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MY LIFE OUT OF PRISON

CHAPTER I

AUGUST PDlST, nineteen hundred and eleven! ~.

To you that probably conveys nothing; to me it is a
never-to-be-forgotten day, the marking of an epoch in my
life - a life up to that time brimful of tragic experience
and vivid impressions. Since that time my life has been
equally vivid, if not tragic, though in a different way.

It was on that date, after spending ten years behind
stultifying steel bars and stolid stone walls, ten years in
stripes and in the midst of degradation, that I was paroled
from San Quentin prison.

To-day this prison is the domicile of the broken-spirited
ex-political boss of San Francisco, the lifelong habitat of
hundreds of hopeless men and women, the living grave of
nearly 1000 human beings, each of wbom is a cog in the
ponderous, grinding wheel of human progress, for DO man
nor woman Buffering a ntptured life in a prison cell is a
Jess important unit in the evolution of humanity than is
the money king, the man with the hoe or the minister of
the gospel. No human being has yet lived and no human
being now lives who har-not or does not serve an impor
tant purpose in the great scheme of things.

The fact that each human being comes into the world
with latent propensities, certain temperamental character..
utica and well-defined likes and dislikes has alway. been a
source of speculation for me. I believe that every thought
of every human being is of immense value.
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8 My Lif. out of Pri,OA

I have lived with these 2000 human beings at San
Quentin and with 200,000 others in prisons scattena
~ut this country every day and every hour since
my release, and I shall probably 80 continue to live during
the remainder of my lile.

Several weeks before my release the managing editor
of The Bullet. came to San Quentin to visit & friend who
is serving fourteen years. While in the warden's office
waiting until his friend should be brought from the jute
mill the managing editor, at the suggestion of the warden,
read an "accepted" manuscript which had been written
by one of the prisoners. It was the story of a boy who
ran away from a country home, joined a circus, fell by
the wayside, was committed to prison for a comparatively
trivial o1f'ence and died there in the arms of an old con
Tict without letting his "people" know. The story im
pressed the managing editor and he asked to see the
author.

When the warden stepped from his private oftice and
came to my desk in an adjoining room I knew so soon as
I looked at him that he was going to ask me something
unueual,

"I know you don't lee visitors," he began, "but there
is a gentleman in my oftice who wants to see you and I
t.hink you ought to see him. It will probably result in
good for you.t

'

I asked who it was and, on being told, impulsively
agreed to go in. I had beard of the man many times, and
in anything save a favorable way, 80 I was totally un
prepared for what followed.

Instead of meeting a self-satisfied, .elf-righteous, im
placable ogre, as I had anticipated, I found myself shak

'. ing hands with a tall, well-proportioned, 80ft-spoken man
of middle-age. The hand clasp went down to my toea

, -



My Life out of PrilOfl 9

and then up into my brain and I instinctively realized
that I had met a man-brother. After the hand clasp I
remained .tandin" as ~ prisoner. when
in the pr&ence of " superiors."

"Take a seat," s&1"Qthe &11 man. "Why don't you
lit down?"

I looked at the warden, who had swung toward us- in
his swivel chair, and he nodded assent.

"The warden has permitted me to read a manuscript
of yours," said the visitor, still standing. "I hope you
don't mind. How long have you been writing?"

"I've been studying to write for about two years,"
I replied.

" The warden tells me you have declined to see visitors
since you have been here," he ventured. " Why is that? "

" Beeause I'm serving time," I answered. "What use
to remind one's self of life?"

"Isn't there & parole law P" he asked. "I can ar
range to give you work, I think. Are· you eligible?"

"Yes," I replied, almost eagerly, "but the parole law
has walls around it, too."

" But it is for just such men as you. The warden tells
me you have rendered splendid service on the books, that
you have ability and understanding and that you have
done a great deal to help your fellow prisoners. After
rea~ng this story of yours I feel sure you have human
sympathy, despite your own experience. Will you come
to work for us if a parole can be secured? "

" Certainly," I replied, " provided I can fill the bill."
"All right," he said, " get your papers ready and we'll

see what can be done."
Back at my desk I tried to go on with the accounts, but

the Sgures danced. I closed the ledger and walked bacl
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and forth. I had been looking forward to applyinr for
parole, but without hope that I should succeed in settinr
it. My prison record bad been good, but I wal a " two
time loser" and that was an obstacle over which many
an aspirant for lelf-redemption bad stumbled and
failed. Experience and observation had made me realize
that a prisoner who allowed himself to look forward to
his cross-examination by the board of directors with the
self-assurance that he would "win out" and secure their
signatures for his parole was ill-advised, I had seen pris
oner8 with perfect records "turned down cold" by the
board for DO apparent reason. And yet I DOW found
myself beginning to think of the outside. An insidious
feeling of positiveness gradually smothered my doubts.
I suppose it was the prominence and power of the man
who had offered me employment that caused this change
of mind. That night I wrote him a letter, enclosing the
regulation "employment blank" for him to sign and re
turn. He did 80 promptly, and in addition wrote a per
lonal letter to the board of directors asking favorable
consideration for my application.

It may seem strange, but in spite of the fact that I
was to be the beneficiary I rebelled against the in8uenee
which I knew that letter would have. I had seen 10 many
prisoners, many of them far less deserving than the ones
they left behind, secure parole, Dot on merit, but on " out
side inftuence." To me it seemed, and it still seems, that
• prisoner should gain parole solely on hi. record, on his
manifestation while undergoing the rigors of imprisoR-
mente :

A few weeks later when the board of direetorl convened
for the monthly meeting my parole wal authorized, to
take efFect on the Brst of August.

I bad seventeen day. and nights to wait.

J

i



Jig Lif. oul of P,;,OfI 11

My term had been suddenly cut down by more than
four yearl, but those seventeen days seemed seventeen
eternities.

Perhaps the principal reason why the days dragged was
because I was trying to evolve a method by which I hoped
to smuggle a quantity of Dotes pertaining to the prison
management out into the world with me, I had been
keeping a diary for a Dumber of years, and up to within
six months of my release I had succeeded in getting the
Dotes out of the prison undetected. But my avenue of
communication with the "outside" had been suddenly
blocked and the Dote. which had accumulated in the mean
time were important. Had I been caught with them my
parole would have been CAncelled. To be caught trying
to smuggle them out would mean even worse - it would
mean the dungeon, the jacket, perhaps solitary confine
ment for a year or two. It was the custom of the Cap- f
tain of the Yard to inspect everything taken out of the :
prison by paroled or discharged prisoners, and he had .
IUch a long stretch of experience behind him that it was
a1mOlt impouible to hoodwink him.

After racking my brains for many days I ftnaDy de
cided to take a desperate risk. What that risk was, and
how ~t succeeded, will be told in a subsequent chapter.
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CHAPTER U~

ON the night of July 8r, 1911, I retired a8 usual, but
Dot to sleep.

"Nine o'clock, and all's well!" "Ten o'clock, and
all'. well!" "Eleven, tweIye, one, two, three 'and all's
well'" assailed my waiting ears from the deep-throated
guards of the night watch outside as the hours dragged
by. After the three o'clock call I got up and paced the
floor in my stockinged feet. I didn't put on my brogans
because I didn't want to disturb the sleep of my cellmate
- a lifer who had sixteen years' service chalked up
against Time. As was quite often the case in his sleep,
my ce11mate talked in the Indian language. He had been
bom and raised on the frontier, in Oregon, and, when a
boy, had learned to talk to the Indians in their native
tongue. When awake he could Dot remember a single
word of the strange language, but in his. sleep be spoke
it glibly. This should be interesting to psychologists.

Another reason why I did Dot put on my brogans was
because it was against the rules for a prisoner to walk
in his cell after taps at nine o'clock, no mat1er how sick,
or nervous or wonied. The anguish consequent upon a
letter pushed through the wicket after lock-up, a letter
telling of the death of wile, mother or child must be
borne in silence and on a hard cot by a prisoner. Im
prisonment, you know, connotes absence of human emo
tions and feelings in the breast of a connct.

Three steps one way and three steps back -. three
steps one way and three steps back - three .t~1 one
way and three steps back. I thought of animaJl I had

11
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Been at the zoo worrying back and forth with deadened
eyes turned peniatently toward the gaping spectators.
I thought of the thousands of sleeping pariahs about me.
I recalled cells into which I had looked in awe; the cella
of lifers with the stone ftoor worn into three hollows, l,.,
each the size of a human palm. W &8 it the hand of God
or the hand of man?

I, a human being, with thousands of others, bad gone
through long years of confinement in a cage, eating coarse
food, garbed in shameful stripes, prodded on the slightest
occasion for the least exhibition of initiative or self-will.
I remembered a dog which one of our neighbors had kept
chained up when I was a boy, and how dangerously vicious
the animal had become. I remembered seeing a horse
which had been confined in a box-stall all winter and which
had been unmanageable when hitched up in the spring.
I remembered hearing that a canary bird after being COD

fined in a cage and having its food brought to it will
starve to death, with plenty of food in sight, when re
leased from its cage. Despite the fact that I was on the
very threshold of freedom - which every prisoner looks
forward to as the end of his misery - I felt a great bit
terness welling within me. At first I entertained it - it
soothed me to do so - and then came the revulsion. No,
I was at fault; human beings, individually, were not re
sponsible for this unconscionable torture of their kind.
The majority of them were poor, and poor people are not \,
cruel. Quite clearly,.for the first time in my life, it Sashed
upon me that humanity was Dot responsible for the need
less su1Fering of men in prison, of the insane in asylums,
of the soiled doves in bagnios, of the hungry children in
the BluiDs. It was greed for gold and man-made lawl
foisted upon the masses in the names of order and protec
tion by the masters of money.
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I also realized that too many men passed out of prison
in an embittered frame of mind, though they could not

• / help it. I must try to go out with all bitternese buried
V behind the grey walls. I had seen too many men leave

the prison with their dead selves lurking in a dark comer
of the dungeon or in a dismal cell of the solitary ward,
only to come back, blindly, unknowingly seeking that
which they had lost and which they had failed to find in
the glare of life. Some men and women only escape hell
by exploring it thoroughly; some perish in exploration.

And then I thought of young Gordon, who had recently
entered the prison for a second " jolt," a sentence of ten
yean. How well I recalled the day he had gone forth
after serving one year for drawing a small check against
his bank account after it had become exhausted. Gordon
had come from a.good family-whatever that means
was well educated, and bad endeared himself to all the

'prisoners who came in contact with him. The afternoon
before his release he bad been surrounded by his friend.
in the jute-mill yard at the close of the day's work while
the line was forming for supper, and they had all wished
him "good luck."

"It's Dot a matter of luck. fellows," he declared ear
neatly. "It'. a matter of wilL N"liDe of us wants to be
in a place like this, and, aside from everything else, it
doesn't pay. That'. why it's crime. I'm going out tobe
straight, no matter how hard it il. If you'll all do as I'm
going to do these so-celled criminologists Wl1! have to go
to work instead of bunkoing the public out of a parasitical
living. Think it over, and don't take it as preaehing ;
you get enough of that in chapel on Sundays."

He had been full of hope, and his intellectual face "aa I

lighted by a convincing smile. After he was gone the .men \1,
talked about him. His parting words, spoken unassum-

. ,
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mgly and yet intensely, live in many mindl. The majority
of prisoners on being paroled or discharged are almost
instantly forgotten by the others, lave perhaps ODe or
two intimate acquaintances or cellmates. But Gordon
was remembered, and not a man but would have staked
• month's rations of tobaceo that he would" make good."

Gordon was an efticient man and succeeded in securing
a position the day following his release. He proved cap
able and was advanced rapidly. Several months after
his release he met a girl whose charm attracted him.
Urged by the life force - the force that rules the universe
- he told her of his past and asked her to be his wife.
She consented, and they were soon married.

Nearly a year palsed and the future looked rOlY. He
had been promoted again and was getting a good salary.
His employers reposed the utmost confidence in him be
~de. liking him tremendously.

And then came the tragedy. Gordon thought he had
paid the penalty when the iron gate clanged him into the
'World of men, but he hadn't. 2uite often. more oft€!.!!.
than eo I · · true the real en.lt for bream....&. ", f

e BW lies in wait for a man outsl e the prison portcullis. ~" ",
... One day the policeman who haa iiTestecrGordon Tor

overdrawing his bank account paSled the oftlce where the
young husband worked - an ofBce on the ground floor
and in full view from the street thro~gh large plate-glass
windows. The policeman saw Gordon sitting at a desk,
with a large, open safe beside him.

The policeman gasped. He rubbed his eyes. Such a
combination as an ex-convict within reaching distance of
an open lafe was unthinkable, it was monstrous! He had
seen "ex-cons" kneeling before safes with dark-Iantem
and ".oup" and the other implements and" persuaders "
Decea8ary for forcible entrance, but this was the first time
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he had ever seen an "ex" with an open safe waiting to
be rUled. He could think of nothing save that Gordon
was there for a sinister purpose, and that, as an o1Bcer
of the law, it was meant that he should take prompt ac
tion.

The policemandidn't draw his revolver, nor did he nerve
himself for a "desperate encounter." Instead he strolled
leisurely in through the doorway, and asked to see "the
boss."

Half an hour later Gordon found himself on the side
walk, out of a job. He walked home to save a nickel,
suddenly conscious of the value of pennies. The young
wife, though she bore a little heart under her own, took
the shock courageously, assuring him that he would soon
get another position.

For six months Gordon tramped the streets, looking
for work. Finally, when out on the frayed edge of things,
with rent due, and wife and child in actual need of food,
he "took a chance," he joined two ex-convicts in a
burglary. He was caught and sent back for ten years.

When he entered the prisoners' yard, dressed in stripes
for the second time, no one sneered, no one laughed - all
understood from his face that a tragedy had occurred. It
was a long time before he would talk, and then one day
he told what had happened. I had been among the lis
teners, and I remembered that I had said to myself,
"What's the use? If he got that kind of a deal when
he was trying to live on the square, what's the use of try
ing?" Scores of other listeners, many of whom had been
living from day to day in a determination to redeem them
selves when they got out, had the same feeling.

"But, don't let this discourage any of you fellows,"
Gordon had said when he concluded his story. " Let's be
fair. I don't think that policeman did it to hurt me- i

f,
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he thought be was protecting the firm. I made the mis
take of not telling them I was an ex-con."

And 80 on until morning I paced the floor, thinking of
the scores and scores of men I had seen go out only to como
back.

But my case was different. I Dot only had work waiting
for me, but my prospective employers knew who and what
I was. The thought gave me consolation. I could not
fail saTe by my own fault.

As soon as I got out of my cell I started for the oftice
to see the Captain of the Yard. I had a box under my
arm - a box with a lock and key. In the box were the
contraband papers containing my Dotes and other in
formation inimical to the self-satisfied peace of mind of
the prison authorities.

The nearer I got to the oftice the more perturbed I be
came, until, on arriving at the porch step, I felt as if
carrying a box of dynamite. The Captain was walking
back and forth with his hands in his hip pockets. I waited
until he turned and was walking toward me before ad
dressing him.

" I have a box of letters and papers here, Captain, and
I'd like to take them out with me," I said. " The box is
locked, and here's the key."

I had hoped that he would say, "Ob, that's all right,"
withont taking the key. My record, so far as he knew,
had been without blemish, and I had worked outside the
walls at the Warden's office for years. Under such cir
cumstances it was Dot unusual to take it for granted that
a prisoner would be his own jailer, and even, directly or
indirectly, an assistant jailer for his fellows. I had never
been the latter, as has been attested over and over again
by the rank and file of San Quentin, consequently the Cap
tain was Dot friendly to me. When he took the profFered

.t.
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key I felt weak. I felt that my life wal hanging OD &

cobweb. If he discovered the nature of the papers in the
box I would go back to a cell.

While I stood there, striving to appear ind~ereDt, he
unlocked the box and picked up a package of letters
which I had placed at the top.

" Ob, I suppose this i. all right," be said, looking at me
.earchingly.

" There it is, Captain," I replied, with an inflection in
dicating that he was waiting his time.

He laughed, snapped the spring lock shut and handed
me the key.

'cYou can stop in after you're dressed, OD the way out,
and get the box," he said.

I had taken a desperate risk, and WOD. Had he es:
amined the contents of that box the probabilities are that
I would be at San Quentin to-day, and "My Life in
Prison" unwritten.

Several prisoners left the penitentiary with me, all of
them on parole. The stage was crowded, and I wal glad
of the opportunity to sit with the driver. Aa the horses
strained and started up the slight incline toward the
crest of the hill which descends to the bay shore road
I felt queer. The sensation of riding, of being carried
over the ground instead of walking, was a novelty. It
was the first time I had been on a moving vehicle for
many years. Past the Gatling-gun post•• past the grave
yard (since removed), past the "patent gate," past the
brick yard, and the road still reached out into freedom.
I noted that it was a good road and remembered the road
gang, which leavel the prison every morning and eomee
back every night. This road bad been constructed by my
fellow convicts, and was a credit to them. Since that
time I haye been allover the State of California, but no-

.j
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where, excepting the finished pOrtiODS of the new State
highway, have I seen a better road. .

At last we arrived at the Green Brae station. It wal
the same old bam-like structure, but had been lately
painted. While waiting for the train we stood in groups
and talked. I was singled out by an attomey who had
served two years. Behind the walls he had been exclusive,
he had evinced a disinclination to mix with the prisoners
about him, but now he seemed anxioul for company, for
lome one to talk with.

When the" train came gliding out of the tunnel and
stopped at the platform I Doted that it was an electric,
and recalled the shrill whistles I had 80 often beard in
the early night hours when all was still at the great
prison. I had gone to San Quentin on a steam train,
drawD by an antiquated locomotive.

We clambered awkwardly aboard, most of us into the
smoker, though the lawyer and myself went into the
second ear. The little lengthwise seat near the door was
'9&cant and we sat down. My eompenion instantly
ltarted to talk in the most unconcerned way, just &I jf he
were used to taking the train each morning, but I felt
self-conscious, and wanted to look out of the window.
Had I been alone I should have chosen a crosswise seat.

Presently & newsboy entered the car and the lawyer
bought all three morning papers. He handed me one
and I tried to read, bu.t couldn't. I imagined everybody
in the car kDew who we were, and besides, the things
about me, the passengers, the packages, the suitcases, the
pUling Iandseape, were far more attractive at the mo
ment than a newspaper.

At Saulalito we were lost in the crowd of passengers
lcurrying to the boat from other trains, and I felt more
at ease.
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Ie Let'. go down and have breakfast," suggested my
companion as we went aboard the boat.

I had been looking forward to the trip across the bay
for years. I had pictured myself again and again stand
ing on the upper deck watching the scene and breathing
the free air. But I was afraid I might hurt his feelings
if I refused, and besides I had not partaken of breakfast
at the prison.

In the dining-room we seated ourselves at one of the
tables and ordered tenderloin steak, coffee and rolls. I
noticed two of the other paroled prisoners sitting at the
nearby lunch counter, and they both ordered pie.

"Giving themselves dead away," commented my com
panion when I called his attention to them.

Secretly I envied them, but had not the courage to say
80. He imagined I concurred in the patronizing judg
ment latent in his words.

Breakfast finished, we went upalain and stood on the
front apron of the ferryboat. I looked for signs of the
great conflagration which we had read about in the east
ern papers and the magazines (Califomia papers are Dot
permitted in the penitentiary), but all I couId see from the
distance was & great and new city. As we neared the
landing my companion became uneasy.

"I expect to meet my wife," he announced, "80 Pll
say good-bye DOW. Come out and see me I,ome time."

As 800n &s the boat was made fast he rushed up the
causeway, dropped his suitcase, and embraced a little
dark-haired woman who awaited him under the inner
arcade of the ferry building. They went away with arm.
linked, smiling, and chatting like two happy birds. Have
you ever felt that you would rather be lome one else,
lome one other than yourselfP I had such a thought as
I walked out into the glare and commotion of the em-
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barcadero, where I stopped to search in my pockets for
the address of my employers.

"How far up Market Street is the 700 block?" I in
quired of a man in a grey suit and straw bat who wal
leaning against one of the pillars and reading a paper.

" Why, seven blocks of course," he replied, regarding
me curiously.

That didn't sound far, 80 I decided to walk, and took
the sunny side. The noise of the street cars and vehicles
bothered me, but I tried to see everything. The scurry
ing people, going in all directions seemed strange. Nevet
before, even though I had been raised in and near a great"
metropolis, had I realized 80 keenly what a rush life is.

Presently a haberdasher's window, resplendent in gaudy
ties and fancy shirts alluringly arranged against a velvet
background caught my eye, and I paused. I would need
clothes - all I had in the world were OD my back - but
these were too showy; besides I had lots of time, there
would be no .lock-up bell.

A little farther on I unconsciously put my rig~t, hand
into my trousers pocket and my fingers encountered
MONEY.

Money! I was, then, really and truly free!
But was I? Had 1 not lived for years without it~

I drew it out and looked at it. There was $4-8 in
gold and silver, the residue from the sale of stories
which I had written in prison - the residue after put..
ting up a deposit of $15 with the warden to pay for the
expenses of my return should I violate my parole.

Money! In spite of the fact that I had Dot bad any~,

for 80 long, here it was suddenly thrust upon me, and
I was supposed to use it temperately and judiciously.
Most men coming out had only $5 with which to face
the world, with which to take up the broken thread of life,
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and here I was with eight times that amount. I wu for
tunate.

Suddenly I wa. seized by an irresistible desire - a
desire to spend. I could only prove my freedom by
exercising it, I must buy something, DO matter what.
Just then & ragged boy with freckled face shoved & box
of chewing gum toward me.

" Chewing gum, mister P" he pleaded.
That settled it. Here was an opportunity to spend

money, and he had called me "Mister." Aa I banded
him & dime in exchange for a package I indeed felt free.
Millionaires had nothing on me at that blissful moment.

It sounds foolish, almost childish, doesn't it? But
it's true, and it's but & faint picture of the emotioDs and
the bewilderment experienced by every man whose nat
ural expressiona have been beaten down to a humdrum

\ abnormality through a term of prison years. That de
sire to spend plays havoc with the five dollars to which
most discharged or paroled prisoners are limited. It's

. one of the prime illustrations of the failure of the pres
ent repressive prison system. I have since had it from
the lips of discharged prisoners that they have spent
as much &s two dollars out of & lone $0 gold piece for
their first meal. Asked why, they didn't k_now;. they
couldn't tell.

On the other hand I have come in contact with dis
charged prisoners who spent each cent grudgingly, who
made the $5 last two weeks. This narrative of facts will
contain many conerete stories - lome tragedies, some
comedies - concerning my fellow wanderers in the great
prison called civilization.
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CHAPTER m

TBB walk up Market Street - seven blocks - seemed
interminable, and long before I arrived at my destination
I crossed to the shady side. In prison one cannot walk
more than 100 yards in a straight line. Distance has
no meaning, save in memory, yet I have known prisoners
who made it a practice to walk two miles each night
back and forth in their cells. The cells at San Quentin
are seven and a half feet long. By pacing the cell
11500 times & distance of two miles is covered.

When I arrived at the building which I sought I went
inside and got on the elevator. The operation of the
thing interested me immensely. True, I had seep. and had
been on elevators before my incarceration, 'but the mo
tion of being carried upward was strange, almost un
canny. The elevator seemed like a living thing.

When I got off at the fourth floor a boy met me and
asked for my card. The request embarrassed me, and
I made a motion &8 if to search my pockets, but stopped.
Instead I scribbled my name on a piece of paper.

After I bad waited & short time the boy reappeared
and led me through a large room where a dozen or more
men and women were working furiou.Iy on typewriters,
and then I was ushered into a private ofBce and found
myself confronting the big man I had met in the warden's
office a few weeks before. He greeted me with the same
hand-clasp and asked me to sit down.

"Well, hoW' does it feel?" he asked, profermg a
cigar.

13
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I mumbled something to the efFect that it " lelt &ne."
We talked for a few minutes, and then I told him I

had not yet reported to the parole officer, as I had been
instructed to do. "There was a bunch came over this
morning," I explained, "and I didn't want to wait, 80

I came up here first."
"Well, you'd better go down and report and then

come back here. We'll go to lunch together," he replied.
Somehow, despite the fact that he was my employer,

\ ;.the invitation to lunch with him did not seem incongruous.
. I guess it was the ofthand way, .!be ameDce of pat[9DA~,

in which be said it that made me take it as a matter of
course. He let me out of a private door and I got on
the elevator to go down. I felt slightly disconcerted
when the thing started. "Suppose it should drop?" I
found myself thinking. I recalled a newspaper account I
had read of a discharged prisoner who was killed by a
train the morning he got out. I was glad when we
reached the ground floor, and made baste to board a car
for the Ferry building, where the parole office W&I lo
cated.

At the parole ofBce I went through the formality of
: signing my name in a book, and was instructed that I
I must report there on the first of each month, and that I
I must each time bring a statement, signed by my employer,

showing the amount of my earnings and expenditures
and vouching for my good conduct.

"And any time you need advice or are in trouble
come to me. Don't be afraid., I'm your friend," said
the parole ofticer as I passed out.

The words impressed me, they seemed so sincere. How
sincere they were will be disclosed later.

At luncheon I found myself gazing at the rich tapes
tries, as well aa the occupants of a marble dining-room,



My Life out of Pri,OfI

notwithstanding a strong eft'ort not to do so. I found
myself making a comparison between where I was and
where I had been five hours before. It seemed incredible.
It seemed &s if I had been wafted to lome strange planet
where joy and laughter and harmony prevailed. The
orchestra was playing softly among the palms in the dis
tance, and the subdued daylight, made unreal by dazzling
electroliers, infused the air with glamour. The bare
prison cell with its fetid atmosphere and bedbugs 0b
truded again and again. I could Dot forget.

When the waiter came with the food I felt that I ought
to help him. Being waited on was absurd. I was used
to waiting on myself. I had made my own bed and \
sewed on my own buttona for ten years.

While the coffee was being served I was asked for the
mat time if I had any newspaper experience, and had to
admit that my only acquaintance with the " game" bad
been gleaned during a few months I wOTked in the busi
Dess office of a small eastern daily.

"Oh, well, that doesn't make much di1Ference in your
case," said the big man. " You can learn, and besides I've
got ,omething mapped out for you. .But I think you
ought to take a few day. off first to get your bearings;
to become accustomed to the change."

I was grateful for this thoughtfulness &8 the kaleido
scopic happenings of the morning had left me bewildered,
and doubtful of my ability to "make good."

"I've promised to go to see a friend in Oakland to
day," I said, "and I'll go over this afternoon if it'. all
right."

"All right P" he queried. c, Why of course .it's all
right. You're tree. Go wherever you wish; but I'd
like to have you come up to the hotel for dinner t&-night
if you can get back in time, and care to come." ." ...4
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"I'll be glad. to," I aaid. "What time, and wha£
hotel? "

He named the place and the hour, and we parted OD

the sidewalk.
By going to Oakland I broke my parole - the first day

I was out - but I was ignorant of the fact. My ticket
of-leave stated, among other things, that I should Dot
leave the State. It did not say that I should Dot leave
the county wherein I was employed. Later I learned that
one of the rules of the parole ofBcer forbade a paroled
prisoner going from one county to another without special
permission. By going to Oakland I exposed mylelf to
a revocation of my parole and a return to prison for
many years. I learned of the rule subsequently in quite
a dramatic fashion, as I shall tell.

In Oakland I called on a professional man and then
went to see a friend, & friend to whom I had smuggled
from the prison my Dotes covering the daily happenings
behind the walls for five years. Each time I had smug-

I gled out & batch of these Dotes I had taken the risk of
t· solitary confinement, the strait-jacket, 1081 of all hope for

parole, and the forfeiture of " credits" for good behavior.
But something had impelled me to take the chance again
and again, and my studying at night had been with the
sole idea of writing about the horrors and atrocities of
the life when I got out. My intention was to do tho UD

der a nom-de-plume, and I never dreamed that I should'
have the opportunity to do it openly and still escape the
revenge which such an act would bring upon the
" offender" in 99 cases out of 100. The Dotes were for
the purpose of establishing dates, facti and names be
yond cavil.

As I was leaving my friend's house I waa banded theae
Dotes, along with aome other papen, all tied up into a
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neat bundle. I have the notes and papers yet. While
writing "My Life in Prison" I Icarcely needed to refer
to them, save to establish dates.

On getting back to the city I climbed the hill on Powell
Street to the hotel. I was not very well acquainted in
San Francisco and did not know that Powell Street cars
passed the place, and the way I had been rebuffed when
I had asked a question at the ferry building that morning
made me chary to ask anyone about the cars.

After walking the fla t places of the prison for 80 long
I found climbing that hill positively painful. Muscles
which I had Dot used for years were brought into play,
and remained Bore for several days.

The big man met me in the lobby of the hotel, I was in
troduced to his wife, and we went in to dinner. By this time
I was beginning to get used to things, and managed to
appear quite unconcerned, though I couldn't help making
contrasts between that dining-room and the cellar-like
place where the prisoners " feed" at San Quentin.-

After dinner I spent an intensely interesting hour in
conversation, and then, at the suggestion of my host, I
left to go to one of the downtown hotels for the night.

When I had gone up the hill it bad .been daylight, but
it was now dark, and the myriads of lights fascinated me.
It is seldom that a prisoner gets out at night, and tbw
breathing of the night air itself was a novelty. Reluc
tantly, at half past ten, I entered the hotel to which I
bad been directed, and was assigned to a room. It was
then that I remembered a self-addressed envelope in my
pocket; an envelope addressed to the warden, and which
he bad instructed me to use in writing to him the firs~

day. The envelope brought back the scene in his office
that morning when he had shaken hands with me and

" A Dew and aanltary d1DlDg hall bas since been completed.

.~ "., r
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said: "I am confident of you, Lowrie. I know you are
going to make good."

That was one of the good traits of the warden - he
interviewed each paroled prisoner as he was leaving the
prison, and gave a word of encouragement or advice.

I sat down and wrote the warden a letter, and then I
wrote a letter to my mother. I had been thinking of her
all day, ~d had been tempted to send a telegram that
I was out, but remembered that she had written telling
me a letter would do. I I

When I went down to mail i~, letters I saw a post
box in the lobby, but the lure of the lights on the street
proved too much, so I went out. For two hours I walked
up and down Market Street, each breath thrilling me
with a sense of freedom.

When I finally returned to the hotel and retired it was
not to sleep. The noise of the street cars was nothing
less than awful after the grave-like stillness of nights in
a cell. All night I lay awake, thinking, and getting up
occasionally to look out of the window. Besides, the 00·
mensity of the room (a small hotel room) and the ability
to stretch at ease on a big double bed was too luxurious
to lose by going to sleep. The soft pillows, the sheets,
the white towels on the rack, the hot and cold running
water, the carpet, the lace curtains, all fascinated me.
True, they were the commonplace, the unnoticed things in
ordinary life, but I had just come from prison, and I was
abnormal, I remember talking to myself as I lay there
in the semi~rknes8. I really would be ashamed to set
down some ot the things I said. It was like the babbling
of a baby.



CHAPTER IV

BEYOU five o'clock in the morning I was up. I had
Dot closed my eyes at all. Drelsing was a kind of dream,
a dream which recompensed, in away, for lack of a nat
ural sleep-dream. It was the second time I had put on
" free" clothes, and I did it 810w1y, conscious of each
movement, as if harnessing & hone or performing lome
operation I was unused to.

On Market Street I walked toward the ferry. The
morning air was different from that at San Quentin.
This .moming I had "emerged from a well-ventilated room,
and yet the air seemed more invigorating than it had
seemed on coming out of a miasmic cell the morning be
fore.

There was & paucity of pedestrians, aDd street can
were few and far between. It was vastly different from
the rumbling bustle and the tense-faced crowds of the
day and night before. Near Second Street a man wear..
ing a slouch hat and soiled collar, with his coat buttoned
closely about him, accosted me for the "price of some
thing to eat." He looked as if he, too, had been awake
all night, but for a different reascn, As he finished
speaking I recognized him as "one of the boys," and he
shrank visibly when I called him by name. In prison he
had always boasted of what a "swell grafter It he had
been outside, what money he had always "pulled off"
in his trade as & " dip." I've forgotten just what I said
to ease him, because I was conseioue of the fact that he
would have pused me without asking for assistance bad

29
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he realized before stopping me that I had known him in
"stir." When we parted, however, alter a few minutes'
chatting - or, I should 8ay, my chatting and his chatter
ing, for he was cold - his embarrassment had vanished.

At the ferry end of Market Street I turned to the
left along the waterfront, and strolled out onto one of
the wharves where a gang of stevedores were feverishly
loading a steamer, The men were on the run both going
and coming, with perspiration dripping freely, and I won
dered why- the world seemed 80 peaceful and sleepy and
the sun 80 dilatory in coming up. From a man who wal
apparently directing the gang I learned that the steve
dores were working for an hourly stipend, and had been
" going" since 1 A. K. One man in particular, his neck
bones enhanced by a red flannel undershirt, haa remained
stamped in my memory. He wal panting like a dog, and
seemed unfitted for the work. The hurry, I elicited,
was occasioned for two reaSODS: that aa much work a8
possible should be gouged from each man during each
hour, and that the vessel might depart with the least
possible delay, thus reducing the wages of the crew, or
at least, some of the members; both commercial reesons,
not humane ones.

The continual racing up and down and back and forth
finally become monotonous - to me - and I left. As I
walked away I did some thinking.

Suppose I had come out into the world without an
assured job and were obliged to tackle work like that!
How long would I last? Nat only was lone of the great
army who had been forced to subsist on food, the deadly
monotony of which vitiated its meagre nutritive quality,
but I, like many others, was unfitted structurally and by
training to do luch work.

At the street end of the wharf a clock informed me
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that it was "1 ~ K. and I decided to have breakfast and
go to the ofBce. ..

"Take a good walk about town; get used to things,"
was the advice I was given by my employer. "Don't be
in too. great a burry. You've got lots to pick up; you're
out of touch, out of step with things."

Although realizing that this was true, I resented it.
I wanted to appear a8 one of the world.

At present the thought makes me smile, for, alter
more than two years' freedom, with many experiences,
and unusual opportunities for rounding off rough edges,
I am still unadjusted; I am still, in degree, lacking in '..
qualities that were once naturally mine.

After all, the State pays its penalty for illogical treat- ""
ment of those who offend against it.

I climbed the Powell Street hill, and was attracted by
the ghaltly ruins of former arrogance. A spring which
was hidden under an immense pile of debris lent a trick
ling stream down to a lIat place, where there was a patch
of rank green. The significance came to me keenly. I
8aw the future of great cities: crumbling ruins, streams
of water, rampant weeds and lazy insects. The picture
came as a startling contrast to the sweating stevedores,
toiling in the dawn of just one day, inaultin, Time by
tallying it in " hours!'

A little farther on I saw & bedraggled cat which had
once been white, but was now the color of its malt de
lectable prey - the mouse. Save for & few pathetic
spots where it had tried to lick itself clean, it resembled
a cartooned tramp. I ",rite " cartooned tramp" because
real tramps are more cleanly than people think. They
wash and shave themselves just like other people, though
they don't dress as conventionally, nor do they eat as
often. I stood and watched the cat for quite a wbne.
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It was sittmg on the remains of what bad once been a
kitchen boiler, and was gazing out over the city in tragic
dejection. I wondered what had become of all the catl
rendered homeless by the great contlagration. Dogs, of
course, had followed their owners in the mad ffight, but
cats are positive characters, they will Dot follow, save
on the scent of food. Dogs will follow humans to starva
tion and death. .Cats are Dot so civilized- whatever
that means, I wondered how many cats had "come
back" to former homes and meow-ed themselves to miser
able death during the awful days when strong-hearted
San Franciscans were adjusting themselves to life. This
cat, apparently, had" come back" and learned to be a
hobo - a startling example of the survival of the fittest.

That appealed to me - the hobo part as well as the
fidelity to the remembrance of unearned nourishment.
Even hoboes, you know, once thrived on mothers' milk,
with chubby little fists at work to augment the supply.
(Who hasn't seen a baby use its lists when 8uckling?)
Yes, that wretched looking cat attracted me; it became
the universe.

But when I stepped from the cracked and uneven side
walk and tried to coax it to me it ducked into a cavity,
like a prairie dog into its hole. I turned away, and
had gone two blocks before it occurred that it was within
my power and means to help the animal. The idea that
fiashed into my mind was that I could purchase and bring
it some food.

While looking for a store where I could carry out this
plan I came upon some men cleaning bricks. I Doted
that some of them wore rough gloves, and that those
who were without gloves bad blistered or bleeding hands.
I learned that they were being paid 80 much per hundred
brick. cleaned - I've forgotten the stipend, but it was
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terrible - and that an inspector usually condemned 80
per cent. of the work a8 "incomplete." Those without
gloves were the ones " just learning"-working for the
" price of a meal."

Still searching for a store, on the eat's account, I came
upon another scene. It was a little hut in the middle of
a block where palatial residences had been razed. It
\Vas a ramshackle afFair, with papered windows and
drunken-looking doors and chimney, but it was a home,
just &8 the" residences" had been. Strange that the
little word "home" should cover 80 many kinds of
"dwellings." Really, it's the biggest little word in the
language of mankind, and we must Dot overlook the fact
that lfasts, too, have homes, some of them better than
those occupied by our fellow humans, for I once knew a
New York newsboy who slept under a wharf where the
tide, on windy winter nights, tossed icy waves into his
"bed." A prisoner'. "hard cot" would have been
heaven to that boy.

Am I forgetting my plea for humane treatment of
prisonen, you askP Not at all. That newsboy finally
became a prisoner, and it was while he was yearning for
" home "- under the wharf - that he told of his boy-.
hood, his deal in the world early in the game of his
lile. .

The little shack was distinctive in another way. It
was fenced in and it had a flower garden. The touch of
natural color against the background of man's ruins and
desolation wu like a marble masterpiece let in the centre
of a mud hole. Is that cont.radietoryP

At length I found a small butcher shop and bought
10 cents' worth of "cat meat." But when I returned to
the place where I had seen the famished-looking feline,
it was Dot in light. So I picked my way to the rusted

,/
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kitchen boiler and placed the purchase where the cat had
been sitting. As I retraced my steps I law a scrap of
meat on my finger. It had adhered when I had un
wrapped the package. A 400d of thought came upon
me.

•



CHAPTER V

A LADY whom I bad met casually before my commit
ment to prison sent me a book, and, being -mentally hun
gry, I read it. I am not going to say' what the book
was, because I am Dot a propagandist. I am thoroughly
convinced that whatever appeals to you as the truth is
the beat thing for y~u.

Meat! I had eaten it all my life - which meaDs until
I wlf 81 years old - without giving a thought.
And then, after reading the book sent to me by the lady
referred to, I read "The Gospel of Buddha," "The An
cient Wisdom," "The Light of Asia," "Voices From the
Silence," "The Upanishads," "The Secret Doctrine,"
"The Holy Bible," "Science and Health" and other
revelatioDs. I also read Olive Schriner's "Dreams" and
was fascinated by " The Hunter."

By reason of this reading, and other study, I became
convinced of three things: First, that man haa an im
mortal soul; second, that he is governed by a strict taw
of compensation; third, that the taking of life, save in
personal self-defence, is wrong. To me the word " life"
became all-inclusive, and I felt that I could no longer be
a party to the taking of life in any form. I al80 felt that
to take anything into the physical body which was not
elsential to its spiritual growth was an invitation for
cu1r. and kicks from the law - the law of compensa
tion. At the time I was in prison, eating meat and using
tobacco. I decided first to abstain from the use of to
bacco - after fifteen years of cigarette smoking. Those

81
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who have used tobacco for fifteen years and liave tried
to "quit" will appreciate what follows; while those who
have never used tobacco will sni« self-complacently, and
wonder why I am squandering all these words. But the
average woman asked to give up corsets, rouge or tea will
rebel, &s will the average man asked to forswear tobacco,
liquor or a starched collar. I made up my mind to " cut
out" tobacco. I had used it so long that it had become
a physical necessity, a hunger- or apparently 80. I
realized that it would be a struggle, but said to myself:
"If you fail you commit mental and moral suicide; you
are no longer & free entity, but & slave. With that
thought in mind I stopped .smoking, stopped using to
bacco entirely. Ten days later I had a severe eemor
rhage from the lungs, which the eating of salt failed to
check. The prison physician was called and administered
a glass of colorless liquid which checked the ftow. After
it was over I concluded that nature had expelled the
remnants of the poison from my body, and I kept that
thought in mind until the desire for tobacco had departed
entirely. To state that I felt elated is putting it mildly;
I felt like a master, like one who had conquered the seem
mgly unconquerable under the most adverse of circum
stances, in & place where tobacco was one'. only consola
tion.

But, Dot satisfied, I determined to make other COD

quests - I determined that I would stop eating meat.
So I started living on bread, potatoes and beans, When
the lady who had lent me the first book learned of this
determin&tioD she wrote and tried to dissuade me. Al
though herself a vegetarian she was Dot a fanatic, and
realized perfectly that a human system which hal been
nurtured on meat could Dot suddenly cease cODsuming it
without having the proper substitute8 - nuts, fresh
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fruits, milk, eggs and a variety of vegetables. Exponents
of other religions or beliefs would have rejoiced in a
convert UDder such circumstances, but she objected.
" Wait until you get out and can get proper food," she
wrote, "it will injure your health where you are."

But I was stubborn, and, aside from my newly-born be
lief that vegetarianism was right - as indicated by the
work done by the horse, reindeer, the elephant, the camel
and the ox - I was determined to prove that I had the
" will" to carry out my convictions.

After a few months on a meagre diet I decided to test •
my "will~' still further, and made up my mind to fast
for three days. I did 80, and then felt that I was"
"str&ng"- that I was master of my body.

For four years I lived on bread, potatoes and beaus,
with an occasional dish of dried fruit, and then I 8uf
fered aD attack of typhoid fever. After diagnosing my
case the priaon physician said to me: "eat &8 little of
the strained soup and milk which we will give you as you
possibly can; the less you take into your stomach, the
better for you."

I believed he knew what he was talking abDut - he had
the experience of thousands of doctors and millions of
cases to bank on - so I decided to abstain from food.
Notwithstanding this action on my part, the fever grad
ually mounted until it was close to 106 degrees and I
was subjected to ice baths. To describe one's sensa
tions with a temperature of 106 degrees is impossible,
but the ice baths are still excruciatingly vivid. Each
BOp of the terrible sponge was like a knife-thrust through
my intestines. I shall never forget the experience. Up
to that time I had laughed at the word "nerves;" since
that time I have regretted that I knew how to laugh.

It had been four years since I had eaten meat o·
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touched ioliaeco, but when I was convalescing I watched
the man in the next bed - a eonsumptive - Imokine
ci,arettel, and ODe night I asked him to let me have hi.
lack of lobaceo and papers. Propping myself on one
elbow, I rolled a cigarette and lighted it. After a few
"drags" I fell back on the pillow, dizzy but happy, with
a sense of having caught a new bold on life. The next
day I smoked twice, without a thought of the possible
consequences. All that passed through my mind was
that I'd console myself during the monotony of "get
ting strong " enough to walk, and afterwards resume my
abstinence.

Alas, I have been smoking cigarettes ever since, though
I am continually promising myself to "cut them out."
But each time I have made the effort I have extenuated
failure with the fallacy that I am nervous. When I was
strong enough the doctor ordered "broth tt for me, and
I drank it. It was made from meat, but I didn't aa,re,
because it made me feel better.

When the day came for my discharge from the hospital,
I left detennined to resume my former abstinences, but
I didn't. To this day I am using tobacco and eating
meat; the fonner, excessively, the latter moderately.

With my "ideals" still in mind I left San Quentin
lull of determination to resume my fonner status, but, as
already told, I ate a beefsteak on the boat coming over
to San Francisco, and followed it with a cigarette. I
came out filled with the highest of moral convictions and
the firm determination to live up to them, but I failed,
though the keen sense of failure which I felt, and which
I still feel, may possibly mean ultimate victory.

•



CHAPTER VI

TB'B second night I did not go to bed at all. I feared
that I would miss something, that I hadto live each mo
ment of what we call Time in full possession of my senses.
A number of men who have served long sentences in prison
have told me they felt the same way; that they found it
impossible to sleep during the first week following release ..
because they revelled too much in hearing, seeing, tasting
and "feeling."

Instead of retiring I walked the streets until long after
midnight. Early in the evening I tried a theatre, but
did not stay - it was too much like being shut in, like
being in a crowd for which one brain was thinking. I
wanted to see and think and feel for myself. When I
squeezed my way to the aisle and walked the incline to
the foyer it was with a sense of being out of harmony,
and a number of persons regarded me in surprise border
ing on disapprobation.

On the street I took several deep breaths and felt free.
I inquired the way to the Mission, and started to walk
out there. At San Quentin I had heard many men ex
patiate on the Mission. I had heard them talk of it rev
erently, as if it were a beloved place.

At the junction of Market and Valencia streets I no
ticed a hotel, the Valmar. The combination of the two
atreet names into a name lor the hotel was odd. I won
dered why the idea bad not been applied in other plsees,

In the Mission itself I found the people dift'erent from
thole on Market Street. The men seemed more manly

39
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and the girla more womanly. Hundred. of couples were
on the street, lome of them with perambulators. All
were dressed comfortably. Many of the men wore 80ft
shirts and caps, while the girls and women were subtly
attractive in uncovered hair. I have often wondered that
women should mar their natural beauty with the expensive
and useless creations called hats, and yet one 80 often
sees & beautiful girl lingering before a milliner's window,
unable to paBS the place without admiring and longing
for a freakish combination of wire, ribbons, velvet and
feathers "marked down" to $J7.lS0. At the risk of a
" rise" from women I'm 'going to write something which
I recently heard a prominent man, a close student of hu-
man nature, say. -.

He laid: "The women are agitating for the abolition
of salcone. Why don't the men agitate for a maximum
price of $5 on women's hats' I believe that many women
get .s thoroughly intoxicated on hats and furbelows al
men do on liquor. I believe that as many girls have
fallen because of hats and gown. &1 men have fallen for
tobacco and booze. Tobacco and booze are highly in
jurious, &8 well &8 unnecessary, but expensive hat. and
Parisian gowns are equally 80."

In reply to a question he said: "Yes, I do think that
women should look attractive, but 80 should men. What
is more satisfying than to see a clean, strong, vigorous
man walking to work in the morning, whether be be • clerk
or artisan, and what more inspiring than to see an equally
clean and graeeful girl or woman resplendent in simple
dress and her natural beauty? We come into the world
naked, and, strictly speaking, we leave it naked, but lome
of the absurdities we wear in the interval make ring-nOled
and stained-teeth savages highly reepeetable,"

At & soda counter on Valencia Street a girl aDd her
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escart were imbibing through straws. She had on a red
sweater, tan shoes and waa without a hat. Her plenteous
blonde hair looked like silk under the electric light, and
her teeth were beautiful. He was immaculate in cotduroy
trousers, brown shirt, dark blue cravat and grey coat.
Lock. of black, curly hair enhanced his mauve crush hat,
and his dark eyes were clear and firm. Splashes of plas-
ter on his shoes indicated his vocation. .

I couldn't avoid hearing their conversation.
"The dearest little lIat," she said, " and you know that

three-room set we picked out last week-P "
He nodded, complacently. "Wen," she continued, her

bosom heaving under the red sweater, "it will just fit.
live been picturing it all aftemoon."

" Well, let's do it," he burst out. "rve been willing
a long time, but you've held back; you've always wanted
to be sure that we'd start all right. I've wanted you, and
you've wanted furniture. If you eea take me al part of
the furniture I'm ready to be a chair, or a table, or any-
thin "g.

He finished with a trace of petulaaee in hi. voice, aDd
she placed her hand on his.

" Jack, dear! " she said. I

They sat looking into each other'. eyes, the soda half
finished, and I reluctantly paid ten cents.

I glanced back from the doorway.
They were still looking at each other.
Back on Market Street I was attracted by the animals

and birds in a store window. A young chicken was
daintily pecking at grains of wheat, while rabbits and mice
lcampered about.

It was the first rabbit I had seen for ten years. Nat
urally, I was interested-no, Dot naturally, but abnor
mally interested.
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On the other aide of the doorway were monkeys. I
Btood and watched them until the atore liahtl were turned
out by a policem&D.

What business had a policeman turning out lightsP
The self-question interested me, and I followed him. I
saw him try doors and switch off lights in several places,
though the switch, in each instance, was concealed where
I couldn't see it. .

At last it dawned on me that the storekeepers wished
to keep their wares displayed 80 long as there were peo
ple on the streets, and that the policeman turned off the
lights from the outside at a certain hour, thus pennitting
the various proprietors to enjoy the evenings in the knowl
edge that electricity was working for them, and that. the
policeman on the beat would lee that it wasn't wasted.

I wondered if the policeman were paid for the service.
A few minutes later as I passed the bird and animal

store again, I noted that the chicken was asleep and the
rabbits had disappeared, evidently having ensconced them
selves for the night. The sleeping chicken made me think
of a story I had heard Smoky tell about Alaska. It was
to the effect that the lInt chickens taken up there died
of starvation because daylight did not come, remaining
on their perches waiting for dawn until they fell from the
effects of exhaustion. It was only by supplying artificial
light for them during twelve hours out of each twenty-four
in the IODg winter darkness that they could be kept
alive. .

The chicken in the store window had only five hours'
sleep coming. It was August, and day would break early.
I wondered how IODg the bird would survive under IUch

unnatural conditions. The speculation started a line of
thought. Was it not true that a cat, in its natural state,
does Dot torture its prey? Did it not follow that &880-



My Life oul of PruOA

ciation with man - 80 called domestication - makes ani..
mala and birds uDnatural? The house cat, having its
meals supplied to it, work. off its suppressed energy
energy which in a state of nature it would expend in hunt
ing food - by torturing the mouse which it catches. Was
not the same thing true of human beings - was Dot sup
pression an evil?

Of course, I realized that those who violate the laW8 of
society into which they happen to be born - whether in
Thibet or California - must be restrained, but would Dot
restraint with the minimum of suppression be better? I
thought it woul~ and I think 80 still.

The man whale natural energies have been suppressed
will "play" with the mouse.

No, this is Dot a preachment. I'm merely trying to
make you feel what. I felt that second night, because since
that second night I have" played" with mice, and every
ex-prisoner I have. contacted, without exception, hal
" played" with mice. Long years from a man's or"
woman's life, years in a cell, years of abnormal luppres- ,
lion, with the right to exercise choice eliminated, inevitably ,
weakens the ID&Il or woman. And then when the right of ~

choosing is thrust suddenlj' upon the weakened man or \
woman the liberty is too terrific. That is the reason why ~

40 per cent. of discharged prisoners go back to prison. Ii
A dog, after being chained up, is no plaything for man, ~I
woman or child; nor is a horse which has been kept in a r
box stall all winter a safe animal for a pleasure drive. "

All this, and a good deal more, came into my mind as
I walked down Market Street to my hotel.

In the lobby I wrote lome letters, and at S A. K. I weDt
upstairs .to my room.

I had been out of prison nearly two days.
It seemed like two years.
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TUE next morning when I visited the editorial rooms
the big man informed me that he had decided that I should
write my prison experience sa a serial for the paper. I
acquiesced readily, but with the proviso that a nom-de
plume be used. At the suggestion he half closed his eyes,
and did Dot immediately reply. Then, with emphatic de
eision, be said:

" No, that will not do. This hal got to be a real hu
man document. It will have to be done under your own
name."

"But I'm just out of prison," I objected; Ie I don't
waut to put myself in prison for life - I want to be like
other men, I want to be free. Besides, I have a mother
and sister to consider. My imprisonment has been kept
secret where I am known- where I went to 8chool
and they are sensitive."

"The objection concerning your mother and sister is
good," he responded; "I can understand that; but what
do you mean by , putting yourself in prison for life' P"

"Why, I'll have to stand before the whole world as an
ex-convict, won't I P" I asked. " And you know how ex
convicts are regarded."

He threw away his cigar and felt in his pocket for an
other one.

"I think you're wrong," he replied slowly. "The old
spirit of life-long condemnation is dying out. A change
is coming over people. And besides," he added quickly,
" it'. within your power to accelerate that change. From

44
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what you've already told me I know you can do it, and
you must."

A special writer for the paper, who was present, inter
rupted the colloquy. He has since been a good friend and
advisor.

"I think you ought to do it, Lowrie," he said. "It
may mean a whole lot."

The matter was discussed for an hour, but I remained
obdurate. I was obsessed with the idea of regaining my
place in the world surreptitiously_ I didn't want to be
known as an ex-convict - and I didn't want to bring
humiliation to my relatives. At the same time the argu
ments bad impressed me. I did not have much faith in
my ability to write the proposed story, yet felt the wute
and injustice of " the system" so keenly that I yearned
to try to picture it for others.

Finally I said I lVould'think it over, and the special
writer accompanied me to the Itreet, where he suggested
that we "take a walk."

The noise on Market Street distressed me, and besides,
my eyes pained. They were so unused to seeing rapidly
moving vehicles, and so many strange faces.

"Let'. get on a quiet street," I suggested.
" Good," be replied, and led the way toward the north

ern waterfront.
On Wasbington Street - I think it was W ashington,

I'm not sure - we noticed an old lady with a huge bundle,
trying to board a car. My companion rushed out to
assist her, but the conductor "beat him to it." He
hopped off the car, placed the bundle aboard, and then
helped the old lady get OD. I thought I heard him use the
word "mother." .

The incident impressed me deeply, and ever since I
have cODlciousll observed street car conductors - also
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motormen. Anyone who thinks motormen and conduc
tors have an easy time is away off. Motormen have to
be on the alert continuously with ears, eyes and hands,
Watch one, and see for yourself. The conductor has to
be on the alert also, but with voice and memory thrown
in. The other day I boarded a crowded outbound mu
nicipal car. A lady got on at Grant Avenue, along with
half a dozen other passengers.

"Please let me off at Ninth Avenue," she said to the
conductor before disappearing in the jam of swaying hu
manity. I was bound for Larkin Street, but remained
on the car out of curiosity.

At least 100 persons got on and off before the car
reached Ninth Avenue, the conductor, a small man with a
straight mouth and nervous hands, meanwhile issuing
tran8fers, &DIwering questions, making change and ring
ing up fares.

Before Ninth Avenue was reached the crowd had thinned
out and I looked for the lady who had made the request.
She was seated in the middle section of the car - I rec
ognized her by the purple hat abe wore. The conductor
must have Doted the hat also, for at Eighth Avenue he
stepped forward, tapped her on the shoulder and said
8omething.

She got off at the next comer, without even a " thank
you."

Yesterday I tried the lame " stunt "myself. I got on
a Sutter car at Kearney Street and aaked the conduc
tor to let me og at "Pierce."

I took a seat near the rear, and waited.
At we pulled out from Fillmore Street the conductor

shouted " Pierce next."
I got og.
He had not come forward to tap me on~ ~hou1der,



My Life out of PruOfl 47

and I didn't blame him. Besides I was not a woman UD

der a purple hat.
But I thanked him, and apologized to the purple lady

for writing it.

My friend and I continued our walk. When we arrived
at the waterfront he led the way out onto one of the
docks, and we sat down with our feet dangling over the
water.

While we were sitting there, talking, a tug came in, and
we were obliged to pull up our legs.

" I love the water and I love the men who follow it,"
he remarked as a deckhand on the tug - a man with a
stubby moustache and blue flannel shirt - threw a line
to a man on the dock.

We watched the boat as it was made fast, aDd then
got up.

1\ly companion stopped to have a chat with the blue
shined man, while I lighted and smoked a cigarette.

" I think you'd better write your story under your own
name," were the 'Words I heard as we parted after dinner
together at his apartment, where two other bachelors
lived.

The afternoon and evening had passed as a moment.
Back at the hotel I began to think that perhaps time

wouldn't seem 80 long "outside" if I had friends with
whom to spend it.

I went to bed, and to sleep, at 10 P. K.

The next day I started "My Life in Prison." I .as
given a bunch of ~opy paper and a pencil, and placed at
a desk in an unused room, with instructions to send the
first chapter to the managing editor &1 800D all it was
finished. I was also told to make the chapters about
1600 words each.
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I don't know how long it took me, but it seemed only a
few minutes elapsed before I had the chapter ready. I
immediately started on the eecond installment, but was
800n interrupted by a boy who laid the managing editor
wished to see me.

He had the manuscript on his desk and had just fin
ished reading it aloud to the city editor and two or three
others of the staff. I sensed that I W88 being regarded
With professional interest.

" Your stuff is good; it's very good," said the big man,
"but we think you ought to begin the story by telling
what you did to get into the penitentiary. This begins
on your way over and leaves U8 all wondering how you
came 'to be in handcufFs with a fifteen-year sentence. This
chapter will fit in later on, just as it is, but begin with the
story of your crime."

From a journalistic standpoint he was right, but I
didn't relish the thought of picturing myself in the role
of burglar. I decided to do it, however, and went back
to the little room, where I worked all day. I got in
tensely interested, and couldn't drive the pencil fast
enough. There was a typewriter on the desk, but it was
of a make with which I was unfamiliar.

By three o'clock that afternoon I had completed five
chapters, and they passed the editor with but slight

.changes.
Before leaving his office lor the day the big man called

me in to see him.
"You can write," he said, briefly. He then stated

what my " salary to start" would be, and told me to re
port in the morning.



CHAPTER vm
ONE of the more vivid impressions of my first week

"outside" I experienced at the office the next moming.
. I was busy writing in the little room when the door opened

and the big man walked in.
ee Can you spare a few minutes?" he asked, "I want to

introduce you to the boys."
Of course, in pusing in and out of the "local" room

I had noticed " the boys "- some of them girls - pound
ing at typewriters, their faces tensely concentrated, and
I had wondered how and when I should get acquainted
with all of them. One girl had spoken to me the day
before when a small Italian boy had tried to sell me pea~

Duts in the hall. She bought a bag and offered me some.
She was the second woman to whom I bad spoken since
my release, the fint being the wife of the big man at the
hotel dinner a few hours after the beginning of my free
dom. It seemed strange to talk to a woman and I was
very self-conscious in the presence of one.

I followed my guide from desk to desk, and was in turn
introduced to each writer. The form of introduction was:
"Mr. A-- or Miss B---, this is Mr. Lowrie, just
out of San Quentin; he's going to work for the paper."

It was like burning bridges, and I was conscious of em
barrassment. I felt sure that some one of "the boys"
would shrink at the words, " just out of San Quentin."
But each band clasp was strong and sincere, and when the .
la8t desk was PUled I found myself wondering. I had
always imagined that an ex-convict was an undesirable

49



My Life out of Prilcm

,
i

acquain~ce for most persons, arid I had been met with
real warmth. Since that time I have established beyond
doubt that the warmth was intrinsic because "the boys"
working for that paper catch the spirit of ita editors, and
learn the truth that life and work are only worth while
to those who see and feel that the evolution of humanity
is more vital than selfishness. I have seen writers come
to work for that paper, and have watched them change
from cynics to optimists. It is merely an exempllilcation
of the old fact that the eaprit-de-corps of any aggregation
reflects the leaders.

We passed from the " local" to the " copy" room, and
thence to the composing department, where I was intro
duced to the "make-up man," and the proof readers.
Most of the linotypers were too busy to be interrupted,
but I learned to know them all by name later on and from
them, without exception, have always been treated as an
ordinary human being.

Down in the basement where the pressmen and wrappers
work, I got the same kind of reception.

The big Hoe presses interested me. The neare.t I had
ever been to one was gazing through the plate-glass win
dows at Herald Square in New York years before.

In the business oflice and the circulation department
the same spirit prevailed. The farther we went, the more
self-confidence I absorbed, the more courage I felt that I
could " make good," even with everybody cognizant of the.... tet that I was " just out of San Quentin."

'.: The experience was an excellent one; it served to change
me considerably.

That afternoon, at the invitation of. a friend who had
worked with me in the warden's oflice at San Quentin, I
left the hotel and "moved" to. Berkeley. The moving
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consisted in rewrapping the change of underwear which I
had purchased. I had no trunk or suitcase or umbrella
to bother with. It was a good deal like the ., moving"
of a hobo.

My friend, who was also on parole, had been sent to
San Quentin with a sentence of three years for forgery.
He had been out two month. and bad sent for his wife
and three children to come from & Southern State. I
found them living in a delightful little cottage, with gra8s
plot in front and a big yard in the rear. She was a dark
and matronly-looking young woman, and made me feel at
home immediately. I was installed in the front room
the parlor - with a Davenport for sleeping.

Meeting the three children, aged nine, seven and five
respectively, W&S a real ordeal. I didn't ~o" how to
act, nor what to lay; I hadn't spoken to a child for 10
long. I remember that I felt a sense of being tested, for
I recalled the old saying: " Leave it to a child or a dog
to tell ·what a man really is." I knew I was absolutely
safe with the "intuition" of dogs, because DO dog
had ever "turned me down,'" but with three pairs of
pretty young eyes regarding me speculatively I felt
dubious.

"This is Helen," said the mother, leading the eldest
girl forward. She extended a hand shyly, and I felt re
lieved as I took it. "And this is Claude," I W&S informed
&s the boy was pushed toward me.

He regarded me suspiciously, and I began to think of
escape. "Why don't you shake handa?" asked the
mother. "Shake hands with the gentleman."

" No, I don't 'Wanter," he announced, drawing back.
I felt myself trembling. I felt condemned al "DO

good."
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"I'm Dot going to eat you, Claude," I said seriously.
"To-morrow we'll play baaeball together." (I had no
ticed him playing baseball in a vacant lot, along with
lome other boys, as I had approached the house.)

" Will you P" he queried, doubtfully.
" Surely I will," I responded, extending my hand.
He took it gingerly, his grey eyes searching mine.
" And this is Frances," was the next announcement.
Like a young hound released from the leash, the young-

est member of the family sprang at me, jumped up and
down, and motioned to be picked up. Dazedly I com
plied - and she kissed me.

I shall never forget that instant so long as I live; the
act W&I 80 spontaneous, so genuine, 80 intense. AI 1 Bet

her down I DOted..that she looked like her mother, and felt
grateful. I had been tested, and had WOD.

Later 1 became very friendly with all three children,
they used to watch for me and run to meet me when I came
back from th~ city in the afternoon. Later in the day
they invariably repeated the performance for their father.
It W&I a beautiful family. It seemed impossible that the
father should or could fail to realize his fortune.

Little Frances and I became very much attached. One
of our popular games was for her to stand on the veranda
steps and jump down into my anns, she insisting that I
stand farther and farther away 80 as to make the leap
more hazardous.

The second day after I had moved to Berkeley my type
writer arrived from San Quentin, and I ,began to get out
my work at home, and more expeditiously. A fonner
warden had granted me the privilege of purchasing a
typewriter, and I had been the only prisoner who had one.
At night, when I got through with my work in the war
den'. ofBce, 1 would go inside and write stories.
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The wife of my friend was an excellent cook, and rev
elled in demonstrating her ability, so I decided to board
with them indefinitely. I also agreed to go into partner
ship with my friend as public stenographers, and we
rented and fitted out an ·ollice in san FranCISCO. Up to
that time, since his release, he had been ekeing. an ex
istence by substituting for various court reporters, but
felt that he could do better if he had an office of his own.
My daily installment for the paper required only two
hours or 80 of my time, and I thought I saw & chance to
get ahead financially, as well as to keep busy.

The venture proved a failure, and after three months
we were obliged to give it up, but not before we were both
" placed on the carpet" by the parole officer for " going
into bU8ine8s~"Ior ourselves wltboat ttlE peimllilofi til
the State Board of Prison Directors. ODe at tll@ toles
governing-paroIepriSoners is that they may not" go into
business" without specific permission.

In our case the Board did not order us to discontinue,
but did inform U8 that we had violated th~ conditions of
parole, and admonished us not to repeat the offence.

My friend had one habit which, at that time, I disap
proved. He drank wine with his meals at home, and even
permitted the children to have & little. He repeatedly
ofFered me a glass, but I always refused. I had no desire
for it, and it was a violation of parole. At the time I
had Dot the slightest idea that I should ever indulge in
toxicants, but - I must not get ahead of my story.

Some time subsequently, after my friend and I had dis
solved our business partnership and given up our office,
be succeeded in getting a place as substitute reporter in
one of the courts.

One day the Lieutenant of the yard at San Quentin
(since discharged for pilfering) brought a prisoner from
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the penitentiary to testify in a case, and while in the eourt
room noticed the stenographer and recognized him a8 a
former inmate of the prison. So loon as he could do 80

he approached one of the court officials and divulged the
identity qf the reporter.

" Why, we know that," was the response. " We know
he's been at S&n Quentin. But he's doing all right, he's
giving satisfaction, and be's got & family to support.
What would you have us do, discharge him?"

This was said sarcastically, in an effort to show the
prison o1licer how inconsistent his attitude was. Personally,
I had heard this same man condemn prisoners who returned
after being discharged, and yet he was doing his best to
"knock" a paroled prisoner out of a job, and thus lend
him down the toboggan.

Many cases of this nature have since come to my no-
. tice, and I shall recount some of them. Generally 8uch

an aet on the part of a prison official is done with the idea
that it is his duty to protect the employer - Dot pri
m_rily to hurt the ex-prisoner. But the injury to the ex
prisoner is frequently the same - no matter what the in
former's motive may be.



CHAPTER IX

TJm first Sunday following my release I was invited
to be one of an auto party, and we motored out through
the Park to the beach ADd thence by way of the Sloat
Boulevard to San Jose. The ride was exhilarating, but
Impressione crowded upon me 80 rapidly that I found it
impossible to note everything. Passing over the same
road a week later I saw many places and scenes which I
had failed to see the preceding Sunday. lYith the passing
of each day and the multiplying of experiences I realized
more and more how much out of touch with life I had be
eome, I found myself continually interested in things V'
that other perSODS didn't seem to notice. That is still
the case with me; for which I am, in a large degree, in
debted to the suppression of the years. A blind penon
suddenly restored to sight or a deaf person suddenly
made to bear will use eyes or ears, as the case may be,
with a much greater degree of consciousness than would
ever have been the case had they never been aiI1icted. To
a man coming out of the dungeon at San Quentin the
chirping of sparrows is melody and the sight of the prison
walls and buildings a rapture. To the man coming out of
the prison itself the multisonous and tumultuous city is
a million melodies and raptures. He is & Rip V&D Winkle
or a Robinson Crusoe.

On August 11, ten days after I l~ft the stone walls,
the Brst chapter of " My Life in Prison" appeared in The
Bulletm. During the previous afternoon I had been ac
costed by the staff photographer and infonned that he

II
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wantoo. to "take" me, as " they" were " going to run &

picture of me with the story." My first impulse was to
rebel. It was enough that my name was to be used. If
a picture 'were published I would be pointed out on the
streets, and could go nowhere without the feeling that
people would recognize me. But on second thought I de
cided not to obj eet; what would be the use P I had been
argued down, flattened, squelched by the staff in the first
instance. Why give thema second inning?

So the picture was taken, and it appeared in the paper
the next day. To my great relief, it did Dot look much
like me. In fact, during the weeks that followed I talked
with scores of persons on the ferry boats to and from the
Key Route mole. Many of these persona talked to me
about " My Life in Prison " without the least inkling that
I was the writer, and I did not let them know. It wa.
very gratifying to hear the opinions. The principal com
ment was: "Ob, there isn't any such peraon ; no ex-con
vict could write like that. Some Bullet.. writer is

.doing it."
One day a little man in bowed spectacles, who was seated

next to me on the boat, folded up his BuJ,1,eti", with the re
mark: "I think this fellow Lowrie's a fake."

He said it as if it was certain that I knew about Lowrie.
"Who's Lowrie P" I asked.
" Why, ain't you reading The Bulkf. story P" he

queried, in surprise, reopening the paper. "Lowrie'. an
ex-convict, and he's writing about his life in prison. It's
good reading all right, but I don't think he's sincere; I
never saw an ex-con yet that was any good. They -"

"Why, it seems to me I have heard of this Lowrie," I
interposed. " I heard some one say that he isn't writiDg
the story, that he is a myth, that some reporter is writ
ing it.'t
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"Nothing to that," he replied, quickly. "I law Low
rie the other day. I -"

I was laughing outright and he stopped.
"Pardon me," I apologized, "I was thinking of some

thing funny."
" Yes, a friend of mine who knows him well pointed him

out to me on the street," he continued.
"Does he look anything like that picture?" I asked,

calmly pointing at the face at the top of the column.
It was a nervy thing for me to do - the little man

looked to be sharp-eyed, and I noted that his ears were
Dot only large, but protruded.

"I should say not," he responded. "That picture
tatters him. He looks like a thug."

I couldn't help but wonder who the unknown gentle
man was who had been pointed out as me.

At any rate, the little man and I got into quite an argu
ment, I, of course, defending Lowrie. In my zest to make
a case for Lowrie I forgot that I at first had asked who
he was, and now suddenly found myself discussing the
man as if I'd known him all my life. Strange to say,
the little man didn't note the inconsistency. Perhaps he
wam't as sha.rp as he Iooked,

On several other occasions I discussed Donald Lowrie,
and in one instance " knocked" him because I wanted to
hear the other man sing Lowrie's praises in a still higher
key. I could be certain that they were sincere.

Presently the editors of The Bulletin began to receive
letters expressing doubt as to the existence of Donald
Lowrie. No higher tribute to my cause could possibly
have been paid. I did not take it &s a personal tribute,
because I felt, and still feel,. that no human being should
take credit for expressing thought. Thought is universal,
and we are all merely vehicles of interpretation. Some



88 My Lit. out of PruOft

express thought well in speaking, some in writing, lome in
acting, lome in laying bricks or digging trenches. All
are' equally valuable and important. But many of the
letten stated that an ex-convict couldn't write that way,
and this bore out my belief that numbers of persoes were
living under the delusion that convicts and ex-convicts

" / are inherently different from other perSODS, and that they
~ cannot manifest intelligently. I began to realize the wis-

../ . dom of having had the story written under my own name,
because 'I began to see the possibilities - the opportunity
to awaken people's interest and perhaps change, or at
least modify, their convictioDs or prejudices, &8 well &8

dispel apathy.
There were so many of these doubting letters that the

management of The BuUetifl decided to have me "inter
viewed," by one of the women staff writers. Pauline
Jaeobson was assigned to the taak and took me out to the
Japanese tea garden in Golden Gate Park. While we
drank tea she chatted about the birds and the shrubs and

_ varioul other things, until I wondered when the "inter
view" was to begin. I have since learned that an inter
view with Miss J scobson has begun before you get close
enough to lee the color of her eyes.

After drinking the tea we strolled through the park
aDd she asked a lot of questions, many of them discon
certing.

On return to the oftice we visited the managing editor,
and Miss Jacobson, discussing me, calmly remarked:
"Oh, yes, I think I've got & pretty good story, but Mr.
Lowrie isn't sincere."

To say that I was surprised is a mild way of putting
it. I was astounded, and hurt.

"What makes you lay thatP"
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" That'. my opinion," she replied. "I may be wrong,
and hope I am."

I was not satisfied and wanted to diseuse the matter
further, but the editor changed the subject.

That night I walked the streets in Berkeley, and did a
lot of thinking, trying to analyze myself. I could only
arrive at one conclusion- that Mis. Jacoblon wal wrong.
I have since come to realize, however, that she helped me
immensely by making me think about the matter, and I
remember that I determined before going to bed that
night that I would strive to be &8 nearly truthful with
every one a8 it is possible for a man to be.

On August 19, eight day. after the story began, Mis.
Jacobson's article appeared in The BuUetifi under the
caption, " The Problem Donald Lowrie Presents." I W&8

glad to lee that she made DO charge of insincerity. A
few days later I received an intimation that the prison
authorities contemplated a revocation of my parole on
the ground that it was Dot proper for an ex-prisoner,
especially a paroled prisoner, to criticise the prison s,s
tem. I had anticipated the possibility of such a con
tingency, but had said nothing about it to anyone. When
I heard this romor, however, I'interviewed the managing
editor, and asked him how far I would be protected.

"Stick to the truth, to the facts," be said, "and we
"ill stick to you. The time has passed when a person
can be suppressed for telling the truth."

I heard nothing further of the rumor at that time, but \
a few weeb later a plan to return me to San Quentin, \
merely because certain facts I had written had adversely
criticised the actl of certain prison officials, was frus
trated only because of the indirect intervention of a high
State official.



CHAPTER X

TlrEu were lome cold, foggy day. during the midcDe
of August, and several times I found myself shivering.
At San Quentin the prisoners at that time wore canton
flannel underwear all the year, and the striped outer gar
ments were of heavy cassimere. During the last three
years I spent there I had worked in the warden's office and
was not out doors very much. The change from the heavy
prison gannents to the light clothing of civilization proved
too Budden for comfort. One afternoon while out in an
automobile with the managing editor to visit some of hi.
literary friends, who bad expressed a desire to see me, I
became 10 cold that it was apparent.

" Why don't you get an overcoat? " he asked.
" I'm going to," I replied.
"But you need it now," he said. "When we get back

in town you get one this afternoon; you're uncomfortable,
I can see that."

The fact was I didn't have 8ufBclent money to buy an
overcoat. I had paid a month's board in advance, in
stalled a telephone where I lived, and had invested in a
suit of clothes and the many other articles of apparel &

man is supposed to need. I had decided to wait for my
second week's salary before getting an overcoat. I
wanted·to tell him I didn't have the money for the pro
posed purchase, but felt embarrassed about doing 80. I
promised myself that OD arriving back in town I'd evade
the matter somehow. But when we got back he drove
straight to a large clothing establishment on Market
Street and laid: "Here we are."

80
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After getting out of the C&l'I hesitated, undecided what
to say or do.

"I don't suppose you've got the money," he remarked
carelessly, "but that's all right, you can pay me back."

I objected to the plan, but he led the way inside, where
I was soon fitted. It was my first overcoat in ten years.

As I passed out of the store I felt more comfortable,
but thought of the hundreds of ex-prisoners Dot 80 for
tunate. Many of them undoubtedly needed an overcoat
more than I did. Only that morning I had met a little
eonsumptive ex-prisoner on the street. He had been pa
roled from San Quentin a month before because he wa'8
hopelessly tubercular. He had shivered as he talked with
me, telling me how hard his mother and sister had worked
- the mother as charwoman, the sister in a department
store - during the nine yean he had been in prison.

" And I can't get work. I'm too weak," he had added,
forlornly.

I recalled the case and the circumstances of the parole.
The prison directors had refused to let the man go on
parole until assured that a home would be provided and
that he would be cared for. This the mother and sist.er
had promised to do. Subsequently, during the operation
of the prisoners' aid bureau I learned more of this case.
The sister had finally gone to a "house of bondage" so
that her brother might have the medicines and food pre
scribed by the physician for the dying weeks, while the
mother was incapacitated from work because of rheuma
tism consequent upon years of :floor scrubbing on damp- ..
ened knees. Many a 'Working unit, sent to prison, where
he get8 nothing for his labor and can contribute nothing
toward the support of those who have depended OD him,

4 bas been the cause of a sister, or even a wife, descending
fnto the wolf's jaws in trying to keep the wolf away.

,

I
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To condemn a man or woman·already in hell, without
knowing the cause which jammed them there, is a mon
strous thing. To condemn such a man or woman, after
you learn the causes, is - more monstrous. It may be
right to condemn what an individual does, but never the
individual,

That night when I got home my new'coat was an ob
ject of comment on the part of the family. My friend,
the father, had not been able to get an overcoat; he had
been too busy establishing his family and in feeding the
young mouths. As he felt the texture of the garment,
I recalled the first time I had spoken to him. It had been
in the warden's office at San Quentin. He had been as
signed to the office from the jute mill the day before. It
was after lock-up and the force was working late. The
lights were on, and it was raining hard outside. I had
occasion to go into the stenographers' room for a docu
ment, and there was this man, seated at his desk, his hands
in his lap, and tears trickling down his face. He didn't
seem to note my presence, and I backed out of the room,
wondering. My thought WAS that he was weeping be
cause he was in prison, and that, of course, was unpleas
ing. A prisoner is supposed to weep in his cell. But
the next day I learned the truth. When I had burst into
his office the evening before he had just finished reading
a letter from his wife announcing the death of their
youngest child, and the other three gravely a1Dicted and
liable to die also. But the other three didn't die, and
here I was in that very man's home, or rather in the new
home which he had established many hundreds of miles
from the scene of his former residence. Had the pro
visioDs of parole permitted, he would have gone hack to
the old home, hut as he was barred from leaving ealifor
nia he had been obliged to send for the family to com
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to him. This could be done only by borrowing consid
erable money, which fact, in time, wal contributory to the
father's undoing and a miserable tragedy. It is not yet
time to tell it, however.

The wife, of course, knew where he had been, but the
children did not, and we-had to be very careful whenever
we discussed San Quentin not to give the young ones a
clew. Little Frances was especially bright and one night
at dinner she asked her father where the place was that
we were always talking about. He and I agreed at least
& dozen times to forget the past, and talk of something
else, but I was writing" My Life in Prison" at the time,
a chapter each day, and it was on my mind day and night.
Besides, I have since DOted that two or more ex-prisoners
cannot be thrown together for any length of time, no
matter how long they have been free, without repeatedly
reverting to incidents and happenings behind the bars;

Almost from the first installment of the story I begaD
to receive letters, and, as the day. passed, the -Dumber
increased with each mail. At first I didn't think of an
lWering them, but it occurred to me that any person who
would take the time and trouble to write a letter of com
mendation, or of friendly advice, with an cecaeional Ietter
of condemnation, was entitled to a reply, 80 I began to
systematically answer all of them. Quite a Dumber of
persons wrote a second or third letter, and lome of the
resultant correepcndenees went a long way in shaping my
life at the time, while in some cases the acquaintance or
friendship still exists. As intimated, these letters were of
all kinds, many of them from women, church women, pro
fessional women, working women, women of the under
world and others.

One girl wrote that she was about to commit suicide
and that she felt I would understand the miaery that had
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driven her to do it. I showed the letter to a friend and
asked what I could do. I thought perhaps a notice in the
paper might save her - the letter being unsigned - but
he discouraged the idea. Letters from men were inter
esting. Nearly every vocation spoke. Several different
writers had schemes for making money, or wanted to bor
row money. A number of persons sent msnuecripts,
many of them bulky, with the request that I read them
and pasl judgment. These I returned with the advice
that I was a tyro. One woman sent me a pair of antique
handcuffs, which I have yet. She said that her great
great-grandfather had been a "peace officer in the old
country," and that the handcuffs had come down from
generation to generation as a curiosity. She thought
they would interest me. They did. The operation of
locking and unlocking them W&8 complicated, but eirec-

. tive. I have often looked at them and wondered if any
human being who wore them was hanged, for, during the
day. of their use, hanging was a public pastime, and vic
tims had to be supplied to satisfy the mob's lust for blood.
To-day hanging is a private horror. I wonder what it
win be when twentieth century handcu1fa are antique.



CHAPTER XI

ONE night late in August & friend who resided only &

few blocks from where I lived in Berkeley invited me to
partake of dinner at his home. He was the Oakland cor
respondent for The Bt.dleIifI and I had met him several
times and liked him. At the house I met his father and
sisters; also a girl" out on probation," to whom they had
given a home. She was a pretty little thing of 17, and,
if ~ remember rightly, had stolen a horse - a rather un
usual offence for a girl.

I shall never forget that evening, because Dot & word
was uttered aboltt prisons or prisoners. I had accepted
a number of dinner invitatioDs, invitations extended to me
by various persons, and in every instance the conversa
tion had loaner or later drifted to the subject of my work.
It was quite natural that I wanted lome moments when
I could forget it - it was too much like being in the
prison itself to be thinking of it all the time, but wherever
I went and whoever I met, that subject would come up.
I was plied with questiens of all kinds, and was expected
to talk about prison almost exclusively. It was not long
before I began to decliDft,~nner invitations, although I
realized that in so doing 'many persons thought me un
gracious, if Dot unappreciative. The time finally came
when the desire to be alone for a few hours each day de
veloped into a craving. During the two years which have
since elapsed the desire to be alone has grown OD me until
lome of my friends have concluded that I am self-centered
and adverse to the social amenities of life. To a great

II
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extent this is true, though, by "alone" I mean alone in
the crowd - Dot tied down to any " set."

But that night in Berkeley was one of the few ecea
sions when the conversation was general, and I enj oyed the
evening.

After dinner we went out on the veranda. The moon
was up over the Berkeley hills, and Omar Khayyam'. lines
anent " yon rising moon " came into my mind.

"Have you visited the University yet?" my friend in
quired.

" No, not yet, but I'm going to do so," I answered,
C especially the Greek Theatre. I've seen pictures of it
and was just wondering how it would look by moonlight."

"Well, let's walk over there," he suggested. "It's Dot
far."

? The I,0UDg "horse thie!." asked if she might go along,
, to which request he readily acceded.

Arrived at our destination we found the doors securely
locked and a high board fence flanking the entrances. I
voiced my disappointment, and my friend suggested that
I climb the fence.
· ,e We've both seen the theatre before," be said, "and it
you can get over the fence we'll be glad to wait for you."

I determined to try to get inside, 80 we went up an in
clined place to & point where the top of the fence was
nearer to being within reach.., He assisted me to & posi
tion where I could get hold of the top, and a few second.
later I was inside, though not without mishap, for a
barbed-wire along the top had torn a rent in a new suit of
clothes.

The scene before me proved to be well worth the effort
I had made, however, and I felt satisfied. At a place
near the top of the amphitheatre I stood and gazed at the
ghost-like stage and rostrums below. The night wal very
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Itill and the mOOD just right. There wal .carcely a
.hadow anywhere. It was natural to think of old Athens,
and I found myself musing on the changes humanity had
suffered and enjoyed since those days.

While I W88 still ruminating I heard my companions
calling to me from the other side of the fence. Their
voices seemed far away and uncanny.

Getting out was much easier than getting in, and I was
loon with them again. We walked down under the stately
trees to the university buildings, where we parted. I have
twice since been on the university grounds; once with my
mother and again with a graduate. The latter knew the
place thoroughly and told me many interesting things.
It W&8 night, and I noted that one of the class buildings
was brilliantly lighted in the upper stories.

"Thole are the engineers," my companion informed
me. " They hal'e to grind all the time."

One of the immediate results of the publication of 'c My
Life in Prison" was that ex-prisoners who were unable to
get work, or who were broke and hungry, began coming to
TM BtIlletifl oftlce for assistance. From the editor down
to the oftice boys, including the women writers, every per
IOD in the editorial deparbnent of the paper helped one
or more of these distressed men. I have had persons tell
me that men r-~ho have never been in prison should be
helped first, but it happened that I was familiar with the
peculiar needs and handicaps of ex-prisonen; also that
the paper had taken up that cause. It was, therefore,
quite natural that help should have been given to those
who were aware of the new policy and applied for aid.
Before long, however, the demands became greater than
could be filled by the lame persees over and overt most
of whom were working for salaries and had their OWD per
IODaI expenses and respcnaibilitiea, Of course, many men
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who were assisted told others, and the ones thus told came
to the office in the expectation that they would Dot be re
fused. It "al impossible to deny them.

FinaUy the demands reached such proportions that it
was decided to appeal to the public for subscriptiens and
to organize the work. Beginning September 19 a notice
was printed in The BtilZet. each day offering to publish
"employment wanted" advertisements free for indigent
or destitute persons. This offer was not limited to ex
prisoners, but included everyone. A few days later an
nouncement was made that a bureau was to be established

'. for the purpose of assisting penniless ex-prisoners, and
'oJ subscripticns were solicited. The response was generous

and immediate, and the Mutual Aid and Employment
Bureau was established, with a board of directors and a
salaried secretary-treasurer. It was decided Dot to have
a " soup-kitchen" or " lodging house," but to loan to each
applicant according to his needs, and permit him to use
the money himself, without restriction, the understanding
being that he should refund it 80 8000 as he was able to
do 10, in order that one other person might be helped.

The bureau was established in one of the large down
town oftice buildings, and most of the men who applied at
The BulletiA thereafter were referred to the new organi
zation. This relieved the situation at the office and a
great deal of good was done. A Dumber of prominent
men and women, including some of the executives of T'M
Bullet.",. not only extended momentary assistance, but
also ofFered to give employment to one or more applicants.
With few exceptions the men thue placed "made good,"
and a number are still holding the positions thus secured
for them. I shall have more to .ay about the workin,. of
the aid bureau later ODe
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l\leanwhile, correspondence and responsibilities were
becoming heavier each day, and among other things I re
ceived a number of invitations to speak in public. Save
two or three brief announcements made to the prisoner
audiences on the several occasions when I had been man
ager of the semi-annual entertainment at San Quentin, I
had never spoken In public. I realized the possibility of
augmenting interest in the improvement of prison condi
tioDs residual in public addresses, but shrank from ap
pearing, and also lacked confidence. Besides, as the man
aging editor pointed out to me when the manager of a
nickelodeon approached me with the munificent offer of
$50 if I would appear at each performance and "say
just a few words" to the patrons of his place of amuse
ment for one week, I would only reach a few hundred per
sons, while in writing I reached many thousands daily.
So I declined all these offers and put in what spare time
I had in writing short stories, principally about prison
life.

One Saturday near the end of August I accompanied
the big man and his wife on an automobile trip to the
insane asylum at Napa. Little Frances was with us also,
and we had to stop and buy her a veil before leaving the
city. It was a pink veil, and she was delighted with it.

After crossing on the ferry to Sausalito we. drove
through the beautiful Marin hills on the way north. It
was a glorious day and the thought of a prison was far
from my mind. But on arriving at the crest of the first
range of hills a view of the marshes and swamps burst
suddenly upon us, and there, across the water, secure on
its brown promontory, stood the walIs and cell houses and
gatling-gun towers of San Quentin. A sense of impotency
swept over me, and I wondered if the time would ever
come when those walls would be razed, and the offender
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against lociety treated in a lane corrective mallDer in
Itead of like a wild animal. It seemed almost hopeless,
for I remembered that the criminal otrenders shipped to
Australia by the English government, where they were
given land and permitted to live normal lives with their
families, bad, after improving the opportunity thus pre
sented to them to live normally under God's sun, in time
themselves bunt j ails and prisons and gibbets, and or
ganized exactly the same kind of society from which they
had escaped. I also recalled a prisoner at San Quentin,
a man who had been a " crook" all his life and had served
several terms, demanding punishment for another prisoner
who had stolen his tobacco.

fl· ."



CHAPTER XII

DzsCBNDIN'G to the lowlands the prison was hidden from
view by trees and intervening hills, but while traversing
the road over the marshes I was forcibly reminded of it
again when we came upon a gang of prisoners engaged in
repairing the highway. The work they were doing, of
course, made it impossible for them to keep their stripes
clean and they looked very dirty and bedraggled. Never
before, not even while in stripes myself, had I 80

poignantly realized·the significance of the 'Word convict.
The gang was guarded by two men with riftes, one of
whom was on horseback.

We were obliged to slow down while passing over the
place where they were working, and al we went by they
lined up on either side of the road and looked at us.
Although I knew several of the men penon&11y I made
DO lign of recognition. I felt that to do 80 might appear
patronizing; they were in the depths, while I was in an
automobile and wearing an overcoat. Could I have
stopped and spoken I should have felt at ease, but it is
against the rules for a prisoner to talk with & ,e free "
person, and, technically, I was in that category. One
of the guards recognized me &8 we passed and nodded
almost imperceptibly. As we drove on my companion
asked me if I knew any of the prisoners, and when I an
Iwered yes, he said:

"Why didn't you speak to them? "
.. I couldn't," was all the reply I made.
:At the asylum we had a long talk with our mutual

71
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friend,ort to be nearer the truth, I should say my friena,
for he and I had spent lD8.Py years together in a cell at San
Quentin, where he had devoted all hi. spare time to the
writing of verse, much of which found its way into the
magazines, and has since been published in a volume, with
the title, "Drops of Blood."

In prison I had known him as & gentle, kindly, spiritual
friend, 'Dot only to me, but to all with whom he came in
contact, and now to find him the inmate of a.n insane
asylum was crushing - appalling.

His prison term had expired & month before my re
lease on parole, and he had left full of hope and determina
tion. He had gone to the big man seeking employment,
but there was DO room, though he received a considerable
sum for verses which be had contributed to T'M BuUelia
from time to time. And then he had succumbed to hi.
old enemy, King Alcohol. Down, down, down he had
gone, until, in three short weeks he was a human wreck,
a derelict on the ebb and ftow of civilization. At this
stage the big man had leamed of his plight and had sought
and found him. Some one who knew the circumstances
advised the big man to "let him go; all his friends have
given him up."

"They have all deserted him?" was the quick query.
"Well, that's just the time when he needs help."

And so Douglass was removed from a cell in the city
prison to a hospital, and &s soon as he was able to talk
coherently was asked if he would not go to one of the
State hospitals for treatment, under the then recently
enacted statute which provided for the commitment to
the State hospitals of inebriates or dipsomaniacs. He
aped to go, and his commitment for six month. "'aI

made out by a magistrate, who came to the hospital for
that purpose.
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We found Douglass in good shape physically, but ter
n"ly depressed. He said the treatment had done him a
world of good, but that the environment was & night
mare.

At the invitation of the superintendent we made a trip
through the place. We found the main building divided
into two sections - for men and women. Each section
waa sub-divided into thirty wards, though twenty-six
would be nearer the truth; they were lettered, not num
bered.

The patients in the wards on the lower Boors were of
the "harmless" variety, but as we progressed upward
to the top floors the signs of violence became more and
more apperent.

In one of the upper wards of the women's section we
law an old lady with a long white beard, and the attendant
told us that an attempt to shave it off would result in
her absolute madness. In another corridor a young girl
was striding up and down, her arms in a restraining
jacket. Her long hair was dishevelled and she stared at
us wildly. Mentioning the restraining jacket (commonly
called the straitjacket), let me say that it bears no re
semblance to the notorious instroment of torture used at
San Quentin until abolished by the Legislature. The
straitjacket used in the insane asylum is Dot designed
for punishment, but for restraint. It is not painful,
though it is uncomfortable. It has occurred to me that
many persons unfortunate enough to have loved ones in
the insane asylums, and who have read about the San
Quentin atrocity, may. imagine that the same instrument
is used in insane asylums. It is Dot.

We found the men'. wards even more soul lickening
than the women's. All stage~ of insanity and paresis
were preaent. In reply to a query, our cicerone told UI
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that the majority of the male cues were due to the Ule

of intoxicants and drugs. Any maD who wanta a con
centrated object leSion 88 to the ultimate outcome of too
close a friendship with John Barleycom should visit an
insane asylum; yes, and a prison, not to mention a poor-
house. .

One pathetically amusing incident occurred when &

Chinaman glided up to our party and took a lot of vege
tables from his blouse. He had a turnip, a few radishes,
some potatoes and other edibles in the raw state, and
wanted to know if we wouldn't" please-e bluy," The lady
in the party proved equal to the occasion by saying,
"Why this is Sunday, John; you can't sell vegetables on
Sunday." It wasn't Sunday, but Saturday.

I don't know whether he understood or not, but he care
fully replaced his wares in the fold. of his garment and
sadly departed.

"That's his mania," we were informed. "He used to
be a peddler, outside, and 10 long as we permit him to
carry a few vegetables about with him he i. practically
hanDless. He accosts nearly every visitor in the same
way."

Pallin, out of the main building, we were shown the
kitchen, and the trolley system by which the food is dis
patched to the wards; also the laundry aDd bakery. :All,
or nearly all, of the manual work is done by the inmates.
Back of and to the sides of the main building were the
cottages, where convalescents live, family style. We
learned that a number of the patients were pennitted to
work on the farm, a long distance from the institution
proper, and that a few were permitted to go to town on
errands.

" There are all kinds and stagee of insanity," laid the
superintendent. "Since the installation of the new water-
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cure .'Item we have been very successful Would you
like to see the bathrooms?"

We all aeid yes, and he led the way to the men'. depart
ment, where we entered a large room filled with all kinds
of strange looking appliances. There were shower and
tub batba of I all descriptions, hoses of all sizes, al well a8

massage tables and sweat rooms. We were told that in
lome eases the patient was kept in an alternating bath
of steaming hot and, ice cold water for hours at a time,
each day. In other eases a steady stream of water from
a hose was played on certain parts of the anatomy. He
told us a great deal more - for too much for me to re
cord; and besides, most of it was technical.

Outside we saw a number of men and woIden, in respec
tive yards, roaming about, most of them aimlessly. Many
were going through strange antics, and I noticed several
who were dieted with various twitching. of the face or
hands.

The theatre, where moving-pictures are shown regularly,
and the danee ftoor, where the men and women on the
road to recovery are permitted to mingle occasionally,
were interesting, &I wal the baseball ground.

"What percentage of cases are hopeless?" some one
..ked.

The doctor hesitated a moment and then said, " Well,
between SO and to per cent., I should say."

At the solicitation of the big man, permission was
granted for us to take Douglass out for the night, and
we drove to Napa Soda Springs. As we passed out of
the grounds surrounding the asylum be showed us where
an inmate who had escaped the aftemooD before had
thrown himself in front of an electric train and had been
Jround to pieces.

After diuner at the Springs, we sat on the back veranda
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of the hotel and talked. The beautiful Napa Valley wal
spread before us in the moonlight, and looked like a fairy
land. Little Frances found another girl of her own age,
with whom she romped about the rotunda inside until
bedtime, interfering with our thoughts joyously.

The next morning she aHorded more amusement. She
bad a pink ribbon for her hair, and it had been tied in a
double bow the day before by her mother. She was all
dressed for breakfast, but when it came to tying the bow,
DO one in the party could do it. A single bow 'would Dot

satisfy her; she insisted on having the same kind of bow
her mother had tied. We were &8 helpless as a lot of
coal miners. It was suggested that perhaps a lady might
be found in the hotel who could tie the desired" knot,
but an effort to find such a penon proved futile. Pout
ing and resentful, Frances was obliged to go to breakfast
with an ordin&ry bow-knot in her hair ribbon.

Returning to the asylum about 10 A. K., we left our
friend there. He was loath to part with U8, and I shall
never forget the pleading look in his eyes, though be said
nothing.

A few weeks later his release was secured. To-day
he i. happy and prosperous.



CHAPTER XIII

THE morning of September 2, 1911, one month after
my release, I went to the parole office in the Ferry build
ing to make my first report. I had mislaid the blank
which had been fumished me for that purpose, and my em
player was therefore obliged to go with me, as the rules
required that he should sign my written statement of
wages and expenditures, a8 well as vouch for the fact
that I had been working and observant of parole regula..
tions.

Arrived at the sbelf window in the anteroom of the
oftice I rang the bell and one of the parole officers ap-
peared. .

"I want to make out my monthly report," I informed
him, "but I've mislaid my blanks; will you let me have
one, pleaseP"

Without replying he reached under the window and
laid a blank before me.

I picked up the wretched pen and had started writing
before he began speaking.

"You think you're smart, don't you?" he said, sar
castically. "I've a good mind to take you in right now
and land you back where you belong. What do you mean
by going out of the county without permission, you
------!"

When he first began speaking I was startled, but kept
on writing without looking up. When he cursed me,
however, I laid down the pen and looked at him.

"What do you mean?" I asked, "I haven't been out
77
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of the county - oh, yea, I have, too; but there'. Dothing
in the regulations to stop that. It only say. I cannot
go out of the State."

This was quite true, nevertheless it incensed him still
more than my silence had done.

"Well, I'll tell you right now; the next time you go
galav&ntin' around the country in an automobile, or the
next time you move without letting me know, or the next
time you start up a business without permission you'll
get yours, and get it good and plenty• You're getting
yourself in dead wrong writing this junk for the papers,
too; aad we'll make it mighty hot for you." He finished
with another oath.
. "I've just notified you of my change of residence in

writing," I replied, ,e and a8 for going out of the county,
I wal with my employer, and my work is liable to take
me out of the county any time." .
'f'" "It Is, is it?" he retorted. "Well, you just try it."
.: He said a lot more, to which I listened &I calmly &I

I could, and then I turned to the big man.
· ,e Will you please sign this report, Mr. Older P" I
asked, handing him the pen.

llr. Older, who had been standing behind me, stepped
forward and took the pen but made DO movement to
sign the paper. Instead, he stood looking at the parole
officer, who had turned as red a8 a beet.

" Is this the way you treat paroled men who are making
good P" be asked, with a tremor in his voice. "If it is I ,
don't blame lome of them for going wrong. You ought
to-"

" I - I - I thought you was a paroled pris -, that
ii, I - well, there's got to be reguletione, that's all.
I've got to knoW' where my men are, that's what I'm paid
for; but in thi. case, of, course, it's different. He's work-
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ing on a paper, and of course he might have to go to Oak
land or lome place like that - that'. all right. But he's
got no business going up the country in an automobile."

c, And why not P" inquired the big man. c, Did it hurt
anyone, and wasn't he with me?"

" Well, I've got my rules and they've got to be lived
up to, that's all," repeated the parole ofticer, gradually
regaining his composure. "Of course, if you get the
board of directors to lay it's all right why that settles
it - my hands are washed."

" But your hands are not washed of the other things
you said. If there's any C hot time' coming to Lowrie
for the work he is doing you can count me in on it, and
also don't forget to count yourself in."

He signed the report and we took our departure. Go
ing up on the street car to the office he was furious, but
I only laughed.

"How on earth did you contain yourself when be
cursed you that way? " he asked me.

" Ob, just a matter of habit, I guess; I've seen too many
men get the worst of it under similar circumstances dur
ing the past ten years, and I suppose I'm lacking in what
the average man calls C manhood' &8 a consequence. If
he had got a rise out of me, and you had Dot been with
me, I might be on my way back to San Quentin at this
moment. I know the game pretty well and have long
since learned that it pays to take an insult from' a prison
officer or guard, or a policeman or jailer, without trying
to show that you are a man. That feeling, that knowl
edge, may be defined either as cowardice or as self..control t
I think it is a mixture of both, but principally cowardice,
and it is that cowering, lunking, servile attitude on the
part of prisonera in general- some in less degree than
othen, but &11, lave those who go to the incorrigJolel-
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that Dorture. the desperate ex-prisoner. After & maD
comes out and realizes what he baa taken in silence, he
begins to boil- that is, lome men do - and when the
boiling begins, look out; especially if he be destitute.
Some men boil over. I have seen prisoners who have been
cursed by a prisOD guard go off by themselves, with white
faces, to weep. I have heard othen say: 'Oh, wen;
my day will come. No man can talk to me that way and
get away with it; somebody will pay for it.' "

The next day an editorial appeared in Th6 Bullet..
It recited the incident related above and pointed out that
it should be the duty of parole ofticen to encourage rather
than discourage their charges, and that if it became neces
sary to administer a rebuke it should be done in a kindly
spirit, and in printable English.

Shortly afterwards I received permission to go any
where in the State of California, so long as I was working
for The Bulletin, and since that time there have .been a
number of changes in the personnel of the parole oftice.
At the present time paroled men are treated al men when
ever they report, even though the percentage of violations
it slightly in excels of what it was in 1911.

Meanwhile the public interest in "My Life in Prison tt

had grown to IUch an extent that hundreds of persons
who had Dot read the opening chapten came to the oftlce
to get back papers, and this demand assumed auch pro
portions that it wal decided to get out a supplement COD

taining the story to date. This supplement appeared
September i8, and a few day. later the story W&8 copy
righted, &I it was decided that it should be brought out
in book form when it was finished in the paper. The IUP

plements - 100,000 copies, I believe - were 100D ex
hausted, and it became necessary to print a seeond and
third edition. It was also about this time that ex-Chap-
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lain Drahml of San Quentin took issue with what I had
written in the Darrative concerning his chaplaincy, and
succeeded in getting another evening paper to publish a
letter in which he atated that he had, at one time, found·
it necessary to reprimand me for a slight infraction of
the rules, and that it was rancor on my part, due to· his
reprimand, which had caused me to cc attack" him. His
letter 'Was so palpably uncharitable and unchristian that it
proved a boomerang. It bore out that he was just such a
man a8 I had stated. Besides, be had never reprimanded
me. I do not mention this noW' for any reason, save to
to say that with this one exception there "'&I Dot a public
denial of anything I had written, nor has there been a
public denial since. I had determined at the start to tell
the truth, and in every word I have since written I have
kept that determination foremost in my mind. It is in
my mind DOW, aDd is the basis of this narrative.



CHAPTER XIV

DUB.DrG the latter part of September Paul Armstrong's
famoul drama, "Alias Jimmy V&lentine," appeared at
the Cart Theatre in San Francisco with its original cast,
and I went to see it, as did others who had become in
terested in the improvement of prison conditions and the
methods of handling offenders against the law. The
play impressed me deeply, and while talking it over with
aome friend. I laid: " I believeit wouldhave a good moral
eRect if it could be staged at San Quentin." At the time
I made the remark I had DO idea that it would be acted
upon; in fact, I didn't think it could be acted upon, be
cause the chapel at the prison only accommodates 000
persons, and it was out of the question to expect the
actors to give three or four performances, even if they
agreed to give one. But some one, I don't know just
who, laid the matter before the manager of the company,
and he, in turn, approached the actors. To the satis- "'
faction of every. one concemed, the actors agreed to give
the performance gratis - in fact, tbe leading man and
woman-H. B. Warner and Phyllis Sherwood-entered
into the plan enthusiastically. The only thing that re
mained was to get the warden's permission and to solve
the problem of presenting the drama so that all the
prisoners could see it simultaneously.

When the plan was broached to Warden Hoyle be in
stantly approved of it - he had seen the play at the Cort
himself - and he thought of a way by which the scheme
could be earried out aatisfactorily. It was that a stage

81
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beerected in a eorner of the lower yard and the play given
outdoors. Accordingly the prison carpenters went to
work. T'M BtIllefiA rented several hundred chairs, which
were transported to San Quentin by Captain Leale of
the steamer Caroltne free of charge, and, under a bright
sky, the performance was given a few afternoons later.
With the exception of one or two "incorrigibles," every
prisoner, including the women, and the condemned men,
were permitted to see the play.

It was the first time in the history of American priscns
that a bona fide theatrical company had taken ita scenery
into a prison and presented a real play. It was also the
first time that such a play bad been given under such
conditions in the open air. The steamer Carozme trans
ported the actors both ways, thus enabling them to get
back to San Francisco in time for the regular evening
performance.

That night I secured & copy of one of the photographs
which had been made by the prison photographer, wrote &

.hort description of the event and mailed both to an
Eastern weekly. The contribution appeared in the fol
lowing issue of the periodical.

This presentation of " Alias Jimmy Valentine" behind
prison walls had the salubrious effect I had anticipated.
A Dumber of paroled and discharged prisoners have since
told me that the moral of the play impressed them 80

deeply that they could Dot forget it, and that they be
gan to think seriously of redeeming themselves that after
noon.

The incident was brought back to my mind recently
while list~iDg to a story told by a gentleman at whose
home I stopped for a few days in Southern California.
He said that he had once attended a baseball game in
which the players and nearly all the spectaton were deaf
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mutes, and that close to where he sat was a deaf mute who
W&I accompanying a girL The girl wal ~ot only a deaf
mute, but ",as also blind. Before the game began the
gentleman wondered how a girl thus aftlicted could cc lee "
a ball game, but loon after the umpire signalled "play
ball" he found out. The girl'. eompanion took one of
her hands, and &I each play was made he touched her
palm and wrist with quick strokes of his fingers, while
she laughed and clapped ber free hand against her thigh
in delight. My friend said the sight affected him deeply,
so deeply that he forgot to watch the ball game, he was
80 lost in watching this exhibition of "seeing" without
eyes, ears or voice.

" Ali... Jimmy Valentine" wal a " touching" lesion to
the inmates of San Quentin, for the Iystem renders them
deal, dumb and blind 10 far a8 real life is concerned.
They might just &8 well be deaf, dumb and blind physi
cally during the time they spend behind prison walla
in fact better 10. It will be a good thing when prisoners
are assumed to be human beings by thole who DOW re
gard them a. convicts. It will be a good thing for
society. The time will come when those who break the
law will be restrained only for the purpose of training,
and in that training be permitted to use their leDsel in a
natural manner.

One afternoon at the oftice my friend Mr. John D.
Barry asked me if I would like to accompany him that
night to the home of a prominent woman, the wife of a
State official. He said that she had asked him to invite
me, and that she was greatly interested in my work. I
accepted the invitation gladly and that evening we climbed
the hill overlooking the bay and entered the garden.
The hostess met us on the veranda, where we seated our
selves, and convened untn nearly midnight. I found her
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a most delightful woman, full of understanding and real
Christianity, and accepted her invitation to call again.

Shortly afterwards I was invited to meet her husband,
and made a~rip to Sacramento for that purpose. For
three hours that night he asked me questions concerning
San Quentin; also for my view. on capital punishment.
When the time came for parting, I felt that I had made
a real friend, and an event which occurred a few days later
proved my impression to have been correct.

I was at the office going over some proofs one afternoon
when I was called to the phone. A woman's voice greeted
me. "This is Mrs. --" she said. "I want you to
come to the -- hotel immediately. I will be in a
limousine out front."

The meslage was a peculiar one, and 80mething in the
tone of her voice made me feel apprehensive. AI I walked
to the hotel I kept wondering what it meant.

As I approached the designated place I law her face
framed in the window of the limousine. She was talking
with our mutual friend - the ODe whom I had accom
panied to her home a few nights before. She smiled as
she saw me, but &s they were apparently in a serious COD
versation I did not approach closely. Presently he with
drew, stopping for a moment to greet me, and she nodded
for me to come close.

"Don't be alarmed at- what I am going to tell you,"
she began, "but I think you ought to know. There is
a plan to take you back to San Quentin. It is the result
of wbat you have been writing. I have already started
the wheels to head it off, and I think it is all right. My
husband is away, however, and there may be a slip. Even
if there is, don't make any fuss; we will stand by you and
lee that you get justice. I think it would be well for you
to keep lome one with you all the time until you hear
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from me, directly or indirectly. I believe the order for
your return has been Bigned by one of the prison direc

: tors, but the others do not know of it, and I'm quite lure
they will not approve."

The rules goveming paroled prisoners provide that the
signature of one prison director is sufficient warrant for
the arrest and return to prison of a paroled man, and
that no reason need be assigned for such warraDt.

I laughed and tried to appear at ease, but felt the
barber's clippers already on my head. I knew how easy
it was to get inside the gates of San Quentin and hoW'
bard it was to get ou~ again. In fact, the slogan of
prisoners is that possession is nine points of the law.
The lady had requested me Dot to say a.nything to anyone
about what she had told me, 80 when I went to my friend,
the father of the family in whOle home I lived, and told
him that I was going to remain in his company until we
got home, he did not know why.

After be had finished his day's work we walked to the
ferry together and he stopped on the way down to get a
drink, inviting me into the saloon. I declined, and asked
him to hurry out. We got home without molestation,
where I prepared & telegram addressed to the manager
of the paper. It was a telegram telling him that I had
been suddenly arrested and taken back to San Quentin.
I handed it to my friend and asked him to send it im
mediately should I leave the house that night.

Morning came and I was still free. That afternoon at
the office I got word that the matter bad been "fixed
up," and the incident ended.

Since that time I have often thought what a splendid
thing it would have been for the cause had nothing been
done to head oft the plan for my return. I was in the
middle of "My Life in Prison," and thousands of per-
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IOD8 were interested. No reaSOB could have been given
for my return save that I had left the county without
permission a month before, and that oft'ence bad already
been condoned. It would have been apparent that the·
revocation of my parole was for the purpose of suppress·
ing the truths I was telling, and I feel quite lure that such
a move on the part of the prison authorities would have.
been fatal to them, and would have accelerated the im
provements which are slowly but surely taking place in
response to public demand, and under the management
of new wardens.

Talking with the big man Dot long ago, I mentioned
this aspect of the incident. I said to him: "Don't you
think it was a mistake to head off that plot to take me
back? Wouldn't it have drawn public attention to con
ditions more forcibly than anything could have done?"

He mused for a moment.
" Yel, I think it would," he replied, ccbut worth-while

changes eome slowly t and, besides, what would Randolph
baTe done to youP He hadn't changed then, you know."



CHAPTER Xl)

TBU chapter ia going to be entirely about a woman;
the mOlt wonderful woman I have ever known. I make
this statement at the start a8 a warning to misogynists,
though I really don't believe there is a man in the 'World
who can be properly classified under that head.

This woman wrote to me each week during the years I
spent in San Quentin, and more than once importuned
me to let her come there to see me. But I had deter
mined that she should never lee me in· stripes, and to all
her pleadings for me to break that resolutioD I remained
obdurate.

When I got out on parole her letters still came each
week. I could not go and lee her because we were sepa
rated by 8000 miles, and the terms under which I was
living in the world forbade my going to her. After I
had been out three weeks I received a letter from her
telling me that she was coming to California to lee me.
I replied immediately, asking her to let me know just when
she would arrive, so that I might meet her. We bad Dot
seen each other for twelve yean, though we had been to
gether in spirit all the time.

I shall never forget the night she arrived. Late in
the afternooD I received a telegram advising me that her
train was due at 10 P. K. I was not content to wait and
meet her at the ferry. Instead, I crossed the bay and
boarded a local, telling the conductor I wanted to go as
far aa I could to meet the" Overland." He consulted hi.
time table and told me that I could ride .. far al Bay
Point, in Contra Costa county-

88
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" That'l as far .1 you dare go if the 'O.erland ' is on
time," he laid. "Of course, if Ihe'. late you might go
farther, but I haTe DO way of bowing whether she'. late
or DOt."

It was dark when I got off at Bay Point, and the head
light of the " Overland " was already in light. A minute
later, when the heavy train pulled into the station-

owhere it stops for orders - I swung aboard. I got on
Dear the heed-end and started walking through the
coachel. For some reason I did not ScaD the faces of
the p8lSeDgers, but passed through several Pullman.
rapidly before turning into an end compartment. With
out thinking about it, I seemed to know just where to find
her, nor W8I I wrong. There she was in the campartmeDt
into which I had turned. She looked up as I entered the'
doorway - a look of surprise on her face. The surprise \
instantly turned to joy, however, and a moment later she I

was in my arms.
The' woman wal my mother.
So 800n as she could command her 'Voiee coherently she

laid, "How did you get here, and how did you find me?
I expected to meet you at the terminus."

I explained that I had come out over the line to meet
the train, and it made her happy. For the first few min
ute. we did not talk, we were too busy looking at each
other. Abstractedly I picked up an apple from a stand
in the corner and began eating it. I could Dot get over
the change which had taken place in her. Instead of
twelve years older ahe looked twenty-five years older, and
all she had sufFered on my account stqtck home. When
we did begin to talk, we could Dot talk fast enough, and
before we knew it we were at Point Richmond and I was
helping get her things together.

It w~ & clear, starlit night, and the trip aeross the
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bay to San Francisco was glorious. We sat oubide on
the upper deck. As we approached the ferry landing she
asked me if I would direct her to a good hotel.

" You will have to take a room there alao, while I am
here," she said.

"Hotel, nothing," I replied proudly. "I've already
got an apartment, a C08Y little apartment overlooking the
bay. It has a kitchen, and everything for comfort; I'm
sure you'll like it." I

"Like it!" she exclaimed. C, It was stupid of me not
to have thought of luch a plan; nothing could .oit me
better."

In anticipation of her visit I bad rented an apartment
and had moved from Berkeley & few day. before. I had
laid in a stock of provisions and done everything I could
think of to make the place homelike, all the time hoping
she would be pleased and approve of everything.

But when we arrived and I opened the door I got the
surprise of my life. A huge bunch of roses confronted
me. They were in a beautiful glas8 vase on the hall
table, and there was water in the vase.

" Oh, how beautiful," she exclaimed, dropping her um
brella and running forwanL " How thoughtful of you."

"I didn't do it," I blurted, emotionally. "How did
they get here?"

"Didn't you get them?" she asked, a trace of di..
q\ietude in her voice.

"No," I admitted, reluctantly, "and I don't know bow
they got here. I left the place locked."

We stood looking at each other for a moment and then
I turned into the combined living and dining-room and
turned on the lights there.

Again I was surprieed," In the centre 01 the table was
•
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another vale containing carnations, and in the cornen .at
eseh side 0" the windows were gorgeous chry8anthemums,
yellow and white. An inspection of the bedrooms revealed
more lowen, until I almost began to think that I had
gotten into a florist's establishment by mistake.

"Who could have done it?" I laid, thinking out loud.
"Some of your friends, I suppose," she answered.

"Let's look for cards."
I acted on the suggestion, but failed to solve the mys

tery, and it was not until two dayS-later that I learned
the truth. My friend, Mr. Barry, and the lady who had
warned me of the plot to revoke my parole were the cul
prits. Mr. Barry lived close by, and had borrowed the
pall-key of the landlady and arranged the flowers during
my absence, The lady had ordered her contribution sent
to him, and he had characteristically chosen this method
of getting them to U8. I have never forgotten the scene,
nor the kindness, an~ never shall.

Mother was not satisfIed until s~e had inspected the
kitchen, with its mysterious cupboards, drawers and
utensils.• It pleased me immensely when she expressed
her latisfaction. My only regret was that I bad not
thought of getting at least one bunch of flowers. The
only thing with which she found fault was the kitchen
floor. The linoleum was dirty, and she didn't hesitate to
..y 80.

"We must get it cleaned to-morrow," she said tels
ingly. "You're a splendid housekeeper, but I'm afraid
this Soor has not seen soap and water for a ,long time."

That night we lat up and talked until nearry 2 o'clock.
To my inquiry if she was hungry, she laughed.

" Hungry! After all these years of hunger to see you?
I feel .. if I never wanted to eat again."
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Nevertheless she wal up before I W&8 the next morning,
sad I awakened to the delicioue odor of coffee, and the
lizzIe of bacon and eggs.

I jumped up, washed hastily, and tiptoed to the kitchen
doorway.

There she was, dressed just as ahe bad been the night
before - her trunk had Dot yet been delivered- with
only a cloth tied at her waist to protect her dress. She
was humming to herself. I finally burst in and the ma
tutinal greetings took so long that the eggs were burned.

I 8at down to breakfast in my bathrobe and slippers,
and helped to wash the dishes afterward. In fact, I
washed the dishes and she dried them. I· had often
scoured the paDS after one of Smoky'. famoUi Sunday
afternoon hashes made over the lamp in our cell at San
Quentin; why shouldn't I wah diaJle. for my mother?

•

•



CHAPTER XVI

DUlLING the first two days of my mother's visit she re
mained at home. The long trip across the continent had
tired her more than she had realized in the first excite
ment of seeing me. I remained at home, also, and lave
the time it took me each day to write a chapter of "My
Life in Prison," and to answer such letters as required
immediate attention, I devoted every hour to her. A
number of my friends who had learned of her visit ex
tended invitations to dinner and theatre parties, but she
asked me to decline them, to say that she had come to lee

me, snd had only a short time to stay. Besides, she
shrank from meeting people. My lapse was eTer in her
mind, though she never referred to it, and I could feel
that she preferred to come and go quietly. I eould UD

derstand her sensibilities perfectly, but other people did
Dot seem to think of them.

The third day we went down town and she purchased a
lot of "necessary" things for the apartment. To my
masculine eye and mind the place was complete, but every
hour she discovered something lacking. I accompanied
her into several stores and stood by, trying to appear
at ease during the prceesa of purchasing.

While on Market Street she noticed a "sightseeing"
auto, and asked me what it wal.

"They are vulgarly known &8 C rubber-neck "'.gou,' "
I vouchsafed, "and 10 far as I know, the species i. in
digenoul to the Pacific Cout. Would you like to take
a ride in oneP"
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I fully expeeted her to 8ay DO, but to my horror ahe
aaid yel. The reply Soored me; ahe had alway. been 10

adverse to anything of that kind when I had known her.
" Why, we've already been invited to take & trip

through and around the city in a private automobile," I
reminded her, "and you declined. Surely you don't want
to go in one of those things."

" Yea I do," she insisted. "It will be & Dew experi
ence."

I was in a corner and did lome quick thinking. I was
willing to do anything to please her, but I had aD innate
aversion to cc sightseeing" paities. Not that they are
Dot all right for those who like them, but I didn't like
them•

. I stopped and looked at my watch.
"It'. too late to go to-day," I said, ie and besides,

I couldn't take all these bundles along. One is suppesed
to be dignified and have class on those high leatl. We'll
go to-morrow; the moming trips are much pleasanter
than those in the afternoon, anyway."

When we got home and had eaten supper, she referred
to the proposed trip. Thinking to discourage her, I told
her of some of the subterfuges employed by the guides to
get people on board their respective vehicles.

" Didn't you notice the two pretty girls on that wagon
we law P" I asked.

"Yea, I did," she replied quickly, "and I thought
lurely you'd be glad to go aJong when I asked you, for
I saw you looking at them."

"Of coune you did," I responded, "but you didn't
know why. They were dummies. They were lit-"

" Dummies P" she interrupted. " Why I law them talk
iDg together."

"Oh, I don't mean dummies in that sense," I resumed.
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"They just sit there and the. result is that young fellows
who otherwise would Dot think of taking the trip lee them,
say good-bye to a dollar and climb aboard. It is 80 easy
to turn and absently-mindedly ask a question of a stranger
when one is on a sightseeing trip, you know; especially if
the stranger is a pretty girl."

"Well, I can't see any harm in that," she declared.
" A real romance might result; one can never tell."

"Quite true," I agreed, tilting back my chair and
stretching my arms aa if bored, "but the pretty girl
doesn't go along. When the time arrives for ~tarting she
smiles sweetly at the passengers and descends to tJie side-
walk, where she waves her hand to the chau1leur as the
wagon moves away."

" And what does she do that for?" asked mother, still
uncomprehending.

"For pay," I answered.
"Oh-h-h-h, I see," she said slowly.
I retired th~t night happy in the belief that I had

knocked the tires off the " rubber-neck" wagon trip, and
dreamed peacefully.

As we finished drying the breakfast dishes the next
morning, mother took off her apron and said, "Come on,
let·s get ready."

"Ready for what?" I asked.
"Why, for the ride in the' rubber-neck wagon,' as you

call it, sonny," she replied, smiling sweetly.
I realized that I had matched my wits against hers and

lost, despite my figment anent the perfidious actions of the
pretty girls. I yielded manfully, pretending that I was
delighted. .

We passed a number of the pleasure vehicles before she
finally selected one. It was painted a violent red. I
glanced at her swiltly to make lure that she was in ear-
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Deat, and detected a satisfied twinkle in her brown eyes.
That settled it. I didn't need to have a 'brick house

fall OD me, though I suspected she imagined I did.
The wagon no sooner started than I began to descant

on the unmitigated joy of a ride in a sightseeing auto.
I went into raptures. I indulged in gushing hyperbole.
I "wouldn't have missed it for a million dollars." The
further I went, the more enthusiastically she agreed, un
til- I finally began to have a glimmering idea that my
mother was possessed with a slight sense of humor.

My remarks about "being up in the world" and "be
ing able to look down on people beneath us," proved the
final straws.

"For goodness' sake, don't be silly," she objected.
" I knew you didn't relish the idea of coming; that's why
I am relishing it 80 much."

At the Cliff House - where we were allowed a few
minutes to recuperate - a photographer held up his hand
as the wagon approached.

"Please keep your seats, ladies and gentlemen," re
quested the man who had been giving us a moth-eaten col
lection of jokes, interspersed with such remarks as, " To
your left, ladies and gentlemen, is the celebrated Park Mu
seum, and to your right the bandstand, renowned through
out the world as having the best acow-stic properties of
any bandstand in existence," all during the trip. He
had pumped this information at us through a megaphone,
and I had been more amazed at watching him than by the
" wonders " he had described.

"Keep your seats. The gen'leman desires to take a
photograph of you."

There was an immediate scramble for cover, on the part
of several passenger., three of whom were men. Whether
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they were liank absconders, or had merely deserted their
wives, I had no means of telling.

"Please keep your seats; it'll take only a moment, an'
when you come back from seeing the beach and the other
sights the pic'ures'll be ready, an' you can have 'em for
two-bits, I mean a quarter, apiece. What better souvenir
to send the folks back East? Just a minute; just keep
your seats."

I could feel mother's uneasiness, and knew she didn't
want to be " taken," but I also sensed that she was afraid
I'd ridicule her, and say" I told you so," if she flunked.
So we sat there and had our pictures taken with the others,
after being admonished to "look pleasant."

"Anything I love is to have my picture taken on a
C rubber-neck wagon,'" I remarked, as the photographer
waved his hand and shouted, "All right, thank you one
and all."

I descended to terra firma and started to walk oll un
concernedly, when I was hailed from above. I turned,
shaded my eyes, and gazed intently at the zenith, as if
trying to determine where the voice had come from.

" Here I am, right here, young man; and you get back
here and help me down at once."

I lowered my eyes to an angle of thirty degrees, where
they rested on the figure of my mother. Her face was a
picture. It was both amused and exasperated.

" Why, I thought you stepped out on the other side,"
I apologized, springing forward and giving her my hand.

She did not say a word in reply until she was safe on
the ground. Then she turned to me and said: "If you
were a boy again, I'd go cut & birch 8witch."



CHAPTER XVII

.. Over the topmost IeDtry's caatellet
Ita ngp crest, defyiDI prison walls,
SerenelylimDa the sky. Prom each face taUs
'!be ,loom of wasted years. CoDtrltlon eaIla
'!be beart to hope that Itl11, wbate'er befalla,
What might have been mar be triumphant Jet."

Tms verse, taken from an ode to Tamalpais, which I
wrote one afternoon while sitting in the prisonen' yard
at San Quentin, appealed to my mother 80 strongly when
I read it to her that she wept. I bad been going over
my papers, and had come acroSI a copy of the venea, and
she had asked me to read them to her.

When I looked up and found her weeping, I didn't 'know
what to say to comfort her. She wept quietly for several
minutes and then smiled through her tears.

"Don't mind me," abe said, "I could Dot help it.
The words 'what might have been' made me think of aU
the dreams I had for you when you were a little boy, and
when I thought of you writing luch words in such a place,
I seemed to give way here."

She placed her hand over ber heart and looked up iDOO
my face. I was stroking her grey hair.

"Let'. go to Tamalpais to-morrow," I cried impul
sively. "I'm sure you'd enjoy it. We go up on the
crookedest railroad in the world, and I have been told that
one gets a fifty-mile sweep in every direction."

Had I stopped to think, I would not have made IUch

a luggestion on top of her emotions, but sometimes an
impulsive thought proves a good one. At any rate, she
entered into the plan enthusiastically, and we were 100B

88
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di.cussing it together, with no thought of the IOrroW

we had jUlt felt.
The next moming we were up early, aDd OD looking out

of the windows rejoiced that it waa going to be & clear
day. As we crossed the bay to Sausalito, mother became
very much interested in the TariOUS places I pointed out
to her - Alcatraz, the Golden Gate, Berkeley, with its
hillside" e," and the diBerent "moles."

Going up the mountain we sat in one of the open carl
80 as to get the best view. Those who have been up
Mount Tamalpais need no description; those who have
Dot, need no description, either. They can easily go and
lee for themselves.

When we got to the top we 8&W & sign which read:
"Twenty minutes' level walk around the mountain," and
we followed the path to the left. Every few feet we
came upon improvised telescopes, or finders, with notices
attached telling what particular point of interest could
be located by looking through the instruments. These
finders consist of pieces of pipe, arranged on 8wivels in
lome cales, by looking through which one may focus on a
small area or point. We stopped and looked: through
each one.

As we rounded the crest toward the em and the sweep
of the bay came into view, we stopped and sat down on
ODe of the benches. I reached into my pocket and got
a cigarette.

"I wish you'd stop .moking cigarettes," said mother.
"Why don't you smoke cigars or a pipe?"

" I don't get any satisfaction from either," I answered•
•, I've tried bath."

She mused for a moment, and then broke into a laugh.
"What are you laughing at?" I asked, with lighted

match arrested haJf way to my mouth. .
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"I was thinking of you al an old man ImonDI ciga
rettes," ahe replied. "I never law anything 10 absurd
in my life as that old man w~noticed yesterday on the
street with a cigarette in his mouth. You surely re
member that only boys and callow youths smoke cigarettes
in the East. It really seems incredible to see grown
men, even old men, smoking them out here."

" It is the custom," I replied. " You know the Span
ish and Mexicans smoke cigarettes almost exclusively,
and this is a Spanish country, or used to be. It doesn't
seem to hurt them; they live just as long."

She tried to get me to promise to swear off, but
I wouldn't swear. All I would say was that I would
"try." She finally gave it up, and we continued our
walk.

Presently we came upon a finder underneath which wal
a sign reading: "Locating the State Prison at San
Quentin."

We had stopped at all the other finders, but I ltarted
to paiS this one without stopping. She called me back.

"You don't mind If I look, do ~ouP" she asked.
"Why, DO, of course Dot," I ansV'eled, "only I thought

perhaps you woult.: '" care to."
"My boy," she said earnestly, pl,eing her hand on my

shoulder, " I spent ten long years with you in that place;
. night and day I was with you. It isn't idle curiosity that
makes me want to look."

I turned away and kicked a small stone down the
mountainside, and watched it 80 long.as it W88 in sight.
It started several other stones, some of them larger
than it was. "The way one lIIlall man can take other
and bigger men with him down the moral toboggan," I
thought. "Still the other stapel must have been loose.

". : ...-
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.X

But perhaps the rain and the wind had loosened them." .
When I turned back she was gazing intently through

the finder. I looked, also. I didn't need a Snder. And
as I looked I remembered how often, I had gazed up at
the top 01 Tamalpais and wondered if I should ever be
up there looking down. Then I thought of the 1000 hu
man beings, men and women- all of the men, sons, some .
of the women, mothers - cooped up behind those walls.
From such a distance it did not look like a prison, it
looked like a fort. And, after all, was it not a fortP
Was it Dot a place where these men and women were con
cealed to protect them against society? The idea was a
new one, and I mulled it. At first it seemed kind of
topsy-turvy, but the longer I thought on it the clearer it
became. I wal still thinking when mother ceased. her
inspection,' and took my arm. She did not lay a word,
and we did not look through any more finders. Instead,
we walked OD, walked quite rapidly, and I got a feeling
that I was leaving something behind me forever. I have
that feeling still, only stronger.

At the inn we had & delicious lunch. The dining-room
is open on two sides" ." nd San Francisco lay smokily be
low U8 as we ate. In the aftem~~ we visited Muir
Woods, a place ·about which I shall ~ave more to write
later.

The days went by rapidly, and the two weeks which
my mother had allotted herself to remain with me were
IOOD gone. It seemed like two days. The last night we
sat up very late and she gave me a lot of good advice
the first real words of advice since her arrival. She also
made me promise that I would keep the apartment after
.he had lOne, 80 that she could see me "just where I
W&I."
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" You can lurely get lome one to .bare it with YOl1;
lome othm· yOUDg fellow, and I thiDk it will be good for
you," she said.

I liked the place immensely, myself, aDd agreed to ltay
there, provided I could get some one to "go halves," a
plan which materialized only a few days later.

The morning came, and I accompanied mother across
the bay and law her aboard the limited. When the con
ductor called "all aboard," I didn't move, and the train
started with me on it. She didn't understand, and became
concerned until I told her that I was only going &8 far &8

the Sixteenth Street station.
"But, of course, if you want me to get off right now,

I'll do it," I chided.
" W&it until you come home, and I'll see that you get

oft," she said.
And so we parted, my mother and I. No tean, DO

tremulousness, no lamentatioD~. Just a laugh. That ...u
. more than two years ago. I have not seen her since.

Of course I realize that all this about one'. mother
.may prove tiresome to lome readers; but I bad to write
it, and I could write thrice as much. I have left out
many (to me) intensely interesting little events and side
light.. In my experience I have learned that it is the
boy or girl of !l8 or It, sometimee even younger persens,
who forget their mothers. I have alsO found that as time
adds ita wisdom to men and women the reverence for
motherhood and for fatherhood becomes .troDger and
Itronger.

Quite recently I heard Madame Schumann-Heink sing
in the auditorium at Los Anpte.. She sang many ex
quilite and lome di8lcult lelection., but a little thing called
" Mother Mine" hal remained in my ccnscieusnees, while
q.ll the other longs are gone. Madame Schumann-Heink
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iI a mother. In the hotel where she was stopping in Lo.
Angelel ahe heard a baby crying in the next apartment.
Anxiously ahe knocked on the door, and wben it opened,
..ked if she might come in and quiet the .little one. The
lady who had opened the door did not know that she was
talking to a great artist - all she knew was that she was
talking to & motherly-looking woman. The permission was
given, and in a few minutes the baby was asleep.

·11 it possible that that baby, when it becomes a man,
will ever lose reverence for motherhood P I hardly think
10.

After all is thought and said and done, a mother is the 'v
greatest thing in the world - she is the world. /\



CHAPTER XVIII

THB Saturday following my mother's departure I wsa
invited to go on an automobile trip to the Lick Observa
tory on Mt. Hamilton, and. gladly accepted. The party
consisted of the big man and his wife, Mr. Barry and
myself. We left San Francisco early in the morning,
stopped at San Jose for lunch, and arrived at the ob
servatory in the afternoon. There are only a few dwell
ings on the mountain top, and the people who live there
have a little community of their own, and are practically
out of the world. The big man knew one of the families,
who offered us the hospitality of their home and insisted
that we should remain over night. We decided to do 80,

and it was arranged for us to sleep in different houses.
I was anxious to go into the observatory and see the big
telescope and other instruments before dark, but did not
get the chance to do so. While supper was. being pre
pared we sat and talked. Our host was the machinist
for the observatory, and I remember one story' which he
told. Before taking the position at the observatory be
had been a machinist in a large city, and on one occasion
had been asked to address a mass meeting of men in his
craft. He appeared at the meeting in his working garb,
and made his speech in that attire. All the other speak
ers bad dressed themselves for the occasion, but he wore
his overalh and & rough coat.

After the meeting was over, one of the committeemen
approached him and hinted that it would have been bet
ter had he changed his clothing for the occasion. He

104 I
~
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nodded, but made DO reply. He also heard others com
ment about it. Some weeks later be was asked to speak
again and consented to do 10. When the evening arrived
for the speech he hired a dress suit, but did not leave for
the meeting place until late. As the time approached
for him to speak, and he did not appear, the committee
became uneasy. A moment before the appointed hour,
however, a messenger boy entered the ball, hurried down
the aisle, and handed the chairman a package marked
" Important. Open immediately." The chairman fo1- .
lowed instructions, and when the wrapping was removed
a dress suit, labeled with the name of the speaker, waa
disclosed. The assembly saw the force of the lesson, and
loud cries of " Brandt, Brandt," filled the hall. Brandt,
who had been standing in the rear, stepped forward and
mounted the rostrum. He was dressed in his overall. and
jumper. As 800n &8 he could make himself heard, he
said:

"I spoke here several weeks ago, and I was criticised
for wearing the clothes I work in. I am here again to
night in the same clothes. The question is, do you want
me, or do you want the dress suit?"

" You, you!" was the prompt response from all over
the hall.

The reason this story impressed me 80 much wal be
cause I thought of the effect if & discharged prisoner
should come over to San Francisco in stripes and en
deavor to mingle with the throng, ride on the street cars, ;(
go into the moving picture shows, try to get work. You
can imagine for yourself what the result would be.
Clothes count so much with us, despite our prote.tatioDs
to the contrary.

A.fter supper we went into the main building and
climbed the narrow atairway leading to the big rotunda.
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The prole••or in charge informed us that the IS-ton
telescope had been "set" for the night, as a photo,raph
was to be taken, with an all-night exposure.

We looked out through the aperture surrounding the
massive instrument and saw that it was pointed at an al
most imperceptible star. I asked if we might look through
the telescope, and permission was granted. One after
another we mounted the ladder to the little platform
above. When my tum came and I placed my eye at the
aperture I could scarcely credit what I saw. The distant
star resolved itself into a constellation much like the
milky way. It seemed so incredible that I removed my
eye from the telescope and looked with naked sight again.
There wu the star, faint and tiny. I looked through the
telescope again, and again saw the constel1&tion.

When I got back to the floor of the rotunda I did some
thinking. What a puny, insignificant atom a human
being wal, after all. How could any man, after COD

templating the 'Wonders of the starry firmament, presume
for an instant to think himself better than any of his
fellows'

For all I knew, for all anyone knew, each one of the
stars comprising that unthinkably remote constellation
might be inhabited by milliens upon milliona of conscicus
entities, each one of whom might be a thousand times more
intelligent than any of us.

After we had all looked through the telescope, the
professor explained the workings of the big instrument.
We learned that the huge dome, weighing hundreds of
tODS, wal operated by clock-like machinery in such a man
ner that it moved in & direction opposite to that of the
earth'. movement, 80 that the telescope, once let to
photograph a .tar, remained focused on that star all night.
The telescope, when Dot" let," could be moved with one
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finger. It is marvellous that man can adjust sueh pon
derous machinery to such a delicate mcety.

In the cellar of & stone building we were shown even
more delicate instruments designed to record earthquakes,
and learned that the earth is quaking all the time. A
needle adjusted in such a ma~Der that it is free from the
regular movement of the earth - suspended in space, 80

to speak - records these vibratioDs on & sheet of paper,
which is laid off into tiny squares. Whene"er a temblor
of any magnitude takes place in any part of the world,
it is recorded by this instrument, and the approximate
location can be determined. We were permitted to look
at. the moon and stars through the auxiliary telescopes,
and spent an exciting hour.

The next morning when we got up we found that it
had frozen during the night. There was ice everywhere.
We learned that during the winter months communication
with the outside world, save by telephone and telegraph,
is practically cut off. At the invitation of our host we
took a walk to the " highest point," where the water tanks
that supply the residents are located. From the valley
the dome of the observatory appears to be the highest
point, but it is not.

When the time came for leaving we were importuned to
come again, and promised to do 80.

"If you young fellows want some exercise," said our
host, turning to Mr. Barry and myself, "I'll run with
you down the trail to where it meets the road about a
mile from here. Going by the road it is nearly four
miles to where the trail crosses. Let's lee if we can
beat the auto there."

After exacting a promise from the big man that he
would wait for us in case he reached the crossing Brst we
.tarted out. We ran nearly all the way, and the auto,
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creeping around the curves in the tortuous roaa, W&I in
sight nearly all the time. As we neared the crossing it
looked as if 'We were going to bebeaten, but by putting ·on
an extra spurt of speed we managed to arrive coincident
ally with the machine, though wewere almost ou] of breath,
It was an exciting run in the crisp morning air, up there
above the "smoke and din" of civilization, and I shall
never forget it.

More than a year later when The Bulletin made an
appeal for funds to assist indigent persons, the people
living on Mt. Hamilton took up & collection and sent it
in. Some of them have since been in San Francisco, and
it was a pleasure to meet them.

\ My experience has been that the most whole-souled
\\ people are the ones who live in the country, or the ones

who would live there if they could.



CHAPTER XIX

By the time "My Life in Prison" had been running
two months I had received more than 1000 letters, many
of which were 80 remarkable that the editors of The
Bullet. decided to publish them. Accordingly, in the
edition of Saturday, October !5, & full page of the paper
was devoted to that purpose. Among the letters were
three or four from ex-guards at the penitentiary, and in
each instance these letters from ex-guards corroborated
what I had written in the narrative. Not only ex-guards,
but men who were at the time employed at San Quentin
visited The Bulletin office to remind me of important hap...
penings in order that the, story should be as complete
.1 possible. A number of the suggestions thus made
were subsequently incorporated into the narrative.

About the 6th of November a gentleman called at T'M
BtIllefiR ofIice and asked me if I would speak before the
Commonwealth Club at its luncheon OD the following Sat
urday. Of course I had heard of the Commonwealth
Club, and knew that it was comprised of the representa
tive business and professional, men of San Francisco. I
realized that the opportunity was a golden one, and re- ·
gretted keenly that I was Dot a speaker. In this frame
of mind I referred the gentleman to the managing editor,
in the hope that perhaps lome representative of the pa
per might be appointed to accept the invitation in my
stead. The gentleman was closeted with the managing
editor for half an hour before be left the building, and
then I wal lent for.

lOt
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"Don't you think you could muster up enough self
assurance to tackle this opportunity?" I was asked.

e, I'd like to feel that I could," I replied, "but I'm
afraid it would be a fizzle, and rather than have it that I
think it would be better Dot to attempt to speak at all."

"Couldn't you write something, and read it?" he
askeel

"I could surely write something," I rejoined, "but as
for reading it, I don't know. I'm afraid Dot."

" Why Dot try P" he persisted. " It is an opportunity
for reaching lome of the influential men of the city, and
the very f4cl that you have been invited to apeak before
them is in itself a recognition of your work. I'll tele
phone and lay you will appear and in the meantime you
can write something. You've got all week to do it in."

" Very well, I'll make the e1fon," I agreed, " but don't
blame me if I go speechless. Why can't you appear in
my stead? t,

cc I never made a speech in my life," be replied, vilibly
disconcerted by the sugge8tion.

"And neither have I," I reminded him.
" Oh, ·you can do it all right," he replied, " all you need

ia to feel confidence in yourself."
The days that followed were filled with apprehension.

As Saturday approached I felt like a condemnedJ)&-!1 '?
· and when we started from the office for t(; Palace Hotel,

where the luncheon W88 to take place, I felt that my last
hour had come. My feelings must have been apparent,
for I W88 not trpsted to go alone. I left the office "ith a
man on either side of me, just like a culprit under arrest.

In the crowd at Third aad Market Street. a sudden
temptation came upon me. Why Dot "duck"P Why
Dot make a break for it? ?
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Again my thoughts must have carried, for the big man
very gently, but firmly, placed his hand on my shoulder
&8 we serpentined through the throng, and he kept it
there until we turned into the hotel entrance,

The lobby was full of people, all of whom seemed in
tent on business. They were going in all directions, and
from somewhere in the distance I heard music. By mak
ing inquiries we learned where the Commonwealth luncheon
was being held and made our way to the ball. I. was in
& kind of daze &8 we entered, but saw that the room was
filled with tables and that each table was occupied. A spe
cial dispensation bad been made for the occasion, which
permitted ladies to be present.

The gentleman in charge met us near the door and
conducted us to the speaker's table, where we 8&t down
to IUDch. I couldn't eat, I was too excited and nervous.
I kept saying to myself: " Ladies and Gentlemen: 'This
is the first time in my life that I have ever attempted to
speak in public. I have a message that I feel deeply, but
I wish some one else were in my shoes to deliver it." Over
and over and over I repeated the words to myself. I had
decided that I would preface my reading with a short talk
in order that I might appear at ease. But my effort to
keep these warda in mind was a failure because I was con
tinually interrupted by remark. and questions from the
other perSODS at the table. AmoDg other things I had
decided that I must try to say something funny, some
thing that would bring a laugh, and I had what I con
sidered a good little anecdote memorized for that purpose.
I bad beard that the best way to get people to listen was
to make them laugh.

I don't know how many of the readers of this narrative
have gone through the experience I am trying to de-

/
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scribe, Those who have will readily recognize the symp
toms; thole who have not may perhaps do 10 in the fu
ture.

At last the chairman arose from his seat and tapped
for attention. In a few seconds the noise of conversa
tion and the clatter of dishes ceased. Notwithstanding
my perturbation I noticed that the waiters withdrew from
the room immediately, and wondered why. The head
waiter waited to make sure that they were all gone, and
then followed. It struck me as incongruous. If they
were good enough to serve food why weren't they good
enough to listen to what was to be said?

,The chairman spoke iluently, without apparent effort,
and brought several laughs. I envied him hugely, but felt
relieved that some one was speaking before me. In & few
minutes he began talking about me, saying that he felt;
lure that I would have something to say that would
be interesting. He finished by stating that I had never
spoken in public before in my life, and that I was appre
hensive of failure. Then, alter calling on me, he resumed
his seat amidst a burst of applause.

I waited until the applause had subsided and then got
up. I stepped behind my chair, and leaned against it for
support. I had no more idea what I was going to say
than I had of what is in the centre of the earth. The
chairman had taken my memorized opening words out
my mouth and left me at sea. All I realized at the mo
ment was that I was the focus of three or four hundred
pairs of eyes and that I was expected to make noise of
some kind.

I've forgotten just what I did lay at the start. I know
I said a few words before reaching into my inside coat
pocket and producing the manuscript. When I began
to read my voice trembled and I knew that I mUlt over-
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come it. I a180 suddenly remembered what a friend bad
told me the day before. He had laid: "The tendency
of inexperienced speakers is to drop the voice at the
end of sentences. Don't do that. Instead, raise your
voice as you near the end of a thought, and finish strong."

In a few minutes I began to gain confidence. Silence
had fallen over the room, and my voice sounded clear and
strong to myself. Once or twice I was interrupted by
applause, and it disconcerted me. Although I had re
written my "speech" several times I did not follow copy.
As I went along I came to places which I instinctively
knew would not sound well if spoken. In place of a
number of polysyllables which were interspersed through
the manu8cript I used simpler words. Since that time
experienced writers have told me that the best test of writ
ing is to read it aloud, and I have followed that plan
whenever I have had the time to do so.

Near the end of my paper I had an anecdote showing
that men in prison, no matter what they have been lent
there for, have their own sense of honor, and that this
sense may be developed into a broader honor. There was
a detail lacking in the anecdote, and before I knew it I
had lowered the manuscript and was talking extempo
raneously.

When I 6nally finished I was greeted with applause,
and sat down with the feeling that I had " made good"
at least I had "gotten by." It was troly gratifying to
feel that way; not self-gratification so much as good for
the cause I represented. A Dumber of the men and
women present pressed forward and shook ha.nds with
me. Each of them wished me success in my work, and •
Dumber promised to contribute toward the bureau for
helping discharged prisoners to get employment.

The following Saturday I appeared before the Women'.
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Equal Suirrage League at itl luncheon in Scottish Rite
Hall. Mia, Helen Todd spoke al80. I had determined
to make a supreme effort to speak without notes, without
reading. I managed to talk for fifteen minutes or 80 be
fore going ment&lly blind. I don't know how long I
stood OD the platform franticaJly trying to scare up an
idea before I recalled that I had placed a manuscript in
my pocket for use in just such a contingency. I reached

. in and got it, and finished my address by reading.
As a result of these two public appearances I received

a score of requests to speak before churches, clubs,
schools, fraternities and other organizations. I accepted
a number of these invit&tions, and before Christmas I
had practicaJly overcome my nervou8De8I, though to this
day I cannot shake off self-coDlcioulne&8 when I begin to
&peak before aD audience.



CHAPTER XX

800. after I began speaking in public I conceived the
idea of having perSODS in the audiences ask questions, and
in that way I learned a great deal. I was speaking in
Berkeley one night along with my friend Ed Morrell, and
at the conclusion of our talks the uiual invitation was
extended for questions. A gentleman whom I later
leamed was a physician arose and asked me if I believed
there W&8 such a thing &s a "criminal germ." He asked
the question in such a way as to convey the impression
that he believed there was. In reply I pointed out that
the di1Jerence between what we call sin and what we call
crime is purely arbitrary; that the stealing of a few s.pples
i. wrong (it is considered a sin), while the stealing of a
barrel of apples is a crime. I then asked him if he be
lieved in sin germs.

In reply he said that everybody was prone to sin, but
that he did Dot believe in sin germs.

"Given the temptation, and under stresB of certain
circUDlstances, anyone is liable to commit what we call
crime," I replied, " yet I don't believe in & criminal germ.
I don't believe in congenital criminality, save where a
person is bom insane, or with a tendency toward insanity,
and it surely is Dot right to punish insane persons. To
restrain them for their own good as well as for the good
of society ~ proper, but to punish them is monstrous."

A rather lengthy discussion followed, in which a Dum
ber of persons in the audience took part, but the COD

11.
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~. .ensU8 of opinion seemed to be that "crime," in 80 far
~ u crime against property ia concerned, is a matter of

"

dollars and cents, more than a question of morality.
In the audience that night were two ex-prisoners, and

in the course of my remarks I mentioned the fact. As
soon as I did so there was a general taming of heads;
everybody looked at everybody else. I wondered what
made them all do it.

As Christmas approached I received several invitations
to dinner, but managed to evade all of them. The thought
of talking shop on that day was repugnant. I had Dot
had a free Christmas for eleven years, and I determined
to make this one a day of real freedom.

During the night before Christmas I imagined I heard
strange noises in the dining-room of the apartment, and
once or twice I was tempted to get up and investigate,
but was too lazy. But when I got up in the morning and
entered the room the noises were explained. There stood
a Christmas tree, gorgeous with decorations and tinsel.
and underneath were & number of packages. While I
was still standing there, lost in emotions, the door of my
partner's bedroom opened and he appeared on the
scene. He pretended to be greatly astonished, but when
I tackled him and we rolled on the floor together in a
friendly wrestling bout, and when I threatened to "knock
the stufting out of him," he "owned up" to the con
spiracy. Along with other friends he had helped pre
pare the Christmas tree during the night, and the
" others" would be in for breakfast at 9 o'clock.

"And we won't have to cook it, either," he finished,
dancing about in his robe de chambre like a maniac, 8S

if we had escaped the task of building new pyramids or
digging the Panama Canal single-handed.

"Who's going to do the cooking?" I asked.
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"The Iadies," he replied, bowini very low with his
hand over hi. heart.

Since we had been living· together it had been our cus
tom to get our own breakfast, and our "housekeeping"
was something of a joke. Our system was to use up all
the dishes and have a general dish washing bee two or
three times a week. Also, some of the hot cakes he made
would have been valuable working material for a rubber
factory. The thought of having a real breakfast, cooked
by "the ladies" appealed to me immensely. I shaved
huniedly and got dressed.

Promptly at 9 o'clock the party anived, four of them,
three ladies and a gentleman; and half an hour later we
sat down to the best breakfast I had eaten since my
mother's visit. After the meal was over we all helped to
remove the dishes to the kitchen, and then cleared the
dining-room for the event of the day - the opening of
the packages. Each member of the party received a
"funny package," and mine consisted of & mechanical
dog that was 80 intelligent he could aJrnost gnaw a bone.
One of the ladies had heard me remark some time before
that I would like to have a dog, and this was the result.
Two of the ladies were unmarried, and they received gor
geous dolls. We spent an hour or more in relaxation,
just like children, and it did us all good.

The company departed about noon, as did my partner,
and I was left alone. I shall not try to describe how I
felt. It was a dreary day outside and my thoughts went
over to San Quentin and into the jails and hospitals and
orphan asylums. I tried to shake off the depression but
could not do so.

When evening came I detennined to go out to & restau
rant and have dinner alone. I had heard of & restaurant
on Broadway, where the music was said to be good, and
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went there. I wanted to lose my identity for the evening,
but it was Dot to be.

The waiter looked familiar, and I law him eyeing me
closely as I gave my order. Notwithstanding the fact
that it was Christmas the place was crowded, and be
was kept pretty busy, but not 80 much so &8 to prevent
him from giving me more attention than the other. whom
he was waiting on. I took my time and ate slowly. The
music was excellent, and I was trying to think where I
had seen the waiter before.

Finally, when the crowd began to thin out he came
and stcod by my table.

c, You don't remember me, do you P" he asked.
ccI can't 8ay that I do," I replied, "though your face

is familiar."
He looked around to make sure that DO one W8I Dear

him and then said, "Don't you remember. 'Lefty
Smith '1"

He had no sooner mentioned the name than it all came
back to me. He was one of the men I had known at San
Quentin, though he had been out & number of yean.
During my time there nearly 7000 prisoners came and left
and it was Dot to be wondered at that I could Dot re
member all of them. Scarcely a day passes even DOW that
I do Dot see a face in the crowd and wonder where I
have seen it before. In some of the remote places in the
State I have met and talked with ex-prisoners. They
are everywhere, many of them settled down and living use
fullives. It is this kind of ex-prisoner that the world does

., / not hear of, but when an ex-prisoner" goes wrong" it

\
is blazoned, and the public gets the impression that ex-

./ prisoners are a "bad lot" in general.
· "Certainly, I remember you," I replied, extending my

hand.



M1I Lif. out of PrYOR 119

"No, I can't shake hands here," he objected. 'cYou're
a patron and I'm & waiter. We'll take the thought for
the deed. I've been 'Working here nearly a year DOW, and,
of course, nobody knows my past."

"But why should you make yourself known to meP"
I asked. "Suppose I should tip you off."

He laughed rather constrainedly and looked at me in
surprise.

"I didn't think ,.ou could have even such & thought,
let alone your doing such a thing," he said. "It's the
fact that it is you that made me ' spring' myself. What
makes you talk that way P"

"Simply because you are foolish to make yourself
known to anyone," I replied. "I didn't know who you
were, and it would be policy on your part not to make
younelf known to anyone. You might make a mistake.
And suppose these people should find out who you are.
Right away you would think back and say to youneIf,
, Only so-and-so knew who I was and where I was working,'
and you would suspect that person of having harmed yoa;
don't you seeP"

He thought for a moment and then admitted that he
" guessed" I was right.

We had & prolonged conversation and he told me what
had become of a number of the old-timers whom we had
both known.

A. I got up to leave I glanced at the clock. It was
nearly 10. I had been in the restaurant nearly three
hours. I had gone out to have Christmas dinner alone,
unknown, free, and this had been the result.

Still, I didn't regret it; by writing and speaking be
fore the public I had separated forever from being my
lelf. I had become public property.



CHAPTER XXI

Q~ reason why I had wanted to be alone Christmas
night was because I was facing a week which I felt was
going to be one of the most important, I had yet lived.
A few days before Christmas the manager of the Empress
Theatre had approached me and asked me if I would
appear at his house during the week between Christmas
and New Year's. Before giving him a reply I bad con
sulted the big msn, to whom I said that I felt a great
many people could be reached by such an appearance on
my part, and that I would donate my salary for the work
to the prisoners' employment bureau.

" What will they give you? " he asked.
"I don't know," I replied, "but I am going to uk

for $250."
"I don't think you'll get it," he said, 'cbut don't go

for any less."
Acting on this advice I walked up to the. oftlce of the

manager at the Empress and inquired what salary he
would pay me for the proposed week's engagement.

" How much do you want P" he asked.
"Well, I don't know anything about this business, and

I don't know what I am worth to you as an attraction,"
I said. "I realize that you wouldn't have asked me
if you didn't think it a good business venture, and you
ought to know what you can pay better than I know
what to ask."

"But that is Dot the custom," he replied; "the per
former alway. names the salary, and we either accept or

120
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reject it. What is the lowest figure you will take?"
"Two hundred and fifty dollars," I said decisively.
He looked at me peculiarly and then asked if I would

sign a contract at once.
Elatedly I replied that I would, but with one proviso,

that it should be stated on all billboards and programme.
that my entire salary was to go to the Mutual Aid and
Employment Bureau, &8 I didn't want the public to get
the impression that I was appearing in vaudeville for
gain or that I was commercializing the cause for which
I stood.

" I'll do that," he replied, " and I'll go you ODe better.
I'll give you 50 per cent. of the gross receipts over~
for the week. I believe we will break all recorda, and
I'm willing to split the extra income with you for the
bureau."

He then called in his stenographer and the contract,
by which I bound myself to appear three times daily, and
&s many times &s wanted on holidays and Sundays, for the
period of one week, was drawn up and signed. We shook
handa and I was instructed to be on hand at 10 o'clock the
following Sunday moming for rehearsal.

I left the manager' and felt that I had done a good
stroke of business so far as the money end of the en
gagement was concerned, but when I met the dramatic
critic for The Bulletin a few minutes later and told him
what I had done he call~ me a chump.

"Why in thunder Bidn't you tell me what you were
doing? " he asked. "Two hundred and fifty dollars for
a stunt like that? Why, you're worth twice that much
at this time."

On his own accord the dramatic critic made a quiet
investigation and learned that the management had been
prepared to offer me $600 for the week if I asked for it.
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They had decided on that as the maximum figure before
I went Dear their oftice.

Within twenty-four hours after I had signed the con
tract the billboards throughout the city were covered
with the announcement that I was to appear at the Em
press during the following week. When I saw the first
one of these signs it made me feel queer. I stopped to
read it and felt that passers-by must surely know that I
was the person whose name appeared in such glaring let
ters, but was relieved when I read the announcement at
the bottom concerning the disposition of my salary.

Sunday morning I went to the theatre and reported
for "rehearsal." r was assigned to & dressing-room, and
then waited in the wings for my" turn." There was a
trained-bird act on the bill, and the noise made by the
parrots was deafening, though the perfonners in tNe
other acts did Dot seem to mind it. The rehearsal con
listed in going over the various acts with the orchestra.
Of course the performers, playing the same parts, or
doing the same stunts week after week, did not need re
hearsal, but the orchestra had to be familiarized with
what they would be expected to do at certain moments
when the bona fide performance was ODe

I found by consulting the programme that I was well
down Dear the end of the bill, and settled myself on a piece
of stage furniture to await my turn. Finally my name
was called and I stepped out onto the stage. The big
empty house, dark save for reflection rays· from the few
lights in the orchestra pit, looked ghostly, with its rows
and rows of leats extending back into the gloom. In a
few hours I would be facing those same seats, only they
would be ftlIed with human beings, and a glare of light
would be on my face. The thought made me uneasy.

"What's the music for your act? " a voiceasked.
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It seemed to come trom my feet, and I looked down and
law the director of the orchestra looking up at me. ...

"I haven't any," I replied.
" Not even entrance music, Dot even a chord or lome

thing? " he inquired.
" Nothing," I answered.
"Oh, you ought to have at least a chord,' he laid.

ee Let's see if we can't fix up something."
"What's the matter with & strain from Annie Laurie,"

some one suggested.
"Just the thing," said the director. ~c Step back into

the wings and we'll play Annie Laurie until you appear.
That will be your cue all the week."

I did as directed, and when they started playing I
stepped out, stopping in the centre of the stage but close
to the footlights.

" I'd advise you to stand back of the proscenium," sug
gested the stage manager, "your voice will carry better
if you do."

He showed me where to stand, and after telling me that
I would "work in one," informed me that my rehearsal
was over. At the time I did not know what be meant by
" work in one," but learned subsequently that he referred
to the first drop back of the footlights, before which I was
to appear for my act."

I remained to see the rest of the acts rebeaned, and
was introduced to most of the performers, all of whom I
found to be wholesouled, unpretentious and unajfected.
Two little Australian girls, who were billed for a song and
dance act, bantered me a good deal as to which one should
"make me up" when they learned that I wal green in
the busine81.

I persisted that I was not going to wear any makeup,
that I was going to appear j nat as I was.
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"Why, you'll look like a ghost," said one of them.
"You'll have to wear at least a little, and I'm going to
put it on for you. Will it be all right? "

"I guess it will be, if you say 80," I replied, though
I already had my mind made up to do my "act" with
out cosmetics.

A brown bear, which was in & cage near the "prop"
room, interested me. I learned that he was being trans
ported about the country by the members of one of the
acts, and being trained for future use.

" You see, we are traveling all the time, and the only
way we can train our new animals is to take them along
with us," said the young fellow who had the bear's train
ing in hand. "It makes it hard on the animals, and ex
pensive for us, but one in this business has to be planning
ahead all the time. The public demands something new
and original continually, and that demand has to be met."

The manager asked me to go to lunch with him, but I
declined, although I promised to take dinner with him
one evening during the week.

Outside the streets were deserted, though it 'Was nearly
DOOD. At first I wondered, but suddenly remembered
that it was Sunday and in three more houn I would be
an "actor."

\



CHAPTER XXII

As I approached the theatre at 2 o'clock that after
noon the first thing I saw was the big electric sign out in
front: "DONALD LOWRIE. MY LIFE IN
PRISON." Although it was broad daylight, these signs
were lighted, and so regulated that they fluttered to catch
the eyes of passers-by. Subsequently I learned that these
signs signified that I was the head-liner, or " chief attrac-

• tion" for that week.
To see one's name on billboards is a sensation, but to

see it blazoned in electric lights is a greater sensation,
and somehow I felt that I was cheapening the cause for
which I stood. It was with a sense of misgiving that I
made my way through the stage entrance and into my
dressing-room, where I sat down alone and tried to think
what I should say when my tum came. I knew that
people who attend vaudeville performances expect to be
amused, especially during holiday time, and that I must
Dot preach nor be too serious. I also knew that the
majority of those who might come on account of the
"headliner" would do 80 out of curiosity, and not be:
cause they felt any particular interest in the subject.
At the same time, I was determined to try to make them
feel the sincerity of my motive in appearing, and I de
cided to endeavor to tell a few interesting anecdotes
which would incidentally disclose what the prison system
was. I had been told by the stage manager that my time
limit wal fifteen minutes, which meant that I was Dot to

121
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waste a word if I was to accomplish anything other than
mere entertainment.

Presently there came a knock on my door, and in
response to my " Come in " the young fellow in the next
dressing-room entered. He was "doing" a little ntral
sketch with his wife, and I bad met them in the morning,
and liked them.

He was in his undershirt and had on a pair of :flounced,
knee-length overalls and barber-pole stockings.

"I'm just getting ready to make up," be aanounced,
" and came in to lee if you want anything."

While speaking be inspected my appearance.
"Don't wear tan shoes," he advised. "They make

your feet look big on the stage. And if I were you I'd
change that brown suit for a dark one. Dark clothes
look best for a lingle act like yours. You'd better come
in and let us make you up; I see you haven't got any
make-up in your room," he added, glancing around.

U But I'm not going to make up," I said. "I'm going
on just as I am."

"Don't be foolish," he replied. "You don't realize
what a di1rerence & little color will make, and from the
house it looks natural. If you go on &8 you are, with
that pale skin, you'll look like a ghost, just as the girls
told you this morning. You'd better take my advice."

While he had been saying this another performer en
tered, and added his persuasion.

"Well, I suppose you folks know best," I said. " rn
try the make-up once. If I don't like it I can let it go
afterwards."

In the next room my friend and his wife pencilled my
eyebrows and lashes, rouged my cheeks, carmiDed my lip.
and powdered my DOle until I felt like a clown getting
ready to turn flips and handsprings. To my running 8re
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of rebellion they kept admonishing me to " Keep still; we
are doing this."

At last they appeared satisfied, and stepped back to
lurvey their handiwork.

"Fine, fine!" exclaimed the lady. "It make. an the
difference in the world."

My lips felt sticky and uncomfortable and I licked
them preparatory to making a reply.'

"Ob, my, don't do that," she exclaimed, "you've got
to keep the color there; you mustn't lick them."

"Is it all right to talk? " I inquired meekly.
" Oh, yes, but Dot too much. W&it until you've done

your turn," she laughed.
I thanked them, and went out. An acrobatic act was

OD, and I stood in the wings watching it. Presently I
heard a familiar voice, and tumed. My friend Mr.
Barry was coming toward me, but had not yet seen me.
He was talking with a friend, and both were looking out
toward the performance. He was quite close before he
looked my way, and then he said: "My, my, who is this
handsome young man P"

"It's supposed to be me," I answered ungrammatically,
" but I feel like an animated bottle of cologne; do I look
like one?"

"Not exactly," he replied, "but you do look di1lerent.
How 800n do you go on? "

"Tum after next," I informed him. 'cAre you go
ing to remainP"

'c Yes, but I'm going out front, and I'll let you know
how it goel."

I thanked him, and after giving me lome pointers he
left me.

Ai the time approached for my appearance I began
to feel cold, aDd wal tempted to go into my dreiling-room
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until called. But the electrician and some of the stage
banda were talking with me and I couldn't very well get
away. I was trying to keep in mind what I had decided
to say, but it was futile.

At last the encore of the act preceding mine was fin
ished, the curtain dropped and the orchestra struck up
"Annie Laurie." I was standing in the first entrance,
close to the electrician's switch-board, with the manager
and the stage manager behind me. My feet seemed to
have suddenly turned to lead.

"Now, DOW!" said a voice at my ear. At the same
time some one nudged me in the back. It may seem
strange, but at that moment I thought of pictures I bad
seen of men walking the plank with pirates' bayonets
prodding them to their doom. If I was going to die an
early histrionic death I would at least die game, 80 out
I went. I did Dot look at the audience as I walked, but
waited until I turned and faced the house. The theatre
was packed and the audience was applauding. The foot
lights shining into my face annoyed me and I took a step
forward. Then I made a slight bow. (A friend told me
afterwards that it looked &I if my head had been jerked
with a string.)

Like most inexperienced speaken I started to talk
before the applause had subsided. I don't know what I
said, but what I do know is that I suddenly became con
scious that my voice was the only sound in the vast place
and for a moment it disconcerted me.

How I got through that fIrst "performance" I don't
know, but my auditors listened patiently and when I
walked off I was greeted with prolonged applause. AI
I entered the wings some one met me and pushed me
back toward the stage.

" Take an encore, take an encore," laid a 'Voice.,

'.,
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I stepped out a few feet and bowed.
When it was over I was surrounded by the stage

hands and performers.
" You did fine!" was the general exclamation. " All

you Deed is a little more self-confidence. You'Il be all
right after two or three times."

I got to my dressing-room as 800n as I could and sat
down. I was weak, and rivulets of perspiration were
rolling down the centre of my back.

I was still sitting there when the young fellow who
had helped make me up opened the door and entered with
out knocking.

" Here, take this," he said, offering me a small glus fun
of whisky.

Parole regulations, my abstinence, everything was for
gotten. Mechanically I took the glas8 and drank the
contents. He had a glas8 of water in his other hand and
gave it to me, but even after drinking the water I choked.
It was the'first whisky I had tasted in fifteen years. Even
before my commitment to San Quentin I had not in
dulged in intoxicating liquors, save on very rare occasions,
and then only one drink.

" I had DO idea you were in such a nervous state," laid
the yOUDg fellow. "You've got an hour and a half before
the next performance. You'd better go out in the fresh
air and take a walk."

I thanked him and he left me.
In a few moments I began to feel the false emilaration

which follows a drink of whisky, and began to think that
I was all right after all. I got up, put on my hat and
coat and went out to Market Street.

,
•
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I WALEE!) two blocks, lost in abstraction, before I be
gan to notice that perSODS I passed looked at me strangely,
lome of them in astonishment, others in outright derision.
"Can they be people who saw me at the theatre?" I
thought, but I dismissed the idea immediately. They
were all going toward the theatre and it was Dot probable
that they had been present to hear me talk. Suddenly it
occurred to me that perhaps the drink I had taken had
affected"me to such an extent that it was noticeable. I
did feel a little dizzy and light-beaded. But on watching
my feet I saw that I was walking straight and that my
steps were regular.

Presently I met two girls who were walking &rID in
arm. They laughed right in my face and stood stariDg
after me. I knew then that there must be .ometbilll
wrODg with my appearance, and turned into the arcade
of a ltore to inspect myself in a mirror.

One look was suflicient! It paralyzed meI
I had left the theatre with the make-up on my race!
My hand went to a pocket and I pulled out a bmdker-

chief. I did the best I could, but it was impossible to re
move the stuff entirely, and I was obliged to walk back to
the theatre with my head down.

On regaining the seclusion of my drelsing-room I tried
to get the make-up off with soap and water, but it seemed
like pouring water on & duck's back. At laat, thoroughly
disgusted, I knocked on the next door, and when it opened
..ked the young fellow what to do.

IIG
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"What on earth have you b... doiDiP" he asked.
callinr for hi. wife to come and .lee. I Itood there while
they both Iaurhed at me. . Finally he laid: "Yau don't
want to take it off; you're going on again pretty loon;
what's the use of making up twice? But you've got to be
fixed up again; you've spoiled it."

" Tell me how to get the stuff off," I repeated. " I'm
not going to wear any make-up, and :that's all there is
to it."

Again they tried rto dissuade me, but I remained firm,
until they desisted and gave me the cold cream with in
structions how to use it.

When I went on for my second appearance I felt more
at ease, and began to feel that I should be able to fill the
engagement without mishap. I appeared five times that
afternoon and evening, and by the time the last show was
over I began to realize why performers refer to their art
as "work."

As the work progressed I not only gained confidence,
but I learned through letters and oral comment that I was
creating the impression which I desired to create - that
I was a spokesman for the 8000 prisoners in the State 'if
penitentiaries, a spokesman pleading for Christian treat
ment lor the wrongdoer, 10 that be might be retieemed ..
rather than damned. At one of the matinees in mia-week i
a bunch of the boys from the oftice occupied one .f the
boxes, and one evening I saw Warden Hoyle and Prison
Director DnWy in the audience. Before the week was
over I was speaking easily, and had got 80 that I could
look over the audience calmly and pick out persons I
bew.

AlIO, a pat many ex-prisoners lay in wait for me at
the .tage entrance to ask for assistance. Some of them
even got past the doorkeeper and onto the stage looking
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for me. It was mid-winter and they were without food
or shelter, and could Dot get work.

Of course I wa. interested in the audiences, but what
interested me more wu the life of the performers. Most
of them came to the theatre at ! :80 in the afternoon, put
OD their costumes, made up and remained behind the scenes,
save when perfonning, until the last show was concluded
at 10 or 11 o'clock. They had their meals sent in from
a near-by restaurant. I inquired why they did this and
learned that it W88 too much effort to take off costumes
and go out for dinner. There was only an interval of
two hours between the last afternoon and the first evening
show, and to hurriedly wash up, change clothes, eat din
ner and rush back again to prepare for the evening per
formances was much more trying and arduous than to re
main and have the evening meal served in the dressing
rooms.

On one occasion during the week the performers clubbed
together and had a " spread" on the stage during the in
terval between the afternoon and evening shows, What
struck me more forcibly than anything else was that these
men and women, most of them far away from home and
their loved ones, were obliged to disport themselves four
or five times a day for the edification of the holiday
crowds that filled the theatre at each performance, DO mat
ter how they felt in spirit. And they were alway. jolly
and goodnatured, or apparently so. One night while COD

versing with a performer in his dressing-room I received
a shock. He had been reminiscing and suddenly said:

" You wouldn't think I've done time, would you? "
I have already said it was a shock - and it wu

but I didn't let him know it.
"Why not P" I answered, quickly. "A good many

brainy and capable men have been behind the bars. One
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meet. them every day without knowing it. It is only
when it is known that people begin to snijf. y,ou or I
can CO from here to a fashionable church, or to an ex
clusive reception, and mingle with the people in either
place without attracting attention. We look like other
men, and we both have good mannen and are fairly in
telligent. But let it be known that we have served time'
and what a change. We should instantly be left alone,
probably escorted to the door, or at least asked to leave.
To me there would be just &8 much sense in ostracizing
a man who had suffered an attack of measles or in1luenza,
and recovered."

"Yes, I did two years back in York State," he con
tinued, &s if anxious to let me know definitely. " I was
only a' kid, and got off on the wrong foot, but Pve worn
stripes and had my head shaved and walked in lock-step
and spent sleepless nights fighting bed-bugs in a cold cell.
It was a good many years ago, but I can't forget it."

He looked up as if he expected me to ask what crime
he had committed, but I didn't. I was wondering why
he should have told me. He had done the same thing as
the waiter had done Christmas night. Since that time
I have had a great many men voluntarily tell me, or write
to me, that they have been in prison. Some of these men
are holding responsible positions. One is working for a
big corporation and would lost;. his place instantly should
his past become known. I have tried to reason the thing
out, but cannot. I know had I started out to make my
way in the world and Dot let people know I should have
remained silent, lave, of course, in the event of marriage.
:aut •• many men whale pasts are unknown to their em
ployers and friends have made a confidant of me- and
for DO good reason that I can think of.

"You will not tell anyone what I have told you?" he
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asked &8 the time approached for him to 10 on witli hi.
partner, a girl of twenty.

-I looked at him and asked him the lame que.tion I had
a.ked the waiter. It disconcerted him, and I laW & look
of apprehension come into his eyes.

" But promise me you won't tell," he reiterated.
" Of course I won't tell," I replied, half-testily. .ee Only

don't make confidants of strangers in such a vital mat
ter."

From that time on he shunned me, and I sensed that he
regretted having told me of his past. That was just the
way I wanted him to feel; though it hurt me to think that

. he imagined be had made a mistake in my ease. And,
while this is a true incident, I have purposely injected
enough untrue deta.il to bafBe any possibility of hi! being
identified by my telling the occarrence.

At the end of the week I received $!50 in gold Dotes,
which I turned over intact to the secretary-treuurer of
the prisoners' aid bureau, who gave me a receipt. Also,
the receipts of the house for the week exceeded t~e lum
which the manager had mentioned by $5'6~ half of which
wu also turned into the treaaury of the organization.
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MmrrtON has already been made of the Mutual Aid
and Employment Bureau which was eatabliahed during .J-"
the closing weeks of 1911 for the purpose of aiding ex
prisoners to rehabilitate themselves and get back into the
ways of honest living. .Considerably over $1000 was sub-
scribed by the public as a fund for the bureau, and this
was augmented by $178 received by me as remuneration
for my engagement at the Empress Theatre. In addition
to this, Ed Morrell and myself gave a public lecture at the
California Club Hall, the receipts from which were $101S,
and I appeared at a benefit performance of "The Third
Degree" at the Savoy Th~tre,which added $101. I had
also contributed amount. received by me from 'Variou
orgaDiza~ioD8 before which I had spoken; 10 that at th
end of the year more than $000 had been contributed t
the fund through the personal efForts of Morrell and my
lelf, and during the first three months of 1911 we con-
tributed close to $200 more.

I am Dot making this statement in lelt-glorification Dor
beeause I want any credit, but because I feel that it is DO

more than right that I should meet the e1Forta of a few
persona - lome of them ministers of Christ'. golpel
to discredit me and my motives, by presenting facts which
speak far more for themselves than· I can speak for them.
In addition, not a day pas,ed during the first five month.
of. my freedom that I did not help lome one or more men
financially, aside from those I sent tp·the employment bu
reau; and .ince that time, eveR up to the present day, I
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have continued to help men in distress; also women. It is
embarrassing for me to write about this, but in the light
of certain disclosures "hich have recently been made to
me, I deem it essential to the good of the cause for which
I stand that these facts be made known. It is not what
a man saY8, but what he does, for a cause that counts
most. Religion, in fact, is what a man or woman does,
not what they think or say.

Scores of men were placed in positions where they could
earn their livings by the Aid Bureau. Hundreds were
helped to get meals and a place to sleep. A few were sup
plied with transportation to their homee, and & number
were given necessary clothing. The secretary-treasurer
W&I under salary, and took a keen interest in the work.
The bureau is no longer in existence, because the Legis
lature appropriated a sum of money for the purpose of
aiding paroled and discharged prisoners, and that work
is now a State agency, as it should be.

Early in January, 1911, I received & letter from Ukiah
.Iking me to speak there. I had received a number of
.imilar requests from various parts of the State, and
finally decided to arrange for a tour which would include
all of these places and perhaps others. Mr. Morrell bad
been engaged in making a "derrick" and & straitjacket,
the instruments of torture used at Folsom and.San Quen
tin, respectively, and we decided to take them along to
illustrate exactly how prisoners were punished in the State
prisons. Morrell, as I have already stated, had appeared
and spoken from the lame platform with me a Dumber of
times. He bad demon.trated that he was a forceful, even
tempered and convincing speaker, and I realized that be
was a valuable unit for the eause of prison betterment.
He had spent sixteen years in the State prison, five years
of which were in solitary confinement. Subsequently be
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had, by sheer force of .charaeter, risen to the position of
. ," head' trnsty," a place which aft'orded him unequalled

opportunity for .tudying and observing the torture of his
fellow prisoners in the dungeons and wards.

Early in January we left San Francisco for Ukiah.
While .1 was waiting at the Ferry building for Morrell
to appear a boat came in from Sausalito, and among the
passengers was Warden Hoyle of San Quentin. He saw
me standing there, nodded and said, "How are you get
ting along? " as he passed, but did not stop.

On the boat going over to Sausalito we remained on
the rear apron. Presently Morrell nudged me and said,
" Do you know that fellow over there; the one in the grey
suit? "

I looked and saw a youngish-looking fellow, whom I
recognized &8 an ex-prisoner who had served ten years at
San Quentin, having been committed there while still a
boy. While I was looking he tumed and saw us. He
did Dot hesitate, but came straight to us and we shook
bands. In reply to a question as to how he was " making

\.out" he straightened up.
"I'm doing fine," he answered. "Pm married and

have a boy. They are on board and I'd like to have you
meet them; but don't let on about the ' big house.' She
doesn't know and I'm always afraid she'll find out."

" Would it make any differenceP" I asked.
"Well, I'm not sure," he replied. "I think it would

be all right with her, but the trouble is she tells her mother
everything, and I know it would be curtains if her mother
found out. Wait a minute and I'll go and get them."

He was gone for some time and Morrell and I fell into
a discussion of the case.

We both agreed that he was wrong, that he should
have told the girl of his past before he married her; that
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should hi. put be disclosed at any time it wouldbemuch
worse than if be had di.closed it himae1f, eVeD had luch
• dilclOlUre IOlt him the WOmaD whom he loved ud who
previously lcn'ed him.

We were ,till disculsing the matter when be reap
peared, leading a curly-beaded boy of three or four year.
by the hand, followed by a slender and pretty young
woman, who looked to be anything but a matron.

Introductions followed, and it W&l very apparent that
the ex-prisoner idolized both his 80D and hi. wife.

"I have beard of you both 10 often," she said &I the
boat neared its dock on the Marin shore. " Fred takes a
great interest in the 8ubject, and 80 do I."

I glanced at "Fred" to see how he took the remark.
but hi. face was imperturbable.

Since that aftemoon the scene baa reverted to my mind
many times and I have often wondered whether the yOUDr
wife baa found out, or if she ever will.

We arrived at Ukiah after dark and went to a hotel
for the night. The next morning one of .the a.li.tant
editors of a local paper called on us and ..ked if he might
take us out to the State Hospital and ahoW' UI lome of
the lurrounding country. He was a splendid fellow and
we gladly 'accepted the invitation. Soon after leaving
toWD we overtook a rancher who had a bale of bay tied
to the back of his buggy.

"That'. a good deal1ike everything else in our 'aIle
civilization," remarked Morrell. " Just think of a fanner
driving into town to buy a bale of hay. I 8UPPOse they
eat canned chicken and preserved eggs, too."

" YeI, a pat many of them do," our campamoD re
plied. "r.e tried to underatand it, but canDot. It
leems to me if I lived on a ranch I'd have the ranch prod
uct. fresh for myself."
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The asylum .was similar to the one at Napa and we did
Dot remain long.

"We've given you quite a notice in our paper," said
our guide, &8 we started on the return trip. "I wish you'd
write an article for us," he added, turning to me.

cc I'll be glad to do 80," I replied; "I'll write it &1

loon as we get back. If you'll drive us to the office I'll
write it there."

He followed the suggestion and I wrote the article. It
appeared in the next issue of the paper.

Just before noon we visited the county j ail, where we
found & man whom we both knew and who that morning
had been sentenced to ten year. in San Quentin for steal
ing cattle. He seemed to take the sentence philosophic
ally, but said he was broke and asked U8 to leave lome

money in the ofBce 80 that be might buy tobacco and
"knick-baeks" on the way down. We did '0.



CHAPTER XXV

WE were scheduled to speak in the only theatre in town
at ! o'clock in the afternoon and also at 7 o'clock in the
evening, but at noon the manager sought us out and told
us that he thought we would have to speak more than
twice~ &8 a great many people had driven into toWD from
the surrounding country and the theatre would only seat
!WO. It developed that the manager was right, and we·
spoke four times instead of twice, each time to & full
house. The charge was 10 cents, and 60 per cent. of the
proceeds went to the manager. The other 50 per cent. ",sa
to pay our expenses and for the aid bureau.

At the first evening lecture an amusing incident oc
curred. I had spoken first and Morrell second. Mter
his talk he announced that the ccderrick" and strait
jacket were about to be exhibited, and stated that it would
be necessary to have two volunteers from the audience.
At the afternoon talks we had experienced some difticulty
getting subjects, as we had told of prisoners who had been
killed or crippled as a result of the torture, but DOW he
no sooner made the request than a young fellow arose in
the audience and came up on the stage. He was Dot
very robust, 80 Morrell decided to put him in the "der
rick," as it was easier to release a victim from that inatru
ment than from the jacket.

In "My Life in Prison" I have told what the jacket
is like, but for those who do Dot know what the ~ tlerrick "
i. I shall try to describe it and how it is used. A pieee
of two or three inch iron .pipe is made secure t. the ioor
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in an upright position, and about eight feet from the base
a horizontal piece of similar piping projects three or four
feet, similar to the elbow in a stovepipe. At the end of
this horizontal projection a strong iron pulley is attached,
and through this pulley a half-inch rope or window-cord
is strung, At the end of this rope or cord is a pair of
handcuffs. .

When a man is placed in this machine be is ordered to
tum his back to the upright and place his bands behind
him. He is handcuffed in that position, and then the rope
is pulled so that the victim's hands are raised and his
torso forced forward. The pulling upward is continued
until the victim's toes are barely touching the Boor, and
then the rope is made fast to a cross-pin or cleat which is
attached to the upright about five feet from the ground.

When the "derrick" was in use at Folsom prison (it
was discontinued by Warden Johnston about eighteen
months ago and subsequently abolished by act of the
Legislature) a man undergoing the torture was kept
'c triced up" for two hours and a half, and quite often
victims were found hanging unconscious when the guard
came to "let them down" at the expiration of that period.
If the ofFence had been a "serious" one, the victim was
given two hours and a half in & dark cell to " recuperate "
and then placed in the "derrick" again for two hours
and a half, and so on, until a confession was secured, or
the authorities felt that the oft'eDder had been" su1Bciently
punished."

But though we had secured a volunteer for the "der
rick" there was no response for the jacket.

" r. like to get a husky young My," laid Morrell, in
linuatingly. "It'. impertant that you should lee this
demonstration."

Every one was quiet fer a moment, and then there was
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a slight commotion near the rear of the haD. A little
girl about nine yearl old was making her way toward the
aisle and dragging something behind her. It was Dot
until she got clear of the seat. and started toward the.
stage that we saw what the cc something" was. It proved
to be her little brother, aged three or four, whom she W&8

leading by the hand. At first DO one comprehended what
it meant, but when the girl stopped at the edge of the
platfonn and said, "Mamma sent Bobbie down," there
was a general laugh. Bobby was a "husky young boy,"
without doubt, and offered no resistance when his sister
held him up to be taken. I was disconcerted, but not 80

Morrell. He placed his hands under the boy'. armpits
and lifted him to the stage.

"Let's shake hands," he said.
The boy extended his small right hand confidently.
" And now come over and shake hands with my feDow

torturer," added Morrell, leading the youngster to me.
This by-play completed, Morrell held up his hand for

.ilence, and the laughing subsided.
" I'm 80 glad this baby boy was sent up here," he laid.

e, Of course, he is Dot a subject for the jacket, be's too
small, but he'll be big enough some day, and who can tellP
It-"

There was a faint scream in the rear of the ball. It
"as the boy's mother.

"Oh, I beg your pardon, madam," pleaded MorreD.
"I really wasn't thinking about you, but about the boy.
Of eoune, he will never go wrong, I didn't" mean that;
what I meant to lay was that lome boy just his age will
in the future undergo torture in prison unless you voterl
decree otherwise. You own the State prisons, the war
deDI don't own them, the board of directors don't own
them; YOf/, own them. If you want this kind of savage
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and uncivilized treatment to continue - the kind of treat
ment we are going to show you - you are Dot Christian
people, but barbarians. The 8000 men and women in the
State prisons to-day are in the future going to be re
placed by 8000 boys and girls who are now in short trous
ers and dresses, that's all"

He patted the boy's head aDd handed him back to his
hovering sister.

"And now we want lome one to go into the jacket,"
he continued. "We're Dot going to hurt anyone; we
merely want to demonstrate what it is like. .Surely there
are young men in this audience who have got courage.
Some of you girls with escorts nudge them in the ribs,"

Almost inltantly a half dozen young fellows arose and
8tarted for the stage. Each one on seeing that others
were volunteering, hastened to get there first, and it de-.
veloped into a race.

"My, but the girls must be popular in Ukiah," com
mented Morrell, as three of the youths arrived simultane
ously, and clambered to the platfonn. The others 800D

followed, until there was & small crowd on the stage.
While Morrell was feeling the muscles and otherwise

examining the would-be victims who surrounded him, one
of the men stepped over to where I was sitting and said
something to me in a low voice. He was a man of about
&5, stockily built and apparently in excellent health.
What he said to me made me get up out of my chair.
It made me realize what is meant by dramatic effect. I
walked over to Morrell, drew him to one side and whis
pered in his ear.

" Good! Fine I " he exclaimed aloud -loud enough for
the audience to hear - at the same time turning toward
the man and scrutinizing him closely.

"I'm 80rry, fellows," he added, addreS8ing the others,
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" but we will use this gentleman over here. There will be
another lecture after this one, and if any of you wish to
remain and volunteer then, you willhave the opportunity."

As the disappointed candidates for torture jumped
down from the stage to resume their seats they were
greeted with applause.

Morrell then stepped over to the volunteer and asked
him if his heart was all right.

"As far a8 I know it is," was the response. " I've
never had any trouble with ita"

Notwithstanding this answer Morrell applied his ear
to the man's thorax, and held it there for half a minute.

"It sounds all right," he said. "In the penitentiary
",lien a prisoner is going into the jacket the prison physi
cian tests his heart with a stethoscope. A man with a
weak heart might be killed, you know.

"We haven't got a stethoscope, but we ought to have
one. I don't want a charge of manslaughter against us
if I can help it. You voluntarily, and of your own free
will, agree to be laced in the jacket, and absolve us from
blame for injury or fatal resultsP "

"Sure," was the prompt reply; "I want to go in, I
want to know what it is like. I certainly should want to
bow after my experience."

As Morrell picked up the jacket and prepared to use it
the audience seemed breathless. It was apparent that
there was mystery surrounding the man who was to be
the victim.



CHAPTER XXVI

AJPTD Morrell bad placed the jacket on the 8ubject
and had partly laced it, he seized the man with a quick
movement, in which he used his knee as a support, laid
him on the Boor of the stage, face down. Then he began at
the top and pulled the lace taut, down to the victim's
kneel, after which he rolled him .over on his back and left
him lying there. It occurred to me that the man should
have lomething under hi. head, 80 I stepped to & corner
and got a piece of canvas scenery that was lying there.
Retuming, I lifted the man'. bead from the Soor and
placed the cloth under it.

"No, DO," shouted Morren, who was jUlt about to
" trice up" the other volunteer in the " derrick "; " don't
try to make him comfortable; you can't. Let him have
the real thing."

I made no reply, but withdrew the cloth and returned
to my leat. The young fellow standing under the der
rick was already handcuffed, and an instant later the rope
was pulled up and fastened. I took out my watch and
looked at the time as Morrell stepped to the front of the
stage and told what he knew, what he had seen, regarding
the form of torture which W&I being demonstrated. A.
he talked I looked at the faces before him to see what
eft'ect the object-leSion was having. In the place of the
laughs of a few moments before I law nothing save intenle
interest, and horror.

Presently & lady litting weD to the front in the audi
ence cauPt my eye and motioned toward the II derrick."
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I looked over and saw that the victim's h&llds had already
turned purple and that his face was very red. Morrell
had observed the signal also, and turned &8 I got to my
feet and asked the young fellow if be wanted ~ be let
down.

" HoW' long has he been in P" asked Morrell.
"Four and a half minutes," I replied, consulting my

watch.
"Can you stand another minuteP" inquired Morrell,

going to the helpless figure.
" Y-y-yes, I guess so," came the suffering response.
" Let him down," said Morrell, tuming away and going

to the man in the jacket.
I did &8 directed and removed the handcuffs, noticing

as I did so that the steel had bitten into the ftesb at the
back of the wrists.

"Well, how are you making it?" asked Morrell, placing
his hand on the forehead of the other subject.

" It's pretty hot," was the reply.
cc. Would you like to come out P"
" Yes, I guess I would; I think I've had enough."
"Well, I know it's pretty tough on a fleshy man," com-

mented Morrell; "much tougher than it is on a thin one.
But you haven't confessed. Are you ready to confess,
or shall I take a'few extra cinches to make it hotterP"

The man's face was very red and drops of perspiration
were standing on his forehead.

"Confess to what? " he asked, trying to laugh.
'cOh, you know ; don't pull any of that stuff on me,"

said Morren. "When you're ready to C come through,'
just yelp."

He turned and resumed his talk.
Ten minutes passed and then the man in the jacket

" yeIped."
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,e !tab, bah!" exclaimed Morrell, breaking off his dis
course; "now we get the confession."

He stepped over and peered into the victim's face. The
man was breathing stertorously and rolling his head
slightly from side to side.

"Let me out," he said, hoarsely.
"But the confession?" asked Morrell. "HoW' about

the confession? "
He asked this in the same tone of voice he had often

heard used in the dungeon at San Quentin, and the scene
was very realistic. It made me feel uneasy; almost dis
tressed. I felt that the demonstration was being carried
too far; nor was I wrong.

e'Take him out! Take him out! " came erie. from the
audience.

Morrell wheeled like & flash.
"Are you people willing to pardon himP He stole

lome onions from the kitchen and took them to his cell; a
heinous offence. Do you pardon him?"

" Yes, yes! Take him out!" came the cry.
I jumped up and helped Morrell untie and unlace the

rope. As the jacket loosened the victim took several
long breaths, and when it was entirely removed got to bis
feet unsteadily and sat down in a near-by chair, rubbing
his hands together. The expression on his face was lu
dicrous, and some of the people in the audience laughed.

"Would you mind telling how it felt?" asked Morrell,
turning to the young man who had been in the " derrick"
and who bad remained on the stage, silently watching what
had transpired since he had been "let down."

"I can't talk," he answered, abashed. "It hurt bad.
I couldn't stand any more of it."

"Well, don't step out of line again or you'll get a
worse dose," he was admonished as he left the stage.
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" Ana youP" inquired Morrell, turning to the ·other
victim. "Will you tell the audience bow it felt?"

" You bet I will," was the vigorous response.
The man arole and .tepped to the edge of the platform.

Silence prevailed '&1 he began speaking.
" If ever' a man was thoroughly ashamed of himself I'm

the man," he declared. "For five years I was a guard
at Folsom prison, and many's the man Pve 'triced up'
in the 'derrick' or 'cinched' in the jacket. At first it
used to bother me, but I soon got used to it. I got 80

used to it that I could stand by and hear men screaming
and shrieking for mercy and laugh. Just think of that!
I could laugh at the agony of a fellow creature.

"I came here to-night more out of curiblity than any
thing else. I was in a bad frame of mind regarding these
two men you have heard speak. I was against them. I
thought they had an awful nerve to be speaking before
the public. But when Mr. Morrell got that bllby in his
arm. and laid that it might some day be tortured that

y got me. Smce I quit the prison job rve been married
/' and I've got children of my OWD, a8 a good many.of you

/ \ know. All I can 8ay is that I never realized what a terri
ble thing the jacket is; an~, if they'll let me, I'll go into
the derrick, too. I've seen men lay in the jacket for
forty-eight houri at a time without being taken out; yes,
and longer than that. It was before they regulated the
time to six hours. Being a prison guard made' me a hard
msn, I guess. I never was cruel in my life before that;
I never would beat a hone or anything of that kind. And
it's taken me a good while to. get back where I was before
I went to worlc: at Folsom. What I have experienced to
night is the finishing touch. .It makes me feel lorry for
guards, because they get hard in character without know
ing it. For one I'm going to do all I can to have thil
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thing• brought before the next Legislature. To~ure
ought to be done away with. If it hardens the guards
what must it do to the prisonen who lufer it? I hope'
these two men will go all over California, all over the
United States, all over the world, and I wish I could go
with them."

While the audience applauded he turned and shook
hands with both of us and then returned to his seat.

To those who dubbed the incipient movement for prison
improvement " sentimental twaddle," "maudlin hysteria,"
., lackadaisical neuresthenia" and other lexicographical
sciomaehies, and to those who still fting caustic criticisms,
be it known.that the discipline at Folsom prison improved
from the day Warden Johnston discontinuea torture, and
it has improved at San Quentin since the passage of the
legislative act prohibiting torture. The old system wu
given a long trial and failed. In the heyday of San
Quentin'" and Folsom's chambers of horrors those cham
bers were fuIl of victims whose screams struck DO terror
to the hearts of the other prisoners. Instead, the pris
ona were smoldering volcanoes of hate and violence. Mur
derous attacks and killings were of weekly occurrence and
the men seemed to glory in breaking the. rules. This is
a matter of record, not" twaddle." It is not only a mat
ter of record, but a matter of personal experience on the
part of the writer.

To-day the California prisoners are di1Ferent, the spirit
of the men behind the walls is hopeful and the percentage
of &Ssaults has dwindled to almost nil. Without ques
tion this is due solely to erstwhile 'cmaudlin hysteria."
Furthennore, there is need for continued "hysteria." It
should be continued until the prisons become assets, ethical

·as well &s economic and until prisoners are turned out men,
not devitalized dummies or maleficent monsters,
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CHAPTER XXVII

IT was after 11 o'clock when we finished at the theatre
that night, and on returning to the hotel I went to my
room to do some writing. I had been at work about half
an hour when I was disturbed by a knock on my door and
in response to my "come in" Morrell entered.

"Will you come down to the lobby for a minute P" he
asked. "There are a couple of men down there would
like to meet you. They heard our talk and want to 8~ake

hands."
" I don't want to go down, Ed," I replied. c, I waut to

finish this story to-night if I can."
" Oh, come on," he urged. " You're going to get your

lelf in bad by refusing to meet people. They want to see
you and they'll remember our talk a good deal longer if
they get the penonal touch from both of U8. Come on."

" All right," I assented, "but I'll only stay & minute."
When we got to the lobby there was no one there.
"Where did those gentlemen go that I was talking

with P" Morrell asked the clerk.
"They just stepped in to the bar," was the reply.
My mind was still on the story I bad been writing, and

I followed Morrell into the barroom unthinkingly. It was
not until I saw the array of bottles and the mirron and
the white-aproned bartender that I suddenly remembered
the eonditione of my parole and started to go back. But

• it was too late. Morrell was already introducing me to
the nearest man. Other introductioDs followed, and I
found that the two men to whom Morrell bad been talking
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had met friends of theirs in the barroom. We were ac
corded & lot of eommendatien, and then lome one sug
gested, " Let'. have a drink."

When the bartender got to me I asked for sarsaparilla,
and he opened a bottle and filled my gl&lI. It took lome
time for him to fill all the orders, and there was a general
conversation in progress. Finally the man who bad or
dered the drinks said:

ccWell, here's luck, boys; drink hearty." And raised
his glass to his lips.

But he did not drink. Instead he set the g1as8 down
on the bar and said:

" For the love of Mike, what's that stuft' in your glass,
Lowrie? "

ccSarsaparilla," I informed him.
"Well, throw it away. You can't drink sarsaparilla

with me. I'm not spending my money for that kind of slop.
Take & man'. drink." He turned to the bartender.
" Give him lome whisky, Mike."

cc Mike" set the bottle and glasses before me, while
" yes " and "DO" played tag through my mind. It was
a crucial moment, more 80 than I realizecL A glance at
the man as he talked to me had revealed that be ·was Dot
himself. He was Dot intoxicated, but he had taken too
many drinks. The tone of his voice had been belligerent
and his eyes had narrowed. I didn't want a drink. I
had DO desire for it, and I knew it would be hazardous if
I swallowed the stuff. There were seven or eight persons
present, all of whom might be called &s witnesses against
me should my parole be revoked. On the other band,
should I refuse the whisky there was the possibility of loud
words, even a rumpus. I did Dot fear the rumpus, be
cause DO man can make me take a drink if I don't want to
do it, but it lIashed on me that in such an event a great
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deal of attention might be attracted to the seene, and
there might be arrests. Of the two evils I chose what
seemed to be the lesser, and poured out a small drink.

The glasses were no aeoner back on the bar than lome
one else repeated the invitation. I drank again.

The thing was repeated, and repeated again and again.
All the time a conversation was being carried on between
Morrell and myself on one side and the crowd on tlte
other. And all the time I was figuring how I could with
draw without giving offence. Finally I laid: " Well,
I'm going to bed; rye got to get up early to-morrow.
Have something on me before I go."

The drink 1"&1 served and I started for the door.
"Hold on a minute," came the protest; "your part

ner's treating. You're not going to give him the go-by,
are youP"

I turned back and had another drink, and then, amid
regrets and repeated invitations to " have just one more,"
I again started for the door.

At this juncture the bartender broke silence.
"It's my treat, fellows," he laid, " and everybody's got

to get in." He waved to me. "Come on back here and
get a nigbt-eap."

" Yes, come on," laid the chorus; "one more won't
hurt you."

We all drank again, and then I managed to escape.
As I stepped from the barroom into the lobby of the hotel
I suddenly became conscious that my brain was not DOr

mal; it seemed to be hovering over the top of my bead
instead of inside, and I half shrank from passing the desk
for fear the clerk might think I was intoxicated. Of
course, I was intoxicated, in degree, but told myself that
I was simply feeling queer.

As I passed the desk I glanced at the clerk, but he did
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Dot even look up. "A fine fellow," I thought. cc He's
aot good sense."

Upataira in the hallway I went to the wrong door, and
did Dot discover the fact until it refused to yield to my
hand and a voice from within the room asked: " What do
you want?"

When I got to my own room I found the lights still
burning, and my manuecript scattered just &8 I bad
left it.

" I feel fine,t' I said to myself, talking out loud. " I'm
going to write all night. I'll turn out something that
will make people sit up and take notice."

But I had not been seated at the table more than five
minutes before the pencil dropped from my fingers and I
began to lose ecnseiousnese. I forced myself to get up
and undress, and then crawled into bed.

When I awoke next morning some one was rapping at
my door, and on getting up and opening it I was con
fronted by Morrell.

" Come in," I invited. c, What time is itP"
., It's nearly train time," he replied. "You'll have to

hustle."
While I was dressing we discussed what had happened

the night before.
" It must never happen again," he declared. " You've

got too much at stake, and the damned stujf is no. good
anyway. The best thing to do is ~o forget it. It's past,
and it can't be helped."

Going down on the train to Healdsburg, where we were
to speak that night, we talked about the event again.

"Just think, if some of the opposition got hold of it,"
laid Morrell, "they'd make us out the worst kind of
hypocrites; they'd kill our cause; they'd tum everybody
against us."
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"But that's just the trouble," I objected. C, People
shouldn't turn against the cause because of anything you
or I may do. The cause is bigger than both of us - it'.
bigger than any man or any group of men. I don't say
that to palliate last night," I added, "but because I feel
that it is true. No more such introductions for me. I
know that the public in general is unthinking, and easily
confuses a human being with a movement for good, and
that should it be known that either of UI took a drink it
would hurt the movement."

"Not only that," he replied, ce but an ex-prisoner is
supposed to manifest to & higher degree than the ordinary
man. fLet the ordinary man go into a saloon for a drink
and scarcely anybody gives it ,s thought; even let bim get
drunk, and Dot much is thought of it. But if an ex-pris
oner goes into a saloon, even after be is free, even tboup
he isn't on parole, pe~le wag their heads and predict his
early return to prison. Of course, it is better that the
ex-prisoner should Dot talte a drink, nor go into a aalocn,
the same as it is better for every man, but the fact re
mains that you and I are expected to be paragons of vir
tue, and we've got to live up to that expectation 10 long
as we are identified with this work."
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CHAPTER XXVUI

IT was afternoon when we arrived at Healdsburg, and
on going to the theatre, where we were to speak that
night, we learned that our coming had not been adver
tised, nor had ii been given any mention in the local pa
pers. The manager of the theatre had a notice posted
at the entrance of the place, but it was small and Dot well
worded.

'" We want to reach as many people as possible," laid
Morrell. "Isn't there lome way to get publicity this
afternoon P"

" It might be done with hand-bills," suggested the man-
ager, " but I don't feel like going to the expense."

"Will you pay half of itP" asked Morrell.
"Yes, I'll do that," was the reply.
On the strength of this agreement we lost DO time in

hunting up a job printing establishment, where it devolved
upon me to write the text for the proposed hand-bills.
We ordered 1000 copies and hired several small boy. to
diatribute them 80 800n lIB they should be reedy.

Notwithstanding this move, we had a poor house that
night, though we both exerted ourselves to the same ex
tent as we would have had the theatre been filled. After
it wal over a Dumber of persons came up to the stage and
wanted to know if we were to speak the next night, &s they
were desirous of telling friends 80 that they might come
and bear us also. There were 10 many of these requests
that we decided to remain for a second night, and we
ordered Dew band-bills printed announcing it.

111
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The next morning I was called to the telephone jUlt
after breakfast, and "'&8 asked if Mr. Morrell and myself
would speak at the high school at 11 o'clock. Before
giving a definite answer I consulted with Morrell. I was
willing to appear myself, but did not feel that I should
commit him without his consent.

"Why, of course," be agreed; "I'd rather speak to
students than to grown-ups. Tell them yes!'

In the high school at 11 o'clock we were met by the
principal and conducted to the auditorium, where we found
the students - boys and girls - already assembled. An
interesting hour ensued, the pupils asking many ques
tions. The questions were not puerile, nor were they
bom of mere curiosity; instead, they indicated that the
questioners were seeking information of the right kind.
One boy wanted to know if torture ever made a man bet
ter. Another asked if it would be feasible to have prison
autonomies.

That night the theatre was crowded and we were plied
with more questions. It was evident that the students
had gone to their respective homes and talked about what
they had heard in the morning. Also, a number of the
students were on hand to witness the application of the
jacket and" derrick."

From Healdsburg we went to Santa Rosa, where we
paid $40 for the use of a hall. A crowd sufticiently large
to cover this and other expenses came to hear us, and a
number of prominent business and professional men, in
cluding a judge, were in the audience. The following
afternoon we spoke before one of the local women's or
ganizations without compensation, and then went to Se
bastopol, where we were scheduled to speak in the public
ball, but under the auspices of the women'. club for civic
betterment.
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We arrived at Sebastopol five minutes before the hour
which had been advertised for our appearance, and it was
pitch dark. It had been raining. On arriving at the
han we found it filled, and the audience already impatient.
To erect the "derrick" and make other preparations
would require ten to fifteen minutes, 80 I stepped before
the curtain and made an announcement to that effect.

Back of the scenes again I found Morrell, with his coat
off, screwing the" derrick" together. In order to get the
instrument about the country we had been obliged to have
it made in sections, and it required some time to put it
together.

"I haven't got a hammer, and one of the guy wires i.
broken," he said. "Will you run down town and lee if
you can get lome wire, and borrow a hammerP And if

. you lee anybody outside tell them to come in and help
me."

"Down town" meant a block and a half, and I lost
no time in starling. I hurried to the stage door, opened
it, stepped out, and - found myself dropping through
space. I didn't know where I was going nor bow far,
and I believed all was over. As I fell my whole life seemed
to ftash through my mind.

In the midst of this autobiographic panorama I was
violently interrupted by arriving at my destination - a
large mud-puddle. I struck on my hands and knees and
rolled over into the mess before I could recover myself.
The sudden stop jarred me considerably and I was still in
a recumbent position, venting ungentlemanly remarks into
the darkness when the stage door opened and I heard Mor
rell's voice. He was talking to some one inside, and said:
"I forgot to tell him. I'll have to go down myself."

"Look out!" I shouted, but too late. He stepped out
just .. I had done, and came down. He not only came
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down, but he lauded on me, crunching me into the mud
several inches deeper than I had been.

He 108t DO time in opening his mouth and pouring forth
& volley of expletives,' the virility at which made mine
seem like - well, like a paternoster.

Suddenly he became conscious that he was not alone.
"Who is this P" he asked.
CI It's me," I answered, fervidly ungrammatical, "that

is, me phia an incrustation of real estate."
" And where are we?" he inquired in an aggrieved tone.
II Pm Dot sure whether it's South Sebastopol or Mud

Flat," I answered lugubriously, "but if you'll take your
knees out of my stomach I might stand a chance of get
ting out of this alive."

He scrambled to his feet, but in doing 80 inadvertently
placed a muddy hand in my face. As I was getting up be
Itruck a match.

The light revealed a stairway running down against
the face of the building from the stage door, with a small
landing at the top, but DO railing. Had we turned to the
left on coming out we would have descended the stairs,
but, emerging from the lighted stage to the darkness of
the night, and in a hurry, we had both stepped off the
landing.

Gropingly we made our way up the stairs and opened
the door. Two young men were busily at work erecting
the 'c derrick," but when we entered they stopped aghast.
Had two professional comedians entered the plaee they
couldn't have created more amazement.

"Hurry up with the 'derrick,'" said Morrell. " II
there a place here to wash P"

" And who are youP" asked the nearest maD, approach
ing us with a hammer in his hand.

"I'm Morrell," wal the retort. "Don't delay the
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game, the people are already nervous from waiting. We
fell in the mud, fell, off the stoop. Where's the place to
wash? "

Still amazed, the youth with the hammer directed us to
a corner, where we cleaned ourselves as best we could, Of
course it was impossible to get the mud off our clothing,
and my white collar looked a8 if it bad been delivered
from a colliery instead of from a laundry.

Ten minutes later, however, I was standing in the glare
of the footlights and speaking as if nothing had hap"
pened. But in the midst of my address the situation in
the mud-puddle reverted to my mind and I started to
Iaugli - I couldn't help it. I don't know what the audi
ence thought, but they laughed, too.

As if to complete a night of comedy, an amusing inci
dent occurred late!' in the evening. Mo·rrell had finished
speaking, and had secured two volunteers for the torture,
and was descanting on the horror of the " derrick," when
the audience suddenly burst into a roar of laughter.

Shocked and hurt, Morrell stood with clenched filts,
waiting for the audience to become quiet. It was lome
time before the laughter subsided, and then, though in
terrupted by seemingly irrepressible titters and giggles,
he resumed.

"I don't know what you're laughing at, rm sure,
but 1-"

Again the audience laughed, even more spontaneously
than the first time.

"Please listen to me," said Morrell, visibly annoyed.
" It's beyond my comprehension how you can laugh at the
torture of a fellow creature. In the old days people used
to assemble to see warm blood gashed from tender women'.
bodies by wild beasts, but though they enjoyed it, though
it was made a holiday occasion, with peanuts and red
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lemonade, for all I know, I, don't believed they laughed.
To-day such a spectacle would inspire horror, and yet it
would seem that human nature has not changed much.

ccLook at this young man hanging in agony by his
wrists. He is a human being, your brother and mine.
Look at him, I say, and laugh if you dare."

Morrell turned with a dramatic gesture to point at the
youth in the " derrick," but his hand dropped to his side.
He stood staring incredulously for a moment and then
bunt out laughing himself. The audience was laughing
almost hysterically.

Instead of seeing the victim hUlging by his wrists, &I

he had expected to see, Morrell found himself staring at a
man standing on a chair, the rope alack and his hands
hanging loosely behind his back. After being "trieed
up," and while Morrell had been speaking, the victim had
.pied a chair which had been inadvertently left atanding
close by, and bad stepped up on it.

When the noise 6nally died away Morrell tried to apolo
gize, but the audience wouldn't listen - the, kept ap
plauding until the eurtain went down.
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CHAPTER XXIX

SBBASTOPOL, we leamed, was the centre of an extensive
apple-growing district, &I1d before we left that night we
were given lome of the luscious fruit to take with us. A
fait electric car conveyed U8 to Petaluma, but it was after
midnight when we arrived. Before retiring at the hotel
we went down to the office of the morning newspaper to
lee if we could get a reading notice inserted announcing
our appearance the nat night, and we found the editor
in charge sympathetic with our cause. He Dot only ac
cepted the notice, but sat and talked with us for an hour
or more, telling us a great deal about the prisons in his
Dative country - Australia. According to his descrip
tion, San Quentin was a paradise compared to lome pris
ODS in the antipodes. He told U8 of having seen men
Sogged into inlensibility and many other sanguinary out
rages.

Early the ne%t morning we were out to see the town.
The chief industry in the country surrounding Petaluma
is poultry raising, and we were much interested at what
we saw in one of the egg packing and refrigerating plants,
particularly the "candling" process. I had beard of
egg candling, but bad not known what it meant. Three
men were sitting before a long shelf, each with a shade
shadowing his eyes. Before each man there was a strong
electric light (the candle) hooded save for aD opening in
frout the .ize of a hen'. egg. To the left of each man
were boses of eggs and to the right a Dumber of com
partments. They were taking the eggs from the boxes,
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one at a time, twisting them deftly before the lighted
aperture and then placing them in the compartments.

On making inquiries we learned that by holding the
eggs before the light their quality and freshness was de
termined. Eggs through which the light did not pene
trate were cast aside as bad. Eggs which showed streak.
or dark spots (blood) were deposited in one compartment
along with the deformed product, while eggs that showed
clear were placed in the number one section to be graded
according to size.

" What is done with the streaked and deformed eggs P~
I asked the man who was showing U8 the plant.

"They're sold to bakers and restaurants at a reduced
rate for cake and confection," he replied. "Blood streak.
don't hurt an egg; it's just as good as the others, but
people don't like the looks if they are served that way.
Mixed up in a batch of cake batter it don't make any dif
ference, see?"

"May I take a couple of these eggs P" asked Morrell,
stepping to the compartments.

"Sure. Help yourself," be was told.
My curiosity was aroused when he selected two eggs, &

large,e2:tra white one, and one of dark color that was
abnonnally small, but I refrained from questioning him.
He placed them in his side coat pocket, and, after thanking
our guide, we passed out.

I had heard that there was a silk mill and a shoe fac
tory in the city, and inquired the way from an old man
whom we met tottering along the street, and who looked
as if he might have founded the place. He had deep-set
grey eyes and a patriarchal white beard. He proved to
be a pleasant old gentleman, though loquacious, and COD

sumed half an hour in telling us how to get to the fac
tories. Morrell called him "grand-pa,t' and it pleased
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him. It pleased him 10 much that he told us the names
of hi. grandchildren, where they lived, and what they had
accomplished in life. He was branching off into the bi
ographies of second cousins when Morrell looked at his
watch and exclaimed, " We've got to hurry if we want to
lee the factories and get back in time for the high school
talk. We'll have to go." He stooped and picked up the
cane which the old man had dropped in the excitement of
talking and handed it to him.

"Quite a character," he remarked as we passed on.
"Quite a character. I'll bet he's got a lot of interesting
stuB in that old white head."

" No doubt of it," I agreed, "but did you notice how
he talked with his handa. Tie his bands and I wager he
couldn't. 8ay ten consecutive words with any degree of in
telligence."

" Yes," replied Morrell, "and did you grasp the fact
that he measured the success of his children and grand
children by the amount of money they had accumulated.
He'. nearing the grave, and yet to him sueeees in life
means posses8ion of money."

"The fact that he talk. with his hands 'Would indicate
tbat," I replied. " No artist or idealist uses his hands
in talking, save on the stage. I wonder what be would

. have done if he had learned that we were ex-convicts."
"Dropped dead, I guess," opined Morrell grimly.
We continued discussing the old man until we arrived

at the shoe factory on the outskirts of the city, where we
spent half an hour inspecting the various stages in the
making of human foot gear. Most of the employees were
men, and ijae factory was well lighted and ventilated. ·It
occurred to me that the country was an ideal place for
factories, 80 far 88 fresh air, light and sunshine were con-
.eemed,



1M My Life out of P,;,OfI

The .ilk mill, which was only & few hundred feet from
the shoe factory, proved the more interesting.' Nearly
all the employees there were girls, many of them under six
teen. I remember one girl in particu1&r, a frail little
thing, with her dark hair down her back. She was work
ing in a small room by herself, operating what looked Iike
a spinning frame. For some reason the room had to be
kept hot, and the silk fibre filled the atmosphere. Going
into that room was almost like going into a Turkish bath.
The girl's hair was wet at the temples and over the ears,
and her face was damp and drawn. She scarcely looked
at us - just one swift glance - 80 intent was she on the
work before her, darting from place to place in order to
keep all the threads running without a break. A. I
watched her I thought of the stories I had heard about the
"terrible jute mill" at San Quentin. During the time
I worked in the jute mill I had never Been a man work
anywhere near as hard 88 this slight girl wal working;
I had never seen a man who looked so worn and tired al

she looked. I tried to learn from our guide what her
wages were, but he professed not to know.

Writing of the jute mill, I must add that while it i. not
a "terrible" place, it nevertheless has itl tragic side.
The man or woman, or the boy or girl who works in a
factory outside has at least some degree of choice, and,
if titted, may get some other kind of work to do, whUe
the men committed to San Quentin are assigned to the
jute mill indiscriminately. I have seen many a good pick
and shovel man ruined for that kind of work by being
compelled to work in the jute mill at San Quentin, where
his museles got flabby and his energy stagnant. I have
also aeen men totally unfit by temperament for sueh work
who were made to operate a 100m. To. nervous perIOD,
or to ODe with poor eyesight, that kind of work i. fataL
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I have seeD men go insane from being compelled to per
form tasb .pinat which they instinctively rebelled. In
" My Life in PriSOD " I told of one such case - the case
of the little Englishman who entered the prison in good
health, but became & raving maniac in a feW' months, due
entirely to working on a 100m. Had he been put to work
shovelling dirt, the possibilities are that he would be aliJe .~

to-day. Another haunting case was that of a man named
Cotter, who worked on the 100m next to mine in 1901.
Cotter was the partner of "Panther Jack," who, accord
ing to inside information, was fed on ground glas8 by one
of the other prisoners when he worked in the dining
room. "Panther Jack" has the reputation of being a
stool-pigeon, and the ground glass method was employed
to eliminate him. But that is another atory, and besides,
Jack i. dead. •

It must not be inferred from this reference to ~i8 part
ner that Cotter was a stool-pigeon, however, because he
wasn't. . He wal serving twenty years, and had consump
tion. At the time he worked alongside of me the disease
had Dot progressed very far, but far enough to make ex
istence utterly miserable. .Each aftemoon he would have
a temperature, with perspiration on his forehead. He
W&8 a tall man, very emaciated, and of melancholy appear
ance. All be could get from the prison physician was
physic.

For many months I watched him grow weaker· and
thinner, until I found myself trying to avoid looking at
him. One day as we were coming back from dinner he
seized me by the ann and said: ·

"I'm through. No more jute-mill for me. You'll lee
thi. afternoon." Of coune, the remark impressed me at
the time, but in the intensity of my work, trying to get my
ta.k done 10 al to "make the ftrst line," I forgot it.
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About half pa'it one 8omethin, impelled me to look
toward Cotter'1 loom. He bad Dot called, Dor made &

lOund; aDd yet I knew that I must look.
He was faemg me with his right hand held up before

him, and it was covered with blood. Hi. lace was COD

torted into a ghastlI grin. I rushed to him, but he waved
me back.

"It's all right; only one finger," be said, and .tarted
for the superintendent's ofBce to get "passed" to the
hospital I followed with his cap and coat, and was
present in the hospital when his right forefinger was am
putated at the second joint. To the Burgeon's inquiry
he stated that the finger had been "accidentally caught
in the cogs." But I knew di6erentIy; I knew that he had
deliberately placed his finger where it would be crushed
t. & mass of splintered bone and flattened flesh.

Cotter did not come back to the jute mill. While un
dergoing treatment for the severed finger the doetor ,e dis
covered" that the patient bad tuberculosis. Some yean
later when I was in the hospital myself Cotter occupied the
next eot to mine. He was dying. His relatives, hcnreYer,
managed to secure a pardon for him before the end, and
the automobile whioh conveyed him from San Quentin
was the first automobileever seen inside the walll, and was
an object of intense interest to many of the old "lifera."
Cotter died within a month after his" release." I have
changed his name slightly, but Dot the facti.

Furthermore, the !!!..&D wo!J9y~i!!.~~_~e J!lill at SaD
\ / QueDt~ realizes t"1i&t hels 1earn.iDB lomethln~ _'!liicb;m

/1., be 01" no use to liiiit-Tn "fieetil'e. 1'hereis Lut one jute
\. '; 'mm in the ·United mates; outiide of prisons, and girls

'" are employed in it - at girls' wages of course. The ex
prisoner cannot hope to usurp the place of a girl in order
to exist, and, haYing worked at a girl'. talk in prison, hiI
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muscles are not fit for hard manual Iabo!J Regarded from
tbia standpoint, the San Quentin jute mill i. "terrible"
ternDle in it. ultimate eensequenees. But 10 far as the
physical conditions are concerned, or the work, &8 work,
is considered, it is no worse, and perhaps better, than
many of the cottOD and other textlle mills of New England
and the Southern States.

That afternoon we spoke to the pupils in the auditorium
of the high school, and, as was 10 often the caae where
Morrell was praent with me, an amusing incident took
place.



CHAPTER XXX

THE students at Petaluma were excellent listenen,
scarcely a sound breaking against us while we spoke. As
Morrell neared the close of his address he referred to
the poultry and egg industry of the district and asked how
many of the pupils had visited the egg-packing planu.
Very few had done so, and I could Dot help but remember
what I had 80 often heard: that people seldom see the vital
and interesting things at their own doors.

ceWell, we visited a packing-house this morning," said
Morrell, " and what struck me more forcibly than anything
else was the development in the size of hens' eggs. I
picked up a small egg and was infonned that it repre
sented the standard size a few years ago, and then I took
one of the regular-sized ones also. The comparison goel
to show what perseverance will do, and the lame thing ap
plies to every one of you. You can develop; 10U can be
come big men and women in the world, and I feel sure that
many of you are going to do 80. By c big' men and
women I don't mean rich men and women, nor do I meaD
men and women belonging to lociety's exclusive seta, but
men and women with a broader vision, a keener and more
sympathetic insight, a passion for industrial justice, a
helping hand rather tlian a cufF lor the weak and erring,
and a mother and lather love that will include every one.
Just the other day Mr. Lowrie and myself law a drunken
man lying in a city gutter. Men and women palSed by
with smiles of derision and look. of contempt. Small boy.
hovered around, scenting excitement when a policeman
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should happen along. Presently a well-dre88ed man with
iron-grey hair came by, and when he law the lenlele8s form
in the gutter he stopped. Without hesitation he stepped
to the curb and knelt beside the helpless figure. With his
clean w~ite handkerchief he wiped the dirt from the man'.
face, secured his hat and got him to his feet. The last
we ..... of them the well-dressed man with the iron-grey
hair bad his arm around the drunken man'. shoulders, his
hand supporting him under the armpit. We wanted to
follow and see where they went to, but we were due to
catch a train.

"Now, how many men would do what the iron-grey
man did? And yet he did only what Christ would have
done. I wonder how many ministers of the gospel would
have done it? The man with the iron-grey hair wa the
kind of man I mean when I say a 'big' man. One man
like that is worth more to humanity than an the million
aires OD earth. Everybody who witnessed the scene was
made better. The spectators stopped grinning, and the
,man boys walked away loberly• Yet the iron-grey man
did not utter one word.

" I know a woman who is equally noble. Every day of
ber life she does Doble things that very few persone ever
bear about. She is loved by all who know her. To be
loved by all who know you is the greatest thing in the
world. Nearly everyone can be admired, or even envied,
respected or condemned, as the case may be, but to be
loved - ah! that is the acme of human attainment.

"To me the two eggs conveyed a big lesson, and I'm
going to show them to you 80 that you may see for your
selves. Here they are."

Morrell put hi, band into hia coat pocket, felt there a
moment, anc! then a look of cODsternation came over hit
face.
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\ "

. "

" No, I guess I won't ahoy them to you after aU," he
laid, withdrawing hi. hand and cleansing it aD hiB hand
kerchief. " We helped move the piano to the end of the
rostrum j Ult before you assembled, and - well, accidents
will happen, even in Petaluma."

Of course the situation brought a laugh, and everybody
left the han in good humor, that is, everybody lave Morrell.

That afternoon we'"visited the local" lock-up" and were
shown where an insane man had recently broken out of a
cell and climbed to the top, where he had lain in wait with
an iron bar to kill the keeper. We were also shown the
photograph of a man who had recently visited the city,
bought a handsome toilet set at each jewelry store in
town, and had disappeared. He had paid for the toilet
lets with checks, recei.ing $18 or flO change in each cue,
and'these checks had proved to be worthless.

"He worked the same stunt in Santa Rosa," laid the
chief of police, "and we have information that he is
bound for Ukiah, or thereabouts; do you knOW' him P"

We both knew the man very well; be was an expert stone
mason, and had done a lot of artistic stone work around
the approaches at San Quentin.

Morrell remained silent, but I laid: "His faee lOaD
familiar."

" You both ought to know him," remarked the chief,
"he did three jolts down there; that's where I got the
photograph."

A few weeks later we learned that the maD had been
apprehended in Stockton, or one of the interior cities,
and sent back to San Quentin for a long term of yearl.
The question that arOle in my mind was: Will be Dot

\ do the lame thing when he gets out apin? Three term.
bad Dot cured him, why should & fourth term accomplilh
itP
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We also law a photograph and description, and the
offer of a reward for the capture of Jack Black, who bad
made a spectacular escape from the San Francisco county
j&il a few nights before. We both knew Black well, and
were greatly interested. Since that time I have met Black
and shan have more to tell about him later.

At the theatre that night a large crowd assembled to
hear us and to lee the demoDstration, and when we re
turned to San Francisco the next morning we felt that our
time had Dot been wasted. We had been well received in
every instance, and none of the questions which we had
been asked indicated anything save a friendly spirit.

One of the first problems to confront me on arriving in
San Francisco was,the settlement of a number of accounts
against the partnership which I had entered into with the
father of the family with which I had formerly lived in
Berkeley. During the time we had maintained the public
IteDograpber's office I had settled most of the bills with
out sharing in the proceeds of the business. I was getting
a salary for my newspaper work, and my partner had &

family to support. But his ideas and mine were greatly
at variance concerning the conduct of the omce. He
'Would Dot accept small jobs, but preferred to remain idle
day after day in the expectation of getting big orden.
This attitude on his part was fatal to our success, and the
time finally came when I decided to withdraw, he having
secured some court work which necessitated his absence
from the 01lice, and I being too deeply engaged in duties
which had devolved upon me &s the result of "My Life
in Prison." Soon after I withdrew he gave up the ofBce
and got desk room in another locality. I thought aU
obligatioDs bad been settled, but found they had not been,
and a number of firms lent their representatives to me
with bills. I was obliged to pay these bills in in.ta1mentl,
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and managed to liquidate all of them. But this W&I Dot
all. One day I received a letter stating that my partner
had cashed a fictitious check, and that criminal proceed
ings would be brought against him were the check not
settled. It was settled, but another case of the same
kind cropped up within a week, and then another and an
other. I visited lome of the firms against whom the checks
had been cashed and managed to talk them out of the ~dea

of prosecution. I was thinking of the little children and
the wife. My acquaintance with him had gradually re
vealed the fact that he W&I very extravagant; also, that
he expended from lSO cents to $1 each day for cigars and
drinks. I knew that he was in a worried state of mind,.
and I could, in a measure, understand his lapses, but when
he remained away from home one night, and I, at the
solicitation of his wife, spent the time until moming
learebiDg for him in San Francisco - at the Emergency
Hospital, the morgue, police headquarten and other de
pressmg places - I began to lose faith; especially when
a mutual friend whom I had impressed into the search
discovered the ne%t day that the milsing one had palled
the night in a questionable resort. Of course, his wife
never learned this. When he returned home late that
evening he told her he had been suddenly called to Sacra,
mento on business, and had entrusted & friend to tele
phone her. He pretended great surprise when he leamed
that the telephone message had not been transmitted, and
even went 80 far as to threaten dire vengeance against
his careless" friend." He did Dot know that I knew the
trutht and though I am rather ashamed to confess it, I de
liberately egged him on in hi. pseudo fury by such remark.
as, " He ought to be ashamed of himself," "He ought to

. be taught a good Iessen," etc.
Another course of action on his part that I thought
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wrong was the fact that he would not lend the children to
school. Many times I urged him to do 80, but he alway.
made the same objection.

"HoW' am I to know when lome other child may learn
of my imprisonment and throw it up to my children?"
he would ask. "Rather than have them find out I'll
teach them myself. It might be diferent were I in an
other State, far away from San Quentin, but as it is, I
will Dot take the chance."

One day I received a letter from his wife asking me to
come over to Berkeley to lee her, as. she was in trouble.
I went over that afternoon and found that he had goDe to
Southern California, and that there was no food in the
house ; that credit at the tradesmen's was emaulted, and
that the children were hungry. I gave her su1licient
money from the funds of the Aid Bureau to insure food
for & week and also pay the rent. He had written that
he expected to get a ppsitioD in the South, and would
loon send for them. A few days later be wrote asking
them to come, but did Dot send su1Bcient money, and the
amount "'as given her from the fund. Several months
palled, and I heard nothing of them, and then ODe day
I learned that he was in jail for pusing bad cbecb and
had been sentenced to a long term at San Quentin.

A few day. later I received a letter trom his wife, in
which she stated that she was going back to her home with
the children, but did not have the money, and asking if I
could possibly arrange to lend it. Thi. was done, and
she carried out her plan. He was taken to San Quentin
and i. there to-day. ..

I don't want any ODe to get the imprelsion that I am
self-righteously condemning him. He had & particular
form of weaknel. and he u paying the penalty. Besides,
had he been allowed to go to his f.inily when he was
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paroled, instead of being obliged to bring them out her.
at great expense, thus going into debt, he might have
been successful, The stupid system was at least partly
to blame.

P'
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CHAPTER XXXI

Oua trip through the northern part of the State re
vealed to us a number of important facta about lecturing,
the principal one being that advertising in advance was
essential if we did not expect to ·speak to empty seats.
But when Morren suggested that we order 6000 "one
sheets" and 1000 "quarter-cards" I objected. To me
it seemed too much like commercializing the cause, or
rather invoking the accusation of commercializing it. Of
course, under the present commercial system of living,
I WL. at fault to object, even had we been swayed by com
mercial motives. If a man got into the wilds of an un
explored country, or if he spend ten years in a coal mine
and subsequently write his experience and observation,
or lecture about it, he is entitled to remuneration. His
knowledge bas been gleaned from fields of hardship, and
it may be, in fact it usually is, of value to the rest of hu
manity. Even if he got into the wilds or into the coal
mine against his will, the same condition would hold tree.
But neither Morrell nor myself had an idea of making
money by that method for ourselves. Morrell had been
working quietly for a Dumber of years interesting people
in the fact that the prison system was a waste, that it
was exorbitant, that it could be improved upon 80 thai
it would become an asset rather than & liability of 80

cie~" and we were both looking forward to coming legis
latures in th~ hope that the firat, steps might be taken
toward that end. We felt that the more people we could
reach and interest, the more rapid would be the change in

171
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public opinion and consequent legislation. We had DO

idea of making prisons "play-houses" or c, summer re
sorb" or "make-the-scoundrels-happy" kindergartens,
any more than we deluded ourselves with the thought that
life in Butchertown, or the coal fields of West Virginia, or
the sweatshops of New York, was the best of which hu
manity W&8 capable. We both realized that prisons, like
insane asylums, poorhouses, wage slavery and the slums
were only symptoms; that professional criminal offenders
were comparatively few, and that with a logical prison
sy.tem that particular symptom of the social ailment could
be treated more successfully than it was being treated,
pending the time when the cause of all these symptoms
should enter into man's consciousness.

"What do you care about what people think, so long
as you knoW' you are not what they think?" asked Mor
rell after one of our long discussioDs of the subject.
"Have you ever beard of anyone starting out with the
honest purpose of .ublevating entrenched notioDl who
wasn't ridiculed, maligned, condemned, no matter what
good might be ultimately accomplishedP Of course not.
We'll get the posters; and I believe we wiD at least con
vince those who come to hear us that we are on the square."

I capitulated, and the posters were ordered, though
the order put U8 in debt to the extent of more than $100.
We a180 decided to engage an advance man to make ar
rangements in the different towns and cities and see to
it that our" paper" was properly displayed. We agreed
to pay the advance man $100 a month and his expenses,
and we instructed him to get the best pOllible terms from
the managen and owners of theatres and halll. In most
instances he drew eontraeb on a basis of ~o per cent. of
the gro•• receipts to each party, although in 1000e placel
he got 6O-4JO per cent. agreements, in our f.vor. At other
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places he hired halls for specific sums, posted the band"
bills himself, and left it to UI to make expenses.

To the casual observer these details of a lecture tour
such &8 we started on are unknown. The average person
is liable to unthinkingly take it for granted that the
receipts from such a venture are clear profit, but such is
far from being the case. In addition to the expenses al
ready outlined, there were three of U8 on the road, with
travelling and hotel bills and other items to foot. In
lome places the admission charge was 10 cents, in others
IlS or IlS cents, according to the prices prevailing at the
theatre or hall which we used. These admission prices were
established by the local managers, and in some cases,
where an eft'ort wal made to have the admission charge
reduced, it could not be done because the manager of the
house held that if he did so the residents of the place would
expect the reduction to be permanent. In several in
stances where our advance man hired a hall outright, we
made DO admission charge, but took a collection.

Our first stopping place was San Jose, and we bad &

good audience. I remember the night particularly, be
cause the wife and 80n of a former San Quentin ofBcial
were present. It was after I had finished my address
and while Morrell was speaking that I noticed them, and
my mind went back to the last Christmas I spent in San
Quentin. The family had invited another prisoner and
myself to their Christmas dinner. He, the husband and
father, had supervision of the prison accounts, &s the rep
resentative of the State Board of Prison Directors, and 1
was the bookkeeper. The other man was his stenog
rapher. When the invitation came for UI to go up to his
residence for Christmal dinner I had at first declined,
because I felt that the lituation would be embarrassing.
But I bad been prevailed upon to accept, and we had en-
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joyed a splendid home-cooked dinner, and sat at the table
with the family, just like two human beings.

The aftermath came a few days later, when the fam
ilies of some of the other prison oftlci&1s began to "cut"
the family 'with which we had dined. It developed that
these families considered it very improper and unseemly
that two convicts should have been received socially in an
ofIicer's house, even on Christmas Day. The stenographer
and myself felt very keenly about the matter, because it
hurt us to think that unpleasantness had come to the
family which had treated us 80 kindly. I tried to express
our regret to our overseer, but he turned on me like a
ftaah. .

"Any person who doesn't like what I do in my own
home can keep away," he said. "I'm glad it happened.
It's given me a line on some of these masqueraden."

He resigned his position at the prison some months later
and resumed business for himself.

At the conclusion of our lecture that night in San
Jose the lady and her son came forward and shook hands
with us. They did Dot know Morrell; he had been par
doned before their advent at San Quentin.

" You must come out and see us," they both urged, and
I promised to do 80. Several months elapsed before I
got the opportunity, but I kept the promise. Perhaps
the most vivid impression of my visit was the reception I
received from their dog. The dog had known me at the
penitentiary; he used to come down to the office, especially
on cold or rainy day., and lie before the grate fire. He
was Dot a dog of any particular breed, but he possessed
in fuD measure the canine capacity for comradeship.
When I entered the yard of the residence near San Jose
the lame dog came bounding around the corner of the
houee, barkiDg as if he inteD~d to devour me alive, but
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ceased &8 soon as he law me, and started cutting IUch
capers as only a pleased canine can cut. To follow each
movement with the eye was almost impossible; to describe
the movements is utterly 80. I had Dot spoken & word,
and yet he knew me. When I did speak I began to won
der if there was such an institution as an asylum for in
lane dogs. His paws were dirty, but the adhesioDs from
Mother Earth were natural to him, and he made them Dat
ural to me. He wiped his paws all over me. Suddenly
it occurred to me that this dog had never seen me save in
stripes and that my changed apparel made DO difference.
I was still the man..un~.~r the 8t~P~8J ~e._e~tt~_~jtJUa-tIle

iJiiiii;toliiDi:--It was & sl&ggering thought, so much &0

~--r .Iat ao;,n on the porch steps and took the dog's
head between my hands to talk to him. But before I got
.tarted the door opened and I was welcomed into the house,
where I had another home-cooked dinner. I don't sup
pose the neighbors would have objected very much had
they known.

The members of that family are still my friends and I
lee them occasionally. The father has secured work for
a Dumber of ex-prisoners &nd has helped others on the
road to rehabilitation. I was going to write that they are
noble people, but decided not to. To be & Christian---r
a real Christian, I mean-is not noble; it's to be happy,
with never a thought of hurting a fellow-being for the
lake of hurting. A noble person is something less than
a Christian. One of the best Christians I know keeps a
saloon in San Francisco, but he doesn't know he's a Chris
tian - he just is one. He's trying to sell the saloon, but
I hope he fails. So long as we have saloons, Christian
.a1oonkeepers are invaluable.

If stripes, or rags, or broadcloth don't proclaim a maD
or woman to a dog why should they to a Christian P

\ .
,/ \
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CHAPTER xxxn

I WAS reluctant to leave San Jos~ the next morning be
eause I had met an artist, and artists are always inter
esting. To most peraons "an artist" meaDS a painter
or sculptor, but the artist I met was a grave-digger. I
had been unable to sleep during the night and at daylight
I had got up to take a long walk. I don't know how far
I had gone, but was going along with my head down, and
thinking, when I became aware that I wal passing & ceme
tery. I had Dot been in a cemetery for years and felt im
pelled to explore this one. It was while I W&I wandering
from mound to mound, reading mosl-grown inlcriptioDI,
that I ceme upon the grave-digger. He W&I a little old
man with small grey eyes and heavy braWl. Hi, faee ....u
deeply wrinkled and free from beard. An abbreviated
clay pipe, black with age, projected snugly from the cor
ner of hi. mouth, and I Doted when he removed it that
nature had puckered the lips on one side in deference to
habitual use. His blue overalls had been recently washed,
and there was a neat patch at one of the kneel. It was
evident that a woman was sharing his old age.

"You're up early," be greeted after we bad exchanged
"good mornings."

" Not any earlier than you," I laughed.
" My getting up in the morning depends on the vagariel

of the Grim Reaper," he mused.
A lengthy conversation, in which be recounted a DUm.

ber of interesting anecdotes in his experience as a grave
digger, followed, until it was time for me to depart in order

180
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to catch my train. He had impressed me deeply With
hi. quaint philosophy, and I determined to lee him again.
Several time. since, while in San Jose, I have looked him
up. Only a few Weeki ago I went out to the same ceme
tery and found him at work. He was nearing the com
pletion of & grave, and was so intent on his work that he
would not talk with me, but finally, when he had achieved
the six geometrical feet and had clambered up, he broke
silence.

"Isn't she a beauty?" be asked, nodding toward the
gaping earth wound.

" She certainly is," I replied; "not a rough spot; just
like the walls of a room, and the comers straight as a die.
Whom is it for P"

"For you, if you're ready," he said pleasantly; "aU
comers look alike to me, only I'm wondering who'll dig
mine."

"But I'm Dot ready. Stop your kidding. Tell me,
who is the grave-"

" Kidding! Kidding!" be ej aculated. Ie Pm surprised
at you. Do you think digging graves is a joke?"

"Isn't life a joke?" I asked, taking a cigar from my
pocket and leisurely lighting it.

"Well- yes, I guess it is," he said, eyeing and sniff
ing the smoke. cc I guess it is."

"And aren't you and I and all the rest mere jokes P"
I persisted.

'c Yes, sure we are, of course we - No, DO. What am
I talking about? What did I tell you about William the
Ialt time I saw yauP"

I professed to have forgotten, though I knew be re
ferred to Shakespeare.

"Didn't I tell you that William asked whQ build.
stronger than a mason or carpenter? "
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" Stronger t1ia.n & mason or carpenter?" I questioned,
"why no, I don't remember that."

"You don't? Well, William laid the grave-digger
builds stronger than the maSOD or carpenter because the
house he builds lasts forever."

We remained silent for a few moments and I handed bi~
a cigar, well knowing that it would make him talk.

"Will you build me an everlasting house?" I finally
asked.

" I hope Dot," he replied quickly. " I'll be gone before
you, let lome other dish do it, and more power to him.
But why shouldn't I do it?" he added after a moment'.
reflection. "Why not? Doesn't it mean peace and -"

" , PeaceP, " I interrupted, " You mean laziness, in
dolence, inactivity, don't you?"

"Well, putting it that way," he answered, "I guess I
do; but isn't that what we're all working for? "

I evaded reply by asking my original question, " Whom
is the grave for? "

"It's for a girl, a girl-wife," he answered, pufting his
cigar viciously. "I knew her when she was a baby, and
watched her grow up. She became & buxom 18,88 and pure
and good, but like many another, she set herself for the
wrong man. Bert was all right in his way, but had no
business with a wife. He isn't the right kind. He mar
ried her, all right, but the baby was born too SOOD, and
- well- here's the six feet." He pointed to the gaping
hole, and I shuddered. " No, life isn't a joke," he mused,
" it ian't a joke."

It was this old man that made me loath to leave San
Jos~ that morning nearly two years ago.

I met Morrell on the train and he wanted to know
where I had been. " Out to a cemetery,t' I replied, " and
I met a cbaractet; I wish you bad been along."
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"And I wish I hadn't," he laughed; ccI want to keep
away from a cemetery as long as I can."

Arrived at Gilroy we found that the manager of the
theatre wal an old acquaintance; we had both known him
behind the walls at San Quentin. He had been a legisla
tor, but had succumbed to the lure of the moneyed inter
est. and had accepted a bribe for his vote on a certain
measure. Up to the time. he entered the prison and I
became acquainted with him I had imagined that to be a
public officialof the nature he had been necessitated a more
or less finished education in letters. He disillusioned
me.

After a short talk with him at the Gilroy station we
went to a hotel, where I wrote until IUDch time, and in
the afternoon we.were invited to go for a ride in the man
ager's automobile through the surrounding country.

There was a good-sized crowd at the theatre that night,
but the place ,was cold, despite the fact that there was &

large wood burner in the building. I noticed a mother
who had brought & young child with her, and she was
obliged to wrap the little one under her cloak to keep it
warm. Nearly every one in the audience was noticeably
uncomfortable, and many persons left before we had fIn
ished.

After it was over and the audience had departed the
manager came forward to where we were standing, his
fat race beaming with satisfaction.

" I made a good piece of money to-night," he announced ;
" you fellows are all right."

"Why didn't you have a fire in the stove," I asked,
"the place was like a barn?"

" Oh, they're used to that; they don't mind it," he re
plied; "besides, wood costs money, you know!'

I waa disgusted and turned to go, but he asked us to go
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"pver to hi. houae and meet his wife, " and we'll have a bite
to eat," he added.

I declined at lint, but changed my mind when he laid
something about hi. child. I W&I curious to lee if the
pronounced facial type had been reproduced.

At the house we had a light supper, but I did not see
the child. His wife proved to be a pleasant little woman,
and for the time being I forgot how I had watched our
audience shiver hall an hour before. But the next day I
wrote an article for the local paper in which I pointed out
that money gained at the expense of ..patrons' comfort was
not only poor business policy, but a menace to the health
of the community. This article wal published, sad I re
ceived a letter from the manager a few day. later in which
he reminded me of the automobile ride and the supper and
accusedme of being buely ungrateful. I gueal I was.
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CHAPTER XXXIII

IT is only fourteen miles from Gilroy to Hollister, our
next" stand," and we made the joumey in the morning.
One of the passengers on the train was a crippled girl
with an ethereal face, and when she passed down the aisle
of the car in which we were riding and left a card in my
band we were much interested. On one side of the card
was some verse; on the other side a short statement to the
effect that the girl and her mother were alone in the world,
that the girl had been crippled in an accident, that she
had musical talent to an unusual degree and that she as
pired to a course of training to develop her talent. Any
assistance would be gratefully received. It is against the
rules of the railroad company to solicit on trains, but she
distributed the cards 80 deftly that she escaped detection,
and when she came back for the card she bad left with us
we both made a donation. At Hollister we happened to
go to the lame hotel, and after lunch Morrell engaged
her in conversation. We learned that her method of rais
ing money was very successful; she was supporting her
mother and herself and had nearly $400 in the bank as the
result of seven months' travel.

"I shrink from it all," she told us, her eyes shining
honestly, c, but it was this or starvation. Just as soon as
we save enough II shall take up music, and I know I am
going to be successful. I love it. I shall never be satis
fied until I learn to play a harp as I hear it played in my
dreams - Iike the antiphon of singing souls."

185
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Ancient Greece exposed her congenital cripples at birth.
We allow ours to live, and many of them are forced to com
mercialize their misfortune. We shudder at the Greek
method. How will 1000 years hence look upon oun P

During the afternoon I visited the offices of the local
newspapers to leave "copy" concerning our work. At
two of the offices I was received courteously, but in the
third I was ilayed by the editor - a tall, angular man
with jaundiced complexion.

"Give you space!" he shouted, when he learned who
I was and the object of my call. Jumping up from his
chair and shaking his 6st under my Dose, he vociferated
further: "If I had my way I'd have you and every other
ex-con. burned at the stake. Don't talk reform to me. I
say hang 'em, hang 'em all, but make 'em manufacture
their own ropes first. Didn't I have a gun shoved in my
face on my way homeone night and lose my purse? D'you
suppose I forget that?"

Repeatedly I tried to remonstrate, but each attempt
merely added to his fury. Every one in the office was
watching us, and even people passing OD the street were
attracted by the strident voice and stopped to look in.
I wanted to withdraw, but hated to appear to be retreat
ing.

"Come and hear us," I finally managed to interject 88

he stopped a moment for breath.
cc 'Come and bear you P,,, he screamed; '" come and

hear you P, I'd like to come and see you guillotined. Get
out of here, you impudent scoundrel; get out before I kick
you out."

I'd like to dodge the truth, but I cannot. I" got out,"
followed by a fiow of invective that made me itch to turn
back and challenge him to a physical fight. It was the
most painful experience I had ever had, and it waa hard
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to leave the place in such a humilia.ting way. Out on the
sidewalk I discovered that I W&8 trembling. My only
consolation was that I had shown more' self-control thE
he. I also determined to make my talk that night as
forceful &s I could without being intemperate.

While Morrell and I were engaged in erecting the " der
rick" on the stage of the theatre an hour or 80 later, the
manager of the house oame in and introduced himse1f.
At first glance I did Dot accord him any particular atten
tion, ·but after a few minutes it began to dawn on me that
I had seen him before. .There was something elusively
familiar about him, and I spent five minutes in vainly try
ing to remember.

"Where have I seen you before?" I asked.
" Well, that's strange," he replied. " I was asking my

self the same question about you; but I meet 80 many per
SODS that I forget."

"But I know that I knew you somewhere, lome time;
it -" I broke off suddenly. A picture had flashed into
my mind, a picture of two schoolboys surrounded by &

crowd of their fellows, in & churchyard - fighting. It
was winter and the sky was lowering.

"Do you remember fighting with another kid. one Fri
day afternoon after school? " I asked. " The fight lasted
until it was interrupted by one of the teachers on his way
home, and the boys all ran. Later it was agreed to finish
it the next Monday afternoon, but the big blizzard began
that night and there was DO school for two weeks. Do
you rememberP"

"Do I remember? " be parroted. " Well, I should say
I do. It was over a girl. C Fatty' Lowrie objected to
my making faces at her in class, and- Lowrie? Lowrie?
Why~ you're Dot' Fatty' Lowrie? "

"The lame Lowrie," I laughed joyfully, "but sadly
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minus the fat. I gfe'W like a weed between sixteen and
twenty, and rve stayed that way."

"WeD, I'D be-! How are you, anyway?" and his
hand shot out for a prolonged clasp with mine. "Strange
I shouldn"i have noticed the name being the same," he
added, "but we aD called you 'Fatty,' and you've
changed."

U What became of Lucy, the girl?" I asked eagerly.
U The last I heard of her she had three children. She

married Ben Wyman. Remember him?"
I remembered, because Ben had been a much larger

boy than the rest of us, and I had been one of three smaller
boys who had challenged him to a 6ght. I don't know
how it is now, but during my schooldays if a small boy
had a grievance against a large one he picked out one or
two friends of·his own age as helpers and then challenged
the "big fellow" to tight. I had issued such a challenge
to Ben Wyman, and he had accepted, and such a trouncing
as we got I don't believe has ever been paralleled under
similar circumstances. A fictitious bob-sleigh accident ex
plained my battered condition when I got home.

Morrell was abandoned, left to erect the "derrick"
alone, while the manager and I sojourned to a pile of boxes
in the alley back of the theatre where the storm-clouded
years since our boyhood were forgotten. Mental pictures
of riotous summer days in the swimming pool, or dodging
the blacksnakes in the blackberrying patch" come flood
ing over me.

Eager questions, prefaced by" And do you remember? "
neither of us could find sulBcient opportunity to ask.
Finally when it was nearing dark Morrell BOught us out,
reminding us that it was dinner time.

There was a good crowd at the theatre that night, and
both Morrell and myself seemed to be at our best. The
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theatre, & concrete structure, well lighted and heated and
scrupulously clean, W&8 one of the best I had ever seen in
a city of Hollister's size. There was 'an air of comfort,
of success, of good-fellowship.

After the crowd W&8 gone and while we were engaged in
taking down and packing the "derrick," the manager
came up on the stage and insi.ted that we should go with
him to supper. He took us to a caf~, where, despite my
protestations, he opened a bottle of wine. After his sec
ond glassful he asked the musicians to play" Gee, But It's
Good to Meet a Priend From Your Home Town."

Of course, I know that many periODS will be horrified
at this frank confession of troth. I wellknow that othen
will seize on it and proclaim me reprehensible. But, &8 I

stated at the start of this narrative, Pm merely trying to \; /
ahow what life" outside" bas been to me. And in trying /~,
to do that I am ever bearing in mind what a very promi- \
Dent man and close student of human nature laid to me &

few month. ago. We had been discussing "Truthl' and
he asked:

"What would happen if EVJCJlYBODY in the world sud
denly told the truth about themselvesP"

"They wouldn't; they couldn't. Could you P Could
I?" I answered.

"Of course they couldn't," be agreed. "But suppose
they did; what would happen P"

"Including the 'good' people, the self-righteous, the
self-satisfied? " I temporized.

"Including everybody, with DO esceptioDI," be per
sisted.

"I don't kDow, I'm lUre," I mused. "What would
happenP" '

.. We'd all laugh," he replied, luccinctly.
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CHAPTER XXXIV

AT Santa Cruz the next day w~ learned that our ad
vance man had engaged the Opera HOUle for 118, but our
Inspection of it revealed that it would Dot do. It was an
old, barn-like structure on a side street, with all the ear
marks of having been built when the city W&8 in ita in
fancy. It not only suggested, but compelled the designa
tion "Oprey HOUle." Santa Cruz, a cosmopolitan little
city, had outgrown it.

By making inquiries we learned where the owner lived,
and after repeated backings at the door a small old lady
appeared. She wore bowed spectacles with black rims,
and her thin grey hair was streaked with black. She
looked comfortable in a pale-blue wash wrapper and pink
knit slippers. In reply to our question she admitted being

. the owner and manager of the " Oprey House"- &I she
tenned it - and wanted to know if we were the " parties "
who were to appear there that night.

" We're the parties," said Morrell, "but the Opera
House will not do; it's too out of the way."

The old lady immediately declared that we must use it.
Our" manager" had paid her $10, and she inaisted that
we should fill the engagement, and pay the balance. From
experience I had learned to remain quiet while Morrell
conducted a negotiation of this nature. We were Dot in
vited into the bouse, but held the consultation on the
" piazza." After repeated efforts to annul the contract,
Morrell finally yielded and a compromise was etrected,
though the old lady decried UI .1 a " couple of Ichemers "

190
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when we bade her good-bye. She bad pocketed a few dol
lars for nothing, but we were none the less " schemers."

Aside from the fact that the Opera House was unde
sirably located another reason why we cancelled the en
gagement was because our " paper" had not been posted.
Our advance man was supposed to telegraph to the lith
ographers in San Francisco 80 soon as he closed an en
gagement, and arrange to have the sheets and cards
expressed and posted. This had not been accomplished
at Santa Cruz, though we did Dot learn until long after
ward that our agent had done his part, but the shipment
had gone astray. On our Vlay back to town I noticed a
motion picture theatre in course of renovation. It was on
the main street, and seemed near completion.

" Let's see if we can't make a deal," I suggested to Mo~

re11. "Let's hire this place for to-night, if we ean, and
get out handbills like we did at Healdsburg."

At first he objected, holding that it would be too much
of a gamble, but after we bad found and interviewed the
manager and learned that we could have the place for $1~,

Morrell agreed.
"Go and write something for the evening papers," he

laid, "and I'll get a sign painted and have the hand
bill. printed."

It was I o'clock in the aftemoon, 80 I lost no time in
acting on the suggestion. At 8 o'clock several boys were
OD the streets distributing handbills and our sign was
on display in front of the theatre. Also, I had the as
surance of the local editor that my "write-up" would
appear.

At 11 o'clock that night, after aJ1 billa had been paid,
we found that we were $8 ahead.

"Enough to pay our night's lodging and for break
faat," said Morrell, jiDg~g a handful of nickels and
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dimes. "We're some schemers, we are; we're liable to
bankrupt California at this rate. But I liked the ques
tions the audience asked, 80 count the night &8 a gain."

While Morrell had been speaking that night I bad been
called off the stage to answer a telephone call, and had
found myself talking with the manager of the theatre at
Hollister.

" Can you fellows come back here? " he asked. " A lot
of people missed you and want to bear you. If to-mor·
row night's open I'll play it up."

It happened that we were Dot scheduled for the next
night, so I accepted the oft'er, and we were at the station
early the next morning to catch the first train. While
waiting for the train to arrive we watched some express
men unloading a baggage car and witnessed a comedy.
A crate of white chickens slipped from its place on a truck
and fell to the ground. In the crash one of the slats
fiew loose and before the aperture could be covered a
chicken had escaped. It stood bewildered for a moment,
but when one of the baggagemen dived to seize it and
milsed the chicken began running.

"Chicken escaped!" shouted another one of the ex
pressmen u be took in the situation. He could Dot'have
made the announcement more seriously had be been pro
claiming a failure of the Bank of England. And the
manner in which trainmen and passengers took up the
chase of the terrified bird seemed to indicate that they
feared financial calamity to the express company should
the chicken get away. Twice around the station, with a
dozen men in close pursuit, and then ofF aerOls the railroad
tracks fluttered the chicken. While crossing the tracks
two of the pursuers tripped and went down in a heap
together. The chicken finally took refuge under the
truck. of a freight car, and after a COD8ultation several of
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the men crawled under from different sides and the end
and the chicken was captured. As it was brought back
across the tracks it squawked miserably. It was shoved
into the crate and the slat was nailed into place. One
of· the expressmen created a general laugh when he re
marked, " I never knew it was 80 hard to catch a chicken
in Santa Cruz."

That night in Hollister I had & valuable experience.
We bad secured a subject for the jacket, but could Dot
inveigle a victim for the "derrick." Repeatedly Morren
pleaded for a volunteer from the audience, but go~ DO

response. At last, when it looked hopeless, I got up from
my seat.

"I'll go into the 'derrick,'" I said, stepping forward.
I Doted that Morrell's eyes glinted. I had never ex

perienced punishment in the "derrick," and he had. He
looked at me speculatively, and then turned to the audi
ence.

"Are you going to let Mr. Lowrie wear handcuffs
again?" he asked. "He has repeatedly told me that he
would never again feel the cold steel about his wrists."

There was no response.
" Go ahead," I urged; " there is no shame attached."
I felt that it was important that the demonstration

should be made, especially 80 considering that we had been
called for a second appearance.

So Morrell cuffed my hands behind my back and the
next instant I was jerked up so that my toes barely
touched the floor. The cuffs were cutting into my wrists
and I swayed from side to side in the effort to stand on
my toes. I found that by making a supreme effort I
could stand on my toes for a few seconds at a time, thus
relieving the strain on my wrists and shoulders.

Five minutes passed and I was trembling. Morrell



1941 My Life oul of P,;,OfI

I
I•,

!
I
;
J
I
•I

1
\

\

was making his usual appeal to the audience, telling them
of men whom he had seen crippled for life in the jacket or
"derrick," and he was 80 intent on his subject that he
seemed to have forgotten me. I was 8ugering intensely
and each moment the agony became worse. Twice I de
termined to call for relief, but did not do 80 because I
imagined some of the audience might think it a stage cry,
made for effect. At last, when I seemed to be losing con
sciousness, Morrell turned and saw me. He was in the
middle of an anecdote, but stopped short to come over
and.Jet me down. As my heels touched the floor I stag
gered against the upright of the "derrick."

" I forgot you," said Morrell in an undertone. Ie Why
didn't you call?"

He looked at his watch. "You -were up nine minutes,"
he said, and then repeated the announcement to the audi
ence.

Alter the handcuffs had been removed I put on my coat
and stepped off the stage to examine my wrists. There
were blue marks showing where the steel had bitten and
my hands were numb.

It was not until that" tricing -up" in the "demck "
that I fully appreciated what terrible torture it was.
The experience served to make me more determined than

I ever to plead and fight for the abolition of the atrocity.
There was nothing sentimental about my attitude, certain
newspapers to the contrary Dotwithstapding.



CHAPTER XXXV

l\{ONTEJtBY, which was our next stopping place, is ODe

of the oldest settlements in California, and was once the
capital of the State. About its cracked and crumbling
adobe structures, which sag at the end of the main street,
there still lingers the indolent atmosphere of bygone

• manana days.
An old man whose oily garb proclaimed him a toiler of

the sea Doted our interest in the buildings and told us
many absorbing facts. I wish I could recall all that he
said, but I cannot - it is only of recent date that the idea
of keeping a diary occurred to me. All I have written,
and nearly all I shan write in this narrative is or will
be the fruit of memory - a treacherous quality in the best
of us. Nevertheless, lome events stand out clear in the
recollection of each human being, though the passage of
time ruthlessly obliterates the most important element
detail. It is only by recording what one sees each day
that this chief factor in writing can be preserved. But I
remember some of the things the old flshennan said. I
bad noticed a sign, "Salvation Army," on one of the aged
buildings, and had asked why the" Army" didn't have a
han Dearer the centre of town. " Because they get that
place cheap," was his answer, " and God knows they have
to hustle to make both ends meet. I often wonder how
they live at all. Yet sometimes it amuses me to think
back. S'pose the old padres who lived here a hundred 'r
80 yearl ago could come back an' see th" saloons over there
on the corners and the Presidio up there on th' hill, with
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its soldiers and guns, an' th' Salvation Army stuck in
between. I tell y' Christianity is losing ground all th'
time. I've seen it lose in my 70 yearl. I don't mean
Christ's sermon on the mount, but th' way people ignore
it. What He said can never die, but lots of folks act as
though it had. We pug up an' think we're improved,
but we're only fertilizer, decayin' 80'S comin" generations
will grow an' get & fresh hold, an' press on to th' greft
light.

"Pm an old man, but I see - I see. Who are you
boys, anyway? It's 80 seldom anyone takes an int'rest
in these 01' buildings, or cares to listen to my palaver."

" We're ex-convicts," blurted Morrell, extending his
hand, "and glad to meet you."

A spasmodic revulsion of feeling dimmed the old man's
eyes, but he recovered quickly, and chuckled.

"That's purty good," he cackled, "but it ain't true.
Why do y' try to hurt me by sayin' that?"

"Hurt youP" Sashed Morrell. "Hurt yauP Haven't
you just been prattling Christianity? Haven't you been
talking about the ' great light'? I tell you we're ex-con
victs.

,e Look," be exclaimed, seizing the old man's ann.
e, There's one of our posters staring you in the face, plas
tered on the wall of a 'sacred' building: 'Lowrie and
Morrell. Tortures of Prison Life Fearlessly and Truth...
fully Exposed!' Look ° for yourself."

The old man blinked his small grey·eyes rapidly and
passed his gnarled hand over his white beard.

cc Are you really Lowrie an' Morrell? " be asked.
"Have you got a cardP" asked Morrell, addressing

me, while producing his OWD.

I handed him one of my cards and be proiFered it, along
with his, to the patriarch.
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"No, no. Never mind. I b'lieve yo'," protested the
old man. " I - I thought you were a couple of tourists.
I read your story in The Bulle'.," he added, turning to
me, "and it was interestin'. I never thought about the
way prisoners was treated before, an' it was a good thing
to write; but listen to me, both of you - I've worked like
a dog all my life. I started in when I was a small boy,
goin' out to fish when it was all I could do to hang on to
the boat when the combers washed over us. When I was
a young man I risked my life time and ag'in t' save fellow
fishers when Davy Jones was callin' hard. As a middle
aged man I worked like a slave to send my little 'uns to
school, but had t' take the boys out an' send 'em onto the
deep. As an 01' man I am mendin' nets - just managin'
to die instead of live toward m' grave. An' yet, many's
th' time durin' the long struggle I had chances to make
money dishonest. One time I could ha' picked up & thou
sand dollars - just think 0' that, a thousand dollars!
by meetin' & smuggler far out at sea and bringin' in five
Chinamen in my smack. Another time I could ha' had
five hundred if I'd ha' give the gove'nment off'cers a false
scent an' attract them to a certain point while smugglen
landed at another place. The smugglers knew I had an
iron-clad reputation with the off'cers an' that a word from
me was gospel. But did I fall P No. I c'n look back
over my life, and except stealin' half a boatload of fish
when I was a lad an' didn't know any better, I c'n say I've
been honest, Wltile both of you .have been in the peniten
ahry - and without half '8 hard a life as I've bad."

" How do you know P" asked Morrell. " How old were
you when you went to sea P"

" Oh, 'bout 14 or 15," was the response.
"And how old were your boys when they went to

leaP"
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"'Bout the same age, I should 8ay."
"Well, I was 'Working in a coal mine, spraggin, can,

when I was eight years old, and never law sunlight except
on Sundays and holidays for eight years," said Morrell.
" I was known &8 ' Eddie' then, but I've since been known
a8 'the bandit' and' the incorrigible,' and tcHiay I'm
known as an ex-convict. I couldn't stand the early pres
sure, with no marbles or baseball, and you could, that'.
all; but I'm just &8 honest now &8 you are, though I can't
help but think that your type of honesty has helped to
keep back the dawn of the 'great light' more than my
dishonesty has done."

The old man did not reply. He seemed to be thinking.
and I took advantage of the silence to ask a question.

"How old were you when you stole tbe half boatload
of fishP" I inquired.

"'Bout 19, I should lILy," he replied. "But you lee

it was like this. There was a war on and we W&I gettin'
the worst of it. There wasn't any bread in the houee
an' 1-"

"About 19P" I repeated, interrupting the ex:tenua
tion. "About 19P Why, I know a boy DOW serving
twenty yearl at San Quentin who was sent there when he
was 16 for stealing a few cents from the pocket of a
drunken man. The boy was starving and desperate, thou
sands of miles from home and friends, alone in a strange
city. You were Dot caught, that's all. Like thousands
of others, you were lucky enough to e8ca~ detection
you didn't pay a penalty. Oh, I know that hurts," I
added quickly, as he tried to interrupt me, "and don't
think we want to hurt you, we've been hurt our.elves, but

\ " it's true, and I challenge any man to examine hi. life
.' closely between the years of 16 and 80 and proclaim that
\. be has never done anything which called for a jailor
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prison sentence if diseovered. The ones who are caught
become 'criminals and ex-ccnvicts "; the ones uncaught X
sit on juries and are called good citizens, and far be it \
from me to 8ay that they are Dot rood citizens," I added,
" for bow is it possible to be good, save by being bad?" V·-

The old man said something about degrees of good and
bad.

" Of course there are degrees," I admitted, "but some
of the worst' bad' persons I have ever known have been
the best ' good' perSODS; and some of the wont 'good'
persons have been. the best 'bad '-"

" Wait a minute, wait a minute," he interrupted. " You
fellers are too swift; you jump to conclusions; you didn't
let me finish. I was boastin' of my honesty, ci sacriftcin'
my boys to the sea, of workin' like a dog all my life, of
servin' the government, but I was only fillin' in th' back
ground. I told you I see clear - that I see the great light
-an' I do.

"One of the Gov'ment olleers - one of the very men
that I gave up the $1000 for - took my daughter from
us. P'rhaps it was because he was payin' attention to her
that I didn't listen t' th' smugglers; I don't know. He got
an increase in sal'ry an' was promoted for discoverin' the
plot, an' then he ruined Jennie. She went away an' we
didn't hear from her for a long time. Then she started
sendin' me money. She said she was married an' happy,
but I knew - I knew - I knew. Out on the sea at night
I saw her, an' I tfrrew th' money into the black waves. But
lately -lately -"

The old man's voice broke, and he tumed away.
" Lately P" I urged, all sense of sympathy and consid

eration smothered by my desire to establish life. " But
lately -?"

He turned back, his face a picture of mingled shame and

r
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deflance. "Well, lately we've been usin' th' money," he
admitted. "What y' got to ..y about it?"

Morrell extended his hand impulsively, glaring at me.
"Say about it?" he asked. "Why, she's a good

daughter; and when I say good I mean good. She was
human, and she is still human, just like we are, just like
all the rest. Your life has been little difFerent from the
lives of millions of others. It might have been better if
you had taken the $1000. You say it would have been
dishonest, but that's because you were only a small cog
in the ponderous machine we call civilization. You did
the best you could, just as we have done, and are doing.
Some will condemn you for what you did do, but Jennie
was more to you than the praise of the majority, could
you only have known. In your old age you are beginning
to see things as they really are - the vast army of slaves
and the few impatemal masters. You and Jennie have
served to hasten the growth of slave sight. You have
been good fertilizer; your existence was necessary."

..



CHAPTER XXXVI

TIm forlorn figure of the old 6sherman and the story
of hialife haunted me all that day. Repeatedly I thought
of him a8 he had turned away from U8 in response to a
hail from the wharf. That night when I stepped out
from the wings to speak I was Dot myself; I was still
thinking of the old man.

The hall in which we spoke was upstairs, with only one
entrance, and the building was old. It was after we had
" cinched" the evening's victim in the jacket, and while
Morrell was descanting on the horror of the torture that
an alarm of " Fire!" sounded. Men leaped to their feet
in all parts of the hall and rushed pell-mell for the egress.
In the excitement a woman screamed, and for & moment
it looked 88 if there might be a stampede.

" The fire isn't here," shouted Morrell. " They're only
responding to the bell. Don't get excited."

I was seated to the right of the stage, near the wings,
and close to the man in the jacket. When he spoke it
startled me.

" If anything's wrong, don't overlook me," he said.
The calm manner in which he made the request, as well

as his helplessness, impressed me. Had there been a 6re
in the building it would have been necessary to carry him
out; there would Dot have been time to unlace the jacket,
though a sharp knife might have been used to lever the
ropes. I had never before 10 keenly realized bow helpless
the jacket rendered its victim. The De%t day I bought a
strong pocket knife.

101
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At Salinas the following night we .poke in one of the
fraternity halls before an appreciative audience, The
next morning we went on to Paso Robles, where we in
dulged in a sulphur-water lwim in the big tank at the
hotel. That night two small boys who bad helped U8 to
erect the "derrick " and make other preparations begged
that they might be the victims for the demonstrations.
To accede to their importunities was out of the question.
They were too young; but, finally, to appease them, they
were given turns in the "derrick," behind the scenes.
The experience seemed to awe them, and I noted that they
were Dot nearly 80 talkative as they bad been, but stood
around as if half dazed.

"Gee, but I never want to go to prison," one of them
finally remarked. He was a black-haired, blaek-eyed boy,
with a splendid face and head, and much brighter than his
companion.

"You bet you don't," said Morrell, "and you tell all
the other boys in Paso Robles that they don't want to go
either. Some boys think it makes them heroes to go
wrongt to take chances, to do things that other boy. think
means they're brave. And that reminds me; do either of
you know a boy about 18 or 10 who thinks he'. toughP
You know what I mean - some fellow who always has a
chip on his shoulder and bullies smaller boys. I'll tell you
what to do. Go out and look over the audience, and if
you see anyone like that, dare him to volunteer for the
, derrick.' Tell him both of you were in it."

"Oh, you're going to hurt some one," said the smaller ·
boy. "I ain't going to help do nothin' like that."

"Good," replied Morrell. "Never be a party to any
thing underhanded, and alway. stick to your chums when
a stranger is around. But I'm not going to hurt him any
more than I hurt you. If there is lome tough fellow in
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town it might do him good to get a taste of what to expect
if he keeps on being tough, don't you see? "

The two boys, convinced that we had no cruel designs,
went out into the hall to carry the plan into execution.

" You made a serious mistake, Ed," I said 80 soon as
they were gone.· "Don't you see that by giving them the
impression that the ' derrick' will scare the ' tough' whom i
they are going to snare, you justify the use of torture?
It shouldn't be the fear of consequences that keeps boys
from going wrong. They should want to do right be
cause it is .right, not in the hope of reward nor in the fear
of punishment if they do otherwise."

" I agree with you," he said; " but how many people are
there in the world who take that view? Don't they main
tain prisons, and torture in the prisons, with the idea that
the menace of punishment will keep men and women
straight? "

" Surely," I replied, "but they're none the lesl wrong.
So long as prisons are maintained as places of punish
ment, and judges dole out terms of years, prisons are not
going to ·accomplish much in the way of character build- ~.
iag, The lawbreaker should be restrained, of course, but
the restraint should be constructive rather than demoral- "
izing, and he should not be permitted to come back to
society until the course of construction is complete. If he
is 80 constituted that he will Dot or cannot respond to the
training be should be kept under restraint indefinitely
but with the element of savagery, of punishment, elim
inated. Our sole purpose in exhibiting the jacket and
• derrick' should be to show that DO man or woman has
ever yet been made better by torture, nor by being caged

. . like an animal."
"Still, you heard what that boy said after he'd been

in the 'derrick.' He .aid he didn't want to go to prison."
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" But that's just what I'm arguing is bad," I resumed.
" We paint a picture of hell and say to people, , Be good,
or you'll be tortured.' That is what has kept back in
stead of accelerated good, in my opinion, and the time
will come when punishment and reward will not be factors
in our relations with one another."

" Well, it's time for the curtain," said Morrell; "we'll
continue the discussion afterward." ·

While speaking a few minutes later I noted two per
BODS in the audience whom I knew. They were man and
wife, and had visited me at The BtIlZetm ofBce in San
Francisco some weeks before, seeking a paroled man to
work on their ranch. A man had been secured and lent to
them, but failed to make good, and I wondered bow the
experience had affected them. At the close of our lecture
they came forward and shook hands. I said something
about being sorry that the paroled man had failed, andVwas relieved when they both exclaimed: "Oh, of course
lome men will fail. You must expect that."

At the atation, while waiting for ou. train, due at I
A. K., we were approached by two wanderers and asked
for the "price of something to eat."

"How do you happen to be here at this time of the
night?" I asked.

"Oh, we got ditched off that freight that just went
through," one of them informed me. "But don't think
we're regular bums, because we're Dot. We'd go to work
to-morrow if we could get it. I'm a sign painter and my
partner's a machinist. We met at K&Dsal City and we've
come all the way together. We're headed for Frisco to
get jobs at the fair. Do you think Frlsco'n get the
fair? "

"I surely do," I replied, ceand here'. my card. We'D
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be back there in a month or so, and if you don't connect
with work look me up."

Nearly a year later a well-dressed man walked into Ths
BulletiA office and asked to see me•

." You don't remember me," he said, extending his hand.
"No, I don't," I replied, trying to think if he were from

San Quentin.
"Well, do )'ou remember two bums that you and an

other fellow helped at a railroad station about! o'clock in
the morning a year or eo ago?"

At first I did not recall the circumstance, but when he
added details I remembered.

"We struck it lucky," he smiled; "we both got work
the day after we 8&W you, but we were mighty hungry that
night. Here's the dollar you gave us."

I took the coin and thanked him, and after he was gone
I did lome thinking. ·



CHAPTER xxxm
ONE morning recently, while writing in my room, I

snagged on language; I was unable to think of 'Words that
would express the thought I had in mind. While trying
to evolve an expression to fit my idea I looked out of the
window and was attracted by two children, a boy and a
girl, who were playing on the opposite sidewalk. The
bouse in which I live is on a hill, and from where I 8at it
appeared that the children were about to hold a race
between what looked like paper cylinders. The boy, who
was about 7, had made a much larger cylinder than hi.
sister, who appeared to be about o. They were squatted
in front of a doorway, holding the two cylinders on a
crack in the sidewalk. Beneath the golden accolade of
sunbeams which had just vanquished the rain clouds the
girl's hair Sashed like the splendor of an aureole.

At a signal from the boy they both gave their respec
tive cylinders an impetus, and the playthings went rolling
down the pavement. Although smaller, the girl's cylinder
outstripped the boy's, notwithstanding his frantic efforts
with hands and feet to make his "starter" keep going.
As the gutter was reached by the smaller cylinder the girl
clapped her hands and danced in glee. The boy sulked
for a moment and then threw his cylinder up against the
side of the building. I opened my window and listened.

" You're only a girl," he taunted; " you can't throw &8

high as I can."
.She accepted the challenge, and endeavored to throw

her winner as he had thrown his loser, but failed.
108
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" Aw, what did I tell you?" he exclaimed, " you're only
a girl."

A slender young woman dressed in a slit purple suit and
with a white plume in her hat had stopped to watch and
listen.

" You thought you'd win the race because you had the
biggest cylinder," she laid, addressing the boy, " but your
lister beat you fairly. Boys can't do lome things as well
as girls, always remember that."

"Aw, you're only a girl, grown up," retorted the
youngster; " I'll bet I can throw higher than you."

" And I'll bet you can't," responded the young woman.
" Go OD, throw."

"Naw, you gotter throw first," laid the boy.
"Not at all," she replied, "you challenged me, and

you've got to set the mark. That's according to the law
of gamel, isn't it?"

" Aw, all right," laid the boy contemptuously, " it don't
make any· difference."

By this time I was leaning out of my window, intensely
interested - in the slender young woman. She was smil
ing and seemed to have forgotten that she was on the
street.

The boy, after winding his ann furiously, threw the
cylinder and it struck above the second story window.
When it descended the young woman started to pick it
up, but the boy got ahead of her and lifted his cap as he
gave it into her hands.

Still smiling, she tossed it upward, without apparent ef·
fort, and it struck the face of the building above the third
:Boor.

The little girl danced again and clapped her banda.
Repeatedly the boy tried to equal the mark which had

been let for him, but failed. At last he desi.ted, and
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started to run down the street in pretended pursuit of a
passing dog.

" Wait a minute," said the young woman, running after
him and taking his arm. "You're a boy now, but some
day you'll be a man and your sister will be a woman. Al
ways try to remember that a girl is just as good, just
as .big as a boy. Of course if a grown-up boy had been
throwing against me, I might have been beaten, but there
are lots of things at which I can beat a grown-up boy,
just the same."

This little incident, which may seem trifling and incon
sequential to many persons, made me forget my writing•
.1 watched the young woman - hoping that she would
turn into a near-by doorway - until she disappeared
around the second comer, and then I fell to thinking.
What I had witnessed exemplified that even a boy 7 yearl
of age W&I dominated by the fallacy of sex supremacy.
He had been unable to tolerate being beaten by a girl,
whether IS years old or 10.

And yet, in discussing the growing problem of unem
ployed men with a friend the day before he had said: "I
think it's the invasion of the industrial field by women that
is largely responsible. A hundred years ago men were
filling the positions that are now filled by women, and re
muneration is less 88 a consequence. Also, many men
who might be employed are out of work. I don't believe
women should work, except in taking care of households."

cc In other words, you believe that women should beheld
inferior to men; you don't believe in economic independ
ence; in equal sex manifestation P" I asked.

" No, I wouldn't say that," he replied, "because I
believe women are better than men. I believe we'd be bet
ter men if women bad a say, but-"

ccBut what? " I asked, as he hesitated.
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"WeD, they need to be cared for, don't they? Don't
they suBer more than men? Don't they give U8 birth, and
don't they love us? "

" Surely they do," I replied, "but in laying that they
need to be cared for you mean that we need their care.
Yau mean that in caring for them we are merely caring
for ourselves, don't you?"

He did not reply immediately. Then he said, "You
don't seem to get me. I mean that by caring for women,
by letting them confine their efforts to the household, to
the rearing of children, a better race of men will be pro
duced, and womanhood accordingly advanced. Can't you
see that? "

"I guess I'm no blinder than men have been for sev
eral thousand or more years," I answered. "So long as
women rear boys and girls to adolescence and men have
the exclusive right of making laws -licensing t'he sale of
liquor and the sacrifice of girls' souls - to govern young
manhood and womanhood, are mothers getting a square
deal? Why, only a few months ago a State omcial in ad
dressing the students at a local university advised them
not to be 'reformers,' but 'performers,' meaning that
they should fall in line with the established order of things,
by which a few are growing richer and the masses poorer.
I maintain, I tell you, that the betterment of the race de
pends on the moral aad economic independence of women
- of mothers, just &s much &8 it depends on a like condi
tion for fathers. Women have as much right to be free
&8 men have; without them you and I wouldn't be holding
this discussion."

The probability is that I was too positive, too cock
sure, in my assertions, for I failed to convince him. He
merely laughed and said: " You're young yet; you'll see
more clearly when you've lived more."
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. And all this bas come back to my mind because of a
1 woman I met at San Luis Obispo, where Morrell and my
self appeared the next night.

She had written me several letters, to which I had re
plied, and I was naturally curious to meet her. I bad
pictured a middle-aged woman, tall and angular, with
spectacles and hatchet features, but my mental picture
was erased by her youth, blue eyes and vivacity, and by a
most alluring lack of self-assertiveness - whether as
sumed or real it was beyond my experience to determine.

"'Why don't you write more about women?-" was one
oflthe first questions she asked me after we had seated
ourselves in the parlor of the hotel, following a telephonic
appointment. "You have not had half a dozen women in
your work, so far, and yet we count. Don't you think
lOP tt

"I certainly do," I replied, "but my experience and
acquaintance with women have been limited. In fact, Pm
afraid of them. They make me self-ccnscieua to an un
comfortable degree."

I can still hear the soft laugh which answered this con
fession, and I can still remember the conversation which
ensued. Suffice it to say that before I spoke that night
in the barn-like structure, to which we had been pledged
by our advance man, I gained a new impression of women,
and of women's rights. She succeeded, beyond cavil, in
convincing me that " the woman with the masculine mind"
is a libel.



CHAPTER XXXVIfi

LEAVING San Luis Obispo we had a three days' interval
before our next engagement. Our agent had written that
Santa Barbara and Ventura had proved to be "hard
places for an in," but that he had nevertheless succeeded
in getting us booked. On arriving at Santa Barbara,
however, we were informed that the engagement had been
cancelled - a burlesque show in our stead had proved too
great a lure for the manager of the theatre; also, that a
similar cancellation had been made at Ventura. This
meant nearly & week of idleness, and we decided to remain
in Santa Barbara for at least part of that time.

My chief recollection of the place is the band concerts.
It was the first city I had ever visited where a band con
cert is given every day, and the music was excellent, rag
time being patently absent. We learned that the band
was supported by the city. It was splendid that two or
three hOUfS each day should be devoted to music - the
highest achievement of the human mind - but what jarred
on me was the fact that it couldn't be eaten, for I had
seen many half-fed cholo children in the poorer sections of
town. It seemed a mockery that Estheticism and squalor
should comprise the wo~f and warp of that fabric,
"civilization." The untutored savage is potentially
ESthetic, but knows no penury. Why couldn't the com
munity have its music each day without the spectre of
hunger stalking amid the harmony? To me it wasn't
harmony, but discord, though I am deeply stirred by music.
During the concert at the beach the second day (the band

III
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alternate. aaily between the park and the beach) I ob
served the penona present. MOlt of them were well
dressed and looked well fed, but here and there I saw gaunt
or dejected figures, lome men, some women. Su~denly

it occurred to me that there were DO working people pres
ent, unless the musicians could be 80 considered, and I
asked myself the question: Why shouldn't the toilers
be here? But no, that "88 wrong; I had been thinking
in the terms of tyranny. I rebelled at the segregation
spelled by the term "toilers." Every working unit
should be present to share in the soul-soothing music as
a human being. If only the men and women who worked
with brawn were considered equally important with those
who worked with brain; if only the labor worken would
think of themselves that way; if there were DO sueh thing
as exploitation of sweat wouldn't life be sweeter and richer
for all P Could Dot the laborer listen to music in the after
noon if it appealed to him, and, if it did not, could he Dot
be at home, 'Working in his garden?

Morrell nudged me in the ribs.
" I thought you liked music," he said. "Yet you look

as solemn as a piledriver. Look at that crazy leader with
his flopping hair."

"Music always makes me think; that's why I like it,"
I replied; "and to think is enough to make anyone
solemn, isn't itP"

"Ob, say, you're going too far with that eternal moral
izing of yours. You're getting to be a regular gloom.
Come out of it. Start living below your neck a little bit,"
be retorted. "Let's go and bowl a game or two."

He knew I liked to bowl, also that I invariably beat him,
and I readily accepted the challenge.

At the near-by bowling aneys we met two girls whom
Morrell seemed to knowt though I didn't learn until long



My Lif, out of PruOfl 118

afterward that our advance man was responsible for the
meeting. .

Being given first choice, I chose the taller girl &1 a
partner, and even though what I conceived &8 "atheti
cism " had compelled my choice, our overwhelming victory
proved more mundane.

I made several " strikes " in succession during the first
game - more or less accidental, because I was unfamiliar
with the alley -and patronizingly kept Morrell sup
plied with fresh cigarettes.

No game, to my mind, with the possible exception of
tennis, emphasizes feminine grace and strength more th~
does bowling. It was like music to watch the girls in ac
tion.

After the second beating, Morrell's petite partner sug
gested " small pins," but we selfishly objected. The flush
of victory was too intense for sentiment, and the sug
gestion was not permitted to root. Several games fol
lowed, with 'Morrell and his partner gradually improving,
and it was after dark when we went up town for dinner.

At Los Angeles that night we captured our adyanee
man, and prevented being booked into Mexico. For sev
eral days we had been striving to get in touch with him,
fearful that he would lead us to Patagonia, but he bad
proved elusive as a dog's tail.

After admonishing him to use "better judgment," and
to "go slow," we spent several days awaiting results,
meanwhile playing tourists and seeing Califomia's gar
den.

One day I spent alone. I took an early morning train'
from Los Angeles and got off at Alhambra, whence I
walked the railroad track to Bassett. Each step of the
way brought back vivid recollections. It was there, on
that eight-mile stretch of ties and shining rails that I
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had first worked in California, &s & "jerry." I had
arrived in California Christmas Day, 1900, in company.
with & young newspaper man from Tennessee, and we
had essayed the task of being section bands. After three
-:weeks' work with pick, shovel and tamping bar, I had
acceded to his plea that we "try for something better,"
and had "resigned." After paying our board, we had
a lew dollars left as compensation for our labor, and
went back to Los Angeles, "here he succeeded in getting
a position with an evening paper, and I, unable to get
employment, "fell."

At Savannah, where the section house is located, I
hoped to find the blonde Irishman who had been my
" boss " a decade before, but was disappointed. I found
the gang working south of EI Monte, but the faces were
all strange, and I paased them without speaking. Walk
ing the trestle close to the Bassett station, I thought of
the night we had been routed out to check a ftow of water
that threatened to undermine the track, and how we had
worked waist-deep in the flood, piling brush and atonel
in a futile effort to tum the torrent.

We went to work the next moming with our legs and
feet encased in sloppy and soggy shoes and trousers.
'I1ley were all we had. Was Fate kind or unkind Dot
to have left me a " jerry "P Is what we call "Fate "

I I 8uperior to what we term" Destiny."
J
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CHAPTER XXXIX

THE railroad station at Bassett is isolated, and while .
waiting for the Los Angeles train I sat on a pile of ties
and thought back over the time when I had worked on
the section. For three weeks' hard physical labor, even
counting the extra time allowed for night work due to
washouts, I had received only & few dollars; and yet,
eight years afterward, I was paid $40 by a magazine for
• short story dealing with life on a section, and which
required only a few hours' typewriting to get it into
shape. Had I written that story immediately after leav
ing the section, the probability is that I would not have
gone to San Quentin. Not only that, but I had received
almost three times as much for the story as I had received
for the labor involved in the physical experience which
had enabled me to write it. Clearly, experience was
valuable, not only in the lessons it taught, but because it
could be converted into money. I determined there and
then to get all the experience in life that I could.

The next day we received word from our advance man
that he had "booked" us at Bakersfield and was pro
ceeding up the valley.

We had both heard 80 much about the wonderful
engineering feat in the Tehachapi, that we decided to
make the trip by daylight, and we left Los Angeles early
the next morning. The trip surprised our anticipations.
The famous" loop" lay ghostly in tlie swirl of a Inow
storm as we approached it from above.

Dy asking questions of the cc rear brakeman" we gained
. 215
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a faint in8i~ht into the intricacies of train manipulation.
He was a pleasant man of middle age, and had been

railroading thirty years, during which time he had paased
through a number of "tight places."

" My policy," he said, "has always been never to take
a chance. If all railroad men followed that, there'd be
fewer accidents. I remember one time when I was work
ing for another road back East. I was rear man on a
fast train that ran in sections. The road was equipped
with block signals, all right, but I noticed time and time
again that the engineer of the second section crept up
on us when we stopped. The two sections were supposed
to run five minutes apart, meaning six or seven miles, but
many a time when we got stalled and I went back with my
:Bag or lantern I'd meet section two just in the nick of
time. This meant that Pete was running past sema
phores - taking chances.

"After it happened several times I made it my busi
ness to have a confab with him, and told him he'd have to
cut it out; that if anything happened we'd all lose our
jobs. Pete had little black eyes, and they grew into
beads when he got wise to my drift. He told me to mind
my own business.

" 'All right,' I said. 'Pair play is fair play. The
next time you sneak up on me when I'm out with a flag,
look out!'

"He made a slurring answer and it made me hot. I
was not thinking of my job, I was thinking of diggin'
for mangled piece. of women and babies in a tangle of
iron an' plush an' wood, as I'd done twice before.

" A few nights later we got the block at a amall station,
a freight ahead of us, or somethin'- an' loon as we
stopped an' I looked ahead an' saw the red light, I startt'rl
back with my lantern. It was rainin', with a big wind,

,
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an' somethin" made me ron. If it 'a' been & quiet night
I could 'a' listened and' told if a train was behind
U8.

" I remember one time I was bruin' freight and we was
all sittin' in the caboose waitin' for clearance. I was

. young then, an' takin' a chance. We had a string 0'

coal cars, comin' out of the Pennsylvania minin' region OD

a branch line, an' we knew there wasn't nothin' behind us.
At least we thought 80. It was a still afternoon in winter.

"Suddenly one of th' boys made a leap for the door.
" 'Get out,' he yelled, 'there's somethin' comin'!'
" We didn't let &Oy mushrooms grow 'round our feet,

believe me. The way we vamoosed waa & caution.
"I saw the fellow that gave the alann tearin' up the

track with a ft&~, and then an engine comin' 'round the
curve. I

"By luck she was runnin' 810w, an' stopped with her
pilot jammed under our platform.

"After the excitement passed everybody laughed, all
except me. I was supposed to 'a' gone back with a flag,
and hadn't done it. The con' knew I hadn't, and hadn't
made me, but that didn't make any difference; I was
supposed to 'a' done it. When that engine went into
th' roundhouse at th' end of th' division an explanation
would have t' be made. _

" 'Well, I guess it's th' can for me, boys,' I said.
" 'Oh, maybe not,' said the engineer, c though it ought

to be. Wait till I back her and see what the bump
amounts to.'

"As he got into th' cab I thought it was all off - I
saw my finish. An' I was engaged to marry Kate the
next week. ~

."Kate's my wife," he explained, "an' we've got two
boys, both railroadiD' to-day an' doin' fine.
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"To me the damage looked bad, but after be backed
her an' lOt out to make an examinatioD, he smiled.

" , It could 'a' been done by bumpin' a tie on the track,'
he said. Then be tumed to me.

" , Your job's all right this time,' he said, Cbut never
take another chance '. long '8 you're in this business.
Promise me that.'

" I promised, an' meant it, an' I haven't taken a chance
since.

"Wen, this night I was tellin' you about I ran with til'
lantern, an' sure enough, there was section two jUlt
round the curve, comin' like thunder. The whistle
shrieked when they saw my red light, but as ahe went
poundin' past, with sparks ftyin' from ev'ry wheel I
never dreamed she'd stop in time. But she did, an' the
black-eyed engineer stuck out his 8weatin' hand when
I came stumblin' back - after I'd made sure that the
other rear brakie had gone back of his train.

cc Instead 0' takin' his hand I raised my lantern and
looked into his face. His beady eyes were snappin' fire.

'" That was lome quick stop,' he said proudly,
C shake.'

" C No, DO, there's blood on your hand, Pete,' I told him,
shakin' my head to get the rain out of m' eyes, for I'd
lost my cap.

" 'An' remember what I tol' you in the roun' heuse ;
this'll never happen again!'

"His han' dropped to his side an' he snarled.
'" Aw, you make me tired.' Haven't I got to nm on

time the same's you P"
"When I got back from my run I reported him, an'

th' company sent out' spotters' to watch. They kept
men watching semaphores, and had 'em ride our train
'til they had a dead case, an' then black eyes wu Ired.
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Of coune if lots of railroad men knew I did that they'd
give me the go-by, but I did it just the same, and I've
never felt sorry."

The brakeman told us several stories, all interesting,
but this is Dot the story of a railroad man's life, which
I wish some experienced railroad man would write.

After passing the "loop" we went into a siding to let
a freight train through. It was going up grade from
Caliente with three monster locomotives doing the work;
ODe in front, one in the middle, and one near the end.
The smoke from the stacks made a wonderful picture, and
I regretted not having a camera.

e, Why is it that there are more trains here in the
mountains thm elsewhere?" I asked the brakeman.

"Because this is the Tehachapi," he answered, "with
two big transcontinental roads running all their trains
over a single track. Surveyors have never been able to
find a second pass, and the traffic is heavy. Every man
and woman on this section deserves a medal; there has
never been a serious accident."

The word woman recalled a girl, in cow-boy dress,
whom we had seen gathering up the mail bags thrown from
our train at one of the smaller statioDs, and that he had
told us she was the "operator" there. We had been
atanding' on the rear platform, and she had waved us a
smile.

As we sat down to lunch in the combination parlor car
I said to Morrell, "It's simple to ride on a train, isn't
it? "

" Sure," be replied, catching the drift of my thought,
" but it isn't simple to run one; I take off my hat to rail
road men - and women."

"Seeouded and carried," I answered. "It may be
all right to 'tip the porter, but the crew appeals to me."
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CHAPTER XL

AT Bakersfield we got & letter, left there for us by our
advance man, in which he advised: "Be careful of your
selves. On the train coming here I fell asleep and lome
one cut my shirt cuffs with a pair of scissors and got my
gold links. But that wasn't all. It was late at night
when I arrived, and while I was walking up town a man
tried to hold me up. I had picked up a rock, and was
carrying it in my hand for just such a situation. I don't
know where it hit him, but when I ran he didn't follow."

Combining this, letter with the fact that the railroad
station was remote from the city, and that th~ district
which had to be traversed is sparsely settled, together
with the fact that most trains arrived and departed at
night, and that the average passenger being too poor to
hire a cab, must walk, caused us to make inquiries. We
learned that the city had importuned the line to survey
itl right-of-way nearer to town, and that the company
had declined, assuming that the station would draw the
growing city its way. This bad not been the cue, though
many years had since elapsed. We got this information
from an old resident, and took it as correct.

"Railroads should be owned by the people," stormed
Morrell, "&8 should telephones, telegraphs, express 8erv~

ice and street cars."
" Why P" I asked.
" Because it would mean better service; more coDsidera

tion for the public," he replied. " Don't you thiDk 10 P"
"I think even stronger," I returned. "I believe that

120
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government ownership and control of public utilities is
the first step necessary to human emancipation, the crucial
move toward doing away with unjust profits aDd the
slavery of souls."

"And how do you make that out?" he asked.
"What develops & virgin country1" I inquired in re

turn. " Isn't it railroads P"
" Yes, of course."
"And who builds the railroads? Is it the pioneers,

the hardy men and women who venture mst into the un
known and endure frontier hardships?"

"Why no, of course not," he said; "they're too busy
making clearings, earning a livelihood; and besides, they
haven't the money to build railroads, even if they wanted
to."

" Exactly," I continued, "and some one who hasn't the
money either, but who possesses what we call brains, makes
moneyed people lee that the pioneers engaged in living on
nature have opened up avenues of wealth; that if rail
roads are built the pioneers will work harder, and othen
will be drawn to the new fields to work also.

"Before the railroad comes - even while longing for
it - the pioneers make & comparatively comfortable liv
ing, especially after the first year or two, and with a
minimum expenditure of labor, but with the advent of
the steel rail. they become avaricious. Immediately they
imagine that maxiuium labor will bring riches. Obsessed
with this idea they return to the slavery from which they
have escaped, and feverishly load the result of their labor
into box-cars, deluded with the idea that they will get
the major portion of the returns. They also imagine
that more or less frequent trips to the nearest city are
necessary in the conduct of 'bu"inels.' A 8troggle en
sues, and after 10 or 20 yean the farm or ranch is
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mortgaged -lost, and the pioneers go to premature
graves.

" I've painted it roughly, but truthfully. I've merely
pictured history - the enrichment of non-worken at the
expense of life and labor, and our consequent race for
wealth. If an honest government, conducted by the
workers, built and controlled railroads, not to mention
other so-called utilities, the problem of riches would loon be
solved, for it isn't the problem of poverty that must be
dealt with - it's the problem of wealth; how to do away
with fortunes and make people stop wanting them.
That's the way I see it."

Morrell glanced at his watch.
ec We haven't eaten," he said, ceand we're due at the

opera house in half an hour. You're alway. harping
on these things. Once in awhile would be plenty. Come
on in and eat."

"Surely, I'm hungry," I responded, "but if it were
Dot for the conditions I've just sketched, we wouldn't be
lecturing on prisons; the chances are we would never
have been prisoners, and instead of going into a hotel
dining-room to eat a lot of unnecessary salad and side
dishes, we would at this moment be sitting down to a
substantial and sensible supper, peacefully firesided; se
cure in the knowledge that a few hours of physical labor
had insured a warm bed and our next three meals."

"You're right, I believe," he said, hall impatiently,
'c but we're alive to-day, not two or three hundred yean
from DOW."

Notwithstanding that be had declined to follow up the
di8cussion, Morrell introduced another angle of the sub
ject during dinner. In the conversation I mentioned
Wilde's cc De Profundls," and wu swept under the table
for dom, 10.
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Ie De Profundis! Bah ! It's a whine - a self-pity
ing dirge - an egotistical bid for sympathy," be as
serted. ccThe law-breaker doesn't want sympathy and
deserves Done. Why should he? The trouble is we're
Dot putting that over strong enough."

"Quite right," I hastily agreed; seeing a chance to
cinch what'I had said a few minutes before, "we're in
teresting people in results rather than causes; we might
as well~ telling them to keep on floundering in mud, but
to stop scratching each other."

That night at the opera house Morrell told two prison
stories that I had never heard him tell before. They
were stories replete with psychology, and in telling them
he seemed inspired; he seemed to have forgotten that he
was alive. Many times afterward, at Porterville, Visalia,
Hanford, Coalibga and other places I tried to get him to
tell the same stories, but he wouldn't. .

To recount all experiences on the lecture trip would
require too much of your time to read, though each in
cident had its own importance in shaping our thoughts and
enlarging our outlook. At one small town the city mar
shal refused to lend us his halfdcutrs for the "derrick"
demonstration, saying that we were a " couple of crooks,"
and that we "ought to be back in jail." We did Dot own
a pair of handcuffs, and had succeeded in borrowing a
pair from the police in each place we visited, and with this
one exception the police had met us as men to men;
many of them expressing satisfaction that we were" mak
ing good " and hoping for our success in tacking back to
normal lives.

The words and action of this marshal 10 incensed Mor
rell that he told the incident from the platform, the mar
shal being in the audience.

We found Coalinga, with its oil wells, a partieularly
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interesting city, and spoke there twice; but it was at
Fresno that the most dramatic event of our trip occurred. ..

We were speaking in a large hall, and under the auspices
of the local Armenian society. When the call was made

. for volunteers to go into the jacket and "derrick" two
Annenian youths responded. There was DO stage in the
hall, and in placing the victim in the jacket a long, heavy
table was used, so that the audience might see what was
being done. Morrell had placed the boy in the instru
ment, and was "cinching" him when an interruption oe
curred. From the silence of the crowd came a cry, and
a young man near the rear of the han arose to his feet
and began running down the aisle toward us. He wal
shouting something in his native tongue, and was wildly
excited. On reaching the table he shoved Morren vio
lently aside, and with twitching hands tried frantically to
unlace the ropes. Morrell, more or less angered by the
shove, in tum pushed the youth aside and endeavored to
finish the" cinching." By this time there were a dOZeD

young men surrounding us, all of them .greatly excited
and menacing, and all talking rapidly in Armenian. Peo
ple in the audience caught the excitement and began
ahouting. Presently a cool YOUDg fellow pushed hi. way
through the crowd, speaking &1 he approached. He
seemed to be a lort of leader.

"It's his brother," he inlormed us in good English.
"He thinks you're hurting him, and he won't stand for
it. Wait a minute until I talk to them."

He turned to address the crowd, but was interrupted by
the youth who had started the disturbance, who, before
he could be intercepted, sprang to the inert figure OD the
table and again tried to undo the ropes, meanwhile utter
ing pathetic cries.

"I guess you'd better take the jacket off," laid the
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spokesman, addressing us. " They don't understand. A
lot of them are asking why you didn't put an American
boy in."

Morrell nodded, and quickly unlaced the victim, who got
to his feet dazedly.

Meanwhile the young man who bad smoothed matten,
was talking to the audience in the language which most
of them evidently understood better than they did Eng
lish. He talked for ~eD minutes or more, and grew elo
quent, gesticulating and stamping forcefully. As he fin
ished there was a burst of applause, and some one in the
audience suggested that we should be given to understand
that DO disrespect had been meant. A rising vote was
taken on the question, and we were vindicated.

Later in the evening while talking with the young man
who had made the impassioned speech. I asked him what
be bad laid.

"I told them that there were Annenians in the peni
tentiary, and that other Armenians would go there. I
also said that lome of these Armenians, their fellow coun
trymen, miaht be put in the jacket, and that there
wouldn't be any brother to interfere - only the gloom of
the dungeon and no hope. Then I pleaded with the one.
who vote to remember what they had seen and to help ao
away with it.'·



C~RXU

AN unforeseen complication in my penonal afrain
eompelled me to return to San Francisco from Fresno,
leaving Morrell to fill the rest of our speaking engagements
alone.

It was afternoon when I arrived at the Townsend-street
station, and &8 I stepped into a street car I became con
scious of a sense of exhilaration. At first it puzzled me,
but a moment later I knew what it meanL It meant that
I was" back home."

Only two cities in the United States had given me that
thrill, and, strange to say, neither wal my" home town."
The two cities were New York - where I went to Ichool
and San Francisco, where I had found the best friends of
my life.

The following day, as I was going along Kearny Street
with my head down, unnaturally observant, my arm was
suddenly seized, and I looked up into a familiar face.

"Hello, Jimmy," I said, recognizing a man who had
been serving twenty years for robbery when I left San
Quentin. "How long have you been out?"

"I'm on parole. Been out three months, and having
a hard time to 'make good.' "

" How'l that?" I asked. "You look all right."
"Ob, I'm all right DOW," he replied, "but the hit

month W.I • caution. You lee, I expected to get & job ..
in San JOle, working at my trade 88 waiter, but the last
minute the Warden told me I was to go to Sebastopol, an'
work on a raaeh, He asked me if I wanted ~o go, and of
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.course I said yea. I'd been waitin' three month. after
bein' paroled.

"They gave me 90 cents -I think it was 90 cents 
to pay my fare, an' I left, full of high hopei."

" 'Full of high hopesP'" I echoed. "Of course you
were' full of high hopes.' What man doe8~'t leave' stir'
feeling that way P Hadn't you served eight years; hadn't
yoo-"

"No, nine years," be interrupted hastily. "Nine yean
an' nine days. One year don't mean much if it's all the
judge hands you, but it meana a lot after you've served
eight. An', do you know," he added seriously, "rve al
ways had a hunch, all my life, that nine's my lucky Dum
ber, though I'd hate to do nine yean more to disprove
it."

"Of course it's lucky," I said, "and a man with a
combination like that can't help but make good. How
old are you, Jimmy, anyway P"

He thought for a moment, and then bunt out with,
" Wen, what d'y'r think 0' that. Pm 89 tbe 9th 0' next
month - wouldn't that nine you P"

"It does," I replied, taking his profFered hand and
shaking. it as be pushed biB derby bat to the back of hi.
head with the other hand.

I law his face in a newlight, his blue eyes were illumined
by 80mething that spelled 8trength.

"It does," I repeated. "You can't help but keep
straight."

"Sure," he responded; "I goess that ftrst month was
good for me, but I came mighty near flopping. I -"

He stopped abruptly aDd reprded me with an ex
pression akin to doubt.

"What's the matterP" I ..ked. "You're Dot afraid
to trust me, are youP"
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He looked me Itraight in the eyes.
"All the boy. at San Quentin .wore by you when I

left," 1.. ·, .aid, " and 10 did I; but since I've been out rye
beard you're playin' to the police. You've been seen

.talkin' with 'em,. with plain-clothes men, an'-"
He broke off abruptly as I raised a remonstrating

hand, and then added, "Now listen, I'm through. I'm
gain' to live straight if I have to dig sewers, but I've got
no use for coppers - I can't help it. Some of 'em may
be all right - I know some of 'em are, but I don't want
nothin' to do with 'em, or with anybody that hobnobs with
'em."

Following the dictates of a sudden wave of indignation
I started to walk away without bidding him good-bye, but
he seized my ann.

"Listen," he said. "I don't know only what I heard.
I knew you when we were both jammed, an' I know you
was all right then. But I was told you'd Sopped to the
cops."
, "And what if I have; what diberence to you, 80 long
&s you're making goodP" I asked, so incensed that I
didn't care whethe~ be believed I'd "flopped," &s he
called it, or not.

" 'What difference?'" he repeated, backing away &1

if mortally bitten•. '" What difFerence?' Why, you'd
be - you'd be a stool- a snitch - an informer."

"Well, that's what you suspect me of being, according
to what you've said; why atop and talk any longer?
Some 'square' guy might see us and put you into my
class. But let me tell you for your own information,"
I added, despite my bitter disinclination to deny the rOle
he had given me, " I do talk with policemen, and a lot of

.. them are my friends. That's where a lot of you fenow.
fail to get yourselves solid when you turn right -you
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hold & hatred for the police; and, believe me, the man
who hates il hated every time. The police are necessary
- you ca.n't sidestep that if you'll atop and think for a
minute. Suppose you work for six month. and some
one robs you of your wages. Or suppose you're held up
and are being beaten into insensibility. Wouldn't a
policeman look good? And in nine cases out of ten you'd
want revenge on the men who robbed you. But as for
being & 'btoal '-well, you ought to know better. A
, stool' never works for his living - he preys. I'm work
ing, and I've worked hard to establish a better under
standing between the police and those whom they handle.
If you want to keep on thinking I'm phony, I can't help'
it, but you're wrong."

It must have been the way in which I spoke, more than
the words themselves, that made him reach for my hand.

"Forget what I said," he exclaimed. "I didn't believe
it; but you know how people talk."

I was tempted to ask him who had given him the mis
information, but restrained myself with the thought that
I might m(.·f. the perso"., and tbat it would be better
for me not to know. Instead, I said, "You were going
to tell me about the first month - the month on the
ranch."

"Oh, yes," be laughed; "that's right. I can see the
funny side of it now, but at the time it was DO joke.

"When I got to the station there was a long-whiskered
Carmer with a rig waitin' for me, an' before I knew it I
was ridin' out of town. The ranch was nine miles in the
country, an' when I got there the first thing I did was
write a letter, 80'. my friends 'd know I was out. But
there waln't a postage stamp on the place, an' no way to
mail the letter. They only went into town twice a month
or 80.
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" The second day the 01' fellow with the white wbisken
came to me with a pair of second-hand boots.

" 'You'll need these in your work,' he said. ., They're
.even dollars, but that's all riaht; I'll take it out 0' your
wages.'

"I needed the boots, 80 took them, and for the next
three weeks I worked hard. Then I learned there was a
circus in town, an' made up my mind to go an' see it. I
hadn't done anything but work and sleep since Ieavin" the
pen. But when I went to the 01' man and told him I
wanted a day off, he went up in th' air. He said I was
on parole, an' wasn't supposed to go to circuses. But I
had my mind made up to go, an' told him 80.

'" Well, it's a pretty long walk to see a circus - it's
eighteen miles there an' back,' he said.

"I told him I didn't care if it was eighteen thousand
miles, that I was going, and that was &11 there was to it.
When he saw that I was determined, be switched right
around. He told me he wanted some things from town
an' that I could take the rig. That kind 0' disappointed
me, for I was thinkin' of not comin' back, an' if I took the
rig an' left it they might claim I stole it. But I went
anyway, an' maybe I didn't enjoy that circus, I got the
stug the 01' man wanted, an' the next day I was back at
work. I lasted a week longer and then went to him for
my pay, tellin' him I was through; that I'd got another
job while I was in town. Of course that wasn't true, but
I wanted to make it strong.

e, He got mad, threatened to arrest me, and made all
kinds of objections, but I stayed with it.

"When I was ready to leave be handed me nineteen
dollars an' said, 'What are y'r goin' t' do with them
boots? '

" , Take 'em with me, of course,' I answered. C You've
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held out the seven dollars for them, haven't you? Yau
don't suppose I'm going t' leave 'em here, do y'rP,

" 'Pll give you five dollars for 'em,' be laid.
"To tell y'r the truth, I didn't want the boots, for I

had my mind made up to get work in a restaurant - the
kind 0' work I used t' do before I fell- but I wasn't goin'
t' leave them there rr him to sell over again. So the
five dollars looked good to me, an' I walked the nine miles
into town with twenty-four dollars in my pocket, an' it
made me feel pretty good - it was the first money I'd
earned for ten years.

" I struck it lucky here in Frisco - got a job the sec
ond day, an' been workin' at it ever since.

" So long, 'n take care of yourself," he added.
We shook hands again and parted. I have' not seen

him since.
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CHAP~R XLn

My life in the oftice during '"the days immediately follow
ing my return to San Francisco was a sort of nightmare.
The weeks we had spent in the country bad served to
emphasize the hideousness of the urban struggle for ex
istence with which I was confronted day after day. It
seemed &8 though all the ex-prisoners in need Socked to
the oftice during the first week, and many of them were
80 miserable, so utterly cast down and hopeless that I
felt myself sinking into a state of what threatened to
develop into chronic gloom. A number of the men who
applied for help were victims of alcohol, and it was DO

infrequent thing for men to appear in a semi-intoxicated
condition. What struck me most forcibly was that many
of the persons employed at the oftlce took the stand that
if a man had been drinking he was unworthy of considera
tion, and I was repeatedly assailed with the remark, " He'.
been drinking. Why did you help himP" after lome
derelict upon whom the stamp and stench of whisky were
mOlt pronounced, had left the office with & mumbled
"Thank you." Of course, I realized that it was Dot a
wise thing to give money to intoxicated men, but their dis
tress 80 often seemed just as profound as that of men
who were hungry for food that I couldn't resist its ap
peal. To have recorded all the wretched stories I heard
durin, those day., from both men and women, would have
made a second " Children of the Abyll," could the master
mind have been present to write it.

Several times I contemplated giving up the work, but
tal
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was saved from finaIly doing 10 in & moat unlooked-for
manner, An old man who was one of our re~r viailon,
and who existed on the pittance we gap- him, remained to
talk with me one afternoon, and fell to reminiicing. He
had been reared in an orphan asylum, had been a newsboy
in a large city, and had finally become a professional thief.
From the time he was 16 years old until he finished his
last " jolt" he had been out of prison only two years,
and at DO one time longer than three months. .

" And how old are you now," I asked, "aDd bow long
since you left Folsom this last time? "

"I'm going on 69 DOW," he said wearily, "but I've
stuck it out nearly four months DOW. I don't want to
go back again; God knows, I don't. I'm sick and tired
of it all, an' if I had my life to live over I'd make it differ
ent. But what can I do? I can't get work that I can
do, an' I ain't got a friend on earth. Sometimes when
some of the young bloods make a killin' they stake me to a
few dollars - kids I've met in diWerent stirs."

He 19'&8 a small, thin, wiry old man, with watery grey
eyes and wispy hair. As be talked I thought how miserly
fa te had been, denying him of every chance, even from
birth, and then followed swiftly a second thought - that
his life had not been entirely wasted, not if I could get him
to tell it to me in detail, and persuade the editor to pub
lish it. Such a record might serve &8 a sign-polt to
young men at the parting of the ways.

"Will you give me the story of your life - every-
thingP" I asked.

"What flrP" he asked. "To run in the paper?"
"Yel, I think it would make a great human document."
" I'll do it provided I eet my share - if my life it in-

teresting enough for that, it'. worth something to me.
Would they pay me? "
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c' I'll find out," I told him. "Come in again in the
morning." So soon as he was gone I knocked at the door
of the managing editor and asked his opinion.

"Why, he's been a crook as far back as I can remem
ber," said the big man. " I know of him, and I'd like to
have seen him. If he'll tell his story it should be a good
one. He's been through enough. Have him come in
when he comes in the morning."

As a result of the interview on the following day it was
arranged for "Old Whitie" to draw a salary each week,
with the stipulation that he should spend two or three
hours with me each morning. This meant that I would be
away from the office half of each day, working on some
thing that promised intense interest.

" Whitie " appeared at my apartment early nert morn
ing, having walked from the Mission, and after we had
breakfast, which he helped cook, we settled down to work.
One of the first things I observed was his crafty curiosity,
though I didn't realize that it was "professional" until
after be had gone. During that morning be had peeked
into every closet and had opened every drawer in the
apartment, sometimes surreptitiously, and at times openly.
It was the " prowler " instinct manifesting itself.

The second day he did not seem 80 willing to talk. A
surge of unrest kept him on his feet most of the morning,
and I Doted that he seemed to regard me with what ap
peared to be distrust. His eyes would Dot meet mine.
It Snally dawned OD me that he was thinking of burglary.
He was distrustful of me because he was distrusting him
self.

At first I thought of coming out plainly aDd taxing him
with what was in hi. mind, but dismissed the idea. There
was very little of value in the apartment, and I knew my
partner had DO jewellery in his dresser.
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At noon I suggested that we prepare some lunch, and
made him eat heartily. Then I arose from the table and
said:

" Yau look tired, Whitie; lie down on the couch. I've
got to run downtown, and & little nap will do you good."

I 1Vatched his face closely without seeming to do so, as
I spoke, and saw a look of consternation, almost terror,
dilate his old eyes.

"Why, er - Say, you ain't gain' out an' leave me
here alone, are j'r? " he asked. "I wouldn't be responsi
ble - I might clean up the joint."

" Clean up the joint?" I repeated. "There's nothing
to clean, only a few clothes and some dirty dishes; I know
you wouldn't do that. Do you suppose I would leave you
here if I did? "

" But I don't want to be lelt alone," he insisted, getting
up from his chair in anxiety and pulling his faded cap
from his coat pocket. " No; I'm going. Much obliged,
just the same."

" But I'd like to have you stay," I insisted. " It's fool
ish of you to talk about robbing the place. Wouldn't I
know who had done it, and didn't you say the other day
that you don't want to go back to prison?"

" But you probably wouldn't make a holler - I figured
on that," he admitted, becoming more and more discon
certed and edging toward the door.

I stepped forward and blocked his passage.
"Now, see here, Whitie," I declared; "you've got to

stay here while I run down to the office. I promise you
faithfully I won't stay long - not more than half an
hour - and you've got to get used to the idea of being
alone in & strange bouse without peeking into drawers
and closets. I understand exactly how you feel- I have
the same feeling myself to some extent. I expect people
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to distrnat me - and yet at the same time I resent it.
But you've hurt me worse than anything else by uncon
sciously putting me into the respectable class - the class
that you look upon a8 prey. I'm in your own class,
Whitie, don't forget that; and if you want to 'clean'
this place, go ahead and do it; only don't take any of the
rugs or bric-a-brac - they belong to the house and I
wouldn't like to have to pay for them. Also, leave the
oil stove, 80 we can have breakfast here together in the
morning."

I expected at least a smile for this sally, but the old man
remained solemn a8 a Sphinx.

" And don't forget you're on salary," I reminded; cc are
you going to let that slip for the sake of a lot of junk
that & second-hand man wouldn't give you ten dollars
for P Why, you're feeble-minded to be afraid to atay
here - afraid of yourself. You'11 atay P"

I ..ked the question as if it was settled that be would,
got my hat, and walked out.

On my way downtown I continued to think of the
.ituation I had just passed through. Had it Dot been
10 tragic it 'Would have been ridiculous. In all prob
ability Whitie had Dot been in a .trange heuse by him
.elf - lave for a linister purpose - in all his life.

I was anxious to get back, but wal delayed downtown
and did not reach home until almost dark.

"D'y'r eall this half an hourP" 'said the old man ••
I entered. " I've been dain' time, and doin' it hard, since
y'r left. An' say, I never thought an ex-eon could sentence
another ex-con, An' it beat that twenty-five spot I did
back in Sing Sing all holler. No judge ever gave me a
sentenee like this one. Y'r all right - y'r certaiDly .U
right! "

" You mean you're all rjg~t," I retorted, " and you've



My Lit. ou' of PrVon !S7

been aD right all the time. Take yourself &8 being &1

good &8 the nut fellow and make himprove that you are."
He looked squarely at me ; his eyes did not shift.
"I'll see y'r in th' marnin'," he answered, with an

irrelevance that did Dot deceive me.
" Good night!" he called from the haIL
I watched the little bent figure shame out into the night. V
Old Whitie bad ceased to bea " criminal." /\
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CHAPTER XLIll

FOB several weeks "Old Whitie" continued coming to
my apartment each morning, gradually unfolding a life
stOrJl'which began in a foundling asylum, and passed
through a maze of stirring and yet sordid crimes. From
childhood he had been an enemy to the society into which
he had been bom without & name.

As he progressed I began to have misgivings .. to the
use of the story in print. In the telling of his crimes he
nearly always forgot himself, forgot where he wal, as
with half-closed eyes he lived the scenes over. He took
pride in recounting his more thrilling and desperate trans
gressions, and told of criminal methods - the minute de
tail of which was so intense and real that the printing would
have been equivalent to founding an open reform school
or penitentiary in the midst of everyday life. Finally I
consulted with the managing editor, and after looking over
the manuscript he decided that it wouldn't do, at least Dot
for a newspaper.

It devolved upon me to acquaint "Whitie" with this
decision, and I shrank from the task. I could readily UIl

derstand the pride which he felt in having sometimes out
witted the police, or in having planned and executed &

particularly clever or daring burglary. An iqcident illus
trative. of what I mean was the robbery of a jewellery store
in a small city. "Whitie" had observed that the show
window, where a number of valuable diamond. were OD dis
play, wu boarded up or encased on both .ides. An in
genious and original plan suggested it.elf to him, that 01,

238
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getting into the cellar of the establishment and cutting
through the floor of the window. He Doted that a particu
larly large diamond occupied the same position in the
window each day, and the plan was to cut a very small
aperture through the woodwork, slit the plush mat,
reach through with one finger and hook the diamond
through. .

But in order to accomplish the crime it was necessary
for him to have a lookout to kick against the base ~f the
window casing outside when all was clear. " Whitie " in
trusted the lookout part of the plot to a man with whom
he had "done time," and whom he thought was "all
right "; and this man, while apparently entering into the
plan with great zest, was in reality working for the
police; that is, he was allowed to ply his trade of petty
thievery unmolested in return for his services in telling
the plainclothes men of any contemplated crime of mag
nitude which might come to his ears.

" Whitie" cut through the floor and slit the plush, but
when be reached his finger through in response to the
"all right" signal, it was seized in a pair of pincers in
the hands of a detective, who had been stationed in the
store and at the window for that purpose, and " Whitie "
was held in this excruciating and undignified position un
til another detective descended into the cellar and placed
him under arrest. Subsequently he was given seven years
in the penitentiary for the attempted robbery. In finish
ing this story he got up from the couch where he had
been sitting and walked the floor savagely.

"I never saw th' stool again in my life," he muttered,
"but if I ever do, well, he'd better see me first, that'.
all."

To print stori~ of this nature, even to print this one,
might or may inJte some youth to essay the lame sort of

' ..,
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crime; and yet, at the same time its telling may be of
benefit to jewellers having careless window displays.

And 10 I felt backward about telling the old man that we
had decided not to use his story. I felt that way because
I realized, despite the fact that he had been & crook all
his life, that in cc Whitie" there dwelt none the less the
artist-spirit; that he looked back at his " 'Work" with some
thing akin to the feeling a painter or sculptor experi
ences; or even the sense of satisfaction with which a car-

I
penter or mason views his handiwork. " Whitie" had
never had the chance to become a carpenter or malOD
the only trade he knew was burglary - and he had "re

garded it as a trade for many years.
When I finally mustered suftitient courage to acquaint

him with the fact that the story couldn't be used he sat
for a minute as if stunned by a physical blow, his eye.
focused OD mine with an expression of reproach that I
shall never forget.

"It isn't because your Itory isn't wonderful," I ex
plained lamely, 8triv~g for words to make him realize
that I felt as bad as ".~e did. "But you've exposed too
many of the tricks of the trade, and it would be danger
ous to publish them. It would be dangerous - don't you
see - it would - it would -" .I stopped for lack 01
words, and then an idea flashed into my mind.

"Don't you see," I asked, "if what you have told me
were published it would put the police wise to a lot of
things they don't know, and make it harder for the boy. to
, get by'? Don't-"

"Oh, don't try to hand me that," be interrupted bit
terly. "H that was the reason you'd publish the story only
too quick. But it'. all right; why should I care whether
you use it or Dot? ., .
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After vainly endeavoring to pacify him I becameslightly
piqued.

"Do you suppose I enjoy the idea. of doing all this
work for nothing?" I asked. "Don't you suppose I'm
disappointed, too?"

He did not reply, but pulled his cap from his pocket
he always carried it there; he had told me it was an old
trick which he had learned was sometimes conducive to a
"quick getaway"- and started to leave without saying
good-bye. I wouldn't permit him to go that way, and
finally got a half-hearted handshake from him, and his
promise that he'd come to me if he needed anything.

. I have not seen him from that day to this, though I
know he has not returned to prison.

Another interesting study of an ex-prisoner followed
closely upon my experience with" Whitie."

I haddecided to move out of the city, and after looking
around r;lly settled upon a small cottage in Marin

. County•." But in order to maintain a cottage it would
be necesS8.rY to have some one to cook and take care of
the place,~d I engaged a middle-aged ex-prisoner for
the purpose.' He had been coming to the oftlce seeking
employment, and when I made him my ofIer he gladly ac
cepted. I knew nothing about him save that he was in
lore need and had served a short term at San Quentin.

During the drst two or three weeks in this new relation
ship I discovered that Jell was a very interesting char
acter. In fact, as I see mere and more of life I am dnd
ing that every one is interesting, provided .. close enough
contact is established.

Jess had been all over the world, and had gone through
two wars. He was a short man, stockily built, with a

...
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stubby grey moustache and rather large blue eyes. His
head waa bald, in consequence of which he invariably wore
hi. hat, whether in doors or out.

One day after we bad been living together about a
month, I sent him down to the village for groceries, and
he was gone & long time. When he finally came back I
noticed something peculiar in his appearance and actions.
He seemed trying to avoid me, and when I started to help
get supper, as was my custom, he half-shoved me to one
side, saying:

"Whatts the matter? Ain't my cookin' good enough
for you?"

The question was like a bolt from a clear sky. We had
been the best of friends, with aD apparently perfect un
derstanding, and he had evinced something allied to the
fidelity of a dog in his relations toward me. I had tried
to discourage the manifestation, because I felt that I
was his equal in every sense, and fidelity of the nature he
had exhibited was embarrassing. It was therefore nat
ural that I should have been astounded at his action.

"Why, Jess, what's the matter?" I asked. "What'.
happened? "

"Only this," he said, defiantly drawing a pint bottle
of whisky from his hip pocket. "Have a drink."

For the first time I noted how thick his speech W&s, and
realized that he had been drinking while down town.

" No, I don't care for any, Jess," I replied, "but you'd
better let me get supper. It's all right, only I didn't
know you drank."

"Didn't know I drank?" he ball-sDarled. "Why,
damn jt, it'. been the curse of my life. I'd 'a' been some
body 'to-day - I'd never wore stripes if it hadn't been for
this stuff, and - well, rye gone a month DOW without it;
I suess I'm entitled to a lay-o« for to-night."
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"Of course you are if you feel that way about it," I
laid. " You better go out on the porch and let me get
supper."

But he wouldn't listen to the suggestion, and insisted
on my leaving the kitchen.

An hour later Jess served supper. It was ludicrous,
From a companion he had been metamorphosed into an
august butler. The food was wretchedly cooked, but he
watched me so closely that I hated to say anything. Re
peatedly I tried to get him to sit down and eat, but all he
would say was:

" I'm a servant, sir; I'm a servant. I know my place,
sir."



CHAPTER XLIV

THAT night I lay listening to the maudlin mumblings
of my "servant" in the next room as he stumbled about
in his visits to the whisky bottle. It was evident that he
had it on one of the shelves, and I wondered why he hadn't
placed it close to his bed. His condition puzzled me. I
had tried to " make friends" with him during the interval
between supper and bedtime, but it was only after several
nips from the bottle that he condescended to talk with me,
and then only in a formal way.

The next morning I got up and prepared breakfast,
taking his portion to his room, but on opening the door
law that he was asleep, 80 I left for the city without dis
turbing him.

When I returned that evening I found him seated in
the rays of the setting SUD at the rear of the cottage. He
tried to apologize for what had happened, but I wouldn't
tolerate it; his acknowledgment that whisky had been the
"curse of his life," when I expressed surprise the night
befall, had been enough for me. Besides I remembered
what the big man had said when be leamed that all friends
bad forsaken a drunkard - and Jels W88 Dot a drunk
ard, or at least I did not think 80.

For two or three days he persisted in being humble
entirely unlike his former self - and then the same thing
happened again. We had moved the day before, &8 I had
located some friends and learned that the cottage adjacent
to theirs was vacant, and when they came in to see me

2"
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that night Jesl was intoxicated. They of course bel'
that I was an ex-prisoner - all my friends did and do,
for which I was and am thankful- but they didn't know
anything about Jess until he declared himself. As al
ready intimated, it had been seared out of my nature to
ever consider or treat any man or woman as a servant, or
" inferior," and so, when my friends came in I introduced
Jesl to them as "my friend, Mr. H--." I knew he
had been drinking, but thought that the presence of
strangers would have a chastening, sobering effect, but
was startled almost out of composure when he got up
in mid-evening and made himself known. He bad been
sitting silently in a comer 'of the room, and I think it was
resentment at Dot being noticed that prompted him to do
what he did. I was engaged in putting & fresh log in the
fireplace when I heard his voice and his footsteps behind
me.

" No, I'll do that," he said; " that's what I'm here for,"
and then be turned abruptly to the others.

"I'm the servant here an' I want y' 011 t' know it.
An' 'nother thing I want y' t' know, '8 long's s' live nex'
door, is that I'm an ex-con, too, 'nd don't make any bones
'bout it; 80 y' c'n take me 'r leave me, jes as y'r like."
-/. Ordinarily Jess spoke fairly good English, but when
under the inftuence of liquor slurred his words terribly,

The man in the party immediately arose and extended
hi. hand. c, I'll take you as you are," he said, " and I'm
sure the ladies will also," he added, turning to his com
panions.

Jess comically submitted to two more handshakes and
then inconsistently asked if they wouldn't have some r~

freshments.
I was relieved when they declined, even after he per

listed, lor, 80 far 8S I knew, there wasn't a thing to eat



Yg Life OfI,t of P,;,Qft

in the place and Jess' condition precluded the possibility
of his knowing.

Several times during the weeks that followed I feared
that I should be compelled to let him go, but something I
couldn't understand prevailed. More than once I thought
of Walt Whitman's remark on passing a drunkard in the
streets of New York: "There, but for grace, go I."

On one occasion when I asked Jess to get some eggs, he
remained away so long that I went out to look for him.
I found him sitting in the brush half way up the bill which
ascended to our cottage, but it was not until I got him on
his feet that I discovered he had been sitting on the eggs.
I said something about his failure at incubation, but he
didn't smile. Again, one afternoon on coming back from
the city earlier than usual I found the cottage locked and
was obliged to enter through a window. When I was half
way in, one leg dangling inside and the other out, I heard
a broken voice commanding me to " throw up my hands,"
and on locating the source, saw Jess sitting up in his bed
in an adjoining room, a revolver levelled at me.

I didn't remain to " split hairs" regarding servant and
master, but promptly dropped backwards. Fortunately
I struck on my shoulders and slid down the steps without
injury, save to my feelings. It required an extended con
versation, carried on without sight of each other, for me
to identify myself and convince him that I was his self
in1Iicted "master." Then his apologies were profuse.

"I thought you were a burglar," he explained, crest
fallen to an extent pitiful.

"Never mind what you thought; give me that gun,"
I retorted. " A man who drinks and a loaded revolver is
a murderous combination."

Meekly he recovered the weapon from where he had
hastily hidden it under the mattress, and when I was sure
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that be was not looking I secreted it in the deep picture
moulding that extended all the way around the room. It
was a gun which I had taken with me several times while
out tramping or riding - not to kill anything, because
I'm too "sentimental" for that - I have an unalterable
faith, gleaned from my reading of late years, that the
killing of animals or birds for" sport" is a savage mani
festation- but to shoot at targets. When I read of
rulers and ex-rulers of "people" finding enjoyment in
the killing of animals and birds it always nettles. me, de
spite the fact that I have occupied a cell as a criminal.
At the same time I do not say they are wrong, for each I ,.
human being has to "work off" inherent savagery in V
some manner. Otherwise we might be insane from self
suppression.

Despite Jess' failing, he had, in common with aU of us,
many "redeeming" qualities. One of these was a pas
sionate love for flowers, and I do not recall a single d&y
during the time we lived together that he did not gather
a fresh bunch of wild poems for our dining-room (living
room and dining-room combined) table. He also was a
great lover of dogs, and on several occasions I came close
to getting into a muddle for having neighbors' pet canines
domiciled in " our" kitchen and living off " the fat of the
land."

But don't think I am making light of Jess - I am not.
His case wal tragic and I realized that I was remiss in
not being severe and stern with him. Perhaps it was be
cause my IOul glimpsed the future. I don't know.

I do know that I kept JeSB with me, despite the incon
veniences and wone than inconveniences for which he was
repeatedly responsible. One of the aspects which came
to be a source of great worry to me was the fact that the
tOWDspeople finally began to clatter about the amount of
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liquor being conveyed to my place. I was on parole, and
hated by entrenched, or leemingly entrenched, prison p0
litical machinery. On leveral occasiona, at Jell' inailt
ence - in order to keep the soul-held I felt for him,I bad
taken drinks. I wish I could make the psychology of the
thing clear to readers. I know lome will understand,
while others will descend to a sneer. But, in all aelf
humilityJ if there is anything more deadly to inter-human
understanding than the sneer of one human being for an
other, I don't know what it is.

Some one may say: "Oh, boeh, He knowl he'. weak.
He's trying to worm his way in."

Perhaps that may be right - in fact, I goess it is right;
but why shouldn't it be? "In His Steps," written yean
ago, and the furore which it caused in Christian circles,
haa Dot been forgotten bI all Christiana, nor by aU COD

victs.
J el. wal a human being, like myself, like you. As &

human being, like myself, I couldn't eVeD think of sending
him back into the hopeless condition in which I had found
him. I understood hopelessness too well.

Besides, he loved llowen and dogs, aDd in .pirit loved
me, and I him.



CHAPTER XLV

My friends living in the next cottage constituted •
safety valve at times when Jess' vagaries distressed me.
I became especially interested in Fern, a dark and win
lome girl, with big, soulful brown eyes, and we spent many
refreshing hours together, tramping or riding in the hills,
or in the surf at Dipsea, or on the soft slopes of Tamal
pais. Her voice was wonderful She didn't talk - she
purred. At first tramping the hills seemed like work, but
we 800n got used to it, and in a few weeks could climb
without being aware of our physical bodies. I have Been
a great deal of California, but know of no locality more al
luring than the hills and woods and surf of Marin County.
I don't write that because a gentle companion shared my
pleasures there, but because I feel it. I have been drawn
to Tamalpais and Muir Woods many times since, and fre
quently alone.

Fern was a well-named girl, possessing the wild and
yet sensitive nature typified in the plant itself. It wal a
constant surprise to me that she seemed to like my com
pany. I was much older, and a single glance from her
dark eyes would have flattered nearly every youth within
the neighborhood of her cottage. One day while we were
returning from a tramp to Bolinas I asked her wby she
permitted me to share her presence 80 much.

"Because I like you," she replied. "That is," she
added quickly, "I-er-wel1, I don't know. You think
80 much without saying anything, that is," abe finished
with an inutile laugh, "you make me think without say
ing anything. Why did you ask P"

249
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"Because it seems strange that you should lie with me.
You know where I've been - who I am - and, well, I'm
so much older, and-"

She did not permit me to finish, but jumped to her feet
and ran on with a laugh. About twenty feet off she
stopped and turned.

" Since my company causes you 80 much concern," she
taunted, "I'll go home alone; that is, unless you catch
me," and she darted away. I followed, of course, pre
tending to make an effort to catch her, until at the end of
a half mile she stopped and waited. We were both out
of breath, and nothing more was said about why we were
together; nor did I ever refer to it again during the weeks
that followed. That was nearly two years ago and Fern
is still the same elusive friend. The feminine soul i. too
abstruse for me - I've tried & number of times since to
fathom it in other "females of the species," but am al

much in the dark as I was then.
After living with Jess for three months, during which

time I wrote semi-weekly short stories and other special
matter for the paper, I decided to move back to the city.
The problem which Jess presented was solved by himself.
When he learned of my intention to move he applied for
and secured work &8 porter in a saloon. It seemed a bad
environment for his weakness, but proved to be other
wise. Daily proximity to his deadly nemesis had the ef
fect of making him abstemious, and the last time I heard
of him he was in possession of himself.

Shortly after my return to the city I was assigned to
the police courts, to do special writing _'C80b Ituff," ..
it is called in newspaper parlance. .

I liked the work immensely, the field was prolific, aftd· I

for two months I wrote severaleketcbea each day. Many I,
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of the things I saw and heard 'Were never written - they
couldn't be. One incident comes back vividly to me at
this moment. I was going up to the jail, located on the
top floor of the Hall of Justice, one morning, and in the
elevator 'Were three men, two of whom I knew were detec
tives, though they didn't know me. The third man was
a stranger.

" Oh, yes, I saw him this morning," said one of the de
tectives to his colleague. "I was just up there. But
he's dressed diff'rently than when when we pinched him
yesterday; he must 'a' swapped clothes with some ODe,
and he's wearing a red necktie. We should 'a' put him
alone instead of letting him mix."

When the elevator stopped and we got oft I discovered
that the stranger was with the detectives and that he had
been brought to the prison by them for the purpose of
identifying a suspect. Of course, I was interested. I
had "stood in line" myself and been given the "once
over" by both men and women who were seeking to
identify plunderers and other gentle characters. On one
occasion, while in. jail awaiting trial on the charge which
resulted in my prison sentence, I had been "identified"
as one of two men who had committed a robbery on the
preceding Sunday night, and the chief jailer, who was
standing in the line with myself and several other pris
oners, was selected as my companion in the crime. For
tunately, I had been in jail when the crime occurred, and
the jailer - well, he had an alibi; he had been on duty
at the hour.

Presently a me of men emerged: from the steel-bound
oorridor and lined up in the oflice. There were nine of
them, of aU aizes and in various ltages of physical and
lartorial disrespectability.
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"Look 'em over carefully," said the taller of the detec
tives, turning to the witneu. " Take your time and pick
him out. He's there all right."

I looked at the faces in the line to lee if I could 'c de
tect" & responaive quiver to the words, but I saw only nine
graven images - eighteen vacuous eyes.

AI the witness proceeded slowly from man to man I
Doted that his hands were clenched, and his bearing that'
of a man who scented prey to satisfy revenge-hunger. If
was palpable that no thought of abstract justice prompted
his prolonged serutiny of each face. His shoes were
run down at the heels, though he was otherwise well
groomed. As he arrived at the end of the line he turned
to the detectives.

"I think he's there," he said, "but I'm not certain.
If you will have them speak rn knowhis voice. rn Belfer
forget that. He did a lot of unnecessary talking when be
held me up."

The witness was taken to one side and & consultation
held.

" Yau shouldn't 'a' made that crack," laid one of the de
tectives in & low voice. "We can't make 'em talk
and besides now that you've given him his cue he's bound
t' keep his trap shut. But I'll make a bluff with them,
and you keep on looking them over. We've got your man
- he's in that line all right."

They turned and the detective who had just spoken ap-
pealed to the prisoners. "

" If you fellows are innocent, you oughtn't to be afraid
to talk. I'll ask you your names."

He stepped to the man at the near-end.
"What's your DameP"
IDataDtly every neck in the line craned toward the tel-
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low who had been questioned. It W&8 a tense moment;
dramatic in fact.

The JD&Il on the end, & little fellow of uncertain age,
smiled sarcutically and shook his bead from side to side.

"I told you," said the detective disgustedly &8 he
turned to the witness. "They've got rights - we can't
make 'em their own jailen. You'd better take Another
look - a good long look."

In response the man in the slipshod shoes waJked with
tantalizing deliberation to the seventh sphinx•.

"You're the maD, aren't you?" he said, his question
imbued with a positive iD1Iection. 'c I know you're the
maD, and you don't dare deny it. You can't deny it!"
he added in a sudden Sue of fury.

The detectives nuhed forward to prevent what might
have been a blow, for the witness had raised his hand
menacingly.

"Sure he'. the man," said one of them, interposing
himself between the prisoner and his accuser, "but let the
judge hand him his trimming. You've done your part.
Come on! All right, ofticer, take 'em back!"

From what I learned of the case subsequently I believe
the accused man committed the robberyt but I have never
been able to shake off the impression that his red tie
c, identified" him.



CHAPTER XLVI

DUBDJG the first fortnight of my assignment to the po
lice courts I felt the tragedy, the cold-bloodedness, the in
human atmosphere tery keenly, but as the days passed I
gradually became inured, at least to some extent. What
I had at first regarded as inhuman indifference I learned
was nothing of the sort. All of the four judges - an
inadequate number for a metropolis - and three of whom
are still incumbents, revealed strong sympathies and hu
mane qualities at most unexpected moments. They were
not aware that the system which prompted them to spend
half a day hearing testimony in a " speeding" case, and
to sentence ten or fifteen" petty" offenders to jail in half
an hour, was existent.

I recall one case particularly illustrative. It was that
of a young man whOle family connections were what most
persons term "high."

The young man had been arrested for driving his auto
mobile on one of the people'. main streets at the rate of
thirty-five miles an bour, and it was his second offence.
He had an array of counsel to " fight" the case, and why
shouldn't he P His father was a millionaire.

The" Court" had just disposed of ten 'c ordinary"
cases in less than forty minutes - an average of four
minutes to each case. Four of the ofenden had been sent
to jail for terms ranging from ten days to six months,
one a woman charged with street-walking. Two had been
" held to answer" on felony charges. Two had been dis
missed with a reprimand, and two othen had been " given
probation-"
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It was when a lawyer went up to the judge's bench and
whispered to him that the cue of which I am writing wal
tried. The whi8per to the judge resulted in its being
called out of turn - probably the olender had a luncheon
agreement. In responding to bis name he merely arose
from his seat - inside the lawyer's railing - and nodded.

The arresting officerwas called and testified to the facts.
He wal & motorcycle policeman and had followed the de
fendant's automobile five blocks to register its speed.
ee No," there was DO possibility of hi. "being mistaken."
,e Yes," be was" absolutely lure," and fully realized that
he was "under oath." "Yes," he was certain that his
Ipeedometer was in "good condition."

The questioDi and answen seemed to incriminate the
defendaat, especially when the array of counsel went too
far in trying to muddle the witness, who could have tes
tifted in three minutes; for they drew the dismaying .tate
ment that residents along the street where the arrest had
been made bad " put him on " to this particular machine,
had "complained" that it was dangerous for their chil
dren to venture beyond the plebeian curb.

Several witnesses were called for the defence, the gilt
of whose te8t~ony was that they knew the defendant very
well, had been out with him in his " auto" and that be was
a "cautious and moderate" driver.

In his own defence the young man stated that the po
liceman was mistaken. He was positive that he was Dot
going beyond the speed limit.

Confidently responding to the district attorney. be ad
mitted that he had been arrested for " speeding" before,
but that the case had been dismissed. Also that he had
Dot been "warned,~' but had been "unwarranted1y mo
lested" by the police on several occasions.

The addresses of cOUDIel consumed half an hour.
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Beyond "peradventure" a "grievous mistake" had
been made.

'I1le judge didn't think so, however, even though he
" dismissed" the case after requesting the defendant to
make sure that his speedometer was in "working order."

An hour had been consumed, during which a row of,
shivering wretches in the prisoner's cage were forgotten•.
A few minutes later court was adjourned and the pris
oners went back to their cells upstairs handcuBed together
in pairs. Many of them were destined to remain in jail
until the next day, especially if another" important"
case should come up during the afternoon session of court.

No, don't think I wuated to see the young speeder sent
to jail,. or even that I wanted to see him "punished."
No more so than I wanted to see the defiant little street
walker get ten days, or the " opium fiend" who had stolen
a doormat to get money with which to buy his deadly food
sentenced to six months.

There would be other street-walkers, other speeders,
other opium-fiend thieves. To punish them did no good.
Not .0 long as they were in the grip of the monstrous
hand of human greed and victims of its awful consequences.

To me the whole thing was a tragic faree.
nay after day the current Bowed through that court

without ebb, the same stream of "drunks," prostitutes,
thieves, swindlers, speeders, panderers, "hop-heads," mur
derers, abandoners of children, wife-beaters, highwaymen,
runaway girls and boys, and other oBenden - all human
beings, most of them poor, it is true, with here and there

_the arrogance of wealth. I could not see that headway
i was being made. I could not admIt that punishment was

1
, a discovered cure for human weakness. I could not help

feeling that the scramble for gold was what needed pun
ishment, not its poor nor wealthy victims.
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Perhaps that offends you. If 10 I CAn't help it. I'm
merely telling what I saw and felt - not what was told
me. And don't think, because of my own imprisonment,
that there is any element of personal bittemese or rancor

. in what I have written. I regard my own transgressions
of law, and my "punishment," as the most valuable hu
man experience. Not because the punishment "re
formed" me - I am no more 'c reformed" than I ever \
was. I am still just as capable of " straying to red hell "
as I was fifteen years ago, or even before I was born. No
man or woman is ever" reformed." That is unthinkable.

What do I mean? I mean that & part is the whole;
that every human. is potentially the " other fellow; " that
life is fundamentally integral; that death is birth, and
birth death; that the face you see in your mirror is God's,
and not yo~n at all, though the eyes, by means of which
you perfonn the functione of what we call "seeing" are
responsible for your blindness, as is what we call your
" brain."

I mean that human nature is not human nature, but
just plain dirt and beauti~ul Sowers. I mean that life is
light, even when it is dark.

Of course I don't expect you - the you who looks into
a mirror - to understand. That you is merely readinl
what another you·has expressed in words.

Animals have DO words, neither have they wealth. They
get along pretty well- until domesticated. Animals are
the real you - plue soul- the "knock-out" of Darwin
and other conscientious " students."

I feel that 100 yean hence Darwin and Wallace will be
ridiculed.

How on "earth" can a- soul-creature "descend tIp
And please remember, I am a student, like Darwin, and

you.
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We all have equal CC capacity" for glimpsing why we
are here.

One great fore-runner of the race has yet to manifest,
or sufFer his mother's throes.

That is what six weeks in a police court gave me.
To-day I wish it had been \composite youth instead of

that blind thing whidl language compels me to designate
aa "L"



CHAPTER xr.vn

ANOTHD. police court picture which still lives in my
mind - sentenced there for life I think - clamon for de
piction.

It happened one rainy- morning, after I had passed
through the portals of the hall of justice with a sense of
relief - relief at getting in out of the wet; anticipating
dryness and comfort. But &8 I entered my favorite court
room - that is, the courtroom where my favorite judge
presided - I felt ashamed of myself, for there, behind the
ban of the culprits' cage, was the'Ulual smear of human
dereliction and 8uffering. How had they felt &s they bad
entered the lame portals P RelievedP Filled with a sense
of promised comfort?

Indeed not. I bel', only too well, that they yearned
for the ecstasy of wind-driven raindrops.

On taking my accustomed seat, close to the witness
.tand - a courtesy-place which my mission had gained
me - I was attracted by a woman to whose frayed skirt
a three-year-old baby boy was clinging in terrorized trust.
She was leaning over the barrier - the lawyers' railing
which separated the rows of morbid benches from too close
communication with Law. '

Her eyes, too distant for me to discern their color
they were light - were fixed OD & man in the prisoners'
cage, a man with a disfigured face. He, too, was strain
mg, hil hands clenched to the bars.

"Till death do UI part," I thought, &8 the words "man
aDd wife" Sashed through my brain.

2Ge
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I " scented " & • tory.
He waa meanly clad - therefore a worker. She also

11'•• a worker - the clinpg child proclaimed it.
I bad been la~ in arriving -later than the judge

usually waa- and a case was already being heard. In
its midst a Christian interruption took place. It came
from the judge - as Christian things should. It came
in the midst of a witness' testimony against a man ac
cused of selling liquor without & license.

The judge had observed the woman and child.
" Let the man out of the cage," he ordered. c, Let him

lit with his wife and baby until his ease comes up."
The policeman stationed at the bar of the cage started

to obey, but stopped when the public prosecutor leaped to
his feet in protest.

"Your Honor. Why, Your Honor- that's Placer
last night's hold-up case. He is under & serious charge.
He's a desperate character!"

The judge winced, and then adjusted his spectacles.
"I don't care what he'. under," he said. " Let him ,it

with his wife. The case hasn't been heard yet. This
ian't • jail- it's a court of justice."

To the district attorney'. added protestation the judge
was adamantine and the prisoner was permitted to greet
his wife and their offspring at close range and to sit with
them. So far as I could determine he evinced DO desire
to escape. He seemed only relieved and anxious to com
fort the woman.

When the case was called half an hour later I got my
" story," though ~ didn't tum it in. I was afraid to do
10, afraid that the "public" mieht demand the jud,e'.
recall.

The man had gone out the night before to buy food for
his wife and child - without & cent in his pocket. He
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"u a laborer and had been out of work two weeks. on a
wen-lighted .treet he had struck a pune from the hand
of a wel1-dre88ed woman - a woman who ,eve her testi
mony reluctantly - and had ran, with a mob in punuit.
Hia black eye explained the resistance which the arresting
ofBcer, assisted by citizens, had encountered.

" He's good for ten years at least," I thought, after the
testimony, including that of the little wife ta the effect
that he was " & good man " and had always been " honest
and true," was all in.

The judge pretended to study his calendar.
"Good for 'held to answer' and ' good-night,'" I re

vised mentally. The judge'. hesitation, however, was Dot
" 10lt."

A man with florid face and light moultache - a man
with a 80ft voice - arose and asked if he might say & few
words.

Responding to the court's Dod of assent, he asked for
delay.

"I think this is a case for which our new law is in
tended," he said; "I don't think this man is a criminal.
The womaD got her pune back, and I'd like to have time
to investigate - Dot that I doubt he's industrious - but
to get the facts legally established. I can do it in an
hour or 80. Let the cue go over, if you will, till this
afternoon."

It was the probation oftlcer- an undreamed-of oftlcial
twenty yean ago.

The judge did not look up. It was evident that he was
familiar with the voice and that the testimony of the cul
prit and the culprit'. wife - Dot to mention the .Uent tes
timony of the child - bad impressed him.

" Continued one week," he announced.
The district attorney'. objections were .mothered by
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the shufItiDg of many feet, while the judge looked out of
the window - which opened on aD alley.
. "Here, at last, is justice," I thought, but baatily re
trenched.

It was still probable that the offender would be held
to answer before & "higher" court. Another human
being, in fact, thirteen other human beings, would hold
the scales. Twelve would deliberate - if unworried, or
Dot anxious to set home - and the other would solemnly
pronounce sentence. Besides, the man was & laborer,
without work, and would have to remain in jail seven
days.

Before calling the next case the judge beckoned to the
bailiff. .

" Bring tha~ woman here," he said in an undertone, as
the ofBcer drew close.

Wonderingly the woman responded to the SUDlIDODl, her
child still clinging.

"Have you had food since last nightP" asked the judge
eompaeeionately. "Has the little boy had foodP "

" Ob, Your Honor, never mind that - the police law to
it, they got us & lot of groceries's 800n &8 they came to
the room, after Henry was arrested. We've got plenty.
at least for & time, but please don't send him to jail. He'.
a good man; honest he is." She ended with a smothered
80b - the first sign of what is generally expected from a
woman under such circumstances.

"There, there," soothed the judge, "don't worry. I
think it will be all right. The probation officer is a good
man; tell him everything. And if you need anything be
fore next week," he added, &s he reached down and patted
the boy's Icanty hair, " let me know; don't forget."

It was a never-tD-be-forgotten seene, though oaly a few
of u. heard the words.
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As the man was placedback in the prisoners' cage, after
bidding his loved ones good-bye, I wondered what the out
come would be.

Weighed against these thirteen men was a lone legal .
innovation - the probation officer- and my intimacy
with the big man for whom I worked, for I had already
determined to enlist his in1luence, his love for fair play.

Striking a purse from a woman's hand is not fair play,
but the support of a baby is. I felt that imprisonment
of the striker was criminal- not he.

When the probation ofticet- left the court room I fol
lowed and accosted him in the corridor.

"Do the best you can in that Placer case," I urged,
"and count on one real and genuine people's paper for
support, if it becomes necessary."

Knowing my connection he smiled freely while proffering
his hand - big and Sond, like his face.

"That man must not go to San Quentin," he declared.
" I haven't investigated, but I know he's honest."

"What?" I laughed. "An honest thief - self-eon
lessed? "

" Yes, an honest thief," be answered, " and I'm too old
to be sentimentaL I used to think a thief was a thief, but
sometimes now I often think he's the honest man, and the
rest of us thieves."

"But you just said you were not sentimental," I ob
jected; " surely that's sentimental."

" No, DO," he retorted in a nettled tone. " Don't think
because you're an ex-prisoner that you've got the edge
on all of us, because you haven't. I've read 'Put Your
self in His Place' and' Justice' and' Les Mis~rables.'

rve n·ot only read them, but I've remembered."
One week later I arrived at the courtroom before open

ing time, and saw the same woman and child as they came



in. I alia law the same laborer in the cage, only a week'.
~owtb of dark beard had made him take OD: the " desper
ate character" with which the district attorney had sad
dled him.

The prosecuting witness was Dot present, and the ar
resting officer was Dot sure that the accused had sDatched
the purse. All he had done was make the arrest.

" Case dismissed," laid the judge quickly.

1
The prisoner bowed his thanks, Dot sycophantly, but

with dignity - Dot to Judge, Dot to Law, but to Justice.



CHAPTER xtvm

STANDING out clear in my mind is another picture,
though totally dissimilar to that of Placer. It is the pic
ture of an energetic little man, bespectacled and past forty;
whom I law every day at the Hall of Justice. He was
the~ every day because his work required it, and he had
been there every day for many years. His name - well,
let's call him Sperry, because he's modest. Sperry was
the ~, regular" Police Court man for The Bullet..

I met him the first day I was sent to "write up" the
police eourts, and I didn't like him, nor did he like me
at least I felt that way. I felt that he regarded me ..
an intruder, 88 a looming sueeessor; 1

Many persons believe that " first impressions" are true. '
I used to think 10, but do Dot DOW. I have found that the I

1
initial meeting of two human beings does not alway. imply \
the appulsion of their souls ; that second, third, fourth \
and ecuntlees subsequent; "impressioDs" frequently - in
fact, nearly alway. - are conducive to interunder
standing.

At any rate, luch was the case with Sperry. As the
days passed I came to regard him &8 a great 8pirit. I
leamed that he had "broken in" scores of cub reporters
- many of them representatives of other papers - and
that every one who knew him smiled happily when his
name was mentioned. I also leamed, from his own lips,
that he had passed through a man's most heart-breaking
.truggle, and that hi. soul bad emerged master. I a1.0
learned, from another source, that he wal father of four
children.

285
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This latter fact perhaps impressed me more than any
thing else. It seemed to explam his sympathy, his tol
erance, his charity, his undentanding of the delinquents
about whom it was his busmess to " report" each day.

We became friends - it was ordained that we should
do 80. From him I sponged a great deal of life. He had
seen and retained much. One day, after court had ad
journed, I waited in the "Press Room" until he had fin
ished "phoning in " a story, because I happened to be
mterested in the case, and wanted to find out what Sperry
thought about it.

It was the case of a paroled prisoner who had fanen
by the wayside, and had that morning, after a hearing
on a charge of petty larceny, been sent back to the peni
tentiary to serve out the remainder of a ten-year sen
tence.

When Sperry hung up the receiver I offeredhim a cig
arette.

" No, thank you," he laughed; Cf I cut them out six
yean ago, and that'. what you ought to do."

" What do you think of the Bush case?" I asked, as I
struck a match, m ftagrant but assumed ignorement, and
lighted my minute master.

"Oh, he's guilty, all right; and he should have though~

of his wife and kids. It made a good story for the pa
pers, but I guess you know the other side, don't you?"

"The other side?" I queried. "What other sideP"
"Why, the side that's never told - the side of the men

who get parole and make good," he answered. " Every
time a man breaks parole or probation we get a story;
it makes sensational reading, but nothmg is said about
those who do the right thmg- the fellows who work and
redeem themselves."

" Do you know tJte percentageP" I asked, quietly.
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,e Sure I do - at least in this State," be responded.
"It'. over 80. Why don't you· write something about \'
it? "

" I will, some day," I laid ; eeonly I wish there were more
people like you."

"Forget that - no flattery," he retorted. eePolice
court reporting is supposed to harden a man, but it doesn't
alway.. Neither does being a policeman spoil all men.
I've known them to do many kind things. I know of many
cases where they've taken up collections to help out the
wife and children of men in jail. I know of-"

" So do I," I interrupted. " I law just such a ease only
yesterday. Don't think I don't know, and don't think I
don't realize that policemen are human, just .1 much &8

you are."
"Well, I suppose we're all human at heart, DO matter

what we do," he laid.
"All human at heart." The expression, coming .pon·

taDeoully,. strack me .:» We're all human at heart."
Sperry, despite my lint dislike of him, was one of the

eeunseen" flowers in life. Yel, and I have found many
others.

From police eourt reporting to the secretaryship of the
Mutual Aid and Employment Bureau, established by T'M
Bullet. for assisting ex-prisoners, W&8 a violent transi
tion, but that is what happened.

The funds of the organization were getting low; 80 low
that a salaried secretary could no longer be retained. The
big man asked me if I would.undertake the task, and the
proprietor of The Bulletift provided desk room and a tele
phone. I immediately prepared a statement of what had
already been accomplished and spread it broadcast with
an appeal for more contributions. The response wu
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meagre .:» My Life in Prison" had faded - but with
what came in the work was carried on for several months.

To recount what I lived through in that time would be
harrowing. nay after day men, women and children,
cripples and dements, social workers and preachen, busi
ness men and "bums" Bowed in a steady and soul-sick
ening stream to my desk, and OD.

I had thought myself charitable, but soon found out
that I was not, for on many OCCAsions, especially when
men came back four or five times and asked for help, I
became irritable.

"Give it up; you can't stand it. You should be writ
ing, Dot dealing with individuals," my friends urged me.
" .You're only pandering to the social wrong," said one, a
woman whom I have come to regard as a super-being.
"Bum your energy in social, not individual effort. By
helping the down-and-outers you're fostering the multi
millionaires; can't you see thatP " she asked.

But at that time I couldn't see. I felt that a dis
tressed or a craving soul was the .universe, and that noth
ing else mattered. I have long since thought my way out
of da.rJmel. and realize DOW that ahe wal riaht.



CHAPTER XLIX

IT was during this period that I came to know the big
man more intimately. I not only saw him each working
day, but frequently spent Sunday with him in the country,
and I learned that his spirit, his tolerance, his love of hu
manity, were the result of an utter lack of self-love. I
learned beyond doubt that he was genuine .. gold and
sincere as the SUD. Quite frequently while I had been out
on the road persons had asked me if be were honest in his .
policies and uplifting work. I have since been asked the
same question scores of times. Could I take the space
and were it not for what might seem indelicacy, I could
write several chapters illustrating hi. nature. One case
springs to my mind at this moment. .

I was working at my desk ODe aftemoon when I heard
the big man's deep voice call my name. I looked up, and
be beckoned from the doorway. In his office I wal intro
duced to a faultlessly dressed young. ID&D with delicate
features, whale bearinl and appearance proclaimed him
what is commonly called cca gentleman," and when the
big man abruptly informed me that the visitor was an ex
convict, I was stupefied. It seemed incredible - he
looked as if a night in a cell would kill him. He was
fragile, delicate, refined. When he spoke the incongruity
of his having worn stripes became even more pronounced.
His voice was pleasing, almOlt loathing. A slight drawl
indicated Southem parentage, &s did his dreamy eyes. I
have met many strange and curious characters in that
oftlce, but he capped them all. His Englilh "'AI perfect
- almost ~poetic.

288
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When I heard his story I could not help but feel that he
had been grievously wronged.

He said that he had been paroled from a prison in the
Middle West a few months before and had been permitted
to go to Los Angeles to live. His relatives had secured
an excellent position for him, and no one, 80 far &s he
knew, was aware that be was aD ex-convict.

But one day he had been stopped on the street by a
strange man, who saluted him with his prison name, and
suggested that money was the only thing that would pur
chase silence. The young man, terrified at the .thought
of exposure and what it would mean to his relatives, paid
the money. A week later the man came back for more;
and then for a period of three months nearly every cent
of his salary went to the blackmailer's hands. The situa
tion became unbearable; he was almost frantic. The man
had shown him a police star and announced that he was a
detective. Finally the blackmailer had come to him in •
hurry one morning - right into the place where he
worked - and demanded $800. He needed it and must
have it at once. Desperate, driven into a comer, the
young ID&1l had forged a check for the amount, and had
handed over the money. Then, realizing what discovery
would mean, he had decided to commit suicide, and had
'come to San Francisco for that purpose. In his room
at a local hotel he bad obliterated every mark on his cloth
ing that would identify him, and was just about to take
poison when he chanced to see something about prisoners
on the page of a newspaper which was lying on the dresser•

.He had picked the paper up and read about what the big
man bad done and was doing for that class, and something
impelled him to come to The Bulletin office with his story•

. In reply to a question, he stated that he did not know
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the detective'. name, but could easily find him OD the street
in Los Angeles. Also that he had written to hi. folks ad
vising them of his suicidal intent. To say that the story
made me indignant is a weak way of expressing what I
felt. The big man was furious, but reached & quick de
cision.

" We'll go to Los Angeles to-night," he laid. " You
stay with him," he added, turning to me, "and be at the
Townsend Street Station at eight."

I went with the young man to his hotel, and a. 800D as
we entered his room I asked for the poison. He opened a
drawer and handed me a small vial It contained chloro
form.

The young man was talkative and seemed greatly re
lieved. He showed me several of his poetical composi
tioDs, which were creditable.

ccBut you need not remain with me," he said &8 evening
approached. "I'll be at the train all right."

Having an engagement, I decided to leave him, and wal
at the door, after shaking hands, when he called me back.

"It's embarrassing," he said, "but the fact iI, well, I
haven't got a cent, and I must, of course, pay for my ac
commodations here. .Pve only been here twenty-four
hours. Could you loan me five dollars' "

" Certainly," I replied. " It's a pleasure."
During the evening and aD the next day the case re

mained uppennost in my mind, and the more I thought
about it the more intolerable it became.

The second morning I was again called from my desk
by the big man, who had just returned from his trip. AI
we entered his office he tumed and locked the door.

ee Did you give him &11Y money?" he asked, plunging
directly into the lubject, &8 is his custom.
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" Yea- to pay his hotel bill," I answered. cc Why p"
He lat down and looked out of the window before reply

ing. Suddenly he turned.
"I've been trying to fathom the psychology of this

CAse," he laid, " but it stumps me."
"Why, what happened?" I asked.
"Only that he lied 80 unnecessarily. When I met him

at the train here he had two orchids in his lapel, and that
made me feel suspicious. But on the way down be told
the story over with such minute detail and DO variance
that I dismissed the Impreseion, But in Los Angeles I
learned that the entire tale, or malt of it, was pure fabri
cation. It was true that he had cashed a spurious check
for $800, but he had cashed several otben, and had spent
the money joy-riding with 'Women. The' blackmailing
detective' was pure figment, as was the 'excellent posi
tion' and his being a 'paroled prisoner.' I went down
there with the intention of taking up the bad cheek and
to get a line on the 'detective.' What do you make of a
case like that? He deliberately accompanied me to the
place where I was bound to discover the truth, talking
literature and art while on the road, and when I learned
the facts it didn't seem to disconcert him in the leaat.
What do you make of it P"

"Why, he's a nut,' I replied, "clean crazy, that'. all.
But he had the poison in his room, all right," I added,
" and I believe he intended taking it. I've got the bottle
in my desk, and it'. the real thing; I had it tested."

This information .only served to puzzle the big man still
more.

"What beeameof himP Where is he DOWP" I asked.
" He'. in jail; I couldn't lave him. But I think you're

right; he ought to be in an insane asylum instead of jaD.
I must lee "hat I can do about it."

i

J
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The trip had COlt him close to $100, and be had been
victimized, yet felt DO rancor, but was ready to see " what
he could do about it."

As I got up to go out he broke into a laugh.
"No wonder the orchids jarred on me," he said. 'c He

probably spent half of your five dollars for them."



CHAPTER L

THB perplexitles which cODstantly arose in the conduct
of the employment bureau made the work arduous. One
of the greatest difticulties I encountered was to get work
for jobless men. It W.I easy enough to give a hungry
man a dollar, or ball a dollar, but that did Dot solve his
problem, it merely prolonged his discouragement. Finally
I evolved the plan of giving men whom I felt were in
earnest - and I made many mistakes in judgment - an
order on a regular employment bureau, an order guaran
teeing the payment of the fee if the applicant were placed.
In this manner a number of men were secured employment,
and at the end of each month the employment office lent
me its bill, with the proper vouchers showing that certain
men bad been placed at work.

One day a partner in this employment finn called on me.
" You're getting the bunk in 10t8 of cases," be said.

"Lots of men are getting orders from you and are ped
dling them down on Howard Street.

'c Peddling them P" I queried. cc What do you mean P"
"Well, you give John Jones aD order on me, laying

he'. a cook or a blacksmith. If we place John Jones on
the strength of your order it means a fee of $1.1S0 or $1,
80 the order is really worth that much in cash. Johu
Jones doesn't want work at all; he wants what money he
can get without working. So he brings your order down,
talks with various men about the employment places, and
finds a man who really does want work and has money to
pay a fee. He offer. this man your order for 10 or 75

17'
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centl, and by taking it the maD save. that much, or more,
don't you seeP

" Not only that," he added, "but it euchres UI out of
& regular fee. And we've made a reduction in our rates
for you, remember."

What he had told me was a revelation, and also some
thing of a shock. I had learned from experience not to
give men the money to pay ths fee and had thought my
arrangement with the employment firm had- precluded the
possibility of iny being hoodwinked by men who were Dot
in earnest.

"Well, what can be done to stop it?" I asked my vis
itor.

"I'd suggest that you have each applicant sign the
order you give him. Then you put it in an envelope, leal
it, and when we open the sealed envelope we will require
-him to sign hiB name again and compare the signatures."

This plan was adopted and worked well.
I have already intimated that I wsa obliged to judge

whetherapplicantl were worthy or unworthy, and I found
that responsibility the stupendous feature of the work.
It was the depleted treasury that compelled this judg
ment - the old story of economic pressure,. Had the
fund. been ample I should Dot have hesitated; I should
at least have given eaeh man an order for work, DO matter
if a few of them were not in earnest. But to pick out the
worthy from the unworthy was an appalling task - it
filled me with a sense of terror. I might deny a man who
meant well, and he might go out and hold some one up. In
that event would I not be responsible? Sometimes I tried
to cenaole myself with the thought that it was the lack of
fund. that would be responsible, but even with that
thought I felt that I was carrying & big burden - the
pOIsible salvation or damnation of human creatures. Per-
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hap. lome physical defect, or an unprepossessing appear
ance, mieht influence my judgment. When that thought
came to me I determined to help every man toward whom
I felt any degree of antipathy on seeing or meeting him.
That, of course, was inconsistent - and yet it wasn't.

The bureau had been established and was being main
tained for helping ex-prisoners, but it was dismaying to
find many men who had never been where they could touch
opposite sides of & "room" simultaneously coming for
assistance. And it was a positive torture to deny them.

"WhatP Have I got to be an ex-con, an ex-thief, an
ex-murderer, in order to keep from starving, and to get
work?" was & question scornfully hurled at me many
times.

Then I would try to explain that all relief work of the
nature had to be specific. That a bureau establi.hed to
help fallen women, for inatance, could Dot expend its fundi
lor women who had not fallen. It wouldn't be right, es
pecially toward those who had contributed to the fund
which had been solicited for that special purpose. Still,
even after this explanation, many of the applicants who
had never been in prison remained resentful, and I usually
finished by giving a quarter or a half dollar, sometimes
out of the fund, sometimes out of my pocket. It W&I a
heart-racking job, that's all. Had I been in a position
to help every applicant it would have been a joy, but as
it was, I often went to bed at night with a terrible feeling
that I might have sent one man to hell during the day.

A number of men who applied for work declared they
were ex-convicts when they were Dot. That fact im
pressed me deeply, and I almost alway. helped such men.
What more terrific indictment of our industrial system
can be imagined than that men who had never Buffered
imprisonment were willing to take on the stigma insepara-
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ble from the ex-convict in order to get work, or food? Of
course, I do not write that question from my own view
point, because to me an ex-convict ia AI lOod and &8 bad
&8 myself - he can't help but be.

It was nearly always an easy matter for me to establish
the fact that such applicants were fabricating, for I knew
what questions to ask in order to learn if a man had really
"done time." I made it a point to help the men who
made this desperate plunge, because, somehow, I felt that
they must be in earnest.

Another problem which confronted UI, and by us I
mean Frederick W. Ely, the labor editor of TA6 BtdZelm.
and myself, was what we should do with men who claimed
to have served sentences in other States - and many of
the applicants had. We had eliminated, to & great ex
tent, those who were Dot ex-prisoners, because of low
funds. W u it not equally necessary to narrow the help
still furtherP We decided that it was, and ex-prisoners
from other States were, in most cases, turned away.
Added to all this was the fact that no one seemed to re
alize that conducting the bureau on a shoestring was ardu
ous, and neither Mr. Ely - who was treasurer - Dar my
self drew a salary, save what we got for our newspaper
wori. And it is really incumbent on me to state that had
it not been for the treasurer's help, his patience, his will
ingness to listen to stories of suffering, even when his regu
lar work required immediate attention, I should not have
lasted the situation out. Credit - if credit 'can ever be
said to be due - must be given to him equally with my
self; in fact, I think perhaps more to him, for he had his
daily columns to prepare and was also ecnstantly engaged
in leeking relief for perlons with whom he came in con
tact while covering his labor "beat."

Added to an this was the distress of indigent women,
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who learned of the bureau without understanding it. ex
clusive purpose, and came sa if to a regular charitable or
ganization. Time and again I have seen Dot only the
big man, but many others connected with the .taJf of the
paper, go down into their own pockets to relieve the hunger
of women and children.

Of course, a great maDy human-interest stories came
to our notice, and I shall tell of one case in which the man
whom we helped became the victim of rank injustice, and
barely escaped returning to prison after he had been placed
in a good paying position and was liVing an "honest"
life.



CHAPTER LI

IN "My Life in Prison " I related in detail the escape
and oapture of two prisoners from the rock quarry, but
in order to. give you a glimpse into the character of the
man whose story I am about to tell I am going to recount
the escape, briefly. The man'. Dame begins with an H,
80 I'll call him Han for convenience.

A strong man physically, and a willing worker,
Hall w., taken from the jute mill and assigned to
the quarry, outside the prison walls, where be 800n be
came "powder man." One of hi. duties was to pre
pare and set off blasts. Being an observer, he noticed
that the guards, stationed around the quarry with riiles
invariably watched for the explosion instead of watching
the prisoners when. a blast took place, and one alternoon,
after be had lighted a fuse, he and a companion, instead
of stopping at the usual distance, kept on going, and got
over the hill without being observed. Han had cut the
fuse longer than usual, in order to have plenty of time.

Both men were captured a few hours later and returned
to the prison. As a punishment for the offence they were
severely strait-jacketed, and also had their credits for good
behavior cancelled. HaIl was serving fifteen years, and
when I left San Quentin he had several years yet to suffer.
But by industry and obedience he secured another trusted
position, and after he had served a year of hi. forfeited
., good time" was pardoned by the Board of Directors
and discharged.

The moming he came into The Bulle'. oftice I was
IT9



180 My Life oul of PrilOft

startled. I knew he had " lost his credits" and I thouCh£
he was still in prison.

"Another escapeP" I asked quickly. "If 10, keep OD

going; this place is too public."
He laughed and explained what had occurred, what the

Board of Directors had done. " And I'm going straight,"
he added. "N0 more of the crooked game for me. I'm
through with it. Can you get me a job?"

Knowing him to be an excellent worker, I made a special
etlan, and the nen day succeeded in getting him a place

I as foreman of a small ranch which bad recently been pur
chased by the wife of the big man. Han had a natural
inclination for farming, and had spent each evening dur
ing the closing years of his imprisonment in studying the
subject. He felt lure that he could" fill the bill." He
was given travelling expenses and half of his firlt month'.
wages, and left for the ranch.

Ten day. later the lady received a letter, in which Hall
Itated that he bad discovered his inability, that his lack
of practical experience at farming had proved insuperable,
that he could not conscientiously take her money for work
he "aI incapable of doing. He had secured another po
sition, in a fruit cannery near San J086.

The letter contained a money order representing part
of the money which had been advanced to him, and stated
further that be would re~t the balance &I 800n &8 he
could.

Naturally, we were all astonished. According to ac
cepted business ethics, he was entitled to pay for the day.
he had spent at the ranch, and also to the transportation,
but aeeording to his standard it would be taking money
under false pretence••

"And yet ex-prisoners are generally looked upon ..
Icoundre).,t' mused the big man.
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One month later Hall remitted the balance 01 the money
which bad been advanced to him. His letter was full of
optimism. He was working and the future waa bright
with promise. The money was returned to him with an
urgent request that he keep it; that it was rightfully his.
Three months palled, and in the immediacy of other cases
Hall was forgotten. Then came the denouement.

I was sitting at my desk one morning questioning a
leedy applicant when I heard a familiar voice behind me.
Tuming, my eyes encountered Hall, and one glance 8uf
ficed to apprise me that something unusual bad happened
to him. His face, naturally pleasing, was drawn and del
perate. Hi. appearance was that of a man in the th~es

of despair.
Dismissing the man with whom I had been talking, I

asked Hall to sit down.
"What's the matter?" I asked.
" Yel - wbat's the matter P" he mocked. " Nothing'.

the matter except that Pm going back to the old game.
I've got six dollan in my kick, and I'm going to buy me a
gun and do business - real business - and God help the
man that resists. But first I want you people to know
what happened. I got a fair start through you and the
others, and it's no more than right that you ought to
know."

Despite the fact that I was consumed with curiosity,
I realized that he must be calmed before telling what he
had on his mind.

"So long as you're going back to the stick-up game,
why Dot start here?" I asked. "There'. thirty dollars
or 10 in the drawer. See, here it is," I added, ahowing i~

to him.
cc But I haven't bought the smoke-wagon yet," he half

laughed. " Don't hurry me - I'll get there fast enough."
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" But why all this excitementP" I ..ked. Ie You'.e got
me curious."

His face grew eerious, and he plaeed m. band on my
arm.

"Lowrie," he laid, "there'. no chance for an ex-con.
I didn't used to believe that; I used to think it was all
bull when a guy came back to the pen with a bard-luck
tale; but I've got mine, and it's true. They won't let you
live straight, the -- --."

He finished with an oath.
" Who?" I inquired.
"The bulls - the police!" he snarled with another

oath.
To recount in detail the conversation ,,:hich followed

would be tedious. I'll tell the ItOry in my own words.
He had secured the position at the cannery during the

busy seasOD, and had proved 10 efticient that be had been
rapidly promoted. In a few day. he was foreman of a
department, with a hundred employee. - most of them
women- under him. Encouraged, he had rented a cot
tage, bought furniture - on the instalment plan - and
had started living with his father and sister, for both of
whom he had sent transportation' from a distant city.
His father - a veteran of the Civil War - got an in
crease in pension soon after the little home was established,
and his sister had secured work as cashier in a meat mar
ket. They were happy, and fortune seemed to be glad
""ith them. When the 'c slack season" came he bad been
retained to do odd work, and the furniture bill was rapidly
being liquidated.

But "last Sunday morning" (it wal Tuesday when I
heard the story) he had been standing at the corner near
his home and another ex-convict, happening by, had
.topped to chat. Perhaps ex-convicts should Dot stop OD
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street eornen to chat; many have been arrested in CODSe

quence of such fellowship. But it is natural for them to
do it. With whom else save an ex-convict can the aver
age ex-eonvict feel at ease?

While they bad been talking they had been interrupted
by a man who demanded to know why they were standing
there.

The man was a stranger to Hall, and had been told that
it was "Done 'of his business," whereupon a detective's
badge had been "lIashed," and the two men placed under
arrest. .

Hall'. aged father, sitting on their little veranda, bad
witne8sed the detective handcuffing the pair together, and
had tottered to the comer, only to be told to mind his
business or he would" go along, too."

And he had gone along - of his own volition - in the
patrol wagon to the police station, where his 80n was
booked &8 a " suspicious character," despite the old man's
lamentations.

Investigating to disprove the prisoner's assertion that
he was "an honest working man," the detectives learned
and divulged the fact that he was an ex-convict, and it
was bruited throughout the neighborhood. Some of the
women and girls over whom hehad been foreman were hor
rified, while others declared they didn't care - that he
bad treated them right and had acted like a man, no mat
ter what he bad been.



CHAPTER LII

APT_ being kept in jail thirty hours Han was re
leased, and on arriving at home had bade his father and
silter good-bye. To their pleadings and protestationa he
had been deaf. It 9188 useless. He couldn't endure the
thought of meeting the people who had liked him. He
couldn't face the consequences of past sm. .

And here let me digress for a moment. Only the other
day I read an editorial in a Salt Lake City newspaper
which proclaimed that it was good for ex-convieta to lu«er.
to be exposed, to be driven back to crime.

" Why?" you ask, the same as I did.
W ell, according to the editorial, luch a late for the

wrongdoer was merely an additional warning to young
men who might be tempted to commit crime. It would

~ make them realize that the pe~alty of discovery meantr,pstraci.m from human fellowship for life.
Coincidently the lame paper published a chapter of

Julian Hawthorne'. bilious prison indictment.
As Han finished his story I arose from my chair.
"Come with me," I said. "Mr. Older may be bUIY.

but I'm sure he'll see you, and I want you to tell him
just what you've told me." ,

Hall's square jawl quivered.
"No, I don't want to bother him," he objected. "I

just want you people to know, 80'. you'll undentand if I
go back. You helped me when I came out and I tried to
help myself. I just don't want you to think I'm ungrate
ful, that'. all. I'm going dOWDstain DOW for a drink and
then for ~ C smoke wagon.'"

1M
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"Nothing of the kind," I insisted. "You're going to
tell your story to Mr. Older."

"Oh, all right," he agreed in a "hat'a-the-ule tone,
" but it won't atop the hair-trigger. My mind's made up
on that."

The big man was busy, .s I had thought, but never
theless gave us a hearing, whichencroached OD an hour of
his time.

When the story was concluded the second time Hall
was persuaded to " go slow," and a promise wal secured
from him that he would come back the Dext mom
ing.

After he had gone the big man called me back into hi8
oftlce.

"There are always two sides to everything," he said.
. "I don't doubt Hall's 'Word, but call up 8- (the ar

resting detective) at San Jose, and get his version."
Instead of telephoning myself I got one ef the other

reporters to do it, because I felt that if 8-learned that
I was talking to him he might "clam." But I was pres
ent at our end of the conversation.
S- admitted that Hall's account was substantially

true, and expressed regret for his mistake.
"If you folks are going to get him another job, rn

recommend him," he said; " I investigated and found that
he is a good worker."

In making that statement and recommendation the de
tective clearly condemned himself, or rather the system
under whichhe got his daily bread. He proved himself to
be as great a 'Victim &s Hall.

The story was published in that afternoon's paper, but
of course it has long since been forgotten.

Before Han's appearance the next morning arrange
ments had been completed for him to go to work. We
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had learned that in urgent cues one San FranciseaD could
always be relied upon to "1C&re up" & job.

"A rich philanthropist? A public benefactor? A
minister of the Gospel?"

Not at alL Merely a representative citizen, & man who
occasionally referees prize-fights, and is known &8 "the
honest horseshoer."

No, I'm Dot decrying churches or "philanthropists."
I'm merely telling what happened.

When Hall came in he was calm - the night hours
had dulled his desperation - and when he learned that
work had already been secured for him he smiled in re
lief.

" Sure, I'll take it," he anDounced, rising from his leat
and striding the small room. "Sure, and what'. more,
I'll make good again, if they'll let me."

"They" did let him, because the big man law to it .that
,e they" should. The job wasn't much, merely tab
keeper in a poolroom, but Han proved faithful, and re
mained until he was offered a position in a lumber camp,
out in God'. wilderness - where he now is.

Nearly all of the ex-prisonen who applied for help were
broken in spirit, unable to look their fellow creatures in
the face, fearful that their stripes still showed, and I

'

gradually learned that this condition of mind was inimical
. to self-redemption, It was the result of prison system, of

auppreseion, of abnormal cell life, of being forced to cower
. before brass buttone and loaded canes. It made me real

ize more than ever before that the only way to reach a fel
low man i. to reach for one's self within him. One plan
which I found very successful was to pretend that I was
sbort of snver and ask the applicant to go out and ebange
aye or ten doDara for me. The study of facel imder thia
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test waa a revelation. In almost every caae the man would
at lint shrink, more or less imperceptibly, and then evince
pride, as he extended his hand confidently to take the ,
gold-piece. The change in each man a8 he returned with X
the money was pronounced. Something - a rag, a dirty/ \
garment, & cloak of shame - seemed to have dropped
away. The psychology of the thing was terrifically de
pressing, and yet it meant the first glimmering of lelf
respect for many men.

Repeatedly I was warned that " lome guy " would " do
me," but paid no attention.

One man did fail to ~turn with the change - that is,
he didn't come back in person. But six week. later I got
a letter from him in which was enclosed a money order for
five dollars. ..l~ atated that he had never felt 10 "eheap "
in his life, and that he hadnot been able to rest. He had
secured work &8 a hop-picker, and wal lending part of hiI
first wages.

It was about this time that I received an offer for two
weeks' appearance at the Majestic and RepubHc theatres
in San Francisco, and the Broadway in Oakland. The
inducement offered was $11S0 a week, and I accepted. The
salary would finance the bureau for & time, and at the
same time the engagement would dord me a fortnight'.
opportunity to reach theatregoers with my creed.

The first night at the Majestic, out in the Mission,
I witnessed all the world's stage. One of the girl per
formers, while standing in the wings, ready to go on with
her "tum" was handed a telepm, and on reading itl
content. burst into tears. At first she would not pennit
anyone to see the telegram, but the stage manager finally
got it from her. It was a melsage that her baby "aI

dead.
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The picture she presented in her faney costume, with
tears furrowing her make-up, is sentenced for life in my
brain cella.

" He was all I had," she sobbed again and again. " He
was all I had."

Her paroxysm of grief ceased &I suddenly 88 it had be
gun - the orchestra was playing her introductory music.
Hastily snatching a powder puff, which another woman
performer was proffering, she rubbed it rapidly over her
face - and then danced out before the footlighb and the
audience.

As I watched her performance, fascinated, I recalled
having read a story about a clown who had received jUlt
such a message as he was about to enter the circus ring,
and that he had made the spectators laugh more heartily
than usual, while his heart was breaking.

The story had'been absorbing, but here was a paraDel
case in real life. As the girl continued her performance
I remembered that the clown, in the story, had expired
immediately following hi. withdrawal from the eyes of
the people whom he had fntertained, and I wondered if
the parallel would live.

But the woman, ignoring her encore, rushed past us
with a let face, and loftly elesed the door of her dream,
room.
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To be "held up" and beaten into insensibility is an un
usual experience among ex-prisoners, but it happened to
me. It occurred the night which closed my second week'.
theatrical engagement, and while I was on my way home.
It was approaching midnight when I got back from Oak
land, but I was nevertheless wide-awake and nervcus,
MOlt peraons imagine a performer's life is roees, but even
that of the "straight" man - the fellow who doesn't
have to change clothes or make up - is a nervous strain.

Despite the late hour I decided not to take & car, but
to walk home, and started up Sacramento Street with the
thought that the walk to Leavenworth Street, where I
lived, would tire me physically and induce sleep.

PUling a saloon at the corner of Kearny Street I
noticed several "Iuspicious looking characters" loitering
at the curb, but no thought of possible injury or of be
iDg held up entered my mind. I was still tbiDkinr of bed,
and wondering if I would be able to sleep.

Goinr up the bill I heard footsteps behind me, and
turned. I law a man in a derby hat, ahorter than my
self, but equally slender. Slenderness of person always
appeals to me, 10 I felt a fenowship. He was about forty
feet behind me - too far away for me to discern his
features.

When I was half & block from the Fairmont Hotel a
voice, close ADd menacing, spoke at my ear•

.. I want everything you've got!" it laid.
I am positive that those were the exact WOrdl, though

what fonowed is nebulous in my mind.
118
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I turned in surprise and received a terri6c blow in the
mouth. It staggered me, and had I not been Btanding
with my back to the incline of the hill it would have
knocked me down. Enraged at the unwarranted nature
of the act, I lost all sense of reasoning and struck back,
or tried to. It was a foolish thing to do, but had my
assailant merely told me to hold up my hands I should
have obeyed. As it was he had smashed my reason as
well as my teeth. A second blow made me reel, but I was
aroused to light.. Besides he was below me, and the hill
was steep. I had the advantage of position. What I
didn't have, however, was the advantage of a ~eapoD. He
was striking with & revolver, and his first blow had so
dazed me that my efforts to strike him were inegectual. A
third blow, on the right temple, laid me low, and I was
fatally conscious of being roughly dragged off the side
walk and tumbled into the ruins of a cellar - the remains
of a building which had been razed in the great conflagra
tion. I remember making a final effort to fight and of
receiving a blow which seemed to split my head. Not a
word save his demand had been spoken. I had Dot thought
of calling for assistance. .

Despite the force of the last blow I did Dot 1a.pse to
complete unconsciousness, though I was incapable of
moving. I knew when his hand was thrust into my
trousers' pocket, and my eyes were open when be nimbly
vaulted to the sidewalk above and disappeared like a
shadow.

How long I remained in my semi-stupor I do not bow.
I know I made repeated efforts to get to my feet before
I finally succeeded, and that I was obliged to lean against
the cellar wall for a long time, struggling to get control
of my physical functions. While Btanding there I felt
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lomething warm nmning down, my forehead and into my
eyes. ~d realized that I W88 bleeding profusely. By the
ray. of a distant street lamp I discerned a place where
I thought I might climb up to the sidewalk, and on taking
my first step I was reminded that I had Dot my bat be
caule my foot kicked it.

"This must not be known," was my first really cool
thought, as I staggered up the hill " I must try to get
home without being seen."

Walking, which at first made me feel ill and faint, grew
easier as I progressed, keeping watch for pedestrians or
a policeman. Passing the corners was the menace. I
could lee that Sacramento Street was deserted, but I might
meet lome one cotning from the cross streets. Fortune
wal with me, f~r I didn't meet & soul, nor did I lee a
policeman.

When I arrived ~t the door of the apartment house
where I lived I discovered that I would be unable to get
in without ..rousing the friends with whom I boarded
the robber, in addition to taking $110 in cash had also
blunderingly taken my keys. Forty dollan in currency
were still intact in my vest pocket, however, and I had
my watch. I had been paid $11)0 before leaving the
theatre that night, and it is possible that I bad been
followed all the way from Oakland, though I don't lean to
that theory.

As I stood in the vestibule, waiting for a response to
my ring, I felt faint again. A small panel mirror close
by revealed that my face and clothing were covered with
congealed blood and my lips terribly 8wollen. I realized
that I was seriously hurt.·

When Mn. G-, the wife of the friend with whom
I waa living, and the mother of Fern,.opened the door and
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law me she sereamed faintly and impullim)' abut me out.
But when I spoke and she recopized my voice .b. re
opened the door and reached my arm.

" Come in, come in quick," .he .&id. ,e :For God'. lake,
what'. happened? And Henry isn't home, either," ahe
added, referring to her husband.

" Speak, man, tell me, tell me what's happened."
"Held up," I said thickly, for blood had accumulated

in my mouth while I had been waiting in the vestibule
where there was no place to expectorate.

She asked another question as we entered the apart
ment, but I was obliged to point to my mouth, for
I couldn't reply. As 800n a8 we were inside I went td
the kitchen and she followed. After relieving myself at
the Ilop <mI..I turned.

,e Noone must know about this," I said; " I don't want
the notoriety just DOW, and besides it would burt the
cause."

"But what did you lose, and aren't you going to teU
the police P" she asked.

" No, by all means DO," I said. "I think I've IOlt
BODle teeth, and my head feels queer, but after I've washed
up I guess I'll be all right."

,e You'D be nothing of the kind," she laid. Ie You're
bacDy hurt, and I am going to telephone for a doetor.
Why, those places on your chin and temple would dis
figure you for life I They've got to be lewed up."

At first I protested against having a doctor, btlt OD

washing away the blood, saw that she w.. right, and
permitted her to telephone. While we were waiting for
the doctor to come abe called Fern, despite my protea~

and when the girl came in a moment later, dainty in
wrapper and slippers, her big eyes took on the proportion
of silver dollara and her concern was gratifying.

•
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So loon .. the doctor arrived I exacted a promile from
him that he would not divulge what had occurred. He
,ave it reluctantly; he was very indipant.

" Another half inch back," he .aid grimly al he stitched
the wound on my temple, "and you'd had DO more use
for & doctor's services."

He shaved the hair from the vicinity of the wound
on my skull and felt for a fracture before sewing it up.
Two other places had to be sewed, one on my chin and
the other under my lower lip, and a week later, 80 loon a8

I was able to venture out - for a fever had complicated
my healing - a dentist treated and Baved my front teeth,
which were very loose, and one of which was broken.

Somehow the story leaked out, though Dot until week.
later, and my friends, especially ex-prisoners, wanted to
ferret the underworld to find out who, bad robbed me.
But I would not permit it. In the first place, I didn't
want the man punished - that would be revenge; in the
second place., a term in Sm Quentin would do him DO good ).'
- the !yatem '!&8 wrong; in the third place, I could no ~ \
more have identified him than you could, not even! \
had he spoken to me. Perhaps be has since spoken to
me, for all I know. It is possible, yes, even probable,
that he may read this account of what he did that
night. I want to 8ay for his benefit that be was
very unprofessional, his work was that of a bungler, and
he came close to being a murderer, according to the Bur
geon. The beating he gave me was unfair, and he struck
the first blow before I resisted. Had he given me time
I should have raised my hands in the approved style un-
der such circumstances. Naturally, I feel lome bitter-
ne., toward him; I would Dot be human if I didn't. •
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AJm DOW the story of Tim O'Grady, and I use his right
D&D1e - at least, the name he went under in prison - be
cause I know Tim doesn't care. Not quite tall, thin and
ainewy, grey eyes and a square chin, a drawl in his voice
and a aemi-shuftle in his stride, and you have his picture,
al words will put it. Tim was a three-time-Ioler, aDd
his prison record was as bad as his record outside. A
dare-devil, plunging spirit kept him in trouble nearly all
the time. During the period when I knew him in San
Quentin I don't believe he ever had his " privileges " more
than a weekat a time, and I furnished him with countless
cigarettes .in consequence. One of the "privileges" is a
weekly ration of tobacco, and Tim bad to depend on his
friends and acquaintances for his smokes. He spent •
good part of the time in the dungeon, and it W&8 be who
jumped out from the crowd of prisoners the day Governor
Weat of Oregon visited San Quentin and proposed tb~
cheers, which were IU8tily given - an unheard-of breach
of prison discipline. Nor was he punished for ahibiting
a natural and harmless enthusiasm.

Despite his lawlessness, in prison and out, everybody
liked Tim. His disposition was lUDDY, he took punish
ment with a smile and never cringed when caught doing
wrong.

After leaving San Quentin Tim faded from my mind,
and I had forgotten him. Then one morning he walked
into the ofBce with • trained linnet perched OD his shoulder.

" Helle, Tim, when did they unchain ,ou againP" I
.sked, jumping up and .baking hand. vigoroUily.

18'
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"Oh, this morning," he replied laConically. "My time
was up an' they had t' let me go, much as they hated t'
do it."

"And where did you get the bird? " I asked. "You
didn't come across the bay with it on your shoulder, did
you? "

" Sure, I did, and y'r ought t'r seen the yaps gander.
Y'r'd thought they'd never seen a bird before in their
lives. I told 'em it was a jail-bird just out c:J th' big
house, an' that made 'em laugh. One young lady had
the nerve t' ask me t' give it t' her, and what d'y'r s'pOle
I tol' herP"

"I don't know, I'm lure," I said expectantly. "What
did you tell herP"

"I tol' her abe could have the bird if she'd take me,
too, an' it 'ud done y'r heart good t'r heard the yaps
laugh, an' t'r seen th' way she turned red an' beat it. I
felt lOrry'S soon's I said it, but it was too late - it slipped
out quick-like before I thought."

"What's the bird's name?" I asked.
"I named him Tim, after m'self. I couldn't think 0"

anything better. But 8ay," he asked abruptly, "where'.
this guy they call OlderP I want 'a' lee him."

" And he wants to see you," I replied quickly.
'c Wants to see me?" he queried. "Why he never

beard 0' me in his life; unless, maybe I touched him f'r
his watch'r somethin' sometime without knowin' who he
was."

"Well, he wants to see you, just the same," I repeated.
"Wait a minute until I see jf he's busy."

I knew very well that the big man would enjoy meeting
Tim; he was a distinct type, had been a crook all his life,
yet was honelt aa heaven. That means Tim, Dot the big
maD.
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When I explained matters an interview was araated. at
whieh I wal present.

" So you're Mr. Older," laid Tim. "I jUlt dropped
in t' pay m' respeds, an' t' o«er y'r a li'le present. It'.
really from me, but it might just'. well be from aD the
boys over there, 'cause I know they all feel the same.
'Tain't much, an' yet it is - it means partin' with a
friend. Here, I want y'r t' take this bird. He's a dandy,
he c'n sing sometbin' great, an' he's 'a smart's they make
'em. There's some clasa t' him, believe me." The bird
was perched on Tim's forefinger, its pretty head cocked
to one side, &8 it was proffered.

"But I wouldn't take your bird," said the big man.
"You're attached to it, an' besides I don't believe in
caging anything."

cc But y'r won't have t' keep him in a cage," urged Tim;
"I don't have t'r. He'll get used t' y'r in a few day., an'
after that he'll be all right. I raiaed him and trained him
with th' idea of givin' him t' you, and if y'r don't take
him I'll feel bad about it. Besides," he added eamestly,
"I can't take care of him outside. I've got t' rustle
f'r m'self, an' I can't take Tim int'r places where I'll have
t' go. Ain't y'r got a wife? " he asked brightly, &1 a new
thought came to him. "She'd be crazy over Tim in •
week, I know she would."

The upshot was that little Tim changed hands and went
to live in a hotel, where his former owner was received as
a visitor several times, proving to be &8 interesting to the
new owners of the bird as did the linnet itself. But a few
day. after taking up its new quarters one of the window.
was inadvertently left open and the bird escaped, much to
the re,ret of every ODe concerned, elpecially Tim.

Of eoune Tim was urged to " go straight," and prom
ised to do 80. When o«ered money on which to live untn
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• job could be .ecured for him, or UDtn he got one for
himself, he scornfully refUied to take it, and it required
the combined persua.ion of several penoDl before he con
seated to accept it 'C.. a loan." Be it known that he
subsequently paid it back, after he had got work al a
waiter in a small reataura.nt.

Several weeks passed, and with the exception of the
day he came into the oftice to refund the loan we did Dot
lee nor did we hear of Tim. He had left his place in the
restaurant. And then one morning, when I was at the
police court on a special million, Tim smiled at me from
the prisoners' cage and beckoned for me to come over.

I knew better than to express surprise, aDd when he
stuck his hand out between the bars for a shake I merely
said, " What have they got you for P"

., Robbery," be half gulped;" but, 8ay, I'm 'I inn'cent '.
a baby'. rattle, honest t' God I am. You know I ain't
DO yelper, but this time they've got me wroDg, an' I want
you folk. to square it."

The circumstances of the crime, which I leamed from
Tim and by questioning the police dowDltain, were that
he hadbeen arrested in & dark alley OD the Barbary Cout
the previous night just after an Italian had been held up
by footpads and his arm broken by them before they re
lieved.. him of $~. The money waa not found on Tim'.
person, but lome one had seen a man of his description
dart into the alley immediately after the crime, and Tim
could give no account of why he W&I there. Added to this
·was the fact that the Italian who had been robbed thought
Tim was one of the men, though he wasn't positive.

"But that i8n't the "orlt," concluded the policeman.
" He'. an ex-coD, a three-time loser, an' he'. been pinched
here in San Francisco more time. than you've got Sngers
an' toes. It'. a dead case; Dothin' to it. By the time the
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trial comel up th~ Italian'n remember. If y'r a friend
of Tim'. y'~ better tell him to take & plea an' eet off
light. They'll probably let him o~ with & five-spot if he
pleads guilty."

"Let him off with a five-spot," I mused on the street
car &8 I made my way back to the office. "Let him off
with a five-spot," for what? For being guilty of rob
bery? Why, DO, that wasn't really the charge against
Tim. He waa charged principally with being an ex-eon
viet.

•
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IN citing the facts of the case to the big man a few
minutes later I felt dubious, I felt that Tim was in a
tight place, from which it would be diftlcu1t to extricate
him. But when the big man heard the story he declared
that he would exert himself to secure Tim's release, and
telephoned at once to the chief of police, with whom he
made aD appointment. I accompanied him that after
noon to the Hall of Justice, where we law Tim in the
prison upstairs. The chief, after hearing the story of
Tim's bird, which was told to explain bow we- had become
interested in him, promised to do what he could, and, a
meeting was &1T&Dged for the Den afternoon in hia oftlce.

I was present when this meeting took place and wit
nessed an act which I have never seen in & play. The
average person'. conception of a police chief is a bulldoz
ing, brutal-visaged individual, deficient in heart aDd de
"aid of mercy - a conception due to melodrama, &. many
erroneous impressions are. In real life chiefs of police
and policemen in general are plain and ordinary beings -
fathers of families, brothers or Ions of women, often
with women's understanding and kindly impulses. I can
not too often emphasize that policemen and their ofticers
are often maligned; my "crooked" and " conventional "
experiences compel the acknowledgment. And yet some
thing which I saw only the other night would seem to in
dicate how sadly this view diverges from the popular one.
I was on the front apron of a ferry boat, which was near
ing ita slip, and pondering California'. c, Welcome to the

19D
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World - Panama-Pacific Exposition 1915," wben my at
tention W&I attracted by a small black-haired girl who
was tugging at the strap of my suit case.

"Don't do that," admonished the child'. mother, and
when the child failed to heed the words, added, "Very
well, I'll hand you to the first policeman I see."

With a shriek of terror the little one seizedher mother's
skirt and began crying bitterly.

The word "policeman" had proved terrifying. ABd
yet a policeman should be regarded by children as &

friend, not an enemy. Parents should 10 teaeh their chil
dren. If they did 80 & much better undentanding between
the public and the police would prevail.

But to return to the office of the chief of police and
what transpired there.

"I've lent upatain for O'Grady," the chief informed
U8 .. we were ushered into his presence. " I think a mis
take has been made in the case, and that he'll get clear
when his hearing occurs in the Police Court. It'. been
let for day after to-morrow."

Presently a door opened, and Tim, accompanied by a
policeman, appeared•. He was handcuffed.

"Take off thole cufFs," ordered the chief, addressing
Tim's cultodian. "They're not neceuary, are they,
TimP"

" Not unless you think 10," replied Tim &8 the police
man removed the manacles.

"Sit down, Tim," said the chief; "I want to have •
talk with you."

During the conversation which followed Tim stoutly
maintained that be was innocent of the charge which bad
been plaeed against him, and succeeded in cODvincing the
chief that be was telling the .truth.
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a All right, Tim," the chief finally announced, " I gueal
you've got & chance, but if you get out of this try and
straighten up, and keep away from the 'coast.'"

As Tim arose the policeman produced the handcuffs,
and was about to place them on the pmoner, when the
chief interfered.

"No, don't handcuff him," he .aid quickly, and then
rising himself he walked over to where Tim W&I standing.

"What will you do, Tim," he asked, " if I tell you to
go back up to the jail aloneP"

"Why, er - why rn 'beat it,' said Tim with a grin,
"but there'. DO chance of y'r dom' that."

,e I undentand you've·got a reputation for keeping your
word, that you're considered .. a 'lqUare guy' amongst
the boyl. Suppose I ASK you to go back to the jail
alone, and you promise me that you will, how about it
thenP"

"Why, er, why I'd go, of course," replied Tim, "but
don't make me do that; it'd be pretty tough t' make m'self
m' own jailer."

"Well, I'm IOmg to ask you to do it just the .ame,"
.aid the chief.' "Will you 10 up stain and report at
the jail for admia.ionP "

Tim'. inward struggle was mirrored in hiI lace.
"Yee, rn do it," be said finally.
"Good," laid the chief. "You caD go now. You know

the way, don't youP't
"I ougbter," grinned Tim; "rve been up there

enough."
When Tim PUled out the policeman ltarted to foDow,

but the chief called him back. " No, let him 10 up alone.
It will be good for him."

He took up hia deak telephone, called lor a eeanee-
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tion, and presently began speaking: ccHello. Jailer?
Chiers talking. Let me know when Tim O'Grady gets
back. Yes, pleaseP"

A few minutes later the telephone buzzer sounded. The
chief took up the receiver, listened & moment, and then
said: " Thanks! "

"He's back," he announced; "it worked."
Later that afternoon I went up to the jail and talked

with Tim.
" You're under a charge of robbery," I said, ccand

there's a chance you'll get stuck; why didn't you' beat it '
when you had the chance? " .

"Beat it?" he questioned. "Beat it? Why I'd 'a'
fought t' get in here after givin' th' chief my word."

Two days later, when the case was heard in the Police
Court, Tim was given his liberty, and I went with him to
the chief's office.

" Tim," said the chief, " I've got a place' for you in the
country as a waiter in a construction camp, will you
go? "

ccSure I will," replied Tim, "I wanta go straight if I
can."

Several weeks passed, during which time Tim wrote let
ters to the chief, and then he left the camp and came to
San Francisco.

"I came down to pay up my honest debts," he an
nounced. "Course I could 'a' sent th' money by mail,
but I thought I'd come down anyway."

We all regretted that he had returned, and not without
reason, for he was soon in trouble again. Finally, after
several escapades with the police, Tim decided to leave San
Francisco. Nat long ago I received a letter from him.
It was postmarked with the Dame of a Imall Middle West
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city, and in it Tim stated that he expected to remain in
that city" for three months." I knew he W&8 in jail.

A number of persons told the chief be was making a mis
take to trust Tim, and to get him work, but I have never
thought so.



CHAPTER LVI

WITH the approach of Christmas, 1911, the Dumber of
applicants for help increased, while the funds dwindled,
and another appeal was made for resources. The re
sponse was gratifying, and during the hoUday. not one
man was turned away. It was the final struggle; the
bureau was drowning and rsched out for all. Christmas
nay of that year will stand out forever clear.

In the middle of the forenoon a man on crutches, one
leg off below the knee, thumped to the chair beside my
desk and seated himself recklessly - his crotches clatter
ing to the iloor. Immediately he drew a revolver from
his pocket.

"I've come to give you a story, old man," be laid.
"I'm going to kill myself here and you'll eet & lCOOP

that'. what they call it, isn't it? "
I had seen the man before many times. He wu from

Folsom and his leg had been shot away by a drunken
guard. He had stepped out of line to avoid a puddle one
evening while returning in line from the rock quarry and
had been bulleted down. He was a young man of splendid
physique, full of the hope of life, when the crime oc
curred. The guard, who had previously been discharged
from San Quentin because of drinking and twice "SU8

pended from duty" at Folsom for the lame reasoD, bad
been" fired." Nevertheless G-- W&S minus a leg and
had been discharged from prison with five dollars. He
had come to us in distress, yet full of inherent pride, and
for three month. we had been aiding him. We had alao
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been endeavoring to have the State Board of Prison Di
rectors give attention to the unconscionable nature of the
ease and to furnish him with an artmcialleg.

" I'm going to kill myself," he repeated; " I'm tired
and look at this."

Hi! nodded toward his stump.
"I used to waJ.k like other men. I. was only serving

three yea.rs, and had it most done when they did this to me.
I'm ashamed to go on the streets. If my people knew it
would kill them."

I suddenly realized that he had been drinking - that he
was intoxicated - and knew that the situation .sa seri-
OUi.

He wal toying the revolver carelessly and I was be
iDg included in its range. So was the lady with whom
I had been convening, Helen Todd.

" Put that thing up and be sensible," I advised, reach
ing for the weapon.

" No, DO, don't try to take it," he screamed; "I'll kill
you. I'll kill all of you. I know what I'm doing. I
came here to kill myself and I'm going to do it."

He placed the muzzle of the weapon at his temple, his
finger trembling at the trigger.

I wanted to grab, but was afraid to do 80 - it might
mean death.

My tension was relieved when Miss Todd spoke.
"You foolish boy," she said, "give me that!'
She &rOse and held out her hand.
" Yes, I'll give it to you I " blazed G-, " but I'll give

it to you this way." .
With a rapid movement he withdrew the revolver from

his temple and levelled it at her breast.
The intensity of the moment sickened me.
"Wen, why don't you .hootP" she asked. "It',.
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man's privilege to kill women one way or another.
Shoot!"

My admiration of her intrepidity wu short-lived, for
he turned the revolver at me.

" No, I'm going to kill a man," he said, with an oath.
"I'm going to kill somebodyt and if you people try to
atop me it won't be myself."

Miss Todd backed away, as I would have done had I Dot
been seated.

I don't remember just what I said, though I remember
talking to 6- and urging him to give me the revolver.

It didn't do any good. Each moment he became more
careless, pointing the weapon promiscuously at himself,
at Mias Todd and at me.

Repeatedly I yearned to snatch for the weapOD, but
was repeatedly impelled not to, fearing the movement
might prove fatal. The situation lasted half aD· hour,
during which tears trickled down 6-'s face 88 he held
the weapon to his temple again and again, while we pleaded
with him to refrain.

Finally the city editor happened to pais the room on
his way to the compositors. Grasping the exigency in a
glance, he came in. At a table he rapidly 8cratched off
lome words on a piece of copy paper, which he 1..on
my desk.

"Get this out right away," he said; " the first edition
goes to prel8 in twenty minutes."

I knew it wal a " stall," and on reading the scrawl saw:
"Keep him talking; I'll send for a policeman."

A policeman! Anything might happen! I was suffer
ing for relief, yet the word "policeman" staggered me.
I hadn't thought of it ; why should the city editor? I had
felt bullet. tearing through my brain, and had trembled for
fear of leeing them tear through & woman's breast or &
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cripple'. head during thirty tenae minutes, but had Dot
thought of a solution.

When the import of the message seared itself, I got up
and stood in front of G-, despite the fact that he
trained the revolver toward my heart. I had arrived at
• nervous crux and no longer felt fear for myself. I
merely knew that I must cover, that I must prevent,
G- from seeing brass buttons.

"You're all right," I said, absently. "You're Dot go
ing to kill yourself, nor anyone else. To hell with your
crutches, you can be a man anyway. I shouldn't talk that
way with a woman present, but you've done worse."

Still obselled, he kept the revolver pointed at me.
" I don't want to kill you; I want to kill myself," he

half cried. "I want to die; what have I got to live
for? "

Standing before him, I kept on talking until a lithe
figure Bashed past me and pinioned his arms.

It waa the policeman, and G- had not seea him in
time to resist. ·

There was a moment's tussle, and then the policeman
calmly extracted five greased bullets from the revolver
which was in his hands, whileG-wept.

''"I'll have to arrest him," said the ofticer. "It's a
felony charge - carrying concealed weapons and aBsault
to murder."

" But he didn't conceal it," I objected. " He had it in
plain light all the time. Don't arrest him; he doesn't
realize what be bas been doing. He'll be all right in a
little while."

My pleading was ineffective; but not 80 Miss Todd's.
The policeman finally succumbed.

,. But we can't let him go out on the street this way,"
be compromised. ,e He's got to be taken care of."
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,e All right," I responded quickly. "I'll telephone."
Goin, down on the elevator G- taxed me with in

fidelity.
e, You called a policeman," he laid. " My God, Lowrie,

of all perSODS, YOU called & policeman."
e, Yes, I called a policeman," was my hot retort, "and

you're minus a loaded revolver. Why shouldn't I have
called a policeman?"

"I thought you were one of us," he answered. " I
thought you were one of us." .

" Keep on thinking," I responded, " but don't carry any
more e guns.' "

We were obliged to use force in getting G- into the
ambulance, which was waiting at the door. He was ter
ribly indignant.

Three day. later he came into the oftlce - crestfallen
and penitent, though I hate the latter word.

e, Surely, we'll get you work," I responded to hi. ap
peal. " Certainly we will."

And we did. We got him a place as cashier, the pro
prietor being told the facts.
G-- has eemade good." He is still working in the

same place.
A few nights ago I stopped in to talk With him.
e, I'm writing a narrative of my life out of prison,"

I said, "and I want to tell about you. Will you stand
for it?"

" Sure," he responded. cc Why DotP But look! Pm
not using crutches any longer: they got me a fine leg."

With a slight limp he walked the length of the counter,
and back, his face smiling.

" I lost my leg in a rotten prison," be exclaimed on re
turning, "but I didn't lose myself. I'll die a man."



CHAPTER tvn

ON the night of January !, 1918, seventeen months and
one day after my release from prison on parole, I sat down
to an "honorary" dinner with a dozen friends. During
the dinner I was handed a testimonial- after it bad been
read aloud by one of the diners - and that testimonial,
wishing me "luck" and "success," is now hanging in a
frame between the windows of the room where I write.
Frequently I stand before it and read the signatures.
Then I go to my desk and peruse & rose-colored covered
document, which I keep in a handy pigeon hole. The two,
though physically separated, are concomitant. The rose
eolored document is my· pardon, signed by the Governor
of California. The testimonial is an engrossed felicita
tion given to me by my friends a~ the dinner celebrating
the event.

Yes, I am pardoned, and have been a "free man" for ,
more than two years, yet life has been a jail- I have been
behind bars. Ever since that day in August when the
steel gates clanged me into the world I have been in
prison, a greater prison than San Quentin, and more cold
blooded. Each day I have suffered far worse imprison
ment than stone walls and steel bars. I have suffered im
prisonment of sight, of salvation, of soul; I have Buffered
the knowledge that men and women do not understand
their humanhood; that money is Dot wealth.'

I felt all this even while the speeches were being made
at my pardon dinner. I loved each speaker, sensing sin
cerityt but knew that the men who remained silent aaw
clearest.

101
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After the ordeal- and I'm lure the dozen or 80 par
ticipants will e, pardon" my use of the word-I walked
up Market Street with the big man.

c, Well, you've got it; what are you going to do with
it?" he asked.

eeHang it by the neck until dead," I replied ironically.
ceWhat's the pardon of one among 80 many and the hang
man with his deadly noose ready for miserable victims?
Still, I'm going to live life 88 closely as possible; I'm go
ing to get all phases, if I can."

"Look out," he admonished as he boarded a Powel1
Street car. "Look out that life doesn't get you."

On Ellis Street a few minutes later I met a group of
men, lome of whom I knew casually.

"Come on to the c beach,'" urged one of them.
"We're on our way down to get • machine DOW. Come
OD."

I felt free. I knew that I could go to the "beach"
without fear of being arrested and returned to San Quen
tin for violation of parole.

" Surely, I'll go," I said, "but don't forget I'm &

paroled prisoner and can't take a drink."
I said that because I thought it strange that none of

them had oJrered congratulations because of my pardoe.
It had been published in the evening papers. But Done of
them gave any indication of being aware of my new statUI.

"Oh, we won't forget that," said one of them. .e We're
all right, and there's four of us to swear that you only
drink water."

"But·make it white crime de menthe," advised another,
with a knowing laugh.

I " made " it white cftme de menthe. In the eaf~8 along
the ocean boulevard I witnessed the same old phase of
Dight life that I had glimpsed in New York yean before.

1
I
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The ribaldry was identically the lame and a Salvation
Army girl made the usual rounds for wine-tainted dimes
and nickels. Evolution is indeed tortoise-like. .

It was 4t o'clock in the morning when the automobile
stopped in front of my door, and I was happy to escape.

"Thanks, fellows," I falsified. "Hope ru meet you
all again."

I can still see their bands waving a merry" good-night"
as the machine drew away from the curb. Yes, I still
lee the waving hands, white bands that had never known
the "rock-pile." They were fine fellows, jolly, good
natured and bad Dot permitted me to spend a cent. Yet
they had taken me into places and had encouraged me to
do things which, 80 far as they knew at the moment, might
result in my reimprisonment.

Entering my room & moment later, I noticed my
mother's picture on the dresser. It seemed to reproach
me. I turned out the light and disrobed in the dark.

A few days later, in response to °a Dumber of request.
for me to speak in Southern California, I made a trip
to that section of the State. At San Bernardino I ad
dressed & gathering of young men at the Y. M. C. A., and
learned that I was the first speaker in their handsome new
building. I also learned that the structure had been
erected from funds which had been raised by public sub
scription, and the Judge of the Superior Court, who 'had
conducted the campaign, told me he had used the lame
methods that he employed when running for office, and that
even the saloon men had contributed generously toward
the proposed building•.

"That reminds me of an incident which occurred ~hen

Morrell and myself were 'on the road,'" I remarked.
"We found a stranded theatrical troupe in ODe of the
small interior cities, their manager having decamped with-
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out paying salaries. Four of the ballet giro learned that
a certain saloon keeper was a philanthropist and went to
him in a body, stating their plight, and blandly askinl
for sufticient fund. to get them to their respective homes.
They promised to repay when they could. The saloon
man advanced the money. Next day the representative of
a local charity organization called upon the same saloon
keeper and presented a petition which asked for subscrip
tion toward a fund for sending five stranded chorus girls
to their homes. On asking questions the saloen man
learned that the remaining members of the theatrical
troupe had gone to a wealthy woman who livef1 in the city,
and she, after learning of their predicament, bad evolved
the scheme of a public subscription.

" , Send two of them to me,' said the saloon man, ' and
I'll see that they get home all right.' And he did."

" Well, saloon men are often charitable," mused the
judge. "I found them 80, at any rate."

Now, it must not be inferred from this that the judge
referred to "stands in with the interests," because he
doesn't. He is a genial and public-spirited gentleman,
but believes that a building dedicated fol' uplift, for good,
may consistently be erected, at least in part, from the
" wages of sin."

But the most important event of my trip took place at
Riverside - one of the beauty cities of California. I was
scheduled to speak at the monthly dinner of the business
men's association, and when I arrived at the meeting place
every seat was taken. Alongside of me at the speaker's
table was a grey-eyed, soft-spoken man, short and slender
in stature and wearing a brown pointed beard. I sensed
something distinctive in him before being introduced. He
proved to be the State Assemblyman for that di.trict and
he infonned me that he was chainnan of the Assembly
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committee on "PrisoD8 and Reformatories," also that he
was deeply interelted in the lubject. It was during the
recess of the Lepslature and he wu at home for & few
day••

After I had finished my address that evening the Dis
trict Attorney and one of the local judges publicly in
dorsed what I had said, and the Assemblyman pledged
himself to do hia utmost at Sacramento to bring about an
amelioration of prison conditioDs. I felt that the even
ing had been a very successful one.

Several weeks later a special Assembly committee was
appointed to investigate charges of cruelty to prisoners
at San Quentin, & recently pardoned physician having
made startling aftidavits against the warden and the cap
tain of the yard. I was in Sacramento at the time and
wal asked to appear before the committee. On learning
what the discharged physician set forth in his afBdavit I
inunediately stated that a great deal of it was exaggerated,
and that certain portions were untrue. I realized the
importance of understatement rather than overstatement
in an investigation of that kind, and that exaggerated or
false testimony might and would be readily seized upon .
and used by the opposition to prison betterment as an in- J
dieation that prisoners were not to be believed. This
stand for the facts on my part seemed to please certain
members of the committee, and after answering a number
of questions I was asked jf I would be willing to appear
before the body when it took up its investigation in San
Francisco and San Quentin, and stated that I would be
glad to do so. That evening one of the members of the
committee met me in the capitol building and said: c'If
I have my way YOl1'» go over to San Quentin with us.
You know things and places there better than we can
hope to discover, and we want to get at the truth."
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WmLB I W88 anxious to serve in any capacity that
might tend to bring about the abolitioll of torture and

use of prisoners and do away with many of the soul
sbing methods that were making prisoners worse in-

ead of better men, at the same time I shrank from the
ought of the humiliation my presence with the investi
ting committee inside the prison would mean to the

arden and lome of the other officials whom I bad criticized
adversely in "My Life in Prison," and subsequent writ
ings. But what was the warden'. humiliation compared
to the thousands of helpless men and women who might
.u1fer agonies of mind and body and spirit by the inflic
tion of unjust, unnecessary, yes, even unlawful, punish
ments and humiliations. So I agreed to accompany the
committee should it 80 elect, and the apparent eagemes8
which the members displayed to get at the truth encour
aged me to feel that the truth, untarnished, uncolored,
would come out from behind the grey walls that the Chris
tian people of California might gaze upon it and say:

"Is this oun P Are we responsible for this?" For
once the general public asks itself & question of that kind,
results follow.

Nevertheless, despite my confidence in the committee,
an element of doubt had already crept into my conscious
ness regarding the outcome of the investigation, for I
had noticed Warden Hoyle hurrying back and forth, up
and down, through the corridors and in the elevators of
the Capitol building during the day.

81'
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It .... apparent that he W&I there for the purpose of
pulling political Itrings, that iI, using extraneous iIl
lluences, to prejudice the minds of the committee in fa
vor of hi. vindication. I could not help but think that if
everything was all right in the prisons, if there was noth
ing to be feared from an investigation, at least dignity,
if not indi1ference and self-confidence would have kept him
at home. It looked bad; I sJillfed slaked lime; Dor was
I altogether wrong.

As Boon as it was made public that an investigation was
to be held a number of ex-prisoners came to TM Bullet.
office and offered to testify. They were closely questioned,
and two of them were asked if they would make sworn
statements in writing. They readily agreed to do 10, and
the a1Bdavits were signed that day and presented to the
committee, with the information that both of the men
were willing to appear and 8ubmit to verbal examina
tion.

Then I suddenly remembered an attorney who bad been
present, as a prisoner in San Quentin, when a man named
WoUJ had been beaten and kicked unmercifully by the
Captain of the Yard, after hebad been brought inside the
walls following an unsuccessful attempt at escape. I re
caned that this atOOmey had emerged from the clothing
room - where the cowardly assault took place -, with his
face like ashes, and his hands clenched, and that be had
said to me, " My God, what a monstrous thing."

So I made a hurried trip out of town and saw this at
torney. I told him of the investigation and asked if
he would appear as a witness and testify as to what he
had seen done to WoUF.

c, Oh, I couldn't," he hastlly objected; " I'm on parole,
and I'm trying to get a pardon. Pd get everybody down
OD me if I did that."
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" Everybody - whom do you mean by everybody P" I
asked.

" Why, the board of directors, the warden, and all the
other oftieials," he replied.

" How about the people - the voters, the citizeDIP" I
asked. .

He looked at me and smiled.
" You know how much they stand for," he said. " 'I11ey

.couldn't save me from vengeance - in fact the chances
: an they wouldn't care; they'd be indifferent."

I tried to persuade him to testify anyway, urging that
other boys half-witted, like WoIg, would get similar
bloody maulings, but he declined to appear. In a way, I
did Dot blame him. What he claimed was quite true, and
he was Dot to be censured because his personal evolution
had Dot reached the martyr Itage.

'I11e next night, in San Francisco, I was present at the
investigation. 'I11e meeting was held in & luite of one of
the larger hotels whose "houle detective" used to be a
guard at San Quentin, and & "square" one.

The proceedings had scarcely begun when I was asaaDed
by further misgivings as to the outcome. The committee
was being represented by & deputy from the Attorney
General's oftice, and while the gentleman made a pretence
at being unbiased the atmosphere was charged with preju
dice against the two ex-prisoners who testified, and whose
affidavits were read and discussed. Before the evening's
session was over this deputy from & State department
which has nearly always been ranged against prisoners,
Ihowed his attitude quite. clearly. It became apparent that
his mission was to vindicate the prison administration, and
it was significant that the " law" was all OD one side, for
there was no attorney for the prisoners.

One of the "decisioDs" by him was that the investi-
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gaton should Dot go back "more than two years" in
their probe.

It was like cutting off the top of & tree and examining
the detnmcated portion for the purpose of finding out
what was wrong with the root. By establishing such a
rule the investigating committee practically excluded me
from becoming & witness, as I had been out of San Quen
tin nearly eighteen months, and most of what I had written
in "My Life in Prison"- which had never been pub-

, licly denied, save my reference to ex-Chaplain Drahma
related to conditions and incidents more than two years
old.

If an old-time o1fender, a penon who has plighted him
self to a life of crime, enters your store as a customer and
picks up a purse containing $49.99, with intent to steal
it, he is guilty of petit larceny, a misdemeanor. But if • V'
youth who hal never stolen before in his life enters your
.tore and picks up a purse containing $00, with intent to
steal it, he is guilty of grand larceny, a penitentiary of
fence, and becomes what is generally known as & " crim
inal." Again, I know a five-time loser, now in San Quen-
tin, who decided years ago to adopt daylight burglary as
his profession. Daylight burglary is known as burglary
of the second degree, and the maximum penalty is five
years in the penitentiary. This man became an adept at
his profession. During his intervals of freedom he would
commit anywhere from 10 to 100 burglaries before being
caught. He generally managed to get off with a " light"
sentence by pleading guUty and asking the mercy of the
court. He never got more than five years; in fact, most
of his sentences were two or three yean. He was a
menace to society, a man who needed training in • new
direction. You will 8~rely agree with that statement.



818 Jig Life out of PrVOA

But will you, ca~ you, conscientiously agree with me
that justice was done when a trio of youths w~o broke
into a barn and stole harness alter nightfall ad were
sentenced to the penitentiary for terms ranging from
eight to fifteen years, because the crime was " burglary of
the first degree "-(night time)? Indeed, you cannoL
I have known young boys, sentenced for & first offence,
committed in the night time, who came to prison for a
decade, while dangerous professionals, operating in the
daytime, got two or three yean. Am I "Ientimental"
in protesting against sueh & systemP As well commit one
person to tl ...e hospital for contracting measle. to spend
one year and another to spend five yean for contracting
the same malady in the night time. The idea of measur
ing the penalty by dollan and cents, or by daylight and
dark is about a8 sensible &8 to determine it by red hair
or black, blue eyes or brown - &8 the Lombrosoians would
have it done.

But, of course, in making this investigation of San
Quentin your committee wasn't thinking anything about
" law" lave &8 they were " guided" by the legal adviser
from the Attorney-General'. oftice. Neither were they
concerned aa to the absurdity of the entire penal and pun
itive system. They were examining an ulcer in a terribly
diseased body. , And to follow out the line of thought,
prisons, even conducted rationally (to employ the word
for convenience) are themselves merely ulcers on • body
that itself is in sore need of treatment - our civilizatioll
of commercialism and high finance, and unearned wealth
going to replete the coffers of a few from the sweat and
ignorance and misery of the many. There would be DO

need lor prisoDs were human brotherhood, imbued with
Christ'. spirit, an earthly fact. At present it is only •
dream, indulged by those who are denounced .. • &git..
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tors" or 'C anarchists." Some people even call them by
other names.

And 80, when the investigating committee went to San
Quentin and spent a week interviewing prisoners and of
ficials, I had already abandoned hope that even the super
ficial ulcer would be discovered. Nor was I wrong. The
report, voluminous and more or less erudite - whatever
that means - practically vindicated the warden and his
methods. It made many of us happy, however, when the
Legislature a few days later passed a law prohibiting
corporal punishment in the State institltioDs. A step
had at least been taken - a step which it had required
centuries to achieve.
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A WEEK: late.r was present in the Senate chamber at
Sacramento when Clarence Darrow made his impassioned
plea for the abolition of Ute death penalty. In substance,
he said: "If terrorism is the object aimed at, the kettle
of boiling oil should be heated with its victim inside, out
upon the commons, where all eyes could see and all ears
could hear. This was once the case, not 80 many years
ago, and pickpockets used to infest the morbid crowds
that came to see and hear a pickpocket tortured.

"To-day, with the fallacy of deterrentism as an excuse,
many States have provided that executions shall be inside
the penitentiary walls, that the victim shall be awakened,
if perchance he is asleep, in the darkness and dead of
night; that he shan be led to the ghostly sca1fold, or still
more horrifying electric chair, and hastily put to death,
with a doctor and a few friends of the jailer present to
duly witness the cold-blooded deed."

He said a lot more - not in a declamatory or inSamOO
manner, but intensely deliberately and honestly. I wish
I could have gathered and retained every word. Not a
sound broke the stillness of the gilded chamber, though
there were many present who believed in murder for mur
der. The chairman of the meeting - a Senator
vented an occasional sarcastic smile and pretended to
be sleepy. I venture the assertion that he subsequently
voted for the retention of the death penalty. Yet, to me,
it was impossible to conceive how anyone could listen to
Darrow's soul and remain uneonvinced that it wu & part
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of the Creator. Of course, every soul is a part of the
Creator, but some souls express more of the Creator than
others.

But Darrow was preceded and followed by a number of
other speakers, all earnest and sincere. And yet, after
the addresses were over and I listened to comments in the
corridors, I heard more than one legislatcr say: "Ob,
he defended the McNamaras; of course he's against capital
punishment."

Again I marvelled that these men, selected or sup
posedly selected by the people, should be unable to even
separate & salient, solemn and momentous question of
Christianity from an event in the life of the man whom
they had beard speak. Lay minds, so called, are expected
Dot to be able to make such separations, but the minds of
the legislators, the representative, the chosen few, one
would surely have thought could have ignored personali
ties.

The anti-capital-punishment bill was defeated by a nar
row margin and human beings are to-day being taken out
in the dark and sent crashing into eternity on that nar
row margine

While at Sacramento I succeeded in having one of the
Assemblymen introduce a measure designed to save im
pecunious misdemeanants from going to jail for non-pay
ment of fine. During my work at the police court I had
seen minor delinquents, men with steady positions and
families to support, sent to jail because they couldn't
pay a fine of $10, imposed because of being drunk (refer
ring to the "delinquent," not the judge) on Saturday
night, thereby losing steady work and taking support from
the family. The bill provided that under such circum
stances the offender should be allowed to go back to his
woik and family and pay his fine in instalments. The
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measure was defeated, thereby clinching the fact (to me)
,: that commercialism, Dot humanitarianism and the best

/ interests of society, is at the bottom of most of our 8~
ealled laws. Another bill, which a San Francisco Senator
introduced for me and got through the Senate, provided
that when a prisoner had been on parole two years, and
had complied with all requirements, he should become free
automatically. I knew several men, some of whom had
been on parole for five and even six years and who desired
to marry and settle down, or to engage in business for
themselves, who were unable to do so, due to the fact that
they were still technically prisoners and not free agents
legally. This bill was" also defeated.

On the other hand, many vital measures, such as the
mother's pension bill and the workman'. compensation act,
were passed, after all stamping the 1918 Legislature "as
really progressive, as consisting of men who were for the
people in heart but couldn't bring themselves to venture
too far all at once.

The following six months were a nightmare, for I be
came a victim of drink. How it happened is still mysteri
ous to me. I suddenly discovered one day that I was an
abject slave - that I couldn't abstain from liquor. Then
began a long and fearful fight. I shall not try to tell it.
Messrs. Leake and London have done so. Why spin the
alliteration one Dame further? But I want to say this,
that I found nothing save horror and degradation in
liquor. It never elated me - it only depressed. I
scorned the" tapering-off" method, and after many futile
efforts to ce stop completely," during the course of which
I sometimes went two or three days without taking •
drink, I was saved by a woman.

She came into the oftice one day and we met. Instal tly
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I knew that she was I, and a wave of satisfaction thrilled
me.

Nothing passed between us in words, but we neverthe
less met again, and at the second meeting I told her of

. my weakness, and how hard I was trying to conquer my
self. Why I should have told her, when I had concealed,
or endeavored to conceal, it from my best friends, I don't
know. She was a woman whose regard and respect, if
not something more lasting, I craved from the first; per
haps the " something more lasting" is what made me tell
her. Subsequently I met hp- many times, and one day
awoke to the fact that I never thought of drink while she
was near. This discovery nerved me - I saw light ahead.

Finally, after many soul-crushing failures alone, sum
mer lured me to the mountains, where with friends she was
spending vacation. There the desire for liquor left me
strangely. On all other occasions when I bad stopped
drinking for a few hours in an effort to stop altogether, my
wniskyed nerves had shrieked for mercy, sometimes to such
an extent that I could not hold a pencil, and always to the
exclusion of sleep. But from the first moment to the
last of those three weeks with her I was calm and steady,
a normal creature. I have marvelled about it ever since.
She did nothing save keep herself in my company as closely
as convention would permit. By being with me 80 con
tinuously she risked her reputation, yet never faltered.
I learned that a man and & woman may associate in
timately day after day without the rise of that relation
ship which the world imagines must prevail under such
circumstances. I know this because I have experienced
it. To many persons it may be unbelievable, but is Done
the less true. Our association during that time was that
of two men, or of two women- two souls that found
themselves in each other. So long as I live I can never
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forget. But my body was weak, or at least had been weak
ened, and she gave it controL

Her eyes, her hair, her appearance? They do Dot
count. She was just a woman - but a woman with a
man's soul, I was just a man - but a man with a woman's
soul. We were like, yet unlike, all other human beings.

I met her there, my spirit infinitely sad, my courage at
mud-tide, my hope moribund. I came back rejuvenated,
full of the joy of life, intense with purpose to luW my
destiny.



CHAPTER LX

A YEW' days ago, in New York City, I boarded a surface
car at Broadway and Sixth Avenue, intending to ride a
few blocks in response to a telephonic appointment. In
stead, I rode to the end of the line, and then back to the
other end, all the time, 80 far as intervals between his
duties would permit, talking to the conductor. When I
got on the car I had not paid any particular attention
to the man in charge of the vehicle, but when he came for
my fare, and I looked up into his face, I recognized him
a8 one who had spent ten years behind the walls of San
Quentin.

" Hello," be laughed. "What are you doing in this part
of the world? "

" 'Digging Indians and shooting goId,'" I lightly re
plied. "But I'm glad to 8~ you. How are things go
ing?"

"Come out on the platform," he invited, " I can't talk
here."

During the next two hours we conversed intimately.
He seemed to be relieved at being able to talk freely. He
had been working for the street-car company five years,
without the fact of his imprisonment known.

"If they found it out I'd be fired," he told me, "and
I live in constant fear that it may be discovered. Pm mar
ried and I've got one of the Iwelleat kids you ever saw, and
my wife knowl everything. Yet I can't feel happy.
There's a weight over me all the time. I don't suppose
I'll ever get over it." He stopped a moment to assist an

au
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old lady to alight, and then continued: ~c I don't know
how you feel, but somehow I've never felt like a real hu
man being since the day I left that place - though I've
kept straight as a die. I've met dozens of the boys, and

/) they've all told me the same thing; that they have a sort
/Y of, well, a sort of bruised feeling - I guess that expresses

~ it - and can't get themselves back to where they were
before they' fell.'"

I knew exactly how he felt, but tried to deceive him.
" You've still got the same curly hair that you had be

fore you went down," I offered, " and you've still got the
same capacity for enjoying life without blight, if you'd
only let yourself do it. Forget the past; what's the use

I of living something that's dead?"
" But I've been trying to forget for five years, and it's

no use. To-morrow I may be looking for a job on ac
count of the past. Do you suppose I can forget that?"

All this, and a lot more, was said resignedly and yet
not pessimistically. Before I left him he gave me his ad
dress and asked me to take dinner with his " family" one
evening. I promised to do so, but did not get the oppor
tunity ; New York, whence I had gone in response to a
number of invitations for speeches, kept me too busy. I
had left California and its green hills only to encounter
snow in the mountains. A little girl, the daughter of a
railroad man, who was on the train with her parents, had
never seen snow before, and wanted to know if it was
"white grass." And at Truckee a number of passengers
got off and had & snowball fight. Our train was
scheduled to reach Chicago in three days and pulled .into
the station there exactly on time. One of the passengers,
a deputy sheriff, bound for Long Island to bring a crim
inal offender back to California, afforded me considerable
diversion. I had met him the first morning out, while On
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the back platform of the train. He came out there, pulled
a flask of whisky from his pocket, and offered me a drink.
I declined, and after he had swallowed lome of the stuff he
told me who he was, and why he was going East. I could
Dot help noticing his yellow shoes, nor could I help hear
ing them squeak when he walked. They were painfully
and bucolically new, as were his garments. In reply to
a question he stated that the prisoner whom he had been
commissioned to bring back had committed larceny, but
before we got to Chicago the crime had grown through
various stages until it was murder. Every passenger on
the train was confidently apprised that yellow shoes was
a cc'sheriff" and that he was going after a "bad" man.
I could not help hearing several of these "confidences."
According to the interest displayed by each auditor the
" sheriff" either extended or suppressed himself. In turn,
the Long Island prisoner after whom he was going was
guilty of larceny, bigamy, robbery, arson and murder.
And to the expressions of wonder that he dared to go after
such a bad one and bring him back alone, the " sheriff "
patronizingly pooh-poohed that hebad" handled hundreds
of 'em." It was very amusing. Yet he wasn't a bard or
unfeeling man at heart. During the trip I got to know
him quite well, and found that he possessed a good meas
ure of the milk of human kindness. Still, when we were
crawling through the busy railroad yards into teeming
Chicago, I couldn't resist handing him one of my cards,
and the expression on his face when he read my name was
droll. He bad heard of me, and we shook hands. c, I
never thought to ask your name," he half laughed.

After a day in Chicago, visiting friends, I proceeded to
Auburn, New York, where I was scheduled to speak at the
State prison.

It was the first time I had faced an audience of pris-
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oners, and there were 1400 of them. When I got on my
feet I felt nervou.; I realized that I had the chance to per
hap. make some of them think. I don't know juat what
I said, but it must have" taken," for I was frequently in
terrupted by applause, and at the conclusion of the ad
dress, besieged with interesting questions. Most of the
queries evinced intelligent thought; none were frivolous
or irrelevant.

The following day I received a written order from War
den Rattigan to visit the prison at will and to go where
ever I wished. " Billy" Duffy, a slim young fellow, serv
ing twelve years, and sergeant-At-arms of the prisoners'
mutual welfare league, was assigned as my cicerone. We
indeed went "everywhere,U even into the "jail," the
" isolation" ward and the death chamber. In the latter
dreadful place, the guard in charge, after explaining the
method of electrocution in detail, asked me if I cared to
sit in the "chairt" and when I drew back with a quick
declination, seemed surprised.

"Why, all visitors like to do thatt " he said, half apolo
getically; "they like to tell their friends that they've
lat in the chair."

"But I am thinking of that wretched woman they
brought in from Salamanca to-day," I mumbled. " She'.
doomed to have her life snuffed out in that thing and
she's the mother of children."

"Yes, it's too bad," was the answer. "We've already
sent off two women in this State. It's a bad business
a bad business."

"Do you believe in it - in capital punishment?" I
asked.
. "I certainly don't," he replied. " It'. a fierce proposi
tion to have to strap a man in that chair while the priests
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8ft prayiD8' out loud, and then .trip hU corpse a few
minute. later 10 the doctors can eut him up."

"So the doctors can cut him up P" I qnestiened.
" What do you meanP"

"Why, it's the law," he replied. "Ev'ry man we send
off has to have his brain examined before it's cold."

Tllis was news to me, and interesting.
" How long has that been the law? " I asked.
"Oh, I don't know. Quite a long time."
"And how many' warm' brains have been examined?"

I persisted.
"Couple 0' hundred, I guess," was the reply.

"Why? " ,
"Oh, I was jUlt wondering if a murderer's brain had

beenestablished," I laid, dully. "But, of course, it hasn't
or we'd have read scientific articles about it. They're
just like you and me, aren't theyP"

c, Yel, I guess they are," he laid, seriously. " I've seen
lome mighty fine men lent off; men that had it 'on me'
for intelligence, and other wayl. But they've jUlt pused
a law that all executioDs will be at Sing Sing; we'll loon
be rid "f the ' chair' here, thank God. i don't sleep well
for a week after seeing one of them bodies cut open."

In the " isolation" ward near by I glimpsed five stolid
faces in five "condemned" cells - one of them a China
man. Farther on I stopped and chatted with various " in
corrigible••" It was significant that the condemned and
the "incorrigible." were celled together. Perhaps the
most interesting man I found was Jack Murphy, a lifer,
who had been in the prison ten years and in ccsolitary "
two yearl. He had a tDother cat with three kitten. in his
cell and at 8r.t seemed disinclined to talk. But I liked
him; he. wu slender, and his pying hair plenteoul.



880 My Life out of PrilOfi

Also, his voice had the vibration of fellow.hip. Ii "u Dot
until I told him I had "done time~' that he ccloosened
up."

ccI thought you were a prison reformer," he laid;
" you know what I mean. You don't look like a guy that's
done a long stretch."

During the next hour Jack and I became friends. I
have since received several letters from him. The follow
ing is a portion of the first one:

.
cc 181S State St., Auburn, N. Y.

"April 10, 1914.
"Dear Donald : Yours arrived and received a royal

welcome. I sincerely hope this reaches you before you
leave St. Louis. I have spent many happy days in that
good old town, Don, and hope your visit shall be a happy
one also.

"WeD, this is a beautiful night, .a silver night, and
a fitting sequel to the golden day just passed. The 8un
has been shining nice and wann all day, and just about
five o'clock we had a little shower. It lasted just IODg
enough to freshen things up and left a clear blue sky be
hind. Just like troubles, eh? Sorrow may seemdark and
drear for a time, but eventually it brings the sunshine out
from the clouds and the sky seems more bright after.
Last Friday was the anniversary of my eleventh year in
my little niche of shame, and I have seen much and felt
more in that time, believe me, Don. But it's all in the bit,
and if a fellow is foolish enough to cut to the break in
the deck he has DO kick coming if the other fellow holds
the best hand. And it'. only a fool who will Dot profit by
his mistakes. Now, please do Dot miaCoD8troe this, old
man. I do not wish to convey the idea that I have re
formed, for I have Dot reached the·" Turn of the Balance "
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yet, but if I do, and perhaps I have & little yearning that
I may, why I - well, I hope I can be just about &s good
as I have been bad. I have been thinking a whole lot since
you left me that day and I wish I could meet such men as
you every day. It helps, DOD. A hearty handclasp and :
a pleasant smile works wonders in the heart of the man I
who is down. They say a man can't come back. That's
foolish, DOD. A knockdown is on!y a rest which a fellow
can have while he is taking the count. He can then come
up fresh to renew the fight. Well, I suppose I have tired
you with all this prattle, 80 I will close by wishing you all
the beautiful things this world affords. Sincerely yours,

"JOHN E. Ml1&PHY, No. 82,S78."
" P.S.- I expect the book most any day DOW. Thank

you, Don. Good night. Write or drop a card "hen you
can; I shall welcome either.

CCJACK."

To-day, a8 you read these words, the man who wrote
them is cooped in a stone cell. True, he has a yard
a place about twelve feet square, with walls fifteen feet
high, and a netting over the top 80 that he cannot throw
communications to the men on either side - each man in
the " isolation" ward at Auburn has a yard, which means
a patch of sky. I know in my beart that Jack Murphy,
Aubum No. 81,878, is a big man - a big man gone wrong.
I didn't intend to write about him at all, but his personal
ity forced it. I hope the day will come when he will get
his chance. I believe it wilL
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FOLLOWING my "convict" guide I passed reluctantly
through the "cell blocks" and the various shops. Al
though I was " getting more" than the average visitor-·
a prisoner was piloting me and, besides, I had c, been there
myself"- I nevertheless wanted to go more slowly. In
his conversation" Billy" repeatedly referred to c'Tom,"
by whom he meant Hon. Thomas Matt Osborne, erstwhile
l\fayor of Auburn, and a prominent man in New York
State affairs. " Tom" had served a week in the prison
only a short time before, having voluntarily done so in
order to study conditions. During that week be had been
punished for "refusing to work" and had lived the life
of a prisoner 80 faithfully that all the inmates of the place
had sponged his sincerity and felt that he was the" real
thing."

" Billy" didn't know that I was a guest at 'c Tom's "
home, though he did know that we were acquainted. So in
order to get the prisoners' estimate of the man I encour
aged " Billy" to talk about him. Personally I had found
" Tom" to be a hard thinker, well-balanced and keen to
understand prison mismanagement. It was chiefly due to
his interest in bettering prison conditions that I was East,
for he had written and asked me to come and speak before
the New York State Prison Commission conference, and
had guaranteed expenses.

ccThere's one man who's all right," said c, Billy," in
reply to a question. "There's DO bunk about him; he'.

aal
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our friend, and we're going to make the league a. success.
What's more, a lot of us are going to make good when we
get out. Take my pal, Bob C-, for instance. He's
going out in a few days after serving a stretch of eleven
years, and he intended to get even until 'Tom' came
along. Now he's going out to make good, and 'Tom'
has a job for him."

By the "league" the speaker meant the recently or
ganized body within the prison whereby the prisoners were
pledged to govern themselves and maintain order. Save
a very few, all the prisoners had' joined, had elected their
delegates and an executive committee to pass on mat
ters of discipline and to petition for improvements. I had
attended a meeting of this executive committee the day
before, and was mightily interested. Among other mat
ters, the question of porcelain or agateware drinking cups
for the cellshad come up. It was asserted by one speaker
that" no matter how often a man cleans a tin cup it will
rust and be unhealthy." Another member of the com
mittee had figures to show that porcelain cups would be
cheaper in the long run. After half an hour's discussion
it was resolved that a report be made to the warden, recom-,
mending the purchase of sanitary cups for the cells. And
this WIlS but one item among dozens that were taken up and
thrashed out calmly. One day I shall report the meeting
in full - it deserves it.

Before leaving Auburn I spoke at a. meeting of the
guards and officers of the prison. It was a novel experi
ence- an ex-convict addressing prison officials - but
they applauded just the same.

In the city of Auburn itself I spoke at one of the
churches, also at Osborne Hall, and the response was
gratifying. The people seemed truly intent on learning
what they could about their prisons, and how to deal
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with criminal offenders. After speaking to the women
prisoners, 180 in number - (all women State prison of
fenders in New York are sent to Auburn) - I proceeded
to New York City, where the train arrived ten hours late.
owing to a blizzard. On the way to my hotel, after mid
night, I was accosted three times - once by a man, who
said he was hungry; twice by miserable looking young
women. I heard that New York was" closed up" and
was therefore surprised. And in using the word "miser
able" I mean it. The" flashy" and " successful " walk
ers had long before retired with the night's "earnings"
safely stockinged. It was the" ha.s beens," the ones verg
ing toward insanity or suicide, that were "bold" enough
to stop a man with a suitcase at 1 o'clock in the morning.

New York proved intense. It would require columns
to tell about it. Ensconced in a room that was fearfully
steam heated, I found myself wondering. Only a few
years before this identical hotel had been considered a
" top notcher," but I grasped, from the rented street Boor
and the frayed carpet in my room, that it deteriorated into
a "bas been." The next day, in conversation, a chance
acquaintance told me that " New York changes every six
months; don't hope to keep up with it unless you stay
right here."

That afternoon I spoke before the Colony Club, and
some of my "auditors" took siestas while I frantically
tried to "bring them out of it."

The following night, at the Berkeley Lyceum, a small,
partly bald man arose from his seat after I had finished
speaking and started to question me regarding my views
anent a " court of rehabilitation." After fifteen minutes'
discussion with him, during which I felt that he had the
subject well in hand, the chairman - back at me - hastily
whispered: "That's Roland Molineaux."
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With & letter of introduction I proceeded to 8ing Sing
the next day, and was shown through the prison by acting
Principal Keeper McInerney. The veteran, Connaugh
ton, was OD his death bed.

In the execution chamber McInemey lingered. " We
sent off seven here in one morning not long ago," he said,
his eyes half closed. "It was fierce. We had to build
extra shelves for the bodies. Come out here, I'll show
you."

I followed him into an anteroom and saw the shelves,
with one operating table in the centre of the dismal place.

" They came too fast for the doctors," he explained, " we
had to do something to take care of them - and one W&I

only a kid. That was the hardest part of all, handling
him after be was dead. You see, I liked him, and he had
smiled only a few minutes before, while I was helping to
strap him in the chair."

I shuddered. Murder was too close for equanimity.
"But, of course, you believe in the chairP" I half ques

tioned.
His taD, well-proportioned figure straightened as he

looked at me searchingly.
" Do you see this scar? " be asked, pointing to an ugly

disfiguration on the left side of his face.
I nodded.
c, Well, that was done by a C con' who meant to murder

me; and yet, if he'd killed me, and I could have a say, I
wouldn't kill him - at least not in cold blood - that's
what I think of the chair! "

"But how can you keep on helping to C put off' men
when you feel that way P" I asked.

"Well, I've been a prison guard twenty years, in spite
of politics, and I've got to live - it's the only thing I
know," he replied. " Some one else would do it if I didn't
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- yet I dread 'putting off' the gunmen; they go in Iess
than two weeks." .

Going through the cell house a few minuwlater I was
thoroughly disheartened. The cells were three and one
half feet wide and seven feet long. When the bunk was
let down for the night the inmate had DO room at a11- he
was like a fly in a trap; or worse, because & 1Iy can walk
upside down. I was told that the walls of the cells sweated
at times 80 that one's Dame could be traced in the mois..
ture, I thought of the expanse of sand at Dipsea, and
how I had thoughtlessly written my name close to the in
coming tide only a few months before. Perhaps a " liter "
in one of these cells had been fingering his name on the wet
wall at the same moment.

At lunch Warden Clancy imparted the information that
,,/ he was " going to quit," that" politics" was" too much "
'\ for him. InqUiry developed that he had been in ofBce only
.' '. a few months. " The warden of this place has got to be

an out-and-out politician, not a man," he droned. " I've
made Jots of improvements, and had lots of painting done,
but what's the useP"

Dr. Stagg Whitin, of the national committee on prison
labor, who was at the table with us, looked at me with
raised eyebrows, and I nodded reply to his thought. Here
was a warden with 11500 human derelicts under his charge

I
who believed that "lots of painting" meant "improve
ment." Still, Clancy had a humane soul. nat was
evinced in the way he treated the prisoner who waited on
us, &s well as by the manner in which he greeted the mother
of & convict in his oSee a few minutes later.

'I
I
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TIm Dm ten days I spent with my aunt in New Eng
land. I had not seen her in fifteen years, but when I got
to the house I walked around to the back door and into
the kitchen.

"Is supper ready?" I asked, unconcernedly, starting
to take off my coat.

She turned, and for a second stood amazed, before her
sense of humor responded.

"I'll look and see what I have in the cupboard," she
said, tuming away and bumming to herself as she disap
peared through the swinging door. Presently she re
turned.

"There's some cold baked beans, and - and 10m•

•trawberry jam," she announced. "Will that do?"
At the words" strawberry jam " we both laughed. It

recalled the days in my boyhood when she had surrep
titiously given me jam sandwiches, against the ,e strict
orders" of my mother that I was "Dot to eat between
meals." On two diJl'erent occasions after devouring the
delectable sandwich on the cellar stairway I had gone back
to the sitting-room and to my mother, innocent-looking al
a new fountain pen, only to. suffer ignominious detection
because of sundry smears in the vicinity of my ears and
eyebrows which my traitorous shirt sleeves had failed to
assimilate during the process of destroying the evidence.

" Yes; that will do," I laid. "And how have you
beenP" Whereupon we saluted each other al became aunt
and nephew who have been separated for a loug time.

337
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The weeks that followed were happy onel, spent with
my cousins, and looking up old scenes and faces, and as
the day drew Dear when I was to speak in Philadelphia, I
was tempted to cancel the engagement.

On returning from Philadelphia to New York I met my
mother. She had been away over the ocean when I arrived
in the East. Although I was kept busy, speaking and
attending to business matters, as well as responding to
social invitations, I spent the major portion of the nen
two weeks with my mother.

My talk in Philadelphia, at the Broad Street Theatre,
had attracted considerable attention and I Wal asked to
speak in that city again. The letter stated that the dis
cussion was to be held under the auspices of the Contem
porary Club, at the Bellevue-Stratford (Philadelphia'. de
luxe hotel) and was to be a dress affair.

In New York I had several times been invited to dinner,
and on going had found myself to be the only man present
not in evening clothes. At the Carnegie Lyceum, where
Governor West, Governor Glynn, Thomas Mott Osborne
and others addressed a mass meeting, I had been the only
man in the one hundred or more who occupied Se&ts on the
stage who was Dot in evening dress, and somehow, despite
the fact that it made me conspicuous, I revelled in not
being an apparent slave to & needless convention. But
when the dinner invitatioDs kept coming, I finally " fell,"
and had myself mauled by a tailor. So, wben the Con
temporary Club's request for me to partake in a discus
sion stated ccevening dress," I was rather glad that I was
" qualified" to appear; especially W88 this true when the
meeting took place, for I am sure a great many pereons
were honest in shaking bands with me at the close and in
expressing & determination to urge the changes that had
been suggested. There were four speakers at the meeting
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- Mr. Osborne, Warden McKenty of the Eastern Peni
tentiary (Cherry Hill), a judge of the Superior Court of
Philadelphia and myself. The judge spoke last and said
he believed in punishment. He told how he had given
two oft'enders twenty-five and .fifteen years, respectively,
only the week before. It was significant that, while the
rest of us had been listened to attentively, with frequent
bursts of applause, the judge's remarks were half drowned
by the rustle of programmes and even by whispering-
the latter supposed to be a very " rude" manifestation in
such select society. By the very blandness of his blind
ness I think the judge did a lot of good. He had listened
to three speakers, all believers in the revolution of the
present prison system, he had seen and heard the reepense V'
of the auditors, and yet got up and preached the. ancient
doctrine of retaliation and revenge. What he laid fur
nished an excellent background for what the rest of us had
pleaded. It made our picture stand out clear. It also
bore out what I have long contended: that the best methodI
to make persons think is to let them get all possible views
on a subject.

I made two subsequent addresses in Philadelphia, and
also visited the Eastern Penitentiary. This prison is
built similar to the hub and spokes of a wheel. A central
rotunda controls each row of cells, one of the rows being
reserved for women. I had heard & great many fearful
stories of " Cherry Hill," as it is called, and was glad of
the opportunity to visit the place,» Warden McKenty
acted as our guide (Thomas Osborne and some ladies were
in the party), but-told us to stop where we willed and talk
freely to whomwe would. I learned that he had been war
den more than six years, having formerly been a police
man, and then a detective. I also had heard from many
sources that he was "the best warden Pennsylvania ever
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had," and I found this estimate to be a correct one. He
talked more sensibly, and with a deeper understanding of
fundamental prison principles than any prison ofBcer of
my acquaintance. We learned that he bad overtumed
U. system which he found in the prison on taking up the
duties of warden; that he had established trade shops;
that he had abolished torture, and reduced punishments to
the minimum; that he had fought for and won a parole
system, and a number of other things. But the main in
dication of the man's character came fromtthe many men
with whom I indiscriminately talked in different cells and
shops. Not a dissenting Dote as to Warden McKenty'.
" squareness." The cells in " Cherry Hill tt are the best
I have ever seen. They are large, some of them being 11
by It by 11, or approximately 80, each cell with an indi..
vidual window, opening out doors, and each cell provided
with toilet and electric light. We found many of the men,
and nearly all of the women,working in their cells. Wages
are paid, and the prisoners permitted to support their
families. There W88 & noticeable absence of a 'c jail
smell"- the place was really clean and sanitary, with lots
of air and sunshine. I noted scores of cells in which there
were potted plants and flowers. These looked healtby,
whereas I remember a fern-ball which died in a California
cell, in spite of the sustained efforts of its owners to keep
it alive, because of the deadly miasma. A number of pet
dogs and cats about the corridors' and in the )!ards amused
me. They all seemed to be on good tenns, and happy.
I tasted the stew which was served (the prisoners eat in
their cells; there is no dining hall) at noon; also the bread.
Both were palatable, and I was particularly. impressed by
the fact that a guard did the serving. In filling each bowl
he stirred around in the kettle to make sure that each
ration contained a portion of meat and vegetables. Each
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ration of stew was generous, and there was no stint OD

bread. Each prisoner takes care of his personal eatinl
utensils, and has hot water for the purpose. The dishes
all looked spotless. Much more could be written about
this prison, but not now. The question I asked m,.elf
was: " Suppose Warden McKenty should die to-night P" .,'
There's nothing on the statute books to perpetuate hiSr
methods. An ignorant and totally unfit political heeler ,
might succeed him, and undo all he has done. After all, \
McKenty w&ll but & benevolent autocrat - an enlightened
despot - he was but one man. In a way it was bad that
he should be warden, for the people were satisfied with the .
prison. They felt that they had a good man there, and
should an effort be made to secure legislation towud per
petuating the very ideas he had worked out, there would
be opposition. There would be & protest that Warden
McKenty and the penitentiary were all right and should
not be molested. Strange to say, McKenty himself has
Dot this latter viewpoint. He has not even after six years
in ofBce, the least idea that he owns the place. One of the
last things he said to me was: "I get a good deal of real
pleasure out of this job. Many on old-timer, many & man
that I caught and sent up when I was & detective, I've
boosted along in here, got him to thinking right, and sent
him ,out on parole to make good for me. And lots of them
have made good. Why, two of them came back of their
own accord, and asked me to take them in as they were
afraid they were slipping and didn't want to throw me
down. They got to drinking, you lee, and knew they'd
fall again."



CHAPTER txm

AT Wheeling, W. Va., the warden of the penitentiary
at Moundsville was present when I spoke, and invited me
to run down and visit the prison. I did 80 the following
day, and found the contract-labor system in vogue. The
prisoners, more than balf of whom were negroes, were
working in shops making clothes, brooms, whips and other
articles. The shops were fearfully crowded and hot, but
each man was working furiously, and I learned the reason
from the guard who was showing me through. They were
paid for aJl work done in excess of a daily task. In the
dining-room there were swarms of flies, though the place
looked and smelled clean. It was also well lighted, but
could scarcely help being, &s it was practically outdoors,
being open on three sides. I noted ceiling fans, and was
informed that these were set in motion by electricity dur
ing mealtimes on hot days. This is an innovation which
could be imitated at no very great expense in other pris
ons. The chapel at Moundsville is the best prison chapel
I have seen anywhere. It is built after the pattern of &

theatre, and is provided with 1000 extra large and com
fortable seats. Yet I was told by an ex-prisoner, whom
I met at the statiOIl while waiting for the train back to
Wheeling, that a "lifer" who had tried to escape a few
weeks before had been beaten unmercifully and that flog
ging was still permitted by law. I asked him why there
was such a large percentage of negroes in the prison, with

, the percentage of population in the State only 81.
" Oh, I reckon it's 'cause we's ignorant," he said sadly.

342
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CC And you moW' a colored man don't get the same chance's /
& white man in coun." I

I found a band of earnest women in Wheeling, working: .
for Buft'rage, and on each of the three occasion. when I
spoke there I made it & point to ten how equal suffrage was
working in Califomia.

I also learned in Wheeling that West Virginia was to
become & prohibition State on the first of July (1918).
There seemed to be a conslderable difference of opinion as
to the advisability of the inhibition. One man said to me:
" The rich, and we middle-classers, will be able to have our
beer or wine, but not the thousand. of coal miners."

Another man said: "I think it'. a good thing. There
was too much drinking in the coal regions, and without it
the miners will do better work, and won't think 10 much
about striking."

I thought of the horrors which W~ occurring in Colo
rado.

"Isn't it their miserable lot that makes coal miner_!
drinkP" I asked. .

He wouldn't admit the word " miserable," but did grant
that they were" poor, and lived lives of semi-slavery."

" And will these living conditions, these working condi
tioDs, change after prohibition becomes the law Ptt I asked.

He thought they would, that many of the men who drank
would devote the money thus spent DOW to the care of their
wives and children.

"So that the discontent and the fight for better pay
will become less intense; 80 that the miners will be lulled
-into a condition of inert stupor; 80 that the coal barons
may become richer," I retorted, half hotly. "I bold that
anything, DO matter what, that tends to make a working
man less keen to the injustice being done him, is bad for
everybody. I'd let the coal miner have his beer if be

..
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wants it, especially if it will help him to gain more safe
and sanitary living and working conditions."

We had a long and heated discussion, but he couldn't
see my point. He contended that the "miners must be
cared £Or by 'the people,' and it's bad for them to drink."

A few days later a tragic, preventable disaster sent 158
of these dangerously dissatisfied coal miners into eternity,
leaving wives and little babies to fight the fight for food

. and shelter alone. And some of these little babies may
grow up to grace prison cells or brothel stalls, long alter
their fathers' bones have bleached in death.

And this brings me back to California, with its lure and
its splendor. For nearly three years I have been walking
the face of the earth trying to find out what it all means,
and most of that time has been spent in California. I
have walked through dark valleys, and I have looked at the
stan from the mountain tops. I have gone down to the
depths of human 8u«ering, and have met big, strong, far-

l seeing aDd fearless men and women. I have learned that
all men are weak, and that all men are strong. That
within each one is the other, either lurking to slay or biding
the moment for succor from trouble and despair. I came
out of prison filled with the hope that I might do lome-

'J thing to help prisoners. That hope has not gone un
realized, and I am glad, but by no means satisfied, for I
have come to learn that the regeneration of prisons is of
superficial importance compared to the seeial regenera
tion that must surely come. I have met or talked or lis
tened, or read the written words of Clarence Darrow, Lin
coln Steffens, Norman Hapgood, Stitt Wilson and others.
I have seen my patron, the big man, stand like a lone light
house with the waten of human greed and misundentand
ing swirling and sucking at his feet, and beating up into
hi. face. -His example, his courage, but above all his
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lingleness and intense sincerity of purpose, have imbued
me with a desire to help in the bigger fight. "And this
.hall be my purpose in life - to go on and OD, with what
atrength I can muster and retain, giving out the truth
that has cometo me: That DO man condemn another; that
brotherhood is a fundamental thing; that the proletariat
shall Dot be expected to go to church and wonhip God on
Sunday after spending six day. of the week in & man-made
hell; that industrial justice must be doDe; that Chris
tianity mUit become a living fact.
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