< @YY i rablem of cerin or_ﬁe-lul tHpale-in.|
sanc as wards of the state of Hllimois is tm known zirhc “public, |
“To ascertain conditions, Frenk Smith, TIMES reporter, former col= |
w_lsxs;!wfl’qﬂm%m' and lifexuard who-tipsthe scale-et 200 pomnds -}
was asked 10 do.this series of articles. In addition to mterviewing .
officials and other: persons interested in the problem, he undenook
30 spend & week os an inmate of the state-hospital at Kenkakee, i
U The story of his expcrmm; #nd the statistics and other’ditt -

- next.few mecks.
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Release from a tub of muddy river water.
_Release after 15 hours.
Release—- bebermglunatxcs for ) A

i:ompamom.

madmanrunnmg hu ﬁngers througlrmy luu
They . loosened the canvas tub covering—whié
Tad harnessed d me_during my soaking at Kankakee

- - y : UFTMES Phota)
TIMES Reportes Feak' Smids; tole of Joha C. Ford, spent how o
hu through barred window of his room at state hmphll for k\uu
. Kankakes, & sane man lving among the- insane.

state hospital for the insane, They lifted me—-weak,
shaking and waterlogged-—onto the floor. I shud- -
‘dered’ with apprehension of what was to come, . —'
Only:a few minutes before, I had seen a diminutive pdﬂent
lmoolmd fat and-kicked: by: an.attendant-for-resisting & “wet .
" It a wasted human derelict got smh_tmﬁmnt,ﬁwm’«
oould I expect atter pushing atteridants sround the  day hefors,
My deliverer was & lank, thin-faced attendafit nbout, 40
éars old.
y “Well, Ford, we're. going toTet you /up, and sce how you
behave. How do you feel? -
“I feel weak and shaky,” I told him. Don‘t worry abot

my behavior. Ihaven't an argument left m my system.” ,
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" (Continued from page 3)
The attendant saw me examining
‘$hem,

- y,,m_.m..mm
bruises, and exclaimed:

#You never got anything ke that
in the tub, Somebody must have

‘he”w’:!ewd you ' get. thoss, by YT
T don’'t know; mnybe in the tub.”
e £ o 12 2. Y :
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_____ was_having. some. Lmuz

ble with the guards yesteraay,” Y

?lled How about putting some-
thing on this hand?”

Lacerated Hand - _
“fs Still a Worry ~

_The cut on m. d,_&%gg‘%i
W

ny_left han
m =y sg:x‘ggre

ppmred

gly angd amxefou: m! the night's

%g in dirty  water. . Eariler Ijof

ked another attendant for an

- lmlsepuc, but my request had been

at hand will be alrlgm." the
uttendnnt agsured me.

“Here, dry yourself with this|

pheet and: we'll find a bed for you.

« PIOC - I felt "chilled and every
ﬁbor tn’ my body ached. My throat
t.hrobbed from_the thumb marks of

“the “guard~ who tamed -me -when X
hecanie violent nnd as put into the
h ro-ward. 1 discoyered that

rylng myself was & pﬂlntul

__TIMES Reporter Frank Smith, who.

Hiclad in loose-fiting garments, women inmates—of—state hospital for insaneat Kankakee stroll about
tells. of his_experiences_as_an - lnmto._i

spent seven days in the madhouse,

own unlnﬁJllgumL
. shrfiI" TAugh!
Ing pome sort of vocal solitaire.

Evl’denﬁy he aldn’t always approve
his own ar Now and

{hen he’d burst into scolding.

Practice Makes -

Technique Perfect

Then, spitting defiantly at the
ceiling, :l,e;d pull hia sheet over his
Thead -and 1a ‘decp 8nad “con=
tented chuckles. Ixﬁgﬁ‘ﬁly, he
missed his mark on the ceiling, and
after obgerving the symptoma that
rmeded his  target practice, 1
earned- to pull my sheet up at the
proper moment, and stay under

both reover-untit the-| llquid bombnrdment

ows were skinned, and 1 bad albad subsided._

out on my right hand. 1 CarTy SCArs
of those wounds today, aithough my
wo&n::a later responded to daily
ot of lodine’ during my, stay in
‘Ward A-1

"‘G“ﬁrda Beheve

¥ leaving ihe hos-
mw 1 discus) wglath an experi-

enced attendant

g1 g E
he. told me, but It usui
i v}ith & “Wet tswer " Theh:

“That's the eulept and safest way
to get retaxation”’ (hia words). .
*“But a patient bein, e% put into the
"tub’ should be’greased or tallowed.
- ffhat's  the ‘approved method - de-
"pigned to keep them froin gcttmg
waterlogged.”
,-I felt thoroughly wnterlogged ns
pulled on my asylum kned-lehgth
nightgown. I felt that nothing short
of an ove,u baking would ever dry
e out.
. ,To}térlng swith _weakness,. 1. fol-
&d. the attendant in his search
a bed. We were in the hall
had been Jooking at through the
lonmt night in my life. As X bad
" guessed, rooms opened on cither
side. All the beds were filled with
tossing, jabberlng wrecks of hu:
imdnity.

Put to Sleepr.
inF our-Bed Room -

. ¥inally we stopped near the end

Lhe corridor, wag motioned to

A eapty bed in & folr-bed roopl.

Aldove would be & more depcriptive

9, for it was walled ondy on
red aldes, open to the corridor.

“ovEr Thy sheoty were |

1 wan pas X 1

“ﬁc'—‘”"ubcrl l.l'ua
el * | Pillow.Slip.Joke .-

1raving. Xhad stopped shlv

The foot nf bed_touched the
head of mother in which a Ne
nlumbered. A¢ross tlie hal), another

was engaged in a queer game

8 British-accented géntleman
cdlled Hubert. Both would pull the
sheets over their- heads and feign
laleep Tor two -or - three minutes.
THEN Hulrt would comp to 1ife; hop
‘out of bed, lean over his dark-
skinned- partner and repoark: .

. “I guess its time to change now."
T

chatter..with—his
UERter. "Hé was play-

'‘Mr. Walrus Cwe- »

-t of- -CaTECr W8 BBURET m- el ga gavemt
house inmate. thll Bage ndvlce,

Fatigue finally won the declsion
over dsbalt?ctionu Bind eaee;x! mebelﬁﬁ Ac uutntatn:e R
a -froubled slee must have.been B
turning over ‘;n my subconscious P e'f" Adveﬂture

mind some of the horrors I had seen
and- enced. T know 1 wasn't
really sound asleep, when I awoke
with a startled scream. Someone
was running his ﬂngera ‘through my
halr.

Him Clammy Thrill

I jumped up, fending off the
nightmartsh shape in front of me.
Suddenly I was’ widé awake. Be-
side my bed stood Mr. Walrus, his
hangs . ptill extended toward my
head, his eyes bulging. *

“Young man,” he thundered, "do
do really belicve you_have your
right mind? Well, young man, I'm
sorry- to, say I don't believe, you
have a mind at all! Your head
doesn't feel like it.” N

When my heart stopped its pound-
"ing and my breath eased; -t realized
I had experlenced an. acuta case of
tright. The place was beginning to
get me before 1 had spent "a-day
in tt.

7S

~ T NEgre. would —Juiup to.. the
ﬂoor, exchange beds with Hubert,

~fpuil. the sheets over his head and

look .fors all the: world Mke a tired
man deep in stumber. This farce
continued for eight or 10 exclmngea
when Hubert suddenly logt (nterest.

A new problem caught s fancy.
About this time, mn.nyi&'\hc un-
tidy ‘;patients were being Jed out for
showers. Trusties changed the sotled
linen on thelr beds. Hubert fol-
lowed the bed-makers, and as neatly
a4 8 crofchoty ~houscwife-handiing
her best linen, removed each plllow
case, folded it carefully, and hid it
under the pillow.

-To my right a marathon npcll-
binder wis warming up.

*“I've got three guns,” he shouted.
“My three guns shoot backward.
Henry Ford has one Henry-
Ford’s gun - ¢an't shoet backward.
My three guns are, .better- than
Henry Ford's one gun. . My guns
shoot backward.” -

I smothered & p:r for him to
use one of his backward shooting
guna on himself, and to be_sure he
W4 back of it. What waa the use?
Gradually 1 became inured to the
and

1 began to. relax. .
claedmed e

Thess - were patienta In ‘short
hightgowns ke my own, or In ab-
breviated pajamas. «'l‘l\uy pushed
n.::n bulleq” at_thetr swahbing ma-
cl: ines—Yoxes fili6d with bricks. The
ong handloa swupg back and forth
(\m the bottoma were covcrm with
'nm o”bject of course, peomad to
i0, po1um the wnxm”iloom, Lt\te:
told the (“h’:}oft J Ty [K)m W

‘ngaln

p 1+
when the "awabbem" out

City Room Talk
Cows—Mr—Wﬂh‘ua-

pretty decent gort. This is a lot
better place you're going to, Watch
your step, behave yourself, and they
won't be sending you back here”

myself-back-tn- Ward-. A- 1;-where- all:
;ny troubles had started the day be-
ore.
the ward supervisor, searehsed for
& bed, my blood turned to brine—
the ice- mnklng kind of brine,

al

and figure I had seen dozeng of
times in."my own neighborhood in
Chicago. The name didn't come to
me, but the face was unmistakable.
Many, many 4mes I had seen it
leaning over the mahogany in my
favorite, beer.bar.

for a place to hide.
He couldn't help notleing me. After
all, -I. had-gone through-during the-
night ‘and morning, to be recognized
row—to have my name spoken—-
would ruin everything.

H@S gassed me,

“What are you doing ‘dowrn here
lad 1!

“Listen, Ford, You seem lke a

Doorg were unlocked, and I found

A4 I stood while Mrs. Ray,

Down the hallway came & face

I tried to turn my head, looked"
I was sunk.

turned to look
i€ o1 The shoulder.

Still panting, T told Mr. Walrus
(-)ff in city room language:

“Get out of here you so-and-so
before I toss you 'through the lzrlLk
walL

“Just as I thought," he mourned,
“just as I thought. Young man,]
you have no mind at all”

Mr. Walrus retired, sadly shaking |
his head.

Bleep was imposslmo after that.
1 was jittery The “‘miserics” or the |
heebie jeébles had descended upon|
me. Sitting up In bed, [ decided
to watch Hubert. 'He had a torn
piece of nightgown in his band and
was polishing & spot about the size’
of a quarter, under a steam rddia-
tor. # Alter vigorous. rubbing, he
would retreat half a, dozen feet,
survey hig work from cvery angle
“into ‘which he could bend his meager.
form, then return and begin polish-
ing the same lpot over nnd over

So I¥’s Back
Again to A-1

Qune certainty forced itself upon
weo.  Hubdrt and Mr. Walrus w

ain -tot -more - kick-
momen{ than 1

back te Azl

He didn't ha¥e to conx. Distastss
ful as it was travel barefoot over
the dirty floors, through the hydro=
ward, I was happy to be going-any-
W "\?ﬁ to‘ eféape lum nervhe-b;/n

vel of, my late e,
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botore hag kmckm lnmucnt dowm

s Tﬁrpe(r a weak, " "H’fn}: "
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" Frank Smlth has a clou call,
but he skins through evert when
he Is recognized, and ho rmmakes
& new friend in Kankakee out
of an old friend In  Chleago.
Read tomorrow wifht he jermms..
from his one-time beer-drinking
acquaintance about conditions
in the state’s over-crowded In-
stitution here 4,000 persons
aro sabj to lutolerablo con-
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