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SOME PRISON FRIENDS OF MINE—By JULIAN HAWTHORNE

with some who had been

a long time, a sort of
childlikenes:,  DBut it was the childlike=
nexe of 0 person partly dazed, or ree
covering from a #evere iliness or shock.

They mgrected one another  with a
covert smile, and unobtrusive movement
of head or hand; only when under
direct observation of an offivial would
they pass without a =ign, The usual
word were, “"How're you feeling?"
“How're they comin'?' not in the per-
funciory tone of greetings< in the outer
world, but with an aceent of real*in-
terest and solicitude, The answer
would "ood!" “Fine!"™ with as
much heartiness as could be thrown inio
it—though it might
that the truth was
that,

There was one dear old fellow whe
had a varlation on these forms: he was
an -alleged moonshiner, though, as he
i.!d'.' “Yes, 1 did make some whizkey.

antness, and
prisoiners  (or

o'y

e,

be obvious onotd
fur from hein

.h"" never sold none!” “How're yvou !

feellng, Joe? T would say; and he
would reply with his pathetic smile and
his high soft volce, “I'retty well—pretty
well, for 'n old man'™ with a drawling
emphasiz on the “old.”

He was about 70, with soft brown
hair of youth, but bhent and stff and
wrinkled with hard years and rheu-
matics, and if T questioned him more
elosely he would confess that he suf-
fered from “lots o' misery here!" —pass-
Ing his gnarled old hands over his di-
gestive tract, Indeed four-fifths of the
men had that trouble In more or less
acute form, owing to the atrocious food
supplied as our regular diet.

Joe's face, though lined with the hard-
ships and privations of a long life, was |
beautifully formed, aristocratic in Its
delicate contours; and he possessed and
oonstantly used one of the most delec-
table, contagious and genuine laughs
that ever made music in my ears. The

men would ransack their humorous re-
sources in conversation with Joe merely |
for the sake of making him laugh He
would fix his old eyes squarely on |
yours and laugh and laugh with inﬁmh-i
mirth and good nature. Such a sum.d'
in such a place was rare and wonderfu! |
and helped one like fresh water in oa
desert.

The
men— =o
meanor toward the officials
the identity of their common Interests
they were in the same boat, facing the
mme perlls and disasters, united In the
same and leagued
against same They
lived in constant  dread some
calamity; and if T met the =ame
man three or four times in the same
day he would never fall to make the
same Inquiry. “How're feeling?”
recognizing that T might have received
some ugly blow in the interval. There
was a spontaneous courtesy and a char-
ftableness in it that touched the heart,

The same sentiment was manifested
at meals; if anybody got hold of any-
thing that scemed to him a lttle better
than usua! he could not rest till he had
offered some of it, or all of to his
pelghbiors at table, “Here, take this
take It—I zot more'n 1T want'™  Or,
watching his opportunity, Ned, the run-
ner, who had comforted us on our first
pight in prizon, would come to the door
of my cell, with his Irish humor and |
cordiality shining in his “RHay
Mr. Hawthorne, there's a dividend been
declared' and out of some surreptitious

Jreceptacie he would produce three or
four crumpled clgarette papers—of all
econtraband articles in the prison the
most prized. “No-—take ‘em—I1 got no
end of 'em'"”

A peculiar consideration was mani-
fested by the men toward “the old
man’; my hair was white enough, to he
sure, but it had hyen for nearly
twenty years, and I was in much better [
physical condition than most of them. |
accepted thelr kind offices with grati-
tude and emotion, and when I saw that
to do otherwise would hurt their fe :-|
lin.'u, their concrete gifis, too, {
' But there were many Instances of
self-sacrifice greater than theso, men
would go to the hole sooner than be-
tray a comrade; and you are fortunate
in being unable to comprehend what
thatr means. If a comrade in his range
was sick and unable to come o meals,
1 have constantly scen a man secrete
half of his miserable breakfast or dinner
in his pocket, to be carried up to the
invalid and smuggled into his cell, It
was a matter of course; nobody re-
marked it Any mistake or indiscretion
committed by a prisoner would be in-
stantly and almost mechanically
ered by the man nearest him, although
at the risk of punishment—and the
punishment for hetraying human sym-
pachy in this way is—of course it is!—
especially severe; It 1s consplracy to
cheat the Government,

The traditional tale of a prisoner's
devotion to animals ls also true; a man
next me at table—a yegg—for two
weeks poured half his allowance of milk
(he wus on milk diet for acute indiges-
ton) into a surreptitious bottle and
bore it off for the sustenance of a couple
of little forlorn kittens that he was act-
ing as speclal providence for. The med-
itative smile with which he perpetrated
this theft upon the prison authorities
was o wonderful sight.

Another conviet, a  hardened old
timer, for several weeks lavished
cargoes of tenderness upon a rat which
he had laboriously conciliated and
tamed. “What makes you so fond of
that animal?” inquired one day a senti-
mental and statistlcal old lady visitor
to the prison, After struggling with his
emotions for a minute he burst out,
“Yah! he bit the guard!" This dia-
logue was overheard and enchanted the
whole penitentinry for months,

But one reflects that, whatever hu-
mane or lovable traits prisoners may
exhibit, they are after all criminals!
The existence in a lost soul of good
qualities or Impulses side by side with
evil ones has long been recognized,
Victor Hugo lllustrated the discovery
in  his Jean Valjean, it was a staple
with Dickens, Bret Harte's heroes are
all of that type, it was the Inspiration
of much of Charles leade's eloquence,
Kipling has more than a touch of it,
our contemporary fletion  mongers
sentimentallze over It and the train
robber in the movies usually has a full
fine of sterling virtues up his sleeve.
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T™he lost soul, in short, brims over

upon occasion with the wine of regen-
eration, Therefore (8o runs the moral)
let us of the elect furbish up our
charity, and be as tolerant toward this
non-human class of people as may be
consistent with our own safety and
respectability, SBerape of our own
lustrous impeccabllity have somehow
found thelr way into them, and we
cannot afford wholly to disavow them,
in spite of thelr wretched lodgings,

This phariseclsm i= ko Inveterate with
us that I may fairly say that one has
to he sentenced to Jail ag a criminal in
order to correct it. From that vantage
ground or mount of vision it presently

/

N

dawns upon us that these men are no
more lost souls than we are—are in
fact woven out of the same yarn and
cut from the same cloth. And from this
same vantage ground it also gradually
dawns upon us that, in one respect at
least, the aggregate In a jail is better
than the same number of men taken
haphazard from the city strects, For
the former have now laid aside self-
righteousness and dissimulation, which
are of the essence of our unrestrained
civil life, *I killed a man, yes; 1 robbed
a bank; T picked a pocket; I lived off a
woman; I swindled my stockholders; 1
counterfelted a bank note.” No disgulse
here—no evasion.

But when you go Into the detalls of
the transaction, weigh the causes which
led up to it, consider the conditlons sur-
rounding it, reallze the temptations or
provocations that precipltated it, you
step into your confessional: *“Lord, my
nature and heart are not different from
this sinner's, and but for accidents and
good fortune which were none of my
providing, I should stand accountant to-
day as he does!"

You bring the whited sepulchre home
to you, and find that you have been liv-
Ing in It yourself, And If you have a
little intelligence you will acknowledge
In your conviet the scapegoat who-—not
more and perhaps less blameworthy than
you—Ia bearing your iniquities as well
as hls own,

So, Instead of condescending, with su-
percillous eyebrowas and spotless broad-
cloth, to concede that these unfortunate
members of A& non-human class some-
times betray traces of saving grace after
all, it might better become you to wish
that some of their saving graces apper-
talned to yourself, At your best show-

Ing you are a I'harisee and a hypocrite
and Le i# not; he stands confessed; your
sin Is still secret In Your soul. By what
right do you look down upon him?
These things which [ now say to you
I sald first to myself, sitting in my cell
or watching the endless gray blue flles
shufMe past me on their way to and
from meals, It wag of small help or slg-
nificance that T claimed Innocence of the
particular offence that happened o be
boharged against me; 1 was ag indistin-
guishahble from these men In heart as= 1
was In outward garb and rating. And [
had manhood enough to feel glad that,

since they had to be here, 1 wax here

with them, The burden of
poiat has [ts compensations,

vn my first Sunday in the chapel
there came an exhorter or revivalist,
accustomed to dealing with  prisoners
from the platform and dubbed “The O1Q
War Horse of Salvation,” or some such
title,  He had his white walsteoat, his
raucous, shouting volee, his phrases, his
anecdotes, his “my men,” “my friends,”
“fellows"; his “I'm saved, I hope, and
you can be!" Oh, the phariscelsm of
that “I hope!"

At the end of hls uproar he called
upon those of his hearers (we had all sat
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quite eilent and impas=ive during the
performance) who were willing to be
saved to stand up in their places. All
the stoolpigeons arose (poor devila!)
and a few other bewildered pergons who
fancied 1t expedient to be on the side of
the angels, “Thank you! thank you!
thank you!"™ hoargely cried the exhorter,
nalvely accepting thelr response as a
personal compliment to himself,

it that great audience sat  dark,

eilent and Impasgive, and It could oniv |

have been the tough hide of the old
warhorse that made him Immune to
their cold contempt, 1 sald to myself,

distinguished guests who sat behind
him on the stage, .

In prickon, and only In prigson, the vell
Ia lifted or rent In twain and men are
revenled as they are. Ad they stand
before thelr Creator they stand now bee
fore their fellows, They are helpless

s warden and guards think—but they
have gained a power beyond any physi-
cal might of man. They are volceless,
but they challenge mankind, They en-
dure every Indignity and outrage; hut
an account will bhe required of those re-
sponsibil for it

I wish to emphasize this dropping of

“What a terrible audience it I=!  Whao

is fit to stand before 10" These men
had seen, known and suffered the ter-
rible, mameless things; the unknown
God, perhaps, had spoken to many of
them In their solitude, and now this
being of white waistcoat and phrases
must get up and urge them to wash
their sing in the blood of the Lamb!
In their silence they were preaching to
him a sermon such ag no mortal pul-
piteer ever uttered; but his ears were
deaf to it, "One—three—slx—rnine souls
saved to-night! Thank you—thank
you—thank you!"™ And he turns to re-
ceive the polite congratulations of the

”

Farewell the number and the stripe!

No nonsense, now!

REARRESTED.,
By Julian Hawthorne.
Atlanta Penitentiary, July, 1913,

ITH joylul eyes the convict wakes—at last the day is come
To cast aside the prison yoke and take the trail for home!
Farewell steel bars and towered wall!
Of living death lived through, and all the evil, shame and tears!

Shall clothe him now; the hour is here to seek his home again!
There wile and Iriends and children wait with welcoming love, for he
Has paid his debt to Law and State—body and soul, he's free!

Yawns the dark gate and lets him pass; the fresh wind bathes his eyes,
Fair shines the sun on trees and grass, birds sing their melodies.

One step he makes, erect and free!—then, a detaining grasp

Falls on his arm; he turns to sec—and gives a shuddering gasp!

Steel bracelets slip his thin wrists o'er, the Sheriff smiles; says he,
*This warrant calls for ten years more—so come along with me!

Stand up, you skate!"
For him the cell and keepers wait ~the convict's home at last!

-~

Forgotten be the years

The garb of honest men

The gates reopen fast.
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misk=—thiz put ta posturing

Duratlon of confinement doer not mod-
ify this attitude; the man of ten years
says the same as the man of ten months,
except—and the exception Is worth not-
ing-—that the former's moral sense,
whatever he originally had of it, has
been blunted or discouraged, and he has
concelved a settled animosity agalnst
human authority and disbelief in the
Justice and sincerity of Its administra-
tore, He has been the =subject durlng
hig incarceration of such numberless
aetg of gratuitons tyranny, outroze and
cruclty and has seen #o much of “the
way things go” in general that though
he may concede that honesty i the best

“Ned the runner would come to the door of my cell and say, ‘Say,
Mr. Hawthorne, there's a dividend beendeclared!* and would produce
three or four crumpled cigarette papers——of all contraband articles in
the prison the most prized."

and pretending—this going forth
rude nakedness before one's fellows,
The man in the church pew chants out
with the rest of the congregation, *We
are sinners, desperately wicked, and
there s no health in us'; but he sayvs
it with his tongue In his cheek and fit-
ting his mask on only the more tightly,
Or the man “convinced of gin" on the
anxious seat at the revivalist meeting
frenziedly accuses himself of all the sins
in the decalogue, but finds protection in
the very generality and promisculty of
his confesslon, which includew and at
the same time conceals the particular
fact that he robbed the Il and got
away with it, We seldom hear of a
penitent of this kind being indicted by
a Grand Jury, tried, convicted and jailed
on the basls of his salvatlon outeries
He talks flguratively,

There I8 nothing dramatie or hysterl-
cal In the attitude of the felon in his
cell, He robbed the till, he admits to
you; but he does not drag In the rest of
the decalogue to divert your attention.
And his penitence, when he fecls any, Is
not In nine cases out of ten prompted
by the expectation of getting a clean
bill of health on hla éntire life account
(the empty tlll included) from a good
natured SBaviour not too keen about de-
taiks,

He tells you, as a rule, “I was
foollsh and took too many chances!'"
or “If I'd handled the thing by myself,
instead of admitting a partner, It would
have been all right"; or “Oh, of course
I was a damned fool! What's the use of
bucking up against the fly cops!" 1In
the case of a murder it might be, “I'm
sorry T killed him, but T guess any fel-
low would have done the saime in my
case,"

In |

policy he can find no other recommen-
dation for it and Is prone to the sccret
conviction that honesty itself Is some-
how only a cleverer way of cheating.

Such a state of mind I8 bred hy prison
experience--not otherwise.  Prison oh-
structs or altogether closes every door
to genuine moral reform In prisoners,

A few larger souls overcome the ohe.
structions; for example, our John Ross,
who more than thirty-three years ugo
in the blindness of a drunken spree in
Yokohama Killed a shipmate who an-
gered him, He died in jail last June,
He war sentenced to death, hut got
commutation to life mprisonment,

He was a fine type of man, physically
and mentally, His spirit was never
broken by what he endured, and some
years before being transferred to At-
lanta he became, in a simple, non-sen-
sational, but profound way, religious,
At Atlanta, in his cell, he was a centre
of good influence on his fellow con-
victs; truthful, hearty, faithful, manly,
cheerful; his preaching was by per-
sonal example, and by support and help
given at need to the weak and despairs
Ing.

He was promised freedom on parole;
the promise was not kept; but even
this last betrayal failed to break his
stanch heart, He dled llke a man, with
composure and dignity,

With a few such exceptions prison-

ers are unrepentant except for business |

reasons—that is, either because they
recognize that crime does not pay, or
in order to influence in their favor the
pardoning power. Many of them, of
course, employ thelr prison opportuni-
tles to devise' new crimes and to train
fresh recruits from the younger con-
victs. Men who have been imprisoned

more than once lose hope of
better than transient freedom,
know they will be prevented by 1,
lice from earning an honest i
and that they must either
steal, They become in the o1
prison creatures, destitute of
good, active or passive,

I repeat that he experion
cinting with men without o
novel and refreshing, A tedioyg
is lifted from the shoulders; 1!
in the gepulchre are less rovob
the whitewash outside; it isx pl
to know what a man I8 than o
him. It i8 certainly much whaol ¢
on the other hand, to uncover
deformity than to hide it, ox;
when you know, or fear, that (l
i% unsuccessful,

There Is a #ense of hroth )
since unfamiliar to human inte
under usaal conditions, huar w
even at the cost of conditions s
these, The truth gradually e
our consciousness—Iit I8 not the
us that kills brotherhood, but th.
unending effort to make the ¢
good,

Now our eyes meet one ano
frankly: the skilfullest eountort,
worse than the worst reality,
nothing in us *o he proud of, b
thing to be thankful for. Socier
done its worst to us; but it conl

.t

ness, or the gualities that justifs
are condemned ax wicked, Lt
comforted by one another's wood,
I'rlson, in short, more
than any abstract argument
strates [ts own futility as a m
elther taking revenge upon the
or of inducing him to hate crime o
turn to gomd, Revenge of
otficially discredited nowadays,
it Is practised as actively as ever
guises more or legs elvilized; b
pretence of moral reform by pen
prisonment ig becoming too prepe
ous to be tolerated much longer,
Oon the contrary, prison rendes
great aggregate of prisoners colle
gelf-conscious; the goats find
selves, and are forced Into antaw
with the sheep not only as ind
but as a body., They make
cause together and In obscur.
achivve a dewree of organizat
learn to recard the commound
better than themselves, b
successful pensioners of forty
fear them because the
numbers 1s one thelr =ide, hin
them because they fell, either
unjustly, that they have suffer
at their h and the
upon them when opportunin
only from the orlzingl motjve
cal need, bat from I
more =inigter one, hred in p
taliation for the wrone dos
When yvou =ap a m
Justice and terrify Lom with
of frresistible power and ton
mind and Lbody throush t
that power yvon dreive i
port and men =imil
cumstanced, and thus creats
in the huuly politi
Inedividoal Yew
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Blood and clrculates everywl
As T passed out of the (din
after meals daoy 1 «
a young man who sat at a tabl
the door. He sat with fo'ded arn
with a st and cloomy oo
eves were tixed on
not with hi
criuteh ned amain
had |} lors

I loearne

of A
heir a sister of his
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In the sett!
estate whivl }
had obtalned
m. amd w
to him hadd ref
After some frolftless ne
got angry and sent he
malls a mes
pressjions of reproach and
The young woman took this |
a United States marshal, who o
it to the of the st
torney, with the result that the b
wias indicted under somse law
or of matter, was
tried and convicted, and
Atlanta penitentiary for tive
ter he had been lodged in his o
sister repented  of  her  actjon
soucht to have him freed, but tl
not  recognize  such chae
heart, and the brother must =1
his time,

We all know how easily famil
rels arise, how bitter they ma
they last, and how readily, wit!
may be accommondated by taers
ling, The sister had done wron
brother had lost his Tempet
family has not such an outhre
curred?  But because the brot!
happened to put his bad  teny
paper, the law, being rashly
seizes him, takes five yvears oot
life and brands him with the <)
the jailbird

Upon what plea can such o
construed as justice? Byt 1l
trict Attorney shows the oo
statute has been violated, o
charges the jury, the jury
verdict in accordance with 1l
evidence, and the thing is done. !
mechanical  procegs—nothing !
about it,

Review your own life and
whether you have ever stood .
shadow of a similar catastrophe,
yYou ever angry with a relative o1
any other person, an® did you o
your anger to him in words? T'h
are as guilty as this one legeod
sitting there at his table with |
ruined. Only, he happened to wr
anger, and the sister happensd to
it to a lawyver, and the machin
gset in motion which no repentar
forgiveness or remorse can stop,

But the machine does not
the culprit's fault, and for such
the legal penalty may be five v
Jail,. You are not so remote 11
subterrnnean brotherhood as
have supposed

Will prison reform him? 1= =
protected? Ts faith in human
promoted by such things® His «
but one of scores in every ji!
are as bad and worse, Rut
him to the llons—serves him
s still the cry,

(Copuright, 1913, by the Wheelor »
cate, I'ne)
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