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FOREWORD TO MEMORIAL EDITION.

_ The republication of these two books of Australian penal
literature in a single volume is a fitting tribute to a great
Australian, James Vance Marshall.

Marshall, son of a Presbyterian Minister, was born at
Casino, N.S.W., on the 15th July, 1887. He will be remembered
for his powerful oratory in defence of liberty and an equally
powerful pen. A

‘A few facts on the life and work of the author are necessarily
related here to enable readers to fully appreciate the place which
should be accorded him in Australian history.

The first book, “Jail From Within”, like its author, incurred
the wrath of officialdom and for the same reason — Marshall and
his book were both outspoken and truthful with a purpose and
message. The first edition was set to print when, as Vance
stated, “in furtherance of their efforts to silence mc, the Billy
Hughes Federal (Nationalist) Government confiscated all the
metal under the authority of the War Precautions Act. It was not
the first time I was silenced and, indeed, as it turned out, it was
not the last either.”

Undaunted, the metal for a second “clandestine” edition
was hastily prepared. The printing press churned out 48,000
copies, all of which were sold immediately. 5 5

“Jail From Within” naturally created a political sensation
and was instrumental in Marshall being again ar ;
and sentenced to another term of hard labour in a vain effort
to silence him.

The sequel to this second term of imprisonment was another -

exposure of the injustices, ill-treatment and brutality gaphicn‘lly
portrayed in “The World of the Living Dead”, a bool which a
leading Sydney publisher declined to handle with the comment
—_“It's good, but, in places, too raw — too creepy — 100 real.
From a business pointofviewt_hcsmdiduuthmnot_ulwuysﬂu
most acceptable.” This reaction illustrates the difficulties Marshall
met with publishingbthese w;;h which, he emphatically said,
were not written as “business positions”™.

The werkiﬂfh;lgass press and Trade Union Movement
assisted in publ and distri both these works. These

factors uﬂngtoﬂaslrmudty" y in later years, mot-
ﬁ&:mmn%é%n ﬁ that over 40,000 copies of “The World of
the Living “weresnldutheymeaﬁthnpm. ;




.d book appearing, further exposing the
y Thsesf:lnf (::a: ;";;fmble, alzgordiug to Marshall, fmg him
D when arrested in the Sydney Domain after
imprisonment. A then senior pﬁlicc officer
i oung constable, “Let him go — that’s the Marshall
isa?:}icm——ﬂ\]:e Ydou‘% want another book from him.” However, he
did have another dispute with the law — again over his spoken
word in public. He avowed that a lh.lrdljllll term_was avoided
because of support mustered by the Unions in his defence of
freedom of speech. y )

It is fitting to recall, when reading this volume, the actual
“crimes” which gave rise to these works of social protest.

When criticising the conscription of Australian youth to serve
in the trenches in World War I, he stated, “So far as the working
class is concerned, the colour of a flag matters not, so long as
that class gets a share of the good things of life.” For this
observation he was the recipient of four months’ hard labour
served at Albury and Long Bay jails. The charge — having made
ufterances likely to cause disaffection to His Majesty the King.

His second term of imprisonment, spent mainly in Goul-
burn jail, was caused by him saying, “Soldiers in this War are
the blind tools of the capitalist class.” The charge — having made
a speech likely to prejudice recruiting.

The sentences in both cases were imposed after the indignant
Marshall refused to give an undertaking never to speak from
a political platform again.

When fellow socialist Paul Freeman was being greeted b
a large crowd at Circular Quay, Sydney, in 1919, g sgtage man¥
aged disturbance was engineered amongst the crowd of some
thousands. Vance Marshall, again on the stump, was hand picked
Sgathe aut}:iorm;i from the vast sea of faces and this time the

rge read — having unlawfully incited i
assem‘;)le fo disturb the peace. i el porona oiR SN
public outcry this time prevented another injustice bei
njustice bein
gzglcte out and thereafter the young socialist was ]ef]t in relativg

Such were the results of the bi i i

WE] ; tterness built up during the

two c}c-)lgs?gl?ni refcrcaldurns] in Australia during Wgrld \\L?agr I
ater made a Justice of the Peace in New th

Wales, Queensland, and in the later years, Great Britain. iR

ot being charged

T 5 e e sl

e Slligseexgungzﬁg of his “criminal” convictions from the record

S Dg ent Labor Government was a necessary pre-requisite

it 1pt of these later honours which Marshall somewhat
¥ accepted with a little grin. Being accepted as a patriot

in
England never ceased to amuse him in later years in contrast
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to the treatment received in his own couniry from a “‘Nationalist”
Government.

Because all the official records of Marshall’s “crimes”
ceased to exist, much diligent research into the heroic casualties
of the great Anti-Conscription campaigns by later eminent
historians have failed to give the credit humbly due to Vance
Marshall.

Tt is hoped that the publishing of this volume will, at least
posthumously, correct these understandable omissions from a small
but rich segment of the labour history of Australia.

Incidentally, notwithstanding the Government of the day
ineffectively atfempting to silence Marshall and other members
of the Anti-Conscription Campaign Committee during the two
years that the referendums were in progress — both were decisive-
ly rejected by the people of this country as the record shows:

1916 — “NO” majority 72,476
1917 — “NO” majority 166,588

The pathos in almost every chapter of these moving books
was a gift of expression so evident in most of Marshall’s literary
works. His jail experiences left an indelible impression on his
mind, just as they did some years before on his mate Henry
Lawson. Indeed, Marshall has asserted that the knowledge that
Lawson had also trod the cold stone of the jail floor was always
a2 source of comfort to him. He felt that he was in “good com-
pany”. Knowing Vance Marshall, this atittude was readily under-
standable — from his early days he was an avid disciple of
Lawson and attributed the restlessness in his formative years
directly to the powerful influence of those emotional and lilting
lines of “The Vagabond”— ;

“A God-like ride on a thundering sea
When all but the stars are blind—
A desperate race with Eternity
With a gale-and-a-half behind . . 7
After a good education at Fort Street Boys’ High S,chs_::ol
in Sydney, Marshall was uncomfortably placed in a clerk’s job
in a city bank. In 1906 he sailed from Au_straha as a crew mem-
ber on a freighter which was blockaded in the Siberian port of
Vladivostock where, strangely enough, he had his first experience
of jail — for possessing a revolver wl}:;h he bought to protect
himself in that improvished war-tom CIty.
Subsequent trpavels took him on an adventurous meander
through Canada, China, Japan, West Indies, Colombia, Panama,
Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras, Guatemala and then Mexico
dent and ultimately a very unwilling

where he was a corresponder r
prisoner for a week in the jail of that _colourfu] Mexican m\.rf.)l‘i:-e
tionary, Pancho Villa, until he talked his way out and crossed

border into the U.S.A. and on to San Francisco.
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Attracted by the desire to participate in the labour and antj.
war struggles in his native Ausrtalia, Marshall arrived back in
Sydney after an absence of cleven years, plunging immediately
into the rough-and-tumble of industrial and political activities of
those momentous years.

He became an active member of the very old and progressiva
Darling Harbour Branch of the Australian Labor Party and on
the 24th February, 1917, he was appointed, from a list of 79
formidable applicants, as the first Organiser of the N.S.W,
Branch of The Federated Miscellaneous Workers' Union of Aus-
tralia, also taking his seat as the Union’s delegate to the powerful

Sydney Trades & Labour Council. These two appointments were
directly responsible for the publication of his jail books.

The young Marshall was greatly upset at the death of his
mate, Henry ngson, in 1922, and, as if again following the
call in the opening stanza of “The Vagabond”

“A careless roaming life is mine,
Ever by field or flood . . .”

after declining to stand for Parliament or accept many offers to
keep him in Australian politics, left on a two-year rove in out-
back Augtraha and then married Isabelle Sirman, the young
Sydney girl whom he met whilst in Albury jail — she being a
member of the women’s committee which organised visits and
food parcels to the political prisoners. He embarked on a second
world trip from Brisbane with his wife and young son Vance
and remained in England for thirty-four years, :

devot?}];li]ste ;enrgliggigngéi'the ve;sati];:_ Malrvslha.ll was able to
: s 1ics and writing. Man
i\;«;nlh dpﬁhn‘c‘al themes fgr the Left Book Clgub can‘?:e gggxﬁlﬁsppl’:is,
Tﬁeu i 1:%1 Pm\s;p Gas”, “By Appointment”, and “Physical Fits".
e Ofm‘ls : indmill Theatre commissioned him to write a
jois, welve very successful reviews. His quick wit and
ectious sense of humour brought him further work script-
wrmr;\gI 'f;or th;: vaudeville and stage. 7
ot neglecting politics, he became Chai im-
Enuerrtna;l; V\;es;lmmmter Branch of the British rltgal.::)ugf Ptil:tymﬂ
o Wr of the Westminister City and London County Councils
as welcomed into the ranks of the Fabian Society.

Marshall, appointed 4 .
place on the Lo‘:&ﬁﬂ Ben?h it’ fJUbtlce of the Peace, took his

W : . 3 of Magistrates and during Worl

in dl.:nELalil:cadfdmfon to his magisterial and council duﬁesgwogeg

dislinguish?t actory, the British Civil Service and had a

Deferbe (fur i_nrecotd of service as an airwarden in the Civil

Veitk Toreh Bgo alrl':;-. olf)lgrtz;adléleinreo?ived commendation for his
5 sal i i

he was appointed as an official hi?ﬁie:ectgvﬁh?n%omeuon;cilyé
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position which he considered finally vindicated him of any charge
of being unpatriotic.

He returned again to his homeland in 1958 to work in the
administration of various migrant hostels as an officer of the
Commonwealth Department of Labour and National Service,
retiring at the age of 71 to concentrate once again on writing.
He had an immediate success with two best sellers, “The Children™
and “A River Ran Out of Eden”, both of which have since
been published overseas in several languages.

Unfortunately, many manusecripts, including his auto-
biography, remained uncompleted when Marshall died at Oberon
Base Hospital on the 3rd February, 1964.

Deeply affected by the systematic degradation of human
beings and the brutal disciplines of prison life, as exposed in
all rawness to Marshall personally, his jail books brought the
need for penal reforms into the open forum of Parliament. The
truth of his written word was officially denied but later admitted
and, as a result of his efforts, the lot of the inmate of H.M. Prisons
in New South Wales underwent some startling changes. Others
have carried on the work to assist the anonymous and forgotten
men in grey, but none have had the spontancous mass support
that was given to Vance Marshall in his struggle for justice.
Indeed, few would have had the courage to fight in the manner
which he did. y

The Federal Council of the M.W.U. pays tribute to the
work of its first Organiser, James Vance Marshall, by endorsing
the publication of this Memorial Edition, in the hope that the
work and life of the author will be remembered and appreciated
by those on both sides of the high stone walls, who today, are
sharing in the fruits of his labours.

DOUG. HOWITT,
Research Officer,
N.S.W. Branch,

Sydney, 19th August, 1968. Miscellaneous Workers' Union.
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DEDICATED TO
COMRADES IN JAIL

for “These are they who came out of great tribulation”,
—Revelation, 7-8.

Ye who keep the weary vigil, ye who know the dull despair
Of a life encompassed by a prison bar,

Cheerless army toiling ever bowed beneath thy load of care
Pause and listen to a message from afar. :

Think ye not ye are forgotten; in the watches of the night
I am marching side by side with thee anew,

And, recalling tragic memory, I sit me down to write
Dedicating this, the humble work, to you.

12

PRELUDE

With the smell of the jail fresh upon me I take up my pen
to write these little narratives of the u'hl;e that has l:w.-.eﬂPl:ninye.l:“E

The tales that I am about fo tell will possess none of the
exaggerated embellishments of the orthodox “exposure”. I do not
urge them to be received as an exposure, but simply as a plain,
unvarnished, first-hand depiction of that vague, shadowy form
of existence so far removed from the lot of the ordinary mortal
__life behind the bars of a prison. I desire only to draw aside the
veil for a fleeting moment and reveal to those who care to follow
me the tragedy and pathos of a hidden world.

And so I present to you this little record of my own jail
experiences. I have nothing to gain in so doing; in fact, it may
prove that 1 have much to lose. I have still my way to battle
through life. The incarceration I suffered was due to open
denunciation of the prevailing social system. Yet such system
continues to exist, and upon its upholders I myself must ely
for the privilege of continuing my own existence. A jail record
is far from being an incentive to the extension of such privilege
and, clearly, I must suffer by its advertisement.

still further, my offence was the public expression of deep
conviction. The treatment meted to me by the tyrannous powers
that be has but served to weld the iron of bitterness more deeply
into my soul, It must assert itself again, and still yet again. T
have been delivered into the hands of the minions of constituted
authority once, and I cannot truthfully dwell upon my contact
with them, save to their discredit. 1 may be delivered into their
hands again, and experience, actual and tragic, assures me that

they in their inherent vindictiveness will not forget.
1 take the risk wittingly, but it is mine, and mine alone.

I refer to no authority in order to substantiate the grim
truths which I am about to write. 1 simply recall what my eyes
have seen, and in my Own humble way trace the
reader, for you.

VANCE MARSHALL.

Sydney, May, 1918.
13




THE ARREST

With bars they blur the gracious moon
And blind the goodly sum;

And they do well to hide their hell,
For in it things are done

That son of God nor son of man
Ever should look wupon.

—Ballad of Reading Jail.
by Oscar Wilde

At 230 of the afternoon of an October day I e
cBuslon_]ary Sunday stroll amid the flower-girt paths gt‘ the %‘ﬁ:e;
otanical Gardens and turned my steps Domainwards. It was
:%)01;1 arrival at the spot at which I was to officiate in the capacity
chairman of the weekly Social Democratic open-air gathering

that I was arrested, Th e :
but the two Plain-clotl:eenquumg crovd began Lo dRRiHIES

gave little information. 8 men Who fall dnsen SUEEE SN

At Number Three Station,” they said, “we will explain.”

They were eager to get .
a9 m .
disturbance, and 1 B-Ssistedg theire away without the risk of a

2t efforts to do so with tactful
A Wmfdisgfl gleb“at’om I was placed in the charge dock.
and d:awle,dmrﬁ y the Defence Department was produced
War Precautions‘j‘\ t; formally charging me with a breach of the
public platform to ; ‘t]o wit, the having given utterance upon a
the King, ords apt to cause disaffection to His Majesty

“Have you anythin, 5

Rabb‘l‘t],{ (El gecided t?,t “135 ;gws?rsd Slayw;fnﬁjs;‘-efvl' But, like Brer

ceeding to r;%vlg’:;y 'r;)r:;i,;’t brusquely ordered an officer, pro-

B inutest articlc, s and person generally of everything
ake him aw 1

matter of fact sort &Ywa;l.'he words were uttered in a careless,
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A moment later the overwhelming feeling of hopelessness
and helplessness that comes to one with the clanging of the
heavy door of a prison cell was mine.

It took me several minutes to fully waken to a realisation
of the situation and take stock of my new surroundings. The
appartment was rather larger in size than that which 1 learned
later to be the size of an average cell. It was evidently a place
of detention designed for the accommodation of few or many
unfortunates as a varying supply demanded. The walls were of
stone, the floor of cement, and light was admitted through a
barred venitlator set close beneath the high white-washed ceiling.
The place was absolutely devoid of furniture in any shape or
form. Against the further wall, and in direct line with the door,
was an unscreened enamel sanitary pedestal.

Unnerved and oppressed 1 paced the limited space for what
seemed to be an eternity. I heard six o'clock strike somewhere out
in the city, and then the iron flap which covered a small opening
set in the door for communication purposes was pushed roughly
aside. The face of a plain-clothes officer appeared at the aperture,
while, in the background, 1 could detect the presence of two
other persons.

“Come up here” reverberated a thunderous voice.

1 stood closer to the door and was immediately assailed
by a volley of questions and cross-questions, interspersed by a
series of well-timed assertions. The questions were designed to
extract information regarding my connections, political and
industrial, and that of my acquaintances. The assertions, relevant
and incriminating, were designed to shape my replies. The
whole performance was a frenzied application of what is known
as “the third degree”—the line of procedure invariably resorted
to by the detective geniuses of today in order to secure the
damnable species of evidence upon which they solely rely—
“information received.”

The trio wearied of my disinterested replies and left me.

Shortly afterwards the iron flap was again unplaced and a
meal—supplied, T later learned, by fngnds outside—was pushed
in to me. It was unaccompanied by knife, fork, or spoon.

The hours dragged away. I was nerve-shaken and weary,
but had no place to rest, save upon the uninviting cement ﬂoﬁ:‘é
I respected my clothing and continued the weary marching.
darkness came up, but the cell remained unlighted. Ff::‘all smm:-m=
where along the echoing passage there came oOccask . y .
wailing of a fema}e ;:lnsoneé. é;)ll(;)fwe;]ie:i a gruff outburst
official abuse and lurid mandaf § e ]

The door grated suddenly open. and a dim light broke in
upon the mirk of my cell

15




“The magistrate has come and will decide your bail

your friends are waiting,” said a policeman i 2 and
tones. . o almost friendly

He led the way to an outer office where m i
awaited. It was 9.15 p.m. Some moments latery[ c}:?ancl[mg by
from out the walls of Darlinghurst Station seeking to ﬂupamd
the oppressiveness which still gripped me and to forget thow off
cries of the wailing woman. o e

And so began my jail experience.

THE POLICE COURT

For they starve the little frightened child
Till it weeps both night and day;

And they scourge the weak, and flog the fool,
And gibe the old and grey;

And some grow mad, and all grow bad,
And none a word may say.

— Ballad of Reading Jail.

I had delivered myself from bail, and, seated at the rear
of the dreary hall, awaited the calling of my case.

His Worship entered and passed solemnly to the canopied
dais as the court arose with a heavy shuffling of large, official

eet.

without delay the business of the day began.

From his place in front of the judicial throne the clerk
bawled the name which headed the list in his hand. At one side
a sliding door opened noiselessly and furnished a fleeting glimpse
of huddled beings.

“Thomas Henderson,” reiterated the officer who stood on

Thomas Henderson entered with an alacrity hardly in
keeping with his apparent weight of years, an alacrity which
betokened an impelling force at his rear. The bar of the dock
was raised and fell back into place behind him. The charge was
chanted across the room: “Thomas Henderson, you are
with having been drunk and disorderly on the evening of the
12th instant. How do you plead; guilty or not guilty?”

Thomas Henderson raised his old, unkempt head and
looked fearfully around. He returned his dull, pathetic gaze to
the bench, and his lips seemed to mumble.

“Guilty, your Warship,” in the uniformed represen-
tative of law and order at his shabby elbow. ;

A policeman steg:ped briskly into the witness-box, and in
some dozen words told the tale of a gallant arrest. The magistrate
scribbled a few lines on a paper before . $

“Fined five pounds or 01;3F month’s hard labor,” he said.

17
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The sliding door re-opened and shut, and Thomas Hender-
: from view.
i 1]::0$§::c?lame was called, and a girl was led forth from
the outer enclosurc. The charge against her was intoned—the
soliciting of men in a public place.

She crumpled up before the stare of the many and sobbed
convulsively.

Yes, she was guilty. No, she had nothing to say. She was
a waitress, but there were so many others. Her father was a
wharf laborer, but since the strike . . . and the rent kept coming
round.

“Three months’ hard labor,” came the terrible voice, calm
and impassive.

The business of the court proceeded swiftly.

A shabby little woman, flat-chested and middle-aged,
responded to her name. Her drawn face and shapeless figure told
of toil and child-bearing. She listened to the charge attentively,
and the light of defiance died from out her eye.

“Guilty, yer Wushup,” she moaned pleadingly.

She had abused and assaulted a burly policeman. She had

a “down” on the force. Her eldest son had been “pinched” a
month before.

“Four months’ hard labor”; and somewhere amid the
stagxdmg throng behind me a child stifled its heart-broken little
sob.

And so justice rattled on its course at the Central Police
Court. Few and far between were the breaks in the monotonous
order of things. At one time an ordinary “riotous” had dared to
face them all untremblingly, and in clear, emphatic tones to
plead “Not guilty”.

“Put him back; put him back!” chorussed the “
him lj:.lcllé ttiLLl later! Next case! Next case!” g

| the alleged “riotous” who had dared to ha
speed}r tillspens.atiou of justice was jostled away. D
ust previous to the midday recess I entered
answer a charge of disaffection to His Majesty tle-le I?i;g‘.ml"k i
My case was adjourned, and my bail raised with a spiteful-

ness born of fanaticism. Then I, too, passed
o , t0o, passed out to take my place
a ri:. vilest of all hells, the detention coop of the Central Police

Over the unextravagan
some twenty or hirty gant amount of room space were spread

& Mendag mcia muédl‘;gu:les in a variety of attitudes. It was

for Friday, Saturday and Sunda: T o LS

he apartment was ahsnl{x.tely devoid i
_absolut of seati i
modation, and the wall, if shining with a hurril:lz, nrﬁysi:zcr?:.lls
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coating of grease, was the only restful support of the hapless
inmates.

The floor was coated with the phlegmy saliva of liquor-
parched throats.

In a comer were set two exposed closet conveniences, and
over one hung a man who vomited with racking violence.

An old derelict had taken possession of the only paich
upon which a splash of sunlight fell through the barred grating
above. He was engaged upon his toilet, and had unwound and
removed the offensive strips of rags which did service as socks.
As they lay spread upon the battered footwear the spotlight
glare of sunshine exaggerated the caked filth which lined their
folds. He held open the breast of an aged shirt, and with him,
peering eyes sought the parasites which dwelt in its seams.

The whole atmosphere was nauseating and revolting.

In a hopeless heap against the wall crouched Thomas
Henderson. Despair and grief were written all over his rugged
features.

I lounged up with affected unconcern. ’

“Yes,” he replied to my query. “Me fust time. Sevmty—ﬁ:‘rc
year ole an’ still learnin’. Learnin’ I ain’t no better'n a dorg.

He ruminated for a minute, then continued bitterly:

“If yer wasn’t a dorg they'd give yer a chanst ter clean up.
It stands ter reason a bloke ain’t got no show in the court with
three days’ whiskers an’ jail dirt on ‘im.”

The lock grated harshly and the iron door swung open.
A uniformed attendant entered and singled me out.

“The office is open,” he said. “Come on.” ;

And so I left them—left old Thomas Henderson crouching
brokenly on the spit-strewn floor; left the wretched man In the
corner vomiting into the exposed closet; left the battered derelict
to continue his eternal searching, left the whole heart-rending,
sordid daily tragedy of the detention coop behind me.




LEAVING THE WORLD BEHIND.

I know not whether Laws be right
Or whether Laws be wrong;
All that we know who lie in jail
Is that the walls are strong;
And that a day is like a year—

A year whose days are long.

—Ballad of Reading Jail.

The dismissal of my appeal against conviction was announced

across the awesome space of th ith judici
majesty. A large, heg.' L il e

: y hand, bordered b i
glided from somewh i y an officwal ‘Sleaves
Rovcion watrores wite}fea and gripped the shoulder of my coat,

L o rtificial solemnity, chanted the next case,

: — a convi imi
i i onvicted criminal,

_ Bel ] rred, misty court proceeded with i =
Eff; $:pzn;fa:;gn of justice; OVEr me, ﬁreaclful ir:?tgpgie:sﬁg
e Dl ess of my crime; and before me loomed the
o liear;gnl;ﬁirs Uiha xgysterious prison world j
! e the hum of the b ity i
t
::gl;r lilsaus)z:‘l3 ‘:v]?ent.l'léhc keen-faced office e:na:s%ncl;tgeézog:;ut};i
; ad-eyed gi i i
- happy_way; fm - gve - F%u], radiant with summer finery, went

li :
y world seemed

. Never had the everyda 80 entrancing t
I _ 0 me
T morning as I, in the keepi.rtég of two

pocket: ,8loomy precincts of : t
S were rl;aitlfved of their total cor}?:;{;ngahl‘limt Station my
ed away to “the yard”, nd, without cere-
el uggesfs walking space,
a closay aoreny of the appellation is borne
1l save for th:cg;ili:ltlel;aéce'f“Thfe yard” is simply
; of a : i
small portion of the whitewaslfevri :-E;:ng e

arr and sunshine, byt

ome upon on wi
(-]
an di th

resting space,

O ry L
substitution of the
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It was still early in the day, in the vicinity of ten-thirty a.m.,
and I was the first of the Long Bay Penitentiary contingent to
arrive.

Except for the inevitable sanitary pedestal, the more hideous
because of its solitary conspicuousness, no article of furniture
adorned “the yard”. This studied lack of seating accommodation
in such places leads one to assume that it is part of the system
to accustom the unfortunate at the outset of his incarceration
to the eternal pacing which must serve as his main diversion
in the weary hours of solitude before him.

From the standpoint of cleanliness the floor and walls were
far from inviting, but weariness and dejection overcame my
scruples. 1 seated myself in a corner upon the well-tramped
cement and sought to distract my thoughts from the vague
possibilities of the future.

A pencilled inscription scrawled across the opposite wall
attracted my attention. It was evidently the work of an under-
world professional who believed whole-heartedly in the theory
that, irrespective of when or where, it pays at all times to
advertise. “Boys, when you get out go to Miss Lottie Beach’s,
46 Street, Paddington, for a good time,” so it read.

struggling came drifting in from the outer passage. The door
was jerked noisily open. A man sprawled violently across the
room and fell into a heap. Three uniformed men pushed in and
glanced savagely at him, turned on their heels, and clashed and
bolted the door. :

My new companion slowly unwound himself and stood up.

“T"tole 'em wot I thought, an’ the cows put the boot inter
me,” he said by way of explanation.

He was a young fellow about qmetet_en, and somewhere
from beneath his mop of dark, wavy hair a little stream of blood
was trickling. We had neither rag nor water, and he leaned over
the closet till the plashing drip, drip, drip died away. :

“The yard” now began to fill up quickly. Time after tme
the door swung open and batches of three and four were bundled
in by eager hands without, while the general air of bustle and the
monotonous grating of a score of bolts told that other p:l!;s
were likewise receiving their quota of human cattle. Occasion: o!f’
the shrill voice of a woman rang high above the droning din
the prison. d )

Owing to the disturbed state of mind which one_generaliy
experienceg in anticipation of the ordeal of a court ma:[,n ld]ud
eaten no breakfast that day, and, upon one occasmn.;a?is m:::;
opened to swell our already overcrowded ranks, eng|

of the possibility of obtaining food.
2y
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“If yer lucky yeli gkt gc;l‘trla e
ith brutal unconcern.
the Ogiggrsg,zthuggry and depressed, T reseated myself upon the
floor and listened to the subdued and prokcn conversation of
my companions. Some had already been m_carcerated for several
months awaiting trial, and some were being retumed. to, tigly
cells at Long Bay to wait several months longer ere they would
have an opportunity of disproving the allegations against them.
Such mockery of justice is allowed by the all-powe il Sy
As the hours dragged past and _the _yar!:l’ became more
congested the atmosphere increased in vitiation. A vile, in-
describable odor crept out of the now overtaxed sanitary con-
venience. Against one wall a long, gaunt, silent individual,
with a flush on his cheeks which told its own terrible tale,
coughed hoarselyt and expectorated huge gobs of crimson-
streaked saliva.
At half-past three in the afternoon we were lined up and
our names called.
“Right turn. Quick march!” roared the voice of authority.
~ In the outer court‘yard the prison tram, with its glazed
windows and brand of “Special”, awaited our coming., One by
one we entered. Up one side of the car ran a narrow passage,
and on to this opened a series of tiny, iron-grated cages, each
contaiming seating accommodation for four prisoners. The one
::sir\?;t to the entering platform was occupied by four females,
e youngest member of the group sought to hid i
face ;nth ltlhe sleeve of her blouse%r % e e
mpelled from behind I stambled into an a
! L E artment and
:S:ltxteoéhers with me. A scramble for seats ensued,p and success
allo:lw efd the efforts of four. The place was not constructed to
! or standing room, and the surplus three literally piled
dj:,m;elvcs upon the laps of the others. The sound of shuffling
or '1_?: announced that overcrowding existed all along the line
e doors were carefully padlocked by a i
By wil e ! ( y an officer, attended
o endant armed with carbine and revolver.
i P g_gm ! g lurch, and the noise of the great, unseen
e unﬁmus. No crack existed through which v.;e might
My wgm%) anilljas:s of the world we were leaving behind.
t'?‘1li.Eel'l'L-looking lot anodn Ith?ea‘r‘gu:lle' gk Wg]]-dressed, in-
allotted various terms of‘im Tiso bt et o
Beside me, my first ag u _1'lrt|'.lent R A g
quamtance of the day, he of the

Wavy hﬂil', now tufte i
wall in moody snen‘ief""h dry blood, sat crushed against the

W _moc ey He had dese ili

Coukin ;O;E;kfeﬁ)u‘nv }::JSSle hz;bout like r:xec}(ic{r’?nllle t?(t:’ldnlnn];m'

f ng f clothes of fashionable :
certain big race. The “sure thing” gad l;:efnh':%iplg:g ggg
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the post”, so he said, and the till at the bank in which he toiled
as teller showed an unccountable discrepancy. It wasn't the few
years’ jail that troubled him—but after. Another, an elderly
man, had been brought from a neighboring State charged with
implication in the production of valueless notes. “The wife
and kiddies” was the theme of his expressions of regret.

The most interesting and loguacious of all was a happy-
mannered, bespectacled chemist and alleged adulterator of patent
medicines. This gentleman protested his innoncence with violent
eloquence, and concluded with the sincere hope that God in His
goodness would some day deliver the judge into his hands by
way of a medical prescription.

There was also one of the number, a gallant lieutenant, to
whose prowess, not upon the battlefield, but upon the domestic
field, was due his unenviable position, He was a bigamist.

But our eagerness to query and condole was short-lived.
At the back of each man’s mind was the sorrowful realisation of
his own sad lot. :

By degrees we relapsed into dismal silence. The armed
guard, parading up and down the narrow passage, glared in
upon us through the barred partition. y

The quiet spread from enclosure to enclosure as if by
magic, and soon all that could be heard above the rumble of
wheels was the muffled, girlish sobs of the weeping female

TiSOnEr. X :
A And so we journeyed on towards the hidden prison world.




CRIMINALS IN THE MAKING

This, too, I know—and wise it were
If each could know the same—
That every prison that men build
Is built with bricks of shame,

And bound with bars lest Christ should s,
How men their brothers maim i

—Ballad of Reading Jail,

With a protesting sc
spasn‘liodically to a st%n%:fi?fh e
Long Bay!” .
to cage.
. The line of do
lr.lteng;l thde car di 5 Waiszs Ulillfni(;]r(l)cfk en_:l vy
o 1 U Sl o
of the asphalt courtyalrdu okl
omewhere behind
tread of ‘mareiun, feI:tdaus there came beating the rhythmi
. ic

Bahd of Sl snc_i I_ dared to turn my head. A grey

In obedien
ce t
d;]é:ess G l(c))nz grnuff command we filed j 2
addregl:gt'fﬁoking mdividu?]rc;w b Al The' cidry
1 us as “ladg” i l
behind ekt
e b Lo G o o
i een th o g
Decent,” 1, el gl
. : man
ar(:.\r:: an can be cet?t‘l l;;tflmd scomfully, “Decep;y
avt of the whole by be a jail Warder-—alf’ent: el S0
i : © hole 8 o Gl this ole cow is the
i Bman. Just yoy £l o o R

wait til] ‘e begins ter roar, I
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the prison tram Iurched
Th i 1

e whispered ejaculation Passed from cage
d from out a murky

ders of an a
rmy of
our faces to the }:avall

“Get inter them baths,” he was shouting. “Quick an’ lively!
Chu;:l';’ yer togs out ‘ere an’ put on the clobber wot's on the
stool.

Eager to escape the surging flow of unwarranted wrath
we obeyed with alacrity, and each entered the cubicle before him.
With much dint of splashing our ablutions proceeded, and the
gentle hangman fumed and fretted outside and glared at our
naked bodies over the breast-high partitions. His importunate
insistence accelerated our actions, and but few minutes elapsed
pefore we had completed our toilets.

We emerged—but what a revolution in appearance! My
companions had entered those tiny bath enclosures bearing the
appearance of decently-dressed, respectable-looking, every-day
citizens; they came out as criminals. There was a glass fixed
upon the wall, and in turning I caught the reflection of myself—
the most evil-looking blackguard of the whole lot.

Briefly I will describe the degrading apparel supplied to
prisoners of His Majesty under the “humane” jail system of
New South Wales; an attire in comparison with which a close-
fitting guernseyed suit of broad arrows would rank as purple
and fine linen.

The design and workmanship are execrable, and would
disgrace a sewing-class of infants. : x

The jacket is made of drab-colored cloth, and its brevity
is such that it barely reaches to the hips. A single trouser button
fastens the neck close-pressed beneath the chin. The outside
is devoid of pockets, but inside is stitched another piece of
cloth to form a receptacle for towel and soap. On a staring
circle of white canvas sewn OVer the left breast is branded the
number of the prisoner, and a similar adornment occupies the
middle of the back. Sometimes the sleeves succeed in passing
beyond the fingertips, but more often end half-way betwixt the
elbow and wrist.

The vest, or, better said, the bodice, stretches from L}:mat
to waist, and, unlike the jacket, is decorated with a veritable
army of closely-set buttons. They, too, are of the trouser
variety. In common with the éaxf:ll.::!: the bodice bears the canvas
number brands both back an t. : 7

The shirt is of course striped material, fitted with the
inevitable trouser buttons, as is likewise the singlet of yellow
irritating flannelette. If a term of sentence ls_suiﬁclenﬂy long
to warrant further disfigurement, these latter articles are §
boldly both frm:at]1 and back with the number of the prisoner to

they are allotted.
Whm'll‘he {[0\]3673 are made of rough holland, _a.nd supported by
braces of like material. On the right-hand side is fitted a crudely-
shaped pocket of insignificant holding capacity.

25




The hat is of coarse-woven straw, the shapeless socks of

slaty-colored wool, and the ill-mated boots of the bluches
Persuasicn.

The whole equipment is supplied at random, and is thyg %

ill-fitting. Seldom does any portion of it happen to
g?‘g:?v‘fegaﬁ ﬁ;nuggevery piece generally bears the frayed and
stained tokens of years and years of grim service. I

I was hungry. The day was creeping away, and I had eaten
nothing. It was now 4.30 p.m. Food had been refused me at
Darlinghurst Station, and from the muffled murmurs around me
I learned that many of my fellow unfortunates had experienced

i ent. . ;

o' l{éﬁ;r}-am sudden clatter a large washing dish was thrust through

the doorway, followed by a few spoons, tin dixies, and chunks
bread.

% dr};\ voice from without bawled the one word, “Sot}p!”

A disorderly rush and scramble ensued, from which a _few
emerged triumphant with laden tins. There were not sufficient
dixies or spoons to supply one-fifth of the number of hungry
beings, but those who had failed to secure the implements of
attack were nothing daunted. Jail hunger knows no la_lw of
decency. With bare hands they seized the huge, uncut, dripping
leaves of cabbage and finger-raked the slimy, lukewarm depths
for meat which did not exist. The settled dregs were scooped up
on grease-smeared palms and plastered upon the remnants of
bread till every crumb and particle were gone.

Again a valley of sharp commands assailed us.

Outside in the courtyard we stood to attention as the doctor
passed along the line.

“Venereal cases, one step forward,” he said.

One young fellow responded, and was directed to take his
place at the end.

A large-girthed individual in civilian clothes now appeared
upon the scene. An unwonted display of servile deference and an
increased offici

ousness on the part of the warders showed plainly
that he was the governor of the jail. ¢

Unnerved and depressed b th i

we q}:aiied before his l:;angrg.r gaz);. e

Any first-timers?” he thundered.

A murmured affirmative passed down the ranks.
ﬁme—gi ;ﬁrte;s llsylolp and dou\ifn."“First-timers!” he roared. “First-

, you mean, Wel 2 ight-looki

:;mstﬂ?a%; 'II&E I was to win the wh 1b bunetein & et i
ne that I'd bother to cart across the street h ‘em up!
Lc)ckI em up!” And his elevating tirade end:gfe. o
R b pmost 5. ofelndly Andtiw B and: bists: ef il
2y had long since ceased. As we marched towards the
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ing of our

t line of halls and ranges the regular ring
fgcr}zﬁte%asm::choed eerily back from the labyrinth of deserted,
iron-picketed yards. g L
- %;kive v?',ent, each to his separate cell, pausing at the ’It?:ll:
bound doorway to pass in the lbunglle% l:ilai];:;sm;nd a;ilmﬁ?u i

iron doors and bolts clashe h
hatefg'lh‘:o;g and into our weary souls there crept through the
grated ventilators above the shadows of night.
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INITIAL STAGES

Each narrow cell in which we dwell
Is a foul and dark latrine,

And the fetid breath of living death
Chokes up each grated screen;
And all, but lust, is turned to dust

In Humanity’s machine.

—Ballad of Reading Jail.

How those lines, memorised in days gone by, rang th
my weary brain like a funeral dirge as the desolzt:a hm%rs :fn;ﬁ?
first night in jail dragged their fitful course! How vividly it yet
comes back to me—that eternity of wakefulness!

Naturally high strung and sensitive, the ha1:a i

) : ssing events
:iﬁe de:eff ulieacted upon my mind to an extraordinary gdegr:e. g.f
ca;v:s . md;l(-)kcrlx(ess}ﬁ ;ossed wrfetchedly upon the comfortless
which sagged from its low-set h

cement floor beneath. Save for the occasional pat, Ogal'(ts ;)oatﬂclff:

gsg:hggstfigt Passtthfh:\f?]r-watching, ever-listening guard sneaked
absolutely unbroken, silence, soul-wracking in its intensity, was

After an age of a i i
: gony a tiny glimme i
above told f gl r on the narrow gratin,
T hat out over the forbidden world the moogn hatgl

becoé:ew:s Vrélli_c:-il.;mmer, and the meagre cell
choking, Froml ?h?— furnace, _the atmosphere vitiated, stifling
07 3 el 5'111' neighboring swamp haunts the nfosquitoeé
torment of that diaﬁild;?vﬁf ?S ek
threadbare cluster of bl s I;rnos:igﬁgtfﬁztm g thg
y to an

Sk ot ankets swished th
y head. The i
heat ;}nﬁl the droning para:iftf;‘rtr:;?:hggltless of ol
Yhen cam i ;
long since foldeed aItmy patch of grey dawn light, with beddin
The coming of 3 ewwcili: pacing the narrow limits of the ﬂoorg
betierment, neverthejee 2, O/ eTi08 @ it did but scanty hope for
my mind. 1 began to foe] g - L0 Jrive the mel chaly #rom
cel an interest in my suroundii[;s: ?f]{eﬁt;;;

space had slowly
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of dwelling place that was to be mine during the myt
months ahead awakened my attention. Taking a careful

of the cell I found it to be about fourteen feet in lengt
seven feet in width. I judged the whitewashed ceiling to be ten
feet above the floor. The stone walls were painted a sombre-
colored brown as though to obliterate the rub of tired shoulders.
On the back of the huge sheet of solid steel which did service
as a door was pasted a notice warning the inmate to keep the
place in the highest state of scrupulous cleanliness and to refrain
from defacing the furniture in the slightest degree. Mention of
“furniture” naturally inclined me to take peculiar note of the
articles referred to. In one corner was fixed a three-cornered
shelf, which did service as a table, whose sole adornment was
a quart pot containing water. At the far end of the cell were piled
in a heap a dustpan, a bannister broom, a highly polished tin
dish, and a pair of shovel-like felt slippers. Beside the sheli-table
was placed a wooden stool, which, in evident fear that it might
possibly be moved to a more comfortable and unoccupied corner,
WAS CHAINED TO THE WALL.

The single wall adornments were a typed list of the articles
enumerated, a tag of coarse sanitary paper, and a much-thumbed
booklet containing seventy-two Ppages, and marked “JAIL
REGULATIONS AND GENERAL ORDERS. APPLICABLE
TO BOTH SEXES EXCEPT WHERE OTHERWISE PRO-
VIDED”. I took the volume from its place, and in the half light
glanced through its pages. A clause caught my eye. It was rule 9,
on page 7, and read as follows: “On hearing the cell door open
the prisoner will stand at attention on the mark on the floor.
This explained the mystery of a huge broad arrow painted upon
the floor immediately in front of but well back from the door-
way. .

During the course of my imprisonment 1 occupied various
cells, but the description here given applies to each and all.

I had barely completed my mental survey and inventory-
taking when a clamorous outburst broke _suddenly in upon the
silence. It was the “get-up” gong. The prison day had officially
begun.

Outside was a pandemonium of eager bustle. The warders,
their silent footgear now replaced by heavy soled boots,

hastily over the echoing courtyards. I heard the faint jangle of
keys and the grating shoot of a lock, followed by a sharp com-
mand. The sound was repeated again and again, but with in-
creasing harshness and volume, It was drawing nearer. The steel
doors were being thrown Ope

took my stand in readiness
aﬂ ﬁercei nerve-tearing rattle, the metal sheet before me swung
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i ing hinges and a blaze of glorious sunlight poured
ﬁﬁ?:scﬁiéﬁei;k ]i:llg andgdazzled my uuaccustorch eyes.
The exultations of my heart were shortlived.
A lusty command rumbled from wall to wall.
“Put our yer bed an’ tub. Look alive!

astily I placed the sleeping equipment and battered sanitary
convel;lliesncg wgere directed, and a sharp, short_ lfrck on l_he part
of the warder sent a waiting re_:ce;?tacl; containing hominy and
the day’s allowance of bread spinning in towards me.

Surrounded by a now accentuated gloom I toyed with the
coarse, tasteless meal, suggestive of half-boiled sawdust, and
appeased my appetite with broken pieces from the regulation
chunk of dry bread.

An hour or so later, when had died away the steady tramp
of marching feet and medley of vociferous orders which told
that the human cattle had been herded from their stalls and
driven to their daily tasks, the door of the apartment I occupied
again clattered open.

Outside I found my companions of the day before, the
contingent of newcomers, standing stiffly in line with their faces
to the wall in customary fashion. I silently took my place in
the ranks. It was then still early in the morning, but till close
on noon we stood there unsheltered from the merciless glare
of a scorching December sun, while behind us a warder lounged
lazily in the cool shade of a nearby porch. Suddenly he became
obsequiously alert and attentive. From beyond the iron pickets
of the yard an individual in gold-braided authority was angrily
roaring instructions.

“Sort that lot out and get them numbered up and put
away,” he was saying,

With brand new numbers staring from my drab clad breast
and back, I was hustled to the particular hall which included,
amongst ils occupants, criminals of my peculiar type.

The officer in charge was loquacious. He knew me of old,

{1 450 tl}ey got yer on a charge o’ disaffection ter the King
did they? I'm a good Labor man, I am. But I don't believe in a

\n:o{'::i’n’ man 'avin' no respec’ fer a King. After or] ‘e’s the King
ain’t 'e.” :

ought ter be shot.”
Again he assured me volubl: i
y that I was alright wi i
Eleltt{-acati ﬁ aﬂettullmug.ht,‘ though such assurancshm?:hdtl Il:;r:'lé
rom the dignity of hig Position, cautioned me with
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great emphasis to always salute and say “Sir” when he addressed
me. A
Leaving me to stand patiently upon the mat he bustled off
to attend togother matters. Suddenly his voice came peremptorily
the far end of the hall. i
Emm“‘i:aou, two-thirty-nine,” he shouted, with no further token of
friendliness. I went brisky forward to where he stood at the
f an open cell. 3
eutralllf Zv;)s the gl?ow apartment. He pointed to the polished floor,
the shining tinware, and the white scrubbed woodwork with
i ide. 1 i
ewdeﬂtn];i? is ‘B’ Hall, the cleanest l;all in Long Bay Jail, t.t?f;
said, “If yer don't kee.pkthe peter I give yer up to dick like
4 er damn neck.” i :
o bﬁ:ktgmed round and spokge to a waiting prisoner.
“Here y're. Fix 'im up, barber. e
Th: ba);ber swung forward a stool and within tge ;%aie n:;f
twenty seconds a luxuriant crop of hair had tumbled about my
s i i hand, and so armed
I arose a Bible was thrust into my "
I pas?efj ir:o the shadowy murk of the cell allotted ﬁ' ;::1:2 utchfe[ll:i
with the clash of steel ringing mockingly in my e s 5075
down on to the chained stool nameless, numbered,
headed, degraded and miserable.
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THE BREAKING IN

Out into God’s sweet air we went,
But not in wonted way,

For this man’s face was white with fear,
And that man’s face was grey,

And I never saw sad men who looked
So wistfully at the day.

—Ballad of Reading Jail.

To me jail was ever a terrible place, but the first days of
my incarceration were a veritable hell. It is not good to recall
those cruel, year-like hours of tribulation. I try to forget them.
Time and again I close, as I think, forever those saddened pages
of memory. But, maybe with the harsh call of angry authority
in the factory above my office, maybe with the sudden clatter
of a falling implement in the workshop below, maybe with the
dirge-like tread of passing soldiery, the flood gates are re-opened
and the recollection of that wretch

> : ed term of “separate” comes
back with horrible and overwhelming intensity,

At times I sat for hour after hour in the shadowy gloom

of the narrow cell; at times I paced its limits, not wearily and

]t;;oktqnly, but with a fierce, surging vigor born of sheer des-
ration.

_ As yet my mind had not become reconciled to a livi
with walls of stone and door of sheeted steel, nor ‘::-%ytoenylgs’
accustomed to the dim haze of the ill-lighted place, and so Bible
and regulation book remained in their places unto,uchcd
At daybreak, when had ceased the clamor o :
3 L f the -
Iwr;ouldthea: the parring bolts shooting and re-s!'flootciﬁg bfl?é
near?r :; iﬁeaf:lls of command and abuse drawing nearer and
e 2 at length, with a rattle of keys which seemed to grate
Bﬁndeg berythsnul, the door of my own cel would jerk ogr e
folded harumeny 0den access of Tight T would push out - my
would foumock end seaitary b with groping pabe oLy ™)
i conﬁs Ut Upon me and a tin of tasteless hominy which
¢ 15t G0E. s hominy which,
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Later on the silence would be broken by the marching
tramp of hundreds and hundreds of pairs of feet as the prisoners
passed out to their daily tasks.

At ten o'clock, in company with fourteen or fifteen other
prisoners also doing “separate”, I, putting aside my interminable
task of polishing tinware, was led out to a towering wall-girt yard
for exercise. Arranged at intervals of six paces apart the order
to march was given, and we set off at a quick step. A huge iron-
barred gate was locked upon us, and from the outside a burly
young giant stood jangling his keys, watching us with a eagle
eye, and cursing volubly the one who dared to vary in the
slightest degree the allotted space between us.

There was no leader to this weird procession. We formed
an ever-moving circle, ghastly, tragic, and pat?:euc.

Because of an incident connected therewith I remembered
best of all my first morning of Long Bay exercise. Overhead the
sun shone fiercely. Perspiration streamed down our faces, bu&
still we seemed fo go faster and faster. In me the insults ans
gibes of the warder ceased to awaken resentment. At ﬁuﬁs&t, a.i
our pace, instead of relaxing, grew faster and faster, I co ik nod
understand the reason of the quickened stride of mysehﬂan
comrades. Then it dawned upon me. We were almost h ppgc.,
After the nauseating terror of those hideous cells it \ta_vas ]oywe
feel the fierce, scorching sunshine, and see the faces t?‘l. me]n:;. e
lived to life’s full each minute as it came ﬁgsom een soshgfd:
away to leave us closer to anotlller period of : . had

Between the layer% (;3 feltt Etl{) gangcgf iﬂ{ afienthihmppemtucked "
found secreted a few fiakes of o " :
the palm of my hand, and, glancing round, ]madet_a;amcgg t;:, “ﬂ;;
prisoner behind me. He was a slight, Peasﬁ“next ki
fellow. whom I had seen emerge from the zethe e el
He understood my gesture, and as I dmtgg:d it up. A minute
tobacco on to the asphalt he quickly sna O
or so later he fell out of the ranks and cmssedt i
of open closets against the wall. 1 was watc mgu o o
and saw a tell-tale wisp of blue smoke creep ﬂ'ol:'t ke
he was. He, too, saw it and made a vl:gzntla t:c o Py 2
it with his coarse straw hat—but was 0 il e
of rage the warder uniockeddthe gate an

shouted a command. :
entef:‘g‘:me here, you in the closet. You, Number One Forty
three,” he said.

ingi marched on
Our step had lost its ringing {hy"ljllm, but weout St
as Number One Fortyui-ct:,m:h agpbeil:: v; ttFud,mand e lﬂm
rtal. There came a q s b
E;rawling across the outer court. He rose unsteadily
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and pressed his hands in a vague sort of way against his shaven :

head.

From various points a host of jail officials were glancin
disinterestedly across, and, as though by way of explanation tg
them, the fiend in human shape yelled out with lying malignanee
to his wretched victim: “I’ll learn yer to call me a bloody cow.”

A low, rumbling murmer of impotent rage burst from our
lips as we saw Number One Forty-three hustled unresistingly
away towards the cells. b

I completed that first sixty minutes of jail exercise filled with
an oppressiveness that even the glare of cherished sunlight could
not dispel. We filed back to “B Hall” and passed One Forty-three
standing with his face to a wall and a trembling hand still pressed
against his temple. That was the last T ever saw of him. In the
afternoon he was not led forth with us to drill. At a quarter-past
four a warder entered, ransacked my cell and person, slammed
and bolted the steel door for the night, and then passed on to
the cell next mine—the cell of Number One Forty-three.

T heard the key turn in the padlock, and a voice call: “Why
the Hell an’t yer standin’ on the mark at attention?"’

There was a moment’s pause, then the bullying shout con-
tinued:

“By Gawd, I'll break yer in once and fer all. T'll teach yer
ter sulk round ’ere.”

He called along the outer hallway in still louder tones:

‘I say, George, give me a 'and fer a minute.”

There came the sound of a violent scuffle, then a muffled
cry of pain, mingled with the dull, sickening thud of heavy blows.

As the steel bolts grated back into place the coarse voice
sounded cheerily.

‘I‘Tllnank;, George, ole chap,” it said.

: placed my ear against the stone dividin i
intently, but cogld hea% no sound. B P

That night I slept but little. As at midnight I lay upon my

hammock watching the moonbeams stealin,

\ g through the
bars above, I heard, in the death-like silence, thegllz)w w]]:i?ll:o:fr
zla hr;;gor, tortured animal—a boy animal numbered One Forty-

THE DOOR TO ETERNITY

They stripped him of his canvas clothes,
And gave him to the flies;

They mocked the swollen purple throat,
And the stark and staring eyes;

And with laughter loud they heaped the shroud
In which their convict lies.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

i 1l was
The first task allotted me to perform outside my cel
as eerie as mortal mind could imagine. It was on the aftzmorﬁ
of my third day in jail that I was led out and told off to sc
the most dismal of all the myriad enclosures which go to make up
a first-class prison—the condemned cells. fom S D8 6%
In the ouside world there exists many weirc misun e
ings as to the details of an orthodox jail hanging. From h:ahggd
hood 1 have heard tales of long, solemn pmfj:sl?dm' i
by a white-robed chaplain, followed by me_gglscoﬁdﬂs’go €rnor,
the trembling prisoner, and a retinue of brai g
slowly along towards the gallows. Such does x:gl ‘;1;? BZ !
Bay Penitentiary, where most of the New Sou hangings
of to-day transpire. ¢
At Long Bay the condemned cells, t:fc ?&“ﬁﬁd :::
located at the extreme end of the second ucfr ::c A
either side of “B” Hall, They are built h?@awxists -
the hallway, and the only difference whicl ﬂgn e wmnnlls, ﬂw““ ,:
and their fellows lies fir::mt]ht’. flac;t tg::h tw:nﬂﬁ
istance of three feet n an t ar i
g:clalncomains a fence o{ iron It is in the passage- y
formed that ﬂls?ec guard :rits day
the prisoner, ping waking, 3 :
himsglf attempt to rob the gallows of its P“’Y
Midway between the facing
of about four feet from mabove P ich
by a neat boarded Squae, S Ly
black beam “from




the gallows trapdoor, and the hideous object overhead ig the
gibbet itself. hanging a couple of trembling ste

Upon the tgjycéﬁ fﬂfm brgfrlgg the prisoner to that terripjp
forward f;?n&eath and a slight shuffle arranges him in position,
p]‘atfomf;1 bnalle d-booted foot on either side of the division slit,
%ljzh :00;’8 is slipped over his neck, a lever jerked aside, the
da:hle trapdoor flies apart, and the business of the morning i

leted. Loy
compThe fumiture of the condemned cells is similar to tha
of others—the shelf-table, tin dish, floor-worn felt slippers, quart
pot, even to the wooden stool chained to the wall upon which
the unhappy man may rest his nerve-racked person and gaze out
upon the hideous beam and platform awaiting without.

I will never forget the feeling of revulsion and indescribable
horror that crept over me as I scrubbed the corners of those grue-
some places, and arranged the slippers in readiness for a future
wearer. Something even impelled me to draw out the stool to
the full length of its clanking chain and, seating myself upon it,
count the minutes as they sped relentlessly by. I remembered
the cases of two men, Wilson and Benzing, who had just
previously been hanged, and, allowing my high-strung powers
of visualisation to exert themselves to their fullest, I lived again
the last tragic moments of their lives,

The approaching steps of a warder re-started me upon my
task, and, gathering up my gear, I went out to clean the boarded
square.

Despite all that is said by way of justification, a jail
hanging is one thing and one thing only. It is simply a cool,
;:Llfatlls,m g;ugll, brutal1 undertaking perform_ed by cool, callous,
el rece?vail cool, callous, brutal, business-like manner for

deathTales are told of prisoners awaiting the fulfilment of the

recution becomes greatly perturbed in mind he
E:f ;ual_ce apﬁallcanon to the doctg;:, “)r'hge h::;r ggwg:' lt]:ngl'ant
tiny allowance of coarse fig tobacco and an ounce of

tasteless brown sugar,
And 50 I completed the hateful work and turned my back
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iving tombs, but that night in the darkness I sat
e lgmsfvi:gu:gmighty problem. This was the problem: Which
grapghgggreater crime—for a man to rise up in the heat of an
w\?:nvhehning passion and perform some terrible act, gr for
{slcveral paid officials to combine together to place a :md&:;
being I a bEITSE GRSk foa i g i

ay, and then on the fa . - , bi

fi;eﬁc;iee);, his ankles, his wrists before hlm,hl!ll; lclbg;vshi}:m
him, and shatter his backbone with a jerk which lan

cternity?
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SHIPS THAT PASS

I never saw a man who looked
With such a wisiful eye
Upon that little tent of blue
Which prisoners call the sky,
And at every wandering cloud that trailed
Its ravelled ficeces by.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

«B” Hall, of the Long Bay Penitentiary, is a gruesome
place. Not that, as seen from the centre court, it differs in outer
appearance from the grim fac-similes arranged with mathe-
matical precision on its either side; not that its cell-lined interior,
deep, dark, and narrow, differs one whit in design from that
of its surrounding fellows. “B” Hall is a gruesome place—grue-
some because of a shadowy something ever lurking away down
at its further end—a something which greets the eye of the
strangely-garbed beings as they enter the iron-grated portals;
a shadowy something which dances before them long after the
heavy cell door clashes to at their number-branded backs; an
ever-present something which cannot be forgotten—the Gallows.
el wish to deal no further with this horror. I simply mention
its existence because, to my mind, the accentuated oppressiveness
of “B” Hall, occasioned by this ghastly presence, lends a greater
pathos to the incident I am about to relate.

The cell occupied by me was directl i

e ctly opposite the head of
To the uninformed I must mention that ea

cf)rthodox prison cell is perforated at a height of a%lguin;iiv: vf?:re{

rfoTh the floor, with a peephole for the occasional convenience

of the guard. This is covered on the outside b lidi

fastened by a clip. V.8 Muopis
It is a common practice of prisoners to release this fasten-

ing, and so render the fla A .
ol gl Sor oy El‘ lféoz;?:ﬁdfmm the inner side. Stolen

Wik Aty dpictare nto o delight of gazing through
2 prohibited spa
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opposite must needs be experienced to be understood. The pos-
sibility of detection 1s great, but the inexplicable pleasure afforded
is considered to be well worth the risk of dire consequence.

The evening upon which I first ventured to regale myself
in this manner will ever remain with me—the long, dismal line
of brown-painted doors, behind each of which a fellow-being
grappled with vain regrets, the eerie silence, the gleam of

polished steel, the deserted passage which stretched to that far
end where the thinglot death cast its awful shadow. And then
it was that, as my vision travelled from object to object, I became 1

aware that I was not
morbid survey of the
Directly opposite

cell with the barred grating in place of the solid iron door con-

ceded upon occasions
stages of the term of

the head and upper part of the body of the occupant of this

apartment alone were
It was a fair he

stood motionless in front of the opening, and both his hands
rested on the bars before him.

The Sphynx-like

my gaze. And so we kept our vigil—he sftaring steadily before him
and 1 peering unseen from my point of vantage.

Il:c’io no%; know how long we continued thus, but suddenly
the man below raised his head and glanced at the fanlight
through which the last fechle Tays of the late afternoon Wer

struggling.

It was only a passing glance, but was sufficient to show me
a face I knewia face 1 had scen in happier days, ill o wl;y
the pent-up emotions of a heart that yearned only for a

ing of a better and

from which he § rung—the face of Donald g}rant.
‘ 1 wearied og watching, but long after n';glllt h?g et::hmuded
all T returned to the pecp-hole, and down below ] streaky

moonlight the outline
visible.

clanging signal, and as

speak with Donalcl.Grant.

The opportunity
The door of my
burly warder ap
230 on the locks with
It was a

menced operations was the lock of the cell

At daybreak I donned my hideous garb in response 0 the

the only one who found attraction in a

surroundings.
me, but on the floor below, was an open

to long sentence prisoners in the incipient
punishment meted to them. To my gaze

visible.

ad, almost inclined to auburn. Its owner

attitude of the man attracted and held

brighter phase of existence for the class

ofamaﬁmlessﬁsmwassuﬂvaswb

1 did so resolved, by fair means or foul, to
came sooner than 1 expected.
¢ ominously,




__a coincidence spr:edily arranged by a few muttered words with

ing sweeper. !
the lindeziigglgf e c?ell information card, fitted in its docket
on the wall. It read as follows:—

Division, B.

No. of prisoner, 59.

Date of conviction, 1916. : !

Length of sentence, 15 years penal servitude.

Grant had drawn the wooden stool to the full extent of
the chain which fastened it to the wall, and was sitting slightly
back from the barred door. .

“Hallo!” I said. And as I looked across I realised the
terrible tragedy of it all.

There was Donald Grant, whose wondrous eloquence and
passionate sincerity had stirred the very souls of tens of
thousands—Donald Grant, a helpless, listless prisoner.

He greeted me with a query. “What are you doing here?”

“War Precaution—Billy Hughes,” was my laconic reply.

His face lighted up with the old fire, and, for a moment, he
was the Donald Grant I used to know. But it faded away and
left him what he was—Convict B59, of Long Bay Penitentiary.

I busied myself with the emery, and he made a few of the
stereotyped remarks which ever pass between prisoners—remarks
touching upon food, blankets, and warders.

To encourage reference fo his own sad lot, I suggested the
possibility of an early freedom. He only smiled in a weary
sort of way.

“Yes; in 1931,” he said.

I told him about outside determination, about pamphlets,
speeches, and agitation. He seemed fo think that T wished to
please him, and showed no sign of belief.

There was a sudden bustle at the entrance of “B” Hall as
the ration-bearers entered. It was 7 a.m.

A loaded sweeper rushed past rattling a tin of hominy and
a block of bread on to the cemented floor before each doorway
A warder followed in his wake, and clutched the lock which
gllttel:%i :ﬂl:h 1’t(he effect of my concentrated effort.

et back to your cell,” he shouted at me, swingin,
the grated door. As I turned to go a heavy boot pushed f%rgr]:-g

the unappetising meal otwards Donald G
rant.
the bolts were clashed into place. b e
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HARD LABOR

We sewed the sacks, we broke the stones,
We turned the dusty drill,

We banged the tins, and bawled the hymns,
And sweated on the mill;

But in the heart of every man
Terror was lying still.

__Ballad of Reading Jail

j k of the sunless
It was a joy to escape from the t_:ternal mur tl
cell and the ilncessant tinware polishing of separate”, and so,

with a heart almost glad, I one morning found myself lined up
labor out on the prison farm. y ;

for Across the courtyards the squad of which 1 Wf:s ?)Eutlllg
swung in single file, halting by the huge en“mc:lﬂ%aation S
prison proper, outside of which the wall-bound :l: e
lay. Here we were taken charge of by 2 guar Bt
teeth with rifle, revolver, and bandolier laden Wi 5
tridges. A
luad-c}i;;e)p;gvgamegzrdﬂ’ “New men, onedstegm iﬂsrwtzmthe 1 Ga:vli
two others responded, and were marched 2 s I it
ernor’s office to hear read what 15 facetiously sty

A d, staring at us savagely
A senior warder stepped out, and, T
over thesfop of an uﬂiddy dggﬁ;:em, rattled off an unn
iargon with parrot-like mon: i oo
o “Yer u:ﬁierstand now,” he said mﬁ‘lﬁg ot quite caught
1 dared to make known the fact that e ik rage.
the full context of the oration and he tﬂ:‘fﬂ e ke 3
“By God, 1'd esplain i‘t ter yer Lo’ i yer. It's ik
spluttered. “I'd boot & bit o’ understan o e Tump o lea d
I? yer leave yer job of act suspicious yeri Bet &5
tangled. up in yer EUS k to the squad,
g]eWiEE'.:ut %ertpa‘:le); we parﬁd oo A nder g
i 0 jumbers,
?fguiale go:toalm:n to tge arid waste known at Long Bay by
courtesy title of “farm”.
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1 an iron fork 1 started in to work. My task
consigg:lnc(?f :‘lfllrtgiﬂg up and weeding a huge patch gpon Which
were to be planted tomatoes—not for the prisoners, by the way,

At the end of half an hour I paused to straighten my back,
An angry shout from the warder leaning languidly upon his
lifle in the shadow of the wall greeted my action.

“BGE in there, you damn lo.afer.”

I obediently “bogged” back in.

The sun crept higher and higher, and, after the days of
close confinement, the glare of midsummer became unbearable.
Occasionally a hot, dry gust of wind would sweep across, laden
with choking, blinding dust. The unaccustomed stooping brought
agonising pains into my shoulders and thighs, and a feeling of
pavsea welled into my parched throat. Around me a hundred
other unfortunates bent silently to their tasks, and I, too, plodded
on. For days I had turned aside from the repulsive food of the
jail, and now a straved weakness took possession of me. I
began to grow giddy and ill.

At last, in sheer desperation, I let the digging fork slip
to the ground, and pressing one hand to the small of my tortured
back and the other to my sweet-soaked brow, I stood oblivious
to all.

It was a brutal oath and a sharp jab in the side—the jab
of a steel-shod rifle butt—that brought me back to earth.

The guard broke off in his tirade of abuse. He saw that
I was ill. He lessened his voice a trifle and explained.

“You cows forget that you ain’t at a Sunday School picnic.
Don't yer know that's the Guvner’s ’ouse on the ’ill? I'm a Labor
man, but, by Christ, I can’t afford ter lose me job no more than
anybody else can.”

When twelve o’clock came I could hardly stagger into line.

. A husky young fellow, with a freckled face and tokens of
hair that may have been red ere it was shaven off, brought me a
tin of water. As he proceeded to don his numbered jacket I
noticed that his arms were tattooed with designs which smacked
of the sea.
vorYou'll be olright by an’ by,” he said under his breath.

Yer a bit soft yet, that’s wot’s the matter. Yer got over yer
first four hours, anyway.”

I envied him his smart step and t i i
sturdy body as his branded backpdancgd }(l:f] ggg:'::eanrrelg. ki
and aithout warning he stepped suddenly out of the ranks

}{ved at the lace of one of his ill-shaped prison boots.
ol r:nugous halt was called. With painful deliberation he

double-knotted the apparently offending string. I

watched in dull amazement, and marveiled at his temerity.
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The warder toyed carelessly with his rifle and hummed the lines
of a hymn. His affability was ominous. ;i
The sailor lad stepped towards the place in the rank he
had vacated, but the voice of the warder intercepted lgm :
«please step this way, if you really don’t mind, he said
with a garcastic sweetness. With a frightened look in his eyes
fellow obeyed.
b 33';%:. your hands!” The command came sharp and terse.
The grimy, toil-hardened hands were opened and a crumpled
piece of frayed cifg;::‘tz_tfeu to tth:. ug;ﬁd.
ard pi it up in : iy
"I"‘r}fmg ‘;nE ygr bootlace tricks,” he s:m@, _sl’xakmg his rifle butt
threateningly. appl fix yer. I've been waitin’ fer a chance ter
: 5 e : :
% 3\%{0:[ cv;ifﬁglsl:lerge ou:rtlynarch, but I noticed that the spring
had gone from the step in front of me, and the t}-eckled halms
clenched till the finger m;ils seemz;,]d 'tﬁc b1:: gﬁ?ﬁ;ﬂcﬁggyﬂp s
i of my ce tio)
B dc',::);ed it gp, and, placing it in a comer un-

iting. 1
:;%ﬁegmv?;%ed till-l,l1 the door clashed to and then lay down upon

the cement floor.




TO PASTURES NEW

Silently we went round and round,
And through each hollow mind

The Memory of dreadful things
Rushed like a dreadful wind,

And Horror stalked before each man,
And Terror crept behind.

—Ballad of Reading Jail.

I cannot recall to the day the actual length of my sojourn
at Long Bay Penitentiary. There was such a gruelling sameness
about those monotonous rounds of daylight that now in memory
their number defies calculation.

As it was they terminated abruptly. The heat of the morning
had been more than excessive, the labor of the farm seemed to
have sapped my last atom of strength, and T lay stretched upon
the cemented cell floor. The one o'clock afternoon “turn to”
bell clamored noisily along the passage ways, and I obediently
arose in readiness for the door to open.

The harsh rattle of the shooting bolts drew nearer. A
heavy footstep paused for a moment outside, and then the fainter
growing lock rattle betokened that the warder had passed on.
My door had been left unopened.

I caught the low mutter of comrade convicts as each step-
ped forth from his murky den and dressed off from the right
in the cocoanut-matted hallway. Two minutes later their cumber-

some jail boots were striking the outer flags as they tru
to their toil on the farm. i y et

1 stood helplessly awaiting events. I had not the slishtest
idea as to why I had been left behind. A hundred anxg one
mysterious possibilities presented themselves, and so I waited
on in a state of vague trepidation.

- hﬁtg :sl?out half-past one the steel door swung to on its creak-

. “Grab hold of yer Bible an’ hair brush,” said i

with the customary viciousness of the jail ;varder.a‘]vsf:;dﬁnt;g
red-backed testament and dropsical hair brush, The reason why
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been supplied me was beyond comprehension.
was a deep irony in the fact‘thal it was plac.ed in :11115;
Th:::ssion immediately after the shaving off of my hair. On
pO

O hand, my respectful request for a tooth brush had been
0l 2 ¥ i

« » 1 had been told, “yer'll be wanpn‘ a clothes
sh ]:gol?t&;dieep the dust orf yer numbers. Cl;;lst Orlmighty,
Bt o'you toeraggers (short-timers) take the cake. 4
i }(’1 so I had had, perforce, to content myself w“hllmi
At!;d hair brush, which often m the twilight ‘:1): nl:y sc:rub-
unwanf r want of better to do wear down sull furt! rd ge 3
i uld!t g ainst the shooting bristles of my ]ail—m.sppe 1. 4
it both Bible and brush across to the prisoner emp! cg?]en,
E],Jasivuégper 1 strode in solitary state out to zhe q‘;rég:s i
i::hlej?c IS rema'u::ed standing with my face some few
ca l;:%lkahgzk : E11-]nla.n was sweeping. 1 stole 2 glﬁ:ﬂymwlﬁ
dim:t]?i':}:n1 and saw that hfe was cﬁ z;lr.;d ;g:t;réni—fatmng Ao
s age.
beﬁgrégdsie:egg t%?gzl;st, (:md ga little piece of tobacco fell at my
S0
feet. prife it ck, me poor boy,” he jerked. i
il 11:] ﬁras?ull, hourpi was joined by 2 bsq;adﬁc;fm eight
otherA;)rtiI::gnZ?s. Shortly afterwards we faced abo!

i tact with—the then
i fortune to come in col e
it has bieréimgo rr::s ];Jay Fenitentary. s ?;:dp:;:n
Go‘gﬁ fashion, and spoke briefly and to ol % Youre
o ol we'e e & e B RS i
i Tc]:mt a taste of what real jail ls-;ﬂgi" gt g
going geou The whole lot of you Wil et e
%u;ulglutgn !i’.’n the morning, and this place i
¢ i i ears. Never
4 folr-]you:ugj\sxls tones had become like ﬁg:lc lgl:ozym e
1; Td 1 felt such a surge of exult%e ; 0. P appiness had
beioremawions also the look of dull, Thel;' by =F | N :t
fad flo wpa like the mists of mormn&;e had’no P
Y 1 kgﬂ"“ what lay before U8 Fig, dig not know, and we
did not K0O% Goulburn jail might Be- PR e 1o be taken B
species Of g g “hat wz : e tE0.
did ot oo ong Bay, with ifs €Y EEC ualityl Long P
ngx }223;{ na$ with its blasphemy v?_l“ : cials
it it toil and mrmoin_m;;g:ay. ovest
in whom atavistic haﬂ:ﬁaﬂgm that gruesome %%'ble S
o Bay'ag a:n:g\yxfssmtnredl Long Bay:
crimin
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inhumane of all the hell-holes of the putrid jail §
tralial We were to leave Long Bay begilld, 31]1d wgs$$e0f o
As we filed off towards the storeroom, where we wersl o
outfitted with brand new uniforms for the journey, we fto b
the gateway blocked by the old sweeper. He was feebfy st.rugog]u'nmd
to free his yard broom from the fence pickets between which e
was inexplicably !ammed. With a vicious oath the warder ik
gl?li:f); tllallin stg:)pﬂ:lg shoulders and pitched him to one sidesm::g
oping unseeingly A i elli
fromshis old, unseeijgag eyes. gy aowd, with e FHESSES
ome hours after, when the lonel i
I fter, y cell had a; i
e 5% o i v e e
-vest, olde : :
through the watches of the night?mmh my head, 1

THE ESCORT

And thus we rust life’s iron chain,
Degraded and alone,

And some men curse, and some men weep,
And some men make no moan;

But God’s eternal laws are kind,
And break the heart of stone.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

Although upon the morning of the day of the “escort” 1
received my ration of dry bread and hominy at an earlier hour
than usual, I was fated to go breakfastless. Barely had I taken up
the ancient spoon wherewith to begin operations when the iron
door was clanked Open and I was ordered to leave the cell. Down
the iron stairway I tramped to find my eight companions of the
previous day already standing in line. :

The echo of our stride, ringing back from the labyrinth of

ing silence, reminded

courtyards still wrapt in early ‘morning ded me
incts of

vividly of my first evening of entry into those grim prec!
Long Bay prison. ¢
By the towering gateway, which marked the entrance,
we paused to allow the unlocking of an enclosure, styled in prison
aflance a “grll”, and into this we a_tepped one by one. A
“orill” resembles in size and construction the
are placed the untamable animals of 3
walled in with heavy brick, while the
barred with great closely-set rods of iron. =
Three uniformed offici
double-locked the mnarrow gate
outer wall a being with rifie on shoulder and
stood in readiness for some 4 5
On the ground before U8 lay a pile of beavy rusty-looking

iron chain. il i ] .
barbarity ‘which

‘At first 1 did not awaken
Then the truth dawned upon me. We were 1o b
thevicﬁnmata;ordiddispla of the atavisti
characterises the jail today-
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i ekly in line the heavy chair was dragged oy
hcsidgtasglﬂgeéni:nﬁ; with the leader the warders laboriuusl;
screw-locked the rust-tarnished manacles uponhour unresistin
wrists. The officer who seized upon me naturally attracted my
especial attention. He was Very young-looking, evidently a new

recruit, and 1 noticed that, as he fumbled clumsily with the
shackle lock, a deep flush of burming red crept into his half-
ace. :
avertiilt flerlgth their work completed the officials drew back to
talk in undertones amongst themselves, whilst we, the drab-clad
convicts, manacled together in barbarous fashion, at a distance
of about eighteen inches between qach man,_s}ood listening to the
clank of the swinging chain, mortified, humiliated, and degraded.

It was then about half-past six in the morning, and it was
not till half-past four in the afternoon, after ten hateful hours
of veritable purgatory, that the shackles were unscrewed and
the bonds fell noisily away.

At seven o'clock the outer gates were thrown open and
a tramcar rattled in across the jail threshold. With eyes enclosed
by large, dark gauze-bordered goggles, in order to conceal our
identity from possible acquaintances who might catch a glimpse
of us while disembarking, we struggled awkwardly with our
unaccustomed bonds and crawled into the waiting carriage.

Our destination was Darlinghurst Jail, and, as we journeyed
on, the noise of awakening bustle in the unseen city without
stirred to a pitch of terrible intensity the craving for freedom.

At Darlinghurst we were placed in a double-locked cell,
but our bonds were not removed, and so we lolled against the
wall in miserable silence. Already the iron was cutting into our
wrists, and, although we had soon learned to grasp hold of the
heavy chain and thus lessen the chafing drag, each man displayed
an ever-increasing wrist sore.

At length one of the number requested our permission to
test upon the concrete floor, the place being otherwise seatless,
and in order to grant him this mighty favor we were one and all
compelled to do likewise. The brevity of distance which separates
man gom r:lan l:muld gllow no other course.

ven to the warders, who from time to time stared in
upon us, we must indeed have been
EOEEISS flusb:r of motionless huma.;t;?rry b il
t last we were led forth and wedged into a pri
: ik prison motor
;at:é;g ‘,’191;1; forth from its dark interior at the Central Railway

t 3 grotesqueness of our prison garb, sha
dls,lﬁgurmg goggles attracted the passeriby, an;ﬂ:h‘:‘gidil, a;-llllg
col on;r% glasg we bravely met the curious stare 2
e prison c. i ¢
sl Op ! ar was standing ready, and towards it we

ur iron fetters had awakened looks of sympathy in
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ers, and in others ejaculations of horror and

sr:vn;e f’é :}1\2 }‘Lﬁfttlont of the crowd a tiny girl began to wecp
awe.
bitterl: Mummy,” she wailed, and I can yet hear the

ic ?,E'grg)lfu I;::ylyin her ¢ N dish voice. “01‘1,, Mummy, somebody
ey e and chained them all up together.” =~ . ;
o g%lll-nere was a world of pathos in thalhttle }ncldent, and it

e to the quick. As 1 marched from view 1 inwardly blessed

s “{ es which hid the moisture which dimmed my eyes.
e a;s car we occupied was divided into two sections, On& of

i th?as for the accommodation of the g].mrd and the_oéhtcst
Whmh risoners, the Jatter being walled in _by iron pickets.
C e alw)s not the slightest possibility of our being able 0 effect
Lt e, and yet our chains were allowed to remain upon us.
N :scalp ‘was the metal-girt apartment vngdowless, but we we:‘!e
s e ded by relays of revolvered officials, who smoked en :
well guardet o d languidly perused the papers gd

i doing on the outside
ber for a ‘“look at what was I 0 .
o e ot o € B U ke
ions”. However, b o
t\::: :\?egrl::la’:cl)(l)gsmat owe could have a chat together if we didn
“talkﬁ% lg:)ld\x;e talked in subdued tones, each ‘Ea;ﬁaotn first tg
his neighbor on the chain, but graduall;:n theﬂcfogm s-ﬁring.mSome
slong e B B dﬂﬁvempeifmtf:% iﬂew: Y ere leaving behind—
i sing the horrors O !
tzfgdg;;‘? Sc%me were conjecturing :\s to wh
extent of tyranny We would meet ;1 el
complainingly about dish-water S0 gmﬂs Wi it s
and others whispered confidingly the de
: rance We
g %?vttc‘gsé well-assorted herd of [gk;ll‘s-a]x‘:nda?depli?m. s
were tall and short, rotund and aiipﬂvea’ner‘ll y
our alleged crimes Were as equally 5
The train joume)::peodn,heads ‘
leaned forward our Cr i
thoughts that were uppermost, Bﬂgi e, ence, broken only by
else to say, we § pack into 3 € o hain.
the clink, clink, clink of the swmgll{ﬂ e v
The coming of meal-time broke in VPSR, Fyread per s
tony of the day—-at;mea]_" of six ounce
Like myself, the others 0
been dgprived of their preakfast, c:gm .
the chunks of bread till every

- i rvietle,
i white se!
watched the guard eating his lunch from 2
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i e passed us in his two remaining sandwiches, ap
g:]cl]iyn?aa;tia];crg' swallowed his carefully allo}ted portion, .
The afternoon dragged slowly by. Occasionally one of the
gang would start up with a look of ashamed apology, and we,
understanding, would rise and follow w!lere_hc_ went, the while
asping hold of our bonds to lessen their grinding weight. YES,
IN THIS TWENTIETH CENTURY, WHILE UNDER A SKy
GLOWING WITH THE SUNSHINE OF A DECEMBER DAY
THE OUTSIDE WORLD MOVED ON ITS CARELESS WAY,
WE UNHAPPY BEINGS, SHORT-CHAINED TOGETHER,
CROUCHED DOWN INTO A CLOSELY WEDGED HUMAN
MASS IN ORDER THAT A TUGGING COMPANION MIGHT
ENTER THE CLOSET RETREAT OF THAT IRON CAGE
IN RESPONSE TO THE CALL OF NATURE. There were
men in that chain gang delicate and refined, and there were men
coarsened and roughened by close contact with the seamy side
of existence, but there was not one who did not feel to the fullest

the vileness and the soul-destroying mortification of those min-
utes of waiting,

£ * ™

At North Goulburn we disembarked. On a neighboring hill-
top, gaunt and hideous, we saw the jail walls that were to hide us.
The sudden cessation of jolting rumble told us that the police
van had passed from the roadway on to the asphalt drive, and
that we had arrived at our new abode. A moment later we had
alighted and from wrist after wrist the bonds were unloosed and
the shackles fell away. :

. As they did so each man mechanically took hold of his
aching arm and gazed stupidly at the livid, encircling welt left
by the inhuman and unnecessary bond. Yes, I say unnecessary,
for excepting the space of about ten minutes occupied in transfer
from iron-bound vehicles to iron-bound train cage, and vice
versa, we had been securely closed in behind impregnable iron
bars, our every action zealously watched by armed guards, and
yet the clanking, galling, goading chains had been left upon us.

It was half-past four in the afternoon and late in the prison
day. The sun of midsummer was still high in the heavens, but
the quiet of night already hovered over all. The senior warder
in charge gave the command, and through the jail garden, whose
];;:;Ihv;r]agés wound in and out amidst a wealth of blossom, we
ched a i ,
lribulaﬁonfvay to join the silent throng of those who pass through
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LBURN JAIL
g We were as men who through a fen
Of filthy darkness grope;
We did not dare to breathe a prayer,
Or to give our anguish scope.
Something was dead in each of us,
And what was dead was hope.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

i llotted
In the dim light of early morning I surveyed the cell allo

= inIthﬁg}at;‘giniia;lc‘) way from its fellows at Long Bay.

jati my wrist
My arm was aching excruciatingly, and around my W
the gruesome memento of the d s '
ver the gall of the heavy ir0 o that Segrading
E?:r% t:nonths later I could still see the
- i £ th
bmsez;;t ¢ o'clock, together with my sc;,;r;g:;lons o
ang, 1 stood in the storeroom @nd_:?rsn e : 0
%.lad ‘been supplied for the traim J G i
od for hard-labor prisoners, anc 0 e ch the many S &
it \d, frayed and worm. 333111;5 o i = mmd wm“s
and i::t\?v Omaae canvas number bran e
; wil
contrast. by Giie W WErS called away t© st?::n g}eekly, f
on g i
i haggebe!;ore the august person of Ltl':‘:be Verte antithesis o
4 The official in question proved | searance i
is Long Bay contemporary. - B g o,
l;;i wasgs]jg]:?c of stature, Kind in SPEEEh L pe was paﬁ, o
passion for the victims of t‘heldndly iy He add < d u
arcel was exhibited 0 his y €Yo ion to eac h,_-,pnmmwm
2 instead of number, an makifl that each one W
name;n;ke as man to man. So 1t waiihet ot air Of B
lt:‘li':e’ofgce of the Governor wlthes: Which | i
defiance or favénmgh ohseqmmousnmw expressive of




But we were to learn that it is not the Governor of a Jail
that truly gOVernS, but the Book of Regulations. Under the Aus
iralian system, Red Tape is rampant, and everyone of tho :
countless official orders must be carried out to the veriest deta?{’
True, the temperamental peculiarities of a Jail Governor are
superficially reflected in his inferiors; superficially—but that i
all. If the Governot be a cursing, brow-beating bully, then h!s
warders are openly cursing, brow-beating bullies. If he te hum‘mm
in manner, then his warders do their cursing and brow-beaﬁne
in secret. » :

Tt was on a Monday morning that I took u jai
auties on the wood-heap at Goulburn, and it vvas?l onn;lytl-lll:v;ﬁ!:ﬂ
noon of the following day that I sought permission to see tlf-
chief overseer, with hands bleeding and raw from the #
accustomed friction of the rusty gaspipe handles of the he;m-
mauls, T had worked on il all the nigger-driving tactics of t;:y
warders around me and all the peering jibes and insults from the
gunman on the wall above could make me go 1o further :

With hands treated and bandaged by a prison “Jifer”, T w
told (igf {0 a so-called easier task, the disinfecting of night tubs 4
occupa?i‘;sv%nl ﬂ\?reasm%cﬁo‘i?sggcq tto g:} on with this disgus}ing
Governor's office, and from thl:r? 1-]t'licl:lmtn g e
:;nlcnce I wgrked as assistant to a conh'idgozlﬁéeti\?:s ofi e/
e whole lot”, the head gardener of Goulburn Jail e
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ROUTINE
Like ape or clown in monstrous garb,
With crooked arrows starred,
silently we went round and round
The slippery asphalt yard;
silently we went round and round,
And no man spoke a word.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

This is the routine of an ordinary day of prison life.
At six o'clock the “get up” gong clangs throughout the
jail, both in winter and summer. At half-past six the doors are
isi dlocked, blankets and hammocks neatly fglded,
without, and, geizing his wganitary” night tub, each prisoner
leaves his cell tO fall silently in line upon the matlng of the ha
At a given signal out file the grey, grotesquely armed companies
across the courtyard to where awaits 8 huge _uon_oﬁal cask.
As each man approaches this contraption 1 orderly array,
he empties his respective tub into the poisome pths _angl o
it to a waiting prisonet, styled a tubman, Who stacks it 10 P
ith the others. g
i 'ﬂsc silent march is continued to 2 long washbench; jackets
and bodices are doffed, shirts thrown open, and ablnt}OpSedpt:'is
ceeded with till the 1ast individual has re-dressed and a;gmm o
companions in their ceaseless parade around b Ayh A
call of a warder’s ceaseless “Left, right, left, right . e!
suddenly, the monotonous Step cry dies awads and 2 pt:nﬂmﬁ“d gﬁﬁl‘?y
halt is called. The armed guards on {he wall above §
“ar attention”, rifle in hand. The deputy-govemn:ig:;t)p_;a!;m i
the scene. The silent squad dresses off from g 1, ot “Here
fashion, and in e?lnswu t(;l e m.m;eb:f s ht;l:
sir”, accompani by a salute, pass: down the O ...
In Nearing T o relate this incident of lem"]ff" mﬂ‘ﬂs‘:‘]’ﬁ
who know not what jail i have told M€ t‘mrson Wﬂllldinm il
nomanoneaﬂh.lhaveseenihattygeﬂf%mmto
—good, strong, de ® ed men. Defiantly i *nd days
«gir” or salute. They have dgsappesmd from mdtﬂb- "Lt 2
afterwards come back our t cringing® servile

53




i refuse to salute a jail governor, his deputy, or o
O;Scczgfrwhﬂ demands such sign of submission, and a fin, rﬂﬁ:
simply to be raised in order to sz;t in motion a machine which
will crush the soul of any man. Give a man fourteen days, seven
days, or even forty-eight hours of the eternal blackness of 4
punishment cell, with sixteen ounces of giry brea_d! Let him drag
out the moments of unseeing anguish with n_othmg to do but o
tear a button from his branded garb and toss it from him in order
that he might searchingly grope to find 1t—_do something tg
distract, something to occupy his mind, s_omcthmg to keep away
the horrible fear of madness which such inhuman treatment must
create!

assur%d&%’ let us return to the waiting file of “felons”,

The muster declared correct, the prisoners tramp back to
the various treble-storied wings, at the entrance of which they
pause to secure from a huge tray a tin containing hominy and

a block of dry bread. Each enters his separate tomb, the doors
clash to, and all is quiet.

At eight o'clock the call to work is sounded and all are
led forth to their respective tasks. At twelve o'clock, after re-
mustering for roll-call, the regulation ounces of food are issued
and partaken in the solitude of the cell. From one o'clock the
tasks continue, and at four sharp the prison working day ceases.
Dry bread and hominy is again supplied and carried to the cells.
Shortly after half-past four the doors are thrown open and tins
and spoons placed outside. It is “search time”, and a warder
enters to overhaul cell, furniture, and the prisoner himself. The
latter, fully dressed, except for his boots and the fact that all
buttons must be unfastened, steps forward and stands with his
face to the wall. Behind him each nook and corner is ransacked
in hopes of locating a sign of tobacco, sugar, lead pencil, books,
or extra crusts of bread, and woe betide the poor creature who
Is detected in trying to secrete such prohibited article. A ladder

is brought in to allow examination of the ventilator bars, and the
walls are tapped with a

; long-handl i
detection of excavation. g-handled hammer designed for the

Eventually a gruff order is oi ; s
about. Taking off gt;e up;)eerr S e i ko S

1 part of his clothing and throwing it,

tqgeaﬂ:r:rs ;‘“ﬂ‘ hat and boots, out into the pasgsage, he stretf.hes y

e 'mcktlt ig?ll_ﬂﬂ the wall, while the warder seizes him, searches

b heothinls body, and orders the removal of what more

e thE - thinks necessary. Another command is then given,

prcs prisoner steps to the further end of the cell, where he
ands with face again wallward 1ill the c

and bed i 1e searching of clothing
rattling sgaiﬂi: a:-; tﬁ?%lgéed, and the articles tossed in with the

1 comes the heavy clang of the iron door
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t

i ide bolts to tell that, although st

and the {%r;lr:glc?n Othgustilenﬁnly endless night, with its ghostly

in the aite g . : 4 : :

o wamﬁﬁgle?tgetecaﬂ <ome of those nights in which, grippéx.
1s

i i ictim of a relentless
i earning for liberty, yictim o 1
b 0: errlﬁ:gtiu;%l@ paced from wall to wall. Outside the
omnid, :
1,n;\;;au'd crept past 12

i iness; jonally the click
slippered stealthiness; occast o
hole flap \Eggld tell that an unseen eyﬁl ;asﬂ;p:ch a‘ig_
of the peep~ nd then, at the sound of a distant ¢ it
in upon meé awn watch call would ring ?ut i;9mAR_1_5 e
hour, Jong- lfgck_ Adds i “One_o'cloc ;k-ms
L 0:';11 morning came 10 g 1d the unseen ? Abighin
nd 50 90 ndays and_public OIS 188 I mengurabe
-On' 2&2&3 in such a way as to make hfize B
%’mﬁnes{:bbam an hour of m:m:flfr :::;C 0 N e a0
ge in the . i
i an JURER d that churc!
e aelllidicms devotion is granted, bl;: iém;:t apart for the
hour for ¥ ug eollided with one of the GDB e
time Fenfu;iage”s and so the On}yaldxﬁeren
For?:i:e was subs ituted for physic e
exe Each holiday, Christmas gaﬁolly B <
included, @ prisoner 18 cenfire cise, “four paces apart 2%
lt?l?ouhov.;ts of quick marchlngﬁe’:;;ms’ an. hour of marching
ing” Saturday ati€
no talking”. On
ce is also gIVen. x ;
excrcg: lt;e one hundred and smtg;?’g,h;n
b prisonle ” spe:l‘lm gggu]ﬁ;l nholidays occtur is hours
is tiny, sumless cel. U ; @ '
b :o!ggation will be even still gr:a?:;:ry week-day are spent 10
i seventeen hours of the of DarY ours of €
hglliltr:ry half-light confinement, mine . i
S 3
aty-two hours of to secure
o tﬁfveeg though a person has bele happens that sufficient ligh .
little readable literature it bare yin PPer that ane
“an contrive to pierce the gloom
i eyestrain. A
w“hogtlthtltl::f?rea%rest iniﬂsgggsggéu ]1,‘“-&1; and Sunday
ccasioned by such unn -
confinement is accentuated bY 1;]‘;"‘ ® . his food ration 1.
not engaged upon producﬂ"et . 10 V€
by almost twenty-five per %ﬂ - :
This applies even to Christer = ¢
Time after time, m.demm holiday march, | ase the Pangs
deliberately hung back in the 4 only serve to incre
that an excess of exercise WO:ﬂmy itals.
of hunger already gnawing B

Year’s Day, and Easter
L) his cell exc,ept for the




i tandin position. 5
1 struggleh(?l it% “; Syer ha%ﬂmo‘:k and blankets!”
sNow, U " Fort 1 contrived to do his bidding, but, as
ted the door, 1 collapsed into 2 heap on the
it x ix in the morning, and
WARDERS s before saids it was half-past six in g

leaning weakl
Th ders with their shoes of felt although at intervals 1 arose from the floor, and, leanng y
e warders W e ;
t
Crept by each padlocked door, agail
And peeped and saw with eyes of awe

Grey figures on the floo in. T rnoon, sick weak and racked with

jon ti ed in. hat afternoon, sick, 8
Wy e e r;;jlg 1“2 éoisout to work rather than endure longer the torture
And wondered why men knelt to pray s

colitude of that dungeon.
‘Who never Prﬂyed hefore.

__Ballad of Reading Jail.

5 aden
The prison Regulations say g cvewdmg\ilsic?e]ethl: ?9211
spoon allowed cact PR m‘:ls‘: l‘?fhgélac;on?ing comes new
Maybe, friends and relations of jail warders will read these door for fear of attempted smcl1 ot
pages; maybe, even jail warders themselves will deign to honour armvals often forget the BROD Ym%he warder follow them UP
them with their glance. T have no desire to go out of my way innumerable occasions 1 R Rt cellward, kick the forgottenl
to hurt on’s feelings, yet jail warders never lavished any mercy as they bore their mlserable.rahol'il] it leave the uninitia
upon me, and therefore 1 feel under no obligation to be merciful spoon to one side, slam the iron SlEVS
in the relation of my dealings with them.

L q ith his bare
newcomer to scoop UpP the sticky, tasteless hominy wit]
As an opponent of all that serves to bolster up the present-
day social system, 1 have but scant respect fo

therwise forego his scanty meal. . teir searching of
_ r the man who hmd'[otricovindictiveness exhibited bY Waﬁaﬁnd’ﬁr:hm' _ One of
follows the occupation of policeman, but yet the ordinary mem- a prisoner’s cell and person PaS?ﬂ_ d at the feet of a jail inmate
ber of the police force is the personification of all that is noble the gravest offences that can be 1
in comparison to a jail warder.

S = fake ol SDUREES
_ At times there lurks the element is that of having tobacco in his P“’Jifsgl‘i?ﬂder be so fortu?
of danger in connection with the duties a policeman is called is sufficient to convict a man. .S}-md tobacco will invariably
upon to perform, whereas a jail warder’s duty is simply to use the as to discover a piece of prolﬂblwkgt the remainder for his OWR
awful power conferred upon him by walls of stone and bars of break off the minutest portion, P"% iy T inst his
iron to terrorise, tyrannise, and oppress his crushed, spirit-broken use, and in childish glee rush off 1 "o im.
helpless fellow men, s s vic{im with the tiny wisp as evidence 3&3’;,5 life appears to be
. Instance after instance I could relate and substantiate to The proudest moment of 2 w%l; finds a few dry crusts of
justify my statements, but lack of space forbids, so a few must when in searching 2 passing prismDEt. the breast © i ‘coars_e
wfﬁ% on : contraband bread tucked a“’fayp,_.‘;::::ilon and he knows del:t:l};S
one occasion I was ill—extremely ill. shirt, It is all in the line O i 2 Alow, and, incil s
dﬁ;}\f; é thadl gradually been growing worse, ;{ﬂﬂ-}ugio; gﬁ‘f ;t;q superiors will note him to be 2 dgéngim f"‘% Lt the dlightest com
SR ? struggle out to the daily task. One morning T felt utterly the wretched crust-hider will be black cells- oo
uneble to. £l from my. hammoek, and.lay foming in: the SRS punction along to the Berve TACEIE, gnorant, uneducated )
Agh fever born of colic and influenza. For the most part they are ¥ yesice for jiterature. I =
At half-past six the warder jerked open the d £ 1 : of man, and cannot understand 2 when 1 was disco
St by ons, Ol remember the howl of Tag® that wentp‘gm” in my cell t 2 e
‘I'(E‘;llduh“’?ﬁ was too ill to do so. 3 with a copy of Scott’s o Lg;i%i?)fle For two weeks the -
p,” he thundered, “or, by God, T'll boot you up.” 1 when 1 was only entitled to t
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LlTERATURE

And never a human voice COmes near

To speak a gentle word;
And the eye that watches through the door
Is pitiless and hard;
And by all forgot, We
With soul and body

__Ballad of Reading Jail

rot and rot,

a prisoner is allowed
th of his incarceration a copy of thz_B_ible
gether with a book of a strictly religious

mes entitled to 3

month he beco
{ll further supple-

After he has completed his “sgparate”

during the first mon
or Prayer Book, 0
character.

Upon entering the second
ational”’, which may be s
inni i th by carefully chosen

volume styled “educ

mented from the beginnios of the third mon

and generally extremely ancient fiction. hooks, both
allowed upon request 0

educational an otherwise, are

of reading matter appear
Jail Regulation Book—28 actuall

In the first place, £ ﬁt:wpﬂmmyg 4
poor. Unless a risoner be essed .
sight, save for agriEf period of the seventeen hours of the ordinary
day which he is doome

liﬁscen' heisu:ﬂletook jcular notice o
n Goulburn Jai p :
periog of time duri which the sunlight directly pene!




to the discretion of the warders in charge, and they are generally
well content to see that lights are turned on in time to comply
with the regulations regarding their turning off.

Always a passionate lover of literature and study, the inability
to gratify such passion proved to be the greatest aggravation of
my life in jail.

I well remember counting the weary bookless days of the
first month as they dragged by until the time came when I was
entitled to an “educational”. With a feeling of elation I put in
my request for the library catalogue and slate. The list contained
the names of a few historical works well worth reading, and in

joy I recorded them to be transferred by the warder to the card
I was now entitled to.

That afternoon as I entered my cell after the task of the
day had ended I found an old tattered volume cast in upon the
floor. I picked it up and read the title. It was “The Apiarists’
Guide, or Hints to Bee Farmers”. I had dreamed of the treat in
store for me all that day, and my disappointment knew no bounds.
A desire to learn the mysteries of bee-farming had never been
mine. In my early days the odious comparisons that had persistently
been drawn betwixt my own shortcomings and the virtues of
the “busy bee” had created within me an angry hatred of the
insect. But still T had to read, and by the time another week had
trailed away and I was entitled to try my luck in the library tray
once again, I had perused that book on bee-farming a score of
times from cover to cover.

In the evening no book awaited me. My card lay upon the

floor, and across it was scrawled, “ ‘Hints to Bee Farmers’ not
returned.”

. Next morning I protested to the officer in charge of the
wing. {fhshreply was logical from the standpoint of a warder
“If the card says yer didn’t return it, yer didn’t 2
about it!” ¥ e el
. The affair meant much to me, and I dared to
his judgment, whereupon he
advised me to “Go to Hell!”

During the week, devoid of reading matter, which f

1 > s ol

I contrived to make surreptitious enquiry of the prisonera‘;e}? :
asm_sted in th_e library, and he informed me that “The Apial‘ist;z
Guxctle‘,‘l or HmtsftohBee Farmers” was resting peacefully in its
wonted corner of the bookshelf. “But, for God’s sak

on I told you,” he said. o S

Another library day came round, but I received n
In desperation I determined to take further action, and Securin
a piece of paper I pin-pricked a note to the warder in charge 0%
the library, pleading with him to allow my book to help breax

to protest apaj
swung round menacingly and pglitlells;

(4] bauk_
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Jling cell monotony. 1 signed the epistle with my number.
ue

. my cell
the B owing morning the gentleman himself appeared &t 1Y
The 10

400, vou do this?” he enguired, holding vp the paper con-
1 1 -

i ding.
taining the plerced le"gd b e
ol s et the pin from?” he foamed, “Give i
“Whercl_slillf]l y.loe‘;u%, i hgve you in the dalrll; ce}isr fa}a cgztc;l;
ol i lii ingyer possession again. And, further, ¥
e ‘;lﬂ;labgfore yer get another book from me.
the dev door clashed to and he was gone. S e
bt deprived of my educational”, 1. pt oo S5
d ﬁxt‘gé si?:’ond I1:‘mmth {0 come, and with it my righ
en

l i w card
SR ﬁcuou.umc the longed-for day arrived, %ngoi ;mreceived
ﬁlﬁ ctlme Ezder my number. The first book ;ft gm ipoinge
o A tally wi mentioned in my TEqUest, ey
dtixd mlo:laé‘yw:::ih "?Egy were small ?00];: rﬁi ;lhg u?l:?:cn:] G i
N o0 them for 1 b
i was to save ; i
e 13[3‘:25.;?911 provided the light at suc;euma;s‘i e
greiltzﬂso EI;3ut lhe’ book hunger was upon me, 1
v casion ‘1 ultimately threw inte R rsege oY i
2gments contenting my;e]f du:igg the BURITSA ovee agami
i ession by rea L BT
s, m)l;rip: S\Sr:reck brought me 2 copy dgfed Gitlﬁflé;f; lfs &gl
ks tthn: biting satire which has 1:;’.11w e arrow o
hﬁ}lg};ngsiﬁon 1 did not read it, bu e
chil ition.. ! 3 : :
in sorrowing dlsa;;pnmgxlténﬁan o the ocll next © 3“ s oo
i ;rlhfer?mﬁlr_agng Bay. On the Sum;::& r]m:lr;l;lg g
arriv: . e
in the exercise parade behin aged L

: ; /ersation. had heard Bl
few minutes :%ﬂ‘&f:tat;:;“ must be wafetf;k bt dlﬂuee o'clock in
ippered foct padding up and dov & and s0
e
e momi ¥ e muttered; “Tm 109 omt:;;y]'liiagn:lhemebei% bed.”
“Yes,” | ?ol ds me blankets fer fe]:; ing that he was yet with-
1¢ getsﬁlp‘:fan went out 0 him, and, 5 the
y 5 ateri
out reading, O §
«Gulliver’s Travels” face. k ite understand
ﬂ?a:ks Shonltl ﬁ;&“ﬁ;“ﬁf to jail a::liedxﬂ;lg not q“;uk at after-
s failed to pass M bfoutm: d. The warder
the position; 1:'11; ovening search it ;’: for having dared

o
e T e S el

break the

Rggulatims-
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to such treatment, an

pr , and so gav .

Report it gave scant heed to his abusive
e think e e ovemns® & gald, Yand let ‘L‘-ff.i"fm‘"aﬁ“ '

W
ot }:ﬁ‘;utllclf gllgtteér was not reported. The ward 1
appeal to his bett overmor happen to grant: me ot
might have resuhefir iﬂ“h‘{‘e possibly my powers ]()J‘;n;lssmn b
having lent a is overlooking the heino i
of “Gulliver’s Tf:i?,of’n”“» battered unfortunate flis b
Y : low

the vol : els”. He contented himsel; Ll a co
el iltlmc in the drawer of his desk g Eby spitefully placing

, it Temains to this day. » and there, as far ag [

Having no bDOk_ to re

€r seemed to feap

tu
m, I was unable to secure a furthe
r

Time and aoai
gain I det, : .
my case before t ermined in sheer .
e COmpanionshei Governor, but in mulnb?g;peranon to lay
Life in jail is ba‘:as warned to refrain from SonyLIr Il

at the best of times, but ;ﬁgg Aot
a prisoner

nce y
once assails the clanmsh Instincts of his guardla.ns 1) Iepoltmg

an mjllstice meted .
: to him ;
he should die than live thea: their hands, then ‘twere better that
ai

ortured life that would be his
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FOOD
The brackish water that we drink

Creeps with a loathsome slime,
And the bitter bread they weigh in scales
Is full of chalk and lime;
And Sleep will not lie down, but walks
Wild-eyed, and cries to Time.
__Ballad of Reading Jail.

In Long Bay Jail, unless you happen to be sentenced to a

very long term of imprisonment, you aré not supplied with a
knife and fork to assist in the partaking of food. Of a truth
a leaden spoon is daily given the prisoner wherewith to transfer
the qucstionable soup from batterd dixie to mouth, but meat and
vegetables must be rent asunder in primev bareh: )
At Goulburn and other outside prisons, though the knife
is frequently devoid of blade and the fork minus its prongs,
they are allowed the jail inmates. Nevertheless, up?actkhetow&:

letion of his meal, the prisoner must hand them

Eving sweeper to be carefully checked and placed under lock and
key. Under our humane system there is not a pnsoner who
does not daily contemplate the advantages Of suicide, and well

the authorities know it. ¢ 2 i
In jail the morning ration and the night ration are identical
—_so many ounces of bread and so many ou:l:esmoful]::z:my.
There is a regulation allowing to certain prison:
brown sugar ger day and a half-pint of weak, lukewarm'ttccl:’ :1“
night, but I did not receive such luxury, although 1 persistently
ad lication. it
m ETal:lI;pmidday diet varies. As a matter of fact, such m
offoodplayssogreatnpaﬂmﬂ:ehfe_oflpmm t
names of the days of the week are substituted by an appe
ignificant thepiaco-de-:esmanoeotthefo“ -
These substitutions, a8
Sundzy _ Soup Day. g
Mo —Roast_Bee Roast Rabbit Day.
oz Beef Day. Saturday—! . y
wedmzday—-kﬂbhit Snupy Wag.nesday_mmt Soup
y.

Day.




In secret mention
of an event th :
g : [ at ha i
mecugéi‘:j (n)mr]mttony of life, a prisoner will ;efg:‘ llfjpl'?d b
i Tt ¥ P
S corn beef day”, the ol

hblt.-dk
soup day before iaSt"?‘ggg

The bane of exi
i xistence of every : g
longer LR every prison 2
oge e rmins il e more e et i, - i
to give him sufficie i 1s supplied in sufficient Still he
At nt strength t quantit;
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son, and range
» Stale potatoes

insanitary and extremely deleterious to the poor wretches who
depend upon it for subsistence.

Every prisoner at the outset of his sentence, before his
stomach becomes inured to such offal life ailment, experiences
illness after illness, attended with griping colic, violent diarrhoea,
and, at times, even dysentery. In this connection alone there is
room for sweeping reform in the prisons of Australia. It is indeed
heart-rendering in this land of plenty to think that food supplied
to jail inmates, both as regards sufficiency and quality, is far
below the standard set by other older and more poverty-stricken
Jands, yet such is undeniably a fact,

Each day a prisoner is chosen by the warders from among
those not employed in the cook-house to act as delegate for his
fellows. His duty is to stand by while cooking operations are in
and also to supervise the weighing out of rations.
ay that this delegate has power to condemn the
f its quality, should he think necessary. In reality
he has no such power, and even if he had he would never dare
to apply it. Grim tales are told amongst the prisoners regarding
the treatment meted out t0 delegates who attempted to exercise
a right that the Rgulations told them they possessed—tales of
brutality and black cells. )

Regulations say that a prisoner may :
complaint with regard to his food, should he desire to do so.
During my sojourn in jail I knew of only one man who moved
in this direction. He occupied a_cell directly opposite to mine.
We others considered him to slightly deranged, and he surely
must have been or he would never have taken the step that he
did. Tt was concerning the weight of food in his tin that he lodged
his half-frightened complaint, and the meal was tak

the cook-house. : X S
A few minutes later 1 heard the warder’s stentorian VOICE:
“Jt was two ounces over-weight, s0 it’s been Eaken out. Yetrh i
be locked up now till Monday, and then we’ll see what the

"

magistrate’s got to say.

progress,
Regulations s
food because O

lodge an individual

An day after day the man who ooct_lpied a cell opposite
mine a.gds? haze taken care tO remeu:lber :uls nwug;ll::r, remal
in d door when we trampe out to :
bemﬂg'l:uﬁlao;ecame. and with it the m ate. The guilty man
him, The trial could not have lasted for more

where I was at work on

through the : ;
ﬁ:hw'ﬁw&d i cruel, " g, everlasting night of the punish- -
ment cells.




at the heart of every prisoner. The present is degrading, de-
humanising, and the distant future terrible—a future that ever
PR will possess 2 stigma that in his wildest dreams a man cannot
ki hope to live entirely down.

And so I walked with them, and, when Opportuuity =
afforded me: talked with them and found my way into S

For man’s grim justice goes i ; innermost recesses of many a broken heart—hearts that yearned
And will not swi _“s ways for sunshing, for freedom, for the clasp of friendly hands and
K ot § erve aside; the loving sympathy of other hearts. It took little time for me
& weak, it slays the stron; to overcome their reticence and have them tell Life’s tragic tale
t has a deadly stride B and some the cause of their imprisonment. But others, who also
With iron heel i(. sl ; told Life’s tragic tale, proffered 1o confession of erime, because
ik s ays the strong, they had ~ommitted none. As I said before, I walked and talked
strous parricide! with these men—walked and talked with them inside the prison

walls as a fellow convict—walked and talked with them when
—Ballad of Reading Jail there was no conventional restrictions, no reason, no desire for
i 8 any man to hide his soul, but rather an intense longing to pour

The men I met in out his story to a sympathetic fellow sufferer. And thus it came

standing as I did jail interest ;
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worked soil, and pick up the ladybirds and place them upon i
shrubs in order that they might not be mangled by the whalebong
brooms.

The “lifers” in Goulburn Jail, and their number seemed
legion, appeared to be religious extremists. They took a leadin
part in the church services, and the devotional fervor they
displayed bordered almost on to the fanatical. One day I enquired
of onc of them the reason for his excess of zeal, and he gave
voice to the following logic:

“Well, yer see, I looks at it this way, There might be an

‘Eaven and an 'Ell, and there mightn't be. So it stands to reason

that if yer religious an’ there is an 'Eaven and an 'Ell then
youlll be on the right side, and even if there ain’t, well, then
yer ain’t done yerself no "arm.”

He paused for a moment, and then, with a sort of despairing
gesture, continued:

“Besides, a bloke ain’t got no chance to be anything but
religious in a damn ‘ole like this.”

One day I heard a visiting clergyman say to the same
“lifer”: “Well, Number So and So, how are things going with
you?”

Number So and So placed a forefinger significantly against
his chin and replied: .

“Look ’ere, sir, I'm right full up of it; full right up to ‘ere.
I can’t stand it no longer.” s :

The minister assumed an air of deep commiseration, and
said, “But, poor fellow, you must be punished for your sins.
1t’s God's will.” %

“That's just what I don’t understand, sir,” answered Number
So and So. He suddenly pointed towards the church. “You tell
us Sunday after Sunday over there that God is going ter punish
us fer our sins by an’ by, and ’ere you are backing this crowd up
wot's taken upon theirselves t0 do God's work. If it's God's job
to punish us, well, leave it to Im—but if it's the job of the
Comptroller-General of Prisons-—w.?“a sit, tell us straight out
and let us know jes' how we stand. And the good parson, with
a remark about some things being beyond the comprehension of
mortal mind, bade a hurried and frowning “Good-day”,

Upon one occasion 1 listened to a young embezzler and a
prisoner employed at carpentering in heated argument about
the details of certain tasks, The discussion became rather personal
and the carpenter, who seemed to be getling the worgt ofn i
deal, su y tossed his head in evident disgust and walk e
in high dudgeon with the crushing final rejoinder of; ‘L
may be bad enough, but, thank God, anyway, I'm pgp we!l' I
This man, who thanked God he was not a thief, | a thief.”

ad committed
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—Ballad of Reading Jail.

A prisoner in jail is often likened to a caged bird, but the
allegory is wrong. When a bird is robbed of its freedom, it is
petted and pampered, but a prisoner is systematically tortured.
As a foremost Judge confessed in an address delivered at the
Sydney Town Hall, the whole aim of the jail system of this land
lé] allo h}:eri;:etua(lily impress upon the mind of a prisoner the fact

i : :
of his incarcera?lﬂgsfng actual punishment during every moment

A man or woman is sentenced to six months® i i
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The press is prinfing its smug, smug lies, and pa;
shameful debt— e

1t speaks of the comforts that prisoners have, and the
days’ prisoners get.

The visitors come with their smug, smug smiles through
jail on a working day.

And the public hears with its large, large ears what author
ties have to say.

They lay their fingers on well-hosed walls, and they t
on the polished floor;

They peep in the generous shining cans with their ratio
Number Four.

And the visitors go with their smug, smug smiles;
reporters’ work is done;

STAND UP! MY MEN, WHO HAVE DONE YOUR TIME
ON RATION NUMBER ONE! ;

* * *

Bread and water and hominy, and a scrag of meat and a sp
A Bible and thin flat book of rules

, to cool a strong m!ﬁ“ ;
blood; ;

They take the spoon from the cell at night—and a stra
might think it odd; e

But a man "Qght sharpen it on the floor, and go to his.

YARD No. 20 ...
JAIL BIRDS




AUTHOR'S FOREWORD

After reading the proof copy of “The World of the Living
Dead”, a leading publisher said to me, “It's good, but, in places,
too raw—too creepy—too real. From a business point of view
the sordid truth is not always the most acceptable.”

As 1 have not yet come to regard my doings in life from
a business point of view, and because T feel that the world would

be a better world if one and all were forced to cast aside the

mask of conventional hypocrisy and face the sordid truth of

things, T give, to those of you who care to follow, these chapters

in their original entirety, unclipt of rawness, creepiness—of
reality.

Superfluous it is for me to say that I am proud of the
preface this little work contains, The influence of Henry Lawson
has long been upon me. “The Vagabond™ it was that first inspired
me, when yet in my teens, to launch out upon a world-rove of
many years, gnd yet my blood tingles to the lilt of its lines. In
the days of tribulation “One Hundred and Three” ran hauntingly
through my troubled brain and soothed it with the memory that
the thomy path .I trod already bore the footprints of—men. Even
as 1 pen ‘t.hese lines, because I have “the heart of the rebel” that
answers n‘o" to the narrowness of the life that is ours, it is the
swing of “The days when the world was wide” that ,grips me

and sends forth a clarion call to stil i i
g I Mt o still fight on till the world again

VANCE MARSHALL
Sydney, Australia,

5th November, 1919.
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in tales that are as old as, and older
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YARD No. 20

Speak up, m
y men! I was mev
ey never the man to keep my own

1 have jogged with
you round in th 5
worn your uniform; e Fools™ Paratle; aRESE

I've seen € d I’ve seen yo e, and I’'ve seen
S you liv f

» an u die, a Y
’ our

T've smuggled e—al
¢ gg] .tohacco and loosened my t
een punished in jail. Sl S

—Henry Lawson.
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closed  iron ;o;?fe i e August, bleak and

which, at the clan, RATERAIINg  Budicy Reraema remained with

dijmgl amanty, a%ldo the: whrk bellql‘:ﬁ with their fellows

an a\fkmde cach thresi?;‘g 1gaped hide’f:us?y sir}!;pmd forth their

ward wad of ay SPTawle e 1.

whose wear and tezz blanket, whose c:led in the damp, wintry air

r were beyond all da(;m]lgness NEd dou"‘lfuly but
ubt, ottul,

and polished assidu
:J_lfo:!f]itpﬁ)eredﬁg;?fﬂé E;:'m inside Cam??ﬁ’ I lingered long
s :h;tlﬁlled spaces on dte ?;?P_‘Eop" a‘:aig‘n“gﬁ}f’gai?ging
Watcéﬁ%l]‘ljheﬁ-l on, for across the Circle br:::d::‘:‘ﬁ .by the dc'l;g;
“toerggv;;r»?tﬁgzgc:q?&i;&dn:he Opportunity Asisidom, siood
swept down up‘ﬁ"{"t:“’hful Ot tosssd b
toeragger” was hu,ﬂgdmghw'lth head Suﬁf quick We‘:ee o a
to be hoarded a:q?:;,nfhi‘ h’-‘ea;ta;g
8 or the weekly

apeak™ It would take minutes to make him secure, for he must
deliver Up his braces, his boots, his books, and be “ramped” 10

the skin-
Officialdom_Was occupied, and the opportunity mine.
swiftly I slid back the pgephole cover. Inside the closed

cell the man halted in his_pacing aware of the gleam of light
and scenting Officialdom. 1 peered in and could not see him,
- the heart of summer Range No. 4 i8 notoriously dark.
red by the grating emery, he stepped Over-
wHow long?” 1 mufttered. A
i was betoken i the jerky fluency of the reply-
«Stretch—tWO drags-—coomyerlative. hree charges agin’
me—Ttighteous, Vag an’ resistin’. Fitted on first two—turned Uup
on third. Bastard, ain't it! Fer the love © Gawd, give us @ taste

o snout.’
From its hiding place behind the canvas aumber brand on
my breast drew @ tiny chunk of «contraband” and passed 1o

a few broken flakes. His thanks—32 delighted oath—was good

to hear.

Swiftly I passed
cell was no new arrival. 1
fellow, with no chin, an !

“Nine mon > plared the ‘nformation_card-

One day at muster he old me that he was I %
beggin’,” and glancing curiously at bim I had marvelled at his
temerity in even Tecognising the right 10 beg: it

“What's wrong,d wo pushing 38 p
1 made the whispere inquiry.

In the cocf ani th% f t.l!;:_ofa;h c;)mt’-f is"f”;‘;;h’m
scramble to his feet. His story came throv! me ¢ :

«I'm locked up; weeper, heezed asthmatically- “They

i o ‘kite’ 1t ‘ad blown in over the wall,

along the row- The man in the next closed

had seen him pefore—2a PoOL
ly white.

got me with a % . e ater

finds it down of e job, ! :

cganc:a 0? gittin’ 2 bit 0 ﬁ::nou&igs gta z:g;t an’, Gms_rmé:l : J;mﬂ!.

lean f 'tsaboutitﬁll ey it © R

o H:r%aused for a while 85 though there Was n.,thmglm e:et

to say, and then suddenly spoke with an jmpetuosity

surprising: ’ uldn’t © read it
i above, sweeper, L €@ i

n e too week for T this




will get seven days’ bread and water in the ‘Punishments!” Take
this and use your Bible or anything else you can get hold of,
but smoke it, every bit, before they have a chance to ‘ramp’ you
again.”
- 1 slipped quickly away, for the heavy steps of returning
Officialdom were ringing back across the Circle. The present
demands of the Regulation God had been appeased, and from
their eerie his braided eagles again took up the watch for
victims.

Till almost noon the biting wind howled in from what
I knew to be the direction of the sea, banking up the big, black
clouds overhead. At length the rain came in stinging, freezing
drops. Down it poured, beating on the dreary stretches of asphalt
and against the barred fences with demoniacal fury, till even
Officialdom had to forego its watchfulness and crouch for shelter
into iron-bound doorways.

Drawn by the social instinct in man which so asserts itself
when forbidden utterance I edged across to the iron sheet of
closed cell Number Three.

A quick, agitated “Yessir” came in response to my low
hail, together with an awkward shuffling as the occupant gathered
himself to attention.

. “Its all right; I'm only a prisoner—the sweeper,” I ex-
plained, adding rather snperﬁunusﬁr, “first timer, arenet you?”

.. Yes,” said a husky voice, “first timer. This is Hell, ain’t
it, El%ht;‘plan:gnths’ll just about drive me mad.”

e speak cheerfully. * i
ok after Number One 4l s time, and. don's et skom bl
you too much. They'll take advantage of you being a new hand

if you stand for it. Eighteen months! Why, that’s only a sleep

compated o some. There's @ pack of fellows here doing the

1 4

mbbing.bmke off, aware that back in the gloom the man was
“It ain’t the time so P

nuthin’ like this ‘as ° mu;?,mha

T'm | I

muttered br
‘before. Tt ain’t meself wot

okenly, “but

s tch ’is th p
couldn’t stand by ,:’; awggm ter live, a0’

%

" : g m
i eered and its DA SR
The galehadv 1 8 o

and the line of sprawhqgeg% [
my ucontraband” remained. =

him,
into place, angi ! . i
him already withering ¢ wasting




JAIL BIRDS

“A criminal face is rare in jail, where all things else are ripe,

It is higher up in the social scale that youw’ll find the criminal
type.

But the kindness of man to man is great when penned in a
sandstone pen—

The public call us the ‘criminal class’, but the warders call
us ‘the men’.”

—Henry Lawson.

1 There is a bird that wakens me each morning from broken
iou?tl:i;]l with its glad notes. For weary months I have listened

Py ﬁrs;l 1 used to wait for it
winter was here, and I had long since risen from my lowly couch
:Ledt?ﬁ dalybreak bade it sing. But now the sumnfer hag come,

e clammy dar_k has crept away before the bell clang re-
echoes through the silent halls,
Year long

it follows the d: i
I ussd to wonder ay, the bird that wakens me.

s coming, for the cold, grey

bird, a blackbird, escaped from ivi
its fellow birds—grey birds. wi s
jail birds, Spoie Sk
They say that this land by th 2
cell in Albury Jail—is the hem?t, ofemh:%ﬁy\;ffé lTwnte_ g
but we task men, except from hearsay knowrit. Arrluiciti b
1s a tiny wall-girt world beyond whicﬁ Gl
hawk:'cl: far‘ aboved ix}.l the blue freed, can see th hi
overing and the long-legped driftin e
The farm gang which trudg%&e g i‘é“&‘m i
courts has told us tales of a score of littl Sovand the
the wall ledge of the yard in which we arre

asphalt
hatched her clamorous brood .

S, and even under
We exercise a swallow has
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d f our 1611(]\”5 of the f(:‘dﬂltﬂ d specie! we ail
ond O (4] f € pe 1€8, J
we arc f

il” n, as it were,
b a “Willie Wagtail’ drop do:)vrk,smp s
- Kkipping on the sill of the W e
i la%ro%lgh the closet bars. Trtl‘feno?eth o
Jar has rested on the last, and the ﬁ[::eold oo 5
e ad oised in the air, and even g 4 e
oy remaﬁ?ledphis mate, has ceased to ply the
Jong ago

. 'ln % 7 3
“"mc‘.ﬁgh?’f' }:Ilfe)rbesas%- “Let him be, and he mi

ght come back
in.” .o vision has whisked
L 4 when the little plack and wmwwslmgltilp across an
i 4 the shaven-headed gamttgr[rom the depths of his
i iN\F'la!",cmrm:vs of contraband br.eat come back again:
e ek. t; for, who can tell, he migh weeks in the big, grim
single P e coming here [ passed FEEH by g gpart from
itentiary at Long Bay, .a“d- : 1' saw but few DIres- de
%ii;an variety whose name 15 Lt;g\fhé bolts had clashed an
. 1 Wi

Only in the evening,
the eaves, at mi v x
mournful cry up from. ¢ of day flecked mea]‘imt?ken of bird
twitter unseen ;S t‘;‘: Ela'ﬁgnnf the signal gOnE ¥

Then, wit P . a
life would fade WBY: iy soom 4 the tragic turm

Sentimen ards T0E 10
. L1} - % Thﬁ wurt? 'ge
b %‘ly is bustle—and wpﬁﬁ“&“ii, is filled with the vo!
the tramp of marching fe€t,

¢ men
' hoe; the task ]
of Authon;y. workers plod forth 0 % Hither and thither
be off to the work bencht S, Suiine up I8 SETC oy priskly
with their brooms; the__Z e mﬁyﬁd‘ are thronged
and unaccustom! ‘mhd‘“ g ‘l‘_he”_ the limits of their
ateward with cmpm "Commm”a Fﬁ’u is supreme and
Sith a motley arraYs T .7 of “Regulati ' .
barred cages, g amid the tragic T
dom‘i!_}ﬂw’ 4

moil of “the

B
could




How well I recall 3
9 he bird k
that attacke p 11l the birds of Goul
had ;l_\ J;Lklui W |‘11h unaccountable fcmcityblglnﬁfm_m the magpye
finches ﬂuttc;‘iln mtl;letl] [}:e o loethgl;a;” MelLeras
g rlessly i : eauti
garden where I dch_cdl\b,\r amid the cornflower ;’;l:lglﬂ fgold.
Beside the hos; it SR
’ spital was caged
whistled “Pretty pl s caged the brilli
variety of nrcfitstgs {:::Iy , and spoke to all Ié:gln:ui%ella. that
had “learned” it y understandable to its “lifer” ol;i'nwuh 3
High up in t o
the big brasps han&t; ilf‘&cll.lc of the church front the s
the hour boom reL‘ the clock with laughable swallows rode
twittering, precipitated a transient outbur;ltnsgéacgpess till
And then al . Gy
the flogging ri ong the line of workshops, i
n ! shops, /
where cihe %ana%isc were deeply driven, wEre ]11'1.'.1 whose
day long above fie reared their young and whng'e'i the aviaries,
of the prindstone fn édff}:lug clang of the anvil Dfﬁ tr zlllira.ng the
s DA Itk USRS
y loved the little birds, these unnamed
ed men! Con-

victs, criming
als, outcasts

burni » outcasts, whose v

ing brand of social COntSE very souls were seared with the

birds! When umely]
" I h : ely! H
palms of their t];fn‘;z d“aiched them takem:hethgy loved. dhissl 8
responsively content hands, and have scen th uffy young in the
MY name, MY fin 2gam§t their lips, I am e tiny things croon
ll"]lthf’ annals of Crimg ‘;'_PIIlmts,. and MY recgrgud to think that
as:la:::engtc goodness Wllfliclghel;;s' It warms m)’rhe S:tmtld st L8
o express they were n art to still recall
: ot, and still are
not,

be tenderl work benches an el bt
Lo ork beng jail birds -
en up at will by the o 1cHNS Raticti 18

age had_ drified into the. prrelICT 5P il-worn hands that had

weary of the fretful griml
i ¥

had dost ol fegr, 0 ron, of the precincts
1 I have seen th world without eﬁl Lo
splashed b em at th : —they, too,
where T Wr::lfgl uxlmn the logs gei:wdp‘le Preenin; J
of the jolting Spa:':i:ster around me ﬁi‘:“{ and out %n ttl]iee“ drab
G ame chicke; garden
ns, heedless
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ay was gunday, and the d(z‘ot of my ce‘ll} w;s‘lefct‘
o ctanding Open: As I sat lis essly upon the © aine
while St20 i ’ ed in from the sgent jron-hound
enquiringly, and then
icked up the crumbs

guch bird fai
of unashamed nature

1t is not confine )
extends 1O the hills, the Tivers, the trees—all

art of our lives.

. 1 have smuggled the crimson can}at.ion from the beds I

weeded through to comrades whose toil was unsurrounded by

peauty; 1 have watched it pass from hand to hand, have seen
till its fragrance has been inhaled

the shaven heads bend over it
by all. ; r
Nature, Mother Nature! She is the only fnenq in whom our
these walls which crush our

faith remains unshaken peyond
manhood from Uus. 3
Written, as it was, in a prison cell by the pen of a genius.

i thos of many sad truths, but

“De Profundis” rings with the patho
d the most applicable t0 us 0

the greatest of all an |
world i in its fina assage.
d is that expressed | passag 4s all sentences are

B e Tlife, just
All trials are for ones & 1 been tried: - . . Society,

sentences to death; and three ti{n ;s g lace for me none
as i it, will have Do 1 jus ‘and unjust
we have consmutcd ity W : % 1l just d unj

d secret

to offer; but Naturé, whose sweet rains Lide
alike, will have clefts i '; eephnur: I may e,
valleys in whose silence I may wi

the night with stars $0 that ['m alk abroad 18
without stusnbiEs, i e She will cleanse me in great

that none may trac me
waters, and with pitter herbs make




CHAPEL IRON BARRED
PART I

“The great, round church with its volume of sound, where
we dare not turn our eyes—

They take us there from our separate hells to sing of Paradise,

In all the creeds there is hope and doubt, but of this there
is no doubt:

That starving prisoners faint in church, and the warders
carry them out.”

—Henry Lawson.

An hour has not
old Mission hymn

yet passed since I heard the lines of an
hlghwa)rmen—yes,

Sung by embezzlers, and horse thieves, and
and by murderers, too—convicts all.

“Stra_a.nge We never prize the music
€ sweet-voiced bird hag !
Stra:_age A has flown

t we should slight the vi lets
Till the lovely flowers L

are gone!
e that summer skieg and sunshine
EVEr seem one half gq fair

When winter’s snq inions
Shake the white dc::\Ympin the air|”
In fact, T helped in the singing, for | also am a convict.
Never prize the music

“St.range we
Till the Sweet-voiced bird hag flown!”

the summer skies and

. iolets, <
bt 4 bird, the violel till his. How could he

as
The She joy they all e her, nervous and
gerstand its lOSS?trayed towards the PIEIC s roverting to
glance S His of practice, w.?ndecr;%

3 ared.
t whose edification it hggebglg pmr:%)in o acatis
B L i o gt
ination diverged. 2
s rnd.cF. tse what a desperate pack s
he scemed 10 ¢ close-cropped terror, and possibly ‘
to be S | him with a furtive how long he might D sish
Bim o fovrihly caleuate a3 10, R 1008,/ gy :
7 : ho
tinue his existence § : faces of my

‘f:rﬂélm the scene. the expression on the the ca

I needed not to Sﬁ;ﬁ breasts rose and fell to

des, whose numbe ders
of the haunting air, They DID un -

:oht the violets
“ should slight »
Srages the Tovely flowers arc gone!

: ¢, the flowers, Tways, even
Bite childien playing e tettat
carts the tram-cars, the p“ﬂ” ﬂ]ﬂ
strange that we should not prize still

taken from us. :

beenm warder and the Ilw

fail to P 1
Yes, strange that we should taR 0 T T ouses e

the




both pulpit and altar, both parson and priest. Thus I

! speak not
for one side alone when 1 say that to receive the gospel withoyt
money and without price is, I feel assured, not the only motive

which gathers us into jail worship without a vestige
There are minor incentives and there is the greater.,

The break in the biting monotony of things, that is one
incentive. There is the brief hour of Authority a trifle relaxed;
there is the chance to “word” a mate whom maybe one never
sees elsewhere; there is the “contraband” which may come your
way; then there is the greater incentive_the singing, the music,

From the elevated dais the hymn is called in solemn tones,
The organist, whose classification brand fells of a long, lon
sentence, bends over his music, and a flood of harmony breaks
the silence,

The opening lines are finished; the notes die away in a throb,
and the warder on guard rises smartly to attention. His action
is the signal for us, the congregation, to stand,

The deep voices of the prison choir take the lead, and, raising
ours lustily in unison, we give vent to the volume a week of
silence has pent,

And so we sing, the Christi
of praise to his God, the scepti
melody of joy, and way at the back the lit
gamblers, and the Aboriginal sheep-stealer, with hymn books
opened at random and upside down, dissemble with hesitating
sound}fi of glllladn;ss strangely pathetic,

ow the flood gates ingi
those old-time hymnslg s b e

It is indeed the music which
walls of church without reluctance,

The old-time hymns! “The sands of time are sinking, the

dawn of Heaven breaks!” “Lead, 1 i i
circling gloom, lead Thou i el e

Dearer to Thee!” “Abide wi
their solemn sounds ENCOmpass me, e i
A 1 » EVEN me, an unbeliever—

encompass me like a mighty w i ; i
10 Suldas lork ate ghty wave Sweeping me back on its crest

In jail the ming becomes inten i i

1 1 lind sely impr
oy "y e Sing or'a S Ty (PprcSlonable, and
day of my llfg again. The canyag Number brapdg f d
and T am a child once i i op. off, me

Fy more, le " ” ~
lines for Sunday school, or, ofar:ull:%)tpanm tashion to recite the

to the strain of the closing Doxology my <o thoming, adding

PPy because the dreary service, g,ﬁdg;gnihgfnh ;zlel_:mken treble,

stone;\hag atI last ttilr:gged its course, re and brim-
gaimn, I am youth in whose gpirs

been made manifest—a veritable {,";’,ﬂu? es'}l‘p“ﬁgﬂd ::lzlide’::laz

of hesitation,

gathers us into these barred

92

. tness 0{
xceed in the earnes il
it e r radiant so
iglso found tl;gm];lg;tai,d Memia"t }Fouﬁfdfigﬂitﬁl emotion], an
devotion heart filled With @ S Lot to be only B
; choir—my ip, which I knew itself for
ﬁszta}ilieable i ]ft’? 1;::2rs}i]fl%ou will, seeking to express I
boy love, Of 2 es, divine and unaware.

ing to know my
the girlsh go;:d?szds I am still a youth, fast learning
In strange 12

: he beliefs of boy-
€ tely clinging to t h there,
A bgtﬂ 'CImig:tlg’ adisilpuetrcﬂi] ﬁ'ere, drifting into a churc
hood—driftng

R ifting. 3 & i e yet!
but drlftmgaﬂmagysp;g;’f:)f gtrans'1t101%l-_'t‘1‘1t tl‘;ve]fa‘\:;tgeg; geﬁnitely
That g : my Iar ction
till I know my d to destructic
()nwardl Iegg(:r ‘aucient philosophy and d];);miin at length its
Qe y;acs":ug reverence for modern sclence,
by an inc

has triumphed. :
way and doubt ill, back in my
tattered remnar(llt: fa‘lj:crz aﬁl 1, a young n:iasno?tlgime’ 2 convict
ML e féme inscribed in the recor dedicated to a God
native landgéﬂgver singing hymns of praise
and an un 2

d to know.
; havIe f(;i?sihe air of sanctity - :
the thrill of earnestness ringing il it M
but T scorn not. Maybe, it brings S
lives—so let. them be:c Ml il Whl‘?hm‘-}““:’i‘:“ds me al
hi .'Ilhemtlsmar;lri;gqluish my faith as the sto R
that it cos . e
grew thicker &clwerhgad(;f o . Remies thfo ;;}&Eer,
e pel e i her.
an:'essivepthan aught I c,tmld,'!'he in soliloguy upon
I'I‘IOl‘c“tI:xpm not ashamed to qonfe‘s‘:ﬁat, thhwmethls I negation
: a iation of Christianity, il ofvl“ot W“"lﬂ;s od
of God, the universe has lost for me i SO0 wiile it is
:lftlgzdh tlf]reom henceforth the %ﬁﬁﬁeﬂ force ﬁ-:xm the terribly
day’ v;gill doubtless but gain anurds ot the ight m?t when
i:ttnsiﬁed meanil!:E o::?:;::;l times T tln;:, ;:uuthmkwed Mm&ges
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. 1 hear

he place; 1
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e l?hee voices of my cO proken
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CHAPEL IRON BARRED
PART II
“The old church service swells and swells wh
Christs look down—
It is easy to see who is weary
thorny crown,
There are quick made signs
march us hellward then,

It is hard to believe that WE knelt as b
ever, Amen’,”

ere the tinted
and faint and weareth the

that are not to God, and they

oys to ‘for ever and

—Henry Lawson.

A lady friend told me of the old

bench below the window of her
songs of praise to a God_

He was an exceptionally hard working old man, she told
me, toiling away early ang late, and piecing together his articles
of trade with marvellous dexterity for ope 50 old.

Then he disappeare,

g d. He had issi i
of his saw and the lilt of his aged a:rebglgflfﬁ e e AL

y lady friend enguired.

Yes, he had gone, the told her— jai

There he had already spent }i’utennit]t:.l:;t yl;?l‘ljs e
It seemed strange, my lady friend h 1 hink,

that he, being a jail bird, should sing hymfls t;ieﬂzd 1:)(1)1 i

It was not strange, For years his i e

;_(; h)I;mélsl. The}:i had become

€ Nad learned the busineg ing in iai

learned the busines_.s of carpentering_i’gg:,n gasmhjaLL gl hag

the business of getting back into jail, € U0, T
Songs of praise hirr i

the timcg:;rver.p 3 mechamcally through the brain of
There is a hymn called “Fq

let it be”. It is the song,

afternoon previous to a

man who worked at the
office, and, as he worked, sung

TEVEr with
they saY: tha_t iS

the Lord, Amen, so
Mon ay mo

Sung on the Sung
™INg nine o'cloek hanu;,:gy_
04 .

iation it is a favorite of the
f its gruesome agsociation it 1S a
0O
Because

: 2 i moving tent
oo - ightly pitch my 4
Yfkt dlgg%‘s t);Jarch nearer home,

ind” icture the
in their mind’s eye pic
their task, and n e " e
irn, OverOf g cond_emngon and they shudder
o, 4 an o = shooungh i(!:}u:es drawing slowly
s £ car:;g. head pitched sideways, the
n
b Pongfit(t):e horrible end. e SRS
P anomaly that in jail the Cul al:;e
i Lok a::m;l the chaplain an unpop the- e R
g ic, the singing—even to b
usic, \ :
i "Tht%er;l that make chu:ch_ w.orth W] e e i
e t+ devout of criminals—an suﬂinmciment Ngrarizdoss
The e on e devoutness B
e %rlioof o A cr1r£;1c111 and devoid of relevant
b :iql‘;a: {it.?le appeal in the sermons, €O
find bu

f
i ip the temper O
o 4 by men who totally fail ri:gng?gnnon g
3 Ee%éffiongfegaﬁon, the average ply S 2
their fe tudied lack of frankness 1:bamfnlm_t S pm?cherf :
with '%h?s ill-concealed effort on 1:11: mgl pe sugget;ﬂve O_bly
i intest illusion to our i
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atent ting in the shedding of e e
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like trait in the parsonical character by saying, “Well, jf H
ain’t conscientious, who in the world could You expect to peg»

A man who is in jail cannot forget for one waking momep;
that he is there, and one does not delude him by speaking to
him as though he were not. The mind of the Prisoner becomeg
strangely responsive to direct allusion to his fate, He appreciates
its mention. Despite the possible atrociousness of his crime it s
easy to reach his heart, and it does good to touch the more tender
chords of his being,

And there it is the clergy fail.

One occasion I do recall upon which the speaker left his
pedestal of artificiality, and, becoming human, spoke as one
aware of what we were.

It was Christmas day in Goulbumm Jail—
hungry day, “hungry” because it was a holiday, and so, being
unemployed “on productive labor”, our rations had been officially
and viciously reduced by order of the Department. Even jail
birds object to being deprived of food on Christmas Day, and
as we filed into church an angry, defiant lack of reverence was
evident in all.

Next to me was a young Scotch marine, convicted because
of mutiny aboard ship. T had sat beside him before at service,
and in a vague, hungry way had envied him his solemn joy;
but to-day Christmas hunger had filled him with righteous revolt.

The hymn was intoned from th Sl phbt
to Thee,” and in e pulpit, “Nearer My

. his rich Glasgow brogue the mutineer muttered
fiercely, “Uf thus hungry hole is in any wa’ nearer to Gawd, ba
Chr-r-r-ist Ah Want ter keep as fur awa’ fra’ Heem as Ah can.”
: As the service continued his Tecriminations, blasphemously
relevant, became more and more frequent. When was being sung

] the joy bells rin ing i il

g}iugl‘tlitb]the hsugg_estmn that f rsoﬁleﬁgil:llg y: l:rﬁg;) ur}‘;ore
gestible than joy bells in our g i o

bt ot omachs would, under the circum:
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forgotten—branded as criminalg » s
I heard a sob, and, half ty;

tears creeping down the jail-bl
farer.

I do not remember the gist of

memory of their simple directness isthe nords that followed, but

expressed rang true, mine yet. The sorrow they

a bad day—a

ing, saw t
ed

ench cheekswo big, unashamed

of the boyish sea-

9%

. in the convict organist

d himself. Again all thought

eaker reseated Il hunger forgotten, -

tmneght?) ;Ii)s organ, and, fam'sgéasby a few kindly words, his

to
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THE JAIL STRAW
PART I

u g t [ Y Y
J d
Yo et the jail dust in our ﬂ“oat, in your skin “I.B ead
u g
]
Yo et the a]l-WllllIe in your voice and in every IE“EI You

And in your e
yes comes the bri 1w
of the world’s distranght. right fail Highit—naf IREERS
¢

Not the hunted ]
ook, no o
of the Caught.:: r the guilty look, but the awful look

—Henry Lawson.

. s busker and
of purple pansi ying a long ladd and rouseabout
pans er wh it L
the wall of \ﬁl‘];{"%,}lp, where the sggesblis; rested o (e
insulating tape round tf the UﬂiCEI-mechP ashed fiercely against
d ‘C 176" was ?1 mthed connection he l?;léc wes WilUpE
eetauls of his crime_bLgt erer—the whole jail r;:::de. .
iei;aglrhshly tender, He hﬂ(:iverthe]ess “(‘j‘ 176"0?‘; (t]he horrible
s a mere boy, A i ad big, dark
cause of hig eyes_{'bithey had not hanged him: and, because
i The warm paze E% dark, and girlish] m; perhaps also be-
e asphalt paths of th C 176> folluwedyl;ender'
€ post warder along

upon the pair of e garden, a w
tones it seemed tabtl».g‘:’ltulegﬁppmg hzgh drifting back, fixed itself

3 h IR Wh 1
SDOD?”What do yer think a(':-d"lﬁ:?ttlﬁe addreizccll-"e spoke in low
Realising with ©r¢ war—think she'll end

another quarter peculiar sudd,
ol ennesg
plnged ;iv‘:e;diug-fmi‘“i;‘;’ﬂ Quer from Hie urgency of work in
1 anoth ed of et bord
atrow, painted weennesc e OF JEATR Nl DRoler oy,
“ he can't end too tat my side. | *POKE into the b
th 176”. In quality the soon for me,” was road
e softness of hi voice of “C 176> the soft ¢
s eyes. “How much 1hkﬂded m-:;lﬁ;\]?nce o
ly with
o8 YT gotter do?”

still to his hands

he spoke the stereotyped enquiry of the convict
to his fellow.

Over by the gate the post warder, 2 notoriously bad “‘screw”’,
was in his element. He had scented a breach of “Regulations”,
and the rasp of his abuse came to us across the maze of dahlia
beds.

The post warder was occupied—the coast was clear.
Relievedly I tossed the weed-fork into its companion bucket
and made my answer direct.

“Not long. Only a few weeks—just on eleven.”

“God!” said “C 176"

He had turned his gaze upon me, and his eyes, S0 pathetically
expressive, were filled with a hungry yearning as he ruminated
for a while ere continuing.

«T'd do that on bread an’ water, upside down in 2 hole in
the ground, if they'd let me loose at the end of it.”

Superfluously, reiterated his own query. =
“How much longer yer gotter do?” Jail diction and phrase-

ology are catching. :
“Me?” “C 176" chuckled mirthlessly- “Mine's a Kathleen

Mavourneen—maybe fer years an’ maybe fer ever. Done eleven

year orlready—eleven year. :
He glanced quickly about him. The post warder was still
Ebngaged with his victim. Frogloltgigl_l up came the faint click of
usy pliers among the labyrinth of wires. A

Esay! will y%r do usya favor when yer E out? The request
of “C 176” was not unexpected; the outgoing prisoner has ever
a hundred and one commissions entrus to him. -

Assured of my readiness, hurriedly he impressed upon
the exact location of the maternal abode. and

e T i i ek oue 8
“Just tell her she can

there: war d& OvBEs el HEE sure :foz’t&;wpagoﬂ. Tell
her T'll be gettin' a job nght,oﬂ', an hﬁ:’l'w B
orfice-scubbin’ no more. An’ tell o Sy g
trifle—"tell her I'm as happy as a by oo

orl the ‘kid stuff’ wot'll please mﬁngub

h Hed,;l:’ugm :53112 knew!it had stolen to the
the ladder rung, s

eyes. Not that he ':;:l mmﬂ by his tears, for "
even strong men. 24
the g in spite Of B . reassuringly “You're

war.

and went
“] eave i‘mmﬂ. M
ona wicmmﬂ;t"mm“‘w




“I hope you're right,” said “C 176" “Its "ard ter get
proper strong of it here, but judgin’ be wot the Parson saig Jag
week in his sermon, there won’t be a German left above groungd
ter carry it on before long.

By God! She comes as a God-senq
to us fellows. There’d a been no chance fer the likes o’

me if jt
‘adn’t o’ been fer her. Before she started T used ter wish
‘ad o’ dropped me through the hole in the floor an’ been dope
with me; but now

look how- i

The harangue of “C 176” had abruptly ceased. With re-
markable alacrity and an intense display of interest he had jerked
back his head to follow the operations of the electrician high up
on the ladder, whose base rested in the bed of purple pansies.

Dissembling humiliatingly, I grabbed the branded bucket
and bore it towards the rubbish dump, as though heavy laden,

hThe Post warder’s returning step had sounded on the asphalt
path.

a bloke ‘as got a chance ter get out. Why,
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i e in the
«Ay! clang the spoon on the iron floor, and shovi
y‘ .
e e bolt just
And h::de:'t’]h asl(mng the iron door, and clank the i
nd s
50
With B;ZI ignorant oath for a last
of a filthy thought.
By the Gipsy blood you h:ve ¢
that ever you caught.

good-night—or the voice

aught a man you'll be sorry—

—Henry Lawson.
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It was toward this superfluity of chain that the man at
the further end of the batch opposite directed his mumbled tirade.
The shackle equipment had been designed to accommodate,
or disaccommodate—for the opinion of authority and its victim
is apt to differ on certain points—a chain gang of ten. As saig
before, there were nine, all told, in the escort gang, and upon
him at the further end of the batch opposite had fallen the weight
of the unclaimed allotment of hideous, rusted links.

“He didn’t kick about the double set o’ darbies an’ the
leg-irons, but, by the holy smokes, this extra chain business was
comin’ it a bit too strong. He wouldn’t mind bettin’ a day's
bread wack that, if a bloke could only get a hearin’, it ‘ud be
found ag'in the Regulations ter pile on a double weight o’ chain.
He'd make a complaint, he would—run the risk of a charge
o ‘frivolous’. He'd done lots o’ basement, lots o’ bread an’
water, an’ it hadn'’t killed him—could do a lot more yet.”

The man at the further end paused to rattle his manacles
savagely ere raising the double locked hands to wipe his sweat-
streaked brow. Again he took up the thread:

., "It was all part of the ‘snout’ they had ag'in him. He'd been
set’ for the last three year—ever since he got the four years

coomyerlative fer dishin’ a screw, an’ made a break for it at
Bathurst. The

bey'd been doggin' him ever since. Look at the
welt over his eye, look at the dint in his jaw. But, by the holy
Christ, tth had.p’t had it orl their own way—not be a long
chalk. He'd left his mark on a couple of the pet ‘footballers’ when
they come at the kickin' game down in the Parramatta base-
ment—marks that they’d take with them right down to hell
Bloody bastards! that's what they were, Bloody bastards!”
. At first we had sympathised, The man mext him, who had
maliciously wounded, with intent to kill.” had taken the blue
kerchief from off his own neck, and, as well as his own manacled
hands would allow, had wrapped it with womanly concern about
the wrist most galled, Even the sullen-faced youth, whose crime
had been a sexual act of hideous perversion, even he had raised
his ]lgt—:ﬂ?]:n 631:3_3 to ga‘za sorrowfully upon the excessive fetters.
ut the whining plaint of th
become wearisome, ang lexpressior?s Ir?fagy::p;lgg fl]:];t‘l;eé_ ?d h:d
His was now the only voice that helped the why L e s
the hush that grew heavier ang more pall-like as the h
dragged. We, too, were feeling the gouging bond hsf St
were oppressed with a sense of injustice. ang c;n? =l P by
hearts, amid the thronging fears and hopes and yeq jured in our
of gng,vanges whlé:l:,freé‘nalged unvoiced. ¥ ings; &liost
ut the min e double-shack],
refused to treat with sorrow in the abst‘::ctrf“;? 35.:"&%“,2
al
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at college, in a letter received just prior to—to—to—_ »
held up his braceleted hands, jangled his fetters signiﬁcamly, and
continued—"“just prior to this most unfortunate business, tolg
me that the Germans couldn’t possibly hold out another twelve
months from then. That was well over six months 4g0—six months,
three weeks, and four dyas, to be exact; so the end couldn’t pe
so very far off now, for Colonel So-and-so was no bally fool,
but a man right in the know.”

The chain gang was decidedly impressed. This was reliable
information—professional opinion; not often to be had was the
likes of this, The sexual pervert told the floor that a colonel of
the army ought to know, if anyone did. The thick.set hold-up
man hadn’t seen a kite for close on three years, and didn’t know
nothing about what had happened of late; still, he was quite
willing to take a colonel’s opinion on this here war. The race-
course urger figured that any guy'd be safe in laying the odds
on a straight tip of this sort, direct from the stable as it were.

d so opinions were given utterance. This was the dinkum
stuff—straight from one of the heads. The embezzler, ex-army
paymaster, had become the man of the moment in the tiny

tron-bound world, He was the intimate of a colonel, moreover,
a colonel who sai,

_ d the war must end soon. Why, any day a
cable might come through, saying it was all over, and with it a
free Rardon for all from the King. Why, any day-

Hello! What's this bunch in for?® The race of thought
Was brought to a muddled halt, From a wayside platform the
local representative of law and order, cloaked in the uniform
of a mounted trooper and importunate officiousness, had stepped
In to stare. Ignored by the armeq guard, he leant against the
lﬁazsh and eyed us closely. The man at the further end of the
At teoy s SIEN of chain reeniully

s inter i

peremptorily: “What are you ir?pfivl;?‘{‘i“d e

The man at the further end spg

a fool of a bush policeman wh
business,” he said,

ted savagely, “Fer killin'
0 wouldn’t mind his own bloody
e guard watch grinned, for it lo i o »
g:; trltia;a;o:(x)sf uilkm?\m_ to allhe worl un]es:e\ing::' ill:tl:lea‘ltll-fml:?;cc;lg,
> Prolessional jealougy”, .

withdrew; the train jerked Lcrosssst,he ;E;l:-liggmmﬁmd con.'s.taig;
up its swaying pace. Well pleased with e Pé}hll_'tlls, and hg,lchnd
give the cop”, the man at the further end of i bY Olllle 1
momentarily oblivious to the Regulation brbasls atch opposite,
goad of extra iron, chuckle contented] t:c hiand“

others of the chained escort gang relapseq Tndlk mself. And we
mingle with the melancholy of our thoughts the nto silence, to
of deliverance at hand. dreams of a day
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i Jail.
from Starvinghurst =y
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One Hundred and Three:

can do for the patient

for a i“ﬂ'med

—Henry Lawson-
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unable to totter out and fall in line a perfunctory cell diagnosis
will be made, but even then the recommendation of “transfer to
hospital” is extremely remote, Apart from the establishment of
an extra guard to watch both night and day, the occupancy of
the hospital damages the jail health record. In jail the sick man
is regarded with no compassionate eye; he is simply a wrecker
of averages.

In cases of sickness the ill to whom is denied the right of
entry to the prison hospital do not rate as ill in the prison log,
Thus it is generally through the barred roof cleft of a dingy
dungeon that death comes aseeking the suffering sinner with its
grim pardon. Seek for yourselves, ye readers, and ye will find
that it is mostly to the regular “All’s well” night cry of the guard-
watch that, unseen and unattended, the dying criminal convulsively
gasps his last; that it is mostly the grating open of the iron doors
which follows the clang of the “rise call”, which reveals the
huddled, distorted corpse—the sordid, silent tragedy of the night.

But to retumn to where our convict lies motionless bencath
Eh;l coarse sheets, abundantly stamped with the hieroglyphic of
jail.

One Hundred and Seven was his number—his name—and
heymld all doubt he was sick even unto death,

Cell consumption!” It had been the whisper of his felon
comrades, as, strelcher borne, he went forever from their midst.
‘Cell consumption!”

The hushed surmise had passed from one
to another. “Cell consum

ption. They'd give 'im eight years to
do, an’ half of it had just ab 4 tion! It
was that all Tighs ] out done ‘im. Cell consumption

" 345—that young Jew lookin’ chap, yer
i consumption! Yes, that’s what it was beyond a

And 5o they whis

D pered on thei
remembering the careles N

R kindly comment, anctli,
o g of his gait in the Fools’ Parade
E?fom 3;" i took bad”, remembering the crooning drone of
o rrgle i?i ;(jmg at the work bench, “Boor bugger,” they said.
£ ths = 51.? articular cot it happened that | had straightened
l'fim{l '13 erouch' of figar Scrubbing, and, chancing to glance at
gl.isn tmil; ;i'l i:vinneis,l;tilad nstinctively felt the pity of it, The pleasure
even with lﬁsedegth g;:ltcr:?; ﬁ“sm%jpfesence pleased him, and,
the straw-packed bolster tg 10c§’£“ the ﬁ’at‘:lf?'kly he turned upon
Srom the bottle locker far dowm can S0ard e
aroma of surreptitious cigarette, betokenin o reeping the faind
not to pass beyond probation, Catchi@ the recruit destined
Hundred and Seven sighed his relief E the fragrance, One
“Say,” he said, addressj M
whole lart fer me?” "8 me, “would yew like to do a
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With cloth and bucket I kneelingly edged away, when
sudden ring of deadly earnestness in his tone caused me o tump
again and face his burning gaze.

“Say, sweeper,” he had remarked, “how long yer gotter do?”
I told him, and he went on.

“Say, listen, Kiddo! Will yer sure do me some favor?”
He coughed raucously, and his speech became disjointed,
I took advantage of the break to again note the trickle of smoke

sneaking out above the door of the bottle locker. Our warder
was an “easy screw”.

“My name outside is Cass—Heber Cass. Call at the General
Post Office—there’ll be letters fer me—three of ’em—she writes
every six months—the ol’ mother——"

A jolting attack of coughing seemed to rack him in twain,
The floor-cloth slipped from my grasp, and as I clasped his
shaking shoulders he leaned over with weak, wagging head to
spit great phlegmy blobs into the bedside convenience,

The desire to give me his message gave him strength.

. “She don’t know I'm in here—they refused me permission
0 Wwrite,

except on jail paper, an’ it'd kill her stone dead. Jest
read what she says—then

you write back. She figures I got
a farm. Say the drought an’ bush fires has been ferrible, an’
that's why T ain't been back ter bring her out.”
Pausing to catch his choking breath he read the question
I had not forme,

hi “It's all right,” he rushed on. “Jest write it bad, an’ she’ll

ge‘nﬁo“ﬁj“’m me. pecause I'm a fierce hand at writing. It won't
&8 yer telling her, i the

“gerews” that o because I got it from one of

107 fought hard

I v hen he spoke again th frose gtelgkf‘:)ltl'
1s mouth was discoloured in the twisted Es:gers.e i

o v i S S iy
Ite suﬁ%psz?gen’t?: g‘b}"d o it. That’s a cinch fer us Yanks.
1;;.:1; (\:Eashili ﬁl:{lrlnd hacr;ss l‘l?xt;, niohc{:, E;(:l?n\'.vige s}t,?fﬂe‘cilrag:lggll;
mnisture it deft, . Y S the: telitale strecky coin i thE
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TRAW
THE JAIL S CONCLUSION

7 and the
What are you doing, One Hundred and Three
(R al ¢
answer is ‘Three years hard, A eutlons S
d a month to go,—and the whispe
. L
i moonlight out in ihe- yard. e
The drums, they are beating far an
light and free,
And the angels are wh!spe" "
Hundred and Three:

the footsteps

ying over his ped: ‘Keep stePs i

by one the spoon “ths and s :
all ?:ichytold the dragging :‘0 he time Of MY h%:‘ e .
AT, At last it had c che re o gates clas behin
fimlsl;ssdwdr‘xw ;:g'an autumn mommfs 4
a e
n:‘e, and freedom once again

C 2 alas! Wi
Respite from “!bzlgio?;nd. Exmplesmiade in me an €asy

behind
isloyalty was sweepifL y . < as they are
?am‘may t B;annous parliament osu{*: of % And w’b:aeelﬂﬂ
] ydmymctcﬂessem for TeT s, the steel
the walls of jail had boT 2100, ew wee joy of
Eu?lfchosen scapegﬂatz- upon My m:me the clamorous -
ain snapped 19 Lhtlai when 1 lay
(Jnc:e__;{El { wiis again in ] day
us




: d with machine-
d his throat, an med to shrivel up
lessly he clearen B rds that see
towering walls of jail had been creeping t}le muttered rumoyrg E;r; poured forth the S S the Gov-
of wondrous possibilities in the world outside. ‘ uﬂcovery SOl rer for Justice has mﬁ ing romi g
Risen to my feet, I circled swiftly tI}f: stone floor with bare, our «The Minis ?d ed to make me__fo Otowmm.mm 5
pattering feet, and knew that, each in his narrow cell, my com- . ernment hps deci o the signing E:t i six
rades were dumbly doing likewise. We are never normal, we sentences ‘1‘1;7 ;?;?i‘; days on sentences ceedie ;
i es of jail ; AR
mmatsﬁnfedhere on the upper tier a man Legan to beat wildly 1 months. ths on sentences over six m
the iron door with his tin-dish, and the muffled cry of “Peace, “QOne mon

Peace, the war is over”, came echoing down. It was Forty-three

1 1 ths on sentent ; i

in Number nineteen—Forty-three, the neurotic, who spoke to no “Two _mon S %, o
man, and had five more years to go. 3 not exceeding t\:";:h zeon sentences gve_é two ye the

Something seemed to tell that the simmer of irrepressible “Three mﬁ ok followed Was .thﬂm stare the
excittment was to break forth into a foam of hot, scalding, The sickening hus! ith lifeless s{:ﬁﬁ and and back we
ebullient demoralisation. Shrilly above the increasing medley of ustomary commands. W trudged heavily away, SHE SR
gabbled muttering could be caught the boyish treble of the sixteen ! fnud.clodded farm gangil and moil of the _task room.
years old “dwelling dancer” in Number twenty-three. : others dragged to the tﬂk was taken up w_hnmof 5

Through the range a thunderous voice came ringing, mingled The thread of wm;t' N click
with the ;avage rattle or iron. The man awaiting trial on the pectant, had dropp_ed it;
murder char,

ge had taken up the cry, and, unrestricted, his
maniacal calls swelled out thr

Peace had come,
observation cage that held him,

sion of days. resentment
Then was hell let loose. The tension snapped, and each Gnoee

fierce of
mnd illed with @ fieree FeS g of
clambered and yelled and groped unseeingly in the inky night < i f
blackness that bound him,

a personalhd‘lisag!l;gﬁed ; By
a : chak :
It had come! It had come!—Peace! Peace! The straw that g;ték:i'm}, welcoming hanc-st ¢
fo:: four long years had been held out! The straw that was to open __what had it brought?
jzil gates and let men go back to life again. The straw that was A harsh raf
10 mean pardon to all! Peace! Peace! The straw we had clutched
so long—the jail straw, i

Across the asphalt courtyards rang the hurried tread of
extra guard, followed by quick volleys of mandatory curses; and,
:?ga?:éeof c;. @I?rlge;mﬂness momentarily displayed, filled with the

elplessness, in i i
15 The i T sneaking silence back we slunk

Without the walls the roadways still resounded to the tramp
and shout of the me -makers; but, within? where (;ilence has
re-esta_bhsdhel,)d 1;::setl£ t&e the utmost intensity ang reigned supreme,
we drifted bac ams, both g i F Pe
and the joy it meant to us. lecping and wahng. Fan

i *

hollow and dead. “h it, in place ©
ough the bars of the grill door grown 1o and with :

. ths. g : and
not exceeding twelve mon ces over one Yyear




of a scholar. Perhaps his Mother had told him—she used to tell
them all sorts o things when they were kids. He couldn’t quite
T ynderstand how he had come 0O remember it, anyway. He never
HOU SHALT NOT KILL seemed 10 remember nothing much for long, Even now he could
hardly remember just what he was thinking of—sleep—gallows—
PART I preakfast—:

Despairingly, he pressed his hand

jerkily to his feet.
The relieving guard stirred uneasily at his

to his forehead and rose

the f 0 f;
With e frame of a man, and the face of
a bﬂy, and a

manner Stra_]]gely wild
And the great wide, woml;;i" : shifted further away from the barred dividing fence. |
_ suffering child; g, innocent eyes of a silent The man within the cage Jounged hopelessly against the
With his hideous dre 9 | corner wall, and twitched nervously the canvas strips that bunched _
Efernity— ss and his heavy boots, he d | the waist line of his coarse pantaloons in place of brace or belt. ‘
And the Ward ! rags to What fools they were tO take a man’s braces from him. é
Hund arder says, in a softened tone: ¢ Why should he hang himself when they Wwere paid t0 do the job?
ndred and Three’,” e: ‘Keep step, One Why the bloody hell should he try to hang himself, when by
leiting them do it a man would live longer and have it dope
—Hen pIOpEr. Why—they had things specially made to hang a m
ry Lawson. with—just outside there—through the bars: Hadn't he sat thers
The iail si and seen ol’ Whiskers, the second-class “screw *, touch er Utff
midnight ;]. lh silence hung thick and time after time this last couple o days with a bag & sand ‘l"
“B Hall” ch*ustmg made glitter again ltl'ea"y where the blaze of same weight as him, That was the gallers just out them——ORS)sf
al “Twelve -0‘clock . the padlocked bolts of the a matter og f:)l;n- 1yards away—-theré: w;ttll:la g-l‘elolznlf ili-nla‘:k beg‘t; acro
call h —AlL-L-D » on top and the little square wooden _ :
i :lddtold the change of I's welll” The mournful it. A It)hiﬂg like that hac(li cost money 10 puild. He knew something
the i nd then, felt-sli watch. There c ul drawn-out b i "d be a fool @ hang hims® .
be iron stairway Athered, the extra gua damc the jar of heavy about carpentering. man'd be 8 108 i for five minutes an'
wr‘;).ther officer drew tothe éurther end of rth sneaked stealthily up '10? ?,‘3; ef_enlclf thfﬁ; ?rd gbll:e rf;an’d have tet break his braces
ispers, transfe pathumatots e UPPECHDELHEEE let him. Look at e T \imb the bars, make
iuléher rcspons.ihr;rf;t‘i the orders r{,fattl‘l’:“".n: in short, disjointed in two pieces, fix them rouélftn h]tshel:ne%}l cbe hard because they
ad come. Y, sneaked awa night, and, relieved of them fast, an’ then let go. BV Do & Proper slip-knot, and most
The faint click Y as silently as the other wouldn't be enough stack oI P d grab pack at the
gates below, andcf of steel travel] like, a man before he choked PP was torture waitin’, and
curiously at the cr Of a2 moment th;d up from the reclosi bars and would hang on like ﬁn" ut, after all, it was best,
him, ouching ocey newcomer stood Bk waitin’, and cOuRtl: d count to do away with himself
Bl “Why don’t you sl pant of the barred cl;gepgg%ng even it G i ttered. From
ul of the | sleep?” ; L before . - - is soli sha
shonge ;loa':ln‘lin D‘fm trl::i;wn vui::ef‘ald cautiously, as though fear 1-]£;e :toppeﬂ, { m';mb’:;ﬁ m&g’“& wail cang;
ed full his bovi grey raised . one of the mll'ﬂbemd i} uffled i 2 pause OL
made n vish face with - slowly hj ringing t i y: e ” agonised cry of
made no teply. Why Gdnt e siecy ol oo s ringing <0, o omentasy L i S who was il awat
peaceful sle man passing e qoTEWhe: pless eyes. He old Number SEYLT 3 awaited it for seventeen Years:
. ep, of e sing the n e and . = are” ashﬁhn udm
stepping on to the i‘ﬁng his momn'gm before hi sometime the “Kings pleasiit iy silence, the guard, t0% had_sh
sort of way he gallows with fe, g ration wi 1S h&}]gmg in As it broke mwﬂhﬂwpﬁﬁm of the familiar wail, his face
couldn’t exactly SWﬂndEIEd who ha:‘l'leSS “ﬂconceﬁ‘ relish, and gzggﬂpﬁbl?n but relief 1t had become part of the night itself,
ay as he had read ;{"‘g him a)) ;blc’,’ bt o : &:’ ; %nﬂio{ Nnmbﬂml‘em-ﬂw as he M%Yhm
» becaug ut it. He » eerie: oyl ants of his li ,ltf:meintm‘ﬂf
e he was no kind Ww% mom i

112




and rushed the heart-beats of the newcomers, but others, grown
to know it, when perchance disturbed from out their broken
slumber, found in it an almost homely ring.

He had grown to know it—all through the weary months
he lay awaiting trial, he, the man in the “condemned”, and now
it was not fear, but anger, that blanched white his twitching lips.

Old Number Sixty-five—he knew him already. Why, that
very afternoon, as he had trudged away the last hour of exercise
he would ever know he turned his wistful gaze from the blue
patch of sky overhead to watch old Sixty-five pottering about
on a rough-up painting job. And in a few hours’ time, down
below there, after they had dropped him through the floor and
had pushed him up by the stiff, twisted legs to free the knot and
slip it off his jerked, waggling neck, and had dragged him away
like a crooked log with his swollen tongue and staring eyes——
had dragged him away in a basket to the morgue where they
kept the quick-lime barrel, old Sixty-five would again be let out
to potter around in the sunlight on the same old rough-up paint-
ing job. . . .

: A blind, impotent rage had seized hold upon the weak
mind of the “condemned”, and with quick jolting gait he lurched
heavily up and down the narrow limit of his cage.

It wasn't right—it couldn’t be. Old Sixty-five had killed—
had murdered, and yet they let him potter harmlessly about year
in and year out on rough-up painting jobs. He, too, had killed—
had murdered, the same as old Sixty-five, and yet here they was
just waiting for the time to shoot him feet first through the hole
in the floor. They said he had killed, but they couldn’t say he
had done worse than old Sixty-five, And, after all, he had only
(ti]?ne what they had told him fo do, had taught him to do across

1:“3 O“Ht}}e other side—Gallipoli—Pozieres and the rest of them
B ‘33 tne(;ioh;‘:entpa];d fo do it then—when he was in the khaki
) S v > 1

seen before till he f()\l?l% tlsev:sti:li to% and il men- heulDE
of their trenches. He’d heen paid ¢ a;:i“ huddled in the blind ends
‘em, to bayonet 'em. Why, manyE: b ?'n’ to stab ‘em, to shoot
their speckly white brains with the |, :{ﬂe he bludgeoned out
stickiness off on the leg of his shorts B u(; end, and wiped the
his gun clean over there, no matter i od, a man had to keep
You could have blood on your clolhE;N:hbad his clobber got.
have gone ‘t)h? ym;;t gun, by God! ere, but you mustn’t
ver there he'd earn i :

alright, and they hadn’t esra]::;c‘l” at%es. done his share of killing
didn’t know just what he had done, He did]llllm——hnck here he
didn’t want to think. All his Tife he nevey won &, Want to know—
because he never cou!l’d. Only yesterday. mh‘fsthmk much—
tottering up to grip the bars and turn h mother came
p ™ her blurreq eyes in upon
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draw her away,
i ad took her by the shqulders to i
him, and éhiymkz):lcl‘ifg to them about his poor head ne:.irer }l:azlc?g
i c?od——and now he was to be hanged hkg a 'c:mwithmgii
been ﬂqt %ight. Even if he had killed—he had il‘)]lledeqmces——they’d
It wafiﬁ it. but here they was killing ‘him ﬂ kiﬁrding e
lmO:I k%}]in:g him for weeks now:——kﬂhng ::11::1E i T ik
b?ad' him that he would get off just so as b e
1;:1% ;rllgt die otherwise. Only lsxst Su;:tnizg Ehl:dy ki?i KoLy
t him behind a curtd d e
o chapel(;)r:id Esf-lom whom all blessings flow. l}’;s,-g:; s
Prfésrf was in it—parson, warders, judglt:s,dpomlB el
B i d up in it—all hangmen—every bloo g ol
i m?hec pz?cing of the condemned had Sé:;aﬁc, L g
he hunched against the wall and pres
: L
burm;\_lg, glng?xgtﬁ&:;tﬂt:gsfe hanged. There hi‘rvnasfoglehgf? gfgfm:?:_
¥ “plack cell”
sn’'t hanged. They could “black ¢
3§;E)k>1|r$ him alive downb ;Iletli; ;ndone gy
»_he wouldn’t care W 8
1seatmhim live on-—just 1etdh1mrl£r;:iassh§;‘gem ot I one for them.
i i WO
sleep just a little, too, an e
What a fool he’d been ! i .
just to iseeg him quietidtﬁg]mﬂglﬁgnt‘tigz i ﬁeit]n:v ;e}%l;:
i —_had even told il e tha
1;1%[1?::3 the agallers just outsi th: g} 2 oy him on top of al
" » "Jt wasn't TH i e howled out in tt
a matter of form . 1l TRl Sixty i e
: : told him (he” Itwasahp——adamn .
them lies. They T80 4 he was dead—H S5 ixey-five was gla
night because h‘;. vnshtD e 4l fecl. O 23
It ood to live— T 3
to ‘E:Sa%iVHld Suty-ﬁw—é‘“’::d denly totﬂkﬁ pomun s
A violent ague ls,ceﬂl_e e break:
youthful "cﬁnger:tned el
ing point, ha % foor, ant
the cement (0. ited sleeve,
?ﬁ: ph:]{f‘;; of his_confwg!% il = ek
vent to the turmoil 0 T hest the inma Wﬂ‘“‘. e
: Then, even tgldmshwuﬁw. whose o he final hours_of
oppressedSiia ke slumber—counting, P4 eyl each speeding
ed to child-like and Tiving .

meﬁhmaiw?.@lmﬁwmwmﬁ_a., :
before

min i day they hang a ™
inute, faintly = . the d ¢

uring the MEM Sha.e spirit E,omd
dl::m'c!‘.b:emvurei!f"'m"g e 91!
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THOU SHALT NOT KILL
PART II

“Agape like a stran; .
gled bird i
he could see? in the sun, and I wonder what

The Fleet come in
, and the Fle
Hundred and Three!) eet go out? (Hold up, One

The glorious sea
c , and the bay .
mountains blue— ays and Bush, and the distant

(Kecp Stcp’ Kee
: p step, On
finesiiine Yelfing t:1 5 e Hundred and Three, for my

—Henry Lawson.

A creeping c:
day. The * g calm seems to h
get up” » hover over the jai £ L
%la’_lg than custgm::n §l9u“‘35 its iron music \i’ig]i“l i o
eside unopened doy- he _hominy tins are rattl a more gh_ast]y
face of the felon usors of Jron with a_holl attled in readiness
cat hiHa""' you se;eag?r is strangely ten;wa:cliatéier’ A
ches from the im this morning?” ; rawn,
Spy- rning?” 5
?tfl Orcaflalile muucll‘)sytl;,mcs 4 e unbu%de hthe B o
ey z}%{ e affirmative, and ﬁ':)\i’llss hpllfcg( _chup}’(s
uict like « e taking it?”
b o bastau-}}]?’ut White as bloody snow and
At cight o'c] and shaking like a
without excepti ock the do,
ption, pri OIS are bol
3 Prisoners: m ted, for Regulations say,

one hour before t;

i till £ ust ke

dispatched. orty-five minutes L}nd‘ff lock and key for
So we cr after the victim has been

ou
of the ce\‘l—cou;l:’ Or creep,

pulsatin 4 SRV e s o ¢
R o doctingy draggitl: i e
g6 which o ed com g by, feel the red
of theF upper tier, PENS On to the deart{;,de Wwaiting alone fu rfhe’
. rrom som trap st

‘“]’_lh“’h. o dﬂilycwd};ealéie dmi: PR the further end
the single halt-hour stroke, 1 therg Of stock-yards in

eternity passes by, e comes thundering

and then tpe
© sickly silence ;
116 e 15 broken

py the polt rattle of the barred main door. It is “fifteen minutes

0 g Hall, all correct sir!” The voice of the officer in

charge is hushed and hoarse. .

We hear the felt-shod feet go trooping by, and can almost
count their owWners as they pat upon the iron stairs—the governor,
the sheriff, the deputy, the chief, the watch—then the untraine
trudge of hangman, and his assistant, and doctor, and the
faltering step of the chaplain of the jail, who dare not tell his
conscience what he is about.

The foot-thuds cease, for they have halted where the extra
guard, drawn stiffly to attention, makes his salute. “Condemned
cell, all correct, sirl” P

In the darkest corner of the cell a pair of eyes are glittering,
but their light is wild and stupid. So at last It has come—the
time of his hanging. In 2 dull, helpless Way he wonders if he
will go mad and fight or—well—just see 1t out. .

Already the assistant is weil at work with hands a trifle
unsteadied by the brandy he has drunk. The long, greased Iﬂtrf:
with its calculated amount of “drop” is coiled I place, and the
bolt socket is fitted with its connecting lever- R

By the cage door the hangman, beetle browed anua -
faced, stands fingering with unconcerm the pinion Straps
“night cap” of canvas. ;

; Thepgovemor glances atdhis twau:h, and ceases to discuss
roposed promotions with his deputy-
o “CargY on!” The comman“gsijégugpf;?‘zs °lt§:‘- :
The sheriff takes his cue. ! ek
and shooting bolts rattie out the word that the dreadful

that has staged so T

the sheriff, the hangmart, and t]:a tﬁ:a:’d-a“

wingie e i rush.”” The muttered hint
“gtand close! He might ms.l;: 9;1 iy

merits heed, for has the hangm g

beterg the rustle of red-sealed Jocuments, an ofdcu,




e ——

it away, but somehow his arms refuse to function. With the
realisation that they have been deftly pinioned to his side, there
comes a faltering determination to show these men the way to
die. After all, they're paid to kill him, just as he was paid to kill
others when he went “over the top”. From the cord around his
neck there falls away behind, the canvas cap, inverted and
grotesque. Around his legs the binding straps are straining tight
about the knees, but hobble slack above his prison slippers.

. . . . and
Thus equipped he stands at the mercy of his executioners the aisles
a lonely, pathetic, drab-clothed being, torn by the icting echoed the'i:!aﬂ_l ;
emotions of fear, defiance, and uncertainty, heedless of the the rendering,
carcass

chaplain’s tremulously intoned words of consolation.

Again the governor eyes his watch, “Five minutes to nine.”

The doorway is cleared, and, escorted on either side by R
members of the guard, with short-hobbled hesitating steps the T
“condemned” shuffles out, and towards the boarded square
above which sways to and fro the drooping, well-greased halter.

It is now he struggles fiercely with the haunting spectre of
the ghoulish death before him. He doesn’t want to die. He’s too Jprosy’
young—only twenty-three. Why did he let them lash him up? "
He might have made a fight for it—might have dished the lot an’
got away. They had let old Sixty-five live, and here they was
going to jolt the floor from under him, and send him, all tied
up, falling, falling, falling—till—o-0-0-h!

The idea was hideous. He swayed violently backward; the
guard clutched hold more savagely, and the mumble of the
chaplain following on behind faded into a gibbering whine.

With an effort the “condemned” collected his stunned senses,
- Swiftly the thongs about his




HIS HONOR AND HIS VICTIM

PART I

Ffzggmg, still_ allowed by Statute, is bei
and more ; anistiagld 1
i Srewrred 10 as a form of punishment in the
various §

tates of the Australian Commonwealth

“Py h —News Item.

e seen the remand-yard

oilie yandes yard men go out, by the subway out
And I

ve seen them come in wi :
sentence of Three Years Ha;‘:lh a foolish grin and a

They send a hal.
-starved man
of men they carve— to the court, where the hearts

Then feed him up in the hos

starve.” pital to give him the strength to

—Henry Lawson.

His Honor the Jud

well before him Judge, dissimulatin : 2
forcing apart his t;rig:}de the undignifie dg))’al;‘:lllsedhghe crime shect
His Honor had h)("—set lips. which persisted in

was half angry to 'lh]']:lll;)ed for an earl

h that fhir Corly rising of the
5 (%ia%%edd ;:e tediously. At this, the final case upo:mtl}l;;, ];}131:1
n i 3

feature of its doings lay . e i, 1 fact, th
the Onacter Sepuunes, 2 12 the fact that they brossps oo o
fuﬂCtT]'tille jury had I’emed“glered in the lc;.ugy gfi%"ght to a close
orily necessa confer, » Midsummer recess.
youthful ine,;peﬁef}’cggycthe amoun; Procceding rendered per-
Of course, the verd >l Bracious ence called by the
rdict woulg Bl Y supplied the accused.

at the outset, the
8 ' I ¢ i
his law-bound someﬁlglthlhof deliberation g‘l‘;!‘}’ , and ten mintes
type of jury before l'nm_ia Points. He halc;' Honor would stake
seen them file in one by oo, t 10 a m Erown to know the
mﬂﬁbar _oofr boy he seemed fo one an Wmﬂi:nil,;r?{day’ i Te Hid
5 of the dock 1o heay raroni® Munched Tirlaggnecd by the
oS e chnfgi's““s‘!’ againt the
agaj s g

120 gainst him, His

Honor knew just what the verdict of these jurymen would be.

They represented conservative age, and at their hands fiery youth

would receive but short shrift. !
Yes, to His Honor, the evidence, both for and against, had f

peen superfluous, and its repetition had almost ruffled the !

customary complacency of his legal mind.
In summing up, His Honor had advised the jury to convict;

why, he hardly could have explained.
Perhaps the boredom had created an element of prejudice
against the individual whose alleged offence had produced such

a harvest of useless, argumentative verbiage. y
Perhaps His Honor, knowing as he did, his jury, assumed

the line of least resistance.
As before spoken, was His Honor not quite aware of the ;
fact that his summing up would in no way influence a decision |
palpably pre-determined from the outset of proceedmgs? :
His Honor knew full well the opiniativeness of his jury
and also knew full well that to have stressed the possibility of
innocence would in a measure have made it incumbent upon
stodgy, well-fed gentlemen concerned to dally befittingly ere
pronouncing the result of their ponderous co::ld]:arlalu:négﬁﬁvel}'
Anyway, even though in summing Uup su
accelera?ed jtlhe ‘eturning of the verdict, the sweltering heat of
the court room afforded sufficient moral sanction for having SO i
done. 3 e
_Personally, His Honor c::zdg‘l;itlttlyﬂ o:'h:gff,rhﬂf edﬂﬁcc‘;ﬂ .J
arraigned before him was Pro o mibe His Honor s i

3

e —

element of the underworld was prone to |
“a biassed odd sod™ bgt :ea!ilyamc;h;i bu.sme:,:ssegf i
flort to decid | ;
ggrtlte%ltg:tgrnfm to death. It w:s the .dntye:tf the jury to deliver
e hia ‘::,a'sn}nzs;lel:tt :v:sprequisiﬁoned to preserve the ;

i R Bench

Seniy o o almos, wishel, 5, oo
interval to the cooling beverage™ had tired him to
sanctum. case the - ts had

of irritation. Throt out, his GO0 estion of the
of another :vorld. ug";,-’, pala%al hMme g
adorning tered to better catch

whose angle must b‘:l " tiful daughter




afternoons in recess, forgetful of the criminal world that afforded
him existence, he sipped his wine and smoked his fat cigars,

It was really wrong of Eloise to show such scant considera-
tion. Still, if it pleased her, after all. . . .

His Honor started. To his right a door had opened, and iy
solemn, straggling fashion, the jurymen returned.

Instinctively, His Honor’s face assumed its expression of
professional melacholia, before which men had learned to quail,

With shuffling importance, the foreman scrambled to his
feet:

“Your Honor,” he snuffled raucously, "My fellow jurymen
and me have took full consideration of all the facts, and find
the prisoner guilty.”

His Honor the Judge wiped the moisture from the brow-line
of his horse-hair wig, and gathered up his judicial robes preparatory
to leaving. Apart from passing sentence, the work of his day
was done, and before him lay the long laziness of recess.

Hastily, he wrote upon the record register, while, with an
interest not before displayed, the prisoner gripped hold of the
bars, and waited in tense expectancy.

3 kHis Honor turned his bland gaze upon the occupant of the
ock.
“Five years hard labour.”

. His Honor caught the flashed defiance in the eyes that met
his own. Again he took up his gold-clasped pen. At times the
educated element of the underworld was right in its assumption.
His Honor, though most emphatically beyond bias, nevertheless,
upon, occasions, could be vindictive, and now his calm, un-
emotional voice broke the hush of the court once more,

. Also a flogging of twenty lashes,” he added, and, descend-
ing from the judgment seat, passed majestically from view.

* * A
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HIS HONOR AND HIS VICTIM
PART I
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wished more than all that he had refrained from looking when
“Skinny the Rat” had jerked up his numbered shirt to show
the scarred wales, almost obliterating the Crucifixion scene
tatooed across his mottled back.

“] weren't no use to ’ave a regiment o’ Virgin Marys painted
on yer when ‘Slugger’ Rose was flogger,” had muttered “Skinny
the Rat”, between the spasmodic swabs described by him as
S i

p“‘n’ar see that there picter? She corst me “ari a jim ter git
put on be a sailor cove after me first release, an’ then I thort
T was safe fer life so fur as floggin’s went. In them days I was a
wild young coot,” had continued ‘Skinny the Rat’, “an’ ’adn’t
done three months o’ me second laggin’ afore they ’as me
triangled up agin. ‘You an’ yer bloody crosses,” says ‘Slugger’
Rose, as e lays it on. ‘T'll cut the livin® Christ out o’ yer flamin’
soul, let alone a tattooed Jesus out o’ yer dirty ’ide.” An’, by Gawd,
’e jest about done it, too.”

“Skinny the Rat” had paused to see if the coast was still
glez;lr, and signified his satisfaction by spitting into the nearest
ath.

“There wuz wunst a time, boy, when a fit o’ spewin’ used
to scare ’em into cuttin’ short the count, and so we got chewin’
chunks o’ soap ter turn our guts up. Then some pimp puts the
pot on, and they starts awashin’ out yer mouth be noo reg’lations
—but now they don’t do nothing cept see that yer pulse keeps
movin’. Why, a pore dorg could go black in the face and spew
his soulcase up—what the blinded ’ell would one o’ them sods
care, so long as ’e could keep on drawin’ ’is . . .”

With a half-stifled sob, Number Three Hundred and Seventy-
five sprang to his feet, and fiercely paced the narrow limits in a vain
effort Stt? ob}ut%tate the horror of its memory.

harply he came to a halt. A cold sweat broke out upon him,
and his nostrils dilated like those of a startled beast. Outl;ide, the

?;gg }c(l?t')r}.‘ad been plunged gratingly into the huge padlock of the

* * *
The sun of summer ate into hi
the waist, Three Hundred and St-.\"erll‘:}:l

torture to proceed.
Somehow, the dread of it had gone f i
¢ rom h
gnly_r wanted the “hornd dream to pass away, \ithil a;‘lj llil‘owal};
Skinny the Rat” was still alive; s

: and, i i et T
could stand it, surely to God he could ‘cll‘o ltfheas;f like “Skinny
It was only a black, revolting nightmare l:é

through—a hideous misfortune, whi had to pass
no way connected with the deed they ’s:iga:lhggy h:’}:’“ﬂh. he in
was fate—not punishment, ad done. It

akedness as, sfripped to
five hung waiting for his

124

the bonds that lashed him to the ringbolts above
the ;i;lafgg;ley,wem cutting to the wrist-bones, and his h:;.irﬁds:i
swollen and purple bg the body-drag upon them, were Dfe
:th a scorching numbness. . :

& He wished that they would begin mn order that ;heyhmg:ﬁ
finish, He didn’t much mind now just what they did, 10r lde plc!
agony of it seemed already upon him. The sun-g anahI iried
diggers into lis Lhrobing SRR, My P raeuly tosed
to turn towards where -1 | : .
i hite calico shirt that he had shed.
upmr&t‘;rrﬁifwgébggggéfﬁg Eliltting upon the merits of a variety
of “cats” for the edification of the waiting guard. i 0
“In the Navy,” he was saying, “they woulduf t g gl\;; ko

o’ things like these with this ’ere end-knot. Beresfort

i was too cruel. The
them when he was Adm1ral-—reckoned they el

Navy Reggerlations says there is to be thre
the end of each.”

Through the nerve-fretted brain of Three Hundred and

i f the fingered “tails”
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Se‘éeﬁi ﬁ‘('::ut]iar effect of each particular end-k}:‘xicr)lt wi;;x; apl;:rcéid
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o aAdgﬁg h;fﬁg; aﬁg beringed, came w:lf.ttnﬁln kn;nge “];;f_hg]lg
vision of Three Hundred and Seventy-five, an P
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icks, heard
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The man numbered Three Hundred and Seventy-five, save
that he jolted high his shaven head and tautened straight his
trembling limbs simultaneously with the falling of the flail, had

no sign.
made'rhe wgllaline rang out again. Stroke two! Dexterously, the
scourge had been trained to cross the livid welts left by the
previous stroke, and from the points of intersection there spurted
forth and crept downward little streams of warm, bruised blood.

And still the man hung stiffened back, immobile, with eyes
now open and staring wildly at the grey expanse of blank wall
before him.

Stroke three! Stroke four! The frame of Three Hundred
and Seventy-five had grown more rigid still, and the fingers of his
purple, swollen hands had slowly drawn apart in stiffened im-
potency, to so remain above the straining wrist bonds. 2

Siroke five! It was then that the manhood of Three Hundred
and Seventy-five snapped asunder—or maybe, rose within him
to assert itself.

Till now, with gaping mouth, and lolling tongue, and
staring, blood-streaked eyes, his breath coming in short, thi
gasps, his terrified brain had seemed incapable of realising t
its full the horror of the agony that physically was his.

With the falling of Stroke six, Three Hundred and Seve
five lunged desperately forward, and, with a howl of savi
anguish, hurled his uttermost strength against the shackling gyve

Stroke seven! Already his body had become a welted
of lacerated flesh, and, as the thongs wheeled upward once
the guard backed off to clear the flecks of blood. A yo
probationer shuffled stupidly from the ranks to turn his b
face from the ghastly spectacle. The officer-i arge
full upon him, but voiced no reprimand, for w ]
there and then the probationer has ceased to function

as “the service” was concerned

inking, he droc
:)1115, %istoﬁeﬂ. v

heap.
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FATALISTS

“Tis a ghastly travesty of drill—or a travesty of work—
But One Hundred and Three he catches step with a start,
a shuffle and jerk.

He is silenced and starved and “drilled” in gaol—and a
waster’s son was he;

His sins were written before he was born. (Keep step! One
Hundred and Three.)”

—Henry Lawson.

One day I chanced upon a man I had come to know in
jail. He was adorning the sidewalk of a fashionable street, and
the indolent lean upon a fragile walking cane, together with
his raiment of the purple and fine linen of a block “flapper
pirate”, bespoke the lucrativeness of his profession.

He greeted me warmly by number. “I've been following up
your writings of late,” he said.

“What—card-sharping still?” was my query to him.
... The question was brutally direct, but, one to another, we
jail-birds dissemble not at all. Why should we?

And so my friend tendered his reply without demur.

‘No—not just now. My partner—you remember him,
Number Fifty-two?—he’s in the hospital. The “boob” has knock-
ed him all to pieces, besides ruining his nerve. I'm working a
special line Just now, all on me own.” He paused; when he spoke
again his voice had taken on a sorrowful ring. “Times are
mighty hard, too. You've gotter keep up appearances or else
you're gonner million,”

With the pained air of one striving to maintain the semblance
;:fs rgjspeclalilhtly, laeddrew] the blue silk-bordered ’kerchief from

P pocket, and daintily flicked an imagi
the c;lﬂi tf)l{ his fashion shir{ L e

eft him then to contin is st i i

i b ue on his struggle for existence in

Because they take themselve; their li
they interest me, these erg sl

1 twhile comrades of mine, who he] to
constitute what you better people are prone to style the “unlzier-
world”. They interest me even as do you goodly serious folk,
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i against society in the fierce competitive struggle,

&?\?jseh c;:rrl;;ctl;% legal in accordance with the ethics of such
suci.egty are no milder, or, maybe, no worse the!n t.heus. X

W,hen we delve down to bedrqck. there is little beﬂg{h in
he make-up of you than there is in that of the m?tliliﬂ mhima
‘t‘rzcor " More often the ig{rea{.]er %%(;inii:i plgergsb::e aﬂi

in lies the difference. He has been bene
{Jlllire;na;;eifsying glare of prejudiced opinion—you have not. He
has been CAUGHT—you have not. 5 S

Just A by&meg'ee;tr;l%k)ézufeie,ath the search-
5 1f'ecesss e(s,iog )g:;t;lnn;;gueify:gn’ g glass ere next yo;l ‘s,mne your
Ergeas?c:nd say, “Thank God, I am not as other men.

*
" *

-wd “card.
The friend of whom I spoke W‘a", artlo ag:{:;n accredited.
. if “card-sharpers” can 13y Ca‘]‘f“m aristocrat of the
e , he, no_doubt, mgarded XU o for there is status
i lsug::’ which he moved and had IL‘S o
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“proak” e, A e “hook” picks out 2 WE B Shotlower.
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1 p, R
jone, and his methods :;e m;osgir;pnhg: ‘e fratemity
works 2.5 0 eh-up”—thus
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damfool heavyweight jobs where a ljnar':’s liable to get shot.
Pooh! There’s nothing clever about him!”

And the Knight of the Jemmy and his comrade in arms,
the safe blower, unperturbedly will shrug their shoulders and
impute to their branded criticisers a lack of “guts”.

I have hearkened to whispered tales of desperado Morgan,
Jimmy Clarke, dare-devil Ned Kelly, and others who have helped
to make Australian history, falling from the shrivelled lips of an
aged convict born and bred in the heart of the bushranging
country. Absorbed, I have leaned forward to better catch the
stories of wild, red life—of adventure—of the fierce joy of living
__and T have turned away to see the look of ineffable disdain
which curled the lip of a dawdling sweeper, whilom member of a
bank-note gang.

There was nothing equivocal in the expression of his face.

Bushranging—a job for pick and shovel men! Bushrangers,
burglars, garrotters—“mugs”, every mother’s son of them. A set
o’ “mugs” of one sort in search of a set o’ “mugs” of another.
Why, even the ordinary “nob-spinner”, the double-headed penny
flipper of the two-up school who takes a chance of being kicked
to death—even he would merit more respect.
_ Almost beneath the bottom rung of the social ladder there
is a type which seems to evade comradely condemnation; in fact,
it seems to evoke a common commiceration. This type consists
of the “hum?”, the unskilled derelict or derelict-to-be who stands
upon the “pub” cormer kerb, “bites” all and sundry, and, at
regular intervals, succeeds in getting lumbered for “vag”.

But, despite all captious discrimination when ways and
means are tried in the balances of opinion, there is ever the
dil’-"ep affinity bom of a common suffering. In this respect the
allepedly “proven” criminal section of the community at least
is truly “class conscious”.

I have watched the face of the “three card” man bri

h : righten
pet_’c%mbl%r a; the mention of his release at hand, and jugst as
"lln“t]:ntistr} n:.ou In response to a question regarding his future

. In jail bath and jail church, those t i g
tion which afford most facilitations to cn;?m};%mttile()f fs;lggggf
the n‘e?rzr aﬂer-hfegls often times discussed, 2
: ‘I dunno exactly what Tll do,” wi -gmm i i
in the closing stages of a “sixer”, “but Fn"llnonly bglfuﬂlg’myiﬁmrl;
hali-dolars, so 1l have to break it quick.” ot
“Try races up Dingo Creek way,” wi

cheque forger, who ‘?.‘ould most t-,tm:ohati;.::11]}3Ir hutﬂuciluﬁgesit ﬂ;l‘le
2%1:313“ lrkhez the *“three-card racket” with a “forty footplfg;iu_

sa; ' open 3
burg.?’ y she’s an slather up there. Not a demon in the
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And the grisly “toe-ragger”, who is doing a “sleep” of
three months for “righteous " —forgetful of the fact that he,
because of the brevity of his sentence and the length of his
“racord”, will go out with no three half-dollars, with nothing
put the jail crumple on his tattered garments and the hungeé
gripe of missed meals before him—will tell him of the best roa

if it comes to “hoofin’ it”. g

' tal';It‘:h;n cleansed in body or spirt as the case might tb;,
back they’ trudge to the solitude of the cell to reckon P}lp bei
days, the hours, the minutes of incerceration left f%rd u:nthe
Eiyh’t _nine to serve, for, in jail, each felon lives an Idote =
clogsi.n):g days of those who go before out into the world to
again.

* * 0

Among the dull drab of it all there sometimes shows grey
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how he seemed to lack the sprightly carriage of a prisoner on
parade. The air of overwhelming melancholia was so apparent
in the listless droop of his shoulders that 1 drew closer to gain a
fairer view. As I did so, he slowly raised his head and faced
full upon me. I will never forget the sickening surge of blood
that flooded to my brain. 3

It so had happened that the day before, In bathroom con-
verse, a “remand man” had told the tale of the doings of his
yesterday. “There was a poor sod,” he had related, “who come
up from the Sessions with us, just sentenced to death—to be
hung in three weeks. You might have caught a glimpse of him
acrossin’ the Circle—a long, country-looking chap with fair hair,
a sear across his chin, and one eye bandaged up.”

So I will never forget the sickening surge of blood that flooded
to my head, for the face that turned full upon me was that of a
long, country-looking chap with fair hair, a scar across the chin,
and one eye bandaged up.

The gang passed by and, with the canvas grips upon the waist-
band of his pantaloons, buckling spasmodically to the drag of his
gait, the “condemned” went on and out of view.

After all, it is not good to dwell too long upon these things
my eyes have seen. They lead their narrow lives, these sometime
comrades of mine, in the only way that such lives can be lived.
Fatalists they are who reason not that they are being punished.
They have played a losing card where others have won—and jail,
to them, is simply part of a destiny over which they have no control.
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AS MAN TO MAN

An Open Letter to William Arthur Holman, M.L.A.,
Premier of New South Wales (by Grant Hervey).

Grant Hervey, the writer of this letter, was a journalist
(()f the period who was jailed for two years for sending
a forged abusive letter to his ex-cmployer:‘lohn Norton,
then proprietor of the Sunday newspaper The Truth.”)

i i ith regard
__Now that the shower of congratulations, wi |
to yosul;’ reg)rg Premiership, has somewhat abatg;j, 1 O_:;ﬂe ig;r
ward quietly—I come with an appeal to your 'Lgh;lrmm Bos
there are two men in you, and well you know alls Tatio S0
man, and he is a very little man; but there lin anoot‘ s idea]s:
and he is potentially a very gn:at_ma;l-— :k
of pluck and inspiration. It is to him I speak. Sieg
Sir, you are the Premier of a great Sr.atv:,ﬂle gt
cconer, When last 1 addressed you, I wmm (S B Lo,
{eras n{erely a number, not a man. But I tuethen i o
cak to you as freely now as I spoke to )";)u pr st
:%ed is great. Bz;::;tse it is wriltlﬁ gﬁ::;svefor ytj(;u el
address you » | 1
rounderfio?vitlg pitfalls, and you seem to be determined to dig some
moresf::;%mamé;lf}ight here andql_i;:en. Sir, there i:;] :n Iéleﬂ!hlﬂ i;:'s mf
; i book. man is called :
2:.?“}";}? F}}rz:?mwg\ftilflrin?‘ is the name ofol;mui:tﬂe volume.
Sir, I entreat you to buy a copy P Read 3 kel

1 were yourself a prisoner, and
ward glance - “;:lg atﬁszﬁuy:: What have you achieved for

?51‘&3;:‘;;{ S £l that T know nothing whatever
e i isti say thaf 3

w“f lé;js :;:l,] {'cmd;tﬁghaﬂy 1 do not know whether he is a
al
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Sir, you are a clever man, and an acute man. Go back in
thought, I ask you, then, to thq Ll;lys you spent at Darlinghurst
—days when you were yourself in jail, and when the Premiership
of the State, I think, must first have gripped your soul as a great
objective. What were your sensations then? When you were first
a prisoner did you not suffer like Vance Marshall? Did you not
thrill with indignation to your heart’s core. Did you not in your
soul determine that this convict system should come to an end?

Sir, what has become of those great and noble resolutions,
that sprang within your breast, when you yourself were a humble
cipher in jail? What have you done with the higher self, and why?
Was it for you a supreme misfortune to have so soon and so honor-
ably returned to an external world? These are questions that I
commend to the great man who slumbers within you—the great
man who keeps a little politician, as it were, upon the doorstep
of his intellect, perpetually on guard.

Sir, you are a student, and a man with knowledge of many
things. Do you know, then, that passage of Treitschke’s, in which
he indicts the English system of justice? What is it he says? “The
necessity is clear that the administration of justice should be acces-
sible to all. Not only in name, but in deed. In this respect England
stands as far behind the Continent as it has outstripped us in other
things. A lawsuit in England is so dear that it is only possible for
the rich man. In this aristocratic distortion of life lies a funda-
mental fault of the English State organisation. For it is obvious
that such a state of affairs is a radical error, and that the State
must intervene with its means to make it possible for the poor man
to carry on a law-suit. Where the administration of the law is not
approximately accessible to all, its effectiveness cannot be sound.”

. Sir, what would Trietschke have said of Justice had he studied
its workings in New South Wales? What would he say of that moral
cﬁx:{;ﬁd;g;hlch plays so great a part in our trial-by-jury system,
§ @ premium upon t i i
b sg}ldslthe inl;occnt ma:IL) 0 j:fl,?sevlces of the Crown perjurer
ir, I have been through the mill, a
small case, I have stood in tghe dock and ;l:xml ;1:3\3:&&1; l:n inot‘::
evidence of Crown perjurers who went scot free, and wh Pt e
as guilty as hell. T allude to the matter of the forein of oty]e e
in which the actual forger simply walked out of EE:OL 4,18 St Tl
accomplice of the Crown. SN, 353 CRUTLA)
Sir, when a man rememb i i :
it ke, Iim. chink.. Andwheri etk ot i i, dike Shaly
Vance Marshall’s, he thinks again. In God,sei:‘-m;hng}l'ng L
man, what have you got to say in reply to Mae’h Irtirmer Holx
mdlctg_mni ()lf Justice in your State? tshall’s scathing
. Sir, I have no space to quote his charges seriatim, 1 wi
B . 1l
simply content myself, just now, with a statement of my own ex-
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erience in regard to a couple of facts, And prominently there
figures one certain horror in this book. It is the account of the
prisoners being chained together, in transit from Long Bay to
Goulburn Jail. The thing is too nauseous to give in detail—read
it for yourself. As you read it, remembe_r this: When 1: Grant
Hervey, was sent to Goulburn I was chained to two Chinamen.

Sir, were you ever chained to a Chinaman in your life? If
not, why not? Because, if you had been, you would have realised
that your White Australia idea is a dead letter in New South Wales.

Sir, there is the additional question of violence. Vance Mar-
shall describes how men are beaten, behind closed doors, in jail.
Well, 1 have seen a man kicked the length of a prison yard ur;;
broad daylight. It was done by Warder M in No. 7 yar
in O L 7 Maybe the man who was kicked

Sir, do you stand for that? Maybe the vas kick
deservleré tg ge kicked — I say nothing about that, But k:ckm%
is bad in principle, and I c_lobm:it k;ow_ :h'aldlutn ?Eﬂlsthacnga}::nbgt
a warder’s official duty. It is bad when it is don i
it i it i he sight of men. Yet
it is worse when it is done openly and in t i

i do you stand for that?
have seen it done, and so [ say again ;
i i i Vance Marshall describes

Sir, there is the question of sickness. g

to himself, For my part, I have see 1
‘:; aftorl.l ?]1135 ?f?gncz of being ill. One abbath morning, at 7 o'clock,

i ater. He had then the
I saw that man stagger out of his cell afte;e i;; v e

n his eyes, and : s
glaze of d_sath, 1 saw, upon L S oy g e
15 dlecliih:: eita \gta)sg Il?ugle‘?ih?.lgp. There was the us“alhalied“;:mg
lgl'sfi teu the warder who prnqtically my:dere,d [i b 2“ » by
cecr:tklincahj'm up in a dying condition, and in m;sloe—co P
= tlg ot rid of; and that was the end of No. 53.
i1 : end to pile up horrors

i 1 do not int
i 6 Ott;el;s ;.:ng; few facts. [ accuse nobody, except

oo horrors hetd. Fip ut I give those names and facts for
b gl;’ew:nsl:ecﬁctgaﬁ:iig thatg it is worth while to hh?smNt:
%;ﬁzzoﬁarshali. Not that T WUChdffrt x::i; s::;lt;;dv;;rg!ff . No,
i i stand by itself, and le e sta y 4
let h'f_;i‘:sm"&}; fashion to scoff at Gem wnmt;r:uhke T:i;@t;%
" i in a para] o certa
B ?n;’rgut;:;}lgntgra Pllyiiaa saig of gnoﬂ:gcr William, Whmﬁamn
that t01  pzollers. It is to be recopnised 1 humilty. then, tht it
: r searchable dis tion of Providence if you, an &
B articular, have been raised above all others in
. m?lr‘iieml’lr)emiership', of course, has need of party W
e, oty especial de . For the idea that he stands 2 d’:
ﬁ?.ﬁ"“%mbmgh aﬁe all other men, may actually \ms:!fl‘.tl_c
u?i‘ﬂw ruler, unless he is filled with pious humility, and recog-
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nises that he must submit himself, with his power, to the dispensa-
tion of God. : e

Sir, it lies, moreover, in the exalted position of the Premier
to see further than ordinary men. The ordinary man surveys only
a small circle of real life. As Treitschke himself is careful to say,
we can recognise this with especial clearness in the voluntary class
prejudices of the average man. There are prejudices, in particular,
of the middle classes and of the learned professions — the class
from whence the State’s supply of barristers, and ultimately of
judges, is recruited. They do not see the whole of society, but
only a small section.

Sir, it is clear, upon the contrary, that a wise Premier will
learn to know more of the aggregate of the national life. That is,
than the individual subject. He is in a position to judge the relations
of the different forces in society, much more correctly than is the
case with the average man. And remember this. A wise policy must
reckon far into the future. Now, such a policy will be possible only
for him who really stands at the centre, cognisant of all the facts.

Sir, are you shutting your eyes to one great section of the
political facts? Are you doing well to ignore that higher menace
which stands behind Vance Marshall and his book? Of Premiers,
it holds good in the highest degree that they may themselves be-
come their own worst enemies. [ must insist on this. You, yourself,
have felt, and have partly yielded to that immense temptation — I
mean towards arrogance of all kinds. You know that imminent
danger, the danger that the personality of the Premier of the
moment, with his caprices and his human limitations, may be
confounded with the political power itself? That a condition of
self-deification may thus arise, which will have a demoralising
effect? If everything which passes through the mind of such a
Premier must forthwith become law, the whole system of govern-

ment becomes at once a caricature. Agitation begi i
3 egins, It begins
among all free and noble spirits. 3 F :

a Premier must then rel ‘h'It " e efverywhere, s

r then rely upon his enemies, he i -
S !33' his pt_lht‘lcal Crionon ies, for he is already for
1eve"§g. altn this issue which the bayonet of Vance Marshall has

ing. More, they can
s resolves itself, in fact, into
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i and Settlers Association upon the one hand, and
glils:?:sts;rg;eilsle organised city ind\}s_tﬁa]jst_s upon the other. What
real satisfaction can a uf;analofl Splt{lt den;e air(:;:;; position of
itical fortuity and artificial elevation suc at? :
pohtué?r' you g’e acquainted, I have no r}oubt, wth'nﬁlnsﬂns
Theory? He says that political freedom, in consutuuonm nft?é
has less to fear from honest megxeogégfsljrgt:al?w &h(i)gner H(g:elman
of great men. But I urge you to be gI b 1 i sike
i tion. Then, if the higher self is sufficiently I, 13k
:Fm\;:icngnMarshall’s challenge upon the question ?inﬂlzcrsmwhn:t:e
t'th’m of justice, and thus you will defeat Epe i e?‘

manceuvring for the elevation of thcel: Cr:“i;mb guﬁc e
Sir, New South Wales demands ¥ et of the State of
demand — because 1 am still techuically & serf of fie SEPL 0

L __ it demands that you take up
New South Wales 1 o & tman achool of thought
i now. The State, according to the German s aaitlc UM,
s .NOW I define the e tive ends. Are you
Eog?n“grt.owardg great and nation;gl); nrecmgn_srllr]:f e m;
i nistice, O e YOU St 2 ey
i ;;g;n?fli your gam_orgamsed 'toii [;‘:}ltttlclaﬂ }Justice may
mgﬁéfngppressivc power, of 11::3 tﬁre(;;gaz:;;e *od man? Your Shierd

i in jail, as i er to that.

be established, even T80 0 integrity of your answ
ds upon the /9 % be labelled by any
Eun}“’i iﬁezommll?tted _10 .DD Panyh:tn;l “n::i stand with S()Cla]lst&
But where $ ‘1 otand with the suffering. Where 2
%SIT‘;: men have suffered 1 Wlli Sm intelligent men to be wropgtlly
gre:t engine of the State SEEFE % /4 so I ask you, Sir, quictly

directed I wil]i ?l?:?;:::cem _F?ask-you d 50 ad this book of Vance
a

2 . ice herself will
and with greal Ce oy within,” and tg‘?ha{u:l?ﬁ well in New
Marshﬁlws' k:(:lv whether you are satisfie

d man to ) i

South Wales' J
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EPILOGUE

These two small classics are presented as originally publis
in their first editions. The only corrections incorporated are th
odd few typographical errors altered by the author himself at the
time first impressions were to hand.

“Jail From Within” was first published in 1918 under the
auspices of The Social Democratic League, Sydney, and printed by
The Worker Trade Union Print in St. Andrew’s Place, Sydney.
second (1919) edition, from the same printery, bore no publisher’s
impress for reasons mentioned in the foreword to this memorial
edition.

Likewise, “The World of the Living Dead” had no official
publisher, save the author and his friends. It was printed in Sydney
by W. I. Anderson & Co. in the latter part of 1919, A

James Vance Marshall was silenced and behind bars for the

d time before he was aware of the success of his “Jail From

" and it is fitting that his impressions of this period are
recorded here—by quoting, in its entirety, his own foreword to the

s_lagclo;xd (“clandestine”) edition under the dateline of 7th .Jaum-

my mind, and ere







