder,
“were about four dozen other fellows,
beasts, cursing, drinking and fighting;
we had all come theres to sleep, but no
one was oleei;lnt. Those of us who
wanted to could not. Over in the middle
of the room some fellows were arguing
whether a man was a fool to pay 5 cents
for a rancid beefsteak in a nearby
lunchhouse they all seemed to know.
Their talk made me sick at my stom-
ach—and it isn't a w one, either.
About the room, pe foot by 1!.
poured the clouds smoks,
filled that even the lungs of a
smoker of decent tobacco felt smoth-
ered, calling for clean aly. I thought of
the clean, pure » smelling of flowers
and oattails in the swamps, that comes
drifting off our meadows up at the
ranch. Here and thers sounded groans
of weariness, of both body and soul, I
thought; beastly but useless commands
for quiet from a few whom the smoke
had poisoned to drowsiness; vile songs,
worse jokes and stories and cheap
croaks of fun. In all this I was trying
to sleep, but it was useless. Well, I
was seeing the sights, all right, so I
ke_r;b{ quiet. lind t:‘h%.‘.

“Nn one in e a0e rermaved
clot'i~«. T had -tart‘:d to when g,h'.:
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endured the night before? *** I don't
think I could ever get used to it. You
come with me,” he added impulsively,
“and I'll show ycu a place to sleep.
Out in one of our blg, half open mows
up on the ranch where the fresh al-
falfa is plled under shelter; whers a
fellow can roll up Iin his blanket In
a soft, gréen bed, where he can smell
the drying flowers and hear the crick-
ets chirping right underneath his
head. You come with mel”
he remembered his condition and his
inability to make good his igvitation,
walking away ashamed and forlorn.

He is a type of those who do not
fit to the sordid setting of the “kip
house,” but who, by the hundreds, find
shelter in these cheap lodging houses

‘from time to time, somatimes for a

day and agaln for a week, it may be;
one of the “occasionals’ who drift for
a space through the tides of the un-
der world, having temporarily lost their

‘balance, out of kilter with thelr sur-

roundings—real outcasts.

But most of those whom the slave
catches are quickly molded to fit their
sordid surroundings. Here fraternize
the confirmed bum, the professional

The;Amazing Life‘in the 10 Cent Roosting Places of San Fran-
cisco Described by a Man Who Has Lived in Them

somawhera near 30,000 per night: I
Chicago the number runs close to 20,000,
because Chicago !s a good “kip town,™
while in San Francisco and the cross
bay cities fully 5,00¢ men at the pres-
ent time of financial stringency resort
to these sleeping dumps. The tempta-
tion which such human material, all
too willing to sell its bjrthright to any
bidder, offers to corrupt municipality
rulers is evident. That such material
is bought wholesale is an undisputed
and readily proven fact, known to all
those Interested in city politics. This
is one of the prime reasons for the agfl-
tation of the reformers against such
Jropagating grounds and consorting
pens of vagabonds as the “kip” houses
afford. Under present conditions 10
cents is too little to pay for any bed,
these reformers contend: the man who
pays that amount and continues to be
satisfied with such a bed is, to express
It 'conservatively, an undesirable citi
zZen at the best—a contaminating, vote
selling, disease spreading element of
which an ambitious and careful society
must rid itself of at once.

A word about the Individual stalls,
the private rooms, of these lodgings,
They are invariably little wooden boxes
some six or seven feet in each dimene
sion, roofed over with fine wire mesh
8o that the safety of the guest and his

valuables, clothes, ete, are Insured,
thereby making it possible for ths
And then_lodger to have the added comfort of

disrobing. a very unwise thing to do In
the unprotected general dormitories
whose bunks are not protected by walls
and wire netting. Thess stalls cost
from 15 to 25 cents, and ars usually
occupied only by those occasionals whe
drift into the undertow for a day oe
two; who have Some money and some
article of clothing or other matter In
their possession that they value. Eilthes
this or they are too exclusive even in
their fallen estats to come into too
close contact with the mass of palsied
has beens to whom that estats has dDes
come a matter of course,

The depositing of one's valuables
with the clerk often develoos ludie
crous episodes. [ have known some

came in, but I noticed that none of the
others 4!d so and thought better of 1t
myself after I caught some of the hard
faces looking &t me—faces sneaking
loocks at my more or less expensive
clothes and shoes. We all crawled be-
tween the stinking blankets, clothes
and shoes on, just as we had come In
oft the street. A couple of the bums
did take off their shoes because their
feet were sore and blistered, but I no-
ticed they tucked them very carefully
under the blankets on which they were
lying.

“The alr kept getting hotter and
thicker. The lamps were open kero-
sene lamps that heated the small room
like a stove, There wasn't even a
transom over the door that could be
opened, much less a window. It was
sure a black, hot mine filled with the
poisonous breath of half a hundred hu-
man beasts!

“Finally, after midnight, the place
quieted down and the men, one after
another, dropped off into a restless
sleep, groaning and snoring and toss-
ing in their blankets. And then for
the first time, the excitement having
died away a little for me, I understood
what made them so restless; it was
bugs!"” The man's curses as he rememe
bered his torture of the night previoug

sounded like a frightened cry. “The
bugs!” he said agaln.
“Yes, I know,” I made answer. Then

the porter came in and found the man
a bed.

At 7 o'clock next morning we were
routed out of our bunks by the porter.
Seven o'clock is the sleeping time limit
in most of these “kips”} in a few it is
eight. All must turn out at that time,
no matter how much or how little they
may have slept. This is one of the iron
clad rules of the cheap lodging. If it
weare not so the majority of the bums
would lounge in the beds all day long.

I found the Nevadan in the base-
ment, where a line of men were walt-
ing thelr turn at the single washbasin,
and tfe single towel, now wet and
black with the smirch of many hands
and faces only half cleansed in the

_basin. As I came in I caught him
observing the-blackened .towel, a look
of unutterable .disgust on his face,
which turned to one of unbelief as he
saw still another and another man
make use of it. Presently he caught
sight of me, and I laughed as his eyes
silently directed mine toward the flithy
rag on which two men were then sim-
ultaneously drying their faces.

“They change: .them . every . half
hour,” I answered his unspoken
question, “every half hour, and per-
haps 650 men wash during the first
half hour—the rest don’t wash at all,
.48 a rule” Then, after we had
drunk our big morning cup of free
coffee, we went out, walited patiently
for the pubjjc library to open—that
boon of eall rovers, whether for its
warmth, its toilet accommodations,
or its chairs, where one may take a
short snooze behind a big book—and
had our morning Wwash.

We separated during the day, this
fine, big, olean country boy and I,
and the next night when I again en-
tered the barracks he was not there.

Far into the night I watched for
him, but he did not come. I never
saw him again. Before we had parted

he had asked me whether I was going
back to the dump « that  night.’
my reply that I thought I would
could beg ‘the required 10 cents
during the day, hs had easked me
whether there was not somewhere =«
cleaner, more wholesome place In
which 2 man could get a bed for 10 or
15 cents. 7
“No, they’ra all pretty much alike,”

“They are? And how.can you slesp
em-—you don’t seam to be like
of those men up there?

in
the

“Oh, I have become accustomed to-

them-—a man does after a ‘time, espe-
clally when he does not care. to pay,
or can't pay two bits a night for
something better.”

“Can a fel ever get used to-such
things, such dirt and vileness as we
saw and slept with last night, as I

~
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misery monger with his everlasting
tales of woe and his averlasting thirst
for tub beers; the man with the re-
spectable past, perhaps far up the lad-
der at one time, whose lamentations I
have heard {n every cheap lodging
houss all over the states; sallors, lum-
ber jacks, longshoramen and followers
of similar fitful occupations, nomadis
workmen with perhaps a dollar or two
sewed up in thelr clothes somewhsre,
walting for the next uncertain job;
confessed and unabashed wanderers
whom the wanderiust drives about the
world, and men whom criminal acts
have driven to these shadowy caves of
the nether world for shelter. All of
them with the brand of fallure seared
upon them! The outcast and the near
outcast; and sometimes I think the
lot of these latter {s more bitter and
undesirable even'than that of the un-
modified, unabashed wailf who has
neither pride nor fear nor sensibility,
and sleeps In.lumber pile, straw heap
or sawdust bed bepeath the hot bollers
of an all night. posver houss with aqual
equanimity and equal dumb thankful-
ness.

Driven by the Cold

Repulsive .as the “kip” may be as a
bedchamber, the time yet comes when
every man - in the- city who has be-
come walf through cheice or compul-
sion is driven to resort to it for his
nightly rest. Fear drives some to the
shelter it offers, sickness drives not a
few, the ache for companionshlp of
one’'s kind many: but most all are
rounded up by the simple elemental
fact of the cold. When the ceold of
night begins to sink to your bones and
your flesh gets blue with the frost,
you will sell your immortal soul for a
roll of blankets and consider the price
cheap. :

Is it any wonder then. that, as the
self-appointed  guardians of munieipal
integrity and advancement assert, these
fruseme, cold, hungry derelicts will sell
their votes for a dollar, gladly, in
order that they may slesp and eat for
a few days. Such votes are purchased

" by .unscrupulous polfticlans by the

thousands- in New York,  Chicago, St.
Louis and nearly every city In this
country. - Political manipulators of San
Francisco, too, have been gullty In
times past when there were more cheap
lodgings locally than there are since
the fire.

In New York City an undisputed au-
thority puts the list of these who oe-
ocupy the beds of cheap lodging lofts at

1

very real fun to develop among the
bums as & resuit of such deposits, os-
tensidly valuable, made with loud come-
ment to attract the attention of the
less fortunate to the afluency of the
depositor, likely enough soma old stiff
with his bare toes protruding from his
shoes but wearing an alr of pompous
importance as the clerk takes his dime,
tests it with his teeth and stows his
bundle in the locker. Some of these
inimitable mummers will deposit the
cheapest watches and old broken
knives carefully wrapped In their ban-
danas, principally to conceal them, I
balteve.

Rocks for Valuables

One case I knew of whers a bum of
this characterization even wrapped up
a few ordinary stones and an old
leather wallet he had picked out of an
ash barrel, handing them to the clerk
with careful command as to thelr safe-
suarding, demanding them in the
morning again soberly, and resenting
viciously the several sarcastic Insin-
uations made by other habitues of the
place, who seemed somehow to have a
hunch that the old fellow was a mum-
mer. When they dared him to open
his bundle he grew freezingly severs
and pompous, stalking slowly from the
room with a most Injured expression
on his bloated face that sent the gang
of bums who were watching him ia*e
wild guffaws of lanshies.

Further spasms were brought on
when the clerk, who had surrepti-
tiously opened the package the night
before after the owner had gone to
sleep, told what the bandana con-
tained. So is the grim tragedy of
these places relleved with humor—
humor which, however, is for the most
part of that acrid kind which comes
as a jeer at the speotacle of another's
discomfiture. Even the fun of the
“kip™ is warped. *

The signs of the times are not pro-
pitious for the vagabond. Simultane-
ously with the passing of the 10 cent
house will go the other resorts of the
under worldling—the Bohemia of the
bum seems to be doomed. I sigh in
gloomy anticipation of a time when
the wanderer shall no longer have a
warm and sheltered bunk wherein to
lay his weak, foolish, irresponsible
head. Perhaps in that fateful day even
the haylofts will be padlocked against

, Dod gast the pale re-
formers who have never broken their
anchor ropes and swung free in the
sometimes bitter, times pl t,
drag of the undertow!

The ery of the bum against the re-
former and muck raker is the same
as the wall the big business interests
are sending up from land’s end to the
othsr end—"Let us alone!™




