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This manuscript 1s made avallable by an agreement between
Kenyon J. Scudder and The Bancroft Library, dated June 4,
1972,

All literary rights in this manuscript, including the
right to publish, are reserved to Kenyon J. Scudder, until
June 1, 1982. No part of the manuscript may be quoted for
publication without the written permission of the author or
the Director of The Bancroft Library of the University of
Californla at Berkeley.

Requests for permission to quote for publication should
be addressed to Kenyon J. Scudder, 2295Q Via Puerta,
Laguna Hills, California, 92653, or the Regional Oral History
Office, 486 Library, and should include identification of the
specific passages to be quoted, anticipated use of the passages,
and identification of the user.
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Mr. Kenyon J. Scudder
2295 Q Via Puerta
Laguna Hills, California

Bancroft Library
University of California

Sirs:

Through the courtesy of the Regional Oral History Office
of the Bancroft Library, University of California, it is
possible to make available to both faculty and students
interested in the Humanities, copies of my manuscript,

BETWEEN THE DARK AND THE DAYLIGHT

with the hope that some may consider a career in the chal-
lenging field of Corrections where the need is great.
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EDITOR'S NOTE

The manuscript of Between the Dark and the Daxli§;t
came to The Bancroft Library in the course of the Earl Warren
Orgl History Project. While preparing for interviews on the
development of the California Youth Authority under Warren,
Kenyon Scudder's name was repeatedly mentioned as a significant
source of insplration and accomplishment for both the Youth
Authority and the Department of Correctilons.

A brief Interview with Scudder was recorded in April, 1971,
focussing on his view of Warren's influence on state correctional
services, which saw major changes toward humanitarian condi-
tlons under Warren's leadershlip. During this conversatlion, Scudder
several times referred to the typescript of his book. Upon further
discussion, it was agreed that the manuscript should be deposited
In The Bancroft Library and other selected archives with a par-
ticular interest in criminology. Arrangements were also made for
the Reglonal Oral History Office to index the manuscript. This
is the final draft of the manuscript, rather than printer's copy,
so the reader will find a moderate number of typographicel errors,
which in no way affect the readabllity of the work.

For the potential or practlising professional, this is a
vivid reporting of the dire conditions that prevailed in refor-
matories and prisons not too long ago, as well as a useful
guldebook to the attitudes and policles that have worked in
helping confined individuals develop thelr self-sufficlency and
abllities., For the layman, it 1s a poignant and painful reminder
of the continuum between delinquents and other young people. The
boys described in specific events differ only in degree, not in
kind, from thelr soclially successful brothers.

Researchers may wish to consult the two-volume oral
history of Scudder's life done by the University of Californlae,
Los Angeles in 1967, and "Beginnings of Therapeutic Correctional
Facllities" in "Earl Warren and the Youth Authority," Reglonal
Oral History Office, 1972. Scudder has also published Prisoners
Are People (Doubleday, 1952) and The Twenty Billion Dol
Challenge (Putnam, 1961).

_Gabrielle Morris
Index Editor

29 lovenber 1972

Reglonal Oral History Office

486 The Bancroft Library

University of California at Berkeley
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SUMMARY Wordage 112,100

BETWEEN THE DARK AND THE DAYLIGHT

Kenyon J. Scudder

For two-hundred years America has struggled with her
number one social problem, delinquency and crime, but with
meager sSuccess.

In spite of our best efforts, America is still known as
the greatest orime-ridden nation on earth and it's high time
we changed our methods, We wait until the crime has been
committed and then in fear, spend billions of dollars to
protect ourselves against a repetition of offenses by build-
ing prisons, reformatories and detention facilities, only
to £ill them up and keep them filled - an expensive and
stupid policy that does not work. And yet all of the time
woe knew, at an early age, these boys and girls were headed
for trouble, but failed to reach them.

This book, a semi-autobiographical account of three in-
stitutions for boys and young men, two of which I administered,
ls written for average citizens who lmow very little of what
goes on in these institutions and care less until perhaps
it effects their own. We take them in to see for themselves
the enormous problems faced by those engaged in the challeng-
ing field of corrections and their courageous attempts to
ad just young people when it is often too late.

This is a shocking book in parts, but & warm and true one,
further dealing with administrative problems caused by politics;
including especially the disastrous effects of political
patronage across the Nation, which should have no place in an
humanitarian program effecting children in trouble.

The latter part of the book deals with the more promising
"Community Treatment" program in place of detention and the
"State Probation Subsidy" program which ploughs back into
the local communities adequate funds to reduce commitments
and encourage adjustments in the local community at a fraction
of the costs.

America today stands at the crossroads. We can continue
as we are and spend ourselves into bankruptcy building insti-
tutions for the many non-violent cases who do not need con-
finement, or we can change our methods now and begin to close
down our institutions by adjusting these unfortunate people
in the local community under close supervision. The tools
are in our hands., Let it not be too late.
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KENYON J.

SCUDDER

Outstanding Criminologist

NATIONAL DIRECTOR OF
FIELD SERVICES, OSBORNE ASSOCIATION

Former Superintendent of the
California Institution for Men at Chino

Past President of the
American Correctional Association

Author of

"PRISONERS ARE PEOPLE"
"THE TWENTY BILLION DOLLAR CHALLENGE"

"BETWEEN THE DARK AND THE DAYLIGHT" (soon to be released)

ENYON J. SCUDDER’S work and travels as National Director of Field Services of the Osborne Association, a
prisoners’ aid organization interested in correctional standards for the different states, gives this outstanding

criminologist a unique opportunity to spread the minimum-security prison program for which he has become
nationally famous.

He was a Delegate to the Third United Nations Congress, Delinquency and Crime Prevention, Treatment

of Offenders — Stockholm, Sweden. Mr. Scudder is now making a Study of Youth Problems in Australia and
the Orient. )

It was this noted humanitarian, long recognized as one of America’s leading penologists, who pioneered a
radical departure from traditional penal institutions when he became Superintendent of the California Institution
for Men at Chino. In the fifteen years under his leadership, Chino became the kind of prison where men are not
| locked behind bars, guards carry neither guns nor clubs, families are permitted to picnic with inmates on Sundays

and where cach prisoner must make his own decision whether to escape or not to escape.

Kenyon Scudder’s experience in the correctional field has been long and varied. A graduate of the University
of California—he holds a master’s degree from the University of Southern California and was awarded an honorary
degree of Doctor of Humanities by the University of Redlands—he worked at prisons and reformatories in the
Northwest before becoming Probation Officer of Los Angeles County. In the nine years in this post, he established
the Los Angeles County Coordinating Conncils out of a conviction that delinquency and crime can never be con-
trolled until the local community is alerted. Today, after twenty-five years, there are several hundred of these
councils, functioning with great success in California and throughout the United States. It is noteworthy to add

that a camp for Los Angeles children was recently dedicated to this outstanding advocate of humane treatment
for delinquents.

Mr. Scudder’s well-received book, “Prisoners Are People,” formed the basis of the
motion picture, “Unchained,” the first true prison film to come out of Hollywood.

MANAGEMENT

GERTRUDE PURPLE GORHAM Artists’ Manager
GERTRUDE PURPLE GORHAM — MARGO GORHAM SHEARER — EDWARD DORING
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Between The Dark - 1

"In Durance Vile, here
must I wake and weep
And all my frowsy couch
in sorrow steep"

Ibid-Epistle from Esopus
to Maria.

CHAPTER I

My first look into the grim, resentful world of our
American prisons took place on New Year's Eve 1913, when I
entered the gate through the high wall surrounding Washington
State Reformatory at Monroe, carrying my violin.

Another young man and I had come up from Seattle at the
Invitation of the Chaplain, to give a holiday entertsinment
for the prisoners. We looked upon the journey as a mild
adventure, a casual sampling of a strange unknown life, and
an opportunity to do a favor for Chaplain Withington. He and
his wife had left a thriving pastorate to come to the
reformatory because of their interest in wayward youth, and
in less than six months had worked their way deep into the

hearts of the young prisoneras.
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Between The Dark - 2

How could I possibly have guessed that this short
interlude, as an amateur entertainer, would start me on a
career of half a century in prison work, and would
introduce me to the girl I was to marry as well?

It was at the Chaplain's house on the prison grounds
that I met Becky. She came downstairs just as dinner was
announced and as we arose Mrs. Withington, the Cheplain's
wife, said, "This is my sister, Rebekah Jewett, from
California, who knew your sisters at Mills College."

Our eyes met for a moment as she extended her hand,
and we walked together into the dining room. By the end of
dinner formalities had vanished and werwere calling one
another by our first names.

The entertainment for the men was to be given the next
evening. After dinner we returned to the living room to
practice our trio: violin, flute and piano. The fir logs in
the fireplace crackled and snapped, sending a warm glow
throughout the room. Becky was a good accompanist. She also
had a lovely voice and in s o f¢, smooth soprano sang old songs
of the south, and we joined in on those we knew. She agreed
to help us on our program and to sing for the men. It was a
happy evening of music, laughter and fun, and passed all too
quickly.

The following day we practiced our dramatic skits with
some of the inmates taking minor parts. They seemed to enjoy

it as much as we did and we soon forgot they were prisoners.
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Between The Dark - 3

That night the sssembly hall was épacked with men as
Howard and I faced our critical audience. We gave a concert
of semi-classical music and were encouraged by their rapt
attention and generous applause. They called for many encores
and Howard scored a special hit with his flute solo, "Home To
Our Mountain."

Now it was Becky's turn. She stepped to the piano and
her fingers moved lightly over the keys. A deep silence
descended upon that crowded assembly as she sang in a soft,
sympathetic voice, "I Hear You Calling Me." For some, the song
meant wife, for some sweetheart, sister, or mother. For others,
it meant utter desolation.

For a moment the silence deepened as the song ended. Then
with a rush the applause came. It continued until she sang again,
This time it was a2 rollicking negro melody. Chuskles came from
the men as they listened to the lines:

"Went dis mo'nin', hyeah it's night,
Dah's de cabin dah in sight,.

Who's dat standin' in de do'?

Dat must be Mirandy, sho',

Get up, Suke, go long!

"Got de brookstiek in her han'
Dat look funny, goodness lan',
Get up, Suke, go longl"
When the music stopped, Becky turned toward the audience and
quickly rattled off the old negro's alibi, as he heaped the
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Between The Dark - L

bleme upon his mule:
"Ef't hadn't a be'n fur you, you slow
ole fool, I'd be'n home long fo! now."

The applause was deafening as they clapped, whistled and
stamped their feet. A demonstration like this at Monroe was
unusual. There was consternation among the guards along the
walls, as they slipped off their high stools and moved to
the ends of the sisles. Were the men getting out of control?
I glanced at the Chaplain, the smile on his face reassured me,
as Becky rose from the piano and took a seat on the front row
among the men. As the applause continued, she arose and bowed
several times. When she resumed her seat the din quickly sub-
sided.

An inmate accompanied me as I played familiar tunes on my
violin. When we reached "Ilet Me Call You Sweetheert," the
whole assembly took up the song. How those men could sing!
Yes, even some of the guards were singing.

As we left the assembly hall, at the close of the perform-
ance, the whole group again broke into applause., It had been
a great evening for us all. With reluctance I left on the
morning train.

For days after I had returned to Seattle I couldn't get
those men out of my mind. As the Chaplain told us about them
and of the challenge which they presented, it had opened for

me & strange vista.
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Between The Dsrk - 5

As 8 boy I was a prodigious reader: Waverly Novels,
The Melting Pot, New York Ghettos, Oliver Twist and his
bowl of thin porridge, the storm that descended upon the
hungry lad when he asked for "just a little more."

Then at Oberlin College, I had been stirred by Dr. Kuhm,
the only living white man who hed then crossed the great
African Sudan, where hundreds of cannibal tribes had never
seen a white man. Would I join a Mission Team as a
Vocational Teacher and help bring to this ares the first
semblance of clvilization? My father was born in India and
the Scudder family since 1819, had given more than a thoussnd
years of service in the mission fields. Perhaps it was in
my blood, for in & moment of emotion I had signed on as a
"Student Volunteer'" to go to Africa,.

Later it was Charles Reade who had stirred me the most.

I had just read his book "Never Too Late to Mend," a story

of a prison in England in the last century and the terrible
treatment given the prisoners by a stupid sadistic Governor
who was never so happy a&s when he was savagely torturing or
punishing his 180 helpless inmates., With the arrival of a
new Chaplain, who was horrified by what he saw, a desperate
struggle ensued between these two, each with a different
philosophy of treatment. Here in this jail there flourished
the '"Separate and silent system." Each prisoner was required
to wear a cap of coarse material with a visor which concealed
the features except for their eyes which, glittering like

cat's, peeped out through two holes cut for the purpose. In
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Between The Dark - 6

this way no prisoner could converse with or recognize

another. There was none but useless '"made work,"

shoveling a hole, only to fill it up, or turning a friction
crank so many thousands of revolutions during an eight-hour
stint. If he did not maske the required number of revolutiona,
he was denied his food and returned to the crank until he

did, or was whipped until he passed out.

For the slightest violation of the rules, the dark hole
was used to break the spirit, or the vicious jacket in which
the man was tightly trussed, so that he could scarcely breathe,
and hung upon a hook, there to dangle in agony and excrutiating
pain, until he swooned or was taken down. In many cases this
resulted in death or inssnity.

As the noble Chaplain witnessed these terrible methods of
revengeful punishment, he finally broke under the strain, but
in a period of delirium dreamed of a different kind of prison.
"One with intelligent labor for every creature in the place.
Later, occupation provided ocutside the prison gates on parole,
and return to the prison at night. Since good or i1l depends
upon men, not machinery or system, our officers will be
picked men out of all England for intelligence and humanity.
They will cooperate with me. Our new jail is one of the
nation's eyes. It is a school, thank Heaven, not a dungeon.”

With these last words, he had come to himself. What a
contrasti '"Butcherly blockheads in these high places, and
himself lying sick and powerless, unable to 1lift & hand for

the cause he loved.



'’

l"

n



Between The Dark - 7

But right prevailed. The Governor was dismissed and
charged with manslaughter of a seventeen-year-old lad, whom
he drove to suicide in his cell.

The Chaplain found himself in charge. He brought in
teachers and skilled artisans, who prepared these prisoners
for honest toil when released.

I was especially intrigued with s professional thief who
all his 1ife had lived in and out of prison by his wits.

An artisan instructor interested him in the graining of wood
for doors, which looked like beautiful mahogany or walnut,
The thief beceme so skilled in this trade that when he was
released, found himself accepted and sought after by his
neighbors, not as a reformed thief, but as a man with a skill
they were willing to pay for. A different prison

indeed.

There must be a lot of young men in prison, I thought,
who could be helped to stay out of trouble, if they were
carefully trained in some vocation so thst they could secure
and hold a job.

A few weeks later I received a letter from the Superinten-
dent of the Washington State Reformatory at Monroe, offering
me the position of Assistant Vocational Director. For the
past thirty months I had been teaching manual training in
the Seattle public schools, trying to save enough money to
return to college. Why give this up now to go to a reforma-
tory?

But the letter had mentioned elaborate plans for

vocational training for these men, each to be given sn






Between The Dark - 8

would be a wonderful experience and had great appeal for
me. Why not try it out?

Then, too, I couldn't get Becky out of my thoughts.
She grew on me from the first, not because she had known
my sisters at Mills College, but because of her own charming
self: the joyous, happy way she spoke, the sweetness of her
smile, and the cordial, courageous loyalty which seemed to
radiate from her whole body. Then there was a roguish humor
about the corners of her mouth that was reflected in her
soft gray eyes when she laughed.

I think it was the cordial note from Becky that really
decided me. In it she enclosed a clipping from the institu-
tion paper telling about our entertainment. I still remembered
her song that night and would certainly enjoy seeing her again.
At any rate 1 resigned my position and headed for Monroe.

The bloodhounds were baying in the enclosure, the institu-
tion was dark, and over it hung that deathly pall which settles
down over a reformatory at night after the lockup. Ominous
and foreboding, the great wall loomed before me. The wooden
gate was open and there was no light in the gun tower.

Mounting the steps of the Administration Building, I
turned to get my bearings. Off to the left was the little
town of Monroe with its church spires and twinkling lights.

It had paid scant heed to me as I trudged through its de-
serted atreets and struck out along the county road. Carrying
my grip end violin, I had walked the two miles from the

station, a new worker headed for a strange job.
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Retween The Dark - 9

The good people of Monroe cered littled about the great
reformatory on the hill. They were not interested in what
went on there, except to pass from mouth to mouth the wild
stories told by the guards. Mothers used them sometimes to
frighten their recalcitrent children into obedience, but few
gave any thought to the young men confined there. Why should
they? They were not their sons.

On my right, beyond the dark wall, I could see the lights
of the Superintendent's residence. Heavy timber rose behind
it, towering into the sky. The moon had risen, and its soft
light filtered through the great cedars, their brenches stand-
ing out in silhouette-like sentinels silently watching the
scene below. Further on I could faintly hear the roar of the
river.

Suddenly, out of the night came the sharp crack of rifles,
A strange feeling gripped me, and turning quickly, I entered
the building.

In 1912, the Washington State Reformatory was new. The
contractor who built the institution, received his political
appointment as Superintendent before the completion of the
project. He was an able builder and had put his best into
the structures. He could tell you the number of square feet
in each room of his magnificent fifty-thousand-dollar residence,
the cost of its imported mahogany doors, the number of screws
in the hinges and the mix of paint to bring out the best color,

but he had no training in penology and no interest or understand-
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Between The Dark - 10

ing in the readjustment of men in trouble.

Each morning at eight this contractor-superintendent
made the rounds of the great wall to see that the men were
at work. He wore a Van Dyke beard and carried a gold-headed
cane. That first day I was allowed to zo with him, for it
offered me an opportunity to see them, too. Quietly I
followed him from tower to tower. A catwalk on the outside
of the wall connected the towers, and a quick word of
greeting came from each zuard as we passed slong.

Down in the biz yard were the men we had come to see.
They were pulling stumps, clearing and grading ascres and
acres of this logged-off land within the wall. What was this
inspection, a parade of one wooden soldier? A murmur to that
effect seemed to come up from the men below, for even if he
did not glance at them, they did not hesitate to glance at
him - glowering, shifting glances, stolen pauses in work to
watch us pass.

This would be my first experience in a prison and below
were the men I was to work with. Perhaps it was their
shabby clothes and duckbill c¢gps that now made them look
tough and hard, or was it the wall and the confined sarea in
which they were trapped? Suddenly I felt sick, or was it a
wave of fear? They looked so rebellious down there. How
could any one ever reach them? For a brief moment I was sorry
I had accepted the job.

Few free people ever have an opportunity to see the inside
of a maximum security prison with ifs walls, towers and

bristling guns. Those who do, have the same initial reaction



e

=pn TN AT

i |

OFT I

e

W= 1 el

- n
¥

B aqpe.n i W _

| . | L
L L

IF

4



Between The Dark - 11

that I had as they look upon offenders for the first
time. They too find it hard to take, and gquickly breathe
a sigh of relief once they ars again outside. They leave
with the feeling that these are hopeless people, hard,
tough people who do not care.

But the night Becky sang in the assembly, I had seen
another side. Could these men in the big yard, with their
shifting stolen glances, be the same men we had entertained
that evening? Yes, they were the same, only that night they
were relaxed and we had seen them not as prisoners, but as
normal humen beings who had made mistakes and now found them-
selves in trouble.

Now we were approaching the kennels, for I could again
hear the baying of the dogs. Six of them were down there,
milling around in their enclosures: six restless, sniffing,
baying bloodhounds. They were fed raw meat as we looked on.
Wwhat were bloodhounds dolng in an institution for first
offenders, built by a noble state to guide back to citizen-
ship young men and boys from sixteen to thirty?

"The runner takes them out in pairs twice a week," the
Superintendent explained. "That keeps them in good trim."
Later I learned that a "trusty" would be turned loose and
the dogs, in leash, would pick up his scent and make the
circle through the timber, back to the institution.

As we arrived at the guards' guarters, where I had spent

the night before, I was shown the adjoining armory with its
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tween The Dgrk - 12

guns and ammunition.

"When an escape occurs, each man arms himself and stands
in readiness for assignment," the Superintendent said. '"No
one leaves the reservation until the dogs go out. In that
way we are sure the first trail off the place is our man.
These men must not escape.’”

I had come to Monroe as asslistant to the Vocational
Director. Vocational guidance was a new term, but it sounded
promising, especlally for the men at Monroe. If we could
only place "square pegs in square holes," sll might be well.
But as I made the rounds that day with the Superintendent,
the important things seemed to be strong buildings, gun
guards, the great wall, an arsenal, no escapes.

But were they really so important? What of the men
themselves? Suddenly I felt better. Now I was doubly sure
there were more important things at Monroe than gun guards,
bloodhounds, an arsenal and the great wall.

Now after fifty years working with men and boys in
trouble, that trip around the wall is as vivid as it was then,
for it opened up a new world to me - a dark, neglected,
misunderstood world where in those early days, brutal force was
in power to shade out any semblance of treatment and under-
standing. These were the condemned, the dangerous, the
convicted, and socliety meant to deal with them severely, and

it diad.
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Between The Dark - 13

I had been at Monroe only a few weeks when I met Fui,
Former track captain at the University of California in 1913,
a quarter-miler and fleet as a deer, they called him "PFul"
in the frgt house because it suited him, and it stuck. His
real name was Dwight Wood, and we became roommates in the
Guards' Quarters, and close friends. Dwight was assigned
to the farm as assistant to the head supervisor, and I
entered the classrooms and shops. We were both filled with
enthusiasm for the job, and wanted to know more about the
inmates with whom we were working.

The first inmate I interviewed was Lawrence. He was only
twenty-one, a scrawny, hatchet-faced lad, and they called him
"Rat." He looked the part and was not much brighter. He had
been in the "hole" on bread and water for smoking. Most of
the inmates had used tobacco in some form or other for years,
but at the reformatory it was taboo. The authorities were
very careful in this process of reformation; the inmates could
not have tobacco in any form, but the guards could chew and spit.
That was different. Most of the program at Monroe was about
as logical.

And so, for this infraction of the smoking rule, "Rat"
was sent to the "hole." This resembled a huge, wooden packing
box, built into the hallway on the second floor of the main
building,whiﬁbbas but one aperture through which light could
filter: a small, barred transom over the heavy door. The only
thing inside the room was a night bucket. The prlsoner was

allowed one blanket at night and had to sleep on the floor.
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Between The Dark - 1L

As superintendent, one had to be careful about the
welfare of these inmates, It would not do to leave "Rat"
too long without an inspection, so on the fourteenth day,
the superintendent and head turnkey stood before the "hole.!
A rattle of the lock and the wooden door swung open. They
stood in silence looking at the slight form clad in a dirty
nightshirt, which reached only to his knees, and then, with
great dignity, the superintendent addressed the boy.

"Well, Lawrence, do you still wish to continue smoking?"

We might suppose that one has a right in such circumstances,
with the law at one's back, to expect a quick and courteous
reply. Instead, no answer came. The figure in the soiled
gown blinked out at the two men in silence.

"Come, come, young man, we're not here to be trifled with.
Once more, now, have you had enough and are you willing to
behave ?"

In his eagerness to impress the lad, the superintendent
had moved into the opening. His well-groomed beard was
thrust forward into the cell. Quick as a flash, the boy's
arm shot out, his fingers grsbbed that heavy beard snd,
giving it a vigorous yank, he bleated like a goat. The
superintendent jumped back. Hurriedly, the turnkey slammed
the door, the lock clicked, and covered with confusion, he
turned to soothe the ruffled dignitary. From within the
"hole" came a muffled shout, "Go to hell, you o0ld bastard"l
This was "reformation." The word gquickly spread and from

then on the superintendent was known as "Whiskers."
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Between The Dark - 15

For some reason, I liked the "Rat" after I heard about
that episode. He now worked on the new cell-block and rode
the hook. Standing with one foot in the chain, the great
arm of the crane would slowly lift him far above the structure
and lower him gradually to the ground for snother load of
steel. Then up again it soared, the "Rat" still holding on
with one hand, waving the other to his comrades below. They
called him "nuts," but he was merely bidding for sttention
and praise.

School was closed and all inmates were at work, many on
the cell-block, others on the farm and a large crew wss
cutting the winter supply of wood. My job was to handle the
concrete mixer on the new cell-block. Three wheelbarrows of
gravel, three of sand, one sack of cement and enough water.
Hour after hour the long chain of wheelbarrows came constently
up the plank runway. It was fascinating to watch the men
work, with the roar of the mixer almost deafening and cement
dust filling the sir. Three wheelbarrows of gravel, three of
sand, one sack of cement and enough water! The monotony of
counting caused my thoughts to wander, but a roar from the
foreman above would rudely yank me back to my place in the
scheme of things.

"What the divil's the matter with ye down there? Surs,
and ye left out the cement in this mixturel"

Grins from the inmates, glances in my direction, and then
from above came the final thrust, "0i told the boss yez

college guys was no good; ye can't even countl"
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Between The Dark - 16

And through it all "Rat" rode the hook and seemed to be
really trying to make good as he was the only one in the
lot willing to take such chances.

A month later school was out again. It was always out
when there was any work to be done. School was a farce, as
was most everything else about the institution, and the men
would rather be out than in school, sven in the rain. And
how it rained! Days and nights, weeks on end, rain, rain,
rain! Then just when it seemed to be through, it would
start all over again,

"Whiskers" had lost out a few weeks after my arrival
because of a change in the state administration, and now
another politically appointed superintendent was learning
the ropes. He was a good-hearted coal dealer from Seattle
who had scarcely heard of the institution before he was
appointed. We dubbed him "ole," but because of his
experience in Alaska as an officer in the National Guard,
he was more generally known as "Sour Dough."

One day Fui and I were working on the farm, each with @
crev of fifteen "trusties." My group was spraying the lower
orchard far from the main building, and Fui and his crew
were working near the cow barns. To save our good clothes,
while assigned to the farm, Ful and I dressed in blue denim,
like the inmates. The wood crew was between us and the in-
stitution, pulling stumps and cutting logs. A heavy fog
had settled. The oft-repeated shriek of the whistle as the

signal-boy pulled the cord, told us the donkey engine was
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Between The Dark - 17

working full blast. We could hear the cables slap together
as the rattling drums took up the slack and the great fir
logs moved slowly over the skids. It was weird hearing those
sounds coming out of the dense fog and to know that men were
working just a hundred yards sway and yet we could not see
them.

Ten o'clock. In another hour the crews would start back
to the big stockade for lunoh. They were always going out
to work or coming in...marching men, going back and forth in
order to meet the schedule,

Without warning the big whistle blew. I had never heard
it before. ILow and grumbling at first, it rapidly rose to =
great shriek of protest and there held its terrifying note.
The men stopped working, silence fell. Furtive glances
exchanged between the crew, with some shot in my direction,

"What's that?" I asked.

The answer ceme in a low chorus. '"Man gone."

My first thought was to count my men. Yes, there were
still fifteen. We stood waiting, I didn't know what to do
next, as the minutes dragged. A dim figure loomed through the
fog, it was the new superintendent. This was his first
escape, and he was excited and out of breath as he shouted
to me.

"Hurry! There's a man gone! Give me your crew, I'll
turn them in. I think he headed for the timber and the

river bottom. You and Wood try to head him offi"
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Between The Dark - 18

Just then Fuli came up and away we went through the dense
fog. Who were we after? What did he look like? Where was
he going? Why did he run away? These thoughts raced through
my mind as Fui and I tore through the woods following an old
skidroad long since abandoned by the loggers.

This wae easy for Ful, he thought he was back at Berkeley
sprinting for dear old Cal, but not so for me, my flat feet
were hitting the skids as rapidly as I could make them go,
but in spite of my best effort, Ful was drawing away.

"Drop down that ravine, Ken. It comes out on the river
bottom. I'1ll stay on this ridge until I hit the county
road. We!'ll meet below and head him off."” With that,

Fuil disappeared around the bend.

I gazed down the ravine before me. What a tangled mass
to go through - underbrush, great ferns, devil's club --
but I plunged in. It was a long way down, but finally opened
on to a large meadow. The fog had 1lifted here and the sun
shone: one of those rare treats in April. A mile away
across that open space I could see the willows, where the
river swept in a great curve and was swallowed up by virgin
timber. 1 left the underbrush and stepped out into the
meadow,

Suddenly, I heard the dogs baying on the ridge I had
just crossed. Why were they up there, I hadn't seen any

trace of the man, was I on the right trail? As I paused,



n

modnm™

- e Y A gt
‘- (% ISRTS
N =38 wuerlt T -
1 ROl OBn Dutlistian
= AR I
R R =



Betwaen The Dark - 19

the baying drew nearer. 1 stepped farther out into the
meadow, but no one was in sight. Ful should be waiting down
by the big bend in the river and I headed in that direction.

I could hear the dogs clearly now. Were there two, or
was it just one? How did these dogs work? Oh yes, "“Whiskers"
had told me the first day when we looked down at them from
the wall. What was it he had said? Something about officers
not going out until aefter the dogs: "Then we know the first
trail off the reservation is our man." That was good proceduse,
but "Whiskers" was no longer superintendent and "ole" never
mentioned the dogs when he sent us out, neither did he zive us
guns. Yes, that was the other thing "Whiskers'" had said when
we were in the asrsenal. '"When an escape occurs, each man arms
himself and stands in readiness for assignment.'" What was I
doing out here unarmed and ahead of the dogs?

Then it suddenly dawned upon my thick head that perhaps I
was in a spot. What was to prevent the dogs from picking up
my trail instead of the man who was trying to escape? But
that couldn't be! Perhaps I was on the right trail and the
dogs had picked it up too. At any rate, I was unarmed.
Suppose the dogs were on my trail? What was to be done?

I looked around for a weapon - a club, rock, anything, but
there was nothing to be found. The farmer must have dragged
that meadow with a hay rake. I was well out in the open now,
not a tree in sight, except the willows, still almost a

mile away. The dogs were closer now as I stood still in a
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Between The Dark - 20

panic and listened to the baying. The sound started way
down in the chest and reaching the throat, broke into that
blood-curdling, indescribable howl that a bloodhound gives
when he is on the scent., Fear gripped me.

The dogs were crashing through the underbrush as they
tore down the ravine. The runner was with them, I could
hear him floundering around, cursing as the devil's club
struck him ascross the hands and face.

With a sharp yelp, the dogs struck the opening, and I
saw, coming toward me over the rise in the meadow, one dog,
his head low, tongue extended, flapping ears close to the
ground. I shall never forget that sight nor the horror that
raced through me as on he came. He had not seen me, nose
still to the scent, he followed my zigzeg attempt to find a
weapon. Yes, there was no doubt now that he was on my treil.

Fear froze me in my tracks. The hound was almost upon
me before he saw me. He jumped up on me and placing his paws
upon my chest, sniffed at my blue denim. He seemed confused
and turning, picked up again my ziggag trail, which led him
back to me.

I must do something. Didn't bloodhounds tear people to
pleces? Should I turn towards the runner who was just enter-
ing the clearing? If I moved, the dog might atteck me. I
hesitated.

We had ralised dogs st home, lots of them. I liked dogs and

no dog had ever bitten or attacked me. I knew "Bud" was the
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name of one of the hounds. Was this Bud? If so, he was
savage and I must do something.

I called, "Bud! Here Budl" The dog paused, maybe it
was Budl! "Here, Bud. Come here, boy!l"

Still confused, the dog came toward me. I held out my
hand as he came slowly on. Cautiously, I reached for his
collar and said, "Good Bud, here, Bud!" His tail moved
slightly. This was & new one. Why didn't the man run? He
wasn't supposed to call his name. This was a queer prisoner
to run down. Oh, well. Here was the runner and he'd know
what to do.

Red Hamilton came up, his hand on his gun, ready to take
me in. When he saw who it was, he stopped short and stared
in smazement. I was still trembling and was I glad to see
him.

"What the hell are ya doin' out ahead of the dogs?" he
snarled. "If the bitech had been runnin' with Bud, she'd
have torn ya to pleces. Where's ya gun. Git yourself a
club and don't take no more chances. I don't suppose ya
even know who you're chasint', do ya?"

I shook my head.

"Well, it's Rat Lawrence,”" he added. "And he's a mean
one. Don't let him get close or he'll tie into ya. Come
on, Bud. Now God damn it, we gotts go clear back to the
ridge and start again."

0ld Red had muttered something else as he headed towsrd
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Between The Dark - 22

the ridge. "Rat says he'll never be brought back unless it's
with guns." When I reached the river, I found a club. I was
still shaking from my experience and I was taking no further
chances. Now I knew how 2 prisoner felt when the dogs ran hinm
dowm.

Fifteen minutes later I heard the dog baying again on the
ridge. Perhaps this time he was following Rat.

I looked for Fui, he was nowhere in sight.

Whenever the whistle blew, the gurrounding ranchers knew
that a man was gone. Women shuddered, zirls were called in-
side the house, windows were locked. The man in the field
hurried to the house to get his gun. Everyone had guns. That
was part of the ranch equipment. Washington, in those days,
had sbundant game. On our little ranch in West Seattle, we
were pestered with cougar, bear and wildcat. Many times the
coyotes came clear up to the windmill, within thirty feet of
the house, and we often shot them from the back porch in the
early morning. Almost everyone knew how to shoot.

And so the ranchers nearby knew these men only as dangerous
criminals. How else could it be, when every one within miles
of the place had been informed of the generosity of his State?
"FIFTY DOLLARS REWARD FOR THE RETURN OF ANY PRISONER DEAD OR
ALIVE."

Fifty dollars to ranchers on logged-off lend in 191l was a
lot of money. Many never saw that much cash in a single year.

Most of the ranchers had never visited the institution. As
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they drove to town they saw it spreading out on the hill and
wondered what went on behind that wooden fence. '"There must
be desperate men within that great stockade."

Stories drifted between the cracks and were passed about
the countryside - stories of attempted riots, shootings by
the gusrds, men killed as they tried to escape. True stories,
too, only greatly embelllished with each repetition.

And didn't the State verify all this? Why, it paid fifty
dollars if you caught an escapee. Fifty dollars, dead or
alive. One must be careful; these were desperate men, so
they said, more so than at Walla Wslla, where they were
locked up and couldn't get away. Now these young fellows -
that was different. It was only a step to the timber and they
took their chances. They talked also about the hounds. The
stories they told about those dogs! Another thing, you didn't
have to wait for your money becsuse they gave you a check as
soon as you delivered your man.

After Ful had left me, he soon came out on the new county
road where the going was much better. The Wilson ranch
bordered the new road. Before it was cut through, Wilson was
back in the timber, but now his cleesring could be seen 1long
before you reached his crude gate. That morning, when the
whistle blew, he dropped his axe and headed for the house,
and came out with a shotgun and plasced it sgainst a tree.

From the knoll where his house stood he could see quite @
distance down the road in each direction. He waited - minutes

passed. The whistle, after its long blast, had glven one short
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Between The Dark - 24

toot. That meant that only one man was gone. This new
road opened up the country, and escaping prisoners had
already tried it, as it was a quick way out. The 1lsst
fifty dollars reward had pulled Wilson out of an swful
hole. Of course, there was only a chance that this man
might come his way, but the other time it had paid to be
ready. “

Fui had just gotten his second wind as he tore down
the county road toward the Wilson ranch., Wilson, waiting
by the tree, suddenly became alert as he saw the running
figure coming his way, bareheaded, coatless, yes, and in
blue denim. This surely was his man and he reached for
his shotgun.

Wilson said later that he had called to the man to halt,
but his call may have been drowned by the roar of both
barrels fired in raspid succession. Fui was stopped in his
tracks. Buckshot peppered the road and trees all around
him., By some miracle he was unhurt.

The rancher hurried toward the gate trying to reload his
gun, but the shell stuck. Ful rushed him, grabbed the gun
and shouted - "Put that gun up, you fool. You might have
kille mel I'm no inmate, I'm an officer from the institution,
trying to head off an escapee!l"

Fui had dark skin, but it had suddenly paled. Wilson was
even whiter. He had almost killed a man and it was the wrong

one! Handing the gun back to the frightened rancher, Fui
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vaulted the fence and continued down the road, but with
more caution, wondering how many more ranchers were on
the lookout.

He was rapidly approaching the river and knew I was
back there somewhere. It was best to keep out of sight
3o, leaving the road, he entered the woods. The country
was more open now and cow trails through the sprice and
young fir made it easy to reach the river.

Fui didn't know who he was looking for, either. He
just knew a man was gone and we were to '"head him off."

His path came out on a little rise where he could see the
sweep of the river on his left, and back of that was the
big meadow and the willows. No one was in sight. Keeping
within a clump of young fir, he waited to get his bearings.
The fog had cleared here too, and it was beginning to warm
up.

Presently he saw the brush move on the river-bank below
him. Someone was trying to cross that swift current, but
he couldn't make it. He was swept farther downstream where
he tried again. Now he was out of sight beyond the knoll.
Fui felt sure this was his man. He must head him off. Ken
would be coming along the river-bottom and he must place
the inmate between them. Cautiously he ducked back up the
cow-path and worked his way around the next rise. Here the
timber came down to the river and he slipped behind the big
cedar and waited. It was unlikely the fellow could cross

the river there, he should have tried by the willows at the
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Between The Dark - 26

big bend where the water was deep and the current not so
swift.

As Ful waited, suddenly he too realized he had no gun.

Who was this man he was after? What sort of fellow was he?
Could he handle him alone? He probably was desperate after
coming this far, and slmost making his getaway.

He saw him again, closer now, working his way along the
bank toward him, and as he turned Ful recognized "Rat".
Placingz his hand on his hip pocket, Ful stepped out from
behind the cedar.

"Stand where you are, Lawrence, or I'll let you have it,"
he called.

With a startled cry, the hazgard boy looked up, and realiz-
ing he was csught, dropped exhausted to the ground. Ful satood
over him. Why, the lad was crying! Great sobs shook his slight
frame and his breath came in short gasps. He was supposed to
be dangerous. Was he really dangerous, or was it because he
had shown the temerity to tweak the Super's beard and call
him a bastard?

Soon the desperate desire for freedom got the better of
his emotions. He stopped sobbing and lay still. Slowly he
raised his head and with that quick furtive glance, which gave
him his nickname, he searched the face above him for signs of
sympathy.

Fui knew his man. He had worked him in his farm crew for

a short time and had turned him in as unreliable.
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Now the boy begzan to plead. "Lemme go! Don't take me
back! They'll put me in the hole again! God! I couldn't
stand that! ¥Ya just didn't find me - see?"

A lump rose in Fui's throat. It was tough. He knew the
boy had been sent up for stealing a couple of blankets from
a cabin. A generous judge thought it would be well to give
this lad a chance in a reformatory where he could learn a
trade. A trade at Monroe! Laughter! And in that same court
the week before Lawrence was sentenced, a banker with =
clever lawyer had gone free on a technicality. Two blankets
as against the banker's thousands!

But after all, Fui was an officer of the State, he had
taken an oath to uphold the law and he must deliver thias
crunmpled, fewning youth back into the hands of that law.

Still holding his hand on his right hip, he spoke sharply
to the wet figure on the ground. "Get up, Lawrence! We're
going back, so let's get started."

The boy saw no sign of relentment in the silent figure
waiting for him to rise. Slowly he stood up.

"IListen, Mr. Wood," he pleaded. '"Won't you let me go?

I know I didn't make it on your crew, but I'm fed up on that
damn place. I can't go backl"

Fui stood, waiting. The boy was hysterical from fear and
exhaustion.

"sit down, son," he said, "end rest up a bit. You're all

in. How many times did you try to swim the river?"



T e Y deypetily

= 5l AR e

fis faif nfenm w

“em - =
L 1T
= 104 8, ', = ‘
wulz A5 Lol & g oae

] li?':ﬂl .l[l"l I Eamm

M = lmel >uWFi mI & L L ¥ Do

|

v

‘l.w __’ B -"AH

L

1 “mt

re=

o N T weeathn =2

l-t( ql
n - N A -
. @ |
o o = s

i

(1Y 2 I 40 1 HI BN

A IR - 1 L

T I TS

sy 1

Pl

-‘l-

=

p|

]

1 =1l

mi ¥ =



Between The Dark - 28

There wWas no answer., The lad sank down on a log and
neld his face in his hands. He must be made to talk,
perhaps that would calm him,

Ful repeated bis question. “How many times did you try
to cross the river?”

Slowly ceme the muffled response. "Six. But I got
scared. Tne water was so swift and cold, it tried to drag
me under. I couldn't make it."”

They talked together until he had calmed cown eand felt
warmer in the sun. Then they started slong the bank, "Rat"
in the lead ané Ful following five feet behind him.

It was hard for Lewrence to give up. For weeks he had
waited for that fog. But he hadn't figured on that swift
current. Bven then he might have made it 1f the fog hadn't
lifted. But was it still hopeless? They were miles from the
institution. He would give the officer the slip! The old,
furtive look returned and he began to loiter. Ful spoke
sharply to him.

They had left the river behind and were working back
toward the county road. Suddenly "Rat" spied the barbed
wire fence. Here was his chance! But Fui hed seen it, too.
He stalled for time. Taey couldn't go under that wire to-
gether!

"let's rest a moment, son," he said, and sat édown on a
log. "Rat" leanec against the fence toying with the wire.

The three strands were taut, but there was space below to
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crawl under. He could hold the bottom wire and let the
officer go first. That would be his chance! He waited.

What was the officer saying?

"I hate to carry a gun on these hunts. I'd hate more to
have to use it. Another officer is coming along the road
just ahead, so you can't make it., We're going through that
fence one at a time, but you're going first. When you get
through, continue on five paces and stop. Stand there and
don't look back. Understand what I mean?" His hand still
on his hip, he ordered the boy to proceed.

Slowly "Rat" bent down to crawl under the bottom strand.
A look of mingled hate and fear ceme into his face. He'd
have to act quickly if he was going to do anything. If he
could just get that rock! A sherp command caused him to
withdraw his hand, as it came away empty. He cleared the
wire and waited five paces from the fence. Fui went under
like a rabbit and they moved on.

It was "Rat'" who saw me first, I was trailing Fuit's
footsteps and making a pretty poor job of it as suddenly
they appeared through the trees. Very little was said as
we trudged up the road, the boy between us. We were all in
and were tempted to call the surrey, but that would mean
entering a ranch house and there were few phones, It also
would take a long time to harness the horses, and we really
didn't want help. We would show them we could bring bhim
back alone, and without guns.

Fuli deserves full credit for that capture, but he
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Between The Dark - 30

generously insisted on sharing it with me. Afterward, he
said, "Ken, if you hadn't oome along just then, I don't
know what I1'd have donel!" But I knew better. He would
have brought him in alone. He was like thst,

As we drew near the institution, I imagine we were quite
pleased with ourselves, probaebly because of the tremendous
razzing we had experienced za a couple of college kids
trying to break in on a bunch of hardboiled guards who
kept saying they knew "just how to handle these young
bastards,'" at any rate, we did bring him back and without
guns.,

When the story leaked out, the inmates thought it a
great joke. Not so "Rat" Lawrence! He had boasted he
could not be brought back without guns, and his pride was
hurt. As they continued to guy him about it, his resent-
ment grew until he swore he would get us both if it was the
last thing he did.

When I returned to visit the institution eighteen months
later, "Rat" was still there. I saw him on the same wood
crew from which he had tried to escape. He recognized me
before I saw him, and when I extended my hand, he grasped
it eagerly and we talked and lsughed about the time I had
helped bring him back without guns. He had settled down
now. After doing his second spell in the "hole," he had
determined to make good and was now a trusty agsin on the

old job. Not a word about "getting" me. He was like all
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Between The Dark - 31

the rest of his type ... hungry for friendship and
recognition.

Even in those early days, delinquency was already
becoming a serious social problem. Soclety felt forced
to detain end hold, for possible rehabilitation and adjust-
ment of anti-social attitudes, those young people whose be-
havior having reached the danger point, called for at least
temporary control of their lives and actions. With the
proper amount of discipline and redirection and the awaken-
ing of their better instincts, their lives might be so
changed that they could later be returned to a free community
better prepared for a useful life than when they entered
detention.

But was this possible without trained personnel and
proper equipment? What had Mgonroe done for "Rat" Lawrence?
For stealing two dirty blankets the State had taken his
freedom and given him in return an institutional record he
could never erase. Under such a system would he not someday

come out worse off than when he entered?
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"Necessity can set me
helpless on my back, but
she cannot keep me there;
nor can four walls limit
my vision."

Michael Feirless

CHAPTER II

"0ld John" had been at the reformatory from the beginning,
even before the main building was erected. In those days
the men slept in the bunk house on the farm and a long,
narrow tunnel of barbed wire extended for a quarter of a
mile to where the new buildings now stood. It was impossible
to escape from that narrow tunnel without wire cutters. FEach
day the crew went through it to work, the gun-guards
following on the outside.

Returning one night at dusk, the crew had almost reached
the bunkhouse. Suddenly a slight figure left the group end
started running wildly back up the wire tunnel. The rear
guard shouted once for the boy to halt, but he gave no heed.

Orders were to shoot to kill if he did not stop. He was






running swiftly now, soon he
gathering gloom. He was one

John" shot him in his tracks

Between The Dark - 33

would be swallowed up in the
hundred yards away when "(014

and he fell like a crumpled

sack and never moved. There was trouble in the bunkhouse
that nizght.

After this happened, John was under orders never to
enter the stockade for fear of his life and was assigned
to the wall, as it was not considered safe for him to come
in contact with the men. The feeling against him never
died, as word was passed on to each arrival that "0ld
John" had killed a boy. His post now was on the tower gate
opening on the innter stockade, a high wooden fence completely
surrounding the main building where the men lived.

"0ld John'" was on the tower the first time I hsd entered
the inner stockade. When I neared the gzate, a sharp challenge
came from above: "Stop ten feet away!" This waes followed by a
muttered count, '"Three in the party, no inmates."”

With a great clatter of bolts and wooden crossbars, which
he worked with a lever from above, the crude mechanism was
thrown back, the door swung slowly open and we were allowed
to enter. We found ourselves in a bare room about eight
feet square with no roof, and could see the guard above throw-
ing the wooden lever back in place as the door slowly closed
and locked behind us.

Now "0ld John" was stepping around to the other side of



:r_" e --a =H 01
L]
[~ I| ‘—TI——
L -1
- 1 LY
E_. — LA -
n -
- Imni
Y - - - g
.5 r
2 1=
v &~
-
I L B
: g ==
- 4
-. .
1 N

Ll

- = g +4 l“-f



Betwsen The Dark - 34

his tewer still leoking doewn at us. We could see his rifle
in the corner and his six-shooter hanging from his heavy
cartridge boelt. He had plenty of ammunition - enough, it
seemed, to hold a fort and yet, in all the years since he
had xilled the boy, it had not been necessary for him to
fire a shot. Not until he had thrown the lever on the other
side of the tower and opened a second door, were we sble to
enter the inner stockade. I was a free man, but as I
entered that stockade I felt like a convict. If it affected
me that way, how did the inmates feel?

The new arrivals were called '"fresh fish" and the
traveling guard brought them in from the courts on a '"dog
chain” - a long c¢hain running the length of the group and
booking the men together at the wrists. It was humiliesting,
to say the least., When they stood in the administration
building and the shackles were removed, most of them were
really determined to make good. But when they entered the
inner stockade and gazed up at the armed guard, many of
their good intentions vanished. This was going to be
rough, was it? Well, if they thought he was so hard, he
would show them. That was one thing that had set off "Rat"
Lawrence. Clyde talked about it, too.

Clyde had driven the stage near Walla Walla and had been
to the penitentiary many times, but not as a conviet. He
was twenty-eight and played violin in the institution

orchestra. He read music rapidly and loved it, but had
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Between The Dark - 35

little talent. We practiced many hours together and I
soon knew him well. He was up for murder. They found

the victim's body slumped over in the stage and Clyde had
some of the man's effects on him when the police pulled
him out of bed. Clyde claimed he didn't remember anything
about it because he was too drunk. It was all ecircumstan-
tial evidence, but the court had little doubt of his guilt
and he had considered himself lucky to be sent to Monroe
and escape the noose.

Clyde worried me. What would he do when he was released?
In school he was a complete failure., Reading was difficult;
arithmetic seemed impossible. The simplest figures baffled
him completely. He kept saying, "It's the aloohol. I used
to be drunk for days and I guess it burned me out upstairs."

But there were other things wrong. While he was friendly
and responded to decent treatment, he showed no remorse for
the murder he had committed. Oh, yes, he was sorry for the
man's family, but what could a guy do if he was drunk? And
as the months passed, he seemed to feel he never should
have been convicted of murder beocause he couldn't remember
anything except that he was drunk,

Clyde was only one of dozens who puzzled us, We just
couldn't seem to break through on these fellows. Clyde too
was in and out of "the hole" for smoking. He wouldn't let
it alone. Few of the men were hard to handle, but they
would do anything for tobacco and took long chances.

Smoking was no crime, why didn't they let the men smoke?
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Between The Dark - 36

Why didn't they do a lot of things?

America was becoming greatly distressed about her crime
problem. Reformatories and penitentiaries were full and
the courts continued to jem them in. The more progress-
ive Wardens were complaining about housing old and young
together. The young men sat in idleness at the feet of
hardened, experienced offenders. That they learned rapidly
was evidenced by the high percentage of failure on parole.
And so the State was now completing this new institution
for the young men, the first offenders, who were to remain
but a few months. Should we expect them all to respond to
the same treatment? Were they all alike?

We studied many of these problems during my brief six
months at Monroe. Outside, there was much talk about
industrial efficiency, employment management, mental
capacity, intelligence tests, vocational aptitudes, the
right man for the right job. Did you treat a person for
these things or could he be trained for them? What of his
employment two or three years later when he returned to
society.

It was the Chaplain who first called these problems to
our attention. We discussed them around the fire at his
home in the evenings. I slipped into the library in
Seattle and began to dig sround. The universities were
interested, too, but very few seemed to really know how to
apply these new ideas.

The big obstacle was selection. How could we know,



il |

T |

il

- -



Between The Dark - 37

without 2 long tryout period, that a man might soon become
proficient in the thing he wanted to do? If we could
accurately select and classify, then the training process
would be quite simple.

Only one-third of the men were in the school and most
of them were the "fresh fish." Academically, we were
trying to pour gallons into quart jugs. They often ran
over and we spent much of our time trying to make ad justments,

The administration at Olympis was full of grand plans,
The paper carried articles of a great industrial shop
program for this new reformatory for first offenders.
Buildings were being erected for that purpose and soon
"Monroe would be one of the finest trade schools in America."
Two shop buildings were sbout completed and now we were
waiting for the machinery and eguipment.

Teaching manual training in Seattle had aroused my
interest in vocational guidance. The institution st Monroe
should afford an opportunity to experiment in this new field
of vocational education. If we could select and train men
for specific jobs, and later return them to society and the
job they were best fitted for, that might be a partial
solution of the crime problem.

We made plans, and we marked on the shop floor the places
where the machines were to be set up and then waited for the
machines to arrive. We wsited and waited, but they never
came. They just never casme. I visited Monroe in 1931,

seventeen years later. The machines had not yet arrived.
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Most of the shop building were then devoted to storage
space and commissary supplies. There was little evidence
of trade instruction. Great piles of wood, hundreds of
cords discolored with age, were stacked in the big yard
where we had carefully constructed a fine ball diamond.
There was scarcely room left for a soft-ball field.

"What is the wood piled here for?" I asked the
intelligent young guard who was showing me through.

"That's the emergency supply for the powerhouse in case
we run out of cosl," he answered.

"How long has it been piled up here on the ball field?"

"It was here before I came,'" he said.

"Have you ever run out of cosl?"

"No," he replied, smiling, '"mot during the ten years I've
been here."

I made no comment.

Our big problem in 191l was selection. Were we to accept
a man's statement that he wanted to be 2 machinist? What
about the future of the automobile industry. They had just
bought two for the institution. The "Super" had one for his
personal use. It was a grand-looking monster with brass
headlights snd big rubber tires. They said the "Super"
wouldn't let his wife learn to drive it, snd he wss right.
Women should never be allowed to handle those things. We

noticed that when the Board srrived for a parole meeting,
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the carriage met them at the station. The guards at mess
joked about it. '"Guess the 0ld Man ain't takin' chances
on not gettin' "em here."

In spite of these uncertainties, most of the inmates
wanted to study auto mechanics. I was interested, too,
although I never dreamed that some day I would own a car.

Clyde said he didn't think the livery stable would want
him back again because he had beard their business was
falling off. No, it wasn't because he had killed & man;
they all understood he was just drunk. It really was due
to the horseless carriage.

Then there was another field opening up called Bookkeeping
and Accounting, which required clever, intelligent men. But
some were coming into the reformatory for manipulating the
books. A few had embezzled thousands of dollars. Others
were crude and the shortage had been gquickly discovered.

Washington was & pioneer country and these were pioneer
days in the field of vocational selection. What kind of men
should we select to train as bookkeepers? Did they differ
in any way from men who wanted to become auto mechanics?
Certainly it took brains to be a bookkeeper, but it also
took brains to get one of these 'horseless carriages"
started once it stalled on the rosd. Did the mechanic need
heavy hands for the wrench, and the bookkeeper slim fingers

for the pen? But these same slim fingers had gotten some
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men into Monroe. These men also clamored for training,
but who would employ them after their incarceration?

In spite of an age range from sixteen to thirty, the
men at the reformatory were all herded together with no
attempt at classification., Trade placements were based
not on any special ability or aptitude for the job, but
on the shortage in the work crews, as the men did most of
the maintenance work in the institution. Little thought
was given to what these men would do when relessed. The
main concern was to keep the institution running. That
still is true of too many institutions in America today.

There were, of course, the usual so-called vocational
jobs in which a man could gain some experience - for
example, cooking, baking, laundry work, talloring, dairying
and general farming. But either the men just happened to
be selected for such assignments or were clever enough to
manipulate themselves into a soft job., If they worked
hard and caused no trouble, the instructors urged them to
remain because it was easier than bresking in new men.

But few desired to follow this employment on the outside.

The school was merely a place of detention within the
stockade., We were to have the inmates only a few months
until they could be trusted to go beyond the enclosure,

No one seemed to take these men serliously but the Chaplain.
He worked night and day trying to help them adjust their
individual problems, and was the only person there who would

listen to whatever the men wanted to say.
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Between The Dark - 4l

Very little was known about general intelligence or
aptitude tests and we had to try each person out in
different trades until we had a measure of his ability.
Some men had more ability and personality than others,
but usually we thought a man could make a success if he
had the drive.

The Vocational Director came back from the east with a
strange story of tests which would tell something about
general intelligence and mental age. A Frenchman by the
name of Binet had developed a set of tests after years of
experimenting with school children. A professor at
Stanford by the name of Terman was bringing out a new
series based on this amazing experiment from France to be
called the Stanford Binet.

The German psychologist at Elmyra<Reformatory in New
York had given our Vocational Director a copy of his own
crude translation of Binet from the French and a book of
instructions. We seized upon it eagerly. Some of the
questions were very funny.

The article, translated, appeared in the Bulletin de 1la
Society Libre pour 1l'Etude Psychologique de 1'Enfant, April
1911. It was the Binet-Simons ''Method of measuring the
Development of the Intelligence of Young Children." These
were called "tests."

Great things were predicted for this method. It was
claimed one could tqll whether a person had the mentality

of a child or an adult. If a man had the mentality of an
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adult, he was considered normal. If he had the mentality
of a child, that was something else. We believed we had
several of the latter in the institution, but we had not
been sure. Why shouldn't this new test help us in our
attempt to classify the men? It certainly ought to help us
in placing them in school. Did anyone know how much
intelligence it required to become a bookkeeper or an

auto mechanic?

I took the translation, a little goldmine, and sat up
with Binet far into the night. Psychologists may scoff,
but a week later I attempted to test Clyde!

Orchestra practice was over early and I told Clyde I
had something I wanted to show him in the school office.

He came eagerly, because it meant a little change from the
deadly routine. It was necessary, of course, to secure his
complete cooperation before giving him the mental test. He
must not feel he was selected because he was goofy or dumb,
And then, I didn't know whether he was or not. He had a
fair vocabulary, at least he carried on a limited conversa-
tion. True, one had to drag it out, but he could talk,

He still blamed 01d Man Barleycorn for his sluggish
reactions, although he had not had a drink in ten months.

Everything was in readiness as he faced me across the
desk. I opened up cautiously.

"Clyde, you have been dissatisfied with your assipgnment
in the kitchen. Washing dishes softens your hands and you

said it interferes with playing your violin, You don't
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know what you want to do around here besides your musie.
All the fellows have to work, so why not pick out something
that you can do outside? %You may not be able to get a job
in a dance orchestra, and you can't go back to driving

a stage."

The boy looked at me with his sluggish gaze.

"Some fellows," I continued, '"like certain jobs and
others do not. 1 want you to do me a favor, I'm trying to
find out what you can do best. I may fail, but I'd 1like to
try. I want to give you a little test to see just what you
can do with it. We can have a lot of fun doing this
together if you are willing to help me. I'm going to ask
some of the other fellows to do it too."

Clyde was a willing follower until I mentioned the word
"test.!" Then he had a strange reaction. He shot me a look
I had not seen before - a look of mixed inquiry and suspicion.
His face flushed, and I thought there was a flash of dislike,
even hatred. It stumped me. Something was wrong with my
procedure. Well, we would go on anyway.

The boy was more alert now than I had ever seen him. He
watched my every move as though I was trying to trap him. I
could read in his expression: "I thought you were my friend.
So you're like all the rest around here, all against me!" I
talked on and soon his emotion seemed to subside and he
listened, with added interest.

As I look back at my fumbling attempt, I wonder that we

ever got through. But the test was really interesting and
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Between The Dark - Ll

he soon seemed willing to follow instructions. We
started at the eight-year level by asking him to compare
two remembered objects.

"You have seen butterflies. You know what they are."”

"Yes."’

"Are they alike, a fly and a butterfly?"

"No. "

"In what way are they not alike?"

Similar questions were asked about wood and glass,
paper and cardboard. Clyde got through this test and it
seemed to give him confidence. In counting back from
twenty to zero he encountered trouble; did féirly well on
omissions in pictures; repeated five digits, but was lest
when asked to give the day and date. I didn't think the
latter was significant for it was easy to lose track of
time in the institution. I even had trouble that way,
myself.

Clyde stumbled through the tests in age nine, He had
settled down and was really trying. Beads of perspiration
appearad on his forehead. He kept moving his fingers and
hands, It was difficult for him to sit still. Through
it all I smilingly encouraged him.

According to the manuscript, I must show satisfaction
with the answers whatever they were. Above all, I was
not "to aid the child" by supplemental explanation which
might put him on the right track. But I just couldn't
help iti He was having a terrible time and I was really

somewhat alarmed. Why did he act this way over a few
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It was in the ten-year group that the explosion
occurred. We had reached the third test in this group
and he was expected to criticize absurd phrases.

"Clyde, I am going to read you some sentences, each
of which contains something foolish. Listen attentively
and tell me each time what it is that is foolish.”

I was counting on this one because the manusocript had
stated, "This test generally proves interesting on
account of its novelty." It certainly did. There were
five sentences in the group and I had saved the third for
the last. Clyde had been floundering around but now was
greatly agitated. I should have stopped right there, but
instead I continued.

"The body of an unfortunate young girl cut into
eighteen pieces, was found yesterday on the fortifications.
It is thought that she killed herself."

The lad stiffened. He glowered at me with a mixture of
distress and fear. His red hands became suddenly white as
he clutched the table.

What had I touched? Why this emotion? Suddenly, he
began to tremble, It was pitiful to watch. I became
alarmed. Suppose he should become violent. We were alons
on the third floor and it was almost time for the lockup.
Soon the silent "lines" in stocking feet would be
ascending the stairs to the dormitories. Never mind the
test now. I had better get him back where he belonged,

and before something happened.
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Attempting to speak calmly, I said, "Clyde, you are
too tired tonight to do any more."

I gathered the papers together as he stood up, still
leaning on the table.

What was that? Two shots rang out in rapid succession.
A shout from the gun-tower, running feet, a crash of
splintering wood.

The tension between us snapped. We rushed to the
window and gazed out through the heavy wire screen. The
fog had come in. About twenty feet below we could see the
guard on the inner stockade fence. He was yelling and
waving his gun. We glanced in the other direction. What
were those figures doing down there in the stockade? All
inmates were supposed to be in the assembly.

It's a break! There's a hole in the great fence!

There ~ that fellow is pushing throughl! Why doesn't he go
on? The guard will kill him there! Wait! He can't get
through - the hole is too smalll He's stuck! Now the
other fellow is pushing him! No, it's no use! Now he's
pulling him back! The guard is yelling like mad! Why
doesn!'t he shoot? There, the man is free but still on the
inside. The figures turn quickly and run back toward the
front of the building and sare gone.

Clyde looked at me and we started to laugh.

"The crazy nut should have sawed two boards instead of
one," he said,

I looked at him in astonishment. Not so dumb!
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The guard was still yelling, trying to attract the
attention of the man on the front tower, who could not
see him on account of the building.

"Who are they?" I asked.

Clyde looked at me and did not reply. It was plain
that he knew. Then I realized that in the eyes of the
men, I too was considered a guard. The two boys slipped
back into the assembly hall and the officers never found
out who they were.

I turned Clyde in at the dormitory and the night captain
gave me the signal that he would be included in the count.
I then went back to the office and spent another hour
pouring over Clyde's test sheet, but couldn't make anything
out of it. It was beyond me. How was I to interpret these
replies? Why did he become so emotionally upset when we
reached the ten-year group? Was it becsuse four of the
five foolish questions dealt with desth in some form? Per-
haps he was extremely sensitive over the fact that he had
killed a man. This talk about just being drunk might be
a front to cover his inner feelings. He certainly was upset
over something and I had tried to be so careful.

Again I turned to the manuscript. '"Sometimes, after sn
examination," it said, "one hesitates on a diagnosis.”

That was just the way I felt about it now.

"Use an isolated, quiet room."

It was certainly quiet on that floor until the guard

started shooting and yelling. The test was over by then.
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I couldn't get around the next one. "A child has the
intelligence of that age all the tests of which he succeeds
in passing."

Clyde had passed all the eight-year tests, but stumbled
along through nine and went to pleces in the ten-year group.
The translation said another year wass to be added for every
five tests passed above the age group in which all tests
were passed. This would make him sbout nine years mentally.

He had passed one in the ten-year group. But couldn't he
have passed all of them if he hadn't been so upset? Then
there were other tests in the adult group, which were not
even tried.

As I poured over his test sheet and referred to the
manual, I became more and more confused. It was apparent
I was over my deptb. Binet said, "if a child was to be
examined s second time, we should wait a period of at least
six months." I couldn't wait that long. Certainly Clyde
wouldn't willingly consent to go through this again, and
yet I was convinced that the test measured something.
Something was wrong!

I found it in the final paragrsph of the manuscript,.

"A last word for these persons who desire to employ the
method., Anyone casn use it for his own personal satisfaction
or to obtain an approximate evaluation of a child's intelli-
gence; but for the results of this method to have a scientific
value, it is absolutely necessary that the individusl who uses

it should have served an apprenticeship in a laboratory of
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pedagogy or possess a thorough, practical knowledge of
psychological examination,”" - another man-hunt for which
I was unprepared!

I had been at the reformatory six months when 1 tried to
test Clyde. The institution seemed to be bogged down in
the politicsl mire. The Vocational Director was planning to
leave and I was offered his job. One hundred and fifty dollars
was big money in 1914 for a kid halfway through college, why
not take it for a couple of years and save up?

But that experience with Clyde kept returning again and
again, 1 had failed in that test because I was not prepared.
I left the reformestory to enter the University of Californis.

A few weeks esrlier Becky had gone south.
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Between The Dark - 50

"Blindness we may forgive,
but baseness we will smite."”

William Vaughn Moody

CHAPTER III

America was in the warisand men were enlisting right and
left. For weeks the Berkeley campus had been seething
with excitement - Seniors and grads were leaving to enter
the Ambulance Service overseas. We could no longer
stand for this slaughter of American citizens and
destruction of our property. Our ships had a right to be
at sea. There were those who thought we also had 2 right
to ship large quantities of arms and ammunition to the
Allies and still be considered a neutral power.

With many others in 1917, I endeavored to enlist but was
re jected because of "defective vision." Wasn't America
troubled with the same defect? "A war to end wars,"

"Safe for Democracy," - They sounded well and stirred s

populous, but proved to be empty platitudes.
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I bad just graduated from the University of California
with a major in Psychology and Vocational Guidance. During
one Easter vacation, I had visited the Preston School of
Industry at Ione, California, on invitation of the Superin-
tendent, Calvin Derrich. He was quite famoué in the field
of corrections, having spent many years before coming to
Preston, at the George Junior Republic, and was a great
booster of '"Daddy George' who Had founded the school in New
Jersey, and who had done so much pioneering in that field.

Derrich was convinced that the same plan would work with
the boys at Preston, ages 16 to 21, and had installed there
an elaborate system of self-government, which was at its
height when I visited the school in 1915.

I was allowed to sit in with "Monte," the assistant
superintendent, as he administered the Stanford Binet
Psychological tests to the boys. This was the first time
I had seen it done since my crude attempt to test Clyde
at Monroe. I told Monte about that experience, and we had
a good laugh together.

During two years of undergraduate field work, under the
direction of Dr. Olga Bridgeman, Professor of Psychology
and Psychiatry at Berkeley, I was allowed to give psycholo-
gical tests to prospective adult probation cases in the
Superior Courts of San Francisco, and to place the findings
before the court to determine whether the man was a good or
a poor risk for probation. This testing was done two days a

week, and the sheriff gave me a little room under the stairs
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in the jail in which to work. The jailers knew I was a
student, but insisted on dubbing me the "Nut Doctor,"
and looked with skepticism upon my efforts.

My findings showed the great variety of cases passing
through the courts: psychotics, neurotics, homosexuals,
febbleminded and alcoholica. Many cases were pathetic
with little chance of success. Several cases showed up
from Monroe, men I had known there, but now in further
trouble. Coffman was one, a simple stupid person, good-
natured and easy-going, but with limited ebility and
almost entirely lacking in ambition.

I had once asked Coffman in an interview, what he
intended to do when released from the reformatory. He
looked at me with a puzzled expression., It had never
occurred to him that he would be expectéd to support
himself outside. Then he said, "When I get out of here,
the first thing I'11l do with my $5.00 gate money is to buy
a dollar's worth of tobacco and a teabone steak as big
around as a chair."” The work of the courts had been 2
wonderful training experience for me.

The sister of the Chaplain's wife was now my bride.
Cne month earlier I had been appointed as Psychological
Examiner and Vocational Director for the Preston School of
Industry at Ione, California, and we were returning from

Washington, D.C. to report for duty,
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We got off the train at Galt at five-thirty in the
morning and we were hungry. Galt was just a railroad
junction; a few stores and a handful of people and as
the train pulled out for Sacramento we stood on the
station platform with our luggage and looked around.

There was fog here too, just as at Monroe.

We had plenty of time - the train for Ione did not leave
until eight o'clock. Beyond the maln street we found
breakfast at a boarding house, a typical farm-hands meal:
hot mush, ham and eggs, hot cakes and coffee - all this
for twenty-five cents.

On our return to the station we inquired when the train
would be through and the agent pointed to a string of freight
cars on a siding and said, "The engineer is making her up
now. "

"But we are not freight; we're passengers,'" I laughed.
The agent smiled as he informed us that a day coach would
be added to the end of the freight and we would be properly
cared for.

Taking my bride to my first job and a new home in a
freight train was something. I glenced at Becky to see how
she was taking it, but she gamely smiled encouragement.

Finally with much screeching and groaning the freight
with its one coach, pulled off the siding and we entered the
last lap toward a new adventure. Back in '89, that might
have been a good passenger coach., Now its red plush seats

were faded and worn smooth. The back half of the car was

for passengers, the front half for baggsge.
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Between The Dark - 5L

Slowly we rolled and rocked out of the station and
headed for the o0ld gold fields of California, Sutter Creek,
Jackson, Bunker Hill, the Mother ILode; what history was
buried in those rolling hills. We crossed the Placer Mine
country, miles of it, washed away by the steady sluicing
of miners penning for gold. After these many years we
could still make out some of their well-built irrigation
ditches which brought water to the "diggings."

There were three other passengers on our train and the
nosey old conductor, who soon knew all about us, for he
had a2 way with him one could not resist, and he in turn
gave the impression that his was the best and most important
run in California. After collecting tickets and gathering
our life history, there wasn't much else to do.

We were climbing now and through the doorway we could
see the faded red freight car ahead, swaying back and forth,
as we slowly rounded the curves. As we approached the
little junction kmown as Clay, the conductor came through
the train with a rifle and entered the baggage compartment,
closing the door. Was he expecting a hold-up? Bandits
used to ride these hills - mining camps, trains and stage
coaches had all been raided at times.

A shot rang out followed by two more in rapid succession.
We looked at each other in amazement and filled with

c¢uriosity, we rushed to the baggage compartment.
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The side door was open and the sun was streaming in,
but seated on the floor, his hat pushed back on his head,
feet dangling over the side of the car, sat our nosey
conductor, who fired another shot as we entered.

"Got him!" he said. "That's two of 'em. One better than
last trip." Our gaze followed his aim. A big jackrabbit
leaped into the air and lay still, We could laugh now since
the train was not being robbed. He seemed surprised at ounr
amazement, evidently shooting jackrabbits from the baggage
compartment was just one of his daily-dozen. Several times
his rifle was heard before we neared our destination.

The traln was passing through the scrub oak country now
and the hills added their beauty to that of the day.

We watched for a first glimpse of the institution,

There it was about four miles away on the hill. It would
take this o0ld freight another twenty minutes to make the
station.

I asked Becky later what she had thought of it as she
had remained silent at the time. '"When we got our first
glimpse of those antiquated red buildings," she said, "it
made me feel depressed and disappointed."

Our conductor becesme very busy as we neared the station.
He was everywhere at once and as solicitous of our welfare
as a colored porter looking for tips. Evidently he had
cleaned up on 8ll the rabbits, for the gun had disappeared.
We saw him grooming himself before a little cracked mirror
in the baggage compartment as we rounded the curve and headed

for the station.
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Now he was ready for the last act. The train was
slowing down as this was the end of the line. Flecking
off the last particle of dust from his faded blue sleeve,
he squared himself, adjusted his cap and started through
the short passenger coach calling in a loud voice, "IONE,
CALIFORNIA."

Beoky glanced at me and said, "No doubt he would like to."

No one met us at the station, as they didn't know just
when we would arrive, but we both had a strange feeling as
we climbed into the bus and jiggled toward the little
village.

Ione with its interesting history, nestled in the fertile
little valley now bearing its name. William Hicks, a pro-
spector, had come into the valley in 1848 and entranced by
its beauty he built his house of poles, covered it with
hides and set himself up in the cattle business,

That first trip from Sacramento forty miles awey, was
made by cart. It was rough going. He had to make his
own road and the rickety old wheels groaned and complained
under a heavy load of trinkets and supplies for the Indians.
Beads, jewsharps, calicoes and whiskey brought much gold
dust in return. Always the whiskey.

Long before the town was started, they had a row over
its name. Thomas Brown was at the bottom of it. He was
a prodigous reader, books were scarce and he had to

scurry the countryside to satisfy hias appetite. Somecne
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hed loaned him a copy of Buliver's "Last Days of Pompeii."
The beautiful "Ione" intrigued him. He couldn't get her
out of his mind. That would make a good name for the

town forming around Hicks' hide-covered poles. "Ione," -
yes, that was beautiful. But the other settlers couldn't
read. They had never heard of the beautiful "Ione." When
Tom Brown tried to sell them on the idea, they laughed him
down.

"Freezeout” was proposed.

"Whiskey," shouted another, as both were greeted with
roars of laughter. There was a he-man's name for a mining
town - "Whiskey." It almost stuck,

There were other names proposed. Why not "Wooster?"
Hadn't he come in there and later discoverd the Big Trees?
But Brown wouldn't give in. A meeting was called to name
the town. Maybe he had it stacked as hot words psssed,
but the beautiful "Ione" won.

We left the little town and rattled across the old bridge
over Sutter Creek. The water looked like a stream of blue
clay, it was so heavily loaded with silt from the mines at
Jackson, the county seat, twelve miles above.

The Predion School of Industry, like Monroe, was also
built upon a hill. In the early days an Indian camp had
covered its slopes. Heavily wooded with digger pine,
scrub oak and manzanita, it made a fine retreat for the
red man. There he looked down upon the coming of the whites

with mixed feslings of distrust and fear. And why not?
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They heard about a man named Sutter, who had white skin
and was building a fort. When the curious Indians went to
see, they were corralled and forced to work. Later their
land was seized and they retired to higher ground around Ione.
After such:treatment they often retaliated by raiding the
cattle and destroying the ranches.

The Indian camp had a real history, too. The first stage
road passed over the ground on the north side., Here the
Ione stage had been robbed by bandits in one of the boldest
holdups ever enacted in the whole area. Now on these same
slopes, where the driver of the stage had been killed, stood
a school of correction.

The bus slowly climbed the big curve as we entered the
grounds. It was a barren looking place, the old brick
buildings had long been in need of repair. Bullt in 1893,
they represented a type of architecture long discarded. In-
stitutions, in those days, were built on the theory that all
should be housed in one building. That was safer. If you
had only one building to lock, there was less danger of
escape and should a disturbanc occur in the bbys' guarters,
the guards were near at hand.

The institution had long outgrown the main building and
now spread itself over the hill and down the surrounding
slopes, but the old building still housed two companies of

cadets, and most of the personnel.
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0l1d John met us at the window, a combination of post-
office and waiting-room ad joining. John was a fixture.

He had been at the institution a quarter of a century and
acted as chief clerk, postmaster and genaralissimo in

times of escape. 3Six feet two, he towered above as he
greeted us across the counter. His gray moustache
partially covered the bulge in his right cheek, as fre-
quently he disappeared behind the postal boxes and we could
hear the squirt of brown juice as it struck the cuspador.
In some way this too reminded me of Monroe and another

"01ld John."

John was gruff, and just couldn't be hurried. For years
he had followed his own routine pace and we had to wait until
our presence fully dawned upon his consciousness. He could
be very genial and an occaional smile showed the real spirit
back of that gruff exterior. We came to know him well and
he proved to be an honest, faithful employee.

We had expected to be assigned to quarters with house-
keeping accommodations, and were greatly disappointed when
it became apparent that all such plans had been forgotten.
To John we were just new arrivals and were assigned a room
for the present.

1t was almost an hour before we followed him down the
hall where he stopped and placed a key in the door. It

was only twenty feet from the office and across the hall
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from the Personnel washroom. This was to be our room.
He hoped we would find it comfortable - he had lived
here too when he first came to the school twenty-five
years before. With that he was gone.

As the door closed behind us we looked over our new
home. The old-fashioned high ceiling made the first
impression. Those architects certainly believed in air
space. A double bed by the window, a dresser, washstand,
table and two chairs, and you had it all.

It was my turn to feel disappointed. For the present
we were to have our meals in the officer's dining room.
Certainly this was not what we had expected.

I assured Becky that the Superintendent would fix
things for us later, and we settled down to make the best
of what appeared to be a bad bargain.

My office, with psychological leboratory, was located
on the second floor of the detail office, just a few steps
from the main building. The first floor was given over to
the Detail Officer, who was really the chief supervisor.
He was responsible for the custody and assignment of all
boys in the institution and also handled disciplinary cases
as well.

Any boy assigned to school kitchen, shop or farm must
first clear with the detall officer., No shifts in the
crews could be made without his approval. He must know

where each boy was at all times and was a very important
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individual in the management of the institution. At
Monroe, the age range had been sixteen to thirty. Here
it was sixteen to twenty-one, and should have been a
more promising group to work with.

Discipline was strict. Military drill played an
important part. A self-govermment plan by Calvin Derrich,
the former superintendent, was on the wane. Derrich was
now warden of Sirg Sing Prison in New York. A few months
earlier he had wired me at the University to join him as
Director of Trades at the penitentiary, but later, I was
glad that I had not accepted. His personality had held the
staff together and made Ione a great school for its day.
Now that he was gone, it was beginning to crumble - the
boys were restless and disturbed and there was a depress-
ing atmosphere about the place.

"Monte," the acting superintendent, was well liked, He
had stepped in when the other man had left, and was trying
desperately to bring back the old spirit, but it was a
hard pull.

War was in the air here also. Boys wanted to join the
services, so why couldn't they be released? Wasn't
Washington calling for men? Why, they were even going to
draft an army. When would they reach their names? All
of this added to the unrest and made it difficult to hold
the boys in the institution. Here again the old fear of
escapes. These boys must be held and the worst offense a

boy could commit was to run away.
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The officers were jittery, too, What was going to
happen to them? How many would be called in the draft?
Wasn't it better to enlist now rather than be forced to
join? You could select your own outfit if you volunteered,
but the draft would just assign you and that was that.

From the beginning of its establishment, the problem of
escapes had been a serious one at Ione. The founders tried
to take a "liberal view" of the situation but often re-
sorted to drastic measures. The records of 1898 read:
"When low or base things are practiced it becomes necessary
to resort to vigorous punishment, which however, is inflicted
with discretion.”

Company F housed the "bad guys" of the institution.
Twenty individusal cells on two floors. Most of the boys
incarcerated here had attempted to run away and a few
others were involved in stealing or fighting. The group
worked in the brick plant and also built roads. It was a
hard grind. The guerds, on this company, were mounted and
carried guns. They were called supervisors.

Another unit of eight cells was located in the basement
of the main building. Runaway boys and disciplinary cases
were placed in this smaller cell unit on bread end water
until their spirit was broken. Sometimes it took a week,
sometimes much longer. They were visited irregularly by
the detail officer and occasionelly by the acting
superintendent.

Returning to the room one evening, about three days after

our arrival, I found Becky crying. I asked her what had



h e L L
- | = | mES
I ran
i
S
1} - 2 %
[ .



Between The Dark - 63

happened. She wanted to know what was under our room.
Then it dawned upon me that we were directly over the
small cell unit in the basement.

The detail officer had just whipped two boys and as
their screams of pain came up from below and she felt
sick with horror and fright. She could hear them begging
him not to strike again. It had been terrible.

This was even worse than the hounds at Monroe. At
least there had been no whippings there. We were so upset,
dinner was forgotten and we went for a walk and entered the
sleepy town.

What a time to call on the undertaker, but he was
building a little house on the one hill sbove the town.

He had shown me through the place a few months before and
solemnly assured me there would be no fleas, flies or bed
bugs. Perhaps that was why I had engaged it before it was
completed. Could we speed him up now?2’ Tonight more than
ever, we wanted our own home away from the depressing
atmosphere of the school.

He said 1t would be another month before it would be
ready for occupancy, so we strolled up the hill to look
over our first home.

Knowing that we were newlyweds, he had selected a glass
for the front door. It carried an etching of a largs buck
looking out of the willows by the river. We called the
place "Deer Lodge." The whipping was forgotten and we had

a good laugh and could hardly.wait to move in,
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A few weeks later two boys ran away from the tailor
shop and were caught just after they crossed the road.
They were headed for the Sutter Creek and the wild country
beyond the town of Ione.

I met the acting superintendent as he came from his
office in the main building. He was just rounding the
curve in the direction of the detail office.

"You wanted to witness a whipping, Ken,'" he said, "and
here is a good chance. We are going to whip two in the
detail office. Come along." I followed reluctantly.
True, I had asked for this, but now that the time had
arrived I wasn't so sure.

The scene comes back to me after fifty-three years as
vividly as though it were yesterday.

A straight-back chair stood in the middle of the
cement floor with all other furniture pushed back against
the wall. Over in the corner the superintendent seated
himself at a desk with pencil and pad, as the Boerd of
Trustees required him to be present and keep the tally.

I stood to one side, my back to the window, the chair in
front of me.

The detail officer removed his coat and rolled back his
sleeves. He was a tall thin wiry fellow, nervous and |
quick. I didn't know him very well then, but he gave one
the impression of being constantly on the alert as though
he trusted no one. Formerly a clerk, he had gradually
worked his way up to one of the key positions in the
institution.
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If any boy ran away, he considered it a reflection
on his good judgment in making the original assignment.

Now he was to administer the punishment. Was there
an element of satisfaction in this set-up? His face was
white and drawn with anger.

The two boys were brought in - they looked shaken and
pale. They were both about eighteen - one was large and
heavy, evidently the aggressor; the other was a mere slip
of a lad and it would be his first experience with the
lash,

Things moved quickly as everyone seemed to know what to
do. The boys stood facing the desk, their backs to the
chair, They had glanced st it as they entered - now it
remained waiting behind them. The Superintendent was
speaking.

"You boys know the penalty for running away - fifteen
lashes apiece. I'll count aloud so you'll know when it is
over." That was all,

I studied their faces. The heavy lad was surley and hard
and T imagined he was saying to himself "The hell with you,
lay it on and see if I give a damn." This was his third
attempt to get away - he knew what was coming but it hadn't
deterred him,

Not so the other. His white features were stamped with
terror. He trembled and tried to control his kneew, then he
glanced quickly about like a hunted thing looking for

some way of escape.,
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Why had they run away? Were they homesick? Had
someone in the company made it so unbearable that they
couldn't stand it any longer? No questions were asked,
there was no need, they had run away, they knew the
penalty, therefore there was nothing to be said.

The detail officer was just coming out of the closet.

He carried something black in his hand and for the first
time 1 saw the lash. The boys called it "the sap,"

that described it better. It was made of two strips of
black leather sewed together to give it body - four feet
long, three inches wide, and a quarter of an inch in
thickness. A black handle with a leather wrist thong
completed the whip, so it could be swung with both arms
with terrific force.

The heavy lad was first. Someone 'frisked" him, his
back pockets must not contain any afticles that might be
driven into his flesh. The detail officer was all business
now a8 he bruskly fook the boy by the arm and shoved him
toward the chair.

"Lean over and grasp the seat,'" he said. 'Stay there
and don't move or I'll tie you down."

The big boy élanced around. That hard look was still
there. He didn't need to be told. Had they forgotten that
he had been through this ordeal twice before? With a shrug
he slowly bent forward and grasped the chair seat. He did
not have long to wait for the detail officer was as quick as

a snake. The heavy lash descended upon the buttocks of
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the boy, with a crack like a pistol shot. The boy's
hands reached back, he straightened up as a groen escaped
those hard lips.

"Get back there," the officer shouted, and he again
bent over the chair.

The Superintendent was droning the count - four, five,
six...but I scarcely heard; I was watching the boy. He
had settled down now and barely moved as the lash descended
with regular strokes, the crack of leather filling that
little office. His face was ashen pale, the cords in the
neck disteﬁded and his body trembling with pain from the
force of the blows. It was terrible. After that first
groen, not a sound passed his lips, he could certainly
take it.

"Thirteen, fourteen, fifteen" - the lash stopped.
Silence fell. The boy did not rise but still grasped the
chair. Had he lost count or was he showing them he could
take it? A sharp word from the officer and he stepped
aside. So this was "discipline.'

Now it was the other boy's turn. He had been standing
motionless with his back to the chair, his head in his hands.
A touch on the shoulder and he sprang to life, as with a
sudden cry he turned toward the Acting Superintendent and
began to beg for mercy.

"Oh, sir, don't let them whip me...I'll never do it
again. 1 was homesick. I guess I lost my head. Oh, please,

give me snother chance."
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The Superintendent motioned the detail officer to begin,
but the lad was terrified and was not going to give up so
easily. Quickly he glanced at eacb.face in that room -
no one moved. He must have read sympathy or horror in my
expression for he came toward me with hands extended.

"Oh, Mr. Scudder, won't you do something for me? Don't
let them whip me, I can't take it, see? I'll never do this
again." I Shook my head. Sinking to the floor he grasped
me about the knees, sobbing and pleading for help. I did
not move.

The detail officer jumped into action. Grasping the boy
by the shoulders he half dragged, balf lifted him across
the chair. The lad slid off onto the floor. His sobs now
rose to screams of terror that could be heard all over the
institution., It seemed as though the windows would blow
out of that little brick building. Suddenly this same
terror seemed to give him coursge as he became defisnt
and threatening. "Go on and beat me, then, if you want
to," he sobbed. '"You're all a bunch of dogs! 1I'll run
away again, I will...and you cen't stop me!l"

His cries were rudely checked. An officer seizing him
by the seat of his pants forcibly placed him across the
chair and held him down. There was a slight struggle, -
legs kicking wildly in midair.

The detail officer stepped back for the swing. The
lash descendeé with a crack. The boy seemed stunned. He

did not move. The second crack brought him to life. A
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crash, the splintering of wood as the chalr collapsed,
officer and boy struggling on the floor, - muffled sobs,
confusion, chairlegs and rungs spread in all directions,
Four men trying to whip one boy.

At last it was over. Somehow, fifteen strokes had been
adminlstered - the rule had been observed and the lad was
quietly crying with pain. Both boys were locked in the cell
unit under our room and placed on bread and water.

As we walked back to the office the Superintendeht said,
"Well, Ken, what do you think of it?"

"Tt's revolting and ineffectual,”" I replied.

"I don't like it either," he sald, "but I don't dare knock
it out. The whole school might run away."

"I wonder," 1 replied.

That night, as I recounted my experlience to Becky, I added,
"If it's the last thing I do, I'll smash this thing and abolish
the lash for all time."

I reported this event to Dr. Warner Brown of the University
of California, who was consulting Psychologlist at Preston and
had been responsible for my appointment. Together we began
to make a thorough study of the claimed deterrent effect of
corporal punishment. Those who believed in this form of
discipline claimed it accomplished four things:s& "It made
the guilty suffer for his sins. It aroused dread in the
hearts of those who heard about it and so acted as a potent
deterrent. A lasting impression was left upon the mind and

so served to prevent a repetition of the same offense. And

#The Thirteenth Biennial Regort of the Preston School of Industr
Sixty Eighth and Sixty Ninth Fiscal Years. July 1,1916 to June 3

D, 198
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last, it resulted in a mental and physicael surrender to a
force which was both beneficial and lasting.”" 1In short, the
lash was supposed to break the lad's spirit.

Were we to blindly accept this theory just because it had
been in practice for sixty-nine years? Perhaps we could
concede the first claim, but did the others hold? Was there
really a "potent deterrent" or was this wishful thinking?

We had been at Ione three months and how the time flew!
The season was well along into August and the temperature
mounted to a new high. The grass under the scrub oak on
the surrounding hills had turned yellow and brown, as the
heat seemed to scorch everything.

For several weeks we had been in our new home on the
little hill overlooking the town. Becky had gone to
Vacaville for furniture from the Jewett Ranch and had
ridden the seventy miles back on the front seat of the
truck.

The forty miles from Ione to Sacramento was a trip to
be avoided. The road wound across barren wastes of red
soil left in mounds by the Placer miners of long ago.

There were miles and miles of these rolling hills of washed-
out land. A few scrub oaks clung with dogged perseverance
to the soil. Everyone dreaded that drive. 1In good

weather it was bad enough, but when it rained it was next

to impossible, 2s the water tore in torrents along the
washes and one had to find a new way to cross the gullies

and ravines.
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Many stories were told at the institution about those
trips to Sacramento or Stockton; the classic one coming
from the business manager. He made frequent trips to
Sacramento to confer with the State Board of Control. On
one he was accompanied by the school nurse. Without a
doubt she was the largest woman I have ever seen. Some
sald she weighed three hundred and forty pounds. I thought
they were just trying to be kind. She completely filled
the front seat of the o0ld Model T and the little business
manager was crowded into a corner behind the wheel. He
held to his own theory about driving rough roads. When
approaching a bad stretch ahead he would open her up and
try to hop across the rough spots. Twenty-five miles an
hour in those days was really traveling.

Rain fell heavily the night before, but by morning most
of the water had run off. The sun was shining as the two
sped along until they struck the Placer country. Here the
road was difficult to drive, even in dry weather, with its
rolling hills, deep gullies, up one side and down the other.
The little car panted along under its heavy load as they
came up over a rise and descended quickly into the next dip.

He knew the road and was watching for the bad spots. So
far his puddle-jumping technique had worked, but the rain
had tricked him at last, for this gully was really washed out.
He didn't see the danger until it was too late. About a
foot of so0oil and rock had been carried off the night before.
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The 1little car tore down the slope and fairly leaped into
the middle of the wash. Fortunately it landed on four
wheels. With a tremendous bump, up went the nurse, back
flew the top, as they collided in mid-air. Down came the
nurge with full force, bending the gas tasnk under the front
seat. Behind the wheel sat the little business manager,
himself stunned by the force of the impact.

If he had been crowded for space before, now he was really
in a vice, with the head and shoulders of the unconscious woman
jammed between the wheel and his chest. One soft arm encircled
his neck. He couldn't move.

Somehow he managzed to wriggle out from behind the wheel.

He tried in vain to move or revive the nurse. Could she be
dead? Grabbing his new hat, he rushed up the wash and dipped
from a puddle, then dashing the cold muddy water in her face,
brought her to with a start. Fortunately both survived the
ordeal.

Becky had made this same perilous journey home in the truck
because the driver had never been over the roed, and she was
afraid he would get lost. She arrived without mishep in spite
of the heat, and I found her in the town's ice cresm parlor,
as I returned from work.

We were just settling down to a happy married life. Things
were zoing much better at the institution, and I was enjoying
my work and feeling there was really a chance to do sometﬁing

constructive. Many things had happened in the field of psy-
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chology and vocational guidance since the time I had
attempted to test Clyde. Now we were testing all boys who
entered the school and interviewing them at length regard-
ing a vocational choice.

The Acting Superintendent was interested, and even the
detail officér began to seek information about the boys
before making his assignments. A trades' council was formed
and we met each week with the Superintendent, the school
Principal and the detail officer. This was quite different
from Monroe. If only they would give up the lash! But the
whippings continued and there was little we could do about
it. Most of the personnel firmly believed it would be dis-
astrous to abolish corporal punishment. Why, that was the
only hold they had on the boys. Of course they wouldn't stay
if the school did away with the lash. You couldn't use guns,
there was no wall about the place, things were wide open...
whoever heard of such stupid talk as not being able to whip
a boy? These were just reformers. They juat didn't under-
stand.

Somehow we got along together in spite of the whippings,
but these things were discussed in the dark, as we waited at
the Sleugh House or under a bridge, looking for some boy who
had escaped. I must admit that after being up for two or
three nights, hungry, cold and weary, waiting and looking for
boys, it did seem quite different as we became irritated and
s