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Preface

SOME years ago I set myself the task of studying
crime and prison life in all its phases. Not merely
to accept hearsay evidence, but to see and hear
with my own eyes and ears all that was significant
on the subject that I could. Therefore, where-
ever anything was to be learned concerning crime
I there prosecuted my inquiries and observed for
myself what transpired. I enlisted the sympathies
of the Home Office, of judges, magistrates, counsel,
solicitors, and a variety of other officials, all of
whom rendered me invaluable assistance, and to
all of whom I am pleased to be able now to thus
acknowledge my deep indebtedness. I have been
an industrious attendant at various courts of
justice, and witness of many cases, large and small.
I have been enabled, from time to time, to view
the proceedings from various standpoints-—from
the bench, the well of the court, the jury-box, but,
happily, not from the dock. I have visited many
prisons, spending considerable time and thought
within and about them. I have discussed cases
with the counsel who appeared in them, and have

thereby gained some interesting and enlightening
vii
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information. The task has spread itself over a
number of years, and has been accomplished in
the intervals of much exacting journalistic work.
“The result, in a compressed form, is the present
volume. In order to carry out the scheme of
the work within the limits of a single, ordinary-
sized book I was compelled to condense a good
deal, but in future volumes I hope to dwell at
length on some phases of crime which appear here
only in “‘tabloid ”’ form.

I have described precisely what I have seen
and heard, the sources of my information being the
best available. The opinions I have ventured
to express constitute the honest and convincing
outcome of deliberation and contemplation, and
I offer them in all sincerity and modesty.

H. L. A
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THE STORY OF CRIME

FROM THE CRADLE TO THE GRAVE

PROLOGUE
HOSTAGE TO CRIME

IT is a dark, dreary, menacing night, and the rain
descends in drenching showers. Our way lies
through a narrow, tortuous thoroughfare that
seems akin with the night. Dismal, sordid, odori-
ferous is this labyrinthine channel of London’s
most abysmal social depth. It is nearing mid-
night, and there are but few wayfarers abroad,
none, indeed, but those whom necessity or stern
duty impels into the night. The street is dirty,
littered with evil-smelling offal. A low-browed
gin-shop opposite extends a sickly, flickering
invitation through its grimy, dripping windows
to the downtrodden inebriate to seek a fool’s
paradise within its portals. On such a night as
this, and amidst such surroundings, even a haven
of this kind is not without its attractive side.
Some denizens of the dark place have, indeed,
found it so, for raised voices issue from the shop,
forming a medley of foul oaths. One of the swing
doors is rudely pulled open, and a rough, tousled,
heavy-footed man emerges therefrom, scowls at
the world in general, thrusts his hands deep into
A
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his empty pockets, hunches his back, thrusts his
head forward, and moves away through the offal.
The wind moans in his wake, as though in requiem.
Presently he casts a swift, furtive glance over
his shoulder, and quickens his pace, being im-
pelled so to do by the sight of two police constables
moving along the street towards him. Police
constables always go in couples in this sinister
locality.

The man disappears down one of the dark,
pestilential alleys which here and there break
the continuity of the crazy buildings. From one
dreary refuge to another even drearier still.
Soon he will find a more attractive home in prison.
At present he is not “ wanted.”

The elements have evidently made up their
united minds to crush the spirits completely,
normally but little above zero, of the denizens
of this area of hopelessness. Mercilessly it blows
and rains. A few mean-looking shops have put
their shutters up before their uninviting wares.
One looks in vain for evidence to justify or confirm
this as an abiding place for human beings, except,
perhaps, the gin-grin across the way. Are crea-
tures fashioned in the image of God to be found
located in such a place, far inferior to the living
quarters of many a dog? Woetully, yes, such
is the case! For look yonder at that bundle
of sodden rags, heaped in a dark corner, as though
cast there by an indifferent lumber dealer. It
moves slowly, painfully, and evolves something
in human shape—a woman! Incredible pheno-
menon ! It creeps away from its unsavoury rest-
ing-place—the mode of progression cannot even
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vaguely be described as walking—drifts down
one of the narrow byways, and is swallowed up
in its soul-depressing gloom.

This is in the East—not, alas! where the wise
men come from—but, strange irony of life, much
the same kind of thing may be seen in the West,
cheek by jowl with plethoric wealth. But let us
inspect one of these dark byways—oh, do not
fear, we are in good company. We have, indeed,
a mission to fulfil. We have with us Detective-
Inspector T——, and his assistant, Sergeant
B——. They are fine, sturdy, athletic men,
know the locality, and are known within it. A
crime, a serious crime has been committed, and
they are pretty sure of finding their “ man’ in
this abode of human abasement. They know
their man very well, he having been through their
hands, or the hands of their comrades, many
times. This is another of his “jobs.” His wife
also has given them a good deal to do, and a small
son of theirs is at the present moment undergoing
““treatment ’ at Borstal. It’s the same story
over and over again, in and out of prison, getting
wilder and more abandoned at each accession of
ciiminal enterprise—the very insanity of crime.

But, here we are, at the portals of the court
we are to inspect. You hesitate ? 'Well, it is
not surprising. The place is not inviting. The
low archway leads into a cul-de-sac courtyard, in
the middle of which is a lamp, the fragile flame
in which constitutes a pathetic attempt at illumina-
tion, and serves only to make the surrounding
gloom the more profound. The broken and cur-
tainless windows of the tottering tenements on
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either hand present the appearance of the injured
and staring eyes of lost souls peering anxiously
through the Styx-like obscurity for the possible
advent of salvation. Let us go forward. It is
merely a home of the very lean kine.

The officers, having been joined by two assis-
tants, whom they have instructed to remain and
bar egress from the court, move into the latter,
casting lynx eyes to right and left. A figure
darts out of the gloom, and pulls up suddenly
within a few feet of the officers, dropping a guilty
face. A queer figure, a combination of youth
and maturity ; a child’s body contradicted by a
careworn face, arrested by a hangdog dejection.
Emaciated, pallid, alert—eager to strike or ready
to fly. Anything to be out of it.

“Wot d'ye want me fur, now, Mr T——?
I ain’t done nuffink ! ” mumbles the figure in an
uncouth voice that plumbs a great depth of
singular pathos.

“ All right,” replies the officer, not unkindly,
“T don’t want you. But ”—as though prompted
by a supplementary thought—*isn’t it time you
were indoors ?

“I'm agoin’, sir,” responsively mumbles the
figure with ill-suppressed eagerness, and the next
moment is gone. Whither it is difficult to decide.
Somewhere it has mingled with the gloom.

We arrive at the entrance to one of the tene-
ments. There is no door, no light, no air; an
officer strikes a match and reveals an incomplete
staircase, menacing a fall ; there is no baluster.
This is the very dwelling-place of negation. We
move cautiously and gingerly up the staircase,

»
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assailed by unpleasant anticipations, and an odour
that lays the olfactory nerves prostrate. Hark!
what sound was that ? The muffled moan of a
woman. It is a sound which most married men
are familiar with, and is one which never fails to
reach his heart. There, again!—and the wind
sobs in sympathy, and the heavens weep. There
is no mistaking that expression of suffering. It
is one of life’s critical moments. The woman is
in imminent travail. The pulse of suffering is
beating pregnant moments. The sound proceeds
from a back room, just above.

What, do they breed in such places as this ?
Oh, yes, to be sure. This is one of the many
localities of London where they incubate and pro-
pagate the criminal classes. We continue our
ascent with circumspection until the door of the
sick chamber is in view. Although closed it forms
but a partial screen, for, at first but weakly, it has
long since passed the age of serviceable doors,
and is disintegrating. Through the apertures
contrived by the fingers of time and decay a faint
light can be seen, and between the light and the
door the figure of a man. Probably the parish
doctor.

From the street comes the sound of a shrill
whistle, several times repeated. In a thought
we are down the stairs, with which we have become
somewhat familiar by the ascent, and spreading
out in the court. Near the entrance three men
are close locked in a desperate struggle. The
three soon become five, our two companions
joining the fray. Heads are thrust from the
tenement windows, like protruding pupils. The
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struggle soon ebbs, superiority of numbers decid-
ing matters. Somebody is secured, and the group
moves away, with the exception of one man, who
detaches himself from the others and returns
down the court to join us. It is Detective T——.
They have “ bagged” their ‘‘man.”

He must have been lurking in some corner,
probably beneath the very staircase we were
climbing, and endeavouring to escape was caught
by the two men at the entrance. We learn he is
the husband of the woman who is now under-
going a worse ordeal. It is curious. We take
her husband, and she gives us something in return.
Very soon all the heads have disappeared, and the
windows have resumed their normal stare. You
see this sort of thing is so frequent an occurrence
that it forms but a few moments’ wonder.

But what of the woman ? The officer is curious.
We remount the rickety stairs, quietly as we
can. So soon after that combat, and yet how
grave-like again all is. Our steps are arrested
this time by a new sound, a very small sound to
hold us as it does. Very small, yet very important,
for it is the voice of a new life. It is puking on
a pallet-bed, and the giver is spent. Born from
the womb of a criminal mother, from the seed
of a criminal father, in an atmosphere of crime,
dirt and human degradation unspeakable. Des-
tined to be rocked in a cradle of infamy, fed
heaven knows how, and goodness knows when ;
its brother in prison, its father being hauled thither
as it draws its first breath, its mother free by some
chance or another. Does it need a seventh son
to cast its horoscope ? Shall we look into the
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near future, and picture it creeping from out a
dark corner of this noisome den, as we have
already seen that aged-looking youth do, to en-
gage upon some desperate or brutal and cowardly
enterprise. Is this not a birth to cause the very
angels to weep? Yet such births as these are
taking place daily, and go to the peopling of the
very lowest depths of our “under darkness.”

If you would know what this new-born babe is
heir to, what its fate must inevitably be, peruse
the ensuing pages.



CHAPTER I
SMALL CRIME

STROLL through any crowded, densely populated
locality of London and its outskirts, where small
children abound, and you shall see potential
criminals on all hands. A good deal of crime is
the outcome of the absence of restraint in early
years. The child who has not been held with
the bearing-rein of paternal dictum is not likely
to take kindly to the limitations of the laws of
his country when he grows up. The receptivity
of young children to outside influences is a fruitful
source of subsequent wrong-doing, and, beginning
in a small way, they advance by easy stages to
habitual criminality. I do not know to what
extent our various public schools have uplifted
the youth of our age, and helped them to live
worthy lives, but I do know that crime is not on
the decline. I am inclined to think that the form
of education that obtains in our various schools
is not that which is calculated to appeal to
the moral susceptibilities of the pupils so much
as to their mere intellectual capabilities. Just
scholastic attainments do not constitute an ideal
or a complete education. There is such a quali-
fication as mental health, which is quite a different
thing. A man may be intellectual and yet
immoral.

What is the most venial form of crime ? That

8
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is a difficult question to answer. The line which
divides unpunishable wrong-doing from criminal
turpitude is a very narrow one. The law, also,
visits but a light penalty upon various forms of
petty offences, and one cannot very well be dog-
matic on the point. A child may initiate a
criminal career by nothing more serious than mis-
appropriating the change obtained in making
a purchase for its mother. It is astonishing the
amount of dishonesty on a small scale which
exists among children, and is, unfortunately,
never punished or checked. It sometimes happens
that a child, with whom its parents aver they can
do nothing, is brought before a magistrate, who
is asked to inflict a birching. Occasionally this
sort of thing is highly amusing on the surface.
I remember one case where a perky, defiant hand-
ful of humanity stood facing his perplexed, crest-
fallen father, who begged pitifully of the magis-
trate to help him deal with his unruly offspring.
It was a curious sight, not without its humorous
side. The birching which the refractory boy
received subsequently doubtless did him some
good.

But sometimes such cases as these are very
sad. When, for instance, a poor, pale, pinched-in
atom of humanity, whose head scarcely reaches
the dock-rail, is charged with stealing a purse,
or something from a shop. This veritable “ poor
Jo” is invaiiably in a painful condition of want
and privation, and if not assisted to a better life
at this stage of his career, or relieved by death,
he will assuredly become what is known as a
“habitual criminal.”” He will find evil com-
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panions, and as he grows older will turn his hand
to graver forms of crime. In this direction the
various prisoners’ aid societies do an immense
amount of good, including those presided over
by Mr Holmes and Mr Wheatley.

The First Offenders’ Act was introduced for
the purpose of dealing lightly with venial offences,
but, it is to be feared, has led to some abuses.
Magistrates have been in the habit of telling
prisoners that they intend to deal with them under
this Act, and the light sentences which usually
follow have become associated and known broad-
cast, through the medium of reports in the news-
papers, and by other means. The result has been
that people meditating dishonest deeds have been
induced to take the fatal step by the consoling
reflection that if found out they are sure to be
dealt with leniently under the Act, this being
their first offence. They might not have chanced
it otherwise.

There are of course plenty of venial offences
committed by adults as well as juveniles. I re-
member once interviewing an old ex-smuggler
on the Norfolk coast. He was then over eighty,
a fine, stalwart old chap, a veritable Viking. He
had been a very successful smuggler, and at one
time was worth a lot of money. For years he
had contrived to evade the  preventers,” who
‘““wanted ” him very badly, until at length one
luckless day Nemesis tripped him up, and he found
himself in the clutches of the outraged law. He
went to prison, and from that time, having been
the victim of the treachery of one of his own
class, he gave up the ‘‘business ’—as he called it
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—and turned his attention to honest methods.
Having related to me, with infinite gusto, the
many escapades he had been engaged in, he
wound up with the expression of opinion that
smuggling, although, of course, a crime, was,
however, one of the lightest. This he supple-
mented with a pious aspiration that he should
““die honest.” Doubtless the authorities enter-
tained somewhat different opinions concerning
the crime of smuggling.

The most contemptible criminal I ever saw
was a benign, silvery-haired old woman, who,
up to a point, cut a very creditable figure in the
dock. She was perfectly self-composed, wore an
expression of troubled rectitude, and seemed
rather to be taking part in some ceremony of bene-
diction than standing her trial for a criminal
offence. She was charged with stealing an over-
coat from the cloakroom of a school. It appeared
that she, having waited until all the scholars were
engrossed in their studies, crept into the cloak-
room, took the coat from a peg, and walked off
with it. She carried the garment straight to
a pawnbroker’s, pledged it, and with the money
adjourned to a neighbouring public-house. A
detective, in the witness-box, gave her a very
bad character. This, he explained, was the only
form of crime she was known to have committed,
but with that she had been many times charged.
This coat stealing was a favourite method with
her of raising money with which to obtain drink.
As it was in the winter, and very cold weather,
these thefts inflicted considerable hardship on
the boys who lost them, for they had togohome
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coatless. I cannot recall any other form of crime
quite so miserably contemptible as this for an
adult offender to commit. Fortunately, upon
the occasion in question, the woman was seen
to enter the school and emerge therefrom with
the coat. She was convicted, and sentenced by
the judge to a longish term of imprisonment,
on the tale of a scathing moral indictment. It
was then the lady’s expression of countenance
underwent a change, and she cast a look at his
lordship that was the reverse of affectionate.
But it is astonishing how impassive and unmoved
our judges can remain in the face of prisoners’
ugly looks and lurid invective.

It is usually from those who are guilty of what
I have ventured to dub ““ small crime " that these
breaches of good taste and order emanate. I
have heard judges and magistrates called all
kinds of nasty things by prisoners, but rarely
has the occupant of the bench made any sort
of retort. Occasionally an abusive prisoner may
be recalled and have his sentence increased for
making use of threats, but this does not often
happen.

There is a good deal of petty crime committed
by men who enjoy for quite a long time an im-
munity from police molestation. This is due
sometimes to the man’s remarkable cunning,
and at others to the difficulty of obtaining evid-
ence against him. It is not sufficient for a police
officer to know that a certain man has committed
a crime to arrest him, he must also be in possession
of tangible evidence of the fact. I remember
a case in illustration of this. The prisoner, a big,
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raw-boned, unclean, servile member of the rag-
and-bone fraternity was charged with stealing
some trinkets from a house at which he was
making a purchase of lumber. It appeared that
the tenants were moving, and consequently a
state of confusion reigned in the house. This
the prisoner took advantage of to accomplish
his object, but, unfortunately for him, he was seen
to leave an apartment in which he had no business
to be. The property being missed, the man was
promptly given into custody.

The prisoner made strenuous efforts to build
up an alibi, and called all sorts of witnesses to
prove that at the time he was supposed to have
committed the theft he was actually at home
having dinner. A good deal of amusement was
caused by the evidence of some of the witnesses :
one poor-looking working woman, on being asked
at what hour she usually dined, replied, “ When
I can get it!” How human everything is in a
criminal court! In the end the prisoner was
convicted. A detective than gave an outline of
the man’s career, from which it appeared that he
had long been suspected as a thief, although his
occupation as a perambulating purchaser of
‘““unconsidered trifles”’ was honest enough on the
surface. But it was this very occupation that he
used as a screen to hide the nefarious part of his
career. It was his custom, while making a pur-
chase at a house, to take advantage of the occu-
pant’s back being turned, and annex anything
portable within reach. His progress was marked
by a track of lost articles of various kinds. The
judge characterised him as a ‘‘ dangerous man,”
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and gave him a stiff sentence. He went into
durance protesting that he was as innocent as
a ‘“babe unborn.” I have heard of-that babe
many times, and my opinion is that it never will
be born.

It is very curious how some criminal careers
begin by a drift into “small crime.” A dis-
inclination to work, evil associates, want of
spending money, the moment of temptation, and
the step is taken. I remember the case of a young
fellow who was charged with stealing a bicycle
from a front garden. He was an idle, ne’er-do-
well, with, as not infrequently happens in such
cases, very respectable parents. He had had
many opportunities of doing the ‘right thing,”
but somehow or other he never seemed able to
lead an honest and industrious life. He had not
been charged before, and seemed to feel his
position acutely. During the evidence it trans-
pired that he had at one time been employed as
a house painter, and the man who employed
him was one of the witnesses. While giving his
evidence he was asked if, supposing the prisoner
were given another chance, he would be willing
to take him into his employment again, to which
he replied in the affirmative. This drew a look
of astonishment from the judge, who observed,
“ What, employ him to paint houses after this
conviction ? ’ His lordship then went on to state
that he had been warned to be on his guard when-
ever there were painters about his house, as there
were undoubtedly a large number of robbeties
committed by these workmen. Thereupon the
witness protested that all his workmen were
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honest, to which the ]udge reassuringly rephed
“ Doubtless ”’ But the prisoner was not given
the chance of employment outside; he was sent
to prison, where no doubt he would find plenty
to do.

The early age at which some criminals begin
their career is astonishing. At a very tender age
we find them engaged in pocket picking, purse
snatching, and handkerchief stealing—known in
criminal parlance as ‘““cly faking.” Both sexes
are so employed. There is also the evil of petty
gambling among boys in the streets, which leads
to various other forms of more serious crime.
But these are the beginnings, the initial ‘‘ small
crimes,” of many a subsequent lengthy criminal
career. Such offenders as these may be seen
almost any day in our various police courts, and
are, of course, dealt leniently with by the magis-
trates. A birching, a few days’ imprisonment,
bound over, or sent to a reformatory, are the
various punishments, according to the nature of
the offence, and the discretion of the magistrate.

Now the employment of small children in the
crime of pocket picking suggests an ugly fact.
It requires considerable knowledge, skill, and
dexterity to pick a pocket with impunity, and
it is highly improbable that young children would
initiate and put into practice such a method of
obtaining a livelihood ; they might steal from a
barrow or shop, or even snatch a purse, but when
it comes to picking pockets their youth is dead
against the supposition that they are acting on
their own responsibility. The inference, therefore,
is that Fagins still abound among the criminal
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classes. It requires a good deal of practice to
become proficient in picking pockets, and there
is no doubt that the children of the slums are
taught this nefarious occupation by their elders.
‘They are first shown by their tutors what to do
and what not to do, and when and how to *‘ work.”
They then practise indoors, even upon their
tutors, and when they are considered proficient
are sent out to gather in a ‘“ harvest,” generally
at the tail of a threat of dire consequences should
they fail or get ‘“‘nabbed.”

Sometimes these Fagins are, alas ! the children’s
own parents. But the parentage of slum children
is not always clear and beyond dispute, for they
are regarded as ‘“assets”’ for begging or worse
purposes, and are not infrequently ‘“ negotiated.”
Thus families sometimes get considerably ‘“ mixed,”
and the guardians of children are not always their
natural parents. As the receiver is worse than
the thief so these Fagins are infinitely worse than
their pupils. It is a pity that the law cannot
lay such miscreants by the heels.

The demoralising influence that their terrible
environment has upon slum children is indicated
by the curious crimes they sometimes commit.
They seem impelled to steal anything they can
lay hands on, under any conditions. They even
rob one another. Mr James Greenwood, in his
book, ‘“ The Prisoner in the Dock,” relates a curious
instance of this. Three small boys, who recently
had each a new pair of boots presented to him, were
returning home from school. The afternoon was
wet, and the streets were very muddy. Poor
little fellows, they had become almost barefoot
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when by .somebody’s generosity they were en-
abled to enjoy the luxury of well-covered feet.
As they were passing a narrow alley-way three
boys, who had evidently been in hiding, sprang
out upon them, each selecting his victim.
Bringing them to the ground they removed their
boots, with which the youthful highwaymen de-
camped, leaving their victims to walk home
through the mud and wet with bare feet.

For some time the thieves were not found, but,
emboldened by success, they once more lay in hid-
ing in the same alley-way, prepared for another
similar exploit. Unfortunately for them one of
their previous victims happened to see them,
and raised an alarm, with the result that one of
their number was secured. The others, however,
got away, and never were captured, for the
prisoner refused steadfastly to give his ‘“ pals”
away, a form of devotion which suggests the
habitual reading of some trashy class of “litera-
ture.”

There exists any amount of petty dishonesty
among small boys of a very cunning kind. I
remember a case where a small, chubby, and
innocent-looking boy called at a house offering
hearthstone for sale. He had only a few lumps
remaining, which were in a small sack. The old
lady who came to the door was a kindly old soul
with charitable instincts, but she didn’t wuse
hearthstone. She told the boy so, but he wouldn’t
take no for an answer. He told a very pitiful
tale in the intervals of a hacking cough. At last
the old lady consented to buy a pennyworth, but
then suddenly bethought her that she had no

B
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change, nothing, in fact, less than sixpence.
“I'll get yer change, lidy,” said little innocence.
“Will you, my son,” sympathetically responded
-the old lady; “very well,” and she handed him
the sixpence. The boy was about to pick up
the sack, but the old lady told him he might leave
that behind, and she would mind it for him.
Thanking the “kind lidy” the boy made off.
With one hand on the sack and the other on the
door the dear old soul stood waiting. She may
be waiting still for all I know, or young innocence
cared, for he never came back.

Although the forms of “small crime” I have
indicated above frequently lead, in later years,
to larger and graver crimes, it sometimes happens
that a criminal may never subsequently depart
from the one class of offence, and be always a
pickpocket, or petty larcenist, or what not. It
may be that he lacks the enterprise or courage
needful for a ““full-blooded” career of crime, and
so he dabbles with it in an amateur fashion,
making frequent appearances in the dock. But
the crimes I have indicated constitute the initial
steps upon the path of crime, and thither we,
first pausing a little in order to scrape an
acquaintance with those who will be his near and
intimate foes, or friends, as the case may be, will
follow the wrongdoer.



CHAPTER 1II
THE POLICE

WE are less concerned with the numerical com-
position of the police force than its concrete
methods and the inherent characteristics of its
individual members. We have frequently been
told, so frequently, indeed, that the statement
has been generally received as an indisputable
truism, that we ought to be proud of our police
force, of our magistracy, our advocates, our
judges, in fact of our entire judicial system, from
root to tree-top, than which there can be nothing
better of its kind. This habit of self-congratula-
tion, however, is a dangerous one, and is calculated
to lull us into a condition of false security. Many
of our insular boasts, upon being looked closely
into, are found to contain little or no bottom.
In the minds of certain inspired persons to offer
anything in derogation of our protectors of the
peace, and the administrators of our law, is tanta-
mount to casting aspersions upon Casar’s wife.
As in the case of Casar’s wife the above institu-
tions should be beyond reproach. But are they ?
And was Casar’s wife? Mr C.’s opinion would
be interesting on the point.

It is true that our police system compares very
favourably with the systems of other countries ;
but as the latter are invariably very bad the

19
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comparison is worth very little. We can, indeed,
have no standard but our own.

How are police constables recruited, and how
do they fare in the force ? They are taken mostly
from rural districts, and the would-be constable
must proceed in the following manner. He must
first procure and fill up a preliminary form, which
must embody the fullest particulars concerning
himself, including his measurements. The latter
are obtained by the chief of the police depét,
nearest to which he resides. Having filled up this
form he must, supposing he is seeking admission
to the Metropolitan Force, forward it to New
Scotland Yard. If the particulars he has thus
furnished are considered satisfactory he will receive
a request to come to London and see the authori-
ties. At the same time he will be informed that he
does so at his own risk and expense, and is advised,
should he be in employment, to obtain special
leave of absence. The recruiting day is Tuesday.

There is a similarity between the recruiting
for the police force and that for the army. There
is an exhaustive medical examination, and the
candidate is again measured. There are also
more forms to fill up, in which he must give fuller
details of himself and his antecedents, and furnish
a character from his present or last employer.
In age he must be over 21 and under 27, stand
5 feet g inches in his bare feet, have a rudiment-
ary knowledge of the three R’s, and be considered
relatively intelligent and physically strong. He
must be free from any form of bodily ailment or
deformity, and be cleanly in his habits. He may
be married, but must not have more than two



THE POLICE 21

children, and must undergo revaccination. If
he does not, in any particular, come up to these
requirements, he is respectfully requested not to
persevere with his application. But supposing
he is successful, he will be required to devote all
his time to the force, and not engage in any other
business, nor must his wife keep a shop. He
must also pay all his debts before becoming a
member of the force, or such of them as the
Commissioner may direct.

Now for his financial position. He starts by
receiving a wage of 24s. a week, and he may rise
to the affluence of 32s. Out of this he will have
to contribute not more than two and a half per
cent. to the Superannuation Fund. His pay day
is Wednesday, for the week ending the previous
Sunday. In the case of sickness he is liable to a
reduction of pay, as also in the case of lodgings
being found for him. He is liable to instant dis-
missal, although it is customary to hold an inquiry
into any alleged dereliction of duty. They have
a ‘“star chamber ”’ at Scotland Yard, where such
inquiries are held. He cannot, however, himself
leave the force without first giving a month’s notice.
If he does so he will lose all pay due to him; and
may be charged before a magistrate as a deserter.
When he resigns he must deliver up all wearing
apparel, and if this is considered to have suffered
from improper usage the estimated amount of
such depreciation will be deducted from his pay.
The widows and children of constables who have
rendered fifteen years’ service receive gratuities
of one month’s pay for every year of service.
From fifteen to twenty-six years’ service the
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pay ranges from fifteen-fiftieths to thirty-one
fiftieths of wages. Beyond twenty-six years,
two-thirds. There are also special pensions for
constables rendered unfit for work while on duty,
and, in the case of death, to the widows and
children. If a constable wishes to retire at the
end of three years’ service, he may receive back
the whole or part of the superannuation sums
deducted from his wages.

Such is the financial side of a policeman’s career,
which, it must be admitted, does not err on the
side of generosity, taking into consideration the
arduous nature of his work, and the risks he
frequently has to run. I do not know whether
any of these rules have recently undergone any
modification or revision, but that was the con-
dition of affairs up to a short while ago.

These remarks apply, of course, only to the
rank and file. There are, to be sure, better
positions to be attained, which are filled in various
and, I fear I must say, devious ways. In this
world it is not always the best to the worthiest,
and corruption will creep into the best-regulated
institution. The intellectual standard of the
force is very low, and the controlling officials
find it very difficult to obtain from constables
what they call “intelligible reports.” This is
not surprising, as, as I have already pointed out,
they are largely recruited from rural districts, and
your bucolic makes a very good police constable
—up to a given point. He is good of physique,
is proud of and takes care of his uniform, he is
amenable to discipline, invariably respectful to
his superiors, wonderfully good-tempered at times
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under the most trying circumstances, is always
ready for a tussle, and can take a lot of * punish-
ment,” and his modest salary is not by any means
insignificant in his eyes. But—he has got no
brain! I admit you can scarcely expect to get
mental phenomena in uniforms at twenty-four
shillings a week, but the fact remains that there
ought to be more brains in the work.

So far the well-behaved of the force, but I am
afraid we shall have to deal with some very black
sheep in it. It has been stated, and stated in
public, that such a thing as blackmailing on the
part of police constables has not been heard of
in the force. Such a statement is sheer, fatuous
nonsense. Why, the “ man in the street ” knows
better. I fail to perceive what possible good
can result from this ‘‘ whitewashing” process,
this blinding oneself to obvious ugly facts. On
the contrary, a good deal of evil must be created
by it. It is in justice due to the better side of
the force that the scoundrels in it should be
“posted” and punished. But this cannot be
done by making silly denials of glaring facts.
I have from time to time spoken with several
London magistrates on this subject, and I am
at a loss to understand theit seeming blind con-
fidence in the sworn word of a police constable.
One would have thought that the very bad cases
which at various times have come to light of
their duplicity and mendacity would have shaken
this confidence. But nothing, however, seems
to be equal to that task. It is a dangerous
infatuation.

Before the recent Street Betting Act came into
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force, many police constables were receiving
regular incomes from bookmakers, and had been
doing so for years. Here is a case in point, the
details of which I can vouch for. A bookmaker
in a large way of business made his headquarters
at a certain suburban hotel. He paid a local detec-
tive a pound a week to look after his interests.
One day a smaller bookmaker ‘ opened shop ”
at a public-house a few yards away, outside which
he stood,  taking slips.” This came to the
knowledge of the larger bookmaker, who regarded
it askance, and as an unwarrantable incursion into
his ““ place,” so he put his detective employee on
to the other—in the interests of morality. The
detective promptly arrested the small man, and
hauled him off to the police court, where he was
dealt with in the usual way. For this the con-
scientious officer doubtless received due credit,
the bigger bookmaker’s business horizon was
cleared, and the detective went on receiving his
pound a week.

That a similar kind of extortion goes on in
connection with the women of the pavement
is beyond all possibility of contradiction. Why,
anybody can see it for himself almost any day
in the week. Let him go through any of the out-
lying suburban thoroughfares at night, and he is
almost bound to see some of these women plying
their dreadful trade under the very noses of
police constables. What is the inevitable in-
ference ? Of course this sort of thing would be
impossible if the question of prostitution were
taken in hand and dealt with as it should be.
But that is another matter. Then there are the
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indiscreet courting couples, whom decency does
not forbid in our various parks; these form a
fruitful field for police blackmailing. It is also
true that disreputable members of the force rob
helpless drunken men, and that they do habitually
swear falsely, and ‘“ trim "’ their evidence.

Yet the London magistrates seem to regard all
this as so much fiction. I doubt if the late
Montague Williams would have done so though.
‘““Monty ’ knew life as no magistrate of the
present day can possibly know it.

But these are not by many all, or the worst
faults of the black sheep of the force. Some time
ago I spent an evening at the house of an ex-
detective. Why he was no longer in the force
matters not here. Suffice it that there were
‘ differences.”” But how the interview came to
take place has a bearing on the subject. It was
while the Beck case was still hot in the press,
and I had written an article on the subject of
police work for a London daily. This came
under the notice of the ex-detective referred to,
who wrote to me asking me to call upon him, and
stating that he could supplement my information
by a good deal. I sat with him for several hours,
and it was indeed a remarkable story I listened
to, not a tithe of which can I set down here. But
much of it confirmed that which I have already
stated above, and his additional facts were en-
lightening. The fact that he was no longer in the
force lent greater weight to his statements, in-
asmuch as he was no longer bound by red tape,
and was moreover impelled to plain speaking by
the natural irritation of his position. There is
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no institution in this land where red tape abounds
as it does in Scotland Yard. If you go there
and put to them the simplest possible question, to
which they could give a direct reply that would
not compromise the office-stool, they will not
oblige you. Suppose, for instance, you ask them
whether they have heard anything lately of Bill
Bailey, you will have to undergo something like
the following ordeal. You will be handed from
one officer to another, then taken up in a lift to
an upper storey, led along a corridor, and ushered
into a small room, and shut in there, having been
told to wait. After a considerable pause another
officer will enter, and to him you will repeat your
question. Thereupon he will point to some
printed slips on the table, and direct you to fill
up one. It is a kind of small inquisition, but
you do so, and hand it to him, and he departs
with it, leaving you disconsolate. Another wait
and he returns with the information that no verbal
answer can be given, nor can you be seen by the
officer on duty, and that you must send a letter
through the post. You do so, and wait. About
two days after a letter arrives bearing the Scotland
Yard stamp, and you think at last you have got
the information you require. You tear it open,
but, alas! it is nothing more than a bare intima-
tion that your letter has been received, and will
be attended to! Three more days go by, and
another letter arrives. At last, say you. You
open the letter and, after a very lengthy preamble
of ceremony, you are informed that they can give
you no information whatever about Mr Bailey.
And there it ends.
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Is all this really necessary ? Life is so short
that this wretched waste of time is positively
demoralising. It is quite obvious that reforms
will not readily be admitted into an institution
conducted on such sluggish lines as these.

And the need for reform in our police methods
is a crying one. The detective side of it, for
instance, the Criminal Investigation Department.
The wisdom which directs that a detective must
first be a police constable is very difficult to
discover. I once questioned a detective on the
subject and he defended the system on the
grounds that, while a constable, a man obtained
a good knowledge of criminals and their methods.
This may be, but at the same time the criminals
obtain a good knowledge of the constable, and
it becomes useful to them when he goes into
plain clothes. The constable never wholly shakes
off his ambling gait. Moreover, if it were not
for the intervening period in uniform many
men of intellect, who would prove invaluable
in crime investigation, might be recruited into
the ranks of detectives. Why not establish a
department of civilian detectives, who might
serve an equivalent term to that passed in the
ranks of constables in making themselves familiar
with criminal methods and haunts, which they
could very much better do in mufti than in
the distinguishing prominence of uniform. Surely
it is possible for the human mind to grasp the
ramifications of criminal methods without his
body first being made a street signpost of!
It is preposterous to suppose that a civilian would
not make a good detective. But it, at least, is
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on a par with a good many other Scotland Yard
theories.

Reform is also needed in the business of identi-
fication, which has become so perfunctory that it
has degenerated into a mere farce, albeit a tragic
one. It also furnishes a dangerous opportunity
for unscrupulous men to convert the impartiality
of the law into a dangerously partial implement
of destruction. To place a suspected man in the
midst of a crowd, or in a line with a motley col-
lection of his fellow-creatures, is not, as was.origin-
ally intended, to render him inconspicuous, but to
point the finger of accusation almost directly at
him—which doubtless is the object aimed at by
certain unscrupulous police officers. In fact, as
now carried out, the method of securing identi-
fication is worse than unreliable. They are first
supposed to find a certain number of people from
the street or elsewhere who shall be similar in
appearance. Now, I ask how long would it take
to find, say, only four people in the streets of
London, just when they are wanted, who should
be confounded one with the other ? The thing
is well-nigh impossible. Well, upon these occa-
sions as many as a dozen people are sometimes
utilised. Then, the subjects having been gathered
in, an officer will proceed to summon the witness.
Sometimes he has to go a considerable distance
for him. Well, what happens on the way ?
Does the officer keep silent concerning the case,
as he should do ? Hardly to be expected of that
zealous functionary. By the time the station
is reached the witness has a pretty shrewd notion
of the general appearance of the suspected man,
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with the result that the task becomes merely
perfunctory.

Then again the police are guilty occasionally
of putting to witnesses what are known in legal
circles as ““ leading questions,” instead of allowing
them to tell a plain unvarnished tale, supposing
they have one to tell. For instance, in effect
they say, ““ Now, did you not, on such and such
a day, at such and such a time, see a certain in-
dividual ? Come, now, just think, you must have
done.” This, too, at a time when the place may
be in a state of hysterical excitement over the
occurrence. It is a most flagrant proceeding,
and would not be allowed for a moment in any
court of law. It is by such means that a structure
of false evidence is constructed, the highest-
minded of bench and bar being subsequently
deluded into believing in the monstrous fabri-
cation.

Although it has been denied, by persons inter-
ested in denying it, that promotion in the police
force goes by virtue of multiplicity of convictions,
there can be no doubt that this is so. The man
who obtains convictions frequently is regarded
as smart, and one to be encouraged; but the
constable who leads a quiet, uneventful career
will be regarded as “slow,” and not worthy of
promotion. There is also, for the ends of justice,
far too much odium visited on constables by their
superiors when they have excusably arrested a
man on suspicion who subsequently proves to be
innocent, and induces constables to adopt almost
any measure to prove guilt rather than be com-
pelled to admit a ““ blunder.”
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In fact, one of the most serious drawbacks to
most police constables is excess of zeal, and an un-
warrantable magnification of their own import-
ance in the scheme of the universe. They are
invested with a very large measure of authority,
and it seems to be too much for the heads of some
of them, and they become rather the masters of
the public, than their servants. A reputable
citizen, who may inadvertently have committed
a trivial breach of police decorum, does not care
to be affronted by a self-assertive bull-frog of a
policeman ; and such conduct is calculated rather
to lead to breaches of the peace than to the pre-
servation thereof.

These sins of commission and omission of the
police force are aired periodically, when some
more than usually flagrant case of blundering
occurs, and while the noise thereat is loudest we
are promised all sorts of reforms. But gradually
the noise dies down, the promised reforms are
forgotten, and things go on as before. The Police
Commission has, at the time of writing, been an
astonishing long time in labour. It is to be hoped
that it will not result in a case of a mountain being
delivered of a mouse.

With these police constables and officers, good,
bad, and indifferent, our wrongdoer will have a
good deal to do, and suffer much unmerited hard-
ship at their hands.



CHAPTER III
SOLICITORS

AT the very beginning of the book written by
Mr Witt, K.C., and entitled, “ Life in the Law,” ap-
pears the following passage :—‘ Now my mother’s
family were of the men of Devon, and they boasted
first that not one of them had ever been a lawyer.
They had been parsons, landowners, farmers
and sportsmen time out of mind. One hundred
years ago old Mrs Tucker of Exeter said that her
grandson was to be a lawyer. ‘Why, said my
uncle, ‘whatever has the poor boy done that
you should sell his soul to the evil one?’ In
later years, and in his extreme old age he said to
me, “My dear boy, I suppose you rob a rare
lot of people between one year and another. I
am an old man and I have known many lawyers,
and I never met an honest one yet.’”

These words might very well have been uttered
yesterday, and, I dare assert, with far more
justification. The late Robert Buchanan once
remarked to me, “ I do not know how any honest
man can be a barrister,”” and in confirmation
of his contention related the following episode.
Some years previously, it appeared, Buchanan
had written a play for a London manager for an
agreed sum of money. The play was duly pro-
duced but was not an unqualified success. The
manager paid part of the purchase money but
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would not complete the transaction on the plea
that the play was an indifferent one, and not
worth the money asked. Hence arose an action
at law, with Buchanan as plaintiff. During the
hearing of the case the advocate for the defendant
read extracts from the play to confirm the con-
tention of his client, and read them so badly that
he was interrupted by the judge with the remark,
“ Why, Shakespeare read in that manner would
appear indifferent!” Subsequently the defend-
ant’'s counsel, who happened to be a personal
friend of Buchanan's, met him in the corridor
and said, “ 1 read your play right through last
night, and I thought it was very good.” Now,
Buchanan maintained that the advocate must
have either been lying in the court, by intentionally
reading his play badly, or to him in the corridor.
In any event he was, said Buchanan, dishonest.

I do not agree with this version of the incident,
inasmuch as the art of advocacy is the suppression
of self in the interests of the client, and misrepre-
sentation is allowable—within bounds. But if
the remark had been applied to solicitors it would
have had some force, for, taken as a whole, they
seem to be about as dishonest a body of profess-
sional men as is to be found in a day’s march. Mr
Wheatley, the police court missionary, once re-
marked to me, apropos of some remarks of mine
concerning a certain class of criminals, “ The
fingers of some men always seem to be sticky ! ”
The fingers of many solicitors must be equipped
with suckers, for whatever they handle adheres.
Scarcely a day passes but one or more of these
despoilers of the widow and orphan are being
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dealt with in a police court, sentenced in a criminal
court, or struck off the rolls in the High Courts.
Recently Mi Justice Jelf, at the Old Bailey, in
sentencing a solicitor to penal servitude, gave
him a very severe ‘‘ wigging,” remarking that
it was such men as he who brought discredit
upon the solicitors’ branch of the law. His lord-
ship exhibited considerable warmth and resent-
ment, and it is doubtless very unpleasant for a
judge to have to sentence a member of a branch
of his own profession as a common thief.

There must be a rather large percentage of
solicitors, or ex-solicitors, in our various prisons.
I am rather at a loss to account for this constantly
increasing dishonesty in the law. Is it the method
of entry into the ranks of solicitors that is to
blame? It seems that any man who has the
money necessary for the fees, and has the wit to
pass a certain examination, can be a solicitor, in
spite of his origin or moral character. I know
by sight and repute several young men, full-
blown solicitors, who are perfect moral reprobates,
and to whom I would not trust a farthing’s-worth
of business. Such individuals as these could
never enter the profession of the bar. A barrister
is always a gentleman and a man of honour. In
fact, to be a member of the bar, even a briefless
one, is to bear the hallmark of distinction, or
the “guinea stamp.” Why should solicitors be
such a questionable lot ? Is it that the oppor-
tunities they have for plundering are too much
for their moral fibre ? It is a fact that some
people have a perfect mania for placing things
in their solicitors’ hands, as others have a weakness

c
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for going to doctors. If the latter experience an
alien ache in their little toe—a doctor. If the
former’s next-door neighbour’s cat scratches a
plant up in the garden—a solicitor. Doubtless
both solicitors and doctors respectively are pleased
to see them, but it is a stupid waste of money.

There are, of course, plenty of upright solicitors,
for whom one must feel some sympathy, for they
are overshadowed, so to speak, by their dishonest
brethren. I know there exist many people who
are sceptical as to there being such a thing as an
honest solicitor, lack of opportunity only keeping
most of them straight. But many of the solicitors
who practise in the criminal courts work very
hard and conscientiously for their clients. But
the percentage of dishonesty in their ranks is
alarmingly high, and the canker seems to have
eaten into their very vitals. Things must indeed
be very bad in the profession, for that slow-moving
body, the Incorporated Law Society, is initiating
measures to ‘“ bridle,” so to put it, the members
of the profession—in other words, to have some
control over their clients’ money.

But even in the criminal courts, where human
life and liberty are at stake, some of them cannot
be honest. Here is an incident, illustrative of
this, which I once witnessed at the Old Bailey.
It was the opening of the sessions, and the judge
was taking the pleadings. I should explain that
all the prisoners who are on the calendar are taken
in rotation and called upon to plead to the in-
dictment. They are then put back, and when
all have thus been dealt with the evidence is taken
in each case. Very impressive and interesting
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is this motley procession, at times very saddening.
Well, upon the occasion in question one of the
prisoners was a well-dressed, rather respectable-
looking man, who was very deaf. So deaf, in
fact, that the questions put to him had to be
bawled into his ear by the jailer. This hapless
condition of the prisoner struck the judge some-
what forcibly, and the following scene ensued.

Judge—"* Is this man represented by counsel ? "’

Voice (from somewhere).—* Yes, my lord.”

Judge—“ Who by ?”

Barrister (rising to his feet).—‘‘ 1 am supposed
to represent him, my lord, but I can only say that
I know nothing about the case.”

Judge—‘ But have you not been instructed ? "’

Barrister.—'‘ No, my lord.”

Judge.—"‘ Just ask the prisoner whether he
instructed his solicitor to engage counsel.”
(Jailer bawls the question, and the prisoner’s reply
is in the affirmative.) ‘‘ Ask him whether he gave
the money for counsel to his solicitor.” (The
question 'is put, and again the veply is in the affir-
mative.) ‘“ Who is the solicitor ?”’ (Somebody
mumbles something.) ‘ Where is he ? ”

Voice (from the back somewhere).—‘‘ Here, my
lord.”

Judge (hotly).—‘‘ Come forward!”

(Commotion at back. A man shamefacedly
emerges from the throng and advances to the front
of the bench. He is very mervous. This is the
solicitor.)

Solicitor (shuffling his feet).— Shall I stand
here, my lord ? ”

Judge (shortly).—‘‘ Stand where you like—I
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don’t care where you stand! Now, attend to
me. The prisoner in the dock says he has in-
structed you to engage counsel, and has paid
you the necessary fee. Is that so?”

Solicitor (stammering).—'‘ Yes—yes—my lord.”

Judge—* Have you done so ?’‘

Solicstor.—** No, my lord.”

Judge.—“ Why not ?”’

Solicitor —“ I—I—I—was just going to do so,
my lord.”

Judge (very seriously).— “Do so, tmmedi-
ately !’

Solicstor—*“ Yes, my lord.” (Crawls away,
looking much less of a man than the prisoner in the
dock.)

It was an unpleasant incident. The inference
is obvious and ugly. The man was subsequently
acquitted.

This solicitor was not much better than the
average ‘‘ shyster ”’ lawyer of America, described
so eloquently by Mr Arthur Train in his book,
““ The Prisoner at the Bar,” who is rather worse
than the prisoners he is supposed to defend, but
whom he frequently leaves in the lurch, having
first bled them of all their available cash.

Here is another dirty trick of shady solicitors.
Suppose a man instructs the solicitor to apply
to a certain individual for a sum of money,
which he, the client, considers is due to him.
The solicitor proceeds in the ordinary course,
bombarding the individual with letters contain-
ing a variety of threats of pains and penalties
should the addressee not comply with the de-
mands made upon him. It is surprising how
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some people are impressed and intimidated
by solicitors’ letters, which are very frequently
nothing but froth—dirty froth, I admit. Sup-
pose, then, the individual in receipt of such a
letter can show very good reason why he does
not owe any such amount, and not being a man
to be frightened by legal jargon, tells his corre-
spondent that he has not the slightest intention
of complying with his request. It is highly
probable that the solicitor also knows he has no
case, but he will continue the epistolary warfare
as long as he can, for the more letters there are
the more fees will accrue. He stands to win
something in any event. Well, when he has ex-
hausted all his miserable subterfuges and threats
without getting any ‘ forrader,” he ceases his
persecution and informs his client that there is
no chance of getting the money, which he should
have done, had he been an honest man, at the very
outset. So the matter drops so far as the client
is concerned, who dismisses it from his mind.
Not so the solicitor, though. He makes a note
in his diary, and some weeks or months later on
resumes correspondence with the individual, and
endeavours to get the money “on his own.” If
he gets it he pouches it, saying nothing to his
client about it. Of course his client never expects
it, so never refers to it. If it does not come off
it does not matter. It is safe enough. A solicitor
is licensed to indulge in any form of cheating or
extortion, supposing he cares to descend to it,
and apparently a good many of them do.

I remember another very contemptible trick
which a solicitor once played on an unfortunate
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client of his. The latter was convicted of some
minor offence, being fined a certain sum, in default
so much imprisonment. The man paid the fine,
handing the money to the solicitor to pay into
court. But those suckers got on it and it never
reached the court, with the result the man was
arrested and hauled off to prison. Now the
solicitor was very low down in the scale of human
nature, one of those unclean parasites which it
has always been a mystery to me can ever contrive
to get themselves into a profession that seeks to
claim for itself a vestige of dignity or prestige,
and had not sufficient to release the man, so he
had to serve the short term of imprisonment.

We used at one time to hear a great deal about
the old family lawyer, that walking embodiment
of secrecy, affluence and perfect integrity, one
of those men you might trust your soul with. I
had an impression at one time that perhaps this
legal peculation was a modern growth, due to
the spread of education, and began to lament the
decay of the old-time lawyer. But investigation
dispelled this pleasant illusion, and I found that
the old family confidant with the irreproachable
exterior was not a whit more honest, speaking
generally, than are his successors of to-day. In
fact those who in the past practised in the criminal
courts were rather worse than the shady ones of
the present day, and nearer akin to the American
“shyster.” There were those who extracted fees
from luckless and too-confiding prisoners on the
plea that they could get them off, when they knew
all the time there was no earthly chance for the
prisoner.
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I remember a very amusing incident in one of
our police courts in this direction. A prisoner
had engaged a solicitor to defend him, and while
the latter was speaking on his behalf he suddenly
broke in with, “ Why, he dunno wot the devil he’s
talking abaht!” Thereupon the magistrate in-
formed him that if he was dissatisfied with his
advocate’s capabilities he could, if he chose,
defend himself. This he elected to do, and in
the end was acquitted, the magistrate remarking
that had the case been left to counsel he would
unquestionably have been convicted.

It would seem that there has always existed
a large measure of dishonesty in the ranks of the
solicitors’ branch of the law, which is not very
easy to account for. I once consulted a friend
of mine who has passed a long career in the law,
and he attributed it mainly to the custom which
has lately grown up of solicitors embarking in
money-lending transactions—at least, that is how
he accounted for a deal of the present-day dis-
honesty in the profession. But it has been the
bad custom for many years for solicitors to specu-
late with their clients’ money, to the latter’s re-
peated loss and discomfiture. The individual
who, in the light of the present moral status of
his profession, entrusts money to a solicitor to
invest is a fool, and deserves to lose it.

The late Montague Williams, in his book of
reminiscences, entitled ‘Leaves of a Life,” gave
a very striking instance of root-and-branch dis-
honesty in a firm of solicitors which for many
years had been regarded as a pattern and type
of firm to be emulated and lived up to. Un-
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fortunately it proved to be a case of living down
instead of up. It is a singularly dramatic narra-
-tive, and describes the elopement and subsequent
arrest of the head of the firm in quite a thrilling
manner. The character, too, of the old confidential
clerk, who for some time had been aware of the
‘““cooking” of the accounts and the hopeless
condition of the firm’s finances, is most deftly
and impressively described. This was one of the
‘“pillars ” of the law of which at one time we
used to hear so much, but which, it is noteworthy,
are not to-day talked of to such an extent.

Such, then, are solicitors, and they play no in-
conspicuous part in the crime of the day, either
in swelling the ranks of the convicted criminals,
or in their treatment of those to whom they owe
a duty. Our wrongdoer will have no reason to
bless some of them.



CHAPTER 1V
ADVOCATES

WE are concerned only with the members of the
Criminal Bar, whom we shall find much more
interesting than are their learned brethren who
practise in the civil courts. Or perhaps I ought
rather to put it that their work is more interesting.
I hold it that it is a proud prerogative to fight
for the precious gifts of life and liberty on the one
hand, and for the vindication and majesty of law
and justice on the other. Strictly speaking a
barrister is not supposed to be a paid servant, or
to receive “‘ fees,” but to be a gratuitous pleader.
The money he subsequently and invariably receives
is regarded only as a present or honorarium,
an expression of gratitude for what he has done
for those for whom he has done it. ‘“ A rose by
any other name——? "’ Quite so, but etiquette
and honour must have some such polite binding.
From time immemorial it has been the custom
in the profession to absolve the barrister from
the liability of giving a receipt to a solicitor for
money received, nor can he sue the latter should
he fail to “ pay up.”

I am afraid the profession of the bar is not a
very roomy one, nor are the prizes too plentiful.
And for those who succeed it is a very arduous
life, more so than most people imagine. Many of
those who have been ‘‘ called ” scarcely ever see
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a brief, and never become known to any sort of
fame. You may see them wandering in and out
‘of the various courts, in wig and gown, watching
with lack-lustre eye the efforts of their more
successful confréres. To be sure many of them
were never intended by nature for the profession
they have adopted, and constitute very indifferent
pleaders. There are square pegs in round holes
in every profession, which is mainly due to parental
mistakes.  Occasionally they drift into other
professions, which they may possibly contrive
to adorn. There is a constant process of drifting
going on in this world.

A barrister, although he has access to any
prisoner he may be defending, receives all his
instructions, embodied in a brief, from a solicitor,
and he grounds himself in the elements of the case
therefrom. Thus the client, or prisoner, reveals his
defence to the solicitor, and the latter passes it
on to the pleader. The solicitor’'s work does
not, however, by any means stop here. He keeps
constantly in touch with the prisoner, and has
consultations with the barrister, and when the
trial takes place he keeps a vigilant eye on the
proceedings, plying the barrister with fresh material
if any should turn up, and giving the barrister
“ pointers ”’ during the proceedings. Sometimes
the solicitor’s zeal is a little too much for the
advocate, who has mastered the case for himself,
and does not want his train of thought thus
constantly interrupted with information which
he may regard as irrelevant. Of course a barrister
knows a good deal more about judge and jury
than a solicitor, whose sphere is the preparation
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of the case. By the time the latter comes into
court the advocate has decided on his line of
defence, supposing it is a case of any size or im-
portance, although it does sometimes occur that
an additional material fact or two may leak out
in the court which the advocate is glad to avail
himself of. There are also the cases where a
barrister is suddenly pressed into the service of
a prisoner through the medium of a “ docker”—
a fee for a pleader’s services handed direct from
the dock. During the progress of a case it
sometimes happens that a prisoner will be plied
with innumerable questions both by the ad-
vocate and the solicitor, with possibly a third
interrogator in the shape of the solicitor’s clerk,
which seems to suggest something loose in the
preparation of the brief, or reticence on the
part of the prisoner. It is very curious how
reticent some prisoners are, even to the with-
holding of facts calculated to operate to their
benefit.

As is generally known, the acknowledged head
of the Criminal Bar is Sir Charles Mathews, than
whom there has never been a greater ornament
of it. I know Sir Charles himself would pooh-
pooh this statement, and mention the name of
the late Gerald Geoghegan, but, with all due
respect to the memory of the late brilliant advo-
cate, such an opinion can only be received as an
expression of Sir Charles’s modesty. In these
days when titles are acquired in devious ways,
and are not always, as they should be, significant
of some worthy achievement, it was very gratifying
to know that one who had laboured so worthily
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and well had received titular distinction at the
hands of his Sovereign.

As I have already intimated, a great many
people have no conception what a life of brain-
strain is that of a successful barrister like Sir
Charles Mathews. Anyone knows by experience
who has spent but a day in a criminal court what
a call it makes upon the vital resources. When
you multiply this by many days, add the ex-
haustion engendered by examining, cross-examin-
ing, and declaiming, the consultations and studying
of briefs in chambers, the anxiety of it all, you will
have some idea what a strenuous life it is. I confess
I often wonder how Sir Charles can keep it going
as he does. But when a man’s heart is in an
occupation it is astonishing what a lot of work
he can get through.

Sir Charles is small of stature, deft and agile
of body and mind. He has a wonderful power
of grasping and marshalling facts, and a most
retentive memory, as is indicated by the few times
during a case he has recourse to his brief. He
has absorbed the story, and it is all in order from
A to Z. He knows precisely where he will make
a ‘‘ point,” and if a witness presumes to take any
liberties with veracity Sir Charles has him “ fixed
with mathematical precision. It may be a little
time coming, but the ‘‘ overthrow” is sure to
arrive. 1 recall a case in point. A woman, one
of those brazen liars who cause so much mischief
in this world, had gone into the witness-box with
the express intention of relating a most mendacious
story. She piled lie on lie, and as she did so
Sir Charles metaphorically kicked them away
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and down she went, only to rise again and repeat
the process, with the same result. The lady had
a very uncomfortable two hours, and in the end
slid out of the box a pitiful mass of moral pulp.
One experienced a certain grim satisfaction in
witnessing the discomfiture of this creature.
“ Colonel ” Lamb, of the emigration department
of the Salvation Army, once observed to the
writer, “I always feel sorry for the drunkard.
He punishes himself, and in addition is held up
to the scorn of his fellow-creatures. But the liar
and slanderer commit their infamies with im-
punity.” It is so. For every poor destitute
criminal, bankrupt of all the world holds accept-
able, who is lashed with the thongs of justice
and outraged law, there are scores of smug and
well-clothed liars and slanderers who receive no
punishment for their wrong-doing. The amount
of perjury which is daily committed in the Divorce
Court is simply colossal, perjury which breaks
up homes and ruins lives, yet never a soul is
brought to book for it, or very rarely so. It is
painful to think of.

I have listened to innumerable speeches by
Sir Charles Mathews, but nothing at once so virile,
dramatic and trenchant as that he delivered in
the prosecution of a Frenchwoman who was charged
with throwing vitriol in the face of one of her
own countrymen. It is no exaggeration to say
that during this forensic oration Sir Charles held
the court in the palm of his hand. The prisoner
seemed to shrink and quiver under his invective,
his expressive face at the same time attracting
yet repelling her. I shall make further reference
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to this case later on when I deal with the crime
of vitriol-throwing.

It sometimes happens that a barrister who
practises almost exclusively in the civil courts
makes occasional incursions into the criminal
courts. Possibly a solicitor selects his pleader
according to the latter’s adaptability to deal with
the characteristics of the case in hand, or maybe
the prisoner may express a desire to be defended
by a particular barrister. Of course most criminal
prosecutions are brought by the Crown, and the
advocates who conduct them are ““ Crown counsel,”’
and are retained by the Public Prosecutor. But
in defence the field is wider, and in it there is more
scope for the rising barrister. The most eloquent
speech I have ever heard made in defence of a
prisoner was that delivered by Mr Henry Fielding
Dickens, K.C., in defence of “ Kitty ’ Byron at
the Old Bailey. It was a perfect gem of forensic
eloquence. The case was one of those pitiful
human tragedies which make a strong appeal
to the emotions. It was quite clear that Mr
Dickens experienced deep concern and sympathy
on behalf of his client, and that the man as well
as the advocate spoke in her defence. During a
long course of miscellaneous journalism, during
which one sees life here, there and everywhere,
in all forms and phases, one cannot escape a certain
process of case-hardening, but I must confess
that on the occasion in question I experienced
considerable difficulty in maintaining control of
myself. That the advocate was himself genuinely
moved was obvious ere he had uttered half-a-dozen
words of his closing speech. What a scene the
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court presented; what a picture for brush or
pencil! It is at such times as these that one
realises the greatness of advocacy. It will be
remembered that Mr Dickens prosecuted in the
Peasenhall case.

One of the most gentlemanly and suave advo-
cates I have ever seen was Mr Arthur Hutton,
since raised to the magisterial bench. He was
eminently adapted for defence, on which side he
was invariably retained, and, during his career,
he defended some of the worst miscreants who
ever stepped into the dock of the Old Bailey. I
have always thought that Mr Hutton was some-
what unfortunate in his cases, inasmuch as he
invariably had the ungrateful task of defending
a prisoner for whom it was difficult to obtain
much sympathy, and whose offence was brutal
and only too obvious. He did not have too
many of what are known technically as “ good
fighting cases.” But he always did his con-
scientious best.

Although all barristers are of course available
for either prosecution or defence, yet there are
certain advocates whose gifts seem to fit them
pronouncedly for one side or the other, as in the
case of Sir Charles Mathews for the prosecution,
and as Mr Hutton was for the defence. But in
Mr R. D. Muir we have an advocate who seems
to be equally at home on either side. He is one
of the most careful, deliberate, and self-contained
advocates at the Criminal Bar. I have scarcely
ever seen his composure disturbed, and for direct-
ness of purpose and clarity of style he stands un-
rivalled. He is also very busy, for you may see
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his name associated with innumerable -cases.
Slowly and deliberately he tells off his facts,
whichever side he happens to be on, commanding
attention and silence. I remember one of his
defences in a case in which I had the honour of
helping him to a verdict, inasmuch as I formed
a component part of the jury. The prisoner
was charged with fraudulent bankruptcy. Now
this is a very serious offence, and a man may get
seven years’ penal servitude for it, so it is im-
perative that the charge should be proved beyond
all doubt. The case in question seemed to have
been got up in a rather slovenly manner, and the
evidence was not strong enough to hang a dog on.
Counsel for the prosecution, however, did not
think so, and was rather easy-going about it.
But Mr Muir saw its inherent weaknesses, and
before the case had proceeded very far had suc-
ceeded in getting several counts of the indictment
struck out, the judge supporting him all through.
In fact, this “ whittling ”’ process went so far that
at one time I began to think there would be
nothing of the charge left for us to try. However
the remaining counts were fought stubbornly,
the case lasting the whole day.

These financial prosecutions are very dreary,
and one was very thankful for the little joke per-
petrated by Mr Muir during the course of this case.
At many of Mr Muir’s statements the junior
counsel for the prosecution shook his head vehe-
mently, although he said nothing. This continual
dumb contradiction at length got on the cus-
tomary patience of Mr Muir, who blurted out,
“I do not know why my friend keeps shaking
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his head, whether it is that he has palsy, or that
there’s nothing in it!” It was, of course, not
a new joke, but it was very acceptable, for it was
a treat to be able to release one’s countenance
for a few moments.

It is curious how some advocates drift in and
out of notice, while others remain constantly
in public regard. I have lost sight lately of
Mr Guy Stephenson in the criminal courts, who,
I remember, had an uncomfortable time with a
judge at the Old Bailey during the “ false issues
controversy. Also I have not seen Mr Ernest
Wild lately. He defended Gardiner in the Peasen-
hall case, and also some years before Mrs Chard
Williams, the Battersea baby-farmer. He is
always a good fighter for the defence. In the
latter case I remember him making strenuous
efforts to upset the evidence of a police constable,
who was rather self-important about his know-
ledge on the subject of knots. Some important
evidence turned on some peculiar knots found in
a certain piece of string. The knot was one known
as a “ fisherman’s bend,” and was not an ordinary
knot. This string was found round the body
which was the subject of the charge, and similar
string, containing similar knots, was discovered at
the house where the prisoner resided, from which
the importance of the constable’s evidence can be
deduced. Mr Wild also saw it, and wrestled
for a long time with the point, making knots with
a piece of string on a black ruler in order to
demonstrate that anybody might make such a
knot. His concluding speech lasted something

like two hours and a half, and altogether his was
D



50 THE STORY OF CRIME

a valiant effort on behalf of the prisoner, who was,
however, eventually convicted.

. Mr George Elliott, a short, comfortable, fresh-
complexioned gentleman, always inspires one with
his whole-souled devotion to his clients’ interests,
especially if that client happens to be of the fair
sex. Of course this gallantry is very praise-
worthy, although too great a surrender to senti-
ment is liable to lead strict justice awry. In a
recent case Mr Elliott declared with considerable
emphasis that he intended to make a “ hammer-
and-tongs fight of it,” and he did so, winning a
considerable victory. I shall make further re-
ference to this in a subsequent chapter. Mr Elliott
is certainly a very earnest advocate.

Mr Baggallay, the magistrate, has a son practis-
ing at the Criminal Bar, as also has the Recorder,
Sir Forrest Fulton. The brothers Gill, Charles
and Arthur, are very busy advocates, and there
are many others of varying merits and capacities.

There is no doubt that a prisoner in this country
has as fine a chance as a man can have at the hands
of counsel, who are unremitting in their efforts on
behalf of their clients. Our wrongdoer will have
real cause to be grateful to them.



CHAPTER V
JUDGES

It is difficult to understand how certain of our
judges contrived to get on to the bench, and being
there why their presence is tolerated. In the
appointment of judges it is not a question of fit-
ness, but cliqueism. It is controlled not a little
by politics—that infallible perverter and corrupter
of men’s minds. A man does something for his
“ party ” and he is made a judge, a knight, a peer,
or given some fat sinecure of an office. He
may have given his party of his mind or his purse,
it matters not which. This might be tolerably
harmless in some instances, but the appointment
of judges should be a sociological and not a political
matter. A judge exercises wide and important
powers over the lives of the people, and anything
in the way of political bias is mischievous and
unwarrantable.

A judge needs to be impartial as much as any
man breathing, yet how frequently we see that he
is not, that, indeed, he is grossly partial. That
he should hold the scales of justice with a firm,
fair hand, standing apart from the litigious, con-
tentious side of a case, is also obviously necessary,
yet how frequently do we see him forcing upon
the court his own prejudices and logical failings.
Presumably trial by jury was established as much
for the protection of the accused person as for
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the just and due administration of the law. Nowa-
days this institution is occasionally not alto-
gether unjustifiably referred to as a ‘ farce,”
for it not infrequently develops into trial by judge.
It is a matter of impossibility for any frequenter
of our courts of law, both civil and criminal,
however experienced he may be, to form an opinion
as to what the verdict in a trial will be at the con-
clusion of the evidence, pro and con. But before
his lordship has gone far with his summing-up
he will be able to venture a very good guess ;
when the summing-up is ended he could, almost
invariably, put his last shilling on the result with
comparative safety.

Now the security of trial by jury is that you
have twelve ‘“good men and true,” who, al-
though individually imbued with failings, foibles,
and prejudices, which are the natural inheritance
of mankind, must be unanimous in a decision
based upon evidence, for and against, placed
before them. Now if twelve ‘good men and
true "’ all arrive at the same conclusion the balance
of probability is overwhelmingly in favour of that
being the correct solution. But if the judge
drrogates to himself the right to take captive
those collective minds and incline them to his
way of thinking, the security of trial by jury at
once disappears and the prisoner occupies a most
perilous position.

Cases are popularly supposed to be decided by
weight of evidence, which is not infrequently a
fallacy, for to the weight of the evidence is some-
times added the weight of the judge’s personal
ovinion. This sometimes weighs much heavier
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than the evidence in the minds of the jury, and
is given undue significance, being utilised on one
side or the other as the case may be, according
to how his lordship’s mind may happen to be
swayed by these same failings, foibles and pre-
judices which are inherent in him. The manner
in which some judges contrive to get their own
convictions into the minds of the jury, while at
the same time displaying a certain degree of im-
partiality is very subtle. They do it in this way.
““The prisoner at the bar states that he was not
at the place named at the hour stated by the
prosecution. Of course” — with an indulgent
smile—‘‘ the prisoner has a perfect right to make
such a statement. But it is for you, gentlemen,”’
—patronisingly—*‘ to say whether you believe
him or not.” / Puts on incredulity. It is not
for me to say whether I believe him or not. I
might believe him ”’—shrug of the shoulders—

“or I might not!’’—with emphasis. ‘It is for
you, gentlemen ’—engagingly—‘‘ to decide the
point.”

Now it is a thousand to one, in the face of this
improper procedure, the jury will decide against
the luckless prisoner. There are also the irrele-
vant pronouncements which too frequently
emanate from the bench, and which are usually
very tiring. Suppose a judge is presiding over
a trial for, say, poaching, incidentally we may
be favoured with his lordship’s opinions upon
bimetallism, economics, or the moral status of
the liquor traffic. All this is to confuse the
minds of the jury. The Lord Chief Justice
recently made a ““tilt” at this kind of thing.
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I recall a very striking instance of a judge's
partiality and prejudice in a trial for murder at
the Old Bailey—I mean the old court, the one
that is now ‘“tolet.”” It was one of those neurotic
tragedies where the victim had been hurried
into the hereafter by her love-maddened admirer.
The circumstances were painful, being one of
those cases which call for merciful consideration.
Even the prosecuting counsel struck a sympathetic
note on behalf of the accused. Not so the judge,
however. This sympathy seemed to irritate him,
and it was clearly not to his liking. In his sum-
ming-up he kept referring to “ that poor gel ”’-—
pronunciation on the bench is sometimes curious
—and harping on the dead to such an extent
that one began to feel quite ““ creepy.” All this,
of course, was done to divert the question of
mercy from the minds of the jury. ‘ Oh, upright
judge!” It was, however, gratifying to learn
that the jury were proof against his lordship’s
blandishments, and added a ‘“rider ” of mercy
to their verdict. Human life and liberty are too
precious to be paltered with by an acrimonious
and one-sided judge.

Then there is the judge who wastes time. I
remember an amusing incident at the Old Bailey
in illustration of this. The case under considera-
tion was a very simple one, and the truth obvious
to the meanest capacity. But the judge summed
up at inordinate length, and in a soporific drone.
On and on flowed the judicial stream like the
immortal brook. The court grew weary. The
jury shifted about in their seats and yawned.
The barristers crept out of the court, and made
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their way upstairs to the “snuggery,”’ there to
engage in free discourse concerning his lordship’s
loquacity. The prisoner nodded and dozed, fast
falling into the merciful arms of Morpheus, and
an usher, pulling his sable robe about him, and
whispering an excuse to his confrére, mingled with
the shadows. At length the writer, with a split-
ting head—the word-stream was still flowing
from the mouth of the oracle—crept away to the
corridor without. Two doors, within a few feet
of each other, gave on to the latter. At each
door was a uniformed janitor. These men had
been reduced to a condition of insubordination,
and were busy making as much noise as possible.
They were opening and shutting the doors, and
banging them. At length their heads popped
out simultaneously, and in a fierce whisper called
one to the other, ‘“ He’s had his brandy-and-
soda!”

That a judge may admit well-deserved mercy
into a case without loss of dignity to the law was
proved by Mr Justice Darling, while trying a case
I have already referred to, that of ‘ Kitty ”
Byron. In his admirable summing-up to the
jury he defined the position quite clearly, at the
same time he confessed that it was a case for
merciful consideration. In effect he said, ‘“ This
1s a clear case of murder ”—as it was according
to the literal letter of the law— and our duty
is plain. I am here to direct you on points of
law, and it is for you to give expression to that
law. We have no other alternative. The ques-
tion of mercy ”—and here his lordship cast an
eye of pity towards the dock and exclaimed,
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“ And God knows she needs it!”—"is for the
consideration of another tribunal.”” He then
practically directed them to add a rider of mercy,
which they did. Here mercy was done full
justice to, and the majesty of the law suffered
not one iota. On the contrary it gained in quality
by such deft treatment. It is true that the death
sentence was pronounced, although it was never
intended to carry it out, but that was the fault
of the law and not of the judge. I have, however,
one complaint to make against his lordship.
Why, Sir Charles, did you pick up the glittering
weapon with which the crime was committed
and test its edge by cutting off a length of a pen-
holder ? Such a proceeding was unworthy of
you, and was very near the ‘ gallery.” What is
termed “ playing to the gallery” is a bad fault
of many of our judges. A little while ago, Mr
Wallace, K.C., in sentencing that curious noble-
man, Lord Neville, made use of the words, “ I shall
inflict upon you as severe a punishment as though
you were an ordinary working-man.” Such ob-
servations as these are mere histrionic twaddle.
The sentence certainly was severe for the class
of offence.

When it was first mooted that Mr Charles
Darling was likely to be raised to the bench, it
was predicted in a certain quarter that he was
too witty a man ever to be appointed a judge.
Why success upon the bench should be incom-
patible with a sense of humour is not too clear,
and in the case of Sir Charles Darling I maintain
has been completely contradicted. He is one
of the wisest and most deft of them. It should
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be common knowledge that a man possessed of
a sense of humour is also possessed of common-
sense, and the man possessed of common-sense is
the best-equipped authority to deal with litigious
matters. All mortal disputes are born of mortal
foibles, and in the due and fair administration
of justice upon them a keen and comprehensive
knowledge of human motives is invaluable. A
man so mentally endowed must of necessity
have a full appreciation of the comedy of life,
which treads upon the very heels of its tragedy,
for the knowledge of the one brings the knowledge
of the other. Too great a reliance on the dry-as-
dust letter of the law is not healthy. I had the
pleasure of a chat with Sir Charles some time ago
at his town house, and I was much impressed
with his broadmindedness and insight into human
nature, as exemplified by his opinions on the
various topics we discussed. A liberal mind is
a fine thing in a judge.

I will now venture a few remarks concerning
a judge who has been much in the public eye of
late. I refer to Sir Ralph Littler, Chairman of
the Middlesex Quarter-Sessions. No judge has
been more abused in the public press than he has,
on account, it is alleged, of his severe sentences.
I determined to endeavour to form an opinion
for myself concerning the personality of Sir Ralph,
and sought an interview with him for that pur-
pose. He was good enough to consent to receive
me, and I had a long chat with him in his private
room at the Sessions House. I came away with
“mixed ” feelings, but with one predominant
conviction in my mind—namely, that Sir Ralph
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Littler was not the vengeful judge he has been
represented to be. It would seem, however, that
this judge’s sentences are sometimes severe, and
that he has spread dismay through the ranks
of criminals. I know this to be true. Your
‘““habitual ”’ would rather be tried by any other
judge than Sir Ralph Littler. There may be a
justifiable reason for this. Society must be pro-
tected from the ‘‘habitual’’ criminal, and the
longer the periods of his confinement the fewer
will be his opportunities of returning to his
nefarious enterprises, which he will assuredly do
upon release. I do not think it can be shown
that Sir Ralph Littler has inflicted long sentences
upon any but ‘‘habituals.”” Misplaced leniency
on the bench may be far more disastrous in its
effects than that which at first sight appears to be
judicial severity. It is sometimes necessary to be
severe to one in order to be just to many. After
all, the length of a sentence passed upon a prisoner
is less important, to himself and to others, than
the treatment he receives while in prison.

Sir Ralph himself claims to be a lenient
judge, and one who believes in giving a man a
chance if it is possible. It is a fact that he was
one of those who initiated what is known as
the Victoria Fund. It came about in a curious
manner. Some time ago Sir Ralph sentenced a
couple of poachers to five years’ penal servitude
for nearly killing a gamekeeper. After the sen-
tence was delivered, the wives of the men came
to Sir Ralph and begged him to reduce the sentence
as it meant the break-up of their homes. This
the judge refused to do, although he instructed
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the police to make inquiries on behalf of the
women. The result was satisfactory, and among
other things the police discovered to the credit of
the women was that one was very handy with the
mangle and the other with the sewing-machine.
Thereupon Sir Ralph bought one a mangle and
the other a sewing-machine, at the same time
instructing the police to levy a small charge on
the articles, so that they might not be seized for
rent. Time passed, and one night while Sir Ralph
was working at his house in town his servant an-
nounced to him that a couple of rough-looking
men were asking to speak with him, and advised
him not to see them. He, however, was deter-
mined to do so, and directed that they should
be shown in. A few moments after two raffish
and somewhat sinister-looking men walked into
the apartment, and stood before the judge.
“Well ?”’ queried the latter. “ P’raps yer don’t
regognise us, gov'nor, eh ? ”’ said one of the men.
“No, I do not,” agreed the judge. ‘ Well, some
years ago,” went on the man, “ you sentenced us
to five years’ penal for bashing a gamekeeper ! ”’
“Oh!” was the judge’s monosyllabic utterance,
and he began to feel uneasy. ‘ Well,” proceeded
the ex-convict, “ while we’ve been away we’ve
found out as how you’ve been good to our wives,
and have kep’ our ’omes a-goin’. An’ it’s fur
that kindness we've come ’ere to-night to fank
yer!”

It was out of that incident that the Victoria
Fund arose, which is always at the disposal of
those charitably disposed towards deserving
prisoners and their friends. The incident was
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related to me by Sir Ralph himself, as were also
the following.

On one occasion he interested himself on behalf
of a man who had undergone a good deal of im-
prisonment, and obtained employment for him.
For seven or eight months the man worked satis-
factorily, then all at once, and for no apparent
reason, he set forth on a shoplifting expedition.
In another case Sir Ralph Littler’s good offices
were solicited and rendered under the following
circumstances. A letter was once delivered for
the judge at the Sessions House, and in it the
writer stated that he had served three terms of
penal servitude, but that for six years he had led
an honest life. He was now, however, laid up
with illness, that he had been told he would have
to go into hospital, and after that to a convalescent
home. This meant, he explained, the break-up
of his home, unless somebody lent him a helping
hand. Would his lordship assist him? Sir
Ralph did not recollect ever having had the man
through his hands, and sent the police to make
inquiries, with the result that the man confessed
that he had never been sentenced by Sir Ralph,
but had applied to him as he had a reputation
for that kind of charity. As a result the man
was got into the Westminster Hospital, afterwards
into a home, his home meantime being kept going
out of the Victoria Fund.

Now these are good deeds, and make for reform.
Sir Ralph did not inform me when they occurred,
but they certainly go a long way towards con-
tradicting the reports of his lordship’s severe
attitude on the bench. He further maintained
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that penal servitude was regarded as a much
severer punishment than it really was, a fact due
to an utterance of Lord Coleridge some years
ago who, while sentencing a prisoner to penal
servitude, declared that he was sending him to
“slavery.” Since then, Sir Ralph declared, the
term ‘ penal servitude” had conveyed an un-
merited significance, and that two years’ hard
labour is a much heavier punishment in regard
to physical pain than five years’ penal servitude.
I quite agree with the last statement, but the
longer terms of penal servitude, such, for instance,
as ten, fifteen, and twenty years’, constitute very
terrible fates for anything in human shape.
People who speak lightly of the punishment of
penal servitude are speaking without thinking,
or they are devoid of imagination.

It is at all times advisable to adopt lenient
measures when such a course does not violate
wisdom or operate in a detrimental manner on
expediency, for it is essential to reform that justice
should not be strained, that she should go hand-
in-hand with her gentler sister, mercy. The rela-
tions between habitual criminals and organised
society are sufficiently tense, and need no ac-
centuating.

Our wrongdoer will find it difficult to regard
his earthly judges as his best friends.



CHAPTER VI
THE JURY

THERE can be no safer tribunal than trial by jury,
if properly carried out. But I am afraid that, as
it obtains at present, it is like a lot of other human
institutions—very fine in conception, but very
faulty in execution. There are different kinds
of juries, and they are known variously as
‘“grand,” ‘ traverse,” ‘‘ common,’ ‘‘special,”’
and ‘““ coroner’s.” The “grand” and ‘‘special ”’
are the pick of them, and must be men of certain
financial standing; ‘ traverse” and ‘‘ common ”
are for ordinary cases, and the jurymen who sit
on ‘“ crowners’ quests” are usually of very poor
material. In fact, the coroner himself seems
to be an embodiment of the whole investigation,
examining and cross-examining, and finally direct-
ing the jury what verdict to bring in.

Juries are appointed by the sheriff, and he
ptoceeds in the following manner. Suppose he
has to find a jury for a certain sessions, he will
select a particular district and take so many names
from a printed list, such as may be seen hanging
on the door of a parish church. The list is ar-
ranged alphabetically, and he starts from the
top. He then advises an official known as the
“ summoning officer,” who may have chambers
somewhere in the vicinity of Chancery Lane,

to issue summonses for so many jurors for the
62
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sessions referred to, which will begin on a certain
date, giving the recipients several weeks’ notice.
Perhaps only a third, or even a fourth, of those
so summoned will be called upon to serve, but
all must attend, and remain in attendance during
the sessions. These form the “ reserve’ jurors,
and they are subject to the same penalties as those
who are serving. There are various reasons
for the presence of these surplus jurors. An
acting juryman, for instance, might be taken
suddenly ill, or furnish a good reason for being
excused, and there must be somebody to fill his
place. Further, jurymen may be objected to for
various reasons—I knew a case where a juryman
who had been serving for two days had to leave
the box on the third, as he was employed by a
railway company, and a charge of theft by a
railway employee had to be tried—and substi-
tutes must be found. So you see there are cogent
reasons why there should be reserve jurymen
in attendance.

Well, the summoning officer having been ad-
vised by the sheriff will proceed to send out his
summonses—a facsimile of one such summons is
given herewith—the terms of which leave no
doubt in the recipient’s mind that it is a matter
to be attended to. It is delivered by registered
post, and the recipient must sign for it. This
establishes proof of “service.” Formeily they
were delivered by hand by police constables,
but this was found to be very loose, and it was
astonishing the number of people who were re-
ported to be “ill,” “out of the country,” “ gone
away,” or otherwise precluded from serving.
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It is no secret that the authorities did not believe
always in these repoits, so a new system was
adopted, by means of which it is difficult for
anyone to evade service. Of course there are
very few people who do not heartily detest the
business, and when the postman delivers the
summons, which is left quite open for inspection,
he usually indulges in a broad grin.

When a district is exhausted—that is to say,
when all insciibed upon the jury list have been
called upon—another district is selected, and so
on. Usually a period of three years elapses
before a district is revisited, but a man changing
his address may be called upon again much sooner,
or, for the same reason, he may escape for a much
longer period. He should be careful to keep his
summons by him to produce as a proof of service
in the event of his being called upon again too
quickly. The foreman of the jury is selected in
a friendly kind of way ; they arrange it among
themselves with the assistance of the usher, who
may first inquire whether any of them have served
on a jury before ; if so, he is considered to be the
fittest for the post.

There is no remuneration attached to the work,
none whatever. Although the house rent a man
is paying is taken into consideration in the task
of selecting a jury, no sort of regard is paid to
calling, and all kinds of trades and professions are
represented thereon. In the case of a trial for
murder the jurymen remain locked up between the
hearings, and do not see their homes again until a
verdict has been arrived at, or they are discharged
in the event of their being unable to agree.
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I now propose to briefly describe a little ex-
perience of my own while serving on a jury,
which I have previously referred to. It was the
opening of the Sessions, and we were a motley
crowd. There were between forty and fifty of
us, of all ages, of diversified bearing, and uncertain
intellectual stamina. The dingy surroundings of
the court were temporarily lifted from their cus-
tomary slough by a welcome burst of brightness
on the part of that singular elemental mosaic
called “our climate.” The sun shone, and by
devious ways penetrated to the arena of specu-
lative justice. We filtered, ambled in past sundry
isolated police sentries, and came to a chaotic
pause before a burly official who held us up, so
to speak, with the gruff inquiry, “ Any excuse ? ”’
Those who had, or said they had, were diverted
to one part of the court, and those who had none,
or cared not to venture one, were passed on to
anothet part of the court.

To be plain, we were the jury summoned under
a threat of “ at your peril” to be present to try
“between our Sovereign Lord the King and the
several defendants and prisoners to be at the bar,”
for the various offences alleged against them.
Eventually the ‘“twelve,”” of which the writer
was one, found themselves, by accident it seemed,
in the jury-box, whither they had shuffled in the
general confusion, and at the tail-end of a vocifer-
ated “ Straight ahead!” from the burly official
aforesaid. Than this there was no more definite
arrangement concerning their destination, but
being there they were kept religiously. The
others ranged up behind and settled down in in-
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certitude, discontent, and discomfort. This was
natural, for they were all men of business, and this
peremptory summons dealt hardly with them.
But upon those now seated in the box the fate
of many unfortunate creatures would depend.
They were a decent lot of men, square-headed,
commercial, although quite foreign to the business
before them, and the position thrust upon them
they felt weightily. Their daily avocations were
various and comprehended commercial travellers,
a butcher, hosier, provision merchant, and bank
clerk. Some were quite youthful and effervescent,
others old and staid. One or two suffered under
the disability of defective eyesight, another was
not too acute of hearing, and yet another, thin
almost to the degree of invisibility, constantly
interrupted the proceedings with a resurrection
cough. The weather had as usual been very
trying. But all more or less fraternised, exchang-
ing sympathy and views. Some of the latter
were funny, arguing a too profound possession
of a sense of deduction, probably the result of a
too faithful adherence to the doctrines of Sherlock
Holmes.

Our foreman having been selected, and the
trunk of the jury given a head, his lordship took
his seat and proceeded to hear the applicants with
excuses. Incidentally much humiliation was en-
dured. In the end some were allowed to go, while
others were very peremptorily told to remain.
The penalty for not appearing is £ro, with the
possibility in the rear of imprisonment for contempt
of court.

The majority served for three days, till the end
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of the sessions, in fact. I will not dwell upon
the human misery and degradation that passed
in review before us during the period, suffice it
to say that we were instrumental in consigning
to prison and penal servitude about a score of
accused persons. The task was sufficiently de-
pressing and burdensome. At the end of the
proceedings his lordship, in thanking us in the
name of the county, said he regretted that the
only return he could offer us for our services was
the privilege of going over Wandsworth Prison,
where, he added, we might see some of those
persons whom we had convicted! I thought
at first his lordship was joking, but was astonished
to find that he was really in earnest. So I sup-
pose the State considers it quite the proper thing
to make this weird offer to twelve brain-weary
men who, at great personal inconvenience and
loss—at all events in the case of eleven of them—
and in discharge of their duties as citizens, have
undergone three days’ misery and weariness.
This sitting on juries is no child’s play. I confess
I left the court aching in every bone, and with my
mind playing impishly about that magnanimous
offer. During this narrative we shall visit many
prisons, and the reader will be able thereby to
estimate the nature of this offer.

The method of appointing juries is opposed to
common-sense and fair-dealing. Even a trumpery
coroner’s jury are allowed their expenses, and
in cases where merely property is in dispute a fee
is paid to the jury. I know that this “call”
dealt hardly with my fellow-jurymen. I have
already pointed out the humiliation of the busi-
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ness. I am aware that every man must expect
to discharge the duties of a citizen for the general
welfare of the community of which he is a com-
ponent part; but why not, in the name of all
that is reasonable, appoint professional juries,
picked men who are capable of dealing adequately
with the technicalities of the law, which the
average jury is not >—men who are able to weigh
facts, and who can give evidence its due weight
and significance?

The ordinary juryman is well enough in his
intentions, but he is wanting in capacity. He
would also, as I have described, be glad to be
relieved of his awkward and arduous duties. We
want jurymen who can weigh evidence impartially,
who can invest legal points with their true value,
whose minds are sufficiently stable, and whose
knowledge of the world is sufficiently extensive,
to render them impervious to the blandishments
of counsel, or the possible temperamental bias
of judges, impelling them to return “ true verdicts
according to the evidence,” as the ancient legal
dictum rightly directs. I suggest that there be
a certain number of these professional picked
men available to serve in each district, and liable
to be called upon at any time. They should be
paid a stated stipend and their appointments
should be kept strictly confidential. They should
be called upon without any previous notice, and
the selections should be made in districts situated
widely asunder. “ But,” I fancy I hear an ob-
jector exclaim, ‘‘ these men might be ‘got at,
and be induced to divert the course of justice.”
If carried out on the lines I have suggested I do
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not see how they could. But at all events even
the present system is not entirely free from such
corruption, for jurymen are occasionally* got at.”
I have in my mind the case of a prisoner of a
certain persuasion concerning whose guilt the
jury were unable to agree. The latter was there-
fore discharged, and so was the prisoner eventu-
ally, for the charge was not proceeded with, the
prosecution entering a #nos prosequi. On that
jury was a member of the same persuasion as the
prisoner. Before the trial he was in an impe-
cunious state, after the trial he blossomed forth
as a prosperous tradesman. Verb. sap.

The late Montague Williams in his book, “ Leaves
of a Life,” tells a most amusing story of how a
jury was humbugged in order to get a prisoner
off. When the jury were asked to consider their
verdict the guilt of the prisoner seemed beyond
all doubt, and it was expected that the verdict
would be forthcoming almost immediately. But
to the surprise of almost everybody present the
jury expressed a desire to retire. They did so,
and directly they had got into the retiring-room
one of their number stated that his verdict was
one of acquittal, and from that he would not
budge. Folding up his overcoat he placed it on
the ground in a corner of the room, and lay down
upon it. Hour succeeded hour and he would not
budge, nor would the others give way to him.
The judge had retired from the bench and gone
to his lodgings opposite, leaving word that he was
to be called at once when the jury had arrived
at their verdict. Time passed but no message
came from the jury. The judge sent across to
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make inquiries, and was told that the jury were
still away. Then at last the judge returned to
the bench and called for the jury, only to be told
that they were quite unable to agree. Now his
lordship was a determined man, so he signified
his intention of keeping that jury locked up until
they had arrived at a decision. He would have
no nonsense in face of such evidence as they had
heard.

The hours slipped by and it got well into the
night. Eleven of the jury were hungry, tired
and disgusted. The twelfth, still comfortably
reposing on his overcoat in the corner, pulled
out of his pocket an edifice of sandwiches and a
flask of brandy with which he had thoughtfully
provided himself, and proceeded to contem-
platively munch the sandwiches and sip the
brandy, the while he kept a twinkling eye lifting
in the direction of the others. Occasionally he
would doze, then refresh again, and so on. It
was torture to the others. At last came a message
from the jury-room that they had at length ar-
rived at a verdict. The judge was summoned,
and all the officials took their places as the
dreary-eyed jurymen trooped back to their box.
The usual formalities were gone through, and the
fateful question put, when to everybody’s con-
sternation the verdict was one of acquittal!

How that particular juryman managed to get
into the box cannot be definitely stated, but he did
get there. The next day he might have been seen
emerging from a house close handy—the office of
the prisoner’s solicitor—with a radiant face, wear-
ing a smug smile and a suit of gay holiday attire.
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Many such stories as this might be told, but
I think sufficient has been said to prove that
juries as now constituted are anything but
incorruptible.

That the ordeal of sitting in judgment on one’s
fellow-creatures is no light task I have seen ample
proof. I have many times seen jurors taken ill
in the box, the case before the court having to
be stopped while the invalid has been conducted
into the open air in order to revive. On one
occasion, at the Old Bailey, a juror fell dead
during a case. He was seen to rise to his feet,
stagger, and fall headlong down the steps. He
was carried into the well of the court, a doctor
who happened to be present pronouncing life
extinct. It formed a very gloomy incident. As
the man had died in the presence of his fellow-
jurymen no inquest was held.

The wrongdoer will regard these gentlemen
with “mixed” feelings. Occasionally he may
have reason to be grateful to them, at other times
he will feel inclined to execrate them. But,
speaking generally, he will not feel so strongly
against them as against others who will play a
part in his chastisement.



CHAPTER VII
THE POLICE COURT—A DAY ON THE BENCH

WE will now suppose, if you please, that our
wrongdoer has committed a crime for which
he is ‘““wanted.” It does not, however, neces-
sarily follow that this is the first offence he has
committed. He may, on the contrary, have
committed many crimes before this, and have
enjoyed an immunity from detection. But now
he is really known as the perpetrator of a specific
offence, and is being sought by the police.

He will keep ‘“dark” as long as he can, but
at length one day he feels the fateful tap on the
shoulder, and knows that he is ‘““ nabbed.” He
will be told the nature of the charge upon which
he is arrested, and cautioned that anything he
may say will be used in evidence against him.
If he is wise he will keep silent. He is thereupon
conveyed to the nearest police station, where he
is received by the officer in charge. The latter
enters all particulars concerning him on the
charge sheet, and he will be searched and every-
thing taken from him. He will be given an
opportunity to communicate with his friends,
supposing he has any and is desirous of doing so,
which may not necessarily follow. He will then
be consigned to a cell.

He will be brought before a magistrate at the
earliest opportunity. If it is only a minor offence

72
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he has committed he will probably be dealt with
by the magistrate, but if a serious offence he will
be remanded in custody, may make several
appearances before the magistrate, and then be
sent to a higher court, there to be dealt with by
a judge. He will prefer to be dealt with sum-
marily by the magistrate, for if he is * fullied”’—
that is to say, tully committed to take his trial at
the Sessions or the Old Bailey—he will probably
get, instead of so many weeks or months of “ stir ”’
—imprisonment—so many * stretch ’—years of
penal servitude.

He has, of course, no intention of  turning
over a new leaf,”” or playing ‘‘ poor honesty.”
That he will never do. But freedom is an im-
portant counter in the game he plays. Between
him and organised society it is a fight to a finish,
with ““no surrender ’ as the battle-cry. Having
committed a crime, baffled the police, and retained
his freedom, that is an ‘‘ engagement’ to him.
If, on the other hand, he gets arrested and con-
victed, that is one to the ““ enemy,” and he remains
a “ prisoner of war ”’ just as short a time as he
can. To be sure he has never had much of a
chance of doing much else, and has realised from
the first that this fight was inevitable. It is not
the most enjoyable life imaginable, although a
certain sort of grim pleasure is derived by him
from the excitement of it, but, as your military
fighter will tell you, even given the glory, it is
not all “ beer and skittles.” The contest might
also be compared to a couple of men playing a
game of draughts. One player (the criminal)
to his opponent (organised society): ‘“‘If you
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don’t take me I shall ‘huff’ you!” And he
does.

The proof of this phase of the contest is also
exemplified in the spirit of camaraderie, which
sometimes exists between detectives and
‘“ habituals.” Some detectives are very good
fellows, and entertain a lively sense of the unsports-
manlike attitude of society towards their * clients.”
They invariably know where to find the latter,
and when they “want” one of them something
of this sort may happen. The detective waits
on his man, and the latter catching sight of him
exclaims, ‘“ Hullo, Mr Bucket, what now ?—
I'm ‘straight.”” “ No doubt,” replies the officer,
“but all the same I want you for that jewel affair
on Monday at Stoat’s Cross.” ‘“Me at Stoat’s
Cross on Monday!” exclaims the apparently
astonished man, *“ why, blimy, I was miles away!”
‘“ Ah,” quietly comments Bucket with a smile,

“ of course you can prove it ?”’ ‘“’Cos I blankety
well can !’ blurts out the man with an oath and
an expectoration of disgust. ‘Oh, well,” says

the officer reflectively, ‘‘ perhaps there may be
nothing in it after all. But you will have to come
along—I’ve got my orders, you know.” And he
goes along. Perhaps he can prove his innocence,
perhaps not. Let us hope he can. We must
leave it at that.

By the courtesy of Mr D’Eyncourt, sitting at
Clerkenwell, I was enabled one day to view the
day’s proceedings from the point of vantage of
the bench, upon which I was accommodated
with a seat. It was arranged that I should attend
just before the court opened, which I accordingly
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did, and was ushered into the magistrate’s private
room. Here we kept up a desultory conversation
until a knuckle-knock on the door announced
that all was ready for his worship to proceed.
We emerged from the room into a corridor, the
usher who had summoned us leading the way,
I following in the wake of the magistrate. The
usher threw open a door on the left, there was
an intimation given for everybody to be up-
standing in court, and in a few strides we were
upon the bench. Mr D’Eyncourt sat at a small
desk on which was an open book, something like
a small ledger, and I took my seat a few feet away
and beside him. All our police courts are modelled
on much the same lines with, to me, a rigorous
regard to economy of space. The courts always
seem to be uncomfortably ‘cramped.” I re-
member while Raynor was still appearing before
the magistrate at Marylebone, I had gone to the
court in order to see Mr Taylor, with whom I had
an appointment, and was ushered into the court
by a side door to await the advent of the luncheon
interval, which was imminent. There were a
good many people present, and I had not given
a thought to the particular case which was before
the court. Two or three steps had sufficed to
take me almost into the middle of the court, and
up against the dock. A witness was giving
evidence, and presently I heard the name of
“Whiteley”’ mentioned, and casting a hasty glance
to the right I realised that I was standing almost
shoulder to shoulder with Raynor. The incident
served toillustrate forcibly the “cramped” condition
of our police-courts, to which I have referred.
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But to return to Clerkenwell. Immediately
in front was the usual ‘““dock ” consisting of a
couple of parallel iron fences, with just enough
room between them for a prisoner to sit down,
and a police officer to stand on either side of him.
Then the solicitors’ benches in front, witness-
boxes each side, and the public portion at the
back. There are also jumy and press boxes.
With little variation all the courts are constructed
on the same lines. In the book before the magis-
trate are entered all particulars of the cases heard,
and the sentences imposed, each one of which
is signed at the side by the magistrate. By
slightly craning my head I was enabled to observe
some such hieroglyphics as these appear upon the
page, “ 3 m. h. 1.,;”” which signified “ three months
imprisonment with hard labour,” before the sen-
tence was pronounced, the magistrate having
already made up his mind on the point. I there-
fore knew what the prisoner’s punishment would
be before he knew it himself.

During a day at a police court, life is presented
in many of its doleful as well as droll ways. A
mere recital of all the cases that passed in review
before me would be liable to pall and grow mono-
tonous, but the particulars of a few of the more
striking cases may be interesting. Several persons
were charged with keeping disorderly houses,
and the case was fought with some vigour. There
were three prisoners, two men and a woman.
The latter had got herself up specially for the
occasion — this was obvious—and appeared in
very poor and seedy garments, for the purpose
of creating the impression that she could not
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have been carrying on what is known to be a
lucrative occupation. The magistrate eyed her
with an interested contemplation ; then he shifted
his glance to the male prisoners, who were garbed
like superior kind of mechanics ; from top to toe
he scrutinised them, and seemed to be quite
satisfied concerning them. Leaning towards me
he whispered, ‘ Very troublesome cases these—
so difficult to prove.” The evidence of the police
witnesses went to prove that the prisoners had
been keeping several of these houses in different
neighbourhoods, that they had been engaged in
the illicit traffic for some considerable time, but
that they had been so cunning over it that the
police had experienced considerable difficulty in
obtaining evidence sufficient to arrest them.
They had kept the houses in question under close
surveillance, had ‘‘ shadowed " the prisoners from
one to the other, and had observed the constant
coming and going of women with men. This
evidence the prisoners endeavoured to destroy by
putting witnesses in the box to prove an alibi,
but the perjury was so obvious that the evidence
fell to pieces almost immediately it had been
given. One of the men, speaking in his own
defence, stated that he got his living by hard
manual work, but a constable declared that he
never did a day’s work from year’s end to year’s
end. Then the magistrate took a very keen and
subtle course. Said he to the prisoner, ‘“ Hold
up your hands!” The prisoner reluctantly did
so. They were as white as milk! Conviction
and sentence followed soon after.

Then a short, pale-faced, forlorn-looking man
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took his stand in the dock. His throat was
heavily swathed in bandages, and he was charged
with attempting to commit suicide by cutting
his throat with a razor. He had just come out
of hospital, looking somewhat perplexed, and
gazed vacantly at the bench. The evidence
failed to furnish any adequate reason why he
should have committed the deed. In a little
brown bag was the weapon, and other piéces de
conviction. The razor was at hand, and he just
took it up and drew it across his throat. One of
those mysterious impulses which nobody seems
to be able to account for. It seems that the mere
presence of a weapon and an opportunity is
sufficient for some curiously constituted people
to commit an act of violence, either on them-
selves or on other people. I heard of a man who
committed murder under the most remarkable
circumstances. His victim was stooping down,
with his head in a most advantageous position
for violent usage. The ‘ temptation” was too
much for the neurotic man, so he up with a weapon
and “went for” the head. There was no bad
feeling between them. A man once told me that
whenever he held his watch in a certain position
in his hand he experienced an irresistible desire
to throw it at a brick wall, just because it felt
such a convenient missile. I promptly offered
him my watch, as it deserved no better fate.

It is the same with certain forms of suicide.
Motiveless suicide is akin to motiveless murder.
The would-be suicide before Mr D’Eyncourt could
not furnish, nor attempted to furnish, any reason
for committing the deed with which he was
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charged. His case was “ put back ” for further
consideration.

Then came a sporting-looking man with * book-
maker ”’ written all over him. His case was short,
business like, and to the point. He had been
seen “ taking slips,” which had also been found
upon him. He cordially and cheerfully pleaded
guilty, and in a very short time five pounds had
changed hands. This, I should explain, was before
the passing of the Street Betting Act, which has put
an end to most of these cases. It had become
quite a customary thing to pay over the five pounds
which was then the maximum penalty. In fact
so perfunctory had the process become that one
‘“booky,” who should have appeared before
Mr Baggallay, simply sent a five-pound note by
post to the magistrate, asking that his non-
attendance might be excused, but that there
being a big race on that day he did not wish to
miss it. He was accordingly “ credited” with
the five pounds, and the case thus disposed of.

The next to appear was a small boy, who,in school
parlance, persisted in ‘“ hopping the wag.” He
was one of those handfuls of rebellious juvenility
which give so much trouble to their parents, who
are quite helpless in the hands of their small off-
spring. Either a reformatory or some ‘ birch ”
is the usual remedy in such cases.

And so the business of the day goes on, one
down the other come on, until the rising of the
court, and we leave the bench, I feeling rather
depressed and weary. Close association with
crime and criminals has a very debilitating effect
upon one; the sordidness, helplessness, hope-
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lessness displayed vividly and actually before
your receptive eye sit heavily upon and depress
your mind. Here in a cosmic condition you see
the various phases of the embittering struggle
for existence—it is like the repellent phantas-
magoria of a disturbing dream. The crime, the
misery, the penalty. The futility of it all enchains
the mind with a weird fascination. The crime,
the misery, the penalty—always thus, the cease-
less, never-ending, irrevocable destiny. They
pass in and through and out, from the court to the
prison, from the prison to the crime, from the
crime to the court, and again to the prison,
in an ever-moving circuit of infamy and misery.
So might the damned endure in the infernal regions.

Our magistrates work very hard, and do a vast
amount of good. In the way of giving advice
they are a kind of “ father confessor ”’ to the poor
of the district. In hearing what are called “ ap-
plications,” which come on before the real business
of the court commences, they exhibit a tremendous
amount of patience and administer a good deal
of sound advice. The man who wants to know
“what I'm to do with my wife,” and the distress-
ful dame who inquires ‘“ what am I to do with
my old man ?” generally get well and usefully
answered by his worship. Perhaps a young
married couple cannot ‘‘ hit it,” and they appeal
to the magistrate. By skilful questioning he
will get at the germ of their mutual grievance.
Perhaps there is some disagreement about break-
fast. They may have arranged that one shall
cook the bacon if the other makes the tea, but
it won’'t work. So the magistrate may succeed
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in adjusting their differences by reversing the
order of things, and arrange for them that the one
who objects to cooking the bacon shall make the
tea, and the one who will not produce the cup
that ““cheers” shall attend to the incineration
of the porcine relish. And so on. The word of
“his washup” is one to conjure with.

The poor of the East End have good reasons
for holding the name of Montague Williams in
kindly and grateful remembrance. He always
referred to them as “ my poor.”” His “ blanket
fund " still survives.



CHAPTER VIII

BRIXTON PRISON—‘‘ THE HOUSE OF SUSPENSE '—
AND AFTER

THIs is a remand prison, and stands in a very
picturesque spot at the end of a narrow turning
on the west side of Brixton Hill. This turning
is really an avenue of poplar and lime trees, and
just outside and facing the main entrance of the
prison is evidence of an attempt at gardening in
the form of a flower-bed, gay with vari-coloured
blossoms. It is well worth spending a little time
in contemplation and observation on the freedom
side of the main portals, particularly if it is, as
it was on the occasion of my visit, a fine summer’s
morning. It is very quiet, and an air of profound
peace reigns about the place, contrasting strikingly
with the reflection of how many miscreants have
from time to time passed in and out of the prison,
including Edwards and Chapman of execrable
memory.

This being a remand prison, the friends of
prisoners may have daily access to them between
the hours of 10 and 11.30 and 2 and 3.30. Solici-
tors, however, may be seen at any reasonable
hour. All sorts and conditions of people are,
consequently, continually passing -down the lime-
and-poplar avenue. A strange and motley pro-
cession, some seemingly indifferent, others pale
with anxiety and grief. Poor, down-at-heel men

82
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and women ; tall stately, well-groomed city men ;
youths of doubtful origin and questionable lives,
who approach the portals ill at ease and with
halting gait and furtive glance; some women,
wearing the faded remnants of a once garish and
opulent wardrobe, have a small child or two at
their skirts, others even carrying infants in
arms ; some carrying little baskets or parcels
containing necessaries or mild luxuries for their
luckless friends within, others coming empty-
handed, with nothing to offer but their commisera-
tion and sympathy. And so the procession moves
in and out at intervals, and many a man or woman
comes out with moist eye and quivering lip.

On the right-hand side of the gates is a large
notice-board, setting forth the various pains and
penalties which may be visited upon any person
found aiding and abetting in the escape of a
prisoner ; and beside it is suspended the usual
bell-pull. Beneath the notice-board a man is
seated on a bundle of newspapers and periodicals,
in one of which he is absorbed. At frequent
intervals between the hours mentioned there is
a constant flow and ebb of people through the
lime-and-poplar avenue. And now we ourselves
will pass through. the wicket—I in the flesh, you
in imagination.

I have called Brixton Prison the ‘‘ House of
Suspense,” inasmuch as the inmates, or at all
events most of them, being unconvicted know
not what their fate may be. This applies parti-
cularly to cases of serious crime. Soon after I
entered the prison I encountered an old acquaint-
ance in Chief Warder Scott, formerly of Newgate,
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and a once familiar figure in the dock of the Old
Bailey, who had the distinguished honour on one
to me memorable occasion of shutting me in the
‘““ black hole ” in the basement of that grim estab-
lishment Newgate, prior to its demolition. An-
other familiar face was that of Dr Scott, who
has figured in so many criminal trials as an expert
on lunacy, and an ““ observer "’ of prisoners con-
cerning whose mental balance there may be some
question.

Remanded prisoners, on alighting at Brixton
from the “ Black Maria,” or prison van, go straight
to the “ waiting cells,” where they remain, await-
ing their turn to go to the reception-room. The
latter they enter in a nude state, are weighed,
measured, and registered in every detail and
peculiarity. They then take a bath, if they need
it, and a great many do. The baths I saw were
enamelled and scrupulously clean, being well
rubbed round after each use, each prisoner, I
was told, having fresh water.

After the bath the prisoner is given a trouser
suit of blue serge, a sort of forage cap, and a
badge. On the latter appear the letter of the
corridor of the prison in which he is destined
to be located, the number of the landing and
of the cell. His name is registered in a book,
with these particulars against it. Thus: “ John
Smith, C 3-35.” This badge he wears on his
breast when out of his cell, but it hangs on the
outside of his cell door when the prisoner is in
occupation. When he leaves it is given up, and
is ready for somebody else. Thus when a visitor
calls to see John Smith he is at once located as
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“C 3-35.” Interviews take place in a corridor
fitted with screens. On the outside of the cell
door is also fixed a card giving register number,
date, and place of committal; etc.

Brixton was formerly a military prison, and
with its present additional wings has been in
full working order about five or six years. At
the time of my visit it had accommodation for
five hundred inmates—the accommodation may
have been increased since then—and they fre-
quently have their full complement of ‘‘guests.”
A remand prisoner may work or not, as he chooses.
He frequently does choose to, for confinement
without occupation drags very heavily. The
work is only that of the prison. If a prisoner
can afford to have his meals brought in he may
do so. If not he must be content with prison
fare. The day of activity extends from 6 till 6
—dinner 12.15 till 1.25. All lights are out by
eight. There is a fine Protestant, and also a
Roman Catholic chapel. A short service is held
every Tuesday and Thursday, and twice on Sun-
days. Hebrews are attended by a representative
of the Rabbi. There are between sixty and seventy
officers, with, of course, a night shift, all living
out of the prison. A few emergency men sleep
all night in the building. During meal - times
and at night warders pace noiselessly up and down
the corridors in felt slippers, called *‘sneaks.”
The exercise yard is a fine open space, with two
oblong, serpentine, tan-paved paths running all
round it, one within the other, and being inter-
sected with turf.

A great deal has been said about the injustice
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of treating unconvicted prisoners as though they
were convicted criminals, and it does seem strangely
out of keeping with our oft-repeated boast that a
suspected man is regarded as innocent until his
guilt is proved. I am afraid it is like a lot more
of our insular boasts, definite in theory but quite
vague in practice. The plain truth of the matter
is, that directly a man falls into the hands of the
police he is practically regarded as guilty until
his innocence is proved. It matters not how in-
nocent a man may be, be he ““ chaste as ice, as pure
as snow,” when once he is in custody he is the
object of the gravest suspicion. And if he cannot
obtain or afford bail, he is kept in durance, being
treated little better than a convicted criminal.

There certainly seems to be something “ rotten
in the state of Denmark ' about all this. Surely
a man can be better treated until he is convicted ?
To subject unconvicted and possibly innocent
men to the indignities which are practised at
Brixton Prison is to do far more than strain the
letter of the law. No doubt time and experience
will bring about many much - needed reforms
in our prison and police administration, among
them the treatment meted out to the unconvicted
prisoner. Albeit we advance in such matters
very slowly.

It is in this place, then, that our wrongdoer
will probably find himself after having been
remanded by the magistrate, and after having
been half-stifled in a cell of the * Black Maria,”
which has brought him thither. The arrange-
ment of the cells of these lugubrious yehicles is

not far short of an absolute cruelty. They are
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so small that it is scarcely possible to turn round
in them, and impossible to sit down. When the
vehicle is travelling over rough ground the jolting
is quite painful, but it is the horribly close con-
finement which is so brutal. I once remember
a grey-haired old man, who had just been sen-
tenced to ten years’ penal servitude, beg from
the dock to be allowed to occupy the cell nearest
the door when being taken away in the police
van, as he suffered from asthma, and the confine-
ment might, he feared, have serious consequences.
It was a painful sight to see this man, bordering
on seventy, and even then breathing with difficulty,
with ten years of misery before him, and the
probable prospect of never again obtaining his
liberty, appealing to be allowed the privilege
of breathing comparatively freely while on his
way to durance !

Supposing the wrongdoer has friends who are
willing to help him, then the first thing they will
do will be to try and obtain for him a “ mouth-
piece,” as the criminal classes call an advocate.
It is often a matter for wonder how some forlorn-
looking prisoners are able to obtain the assistance
of the counsel they frequently do. But their
friends will sometimes go to almost any lengths
in order to obtain the necessary funds for defence ;
barristers are also very obliging upon occasion,
and will accept a small fee from a prisoner whom
they believe to be impecunious. They have even
been known to defend such a prisoner for nothing,
especially if it happens to be a good “ fighting
case,” and a victory or a good tussle on their part
is calculated to bring them some prestige. I, of
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course, refer to the smaller advocates, for those
in a prominent position in their profession cannot
be expected to adopt the réle of philanthropist,
they having so many paying clients to whom
they owe a duty. There is also the Poor Prisoners’
Defence Fund, by means of which the judge can
grant legal aid to a prisoner whom he is satisfied
is not in a position to employ counsel himself.
The prisoner must make application, verbal appli-
cation for this assistance—he usually does so from
the dock—and it rests with the judge to say yea
or nay to it. As may be supposed a good many
applications are made by prisoners who can well
afford to pay for their own counsel, but who
endeavour thus to obtain such assistance ‘‘on
the cheap.” But the judges are pretty keen with
such applications and will not grant such aid unless
they are perfectly satisfied that the prisoner is
really destitute. It is, of course, only right and
proper that every prisoner, whatever or whoever
he may be, should have ample opportunity of
presenting his defence before the court, and it
is the object of the fund in question to enable
the very poorest so to do.

Some criminals entertain queer notions as to
what a defending advocate’s duties are. They
not infrequently imagine that, having been paid
a fee, he falls short of his duty unless he, in return,
succeeds in procuring an acquittal for the prisoner.
The money, they seem to suppose, is the price
they pay for their liberty, and in the event of
conviction they go to jail entertaining a lively im-
pression of how they have been ‘ done ! by their
‘““ mouthpiece.” It is a curious point of view.
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During his detention at Brixton the accused
man will then be enabled, as I have already in-
dicated, to have frequent access to his solicitor,
who will obtain from him all the particulars
he can, and further will watch his interests in
open court while he is before the magistrate.
Suppose he is committed for trial,. then a brief
for the defence will be prepared and an advocate
instructed, and he will in all probability be tried
either at the sessions or the Old Bailey at the
next ensuing tribunal. My remarks, of course,
refer to London, but if outside the radius or in
the provinces the case would be tried at one of
the assizes, the nearest town to that locality
wherein the crime was committed. It is a matter
of jurisdiction.

These tribunals are held every month, and for
each a calendar is prepared containing a list of
the prisoners down for trial, the crimes with
which they are charged, and where and when
they were committed. This calendar, or a copy
of it, is always to be found on the solicitors’ table
in court upon the opening of the sessions. Also
there is a blue printed form containing a list of
the cases it is expected will be heard on that
particular day, with the names of counsel for
prosecution and defence. A similar written list
is also affixed to a board in the vestibule without,
so that it may be seen at a glance what cases are
down for hearing that day. It does not neces-
sarily follow, however, that because a case is down
to be heard, that it will be heard either that day or
during that sessions. Application may for some
reason or other be made to postpone it until the
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next sessions—it may be that some evidence is
yet wanted in order to complete the case—and if
the judge considers the reasons given are good
the application will be granted. Opposition may
be offered by the other side, but the judge’s de-
cision overrules that, and the prisoner goes back
to the ‘ house of suspense”’ for another month,
or goes free for that period should he be out on
bail. '

It also sometimes happens that a case may
be pushed out of a day’s list on account of the
undue prolongation of one or more of the other
cases, and will go into the next day’s list. Or,
for similar reasons, it may not be heard for several
days. It is impossible to say exactly how long
-a case will last beforehand. I remember a case
recently which was expected to be finished well
inside of a day ; it took four. Some unexpected
development may occur at the last moment
which upsets all preconceived notions of the char-
acter of the case. Counsel may have something
“up his sleeve” which he reveals for the first
time just as the case starts. He has so far
kept it “ dark” from motives of prudence, and
now ‘‘springs” it on his adversary. Of course
the judge has something to say about it, as
also has his opponent, and the evidence may
or may not be allowed. But all this eats up
time.

We will suppose, if you please, that it is the
morning of the first day of the Sessions, and that
our wrongdoer has been brought from Brixton
in company with the “ dark lady ”’ and deposited
at the Old Bailey, there to await his turn. He
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is soon to know his fate. The sessions has been
opened in the customary manner with the pro-
cession of gorgeously attired officials, including
the Lord Mayor, sheriffs, sword-bearer, mace-
bearer, and City Marshal. The Grand Jury have
brought in their ‘‘ true bills,” and the work of
the sessions begins in earnest.

We make our way up the beautiful marble and
spacious staircase to the hall above, which is lofty,
and with its pendent beaten-brass spheres has
an Eastern appearance. The walls and floors
are of marble of all shades and colours; there
are stained - glass windows, elaborate frescoes,
beautiful azure mosaic arches, studded with
glistening stars like precious gems in handsome
settings. Beneath illustrative frescoes are the fol-
lowing inscriptions :—* Right lives by law, and law
subsists by power,” * Poise the cause in Justice’
equal scales,” and ‘ Moses gave unto the people
the laws of God.” The beauty of the place,
however, has a jarring effect on the mind when
brought into contact with the reflection of how
much blood and tears are shed within the rays
of its roseate hues.

Let us step into No. 1 Court. Compared with
the garishness without it is painfully * parochial ”
in appearance, being of plain oak and whitewash.
All is bustle, and a droning hum of many voices
in the main hall without sounds like the distant
murmur of an approaching tempest. Advocates
and solicitors are in their places, the jury are in
their box —the ‘‘twelve good men and true ”’—
who have already been individually sworn by
the grey-headed usher to “ true verdicts give
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between our Sovereign Lord, the King, and the
prisoner at the bar,” who has also been informed
by the clerk of the court that, during the naming
and swearing of the jury, he may object to any
of them, and that his objection must be made
as. their names are being called out. A cry or
demand for silence, and a peremptorily ejaculated
command to all and sundry to be ‘ upstanding
in court ”’ from an usher, the rustle and commotion
of simultaneously rising bodies, and his lordship
in scarlet robes and ermine, bowing to anybody
and everybody, moves on to the bench and takes
his seat. We bow in return to his lordship’s
graceful matutinal salutation, and the rustle
and comtmotion rises again as the assembly simul-
taneously resume their seats. The usher launches
forth into some ancient legal jingle concerning
the “ King’s majesty, the King’s subjects,” with
attendant references to ‘ misdemeanours and
felonies,” and winding up with “ God save the
King!” which he usually repeats very rapidly
as though he was not sorry that it was over and
that he could sit down. He must have made
this little speech many thousands of times. The
clerk receives the plea of ‘ Not Guilty ”’ from
the prisoner and informs the jury, who have al-
ready heard it, that he has so pleaded, and that
it is their duty to say whether he is guilty or not.
Then up jumps the counsel for the prosecution
with, “ May it please your ludship—gentlemen
of the jury,” and launches forth into the story
of the crime. Possibly the prisoner is looking
very ill, and his lordship, being a kindly man
as well as a judge, seeing this, says, “ Let the
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prisoner sit down.” The jailer touches him on
the shoulder, points to a chair, and he sits. On
the solicitors’ table will repose the piéces de con-
victton, including, perhaps, a lethal weapon or
two, some documents, photographs, and possibly
a model of a room. The police are very diligent
in making miniature replicas of death chambers,
faithful in every detail, even to utilising red ink
to represent bloodstains. At the table will be
an officer from the ““ Yard,” who has the custody
of the case, whose subordinates are somewhere
about the court within hailing distance, and upon
these articles he keeps an incubating eye. And
so the morning starts big with the fate of the
prisoner at the bar.

Counsel for the prosecution having concluded
his opening speech proceeds to call his witnesses,
each one of whom he examines, this being termed
“ examination in chief.”” Then counsel for the
defence takes the witness in hand and cross-
examines him, and so on until all the witnesses for
the prosecution have been disposed of. Counsel
for the prosecution may, by a process of ‘re-
examination,” discount the favourable effect of
some admissions or statements elicited by counsel
for the defence.

Then counsel for the defence proceeds with his
case, or his answer to it, and if he call no wit-
nesses he will be entitled to have the last word,
if not, not, and his opponent will have the right
of the last word. If, however, he calls witnesses,
the prosecution have, of course, the right to
cross - examine them. When all the available
evidence has thus been heard, counsel will proceed
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to' make their closing speeches, and the judge
follows with his summing-up. Having leaned
to either one side or the other, according to what
he individually thinks of the case, he will direct
the jury to consider their verdict in a tone which
seems to say, “ Well, there’s the case—what do
you think of it ? It isn’t much to do with me.
It’s your business, not mine.”

The jury may or may not retire; if they do
then the prisoner will be removed from the dock
during their deliberations, and another case gone
on with. If, however, they do not leave the box,
but gather in a bunch and chat it over where
they are, the court remains in a condition of
statu quo ante until they have arrived at a decision.
This is a very trying time for the prisoner, nor
is it a comfortable time for anybody present or
concerned. At last the jury have come to a
decision, and have settled down in their places
again. The foreman rises to his feet, as does
also the clerk of the court, and the following
dialogue ensues :—

Clerk.—* Gentlemen of the jury, have you
agreed upon your verdict ?”

Foreman.—*“ We have.”

Clerk—* And do you find the prisoner, John
Smith, guilty or not guilty ? ”’

Foreman.—* Guilty ! ”

Clerk.—‘ And that is the verdict of you all ? ”

Foreman.—"* It is.”” (Or perhaps he just nods
and sits down.)

Clerk (turning to prisoner).—‘‘ John Smith, you
stand convicted of such-and-such a crime. Have
you anything to say why the sentence of the
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court should not be passed upon you according
to law ?

Of course John Smith has a good deal to say,
but he’s very seldom able to say it. He may be
either too overcome, or does not quite understand
the nature of the question put to him, it being
so stiff and formal, so he stands dumb and trem-
bling and downcast. Sometimes the question is
repeated without eliciting any response, and the
prisoner’s silence is regarded as a negative. It
does, however, occasionally happen that the
prisoner, a hardened offender entertaining nothing
but vindictive feelings towards his accusers, will
sweep the court with his invective, and have to
be held in subjection.

In the case of a conviction for murder, the
question having been put and answered, or not,
as the case may be, then the voice of the usher
rises sharp and sudden with ‘““Oyez! Oyez!
Oyez ! ” and in another of those quaint, old-time
recitatives which are heard so frequently in our
criminal courts, calling upon all and sundry to
pay particular attention while the death sentence
is being delivered. But if it is any crime short
of that of homicide, then the judge will proceed
to inquire whether anything is known about the
man, and a police officer will step into the witness-
box, and, having been sworn, will tell what he
knows about the prisoner. It may be that the
latter has not been convicted before, but in spite
of this he will get a bad “ brief”’ (character) for
the officer has had him ‘ under observation ”
for some time past, and knows that he is an associ-
ate of thieves, ex-convicts, and other undesirable
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acquaintances. This will make a difference to
the sentence, and his lordship says, “ Now you
know, John Smith, this is a very serious matter,
and I am afraid I cannot deal leniently with
you. You have for some time——" And so
on, winding up by inflicting a more or less severe
sentence. Smith turns on his heel and disappears
below, and the authorities of the court are no
more concerned about him than the barber who,
having disposed of one customer, calls another
with his formula, ‘ Next, please!”

But not so us. We have an interest in his
future, so we shall follow the wrongdoer into
his unwelcome retreat. It does not matter
whether he has had a sentence of ordinary im-
prisonment inflicted upon him, or one of penal
servitude, he will first have to go to what is known
as a ‘“local” prison. We will suppose, then,
that he is drafted to Wormwood Scrubs. Thither,
if you please, we will follow him, although, thank
heaven, in a different conveyance from that in
which he will take his departure from the Old
Bailey.



CHAPTER IX
WORMWOOD SCRUBS—A ‘‘ MODEL ’’ PRISON

THAT prison which is known among the criminal
fraternity sometimes as the ‘ Scrubs,” and some-
times significantly as “ Wormwood,” is one of the
largest prisons in the whole system, not excepting
the penal prisons. The latter appellation, how-
ever, is somewhat misleading, if not altogether
anomalous, inasmuch as it is one of the pleasantest,
or perhaps it would be more correct to say, one
of the least unpleasant, of all the prisons. It is,
in fact, one of those prisons in which the ‘ habi-
tual ”’ thinks himself lucky to be located.

My visit was paid prior to the recent disturb-
ances there, which would lead one to suppose
that the staffing of the place must have under-
gone some radical alterations.

It is one of the peculiarities of our prison system
that, although nominally they are all supposed to
be conducted on the same lines, they differ a good
deal in their general aspect, which is the result
of the various governors interpreting the standing
orders according to their own particular pre-
judices.

Wormwood Scrubs was built as what one might
term a substitute for, and at the same time an
improvement on, old Millbank Prison, when it was
decided to demolish the latter. I was once over
Millbank, and I shall never forget the gloomy
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old fortress. My visit was on official business,
concerning a prisoner who had been brought from
Portsmouth, and was for the time being lodged
therein. It was a gloomy, misty November
evening, and the sight of the huge, dominating
portals of that house of bondage, looking out upon
the dark and sluggish river, made a great im-
pression upon me.

Having passed the first portals of Wormwood
Scrubs, which are not so forbidding as many of
them are, you find it difficult to realise that you
are within the confines of a prison. On all hands
are flower-beds, brilliant with multi-coloured
blossoms ; on your right is a beautiful marble
colonnade, round the pillars of which gay creepers
intertwine ; on your left are arbours of luscious
greenery ; facing you is an imposing cathedral-
like structure, stately in white stone, with rounded
apse, high-pitched roof, and flanked by pillared
colonnades. All is bright with the joyous garb
of affluent life, and bathed in the warmth of
golden sunlight. This a prison, where human
viciousness and frailty is held to work out its
expiation, where dwell human misery and anguish ?
It seems impossible ! Yet this was the scene that
presented itself to me upon my passing the outer
portals of Wormwood Scrubs Prison.

There existed one feature alone which detracted
from the almost idyllic aspect of the place, and
that was the presence of drab-clothed figures of
men, who moved dumbly about the restful pleas-
ance, working in the capacity of gardeners. This
struck the one discordant note ; this told the man
of the world and the outer life that this was,
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indeed, a house of bondage, for these were prisoners
in prison garb. But these prisoners, burdened
with sins of various kinds, although they moved
hither and thither with downcast eye, and furtive
step, and silent lip, were apparently appreciating,
and perchance being mentally uplifted by, the
nature of their surroundings.

And that is where Wormwood Scrubs, in common
with a few other prisons, is doing such good among
a certain class of prisoners. They make for the
humanising, not the brutalising, of the fallen.
We know, we all agree, that the habitual criminal
is beyond cure, but the habitual was once a “ first
offender,” and it is the latter who may be saved
from becoming the former.

As is generally known, the “star” class was
instituted to prevent first offenders associating
with and getting into the hands of old offenders
and incorrigibles, and thus giving them a better
chance of reforming. The ‘ habitual” delights
to get hold of a ‘“green ’un,” because he can
generally “ work him ” easily for his own ends.
In this connection I remember a curious thing once
happening with a discharged prisoner of this class.

The prisoner in question was to be received on
a certain day at the office of the St Giles’ Mission,
off Holborn, there to meet his friends and receive
assistance. Shortly before the hour of his ar-
rival a man presented himself at the office, and
explained that he had come to see the prisoner in
question, who was his brother. Now, the authori-
ties did not, of course, know the man’s relations
personally, although they did know that a brother
was to call for him. They, however, had their
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suspicions concerning the genuineness of the
caller in question, so asked him to step into a
room, in which they shut him by himself. Soon
after, curiously enough, another man presented
_himself, who also asserted that he was a brother
of the discharged prisoner soon to arrive! This
man they also showed into a room, in which he
was shut by himself.

Here was a curious situation. Both or neither
might be related, or one only. The only man
who could solve the problem was the prisoner
himself, and this he very effectually did upon
arrival. One of the men was a genuine brother,
but the other was an old ‘“lag,” who, while in
prison, had made the acquaintance of the other,
and learned the day he was to be released. He
himself had been released prior to this, and,
wanting a new hand for a “job” under contem-
plation, had practised his deception with a view
to ‘“getting at” a likely customer.

So, having taken in the situation, the authori-
ties at the mission office promptly fastened the
“lag ” in the room where he was, and there de-
tained him, while the ex-prisoner and his genuine
brother took their leave and got well away. They
then released their prisoner, and read him a
severe lesson, promising that the next time he
favoured them with a call under similar conditions,
he would not be allowed to go so easily. He was
then told to clear out, which he apparently had
no objection to doing, for he took his leave with
alacrity.

The ‘“Scrubs ”’ has accommodation ‘for between
1400 and 1500 prisoners, and upon the occasion
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of my visit over 1300 were in occupation. There
were also between 120 and 130 officers, between
twenty and thirty of whom were bachelors who
resided within the precincts of the prison. Most
of the others occupied quarters specially built
for them near the prison.

The daily routine here is for the most part much
the same as that which obtains at other prisons
of its class. The minimum period of labour is
six hours, and the maximum ten. The hour for
rising is 5.45, and the day of labour closes at 5,
when the prisoners return to their cells. Some-
times, however, a prisoner may have extra cell
labour to perform, which he does under lock and
key. All convicts who are received here remain
a month, and are then sent to either Lewes,
Exeter or Chelmsford, to endure what is called
their ‘‘separates.” This lasts for a period of
six months, after which they are sent direct to a
penal prison.

One of the first things to attract the visitor’s
attention, after passing through the gateway,
is the Protestant chapel, which I have already
referred to. The Roman Catholic chapel was
recently destroyed by fire. Round the altar
of the former, in large white letters on a dark
background, appear the inscriptions, ‘‘ Alleluia,”
and “ O Death, Where is Thy Sting, O Grave,
Where is Thy Victory ?”” Prayers are held every
morning from 8.55 till 9.25, and two full services
on Sunday, morning and afternoon. The officers
and their families are accommodated in the gallery
by the organ, a warder presiding at the latter
instrument. Sometimes, when this officer happens
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to be absent, a prisoner will officiate as organist.
The choir consists of about a score of prisoners,
who are selected by the chaplain. In fact, to
the latter official is due the credit for the discovery
of any musical ability in any of the prisoners
whose spiritual welfare he has in his care. During
service officers are seated at intervals along the
rows of forms, facing the prisoners, their backs
to the altar.

The treatment of a prisoner upon reception
is much the same as I have already described
in connection with Brixton. There are no classes
of misdemeanants nowadays, they having been
superseded by ‘“ divisions” by a recent parlia-
mentary enactment. Thus there are 1st, 2nd,
and 3rd Division prisoners, and the hard labour
section. The dress of the 1st is grey, of the
2nd brown, of the 3rd and the hard labour class,
drab. From the last-named class the ‘“star”
prisoners are selected, and kept quite apart from
the others. They are distinguished by a red star
on the front of their forage caps, and on the card
which appears on the outside of their cells. They
also wear a fatigue suit of white material, with
a thin red stripe.

The officer who acted as my guide showed me
a padded cell, which called up many unpleasant
reflections. It was explained that its occupants
were usually men who had lived very intemperate
lives in the outside world, and being suddenly
and completely deprived of the drink, delirium
tremens would supervene. In the above cell,
which has a padding of cocoanut fibre to a con-
siderable depth, they can throw themsgves about
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as much as they choose without fear of inflicting
any injury upon themselves.

Several cards were to be seen fastened on to
a piece of board hung on the outside wall of the
cell, near the door. One gave the register number
of the occupant, sentence, labour for which fit,
trade, restrictions, age, and location. There was
also a “ Stage Register Paper,” for registering
the marks earned. It was headed ‘ Stage Re-
gister of 2386. George B——" Each prisoner
is entitled to eight marks a day, should he do
nothing to forfeit his right to this privilege. At
this prison a prisoner can earn a maximum sum
of ten shillings, but he must have served over
six months to attain to this.* Another card is
that which indicates the diet.

A variety of industries are carried on at Worm-
wood Scrubs, including the manufacture of mats,
mail-bags, ships’ fenders, carpets, boots, tailoring,
building, etc. All the work is done for Govern-
ment. At one time they made mats for a private
firm, but the trade union created some trouble
in the matter, so the supply was stopped. In
one hall I visited prisoners were busy mail-bag
making and ships’ fender making. The fenders
are filled with cork shavings, supplied to the
prison by a private firm, under contract. The
filling of the fenders presents a curious and ani-
mated scene. The fibre bags are suspended from
above, and the prisoners, armed with stout wooden
clubs, ram the cork into the bags.

_I now come to a very interesting part of the
prison—namely, the debtors’ section. We know
that, nominally, imprisonment for debt is abolished.

* This rule has recently been revised.
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I say nominally, advisedly, for in many cases it
is a distinction without a difference to say that
the imprisonment is for contempt of court. Of
this, more particularly after my visit to Worm-
wood Scrubs, I am convinced. While some judges
are reluctant to grant committal orders, there are
many who do so much too readily. The debtors’
division at Wormwood Scrubs is, of course, kept
quite apart from the other quarters of the prison.
Here is a description of how debtors in prison are
treated, and how I saw them.

Upon admission they are asked whether they
will wear their own clothes, or would prefer a suit
of prison clothes. This, at first, may sound a
trifle ironical, not to say stupid, but, as a matter
of fact, sometimes a debtor’s clothes are so piti-
fully threadbare and dirty that the wearer is only
too pleased to exchange them for a suit that will
hold together, and does not let in the air too freely.
At one time a debtor could feed himself, but now
a thoughtful Legislature directs that he be con-
tent with prison food, and also that he must work,
even though others may weep. The food given
them is similar to that supplied to 2nd Division
prisoners, and the work which is intended to physic
their pain is fibre picking and mail-bag making.

The privileges they enjoy beyond those extended
to ordinary prisoners are two periods instead of
one of exercise, during which they may walk in
couples, and console and condole with one another.
They may write and receive more letters and more
visits—although they may not pay any without the
precincts of the prison—than an ordinary prisoner.
For the rest, they live the life of the latter.
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It fortunately so happened, upon the occasion
of my visit, that the debtors were issuing from
their particular wing of the prison for one of
their periods of exercise at a time when I was
located in that part of the prison. They interested
me immensely, for a more motley crew I never
gazed upon. .

They emerged from a doorway in single file,
down a short flight of steps, and through another
doorway to the exercise ground. Some of them
were regarding their situation as something too
funny for words, and their faces wore a broad grin.
Others were gloomy and pained beyond expression.
They were of all ages, sizes, and conditions. The
variety of styles of dressing was most amusing.

One man would be wearing a long Newmarket
coat, of a decidedly sporting cut, tripping lightly
down the steps, as though he were hurrying to
“put a bit on.” He would be followed by a
shortish man, in a “ cutaway ” coat, which had
arrived at the olive-green stage of antiquity.
Then would come an aged man in blue prison
garb, followed by a frock-coated gentleman of
somewhat distinguished appearance, looking not
unlike a passive resister, somewhat regretting his
passive resistance ; next a tall, pale-faced, spindle-
legged, weedy-looking youth, wearing a waistcoat
of showy and grotesque design, like a weird kind
of wall paper, and looking indeterminately deter-
mined. It was not difficult to see that the ob-
trusive waistcoat had not a little to do with his
present predicament, and visions of unpaid tailors’
bills seemed to play about his person.

There were a few ordinary prisoners walking
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close - handy, and these the debtors regarded
askance, with a “ no connection with the business
over the way ” kind of glance. From a front
coat button of each debtor was suspended by
means of a loop a yellow number label, which
dangled and swayed in a playful, impish manner.

The whole idea of imprisonment, either directly
or indirectly, for debt seems altogether lame and
illogical. A county court judge recently declared
that there ought to be no such things as committal
orders, as they lead to recklessness in giving
credit. When a tradesman gives credit he takes
a chance, and he knows the chance he takes. The
only conditions under which imprisonment for
debt is excusable is when it can be proved that
a debtor has money, and from sheer dishonesty
refuses to pay. But at the same time it is no
remedy, for the man who will go to prison rather
than pay will stop in prison rather than pay.
And what better off is the creditor ? None, but
the innocent tax-payer is the worse for it.

Then for a short period the wrongdoer may
find himself located at the ‘‘ Scrubs,” employed
in one of the ways described. His personality
will by this time be completely and exhaustively
in the hands of the authorities, even to the smallest
approach to a *‘ strawberry mark on his left arm,”
and including his finger impressions, that curious
and latest scientific development in connection with
criminalogy. Although there are many human
““ doubles ”’ in existence it is said that there are
no two people whose fingers have similar, ““ whorls ”
upon them. Therefore when a convicted prisoner
is compelled to dab his fingers upon an inked
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pad and then impress them upon paper he is
himself furnishing evidence that may at some
future date be “used in evidence against him.”
All these records are carefully kept, and can be
referred to at any moment, and the identity
of a suspected person fixed in a very short space
of time. He is also photographed, both side face
and front face, and these counterfeit presentments
are kept with the other particulars. But the
criminal, ever on the alert, has adopted a very
simple yet very effectual method of rendering
the finger-print evidence abortive—namely, by
the simple process of wearing gloves, which, of
course, leave no “ whorls” behind. But then
there are so many other ways of identifying a
criminal who has been through the hands of the
police, that this cannot be regarded exactly as
a “victory ” on the part of the former.

Suppose, however, the wrongdoer is what is
now known as a “juvenile adult,” then he will
be subjected to altogether different treatment
to that meted out to the ordinary criminal. He
will be a fit subject for ““ treatment "’ at Borstal,
and if we pay a visit there shall find out how he
fares in this retreat.



CHAPTER X
BORSTAL—TREATMENT OF YOUTHFUL CRIMINALS

IT has long been a difficult problem to the authori-
ties as to what to do with the youthful criminal,
that turbulent juvenile who has probably been
born and reared in crime, never known any gentle,
home, or educational influence, and who is
euphemistically termed a ““ hooligan.” He is an
important individual in the business of crime
reformation, inasmuch as he represents the first
stage in the evolution of the irreclaimable “lag.”
If his nefarious career can be nipped in the bud,
an inestimable service to the State has been ac-
complished.

Up till quite recently it had been the customary
thing to treat him somewhat brutally, in fact,
to accord him a brute’s punishment. Not much
good, however, seemed to be derived from this
somewhat archaic form of deterrent, and it was,
therefore, decided to try humanitarian measures.

Most of these youthful wrongdoers are revolting,
pitiful specimens of those who go to the peopling
of the darkest depths of our social system. Born
of drunken or negligent mothers, and of hardened,
criminal fathers, within an environment of filth,
squalor, and human degradation unspeakable,
what can you expect of such sons of darkness ?
Crime and savage brutality are instincts with
them, and their actions are governed by their

rnR



BORSTAL—YOUTHFUL CRIMINALS 109

instincts. They are social lepers, social sores.
Some say flay them ; others, educate them. It
is the latter policy which the authorities have
at length decided to adopt, and which has brought
into existence that class of prisoner known as
the “juvenile adult.”

Borstal Prison has been in existence about
twenty-five years, and was originally intended
only for temporary purposes. It is situated,
as most of our prisons are, in a retired locality,
not far from Strood, and enjoys a somewhat icy
isolation. It stands on very high ground, domin-
ating the country for many miles round. Gad’s
Hill, the beloved of Dickens, may be plainly seen
from the watch-tower. It has accommodation
for 300 prisoners, and upon the occasion of
my visit ninety of these were ‘‘ juvenile adults.”
The then governor was Mr Western, who, however,
has recently been removed to another establish-
ment. This humanitarian method of dealing
with young offenders was really initiated by
Mr Western, who first tried it at Bedford Prison,
when he was governor there, with very gratifying
results. The system has been in force at Borstal
about five years, and it is calculated that about
fifty per cent. of the youthful prisoners so treated
have reformed, and have not returned to criminal
lives. The ages of the prisoners range from
sixteen to twenty-one.

Mr Western is a gentleman with a long ex-
perience in the management of prisons—some-
thing over forty years—and some time ago was
selected by the Government to reorganise the
police system in West Africa, which he did with
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eminent success. I presume he is still carrying
out his humanitarian methods at the establish-
ment to which he has been drafted. In all
questions of discipline he is a strong advocate
for. humanitarian measures, and in the case of
the convicts which he then also had under his
charge at Borstal, he ruled firmly, yet discreetly
and wisely. In a long chat I was privileged to
have with him in his private residence at the
prison, I was much impressed with his account of
how he got at the understandings and respect of
his youthful charges. He never, he said, lost an
opportunity of illustrating a point of argument
with an anecdote, which he always found very
helpful, often using his own personality to indicate
a moral and adorn a tale. He also occasionally
invited outside aid, and a few days subsequent
to my visit the Salvation Army were to attend at
the prison.

Having thus imbued them with a sense of duty
and gratitude, he tested his own faith in them,
and their faith in him. For instance, when they
were at their evening recreations in the school-
room (I shall refer to this again presently) a guard
of officers was always present. Just before it
was time to retire the governor would purposely
dismiss the guard, and then direct the prisoners
to return to their cells quietly and unattended.
This they did implicitly.

The treatment of these prisoners is like the
treatment of no other prisoners in the system.
They are kept entirely apart from the,convict
section, their lives being ordered on very much
better lines. They have a fine roomy chapel,
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which is decorated with a number of ornately
designed texts, which were the work of a late
inmate, the son of a clergyman. The choir is
made up of the ‘“hooligans’ themselves, who,
to quote the governor’s own words, “sing like
young nightingales.”” They are taught all kinds
of trades, and a special feature of the prison is
a schoolroom, which is not unlike a room in a
Board school. In addition to being given a liberal
education, they are also allowed to indulge in
recreative amusements of an evening, such, for
instance, as chess, dominoes, draughts, etc., and
may carry on conversation within the discretion
of the governor or schoolmaster. They are also
very quick at picking up trades of which they
had no previous knowledge.

Their cells are twice the size of the ordinary
prison cells, and are fitted with a small iron bed-
stead, with a spring mattress. The walls of the
cells are adorned with bright texts; and every
Christmas the governor presents each prisoner with
a card, or at least it was Mr Western's custom so
to do. They may have books and also indulge
in knitting during their leisure time. They may
also have photographs of friends in their cells,
a privilege which is generally taken advantage of,
some cells having three of four such adornments,
while, on the contrary, others had none at all,
which may be indicative of the friendless con-
dition of the occupant.,

In addition to their scholastic curriculum, they
are also put through physical drill. They are
marched into the exercise ground, and, armed
with long wooden poles, something after the form
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of broomsticks, they are put through a number
of facings by an officer, who is a drill inspector.
Supposing the weather is favourable, these drills
are gone through twice a day. It was certainly
a remarkable sight to see these young criminals,
in'response to the shouted orders of the instructor,
neatly and expeditiously respond with various
evolutions. I saw nothing like it in any other
prison, and it set one’s mind revolving round the
humanitarian side of the treatment of criminals.

There will, of course, nearly always be divided
opinions on the subject, but the Borstal system
has so far proved eminently successful, as demon-
strated by the small percentage of the prisoners
so treated returning to evil courses. It is of course
scarcely advisable that the wrongdoer should be
pampered, but there is a difference between
pampering and administering punishment on
humane methods. Although the youthful criminal
of Borstal is invited rather than cuffed into leading
a better life, he is never allowed to overstep the
boundary line which divides a convicted criminal
from his custodians. It is true that the governor
takes them in hand personally, and individually,
but they are, nevertheless, made to observe strict
discipline, and are punished for any act of in-
subordination. It is the method of doing things
that tells in the end ; and the end should justify
the means.

The subject of prison supervision is a very
important one, and Mr Western’s methods are
unquestionably those which should prevail with
a certain class of prisoner. The conduct of a
governor is reflected in the general air of the
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prison, and there is no reason why all our prisons
should not in a measure wear a similar aspect.
But they do not, some of them being as widely
different as the proverbial chalk and cheese.
One may impress and depress you as a stern,
chilling house of bondage, while another will
entertain and encourage you as a reformatory
and enlightening institution. It is just the differ-
ence of the governorship, that is all.

One of the most interesting apartments in the
“hooligan "’ side of Borstal is what is known as
the adjudication room. It is a small square
room, with an arched brick, whitewashed roof,
uncompromisingly uncomfortable. It is fitted
with a stout iron division railing, behind which
the prisoner appears. Immediately facing him,
on the other side of the railing, is a wooden table,
with on it a small sloping desk. Behind this sits
the governor in a big chair. Behind the governor
is a fireplace, and above this a card of rules, and
at the side a wooden screen.

Here it is that the last words are spoken between
governor and departing prisoner, whose time has
expired. Here it is that such men as the gover-
nor of Borstal exhort and encourage, in a few
brief but earnest words, to a better life, to a
creditable life, to themselves, and to their fellow-
men. And from such well-meaning men such
words, seeds of compassion and common-seuse,
seldom fall upon barren soil.

I did not visit the fortifications, being content
with a view from the prison watch-tower—the
distant semaphore, and the civil guard patrolling
a wooden bridge, being plainly discernible. It
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is from this tower that escapes are signalled.
There is a standing reward of five pounds for
anybody who is instrumental in arresting a run-
away.

If the wrongdoer should happen to be of the
female persuasion she will very soon find herself
at Aylesbury, which is a female convict prison,
and to there we will now betake ourselves.
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CHAPTER XI
LIFE AT AYLESBURY CONVICT PRISON

THE women’s and men’s penal settlements are
as unlike as two peas are like. The latter—I
refer to Dartmoor, which we shall visit next—is
forbidding, rugged, stonebound. Within the pre-
cincts of the prison one looks in vain for a trace
of colour to relieve the heavy monotony of the chill
grey walls. The officers carry summary death
on their shoulders, or at their sides; they are
ever alert, waiting and watching. Any day may
bring a desperate encounter, and perchance the
sacrifice of lives.

At Aylesbury the conditions of life are very
different. The establishment is situated on the
picturesque outskirts of one of the most inter-
esting of English historical towns. The rustic
environment of the prison is delightful, and the
building itself is constructed of bright and cheer-
ful brick. Were it not for the large, ironbound
entrance gate, and the notice-board, you might
pass it for the spacious abode of some wealthy
country squire. There is a subdued reposeful
air about the place, suggestive of the habitat
of a peaceful and orderly community. It has
little in common with Dartmoor.

Women, being of a sensitive, nervous tempera-
ment, suffer more acutely under penal servitude
than men. I saw several inmates, young women

115



116 THE STORY OF CRIME

principally, who wore an air of truly pitiful weari-
ness, that made one’s heart ache to behold.

At Aylesbury there exists also a “star ™ class,
consisting of prisoners who are first offenders,
and have never before been in prison of any kind,
having previously lived a respectable life. They
are distinguished by a red cross on the left sleeve
of their dress. They enjoy certain privileges
not accorded to others. They work in the officers’
quarters, and do the cooking. It is a most gratify-
ing thing to learn, and eloquent testimony to the
excellence of this system, that very few “star”
prisoners have been known to return to prison.

It is almost superfluous to state that everything
in and about Aylesbury Prison is as clean as the
proverbial new pin. All the metal utensils in
the cells shine like burnished silver, and there is
scarcely a crease or crumple to be discovered in
the coverings of the little beds. Some of the in-
mates take more trouble than others to keep their
cells in order. The deputy-governor pointed out
one particular cell, remarking that the occupant
was most painstaking in her efforts to keep her
cell clean and tidy. Unfortunately, she was
possessed of a very violent temper, and when this
asserted itself, she was less assiduous in her cell
duties. Said the deputy, he knew by the arrange-
ment of the bedclothes, when she was in this
condition.

By the way, while looking into this cell I noticed
something fastened to the wall, and on approach-
ing closer I discovered it to be a few branches of
lavender taken from the garden, tied round with
a piece of scarlet ribbon, and fixed on to the wall
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with a tack. It was most effectually perfuming
the apartment. I called the attention of the
deputy to it, and he promptly removed it, in-
cidentally admonishing the female officer for allow-
ing it to be there. The latter, however, expressed
her complete ignorance of its presence.

This pathetic little incident indicated how strict
is the discipline that prevails in the establishment.
It is, of course, necessary to be strict, and if a
privilege of this kind, small and innocent enough
in itself, were allowed, it would inevitably lead
to other and more serious derelictions of the rules.
Emotional considerations cannot be admitted into
the management of a penal prison.

Female prisoners are very troublesome to their
custodians, though not in the same violent manner
as male prisoners. There is a class of prisoners
at Aylesbury, known as the ‘‘ wishers.” That
is to say, they are constantly expressing a wish
to see the governor without any adequate reason
or cause. As I passed into the central hall, the
governor, Mr Walker, pointed out a number of
these “ wishers,” who were standing in a row, wait-
ing to speak with him.

Directly I made my appearance in this part
of the prison, a pale-faced inmate, catching sight
of me, and apparently guessing the nature of my
mission, darted into a cell, the door of which she
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