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INTRODUCTION 

Kenyon Judson Scudder, expert and Innovator In the 

fields of corrections and social engineering, was bom on 

February 26, 1 8 9 0 in Alameda, California. In 1901, when 

his father became superintendent of the Congregational 

Churches In the Northwest, he moved with his family to a 

five-acre ranch in West Seattle. In 1909, after complet-

ing high school there, he enrolled at Oberlin College 

where he pursued a liberal arts course. In 1911/ he re-

turned to Seattle to teach manual training in the city 

schools and, in 1913* became assistant director of voca-

tions at Washington State Reformatory, Monroe, Washington. 

It was largely as the result of his experiences at 

the Monroe Reformatory that he decided to make a career 

of corrections. To prepare for it, he attended the 

University of California, graduating in 1917 with a B.A. 

degree. For a brief period in 1917* before serving in 

the U.S. Army during World War I , he was the psychologist 

and vocational director at Preston School of Industry, 

lone, California. At the end of the war, he returned 

to the Preston School and was appointed superintendent. 

He filled this position until 1919. 



In 1920, Scudder began a new line of work in the 

U.S. Veterans Bureau, serving as its regional manager 

for California and Southeastern Nevada for seven years. 

He returned to institutional work in 1927 when he was 

appointed superintendent of the Whittier State School 

for Boys, Whittier, California. In 1931* with a change 

of administration in Sacramento, he was ousted from this 

post for political reasons. The same year, he became Los 

Angeles County's first full-time probation officer. Dur-

ing his eight-year tenure in the Probation Department, he 

was a prime mover in the organization of the Los Angeles 

County Community Coordinating Councils, and was instru-

mental in establishing a model forestry camp for boys in 

San Dlmas Canyon. 

In 1939* Scudder was employed by the Federal Bureau 

of Prisons, and was scheduled to become warden of the 

reformatory at Chillicothe, Ohio. Because of illness, 

he was forced to delay the assumption of his duties for 

the Bureau for six months. Shortly after his return to 

work, the California Board of Prison Directors asked his 

assistance in preparing for the opening of the new southern 

California prison for men at Chino. After making the 

necessary arrangements with the Federal Bureau, the Board 

put him in charge of the new institution on a temporary 

basis. At a later date,this appointment was made perma-

nent . His success in shaping the California Institution 

II 



for Men at Chino into a model minimum-security facility 

has become world renowned and is regarded as a milestone 

In the field of corrections. 

In 1954, Scudder retired from his Chino post and 

Joined the staff of the Osborne Association. He has served 

as the organization's director of field services from 

that time to the present day. 

In the following narrative, Scudder discusses all 

of his colorful career, while avoiding repetition or elab-

oration of those aspects of it he has already accounted 

for in his writings. At the encouragement of the inter-

viewer, he also gave commentaries on such subjects as 

prison riots and capital punishment. 

Records relating to this interview are located in 

the Oral History office. 

ill 



CHAPTER I 

FAMILY BACKGROUND AND EDUCATIONAL EXPERIENCES 

I was "born in Alameda, California in 1890. My father 

was William Waterbury Scudder; my mother, Bertha North 

Scudder. Father was born in India of missionary parents 

and came to America when he was twelve. The family took 

residence in Glastonbury, Connecticut, where his father 

became pastor of the Congregational church. My father 

graduated from Princeton and entered the ministry. His 

father had been a missionary in India for many years; as 

a matter of fact, there have been Scudder missionaries in 

India since 1821. The first medical missionary to India 

was Dr. John Scudder who gave up a promising medical 

practice in New York and went by sailing ship to India 

in 1821. 

Since then there have been members of the Scudder 

family as missionaries in India without interruption. Dr. 

Ida Scudder, who is very famous, is the founder and director 

of the Scudder Hospital at Veilor$, India. She was my 

father's first cousin, and his own brother, Lou Scudder, 

a doctor, established the Scudder Memorial Hospital at 

Ranipet, India. He was followed by his son, Dr. Gayland 

Scudder, my cousin, and together the two of them covered 

over eighty years of service to India at that particular 
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hospital. 

My mother came from a family in Glastonbury and 

when ahe was of a very young age, her father, mother and 

several of the children died of typhoid fever. She and 

her brother and one sister were left orphans. She was 

taken by an aunt in Glastonbury and the others were 

scattered about. She had a very unhappy childhood but was 

interested in music and was allowed to take lessons on the 

piano, and developed into a very outstanding pianist—not 

a concert type—she really had a great deal of ability 

and was much in demand. 

Fly father's brother, Lou Scudder, was a doctor, and 

he and Dad were classmates at Princeton. They were both 

to go out to India when my father graduated from the 

seminary and when Uncle Lou became an M.D. However, my 

mother wasn't able to go on account of her health, so Dad 

came out to California and was pastor of the First 

Congregational Church in Alameda for fifteen years. Our 

family was raised there. 

In 1901 Dad was called to become the Superintendent 

of the Congregational Churches for the state of Washington, 

Northern Idaho, and Alaska, and served in that capacity 

for the next fifteen years. We were raised on a five-

acre ranch in west Seattle, and raised about everything 

we ate. Father's salary was usually two or three months 

behind and yet he had to travel most of the time. He 
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would be away three weeks and home one week. This was long 

enough for him to lay out enough work for us to keep us 

hopping until he returned from his next trip. 

There were six children, three boys and three girls, 

all still living except my older sister, Beth, who passed 

away in 194-8. We raised vegetables, livestock, and poultry, 

and went to school in season. 

Mother was the life of the family. It was she who kept 

up our spirits during many bare seasons. Sometimes potato 

soup was the only meal, but she kept us laughing. We were 

always glad to see my father return even i f it did mean 

another outlay of hard work ahead. 

Summers, my brother Joy and I worked ten hours a day 

on the codfish docks in Seattle unloading salt fish from 

the Bering Sea ships in order to earn enough money to go 

to college. We were paid the great price of ten cents a 

ton and moved forty tons a day on the end of a one-prong 

pitch fork. At least we developed a lot of muscles. But 

we enjoyed it , and I think that was one of the best 

experiences a person could have. We had to learn how to 

work early, and I think that is one thing that young people 

today are missing out on because they don't have all the 

chores and responsibilities that come to people who live 

in the country and who have to practically make their own 

way. 

All of us went to school in Seattle, and later my 
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brother Joy, the oldest, became principal of the Madison 

Junior High School right close to our ranch. He was there 

for 29 years before he retired with a very excellent 

record of achievement in the field of education. 

I was educated in Seattle also and went to Oberlin 

College in Ohio in 1909. I was there for three years, 

having to work my way through because of the lack of 

finances. It was a little rough, but that too was a 

wonderful experience. I got a great deal out of going to 

college not only in education, but through necessity I 

learned to stand on my own feet. Before I say more about 

college, I would like to mention that in our Congregational 

church, we had been trained in dramatics by our pastor, 

Dr. E. Tremayne Dunstan, Shakespearean authority and actor, 

as well as a stirring preacher. My brother, Joy, and I 

thought that we should capitalize on our experience and 

training by giving scenes from several plays. We purchased 

our own costumes for which we paid one hundred dollars, a 

great sum of money for us in those days, and we selected 

scenes from the Merchant of Venice. As You Likq It . and 

King Lear. 

We played before Chautauquas, colleges, high schools, 

and churches under the caption, "Scudder Brothers, 

Shakespearean Interpreters." We took the absurd title 

seriously even though we can laugh about it now. 

Just one other thing. A few nights before we left 
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Seattle to attend Oberlin, my brother woke me from a sound 

sleep and whispered to my fogfey brain that there were 

turkey thiefs in our poultry yard and orchard. The week 

before someone stole six gobblers and we were depending on 

these turkeys to help us through college. Bounding out of 

bed, I flew downstairs and into the dark living room in 

search of my revolver. The lights flashed on and I was 

standing in my nightshirt among thirty of my schoolmates 

as they yelled, "Surprise party." I never made a more 

hasty exit. 

Forty-six years later, in 1954-, to my embarrassment, 

the scene wa3 re-enacted on Ralph Edward's television program, 

This Is Your Life. One good thing, however, came from 

that program. Dorothy Dunstan Winge, the daughter of our 

Shakespearean authority and pastor, was one of the girls 

at that surprise party, and is now my charming wife. 

At Oberlin, I took the liberal arts course although 

I studied the violin on the side. I was working in a 

boardinghouse making twelve beds a day and running the 

furnace, for which I was given ray room free, and the pro-

fessor who was also living in the boardinghouse gave me 

violin lessons for nothing. That was my pay for the making 

of the twelve beds everyday and for running the furnace. 

Aside from that, I just took a general course. I had had 

manual training in high school and had an opportunity in 

Oberlin to teach one day a week in an elementary school in 
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manual training which also helped out. 

Aside from that, I was very much interested in the 

religious program of Oberlin, for which it is very famous. 

And I remember that one night we had a program presenting 

Dr. [H. Karl William] Kumm, who was the only living white 

man at that time who had successfully crossed the African 

Sudan and had come out alive. He told of the many tribes 

who had never seen a white man and made a plea to the 

large number of student volunteers of Oberlin, who were 

signed up to go to the foreign field, to go there. I was 

one of the volunteers, and he impressed me so much that I 

determined that that was what I would like to do—to go 

out as a vocational teacher with a team of two others, an 

evangelist and a doctor. 

The second year I attended Oberlin, I induced my 

brother Joy to come back with me. We decided to take our 

costumes and continue our production of Shakespearean 

plays. We asked the Rothrock boys from Cleveland who 

were attending Oberlin to join our little troupe and handle 

the incidental music, violin, flute and cello. They added 

greatly to our program and we had a lot of fun. 

There was one incident that was quite amusing to us. 

We wanted to get out a circular, but we didn't have any 

money. So we went to the head of the physical educational 

department in Oberlin and told him of our program. We 

showed him some of the write-ups that we had had on the 
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Chautauqua and other places where we had put on these 

evenings, such as in Seattle and other places, and we 

offered to give a benefit performance for the Athletic 

Association if he would let us have twenty-five dollars out 

of the proceeds to get out these circulars. After having 

us tried out by the professors in English to make sure 

that we weren't a couple of phonies, he became very 

enthusiastic about i t . As a matter of fact, we did give 

the performance in the Conservatory of Music Auditorium 

at Oberlin. 

The evening of our performance, we had the place 

packed with students. They were a wonderful audience. 

Everything went well until we got to a scene from 

King Lear, in which the two brothers get into a sword fight. 

We had practiced this in the gymnasium and a lot of 

students had stayed around to see whether we were going to 

kill each other, because we were very vigorous in our 

attack. We had figured out each pass that we were going 

to make and because we weren't able to get the proper 

rapiers, we were using a couple of parade swords that we 

had picked up from a costume outfit. They really were 

wicked instruments. 

Well, in the excitement and with all these students 

standing up yelling as we went into the duel and with the 

clash of swords and stomping around on the stage, either 

I missed a cue or my brother missed the cue. At any rate, 
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he failed to place the sword over his head so that I could 

hit him with a glancing blow. To my horror, X hit him on 

the head and knocked him out* We had to close the curtain 

for a few minutes until he came to and we could continue 

the performance. That got us more write-ups than anything 

else in the whole evening's performance, and we thought 

that maybe we had scored somewhere. At any rate, i t was 

a lot of fun. 



CHAPTER I I 

EXPERIENCES AT WASHINGTON STATE REFORMATORY, 

MONROE, WASHINGTON 

In 1911 * I had to drop out of college, and I taught 

manual training in the city of Seattle in the public 

schools for about three years. 

My brother and I were invited to present our dramatic 

program and to put on a show for the inmates in the 

Washington State Reformatory in Monroe, Washington—a new 

institution supposedly for first offenders from sixteen 

to thirty. We planned for it , but the day just before we 

were to go, Joy came down with a bad case of influenza and 

he couldn't go. So, rather than disappoint the inmates, 

I took one of the boys who had played for us in the ensemble 

at Oberlin with me. He was also teaching manual training 

and was living with us on our little ranch in West Seattle 

and played the flute. We put on a program of semi-classical 

music and we had two or three little skits that Involved 

the inmates. So we had quite a time. 

Well, I was deeply impressed with the type of men 

that were in this institution, for I had never been in a 

reformatory or prison. I had always shunned it as some-

thing that would be pretty dark and foreboding, but when 

we played for these men, the response was terrific. They 
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seemed to be just hungry for some decent music. It was a 

pretty rough place. It was all based on pure custody^ and 

there was nothing for the men to do but drum up stunts 

and try and run a farm. The education program was almost 

nil. These fellows were just hungry for something to do, 

and they responded so enthusiastically to just the simple 

music that we gave, I was quite impressed. 

All the way through, we had the whole group singing, 

and when I left there, I just couldn't get them out of my 

mind. I kept thinking about it . I had read a book that 

had impressed me very much. It was written by Charles 

Reade, I believe, of England—a book called Never Too Late 

to Wend, a story of a prison in .England where about 180 

inmates were under the heel of a brutal warden. The 
v 

horrors of that book really shook me. I became especially 

interested in a certain thief who had lived by his wits 

all his life until he got to this prison. The warden had 

finally been dismissed and the chaplain had been placed in 

charge. The chaplain thought there ought to be some way 

to run a prison so that the men would be prepared for 

something when they got out, so he brought in vocational 

courses and taught fellows trades. Well, this thief 

seemed very much interested in the refinishing of wooden 

furniture, and he became very skillful in simulating the 

different grains in wood, like walnut, mahogany, birch 

and so on, so that you couldn't tell it from the real thing. 
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Well, when he got out, he found himself, to his amazement, 

to be accepted by the community not as a prisoner but as 

a skilled artist and that snapped him out of this thievery. 

Well, I remembered that, and when I saw these men in 

Monroe, it seemed to me that i f this was a sample of 

America's prisons then there was a lot more for me to do 

here than in Africa. The chaplain at Monroe who had asked 

us to come had a deep influence on me also because we 

talked about these things. I told him what I planned to 

do, and he commented that perhaps there was plenty to do 

here in America. Their singing was still ringing in my ears. 

At the same time, I met the girl who became my first 

wife—Rebekah Jewett. Her home was in Vacaville, but she 

was the sister of the chaplain's wife and was visiting 

there at the time. About two months after I went to 

Monroe to give the program, I received a letter from the 

superintendent in which he offered me the position of 

assistant director of vocations and gave a great description 

of what was going to happen up there. They were going to 

have one of the best trade schools in America. Everything 

was ready and they were going to order the equipment, and 

could I come and help? Well, I thought about it a good 

deal, and finally I resigned from my teaching position and 

went to Monroe. That was my first introduction to America's 

prisons. 

At that time, I think Americans were beginning to 
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realize that there were a lot of people who were going to 

school who probably would never go on to college either 

because they were not interested in it or because they had 

other skills or other talents and could probably do better 

work with their hands than with their minds. A great deal 

of discussion was going on about vocational training and 

trade training. Some believed there ought to be sdome way 

that we could test people to determine whether or not they 

were headed for college or for work as a machinist or as 

a brick layer or plasterer or something on that order. 

I had read a great deal about that because I was 

interested in that particular field. Although there were 

very few tests available, there was at least a recognition 

of the need that we had to do something to broaden our 

educational program. They realized that, just as today, 

students were dropping out of school because they were not 

able to keep up with the requirements or were not interested 

or not equipped and would be much better off i f they were 

able to acquire some skills that they could quickly sell 

to an employer. I think the program of terminal courses 

our junior colleges are giving is an example of what has 

come out of all this thinking that began back in the early 

1900's. And it was during this time that my interest was 

aroused in this field. Although I didn't feel that I had 

any particular skills myself, I thought that these might 

be acquired. 
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When I arrived at Monroe, however, I was in for a real 

bitter disappointment. The plans were announced, and the 

papers had written up articles about what was going to 

happen, but it just didn't happen. We had the buildings. 

We even marked out on the floors where certain machines 

would go for trade training. Then we waited, and we 

waited. When I went back to Monroe about three years 

later the machines hadn't come, and when I went back almost 

thirty years later, they still hadn't come. 

That deeply depressed me each time. While there was 

a lot of talk, there was almost no action. This sort of 

thing is still going on far too much all over America. 

Men are dumped into these institutions on the basis of, 

"We lock you up in order to protect society against you 

and we throw away the key and hope that you never come out." 

At any rate, I spent six months at Monroe and had experiences 

which I am just now writing up in my third book which I'm 

going to call Between the Dark and the Daylight. It is a 

comparison of what went on then and what is now going on 

today and what has become a very illuminating, encouraging 

approach to the whole field of corrections in America. 

Monroe was supposed to be a reformatory for the young 

man, but it was anything else but that. There was no 

program. They were supposed to be first offenders as I 

indicated, age sixteen to thirty. Yet it was being filled 

by all types of prisoners because the penitentiary in 
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Walla Walla was full. So, it was rapidly becoming another 

penitentiary. The rules were extremely strict; guards 

manned the towers on a wooden fence that surrounded several 

acres,and there was a catwalk on the outside of the fence 

so that the guards could go from tower to tower. 

I remember the first day that I arrived to take up 

my duties, the superintendent asked me to accompany him 

as he showed me through the institution. I followed him 

and we went around the catwalk on the outside of the wall, 

and as we came to each tower, he gave a nod to the guard 

there and we would pass on. I glanced down into the yard 

and there I saw a group of men who were working at pulling 

stumps in a great area that was being cleared for farm 

and the other buildings. 

These fellows were dressed in work clothes, grey shirts, 

grey trousers, and wore duck-bill hats. And, as I looked 

down at them, I saw them glancing up at us. Although the 

superintendent never looked in their direction, there were 

stolen glances and a pause from work. As I looked, I 

couldn't believe that these were the men that we had 

entertained a few months before in the auditorium. These 

fellows had hatred in their glance and looked at us as 

though we were people who were just making a parade around 

there to shame them, I kept thinking about their reaction 

to the little program that we put on. That night they 

were relaxed; they were people like anybody else. Now 
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they were convicts in a yard working with a pick and shovel. 

And, as we went around, the superintendent kept telling 

me what the rules were. Then I heard the barking of the 

dogs. By that time, we had gotten around the fence to 

the kennels and when I looked down into the yard, I saw 

twelve sniffing baying bloodhounds. I wondered what dogs 

were doing in an institution built by a noble state that 

sent men there so they could adjust themselves and go 

back into society and stay out of trouble. 

Then the superintendent said, "We feed the dogs raw 

meat and someone goes in and roughs them up in order to 

make them savage. If a man escapes, everything stops until 

we pick him up." 

Then we arrived at the administration building where 

I spent the night before, and he took me into the armory 

and showed me all the guns and ammunition and equipment 

to be used in case of a riot or escape. Then he said, "We 

never send a man out on an escape ahead of the dogs, and 

we must not let these men escape. That is a rule you must 

never forget." 

I knew there must be something more important than a 

fence, guards, guns and dogs in an institution that was 

trying to adjust boys and yound men for return to society, 

because whether we like it or not, our laws are so con-

stituted that 98 percent of those that go to prison or a 

reformatory some day return to the communities from whence 
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they came. And, yet, here they were entirely ignoring 

what the attitude of the prisoners wgs going to be. That 

really gave me a shock, and I thought, "There is certainly 

a lot to do here to modify this sort of approach." 

Well, I was there six months and I had some terrific 

experiences. One time, on an escape, I was sent out ahead 

of the dogs. It was a foggy day and I had a crew down on 

the ranch spraying the fruit trees. I could hear the wood 

crew just about two hundred yards away in the fog, but you 

couldn't see anybody. You could hear the slap of the 

cables on the skid road as the donkey engine would pull 

these logs out so that they could be placed on the skids. 

Then the escape whistle blew. That was the first time 

that I had ever heard it . It started with a deep rumble 

and then ascended to a terrifying screech. My men, some 

twenty-two of them, just stood still. 

I said, "What's that?" 

One of them said, "There is a man gone," and just then 

the superintendent appeared out of the fog, excited as 

could be. This was his first escape, and he said, "We've 

got a man gone, Scudder. I ' l l take your crew and turn 

them i n . " 

Dwight Wood, a young chap just out of college, was 

assistant head farmer. He had studied agriculture at Davis 

in California and had come up to Monroe just about the time 

I had arrived. He had been track captain at Cal before he 
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graduated and he could run like a deer. He appeared out 

of the fog, and away W9 went. We were clad in denim, the 

same as the men, and neither of us had hats on. We started 

out over the skidroad and Dwight, whom we called Fooey 

(that the name they gave him in the frat-house in 

Berkeley; he was a dark complexioned lad ) was pulling 

away from me and I just couldn't keep up. 

So he yelled, "Ken, you go down in that ravine into 

the meadow. I ' l l go on down this road and then on down 

the country road. We'll see i f we can't get this guy between 

us, because he is probably making for the river to try 

and cross it , but I don't think he can get across." 

Well, I had never even seen the river, I hadn't been 

there long enough. So I crashed down into this gully and 

got down to the bottom. There were all kinds of devil's 

club and branches that were hard to get through, but finally 

I landed out in an open meadow. There I could see the flow 

of the river just half a mile off* There was a great big 

bend in i t , so I headed for the bend. 

Then, all of a sudden, I heard the dogs on the ridge 

above me. I thought, "Well, I guess we're on the right 

track." Then the dogs began coming nearer and nearer, and 

suddenly I realized what the superintendent meant when he 

said that nobody should go out before the dogs. I thought 

that maybe the dogs had picked up my trail, and these dogs 

are pretty savage. I looked around for a stick and a rock 
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or something, but I guess the farmer must have swept that 

"blamed field with a broom. I couldn't find a thing. 

I was petrified, and I could hear the baying of the 

dogs as they crashed down through the timber and brudi 

that I had just passed through. Soon, I saw one dog coming 

toward me over the mounds that I had just left—his tongue 

out, his nose to the ground. He seemed to follow all around 

where I had been looking for a rock. Finally, he sniffed, 

came up to me, jumped on me, put his paws on my chest and 

seemed to be surprised that I didn't do anything. Well, 

I was so scared that I couldn't move. Then he got down, 

sniffed around again, picked the trail up and came right 

back. 

By that time, I began to get my senses. I knew the 

name of one dog was Bud, but I didn't know i f this was Bud 

or not. I started calling Bud anyway. 

I had raised dogs in Seattle, and I had never had 

trouble with them, so I began calling, "Here Bud, come here 

Bud." 

He seemed to be confused, and I finally got hold of 

his collar. Just then the runner came out of the brush 

and started toward me. He was sure he had his man because 

the man who escaped was dressed the same as me. The 

runner's name was Hamilton. We called him Red Hamilton, 

and he had a red face, as red as a torn turkey. He always 

chewed tobacco and he had a tobacco-stained mouth. 
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He was one of the most profane men I think I have ever 

met, and when he saw me, he stood there with his mouth open 

ard said, "What in the hell are you doing out here, Scudder, 

ahead of the dogs?" I said, "I don't know, but I was told 

to get out here." 

"Well," he said, "if Bitch had been runnin' with Bud, 

they would have torn you to pieees." 

I said, "I'm glad she wasn't," because I was never so 

scared in my life. 

He said, "Now — — I got to go clear back up the 

ridge and start again." 

He didn't give two hoots that I almost got it . 

At any rate, he left and I started off again down 

toward the river. Dwight went on down the county road. 

It was a new road opened just about a year before. 

Before I go further, I must explain that the word had 

gotten around that the state would pay fifty dollars to 

any person who brought a man back either dead or alive. 

So when each farmer heard the whistle, he would get ready. 

One toot meant it was one man, and two toots meant it was 

two men and so on. One of the farmers, Wilson, had a little 

ranch there which had been way back in the timbers until 

the road was put through. Now, he was right there on the 

edge of the county road, and the last time a man escaped, 

he came that way and Wilson made his fifty dollars. That 

was more than a rancher on logged-off land in Washington 
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could earn in a year in those days because they just lived 

off the land. There was no opportunity to make any money. 

So, when Wilson heard the whistle, he got his gun and 

set it up against the tree and kept his eyes open. All of 

a sudden he looked up the county road and here came a fellow 

in blue denim running down the road, just running like a 

deer. Later, he said that he called to Fooey to stop, but 

Fooey never heard him. So Wilson let him have it with 

both barrels of his shotgun. It was just a miracle that 

Dwight wasn't shot. 

The bullets were flying all around him as he dashed 

at this guy, jumped over the gate, grabbed his gun away 

from him and said, "You fool, I'm not an inmate, I'm an 

officer of the institution, and we're trying to catch a man." 

Wilson's face turned as white as a sheet. He had 

almost killed the wrong guy I 

At any rate, Dwight threw the gun back at him and 

started down the road. He got down into the timber along 

the river because he knew that I was coming behind him and 

hoped that we might be able to get this fellow. We didn't 

even know who the man was that we were looking for, but 

pretty soon, he heard a little rustle in the brush up the 

river and thought that it must be the man. So, he skimmed 

out around through the fir trees that lined the bank and 

kept out of sight behind the big cedar and pretty soon the 

chap came along. He was dripping wet because he had been 
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trying to swim across the river. As Dwight got close to 

him, he tried to swim it again, but he was again swept 

back into the bank because the river was too swift. I f he 

had taken the crossing up above the bend in the river where 

the water was quiet, he could have made it , but he didn't 

know that. 

Dwight then stepped out from behind a tree and sharply 

spoke, "Haiti" Dwight had his hand on his hip as though he 

had a gun and when the kid saw him, he just dropped on the 

ground and collapsed. Well, Dwight went over to him and 

the kid was crying and shivering. The water was icy cold 

and it was February. 

He said, "How many times did you try and swim the 

river?" 

He said, "Three times. The water was too swift." 

He looked up and recognized Dwight and Dwight knew 

him because he had worked on his crew. Dwight had turned 

him in as an unreliable and he knew it was the kid they 

called the "Rat," I had become acquainted with the same 

boy because of the "no smoking" rule in the institution. 

The officers could chew tobacco and spit it all over the 

place, but none of the Inmates could smoke. Most of them 

had been smoking for years before they got into trouble, 

and there was more trouble over smoking than anything else. 

It was just a stupid rule. 

The "Rat" was one who broke the rule. His name was 
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Leonard but they called him the "Rat" because he looked 

like a rat. He had a narrow face with the kind of eyes 

that just reminded you of a rat. When the guards caught 

Leonard smoking, they put him in "the hole." Well, "the 

hole" was a great big wooden crate on the second floor of 

the dormitory building. It had no bed or plumbing; just 

a blanket and a slop bucket. There was hardly enough 

room for a fellow to stretch out in and he had to lie on 

the cement floor. 

This kid had been there for twelve or thirteen days 

on bread and water before the superintendent came to see 

him. That was the first superintendent. He had a Van Dyke 

beard that he was very proud of and he had been the contractor 

who had built the place. When he was through with the 

construction work, they made him a superintendent even 

though he had never had any experience in running an 

Institution. He knew all about buildings and that sort of 

thing, but he was not at all interested in the men. He 

was the chap that I went around the prison with up on the 

wall when I first went to work there. 

At any rate, he went to see Leonard with the captain, 

and they opened up "the hole" which was closed with a 

great big heavy wooden door reinforced with steel. A 

fellow couldn't possibly get out of it . The superintendent 

wanted to see how this fellow was doing, although he had 

waited two weeks to get around to it . So, he opened the 
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door, and here this kid stood in a dirty nightshirt that 

came to his knees. 

He was blinking out at them because of the light, and 

the superintendent said, "Leonard, do you think you have 

had enough? Do you think you could quit your smoking?" 

There was no answer and this riled the old boy, so he 

stepped in toward the inmate. 

Then he said, "I'm not here to fool with you. I want 

to know if you've had enough and can behave yourself." 

Well, he shoved his chin in a little hit too far 

and this kid grabbed his whiskers, pulled them and yelled 

like a nanny goat, and said "Go to hell, you old bastard." 

The old fellow backed out and the captain, who was 

very much embarrassed, slammed the door. Well, this was 

the kid that we were after. I had kind of admired him 

after he had pulled the old boy's whiskers because, as a 

matter of fact, all the men in the institution had heard 

about it , and from that time on, the superintendent had a 

nickname. He was known as "Whiskers" and not "the superin-

tendent." 

Well, Leonard was just a kid. He had stolen two 

blankets from a cabin and the state had sent him up for 

what is now called petty theft. 

Well, when Dwight caught up with him, he spoke to him 

rather sharply and said, "Come on, Leonard, we have to go." 

He started to plead. He couldn't go back, he just 
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couldn't go "back, and wouldn't Dwight just let him go. 

They had quite an argument and Dwight said, "Come on, 

let's get going." 

He said, "I would hate to have to use a gun, hut I 

will i f I have to, so you get up and come on with me. 

Scudder is coming behind, and we have you between us, so 

you just can't get away." 

So, they started up. As they went toward the road, 

they had to go under a barbed-wire fence, and, as he was 

going under, Leonard reached for a rock. Dwight spoke 

sharply to him and Leonard pulled his hand away and went 

on under. Then Dwight told him to stop about five feet 

beyond the fence. Just then, I came down the road and we 

met and we brought him in. 

It was an experience that I ' l l never forget because 

the whole thing seemed so stupid and inhuman, 

A few months after that incident, the man who was 

really the director of vocations (I was his assistant) went 

to Elmira to see the reformatory there and other places out 

of New York, to get an idea about other institutions. There 

he met the psychologist who had one of the original trans-

lations of the Benet-Simon psychological tests that had 

just come out for school children. He gave our vocational 

director a copy, and he brought it back to Monroe and gave 

me the copy to look over. 

Well, that was a fascinating thing to me. Here we 



25 

all were searching for some way to try and find out whether 

someone had the ability to be a bookkeeper or accountant 

or whether or not he was going to work with his hands, and 

this promised to be a way of doing it . So, I read this 

manuscript over and it had these funny tests which are now 

known as the Benet-Simon Psychological Tests for Children. 

I thought, "Well, now this is something," especially 

because I had a couple of fellows that I worried about very 

much. I didn't know what to do with them. 

One boy, Clyde, was quiet and had been a stage driver. 

He had driven a stage into Walla Walla. One night he 

got drunk, and they claimed that he had killed his passenger 

and taken his money. Well, Clyde said he didn't know 

whether he did or not, he couldn't remember. He had been 

drinking pretty heavily and he was only a kid too. So, 

they sent him up for manslaughter, and he was lucky to get 

that. He played the violin, and since we had an orchestra 

going in the institution, we used to play together a lot. 

But there was something about Clyde that seemed to stump 

me. I just couldn't seem to figure out what was wrong with 

him. He was confused, dull in some way, and yet he could 

express himself pretty well. He worked in the kitchen, 

and he was complaining that washing dishes was interfering 

with him playing the violin. 

Well, I sat up one night and read this manuscript of 

the tests, and I got so fascinated with it that I decided 
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even though psychologists might scoff at me for doing it , 

I was going to test Clyde. Well, that was an experience. 

I had him come up to the third floor of the building, just 

before the night lines came up from the auditorium. 

They used to have to sit in the auditorium at night 

until it was time to go to bed and then they were all on 

silence. Then at about 8:00 P.M., the lines would come 

up into the next two floors where the dormitories were. 

We had about five hundred inmates there at that time, so 

there was quite a problem in getting them to bed and getting 

them up and taking care of them. I didn't have to do that, 

but I often stood a watch at night in the dormitory when 

some fellow who usually did it was sick or didn't show up. 

So, I got Clyde up into this little educational office 

off from the school on the third floor and I tried to 

apply this test. I got him through it all right until we 

got to about the nine-year level, and then he really blew 

up. I thought, "What a chump I am to be trying this out 

when I don't know how to do it and I can't understand it 

myself." 

At the nine-year level, I think, there were two or 

three questions that the manuscript said often bring a very 

interesting reaction. They dealt with death in some form, 

and when I got to those, this kid just stiffened up. I 

have forgotten just how it went, but it was something about 

the body of a girl that was found in the basement and that 
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had been cut Into fifteen pieces. It was thought that she 

had killed herself. Could that be so? 

His answer, of course, was that he thought she didn't 

but when I gave him that one, that is when he really blew. 

He stiffened himself up, and I really began to get a little 

alarmed because here I was on the third floor with this 

kid, and he was really stirred up. 

I said, "Well, Clyde, I don't think we will do any 

more tonight. We'll try this some other time. You're 

tired now, and the lines will be coming up here in a minute." 

Just then I heard a big commotion just outside the win-

dow and a shot from a guard in the tower just below us. 

We both rushed to the window and looked out, and here two 

men appeared from nowhere and banged into the fence and 

knocked a big panel of a board out. One of them tried to 

get through, but he was too fat and got stuck in the middle. 

The guard was screaming and yelling and waving his gun, and 

I thought he could have shot them both i f he had wanted to. 

He was a YMCA secretary, and he didn't have the guts to 

shoot anybody, and he had no business being on that tower 

anyway. But I was very glad he didn't have the guts to shoot. 

So, this fellow got stuck, and the other fellow tried 

to push him through but he couldn't, so he pulled him 

back this way. Finally they decided they couldn't make 

i t , and so they turned and ran back. You see, the guard 

on the one tower could see this but the guard in the other 
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tower couldn't see beyond the building to cover that area. 

So, these two fellows rushed back and disappeared. 

Clyde said, "Those damn fools, why didn't they saw 

two boards so they could get out?" 

I thought, "Say, this guy isn't so dumb after all . " 

I had him down as about an eight-year-old kid. Well, 

those boys got back into the auditorium, and nobody was 

ever able to find out who they were. I asked Clyde if he 

knew who they were, but he just looked at me in such a way 

that I knew, in his opinion, I was just a guard too and 

there was an unwritten law in all the inmate group that 

you never tell an officer anything. He is against you, 

so just keep your mouth shut and never squeal. 

Well, I decided that I didn't know anything about giv-

ing psychological tests, and I thought i f I was going to 

do anything about this I had better get back to the 

university and learn something. So I resigned and went 

down to California and specialized in vocational education 

and psychology. That is the way I got started in the 

field of corrections. 



CHAPTER I I I 

STUDIES AT THE UNIVERSITY OP CALIFORNIA; EXPERIENCES 

AT THE PRESTON SCHOOL OF INDUSTRY, IONE, CALIFORNIA 

When I left Monroe and went to the University of 

California, I had a very fortunate break. I was older than 

the average student, having been out of college for three 

years. I felt that I knew exactly what I wanted, and I 

didn't want to go through a lot of unnecessary courses. 

I wanted to specialize because, again, I had to pay my way. 

I got a job of teaching manual training in the town 

of Emeryville (that is between Oakland and Berkeley). It 

was in a rather tough neighborhood in those days, and the 

youngsters that were in the seventh and eighth grades were 

pretty lively. They had quite a lot of difficulty in 

controlling them, so I was asked to take on this manual 

training for which I was paid thirty dollars a month for 

one day a week of teaching. At any rate, it was good 

experience because it got me in touch with some of the 

youngsters who were really on the edge of delinquency 

because of the situations from which they came and which 

were no fault of theirs. It was a run-down neighborhood 

that you find in lots of places that you would call almost 

like a slum. 

That was very valuable experience, but the break that 
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I got at first was in regard to my courses* They said I 

couldn't get the courses that I wanted at Gal, and that I 

would have to go to Santa Barbara and take a course in 

teacher training. Well, I didn't want to go to Santa 

Barbara and so I went to the registrar, I 've always been 

grateful to him for his help. He had a reputation of 

being a very tough guy, but I thought, "I'm desperate, and 

I'm going to see him anyway." I went to him and I expected 

him to blow up, but I told him exactly why I wanted these 

courses and what I had been through at Monroe. I told him 

that they said I would have to go to Santa Barbara but that 

I just couldn't see that. 

He said, "Who told you that you had to go to Santa 

Barbara? You can have any course that you want around 

here." 

Well, I could have hugged the guy. So, I was allowed 

to take a rather strange course of study. I specialized 

in psychological testing and in general psychology and took 

everything that I could find in vocational education. I 

even went to the shop in the mechanical engineering division 

and was allowed to work in machine shop and at woodworking 

and welding and things of that sort. So, that way, I got 

a taste of different trades, at least a better idea of what 

was required, although I'm certainly not an artisan in any 

of them. 

I believe that the thing that helped me the most was 
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the opportunity to use the Stanford-Benet Test on prisoners 

in the county jail in San Francisco as part of my field 

training. I was taking a course with Warner Brown, who 

is the one of the professors in the department of Philosophy, 

and another one with Dr. Olga Bridgman who, I believe, is 

still a professor at the university. She was connected with 

the juvenile court in San Francisco and the California 

University Hospital in San Francisco. 

Through her arrangements, I was able to get an assign-

ment to spend one day a week testing men in the county jail 

who were to be examined to see whether or not they were 

capable of responding to the program of probation instead 

of spending all the time in the county jail. And, for two 

years, I examined these men. It was a terrific experience 

for me because it made my courses at the university simply 

hum, and I felt that I was really getting what I was after. 

Then, in addition, there was the wonderful response 

from the shop instructors and the department of mechanical 

engineering and mechanical drawing teachers and others 

that I was associated with. It was really inspiring, and 

I have a great love in my heart for that university and 

for what they did for me. 

Toward the end of my senior year, I had made a visit 

to the Preston School of Industry to see what it was like, 

because I had heard so much about it . It was headed by a 

man named Calvin Derrick who had been brought out from the 
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George Junior Republic in New Jersey to take charge of the 

school. I went to Preston on his invitation. He was a 

very able administrator and thoroughly believed in the 

importance of trying to change the attitudes of these 

people who were in trouble before they were released and 

to provide some vocational background so that they would 

be in a better position to get a job. 

I spent three days at Preston and was greatly intrigued 

with what was going on. Mr. Derrick had come out after a 

very bad disturbance at Preston and had been appointed by 

the governor to try and straighten things out. He was a 

great believer in self-government because he had seen it 

work to his satisfaction at the George Junior Republic in 

New Jersey. And so he had installed, at Preston, one of 

the most elaborate self-government experiments or attempts 

that I have ever run across. He had two houses of 

parliament, several chiefs of police, judges, a chief 

justice, and all nine members of the supreme court. He 

was running the school on that basis and it was, of course, 

quite an elaborate course of instructions for these young 

"members of parliament." So they would hold their elections 

just like a local community, electing their officers and 

their public officials to responsibilities which go with 

public office. 

Well, it was in full swing and I was quite intrigued 

with it, although I couldn't quite see how it affected boys 
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who had come from the neighborhoods that these lads had 

come from. They had known only neglect, broken families, 

bickering parents, and even hatred of some parents for 

their own children. Some people they knew were just 

caught in the trap of poverty and couldn't seem to break 

through but had tried, really tried, to give their children 

an opportunity. But the adverse conditions were too power-

ful for them to survive and these lads had found themselves 

in industrial schools, so called, for delinquents. 

Then also I had the experience and opportunity to sit 

in with the assistant superintendent who was doing a 

psychological test and see how the tests were applied at 

Preston. It was very interesting and enlightening to me 

because I had been examining adults, and here were young 

boys, 16 to 21, and the approach was quite similar and yet 

quite different. 

Well, I returned to the university and was just 

completing my work when Mr. Derrick was called to head up 

the prison at Sing Sing in New lork as warden. He left 

the institution and returned to the east for this appoint-

ment. After he had been there a few weeks, I received a 

telegram from him asking me to come and head the vocational 

training at Sing Sing at a salary to which I was not 

accustomed. And, in those days, one hundred fifty dollars 

a month and full maintenance was a temptation. I discussed 

it with my professors who urged me not to drop out at this 
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stage of the game because I was so close to graduation. 

Probably if I had gone, I would never have graduated. I 

finally decided that I would rather stay in California and 

wired to Derrick that I couldn't come, and it was something 

that I never regretted because later New York politics got 

to Mr. Derrick and the whole deal fell through. 

Well, I finally graduated from the university and 

went east to marry the sister of the chaplain's wife, 

Rebekah Jewett. I made a tour throughout the east and 

upon my return I was appointed psychological examiner at 

Preston School of Industry. The appointment came through 

the efforts of Dr. Warner Brown and Dr. Bridgman, under 

whom I had studied. That opened up another new world to 

me, and I was there for three years. 

SCHIPPERS: Were you given a B A at the University of 

California? 

SCUDDER: Yes. I received my degree the day when I graduated. 

SCHIPPERS: And they had allowed you to alter your course 

offerings to suit your particular major? 

SCUDDER: Yes, they had been very generous with me in 

allowing me to take the courses which I felt I needed and 

which my professors felt would more adequately equip me to 

do the things which I had in mind. 

SCHIPPERS: Was this in part because it was an experimental 

effort or was it because the university did not have a 

strong program for this type? 
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SCUDDER: There were no courses in criminology as such. 

We did touch in Dr. Bridgman's course on the Lombrosian 

theories then still quite in vogue. The lombrosian theory 

dealt with criminal stigmata and criminal types—phony 

concepts that were then being thrust upon the public. We 

began to evolve the new approach that this Lombrosian 

theory was really over-exploited and that criminality was 

not a matter of heredity, and that stigmata and body 

figures and so on were not important. We did not agree 

you could judge people as criminals because they had big 

ears or receding brows or were criminally maimed and so on. 

We believed the environment to which each person was 

exposed in his early years, in childhood and throughout 

his young life, had a great deal more to contribute to his 

future actions and behavior than anything that might be 

hereditary. 

In those days, we were quite adamant about overthrowing 

the heredity theory and maybe we went overboard with it , 

but I still believe that, to this day, things which we 

experience in youth and the early years of childhood 

especially, have a definite bearing and a life-long 

impression upon us, and effect our attitudes and our 

behavior, even as adults. 3o that was another reason why 

the professors were so liberal and so kind in allowing me 

to take courses that I felt really had focus. I wish we 

could do more of that, and I think they are approaching it 
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more rapidly now. Students the last few years, at least, 

seem to be allowed to take more courses that have bearing 

on the thing which they wish to prepare for. 

SCHIPPERS: Did you take any sociology courses? 

SCUDDER: Yes, I took some courses in sociology as well as 

in psychology, the behavioral sciences and vocational 

courses. Maybe that was rather limited, but it at least 

gave me a basis for the things that I wanted to do. I 

think I have been helped by them more than any other courses 

I took in college over the years because I had an opportunity 

to apply them so definitely. 

SCHIPPERS: One other question. How did your religious 

background influence your thinking on these matters? 

SCUDDER: Well, we were raised in a very strict religious 

atmosphere. Dad was a very dedicated minister. He was an 

excellent preacher, a very fine organizer, and he had an 

ability to work with people—not over them but rather 

through them. He kept in the background and yet when it 

came to the climax, he usually had the right thing to say, 

but he never dominated a situation. When he would sum up 

what people had been talking about in a conference, he 

usually brought light to the group and a thought of a 

cementing feeling, as though they had done this thing 

themselves. I think there is no greater leader than that. 

When it is all done the people all say, "Why, we have done 

it ourselves." He always stayed in the background but you 
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could just see the influence that he had. 

I got a great deal out of that, watching him work, and 

I feel that it was very helpful. You can't he raised in 

a religious atmosphere without its having a lasting effect, 

I think. So, we have always been connected with church. 

I have always felt that there was a very definite place 

for religion in any kind of an institution. So many of 

these people who come to these institutions have never been 

exposed to religion. Surprising, too, how many people 

have been exposed to religion and who, in spite of it , 

found themselves in trouble. 

So, in all of my experiences with institutions over 

the last forty years, I have stressed the importance of 

religion and tried to have a type of program which had the 

ring of sincerity about it . That is because inmates are 

the most keen in ferreting out anything that is phony. 

I f the religious program is sincere and down-to-earth, 

and isn't one of these "hallelujah-boys" and "everybody's-

got-to-be-saved" affairs, it works. So, i f you talk about 

problems of life, community, the individual and what his 

place in the sun should be or might be, then man responds 

to that. I have found that to be true in almost every 

institution that I have been in. Of course, in some of 

them I didn't find any religious program at all, but where 

I found successful programs, they were sincere ones. 

When I was at Preston, everybody was required to go 



38 

to chapel and they would march these "boys in, all in 

uniform and in a brigade, as though they were going to 

some great military affair. This was in the chapel. They 

had to sit through that hour whether they liked it or not 

in that hot place, and their uniforms were wool and they 

wore long underwear besides that; these poor kids were 

sweating and itching and squirming and you wondered why 

they didn't blow up. 

And so, whenever I had to do with a religious program, 

I sought the best people I could find—a chaplain who under-

stood people, who was down-to-earth and could mix with 

people and not be just a member of the cloth that was up 

on some elevated platform with all the rest of us below, 

sinners to be converted. And so often too, I 've seen 

ministers come in from the outside, sometimes to take 

charge of a chapel service i f the chaplain was incapacitated, 

and almost without fail, they would come in and give us 

the sermon of the Prodigal Son, the boy who is lost. And 

you should see the lips of these guys as they sit through 

and take that stuff. The poor preacher thinks that he is 

really reaching the group, but he just doesn't understand. 

So we got chaplains who understood people and who 

felt for them and were with them. They would even talk 

their language. I don't mean to be vulgar or foul, but 

they used a "damn" once in awhile and the fellows' eyes 

would perk up. To them that meant, "He's a real guy. He 
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cussed a little bit . " 

The chaplain might say to me, "I'm kind of ashamed 

of myself, but I kind of felt that this was the thing to do." 

Well, that is the kind of people that we have in these 

institutions. And when you use the right approach, then 

you have a response that is on a voluntary basis. You 

cannot cram religion down anybody's throat—especially not 

inmates. They just won't take it . They can smell a phony 

out just like that. I 've had phonies and had to get rid 

of them because they just couldn't reach the men or the 

boys. The person who really has the feel for it has a sort 

of a missionary zeal. They believe these people need 

help and have the attitude that, "But for the grace of God, 

I would be there too." I f a fellow takes that attitude, 

then you really have a man that is down to earth. He's 

the kind that can get out there, put on a glove, and really 

play ball and get right in with the group. He's a regular 

guy. At Chino especially, when I arrived there later in 

my career, that is one of the things that I stressed the 

most in picking out the chaplain. He had to be one who 

really reached the men. 



CHAPTER IV 

FIRST EMPLOYMENT AT PRESTON SCHOOL OF INDUSTRY, 

IONE, CALIFORNIA 

In my "book on these institutions, I tell what happened 

to the self-government scheme. When Derrick left, it 

began to deteriorate because he had been the leader. I 

think while he was there he had a pretty good program 

going. It was his own personality that held it together, 

but I don't believe in an institution being run by one 

personality. I think you have to get staff together and 

pick your people and then give them responsibility, and 

not try and be the whole show, because if you do you will 

just kill yourself off, and that is what Cal Derrick was 

really doing although he didn't realize it . He was a 

wonderful guy and he had an outstanding career even after 

he left Preston, and it was no blame of his that the place 

collapsed because as long as he was there he controlled 

it . But he was a one-man show. It wasn't that he wanted 

to, but he was one of those people who couldn't do it any 

other way. He was one of the kindest men who was ever 

there and he went through some terrible experiences too. 

On our trip east to visit other institutions (that 

was when Becky and I were first married) we visited the 

Tuskegee Institute which had an outstanding vocational 
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program. I very much enjoyed my association there and 

the Negro young people who were there. We went on to 

Hampton and several other institutions in the east to get 

ideas, and then returned to Preston. 

We arrived by train at a little town called Gait at 

about 5:30 A.M. and had to wait for the train to lone 

until 8:00. So we put our baggage in the station and looked 

around for a place to get something to eat. They told us 

to go to a little boardinghouse just up the street two 

blocks. It was just a little bit of a town and had anly 

a few buildings and a few residents. So we went to this 

boardinghouse and got a regular farm-hand breakfast. We 

started off with fruit and mush (as we called it in those 

days, hot cereal), hot cakes, bacon and eggs. That was 

twenty-five cents. Well twenty-five cents was really 

twenty-five cents in those days. Sounds rather queer now, 

but twenty-five cents would really buy you something in 

1917. 

Well, we waited around the station for our train and 

finally I said, "When does the lone train come through?" 

The station master said, "Why, it is right over there." 

We looked, and it was just a freight car on the siding. 

I said, "You mean we're going to lone in a freight car?" 

"Oh, no," he said, "we put baggage in one half of the 

car and the other end is for passengers." 

Soon, they backed the car around, hooked it up and we 
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got on. This was an old oar. I guess It must have been 

made way back In the early '80 's . It had red plush seats 

all worn down and almost thin. We sat in our seat and the 

conductor, who was a very important guy and very nosey, 

had to know all about his passengers. There were only six 

of us on the train and we could look into the baggage 

department ahead and see the red freight car swaying back 

and forth as we started up through the old gold fields that 

had been washed off by the miners in '49. 

The conductor pumped us as to who we were, where we 

were going and why we were going and so on. He was the 

kind of a fellow that you just couldn't resist and he 

meant all right. When he got all of our history, he dis-

appeared and pretty soon he came through the car with a 

rifle. He went into the baggage department, and I wondered, 

"What in the dickens does he have a rifle for? You don't 

mean to tell me that this old freight is going to be held 

up somewhere?" 

Well, pretty soon I heard a couple of shots, and we 

rushed to the door of the baggage department so that we 

could see through the glasB. And here was this old boy 

sitting down with his feet hanging out the side of the 

train from the baggage department. His hat was on the 

back of his head and he was taking aim again. He shot, 

and we saw a jack rabbit go about ten feet in the air. He 

was shooting jack rabbits as the train went along. It 
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seemed to be a sort of a dally dozen for him, for nobody 

seemed to be excited about it . At least we knew we weren't 

going to be held up. 

When we got near the institution, we could see this 

old red building that looked like an old state hospital 

with its big tower and terrace. 

I *tched Becky and I said, "There it is over on the hi l l . " 

She told me later that it just made her sick when 

she saw that place. 

I thought, "What are we going to, an insane asylum?" 

Well, it was pretty nearly that. We got into the station 

and nobody knew we were coming because we hadn't told them 

when we would arrive. So we got into a little bus that 

took us up through the town of lone. Xt was built by the 

miners and had never recovered after the gold strike went 

dead. We orossed a creek that came down from the mines, 

and when we looked into the water it looked as i f it was 

a stream of blue clay. It carried all the washings from 

the mines up there and it was almost as thick as mud. 

We went up the long hill to the entrance. Years 

before this had been an Indian encampment, and on this 

particular piece of property, one of the worst stagecoach 

robberies they had ever had in the area took place. Several 

people were shot and killed. Old Sutter, who was the early 

settler, had discovered gold near there, so he had enticed 

a lot of the Indians to come and work in the gold mines 
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use for their oppressors and there were several dis-

turbances. Well, here on this same spot was now an 

institution for young men from age sixteen to twenty-one— 

Preston School of Industry at lone. 

We went into the grounds, and we were to have a furnished 

apartment with cooking facilities and so on. When we got 

there, the old boy that was the postmaster and the general 

clerk, a great big tall chap, welcomed us. We sat there 

for an hour while he was sorting the mail. He had a big 

chunk of tobacco in his cheek. Every once in a while, we 

could hear a squirt as it hit the old spittoon over in 

the corner and he would go on with his work. Finally, he 

got around to us. 

Instead of the apartment, we were assigned to a single 

room with a double bed, a dresser and a wash stand. It 

was right across the hall from the men's restroom. He 

encouraged us by saying that twenty-five years before he 

came to Preston, he and his wife had found themselves very 

comfortable in this room. So he closed the door and left. 

"Oh, well," I thought, "we sure were stuck with something, 

and maybe the superintendent could straighten this out 

after a while," but he never did. 

One of our first experiences there had to do with 

corporal punishment, which was the only way, they thought, 

that they could keep these boys confined. There was no 
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fence around the place, and at that time, there were about 

five hundred boys from all over the state. Most were sent 

in by juvenile court, but some of them were sent in by 

the superior court i f their cases were too serious to be 

held and handled in the juvenile court,and they were tried 

as adults. But the court couldn't send them to San ^uentin 

unless they were eighteen, so a lot of these kids were 

pretty rough boys. 

There had been in vogue, ever since the institution 

was opened, the use of corporal punishment, which I was 

unalterably opposed to. I have been all my life , because 

I don't think you can change any attitudes by whipping in 

this kind of work. 

My office was on the top floor of what was known as 

a detail office. It was a little bit removed from the 

main building and right on the little detail grounds where 

all the inmates were assembled twice a day to be assigned 

to their tasks or to whatever assignments there were. So 

they would all stand there in a sort of parade front as 

the crews were called off. The officers would then take 

their boys to their place of occupation for the day. 

I started on the testing of these youngsters. Derrick 

had left and the assistant superintendent was, or had been, 

doing the testing. Well, he had his hands full so there 

hadn't been any testing done for quite a while. I was 

quite busy trying to get caught up, and it was kind of a 
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discouraging situation at first because the school seemed 

to be in a turmoil. 

One day, shortly after I arrived at Preston, two boys 

ran away, but they were caught before they got off the 

grounds. I happened to be coming around from my office 

to the administration building and I met the superintendent 

who was just coming around to the detail office. 

When I first arrived, I had asked to witness a whipping, 

so he said, "Ken, you asked to witness a whipping and these 

two boys have just run away. We caught them and you had 

better come along and you can see what it is like. " 

Well, I suddenly felt rather sick. "Why did I ask to 

see this? I don't know whether I want to see it or not." 

But I went along and we entered the detail office. 

The superintendent sat down at the detail officer's desk, 

and the two boys were brought in. There was a chair that 

sat out in the middle of this room on the concrete floor. 

It was just an ordinary kitchen chair. The two boy* were 

facing the superintendent, but they saw the chair when 

they came in and they knew what was up. Of course every-

body in the institution knew the set-up and the procedure. 

The superintendent said, "Well, you boys know what the 

penalty is for running away—fifteen strokes with the lash, 

so w e will proceed." 

No questions asked. Nobody asked them why they ran 

away, Maybe some kids in the dormitory had made it so 
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unbearable for them they were afraid and had to run, or 

maybe they were homesick and just lost their heads and 

started off, but they had broken a rule and the rule always 

had to be upheld. 

The detail officer, a big tall fellow who had been 

a clerk and who had gradually worked himself up to one of 

the major positions in the institutions, was responsible 

for all assignments. He also handled all custody and all 

pnnishment and the general administration of whatever 

went on after anyone got out of the superintendent's office. 

This fellow was really active. He took off his coat, 

put it over another chair, stepped into a little closet 

and pulled what was known as the "sap" off the rack. It 

was the first time that I had seen it . It was about three 

and a half feet long and was made of two pieces of leather 

stitched together. The handle was about eight inches long, 

and on it there was a little loop that could be put around 

the wrist. With the loop around the wrist, you really 

could get a firm hold of the handle with both hands and 

you could swing the whip with all your force against the 

buttocks. 

Well, the first boy was a rather pugnacious little 

fellow and he seemed to know what was coining. 

So the detail officer said, "Lean over the chair. Put 

your hands on the chair and stay there." 

He looked at the detail officer as though, "I 've been 
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tnrough this twice before and you guys have got a short 

memory." 

He stood there kind of as though he was going to take 

his time to do it . Finally, he walked over and leaned over 

the chair and held onto the seat and this detail officer 

was on him. He was just as quick as a snake. He got this 

thing wrapped around his wrist and took a swing at this 

kid's buttocks. It sounded like the crack of a pistol. 

That boy jumped right up in the air and you could just 

see the cords in the neck stand out. His face turned ashen 

and he just stood there. 

The detail officer said, "Get down there and get ahold 

of the chair." 

Down he went again. The superintendent was counting, 

"One, two," and he put it down on a little slip of paper 

because the board required that he make a report that he 

witnessed the fifteen strokes. Somehow or other, the 

fifteen strokes were given. 

It was all over, but the boy just stood there and 

still held the chair. It was as i f he had said, "Give me 

some more i f you think I can't take it , I ' l l show you." 

He naver made a whimper after that first groan when 

the sap first hit him. He certainly had grit. It made 

me sick just to watch it . Of course, I couldn't do any-

thing about it because I was there only as an observer. 

Then it was the other boy's turn, I will never 
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forget this. He was a kid, slight of build, with a pale 

face—a nervous boy. He had stood there watching this 

thing, and all of a sudden it was his turn. 

He ran over to the desk and said, "Don't whip me, don't 

whip me. I can't take it . I ' l l never run away again. I 

just lost my head, I guess, but I can't take it . I can't 

take i t . " 

The superintendent said, "You know what the rule is . 

You have fifteen strokes coming." 

He looked around at everybody. I don't know whether 

or not he saw something in my face that showed the dis-

turbance that was going on within me, but at any rate, he 

rushed over to me and said, "Mr. Scudder, don't let them 

whip me, don't let them whip me. You see, I just can't 

take it . I just can't take i t . " 

I said, "I'm sorry. . . " 

Then he dropped down on his knees and grabbed me 

around the knees and begged like a small child. The 

detail officer came over and grabbing him by the collar, 

dragged him off and threw him over the chair. One officer 

held him down. The boy was screaming with fright. The 

sap descended with such force, the whole damn chair 

collapsed. There were legs and rounds of chair all over 

the floor. Two other fellows that were there to help, 

scrambled around to pick up the remains. Three people 

trying to whip one kid! 
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Somehow they got another chair and they went through 

with it—fifteen strokes. 

And just before they started again, the kid said, 

"All right, go on, whip me. I ' l l run away again. I will. 

I ' l l run away again. You're a bunch of dogs." 

It was an experience that just seared itself into my 

memory. I can see it just as clear today as it was then. 

Somehow the thing ended. The boy was moaning and they took 

him and locked him up in the basement of this building. 

There he would stay in this sort of cage-like cell (it 

looked like a monkey cage) for a couple of weeks so they 

could soften him up. I f he didn't soften up, then they 

would send him to P Company where all the disciplinary 

cases were held. There he would stay until he promised 

that he would never run away again. 

As we went back to the office, the superintendent 

said, "What do you think of it , Ken?" 

I said, "It is the most repulsive thing that I have 

ever seen.M 

He said, "I don't like it either, but I can't stop it 

because the whole school would run away." 

I said, "I wonder." 

A few days later, when I came off duty, I found that 

my wife was crying. 

I said, "What's the matter." 

She said, "What's under this room?" 
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"What do you mean?" She had listened to two hoys 

being whipped under our room. The screaming had just 

frightened her stiff. I told her then what it was. 

She said, "I just can't take this." 

I had already arranged for a little house down in town 

where we could live, and we were permitted to do that i f 

we could find a place. So we went down and looked the 

house over. It was on top of the hill, the highest point 

in the town. It had a nice little view. We finally moved 

there and got out of the institution atmosphere at night 

at least, but that was our introduction to institutional 

life. 

After I witnessed the whipping of the two hoys with 

the lash, I reported this event to Dr. Warner Brown. He 

had been the consulting psychologist at Preston and was 

responsible for my appointment there. As a result of that 

incident, we began a thorough study of the claimed deterrent 

effect of corporal punishment. 

Now, among those who believed in this discipline 

were the Board of Trustees of the institution in the early 

days. In their little book of rules and policy, they 

believed that this kind of discipline accomplished four 

things. Pirst, it made the guilty suffer for his sins. 

It aroused dread in the hearts of those who heard about it 

and was a potent deterrent. A lasting impression was also 

left on the mind of those punished, and so served to prevent 
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a repetition of the same offense. Fourth, it resulted in 

a mental surrender to a force that was both beneficial 

and lasting. In other words, the lash was supposed to 

break the kids' spirit. 

We felt that we couldn't blindly accept this theory 

just because it had been a practice for sixty-nine years. 

We thought perhaps we could ooncede to the first claim, 

but we wondered about the others. Was this really a potent 

deterrent, or was this just wishful thinking? 

Almost a year later (I was in the Army at that time), 

Dr. Brown wrote to me. He had finally submitted our report 

and study on the effects of corporal punishment to the 

superintendent and to the board of trustees, and it had a 

thorough and far-reaching effect. Inlrief the report 

concluded that: 

One of the most vexing disciplinary problems met by 
all Institutions for delinquents is that of custody. 
Whenever the freedom of a group of boys is 
restricted and exact rules of conduct are pre-
scribed, there is bound to follow a certain amount 
of discontent. The desire to escape is a natural 
feeling that results from Confinement. Experiences 
indicated that when a boy has really decided to 
run away, he gives little thought to the con-
sequences of the act. Attention is focused upon 
the getting away and even though they all see boy 
after boy return after being out one or two days, 
each one has confidence that he possesses the 
ability to elude the authorities where others 
have failed. A large proportion of the escapes 
take place from those company quarters and work 
squads which are supposed to be under close 
surveillance. These cases are called the matching 
of wits. The boy against the officer. The fact 
that the boy runs away is no indication, that 
reformation in such a case is lost. 



53 

Another study covered the period from January 1 , 1916 

to February 28, 1917« It showed that in 125 instances of 

escapes, the lash had been applied to 101 boys. Thirty-one 

had previously been whipped in the institution before these 

dates, while fifteen had tried to escape again and again. 

Ten of the boys had been lashed three or four times during 

their sojourn in the school, and eighty percent of the 

second whippings occurred within six months of the last one. 

I ' l l quote, in this connection, a portion from my book, 

Between the Dark and the Daylight. 

This evidence indicated that in a large proportion 
of the cases, the administration of this form of 
discipline does not succeed in altering the 
boys' attitude enough to prevent them from 
committing a very serious offense again. The 
boys in the school share the opinion, which is 
prevalent in the public mind, that corporal 
punishment is out of date and brutal. Now just 
what could the school do about this situation? 
Everybody wondered whether it would be safe to 
abolish this old custom with one quick stroke, 
and we all admitted that it would take a lot of 
courage. Well, another year passed, and in 
spite of the lash, the escapes continued at the 
same rate. 

Then, one morning in 1918, there was an air of 
tenseness and expectancy as the boys assembled 
on the detail grounds to be assigned to their 
trades. In spite of avowed secrecy, the grape-
vine had been working. No one can account for 
the way rumors spread through an institution. 
As the companies arrived and took their places, 
silence fell on row upon row of the assembled 
group. The acting superintendent mounted the box 
and waited. They sensed that something was going 
to happen. 

"Boys," he said, 1 have an important announcement. 
For several years, we have been studying the 
various types of discipline administered in this 
institution* You young men have been involved 
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in serious trouble* The law requires that you 
remain here until you are officially released. 
Most of you recognize that fact. Your conduct 
is good and you cooperate with the management. A 
small percent do not; they take advantage of every 
opportunity to run away. Now, we could build a wall 
around this place but that would be unfair to 
you. Those that have attempted to escape have been 
whipped. Sometimes that just makes a boy worse." 
There was quite a pause. He continued, "We 
should like to try an experiment. You do your 
part in helping to maintain discipline and to 
reduce the number of escapes and we will abolish 
once and for all the use of the lash." 

Pandemonium broke loose. Without orders they broke 
ranks, shouting and surging toward the box. Caps 
were thrown into the air. They crowded around like 
a chattering mob trying to express their feelings— 
the lash was out, the lash was thrown out. 

And what happened in the next few months? Dr. 
Brown's follow-up report stated, "There is no 
doubt that their respect for the school and their 
willingness to cooperate with authorities has been 
increased. This refers to the attitude of the 
cadet body at large. No change in attitude of the 
boys has been observed since corporal punishment 
has been abolished. There has been no wave of 
crime. It is the opinion of all who have seen and 
have been in close touch with the disciplinary 
situation, including a number of officers who are 
firm believers in the efficacy of the strap, that 
serious infractions of discipline are no more 
serious than before. In general, it may be said 
that the greater the boy's self respect is , the 
more he will be humiliated by this form of punishment. 
Deeper will be his resentment. The lash was out and 
It worked. 



CHAPTER V 

BASIC TRAINING IN THE U.S. ARMY, WORLD WAR I , 

CAMP LEV/IS, WASHINGTON 

I had been at Preston school only three and one-half 

months, and one day I received my official notice from 

Washington to respond to the draft. This was World War I . 

I had tried to enlist at the University of California 

before I graduated but was told that I could not qualify 

because of my eyes. So I had given up the idea. Now, I 

was about the last person to move into Amador County and 

the very first one to be called by the draft. I was glad 

to go although, just having been married, I had several 

problems as everybody else did who was asked to go Into 

the war. A few weeks after receiving my call to the draft, 

I made arrangements for my wife to remain at lone for 

awhile until I could make some other arrangements. 

When the troop train left for Camp Lewis, Washington, 

I was put in charge of a contingent of nine draftees from 

Amador County. We had spent the night in Jackson, I think, 

because the draft board wanted to make sure that we would 

be on the train. They didn't want to lose anybody. Then 

we were marched from the hotel in Jackson, passed the old 

Bunker Hill gold mine to the railroad station, with the 

town band in the lead followed by the entire populace. 
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In the excitement of planning our farewell and send-off, 

the draft board failed to provide us with Pullman reserva-

tions, so we had to sit up for two nights to Camp Lewis, 

We picked up men all along the line. By the time we 

pulled out of Sacramento the train was full. Some had made 

the most of their last night as civilians, and, in spite 

of orders to the contrary, they brought their liquor with 

them. The troop train was sidetracked to let the main 

line trains through. At each stop there was a wild rush 

for the village saloon. Word had gone out from Washington 

that no liquor was to be sold to soldiers, but the men 

rushed the joints and placed their money on the bar and 

demanded service. The bartender had a perfect alibi; he 

thought that they were just civilians. I always had to 

take count as these fellows came back from the saloon to 

make sure they got on the train. 

In our coach there were several who were drunk almost 

all of the way up there. It was really a disgusting 

experience. It would have been impossible to sleep even 

if we had been furnished the accommodations. So, we weren't 

so bad off after all. I remember one fellow was particularly 

boisterous after he got pretty well tanked. Every few 

minutes he would let out a war whoop and attempt to walk 

the length of the swaying coach on the back of the seats* 

Time and time again he sprawled headlong into the aisle 

or piled up In the laps of his comrades. 
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At first, it was very funny and everybody laughed, but 

soon they got tired of being kicked in the head by this 

fellow, so one of the boys said, "Let's put him out." 

So, they gave him a couple of bottles of whisky. 

That did the trick and he slept in a stupor for the rest 

of the trip. 

One of these fellows hit on the idea of getting ice 

from the ice trucks as we stopped at the different stations. 

They picked up some crates, put this ice on the floor 

and put their beer on top of that. Our train was certainly 

a filthy mess. Toward morning, this fellow that had been 

so hilarious woke up and demanded air. The whisky began 

to wear off. He tried to open the window but couldn't get 

it open. He took a bottle and busted the glass and busted 

three other windows before anybody could stop him. The 

car looked as though it had been shelled. 

On the train, most conversations centered on what 

are you in for, or what are we going to face. One chap 

who had been fcftnzlned (a slang expression meaning kicked 

out) of the Presidio training camp as an officer was on 

the train,and he had a great deal to say. He was cracking 

up the Army for wonderful food and described how breakfast 

was furnished, so we were starved when we got there. 

When we pulled in several hours late on the morning 

of the third day, we were, of course, green as anybody 

could be and rather startled when we were met by officers 
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who carried side arms as though they were ready to pop 

anybody i f they started to run. It reminded me a lot of 

what I had just left at Preston. We were tired and home-

sick and scared, I guess. 

Finally we were assigned to our different units and 

I remember they called my name out, "Scudder, K. J . , 

Company M, 363 Infantry, 91st Division, Private, Footservice 

White." (laugh) Now, we were really in the war. 

After an internal delay we were marched to the barracks, 

and it was a sorry-lookin& hungry bunch of men trying to 

keep step. We entered the mess hall and looked for that 

wonderful breakfast that had been described to us. The 

oatmeal was partially cooked, the coffee was weak, the 

eggs had never been laid and nobody had cooked the bacon. 

It was a sorry meal and our morale sank lower and lower. 

Above us the carpenters were putting on the roof and the 

pounding added to our confusion and our misery. 

I think those first days were a nightmare. I f anybody 

really felt like escaping, I was one of them. The food 

was terrible. The camp was only half built. The streets 

were torn up. Supplies were short and nobody seemed to 

know what to do next. Even the officers were confused* 

You couldn't blame them because they couldn't help that 

the supplies hadn't arrived. 

We were sent up to a dormitory on the second floor 

of the barracks but the windows hadn't been installed and 
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great piles of shavings were on the floor. Our first Job 

was to clean the place up; then we carried our black iron 

bedsteads up from downstairs and placed them in long rows 

the length of the dormitory. Details were sent to the 

stables for bales of straw, and each man stuffed a canvas 

tick with the straw for his mattress. There was a large, 

potbelly stove in the centor of the huge room and the men 

near it would roast while the rest of us froze. Smoking 

was allowed, and that first day, cigarette butts were tossed 

out the gaping window frames. 

The first sergeant took care of that. "Outside, you 

guys," he yelled, "and pick up snipes." 

We tumbled out, slowly circulated around the barracks, 

and picked up half-burned stubs and bits of paper. I 

didn't smoke, and yet here X was picking up other peoples' 

cigarette butts. I resented that as much as anything that 

ever happened to me in the Army, 

I was on my cot one evening, when the lieutenant 

came through the dormitory to interview everybody. On the 

next bed to me was a cowpuncher. On the other side was a 

timberman from the Jackson mines. We didn't know enough 

to stand when the officers entered. When X gave my 

occupation as psychologist, he seemed confused. He tried 

to write it down and then asked me to spell i t . 

After he moved on, "Old Timberleaned over and said, 

"Hey, Scud, what the hell is a sick-ey-olgist?" 
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I couldn't tell him, and we got a good laugh, (laugh) 

It was weeks before our uniforms arrived. Our first 

issue of clothing was ill-fitting trench shoes, an Army 

hat and heavy winter underwear. They handed underwear 

out regardless of size and told us to swap it i f it didn't 

fit. There was a little fat guy oalled "Tubby" who was a 

salesman. He was a good-natured little guy, and he had a 

waist like the equator. He stood up on his cot and demanded 

attention. 

He said, "Hey, fellows, look at this." 

And there he stood in his new underwear. It reached 

clear up under his arm pits, and his fat little belly filled 

up less than half the space. 

In the evenings we had little to do. 

One evening one of the men said, "Gome on, gang, let's 

go out and salute officers." 

A dozen others and I piled out of the barracks and 

started up the main street of the camp. As the officers 

passed, we gave our awkward salute just to force their 

salute in return. We trailed one second lieutenant and 

passed him about ten times. The poor guy pumped his arm 

up and down so many times that he must have had it in a 

sling the next day. 

Each morning, we went out for drill. Over and over 

again, we went through the same maneuvers. I hadn't 

realized squads right could be so complicated. 
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Two weeks later we were lying on the ground resting 

a few moments after a hard drill and a sergeant tapped me 

on the shoulder and said, "Lieutenant wants to see you, 

Scudder." 

I rose and followed him. Company officers gathered 

in the group, fftr salute was returned by the captain and 

I stood waiting for him to speak. 

"Didn't you say you had had some experience in cooking?" 

he asked. 

"Yes, sir , " I replied. 

"You report to the kitchen and take over the duties 

as mess sergeant at once." 

Still clad in civilian clothes except for hat and 

shoes, I was as green as I looked. Here the lieutenant was 

actually ordering my promotion and I was objecting. 

I started to murmur something about coming into the 

service to fight when he sharply interrupted, "Young man, 

you're in the Army now, we're not interested in what you 

want." Then, with a twinkle in his eye, he added, "You 

say you were a psychologist?" 

"Yes, sir . " 

"Well, i f there is any place in this goddamn outfit 

where we need psychology, it is in the kitchen. Heport 

for duty at once I" (laughter) 

I was there eight months. Well, we had another guy 

who fared worse than I did. A friend of mine in the 
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artillery who had studied agriculture was assigned as 

chambermaid to the mules. 

There was quite a bit of stir in Company M when 

Captain Abercromby arrived to take charge of the company. 

He was a big fellow with a large jaw that meant meanness, 

and we thought he was going to be a tough one. His commands 

were given in a stern voice and he put us through drills 

that were astonishing. Under that rough exterior, we 

found an officer with a real heart, and within the week, 

every man in the company was with the new captain. He 

was a veteran from the Spanish War and had left his wife 

and family of six youngsters and a good law practice in 

Portland, Oregon to help make the world 3afe for democracy. 

Often at 5s30 in the morning, Captain Abercromby was 

in the kitchen inquiring about the food. 

"How's the coffee, Sergeant? Remember the men like 

it heavy," he would say, as he sampled the cup. 

He quietly gave orders and they were obeyed. I mrer 

heard him bawl a man out. His discipline was administered 

and done quietty and with no one looking on. He was a 

prince of a fellow. Without question, every man in the 

outfit was willing to follow him through hell. 

Three months went by and the third officers' training 

camp was started. Each company commander was instructed 

to send three men, and our captain selected Hoffie, Tommy, 

and myself. Hoffie was our top sergeant, an active little 
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Jew. Tommy was the supply sergeant. He was an energetic 

fellow who was seldom still. I was told to break in a 

little Englishman to take my place as mess sergeant. It 

was decent of the captain to select us. We went to the 

training camp with eagerness and were quickly assigned to 

a company. 

Our captain in the officers* training camp had just 

received his commission and for some reason was still 

allowed to wear a full beard. He was exceedingly officious 

and had a great deal to say on all subjects, and the men 

quickly dubbed him "Whiskers." We were put through a 

terrific grind the first day. The school for soldiers 

required twelve to fourteen hours a day. We were expected 

to absorb in three months what in peace time would take 

three years. 

Whiskers was everywhere. He had both favorites and 

non-favorites. I was among the latter. He took right 

into bawling us out. His theory was that you had to be 

hard-boiled with these recruits if they were ever to 

become good officers. Maybe he had something. Hoffie 

and Tommy got along all right, but I always seemed to be 

doing the wrong thing. We each, in turn, were given a 

platoon and Whiskers tried his best to confuse us. Orders 

were issued faster than they could be executed. Maneuvers 

were intricate and tricky. Yelling at us only made matters 

worse. 
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One morning an entire company was advancing in open 

order with bayonets fixed, and the young student in command 

was having a terrible time. The more Whiskers raved, 

the more confused the lad became. We were approaching a 

long garage that was on the end of the drill field. Three 

ladders stood side by side against the building, and we 

could hear Whiskers yelling at the student. 

"What's the matter with you? Get your men out of-there. 

Come onl Come onl What are you doing? What are you try-

ing to do? Hurry up!" 

The poor lad was petrified. He couldn't even think 

of the simple word "halt," or the command, "to the rear, 

march." 

The lad next to me called out in an undertone, "Mount 

the ladders, me lads." 

Five of us reached the roof before Whiskers took it 

over and called a halt. I had never heard anyone get such 

a tongue lashing. Poor kid. 

When Whiskers called, "Squad, right about," I found 

myself on the wrong flank. "Hey you, get back on the other 

flank. Can't you get anything through your head?" 

I awkwardly scrambled through the rank to the other 

side, knocking guns and hats as I went. 

Back in Company M, our captain had put us through 

the same thing and It was a smooth procession. When 

Whiskers started to yell at us, everything went to pieces. 
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Saturday mornings were given over to inspection. All 

equipment was to be cleaned, clothes pressed, dormitories 

scrubbed, beds made just so. The Army suffered from 

"inspectionitis." Uniform buttons, hats on at the correct 

angle, polished rifles. These were the important things. 

Becky was in Tacoma. She had come up from California 

a few months before I was assigned to officer's training 

and we looked forward to those precious weekends in Tacoma. 

I can still see her look of amazement when she caught her 

first glimpse of me at the train. My outfit consisted of 

trench boots, civilian clothes, and an Army hat. The 

latter was a masterpiece. She laughed heartily when I told 

her how the supply sergeant had tried to fit me. A long 

narrow head protruded from below the best hat he could find. 

Finally, in desperation, he had called to the corporal, 

"For God's sake, throw down the hat box. Maybe that will 

take." [laughter] 

On this Saturday, I had been especially careful in 

preparing for inspection. Nothing must jeopardize my week-

end with Becky. Now the officers were coming through. 

We drew to attention. Slowly they came down one aisle 

and up another looking us over from head to foot, feeling 

the beds, running their fingers along the ledges looking 

for dust. They were doing their best to find something 

wrong. Whiskers was in fine spirits. He even jumped a 

little as he moved from bed to bed until he saw me. 
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"What's that under your bed?" he roared. 

I glanced down and saw four little wisps of straw. 

I wondered where they came from because they were not 

there a few moments before. There was no chance to explain 

and no use to say anything. 

"Confine to barracks," was the order, and he moved on. 

So this was discipline. My heart sank, I had done 

my best to get ready for inspection. Why did the old boy 

have it in for me? I thought of Becky. She would be 

waiting and wondering what had happened to me. By one 

o'clock I could stand it no longer. What i f I did get 

thrown out? I knocked on the captain's door and a gruff 

voice bade me enter. My knees were shaking. Before I 

could say anything old Whiskers looked up with a scowl. 

"Oh, i t ' s you, is it? You're released from barracks," 

and he grinned. 

The old duffer had a heart after all. With mixed 

emotions, I thanked him and raced for the bus. 

We were well into the third month of officers' camp 

and the grapevine was working. Humors were that they were 

going to cut down on this, the third camp. They will 

eliminate all the men they can. Too many officers already 

and the war was about over. We didn't know what to believe. 

The officers told us nothing. I f any orders were received, 

we would be the last to know. But you just couldn't stop 

those latrine rumors once they were started. 
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And, in a few days, the "benzine hoard" was at work. 

I discussed our chances with Hoffie and Tommy—they were 

worried, too. I assured them their chances were good. 

Surely they couldn't or wouldn't kick all three of us out. 

It was over in a few minutes. The three of us benzined 

back to our outfits along with a score of others. 

One by one we were called before the board and informed 

that we were "lacking in physical ascendancy," whatever 

that rare quality was that it takes to make an officer. 

Bone of us really grasped the significance until Hoffie 

said it was because we just couldn't outbellow Whiskers. 

Our captain met us as we returned to the company. I f 

we felt any regret in being returned to our outfit, he 

managed it with a cordial greeting. He said he was glad 

to get back three good soldiers. 

Back again in the 91st, training became more strenuous, 

not in the kitchen but as a duty sergeant in the line, for 

we would be leaving soon for overseas. It had been raining 

for weeks and it was still coming down. Water ran in 

torrents along the highway and clung to our boots. It was 

almost Impossible to find any dry wood. Of all times to 

be out on a three-day hike with a full pack I At night 

the pup tents were pitched wherever we could find a place. 

We were afforded little shelter except that the tent pushed 

the rain aside so that it could run under our blankets. 

We twisted and turned all night on the damp ground. Horning 
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found us wet, cold, weary, and sore. Everything was 

wrong. The new sergeant was struggling with the mess 

because roving kitchens had arrived in the night. The 

wood was so wet it was hard to get the fire going. A 

tradition the Army holds is that an outfit is in healthy 

condition when the men begin to crab. Company M must have 

been tops, [laughter] The officers didn't like it any 

better than the men. 

They tried to cheer us up by saying, "You might as 

well get used to this, fellows, for we'll get a lot of it 

in Prance. " 

All night we had been on post duty, guarding a rail-

road junction. In both directions we posted men at 

intervals for a mile up and down the track, and every two 

hours they were released. The enemy, Company H, was to 

attempt to take the junction by surprise and we were on 

the alert for fear that they might cross our lines 

unobserved. Ponchos and overcoats afforded little pro-

tection against that downpour. We were drenched twice, 

once from the rain and then from the young fir trees that 

shed torrents whenever we touched them. It had been a 

wild night, and yet there was something serious about it. 

We took it seriously. We were guarding against a real 

enemy and the good name of M Company must be upheld. 

I stood my two hours in a wet grove beside the track. 

There were five of us. Two were always on the lookout, 
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and the rest could recline on the wet ground under the 

trees. At fifteen-minute intervals we changed places. 

Scattered conversation was carried on in an undertone. 

"When in hell will this rain stop?" or, "It never 

stops in this country." 

This was usually followed by long silences as we 

listened to the downpour. 

"Say, whose bright idea was this, bringing us out on 

a three-day hike in this mud hole?" 

"Probably the colonel's; he's back in his warm quarters 

pouring over his maps and trying to figure out where we're 

at. " 

The rain eased up a little and the water dripping 

from the branches made us drowsy. My thoughts had turned 

to lone and old John. How similar this was to the nights 

at lonely crossroads called Slew House and waiting in the 

railroad yards at Stockton when a boy was gone. John 

always forgot to send food. 

"I'm hungry." 

For a moment I thought I had spoken. The words echoed 

my thoughts. No, it was one of the guards. 

"Where's that belly-robber with the mess kitchen?" he 

continued. 

"Can it, buddy, you don't eat for two days. They're 

bogged down in the mud about five miles from here." 

Next silence was broken with a startled whisper, 
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"Listen, what's that?" 

We trained our ears. Someone was coming down the 

track. 

"Sounds like the relief." 

"Pipe down^you guys, maybe i t ' s that damn H Company 

trying to give us the slip." 

Figures emerged from the darkness and gave the password. 

It was the relief. The outpost was changed. Silently, we 

trailed out of the little grove and returned to where the 

company was in camp for the night. How we gloated the 

next day over the report that H Company had lost its way 

in the night and failed to arrive. Company M had won its 

first battle. After all, I guess we were all just kids. 

As the weeks slipped by, the pace stiffened as we 

went into trench warfare, ffr feet would bother me. Ill-

fitting shoes had done their work, and my heavy pack 

finished the job. As we moved forward in open order to 

attack an imaginary enemy, I failed many times to make 

the leap across the trenches. Next to me, a corporal 

insisted on carrying my pack, I just couldn't keep up. 

On the last two hikes, the captain wanted me to ride with 

the equipment, and like a whipped dog, I crawled up 

behind the mules. 

I was sent to the base hospital for observation, A 

few days later the blow fell. Diagnosis was flat feet 

bilateral. I could accept a discharge or be transferred 
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to "limited service." Desiring to stay In the war, X 

accepted the latter, was busted from line sergeant to buck 

private and on Kay 18, 1918, I was transferred to the 

166 Depot Brigade for domestic service only and was assigned 

to the Psychological Examining Board. 

The 91st was moving out. Long troop trains backed 

in along the sidings and were loading men and equipment. 

Mothers, wives, and sweethearts stood among that milling 

throng of soldiers about to entrain. Standing on the 

platform with my comrades of Oompany M, strange emotions 

went through me. The day had come and they were going and 

I was to remain. For eight months we had trained together 

getting ready for this moment. Hoffie was so busy getting 

this outfit on board that he could only spare me a hasty 

hand clasp of farewell. Grinning, he called me a lucky dog 

and boarded the moving train. 

Men were leaning from the windows grasping their loved 

ones up for a last fond embrace. The women clung desperately 

to them, their bodies dangling against the outside of the 

cars. Well, they knew that they might never see them again. 

What did they care about making the world safe for democracy? 

M.P . 's were pulling them down and shoving them back on the 

platform. The men were trying to cheer. The band struck 

the stirring Sousa March. Now, the train was out of sight 

but the crowd lingered. By some strange influence they 

were drawn together seeking consolation from one another. 
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Dazed and confused, they wondered what it was all about* 

Why should their loved ones be given over to the slaughter 

that awaited them? Who sucked America into this war? 



CHAPTER VI 

PSYCHOLOGICAL EXAMINING BOARD, U.S. ARMY, 

CAMP LEWIS, WASHINGTON 

My new domestic services were interesting, but 

strenuous. I had been assigned to the psychological 

examining board attached to the 13th division* Now I was 

back in my own line of work. It was either that or accept 

a discharge. 

Several noted psychologists had developed group tests 

which were intended to measure group intelligence. They 

claimed these tests would afford a more even distribution 

of the draft to each unit. Certain companies had too many 

men of superior intelligence while others were made up of 

a preponderance of inferior mentality. Some selective 

process was necessary to bring about a more balanced group. 

Two tests were given to accomplish this, known as 

Alpha and Beta. The latter was a performance test used 

for those that could not understand English but were able 

to follow simple directions. Those that failed on these 

were given the Stanford-Benet Test. These were a great 

improvement over those that I had attempted to give Clyde 

back at Monroe. 

It had been well that psychologists had been content 

with the process of distribution. Unfortunately, they 
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claimed too much of the tests and soon found themselves in 

trouble. As a result, much fun was poked at psychologists 

in general, especially by the men in the regular Army. A 

commissioned officer was expected to possess a better than 

average intelligence i f he was to be a leader of men, but 

many an old-line top sergeant was suddenly elevated through 

political influence to the rank of captain or major In an 

emergency and went down with a thud when those tests came. 

But in general, those tests were fairly satisfactory and 

kept from the regular companies many undesirable recruits. 

Thousands of new recruits were pouring in through 

the depot to be lined up with the 13th division. The 

Development Battalion was the dumping ground for all the 

misfits. Here they assigned the feeble-minded, the 

emotionally unstable, the conscientious objectors. In 

short, it included all the disgruntled, the disappointed 

people, including the venereals who were herded together 

for either reassignment or discharge. They were a sorry 

lot at best. What were the draft boards thinking of when 

they sent these fellows into the service? They probably 

assumed that they could be assigned to work units—even 

the poor guy that had only one leg. It was no easy task 

to administer the Development Battalion. It called for a 

real leader. No one wanted the assignment for it was a 

thankless task. And in true Army style they picked a 

major who couldn't get along anywhere else and gave him the 

Job. 
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The important part of the development program was the 

school. Many of these men were unfit for work and had to 

be kept occupied. Others were undergoing examination, 

treatment and study. Those who were not assigned fatigue 

duty were enrolled in academic courses that were taught 

in improvised schoolrooms in several of the barracks. 

Something was fundamentally wrong with the school and the 

major was calling for help. He wanted a survey and recom-

mendations, and asked the psychological examining board to 

find and assign someone to the task. I was instructed to 

make the study. 

Upon my transfer to the "psycho-board," I had been 

recommended for commission for first lieutenant, but like 

the machines back at Monroe, the commission never came. 

Now I was again a buck private. Would a major of the 

Development Battalion accept with grace the recommendations 

of a private? I didn't think so and said as much. But 

the captain of the "psycho-board" was not convinced. 

"The major said he didn't care whether you were a 

private or a colonel. He wants you to go ahead." 

No restrictions were placed about me and I was given 

a free hand to go where I pleased. I was convinced that 

the major really wanted help, because he even sent his 

orderly over to get me. We drove back to the battalion 

headquarters in a motorcycle with a side car, the only time 

in my whole Army experience that I was allowed to ride in 
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an officer's basket. 

After several weeks of study the report was submitted* 

It was simple, direct and impersonal. It pointed out 

certain weak spots in the organization and contained 

several recommendations. Expressing his pleasure, our 

captain fixed his signature and took the report to the 

battalion headquarters and discussed it with the major. 

A call from division headquarters broke up the conference 

when it was half through. The major seemed well pleased 

and would continue in the afternoon. 

In the meantime, he handed the report to the first 

lieutenant in charge of the school. Some way, during the 

survey, I failed to click with him. He had been a high 

school teacher of chemistry and at first seemed to resent 

my assignment. Our only conference had been very 

unsatisfactory. He evidently didn't want any private 

gathering information around his school. I seldom saw him 

around and I was forced to complete the report without his 

assistance. Now, he was reading the report for the first 

time. 

The school was in a turmoil and had no leadership or 

direction. Evidently the first lieutenant did not like his 

assignment and he was seldom seen about. In the entire 

survey I tried to be extremely careful. Early In the study 

I entered a classroom where a civilian instructor was 

teaching a group of men to read and write. He was putting 
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everything he had into it , hut it was useless. The men 

sat there gawking at him in silence. I recognized many 

in his class as morons and the feeble-minded that had been 

through the "psycho-board" a few weeks before and had been 

recommended for discharge. We thought them even incapable 

of fatigue duty. So, of course, the instructor was having 

a terrible time and his best efforts were met with a stolid 

listless indifference. They just couldn't learn. Evidently 

no attention had been given to their test scores which 

were supposed to be in their folders, 

A voice at my elbow inquired, "What do you think of it?" 

"It is a hell of a mess," I answered. And I turned 

and looked into the face of the corporal who was assigned 

to the lieutenant in charge of the school. 

Now, the same lieutenant was reading the report. One 

of the recommendations diplomatically suggested that the 

officer in charge really get on the job. Coming from a 

private that didn't make much of a hit. He apparently 

became very angry. When the major returned from headquarters 

they went into a huddle. At IsOO the corporal came for me. 

"You're wanted at battalion headquarters," he said. 

Not until I followed him into the room did I realize 

that anything was wrong. Suddenly I faced a formal 

tribunal. All the officers were in a semicircle and in 

the middle stood the major in full regalia. Saluting I 

remained at attention. Then it struck. 
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"Did you write that report on the school?" he thundered. 

I was caught unaware. What had gone wrong? At noon 

the captain assured me that the report was well received. 

Now this outburst. 

"Does the major refer to the report signed by the 

captain?" I inquired, 

"I don't give a damn who signed i t , " he roared. "Did 

you write it?" 

"Yes, sir , " I replied. 

The major was a large man with a broad face. Drawing 

himself erect, he seemed to puff out like a pouter pigeon 

about to burst. His abuse poured out in a torrent. It 

came so fast I could scarcely think. 

"So, you admit that you wrote the report do you. Well, 

in my opinion it isn't worth the paper it is written on. 

Smart boy, aren't you? I charge you with insubordination, 

criticizing a superior officer, and stirring up dissension 

among the personnel in the school." 

He stopped long enough to catch his breath. He thought 

I would say something. Fortunately I was speechless. I 

stood there and took it . 

"So, they call you a psychologist, do they?" he con-

tinued. "Well, I 've never met one who knew anything. In 

my opinion you have nothing above the ears. Call authority 

and return him to his quarters under arrest. I f I had my 

way I would throw you in the guardhouse and let you rot. 
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My head spun like a top as I silently followed the 

armed guards from the room. As we marched along the street 

I slowly gathered my wits. 

"They had no right to do this to me. The captain 

had signed the report. Why should I have to take such 

abuse in addition to the indignity of arrest? What a 

humiliating farce." 

Guard delivered me in true military style. He even 

had a written order for my arrest which had been prepared 

in advance. The captain read it , dismissed the guard, and 

turned to me. 

"What the hell?" he inquired. 

I went through my description of what had happened and 

he started to laugh. He was still smiling when I finished. 

"He had no right to put you under arrest," he said, 

"You're released." 

Then he started to laugh again. " I shouldn't tell 

you this," he continued, "but I guess the old boy never 

got over it . For twenty years he was a top sergeant in 

the regular Army. Politics worked fast when war was 

declared and he was promoted to major. When the result 

of his 'psycho-test' reached division headquarters, he 

almost lost out. He scored 59 on Alpha out of a possible 

score of 212." 

So this was the Army, 
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Fortunately, the next six months of my work with the 

psychological examining hoard was different and really 

exciting indeed* This was because two of us were assigned 

to try and develop tests for riflemen and to endeavor to 

find out why certain men in the Army were poor shots while 

others were expert shots. In order to reduce the waste 

of ammunition by the men who were unable to hit the target, 

the study was started. 

Walter S. Heller, who was also a private but had 

graduated from the University of California with a major 

in psychology and had his masters' degree in experimental 

psychology, worked with me. We were assigned to see what 

we could do in devising some tests to determine who the 

poor shots were, even before they went on the range^ i f 

possible. 

We were to try to work out some kind of device whereby, 

through testing and through visual aid, we could show these 

men the mistakes they were making while firing. I had 

qualified as an expert rifleman during my time in Company M, 

363 Infantry, but Walt had never been on the range. However, 

he did have technical knowledge and experience in dealing 

with experimental psychology and the laboratory equipment 

that went with it . 

This came about in a very interesting way. One day 

Walt was out on the range and watching the firing from the 

pits where the men lay as they fired at the target, 
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one hundred yards, two hundred yards, five hundred yards 

away. He saw a sergeant trying to describe to some of the 

enlisted men the value of the trigger squeeze and breath 

control^which had been drummed into these men by the hour. 

It really had been illustrated to them in about the best 

way that was available and yet many of them just sprayed 

the target and wasted ammunition. 

Well, Walt came back and said that, for days, he 

couldn't get that thing out of his mind. Why were so many 

men able to shoot high scores with accuracy, and why did 

so many men that had the same training, and he supposed 

the same ability, seem unable to shoot at all and just 

spray the target? Bo that's how the thing came about. 

The officers in charge of the "psycho-board" asked 

the two of us to see what we could develop. Well, we set 

up a laboratory in the laundry building back of the 

barracks—two privates turned loose to do whatever we 

could on a new experiment. Well, we tried several things 

and fooled around for two or three weeks without getting 

anywhere. Then, suddenly, we began to get on the right track. 

The first thing we did was to call some of the expert 

shots from the 44 Infantry which was close by to come over 

and talk with us about what they thought made them able 

to shoot with such accuracy and to see i f they had any 

ideas about the fellows who were listed as poor shots. So 

several of these expert shots came over to be tested. We 
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with them and they had some good suggestions* But we 

didn't get very far with that. 

Then we began to go into a study of body steadiness. 

Was there something in body steadiness or unsteadiness 

that allowed a man to become an expert shot? And, just 

the reverse, did unsteadiness make the man become a poor 

shot? We tried several laboratory experiments that had 

been used for years but finally we hit upon body steadi-

ness. This had never been applied to this sort of thing 

before, but this was really the chance to put it into 

practical use. 

We had a strap with a needle jutting up from it , and 

that was tied on a man's head so that the needle pointed 

upward. He stood at attention, and a smoked piece of 

paper on a drum was lowered down so that it just touched 

the tip of the needle. The man was asked to stand at 

attention for one minute. When he was through, we took 

the smoked paper and found that, in the case of the expert 

shot, there was very little body movement except forward 

and backward which was the result of natural breathing. 

We saw this little record traced on this smoked paper was 

always the same with the expert shot. 

Then we tried the poor shots. We found that the 

movement of the needle instead of being forward and back-

ward was sideways and went in all directions. In other 
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as compared with the expert shot. Then we constructed a 

rectangle around the needle markings to compute the area 

of each, and we found that the expert shot had a very 

s#ail area of movement while the poor shot had a wide 

variation of movement over a large area. Well, that gave 

us our first start. 

Then we had to try and find out some way that we 

could determine how this might he brought to the attention 

of the average soldier so that it could then be used in 

connection with helping them overcome flinching when they 

pulled the trigger and to overcome the body movement from 

side to side that seemed to throw a man off target. We 

had to find some way in which to actually demonstrate this 

through a visual aid. So we hiked down to the ordnance 

department and tried to talk a sergeant out of an old used 

Snfield rifle. We explained to him what we wanted. At 

first he was pretty skeptical and then when we really 

described what we wanted to do, he seemed to come alive. 

He said, "You know you guys on the 'psycho-board' are 

suppose to be goofs* but honest to Godt I think you've got 

a good idea." [laughter] 

You see, your hand circles the small of the stock 

and your finger goes through the trigger guard to reach 

the trigger. The instructions are that you should take a 

deep breath, let a little air out and hold the rest. Then, 
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with your hand encircling the small of the stock, you 

squeeze it like a sponge and at the same time squeeze the 

trigger so that the piece would fire as though without 

your knowledge. You shouldn't know just when it was going 

to fire but, of course, you should be on target. That 

was what the good shot was able to do. The expert would 

do that. Others would jerk the trigger, fail to breathe 

right, and so on. 

So we rigged up this gun and chiseled a hole in the 

small of the stock so that we could put a kodak bulb 

inside of it . Then we had the plate put back on and had 

some resistant springs put in there so that when the 

hands circled the stock the fingers would hit that plate. 

The tube from the bulb protruded from the stock just in 

rear of the pistol grip. He would not be aware of it until 

he really squeezed the trigger. Then that plate would go 

in and press that kodak bulb inside which was hooked up 

to a U-tube. I f he squeezed the stock, the red liquid in 

the U-tube would rise, and i f he didn't squeeze it it 

didn't rise at all. We would let him use that and explain 

to him what he should do, and let him watch the tube. We 

would make him squeeze that plate in i f he was a poor 

shot and let him watch that liquid go up and down. So 

he became very aware that he had to squeeze in order for 

the liquid to go up and down. 

Then we got a Kymograph, which is a revolving drum 
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with smoked paper, and we put three needles on that drum. 

One was attached to a metronome so that we could check off 

the seconds that a man would hold his breath. It would 

be marked on the drum and the next needle would indicate 

when he squeezed the trigger and whether he pressed the 

stock. The third one showed whether or not he jerked the 

trigger. I f he squeezed it , the record would show a very-

gradual rise of the needle and the drop off as the gun was 

fired. So you see, we had three records on one drum. 

When we had that, we were ready for the men to come. 

So we let them take a shot first without saying anything 

about the gun being fixed, and most of them didn't even 

notice it . Then we stopped after the first shot and 

showed them how it was fixed and let them see the tube. 

Then we tried it on this record. That way, we finally 

got an accurate record on each man. 

We had a lot of these poor shots come over, and I 

ran onto fellows who were at Monroe when I was there and 

who were now in the service. I ran onto others who were 

there from Preston who had been picked up by the Army as 

soon as they were on parole. I remember one fellow, named 

Harold Blake, came In there and I almost fell over because 

I had examined him at Preston. He had the intelligence of 

about an eight-year-old kid and I wondered how in the 

world he ever got into the Army. Well, here he was out 

there spraying the target. As a matter of fact, he got 
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so reckless with his gun that the sergeant crept up behind 

him, jumped him, and took the gun away before he shot 

somebody. They were wondering wby he was such a poor shot. 

Well, in brief, that was the kind of testing we did. 

We took the poor shots and analyzed the results. We had 

officers from the regiment and even the general of the 

13 Division come, and we put them through the same thing. 

The general hadn't been on the range for a time, and he 

had forgotten all about his trigger squeeze. The officers 

behind him were kind of snickering, but after the first 

shot, he got it, too, and he made all these fellows take the 

test. They were amazed at how easy it was and how with 

the visual aid you could get it over to a fellow, even 

i f he was a little dull. It showed just what we meant by 

a trigger squeeze. Before that, the poor sergeants had 

been tearing their hearts out trying to get this across 

to them,and man after man couldn't get it . 

Well, the upshot of it was that it was adopted by 

the Army, and we were very pleased when we were allowed 

to sign the report as a couple of privates. It was sent 

down to one of the training forts where it was put into 

use. So that was quite exciting. That filled the last 

part of our work in the Army. 

A right unusual thing happened toward the end. We 

were, of course, very pleased over the results of this 

test because we had worked on It for six months, day and 
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night, trying to get this equipment divised for testing 

these men. Well, the high people were amazed to see that 

a lot of these fellows who they were about ready to kick 

out of the service were making very good scores after 

having been in the laboratory. So, we thought that we 

would have to give the report to the captain, and requested 

that we be allowed to sign it . We, of course, had to ask 

permission because that is Army regulation. 

Well, there were two captains in the outfit and the 

one we had to see first was a little short fellow. He 

was a peppy little chap and he was always objecting to 

things. He was a great stickler for Army discipline and 

Army customs and traditions. 

He said, "Why, no, you can't sign that report as a 

couple of privates. It has never been done." 

"Well," we said, "all we want to do Is to have the 

honor of signing the report that we worked on for six 

months. Of course, the captain will sign the report, but 

we would like to sign this report that we are handing to 

you." 

"Can't be done. Can't be done." 

I said, "Well, would you object to our sending a 

request through to Division Headquarters asking their 

permission?" 

'Can't be done. Can't be done." 

"Well, with all respect, to you captain, we're going 
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to insist that we he given that permission.11 

"This is outrageous! This is outrageousl" he said. 

" It 's insubordination." 

The other captain had been listening to all this, and 

the little guy said to him, "Captain, we ought to court 

martial them." 

Well, the captain looked at him, and it was just like 

a big rooster looking at a little bantam. 

He said, "Here's a pen, boys, sign that report. And 

our compliments over a swell job, well done." 

The little fellow just almost wilted. We were pretty 

emotional ourselves at that point, because we were getting 

pretty hot under the collar. Walt had come out and told 

me that the little captain was raising the devil because 

we had asked for the chance to sign the report. 

He said, "If you'll do that talking, Scudder, I ' l l 

go with you." 

He used to stutter and when he got excited he couldn't 

get it out. So I was the fellow who had to be the speaker. 

Well, I ' l l say this for the little captain: as we 

started out the door, he held out his hand and said, 

"Gentlemen, I want to congratulate you on a fine job done." 

We thought, "Well, he's all right after all . " 

But that's the Army for you. 

As I look bftck on my experience in the Army, I think 

it was very much worth while. I used to say that the Army 
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will either break or make a man. And it broke a lot of 

them and it made a lot of them. This was war, of course, 

and there were a lot of things which disturbed the enlisted 

man far more than the officer in command ever realized. 

But, in spite of that, it was a great Army. It 

inspired loyalty and we had a desire to serve under very 

uncomfortable and irritating situations. I wouldn't like 

to leave the impression that my opinion of all commissioned 

officers was negative, because I had contact with some 

wonderful officers who were really tops. They gave every-

thing without scrimping at all and they were very fair to 

the men. But in every outfit you find fellows like the 

major of that Development Battalion and the little captain 

who was so afraid that something was going to be taken 

away from him that he didn't want us to sign the report, 

There was one thing that I did get from the Army and 

which I think helped me a great deal in after years in 

administering three institutions—two for boys and one for 

adults. That was, except in connection with the Army and 

the service to your country, we overdo this admiration 

and almost worship of military drill. I think it was 

greatly overdone in those institutions, in those early 

days. They seemed to almost worship the idea that you 

had to have military drill, that you had to have strict 

orders, that there had to be a group in charge and that 

the inmate himself was just a cog. 
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I saw so much £>use of that I decided that i f I had 

anything to do with running an institution, that would he 

the first thing I would kick out. There would he no 

military drill as such. We could have athletics and 

vigorous physical education, but we would make it interest-

ing and try and develop those things which men in 

institutions need. Many of them never learned to play 

because of the experiences they had gone through. Some 

of them came from dilapidated, run-down communities and 

from broken homes—homes filled with chaos and temperamental 

outbursts, and where families battled with the police. The 

police were always your enemy, at least to these people. 

That was the way they felt about it because of the condi-

tions that they had to face. So, one of the first things 

that I did when I got an opportunity was to kick out the 

military drill and replace It with worthwhile activities— 

the kind of activities that a man would seek or could seek 

during his leisure hours in the community when he was 

released. So that was one thing that I got from the Army. 

The other thing was a great Inspiration about the 

country that we live in. America is one of the outstanding 

countries in the world. Its democratic traditions and the 

way in which we try or, at least, are supposed to try to 

give every person an equal opportunity to go as far as 

he can in this life and to develop into worthwhile citizens 

is inspiring. And the loyalty that was inspired by the 
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Army, the Navy and the Air Corps was really a terrific 

experience. I think it changed the attitudes of a lot of 

men, In spite of the few disagreeable and irritating 

incidents that every man experienced no matter who he was. 

Of course, there were uninspiring aspects, such as the 

great prevalence of jealousy and climbing on each others* 

backs for promotion and so on. 

One of the most shocking things I heard in the service 

came from a captain whom I had always respected. He was 

head of the "psycho-board',' and one day after we had completed 

the tests (we were still examining men for overseas), the 

sergeant came running through the barracks yelling, "Hen, 

men, the Goddamn war is overl I t ' s armistice, armistice 1" 

We just hit the roof with cheers of relief. 

Just then the captain entered. "What's going on here? 

What's all the excitement about?" 

I said, "Captain, captain, the war is over. Armistice I 

The war is overl" 

He didn't say anything, and as he turned on his heels 

to go, I heard him say, "Hell! There goes my majority." 

I lost respect for that man right then and there. I 

don't think he really stopped to think what he was saying, 

but here he was saying, "Don't stop the war because i t ' s 

going to interfere with my promotion." 

Well, perhaps that was a rarity, but it made so deep 

an impression upon me that I could never forget. 



CHAPTER VII 

RETURN TO PRESTON SCHOOL OP INDUSTRY 

I was discharged In December, 1 9 1 a t Camp Lewie and 

returned to California with the expectation of returning 

to the Preston School of Industry as psychological examiner, 

but ran into some difficulty. The superintendent [J. L. 

Montgomery], who had taken Calvin Derrick's place when he 

left for Sing Sing to administer that institution, was 

still the acting superintendent, and he wae having a lot 

of trouble with his politically appointed Board of Trustees. 

They were not ready to give him the appointment as super-

intendent because they themselves were trying to take over 

the Institution. While they would hold him responsible, 

they were giving orders right and left as to what was to 

be done. He was not even informed. 

He had told Dr. Warner Brown of the University of 

California, who had been responsible for my assignment, 

that there would not be a position for me when I came out 

of the Army. That was kind of a Jolt, because we were 

pretty well flat broke by the time the war was over. My 

wife was expecting a child, and we didn't see much in view. 

However, we landed in Berkeley. I was still In the uniform 

of a private, and I realized that in seeking another Job 

that could be a handicap to me. It would have been otherwise 
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i f I had heen a commissioned officer. We were pretty 

discouraged. 

However, Dr. and Mrs. Brown invited us to have Christmas 

dinner with them, and at first, we rather hesitated to go. 

Then we decided that we would and we were grateful for the 

invitation. When we got there, we were received with 

such graciousness that it immediately boosted our morale. 

Her table was set beautifully with flowers and place cards. 

Well, she just might as well have been entertaining the 

president of the university. We had a wonderful evening 

together, and I told them some of the funny things that 

I had gone through in the Army and we had a good laugh. 

Then we finally got around to talking about the situation 

at Preston. 

"Well," he said, "Ken, it isn't that he doesn't want 

you back. I t ' s just that he's had such trouble with his 

board and he is trying to economize as best he can. He 

thinks that he could give up the testing for one thing 

and perhaps take it on later." He said, "I 've been going 

on up there weekends doing psychological work and my 

university work is so heavy that I can't continue it . You 

just go on up anyway and have a talk with him. I don't 

know that there is much chance of you getting in again, 

but you try it and see* And then we'll see i f we can't 

find something else for you i f that doesn't work out." 

Well, we went up but nobody knew that we were coming. 
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So we arrived In the little town and took a taxi up the 

hill to our home where we had left all our things. It was 

sure good to get hack. A few days later people hegan to 

get the word that we were hack and started dropping in. 

After we had been there about a week, I went up to 

the institution to see my friends. I let the superintendent 

know that I was there^ but he was too busy to see me even 

though I had just got out of the Army. It 's a funny thing 

but it never occurred to me to demand my job back. I 

could have under the state set-up, but I felt that i f he 

didn't want me that was enough and I 'd go somewhere else. 

Three days later, I got a message from him. He 

wanted me to go with him to Sacramento the next day. It 

was a very cordial message and he wanted me to be there 

and have breakfast with him at six in the morning. When 

I arrived, he was very cordial but no word about my job. 

Then, we drove to Sacramento and attended to his business. 

While we were there I went to the State Department of 

Education because I knew a chap named [E. R.] Snyder who 

was a Commissioner of Vocational Education. My acquaintance 

with him dated way back to when we were in school in 

Alameda. My brother was in the eighth grade then. One 

day when he was playing baseball, some kid let loose his 

bat and it hit him in the head. He had a skull fracture 

and he was to be out for a year. This fellow Snyder, who 

was a manual training teacher then in Alameda, took him 
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under his wing and called him his assistant. For a year, 

he let him work in the shop and so on and pulled him out 

of it so that he made a complete recovery. Well, we never 

forgot that. I thought, of course, Snyder would never 

remember it , but when I got there, he remembered all about 

it . He asked about Joy, how he had gotten along and so on. 

When we discussed my situation, he said, "Well, there 

is no opening up here but I'm pretty sure you'll find some-

thing in Los Angeles." 

He gave me a letter to Assistant Superintendent Arthur 

Gould and I went out of there feeling much better. 

On the way back to Preston, Montie, who was then the 

acting superintendent, began to open up a little bit and 

tell me all about his troubles and the troubles that he 

had had with the board. They were really giving him a 

hard time. He didn't know how much more he could take. 

Then, after a while, he said, "I shouldn't unburden 

this on you. Tell me about your hitch in the Army." 

So I told him some of the things that I have already 

recounted—the funny things that happened in the Army. 

When I told him about his friend Harold, he almost fell 

over when he found out that the kid was in the Army. 

As we approached the institution, he turned to me and 

said, "You know, I 've been looking over my budget and I 

have enough money to finance your position until July at 

any rate. I f you want to seek something else after that, 
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we'll talk about it then." 

Well, it was a great relief to me and I told him that 

it would be fine and that I was very glad to come back. 

When I arrived, I told Becky to hold onto her hat, and 

then I told her that I had my job back. So, we had a great 

evening together. 

I stayed there for a year and a half and when I started 

in, the institution was really in terrible shape. He had 

divorced his wife and remarried and there was a lot of 

friction about that. The board was angry about something 

or other; I don't know what it was all about because I 

wasn't there when it happened, so I just kept out of it . 

So, we went ahead and began to try and get things straightened 

out. 

Well, I spent many hours with him trying to work over 

his self-government plan which had really gotten out of 

hand. I never did believe in self-government for Inmates 

In an institution or for boys and girls in detention homes 

or reformatories. This is especially so because they were 

not able to conduct themselves properly in the areas in 

which they live, so why should we expect them to be able 

to live up to standards and administer in an institution? 

And there was a lot of trouble. 

But, he wanted to keep it and revise it and put it on 

a much more sensible basis. Instead of having self-govern-

ment as it was, he wanted to have inmates elected who could 
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work with the staff. That way they could, in a sort of 

advisory capacity, let us know what their troubles were. 

We could then find the rough spots and avoid trouble by 

letting them express themselves without any fear of reprisals. 

Well, we were just starting that when we found the 

President of the Republic, the Chief Justice of the Supreme 

Court, the District Attorney, and the Chief of Police 

smoking way up in the old tower of the administration 

building. We found they had cached away ten plugs of 

chewing tobacco, a whole box of Bull Durham and five or 

six cartons of tailor-made cigarettes that they had 

shanghied out of the weaker boys by threatening them in 

their court sessions that i f they didn't come across they 

would be found guilty and be given the limit. Well, that 

blew things higher than a kite and knocked the old self-

government out forever. It was considered to be a great 

scandal because, even though that amount of tobacco is 

not worth very much, in an institution where smoking is 

not allowed, it was worth its weight in gold to these kids. 

A lot of the staff had to laugh about it , and they 

said, "Well, hell, i t ' s not much different from politics 

outside, is it?" 

And you had to admit that it was just about that. At 

any rate, that was the doom of self-government, and it 

never returned. 

Well, we worked along for awhile, but we didn't seem 
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to be getting very far. The acting superintendent brought 

his new wife to the institution^and that caused additional 

friction among people who were friends of his former wife. 

One night X got a call from him saying he wanted me 

to have lunch with him the next day in Sacramento and drive 

his car back, because he and his wife were going down the 

river in a boat and would be gone for a few days. 

So I said, "I've never driven a Buick. The only car 

I 've driven is my wife's little Saxon." You could turn it 

around on a dime. The first time I drove that was in 

Tacoma. I had never driven before, and I ran up on the 

sidewalk. So, I said, "I don't know what I 'd do with your 

Buick." 

"Oh, I ' l l show you how to run the Buick, don't worry 

about that." 

Well, he drove into Sacramento and I watched for the 

chuck holes as we went across the old mine field. You never 

knew where they would be, because i f there was any rain the 

night before the water would run through those gullies and 

take out about a foot of soil. You never knew when you'd 

hit and you were on them before you knew it . Hinally, 

when we got to Sacramento onto the hard surface, I took 

over. He showed me how to run the Buick, and I took them 

to the boat. 

He went on board the boat with his wife and took 

their baggage with them. I thought he was coming back to 
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the car because he wanted to do something in town, so 

when he came off the boat, I opened the door for him to 

get into the car. 

He said, "No, here are my keys, Ken. Go on back, 

you're in charge of Preston. I'm through, I can't take 

any more." 

Well, I was simply dumbfounded. I was only twenty-

nine years old, and the place was in a terrible uproar. 

I thought, "He's handing me a sack of cats on a 

clothesline. How am I ever going to tame them?" 

Then he just turned and left and went up the gang 

plank. I never saw him again. 

I called up the chairman of the board who caused him 

so much trouble, but he didn't seem to be excited. 

I said, "What do you want me to do?" 

"Well, just go on back. You're in charge." 

•When will you come out?" I asked. When will you have 

a board meeting?" 

"Oh, we can't have one for two weeks," 

So that is the way it was. I was in charge of the 

institution for four months. I was asked to stay on as 

superintendent, but I didn't feel that I was qualified, 

I just didn't feel that I was up to it . 

While I was in charge I had some very exciting times 

that I explained in my book, Between the Dark and the 

Daylight. In it , I go into detail on all these items, so 
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I won't repeat It now. But they finally got a new super-

intendent, a jolly old fellow who was the first superintendent, 

twenty-five years before. He had about forty or fifty 

youngsters that he took out of San Quentin and they lived 

as a family. 

They called him back to take over the institution, 

and he said, "This is going to be the easiest job I 've 

had in my life—starting where I left off. " 

He forgot that there were about five hundred in the 

institution and that it was quite a different deal. He 

soon found out. 

At any rate, I drove him to Stockton that night and 

when he came back a few weeks later, he took over the 

institution. I stayed on for almost another year. Then 

I couldn't take any more. The lash in the form of a paddle 

was back and the place was in a turmoil. 

I had been expecting that something might happen, so 

I had taken an examination for federal service as a 

vocational adviser for the Federal Board for Vocational 

Education, which in those days, right after the war, was 

given the first assignment in taking care of and retraining 

soldiers who had a service-connected disability and were 

entitled to this training. I was also writing a thesis 

in my spare time and at nights, and it was finally accepted. 

Well, I turned down an offer from the Veterans Bureau 

three times because the institution was in such turmoil^ and 
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I just didn't feel that I could leave. X finally got 

filled up and accepted an offer, and that opened up a whole 

new avenue of activities, one that X was in for seven years. 

That was as vocational counsellor and later as regional 

manager of the Bureau for all of Southern California and 

southeastern Nevada, later to he known as The Veteran's 

Bureau. 

Again, I introduced the first psychological testing 

that had ever been done in the Veterans Bureau. They were 

trying to determine how to train these veterans who had 

disabilities, and yet nobody ever looked into their back-

ground or their psychological rating or their intelligence. 

And some of them were taking courses in the university to 

become business managers and had an intelligence of kids 

about eight or nine years of age. It was quite an experience. 

After that, I was appointed superintendent of Whittier 

State School which I handled for some four years. 

But to refer again to Preston for a moment, I found 

that the use of the Stanford-Benet Test applied to these 

boys was a great help, although the whole field of testing 

had not been developed nearly as much as it was later 

when I was with the Veterans Bureau and at Whittier. But 

just these simple Stanford-Benet tests gave us an 

intelligence rating which was a terrific help because, up 

to that time, there had been no record about these people. 

Monroe had no records at all worth even talking about. 
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The parole hoard would meet and they would have one sheet 

of paper with a few little remarks on i t , and they would 

have to decide on the basis of that whether this man was 

ready to go out to society. That is no way to run an 

institution or a parole board. 

But at Preston we began to develop adequate records. 

We had a good folder on each boy. We got his case history, 

the reasons why he was sent to Preston, and we found out 

what his background was, what his home conditions had been, 

why the people in the court felt that he should be sent 

to Preston, the things he had missed and the things that 

he had done that were antisocial. So this gave us a good 

approach. 

Then, after I returned there from the Army, of course, 

I was very roach better prepared to give intelligence tests 

because we used the Alpha and the Beta tests on all the 

men on the draft group as well as on the officers. I learned 

a great deal in those eight months with the Psychological 

Examining Board. So at Preston, we developed this 

information into a folder and prepared a report. It was 

at least an intelligent attempt to get something to go on 

before a classification group that we formed at Preston. 

We then called it a trades counsel. It was then headed 

by the superintendent and those that had the responsibility 

to assign boys to trades and different types of work. 

That gave us something to go on. It was very meager 
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and elementary; yet I think it led to the fine aptitude 

tests that were developed in the years that followed. 

Today, of course, we have gone a long long way in this. 

For instance at Chino* we have what we call the Reception 

Guidance Center,one of the finest in the world. Each 

individual who is a new commitment goes through an intensive 

study for eight weeks. His case is studied and we learn 

all ahout him. We let him express himself and find out 

what he can do and what he wants to do, and plan a program. 

So the day he arrives at the institution, you see, we begin 

to plan for the day of release. That is the most important 

thing in his life. 

Well, that was something that we were experimenting 

with in those early days at Preston because there were no 

guidelines at all except these few little things that we 

could get from the Stanford-Benet and the few trade tests 

that we picked up in the Army. They were quite helpful i f 

the inmate was old enough, but the Army tests were for 

adults, and while they were a great help, they were very 

elementary oompared to what you could find today. 

SCHIPPERS: How good was the trade program at Preston at 

the time? 

SCUDDER: Preston was supposed to be a trade school just 

as Monroe was supposed to have been a trade school, but 

there was no real trade training there that X can recall. 

It was all maintenance, running of the institution, and 
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the hoys were assigned to those jobs so that the institution 

wouldn't cost so much money. And the officers who were 

called supervisors were on a twelve-hour shift. It was 

absolutely impossible to expect any kind of teaching or 

guidance from these "Important people" who had the boys in 

their custody because they had no training, no background. 

They were just picked as they came and applied for a job. 

At Monroe, a lot of them had been teamsters and 

lumberjacks, and at Preston, the rating of people was very 

low as far as their own Intelligence was concerned. When 

you put a man on a twelve-hour shift, you can't expect him 

to have much of an impression on boys when he had maybe 

forty or fifty in his company. All they would do would 

be to keep them on silence when they were in the quarters 

because they didn't want to be disturbed. The fellow would 

be worn out by the time he got to the evening shift. He 

would get off at 7$00 at night and come on at 6 :00 in the 

morning and sometimes worked even longer. Then if there 

were escapes, sometimes we would go out and be out for days. 

That was all in addition to this other type of experience. 

But our trades council was really a beginning of what we 

now have as classification and treatment in our institutions. 

SCHIPPERS: But there were no counselors there at the time? 

SCUDDER: There were no counselors, but the women teachers 

helped a lot and exerted a good influence on the boys in 

school. 



105 

The psychologist was the only person who had any con-

tact with the hoy to determine what he might do and to find 

oat how he got into trouble and what his future prospects 

might be* Now, this material was given to this little 

trade council which I formed, as psychologist. Before we 

started this, the detail officer might pick any boy he 

wanted just because there was a vacancy there and stick him 

in whether he was prepared for it or not. Well, we stopped 

that by holding meetings, and we were beginning to have 

the detail officer there as we talked about these boys. 

Then we decided together how the boy should be assigned. 

It was a big relief to him too because, when it was the 

other way, you see, every time a boy ran away, he took it 

as an insult to himself and as a reflection on his own 

inability. That meant he had made a mistake, but you 

couldn't blame the guy because he was responsible for 

custody. This new way it was distributed to a lot of us, 

so that kind of took him off the hook. And I began to see 

a change in the detail officer's own attitude too. 

SCHIPPERS: You then assigned the boys to maintenance 

occupations on the basis of this kind of evidence, which 

was the best you could do. 

SCUDDER: Yes. There was some shoe manufacturing, some 

clothes making and some sewing, but the sewing was just 

for repair work in the institution. They said they were 

training cooks and bakers but they were not. They never 
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had any training, they were just told to do this job and 

this job. They picked up things, though, and some of them 

became pretty good cooks. For the next thirty years, 

however, there was nothing I would call real vocational 

training at Preston. 

SCHIPPERS; Was this information you gathered used for the 

release procedures? Was there any attempt to make placements? 

SCUDDER: Oh, yes. Fortunately, we didn't have a parole 

board. I believe in parole boards i f they are not politi-

cally appointed and if the men aren't on it just because 

somebody owed them an obligation for voting for him or 

working for him during the campaign. But, if they are 

trained people like psychologists, sociologists, or voca-

tional people, then you might have a parole board that 

really understands what the problems are. We have that in 

California pretty well now, but we didn't in those days. 

We didn't have anybody, and that was fortunate for us 

because we could decide when a boy was ready to be released. 

So we had parole hearings, and in the four months 

that I was in charge, X chaired them myself, and I also 

handled discipline because I wanted to know what was going 

on. An untrained person handling discipline feels that 

he has to support his superiors and fellow officers whether 

they are right or wrong. That changed by using this case 

record to guide us and to judge whether or not a boy was 

getting any kind of training, and to see what we could do 
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for him. We tried our best to get additional facilities 

and couldn't got them because of the apathy of the legis-

lature. So the thing rocked along, but at least this was 

a beginning. Now we see it as a highly developed depart-

ment of classification and treatment in the Department of 

Corrections including the Youth Authority, which is ; I 

think, the finest in the world. 

SCHIEPERS: So, then you could pretty safely say that this 

was the first time this approach had been used in this kind 

of institution in California? 

SCUDDER: It was the first real attempt at Preston. There 

was another one which I found at Whittier which had been 

started about the same time by Dr. J. Harold Williams, who 

is quite a prominent educator in California. He was 

provost of the Santa Barbara College for a long time and 

head of all of the summer sessions for the university. He 

was the director for the California Bureau of Juvenile 

Research at Whittier, which was established under Fred C. 

Nellfis, and that was a terrific thing. It was the first 

research project of that kind in California. That was 

going on all the time but it was only at Whittier. It 

never reached Preston at all , you see. 

SCHIPPERS: Were you aware of this development at Whittier? 

SCUDDER: I knew it was there, but I didn't know much about 

it . I had just come into Preston as a greenhorn from 

college. Eventually I did visit Whittier, which I will 
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speak about later, and got the idea of what was going on 

there. We had their literature and it helped us at Preston 

to know that this was going on there, but I really didn't 

know what it was until 1 got there myself. 



CHAPTER VIII 

WORK IN THE U.S. VETERANS BUREAU 

It was in the late 1910's that I left the Preston 

School of Industry to join the Federal Board for Vocational 

Education which was, at that time, set up to help the 

disabled veterans of World War I who had received a dis-

ability that was connected with the service. This was to 

allow them to go into training in order for them to over-

come whatever handicap they had obtained. Besides that, 

the Federal Board also provided an allowance for each man 

of one hundred dollars a month and so much for a married 

man and each child. I think the largest amount that these 

veterans were receiving was around 130 dollars. This at 

least gave them some substance to rely on and allow them 

to enter training. 

The Federal Board was new in this work and I found 

myself trying to advise veterans that I had never seen 

before, and trying to recommend to them what they might 

enter in the field of industry or the professions. This 

had to be done in a very short interview because there 

were so many men piling in to get into training that 

personnel was scanty. So it was quite a problem. 

I interviewed twenty-five or thirty men a day, which 

is perfectly ridiculous when you are trying to get someone 
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started on a new field in life and trying to explain to 

them the possibilities ahead. Also, we had no way of 

determining the ability of these people. We had to just 

talk with them and listen to their account of their hack-

ground, what they had dore, at least, what they claimed 

they had done, and we had no way to check on that information. 

But we just did the hest we could. 

Shortly after that, I was assigned to field work in 

addition to some counselling. I found myself with a case 

load of 260 men who were scattered all over the city of 

San Francisco. A great many of them were in schools for 

auto mechanics and electrical training and other trades, 

and many of them were in the so-called "business colleges." 

They trained for stenography, bookkeeping, accounting. 

Others were in the University of California and the 

University of San Francisco taking different courses. 

But no one really seemed to know what their objective was 

or when they would be ready for placement. 

We also had a department called Placement Training for 

people who were taking up some trade or entering an 

industry to be trained on the job. The employer was payed 

a certain amount to offset the cost of the time someone 

spent to train them. Labor also entered into this. Several 

of our staff had labor union experience and they were quite 

helpful with the employers, but the whole thing was a 

hodge-podge and there was a great deal of confusion because 
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of the slow process of working through Washington to get 

anything done. Then, as soon as they would issue a 

proclamation or send out a bulletin giving instructions, 

before it reached us, they had changed it . It was just a 

merry-go-round of confusion. 

I was on that for almost a year when I was also assigned 

to handle all the mental and psychiatric cases in the 

district. Our district was California, Arizona, and Nevada. 

That is quite a place to cover. We had a good many men 

in the state hospitals for the insane. There was no govern-

ment hospital for psychiatric cases at the time. They 

built one at Palo Alto later, hut that took several years 

to get into operation. It became a very good hospital. 

As a matter of fact, it still is today. 

This new assignment caused me to have to travel a good 

deal, because I visited the hospitals to find out whether 

these people were getting the proper care and attention. 

Of course, I could only look at the surface because I was 

not a psychiatrist and did not know anything about the 

needs for treatment for cases of that sort, but we did 

the best we could. I f the men were at all normal to the 

extent that they knew who you were, they always seemed to 

be grateful that someone had called. Many times we didn't 

even talk to a man because he was too far lost in his 

mental condition. 

Finally, I began to do some closer work with the men 
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in the universities and the so-called "business colleges." 

I would find out who the men were that had been assigned 

before I was given the case load and tried to check on 

their progress. We were also being pressed by Washington 

to get these men into industry as soon as possible and 

"not to let them ride the payroll," as they expressed it . 

So we had to check up on them. 

It was then that I realized that, up to that time, 

no one had used any psychological testing to try and 

determine the mental ability of these people or their 

fitness for the kind of positions that they were asking 

to be trained in. There were such new expressions as 

"business manager," technical positions that these men 

had read about, and so they would come in and say that 

they wanted to be a business manager. So someone would 

send them to one of these schools to train as business 

manager, although no one knew what business manager train-

ing was to be and there were no courses set up for that. 

I think the most interesting, most shocking situation that 

I found, was at the Brownburgers Business College in Los 

Angeles, no longer in existence. They had about 125 of 

our men studying typing, stenography and shorthand there, 

and I found a lot of these people expecting to be appointed 

as business managers with some big firm as soon as they 

finished their course. 

There also were no tests given, although they had an 
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elderly phrenologist who studied each person who had the 

necessary fee to pay for it . He determined just what the 

person was suited to do. This was really going hack to 

stigma methods and looking at features and determining 

by that what a person's prospects for success or failure 

might he in any one given field. It was a most ridiculous 

situation. 

Some of the men gave me copies of the phrenologist's 

report on them, and it was a long typewritten single-spaced 

statement, usually one or two pages. They started out 

with a glowing account of his possibilities. They all 

had the same angle of approach, and you could tell in a 

minute who had written the report. The report would wind 

up with a paragraph or two of what wonderful possibilities 

this person would find in a certain field i f they would 

engage in that kind of work. 

Well, I gave some psychological group tests to the 

students at the Brownhurgers Business College to see what 

I could do about this situation. I had been seeking some 

method to find out about these people, and the only test 

that I knew of that might fit was Dr. Lewis [Madison] 

Terman's test called the Group Test of Mental Ability. So, 

I went to Stanford and had an interview with him. We 

became very close friends, and I had a good deal of business 

to do with him. He graciously allowed me to take a group 

of these tests and try them out. So I tried them there at 
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Brownburgers and over at the University of Arizona in 

Tucson, at UCLA, and at USC, and I found some astonishing 

things. 

This group test of mental ability could be given in 

a way similar to the Alpha Tests that we gave in the Army, 

It was a very interesting and an easy test to operate. 

The men seemed to respond to it quite readily, and it gave 

me at least an average mental age for each man, even 

though it was done as a group. The scoring was simple. 

Then we began to get some Information together as to 

just how many goofs we had made in advising men about 

training on such short notice and without proper facilities. 

So I made up a report and gave it to our director, Dr. 

Nicholas Richard!. (He later became the president of 

California Polytechnic College and after that, he joined 

the State Department of Education and handled all the 

vocational training for the state in that field.) 

When I brought this report to him, he just about blew 

his top because he could see that we were going off in 

about seven different directions without any correlation 

at all between even our own offices in the three states. 

So, he told me to go ahead and send in an order to 

Washington for some blanks of the group tests for determin-

ing mental ability. I got back word saying that in the 

opinion of the central office such tests were unnecessary, 

would be of needless expense, and wouldn't accomplish 
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anything anyway. But I kept at it and wrote another letter. 

Finally it reached the director of the then Federal 

Board for Vocational Education, this was before the Veterans 

Bureau was formed, and I got the consent to purchase fifty 

blanks. Well, fifty blanks would last me about one-half 

of one session of group tests, but it didn't seem to make 

any difference. You couldn't get any more orders through, 

so I was about ready to throw up my hands. Well, I had 

an old veteran Business Manager on the staff who knew 

the tricks. 

He said, " I ' l l get the copies for you. You just order 

fifty copies today and give me a standing order for fifty 

copies every other day. If you once get a government 

order saying that you can have fifty copies nobody will 

ever change that order or ever check on that. So you can 

get your copies," 

It was a little inconvenient, but that's the way we 

did for six years. I had all the blanks I needed. The 

only way I could get them was to keep that order going 

and send off for fifty blanks every few days. 

Well, it was a discouraging thing, but it had a sort 

of humorous side to it . You felt like a crook to have to 

deal with the United States government with that kind of 

approach. To be honest with you, instead of a guilty 

feeling, I must, confess I felt pretty good about it . And 

then, it was worthwhile because we were able to help a lot 
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of people who were going down a blind alley. 

Well, about that time, we had trouble in the Los 

Angeles office of the Bureau. The new bill went through 

to form all of the functions of the Bureau into what was 

to be known as the Veterans Bureau. That meant the work 

of the Federal Board for Vocational Education, the work of 

world war Risk Insurance and the Public Health Service, 

all dealing with the veterans, would all be combined into 

one organization to be known as the Veterans Bureau. 

I was asked, on very short notice, i f I would accept 

the position as regional manager for southern California 

and southeastern Nevada. It came from the chap who was then 

the director of the vocational training work, Elmer E. 

Sherill. We became very close friends. We had never met 

before although we were both in the service at the same 

time. He, by the way, was in the 364th Infantry. I was 

in the 363rd Infantry at Camp Lewis, but we never met there. 

Our wives had known each other too, but they didn't meet 

together again after they got married until we met in the 

Veterans Bureau, in this Federal Board work. 

At any rate, one day he called me at the office and 

said, "Ken, you've been down to the Los Angeles office on 

your other assignment and you know what the conditions are. 

The place is about to blow up. I'm going to ask for your 

appointment to go down there." 

I said, "Well, how much time can I have?" 
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He said, "Well, I can give you twenty-four hours." 

So I called my wife and asked her to come on over 

and have dinner with me in the city and we would talk it 

over. Well, I was appointed and I accepted it. I came 

down and I was here ahout three months before I could 

bring the family down. 

The office of the Federal Bureau for Vocational 

Education was in a turmoil. It was in the old Wilcox 

building on Second and Spring. We were really in the annex, 

which was a wooden building that had been condemned long 

ago, hut it was the only place they could find. My first 

job was to find a place where we could set up this Veterans 

Bureau and have enough space to get all these three 

departments together. As it was, when the veteran would 

come to us for training, he had to sit in the lobby for 

a long time until somebody could get around to his case. 

Then he would be heard. Then he had to go to another bureau 

in order to find out what his disability amounted to and 

whether or not he was entitled to vocational training. 

He would take a series of medical examinations and tests 

and also produce evidence that he did have a service-

connected disability. 

The third group was all War Insurance and that was a 

big unit itself. These various units were all housed in 

different parts of the city. So the poor veteran was 

spending his time pounding the streets going from one place 
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to another or sitting and waiting long hours for service. 

The formation of the bureau came ahout because the complaints 

rushing into Washington were so many and so vigorous that 

something had to be done. 

Well, we combed the city of Los Angeles from one end 

to the other and couldn't find anything big enough to house 

the three groups. We had to have an enormous amount of 

footage. I sent out a young man to try and locate some 

property, but the only thing that he could find was in 

the Pacific Mutual Building which was a brand new building 

just to be opened at fifth and Grand. It was a beautiful 

building, and i t ' s still there today. There was a sort 

of a mezzanine ik>or between the first and second floors 

and it was an enormous unit with two big wings and a 

central office space facing onto Fifth Street. They were 

asking for $1.25 a square foot. 

I was sold on it because there wasn't any other place 

th«t we could possibly get, and I thought that was a 

reasonable price because people were coming to Los Angeles 

by the thousands and there just wasn't any space anywhere 

else. 

Well, about that time, the director of the new 

Veterans Bureau arrived in California. A bureau was being 

formed in San Francisco and a fellow by the name of Major 

Grant was in charge of the three states. So he wired me 

that Colonel Charles Forbes, Director of the Veterans Bureau, 

\ 
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would be In Los Angeles on a certain day, and would I pick 

him up at the train? He wanted to talk to me about space 

and 30 on. 

So I went down and picked him up, and he had with 

him Dr. [John D.] Long who was head of all the United 

States Public Health Services, and Colonel Forbes' attorney. 

We went up to the Rosslyn Hotel where he was to stay. He 

asked me right away where we were going to put the bureau. 

I said, "Well, Colonel, there is only one place in 

the city that we're able to find. We've had a man out for 

weeks scouring the town and talking to all the real estate 

people and there is just nothing—everything is taken up. 

But I do have a claim on a space in the Pacific Mutual 

Building." 

"How much a square foot?" 

I said, "#1 .25 . " 

"I won't pay more than a dollar." 

WeJ.1, I said, "Colonel, there just isn't any other 

place." 

"You haven't looked far enough. Just get busy again. 

Find a place. There are plenty of places around here. I 

won't pay more than a dollar." 

"Well," I said, " I ' l l do my best but I think it is 

rather a wild goose chase." 

"Doesn't make any difference. By the way, I want 

to see all your trainees at the university on Vermont 
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Avenue, at 2 o'clock this afternoon*" (This was formerly 

UCLA: and is now LA City College.) "I want you to get 

them together. I want to talk to them." 

I said, "Colonel, do you know how many we have?" 

"No, I don't." 

"There are 3,500 of them scattered all over the city." 

"Get them there I" 

So I went back to the office and I said to a couple 

of my staff, "This guy is a screwball i f I 've ever met one. 

But he is the boss and we're going to have to do the best 

we can. Now, how many can we get out there?" 

"Well, we have 350 at USC, about 300 men at UCLA, and 

we can pick up some from the Besencrans group out at 

Santa Barbara and some other schools, but we can't take them 

off placement because those fellows can't leave their jobs." 

I said, "Can you fill the auditorium? He won't know 

i f there are a thousand or seven thousand." 

"Sure, we'll do that." 

So one of my men got on the phone. Boy, It was 

terrific the way they did it . 

By that time, I had gotten so filled up on this thing, 

that I felt I had taken enough, I had been trying almost 

six months to get the bureau started. The chap who was 

head of the State Rehabilitation for the Disabled in 

California wanted me to take over the Los Angeles office 

from that end and leave the bureau. 
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I said, "I 'm about ready to do it , because I'm 

disgusted with $11 the politics and stuff that is going 

on here. You can't get any answers. You can't get any 

decisions and so on." I said, "I can't just walk out, 

but I ' l l tell you what I ' l l do. I f I can't get this bureau 

set up in the Pacific Mutual Building, then I ' l l call you 

this afternoon and I will accept the offer." 

Well, when we got out to the university, the colonel, 

Dr. Long and the colonel's attorney were all there looking 

over this mob. Boy, that auditorium was jammed. I don't 

know where they got them [laughter], but they were there. 

I got him up on the platform, but I was to handle 

the meeting. Just before we left the wings, the young 

chap who was the president of the Federated Students spoke 

to me. He represented all the fellows in training at UCLA. 

There was another one at USC. 

At any rate, he said, "Scudder, will you give me a 

chance to ask the colonel some questions? He's got this 

bug in his mind that he wants to set up his vocational 

training school at Chilllcothe, Ohio in the old encampment 

there (it was one of those old Army camps ) and he is 

insisting that anybody who wants to take machine shop or 

anything of that sort will have to go clear back there, 

leave the family here, take the training and then come 

back. And we can't do it . We don't have any money and 

we've got families to take care of/ ' 
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This was the biggest screwball idea that I ' d ever 

heard of. Well, I knew about this and we were also having 

trouble getting our money from Washington to pay these guys. 

It was about $100 or $130 a month each and sometimes their 

checks were a month late. These poor guys were really 

hard up. The Red Cross was screaming that they had to 

buy groceries for them and the disabled veterans agency 

was hollering about it too. So, we were trying to get them 

to decentralize and let the San Francisco office issue 

the checks. Then we could get them out on time. We almost 

had a riot in the office there one time because the checks 

were so late. At any rate, this was in the fire too. 

So, I was so damn mad, I just said, "Well, listen 

boy. I would just as soon turn this meeting over to you 

as president of the Federated Students as do it myself. 

You can ask him any damn questions you want." 

"Boy, that's wonderful." 

We went out on stage and I called the meeting to order. 

I made a few kind remarks about the colonel and lied like 

hell, but I had to give him a good send-off. I had just 

received word from him that he had finally consented to 

decentralize check payment to allow the local district 

offices to pay the checks. 

So I announced, "I think you fellows will appreciate 

what the colonel has done. The district office will now 

issue checks, so you will get your checks out on time." 
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Boy, they just about tore the place apart. He sat 

there grinning—oh, he was right in the swim. 

He nodded to me, and sat down a minute. "That's 

wonderful. They needed that. You've certainly got a mouth, 

Scudder, you've certainly got a mouth." 

Then I introduced the president of the Federated 

Students. 

I said to the colonel, "This is a group of veterans 

and they want to ask you some questions. You're the only 

fellow who can answer them. I would like to present to 

you the president of the Federated Students." 

I can't think of his name, and I didn't think I would 

ever forget it because I am BO grateful to him. He became 

a professor in political science at USC, and he was a 

terrific fellow. He knew how to handle himself and he 

stepped out there with great courtesy. He told the colonel 

what the probl ems were with the veterans out here * So the 

colonel got up and he really spread himself when they gave 

him a big hand. 

He said, "I will consider about this matter of taking 

you back to Chillicothe. You boys have got a good complaint 

there and we will have to think about that. We won't do 

anything that will hurt you." 

Well, that helped them a lot. And so, finally, the 

meeting was over. 

He said, "Well, let 's drive back to the hotel." He 
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and Long and I got Into the car. He didn't ask me to go, 

but I just got in with them. I still had my plans for 

the Pacific Mutual building with me and X thought, "I'm 

going to make one last pitch." 

We got up to the room and here was a prominent 

realtor from Los Angeles (I won't mention his name), and 

he wanted to sell Forbes the Angelus Hospital in Los Angeles. 

We needed that hospital. It was an old hospital; X would 

say about a third-class hospital. We had so many asthma 

cases that we had no place to put them. We'd pick them 

up in the street Buffering from some kind of asthmatic 

attack and the only place that we had for them was up in 

the Arrowhead Springs Hotel. We'd taken that hotel over 

as a hospital for mental cases and asthmatics. After being 

there awhile they could come down to the city and within 

an hour or two they would be lying in the street again 

because they just had terrible attacks. 

So, X was glad to see this fellow walk in to talk 

about the Angelus Hospital. We'd had a lot of fellows 

down in the hospital already because it was right close 

to the office. 

This fellow came in and he said, "Well, Colonel, I'm 

glad to meet you," and so on. He congratulated him on 

his appointment and then he reached In his back pocket and 

pulled out a flask of whiskey. X bet it was about a foot 

long, and this was during the prohibition days. Forbes' 
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eyes opened up and sparkled—he was so tickled to see that 

liquor. 

"Got a couple of tumblers? I would like to treat you." 

"Well, well, this is fine. I'm glad you came." 

I saw that guy put down three tumblers of straight 

whiskey without a drop left in one of them. Then this 

chap kept working on him. 

He said, "I don't know, I don't know. I 've got to 

think about it . We need the hospital," and so on. 

The upshot of it was that when the realtor finally 

left, he said, "May I come back and see you again about 

this matter?" 

"You can come any time you want to as long as you 

have that on your hip." 

That is the last I saw of that chap. We never did 

buy that hospital. I don't know what happened. Well, 

after the chap left, the doctor had a few things that he 

wanted to talk to the colonel about. The old boy began 

to get sleepier and sleepier, because the whiskey began to 

work on him. 

While he was talking to the doctor, I went over and 

saw his secretary—a man who traveled with him, 

"My God, I 've got to get this guy to sign this lease, 

because i f he doesn't we're in trouble. I can't find 

anything else in this city." 

'Veil," he said, "go at him again, I know Chuck." 



126 

I said, "We're also going to need about seven thousand 

dollars for partitions because it is just an open building. 

We have no partitions for offices and so on. How are we 

going to get money for that?" 

"Well," he said, " I ' l l fix that up for you." 

He got on the typewriter and he wrote out an order 

which said, "This is your authority to negotiate a lease 

for space in the Pacific Mutual Building at #1.25 a square 

foot and also to expend money,not to exceed $7»500, for 

technical equipment." 

There was something else, but I 've forgotten what 

the term was that he had included. Forbes was sitting 

over in a chair, a comfortable chair, and he was reading 

the paper. 

I could see the paper kind of going down, down, down, 

so I walked over to him and said, "How, colonel, I know 

you've already told me that I have to find some other 

place that wouldn't cost more than a dollar a foot, but 

we have scoured this city and there is absolutely nothing." 

"Now listen, Scudder, I don't want to hear any more 

about it . I won't pay more than a dollar a foot." 

I said, "Now wait a moment. Take a look at these 

plans." I opened up the plans and I had the whole floor 

space set out there. Every place was located, the desks 

and so on, where we would put the doctors, where we'd put 

the dentists, the physiotherapy, and so on. We could have 
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all these things in the office because it was a regular 

out-patient clinic for these people and the rating boards, 

the stenographers and so on could all be there too* It 

was kind of an interesting deal. 

He looked at it . "It looks pretty good, but I just 

can't pay more than a dollar a foot." 

His voice began to get thick-tongued. Well, I never 

did 3uch a dirty trick on anybody in my life . I felt just 

like I was blackmailing the poor guy. But I stayed with 

i t , and I got his signature on that piece of paper. It 

authorized me to make the lease, to move in immediately 

and also have $7»500 for equipment. I left him and the 

next day we moved in. He vasn't even out of town. 

Before he left, he wanted to go to Arrowhead to see 

the hospital. So, I got the car out and we took him and 

his attorney up to the hospital. We had dinner up there 

and he went all through the place. The doctor, the public 

health fellow, showed him about. They talked over the 

problem and then old Forbes would get closeted with this 

attorney. They would sit over to the side of the lobby 

of the hotel and whisper back and forth. 

I thought at the time, "Oh boy, something's phony about 

this deal. There is something under the covers," Then 

this fellow left. He was lame. He had a cane and it made 

it difficult for him to walk. He absolutely ignored me 

because he had this business with the colonel. Well, that 
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was all right, it didn't bother me. But the way he acted, 

it just gave you an air that there was sone skulduggery 

going on here somewhere. Unfortunately, my suspicions 

were not unfounded. A few years later the FBI uncovered 

a large shortage of sheets, pillow cases and other hospital 

equipment missing from the warehouses at the military 

barracks at Chillicothe, Ohio. Several carloads had been 

shipped and disposed of. They had been released under an 

order signed by Colonel Charles Forbes, Director of the 

U.S. Veterans Bureau, and he was sentenced to several 

years in the Federal Penitentiary. His attorney committed 

suicide. Another dark side of politics. 

Well, Forbes finally left and went on down through 

Arizona and on a trip through the other states. 

About ten days after I moved into the building, I got 

a wire from Washington signed Colonel Forbes. "By what 

authority have you moved into the Pacific Mutual Building 

at a rate of 81.25 a foot? Answer immediately." I wrote 

back and told him that I had his signature on the authori-

zation, so we had drawn up a lease and we were already in. 

Then we got another wire. "Send me the original 

statement that you claim I signed." I told them to send 

him a photostatic copy instead, and I got six wires out 

of him before he quit. They were going to crucify me 

because he signed the thing. Then he found himself in a 

bind somewhere and gave up. 
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Well, as I say, it was kind of an underhanded way to 

do business, but I couldn't get out of my mind the problem 

that faced all the thousands of veterans that we had here. 

Inside of about four years, we were serving thirty 

thousand veterans—disabled men. It was a mecca. Every-

body wanted to come to Los Angeles. The hospital at 

Sawtelle and the Soldiers Home were jammed full. They 

could only take two thousand and they had thirty-five hundred 

people out there* They just flocked in, especially in the 

wintertime. Then, in the summertime, Sawtelle would clear 

out because the people would drift to other places. So 

that was my introduction into setting up the Veterans Bureau. 

Well, we had some wonderful people* We had several 

doctors who did the examining; we had doctors on the 

rating board and we had a dental department and a physio-

therapy department where we gave treatments right there 

in our offices. We had 125 training officers, as we call 

them now, to look after these veterans and to place them 

or to supervise them in their training. The thing really 

got rolling but it took us nearly two years to get it off 

the ground* Eventually, before I left, it was the fifth 

largest office in the United States. So you can see we 

had quite an outfit—about three hundred and fifty people, 

including all these professional people, clerks, stenogra-

phers and so on. 

I was intrigued with the work because all but ten 
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percent of these veterans were really anxious to overcome 

their handicap and some of them were terribly handicapped 

after the war. It ran from blindness on upt you know, loss 

of limbs, and some of them had been gassed and were 

terribly butchered, and those fellows had a lot of guts 

and ambition, particularly those who had families* It was 

really a pathetic situation} you just couldn't let it alone. 

I was very fortunate In getting employees, too. So 

many people wanted to come to Los Angeles to get into the 

Veterans Bureau that we had a chance to pick and choose. 

We really looked over their applications and we tried to 

get people who would understand the problems of the disabled 

and who had been veterans themselves and who knew how to 

handle people, because that was our biggest job. A 

disabled man who Is down and out has lots of worries. He 

is discouraged with family troubles and probably has kids 

coming on. He doesn't see any job ahead and has to live 

on just this pittance that the government gives him while 

he is going to school or working in a shop or taking the 

different courses. Well, you have to treat men in that 

situation like children sometimes. 

Then to make things worse, the Bed Cross and the 

veterans groups that give aid to these people were always 

haranguing and criticizing because this fellow wasn't 

entitled to a service-connected disability aid and so on. 

We knew very well that they had a disability and we would 
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have to stop and explain to them that we were merely going 

by the law that Congress had passed and we were doing the 

best we could. So we said that i f they thought that there 

was something wrong with that, through their organizations, 

they had a way to straighten it out. They did a terrific 

job. They really did. They went right into Washington 

to the American Legion headquarters and to others and just 

demanded the kind of legislation that would enable the 

government to keep its promise to these ex-service men who 

had given their all. 

You know, when these men came back, nobody was 

interested in them. Employers turned their backs on them, 

and there were plenty of jobs here too. Gee, it was rough. 

So our work was exciting and rewarding because we kept up 

the testing so that the office had a very good record on 

the success of people who were trained in something and 

really went out on the job and learned their work. About 

ten percent of them were what we called "goldbrlckers" who 

were on it because of the money that they got, but these 

people were mainly single men. The family man had his 

obligations and it wasn't hard to arouse him to do the 

right thing. 

The training program was most active in 1925* By 

1926, most of the training was over and the men were placed 

pretty well. We had some terrific successes in their 

placement, and employers would write and tell us how well 
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the fellow had been trained. They liked the veteran now. 

So it was a very worthwhile set-up, I felt. 

But then I began to get a little restless because the 

bureau started to become almost like a government pension 

bureau. We were paying out millions of dollars a year in 

compensation for service-connected disabilities. We were 

also handling all the insurance work besides running a 

straight out-patient clinic, really, with all the professional 

personnel it took to operate. Training was dropping off, 

and most of the training officers were easily absorbed by 

industry. 



CHAPTER IX 

SUPERINTENDENT, WHITTIER STATE SCHOOL, 

WHITTIER, CALIFORNIA 

SCHIPFERS: How did your experiences in the Veterans Bureau 

help you in your 3sber career? 

SCUDDER: Well, I think it had a great deal of hearing on 

my later career because the Veterans Bureau activity was 

a matter of training men for employment and trying to help 

people adjust 60 that they could overcome their disability, 

and that disability was often mental as well as physical* 

It gave me a much better idea how to handle people* Then, 

too, we experimented with what I would call the first 

reception guidance center in the Veterans Bureau. We set 

that up in a try-out school in an old building in Los 

Angeles not far from the office. We would send in new 

trainees to this school for a period of about thirty days, 

not only for their interview with their vocational adviser, 

but also to let them try out on different machines in the 

shop. That way we could get an idea whether they could 

work with their hands and also whether they had enough 

background to go into some professional training. Later 

when I entered the field of corrections, that stood me in 

good standing. I could then draw on these experiences, 

both at Monroe and Preston and at the Veterans Bureau, to 
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help me in connection with the work that I did later. It 

had a very definite and positive effect on me and was of 

great assistance. 

But I became restless with my work with the Veterans 

Bureau because the challenge had gone out of it and because 

I still felt my field was in vocational work, even though 

when we left Preston, I said to my wife, "Well, never again 

will we enter work in an Institution. It is just fruitless." 

Well, about that time I was asked to teach a course 

in vocational education at UCLA and at USC the next year, 

summer session. Then, in 1927* we had a change of admini-

stration in California and Governor C. C. Young was elected. 

He appointed a fellow named Earl [E.] Jensen to head up 

the Department of Institutions of the State which included 

all the state hospitals and the institutions for boys and 

girls at Ventura, Whittier, and Preston. The prisons, San 

Quentin and Polsom, were under the Board of Prison 

Directors who were appointed by the governor. 

I had gotten acquainted with Jensen when he came down 

to the Veterans Bureau one time. They had had some trouble 

with the new hospital at Palo Alto which was the 

psychiatric hospital of the Veterans Bureau. He was 

prominent in the American Legion in veterans' affairs and 

the legionnaires had asked him to form a committee and go 

in there and find out what was wrong. So he did. He didn't 

know very much about institutions, so one time when he was 
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in the office he asked me i f I knew how he could get into 

Patton, the state hospital there in San Bernardino. 

I said, "Sure, I ' l l take you out* I know the group." 

So we drove out and he got a line-up on what kind of a 

program they had there and, as a result, he was able to 

help straighten out the situation at Palo Alto. When the 

new governor was appointed, he appointed Sari Jensen as 

Director of Institutions, 

After he became director, Earl was in the office one 

day and he said, "You know, I'm having an awful lot of 

trouble, I 've got to find a superintendent for the Whittier 

State School," 

Fred [C.] Nelles had died a couple of months earlier. 

I didn't even know that Nelles had died, but at any rate, 

Jensen was looking for a superintendent to replace him. 

I said kind of jokingly, "Well, why don't you give me a 

chance? that's my old field." He didn't know that was 

my field and he became interested and asked some questions 

about it . 

Well, I didn't hear from him for two or three weeks 

and he then called me up and said, "Ken, you remember our 

conversation about Whittier? Well, I wish you would file 

application for superintendent. I'm having scone difficulty 

out there and the fellow who is there now as the assistant 

superintendent is demanding the job as his right. I'm 

having trouble with him and I want to find somebody who 
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can take control." 

"Well," I said, "I don't know whether I want to do it 

or not." We talked it over, my wife and I , and I asked 

several of the profs that I had worked with what they 

thought about it . 

They said, "Go ahead and take it . You're just at your 

prime and that is the field you are interested in. Besides, 

there is a big job to be done." 

So, I finally filed for it . A few weeks went by 

before I got a call from Earl. He said, "I'm going to 

appoint you today and I want you to go out to Wblttier 

this morning so you can take a look at i t . " 

I said, "I 've got a class in the afternoon at USC." 

"Well," he said, "we'll be back in time." So, we 

went out to Whittier and he introduced me to Nelles' 

secretary, a fellow named [E. E.3 Knox whom I had met before. 

He said, "Mr. Knox, this is your new superintendent." 

Knox was very cordial. He had been with Nelles for, 

oh, I guess, fifteen years. He was a very able chap. So, 

then he sent for this business manager who had been 

making all the row. 

When he walked in, he said, "This is your new 

s upe r1nt end ent." 

The fellow said, " I couldn't work with him." 

We had met once before and I said, " I 'd like to 

have you stay." 

"No, we wouldn't see things alike at a l l . " 
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So Jensen just grabbed that and he said, "Very well, 

i f that is the way you feel about it , I ' l l accept your 

resignation." 

So he resigned in a huff, and I guess that is one of 

the best things that ever happened because he was a pretty 

sour person and very bitter that I had come in over him. 

I could see his point of view because I had been in that 

same position myself. But as much as I didn't have any-

thing to do with that part of it , he never did have any 

right to flare at me. 

At any rate, that was the way I started out. In my 

book, Between the Dark and the Daylight. I have dealt with 

what happened in the four years I was at Whittier. 

Then, when Governor Young was defeated, and the [James] 

Rolph administration came in, I left Whittier. I describe 

in the book all the things that went on, how they tried 

to blackmail me In order to get my resignation because I 

would not fire my trained staff at Whittier (they were all 

professional people) and take on a lot of political hacks 

and ex-pugs that they were appointing all over the state. 

The governor had definitely planned to clean out 

every one of the state hospitals and the industrial schools 

from top to bottom. It was strictly a case of the spoils 

system. To the victor goes the spoils, and all you people 

that are in there go out and my gang comes in. He had to 

find room for a thousand people and that is the way he 
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went at it . 

Well, unfortunately for me, but fortunately for the 

state and the whole department, he picked on Whittier first. 

His tactics were absolutely criminal. It was just a black-

mail approach. He tried to threaten me with an affidavit 

that he had picked up from somebody. He wouldn't tell me 

who it was or what was in It , but that it would be very 

detrimental to me and I had better cooperate. 

I said, "What are you going to do with the affidavit? 

Let me see i t . " 

"No, no, no, I can tell you what's in i t . " 

He told me about an episode that happened about the 

first six months that I was there when they had hired a 

colored cook for the men. He was an ex-dining car chef. 

He was a fine fellow, and, boy, he really could cook. The 

kids, of course, enjoyed his cooking very much. 

Well, we needed a maid for the house, and he recommended 

a Negro girl, very capable. So we hired her. Well, one 

day we were away and the plumber sent over a couple of 

boys to the house to fix a drain. The maid invited them 

in, and, as a result, they got infected. We didn't even 

know there was any trouble there at all. Well, this is 

what was in the affidavit, although he wouldn't let me see It . 

I did tell him that this happened four years ago, that 

it was reported to the director and that the boys were 

sent to Preston where they could be treated properly. They 
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came out all right and everything was fine. Well, that 

wasn't enough. That didn't satisfy him. It should never 

have happened. That was the way he was trying to get me 

to resign, and I refused. 

After a battle of two or three sessions, he appointed 

a man over my head, and, even then, got the wrong one. 

There were two fellows named Smith. One Smith was the 

former business manager, who wanted to be appointed, and 

the other Smith that he did appoint was a guy from a prison 

camp over in Arizona. He rode all night to get here. 

The governor had gotten drunk up in Sacramento and 

had said, "Get this thing straightened out. Get that guy 

out of Whittier and get Smith appointed." 

Nobody knew which Smith it was; they were all high, 

I guess, and they didn't know until after he was appointed 

that they had the wrong man. Well, that was quite an 

affair which I have described in detail for the first time 

in my book. 

About the time I was dismissed from Whittier, Los 

Angeles County was having a lot of difficulty with its 

Juvenile Court and Probation and with the whole problem of 

delinquency and crime. They had hired the National Proba-

tion Parole Association to come in and make a survey. 

The Rotary Club of Lo^kngeles had financed the survey to 

the tune of ten thousand dollars. This was just completed 

and the report was accepted. They recommended a full-time 
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probation officer and a lot of other things, so the civil 

service was to give this state-wide examination for a 

probation officer. I took it and I was number one on the 

list. Later I was appointed. 

SCHIPPERS: This is in reference to conditions as you found 

them at Whittier. When you first went there, was the 

cottage plan still in vogue and was it working well? 

SCUDDER: Well, the conditions at Whittier, I felt, were 

really deplorable. Mr. Nelles, the superintendent who 

had passed away, had been very seriously ill for about two 

and a half years and the place was run down. The clothing 

for the boys was in bad condition and they looked like 

ragamuffins. They had them dressed in a khaki-colored 

uniform, khaki trousers and khaki shirts, similar to the 

old military uniform I found at Preston. The grounds 

were well kept because the boys kept them up and because 

there was very little for them to do in the way of trade 

training since they were younger kids. 

But, I thought that one of the fine things about the 

institutions was the cottage system that Nelles had 

established. Of course, they had the cottage system at 

Preston; at least, they called it the cottage system. I 

wouldn't call it a cottage system because it was really a 

building holding a living room and a playroom downstairs, 

and all the upper floor was a dormitory. To me, that wasn't 

a cottage. It was just a new type of institutional building. 
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At Whittier, there was only one cottage and that was for 

the scout troop* Mr. Nelles had built that, and he had 

fixed it up with single rooms. 

Well, there was quite a furor in the community and 

in the state when he Insisted upon having single rooms for 

these boys. People said, "What are we coming to? Are 

we supposed to make dudes out of these kids? They are 

lucky enough to be at Whittier. Why treat them like 

millionaires' kids and so on?" Of course, It was grossly 

exaggerated and misunderstood by the public, but Nelles 

was able to stick it out and he set it up. 

I remember when I first went into that scout cottage. 

In fact, that was when I was still acting superintendent 

at Preston, because we had a conference down there and we 

were there for several days* It was a very attractive 

living room—I would say the living room was probably close 

to forty feet in length by about twenty feet wide. I 

noticed it was all fitted up with nice furhiture, nothing 

elaborate, but good substantial furniture that would take 

a lot of beating. Next to that was a dining room and a 

kitchen, and then next to the kitchen, there were lockers 

for the boys who worked on the farm and so on. The 

upstairs was entirely made up of single rooms and each boy 

had a room by himself. These rooms were locked at night, 

but not at any other time. 

A man and his wife, a Mr. and Mrs. Casey, were in 
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charge. Mr. Casey was the scout master and also handled 

a group of youngsters in the daytime. His wife did all the 

overseeing of the kitchen and the hoy cooks who were 

trained by her to do some of the routine matters such as 

serving the food. At any rate, they all sat down at 

tables for four in the dining room. There were between 

twenty-five or thirty boys in the cottage. 

There were two other buildings. They were called 

cottages, but they were very similar to the old type of 

building that was at Preston. But this scout cottage 

impressed me very much. It was on the basis of this plan 

that these boys could have contact with a woman, a motherly 

person, and a father substitute. They were responsible 

for the conduct, the custody and the treatment of the boys 

whenever they were in that cottage. Of course, that meant 

all the evening hours as well as the weekends. There was 

an apartment downstairs for the man and his wife. It 

was a bedroom with a little sitting room and a bath. So 

they were quite happy. 

Later, when I got hold of the situation at Whittier, 

we built three more cottages for boys. However, we were 

forced to build the dormitory type of building again 

because of the insistence of the State Department of 

Architecture. They claimed single rooms were impossible 

because of the costs, so we had to accept what we could 

get. But I am very strongly in favor of the cottage systeqi. 
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However, there are many problems connected with that. 

When you consider the matter of food, even the meals for 

the cottages are sent over from the main kitchen, and unless 

you have electric carts and good equipment, it is pretty 

difficult to have food that is as appetizing and as fresh 

tasting as that which comes from the main kitchen* When 

we found the very deplorable conditions in the main kitchen 

and the main dining room for the boys who were not in this 

particular cottage, we decided to put in a cafeteria 

service where they could have hot meals and a choice of 

entree and sit at tables for four instead of the old kind 

of tables where they sit in long rows* We allowed them 

to talk during the meal as long as they were not boisterous. 

This system of serving also protected the younger or 

weaker boys from the hogs that you find in any institution. 

The stronger boys will grab the best meat and the best 

servings and by the time the little fellow gets around to 

i t , there is not very much left worth looking at. This 

way each boy was served a good hot meal right on his tray, 

and he took it to the table himself. He could sit where 

he wanted to, and by the time he got his tray unloaded and 

out of the way, his food was still hot* In many institutions, 

and this is the way we had been doing it at Whittier, the 

food would be put on the table before the boys even entered 

the hall. I f they were late in coming, that was just too 

bad* The food was already served, on the table, and when 
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they got there It was cold. So, we improved the food 

service that way and didn't have meals in cottages any 

more, hut I think the rest of the cottage approach is a 

good one. 

The greatest difficulty is to get the money to "build 

a proper cottage and then to staff it with sufficient 

personnel so that there can he relief for the man and his 

wife who are in charge of the cottage. Otherwise it is a 

twenty-four hour job and they cannot give constant super-

vision, which is necessary in the successful care of boys. 

SCHIPPERSj You have stated that you make reference to 

Nelles in your book and I wondered i f there was anything 

that you might like to add to your commentary about him 

or about any other persons that were connected with Whittier. 

SCUDDERi Well, it is true that I have gone into some 

detail about Mr, Nelles* background and the way in which 

he was assigned to Whittier. There had been trouble at 

Whittier, and Mr. Nelles, who was a member of the State 

Board of Control in Sacramento and an engineer by pro-

fession, was assigned to survey the situation at Whittier 

and come In with some recommendations as to what should be 

done to clear up this unsatisfactory condition that existed 

and which really frightened the community because of its 

violence. Although it was only a temporary assignment, 

he went down there to make a complete survey and it took 

him, I guess, several months. It was an exhaustive survey 
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and his findings shocked the whole state. 

The women inmates were housed in a small unit down at 

one end of the grounds and the punishment rooms for them 

were just as bad as you would find in any prison anywhere 

in the world. They were little concrete cells and to 

get into them, you had to get down and crawl on your hands 

and knees. After a girl crawled in one, a big iron grating 

was slammed shut and padlocked, and the girl was under 

discipline on bread and water. That is where she stayed. 

I f she became noisy and recalcitrant,they took her out 

and used the hooks. The hooks were on this concrete wall 

and they would handcuff her to these hooks and just let 

her hang there until she cried for mercy or else fainted. 

£he hooks were still there in that old building at 

Whittier when I arrived there, but we finally tore the 

place down. 

Well, that is what Nelles ran onto* He also found 

a bad situation in the age range of the inmates at Whittier 

for both boys and girls. The boys and girls were kept 

separate, of course; it was not co-educational in any way, 

but the age range of the boys made for an impossible 

situation. They ranged from eight years of age to twenty-

one and they were all mixed together in the one main 

building. You can imagine all the things that went on. 

The little fellows were picked on by the bigger ones) 

there was homosexuality and a lot of other terrible 
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conditions that existed. 

When Nelles exposed this whole business, everyone 

said, "Somebody has to clean up, and who will we get to 

do to go down there to do it?" 

Everybody pointed the finger at Nelles. He found the 

situation and he was familiar with it , so he would know 

what to do. He was shanghaied to Whittier against his 

wishes, but later he was delighted to have been forced 

into it because he became a great leader. He did a 

terrific job at Whittier in cleaning it up and making it 

into a good correctional school for boys. 

He finally got the girls out and sent to Ventura and, 

later on, the law was changed too so that the age range 

for boys at Whittier would be eight to sixteen and the 

boys at Preston would be sixteen to twenty-one. That 

meant you had boys in age groups that you could deal with, 

and you did not have to contend with the problems that 

came from mixing little boys in with older ones. That 

was a great step forward. 



CHAPTER X 

COMMENTS ON VENTURA SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 

AND INSTITUTIONAL PROBLEMS OF MORALITY 

SCHIPPERSr Even though it doesn't directly relate to your 

activities, I wonder i f you have any comments on the 

development of the girls school at Ventura? 

SCUDDERt Well, the girls school at Ventura was established 

in 1913* It was in the hards of a woman superintendent 

who was, I guess, a fine person. She was a former police 

officer and had been in charge of the women's division of 

the jail in San Francisco, I believe. At any rate, she 

was a very strict disciplinarian, rather straight-laced» 

and that is reflected in the kind of institution that 

she built. The girls there always seemed to be in trouble. 

There was a depressive atmosphere about the school and 

there was always a fear that sex delinquencies would occur 

among the girls; the staff was always on the alert for it . 

Well, you can easily establish a suspicious atmosphere 

of that kind. 

As a matter of fact, I found that at Whittier when 

I first went there. Due to Mr, Nelles' illness and the 

lack of leadership, the staff was almost sick with fears 

of homosexuality among the boys. Some of the supervisors 

on the cottages, as well as the housemothers, were just 
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daft about it . I f a boy bad any kind of a friendly 

relationship with another boy, i f he put his arm around 

his shoulder or took hold of him, it was, "Look out, look 

out, that means something. You had better get those kids 

apart," and they would be transferred from one cottage to 

another to separate them. The kids were heartbroken. It 

was probably the first time he had a real boyfriend in his 

life , and yet they had to bring this up on him. That is 

the way the youngsters talked. We had to meet this thing 

head on. 

It got so bad that I invited Dr. Norman Emery, who 

was the director of the new Child Guidance Clinic in Los 

Angeles, to come out and talk to my staff about this 

problem of sex. When he arrived, I had the staff all 

together, but it was just the men. 

He said, "Where are the women?" 

I said, "This thing got so hot, I didn't think I 

should bring them." 

Well, he upbraided me because I didn't have the women 

present. He said, "They need it just as much as the men." 

At any rate, It was too late, so we spent the evening 

together and he put it right on the line. All kind of 

questions were asked and, with just that one meeting, we 

could already feel that the pressure was coming off these 

people. They could see that a lot of things they were 

anticipating never happened and that this display of 
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friendship between youngsters was a normal reaction, not 

something nasty. 

So the next time we had him come, we had the women 

there too. Everybody was relieved and felt that this was 

the most wholesome thing that we*d done. After that, once 

a month at least, we had some outside authority on some 

problem that we faced and discussed it with the staff. 

It gave them new courage and confidence to handle the 

situations in more enlightened fashion. 

The girls school was that way for a long time until 

1947 when a new superintendent, Mary B. Perry, was appointed. 

She took over the institution and she was really a delight 

a fresh breath of air for that place. She treated the 

girls on the basis of their being human and held the view 

that while they had made mistakes, so had all of us. She 

brought a new spirit to the place and got rid of a lot of 

the repressive atmosphere. She got the staff away from the 

terrible fear of girls escaping and improved the morale by 

putting in a decent dining room, and using tablecloths 

and silver. She had the girls learn how to wait on 

tables and prepare the food, and she gave them something 

to do in the way of sewing and other industry. She simply 

revolutionized the whole atmosphere and climate of the 

place. She retired just before the new institution was 

built in 1962. 

It is a modern institute, a modern school for girls, 
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and a beautiful place. It has modern equipment and there 

is something for the girls to do in educational and voca-

tional classes. The training is on a very sound basis. 

I t , too, has the cottage system as they call it , but 

unfortunately the rooms have a very heavy oak door that 

is reinforced. All the doors are locked at night except 

those of two of the honor groups, Such close custody is 

necessary for about fifteen percent of the girls, but for 

the other girls they feel they are really repressed and 

locked away from the outside at night. But there has been 

no difficulty at the new institution and it is apparently 

moving smoothly under a new superintendent. 

SCHIPPERS: I know this is out of sequence, but because of 

the problem of sex in prison is a very crucial one I 

wondered i f you could give a general comment and your 

opinion of the problem and what might be done about it . 

SCUDDER: Well, it is a problem in any institution where 

you have one sex separated from the other. There are 

sexual pressures on everyone if they are normal people. 

There is nothing immoral about it and it is a wonderful 

function. The Creator has given this to man and woman in 

order that the race may continue to exist. When you get 

to an institution, it seems to be quite different, I 

suppose I have a more liberal view of this because of my 

background in psychology and the contact that I have had 

with psychiatrists and trained social workers who have 
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made a study of these problems, and because of my work in 

the mental hospitals where I have had a great many contacts. 

So perhaps I see it in a little different light than many 

people in civilian life. 

However, I think society itself is beginning to realize 

these situations occur mainly as a result of living condi-

tions. And, as I indicated, when people are isolated from 

the other sex, some of these people are going to find some 

sexual relief in other ways. This includes masturbation, 

which is no longer considered a very serious thing. It 

is a normal reaction for kids to be curious in this regard; 

we as parents too seldom explain what we call the facts 

of life to our children because we ourselves were brought 

up in the age when our parents were very strict about this. 

It was one of those things that we just didn't talk about. 

So many kids, as in my case, had to pick up sex information 

in the streets. That is still what hqpens to these 

youngsters who come from broken homes and who have no 

opportunity for family discussions or to get together with 

their father or mother to have them explain things. So 

they pick it up In the gutter, and then it becomes dis-

torted and that can Ve very serious. 

In an institution, of course, all these things have 

to be taken into account. You have to have perspective 

rather than feeling the place is going to go to pieces 

because you have some outbreak of homosexuality. Most of 
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the homosexual acts in a prison are not instigated hy 

homosexuals, but by men and older boys. I suppose it is 

just the sexual drive demanding some kind of relief, and 

they look upon a younger boy as rather attractive. The 

first thing you know, there is this contact even though 

it is forced. You have to be on the alert for it all the 

time, but, as I say, society in general no longer becomes 

alarmed that something like this might occur. But it has 

to be controlled, and how can we control it? I don't 

think anybody has the answer to this problem. 

I know that no psychiatrist or anybody else has been 

able to determine what to do about a true homosexual. 

They are attracted to their own sex and you can't break 

it down. It is there. The latest feeling is that this 

desire is the result of chemical Imbalance of some sort. 

Well, in an institution, you can usually recognize the 

true male homosexual. He Is effeminate looking, his actions 

are feminine, and he walks somewhat like a woman. He has 

no remorse for the episodes that he is involved in. As a 

matter of fact, i f he is a true homosexual, he feels 

that he can be that way all his life . I think society is 

beginning to realize that this is a fact of life . But, 

in an institution, i f that kind of homosexuality gets 

loose it can cause a great deal of distress and can get 

a lot of people into trouble. 

Now what is the answer to the problem in an institution? 
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Well, there are several. One Is that I f you have homo-

sexuals In an Institution, you can't allow them to mix 

with the average inmate because they immediately go on the 

prowl. They are very convincing and very cute and clever 

about their approach, and they ingratiate themselves into 

the good graces of someone by gifts and flattery until 

perhaps the person is taken off guard. Then is a time for 

payoff. Then the man realizes that he has gotten himself 

into something. So we have to keep these people separate. 

At Chino, I tried to accept some homosexuals who were 

longing to come there, but it didn't work. They were sure 

that they had it out of their system and they wanted to get 

away from i t , but because they were known as homosexuals* 

all of these other fellows who were not homosexuals but were 

under sexual pressures would pressure them. I took two 

or three boys like that from San Quentin, and I am sure 

these fellows wanted to get away from i t , but the minute 

they hit that place, we had trouble. Some of the Inmates 

immediately sensed that here was prey and you could see 

them gradually gravitate toward them. 

It was really pathetic to see what happened to these 

homosexuals who were trying to get out of this situation. 

They were known as homosexuals—they were the "fairies." 

The minute they would arrive, the word would go through 

the institution. In the dining room, some of the men would 

gather around and work on them, and finally for the kids' 
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own good, I had to send them hack to San Quentin. There 

they had them in one big cell block or portion of the 

cell block. They worked them together in such things as 

the laundry or some place where the other inmates didn't 

have access to them. It could be kept under control there, 

but the minute they would come out, they were apt to get 

into trouble again. 

Someday, I suppose something will be discovered which 

will help these unfortunate people, and that is what they 

are. I don't think it is any worse than alcoholism or 

drug addiction. I t ' s an imbalance of some kind, and 

these people just can't help it. The others who prey 

upon them, of course, also become known as homosexuals 

because they have had relationships with them. But when 

they get out, most of them never revert to it again once 

they get into normal society. They again have a chance 

to associate with the opposite sex and this other activity 

disappears. So you can't say that everybody who enters 

into a nonsocial sexual act is a homosexual, because It 

isn't true. 

The homosexuals are In the minority by far, and if we 

could ever get to the point where we could have a coeduca-

tional program where men would contact with women in a 

normal way and in a normal atmosphere—I don't mean sexually— 

the problem would be greatly reduced. Normal cultural and 

social contact takes off a great deal of the pressure. 
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That is one reason that we had the liberal visiting 

privileges at Chino which have been written about all over 

the world. Women can come on Sunday, a man's wife or his 

relative or his sweetheart, and visit with the men for four 

hours on the visiting grounds. They can bring a picnic 

lunch, bring the children, and sit down at a picnic table 

by themselves and have their little luncheon. They have 

these hours together with nobody listening into their 

conversation. That is a normal atmosphere. 

Now I was severely criticised for this when we started 

that procedure, although when we opened the institution 

at Chino, we thought we were making advancement over the 

visiting set-up in the average county jail where you can't 

visit except through a screen. It is usually a heavy screen 

and you can hardly see through it because they are so 

afraid of contraband and of firearms or narcotics being 

passed, or something of that sort. I think the fear is 

greatly exaggerated, and I think it is stupid the way we 

handle our visiting in the county jail and the city prison. 

I would like to discuss that in a minute, too. 

But when we started at Chino, we had a large room 

with a sort of circular counter which was about a foot 

and a half wide. We had stools where the people could 

come and sit and stools on the other side of the counter 

where the men would come in and sit. There was no screen 

between the men and the visitors. It was all wide open, 
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and of course there was a supervisor there to see that the 

conduct was proper. And these people were delighted with 

that—so much so that as we looked them over and sized them 

up, we realized they were just ordinary civilians who 

were very grateful for this opportunity to see their loved 

ones, and so we allowed them to embrace across the counter. 

We allowed the men to hold their babies as their wives 

talked to him. We let them have an hour and a half. It 

was a great advance over the one hour that was allowed at 

San Quentln and Folsom. When we allowed them to visit four 

hours on the visiting grounds and bring the family, it 

was greatly appreciated and they were careful not to abuse 

the privilege. 

I 've had boys say, "This is wonderful. When I was at 

San Quentin, my wife could only come up twice a year and 

even then she couldn't bring the baby. We could only visit 

one hour and we didn't have anything to say. We just sat 

there looking at each other because we were both scared. 

Here it is different." 

Well, then we decided that keeping the family together 

was the real purpose so that, when the man went out, he 

had somebody waiting for him. I can't say enough for the 

loyalty of those women I saw during my experience with 

correction work. They stood by their men through thick 

and thin, even though they sometimes had been rebuffed 

and beaten by them and so on. They stayed with them and 
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it is a great anchor to windward. 

Then we went into this open visiting business. We 

allowed this on the open visiting field, a large area with 

a couple of hundred picnic tables, grass and trees. It 

was a beautiful place where they could come and have their 

picnic together. When we did it , some of the people in 

the Department of Corrections looked at it askance. 

One fellow said, "I think it is a cruel deal and I 

think you should stop i t , " 

I said, "Stop what?" 

"Why, you allow the man to come and embrace his wife 

and sit across the table and you just excite them both 

sexually." 

And I said, "What difference does that make?" 

"Well, that's cruel, that's cruel. You ought to do 

away with the whole business," 

We had one hell of a row with that guy before we 

got it across to him just what it was all about and we 

didn't make any changes at all. As a matter of fact, 

when the director came down and saw it for the first time, 

he thought it was a very wholesome thing, 

Now, this is a long explanation, but my point is that 

this very act of allowing social contact with your loved 

ones even though the sexual desire is , of course, there, 

and even i f it is aroused, it is a relief to the man and 

to his partner to be able to see each other, to contact 
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each other and to emhraoe each other, put their arms around 

each other and walk around this limited area together. 

In fact, it was such a relief that it kept many a fellow 

away from this other immoral sexual contact that we would 

call homosexuality. So because of the visiting area, I 

had very little of that problem at Chino, although I had 

fifteen hundred men there and these were vigorous men. 

But, another thing, when anything got out of order 

on that visiting grounds, some fellow would come in and 

tell us. Now we didn't invite squealers and we never 

tried to get people to be tattletales on others. Instead, 

we would say, " I f there is something wrong, you tell us 

where it is and we'll find i t . We won't involve you." 

Of course, not to cooperate with the administration is an 

unwritten law in these prisons, but, by the way, it is 

beginning to vanish too. 

But they would say, "Mr. Scudder, you'd better have 

your supervisor take a close look over in a certain corner 

in the visiting grounds because some fellows are getting 

a little bit too intimate and it will lead to something." 

Some fellow would be pretty close to his girl friend 

or his wife and go overboard with the love making. There 

might be nothing more than that, but they'd be standing 

close together and other things would go on. 

The supervisor would catch that, and instead of 

knocking it off, he would call the man aside and say, 
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"You better watch your conduct here, or you're going to 

lose your visiting privilege. This has been going on long 

enough." And, I f that didn't stop it , we'd cut off his 

visiting privileges for a month. Boy, that was worse than 

getting a beating because every time she had visited, 

she brought him something and gave him encouragement for 

the future, and all of a sudden visiting was cut off, just 

like that. It was a cold weekend without any chance to 

visit with a person who could really give him some help. 

We only had to send about two fellows back to San Quentin 

to break up abases of the visiting privileges and the 

rest of the men adjusted. The men themselves wanted to 

call our attention to misconduct in that indirect way and 

it was our job, not an inmate's job, to straighten it out. 

So, this whole problem of immoral actions in institu-

tions can easily become a bugaboo and be greatly exag-

gerated far beyond any reasonable proportions. I don't 

think that it is a serious situation i f you have healthy 

activities. The other thing you have to have is plenty 

of action and you have to have action evenings. You can 

not just lock these men up from 4:50 P.M. until 6:00 in the 

morning. You have to go on into an evening program, and 

there has to be athletics and vigorous activities because 

these fellows have energy to bum and i f you don't find 

an outlet for i t , it goes in the wrong direction and then 

you have trouble. 
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So I t ' s the fault of the administration I f you have 

serious sexual problems In an Institution. Maybe the 

warden can't help it , because when he can't get the help 

from the legislature, he can't do much. What I mean when 

I said i t ' s the fault of the institution management: it 

is the fault of the state management. That runs down the 

line right back to the average citizen who doesn't put 

enough money into corrections work to enable the professional 

people to do the job the way it should be done. 

So, I'm glad you asked that question because it is 

still a serious problem and ha3 to be brought out into 

the open and faced squarely. We put it right smack up to 

the men, "Keep it clean or you don't get i t , " and you'd be 

surprised how they take it and how it helps many a guy get 

out of the trap that he was heading for. 



CHAPTER XI 

BEGINNING PROBATION WORK, LOS ANGELES COUNTY 

In the last tape session we spoke about the Whittier 

State School and the fact that I was dismissed from there 

for political reasons. I did not go into the details because 

that is quite vividly presented in the my new book, Between 

the Dark and the Daylight. 

It was July 31, 1931 that I was appointed first full-

time probation officer of Los Angeles County. I had taken 

the civil service examination after leaving Whittier and 

was then also offered the opportunity to become the probation 

officer of San Francisco city and county. However, since 

the people who were responsible for my leaving Whittier 

were located in San Francisco and there had been quite a 

furor about the upset, I finally decided that I would not 

take that position i f I could get the one in Los Angeles. 

I explained this to the probation eommittee of San Francisco 

who were very broad-minded and liberal about it and had 

asked me to consider the appointment. However, after three 

months from my work at Whittier, I did become Chief 

Probation Officer of Los Angeles County. 

I think it will be interesting to take a brief look 

at the history of probation in Los Angeles. Now, not going 

back very far, it had been operating as a branch of the 
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Los Angeles County Welfare Department. It was a division 

within that department, headed by a Mr. Holland, a very 

able person and a trained social worker. He had his hands 

so full during the pre-depression days and during the 

depression itself that the Probation Department in Los 

Angeles County was sort of a fifth wheel and was the last 

to get any attention. Although it was connected with the 

juvenile court at that time, it was also related to the 

probation committee of Los Angeles County, so that it was 

a sort of three-headed deal, and the acting probation 

officer was up against a pretty stiff situation. 

Before my appointment a survey of the entire situation 

was finally requested by the Board of Supervisors of Los 

Angeles because of the very generous offer of the Los 

Angeles Rotary Club, Number five, to underwrite the survey 

to the extent of some ten thousand dollars* Part of the 

offer depended upon making it a professional survey and 

utilizing the services of what was then known as the 

National Probation and Parole Association in New York. It 

was the finest organization of its kind in America and Is 

now called the National Council on Crime and Delinquency. 

They sent out a trained survey man and he spent several 

months out in Los Angeles looking over the situation. 

This survey was also partly inspired, I should say 

more than partly inspired, by the interest and the 

wonderful service of Dr. Bogardus from the University of 
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Southern California. He was head of the Department of 

Sociology and is a very outstanding professor and leader 

in the field of sociology. He had made many contributions 

to the field of corrections and sociology. He had made a 

survey of certain sections and had found one of the toughest 

places in the city was down around east Sixth Street where 

the wholesale markets are located. 

As a result of that survey, another one was established 

later. It was conducted by the All-Nations Boys Clubs and 

the All-Nations Foundation, which was supported mainly by 

the Methodist churches and was under the able leadership 

of Dr. Robert A. McKibben. Now, this showed that the 

hottest place in the county was around that area, and that 

finding had a great deal of bearing on the supervisors of 

the county agreeing to the survey of the whole Department 

of Probation and the problem of delinquency in the county. 

As a result of this survey, which was very thorough, the 

number one recommendation was that the Probation Department 

must be divorced from the County Welfare Department and 

be recognized as a department of its own with a full-time 

probation officer and adequate staff to handle the services 

to the courts and to the local communities. As a result, 

the civil service examination was given and I was fortunate 

enough to be the number-one candidate. 

I shan't forget the first day that I went in to report 

to the Board of Supervisors, upon their request, to discuss 
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this appointment* At that time, John R. Quinn was chairman 

of the board. He was a very outstanding administrator 

himself and an honest, wholesome, sincere person. I had 

known him well when I was in charge of the United States 

Veterans Bureau of Southern California, and we had worked 

together on a good many problems of the veterans during 

those years. He became national commander of the American 

Legion and later became a supervisor of Los Angeles County. 

I had a long talk with John and with Judge Samuel [R.j Blake 

of the Juvenile Court in separate sessions. 

John said, "We would like to appoint you but I'm 

going to make one request, and that is that you don't try 

and rehabilitate this situation overnight, because there 

are a lot of old traditions here and these people in pro-

bation have had a rough time. It is going to take time 

to make the proper adjustments. So we will be satisfied 

i f you take your time and go about it gradually." 

I said, "I'm glad you said that, John, because that is 

the way I like to work. I recognize that these people have 

been under fire and perhaps many times unfairly criticized 

for things they could not help or avoid because of a lack 

of personnel or lack of administrative direction." 

You see, with the two-headed set-up, the acting 

probation officer never really knew where he stood. He 

was responsible to the court and to the Board of Supervisors 

and to the Director of Welfare, and you can't very well run 
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an organization with three bosses. John agreed heartily. 

Then he said, "Ken, I ' l l show you one thing. I know 

that you've just come out of a very mean discouraging 

political mix-up. We're glad to have you in the county 

and I can assure you that there will be no interference from 

a political standpoint with the Department of Probation as 

long as I have anything to do with it , and I think Judge 

Blake will tell you the same thing." 

Well, I went to Judge Blake and he also made practically 

the same statement. I accepted the appointment with that 

understanding anci with a real desire to tackle what I knew 

was going to be a very difficult job. 

Then an interesting thing happened as I came out of 

the Hall of Records where the Supervisors were then housed. 

I met a very close friend of mine, a prominent social worker 

of Los Angeles and head of a large agency. 

She said, "Why, Ken Scudder, what are you doing here 

in the Hall of Records?" 

I said, "I 've just been appointed Probation Officer 

of Los Angeles County." 

And she said, "Are you out of your head?" 

I said, "Why, what's the matter?" 

"Don't you know that this is the worst political set-up 

in the whole state of California and these folks will 

crucify you worse than you were by the Rolph administration?" 

I said, "No, I didn't know that." 
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"Well, I hope you're not sorry for this, I hope you're 

not sorry." 

I said, "I think it is going to be all right and I'm 

going to stay with i t . " 

We then parted. I never forgot that, because even 

though she was so far wrong, it did startle me when she 

said it . I thought that maybe I was jumping out of the 

frying pan into the fire again. 

I remember too, the first contact I had in the office 

of the Probation Department. It was with a young fellow 

who was the acting probation officer, Mr. Warren Prescott. 

He had tried to hold the lid on the best he could, but he 

was not a trained person. He had been a telephone lineman 

for years before he entered the field and had finally got 

his appointment in the Probation Department and worked up 

to where he was at that time. 

Also, th-3?6 was a great deal of fear and jealousy 

and bickering and little cliques. We were well into the 

depression and people were frightened. These folks would 

gather into little groups because they were friends of 

each other and they had very little in common with the 

other groups, so we had real discord In this office. Then 

there were always rumors flying about. There was supposed 

to be a black book and all mistakes by officers went into 

that black book as a mark against the person. Nobody had 

ever seen the book and nobody knew where the book was, but 
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the rumor was strong that the book was there and things 

were being entered, and you never knew when you were going 

to get the gate. 

Well, the first meeting I had I said to the group, "Now, 

there is one thing that I want to have understood. I'm not 

miking any changes now and I'm asking Warren Prescott to 

remain as the chief deputy of the department." Well, that 

received a great amount of applause because it meant that 

there wasn't going to be a cutting off of heads. 

The other thing I said was, "I 've heard these rumors 

that are flying around and I know how people are in a 

situation like this. I 've just come through a very dis-

agreeable one myself, as you probably know i f you've read 

the papers, so I know how you feel. But I want to assure 

you that there is one thing that I will not stand for, and 

that is a lot of bickering and backbiting and rumors flying 

and criticism of each other. We're going to have to work 

together or we're not going to work, and the only reason 

that someone might leave this department will be i f they 

can't stop this bickering." 

That was met with applause and that warmed my heart. 

These people were really scared; they had had no way of 

clinging to any one person who would see that their rights 

and their interests and the interest of the department 

were protected because, as I said in the beginning, through 

no fault of his, Mr. Holland was simply at his wits' end 
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trying to keep things together. He had to contend with 

riots and disturbances in the welfare office where people 

would rush the office and throw things around and wreck the 

furniture. In fact, nobody in that building knew when he 

was safe and when he wasn't. So, everybody was on edge. 

Well, I have to say this for the group. They were a 

wonderful group of people. It was a small group of people 

(there were about eighty in the department, eighty or 

eighty-nine) but we soon found out that we had not nearly 

enough probation officers to handle the cases that we had. 

Now, we were serving the Juvenile Court that had two 

referees and a judge at that time. The judge, Samuel Blake, 

was a very able jurist. I think he is now the senior 

judge on the bench. This was in 1931* and he just retired 

from there with a very excellent record behind him. 

It was soon apparent we could not handle the load. We 

had to handle cases for three juvenile courts, and we had 

eight or nine criminal courts with a probation officer 

assigned to each one, both to handle the Initial investigation 

and then the supervising of parole officers to handle the 

cases after probation has been granted. Now, the courts 

were beginning to complain too, because the cases would 

come on calendar and the probation officer's case would not 

be ready. That was no fault of his because he simply had 

an impossible situation. There were too many cases and too 

few people to do it , and even our clerical staff was short 
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so that we couldn't get the cases typed. But try and 

explain that to a judge who has set cases for a certain 

date and no probation report available. Wowl And we got it I 

As the judges began to complain about it , we talked it over 

in the department and with Judge Blake and also John Quinn. 

We figured out together that we should have twelve more 

probation officers as a minimum and that others would be 

added after the next budget. Now the budget was already 

settled, so this had to be dug up from some other funds 

somewhere. So we wanted to present it to the Board. 

Judge Blake did something that I have never seen 

duplicated. He got seven of these judges together, and 

that is a job. With all due respect to them, they are 

often very reluctant to take advice from anybody or even 

to mix together. Since they can't reach me now, I can say 

they were really a bunch of prima donnas, but I say that 

with all due respect, just in case! 

It was almost impossible to get judges together. How 

he got seven judges to dismiss their courts early that 

certain afternoon and come over to the Hall of Records to 

meet with the Board of Supervisors and the committee, I ' l l 

never know. As I say, I don't think it has ever been 

repeated, but he got them there. 

Well, John r4uinn and Roger Jessup were there, but one 

member was absent. That was the chairman, Supervisor Shaw. 

Well, the judges were there and they sat about ten minutes 
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while Quinn and Jessup talked with them and ao did Blake. 

We were all getting a little jittery becsu se the judges 

were getting edgy. 

Finally, Judge Walton Wood, who was a very able jurist, 

spoke up. He had a reputation of being a little bit 

hardboiled, but he was an honest fearless Judge. 

He believed in calling a spade a spade, and he said, 

"Well, what's going on? We came over here to this meeting 

to settle something. Why doesn't this board assemble on 

time? We've got a lot of business in court waiting for us." 

I thought they were going to get up and leave. Just 

then, in came Supervisor Frank Shaw. He was a little short 

fellow, a little lame, and very effusive. He said, "Well, 

well, well, I never saw so much legal tafent in one room 

in all my life . How are you, Judge, how are you?" 

Judge Woods, said, "You're late, sit downl" 

"Well, well," he said, "I was just kind of joking." 

"All right, save your jokes for another time. We're 

busy men. You're latel When do we get those twelve 

probation officers? We want them right awayl" 

"Well, well, i t ' s all right with me i f i t ' s all right 

with the other members." 

John Quinn had afceady nodded his head and so did Jessup. 

And so Judge Wood said, "Well, that's fine. Let's get 

them as fast as we can. We're way behind in our courts." 

So the judges got up and went out and I was left with 
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the hoard and one member of the County Counsel. He always 

attended the board meetings to keep them from breaking the 

law some way or other. 

Just after they approved it , Shaw had turned to me and 

said, "Well, Ken, twelve means that there will be four 

apiece." There were four members of the board at that time, 

I ' l l send you my four men in a day or so." 

I didn't say a word and, because I didn't say anything, 

the County Counsel man got a little excited. 

He leaned over to me and said, "Say, Ken, you want to 

watch out. He means that. He will send them over." 

I said, "Well, that's all right. Let him 3end them 

over." I didn't tell him that I knew there was a civil 

service list available and in spite of all that Mr, Shaw 

might want to do, he couldn't possibly appoint anybody who 

wasn't on that list. And I knew that his three men would 

not be on the list. 

Just then, John Quinn spoke up and said, "Well, Ken, 

I want to assure you right now that as long as I'm 

supervisor, I ' l l never send you a single person." 

I said, "I appreciate that, John, very much." And 

he never did. 

Well, neither did anybody else after Shaw sent his 

first four. A few days later they began coming into the 

office. I interviewed two of them first. I said, "Well, 

let me have a little about your background, what you've done 
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and what experience you've had in this field." They didn't 

have any background* They were purely political hacks and 

had been promised a job by Nr. Shaw for something they had 

done for Mr. Shaw. 

I said, "Well, perhaps Mr. Shaw didn't quite understand, 

but there is what we call an eligible list available and, 

under the rules of civil service, i f I wanted to appoint 

you, I could not and neither could Mr. Shaw, because we 

have to take one of the top three on the civil service l ist . " 

The two looked at each other and one of them said, 

"Well, I ' l l be damned." 

The other fellow said, "Why, that so-and-so knew that 

all the time. This is just a run-around." And they stormed 

out of the office. As they left, they turned around and 

said, "Thanks for the Interview," and out they went. 

The next man who came was a very able person. He had 

some pretty good background and I explained to him about 

the list also. He said, "Oh, well, I understand that. X 

didn't know there was a l ist . " 

I said, "Why don't you just take the next examination 

and you may be far enough up on the list so that we could 

take you?" 

He was very courteous and thanked me and so on, but 

that ended the whole deal. X don't know what these men 

said to Shaw when they got back, but he never tried it 

again and neither did any other member of the board. 
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I think I would like to pay a tribute to them, because 

these men in political office are under terrific pressure* 

There are never enough jobs to go around and especially 

right then, because this was in the depression* These 

people had families too and they were just as desperate as 

anybody else* So, maybe it was a very unfair way to treat 

them, but I guess that's to be expected in polities. 



CHAPTER XII 

ESTABLISHING COMMUNITY COORDINATING COUNCILS 

IN LOS ANGELES COUNTY 

Well, at any rate, we got our men and that helped a 

great deal. 

We began to analyze the case load, especially the 

juvenile group. I was intensely interested in the juvenile 

group but I was interested in the adult probation, too, 

because of my experience which I think I have cited. While 

I was in college, I was giving psychological tests to the 

candidates for adult probation, in San Francisco County 

in the county jail there. That gave me a good insight into 

what probation really amounted to. 

But we were pretty much worried about this juvenile 

problem. Delinquency was being talked about and tossed 

about and everyone seemed to have a solution and yet nobody 

had a solution, and it was increasing very rapidly in those 

days, as it is today. I asked how many cases we did have 

each year and there were six thousand, at that time, coming 

into the juvenile court of Los Angeles County every year. 

In that group, about four thousand were handled by the 

court; others were weeded out. But that's about what we 

had and that had been going on for several years. 

I said, "Well, where do these cases come from?" 
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"Oh, they corns from all over the county," 

I said, "Where are the real hot spots?" 

"Well, we don't have any hot spots, we just take the 

cases aB they come." 

I said, "Well, hasn't any survey ever "been made? 

Wasn't there something made hy Mr, Bogardus and the National 

Probation and Parole Association? Doesn't their survey 

indicate where the places are? Aren't there disorderly 

neighborhoods and rundown communities and places where 

people are going to need some help? If we're going to 

reduce the number of cases we should find out." Well, 

there were no such studies available to them. 

So I looked at one neighborhood and they said, "Well, 

we always get five hundred kids out of this Belvedere area." 

I said, "Why five hundred kids?" 

"Well, that's our take. We always get five hundred." 

I said, "Well, why do we get five hundred?" 

"Well, that's i t , we always get five hundred." 

Nobody had ever taken a look to find out why we got 

five hundred out of one small community. Well, it wasn't 

so small. It was a Mexican area and it had a population 

there that would make it the second largest Mexican city in 

the world at that time, and I guess it still is. 

At any rate, I said, "We ought to take a look at that 

and see what the cause is . So, let 's make a map of it and 

spot where those cases are so we can get a picture of where 
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those youngsters are coming from." 

So we did that and, sure enough, it was the same, year 

after year, because of poor housing, poverty, racism, 

people out of work, people segregated there and left as a 

community by itself. They were the last to get jobs and 

the first to be released i f work fell off. Many of the 

families were broken. Well, it was the usual problem of 

what we would call slum conditions, although Los Angeles, 

in those days, wouldn't admit that there were any slums. 

But there certainly were and this was one of them. 

So we began to see what we might be able to do. We 

found out that there were many people in that community, 

good people, that were just as interested in their kids 

as people in any other community. They wanted to have them 

educated properly, but with all the effort and the rush to 

try and get enough food to feed the family, the bread 

earner was always at work and, many times, the wife also. 

1 took John Anson Ford out to see this. He later 

became a member of the Board of Supervisors and became one 

of the most outstanding men that ever served in that capacity 

in the history of Los Angeles County. Another member of the 

board, I can't remember his name, went with us that day. 

I said, " I want you to come out with me and look at the 

situation. We don't see any solution to i t . " 

Well, we went out to Belvedere and we went through 

several houses of the people there. I will never forget 
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John Anson's reaction and amazement and utter disgust at 

the situations that we pointed out to him, and one that 

was right under our noses, in one little house that we 

entered we had to step over a big block of wood. That was 

the step in the front of the house because the stoop had 

been removed years ago. We went into this house and in the 

front room there was a ted. In bed, there was a girl 

fourteen, I would say, in the last stages of tuberculosis. 

She had all the earmarks and you could even see It in her 

face. 

In the kitchen, we found a little girl about eight 

years old who was trying to cook a meal. She was trying 

to cook it over a little kerosene burner that would be used 

as a warmer In any home In those days where you didn't have 

furnace heat. There was a little kerosene stove, too. 

That had two burners but they didn't work. So, the little 

girl had placed the hot food on this burner. I heard a 

rustling sound that startled me a little bit, and I looked 

to see what caused it . So did [John] Anson Ford, and there 

on the wallpaper, that was hanging in shreds and curled up, 

we saw a mass of cockroaches. They were just crawling up 

and down that wall and that made this rustling sound. They 

would jump from that into this food and onto the hot 

kerosene burner below. You could just hear the ping as 

they would hit. 

There in the kitchen floor, right under what was 
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supposed to be a sink, was an opening that went right smack 

down into the sewer. Here was this little girl trying to 

feed her sister, because her father and mother were at work. 

There were two other children in the family who were 

apparently at school and aB. of them were living in a two-

room shack like that. 

Well, Ford's nose went right back up over his ears. 

I tell you he was astonished and filled with anger that a 

situation like that existed. We went into two or three 

places like that. He said, "I can't believe i t . " Then we 

had a survey made by the Health Department and found out 

that the rate of tuberculosis in that little area was the 

largest in the entire county. So, the Health Department 

began to take over and do something about it . 

Well, these things so impressed all of us, we felt 

that we had to find some way to arouse the people in the 

communities to their responsibility about situations of 

that sort. It couldn't all be left to the public admini-

stration or to those in public office. We had to show them 

that each community has a responsibility for what goes on 

and develops in its own area. We thought that i f we could 

get groups together in little communities to sit down with 

people who knew what to do and could tell them how to do 

it and guide them, then we could get the backing for 

necessary funds and the support and the personnel to clean 

these situations up. 
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In this way, the Coordinating Community Councils of 

Los Angeles County were established. When I was at Whittier, 

I was appointed by Governor Young for four years to the 

Governor's Commission for the Study of Problem Children. 

It was really instigated by Fred Nelles, who was the 

superintendent of Whittier just before I went there. It 

was his effort to create in the state what he called a 

"twenty-four-hour school"—a school for these youngsters who 

were on the edge of trouble and couldn't seem to get along 

in school or who wouldn't stay in school or whose folks 

were always pulling them out of school. So this school 

would be for cases where there was no home supervision, 

no discipline, and instead of sending the children to a 

state school, they might be sent to this twenty-four-hour 

school and boarded there with the family paying something 

toward their keep and the state paying the rest, and so 

on. It was a fine idea, but it has never developed into a 

program of that sort, although the Youth Authority has 

done other things which are quite similar. 

At any rate, when I was on this commission, we went 

all around the state and held public meetings to try and 

get communities to discuss their problems and see i f we 

couldn't work out some way and recommend some kind of a 

set-up that would allow communities a voice in improving 

their particular community situation, and to encourage them 

to thus begin to help themselves instead of always leaning 
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upon the government or the county or on the city to do this 

work for them. 

In our travels, we held a meeting in the city of 

Berkeley, at which time Chief August Vollmer, chief of 

police at Berkeley, one of the world's greatest police 

chiefs, I think that was ever in an office, called attention 

to the Berkeley Coordinating Council. It came about in a 

rather strange way. He said that ore day he met the assis-

tant superintendent of schools on the street, Dr. Virgil 

Dickson. 

He said, "Virgil, we've got a lot of your kids down 

here at the police station and we don't know much about them." 

Virgil said, "Yes, I know you have," and he added, 

"as a matter of fact, our school principals probably know 

a lot about these kids that your officers don't know." 

The chief said, "That's just what I'm driving at. We 

don't know what you know, and you don't know what we know 

about these kids. Why don't we have lunch together and 

see i f we can't get our two groups together so that we could 

set up some safeguards and plan of procedure, and find a 

way to coordinate the activities of the community so that 

we will know what we're doing? That way, you'll know what 

we're doing and we can work together." 

Dickson said, "That's a great idea." 

So they met several times and then they found out 

that they couldn't do this job alone. So they called in 
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the Department of Health and the Welfare Department because 

the kids that were in there were also being handled by the 

Welfare Department. The school didn't know that, the 

police didn't know that, and so here was duplication of 

efforts. Here were three groups already handling the same 

cases and never knowing what the other was doing. Out of 

that came the first coordinating council, I believe, in 

America. The day that Chief Vollmer suggested that they 

take notes and keep the records, the first coordinating 

council was formed in the west. For twelve years that 

operated with outstanding success. 

But, there was one flaw in it that proved later to be 

its downfall. That was that it was restricted to the 

professional people, the agencies, and the official 

organizations in the community and did not include the 

average citizen or what I would call the "citizen leader"— 

the outstanding person who wants to do something about 

conditions but doesn't know how. That kind of person usually 

wrings his hands and blames everybody else for the conditions. 

So, when we decided to form councils in Los Angeles County, 

we decided that we would extend this to all agencies and 

organizations and all citizens who wanted to do something 

about the conditions in their community. That has been 

the thing that has held the councils together all these 

thirty-odd years since they were formed. I think there are 

still , In Los Angeles County alone, some ninety-four councils 
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that are functioning to this day. 

All are tied to one particular community or one high 

school district or one well-plotted or marked-out territory 

so that they don't conflict with the people in another area. 

Then, these are all joined, now, into a community coordinating 

group so that they are now administered by the Los Angeles 

County Department of Community Services which was organized 

about, I guess, seven or eight years ago. Maybe it was ten 

years. It has been very successful. 

Well, to get back to our councils, I remember the 

first council that was formed because I formed it myself. 

I was living in the town of Whittier and as I was now 

probation officer, I thought, "Well, let's try it out in 

Whittier, because it is a pretty smug little town. They 

don't think they have any problem, so let's see i f it will 

work here. I f it does, why then we can try it somewhere 

else. I f it doesn't, at least we will know why it doesn't 

work." So with quite a lot of difficulty, we got about ten 

people together at the Whittier high school. This was in 

1932. 

There was a principal, the superintendent of schools 

and some of his staff. The Police Department and other 

organizations were represented, as well as the Welfare 

and Health Departments of the city and the PTA representing 

the citizen leaders; the YMCA, the Church Federation, and 

so on, also joined us. It was interesting, because when we 



190 

first met, we called the group to order and began intro-

ducing each other, and here were people who had been work-

ing for years in their particular department or on their 

problem project in Whittier and yet they had to be intro-

duced to other people who were working in the same area. 

And it wasn't a large town. There were, I guess, about 

eighteen to twenty thousand people there in those days. 

Here they didn't even know each other. They would make 

remarks: "Very glad to meet you, Mr. So-and-So. I 've 

heard about you, but I guess we've never met and here we 

are working in the same town with the same kind of problems." 

Well, they started to drag their feet after we 

explained to them what we wanted to do. A person said, 

"We don't have any delinquency here. I think this would 

be sort of a fifth wheel. We already have a lot of things 

we want to do. We can't attend all the meetings we want 

to, and this would just be another meeting." 

Others supported the council idea. They said, "No, 

we think we ought to get together. We have so many things 

going on that, as we've proven here, some of us have never 

met each other before." 

Then the juvenile police officer got up and told these 

people a few of the things that the community didn't know 

about their own town and about the kids in the community 

and the delinquency situation that did exist in their 

Quaker town. He told them that whether they liked it or 
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not, they had better face it . He said, "We do have 

delinquency here and the Police Department has a terrific 

problem. We welcome this kind of a situation where we can 

get some help and where we can help you." 

Well, this outfit was really appalled. It really took 

them by storm and, finally, they decided that they'd form 

a council. Well, that council has been going till this 

day. It has had a terrific record. I think there are now 

seven or eight councils in the Whittier district because 

the town has expanded so, and they have looked after their 

local communities and given a great service to the young 

people in the community by increasing the playground 

facilities and adding new agencies to the community, They 

have coordinated their cases, stopped the duplication and 

put an end to this business of having two or three groups 

working on the same case and not even knowing that the 

other group was on it . So it has become quite a success. 

Well, our next move right after that meeting was to 

form one for Los Angeles. We finally got the thing under 

way in Los Angeles itself, and then we called a large 

meeting with the Juvenile Court judge, Judge Blake, and 

the Probation Department. 

In the meantime, even before this council was formed 

in Whittier, a young minister had shown up on the horizon. 

He was the minister of the Church of the Lighted Window 

out in La Canada—a Congregational Church. He was a former 
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missionary in Japan and had taken this church after he had 

come hack to this country with his family. He had been 

experimenting with this type of council but only in the 

field of character-building groups like the Scouts, the 

Y ' s , the Camp Fire Girls, and so on. 

But he was quite upset because there seemed to be no 

particular interest in the community about character-building 

organizations. These seemed to be on the decline. The 

thing that also worried him more than anything else was 

that he was only reaching a very small fraction of the 

children in the community in his church and other churches. 

So many of them never showed up in church at all or were 

not interested in a religious program. 

So he began to try and get people together. He formed 

a little council, with the character-building groups. He 

got the Kiwanis Club especially interested and they had 

their meetings about it and supported it . Then they got 

excited because they saw how much could be done i f the 

Community got the people all together and worked together. 

So they asked the minister i f he wouldn't come and present 

it to their conference of all the Kiwanis Clubs in that 

particular district. He did and Kiwanis Clubs agreed to 

take an active part in it . 

Well, he started out to try and see i f he couldn't 

get some help from the county departments or the city 

departments. Everybody listened to his story but they 
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listened with one ear, thinking all the time that they 

couldn't do this. Finally, they said, "Well, this is a 

wonderful plan. But we just can't handle it . We suggest 

that you talk to so-and-so." So, they gave him quite a 

runaround. 

Finally, he got to the Probation Department and I 

met him. He was sent to me by a Mrs. Elizabeth McMannls 

who was chairman of the probation committee of Los Angeles 

County, a very active person who did a great deal toward 

the building and expansion of Juvenile Hall in Los Angeles. 

She is not living now, but she was a very dedicated person. 

She was not a social worker but a citizen leader who was 

appointed to this position. 

Well, the minute this chap, Kenneth S. Beam, and I got 

together, we started talking the same language. I was 

looking for the way to form a council and he was looking 

for some way to get started on his idea. So we agreed 

that we ought to merge our interests. I induced him to 

take the civil service examination for probation officer 

which he did. He then resigned his position in his church 

and became the first director of the Coordinating Councils 

of Los Angeles County. He was there for about ten or 

twelve years and he did a terrific service. 

He helped me write these two bulletins that I mentioned. 

One was Why Have Delinquents? and the other was Who Is 

Delinquent? They were published by the Rotary Club in Los 
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Angeles for the Probation Department and Juvenile Court. 

They describe the councils and I won't go into detail about 

the formation of these councils because a lot of it is 

included in the book that Beam and I wrote together, The 

Twenty Billion Dollar Challenge. That was put out in 1961 

by G. P. Putnam and Sons in New York. It was designed to 

show what was going on all over the United States in 

different communities that were putting forth these efforts 

to help themselves instead of just waiting for somebody to 

come along and do the job for them. So that is the way the 

councils got started, 

To this day, I look back on them as the most exciting 

and rewarding experience that I had during the nine years 

that I was with the probation department. We also had many 

other problems, of course, in probation but I know that 

after the first three years, through the action of these 

coordinating councils, the six thousand cases that had been 

coming into the probation department were greatly reduced 

by about fourteen hundred oases the first year, and it went 

down to about four thousand the third year. I have to give 

a great deal of credit for the action of these councils in 

the community to the interest that so many citizens took 

in this work. They saw the need to become active in their 

own local communities becaise, after all , it was their 

children who were in danger. This whole problem of delinquency 

1b a local community problem. It starts there and can only 
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be stopped there. Until we arouse our community people to 

realize that, we don't make much progress. 

To revert for a moment to the Coordinating Council 

again, I was extremely impressed with the Kenneth Beam. He 

is very small in stature, a quiet person, but he had a good 

background. He had spent several years as a missionary in 

Japan and had also been editor of several small papers. He 

was an excellent organizer, and was the kind of person that 

kept himself in the background. After everything was 

finished, people didn't realize that he had helped or had 

been responsible for most of what had happened. As I said, 

he kept himself in the background until things came to a 

climax and somebody had to speak up. He was the kind of 

person that never put himself forward and, in handling a 

meeting, people wouldn't realize that he was doing as much 

as he did. He made them feel that they were the ones that 

were doing the job and he always insisted that they get full 

credit. 

He reminded me of a Chinese philosopher, Mao Tze, who 

lived twenty-five hundred years ago. He said, "Of the best 

leaders, the people only know they exist. The next best, 

they love and praise. The next, they fear. The next, they 

revile. When they do not command the people's faith, some 

lose faith in them and then they resort to recriminations. 

But, of the best, when their task is accomplished, their 

work done, the people all remark, 'Why, we have done it 
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ourselves/" I think that describes Ken Beam to a "T . " That 

is just the kind of fellow he was. He never sought praise 

or credit. He just quietly worked in the community. He 

organized, during his stay, some ninety-four councils in 

Los Angeles County and put it on a very firm basis. He was 

followed by Heman G. Stark, who is now the director of 

Youth Authority. Stark handled the councils for a few 

years after that. Both men are of the same caliber. 

Let me return briefly to the B^yedere situation. We 

formed a coordinating council in Belvedere in 1933 and 

gathered together for the first time the agencies and 

community leaders. They were a fine group and deeply appre-

ciated the interest shown in calling them together. They 

wanted us to tell them what to do. That Is something we 

never did in the councils. Then someone becomes initiated 

and gets to his feet with, "Well, i f that's so, I have a 

few suggestions about what this community needs." It is 

then that the fireworks begin and in half an hour they have 

decided on an organization to help coordinate the dozen or 

more suggestions of the group. Now this is their own program 

and thqy are expected to carry it out. As a result, the 

Board of Education and the Board of Supervisors agreed to 

light two school playgrounds for night programs. They were 

crowded each night with whole families who brought picnic 

lunches and guitars and music while the children were 

organized in recreation activities, a whole new air of hope 
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and encouragement. 

The next years showed a sharp decline in delinquency 

cases in the Belvedere area. Now they could get out of 

their crowded quarters for fresh air, meet neighbors and 

friends, and help solve community problems. 



CHAPTER XIII 

FURTHER COMMENTARY ON PROBATION 

The Juvenile Probation Department occupied a great deal 

of our time. We were also responsible for the adult pro-

bation—the handling of investigations of men who had been 

convicted of a felony and who had applied for probation. 

The court required an Initial summary of the case so that 

it might decide on the basis of the facts which were 

gathered whether or not this man or woman would be a good 

risk for probation or whether they had really deserved to 

be given this opportunity, because probation is not easy. 

It is harder to do than to do time. Beoause by probation, 

just the same as parole, we mean that the person is under 

the control of the court and the probation officer. But 

he is allowed to live in the community, to live at home, 

support his family, hold a job, make restitution to the 

person he has robbed or to those whose property he has 

taken, and to re-establish himself in the community under 

very close supervision. 

This is one of the finest things that has come to this 

country in the past seventy-five years in this field of 

handling the adult offender. And the same is true of the 

juvenile court that made it possible for youngsters to be 

placed on probation under supervision, instead of being 
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sent to an institution as they might well have been without 

such a department. Our problem today is just as serious or 

more serious than it was then, because in spite of all of 

our experience in probation and parole, we still send 

entirely too many people away out of the community and lock 

them up. Most of them could well be adjusted ±u the 

community itself i f we had the staff and the opportunity 

to try and adjust them. As a matter of fact, about 50 

percent of the juvenile court cases commit further offenses 

and, many times, i t ' s because there is not adeouate super-

vision of these boys and girls when they are granted probation 

because of the lack of sufficient personnel. 

lor some of the probation staff when I was there, the 

case load ran over a hundred and fifty cases to a man. That 

is absolutely impossible for a person to supervise. Even 

today in the adult probation department of Los Angeles 

(the department is now known as the largest probation office 

in the world which is nothing to be proud of as far as the 

county is concerned), the fact is that some of the adult 

probation officers have to handle 250 cases. In that 

situation, they don't even know their people because they 

can't see them more than once every three or four months. 

Yet, when the court decides to grant probation, it is with 

Instructions to the probation officer to see that this man 

is properly supervised. The courts themselves realize that 

there is not sufficient personnel to do the job right and 
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they have been screaming for more help too, hut It has not 

been forthcoming. 

As a matter of fact, this thing is so serious today 

that a probation officer spends almost no time at all with 

the men in his charge. That wa3 illustrated in a conference 

just this last year in the San Fernando Valley where the 

coordinating councils of that area wanted to get together 

with the juvenile court and the adult probation department 

and discuss their mutual problems; the probation officer 

who handles the budget for Los Angeles County got up and 

said, among other things, that the case load was so great, 

that with all the work that is required of a probation 

officer to make the initial study to see the man in the 

county jail , to see his family, to interview the employer, 

to see the police department to find out what the case is 

about, what the crime was and how it was actually committed, 

whether it was violent or not and then to drawing up a 

report making a recommendation to the court either for or 

against probation, that that in itself took the full time 

of what we call court officers for the Probation Department. 

Then that is turned over to a supervising parole officer 

who has to take these 200, let 's say, 250 cases. This 

probation officer who was speaking said, "As a matter of 

fact, when you consider all of this and all of the paper 

work that is required and the court appearance and the 

delays and so on, and asking the man to supervise his cases, 
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we estimate that with a ease load of 250, each probation 

officer is able to devote not more than five minutes a month 

to each of his probationers." 

So, this is the situation which is impossible and 

shocking, and we must find some way in which it can be 

corrected. In 1948, I believe it was, a state-wide study 

of probation was made by the Department of Corrections and 

Youth Authority, and it was determined that i f probation 

could be increased not over ten percent on an average for 

all of the fifty-eight counties of California, more than a 

thousand men a year would be kept out of prison. I f they 

had the adequate supervision, more than a thousand men and 

women could be granted probation and saved the stigma of a 

prison term. This would be an enormous saving to the 

public because i t costs only $150 to $200 a year to supervise 

one man on probation, and it costs almost $4,000 a year to 

send one man or woman to prison. And when you consider the 

juvenile institutions such as Fred Nelles School for Boys 

and the Preston School of Industry, the per capita costs 

have risen to almost five thousand per child per year to 

go to an institution. 

One very disturbing item in that survey of fifty-eight 

counties came from a questionnaire that was sent to all the 

judges of the superior courts asking why they found it 

necessary to grant probation with a jail sentence as one of 

the provisions. In other words, they grant probations but 
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insist that these men first serve about six months in the 

county jail. The largest number of judges who answered 

that questionnaire gave this statement. "Because it is the 

custom of my court." 

Now I was shocked when I saw that. I know how that 

thing comes about. A new judge goes on the bench and, 

appointed by the governor, he has never been a judge before 

and he doesn't know the ropes. He has to get on to it , so 

the only person that he can turn to is the clerk of the 

court. "What has been the custom of this court in granting 

probation?" 

And the clerk obligingly says, "Well, It is the custom 

of tbl3 court to almost always Insist upon a jail sentence 

as one of the provisions in granting probation." 

Our county jail in Los Angeles has over three thousand 

prisoners jammed into the top floors of the Hall of Justice 

in a prison that is not able to handle really more than 

eighteen hundred men. We have figured that over nine 

hundred of these men up in that jail today, and this has 

been true for the last ten or fifteen years, are there 

because they were granted probation with a county jail 

sentence as a provision. 

Now, those of us who are in this field and are close 

to these people are absolutely convinced that this is wrong 

and unnecessary except in exceptional cases of great 

violenoe or danger to the public. When a man is granted 
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probation, It Is a terrific relief to him. It releases 

the pressures and the horror of having to go to prison and 

be known as a convict or an ex-convict—a stigma that lasts 

all of their lives and just can't be shaken* When he gets 

this probation from the court without a jail sentence or 

even with a jail sentence, the effect upon him is good. He 

feels a terrific relief. He is usually ashamed of what he 

did. He swears that it will never happen again, and he 

wants to have the chance to prove himself in the community. 

Then we slap six months or so of time in the county jail 

right in his face and he sits up there in idleness at the 

feet of hardened offenders in crowded conditions. They 

are terrible conditions in spite of the best efforts of 

the sheriff. 

Now, it isn't the sheriff's fault that the jail is 

jammed. They don't want it either, but they have to take 

care cf those that are sent there and they can not turn 

anyone away. I t ' s their obligation to the court, because 

of the order of the court to see that this prisoner does 

not escape and that he is ready to appear in court when 

the time comes. 

I f there is any tins that a man should be granted 

probation, it is when the judge tells him that he is eligible 

for probation and not five or six months later. Because, 

in that time, he degenerates into a degrading situation 

and becomes listless, angry, resentful and builds a feeling 
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of revenge. All of the upsurge of good emotion that goes 

through him when he realizes that he is not going to prison 

is lost. So the probation officer starts with a fellow 

that is beaten down, discouraged, resentful and angry with 

society even though he is the one that got himself into 

trouble. So, the sooner we recognize this and stop this 

convenience of detention and realize there is another angle, 

the better off we're going to be. 

There is another angle here and we might as well speak 

out on it . We require our judges to be re-elected. They 

are politically appointed by the governor who may have the 

help of several organizations, like the Bar Association, 

and some of the top judges in the higher courts and others. 

So, usually, a pretty careful selection is made. In other 

words, California is pretty lucky that it has at least a 

semblance of a system of selecting judges who are not just 

politicians or who are eager to gain further advancement 

in the political field by being a judge. I think a large 

majority of them are very dedicated people. 

They are good Judges but, after all , you have to keep 

in mind, as a judge, whether it is conscious or subconscious, 

that pretty soon you've got to run for re-election. They 

have to think, whether I like it or not, I 've got to be a 

little careful here." And so, in a lot of these cases 

where men are granted probation with a jail sentence, it 

is merely, in my opinion, a sop to the person who is the 



198 

defender In the case and his attorney who feels i f probation 

is granted outright it is just a slap on the wrist before 

turning them loose. That is a hell of a way to run a court, 

Now, the judges are up against this. I accuse no one 

but I would like to tell you one thing that I heard Judge 

Walton J . Wood, whom I have already spoken about, say. He 

was very outspoken and an honest judge. He is not living 

now, but he was one of the outstanding judges on the Los 

Angeles bench for years. I knew him pretty well because 

we were members of the same Los Angeles Rotary club for 

nine years. Walton Wood used to go out and make speeches 

when he was invited because he welcomed them in one way 

and did not welcome them in another. He accepted them 

because he felt It was the only way he could get re-elected. 

I have heard him say to a large women's club, "Now, 

you invited me to speak to your group. I 'm glad to speak 

to your group, but I have no business being here and I'm 

going to tell you very frankly that I shouldn't be here. 

I ' l l tell you why I am here. You force me to run for 

re-election and so I have to go out and speak when I ought 

to be in that court where my calendar is far behind schedule. 

Yet, I'm forced to come out here and speak to you." 

Well, I admired that judge with the greatest admiration 

for coming out and facing that issue and saying, "You force 

me, Mr. Public, to keep in mind that I have to be re-elected." 

I don't think it affected Judge Wood's decisions because he 
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was a very Independent and outstanding judge. But he put 

his finger on the problem and that is what we face today. 

I hope that some day we can find a better way of selecting 

judges. We almost have it in California because usually a 

judge on the bench faces little opposition if he has a good 

record. While he has to run again, it is seldom that any-

body runs against him. When someone does run against him, 

he usually wins anyway. But there have been other cases 

when men have run against our judges who were not nearly 

as qualified as the judge on the bench and have won. 

So, I hope that some day, we can have some better way, 

perhaps a citizens* committee of top judges in the state, 

or maybe the supreme court or the Bar Association or someone 

from the university law schools, and so on, who would be 

a committee appointed without pay and whose job it would 

be to recommend to the governor a panel of candidates for 

judgeships. The governor would then be required to make 

his selection from that panel. In that way, I think, we 

would improve the quality of our judges and place them in 

the position of not having to run for re-election. They 

should be given the appointment for life as long as they 

perform in a satisfactory manner. Of course, we should 

have some way in which to check On them to see that they 

do perform in a satisfactory manner. Now, that is a long 

way off, but, some day, this is going to come. I*m sure 

of it . I just wish the day was here now. 
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One other item in connection with the probation has 

to do with a study which has just been finished. It was 

made by Mr. [Robert J .] Smith of the Department of Corrections, 

a very able analyst who formerly was with the Department of 

Finance. He surveyed probation and came up with the propo-

sition that, instead of building more prisons and industrial 

schools and so on that run into the millions of dollars, we 

should invest in probation. (The idea of Probation Subsidy 

was made by George Saleeby, Associate Director of the 

California Youth Authority.) 

For instance, it coots fifteen or eighteen million 

dollars to build a prison for twelve hundred men. It costs 

all of that to build a good industrial school for boys, and 

then we have to spend about a million eight hundred thousand 

to two million dollars on each of them to run them each year 

and to keep them filled up, to feed and clothe the men and 

to provide the necessary supervision, custody and so on. 

We keep them filled because of the thing we call the "facility 

appetite" which is never satisfied. It is the easy way. 

We can put them in there and forget them as far as the 

court is concerned, and we can clear off the calendar. 

Now, this young man has come up with something that 

has been talked about for years, and I am glad to say that 

we have accepted it in this state. His idea is that instead 

of spending all of this money on additional institutions, 

why don't we take some of this money and turn it back to 
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the counties to use for probation. Instead of sending 

everyone to the prison or to the Institution, the county 

would be encouraged to place more people on probation with 

adequate supervision so that the public would be protected. 

The amount of money would be based on the percentage of 

cases put on probation instead of being sent to prison. 

It would be a subsidy to the county so that they would 

have help and the necessary funds to look after their own 

cases instead of pushing them off onto the state. 

He has statistics there that absolutely prove that this 

thing can be done at half the cost to the state and half 

the cost to the county than the present set-up is costing. 

I haven't seen the report, but I heard the views of it and 

it is terrific. So there is a bill before the legislature 

this session to offer this subsidy, on a voluntary basis, 

to those counties who are willing to do this. It isn't 

going to be forced upon them, but I believe that the 

counties will accept it because of the experience with 

forestry camps and the way in which those were started and 

are being subsidized. The state has subsidized them, to a 

large extent, to encourage the counties to establish these 

camps themselves instead of waiting for the state to do it . 

That has been an outstanding success and the camps are 

increasing locally because of that. So, I think that we 

can look forward to fine results In legislation i f this 

bill is passed. It has the support of the governor and it 
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has the support of a large number of men in the legislature. 

The report is so well done (it has charts that explain 

explicitly every question that you could ask), that every-

body who has seen the report is enthusiastic about it . 

They say, "This is good business. This makes sense. Now 

we can see where communities can begin to help themselves 

instead of pushing this stuff off for somebody else to do." 

Of course, I believe we will see a terrific future 

improvement in probation, parole, in the Department of 

Corrections and in the activities of the Youth Authority 

in this state. Because while we already have the finest 

Department of Corrections and Youth Authority in America or 

even in the world, it keeps improving itself. Through 

research efforts, which are quite intricate and thorough; 

it is always analyzing Itself and deciding whether or not 

the procedure and the programs which we have are really 

bringing results* I f not, the department changes them and 

adjusts them so that they will bring results. 

Now, there are very few states in the union that have 

had the courage to face up to things of this sort. But 

it is especially courageous of the Department of Corrections 

and Youth Authority to take a real close look at themselves 

and criticize themselves with the hope that they will be 

able to Improve the service, to keep these young people 

and men and women, who are good risks for probation and 

for parole and for adjustment in the community, away from 
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facing the terrible handicap that everyone has i f they have 

to become a prisoner or an inmate in an institution. 

Because a prison term is an anchor that we place around 

their necks that they can never get rid of. 

Let's continue to send the twenty-five percent of 

hardened offenders who are dangerous to society and another 

twenty-five percent who need a change of attitude toward 

that same society, and try out the other fifty percent of 

those not sent to prison in the community under close 

probation supervision; and i f they fall, we can still send 

them to prison.* 

* 
Since this was dictated, the 1965 Legislature passed the 

Probation Subsidy Bill without a dissenting vote in both 
houses, and it was signed by Governor Brown. It provides 
that up to $4,000 be returned to the county for each case 
where probation was granted with an increase of twenty-
five percent a year and a percent of the same for each 
increase less than twenty-five percent. This money is to 
be spent by the county for increase in personnel, much 
smaller case loads, and on-going in-service training for 
probation officers in short case loads that will be safe 
and afford adequate protection to the public. The state 
in turn will not have to build additionsLl prisons or 
institutions at a savings, by 1970, of one hundred thirty-
nine million dollars, and many more advantages to the 
state, county and taxpayer. This represents a great step 
in advance. Thirty-nine counties have signed up and are 
now receiving subsidy in amounts corresponding to the 
percentage of cases that they grant probation, instead of 
sending to prison or juvenile institutions in California. 



CHAPTER 2IV 

STUDIES AND SURVEYS OF DELINQUENCY AND 

DELINQUENCY AREAS IN LOS ANGELES COUNTY 

I f we can refer again to the coordination councils 

in Los Angeles County. In our book, The Twenty Billion 

Dollar Challenge written by Ken Beam and myself, we purposely 

stayed away from going into detail of Los Angeles County 

Council activities because we didn't want this book to be 

considered an advertisement for Los Angeles or to boost 

Los Angeles councils. They didn't need any boosting and 

what we were trying to do was to show what communities 

could do across the county. So, therefore, we couldn't 

give Los Angeles a lot of extra space. 

But there are a few things, I think, that should be 

mentioned as to how we got started on this program. I've 

already mentioned the interest of August Vollmer and his 

council in Berkeley and the fact that, when I became 

probation officer, we didn't seem to have any way in Los 

Angeles County of finding out who all these kids were and 

where they came from. 

I think one of the most outstanding contributions that 

was made during the period of the organization of the 

councils was due to the work of a lot of UFA workers. I f 

you remember, in the early 'JO 's , the great depression was 
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in full awing and hundreds of thousands of people were out 

of work. They lost a lot or all of their money and inoome 

and couldn't get jobs. There were so few jobs that could 

he had and thousands of very capable people were out of work. 

Many were on the WPA, which was really a dole, of course, 

and we were fortunate in picking up about 250 to 300 of 

these people on an assignment in which they worked for the 

county in a community organization program under our 

supervision. In that way, we raised their morale so that 

they didn't feel that they were accepting a dole and they 

were really working for what they got. 

I can't say enough for the wonderful things that these 

people did. It was not only a boost to their morale but 

it was a terrific impetus to the whole program because 

these coordinating councils can not be organized and 

continued without some kind of help from outside the 

community. But they did a terrific job even though we 

would have preferred to have trained social engineers, 

because that is what the people in the community really 

needed. A trained person can go into each council area 

and work with them on their problems—not to show them how 

to do i t , but how to get the facts which would enable them 

to do something. 

One of the most interesting things was done by a 

fellow named William Berk, who was a civil engineer in 

oivilian life. He was down and out because of this 



206 

depression, but we picked him up and he gathered quite a 

staff of people—teachers and newspaper reporters and 

editors and a group of people who were really tops. We 

set up a sort of research department under Berk, and he 

began to look Into the community itself. On the basis of 

the district tracts and the census tracts, we decided to 

try and establish, i f we could, the areas of greatest need 

In the community. Let's put it the other way. These 

were the areas where a boy or girl had a lesser chance of 

taking his or her place in society than in most communities. 

So, he first got a research report out under the title 

Fourteen Areas Where Group Programs Could Be Instituted to 

Advantage. And these he called the less-chance areas in 

the oity of Los Angeles. This was done in 1941. This 

report was really finished after I had left the Probation 

Department, which was in 1939» but I kept in touch with 

them. 

One thing that was very helpful was that we took the 

city map and Berk indicated the areas of lesser chance, 

like this. Now there were twelve areas scattered over the 

city of Los Angeles where the kids didn't have as equal a 

chance as compared with other youngsters in better areas. 

They were marked in red blocks on the map and lettered with 

an index so that you can find them. The report itself does 

go into detail and gives the location of an area, like area B. 

Area B is in the southern section—the Watts and 
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Roosevelt Parks Coordinating Counoil District bounded by 

Firestone Boulevard, Alameda Street, Century Boulevard, and 

Central Avenue. That town had a population of 20,800 

people and the racial distribution was 13*000 whites, 3,000 

Mexicans (this is just in general figures), 17*000 Negroes 

and 26,000 others. The juvenile population ranged in age 

from 6 to 17, 26,000 boys and 24,000 girls, and the juvenile 

delinquency rate per thousand was 22 boys and 6 girls. Well, 

that gives a lot about the area. 

Then the report goes on to show local conditions there, 

what things affected the youngster, and the social resources 

in or close to the area; the persons in charge of those 

resources and their addresses, for instance, the St. Lukes 

Episcopal Church and other churches, as well as social 

agencies were listed. In other words, as far as the 

coordinating groups were concerned, under this, they had 

the social resources in or close to the area. Compton. 

Where it is . The Second Street School, and so on. Then 

the play group or grounds. That gave them something to 

go on. 

Now, I don't want to take the time to list all of 

these, because it would be quite a deal, but that is the 

type of thing he showed. Now that was not the first time, 

but it was one of the early studies by which the metro-

politan area group got a picture of the city as a whole. 

There was another very exciting thing that came out of 
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this. When you put these twelve different areas on a map, 

you begin to see the trend. It started way out on West 

Adams Street and then came downtown and swung around out 

to Watts and then out around downtown to east Los Angeles* 

From there it took a big swing around the City Hall and the 

Juvenile Court and the Probation Department. We were right 

in the middle of it and we didn't know it . Then it started 

out toward Sunset Boulevard and headed for Hollywood. 

Well, then we made some delinquency control maps for 

each of the councils and these were all in color and very 

attractive. It showed each council district and the number 

of youngsters that were in trouble. These were serious 

troubles; they were not traffic violations or petty theft 

or things of that sort. But the cases were indicated there 

by little pins and also little figures so that you could 

tell how many there were and which were the ones where the 

offense was so serious that i f the boy or girl had been an 

adult they would have been tried in superior court. Of 

course, as a minor, they were tried in the juvenile court 

and were not tried for a crime as much as for action whioh 

they took maybe because they didn't know any better. So 

this also helped the group. 

So, when we saw these early reports, we also began to 

work out what we called deteriorating zones and spotted 

them on the map. And that is when we talked about the one 

I just mentioned. It started out in West Adams Street, 
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quite a way out on West Adams where all those beautiful 

residences of early Los Angeles are now being cut up into 

apartments. There was a racial mixture moving into these 

areas and causing a lot of difficulty. The owners felt 

in danger because of lowering property values and so on— 

the same things that happen in almost any community. 

People seem to get in a panic and a lot of them rush 

out and sell their property and get out of the district 

when, as a matter of fact, nothing very serious would happen 

if they stayed there and they wouldn't have lost so much 

money. It was similar to the racial condition today. They 

are so afraid that Negroes are going to move into the area 

that realtors get excited and tell people that they had 

better sell their property and get out because it is not 

going to be worth a nickel after the Negroes move in. 

We have shown in our book, The Twenty Billion Dollar 

Challenge where, in community after community, people have 

not pannlcked and have stayed put and have not moved, they 

have found out afterwards that they did not look upon these 

newcomers as Negroes or Mexicans or Cubans or Puerto Ricansj 

they looked on them as people when they became acquainted, 

and they found out that they were just as good neighbors 

as any others. 

We had a lot of excitement in trying to plot this zone 

so that the public could see it and realize what it was, so 

we called it "The Serpent." We made a dark reddish path 
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from West Adams Street down around into East Los Angeles 

then around the Oity Hall and then up over Bunker Hill and 

out on Sunset Boulevard. We called it the "Serpent of 

Angels Flight." 

Well, the Chamber of Commerce got pretty mad about 

that and the politicians got pretty excited because that 

was sort of a knock on the city. At any rate, we went 

ahead, and pretty soon they <aLmed down. They began to 

look at it as a pretty good guide because we weren't just 

trying to show something dramatic or harmful; we were trying 

to show these councils where the trouble wa&t to try and find 

out what we could do about It . 

So that was a very worthwhile project that this group 

did. The thing that upsets me so terribly today is that 

here in the Probation Department in Los Angeles, with 

something like 2,500 employees, they must have forty or 

fifty thousand cases on probation. They have a research 

department, and not more than a year ago X interviewed the 

very able person in charge of the research unit, but X 

couldn't seem to find a single chart showing where the 

problems were. They were on research as to what kind of 

a project they had had and whether it was a success or not* 

But they didn't give the community a picture of their own 

area so that citizen leaders could respond. Citizen leaders 

in the community are the real ones who are going to help 

clean up this deal of delinquency and crime. But they had 
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nothing in their hands to show them a picture of their own 

area. 

When we had these deteriorating zones and delinquency 

areas mapped out arri put on these hig charts which you could 

hold up before a council meeting so that people could see 

it forty or fifty feet away and so they could tell what 

their community was like, most of them were very grateful. 

One or two of them got really hot under the collar when 

they saw these—they didn't want this information to get 

out because it was going to hurt property values and things 

of that sort. But they cooled down once we finally got 

over to them that this was confidential material for the 

council and that it was a great help. 

I can't understand how any community can go on year 

after year without analyzing its problems, just leaving it 

to the police to clean up the situation because they can 

not clean it up alone. I don't care what they say; there 

is no single agency working alone, not even the most power-

ful police force, that can either control or prevent 

delinquency. It has to be done through the combined efforts 

of a lot of people, and that means not only the social 

agencies and the police and the schools, but it means, 

especially, the understanding and support of the community 

leaders, the citizen leaders in the community who pay taxes 

and whose youngsters are involved and who have to have some 

help and understanding. Those leaders have to be willing 
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to give their time and effort to support the public officials 

in getting the necessary facilities and finances to put on 

these programs. 

I think, one of the most exciting studies that we made 

was described in this little pamphlet, Who is Delinquent? 

and this was published, I think I mentioned the other day, 

by the Rotary Club of Los Angeles. It sold for twenty-five 

cents in order that we could pay them back for all they 

put in. They had also put about ten thousand dollars into 

the survey to create the Probation Department in the first 

place. Well, we made a study of fourteen thousand juvenile 

court cases through William Berk's research group. 

These are some of the questions that he was asking, 

and I would like to quickly sum them up because I don't 

know that this effort has been duplicated either. That is 

a shock to me, because how can you work if you don't know 

who your youngsters are and what they need or what their 

troubles are or where they live so you can get at them? 

Now about these fourteen thousand cases, we asked these 

questions. Who are these delinquent children? Why do they 

come to court? What has the community to do with it? 

In order to answer these questions, we made this study 

in 1934 of fourteen thousand juvenile court cases in Los 

Angeles County who were declared wards of the court and 

who were placed under the supervision of the Probation 

Department during the years 1929$ '30, and '31. Now, of 
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this group, there were 10,668 boys and 3»332 girls, and the 

study covered an accurate check of fifty-five individual 

items. Now, we can only give a synopsis of these items 

because it is too long a study, but these were the principal 

things that gave clarity to the picture of what the 

community had done, what the community had allowed to exist 

and the misunderstood child continued to be misunderstood. 

As a result, the juvenile court had to use an institution 

as a first convenience rather than a last resort. 

Another question was, how old are these youngsters? 

Well, while the peak age, logically, for the fourteen 

thousand cases for both boys and girls was about fifteen 

years, 74 percent were between the ages of fourteen and 

eighteen and only 22 percent were in the group of thiifceen 

years or younger. But with such a high percentage between 

fourteen and eighteen, we found that we had a problem with 

the junior and senior high school age. 

The second thing we were interested in was their mental 

capacity. Almost half of these boys and girls ranging from 

fourteen to eighteen years of age were retarded to some 

degree, indicating that, in the very beginning, they were 

poor mental risks, and that because of their lack of emotional 

stability they proved very susceptible to unwholesome social 

influences. And, without community understanding and 

support, it wasn't any wonder that this group found them-

selves in serious trouble and before the juvenile court. 
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Then we wanted to know what their status was In school. 

The largest number, 36 percent, were in the ninth grade when 

they got into trouble. More than half of the children, 

however, 61.58 percent, were in the eighth grade or the 

high school group. 

Other items that we wanted to know were, what happened 

to these youngsters and was there a lot of friction in the 

home? Was it a broken home? Did the children have enough 

to eat or were they hungry most of the time, so that when 

they went to school they couldn't even study? How many of 

them belonged to social and religious groups or had 

affiliation with any of them? We found out that only a 

handful of these kids, only 14 percent, had ever belonged 

to any group like a character-building organization or the 

Scouts or the Campfire Girls or even the YMCA, That meant 

that there were 85.5 percent of these children shut off 

from a wholesome influence that would offset the squalid 

conditions in which they were raised and lived. 

We just said, "Is it any wonder that they turn to pool 

halls, dance halls, beer gardens and other places for their 

amusement?" Because these were the only places that were 

open to this potentially dangerous and unstable group. 

What about the churches? Almost without exception churches 

had failed to attract these kids. Only 32 percent signified 

any affiliation, leaving 68 percent with no religious 

interest whatsoever. This figure includes churches, Sunday 
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schools, church clubs of all kinds. Of 32 percent contacted 

b7 the church, the most effective work had been accomplished 

by the Catholics and the Jews. These two religious groups 

looked after their own, while the Protestants, (and I'm a 

Protestant) showed very little interest in the welfare of 

these children once they got into trouble. The kids had 

no hobblesj there was just nothing to do except stand on 

the corner or race the streets or get into some kind of a 

gang situation where you would gain status among your peers 

if you were tough enough. 

To sum this up in a couple of paragraphs: most of 

these children were between fourteen and eighteen years of 

age and more than half were normal, healthy, vigorous 

youngsters who might have been kept out of trouble i f the 

community had done something about it . The other half, 

less fortunately endowed, had a mental capacity below normal, 

and we believed these weak and often emotionally unstable 

children had a right to expect better care and attention 

than they were receiving from the community. Then what 

about the schools in those days? What about the fact that 

almost 80 percent of the fourteen hundred cases were retarded 

from one to six years in school? Now, it wasn't always 

because they didn't have the capacity, but because of 

certain antisocial behavioral patterns. These kids were 

passed from grade to grade even though they hadn't done the 

work, and when they got into junior high and high school, 
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they were just little bombshells that were ready to explode; 

they caused more trouble and confusion and harassment of 

teachers than anything else. It is a very serious situation. 

The agencies in Los Angeles who understand social work 

also had failed to reach a great many of these youngsters. 

It just was too bad that community forces were not brought 

to bear earlier so that these youngsters need never have 

been apprehended and dragged into court. Now that preven-

tion methods of the juvenile procedure have been turned 

back into the community, thousands of children are being 

kept out of the court entirely. These community coordinating 

councils have done a terrific job, which has never really 

been recognized, because it means that the community itself 

decides to do something about these youngsters. They get 

on the job to help the professional workers and the police 

and the other agencies set up to keep order and protect life 

and property, and give them some backing and help. Did I 

talk about Sunset Center? 

SCHIPFERS: No. 

SCUDDER: I ' l l give one example of what we found in these 

areas. I give this because the area is soon going to be 

one of the most important business sections in the city 

of Los Angeles. I refer to Bunker Hill, right in the center 

of Los Angeles on a hill overlooking the city. In the 

early days of Los Angeles this was the elite section of the 

city with the carriages going up the dirt road winding 
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around the hill to the big residences at the top where they 

would put on great social affairs in those early days. Then, 

around 1900-1915, the area began to start to decline and 

these good people on the hill began to move out over to 

the West Adams district. So then apartment houses were 

constructed on the hill and they soon were run down to 

dilapidated condition. Just the poor neglected people lived 

in them, and soon the thieves and the dangerous type of 

people who slip into the city and have to live in some hovel 

or some run-down neighborhood found their hiding places up 

there on the hill. 

We had more trouble in court from Bunker Hill than 

from any other area in the city. As a matter of fact, one 

boy up on that hill started stealing cars. He stole 

one hundred twenty-five cars and had almost one hundred 

boys working for him over the whole city and part of the 

county before they finally caught up with him. This kind 

of thing could happen because we didn't have any kind of 

a juvenile index with either the police, the sheriff or 

the Probation Department as to who these kids were who kept 

repeating. There was no way to check. 

For instance, a police officer would pick up a boy in 

Long Beach for stealing a car and the boy would say, "Ah, 

mister, this is the first time. X was just going on a 

little joy ride. I was going to put the car back." The 

police officer would take him down to the station and they 
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would talk with the hoy and then, i f they couldn't find out 

anything else, they would let him go. Then the hoy would 

he picked up in Santa Monica, hut the police over there had 

no way of finding out from the police in Long Beach or from 

the sheriff's office as to whether this kid had ever been 

in trouble before. Then he might be found out at El Monte, 

and he had kids in those neighborhoods who not only would 

help him steal the car but would help him dispose of them 

to the wrecking yards and to "fences." So, by the time we 

got through, he had stolen 125 cars and he had almost 

one hundred youngsters in trouble. 

That caused us to set up what we refer to as the 

juvenile index in the Probation Department. We kept a 

little card on every youngster who was before the juvenile 

court or had been in touch with the department or with the 

Police Department. The police in the smaller towns and 

the large cities referred all cases to us and this was all 

entered on the card. Now, i f a fellow in Long Beach picked 

up a youngster and he was in doubt about whether he had 

ever been in trouble before because the youngster had a 

good line and could talk himself out of i t , he would have 

him wait until he called up the juvenile index in the 

Probation Department, in those days. 

"Have you got anything on Johnny Jackson, from so-and-so?" 

"Just a minute. Oh yes, he's been in three times, or 

four times. He's done this or he's done that." This was 
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given to the officer over the telephone, and he really had 

something to go on. 

Well, the officers were delighted when the crrangement 

really got going because it helped them. Formerly they 

were really just chasing their tails in different communities 

and passing the kid on to one another, neither one knowing 

whether he had been in contact with any other officer. So 

that was one thing that we set up. 

Well, there was so many cases of delinquency coming off 

Bunker Hill that we made a rather Intensive study of that 

hill through William Berk and his group. We found some 

situations that were really astonishing and alarming. All 

of the riffraff that came into the town seemed to be getting 

up on that hill. (There were Filipinos and. white girls 

living together, and there was a dance hall down on Main 

Street that catered only to Filipinos and white girls. Down 

on Hill Street, just off from the Angel's Flight, there 

was an advertisment, The Longest Bar in the World, 

One night I said to Berk, "Let's see i f we can't go 

up there. I would like to go up into this district and 

spend most of the night just wandering around, and you 

come with me because you know the area that your workers 

have been in . " These workers who did this were ex-teachers, 

many mathematicians and so on, who really knew how to keep 

records and were reliable people. They went in with definite 

instructions just as you would i f you were to make a census 
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report. They got certain information hack, so we knew 

what we were doing. So we went through some of these 

apartment houses. 

Honestly, I never saw such dilapidated dumps in my 

life. I just didn't realize that places could he that smelly. 

How people could even live there was a mystery to me. We 

would step over drunk bodies lying there in the dark halls, 

and you just felt as though you were going to get cracked 

over the head any minute. I also found in one area that six 

Filipinos were supporting one girl. Now these Filipinos 

were houseboys and cooks in different residences in the city, 

and on their day off, they came downtown. The girl they 

were supporting had a schedule worked out, so today this 

Filipino was going to come and spend the night and the next 

night somebody else, and so on. And they all put their 

money into some sort of a kitty that they gave to the woman 

and she seemed to take care of everything. There was alwqps 

a place for entertainment and love-making whenever he was 

off duty. 

We thought we would take a look down at the dance hall 

that we had heard about, so we went down there at almost 

twelve o'clock at night. We went up a long flight of stairs 

over a building to a second floor and there a little fellow 

was selling tickets. I asked for a couple of tickets. He 

said, "We don't admit any white persons." I had my 

probation officer's badge in my hand, so I just palmed it 
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on him and he said, "You go right in. There is no charge." 

So, we both went in* 

This was just before Christmas and here was a dance 

floor, a small place, but enough for forty or fifty people 

to dance with no difficulty. With dim lights, it was a very 

attractive looking place as you entered. There were seats 

around so that you could sit out a dance or sit in between 

dances, but there was nobody there but Filipinos and white 

girls. These white girls were dressed in tight clinging 

dresses that showed off their forms to the best advantage, 

and these Filipinos were dressed nicely, and it was all 

orderly. Apparently there seemed to be nothing out of the 

way, but everybody had their eyes on us because they knew 

we were there for something. They just knew that we must 

be "the man," as the Negroes refer to anybody who comes into 

the ghettos or into Harlem in New York. It is "the man," 

so they are always very suspicious. Well, one thing that 

really hit me was that after we had been there about twenty 

minutes, the orchestra started up playing "Silent Night" as 

a waltz. These people danced what we called in those days 

"the Big Apple" to "Silent Night." I thought that was 

truly stretching the elastic about as far as it will go. 

Then we went down to tackle The Longest Bar in the 

World. We went In , and here was a greeter who became 

immediately suspicious of us because we, apparently, weren't 

the type that went in there. We saw it chucked full of 
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sailors and Army people and a lot of others that had no 

plaoe to go at nights, so here they were. No drink was 

over ten cents, so you can imagine what kind of whisky and 

wine they were getting. These people were sitting at this 

bar, which ran the whole length of the building and then 

around the other side of the room—something like a great 

big horseshoe. 

I never saw such a big place, and it was crowded. This 

greeter at the door was dolled up in a tuxedo and, as he 

greeted these people, he called them by name i f he knew 

them, and he seemed to know most of them. I suppose that 

is the first time that any of these people had what you 

would call social recognition from their standpoint. He 

just made them feel as if they owned the place. So, they 

came in and there was good order; I didn't see anything 

out of line that way. At the table next to us, there were 

two white girls with a couple of Filipino sailors. They 

had been drinking this cheap liquor, and all of a sudden, 

one of these girls got sick and let it fly over the table, 

and then she put her head down on her arms right in the 

mess. I just thought that we had better get out of there 

before we vomited. 

That night was just one of the most disturbing experiences 

that I had ever had, but I wouldn't have missed it for any-

thing. That opened our eyes to the real situation in that 

area and we began to work on it . 
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Well, it is just an example of what goes on in these 

areas when you have very little supervision* The police 

don't seem to want to "bother with i t , and it is the only 

place where these people can have any kind of social contact. 

Finally the bar was closed and the dance hall was 

closed. We made quite a drive to clean up Bunker Hill 

because the juveniles from Bunker Hill would go over onto 

Sunset, which was just down the hill. Across First and 

Temple, and the first thing you know you're on Sunset 

Boulevard. That brought together a combination of Filipinos 

and Negroes and Mexicans. The two districts, Bunker Hill 

and Sunset Boulevard, were very distinct. There was a 

line between them, and if any of these groups went across 

that line, there was a gang fight. The juvenile police 

officer, a fellow by the name of Lt. Ervis W. Lester, who 

later became in charge of the whole division of the juvenile 

police in Los Angeles, did a lot for that area. He was a 

very able person and a sociologist in his own right. Later 

he became a member of the Adult Authority of California and 

served for many years with distinction. He played a very 

important part in trying to clean up this area and bring 

something into all these areas so people could have a place 

to visit. 

Well, we got hold of the old Odd Fellows Lodge up on 

Bunker Hill and got permission from the Odd Fellows to use 

it . I 've forgotten the name of the lodge, but anyway, the 
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people loved to have what we called a community fair there. 

We had people in the district exhibit things that they made 

or sewed, and it was one of the most interesting things you 

could ever see. These people had never been recognized up 

there before. We saw some of the finest silversmith work 

that I have ever seen in my life done by an old silversmith 

who had come over from Europe and was Just buried in a 

little hovel up there. The variety of the things at this 

fair was terrific and the fair just put new life into the 

community and opened these people up. They felt that they 

had some recognition. 

Then there was an old plumber up there who got interested 

in having a group of boys from a club so that he could keep 

them off the street and give them something to do. The 

only place he had was a sort of entry way that had concrete 

walls on each side. They went up about fifteen feet and 

made a passageway that led into his plumbing shop. That's 

where we finally formed a coordinating council one night 

on Bunker Hill, led by a plumber in his old shop that smelled 

of old pipe and solder. There was a pan of apples and 

nuts on a bench and the people munched on those and got 

acquainted for the first time. Out of that little council 

came this fair. 

Well, that is an example of what the community began 

to do by trying to lift itself by its own boot straps. But 

the area was so run-down and so poverty stricken that it 
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was pretty hard to get people to respond. Now, as I said 

In the beginning, this Is going to be one of the most 

Important and most valuable pieces of property In Los 

Angeles city as they put up large high-rise buildings and 

rehabilitate It . But I wonder what's going to happen or 

what has happened to the unfortunate people who were in 

there. They probably have been driven into some other 

place and have tucked themselves away in some ghetto type 

facility of which there are plenty still in Los Angeles 

City itself. 

SCHIPPERS: You previously mentioned that some of the 

statistical findings in the report, Why Have Delinquents? 

were severely criticized. 

SCUDDER: Well, we did get some criticism on this study of 

the fourteen thousand juvenile court cases from a few 

people who should have known better than to rely on them 

to be 100 percent accurate. We didn't have Ph.D . 's and 

trained research teams for studies of this sort. What did 

newspaper reporters, editors, mathematicians, high school 

teachers and so on know about getting out a report of that 

sort? But we didn't mind, for i f this study was only 80 

percent accurate (and it was), It did what we wanted it to 

do. This became the guide that really worked them up in 

the county. When that report came out, people were shocked 

beyond belief, and it stimulated all the councils to really 

dig in and take a look at their own areas, and a great deal 
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of good oame out of it . 

Mr. Berk isn't living, but I would like to say that 

after the depression, he rehabilitated himself, so to speak • 

He was employed in the airoraft business in Long Beaoh 

as an engineer on an excellent salary. He kept in touch 

with me for many years; then he finally passed away after 

a series of strokes. But there was a fellow who had 

ability* He didn't get discouraged or just throw up his 

hands; he just donated his talent rather than sit around 

and accept a dole from his countrymen. That is the way a 

great many of these V/FA workers served their county during 

a time of stress and great discouragement. 



CHAPTER XV 

ESTABLISHMENT OP YOUTH FORESTRY CAMPS, 

LOS ANGELES COUNTY 

I would also like to talk about the forestry camps 

of Los Angeles County and the state. There used to be some 

road camps out of the two prisons at Polsom and San Quentin, 

but they were under the highway department, and they were 

up in the mountains and back from civilization a good deal. 

It was a good experiment and had a good purpose back of 

it , but there were so many things wrong about that set-up 

that the present camps are just as different as day is 

from night from the old road camps that were built in 

California from the '20 's on. 

The difficulty was that most of the personnel running 

those camps as sort of the riff-raff from the prison, the 

personnel that couldn't get along very well. They were not 

very efficient, so they would ship them out to the camp, 

and the inmates out there were trouble makers. They weren't 

dangerous enough to run away, but they just couldn't get 

along very well. 

The highway department had a sort of deduction system 

for these camps and they charged the man so much for his 

board and room and clothes. They were supposed to be 

paying him a certain wage each day, but they deducted for 
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everything they could think of. By the time the end of 

the month got around, he was in debt to the highway depart-

ment rather than earning any money for himself. We were 

glad to see that situation really abolished later on when 

the camps for prisoners were developed, following what I'm 

going to speak about now. 

When I became probation officer in 1931* It was just 

as I indicated. It was at the time of the depression and 

we had a great many youngsters coming out here to the 

coast from the east. The fathesa of these boys were unemployed 

and had lost all their money as many others had throughout 

the country. They couldn't get jobs and the only income 

they had would be from the dole. The boys couldn't get 

jobs; they would drop out of school and there wasn't any-

thing to do. So, they would roam the streets and feel 

embarrassed because they were eating off the fsily and not 

contributing. In a great many instances, the fathers 

became very much upset because the kids didn't get jobs 

even though they themselves couldn't. There was friction 

between them, so a lot of these boys, hundreds and hundreds 

of them, started out alone. 

Society called them "the wild boys of the road" In 

those days, 1930 to 1935* They would get on a freight car 

near their homes and start out for the west hoping to find 

a drop-off place where they could get a job In some state 

or county or city, it didn't seem to make much difference 
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where. But many of them planned on coming to Los Angeles 

because there they might get into the movies or pick oranges. 

That was the attraction in those days, and then our Los 

Angeles Chamber of Commerce was still advertising what a 

great place Los Angeles was. There would be jobs for 

everybody. So, these people would start out here in droves. 

The families began to come from the dust bowl, too, and 

the great influx Into California both north and south had 

begun. As a matter of fact, it is still going on to this day. 

At any rate, many of these boys would come in and land 

in the juvenile court because they got into trouble in Los 

Angeles. They had not been able to get off these freight 

cars as they came through city after city across the con-

tinent because the railroad detectives and even the police 

departments would go down Into the freight yards and tell 

these kids that they couldn't get off. They didn't have 

anything for them in their town, so they just had to keep 

going. I don't know how they lived, but they finally 

got to Los Angeles. We couldn't tell them not to get off, 

because the freight wasn't going to go any further. So, 

they got off. 

Well, a large number of them began to drift in, and 

we had quite a problem. The judge would ask about them 

and we would report that this boy had never been in trouble 

before. He perhaps had left an unsatisfactory home condition 

and he couldn't get a job and so had come out west, but had 
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done nothing very wrong. But he didn't belong here, so he 

recommended that he he deported to his home state where 

somebody could stand the expense of looking after him. 

Seems a little cold, but that is the way we have to do 

things sometimes. So, the judge would say, "All right, send 

him back." We would get him a ticket and put him on the 

train and somebody would take him back. Sometimes it was 

ten or fifteen boys and sometimes it was a whole car load 

of boys that they would take back to other states, dropping 

them off various places on the way. 

Well, what happened when this kid, who had great 

ambitions coming west, got back? (I think many of them 

really wanted to get a job and they wanted to amount to 

something.) There was nothing in their home communities. 

They saw that they weren't wanted, so they just lit out again. 

When they got back home again they were still paupers, you 

see; they had no money and they had been delivered by an 

officer who wanted to get them out of California. So when 

the kid walked in the front door or the back door, the old 

man would say, "Oh, you're back. I thought you were going 

to get a job out there. What in the hell are you doing 

back here?" 

A great reception for a father to give his son. But, 

perhaps the father had something on his side, because he 

was in no normal condition himself and was desperate trying 

to feed the rest of his family. So the kid thought, "There 
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is nothing here for me. The judge sent me back, so I 

guess I ' l l go out and take another trip* Maybe the judge 

will send me home again on the train." 

Well, that actually happened, and we were sending boys 

back three and four and five times, just giving them a trip 

across the country, and back they would come. One day 

Herbert Packard, a deputy probation officer who had been 

In the forestry department, cams in to my offioe and said, 

"Why don't we consider setting up a camp of some type for 

these boys who come from the east, and give them a chance 

to learn how to work? Perhaps we could pay them a little 

something and let them earn their own ticket home and maybe 

it will keep them there." 

Well, the more we talked about i t , the more we got 

excited. We began to look around to determine how it 

might be done. We contacted the county forestry department 

which was, at that time, under the able leadership of 

Spence CD,] Turner who had been with the county department 

for many years. They handled all of the fire fighting 

equipment and building of fire trails and a lot of conser-

vation work in the brush country and the forests of Los 

Angeles County. 

Oh, he wouldn't have anything to do with these kids! 

They would burn his place up. "You can't trust kids like 

that. I won't have anything to do with i t . " Well, we went 

back two or three times, and finally we got a spark of 
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interest when we told him that we would he responsible 

for everything except the work. We said, "Spence, i f you 

would set up a camp and get a cook who knows how to cook, 

we will ask the county to pay the bill BO that your 

department isn't going to lose anything, but you will gain 

a great deal for your department. All you've got to do 

is say: 'This is the work that we want you to do and here 

is the forestry ranger that will take the crew out.' He 

will be responsible for the kids during the day, and we 

will be responsible for them in the camp. We will take 

care, not only of their custody and supervision, but of 

their education as well." 

"Well," he said, "you mean that we don't have to 

bother about the kid and discipline and chase escapees?" 

"No, that's not your job. We'll be responsible for 

that, and all you've got to do Is set up the camp and give 

us the work so we can teach these kids to get over the 

fear of work." 

finally we talked him into it and we sent to the 

Board of Supervisors with Judge Samuel [R.] Blake, who 

was the juvenile court judge at that time in Los Angeles. 

He gave them the outline of this plan* The supervisors 

received the plan with a very encouraging attitude. One 

said, "This is about the most sensible thing we've had 

presented to us. This looks like we're going to get some* 

where instead of dishing out money to send these kids back. 
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just to have them return again. I f it works, it ought to 

be a good deal. Let's have a camp and try it out." 

So, the first camp, Number Ten, was formed out in 

San Dimas Canyon. It was made up of barrack buildings 

that the forestry people had and they were in big sections 

that could be bolted together and could be moved around 

to places where fire protection was needed. So, we set 

the camp up for thirty boys. They had a good cook, and 

the food was good and the arrangements were made so that 

we could try to run this camp as an open camp without any 

lockup, even though some of these youngsters might try 

and run away. We were prepared to try and bring them 

back if they did, but why should we expect them all to 

stay when they had been running away from everything all 

of their lives? 

At any rate, we set the camp up. It got off to a 

good start. These kids immediately showed exceptional 

ability in responding to fire call. These boys were 

sixteen to eighteen years of age. Some of them had never 

worked in their lives, and it was a pretty hard deal at 

first to use a pick and shovel and brush hook to cut brush 

that they had never handled before, and to know how to 

keep out of the way of a change of wind in a forest fire 

or a brush fire and not get caught. 

The rangers gave them a lot of training at first. We 

had fires that were set purposely just to show these boys 
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how to act and how to put them out. They were always, of 

course, under control. These youngsters had good training. 

We allowed them fifty cents a day and their meals and a 

place to sleep and clothing. They were under close super-

vision of the Probation Department. Later, we set up a 

Department of Forestry Camps. 

Sure enough, we got some youngsters out there that 

became a little hard to handle, and one of the probation 

officers said he would like to put up a building there 

where we could have a couple of cells for these kids and 

lock them up, because he couldn't seem to do anything with 

them. We talked it over for a long time and decided against 

it , that we wouldn't have a lock-up. I f a kid went, he 

went, and we would try and get him but we would not look 

anybody up. That is just the kind of treatment that a lot 

of these kids were used to and would be expecting. We 

thought by using counselors in the camp, getting acquainted 

with these boys and getting their confidence, certainly 

we ought to be able to do something better than that. 

So, to this day, there never has been a lock-up in 

any of the forest camps that I knew of, in Los Angeles 

County or anywhere else in the state or the nation. And 

there are hundreds and hundreds of these camps all over 

the United States, all stemming from that little camp up 

in San Dimas Canyon. 

But the changes that occurred in these youngsters was 



235 

amazing. We had so many of these youngsters that were not 

from Los Angeles County, although, of course, a lot of the 

hoys in the camp were Los Angeles County boys, that we 

could really observe it. The interesting thing that 

happened was that these kids would stop coming back. They 

would earn enough money so that they could buy their own 

ticket home and have enough to buy a decent suit of clothes 

and have enough money to pay for their own food on the 

train and have also some money left that they could jingle 

in their pockets when they got home. 

Xou know, there was a certain psychology about that 

as far as the old man at home was concerned. Here this 

kid that went away as a tramp comes back with a pretty 

good-looking suit of clothes. He paid his own way home, 

and he came back because he wanted to come home, and he 

had a few dollars in his pocket. I think that pleased the 

old gentleman more than anything that could happen. It 

also kind of shamed him into the fact that his kid got 

out and rustled and got a job, and yet he was still on the 

dole. 

At any rate, the most important thing was that these 

kids did not come back to California. The ones that were 

coming back three and four times before didn't come back 

any more. They finally got adjusted in some way in their 

own community. We felt that a real contribution was being 

made in not only getting them over the fear of work but 
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also in having them recognize that it was important to 

protect their own dignity as a person, and to become a 

person and participate in honest work and try and earn a 

place for themselves in society.* 

Also, shortly after we got our camp started, the CGC 

camp program began to be talked about, I think it was 

Judge Ben Lindsey (then he was in Denver, Colorado. He 

was later a judge in Los Angeles) who had heard about the 

camps and had been out to see them. At that time, we had 

three camps. He went to Washington and gave a very stirring 

account of the success of the camps out here. As a result, 

the whole CCC program was patterned after this one little 

camp, Camp Ten in San Dimas Canyon, which we were very 

proud of. Although the CCC camps are an entirely different 

kind of forestry camp, the administration of them was on 

the same line. 

There was one other thing that I wanted to talk about 

and that was a camp for vagrants, just pure vagrants. A 

lot of these boys that went to Camp Ten were, of course, 

Los Angeles County boys, but in a lot of the other camps 

they were not. They were still coming in so fast that we 

See the Los Angeles Probation Department and California 
Youth Authority for further thrilling results from the 
many forest camps in California which have saved the 
counties and the state millions of dollars since Camp Ten 
was started thirty-three years ago in 1934. 
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had to have several camps. We put up a camp out in Newhall 

in the old grape-growing area hnd there, among the oak trees 

and oil wells, Spence Turner found a very fine spot and 

erected another camp to he used only for vagrant hoys 

from out of state. 

The police would pick up these youngsters for vagrancy, 

and they had no money and were wandering the streets or 

trying to panhandle somebody. So they would pick them up 

and the first thing you knew, the kids were in the county 

jail . We didn't want to file a petition and have to send 

them home, so we thought, "Well, let's get these, if the 

youngsters will go on a voluntary basis, into one of these 

camps. Then they can earn their way home and in that way 

Los Angeles County will be ahead." You mentioned John 

Quinn. Perhaps John Quinn did have something to do with 

getting some finances for it because I never did figure 

that out. So, I am glad that he has made that statement.* 

At any rate, we set this camp up known as Camp Eight 

and very soon we had sixty youngsters in camp. Most of 

them were youngsters who were tickled to death to get in 

there and get enough to eat. They had been on a freight 

train living off whatever they could grab, and they would 

put on eight and ten pounds within just a few weeks in 

camp, in spite of heavy work on the firebreaks. It was on 

*See Quinn, John R . , Memoirs (UCLA Oral History Program, 
1966), pp. 113-117. 
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the same basis as Camp Ten. They could earn their fifty 

cents a day, and we would feed them and clothe them and 

house them, and then they could earn their way home. It 

worked out very well. 

I remember that we had a few agitators who got into 

the camp one time and they rebelled. They were not going 

to work any more, and since they had voluntarily agreed to 

come there rather than be classed as vagrants, naturally 

we were willing to let them go back. So we finally called 

a couple of highway patrolmen and asked them to escort them 

back to the county jail. They had a whole truck load of 

them and they went back singing and hollering until they 

got into the jail . Then it wasn't quite so funny. But 

there they were, and they were finally deported back to 

their own places. But that stopped any trouble for the 

rest of the youngsters. They were just tickled to death 

to have a good warm place to stay and have something to 

eat and have a chance to work and earn some money In a 

place where there was no trouble. 

Well, one thing happened there that I had completely 

forgotten about until about four years ago. I was at 

California State Polytechnic College up in San Luis Obispo 

to see Julian McPhee who is the president. He had been 

on our educational advisory committee at Chino Prison for 

a good many years, which helped us get trades started and 

the courses of study for the men. 



239 

I went up to see him, and he said, "Ken, do you 

remember that when you had Camp Eight, the County Board 

of Supervisors, the Probation Department and the juvenile 

court made a contract with us? They said i f we would take 

a certain number of those boys from Camp Eight who 

really had the educational background which would qualify 

them for work in high school or in college the county would 

pay their tuition and see that they had a chance to earn 

their board and room up here, and really train them in 

something that would be worthwhile that they would be 

interested in . " 

I said, "I remember now, but I had forgotten all 

about i t . " 

He said, "The reason that I am reminding you of it 

is that we had a very interesting thing happen here. One 

of my staff who keeps the records called my attention to 

the fact that, right here, in San Luis Obispo, there are 

four of those fellows who are now prominent businessmen who 

came up here. They were just boys off the road who took 

courses here in agriculture or machine shop or welding or 

something like that, and now several of them are among 

the leading businessmen of San Luis Obispo." 

I said, "Well, this is a story." So one of these days, 

very soon, I am going to write this up, because he gave 

me a list of about fifteen of these fellows, and they are 

scattered all over the United States. I'm going to write 
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to them and ask them if they would tell me what they are 

doing and what success they've had, because I think it is 

a story that is really well worth telling. 

And these fellows in San Luis Obispo were very grate-

ful for the chance to get off that freight car, and not 

only to get in a camp but to have this opportunity that the 

Board of Supervisors of Los Angeles County made for them. 

The supervisors somehow got the money, and I don't know 

for certain, but maybe that is what they got the federal 

funds for. But it was a great success. 

We didn't have any more than twenty-five or thirty 

that made the Polytechnic College, but that college in 

those days, and today, is very liberal in its admissions. 

Anybody who had gone through the eighth grade and had the 

intelligence could then come in and take certain courses, 

terminal courses, similar to what you have in the junior 

college. They could actually train in some vocation or 

trade or profession and prepare themselves for entering 

that particular line of endeavor. 

So we are quite proud of old Camp Eight and what came 

out of that. Here were a bunch of children or young people 

who were really on the drift and didn't know where to go. 

Then, all of a sudden, they not only had their chance, 

they took it and succeeded. 

This forestry camp program, as I indicated a moment 

ago, has taken on like wildfire. Not only county after 
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county, but city after city and state after state across 

the nation has used this method to great advantage. Well, 

it is really an entry into a new experience and knowledge 

that there are certain men that you can trust, who are not 

dangerous, and that you do not have to have maximum 

security lock-up and so on. These are men who will respond 

to decent treatment, who have the same emotions and desires 

and ambitions and disappointments and sorrows as you and I . 

In other words, just ordinary people who want a chance. 

This forestry program has given a great many wardens 

and superintendents who were a little on the hard-boiled 

side a new outlook. They were the kind who believed you 

have to lock up everybody and you can't be friendly with 

the prisoner, that you've got to live in a different 

environment and that there should be no contact between 

the personnel and the prisoner. That's antiquated stuff 

that should have been buried long ago, but with this 

forestry program, they find out that these prisoners, after 

all , are not any different than the rest of us. They 

made some mistakes, but who hasn't? The unfortunate thing 

for them, from their standpoint, is that they got caught 

while thousands of others are never caught. 

At any rate, this camp deal has spread and has been 

extremely helpful in opening up new avenues in treatment 

and a new approach. California itself must have close to 

a hundred camps now. The Department of Corrections has a 
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large conservation center up at Susanville that trains 

1200 men a year and puts them through, six hundred at a 

time, for six months intensive physical educational train-

ing and hardens them up so that they can fight fires. 

(Another conservation camp for 1200 men i6 now at Chino.) 

As the first group moves out to camps as soon as they have 

been trained, another group moves in to the training program. 

They have saved this state of California millions and 

millions of dollars in fire prevention and conservation 

work. They fight fires and the State Forestry Department 

says they are the best fire fighters that they have ever 

been able to get hold of. The men have courage and they 

are trained carefully to obey the rules and follow the 

ranger's instructions on a fire without question. 

In the almost forty years now since we've had camps, 

we've only lost two or three prisoners. I think there 

were three prisoners from Folsom Prison Camp who got hold 

of some liquor and got all tead up, and instead of follow-

ing the ranger's instructions, they started drinking this 

liquor on the job and the ranger lost track of them. They' 

were sitting in the brush somewhere having a big time, and 

the wind shifted, and before anybody knew, they were burned 

alive. 

Aside from that, the forestry camp has had an enviable 

record of safety and careful supervision so that these 

young people not only don't lose their lives but they don't 
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become injured. 

SCHIPPERS: Not too long ago, a camp was named after you 

that is really a modern-day version and an improvement 

of that same program. 

SCUDDER: Yes, that's true. About five years ago, now, 

I was very highly honored to have a forestry camp named 

after me as one who had a hand in starting the first camp. 

It is located in Bouquet Canyon not too far from Newhall 

and it is a very beautiful camp. Compared to our old 

Number Ten, which was a few old barracks and a cook house, 

this camp has terrific facilities. The Board of Supervisors 

spent 750,000 dollars in building this camp for ninety boys 

and it is one of the finest camps, I guess, anywhere in 

the United States. 

Another was later built and named after my associate 

who became probation officer after I left, Karl Holton. 

Another one was named after Joseph Scott who was a very 

prominent attorney in Los Angeles County and known up and 

down the state for his work with boys through the Catholic 

Big Brothers group. So the three of us were very much 

honored to have these camps named after us. 

The programing in these camps is very elaborate too. 

They have a fine gymnasium right there in the camp and an 

excellent school department and some trade training, as well 

as what they do on the grade. These boys work out on the 

conservation work and, again, get over the fear of work by 
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finding out that you feel pretty good coming in off an 

eight hours' job. You are hot and dusty, and you get a 

good shower and a good meal and you change your clothes 

and get dolled up for the evening, and it is just a warm 

tingle that goes through your body. "Well, we did it 

today. We did it today." 

The competition between these crews is really some-

thing that is most gratifying. Each forest ranger will 

have about fifteen boys on a crew and these youngsters will 

usually stay on the crew the whole time they are in camp. 

They are in camp anywhere from four to eight months, and 

the rangers seem to be able to handle the boys very well. 

They stimulate a lot of competition and they are very 

proud of their group. They are "hot shots." They got in 

on the fire first or did more today than the other fellows, 

and so on. They crow about it , and there is a lot of 

friendly rivalry. 

There is a very active recreational program in each 

camp, too, because you just can't poop these kids with 

eight hours of work. They have to have something to do 

in the evening, so there are all kinds of evening classes 

and out-door activities. Then with the gymnasium during 

the winter months they can have basketball and all kinds 

of gymnastic games. So they are kept busy every minute, 

and it establishes work habits that have a very lasting 

effect. 
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Some people have said that this is too elaborate a 

place for these fellows and ask why they put all that money 

into a place like this? I t ' s the same as when they used 

to criticize me at Whittier for building good-looking 

cottages and grounds that were beautiful, and so on. People 

would say, "Look where those boys came from. They don't 

appreciate it . You're going to spoil them." But we have 

always felt that there is a certain contagion about a 

decent environment. When you haven't had a decent environ-

ment, I tell you that it hits you right in the nose when 

you find that here is a good clean place to sleep and to 

live, and here are good clean clothes and a chance to 

bathe and keep clean and begin to learn some good eating 

habits, and especially habits of getting along with other 

people instead of being just an individual and running your 

own way and thinking to hell with anybody else. 

So they teach you how to begin to cooperate with 

people. And we expect the same kind of cooperation of 

these young people we are going to expect when they come 

back into society again, and whether we like it or not, 

they are all going to come back again except one or two 

percent of them. And we should be very much concerned 

about what their attitudes will be when they come back. 

Are they going to be revengeful, sour and bitter against 

all of us because they were placed there even though they 

may have deserved i t , or are they going to come back with 



246-

new courage and confidence for the future and a desire to 

make something of themselves and get all of this back of 

them? 

Well, at any rate, I think the camp program has been 

a great success, and it is gratifying to all of us as we 

see many of these boys succeed. As a matter of fact, the 

statistics for the Youth Authority and for the adult cases 

in the Department of Corrections indicate that, where men 

have gone to camp and have had this experience as compared 

with men who have stayed in the institution even though 

they have learned a trade, these boys in the camp have a 

higher rate of success on parole. And I repeat that the 

greatest thing is that they have learned how to work and 

not to be afraid of it , and have established some very 

good stable habits which generate a desire in a person to 

become established and become a part of the community. 

So it is gratifying to see these camps scattered 

through the states and to see that a lot of the old hard-

boiled type of wardens are beginning to realize that, i f 

you treat these people as people instead of as just the 

scum of the earth, as many of them have done, that you 

get a good response. But if you are going to beat a dog 

to death, he is going to bite you every time you strike 

at him before he is done for, and the same kind of reaction 

comes from these men and boys who are in trouble. They 

are used to being cuffed around and kicked around and cursed 
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at and beaten up, and they expect it when they go to prison. 

But when they go to a camp like this and they find out that 

they gre treated as people and that we recognize that there 

is a certain dignity in every person that should he pre-

served and encouraged and nourished, they respond in like 

manner. So, I think it is a very sound and progressive 

step in the right direction. 

SCHIPPERS: Many of the ideas then that were developed in 

this period of your career later found direct application 

in Chino, didn't they? 

SCUDDER: Yes, they did. I don't think we could have done 

at Chino what we did do i f we hadn't had some background 

experience in some of the things that we have been talking 

about. Because, when we opened Chino, the philosophy then 

was, "Don't let any of these fellows get anything on you," 

and if you are a guard in the prison, "never let anybody 

get behind you. You can't trust anybody. Don't talk to 

these guys or they will give you a line and the first thing 

you know they will get you into trouble." In other words, 

"What we have to do is to break these guys and show them 

who is boss. " 

Well, that attitude has really been changed as a 

result of all these camp situations, probation, and the 

programs of education and advancement that have been 

instilled in so many places like Chino. And the change is 

really radical. In California, I think we now have the 
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finest correction department of any state in the union. 

As director of field services for the Oshorne Association, 

which is a national association instituted to examine 

national prison problems, trying to improve the correctional 

standards in the different states, I can say this experience 

at Chino has been one of the most enlightening things that 

has happened. Because you now see that, gradually, across 

the nation people are trying out minimum security with 

open institutions, and trusting men and treating them as 

human beings instead of as worthless material that you 

just lock up, forget, and don't ever let out. It is 

gratifying to see the change. 

This idea is traveling clear across the nation not 

only because of Chino but because of a lot of things that 

have happened in the whole department. The department 

itself is based upon the view that the day the man enters 

the institution we begin to prepare him for the day of his 

release. Now, that was never thought of before. He just 

did time, and when he was through, they reluctantly let 

him loose. He just knew that he was going to come back 

again, and they told him so. "Oh, you'll be back." When 

you use that kind of psychology on a fellow leaving prison, 

he is darn well apt to come back. 

Now everything is done immediately to convince this 

fellow that he has to prepare himself for release. And to 

recapture that freedom that he has lost is a pretty good 
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piece of bait. They want i t , anybody wants i t . So that 

also has its strong influence on men, and it depends upon 

the type of environment that you place them in when they 

are put away for a time. They can come out worse then 

when they entered, and many of them do. In almost every 

instance where you don't have this kind of approach, you 

find men coming out worse than When they entered. In a 

few places where they really try and do something for these 

people, they come out with an entirely different attitude. 



CHAPTER XVI 

OPENING THE CALIFORNIA INSTITUTION FOR MEN 

AT CHINO, CALIFORNIA, 1941 

This has to do with circumstances surrounding my 

appointment to the California Institution for Men at Chino 

in December, 1940. In 1939» when I was still probation 

officer, I became ill with what was known as nervous 

exhaustion from overwork, I guess. At any rate, I had to 

be out for several months, and as I went back, I was 

approached by James V. Bennett, director of Federal Prisons, 

as to whether or not I would be interested in an appointment 

as warden at the Federal Reformatory at Chillicothe, Ohio, 

which was for first offenders. 

After some correspondence, I decided that it was about 

time for me to leave probation because things were pretty 

well established, and I was really interested in getting 

back into institutional work. As a result, I resigned to 

be appointed to this position, but was first assigned for 

training to the Federal Medical Facility at Springfield, 

Missouri, a federal institution for psychiatric cases. 

There I suffered a relapse and finally had to drop out for 

another six months. 

I returned to the Bureau of Federal Prisons and did 

some work for Mr. Bennett in the western states inspecting 
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county jails and federal probation. There were very few 

county jails in the country that were approved by the 

Federal Bureau of Prisons for federal use because of the 

dilapidated conditions and the unsatisfactory circumstances 

that surrounded these jails. The bureau felt that about 

eighty percent of these jails were unfit for habitation 

and always insisted on a survey before any contract would 

be let by the bureau to handle the federal prisoners during 

trial and before they would be transferred to a federal 

institution. This was in 1940 when I returned to the 

bureau on this work. 

At that time, the new institution being built at 

Chino for first offenders, a new project in the state of 

California, was in serious trouble. John Gee Clark, who 

was the penologist for the state and also chairman of the 

Board of Prison Terms and Paroles for California, asked 

the Board of Supervisors before I left Los Angeles to 

allow me to help in the plans for this new institution. 

So, I was loaned for about thirty days to try and straighten 

out what had become a seriously muddled affair. 

The institution was primarily to be for first offenders 

in order to get them out of the two main prisons at Folsom 

and San Quentin where there was overcrowding and much 

idleness, and where these younger prisoners sat at the feet 

of hardened offenders and learned more about crime rather 

than prepared themselves for release. The plan was a very 
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good one. It was recommended by the former state crime 

commission, headed hy Mr. [James A.] Johnston, who had been 

warden of San Quentin and Folsom and later was the warden 

at Alcatraz. 

In this preliminary work with Mr. Clark and the 

architects, I found that there was great confusion over 

the planning of the institution and that there was a very 

definite fear on the part of the old prison board who felt 

that an open Institution as required in the legislation 

for it , would be a very dangerous process. They felt it 

might be all right to select first offenders from San 

Quentin and bring them to Chino, but they were not sure 

that they could hold them there without maximum security 

facilities being provided. 

The plan called for an open institution with an 

opportunity for agricultural activities and, later, trade 

and vocational courses to prepare these young first 

offenders to be able to stay out of prison after they are 

released. It was a well-known fact that eighty-seven 

percent of those who go to prison haven't any skills of 

any kind to sell to the employer. They never had any 

training and most of them have dropped out of school before 

they finished the elementary grades. Should we just allow 

them to sit it out in prison rather than train them for a 

job when they are released? In our opinion, that would be 

a very stupid procedure. 
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So I worked with the architect who seemed to he very-

grate ful, because I was the only one, I guess, who had 

made suggestions along the line of the original intent of 

the legislature. The prison board had been using pressure 

and was starting to build a maximum-security institution. 

First thing they did was to build a wire fence, twelve 

feet high, with barbed wire on the top around half of the 

acreage that was purchased for the site. This was 2,300 

acres, and about 1,100 of them were surrounded by this 

fence. They built ten gun towers, and they were so placed 

that they would be absolutely useless in trying to control 

that amount of property and unable to secure adequate custody 

i f that was what was needed. 

The legislature didn't think that was needed and 

neither did I , so this money has been practically wasted. 

As a matter of fact, I found out later that the reason the 

gun towers and the fence were put up first was because the 

architect who had taken the contract was at least able to 

get some kind of a payment for this work. Everything else 

was tied up, and he was in rather desperate straits. 

Then two years later, after I had come back from the 

bureau, when I was engaged in the inspection of the federal 

jails for the Bureau of Federal Prisons, the controversy 

over Chino blew wide open again with charges back and 

forth of graft and corruption and the type of cells that 

were being put in. The cell doors were antiquated and 
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clear out-of-date, and somebody had gotten a rake-off on 

the deal. At any rate, such charges were flying right and 

left and the whole project was held up. 

Governor [Culbert L.] Olson, who was then governor 

of California, had difficulty with the old board when Mr. 

Clark reported that at San Quentin the food was terrible 

and ill prepared. There had been a sit-down strike by the 

men in the yard one day, and they refused to go in to the 

noon meal. About several hundred went in, but the men 

who were agitating for the sit-down strike had been running 

through the yards saying, "Don't go in to dinner, there is 

going to be a riot," and most of the men dropped out and 

didn't go in. But those who did go in had their meal and 

nothing happened. 

After that, eighty of these men sat down in the yard 

and refused to go to work, and as a result, they were locked 

up and put in solitary confinement. The result was that 

a few days later, each man was taken out of his cell and 

severely lashed with a cat-o'-nine-tails, which was 

heavily weighted with lead, and then thrown back into their 

cells. Well, the story leaked out (this I have described 

in my book, Prisoners Are People) and it was quite a scandal. 

The governor called for an investigation and, when 

the information was gathered, he himself handled the 

hearing of the charges against the Board of Prison Directors 

at San Quentin. And as a result, the board was dismissed 
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and a new board was appointed. 

At that time, I had communications with John Gee Clark 

in reference to the position at Chino, because I understood 

that they were having difficulty in finding somebody to 

straighten it out. Since I had a civil service assignment 

with the Bureau of Federal Prisons, I did not want to lose 

that, but offered to come out and help the board straighten 

the situation out i f Mr. Bennett would approve a leave of 

absence of about thirty or sixty days, 

I was then contacted by Judge Isa$c Pacht, whose court 

I had served in as probation officer, and he had asked me 

to come in for a conference with himself and another member 

of the new hoard, George A. Briggs. I had met Mr. Briggs 

at Terminal Island which I was working out of as headquarters 

in this jail inspection that I referred to, but it was 

only a passing introduction. But, when we had the conference 

together, I was quite impressed with both Judge Pacht1s 

interest and that of Mr. Briggs, who seemed to grasp the 

situation quite thoroughly. As a matter of fact, the new 

prison board had requested him to really take over the 

situation at Chino and try and get it straightened out. 

They were then looking for someone to head it up. 

As a result, Judge Pacht wired to Mr. Bennett not 

only for a leave of absence for me for a month, but asked 

that I be released for a year and told him that he would 

assign me to the Chino institution project to try and help 
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get it straightened out and get it on its feet. Mr. 

Bennett was very generous in his action and agreed to it 

i f I wanted to do it . The judge told him that he believed 

I would and that I thought it was a great challenge and a 

new project which would mean an open institution with very 

few restricted facilities. Through a careful selection 

of men from San Quentin it would allow us to place a great 

deal of responsibility of both custody and conduct on the 

men themselves. 

I was then called by Judge Pacht to go to Sacramento 

to discuss it with Governor Olson, not that the governor 

had any authority in the appointment because the law stated 

that it was to be made by the Board of Prison Directors. 

But Judge Pacht thought it would be a courtesy to the 

governor to go up and meet him and to discuss the plans 

with him so that he would know who I was and have an 

opportunity to express himself. Well, we went up and it 

was a very interesting session. The governor seemed to 

have a very keen grasp of the situation, what it should 

be, and what the legislature intended that it should b e -

an open institution for young offenders with what we would 

call minimum security, and that there should be emphasis 

placed upon preparation for release as soon as these men 

arrived rather than wait for the day of release. That 

was In accord with $hat I had In mind, and he seemed very 

cordial. 
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I thought, however, that in order to he absolutely 

sure that I would be allowed a free hand and not be burdened 

with any political pressures or appointments, I should 

make one point clear. I said to him, "Governor, I think 

you should know why I was dismissed as superintendent from 

the Whittier State School. It briefly boiled down to the 

fact that I refused to take the boys sent down by the Rolph 

administration from Sacramento." 

That was met with a deep silence for a moment and, 

finally, the governor said, "Thank you very much for coming, 

Mr. Scudder. Good day." So I got up and went out. Judge 

Pacht remained in there with the governor and was there 

about half an hour. 

when he came out, I said, "Judge, I guess I talked 

myself out of that appointment, because the governor didn't 

like what I said about sending the boys down from Sacramento." 

The judge said, "Oh, you're wrong, you're wrong. As 

a matter of fact, the governor liked it and your appoint-

ment is approved." 

Well, to this day, I think Judge Pacht had quite a 

storn^ session in there himself in trying to convince the 

governor that not only did he not hqve any authority over 

the appointment, but that it would be an appointment that 

would be made by the Board of Directors, and so it was made* 

Well, in December, I was appointed, and as I returned 

to Los Angeles from Polsom Prison where the prison board 



258-

had its meeting, I was called "before the legislative 

investigating committee. Former Governor [Friend William] 

Richardson was also being questioned. He said, when asked 

about the situation, that before Governor Olson was elected, 

he decided that since Southern California wanted a new 

prison, a prison it should be, and he had backed the old 

Board of Prison Directors in the feeling that it should be 

a maximum-security prison. 

So, some of the buildings were already starting to be 

just that. Two cell blocks were in the process of being 

erected. One of them was to have three tiers, just like 

the old antiquated cell block type that should have been 

discarded long ago. The board agreed that since the cells 

were in on the first floor, it still would be necessary to 

build the other two, but we compromised and built a second 

floor and made that into four big dormitories instead of 

cells which was a much more satisfactory arrangement than 

having a three-tiered cell block which would have stamped 

Chino, once and for all, as a maximum-security prison. 

I was again elated over the grasp that George A. Briggs, 

a member of the board, had on this whole situation. He 

was a former manufacturer of telephone receiving sets who 

had retired and had come to California to settle down, when 

some friends of his indicated that he might be a good 

appointee to the new prison board, and Ilr. Briggs was 

finally appointed. He was an interesting fellow. He had 
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been a close personal friend of Clarence Harrow, who had 

been so active in criminal cases, and he was also a great 

admirer of Henry George. 

He had a rare sense of humor and was an excellent 

conversationalist. He was well liked by all who knew him, 

and in his spare time, he used to work problems of 

trigonometry and calculus which were entirely over my head. 

He would sit up for hours struggling with some real or 

imaginary mathematical formula, and at breakfast, would 

relate with elation a successful solution. I became very 

fond of George Briggs. George Briggs and Judge Pacht were 

very much needed in the early days of Chino, and I have to 

give full credit to those two men for the support they gave 

to prevent Chino from becoming a maximum-security prison, 

and to John Gee Clark who was such a staunch supporter of 

what the legislature intended and who did a colossal job 

in helping to establish the institution. 

SCHIPPERS: In discussing the legislation providing for 

Chino, I began to wonder i f there was any specific legisla-

tion that called for a minimum-security facility. And, in 

my searches, I found that the 1936 report and the actual 

legislation for the institution implied that it should be 

a minimum-security facility, but it didn't specify exactly 

that it should be an open facility. So when you refer to 

specific legislation, I would like to know what legislation 

spelled out the open-facility idea. 
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SCUDDER: Well, I will have to admit that I am not too sure 

about that myself. I came In rather green to the history 

of the legislation, but I had read with gratification the 

report of the Crime Commission and agreed with them, at 

least on their suggestion that there ought to be a minimum-

security institution. I was not interested in maximum 

security and wouldn't have come to Chino under any 

circumstances i f I had thought it was supposed to be a 

maximum-security prison. Perhaps, fortunately, in my 

ignorance of the legal implications or the lack of any 

legal implications of the legislation that was passed, I 

came with a thorough understanding that it was to be a 

minimum-security institution, and that was what the new 

prison board was interested in. So I didn't question that 

at all but started in to try and make it that way. 

I guess that was establishing a new precedent, because 

there were no open, minimum-security institutions, 

especially of the type that Chino became, anywhere in the 

United States that I know of. The second one, which opened 

in about 1944, was the Seagoville, Texas institution of 

the Bureau of Federal Prisons. That was started by Mr. 

Bennett by taking an old abandoned girls school and start-

ing a program quite similar to Chino. In some respects 

it was even better than we were able to give to our men. 

Aside from that, Chino was the first in the United States. 

I was referring to the meeting of the investigation 
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committee of the legislature that asked me to appear the 

very day after I was appointed, a meeting in Los Angeles, 

and there Governor Richardson had made his statement. One 

of the legislators turned to me and said, "Scudder, you 

were just appointed warden of the Chino Prison. What are 

you going to do with a hig residence and a four-car garage 

and several bathrooms and bedrooms in your residence?" 

I said, "Well, I know one thing, I wouldn't live in 

it . I didn't know anything about it except that 1 noticed 

that the garage was there, and we're going to use that as 

our office to begin operations." 

Apparently it was the right thing to say, because, 

unknown to me, they were having a hig row about an 

eighty thousand dollar warden's residence or mansion, as 

they call it . 1 guess the old prison board meant to hold 

a beer bust or something of the sort every weekend out 

there—otherwise there wasn't any reason I could see for 

them to have such a building. As a matter of fact, later 

we built a very beautiful but modest home for the warden 

or superintendent. 

The other thing that I insisted upon was that I not 

be called a warden, because I felt that the word "warden" 

has an ominous meaning to men in prison. I suggested to 

the secretary of state that he swear me in as a super-

intendent. He looked at me and he said, "Raise your right 

hand. I don't give a damn whether you are sworn in as a 
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warden or a superintendent, "but I am swearing you in as a 

warden." I took the oath and became a warden even though 

I never used the term. And the hoard allowed me to use 

the term "superintendent," which in my mind was a much more 

satisfactory title. 

I was criticized by some of the other wardens in the 

country who said that I should have used the title "warden" 

because even though there were enough wardens who were not 

satisfactory, there were at least some who were trying to 

straighten things out. They were among these who were, 

of course; however, it wasn't anything serious, and I still 

remained superintendent. 

When I arrived at the place and found what had happened 

there, it was really sickening to me. We didn't intend 

to use guns or billy clubs because we were going to pick 

our men carefully and as scientifically as we could, and 

then place upon them as much responsibility as they could 

take for their own custody and conduct. So, one of the 

first things we did was to box up the gun towers, and they 

are still boxed up to this day. I understand that to the 

men, at least, they stand as a grim reminder of what could 

have been. 

The next problem was to try and get some staff, and 

that process is all described in the book, Prisoners Are 

People. 30 I won't go into detail. But it was a pretty 

hard hassle and one that almost blew up the whole project. 
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In spite of the fact that Governor Olson had indicated that 

he would cooperate with the Board of Prison Directors, 

the pressure was on in a very short time to take the hoys 

from Sacramento, and we had quite a row about it . This 

is also described in Prisoners Are People. 

SCHIPPERS: How did you come by the concept of a trained 

staff and an unarmed guard? 

SCUDDER: Well, I suppose it was because of my experiences 

at the Washington State Reformatory, where the whole place 

was an armed camp, and at the Preston School of Industry 

which was an open institution. At Preston they were 

handling practically the same type of men that were handled 

at Monroe, Washington, but at Preston they were doing it 

without armed guards, except two or three men on horseback 

who handled the discipline committee. I thought that even 

this was unnecessary and it did prove to be unnecessary 

but, nevertheless, they carried guns. 

At Whittier State School, when I was there, it was an 

open institution. They were younger boys, ages eight to 

sixteen, and the place was wide open and just bordered on 

the coast highway to San Diego. And I just couldn't think 

in terms of using guns on men that we were going to care-

fully select, and so we had to convince ourselves that 

here was a risk and that we had to take some risks. 

I think the hardest job in any new project is to 

overcome fear on the part of large groups that the project 
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will not work. These fears often drive us into things 

that we don't realize are serious mistakes. One of ours 

would have been to give way to fears that men might escape 

and that, therefore, we should surround the institution 

with all the facilities to prevent any man from escaping. 

Well, we were also convinced that probably not more 

than ten percent of the men would escape i f they had a 

chance and, to our gratification, in the first four years 

we didn't even lose four percent, and didn't use the towers 

or build the additional fence or wall inside the institu-

tion that was supposed to surround all the buildings. That 

would have cost about a million dollars and we considered 

it useless. 

Even the four percent caused enough furor among police 

and district attorneys and some of the public to cause us 

a great deal of grief, but we seemed to weather through, 

and now, after twenty-six years, with a population of 

eighteen hundred men at Chino and almost three thousand 

men in the different facilities at Chino, only a few of 

whom are under maximum security, our escapes are less than 

one percent, a great tribute to the personnel of the 

Institution and to the men themselves that it could be 

done when no one thought it possible. 

When it started out, they thought, "Well, we probably 

can take about six percent of the new men committed to 

prison to Chino." Well, I always felt that we could take 
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fifteen percent, and to our amazement, we very soon were 

taking twenty-five percent direct from the Reception 

Guidance Center at Chino. I was now convinced that, some 

day, the Department of Corrections would be able to take 

at least fifty percent of the men who go to prison and place 

them under minimum security without the depressive and 

repressive feeling that they are always under the gun. 

Put them on their own responsibilities, the same kind 

of responsibilities that we are going to expect of these 

men when we turn them out on parole or discharge, because 

i f we do that, then why shouldn't we give them an opportunity 

to exercise that self-control and self-discipline while 

they are in the institution? It seems kind of stupid to 

continue the old antiquated methods of locking men up in 

prison and letting them sit it out in idleness and, all of 

a sudden, when their time is up or they are on parole, we 

open the gate and turn them loose. Most of th$se fellows 

are lost and are afraid, and they are worse off than when 

they came in. So, that is the reason that we put this 

minimum-security deal in , and I have no regrets. I am 

glad we did it . Our predictions proved correct. Great 

credit is due Director Richard A. McGee and his staff and 

Walter Dunbar, one of my original staff at Chino, now 

director, who now have fifty percent of all prisoners on 

minimum security in California, 

One thing that disturbs me is that many people say, 
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"How did you ever think up this whole program at Chino and 

give these men an opportunity to do the things that are 

now going on at that institution?" I have to, time and 

time again, assure people that I didn't have any plan. It 

wasn't irgr plan. But we did select some very excellent 

personnel, untrained to begin with and yet trained in 

the humanities and interested in people. We selected them 

because of their ability to work with people rather than 

over people. And this was the key to the success, I think, 

of the Chino program. Without it , if we had taken the 

old-timer with all the traditions and the fears and the 

customs that go on and surround the average prison, we 

never could have done the job. It would have been impossible. 

As a matter of fact, of all the men that I had in the 

beginning, only one person had any experience in a prison 

or had ever been inside a prison. The rest of them were 

young men out of college, trained in humanities and in 

business and in agriculture, but who saw here an opportunity 

to engage in a great challenge. Only one man had had six 

months in a prison and he was my biggest headache. He 

was always sure that this couldn't be done; that they would 

be dangerous; that it never had been done this way before, 

and so on. But somehow we survived in spite of him. 

We trained our men how to shoot; we had plenty of guns 

in the armory, and we trained them how to handle a gun 

and to become good marksmen so that in case of any emergency 
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they would he prepared for that emergency. 

Then we locked up the guns, and they are still locked 

up in the armory at Chino. The only time any of them are 

taken out is when there is an escape and the officer wants 

to have a revolver in order to protect himself, or even to 

protect himself against the public because sometimes you 

have to stop cars and people become quite irate about 

being questioned. We have had that experience, that the 

very fact that the man was armed was the thing that really 

gave him some safety or feeling of confidence that he could 

handle the situation. 

But the other thing that we did was to train our men 

in the art of judo. Now judo is quite different from 

jujitsu. Judo is the art of self-defense and it means 

that you are trained to the extent that you will be able 

to handle yourself in almost any situation, especially i f 

the other person has never had any judo. Very few people 

have, so we trained them all in judo in order that they 

would not have to resort to force and so that they would 

use judo only as a repressive measure in an emergency when 

the inmate would attempt to use violence upon them. 

Judo i s , as I said, the art of self-defense. You 

are not aggressive in judo, you retreat. You retreat 

to the extent that, i f the man comes at you, you retreat 

until you have him off balance and then you quickly close 

in. And by the use of the judo methods, you can handle any 
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prisoner without arms although he may he armed with a gun 

or a knife. So our men were trained in the art of judo. 

I took it myself until at my age these men almost killed 

me, and then I had to quit. But the others stayed with i t , 

and it was a fine thing. It was only once or twice that 

we had to use it , and that was the wonderful thing about it . 

I remember one case where we had one supervisor who 

became quite proficient in judo and, I think, he got the 

swelled head a little bit. At any rate, he was so eager 

to show off his art and he went too far. One night he 

had an argument with an inmate in the dormitory and the 

inmate sassed him back. They had quite a few words, so 

the young man decided to use his judo. He closed in on 

him and, to his amazement, the inmate threw him. When 

his little ole bottom bounced on the cement floor, he really 

learned a lesson, and I think it was the best thing that 

ever happened to that fellow and I told him so, as a matter 

of fact. We didn't punish the inmate. We just got the 

two together, and they finally began to laugh about the 

whole business, shook hands, and parted as friends. But 

that boy really learned a lesson. 

How, the very fact that we didn't have to use it w&s 

our strength because, you know, you have a lot of power 

in this business of corrections. An officer or superintendent 

or warden or guard has almost the power of life and death 

over people. You can imagine circumstances where that 
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would be the case. It is either his life or mine, so to 

speak. But, when you are trained in judo, you have a 

feeling of confidence that you can handle the situation 

without resorting to force, and the very fact that you 

have it , is a deterrent upon your desire to use force. And 

that is the way it worked out at Chino. Our men had con-

fidence in their ability to handle the situation. 

As a matter of fact, our judo team became quite famous. 

Before World War I I broke out, our teams of judo went into 

Los Angeles to the Japanese area and had contests with the 

Japanese judo experts and usually came off victorious, much 

to their delight and encouragement. But, I never regretted 

having them learn the use of judo. Now it has been discarded 

in California corrections because we find that we don't 

need it any longer because of what has happened at Chino 

and because of the terrific success the staff has had 

with the men. 

In over twenty-four years, we only had two or three 

acts of violence at Chino and there must have been twenty-

five thousand men go through that place in that time. These 

men were taken right out of San Quentin or right out of 

the county jails, so you are bound to get some people 

that don't fit in even with your most careful screening. 

SCHIPPERS: Could you say that the trend toward professional-

ism in staffing the prison system started at Chino? 

SCUDDERj Well, I wouldn't want to appear to be taking 
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credit for something that seemed to just happen that way. 

You see, when we started out, within two weeks after I was 

appointed, I found out that about twenty-three hundred 

people had been promised a job at Chino by some politician, 

and we only had forty positions. Well, now, that was a 

desperate situation because every one of those people 

expected to be appointed. It was just toward the end of 

the depression, and each one of them had just as much right 

to expect a position as anybody else. And they were eager, 

too, because they had gone through a terrible experience. 

I sympathized with every one of them becase I had some 

experience that way myself. 

But we felt that we couldn't do this job unless we 

had some kind of basis for selection. So I went to see 

Chief August Vollmer of Berkeley, who had then retired 

as Chief of Police of Berkeley. I had known him for a 

long time, so I went up and told him my problem. And he 

said, "Well, Ken, you've just got to get the best people 

you can get, and don't lower your standards." So he 

suggested that I try and get an examination as close to 

the civil service exam as I could. There was no civil 

service in the prison system at that time. 

So I took that hint and went to Sacramento and talked 

with the Department of Civil Service, and I hit a young 

fellow named Carl J . Thornton. He is now the city manager 

of Santa Ana and is a very successful person. He was just 
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a newcomer as an interviewer for the civil service 

personnel hoard in those days. Together we sat down and 

worked out what we thought would he a fairly adequate type 

of examination that could he given to screen these people 

out but we would let anybody who could meet the standard 

take the examination. 

One thing we said we wanted was graduation from high 

school, if possible, or some high school experience and, 

preferably, some college training, We set up a few 

standards like that. Well, that wiped out all but seven 

hundred of the twenty-three hundred. They just couldn't 

qualify for that, so you could see what we would have been 

up against. Of course, that started a big feud in Sacra-

mento. Then we gave the examination to the seven hundred, 

and we took the top two hundred twenty-five men who scored 

highest on the civil service examination. We didn't know 

any of them, so we went about the state for about three 

weeks giving oral examinations to these men. And, out of 

that group, we picked thirty-six people who were to come 

to Chino for an eight-weeks' training course before we 

would have the men come down from San Quentin. 

It is that group that has been so successful, and it 

really established the precedent for the need for civil 

service. When Richard A. licGee came in as director, 

Governor Warren backed him on his request to have the whole 

department placed under civil service. This examination 
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which we gave, at that time, also set the basis for some 

kind of standard from which civil service finally emerged. 

And, now, all of the department is under civil service. 

That has been a wonderful thing because it has kept politics 

out and places the personnel on a professional basis. 

SCHIPPERS: Besides the legal provisions for the selection 

of the inmates for Chlno, what other criteria were observed? 

SCUDDER: Well, we had quite a problem on that. There 

was no precedent. We were anxious to get men who needed 

Chino, and we didn't particmlarly care what their crime 

or offense had been. We were going to pick them on the 

basis of what Chino could do for the man rather than what 

offense he had committed. 

Now, we did eliminate certain ones. We didn't want 

to tackle a lot of narcotic addicts because they would 

have the urge for a fix and the first thing you would 

know they all would be going over the fence. We didn't 

want defective people; at least low average intelligence 

or better was desired. We hesitated at taking violent 

cases, that is , where there had been a great deal of 

violence in the crime that had sent the man to prison. 

And so, we hesitated to take men who had been sent up for 

armed robbery or robbery with a gun. 

Now, that left a good many men who were not of the 

violent type and who probably would never get into trouble 

again i f given a chance with a project of this sort. So, 



273-

we went into San Quentin and we spent a week trying to get 

thirty-six men to take down on the first load. And of all 

the troubles that we ran into I It was very discouraging 

and, really, we became quite angry about it . 

The conditions of the situation at San Quentin were 

deplorable. Vlarden [Clinton T.] Duffy had been appointed 

and was trying desperately to straighten this thing out, 

but there were no central records in that institution. 

The records were scattered from one end of the prison to 

another. Bach person, each psychologist, psychiatrist 

and captain and so on had their own records and they were 

very jealous of them. They didn't even want to show them 

to each other. When wg tried to get information out of 

these fellows, we had to go to five or 3ix places, and it 

was time consuming. It took us a whole week to pick out 

thirty-six men. 

It was interesting too, the reaction on these men, 

because they were so amazed that they were going to be 

selected for Chino. All the con-bosses at San Quentin and 

Folsom had decided that they would be the first ones to 

be selected for Chino because they had some kind of pull. 

Well, we didn't even go near those fellows. We looked 

over the records and we would select a fellow that was a 

first offender. We could say, "Sure he has committed a 

crime that sent him to prison, but look at his background." 

Of what we could find, it was probably the first real 
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offense that he had committed. He may have heen in the 

county jail a couple of times, or he may have had a little 

jaunt on probation, but it was all petty stuff, finally, 

he commits a serious crime, and here he is. 

Well, we talked to these men, and we could see 

immediately that they were a safe type that could be 

released tomorrow i f the law would allow, or at least we 

felt so. 

We would have men say, "Well, how did you get my name? 

Nobody has ever paid any attention to me up here at all . " 

And we would answer, "Well, we looked up what records 

we could find, and we found out that you have been making 

an honest effort to improve yourself in spite of the 

handicaps here and the few opportunities there are here to 

improve oneself in a big place like this. But, your record 

is good, and we have confidence that you might be able to 

take this. That is why we are interviewing you. Now we 

want to ask you right out: do you think you could live up 

to the standards that we set, which we have explained? 

You would have an opportunity to get out of the place i f 

you wanted to, because it is going to be wide open. But 

we think it takes a lot of guts to be able to go to a 

place like Chino. You don't have to come. Nobody is going 

to force you to come. We want your request. Do you want 

to go? I f not, let's quit right here." 

"Oh, yes, I sure want to go. I was just wondering i f 
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I would have a chance to visit with my wife and family. 

I haven't seen them for such-and-such a time. wife 

comes up here maybe once a year and then she couldn't bring 

the baby. It takes all day to get up here, and we only 

get a half sin hour together. We are so upset about that, 

that we just sit and look at each other with nothing to 

talk about. Then she goes back. I won't see her again 

for another year." 

When we explained to them that the visiting was going 

to be quite liberal to start with at Chino, I saw tears 

in the eyes of fellows that, I bet, hadn't shed a tear in 

years. They were so eager to come, and we felt pretty 

good about that first load. 

Then, of course, as Prisoners Are People recounts, 

we took them down on the Greyhound bus. We decided that 

we wouldn't use the prison car although the old-timers 

said we wouldn't get them there unless we had haidcuffs 

and leg irons. We felt i f this thing was going to work, 

it had to start working right at the gates of San Quentin, 

and i f the place blew up, it had to blow up. Let's find 

out right off the bat. 

So there were thirty-four men and three of us on 

that first bus. We had no guns, no handcuffs and no lock 

on the bus. And it took us about twelve hours to get to 

Chino. We couldn't have asked for a better crowd than 

was on that bus, and we transported about six thousand men 
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to Chlno that way without any use of arms and so on "before 

the Department of Corrections was formed in 1944. And they 

still come down by bus to this day. 

SCHIPPERS: How long was it a matter of personal interview 

and personal selection, and when did it start to become 

more automatic? 

SCUDDER: Well, that is a very good question. As a matter 

of fact, for these first few bus loads, we had to select 

men on the basis of about a ten to fifteen minute interview. 

They had very few records. Maybe there would be one piece 

of paper or a commitment paper, not even a good description 

of the offense that was committed. Sometimes it was there, 

but we couldn't find it . So we had to review with the man 

what he had done. Ue also studied his face as we talked 

to him. You know, you can tell a lot about people if you 

get them to feel relaxed and you are relaxed yourself, 

and that is what our interviewers were able to do. We 

had to size him up in about fifteen minutes. We took a 

chance. Why we didn't get into seiious trouble is , again, 

a tribute, I think, to the men who selected them because 

we didn't know very much about these fellows. 

Well, until 1944, when the Department of Corrections 

was formed, we still had to select our men on the basis of 

an interview, because the records were so depleted and 

they were just beginning to get a central file. Then, in 

1944, when the Department of Corrections was formed and 
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Richard A. McGee was appointed director by Governor Sari 

Warren, (the prison hoard at that time then became an 

advisory group to the Board of Corrections which was formed), 

we began to get some central files. 

Well, we started central files Immediately when we 

opened Chino. We got all the information we could on each 

case, and we began to set up a method of classification 

so that we could have something to go on to get a little 

more accurate information than those first few interviews. 

Eventually, a whole new set-up was made at San Quentin and 

at Folsom by the Department of Corrections so that there 

was a central file at each place and one at Chino, and the 

files would be transferred from one place to another so 

that we had something to go on. That has made a great 

deal of difference. 

Then, later, let's see, it must have been '47 or '48, 

the idea of the Reception Guidance Centers came in. The 

first one was established at San Quentin by Dr. Norman 

Penton who was appointed to head the center. It was located 

in a cell unit at San Quentin Prison, very unsatisfactory 

quarters and a very difficult thing to set up. When it 

was established, Fenton had a lot of trouble because the 

average guard or officer at San Quentin seemed to resent 

the idea that there could be any scientific selection or 

classification for treatment. Fenton had a rough time 

there for a while. 
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Guards would say, "Well, hell, we've been breaking 

cons for forty years. What do we need with a psychologist's 

tests? What is this prison corning to?" But Fenton quietly 

went ahead and set up his professional staff, and he had a 

very good one. Still, when we would try and apply the 

more scientific methods of selection there was this clamor 

on the part of some that this was a lot of bunk and that 

it was a waste of a lot of money, and that these fellows 

were just giving us a run-around. 

So one day Fenton said to Warden Duffy, "I would like 

to have you assign some men to me for two weeks." And he 

mentioned about four different officers who were giving 

him a hell of a time. One was from Folsom. He said, "I 

want them assigned to the guidance center, and I just want 

them to sit in and listen to what we do so that we can 

get over to them that this is not a phony deal and that 

this is something that is going to help them and not run 

them out of a job or to make it harder for them. We want 

to show them that, by this method, they will all know what 

this man is there for and all about him, and that they 

will have access to the file so that they can understand 

him better." 

Mr. Duffy agreed. He assigned these men, and an 

amazing thing happened. Within a week, these fellows 

bBgan to melt. They listened. They read the records. They 

sat in on the conferences of the clinical groups who 
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decided whether or not the man should he transferred to 

Ohino or to Folsom or where he should go to do his time, 

and they could size the man up. The guards carried clubs 

and these clubs were big canes that were loaded. They 

would stamp them on the cement when they wanted to get the 

attention of somebody, and you could hear this thing for 

half a block. I don't think they ever used the clubs. 

Once in a while some inmate would take a club away from 

them, but they still clung to the clubs. So, here was an 

entirely new approach and it just really floored them for 

awhile. 

I think the pay-off was when this fellow from Folsom, 

who had been the roughest guy in the bunch (he had no use 

for this thing at all)came to Fenton one day and said, "Dr. 

Fenton, I have been interested in this, and I think I 

was wrong." He said, "Just what do I have to do to become 

a counselor?" Well, Fenton almost fainted in his shoes. 

But that was the turning point, and after that things 

began to develop In a much smoother way. The Guidance 

Center has been one of the finest things the Department 

of Corrections has ever done. 



CHAPTER XVII 

RECEPTION GUIDANCE CENTER AT CHINO AND 

SOME ACCOUNTS OP CHINO INMATES 

SCUDDER: Later on, when the leception Guidance Center 

was being planned for Chino, I was quite disturbed because 

it meant that this would be a maximum-security unit on 

the grounds of a minimum-security institution. I was 

afraid that, having a maximum unit there, some future 

administration might walk in and say, "Well, this minimum 

stuff is out, and we're gradually going to make the whole 

institution maximum." Of course, that could have happened 

in the beginning, too, because we did have quite a few 

escapes in the beginning. Four percent is quite a lot, 

but nevertheless, It was tapering off, and as we began to 

have more access and ample selection through the Guidance 

Center at San Quentin, the escapes rapidly diminished. 

But after the Reception Guidance Center was established, 

I found out that I was entirely wrong. As a matter of 

fact, I think it was the best thing that ever happened to 

Chlno. The Guidance Center, of course, is across the 

entrance road and i t ' s not a part of Chino proper, but 

it is administered under the general supervision of the 

superintendent of Chino. But the personnel are really 

responsible to the director of corrections in Sacramento, 
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and especially to Dr. Fenton who, at that time, was in 

charge of all of the guidance center activities. 

You see, these men would then come to us from the 

eleven southern counties right out of the county jail , 

every man who was sentenced to prison, except those who 

were to he executed and were delivered direct to the death 

row at San Quentin. But all other cases would come to us 

direct from the county jails. In the county jail , as you 

realize, everyone is under maximum security of the tightest 

kind because the jailers don't know these pepple, and 

people are in there for every kind of a crime you can 

imagine. They are all thrown into the county jail pending 

the hearing of the case in court. Then they are held there 

for delivery to the Department of Corrections i f they are 

convicted and sentenced. 

So these men would arrive, and we would know nothing 

about them. When this place was built, it was designed 

to be a terrific facility. It has cell blocks on both 

ends of a central corridor and is equipped with a fine 

gymnasium and classrooms and shops for experimental work 

and for trying to find out what the men should be trained 

for during their Incarceration. For instance, one shop 

had a great variety of machines for woodworking, welding 

and things of that sort. The inmate could be given a 

tryout course, about thirty days, to see just what he 

was interested in and what he could do. 
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Well, the question came up, "How are we going to 

handle these people?" They come out to us from the county 

jail on a dog chain, handcuffed together and chained 

together In a long string* They come around to the back 

of the guidance center and enter through the back door, and 

receipt is given to the officer delivering them. I t ' s 

called a "body receipt." We receive so many bodies. The 

commitment papers are delivered to the receiving officer, 

and then the chains and the handcuffs are removed and 

you hear them clink on the cement floor. And as they are 

picked up and the sheriff leaves, the inmate belongs to us. 

It was very gratifying to see the action of our men, 

and we put some of our best men in this guidance center. 

We didn't assign them, we just asked for volunteers. 

"Would you like this experience of maximum security? 

You've been here at Ghino a long time now, and you have 

never had maximum security experience? Would you like the 

experience or do you not care for it? We want men who 

are interested in doing this." 3o we got various men to 

go over there and try i t , and the effect upon the inmate 

was terrific. 

What happened after the handcuffs dropped on the floor 

and the sheriff picked them up and left the place and the 

inmate was ours was that, instead of a shout and loud 

yelling, the correctional officer would say to these new 

arrivals, "Men, i f you will come over here, we will assign 
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you your clothing and hed linen and so on. We will have 

to take your fingerprints, and then you can take a shower 

and you can get cleaned up and put on a new kind of clothing 

that you will wear here. Then we will go to quarters." 

Well, you can just see these fellows look up with 

astonishment because nobody is yelling at them to come 

here and do this and do that. So, they very quietly step 

into a room, get their clothing and come out and get their 

fingerprints taken and get a picture taken. A fellow is 

then allowed to have a good hot shower and clean up and 

put on his new clothing. Then the officer escorts him 

down the hall to a cell unit. Now, they aro cell units 

but we didn't call them that. We called them halls, and 

we named them after trees like oak or pine or sycamore 

and so on, because we didn't want them to get into the 

habit of talking about block number one or cell block one 

or two. And that had quite an effect upon them. They 

seemed to be proud of the fact that they were in Oak Hall 

or Cyprus Hall and so on. It is a little thing, but when 

men are locked up, it only takes little things to make a 

great difference. 

The quietness and the calmness of the group Is 

important; but then we were up against this problem. How 

were we going to move these fellows about that place? We 

were going to have four hundred men and we didn't know any 

of them. Were we going to have to march them from their 
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quarters to their classrooms to the gym and to physical 

examinations and so on, or what were we going to do? 

Well, we planned for them to have their meals in a 

dining room which seats one hundred men from each hall at 

a time. The food is brought over from the main kitchen 

at Chino in electric carts, and it is hot and well prepared. 

Then it is served from hot containers, cafeteria style, 

in each of these four dining rooms in the guidance center. 

The food is hot and appetizing. Then each man goes to one 

of the tables where four men can be seated. We had small 

tables instead of the old long tables that we had to use 

over at Chino and still use to this day. But the four-man 

table has been a great improvement. He sits down. He can 

converse with the other three men at the table and there 

is no restriction on talking or laughing. He can smoke 

after his meal i f he wants to and so on. 

In other words, the pressures began to come off, and 

we decided that we would Just take a chance on something 

else, and that would be to allow free movement of the men. 

They would be told where they were to report, and we would 

not escort them there any more than we did at Chino. We 

would allow them to go back and forth by themselves at 

the proper time. For instance, at a certain hour, when 

the classes take up or the man was due at the doctor's 

office or the dentist's or maybe at a counseling group, he 

would be told to report there, let 's say at eight o'clock 
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or nine o'clock or whatever it was. We would turn that 

whole group of four hundred men loose in that great big 

corridor, and they would go back and forth talking to each 

other. We wouldn't allow rowdyism, hut there would he a 

feeling of a free atmosphere. 

Well, we did it and the system has worked to this day 

without any serious trouble. They wouldn't dare do that, 

I guess, in a county jail , or at least they think they 

can't do it . I think they could but, nevertheless, they 

don't do it . But I think that helped more than anything 

else to take off pressures. I f we hadn't done that, it 

would be "Line up in twos and march here and march there," 

and that is a big burden for the staff, and i t ' s irritating 

to the inmate. It doesn't give him an opportunity to 

exercise in any way his own responsibility for his custody 

and his discipline and behavior. 

The men began to talk about this, because they just 

couldn't understand it . They would talk about the difference 

in the food and the way it was prepared, and the lack of 

all these restrictive facilities that they had expected. 

Then on Sundays and Saturdays or any other day their 

families could come out to visit the guidance center, but 

we usually restricted it to Saturday and Sunday unless 

they had come a long distance. 

Now, I didn't like the set-up for visiting they had 

when they built the place, but I didn't have anything to 
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do with the plans for the guidance center. That was all 

done in Sacramento. But they insisted in the beginning 

that they have a place for visitors that would be entirely 

separate from the men themselves. They allowed them to 

sit in a little booth and they had a phone receiver there 

that they could take down. There was a heavy glass 

between the visitor and the inmate and he could sit in the 

booth and face his visitor, and they could talk through 

the telephone and have a private conversation. Well, 

even this was much better than the county jail that had a 

great big wire screen that you had to yell through. And, 

with thirty or forty people visiting in that county jail 

at the same time, it was just bedlam. You had to shout 

in order to be heard. For the wives or mothers earning 

down to see their boys who were in jail , it was a nightmare. 

Well, the men liked this new method even though they 

were not allowed to embrace or have any contact with them, 

and, of course, that was probably done with good logic 

back of it . These were new people, and we didn't know 

who was going to bring in contraband, and we didn't want 

contraband in there, because we didn't want to be too 

tight. We had a central office in the main corridor where 

an officer was in charge, and he could see three ways 

down the corridor, to the right and left and ahead of him 

out into another corridor that led to the gym and to the 

shops. Now, we had an armory underneath that room, and i f 
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the officer felt it necessary, he could have access to it 

any time. Otherwise the guns stayed locked up. 

Well, the wonderful thing about it is that since it 

was opened in the late '40 's to this day, we have never 

had to use a gun in that situation. We had two towers 

erected for the recreation yards, and we had men in those 

towers, but these men were unarmed. Once in a while when 

we anticipated some trouble, the officers armed themselves, 

but I don't think a shot was ever fired from those towers. 

I'm not sure today whether the men are armed or not. I 

rather doubt it. 

But we had no difficulty and the men were allowed 

to play in outside enclosed areas that were surrounded by 

big wire fences with some wire at the top to prevent any 

fellow from trying to escape. BecaBe, after all, the 

pressures are pretty great on these new men, and the first 

thing they think about, even after they come to Chino, is 

"How am I going to get out of here?" We are very frank 

about that. We would say, "Well, I wouldn't think much 

of you if you didn't think about escaping. That is the 

natural thing for anybody to do when they are incarcerated. 

But, you have to stop and think what it means i f you do 

escape." 

We went so far with our group at Chino proper as to 

talk to each group as they cane down and to point out to 

them that it is a very easy thing for them to escape. As 
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a matter of fact, we would show them how to do It . We 

would say, "There is barbed wire on the top of the fence 

out there, and i f you are going to escape, i f you get 

lonesome, get upset or homesick and you think you can't 

take it and you start to go, it is up to you. We will 

try and stop you, but i f you want to get over the fence, 

just throw your jacket over the top of the barbwire so 

that when you go over the fence, you won't get cut. But 

when you drop down on the other side, then you are a 

fugitive, and we will chase you to China i f we have to, 

and we can assure you that you will never again enter Chino, 

Now, i f you want to add time to what you already have, four 

or five or six years, that is up to you." 

Well, the men would look at us in amazement as though 

this was about the screwiest thing that they had ever 

heard and that perhaps we were joking. Then, all of a 

sudden, it would dawn on them that, "By George, you have 

to be somebody to be here. A man comes down on his own 

request; he is selected because they think he's got what 

it takes." We insisted on telling them repeatedly they 

had what it takes, and that acts as a sort of booster to 

their morale, and a man thinks many times before going 

over that fence. 

I had an interesting experience on this about three 

years ago. Mrs. Scudder and X were sitting here in the 

living room one night and the doorbell rang, and here was 



289-

a man who was a stranger to me. He said, "Are you Kenyon 

Scudder, who was at Chino?" 

I said, "Yes." 

He said, "Well, you don't know me, but I was there 

shortly after you left, and I just happened to see your 

name in the book as I was looking up some of my clients. 

I thought, ' I am going to call on him and tell him what 

Chino meant to me. ' " 

So, I said, "Come on in . " Well, it was a very 

interesting hour and a half. 

He said, "I was a contractor and never had been in 

trouble in my life , and I was building subdivisions. I 

had been in the service overseas, and I had met a girl who 

was one of the Mormons from Salt Lake. She was young and 

like a lot of these students from Brigham Young University, 

she was giving a couple of years of service to a worthy 

cause before she graduated. She was acting as a volunteer 

in nursing and we became acquainted and came back to this 

country together. I went into business and I was very 

successful in subdivision work. I did work in brick and 

tile and plaster, and then I took on actual building of 

subdivisions. I got so much business that it got ahead 

of me. It came too fast, and the first thing you know, I 

was behind in some of the income that should come from it 

and I started kiting checks and having to issue one check 

to cover another one and another one and another one, and 
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the first thing I knew I was short one hundred thousand 

dollars." 

"I was sent to the Chino Guidance Center." He said, 

"When I arrived there and I got into that cell the first 

night and that door clanged shut, I thought the world had 

come to an end. I said to myself as I grasped the bars 

and looked outside, ' I am not a criminal. I am not a 

criminal. They have no right to put me in for this. I 

made a mistake, sure, but I am not a criminal, and If 

there is anything I am sure of it is that I am going to 

get out of here the first chance I 've got . ' " 

So, he said, "I had hoped that I would get to Chino. 

This young woman that I had met overseas heard about my 

trouble and she came out to see me. I said, ' I don't 

think you should come.' She said, 'I'm going to come, I 

have confidence in you.' So, she came every week and I 

used to say, 'I 'm going to get across the street here to 

California Institution for Men, if it is the last thing 

that I do.1 And sure enough," he said, " I was fortunate 

enough to make it . I was a first offender, and they looked 

into my record and they were very generous about it . I 

assured them that I could be trusted, and so I arrived. 

"I determined that the first thing I was going to do, 

however, was to get out of the place because I was not a 

criminal." He said, "I was so saturated with that, that 

I couldn't think of anything else. I was out on a crew. 
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We were picking tomatoes near the security fence and the 

guard saw I was eyeing that fence. Just then, a Negro hoy 

on our crew said to the supervisor, 'Mr. Harris, that 

fence doesn't look too high, I bet I could get over i t . ' 

Mr. Harris said, 'Well, sure, a lot of them have done it . 

Go ahead if you want to. ' 'Ah, come on, now, I know you 

are kiddin' me. You just want me to go over that fence so 

you can come and get me.' Mr. Harris said, 'Just wait a 

minute. I 've got twenty-one men on this crew, and we're 

a long way from the institution. I can't just leave these 

men and go chasing you. Go ahead if you want to . ' " And 

he said, "That Negro looked up at that fence, and he looked 

up at that officer, and he says, 'You make it too damned 

easy, I 'm not going to try i t . ' " 

Then he said, "It was just as though it had hit me 

in the face with a board, but it came to me frhat a damn 

fool I was to even be thinking about this." And he said, 

"That knocked it out of my mind just like that. Here was 

that officer standing out there telling that guy to go 

over the fence and that he wasn't going to chase him, and 

the kid didn't have guts enough to do it because suddenly 

he realized, I guess, that he would be a chump." And he 

said, "That really knocked sense into me. I did my time, 

and when I got out of there, I married this wonderful girl 

and we have two daughters. We are happy and I'm back in 

business again. I have learned my lesson. I 'm still in 
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business, but I will never get myself in a corner like 

that again." 

Well, there was an example, you see, of what Chino 

did for the fellow. It calmed him down, it made him face 

reality and convince him that, while he made a mistake, he 

wasn't going to make it again. When he first got there, 

he was so unbalanced about it that he was going to go over 

the fence. Then when he finds that he can go over the 

fence, all of a sudden all the desire is gone because he 

realized what the consequences would be and that he would 

be right back in where he was before. 

1 have run into a lot of men who have told me that. 

Once I was sitting in Seattle in the hotel and, all of a 

sudden, the fellow sitting right beside me reading the 

pager, a heavy-set fellow, said, "Mr. Scudder, I guess you 

don't recognize me." 

2 looked at him, and he dropped his paper and I said, 

"Well, your face looks familiar. Were you at Chino?" 

"Ye3, I was at Chino." " I can't remember just where 

you were, and I can't remember your name." 

Well, he told me his name and he said, "I used to 

work in the captain's office." 

I said, "Well, how are you getting along?" 

"Just fine," he said. "Now you won't believe this, 

but I went back to the company that I used to be with. 

They sell heavy machinery, lathes, and all that sort of 
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equipment." And he said, "There is a sale on up here of 

wax surplus goods and machinery, and I was sent up here to 

buy whatever I think is a good buy. I have a certified 

check, a cashier's check, for $130,000." And he showed it 

to me. "I'm here on my own to purchase that much machinery 

for the company." 

I said, "Well, I'm sure glad you told me that." 

"Well," he said, "you know that was a great experience 

at Chino." Then he went ahead and began to tell me what 

it meant to him. 

Now, sometimes, you think a fellow is pulling your 

leg when he tells you these things, but when a man is out 

and wants to be recognized again and tells you all about 

i t , I believe that he is sincere. I t ' s just like the 

fellow who called here at the door. He didn't have to come 

here, he wouldn't have gotten anything out of me, and he 

was already discharged from parole. 

I run into these fellows all over the country. In 

the last ten years that I have been with the Osborne 

Association, I have been working on prison work and out of 

some thirty-three states, and every time I go into a prison, 

almost every time, I hear some fellow say, "Chino," [laugh] 

or they come to me and say, "You don't remember me, Mr. 

Scudder, but • • and then I know that he was a Chino man. 

That is a kind of understanding we have. I never 

recognize these fellows i f I do see them unless they want 
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to speak, but they almost invariably do. They will come 

over and say hello or remind me that they were in Chino. 

They are ashamed of the fact that they are in prison again, 

but are grateful for what Chino did for them. 

So, that is one of the rewards that you get, I guess, 

for developing a situation where men feel that they have 

had a new chance and an opportunity to kind of get hold 

of themselves and straighten themselves out, even though 

some fail again. 

SCHIPPERSs What percentage of men at Chino were sent 

back to San Quentin for infraction of rules at Chino? 

SCUDDER: Well, now that is a very surprising thing. The 

first year or two, we sent back quite a few, more than at 

any other time. For example, we had difficulty with one 

fellow who was an alcoholic, and we caught him drinking 

brake fluid out of an old Cadillac. I suppose it was wood 

alcohol, I don't know, but i t ' s a wonder that it didn't 

kill him. He got roaring drunk, and he just couldn't let 

that alone, so we sent him back. I regretted it afterwards. 

I think we should have kept him there and made him 

straighten out, but we were new at it . Then there were 

three men who tried to stage a food strike about a year 

after we had gotten started. I give an account of that 

in my book, Prisoner^ Are Pgople, but we had to scoop them 

up and send them back to San Quentin because they were 

agitators. I would say it was a very very small percentage. 
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It was amazing that we didn't have to send more, but 

the fellows would say that the very fact that you haven't 

got a gun in your hack and some guy on the wall looking 

down on you all the time, and that you have a freedom of 

movement, was the reason. They'd say, "We can go to class 

and to meals unescorted, and we can be out in the evening 

to go to classes up until nine o'clock, and we are 

responsible to report to our dormitories ourselves. Sure, 

there are officers out and around the outskirts who are 

keeping an eye on things, but you don't feel like somebody 

is always on your back. It gives you a lot of confidence." 

So we had to send very few men back to San Quentin, and 

I think it is a rare occasion now at Chino. 

Mr. [E. J . ] Oberhauser who is now the superintendent 

was one of my original supervisors. He came in the front 

gate in 1941, and had never seen a prison before. He is 

now the superintendent. I am very proud of him. He has 

done an excellent job, I think a far better job than I 

could have done had I stayed on there. And it also gave 

younger men an opportunity to have the responsibilities 

that come with an appointment like that. He is certainly 

an outstanding success. 

As far as the returns from parole are concerned, I 

would say that in states across the country where they 

don't have the kind of facilities that we have now in 

California with the different institutions and classifications 
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so you can determine where a man should serve his time to 

his best advantage, you will find that, within five years 

of discharge, sixty-five to seventy percent of these men 

are back in prison again. And that is a pretty stupid, 

antiquated procedure. I f we confine men for years and 

turn them out and have them go right back into prison again 

inside five years time, there is just something wrong. 

In California, and especially with Chino, that has 

been reversed. We have about thirty percent of these men 

who get into further difficulty, but only about ten percent 

are sent back for another crime. The other twenty percent 

are sent back for a violation of parole. Either they get 

drunk or they skipped out of the county or the state or 

they failed to report or they became involved with situations 

that were very risky. So the Parole Department and the 

Adult Authority decides that this man is no longer a good 

risk for parole and he has to go back. That percentage is 

also being reduced as the whole correctional system 

improves with its trained personnel. 

I think that California, today, has the most out-

standing program in the entire United States in corrections 

and in youth authority because they have placed all employees 

under civil service. They are all trained people, and almost 

all parole officers are graduates from college and many of 

them have advance degrees. There are a few old-timers who 

do not have, but they are rendering a very satisfactory 



297-

service, and those who didn't give good service have heen 

dropped. So, by and large, this is the most professional 

staff of any place in the country, in the entire Department 

of Corrections and Youth Authority field. 

With the different facilities that have been established 

since Mr. McGee took over in '44, you can send men to the 

places where they can get the most out of their detention 

and incarceration and have an opportunity to come out 

better prepared than before. Chino has now developed one 

of the finest trade schools in America, and men are given 

an opportunity through a classification meeting before a 

classification committee to express their desire as to what 

type of work that they want to train for. I f they already 

have a trade, then we put them on the maintenance crew 

in that particular field to keep their hand in, and we give 

them a fresh-up course before they leave so that they will 

go out prepared for that important return to society and 

eventual freedom. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE DEVELOPMENT OF TRADE ADVISORY COUNCILS 

SCHIPPERSi Last time you made mention of the Trade 

Advisory Counoil and the help they gave in placing men 

upon release. 

SCUDDER; Yes. The Trade Advisory Councils (it is plural 

now because there are a great many of them throughout the 

whole Department of Corrections) have been a terrific 

boost to the morale of the men in vocational training and 

also in the ultimate placing of these men in industry and 

in the breaking down of a lot of resentment and fears on 

the part of the employer, who used to have chills when 

you would ask him if he would employ an ex-prisoner. 

The employer would give all sorts of excuses that, 

from his standpoint, I suppose, were justified. He was 

afraid his top people would rebel about having an ex-felon 

in their midst. There would be labor troubles. People 

would be frightened and say, "What do I know about handling 

prisoners? Suppose the fellow got rough, what do I do?" 

So they wouldn't hire them even though he was assured that 

there wouldn't be any difficulty and that all he had to do 

was call a parole officer who would take him off his hands 

i f he couldn't live up to his responsibilities and agreements. 

In spite of that, there was a very closed door in 
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Industry. "Don't hire any ex-prisoners." One or two of 

them, or several of them, had had some rather disastrous 

results in trying over the years, and once that happens, 

the rumor flies that you never take an ex-prisoner into 

your shop or you are in trouble. 

When we started to put in the trades in Chino in 

•41 and *42, we started with plastering, bricklaying, tile 

setting, and carpentry because those are the easiest ones 

to set up. We had no buildings in which to place them, so 

we built three buildings in the central area. These were 

built by the men in the carpentry class and they got a 

great bang out of it , because this was real training on 

the job. One building was for plastering and there were 

fifteen or twenty booths in it big enough for a man to 

work in. There he would put the plaster on and take it 

off, put it on and take it off. It was made without any 

lime, but it was of the same consistency as plaster and 

it strengthened his muscles and his arms and gave him the 

feel of the trowel, and so on. It was very good. We had 

another section for tile and then another area for brick-

laying. 

All these men were under the supervision of trained 

artisan teachers who really knew how to teach. They had 

their teachers' credentials as well as their skills and 

years of training and experience in their particular trade. 

When it came around to how we were going to place these 
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men (I can't think who it was who suggested it , but it 

wasn't my idea), one of the personnel apparently said, 

"Why don't we get a little committee started here of employers, 

people in business, like the mud trades?" We called it 

the "mud trades," and that includes tiling, plastering, and 

bricklaying. 

So, we began to scout around and we got several people 

from the industry, contractors and builders, and also people 

in that general business. We asked them to come out and 

have lunch and see the institution, and asked them for 

their help. When we put it up to them, we said we would 

like to have them come out and just take a look at our 

trades and see the way that we were training these men. 

Then they could tell us whether or not we were training 

them in such a way and in such methods and with such equip-

ment that when the men were released they would be hired 

and put right to work on their machines and equipment. 

We were not asking them to hire them. We were saying that 

we wanted them to advise us so that these men could be 

properly trained so that when they went out they could 

show the employer that they were really a skilled person. 

Well, they were Intrigued first by the institution. 

They had never seen the inside of one and Chino really 

gave them a jolt. But it was a positive jolt, nothing 

negative about it . They were simpi,. amazed at what they 

saw. They just couldn't believe that these men were walking 
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around the Institution alone unescortedt reporting to class 

unescorted, going to meals unescorted and even going out 

in the evening to classes without anybody chasing around 

after them. They couldn't believe it . 

Then they talked to these men and they found out 

that they were no different from their other employees, 

except these fellows had gotten into trouble and gotten 

caught, and that a lot of others had gotten into trouble 

but hadn't got caught. So, then we sat down and they out-

lined several good suggestions, recommended certain equip-

ment that we didn't have, and it was through their 

recommendations as people representing industry that we 

were able to get the funds to buy this kind of equipment. 

Another thing that was a forerunner of this was the 

Educational Advisory Committee that we formed when we first 

opened up. We knew that we faced the need to establish an 

outstanding trade school at Chino i f we were going to be 

able to get these men ready for release because we realized, 

as I mentioned before, that eighty-seven percent of them 

didn't have any skills at all that they could sell to an 

employer. They had never had any training and the majority 

of them had dropped out before the sixth grade in school. 

They didn't like academic instruction and, because they 

were so far behind, they just felt like they were fish out 

of water, so they either got into trouble or they just quit. 

At any rate, here they were; fellows with only meager 
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education and most of them trying to learn a trade. The 

first thing we did was to form what we called an Educational 

Advisory Committee made up from some of the top educators 

in the state of California. I think the two men who were 

most outstanding in this, not to underestimate the others, 

were the late Dr. Edwin [A.] Lee who was Dean of the School 

of Education at UCLA. I 've known Dr. Lee for many years 

and, as a matter of fact, his wife and my first wife, 

RebenaW Jewett, were in M i l s College together. When I 

was with the Veterans Bureau in San Francisco, Lee was a 

Professor at the University of California, Berkeley campus. 

We saw a great deal of each other and each others* families. 

When he came down south and we opened up the Chlno deal, 

he was the man I thought of. Another was B. W. Johnson. 

He isn't living now, hut was the Western Director of the 

Federal Board for Vocational Education for three or four 

states. He had heen my hoss when I had my first job 

teaching manual training in Seattle, and we had kept in 

close touch with each other. He was, at that time, also 

out at UCLA. He had been head of the Frank Wiggins Trade 

School in Los Angeles and was a very thorough-going 

professional in the whole field of vocational education. 

And so we asked them to suggest others. 

Well, there was Howard Campion, who was the Assistant 

Superintendent of Schools of Los Angeles City, also in 

charge of the Frank Wiggins Trade School, and was with the 
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Veterans Bureau when I was in charge in Los Angeles. Then 

there was Dr. J. Harold Williams, who had been the Director 

of the California Bureau of Research at Whittier just 

before I came there and when Mr. Fred Nellfis was superinten-

dent. Later Julian McPhee from the California State 

Polytechnic College at San Luis Obispo and two or three 

others joined the committee. A member of the Board of 

Education of the Chino High School District, Leon Pellissier, 

and Mr. Leonard Collins, the superintendent of schools of 

Chino. 

Well, these men formed the Educational Advisory 

Committee, and we went right to work trying to outline the 

best type of program that we could think of to get the 

institution off on the right foot. For twenty-seven years, 

those people have given absolutely outstanding service to 

the Chino institution, meeting several times a year, now 

once a year. It was their status and their standing in 

this whole field of vocational education that impressed 

the Department of Finance in Sacramento so much, that when 

they made a recommendation, the Department of Finance 

really had to listen to it , and it was that way that we 

got excellent equipment and began our building program of 

shops and so on that now exist at Chino. 

And as I say, I think we formed one of the finest 

trade schools in America. Well, that was a start. Now, 

that was where, I guess, the idea really came up that we 
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should have a committee of some kind for each trade, each 

general section of trade. It was then that we started 

in the mud trade. This is a long explanation, hut that is 

the way it started. 

Well, these people who had heen Invited out suggested 

other members, and then we faced the matter of organized 

labor. What was organized labor going to say about taking 

these ex-prisoners into the union? Wouldn't they rebel? 

Well, we had some unfortunate experiences with the union 

even at Chino and in some of the other institutions, 

because i f we tried to do any work that might have been 

out on contract and used inmate labor, they strenuously 

objected. Of course, they had a point because we were just 

coming out of the depression and a lot of their men had 

been laid off. So we didn't feel too upset about that, 

but we wondered how they would react to this sort of an 

approach. We thought the best way to deal with it was to 

invite them to come on in and see i f they would be willing 

to join these employers and contractors and give us some 

help from the standpoint of the union. 

So, they did, and I must say we have had the finest 

cooperation from the American Federation of Labor and 

others that have come in and have given of their time and 

effort and money, too, to do things for the institution 

at Chino. So that's the way the Trade Advisory Committee 

started. They later spread to other Institutions. I 
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believe there was one at San Quentin, too, before we 

started, one for the machine shop. So they had received 

some help from the outside. 

When these men came in, they really got acquainted 

and interested in all these inmates who were in these 

various trades. They had access to the shops, and they 

would come for the meeting and arrive early, around nine 

in the morning, and go to the shops, talk to the instructor, 

talk to the men and see how they were getting along. They 

would look over the equipment, and then they would have a 

luncheon and then their meeting. At that time the trades-

men were also called in and things were discussed. And i f 

there was anything they thought ought to be changed, we 

got a recommendation from them and went right to work on it . 

Well, after a few years of this, we gradually had 

increased the number of trade advisory committees for the 

different shops and today, I think, there are probably 

almost two hundred people connected with the California 

Institution for Men who are members of the trade advisory 

committees for the different trades. And, it has now 

spread to the whole Department of Corrections in California, 

and I think the membership is almost one thousand. These 

men are all men who are giving their time to the various 

eight or ten institutions of the state that are tied up 

with the Correctional Division. 

I was going to give you an example of how it worked. 



306-

I could speak of any one of these trade advisory committees, 

hut there is one that I recently sat in with and that is 

the freshest in my mind. I have been away from Chino now 

for ten years, but they are very nice to me out there and 

invite me back every once in a while, especially when there 

is going to be a meeting of the Educational Advisory Committee 

and any of the Trade Advisory Committees. I was up there 

about a year ago, and I sat in with the Trade Advisory 

Committee that was handling office equipment repair. Now 

that would take in typewriters, adding machines, and all 

sorts of things, not the more recent computers, but a large 

variety of machines. 

There were fifteen men on this advisory committee, 

including two or three from the institution. They spent 

the morning in the shop. The shop is full of office 

equipment for repair and there is a trained journeyman 

in charge who is also an excellent teacher. There are 

typewriters, for instance, adding machines, and other 

office equipment that has been surveyed off by the State 

Department of Finance as no longer usable. In the shop, 

the men take these machines apart, get new parts, put 

them together and, In that way, each man learns about the 

machines, how thejroperate, and gets a close personal 

knowledge of every part that went into them, where it 

went and how it should function. A record is kept of each 

man's activities, the number of hours that he worked on 
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any group of machines like typewriters or adding machines, 

the type of instruction given and the rating that he 

received by the instructor for his work. So a complete 

record is kept on that man for everything he does in that 

shop for the many months that he might be there. 

So when he comes up to the matter of being considered 

for release on parole, and perhaps his time for release 

has been set, maybe a month or two ahead, he begins, of 

course, thinking seriously where he is going to get a job 

and if he can get a job in this kind of trade. So these 

boys are offered the privilege, i f they want it , to appear 

personally before the Trade Advisory Committee after their 

time has been set. I don't think any ever have refused 

to goj they are ticklfed to death to have the opportunity. 

These fellows, many of them, before this set-up was 

available used to write thirty and forty letters to 

employers, but would never get an answer or even an acknow-

ledgement. They apparently were just dropped into the basket. 

Now, you can imagine how that is going to eat a fellow 

up in prison. He can't get out to see employers. He 

can't seek his own job, and the only thing he can do is 

write. These fellows would really put up a good story. 

They told exactly what they had done, how they had gotten 

into trouble, what they had been doing in Chino, what an 

honor it was to be selected to come there instead of having 

to serve time in the maximum-security prison, and so on. 
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Would he give them a chance? Then they would get slapped 

in the face with no answer. After thirty or forty letters, 

I tell you, it just took the sap out of a chap. Well, 

now he had a chance to appear before the very men who 

could help him in the industry because they were in the 

business and that was their livelihood. 

I remember that day the first fellow came in. They 

called him by name. They knew him because they had been 

in the shop and had talked with him before. The chairman 

put him at ease and assured him that all they wanted to 

do was to find out what his plans were for parole and i f 

they could help him. The chairman said, "Where are you 

going to go?" Well, this fellow was going to San Diego. 

"And do you have any friends in San Diego?" 

"No." He didn't know anybody down there, but he 

just thought that was a good place to start again. 

"Well," he said, "we have your record here, the score 

and the face sheet that tells all that you have done since 

you've entered the shop." They reviewed i t , and it was a 

very commendable report. They pointed out to him that 

he should be sure and take it with him to show to the 

employer. They said, " I f you get an appointment to have 

a conference, this shows the employer exactly what he is 

going to hire or not going to hire." 

Yes, he understood that. "Well, all right, do you 

have any firm in mind down there that might be able to 
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employ you?" 

"No, I don't know of anybody." 

"How are you going to do this?" 

"Well, I ' l l ask the parole officer to help me, or I ' l l 

just have to get out and pound the pavements." 

Well, there has also been a rule that has been pretty 

hard to break, and that is that no man coiild be released 

from prison unless he had a job and that job had been 

inspected by the parole department and had been approved. 

Well, here was a fellow that couldn't get out. He didn't 

know anybody and he couldn't get a job unless he got out. 

So here was an offer. 

The chairman said to the secretary, who was the other 

member of the council, "I 'm out in San Diego. What firms 

are there that you think this fellow would fit into?" 

He pulled out a book, and he had every firm listed 

there, just like a catalog you would have in the hardware 

store. It gave all the equipment and the prices of the 

tools, and this thing was in great detail. It gave the 

name and address of the employer, whqt the shop was and 

how many they employed, and so on. So he went down the 

list and he picked out a couple of places. 

Then the chairman said, "Would you like to have us 

contact these men and see i f they would be interested in 

employing you?" 

You should have seen that kid's face. It just blew 
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up, and he couldn't believe his ears. Here was a group 

that said they were going to do something, and they were 

really going to do it . So he said, "I certainly would!" 

So they went ahead and made the arrangements. 

I didn't hear about the outcome of that particular, 

one, but another fellow came in who had been in the same 

shop in training. They asked him where he was going. 

Well, he was going back to Ohio. 

"Well, what are you going to do back there? Do you 

have a job?" 

"No, I'm going to work on my dad's farm until I can 

find a place in office machine repair." 

"Well, where do you live?" Well, he lived about ten 

miles out of the nearest big city. I 've forgotten which 

one it was. We said, "Do you have a car?" 

"I have a car." 

"Could you get back and forth?" 

Yes, he thought he could. 

"Well, let's t i e a look at this." 

So they opened the old catalog again [laugh] and, by 

George, they even had information on Ohio. They knew 

every one of these shops and repair shops. They mentioned 

two or three and they said, "Would you like to have us 

write to these men?" He was delighted. 

Well, that was the way this outfit was working. Now, 

they weren't only satisfied with that. They said that they 
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would like to have some reports on the men that we had 

been handling for the last six months and see just how 

they had come out, "What have you done about this?" 

The parole officer was present, and he got the records 

and mentioned one fellow up at Fresno, for instance. He 

said, "He doesn't have a job there in repair, he is working 

in a winery." 

"What the hell's he doing in a winery? That fellow 

is a good repair man." 

"Well, he couldn't get a good job up there." 

"Let's go at it again." So they got busy, and that 

was the way they were picking these chaps up. In other 

words, they just didn't drop the case. They took it very 

seriously. 

Each time I tried to thank these fellows after a 

meeting and would say, "I sure appreciate your coming out. 

I don't know i f you know how much what you have done means 

to these men or not, but it means everything to them and 

it means everything to us." 

And these fellows always had the same answer. I don't 

think they got together; I think every fellow felt this way. 

They would say, "Well, don't thank us. Gee, this is the 

most exciting thing we have ever done in our lives." 

Even the Educational Advisory Committee, which started 

seven years ago, will say the same thing to this day. "This 

is the best thing we have ever gotten hold of. It is 
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really life in the raw. It has taught us a lot of things 

about public education and that even men that have gone 

the gambit like these fellows have can still be rehabilitated 

and placed on their feet." 

So this trade advisory project has been a big thing. 

Every two or three years, now, we have a banquet for them 

and for their wives, and we give awards for different 

things that had been accomplished. There is a good esprit 

d£ corps, and it has just been a wonderful help. 

And the best thing about it is that they have broken 

down a lot of this fear on the part of employers because 

they can talk their language. For example, one fellow on 

the Trade Advisory Committee took interest in our training 

in furniture factory work. We have a big factory at Chino 

in which we make most of the State Library tables, beautiful 

library tables for the State Junior Colleges, and chairs 

and other things. The fellow on that committee, In fact, 

was one who bucked the idea of our making furniture in the 

first place. He was with one of the largest furniture 

outfits and, as a matter of fact, he was president of one 

of the largest furniture outfits in Southern California. 

Well, the Prison Industry Commission was formed so 

that we could handle the setting up of new industries 

without a lot of friction and opposition. This commission 

is bound to call a public meeting when the prison wants to 

start a new industry like the furniture business. We 
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wanted to make furniture just for use in state institutions 

or for state's use and not for the open market. The 

furniture people just raised Ned. This was in competition 

with labor. This was convict labor taking the place of 

the labor of free men, and why should the free man lose 

his job and the prisoner get it? They had quite a row, so 

we had a public meeting out at Chino. 

The Commission was made up of some outstanding people 

in industry throughout the state, and they had prepared 

themselves for this avalanche of opposition that had been 

building up. They listened to all their anti-comments and 

objections and were very calm. Then they got out their 

own study in statistics and showed that no matter what the 

prison industries did, it would only be a fraction of one 

percent of all the furniture business in the state of 

California. 

Well, it was as though you had hit these fellows in 

the face with a board. It was really funny. They stood 

there aghast. They just couldn't believe it . The 

commission showed them the figures and proved it to them 

and, by George, they turned right around and said, "We 

just didn't understand." They apologized for opposition, 

and said, "As a matter of fact, we've got a stake in this 

business. We're taxpayers, and i f we can get these fellows 

on their feet, our taxes are going to be less and we think 

we really have an obligation here." 
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So they turned completely around, and we have never 

had any trouble since. And the fellow who was yelling the 

loudest about this is now the Chairman of the Trade Advisory 

Committee at Chlno in furniture, and he has placed more 

men than almost anybody else. He has taken a lot of them 

into his own factory. So that is about the story on that. 

Oh, there is one more thing in speaking about trade 

advisory committees. About two or three years ago, the 

John Howard Association of Wisconsin, a prison society 

which had been placing men who were out of jobs and helping 

to improve prison conditions, invited me to Wisconsin to 

tell them about trade advisory committees because they 

didn't have any in Wisconsin. There had been quite a lot 

of opposition from the prison people in Wisconsin because 

they were afraid of this. 

So I went back, and I spoke to the group and the prison 

people who were there. After I described them, I said, 

"Tonight there are seventeen hundred men in the prisons of 

New York who have been approved for parole but can't get 

out because they can't get a job," They are overdue on 

parole, you see. That's what we call it when you are tied 

up on the date of your release. Then I said, "In California 

tonight, we have only thirty-five men out of some twenty-

five hundred in all the prisons who are overdue on parole, 

and the credit should go to the trade advisory committees 

who have cleaned up all this trouble that we have had before 
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and who have been able to help us place these men In industry." 

So it has paid big dividends. The members of the 

advisory committee still think that they have gotten the 

big dividends, hnd we still think we are ahead. I think 

our Trade Advisory Commission was probably the first in 

any state prison system, as far as I know. The Bureau of 

Federal Prisons has something similar to this, a national 

committee on industry, and when they want to start a new 

prison industry they call this committee together. I don't 

recall whether or not they have to have a public meeting. 

I think they do, but it works the same way. The Bureau 

of Federal Prisons has done some outstanding work in the 

manufacture of goods, furniture, clothing, paint, soap and 

all sorts of things that can be used by the government. 

They have saved the government millions and millions of 

dollars during the years, and there has been very little 

opposition from the standpoint of industry and labor to 

this becau se it now is accepted as something that is of 

value to all groups. 

SCHIPPERSs Was the idea for the Education Committee an 

outgrowth of some of your previous experience? 

SCUDDER: Yes, I think it was. As I look back, I can see 

where I really missed the boat in Monroe, Washington when 

I was there. I was supposed to head up the trades, and 

I think if I had had a committee then, I could have really 

broken through the ice on that thing and we could have 
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gotten the equipment that never did arrive in the next 

thirty years. And at Preston the same was true. We didn't 

have any backing like that, and we didn't get our equipment. 

At Whittier I didn't have a Trade Advisory Committee, but 

I should have had. 

I think the idea really germinated with me when I was 

with the United States Veterans Bureau as Regional Manager 

of southern California and part of Nevada. We had what we 

called placement training, placement on the job. This was 

for trades that didn't necessarily need a lot of academic 

background and where men could go right into the shop or 

a factory and train on the job* And the government paid 

the man about one hundred dollars a month so that he had 

something to live on during the training. They gave him 

a little more if he had a family. He would go right into 

the shop and the employer would put him on the machines or 

whatever it was and start him off. Then others that needed 

some academic training to get up on their mathematics went 

to school. 

At that time, we had very good cooperation with both 

industry and with the unions. They didn't buck it . These 

were disabled men, and, of course, this was a little 

different than it is for prisoners. These men had become 

handicapped through serving their country. They had lost 

a leg or something of that sort and everybody wanted to 

help them out. That is where the idea, really, in my mind 
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could have germinated, although perhaps it was subconscious. 

I didn't realize it until you asked me this question. I 

think that is what gave me the confidence that it could be 

done because we had such fine dealings with both industry 

and labor. 

SCHIPPERS: Was the work of the Educational Advisory 

Committee separate from the Trade Advisory Council? 

SCUDDER: Yes, that was separate. The Educational Advisory 

Committee would concern itself with what we should train 

for and what kind of building we should build and how we 

would arrange our machines, how we would get teachers and 

what the best prospects of particular vocations were. Was 

it something that prisoners could train in and find employment? 

SCHIPPERS: Was the formation of that committee unique to 

California? 

SCUDDER: As far as I know. I don't know of any other 

Educational Advisory Committee. They may have them in 

other prisons, but I rather doubt it . I f they do have 

them now, i t ' s because the word has been pretty well spread 

around about their success. But I really don't see how 

any prison or reformatory or industrial school can get 

anywhere without i t , because you have to have somebody from 

the public run interference or you can't break through on 

finance. Remember, there are no lobbies for prisons or 

institutions. They are just the last thing considered 

and then grudgingly. The average legislature will never 
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pass an appropriation nearly as big as it should be. 

SCHIPPERS: I would like to ask how much emphasis was 

placed upon self-support for the institution in establishing 

these programs and how much of it was geared to the needs 

of the prisoner? 

SCUDDER: Well, the history of prisons, as you may know, 

was very disastrous when they had what they called the 

convict labor contracts. They contracted for convict 

labor. These men would be enslaved, really, to some person 

who wanted to use their labor in exchange for a very small 

sum. The men got practically nothing. Even when the jute 

mill was put in at San Quentin, it was with the idea that 

it was going to make money for the institution. It never 

made money. It was always on the ragged edge. I don't 

know of any prison that really made money and really rehabili-

tated men at the same time. I think they can make a great 

many savings, and they can make a profit in certain 

industries and at the same time give adequate and thorough 

training to the men. 

But, I never looked upon vocational education as a 

means of making an institution self-supporting. I think 

that would be a great mistake because instead of preparing 

men properly for their release, it becomes a driving deal 

to make a profit regardless of training. Training can't 

be carried on in a vacuum, nor can it be confined to just 

the output of goods. There has to be, in most of these 
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vocations, some careful preparation from the standpoint of 

an academic program as well as the actual trade instruction. 

The correlation of the two has to he worked out. For 

instance, you have to have your mathematics correlated with, 

the machine shop where men have to know how to figure out 

a thousandth of an inch. You ask men who don't have math 

background to do that and they don't know what you are 

talking about. That has kept a lot of men from going into 

that kind of work they want because they don't have the 

ability and the academic background to be able to absorb 

even the simple mathematics that are required in some of 

these industries. 

So, i f any prison boasts about the fact that it is 

entirely self-supporting, I would say that it is a very 

poor and shaky outfit from the standpoint of preparing men 

for release. I f i t ' s self-supporting, the whole thing is 

geared Just to work the hell out of these people. Get 

all the profits you can, and the hell with what happens 

to them after they get out of the place. That is exactly 

what happens. 

SCHIPPERS: Now, even though there was talk of trade 

training before the turn of the century, you've indicated 

before that the trade-training programs really amounted 

to manufacture of clothing and shoes and this sort of thing, 

Just for institutional maintenance.. When would you say, 

approximately, that a real trade-training program started 
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in the California system? 

SCUDDER: Well, I think that this machine shop work at 

San Quentin was one of the early ones. That had "been going 

on for several years hefore Clinton Duffy became warden 

and before they had the blow-up there in 1939 and '40. 

That machine shop had been going for quite a while, and 

they had good cooperation between industry and labor and 

the institution. But in very, very few prisons across 

America was there anything that you could call adequate 

vocational training for prisoners. In my work in the last 

ten years with the Osborne Association, I 've been in contact 

with twenty-four prisons and reformatories. And I can 

count on the fingers of one hand the outfits that have 

any kind of a vocational training program today that is 

worth anything. So, you see, we are far from where we 

ought to be in this field. 



CHAPTER XIX 

PRISONERS ARE PEOPLE 

SCHIPPERS: We had planned to make some comments on your 

hook, Prisoners Are People. 

SCUDDER: That was published in 1952. That meant that 

Chino had been going for twelve years, and I wrote it for 

a very definite purpose. You see, I had gone through 

some pretty rough experiences at Monroe, Preston, and 

especially at Whittier where the spoils system had come 

in and wrecked our program. Ten years later, it blew up 

in the worst scandal this state has ever had in the 

correctional field. There was a great deal of criticism 

about Chino. It was a country club, slapping men on the 

wrists, and so on. It always came from people who had 

never been there, and the minute we could get them inside 

to see i t , we could sell them. 

I thought, "Well now, there may be a change of 

administration one day and even though a lot of people 

know about Chino, most of them don't know. A few come out 

here and they are enthused by it , but the average run-of-

the-mill person in society doesn't know aiything about Chino. 

Many of them have never heard of i t . I think it is my 

responsibility to write up some kind of record of how this 

institution was formed, what was back of i t , what its 
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growing pains amounted to, and tell the whole truth and 

nothing hut the truth about it , regardless of who it hits. 

It will be for one great purpose, and that is so that the 

public will know what the Chlno program really is . I f 

they do, I think they will be sold on it . I f any political 

administration tries to cone in here and wreck it , then I 

think the people who know about it and who will read the 

book, if the book is a success, will stand up and fight for 

i t . " 

Now that is the only reason I wrote the book. I 

started with just an idea, and it took me about six years 

to write it. I didn't keep all the records that I should 

have kept, but fortunately my wife Becky kept a diary of 

every day. Several times a week, I would come home in the 

evening and we would talk about what had happened and bring 

her up to date on things. She was deeply interested in 

the whole deal, anyway, and was very, very much loved by 

the men who had met her. And then we had so many fellows 

come to the house. Anyway, that is why I wrote it . 

Well, I began to try and find a title, and one of the 

things that has burned me up more than anything else, I 

think, in this whole correctional field, is this term 

"convict." I hate the term. I think its usefulness is 

all in the past, i f it was ever useful for anything. Sure, 

we convict, and therefore you are a convict. But the 

unfortunate part about it is that we don't drop it there. 
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We sort of worship that word. We like to talk ahout it . 

I f we know a prisoner, a convict, we kind of like to boast 

about it . 

I even heard a chaplain one time, who was a very 

dedicated person, use it that way. He'd been at one of the 

prisons in California for twenty years serving just on a 

voluntary basis. V/e were in a superintendent's conference 

one time, and he was there and got to talking about the 

religious program. He said, "I was telling people about 

my cons." 

Well, it just hit me in my face, but I kept still. 

Then he said it again, and I kind of blew my top. I was 

rather ashamed of myself afterwards, but I called that guy 

right across the table. I said, "Why in the hell do you 

use that term 'con?' You're a chaplain. These are not 

'your cons;' they are men. They are ordinary people that 

have gotten into trouble. Why do you roll your tongue on 

this term, 'my cons?"' I turned to the warden and I said, 

"Now, listen, boy. I 've heard you say that a hundred times. 

You talk about 'my cons.' You go out and make a speech 

and you say 'my cons' . " I said, "They are not 'your cons.' 

They are society's unfortunate people that got caught, and 

only about thirteen percent of them at that. The rest, 

eighty-seven percent, go uncaught. These are the little 

guys in this picture, and you fellows go around crowing 

about 'my cons' just to get attention. Now, I think we 
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ought to cut it out." 

Do you know, I really admire that chaplain. Instead 

of getting up and slugging me, he sat hack and said, "Ity 

gosh, Ken, you're right. I never thought about it . I 've 

got no business talking that way. I didn't even realize 

that I was doing i t . " 

So I said, "Well, good for you. For heaven's sake, 

why can't we all cut it out?" 

About a month after that, I began thinking about what 

I was going to call the book. These fellows are ex-convicts 

and are prisoners. They are a bunch of people. . . . All 

of a sudden, I thought, people, people. That's it I They 

are people! "Prisoners are people," and I couldn't get 

away from that. 

I told it to some of my staff, and they said, "Boy, 

that sounds good. And it is true. I never thought about 

it that way, but they are people." 

So that is the reason for the book being named 

Prisoners Are People. And it has really had its effect, 

because folks like the book. I shouldn't say this because 

I wrote i t , but they all say, "I couldn't put it down. 

That is one of the first books that I have ever picked up 

that I couldn't put down because it didn't pull any punches. 

It told the success and failure, and it is just a human 

document." 

Well, that pleased me very much and still doSs, even 
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to this day. I have the only copies, I guess, becase now 

it has gone out of print. It had about five editions, and 

the last edition I printed myself so that I could keep it 

alive. I 've given a lot of them to the libraries. I 've 

given one to each prison in California and each forestry 

camp so that the men in the camps and the prisons could 

read about Chino and know what it really is . They didn't 

know. They heard some rumors and sometimes, i f we would 

send some fellows back to San Quentin or Eolsom in the 

early days, they would go back and cuss out the Chino deal. 

It was no good, it was a fake, a lot of nuts down there, 

and so on. These fellows would goggle at them and swallow 

i t , and yet they still wanted to come. 

So the reception of the book has been very gratifying. 

Even to this day when I give it to people they say, "Oh, 

I 've heard about that book. I 've tried to get hold of i t . " 

I will give them a copy i f they are people who count, 

and they say the same thing. "I couldn't put it down." 

So, apparently, there is a deep human interest on the part 

of people for people In trouble. Once they could see the 

other side of the coin, it softens the idea that has been 

held for generations, which is to lock them up and throw 

away the key. "Treat them rough. These guys knew what 

they were doing when they got into trouble, so it serves 

them right." 

Well, when you look at the causes of behavior back of 
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these men,you get their history in their case record, you 

see the cords running right through, year after year, from 

the time he was five or six years old right on up to his 

crimee Sure, he did the wrong thing. Sure he broke the 

law. Sure, he shouldn't have done it . But he came from 

a situation that never taught him anything else but to 

take what he wanted and to hell with anybody else. When 

someone comes from that kind of family situation or broken 

family, what can you expect? 

I am glad that I wrote the book, and I think that it 

is going to serve the purpose for which it was written. 

I'm not afraid of reversion to the old system at all now 

because California, as I have indicated, has the finest 

correctional program in the world, and i t ' s out of politics 

and under civil service on a career basis. 

There was one thing, in that connection, that I did 

do when I left. I was still afraid of political interference 

when I left in 1955, and I told Dick McGee, the Director 

of Corrections, "I'm going to retire from the department 

because I want to join the Osborne Association and do some 

work in the field in these other prisons, but I want 

assurance from Governor Goodwin Knight that there will not 

be a political appointment made to replace me." You see, 

there are several of us that are not under aivil service. 

As a matter of fact, the wardens of San Quentin and 

Folsom and the superintendents at Chino and the women's 
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institution at Corona are not under civil service. Every-

body who has come in since then is required by Director 

McGee and the administration to take a civil service 

examination, which is an excellent policy. And, someday, 

I hope all these others will be under civil service so 

that it will give them protection against political 

patronage. But we were not under civil service, so that 

was the reason I said to him, "I wish you would tell 

Governor Knight that I'm going to retire on the condition 

that he not make a political appointment at Chino." 

So he said, "Well, I ' l l tell him i f I have to." He 

went over to see the governor and told him that I was 

going to leave, and he said, "Of course, Governor, this 

position is exempt from civil service as you well know and, 

of course, it is your appointment. What are your wishes?" 

And Governor Knight said right off the bat, "Dick, 

I want you to appoint the best man that you can find to 

take Scudder's place." 

Fred Dickson was appointed, and he had been my business 

manager for eight years and had been in this work for about 

twenty-five years. Later, he became the warden at San 

Quentin and is now Chairman of the Adult Authority. 

After him, E. J . Oberhauser, whom I have referred to 

earlier, was appointed. He was one of my first men who 

came to Chino as a new recruit. He had never been in a 

prison before 1941 and worked his way up. He is now the 
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superintendent and certainly one of the outstanding men in 

the United States, and he is doing a wonderful job. So 

even though the book was written to keep prisons out of 

politics, maybe it wasn't necessary after all. 

But I am glad that it was written, because even today 

politics could change it , and you never know when the twist 

is going to come and somebody will come in and try and 

wreck the whole outfit. But I don't think that caa happen 

now in California because millions of people know about 

corrections in this state, and they are proud of it and 

they are going to protect it . 

SCHIPPERS: Did you have any adverse comments on the book? 

SCUDDER: I had severe criticism from several of the wardens 

in the different states who thought it was a slap on the 

wrists. They didn't believe what the book said. They 

thought that I was pumping it up, I guess. But there isn 't 

anything in that book that didn't actually happen and I 

don't think there is a false statement in it . I f there is, 

i t ' s not to my knowledge and certainly wasn't intentional. 

Some of the police departments criticized it . "Prisoners 

are people." Ha, what a joke, and so on. 

But aside from that, it was generally accepted very 

well and was finally the basis for the motion picture 

Unchained. The philosophy for the picture Unchained. which 

was made for the same purpose as the book was written, was 

to let the public see what was actually going on by taking 
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them into the institution. And the whole picture was made 

right here at Chino. There weren't any false props. There 

wasn't anything filmed outside. It was all done at Chino. 

It was one of the first prison pictures, I guess, that was 

ever made on that basis. And I think it is the only 

true prison picture, because I controlled the script. 

That concession, I guess, had never been made before by a 

film company. Hall Bartlett, who made that picture, lived 

up to that contract right to the letter, so we really got 

a true story of Chino, which is now the world's largest 

honor prison, and which is being reproduced in several 

states and also in foreign countries. 

SCHIPPERSj You mentioned the fact that you had cancelled 

the contract with Rinehart for this book, and you were going 

to give the reasons for that cancellation. 

SCUDDER: When I was writing the book I sent a few chapters 

to Rinehart just to let them see what it was going to be 

like and told them a little about what I was going to do. 

And I got a very encouraging wire back saying, "Great. 

Start. Keep it up." So I went ahead, and when I finished 

the manuscript, I sent it to them and they were quite 

enthusiastic about the story and offered me a contract. 

But they had some reservations. They wanted to send 

someone in to help me revise i t , but what they really meant 

was to pump it up a little bit. I think they felt that it 

had a chance to be a sort of sensational story, and that 
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is just what I did not want. At any rate, they sent a 

young fellow out who had written several things himself 

and was apparently on their staff. 

When he came, he said, "I read the manuscript, hut I 

just don't believe that men talk the way you write." He 

said, "I 've been in the Navy and I know how men talk and 

I'm sure that prisoners do the same." 

I said, "Why don't we just walk about the grounds for 

a while, and I will let you see what these people are like. " 

So we went around and I introduced him to a lot of 

the inmates and he saw them going back and forth unescorted. 

He too, just couldn't believe what ho saw. 

When we got back to the house he said, "Well, I 

wouldn't have believed it . I just looked on this thing as 

a sort of a YMOA program when I first read that." 

I said, "I don't see where you get that because I 

merely told what happened." 

"Well," he said, " I can see ifi from a different angle now." 

So we went to work together and he made several sugges-

tions. He got so enthusiastic about i t , that after he had 

gone around again and interviewed Inmates himself, he 

absolutely refused to take any fee for his suggestions. 

"No," he said, "I hope the book is published, and I 

just had my eyes opened to the fact that after all, prisoners 

are no different than other people." 

At any rate, he want away and he was hoping to get an 
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appointment overseas as a foreign correspondent, and I 

never heard from him again. 

Well, after the revisions he suggested were included, 

we sent it to Rinehart again and they still said that they 

wanted to make some serious changes and suggested that they 

would like to do. I said that I wasn't interested in that. 

Then I asked i f we might just cancel the contract so that 

I could find a new publisher, because I was bound and 

determined that the story would be told just the way it 

happened. I wasn't trying to write a sensational story 

of prisoners. I thought it would hurt Ohino more than it 

would help i f it contained a lot of fake stuff which they 

seemed to want me to put in. I didn't hear anything from 

them for quite a while. As a matter of fact it was six 

months. 

Well, my brother-in-law, Bill [William B.] Greeley 

(he is not living now but he was Chief United States 

Forester for many years) had his book, Forests and Men, 

published by Doubleday. It is about the forest service 

and the conservation of our timber. It was a terrific 

book and he became acquainted with the Doubleday editor on 

the west coast, a fellow named Harold Cady. He said to 

Mr. Cady, "My brother-in-law has a book on prisons that I 

think you might be interested in . " Well, he didn't know 

where to reach me. 

The next time I saw Bill Greeley he said, "Did you 
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get hold of Cady"" 

I said, "Yes, I did, I finally called him and he said 

he was just trying to reach me and he didn't know where," 

So he came out and we got together, and he said, "I 

think that Douhleday would take this hook," 

Ahout that time, I suppose word got around to Rinehart 

that Douhleday was interested in it . I don't know how 

it did, because I never told them. But, at any rate, I 

got a long-distance call from New York from the then editor 

of Rinehart who said, "Don't do anything about your book 

until you have seen me, because I know we would like i t . " 

Well, we had already cancelled our agreements. 

Then three days later,he called me up from Los Angeles. 

He said, "I'm coming out. I want to see you about your 

book. Have you signed a contract yet?" 

I said, "No, I 'm negotiating one, but I haven't signed 

one." 

He said, "Douhleday?" So I knew that he had been 

poking around, and I said, "Yes." He said, "Don't do 

anything until I get out there. I ' l l be out there this 

afternoon." So he came out and he said, "Well, now, how 

is our book getting along?" 

I said, "What do you mean, our book? We couldn't 

get together and we cancelled that out six months ago." 

He said, "Well, I know, Ken, I know. But that book 

has got a lot of possibilities, and I have dust the person 
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to pump it up just the way it has to he pumped up in order 

to sell." 

I will have to divert for a moment now to give you a 

little background of what he had in mind. The year before, 

[Donald Powell] Wilson's book Six Convicts was issued 

by Rinehart and it became a best seller. In my opinion it 

was the phoniest prison book that was ever printed. Before 

I had made a deal with either Rinehart or Doubleday, Wilson 

called me on the phone one day and said, "Scudder, I under-

stand that you have a book on prisons that is coming out." 

I said, "Well, I'm working on one." 

"Well," he said, "that is interesting. You know I 

have lined up about sixty lectures across the nation. I 

haven't been in this work for years and I don't know much 

about i t . I wonder i f you would lend me your manuscript 

so that I could have some up-to-date information?" 

I said, "I'm very sorry, I couldn't lend you my 

manuscript." I thought, "Well, isn't that about the 

crummiest thing that I have ever heard of—to ask me for 

my manuscript because he had written a book on prisons and 

he didn't know anything about it . But he could lecture, 

so he wanted some up-to-date information on i t . " 

•Well," he said, "I'm coming out to see you." So he 

came out, and he had a woman with him and an assistant 

director of the motion picture, Six Convicts, which they 

were planning to film. I 've forgotten whic . company 
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actually put out Six Convicts, but it was made and it 

was a great financial success. Well, this man was there 

with him. So they came into the office and introduced 

themselves. The woman's name was Eve O'Dell, but I can't 

remember the chap's name. 

He said, "You know, we came in the front gate, and it 

is all wide open down here." He said, "You can't get into 

one of the motion picture studios, because it has a bunch 

of cops. How do you do it?" 

I saLd, "Let's go around and see." So we went around 

the institution and this director just almost fell out 

of his shoes. He just couldn't believe it . He kept 

saying, "I can't believe what I'm seeing. I can't believe 

what I hear. It is terrific. I had no idea what this was 

all about." The girl didn't say anything. 

So we got back into the office and then Wilson said 

to me, "Well, how did you like my book?" 

I said, "As long as you stuck to your psychology, I 

thought it was very well done, but," I said, "when you got 

off of that and got on to describing the inmates that 

worked for you, the way they talk and so on, it didn't 

ring true. You had them speaking out of the sides of their 

mouths, saying, 'youse guys,' and 'de 's ' and 'dats' and 

so on. ' I said, "It just didn't ring true, and I couldn't 

believe that you wrote that. As a matter of fact, I don't 

believe that you wrote it . Who did?" 
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Well, 70a would think that he would have gotten up 

and socked me, hut he didn't. It turned out that it was 

Eve 0'Dell who was sitting right across the table from me. 

She was a Hollywood writer and a clever girl, too. She 

wrote most of the book, and it proved embarrassing to 

Rinehart because they were very much on the defensive for 

a couple of years. That was a Book-of-the-Month Club or 

a Literary Guild selection, one or the other, I 've forgotten 

which. People said, "Isn't it wonderful. Isn't that the 

most wonderful book." 

I was up in Chino and one of my friends said, "Oh, 

Mr. Scudder, did you read Six Convicts?" 

I said, "Yes, I did." 

"What do you think of it? I think it is the most 

wonderful book. It is fascinating. I couldn't put it 

down." 

"Well," I said, "it is a very fascinating story, but 

i t ' s phony." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Well," I said, "I know that what he wrote in the 

book did not happen. Mr. Wilson was at Leavenworth, which 

was the setting for the book. He was a psychologist. He 

had one inmate assigned to him, not six. The episode in 

the book is so fantastic, i t ' s like reading a Jimmy 

Valentine story." 

For instance, in one episode, one of tlese six convicts, 
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so called, who was a former safe-cracker was let out to 

go open a hank safe. The hank asked the warden i f they 

would allow this fellow to come down to the hank and open 

the safe because they had lost the combination and people 

were inside. So the inmate goes down and describes how 

he opened the safe with all the people standing around 

watching him with their mouths open. He tells how he feels 

the tumblers fall with his fingers, and finally he gets it 

to click and then he hears the thing drop and the safe is 

open and everybody gets out. [laughter] Then in another 

episode there was a riot in the mess hall (they never had 

a riot in the mess hall), in which the cornflakes were 

ankle deep. Now, they didn't even serve cornflakes at 

Leavenworth. This was rare stuff. Oh, it was corny, 

[laughter] 

So when this editor came out and said, " I 've got just 

the person," I said, "Is it Eve O'Dell?" 

"Yes, how did you know?" 

I said, "She wrote some of Wilson's book, didn't she?" 

[laughter] 

Boy, his face just turned white. He had been defend-

ing it all the time, that this was an honest book. 

Negley K. Teeters, who wrote New Horizons in Criminology 

with [Harry E.] Barnes, was taken in at first until he 

found out and read the book. Then he went and asked Jim 

[James V.] Bennett, Director of Federal Prisons, if it 



337-

really happened. [Richard] McGee was at that place at that 

time, and he couldn't even remember Wilson except that he 

was a psychologist who was working on a part-time basis, 

but he knew he didn't have any six men in his office and 

that the riot never happened. 

They also claimed that the prisoners sneaked in some 

"chippies" from the outside and had them come in under a 

truck, and that this was going on and nobody knew about 

i t . That wasn't true either. It was just a Hollywood 

piece of bunk, the whole thing. 

And people throughout the country picked it up and 

read it and it disturbed me, becai se it gave a false picture 

to the public. It implied that every man was a crook and 

a villain and you had just better look out. Yet the public 

admired the cleverness of the "convict," the wsy he 

manipulated his crimes and he became a great hero. 

So when they said it was Eve O'Dell, I said, "I'm 

sorry. Even i f my book is never published, I will not 

have Eve O'Dell or anyone else ruin it the way she did 

Six Convicts." 

Of course, the editor didn't like it . "You think it 

over, Scudder. You think it over. I would like to hear 

from you again." 

So we parted, and he never did hear from me again. 

So then I went with Doubleday, and Cady helped me put it 

into the shape that it is in today. 
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That was an exciting thing, though, to go through, 

because here I had all these inmates that believed that 

we were really trying to treat them as people, and then 

this cheap outfit wanted to emasculate it by putting in 

all this phony Hollywood tinsel and fringe. 

SCHIPPERS: I also wanted to ask you about the reception 

of the picture Unchained by the California Prison Authorities. 

SCUDDER: We had a very good reception. As a matter of 

fact, some of my staff were disappointed because we put 

in some violence, because they didn't like the violence. 

But the violence happened. I couldn't put out a picture 

that was untrue. 

I kept thinking of what this fellow that came to help 

me had said: "Why, I looked on this as a sort of YMCA 

program." Well, now, I have great respect for the YMCA, 

but I know what he meant. He meant it in the 3ense of 

its being a sort of a religious fervor or slap on the 

wrist or a boy scout program that you can't put over on 

the public. Well, he was right, you can't. It was not that 

type of institution and the men would never have accepted it . 

It was a program that made them recognize the dignity 

of the individual which had been entirely lost or overlooked 

or which society had tried to tear apart. Here was an 

opportunity to get It back. But Unchained was very well 

received throughout the world. 

I don't know that Mr, McGee ever mentioned the book 
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or the picture. He is a little peculiar that way. He 

doesn't express himself on such things and he seldom praises 

anybody. 

I must say, though, that he gave me excellent backing, 

I showed him the script and talked it over with him in my 

home when he read it and asked him for any suggestions. 

"No," he said, "it looks all right to me." As I told you 

last time, 1 didn't ask him i f I could stage the food riot 

in the dining room, but he never criticized it . 

By and large, the people in the institutions have 

accepted it , and they show it in the different prisons and 

say that the men have gotten a great lift out of i t , because 

it makes them feel that they are somebody. Because they 

committed a crime and are down in the dumps, they don't 

have to remain that way. They have to take hold of their 

own bootstraps and get themselves out of it . That is what 

the men at Chino have to do. 

When I go into other prisons all over the country the 

inmates say, "Oh, we saw Unchained. It was terrific. Gee, 

we sure appreciate that picture." 

Also, I have distributed a large number of the book 

Prisoners Are People gratis to the institutions in California. 

I think about five hundred have gone into the forestry camps 

and into the institution libraries. The only time I was 

a little disappointed with distributing them was when I 

gave some to the Women's Institution at Corona. They wrote 



340-

"back and thanked me very much and were very glad to have 

them for the personnel library. Well, I expected them to 

put them in the girls' libraries. 

People are a little bit sby of it because there are 

things in that book that express what happens when men are 

given as much freedom as they can take with as few restric-

tions and limits as possible. They begin to think, " I don't 

know. There are some instances of violence in it that could 

be considered as insubordination, and I don't think our 

girls should be exposed to it . They might get some ideas." 

I might be doing them an Injustice. I think the present 

superintendent, Miss [Iverne R.] Garter, is entirely 

different. She is the type that would say, "Sure, show it 

to them—that is prison l i f e . " 

There was so much criticism of Chlno when we opened 

up that for the first four years, we were really in danger 

of being wiped out. The police and the district attorneys 

and the Department of finance and others started to worry 

about it . I don't know what caused this. The word got 

around that this was a screwball idea, that here you were 

going to treat prisoners as people and anything could happen. 

You could have the whole bunch walk away, and then what 

would happen? You would have to go clear to New Mexico, 

Arizona, Nevada, to pick them up. Women would be raped, 

and all sorts of things would happen. It didn't happen, 

but the basis of it is that there is nothing harder to 
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combat than the fear that a new project won't work. That 

Is exactly what happened. Then, gradually, as we got 

people in to see the place, why, they found out just what 

it was all about and usually turned right around and gave 

us their wholehearted support. 

The history of prisons has been a very dark one as 

far as political interference has been concerned. A few 

prisons have been free from its very bad effect on morale, 

but you can't run a prison by having a lot of political 

appointees who owe their allegiance to the fellow who gave 

them their appointment rather than to the institution and 

the institution head. That has set our prisons back for 

many years because, in many states, we have allowed the 

politician to just take over and pay off his obligations 

by giving the wardenship to some friend who is not at all 

equipped to do it and who doesn't know how to handle the 

situation. All he goes in with is a word of warning from 

the governor, "Now don't have any trouble down there. I 

don't care how you run the place, but just don't get me 

into trouble." They know that no administration can stand 

a blowup in the prison. It excites the public so much 

that it reflects badly on the administration. It is a hard 

thing to live down. 

Prisoners Are People was not written for any financial 

gain, because there wasn't any gain in it to amount to 

anything. I'm glad we did it that way, and I think it has 
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gone all over the world. Now you just mention Chino to 

people and they say, "Oh, you mean that honor prison in 

California." 



CHAPTER XX 

THE MOTION PICTURE-—UNCHAINED 

When we decided to make the picture, or try and see 

i f I could interest somebody in making the picture, I 

had the permission of Doubleday, who published Prisoners 

Are People, to go ahead. They referred me to their 

representative in Hollywood, I gave him the book and he 

tried to interest the different motion picture groups. 

Several of them said that they couldn't see any kind of a 

story in Prisoners Are People and that it was just not 

something that the public would be interested in. 

Then, one day when I was out there, they told me that 

a certain studio was interested in the picture and would 

like to have me come out and have lunch. I said to the 

attorney, "Well, I wouldn't mind that, but there is one 

thing that I must know. As I told you in the beginning, 

I would not allow anybody to make a picture based on this 

book unless I could control the script." I told you the 

reason I wanted that was because every time they start a 

picture of somebody's book, some wise guy in the movie 

industry wants to throw in a lot of sex and violence 

that didn't occur. 

I f i t ' s about prisons, he has all kinds of ideas how 

prisons ought to be run, and the first thing you know, they 
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make a picture like Cell Block Number 11 which is one of 

the worst pictures that ever came out of Hollywood. It 

did more damage than good because it gave a false impression. 

Yet it made twelve million dollars. It told the people 

what they thought prisons were like and they just licked 

it up. They made a big thing out of a riot, and the whole 

script and the rest of i t was a phony from the start to 

the finish. 

I saw the first rushes on that and was asked for an 

opinion by the director. I said, "I hope you don't make i t . " 

"What do you mean? They tell me that this is the most 

exciting prison picture that ever came out of Hollywood." 

I said, "Well, I 've watched your riot and I have 

watched the whole business, and nobody had any reason for 

starting a riot. It is just a big show." 

He didn't like it , of course. I didn't get anywhere 

with him because the picture was made. That was it . 

So I said, "I want to know whether the people would 

give me one hundred percent control of the script." 

"Well," he said, "Ken, I don't think they would go 

that far. They would probably go about eighty percent." 

And I said, "Well, no dice. I f I can't control i t , 

we won't have the picture, because I am afraid of that 

twenty percent they would control. With that, they 

could wreck i t . " 

So I didn't go out to lunch. He mentioned the sum 
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they were willing to pay, which was a very enticing amount, 

but that wasn't what I was Efter. So that's the way we 

started. 

Well, my wife had a kind of a round-robin letter deal 

with some of her high school mates from Berkeley, California, 

They started it in about 1941 just after we started Chino. 

There were about twenty-five or thirty of these girls who 

were still trying to keep in touch with each other, and 

this round-robin letter told about each faally, of their 

marriage and whether they had any children or not, and 

describing them. They told what they were doing. Then each 

person would add her story. It took months to go around. 

Well, one of the girls was now a Mrs. Bartlett and she 

said her son, Hall, was interested in motion pictures. 

She wrote that be was training for that and was coming out 

to Hollywood, and hoped that we would meet him. 

Becky turned to me and said, "You know, i t ' s a funny 

thing, but I just kind of have a feeling that we ought to 

get in touch with him. Maybe something would come out of 

it as far as the picture of your book is concerned." Then 

she told me about the Bartletts and this girl. Well, we 

talked about it and dropped it . 

A year later when I was talking about this book and 

was looking around for some way to get it made into a 

motion picture, I got a call from Hollywood. The voice 

said, "Is this Kenyon Scudder?" 
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I said, "Yes." 

He said, "This is Hall Bartlett. You don't know me 

hut my mother and your wife were classmates in high school, 

and through a round-robin letter she heard about Chino and 

she told me about it . I got a copy of your book. I 've 

read it with a great deal of interest. Have you ever 

thought about making it into a picture?" 

I said, "Oh, yes, I 've been working on that, but I 

don't seem to be getting anywhere." 

"Well," he said, "I think i t ' s really got a story. 

I think there is a story in it . Not just the way it 

happened, but I can see some terrific possibilities for a 

motion picture. It could be a very human document and a 

very exciting one, too." He said, "I would like to come 

out and talk to you." 

We invited him out, and he came with his wife, a very 

sweet little gal. We had them there for dinner, and were 

sitting in the living room after dinner—she was sitting 

on the davenport next to her husband. She said, "Hall, 

I 've been in this room before." 

"Oh," he laughed, "what are you talking about? 

You've never been in prison." 

"No, I mean I have been In this room before." 

Well, we were flabbergastedj we thought maybe she 

was just Imagining it . 

I said, "Well, what makes you think that?" 



347-

"I think I was out here one time with a group when I 

was twelve years old and I sang for the men." 

I looked at her and, all of a sudden, I remembered a 

girl soprano only twelve years old who had really mowed 

the men down one night in the mess hall. She came out with 

a group that was sponsored by the Los Angeles Examiner to 

give a program, and they put on a show for the men. This 

little youngster got up there, and she had the voice of a 

bird. The men just really tore the roof off the hall. Now, 

here she was sitting there, the wife of Hall Bartlett. 

Well, Hall didn't have any money. Oh, he had three 

or four thousand dollars, but he thought he could raise 

i t . Would I consider it? 

I said, "Would you give me absolute control of the 

script? I 've seen so many phony pictures come out of 

Hollywood, and I'm not going to have this thing ruined by 

making it into a cheap prison picture where they send them 

up the river or somebody runs off with the warden's wife. 

And some are about as corny as that. So I want to be sure 

that sort of thing is not in the picture." 

"I wouldn't want that either," he said. "I 've only 

made one picture, and I want you to see it . I t ' s about 

an Indian tribe in Arizona. Navajo is the name of the 

picture." He said, "I won the National Parent-Teacher Award 

on that picture. It is the story of a little Indian boy 

who had never gone to school and who couldn't read or write, 
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and it is his story of his struggle to amount to something." 

He brought the picture out, and it was simply a dream. It 

was a beautiful job. It was Just a simple little story, 

and this Indian kid who did the part had never acted in 

his life. He couldn't even understand English, but he had 

a terrific natural ability. That really got under your 

hide. As a matter of fact, we had him in the cast of 

Unchained before we got through making the picture. 

So I said, "Well, that is the kind of thing that I want." 

He said, " I wouldn't make a picture unless I'm 

absolutely sold on It myself." 

So we talked about i t , and I said, "You cast around 

and see what you can work out." 

The upshot of it was that we signed a contract, and 

his job was to raise money enough to get that picture floated. 

The picture finally cost about $350,000. I don't know how 

he did i t , but his folks loaned him some money and he got 

some from others, and then when we got the cast, the cast 

became so enthralled and so excited about making this 

picture when they saw the script, that they went on a 

delayed payment basis. They were willing to wait for their 

pay until the picture was made and the returns began to 

come in. So you see, we were really on a shoestring. 

It was a great tribute to the members of the staff 

that they were willing to do that, beoause they were all 

outstanding people. Elroy Hirsch, "Crazy Legs," had the 
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lead. He had only been in one picture and that was Crazy 

Legs. Bartlett had made that picture in the meantime, 

because it took us about two and a half years after we 

decided to make the picture before we knew how to make it . 

That was becase it was just at that time that Cinerama 

and the wide screen and all those things were coming in. 

All the equipment was being changed, and we didn't know 

just how to make the picture so that it would fit into 

any theater. 

Chester Morris took my part, and we had a little 

trouble with Chester to get him to calm down a little bit . 

He had always been a Bulldog Drummond picture type, a 

pretty rough-and-tumble fellow, but he finally got the 

idea and I think he did a very creditable job. 

Then there was Johnny Johnson the singer. He was a 

very popular fellow at that time, and he got the part of 

a man who had a crippled hand. Ve were able to fix it up 

for him, and it was what that operation did for him that 

really put him on his feet. 

Todd Duncan played a part also. He is the opera 

singer and does the lead role in Porgy and Bess. His 

concerts have taken him all over the world for many years 

now and he is still at i t . He had never taken any part 

in a motion picture because he was so fed up on the stuff 

that was coming out of Hollywood. Bartlett wrote the part 

for him thinking that he could never get him, but that 



250-

was the kind of a man he wanted. He played the part of a 

lifer who had killed a man and was now almost ready to he 

released, and had been sent to Chino after having served 

many years at San Quentin. 

Barbara Hale played the wife of Hirsch and Cathy Grant, 

now Bing Crosby's wife, played a minor part as a girl who 

came out to visit one of the men, and so on. 

We had quite a time deciding on what kind of a script 

to write. We spent quite a lot of time on it listing 

the things that we thought ought to go in the script and 

that were interesting experiences. We got quite a list 

of them. In the meantime, I allowed Hall a free hand at 

Chino, and he was up there two or three months. He could 

go anywhere he wanted, and he could ask any questions he 

wanted, and he could get history from the record i f he 

wanted to. But he couldn't use the Information unless It 

was disguised, even i f the inmate didn't mind. He gathered 

the information and made up the script on the basis of the 

case histories that he had contacted. So everything was 

going to be authentic. There wasn't going to be any phony 

stuff, and we had to make sure that it told the real story 

of Chino because we had to rely upon the men. We were 

going to use the men, those who were willing, and i f this 

thing wasn't true, then we would never have gotten it over. 

After we had the list of things down and we hadn't 

even written the script, I said to Hall one night, "I want 
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to call the Man's Advisory Council over to my house and I 

want you to he there. I want them to tell us what they 

think ought to go into this picture, because it is going 

to be their picture." 

He said, "Well,thatrs a good idea. I like that. What 

about this council?" 

I said, "They are men who are elected by all of the 

men on a secret ballot to represent them in discussing with 

the superintendent any matters that may be bothering them 

or that they think would improve the conditions at Chino 

and that would avoid any friction or any rough stuff. I f 

we know what these conditions are that are bothering them, 

maybe we can do something about i t , but i f we can't do 

much about it , at least we will be aware of it . I f we 

can correct it we will . " From the very first, I had an 

inmate council. Then there were about seventeen men of 

all races on it—Negroes, Mexicans, Caucasians—and they 

were elected because the men had confidence in them to 

represent their dormitories. 

Well, we had them come over to the house. This wasn't 

new, because we had many men at the house. We started to 

do that shortly after we opened. When we had a program 

like the one that Mrs. Bartlett had sung in as a twelve-

year-old girl, these outside groups would come to the 

house to visit, too. One night we had the traveling troupe 

from the Pasadena Players. They are trained to go on the 
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road for say a week or ten days and pat on a show a night 

or every two nights. That way, they learn how to do it 

and also get the experience of helng on the road. I t ' s 

a wonderful way to train young actors and actresses. 

They came out, and there were about twenty-two in the 

cast and we had about thirty-five or forty of our men who 

helped to put on the show—that is , they helped to fix 

the stage and the lights and did the ushering and other 

tasks. After the show, we asked the cast i f they would like 

to come over to the house for some refreshments. They 

said they thought they would. 

I said, "Would you mind if we invited the forty-five 

men who helped you put the show on?" 

Now, there were men and young women, some very 

attractive women in the cast, and some older women too. 

The show was Charley's Aunt, one of the funniest shows I 

think we ever had at Chlno. 

That kind of stumped them for a moment and then they 

said, "Well, that would be rather interesting. No, we 

wouldn't object." 

So we Invited the forty-five men over there, and here 

they were all in our living room together, about seventy 

people. It was just like the first load of men out of 

San Quentin that we brought down on the Greyhound bus. 

It was absolute silence because they didn't know how to 

communicate to each other. Here were twenty-two free people 
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and forty-five inmates who had lost their freedom and it 

was just like a division of two camps. There was just 

silence in the place. 

Then my wife opened up the door of the dining room. 

She had the table all set up with silver, a lace tablecloth 

and candles and flowers. They all came out and got their 

ice cream and cake and coffee and went back into the living 

room. They began to get acquainted and they sat down close 

to each other. Some went over to the fireplace and sat 

down on the floor and looked at the fire. It had been a 

long, long time since they had seen a fire in a fireplace. 

Others sat on the davenport. 

Pretty soon there was just a humming conversation. 

The tension was off and now they began to communicate. 

One of our men went to the piano and played the songs 

that everybody loves to sing, Let Me Call You Sweetheart. 

Irish Eyes Are Smiling, and the whole house burst into song. 

I was standing in the doorway and looking in, and i f I 

hadn't known who was who, I couldn't have told who were 

free and who were not free. These were all people together, 

and all of a sudden these guys who were in trouble had a 

taste of freedom again in a room of colored lights and 

overstuffed furniture and people singing and talking together. 

When they left that night, the men reported themselves 

into their dormitories unescorted in pouring rain. It 

was almost midnight, and I saw tears in the eyes of some 
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as they shook hands with us at the door. The cast 

couldn't believe it . 

After the fellows had gone they said, "Are these 

prisoners? I can't believe I t . " 

A girl said, "Why, the fellow sitting next to me on 

the davenport worked for my father and I didn't even know 

he was in trouble." 

Well, that started us, and after that, over the fifteen 

years that I was there, we had over a thousand men in our 

house under those circumstances and we never lost a man. 

We never had a man get out of orderj they were perfect 

gentlemen. 

But here we were now talking on the same basis with 

men who were on the lien's Advisory Council. I said to them, 

"Now, Mr. Bartlett is going to make a picture based on 

Prisoners î re People. Many of you have read the book and 

we don't want anything in this picture that isn't true, 

that didn't happen to you or could have happened to you. 

We want you to tell us, and take plenty of time about It 

(we'll just go around the circle here) what you think ought 

to go into this picture. Now, maybe we can't put it in , 

but we will certainly consider i t . " 

We were there for two and a half hours while these 

fellows talked about what should go Into that picture. 

When we got through, we checked their list with ours and 

we checked out exactly, except they had two things that we 
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didn't have: and that was the music of Chino and the 

religious program at Chino. And X was very gratified to 

see them ask for that, because they were really terrific. 

I said, "All right, they will go i n . " 

The fellows left that night, and it was right after 

that that we got tied up for two and a half years because 

we didn't know how to make the picture. 

iinally, we got the script finished. Bartlett had 

written it himself, but he had somebody else come in to 

advise him on it . This person had been recommended to 

write the script, and he turned out to be a Communist. We 

had a big deal going to try and get rid of him. He was 

going to sue Bartlett, but Bartlett really stuck with it 

and got rid of him. He had been called before the Un-

American Activities Committee and he refused to answer 

questions. He took the Fifth Amendment several times. 

Hall came to me and said, "I'm sick about this." 

"Well," I said, "I am too. What do you want to do?" 

He said, "I'm not going to keep him. I'm going to 

let him go." 

I said, "Good for you, I wouldn't let you keep him 

anyway," 

At any rate, he got the thing straightened out. We 

called the Men's Council over again. A lot of these other 

boys had gone home, and there were new men on this council 

because they only serve for a six months' period. Then 
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somebody else gets a chance to serve. So these men were 

new to this deal. 

I said, "Mr. Bartlett is going to read you this script. 

He is going to read it from start to finish. Now you 

fellows listen, and i f you can spot anything in it that 

isn't true, or as I said before to the other fellows, that 

didn't happen, let us know. I f there is anything that is 

phony in it , you tell us and we will take it out." 

Well, it took him two and a half hours to read that 

script through and read it right. He did a good job. I 

watched the faces of these men as they listened. When we 

got to the story that Bartlett had written up about the 

visiting privileges at Chino where the people could come 

and bring their kids and have four hours of visiting alone 

and not have anybody listening in to their conversation; 

there wasn't talk about women and crime as you would find 

in most prisons. Instead, it was about the new job and 

the machine shop practice and the kind of a bead that a 

man was able to make In his welding class. It was all 

plans for the future. Nobody ever really listened in on 

these conversations, but we'd get enough of it as we went 

about the grounds to know it was true. We had a little 

supervision to see that everything was all right but there 

was never any trouble. 

Then we got to the point where Hirsch had a scene in 

the visiting sequence. He played the part of an inmate who 



357-

had almost killed one of his hired hands because he thought 

the man had stolen his savings from him. It turned out 

later that he hadn't. He had a twelve-year-old son and 

hi3 wife brought him out to visit against his wishes. Now 

he had to tell his son that this was not an Army camp, it 

was a prison and that he was in for breaking the law. 

Well, at that point, I saw fellows wiping their eyes 

because they had had to do the same thing. They had to 

tell their own kids that, "No, I made a mistake and this 

is i t . " 

When we got through, I said, "Well, what do you say, 

fellows? How much comes out?" 

"Oh, don't take anything out. Don't take anything 

out. Why don't you put this in? Put this in and put 

this in . " So we knew that we had a real honest picture 

because these fellows are critical. 

I 've never seen any group more penetrating and critical 

in their sizing up of a situation than a bunch of prisoners. 

They can spot a phony a hundred miles off. I f this thing 

hadn't been really sincere and honest, they would have torn 

it apart. But no, there wasn't a single thing they wanted 

taken out. They too waited the music and the religious 

program in it . It also proved to be one of the highlights 

of the picture. 

Well, that is the way we started, and finally we got 

down to business. We got the cast and had them out there 
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for two weeks on a sort of a rehearsal hasis to get 

acquainted with the institution. That was so they could 

get the feel of it and so that they could get into the 

spirit of it as though they too were inmates. All of the 

rest of the group were inmates. A thousand men volunteered, 

and we accepted them to go into that picture. 

I had one or two very tight moments in which I thought 

I was going to have trouble. We had a part of a story 

that was about a disturbance in the mess hall in which 

there was some jealousy between some of the men that were 

running for the council, and one of them was quite an 

agitator. A fight starts right at the serving table. One 

fellow knocks the tray out of the hands of the other and 

the food goes flying around and they clinch and really roll 

around. These things were based on incidents that actually 

happened. 

There was another one about a fight in the welding 

shop where the same troublemaker tried to lord it over 

Johnny Johnson, the fellow who had the crippled hand. He 

was pushing him around and so a fight ensued. Hirsch got 

into both of them. 

At any rate, we had to have this scene in the mess 

hall, and we had to have eight hundred men in there. 

I think I lay awake three nights before I got up 

enough nerve to do it . I didn't dare ask Director lie Gee 

i f he would approve of it because I know if I was the 
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Director of Corrections and some warden or superintendent 

said, "Can I get eight hundred men in a mess hall and film 

a riot?" he would say, "What's the matter? Are you crazy? 

Of course you can't. You will have a riot." 

Well, that is what I thought, too, at first. By this 

time, we had heen working several weeks on the picture and 

we had gotten around to some of the last scenes. Maybe 

it was put off because we were afraid to do it . At any 

rate, I decided that, "By George, I think these fellows 

are interested enough in this picture that they will go 

along with us. We won't even tell them what is going to 

happen. We will let it be something that they didn't even 

expect and it will come so fast they wouldn't have the time 

to plan." 

I had visions of these fellows saying, "Oh, yeah. 

Next Wednesday we're going to have a riot in the mess hall. 

Say, the old man asked for a disturbance. Hell, let's 

give him a damn good one, and we'll just wreck the place." 

Well, that's what I was afraid of. I meaa, I had visions 

that that could happen. 

ilnally, I decided, "All right, we have gone this far, 

so we're going to go all the way. I believe that the men 

will respond," 

So we had them in the mess hall [laughter] and we served 

them a kind of a fake meal, but on film you couldn't tell 

what was being served. We served the men a couple of nice 
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big snails, sweet snails, with raisins and stuff and hot 

coffee and a cup of ice cream. Well, that pleased them 

very much, and they just came in and they were just getting 

started when this darn fight started at the serving table. 

Boy, these two boys went right at it , no fooling. They 

slugged at each other and one guy got a big pitcher and 

tried to knock the brains out of Hirsch. Then he grabbed 

him and they rolled around and finally got over on one of 

the tables. They rolled around on that, and the dishes 

and everything else went all over the floor. Well, every-

body stood up and started to yell. 

Just then the fellow who took my part, Chester Morris, 

appeared on a stage there and tried to stop this ruckus 

before it got out of hand. So as he talked to them, he 

said, "Go ahead and smash the place up if you want to. 

You won't get anything else. You can eat off the floor 

i f that is what you want to do. We're going to have to 

stop this thing right now." 

Finally, the men stopped yelling. Then Chester Morris, 

who took this part, stepped off the platform and came right 

down through the men and toward the serving table. And, 

as he went by, these fellows just sat down. You could just 

see a wave of them sitting down as he went by, not ssylng 

a word. He just went right through the middle of them. 

This thing actually happened at Chino. 

He got down there and he said to Hirsch and this other 
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chap, I can't think of his name, "I want to see you in my 

office in one hour." 

He turned around and went to the serving table and 

got some food himself and sat down among some men at the 

bench. It is all in the picture. 

Well, the cameraman, a fellow named Miller, who was 

really a top cameraman (I am amazed that Bartlett was able 

to get him—he was at Warner Brothers for many years) said, 

"Boy, what a picture. We couldn't get this in Hollywood 

i f we worked twenty years. You can't get extras to do this. 

They won't even do what you tell them to do." He said, 

"This was terrific." 

Well, Bartlett said, "I think I ought to have another 

picture of this." 

I said, "Listen, boy, I can feel the tension here, 

and we have gone just as far as we are going to go. It 

is that or nothing. These fellows can take just so much, 

and I can just begin to feel a few rumbles here. We had 

better get them out of here because we have had them in 

here now for two hours." We had had a boxing match just 

before that and then we had to clean out the mess hall, 

so these fellows had been tied up for about three or four 

hours. 

"All right," he said. 

Well, the picture turned out beautifully in that 

particular scene. We didn't need to take it over. I sure 
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sighed a sigh of relief when that was over. 

One night, toward the end of the filming, we were 

trying to take shots of the men coming out of the school 

at nine at night with nobody marching them around. They 

were going to the dormitories all over the place. Todd 

Duncan was in this scene and he was to have a conversation 

with Hirsch whom he wanted to run for the Council. Hirsch 

had been planning to escape and didn't wait to do it . 

This was the only time that Todd Duncan got mixed up 

on his lines. He was terrific on his lines, and you never 

had to shoot twice. The same was true with Hirsch. But 

this particular night I don't know what was the matter 

with Todd. He had an awful lot of trouble with his lines, 

and we had to shoot that scene four times. 

The last two times, I just felt terrific tension. 

Here these fellows were out at nine at night and they 

wanted to get in and go to bed. They get up at six in the 

morning, and they had given a lot of their time. We had 

them come out and then they had to go back and come out 

again and go back and come out again. This was getting to 

be an old story, and they weren't getting anything out of it . 

So I could sense this and said, "Just one more time 

and that is i t . " 

Well, they got it . I said, "All right, fellows, that 

is all for tonight. I f you want to go to the mess hall 

the chef has some coffee." 
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I heard fellows say, "Oh, the hell with it . I'm tired. 

I want to go to bed. This thing has lasted long enough." 

Other fellows went over, and the chef, God bless him 

(I don't know whether he sensed that I was in trouble or 

not) had put out a swell feed, not just coffee, but hot dogs 

and buns and a big chunk of cake and all the coffee they 

could drink. You should have seen the morale come up the 

minute they got into the mess hall. The other fellows who 

went to bed were sorry the next day that they had lost 

out on a good feed. But I told the fellows who were there, 

"This feed tonight is something that I didn't even know 

about. You had better give this chef a good hand, because 

he is the guy that really thought it up. It wasn't me. 

I didn't have anything to do with i t . " So they really gave 

him a hand and that pleased him, of course and his helpers. 

That was the wey it was made, and we had the premiere 

right there at Chino. The fellows got out some signs 

saying, "The world premiere of Unchained." We Invited 

people from Hollywood, the magazine writers and the critics, 

to come out and see the picture and had quite a group out 

there. We were really taking a risk there too, because we 

were showing this to the men for the first time, and i f 

they hadn't liked it and had booed the picture, we would 

have been through right there. Then all of these writers 

would have really torn it apart. 

Well, they sat right in with the men, and we had to 
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have two shows because we couldn't get them all in. Joe E. 

Brown and three or four other people gave the fellows a 

little show before it started. They enjoyed it very much, 

and then the picture came on. When the picture was through, 

the applause was really deafening. These fellows not only 

clapped, but they whistled too. They liked it , so we knew 

that we had really hit the jackpot as far as the men were 

concerned. 

The critics and the writers just couldn't believe it . 

They sat in among these people, and I think they were half 

scared to death when they sat down there. They just 

couldn't believe that this kind of reaction would come out 

of a group of men. So the writeups were perfect and we 

never had any criticism whatsoever on Unchained. and it has 

been shown all over the world. It took several years to 

really pay it out, but Bartlett got his money back. I 

don't think anybody really made any money on it . I certainly 

didn't. I got a few thousand dollars for being the advisor, 

but besides that, there was nothing. We didn't make the 

picture, as far as I was concerned, to make money. We 

made it to protect Chlno and that is what we had done. 

SCHIPPERS: How about the official reception of it? 

SCUDDER: The official reception of it was very good except 

in a few places. A few people just still wouldn't believe 

i t . They thought it was a pumped up story, but i t ' s proved 

itself out and it is still going to play on television for 
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sometime. It alw^s has a good response. There is vidence 

in it , hut i t ' s not phony violence. I t ' s just what happened 

and there is no sex in it at all. 

There is one thing that maybe I shouldn't put on the 

tape hut I am tempted to, and i f you wait to take it off, 

you can. It just burned me up. Finally Warner Brothers 

took the picture and when Jack Warner saw it he said, "That 

is a good clean picture, I like i t . " But Bartlett had 

been turned down by several outfits, and one outfit was 

the Hughes crowd. I can't think of the name of the outfit, 

but at any rate, a special showing was given for this 

director. He was their producer or represented the outfit 

and he was going to decide whether or not they wanted the 

picture. I wasn't there, but Bartlett was and he put it 

on special for this fellow. 

He sat through the whole picture and he said nothing. 

When the picture was over he got up and he turned to 

Bartlett and he said, "Where are the tits?" and out he 

walked. 

I said, "Hall, what did you do?" 

"I wanted to slug the guy." 

I said, "I'm glad that I wasn't there because I think 

I would have." 

Now that was the attitude of a great motion picture 

outfit that decides what our kids are going to see. He 

didn't like this picture because it didn't have sex in it . 
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I'm glad he didn't get it . 

Well, once the picture was launched, it went over in 

very good shape, and was even shown over at the first 

United Nations conference on delinquency and crime in Geneva* 

Madame Helene Romniceano who is very active in the 

United Nations over in Switzerland had heard about it . She 

had read the book and had also heard about Unchained. I 

didn't know her, but she wrote me and asked i f there would 

be any possibility of showing this at the United Nations. 

I said I was sure it could be. This was in 1955. Mr. 

Bartlett said, yes, that he would try and get a good copy 

for her. The United Nations was to meet in August of '55 

in Geneva and I was a delegate from the United States. I 

was President of the American Correctional Association that 

year and was also representing the Osborne Association. 

Well, we got over to Geneva and I met her a couple of 

days before the show was to be put on. She rented the 

largest motion picture house in Geneva and invited about 

a thousand delegates to come and see the picture. She 

hadn't seen it herself. Mr. Bartlett had put in some 

French subtitles because, of course, the dialogue was in 

English. 

Madame Romnlciano did not get that picture until 

three of the afternoon that it was to be shown. Each 

motion picture distributor has certain pictures that they 

own and they want those in under their quota. She tried 
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every way she could to have Unchained included under the 

quota, but finally got the ambassador from Switzerland to 

bring it under his own exemption. An ambassador is allowed 

to bring in anything he wants and he got it in at 3:00 p.m. 

in the afternoon of the day it was to be shown at 6 :00 p.m. 

Honestly, I don't know how she ever kept from going to 

pieces. But, here, a thousand people showed up for that 

picture, and i f it hadn't been there, it would have been 

disgraceful. 

Then she gave a cocktail party for most of them after 

that. The picture was received with great acclaim, and 

made a deep impression. I had more delegates come up and 

say that it was the finest thing in the conference and 

that we ought to have had more things like it . We were 

there ten days. In I960, when I was a delegate the second 

time in London, Unchained was showing over there. When 

we went to Stockholm for the third United Nations conference 

and then to Geneva again, It was being shown in the picture 

houses and given a warm reception. 



gHAPTER XXI 

CAREER DEVELOPMENT OF TWENTY-TWO OF THE 

ORIGINAL STAFF AT CHINO 

SCHIPPERS: I brought you a book entitled Olson's New Deal, 

by Burke, and would like your comments on his account of 

the establishment of Chlno and prison affairs during 

the Olson administration. 

SCUDDER: Well, I saw his statement and it was quite 

accurate and I liked it . I also liked the fact that he 

told the truth too, and that he came right out with it . 

When he got out of politics and so on, he didn't spare the 

governor any. I mean this wasn't a whitewash of Governor 

Olson at all. I liked Governor Olson, although we couldn't 

see eye to eye. He always seemed to be ready to have me 

accept somebody on a political patronage basis, but I didn't 

do it . I never had an open break with him, but we came 

pretty close to it a couple of times. There is a comment 

he made that I would have to challenge, and that is what 

he says on page 182 of Chapter Thirteen in reference to the 

activities of John Gee Clark, who was the Penologist for 

the Department of Penology. 

He said that Clark "selected for his assistant, the 

famed penologist, Kate Richards O'Hare and the two of them 
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set out to reform the state prison system. The tasks before 

Clark and O'Hare were formidable indeed," and so on. Well, 

I don't think anybody out here ever heard of Kate O'Hare 

until she came out here and announced herself as a famed 

penologist. I have forgotten now what her background was, 

but it was not in the Corrections field. At any rate, I 

think she caused more difficulty than anybody in the 

picture. She was a very opinionated person and quite a 

driver; she wanted her way and that was it . I never came 

in contact with her, because this happened before I took 

office, but I talked with people who had and frankly, they 

didn't give her very much credit. I don't mean to be 

knocking somebody that I never met, but since you asked 

the question about Burke's book that is the only thing in 

that chapter that I would question. 

I would say that to Miss 0'Hare's credit, she wrote 

to Governor Olson on December 13» 1939» expressing her 

anxiety and that of Mr. Clark, that the hearing of the old 

recalcitrant prison board be finished as soon as possible 

becauaee there was danger that there might be a very serious 

riot or breach of discipline at San Quentin. Well, she 

was certainly right on that because things were getting as 

hot as a poker at that time in 1940. So the governor 

finally ousted the old prison board and appointed a new 

one. But that's my only criticism of Mr. Burke's book, 

and I hesitate to do that, because I think he stayed right 
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with the facts and gave a good description of what was 

going on. 

SCHIPPERS: You had previously mentioned that you would 

like to say something about the twenty-two men that you 

started with at Chino and what has become of them. 

SCUDDER: Well, there were thirty-five men that we opened 

up the institution with. But I wanted to speak of "twenty-

two men." I hope to write an article on them sometime, 

and that will be the caption. It has to do with what 

happened to twenty-two of the young men who came into 

Chino before it opened up in May, 1941 and went through 

an eight-week training program before any of the inmates 

arrived from San Quentin. 

Walter Dunbar who is one of the group is now Director 

of Corrections in California. He is in charge of all of 

the prisons in California, something that I am very proud 

of, and he is a very able administrator. He had no 

experience in this field at all when he came in through 

the gate with the others, a greenhorn as far as corrections 

was concerned. By his own efforts and ability, he has been 

promoted time and time again until finally Dick McGee, 

the Administrator, Youth and Adult Corrections Agency in 

the state, recommended that Governor Brown appoint him as 

Director when McGee was moved up to the position that he 

now holds. Walter Dunbar said he at one time. checked 

over these boys from Chino to see what happened to them, 
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and he picked out twenty-two that were outstanding as far 

as their records and promotions and recognition are concerned. 

This is what he found. Two are now Directors of 

Corrections. Walter Dunbar is in California and Ray Belnap 

is in the new state of Hawaii. L. M. Stutsman is Deputy 

Director under Dunbar. Seven of them are superintendents 

of institutions in California in the Department of Correc-

tions. E. J. Oberhauser took my place at Chino. Fred 

Dickson is also one of the group: Fred Dickson followed me 

at Chino and then Mr. Oberhauser was appointed. Fred then 

became warden at San Quentin and is now the chairman of 

the California Adult Authority. Rolland W. Wood is at the 

new center at Norco which is for narcotic addicts, and he 

is doing a terrific job. Allan Cook is the superintendent 

of the Deuel Institution at Tracy, a large institution 

that also has a terrific trade school in connection with 

it . Howard Comstock is Superintendent at the Conservation 

Center at Sonora, California. Arthur L. Oliver is warden 

at Folsom Prison. 

There were ten who became Associate Superintendents. 

Now, that is right up next to the warden or the super-

intendent and they are either in care and treatment or in 

custody positions. There were A. LaMont Smith (now a 

lecturer at the University of California in criminology); 

Harold Field, Associate Superintendent at the hen's Colony 

at San Luis Obispo; Bill Fordon at Soledad; Bob Feign, who 
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is "back at Chino; Stan Faustman at Folsom Prison; Rodney 

Mehl, Conservation Center, Sonora. Elis Savides was at 

Vacaville Medical Center and Stutsman, who is Deputy 

Director under Dunbar, was also an associate superintendent. 

Rolland Wood, who is in charge of Norco, has also been an 

associate superintendent. Two of the men had been business 

managers. One of them is the educational director, and 

has been that now for twenty-four years. Our instructor 

in judo, Mel Bruno, is with the Air Force and was with the 

Navy. He was taken from us during World War I I , and we 

never got him back. The Air iorce wouldn't give up either. 

He is teaching judo to all of those who become instructors 

in judo. Jack Cadman is right here in Santa Ana in Orange 

County. He is a criminologist for the County of Orange. 

So that is the group. 

Dunbar also figured out that the salary of these 

twenty-two men averages a minimum] of Dine thousand dollars 

a year and their combined salaries, almost a quarter of a 

million. I like to tell that story to college students 

who are interested in the humanities, to consider corrections 

as a career. Not only is it an exciting, challenging 

career and a very worthy one, but it is a rewarding one. 

I f you really want to rise within the service, there is an 

opportunity. There is always an opportunity to go to the 

top, because in the corrections field there is always 

change. It is changing all the time, so you don't stay 
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stationary. It moves, and if you stay with your job and 

are recognized, the chances of advancement are excellent. 

Then there is a very good retirement with i t , so that is 

something worthwhile. I t ' s all under civil servide on a 

career basis, so politics are out of it . A man can really 

plan with his family, and it is a most rewarding experience. 

It is almost addicting. It gets into your blood, and you 

just don't want to stop. Each year is more exciting than 

the one before. So I like to tell this story to students 

to encourage them. While they are not going to be wealthy, 

they will make a good living and a very rewarding one i f 

they enter the field. 



CHAPTER XXII 

THE DEVELOPMENT OP THE CALIFORNIA YOUTH AUTHORITY 

SCHIPPERS: This might he a good point to go into the 

development of the Youth Authority, how you were eventually 

asked to go into the Youth Authority and the reason why 

you refused to do so. 

SCUDDER: Well, the Youth Authority came into being in 

1942, shortly after Chino opened. 

The first two years, it had to limp along on just 

part-time service from those who were appointed to i t . It 

was well known that the Youth Authority was the recommenda-

tion of the National Bar Association §nd a fellow named 

John Ellingston, who together worked out the idea. I 

thought the idea was sound and I knew it was a new approach 

to this whole problem of handling delinquent youth. My 

idea was, however, that the Youth Authority should be a 

sort of a leader in an intensive drive to awaken the 

community to the need for an early recognition of these 

cases, and to start a real program of prevention of 

delinquency rolling to stop delinquency in its first stage 

Instead of the secondary stage of trying to do something 

after the damage was done and these kids were already in 

trouble. 

Well, it started, and I was having some difficulty 
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with. Governor Olson who still was dissatisfied that the 

people I appointed had not been from his list of people he 

wanted appointed on a political patronage basis. I was 

still having difficulties after we had opened up, and this 

had been going for two years. The word would filter down, 

I had a chap whom I didn't know was on Governor 

Olson's list to be appointed, but he came over to seek a 

job. He told me quite a story of his troubles. He had 

been accused of being a Communist sympathizer in Riverside 

and the sheriff had given him a terribly hard time. He 

finally was exonerated, and I checked on that and that 

was so. He wanted a job doing anything. It didn't 

matter what it was. Well, I said, " I ' l l see what I can do." 

I asked him if he could teach auto mechanics. He assured 

me that he could. We couldn't seem to get anybody (this 

was during the war) and so I gave him a trial. 

fie hadn't been there very long before he became dis-

satisfied. Things weren't run the way he wanted and he 

began to talk about a lot of the personnel and that sort 

of underhand thing. He didn't come to me but complained 

to a member of the Prison Board over my head. The Board 

member had been a former Justice of the Peace at Salinas 

and had been a bartender before that. He was appointed 

on the Board of Prison Directors by Governor Olson, I 

suppose because he had done a lot of work in his campaign. 

This man kept writing these notes to him and seeing 
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him, so he began to look into it himself. He thought 

things were in a very bad condition at the prison. Finally, 

I called the man in, and I said, "Now, I don't object to 

your going to members of the hoard i f you have complaints 

and i f you're not being fairly treated here. But just 

remember the situation under which you were employed, and 

i f you have something that is bothering you I want you to 

come in and tell me all about it . Then, i f we can't settle 

i t , you have my permission to go to any member of the 

board and state your claim. But let 's understand that 

there is only one person that can run this place and that 

has to be the superintendent. I f you do this again, I 

shall have to dismiss you." 

Well, he apologized, but in about two weeks, he was 

at it again. The same board member called me and wanted 

to know why I was treating this man this way. So I called 

the man in and fired him. Well, that got to the governor, 

and he was upset. 

I got this call from Mr. Briggs one Saturday morning 

and he said, "Ken, we're going to have a meeting out at 

Judge Facht's house and you should be there. I f you could 

pick me up we will drive out together." So Mrs. Scudder 

and I picked George Briggs up in Los Angeles, and we drove 

out. 

I sensed that something was wrong. There is one 

thing I must say about George, and that is he was very open. 
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I f he had anything on hie mind, I don't care how confidential, 

he just couldn't keep it . He had to get it off his mind. 

So I said, "Well, George, what is this meeting all ahout?" 

"Oh," he said, "we're going to take you up on the 

mountain." 

"Oh, yes, take you up on the mountain and let you 

look over the city." 

I said, "Is this something that has to do with Mr. 

? " 

"Yes, it has." 

" I see what you mean." 

"Don't tell Pacht that I told you this, because he 

wants to spring it on you." 

"All right." 

Well, we got out there, and Judge Pacht said, "Well 

now, Ken, the governor has told me that he would like 

very much to appoint you to the new Youth Authority at 

ten thousand dollars a year. Your salary now Is six thousand 

dollars and that would be a nice step-up for you, i f you 

would like to be appointed." 

To divert a moment, I had a conference the week before 

with the state committee that was appointed to select a 

group of names to present to the governor from which he 

would be required to choose the three members of the new 

Youth Authority. This committee consisted of the 

State Commander of the American Legion, the President of 
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the State Bar, someone from the State Conference of 

Social Work, a probation officer, I think from Oakland, 

and someone from the Women's Club. Anyway, there must 

have been about five or six people. 

I must explain that I had been asked by this group 

to appear, and I said I would be Interested in this but 

I couldn't possibly accept because we were just getting 

the Chino institution started. "I couldn't walk out now. 

I'm deeply interested in this thing, but I'm not available." 

"Well, won't you come in and tell us what you think 

about how it should be set up?" 

So I went in and had a conference with them. At 

the same tim^ there was Karl Holton who was my former 

Chief Deputy in Probation in Los Angeles where we had 

worked together for nine years. He was a very able person 

and had been assigned by me as Personnel and Budget 

Director of Probation. He was also being interviewed. 

As a matter of fact, he finally became the Chairman of the 

Youth Authority and handled that job, I think, for ten years. 

Well, we both were in there together. So, the 

chairman asked me again, "Ken, I wish you would reconsider 

this thing because of your background and training." 

I said, "Well, I just can't. I would feel that I 

was deserting a group of very promising young men who have 

joined me out there at Chino. This is a new start, and we 

have had quite a battle, and i f I go out now anybody could 
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be appointed, and the first thing you know, the whole thing 

would be swept out. We would be back to having a maximum-

security prison. Thanks very much, but X couldn't accept, 

so please take my name off the l ist . " 

"Well, while you are here, won't you tell us what you 

think this job ought to be?" 

"Well, it seems to me that according to the legisla-

tion, the job is to use the influence of a commission like 

this or authority like this to put a little pressure on 

the different counties to get into this field of primary 

prevention instead of just going on, as we are now, 

building more institutions and putting these kids into 

them after they have gotten into trouble. I f you look 

back Into these kids' histories, clear back to the early 

years, you'll find most of them were in trouble in their 

early years, but nothing was done about i t . " 

"Well, how could that be done?" 

"Well," I said, "in the first place, I would go to 

the juvenile courts in the state and say, 'Now, what are 

your real problems in handling this great load of youngsters 

that come here after they have had an unsatisfactory start 

in both school and at home and in the community? The 

juvenile court is a dumping ground, and you get them and 

you have to do something with them. What do you see as 

the major problem? How could the state help you and how 

could the Youth Authority help you with the prestige that 



380-

they will have becase they can speak right out in a situation 

like this?1" 

I said, "I would do that rather than take on these 

institutions like Preston and Whittier and Ventura. I 

would leave the Department of Institutions still functioning 

on that basis, and i f they didn't function right, then I 

think it would be the job of the Youth Authority to see 

that they did, and to back them up on a worthy program and 

to run interference." So, I left. 

When we got out there to Judge Pachts' and he started 

to tell me about this, I had had all of this background. 

So I said, "Well, Judge, do you and Hr. Briggs want 

me to quit?" 

George yelled, "Hell no. Hell no," and the judge 

joined in. 

I said, "All right. I'm glad of that, becase I would 

like to stay. The project has just started and I have 

great hopes for it . Now, i t ' s not that somebody else 

couldn't do i t , but you know very well where the pressure 

is going to come from, and I would feel as i f I was 

deserting a fine group of young men who are just starting 

in this field and have a lot of great expectations." So 

that was that. 

"Well," they concluded, "we're glad that you did not 

accept that offer for the Youth Authority." I was always 

disturbed after that that the Authority's great emphasis 
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seemed to be, "Let's take the institutions over when we 

are assured of a budget. Otherwise, how are we going to 

go to the legislature and get a budget to do this other 

work that is important, too?" 

Well, the prevention part is the last to be considered 

as far as the legislature is concerned. Institution work 

is the whole business, and it has grown to be an enormous 

group of institutions. I think institutions are, very 

undoubtedly, needed because of the tremendous Intake and 

they couldn't do anything else but build. But the Youth 

Authority, until just now, has never been able to get 

enough funds for prevention. They have a thirty-two-

mil lion-dollar budget a year and they have an allowance 

of half of one percent for prevention. That is an absolutely 

disgraceful situation. 

One of the more recent pieces of legislation that is 

on the Senate Bill 822 will provide for money to be plowed 

back into the county. Money that would have been spent 

to build an institution will go back into the county pro-

bation departments. That will enable them to have additional 

personnel so that they can supervise these people properly. 

Well, that is the reason that I didn't join the Youth 

Authority, and I am glad that I didn't, because i f I had, 

I fear it would have opened the door to politics and none 

of my boys then were under civil service. That didn't come 

in until after 1944 when Mr. McGee came in under Governor 

Earl Warren. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

COMMENTS ON THE FORMATION OF THE CALIFORNIA 

DEPARTMENT OF CORRECTIONS 

SCHIPPERS: In discussing the formation of the Department 

of Corrections, you mentioned that you had suggested the 

head of it should be under civil service, but that this 

was not carried out. 

SCUDDER: Yes. That was when the bill went through to 

abolish the Prison Board and to establish the Department 

of Corrections with a full-time Director of Corrections 

and with an Adult Authority of three to handle the 

parole activities and to set the amount of time that a 

person should serve. That bill was before the legislature, 

and the Prison Board fought the bill . I was instructed 

by the Prison Board to go up to Sacramento for a hearing, 

so I went on up there and appeared before the legislature. 

I supported the bill , although I said I didn't think it was 

written by the right people and needed a lot of changes. 

Well, after I got through with that, I got a call 

from the governor's secretary and he said that the 

governor wanted to see me in his office. I thought, "Well, 

maybe I'm going to get the gate again." I went in and 

there was Governor Earl Warren and Judge Pacht. I had known 

Governor Warren for many years before he was elected. He 
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was very cordial and asked me to sit down. 

He said, "We were talking about this bill , Ken, and 

Judge Pacht thought you ought to be in on this." We had 

two and a half hours with the governor on this session 

and we talked about the whole deal. 

The point we want to make now is:why wasn't the 

Department of Corrections Administrator put under civil 

service? and I should also add, the members of the Adult 

Authority, which was a paroling authority to replace the 

State Board of Prison Terms and Parole? They were all to 

be full time and on a good salary. So I said to Governor 

Warren, "Governor, while we are on this thing, why can't 

we have a provision that the Director of Corrections should 

be under civil service and on a permanent appointment so 

that you could have continuity here and not have him sub-

ject to change on every change of administration? That 

is what has been the trouble with the whole prison system 

across the country. Also, why can't you appoint the 

Adult Authority on the same basis? I think this is a 

wonderful opportunity to do i t . " 

He said, "Well, Ken, I just don't think I can go that 

far." " I think," he said, "that I would be usurping the 

right of other governors to make their own appointments. 

But I will agree that I will give a nationwide examination 

for the Director of Corrections and I will appoint the 
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best man." 

I said, "All right, that is certainly a lot. " And 

that is what he did. Richard McGee took the examination 

with quite a few others and he was number one on the list. 

Earl Warren appointed him. It was a very excellent appoint-

ment, and he has been an outstanding leader for twenty 

years and through three administrations. Each one has 

reappointed him again. 

Then we got on to the Adult Authority. "No," he said, 

"I don't think I should do that either. I think that is 

a matter for the incoming governor to appoint. But we 

could put them on staggered terms so that no one governor 

could clean them out." That was done and that is how it 

is now. 

In that connection, I might mention that Ray Belnap 

in Hawaii is one of the few directors who is on Civil 

service status. The Osborne Association which I have 

represented finally got that through. I was working under 

Austin McCormick of New York and we recommended that their 

director be under civil service. When Ray Belnap went to 

Hawaii on the invitation of Governor Quinn, after we had 

recommended him and after they had sized him up, he was 

given a one-year contract with the promise that it could 

be extended i f things were satisfactory at the end of the 

year. They also promised that, inside of two years, he 

could gain civil service status so that his position could 
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be under civil service. 

Well, they got into quite a tangle on that, and the 

end of the year came and the governor didn't make the 

appointment. I had a conference with the governor and we 

had some pretty hot words and finally he decided he would 

live up to his agreement and that he would appoint Mr. 

Belnap, and gave him a three-year contract in addition. 

That was four years he had to work in, and it was just up 

last January. He was then tqken under civil service and, 

as I said, he is one of the few directors in the United 

States under a civil service appointment. 

SCHIPPERS: What other criticism did you have of the 

legislation for the Adult Authority and the Department of 

Corrections? 

SCUDDER: I thought the bill had been hastily drawn and 

by the wrong people. I didn't say that, but I did tell 

the governor and the legislature that this bill was too 

wide open. There were no provisions on qualifications 

for a director, and no provisions for qualifications for the 

Adult Authority. 

I said, "Three years ago, Governor, you asked me to 

get some recommendations from three top prison administrators 

in the United States. So I went after Stanford Bates, 

former Director of Federal Prisons, James V. Bennett, who 

is the present Director of Federal Prisons, and Austin 

McCormick. I said, 'Would you fellows write out what you 
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think should he the requirements and the qualifications 

for a Director of Corrections and each member of the Adult 

Authority?1 They each wrote me a separate letter, and I 

made a synopsis of those letters and finally gave the 

substance to you, where they all agreed. 

"One was that the Director of Corrections should be 

under civil service if it was possible, but they recognized 

that perhaps the governor would want to reserve the 

prerogative of having something to say about an appointment. 

Bit for the Adult Authority, they agreed that one should 

be a sociologist, one should be an attorney, and the third 

should be someone who had practical experience with adult 

prisoners. I don't see this in the bill at all . " 

"Well, I ' l l be switched," he said, " I honestly forgot 

about that letter. Why, of course, that is what we will 

do." And so he appointed a sociologist, and he appointed 

someone who had had experience with adult prisoners— 

Walter Gordon, a Negro, who had been on Chief Vollmer's 

police force in Berkeley for twenty-two years, I believe, 

and was an assistant football coach at UC and terrific. 

But as to the attorney, which would be the third one, he 

couldn't decide. I am giving you this to show you how 

carefully Governor Warren kept his promises that there 

would be no monkeyshine or politics in these appointments. 

The sociologist was Frederick L. Bixby, who was an assistant 

to Bates and to Bennett in the federal prisons. He took 
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the job that I was to have as a superintendent at Chlllicothe. 

The other one was Walter Gordon who had this good hack-

ground, as I mentioned. 

But he couldn't think of a third one, so he said, "Well, 

i f you get any ideas, phone me collect." 

So I said, "I will . " 

I asked McCormick, I asked Bates, and I asked some 

others i f they would he interested in that appointment, 

and they all declined, Now, I was having trouble reaching 

the governor, and I think there were some people pretty 

hot after these positions and they knew what I was up to. 

For three solid weeks I would call him from Chino, and I 

could never get through to him, 

"The governor i s out. The governor is busy. The 

governor is in conference." 

" I 've got to see him. He asked me to call . " 

"I know, Mr. Scudder, but it is just impossible. Call 

again." 

Finally, I got him one night and I said, "Governor, 

I 've got one more person." 

He said, "Ken, don't worry about that. I 've got the 

man. You know Lew [Lewis] Drucker?" 

Well, I knew about Lew Drucker. He was a member of 

the Attorney General's office in Los Angeles, but I had 

never met him and at first I couldn't think of him. 

He said, "You know Lew." 
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I said, "Yes, I think I do." 

"Well, he said, "you know we've been trying to get 

somebody that we could really have confidence in on this 

job, and one of my assistants said, 'What about Lew Drucker?* 

I said, 'What's the matter with me! That's the man we're 

after. Of course, Lew Drucker; I'm going to appoint him,'" 

And he did. 

Well, Lew Drucker was later an outstanding Superior 

Court judge who recently retired from the bench. I went 

to his retirement party out at the Jewish hospital. So, 

he was appointed. 

Now, that was the way in which he [Warren] kept his 

word. He picked the top man as the director from the 

national examination, and that was Dick McGee. He called 

Bixby out for six months until he could get somebody else, 

and then he appointed Walter Gordon, who nobody questioned 

at all as to his ability—he is an excellent person. And 

here was Lew Drucker, who turned out to be a great member. 

SCHIPPERS: But this was not written into the legislation? 

This is a precedent that he established. 

SCUDDER: Yes. It was supposed to be in the legislation, 

but it wasn't and it never got in. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

RETIREMENT FROM CHINO; WORK WITH THE 

OSBORNE ASSOCIATION 

SCHIPPERS: Well, we have pretty well covered what we were 

going to discuss ahout Chlno except why you left there. 

SCUDDER: Well, in 1954, I lost my first wife, Rehekah 

Jewett. We had heen married thirty-five years and were 

extremely happy. She became an invalid and had a pretty 

hard four years before she passed on. Just before she 

died, the men thought so much of her that they insisted on 

naming the beautiful new Protestant Chapel after her, 

the RebeKah Chapel. 

I had been at Chino fifteen years, and I had always 

felt that you could be too long on a position. The 

institution was in pretty sound shape. The director 

backed it , and each governor had backed it . All of them 

still have, too, to their credit. I guess I began to get 

itchy feet for another challenge. Well, then Austin 

McCormick made an offer. 

I will have to give you some background on him. I 

had first met him when he was Assistant Director of Federal 

Prisons under Stanford Bates way back in '33• When Bates 

asked me to come back and serve at the Chillicothe 

institution and I couldn't go, I suggested that Austin 
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McCormick be made the superintendent. Well, Austin didn't 

really want to go. He was in Washington; and then Bates 

made a funny move. He thought that there ought to he two 

people in charge because it was in a mess and the place 

was about ready to blow up. 

So he appointed Austin on a temporary basis and also 

Joe Sanford, who was then With the federal camps and late.? 

became warden of Atlanta. He did a terrific job in 

straightening out the Atlanta penitentiary. It was a 

tough place when Joe Sanford just walked in and did an 

excellent job in straightening it out. He died a few years 

later. 

Well, McCormick was at Chillicothe for six months, 

and then he was called to New York by Mayor LaGuardia to 

head up the prisons of New York. He handled that position 

for ten years. Meantime, he was still the Executive 

Director of the Osborne Association of New York, a prison 

organization that was formed in memory of Thomas Mott 

Osborne, who from 1915 to '25 did a terrific job in the 

Auburn and Sing Sing prisons in New York. He brought in 

a new day to a prison full of brutality and neglect. He 

was a great man, and Austin was his assistant. Austin 

had gone into one of the prisons with Osborne incognito 

as a prisoner for a week and both of them almost got killed 

in a naval prison. 

Austin and I became very good friends, and I was of 
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assistance in getting him out here to the University of 

California. Former President, Boh [Robert] Sproul, whom 

I knew very well, asked me to come up and confer with him 

because they were looking for someone to round out the 

faculty up at Berkeley. So he looked up McCormick in New 

York when he want back there when McCormick came out here 

they gave him a full professorship in criminology. He 

was there for ten years and did an outstanding job. 

He aroused the interest of students in the humanities, 

and they just about worshipped him. He's a fascinating 

person. He has surveyed every prison and reformatory in the 

United States over a forty-year period. He made things so 

alive for these students in his classes that they couldn't 

let him alone. And he was a generous fellow. I was at his 

house many times when students would oall up. He was the 

only professor on campus that I know of who gave the 

students his telephone number and said, "Call me any time 

that you need my help." I certainly admired him for that. 

He said, "You know the surprising thing about it Is that 

I don't think any student ever violated that privilege. 

I f they call me, they really have a problem." And he said, 

"I 've always taken time to handle It with them. Sometimes 

I can't help them much, but I can at least listen." Well, 

he did feu? more than that. 

Well, he came down to Chlno, one day and he said, 

"Ken, I 've got to get a Director of Field Service for the 
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United States for the Osborne Association. This will be 

survey work, and he will represent the association at 

different conventions and conferences. We have the unit 

in New York for the placing of prisoners, but we need 

somebody in the field. We're always on call from states 

that want some help. We just send someone in that has had 

experience, and we try and give them some help. What about 

it?" 

"Well," I said, "this is a shot out of the blue for 

me. I had never thought of that. I'm not sure that I 

could do i t . " 

"Oh, yes," he said, "I'm sure you can. You've got 

background and all these years of experience. We can get 

you started," and so forth. 

I said, "Well, let me think it over." I thought it 

over for awhile, and just about that time Mr. McGee asked 

me i f I would come up to Sacramento as chief deputy for 

the department to take the place of John H. Klinger who 

was going to be appointed as warden at the new place in 

San Luis Obispo for older men. Well, I really didn't want 

to go. My roots were pretty deep at Chino, and I didn't 

particularly want to go up to Sacramento and be in a central 

office. I kind of looked on it as the old Veterans Bureau 

deal where we had a big central office. It gets into a 

routine, and I wouldn't have had any more contact with 

inmates than I had with the ex-service men, except for those 
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who would wander into the office. It waa a big machine to 

run. 

"Well," he said, " I would really like to have you come. 

I think it would be a good experience for you to get some 

other slant on corrections other than minimum security." 

So I said, "All right, I ' l l come." 

"I want you up here for six months, and then I'm 

going to appoint someone." 

Well, about that time I told McCormick, "Well, Mac, 

at the end of six months, I ' l l go with you if this thing 

works out." 

So at the end of six months, time was up, and I was 

to go back to Chino. 

I finally went to McGee and I said, "Dick, I have 

something very confidential to tell you, and just between 

you and me—Austin McCormick has asked me to join him as 

Director of Field Services. I am thinking very seriously 

of doing it , but only on one condition. I want to make 

sure that whoever is appointed at Chino will be a career 

man and not a politician, or I won't leave. 

McGee said, " I ' l l ask Governor Knight, as it is 

really his appointment." 

When he did so, Governor Knight said, "Appoint the 

best man you can find." 

Mr. McGee asked me to sit in on the interviews, and 

it was decided to appoint Fred Dickson, who had been 
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business manager at Chino for eight years and had been 

loaned to the state of Washington for a year as Director 

of Institutions where he did a splendid job. He had been 

associate warden at San Quentin and, for twenty years, 

had been superintendent of the Boys Industrial School at 

Kearney, Nebraska. When the warden died at San Quentin, 

he was assigned there and later was appointed as chairman 

of the Adult Authority. It was then that E. J . Oberhauser 

was appointed as superintendent, and has continued to do 

an excellent job. So politics is still out of the place 

and I will do all I can to keep it that way. 



CHAPTER XXV 

SOME ACTIVITIES WITH THE OSBORNE ASSOCIATION 

SCHIPPERS: This time we're going to discuss the Osborne 

Association activities that you have been engaged in. I 

also requested that you give a little resume of what some 

of the changes in purpose of the association have been 

since its origin. 

SCUDDER: Well, the association has been operating now over 

forty years in the United States. Its origin (I think we 

discussed before) was in memory of Thomas Mott Osborne of 

New York, who put in a lot of new ideas and reforms which 

were quite successful during his administration. Now, 

Austin McCormick has been the executive director of the 

association for almost or all of these forty years, even 

though he was employed for several years with the Bureau 

of Federal Prisons and also worked with the prisons in 

New York which he handled for ten years under La Guardla. 

For another ten years, he was professor of criminology at 

the University of California at Berkeley. 

the association's work is divided into two divisions. 

The main division which employs the most people Is the one 

on field services—surveying prisons, reformatories, 

industrial schools, some detention homes and probation and 

parole* It often is in collaboration with the National 
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Council on Crime and Delinquency, their main function being 

probation, parole and juvenile courts. Mr. McCormick or 

his associates, over the last forty years, have surveyed 

every prison, reformatory and industrial school in the 

United States, some of them several times. 

It is a philanthropic organization, nonprofit, supported 

by some foundation ifloney, but mainly through the membership 

of people who are interested in this work. They become 

annual members, subscribe and pay the dues. There are 

some gifts also, so that the budget runs about eighty-five 

thousand dollars a year. The first division is a very 

active one, and takes up all of Mr. McCormick's time. 

The second division is that of placement of prisoners, 

who come to New York City from various states, who have no 

friends, and who are released from prison with perhaps a 

five dollar bill and a cheap suit of clothes and no job. 

During their incarceration, they probably had no training 

for employment, and they had no skills when they went in, 

so here they are after sitting in a prison for one, two, 

five, ten, fifteen years. All of a sudden, they hit the 

streets, and they become confused, scared people who are 

pudhed from place to place. Nobody will give them a job 

i f they find out that they have been in prison. They don't 

know how to sell themselves, so they drift into New York 

and into the Osborne Association, which is known all over 

the United States* It is a strange way in which the 
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"grapevine" works in institutions. It is aword-of-mouth 

deal, but I suppose that every man that has been in prison 

knows something about the Osborne Association and hopes 

that, when he comes out, i f he can't get located maybe 

they can help him. 

Unfortunately, the size of the job, even in New York, 

is so tremendous that we have not been able to extend it 

to the other states. I get calls from men who say, "I 

understand that you are with the Osborne Association and 

I understand that it helps place prisoners who can't get 

work. Can you help me?" We don't turn them down. We 

usually refer them to somebody who can help and at least 

do what we can. But we are not financed out here at all 

on the coast to handle that sort of case load. 

The Placement Bureau in New York is headed by a young 

fellow named Bob [Robert R.] Hannum, who is a remarkable 

person. He has been on this placement job for over thirty 

years. He is a very quiet, friendly person, but a very 

wise person. He can sense a phony or he can determine 

whether a man is really sincere and frightened, and really 

down and out. These men come in and Bob Hannum will 

interview them for maybe an hour ar half an hour. Sometimes 

there are two or three interviews. He tried to size the 

fellow up to determine his possibilities and where he 

might be placed. In the meantime, the association finances 

the man in a reasonably priced rooming house with meals 
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until something can he done for him. It is a godsend for 

him, because he is down, flat broke, and he is just at 

the point where he is going to break if he can't get some 

help; first thing you know he sticks somebody up or 

burglarizes or grabs a purse and is back in prison again 

for another long period of years, beceuse he is now a 

second- or third-timer. So it is a very humane and a 

really movirg program. 

I sat in on one of these interviews in New York one 

ddy, and I would like to give you an example of what Bob 

Hannum does. I think he is one of the most terrific fellows 

in this field that I have ever known. I said, "Bob, I just 

want to sit here in the background. Don't pay any attention 

to me. I want to listen to your interviews." 

Well, he had a Filipino who had just come out of 

Leavenworth Penitentiary. He had been there five or six 

years. I don't remember the offense now, but it wasn't a 

violent offense. Bob told him that I was a friend, that 

I was just listening in to get some information on how 

the association worked, and to just forget me. This was 

Bob's second interview with him. In two minutes, the 

fellow didn't even know that I was there, he was so interested 

in what Bob had to say to him. 

He said, "Now listen, tell me about yourself. What 

did you do while you were in Leavenworth?" 

"Oh, not very much." 
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"Well, where did you work?" 

"Well, I worked in the kitchen." 

"Were you a cook?" 

"Wo, I wasn't a cook." 

"Well, were you a waiter?" 

"No." 

"Well, what did you do?" 

"Well, I worked in the pantry on salads." 

"Did you stay on that for quite a while?" 

"Yes, I was there for a long time." 

"Do you really know how to prepare salads?" 

"Oh, yes, I know how to prepare salads." 

"But you're not a cook?" 

"No, I'm not a cook." 

"Well, how would you go about it , to get a job in a 

restaurant or a cafe, and to say you are a person who 

knows how to make salads?" 

"Oh, I suppose I would have to tell them that I just 

got out of Leavenworth," he said, "because that is what 

I 've been doing. Everywhere I go, they turn me down and 

say, 'Oh, I can't use you. Can't use you.' So," he said, 

"I'm really down." 

He was a nice-looking boyv and he had a pretty good 

suit of clothes on. He came out of the federal prison, and 

they outfit their men usually with prison-made goods, but 

they are real tailors who fix them up and fit them. So he 
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looked quite nice. 

Bob said, "Well, 70a worked la that kitchen. How 

21*217 a*** in Leavenworth?" 

"Oh, I 'vo forgotten now* Two or throe thousand men, 

probably around 2 ,500 , " 

"That is three moala a day* You work in the kitchen 

all day?" 

"Oh, yoo« worked in the kitohea all day* X did 

other things besides the pantry, but that was the main thing." 

"Well, that means two thousand coals at a tine. That 

la about 6,000 meala a day, isn't it?" 

"Yoo," ho oald* 

"Wouldn't you oall that a pretty good-aiaed restaur® t?" 

"Oh, yea, that lo a big one. Kever thought about it 

that way*" 

"I don't think you always have to aay that you just 

came out of prison* B7 the way, what is the name of the 

steward who waa in ©barge?" Ho told him his name* "Well, 

then, ho ran a pretty big restaurant, didn't ho?" 

"Ho sure did . " 

"well, 1t you wont in to an employer, don't you think 

It would bo quite all right to oay that you came from Kansae? 

and I f ho wants to know the town oay Leavenworth. I f bo 

asked where you worked, you oay, *I worked in a largo 

restaurant run by Kr* So-and-so.* 'How many people did yon 

food?' 'well, it woo an enormous restaurant.'" And so on. 
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Well, the fellow's face brightened up as he got the 

idea* Hannum said, "You are going to have to sell yourself, 

you know. Don't always be thinking about the fact that 

you were in prison, because that is all in the past and you 

have to start anew. So you just buck up and sell your wares." 

He said, "By the way, I called a friend of mine who 

runs a big resort out here in the country, and it is to 

open up in about three weeks* I have already told him 

about you and he wants to meet you." "Now," he said, "I'm 

going to send you down to his place. It is an employment 

office. I don't want you to be discouraged when you go 

in there because it is a lousy-looking place. It is a 

place where all of the bums, the winos, the drifters and 

so on go to try and get on a one- or two-day labor job 

somewhere. You are going to be the best-looking, the best 

dressed man that walks Into his place today." 

The fellow looked around and you could see him begin 

to straighten up. "And, also, you are going to be the 

best prospect that he has for placement, because you have 

something to sell. Now there is just one thing that I 

want to tell you about. You're not going to go out there 

to make salads. This is a big resort and he will probably 

put you in the kitchen, but your first two or three weeks 

is going to be on the end of a hoe cleaning up that place 

to get all the weeds down. You'll cut the lawns, trim the 

shrubs and so on, and get that place open because it has 



402-

been closed all winter. So don't be discouraged i f you 

don't go into the kitchen right off the bat. Here is the 

address, and you go right on down to see him. And if you 

don't make it , you come on back and we will try again." 

Well, it was terrific. That fellow was all slumped 

over and discouraged when he came in and was using the 

Association as a last stoR and all of a sudden, you could 

see him just kind of swell up. He stood up with a straight 

look in his eye, and he walked out of there a new person. 

I said, "Bob, this is terrific. I have heard about your 

interviews but I had to see it and I had to hear i t . " 

That is the kind of a fellow he is . He has a regular 

computer's mind. He has been at it now for some thirty 

years and he knows all of the employers. He was written 

up in Ehe Reader's Digest a few years ago under the caption 

of "He Places Convicts." And it was a great tribute to 

his work. The article described what he does, and all the 

employers that he has contact with know that he will not 

send them a man that he does not have confidence in. 

What about the riffraff that he gets who can *t even 

match this Filipino boy? Well, he has scrubbing jobs, 

dish-washing jobs, and things of that sort that he can 

place them in until they can perhaps get a little better 

opening somewhere. That is going on every day, and this 

parade sometimes will be eighteen hundred to two thousand 

men a year that this fellow places in employment. And 



403-

those fellows were headed right straight hack to prison i f 

it hadn't been for that office. 

They have confidence in him and they don't let him 

down, and the employers say, "Well, we don't question Boh 

at all when he calls us and he says, ' I 've got a man that 

just fits your outfit, ' he knows my outfit and has been 

sending men here for many years and we have soarcely had 

any casualties." 

Well, that is about the size of the association. It 

has to raise its own funds. It is quite a struggle, but 

McCormick does most of i t . He is one of these geniuses 

who can raise money. I don't know how he does it . I 

can't raise money, but all he has to do is go talk to some-

body and convince them, and they come right across. 

SCHIPPERS: What has your function with the association been? 

SCUDDER: This position of Director of Field Services was 

something he himself had handled before, but now that he 

was with the university full time, he couldn't meet these 

calls that came from across the country. So he asked me 

i f I would join him. 

t̂ y activity was supposed to be for eleven western 

states, but before I had hardly got started, he gave me 

the whole United States. So I was on the go traveling from 

one state to another. 

We don't go into a state except on invitation, but 

we may go in just to enter a prison or to an industrial 
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school or reformatory on a friendly visit to see what the 

place is like or what the conditions are. We don't attack 

them if we find had conditions, hut we talk ahout the 

association, and often we are asked to make a few suggestions 

i f they ask for our reactions. On the other hand, i f we 

are called in hy a state, usually by the governor or the 

legislature or the director of corrections, we still go in 

a friendly attitude to get the facts, and we stick pretty 

well to the facts. We don't just get rough with an outfit, 

but we are frank and direct on what we see and what our 

reactions are. 

My technique, and I am sure Mr. McCormick uses the 

same, is to go and see the warden or the superintendent 

first and tell him what has been requested of us. Some-

times he is the one who has actually asked us to come in, 

or maybe the governor has. I tell him that I would like 

to go through the place, but that first, I would like to 

talk with him awhile and see what his problems are, and then 

go through it . I also say that each day I would like to 

clear with him on what I have seen and what I have found 

and how it reacts on me so that I can let him react to 

that. It is a very easy thing to walk into an institution 

and see something and then go off half-cocked when you 

don't know the background or the reasons for it or what 

the problems are. This seems to immediately disarm a 

suspicious or a frightened superintendent or warden, and 
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breaks their resistance to having somebody come in to do 

what he considers a survey with the purpose of tearing 

it to pieces. We just don't work that way. 

So, after I go through the place, first with the 

warden or superintendent, I am on my own. I ask always 

to be allowed to go about myself after I have met the 

officials and had conferences with them so that they know 

what is going on. That kind of takes the fear out for them 

also. That is a good technique, and we always try to leave 

the institution with a friendly feeling. The last day I 

go in and I say, "Now, this is what we expect to recommend. 

Let's check them together, and you give me your reactions 

to them and make sure that I 'm not going off on a tangent 

here, because there may be some things we don't know about. 

In other words, you have a chance now to hear the recom-

mendations before they are presented to anybody and make 

your comments, and your comments will be included." So 

that has worked out very well and has allowed us to be 

extremely frank without getting a person angry. 

Sometimes you have to use another technique, and that 

is to get a little rough. That is i f the warden or 

superintendent is trying to cover up or deny any knowledge 

of conditions which any child could see are wrong. Then 

we have to bear down and really speak out from the shoulder. 

My first experience with a prison disturbance was in 

Montana in 1957* I had been there in '55 or '56, just on 
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a friendly visit "because they had a new warden who wanted 

to have me come down and talk with him and give him some 

suggestions on how to run the prison. I had been interested 

in Deer Lodge, Montana Prison for a good many years, 

because when I had just started out in this work at Monroe, 

Washington, I had a couple of inmates that had been confined 

at Deer Lodge tell me about it . The stories they told me 

about conditions would just make the hair rise on the back 

of your neck. I just couldn't believe it . 

Well, the first time that I went through the place, 

I had a talk with the warden that night and he said, "Well, 

I ' l l tell you what I found here." He was a little sheriff 

from a little county up in Montana and had a small staff, 

and I don't suppose he had many arrests during the year, 

in that thinly populated area. 

He said he didn't know the governor, but the governor 

called him and said, "You're to be the warden." 

So he said, " I walked in here and I didn't know anything." 

I had met the warden at the American Correctional 

Association meeting, the annual congress, and I had him 

sit at our table at the banquet because he was a lone wolf. 

We were trying to just help him along, and he seemed to be 

very grateful and insisted that was why he wanted me to 

come and visit. 

So he said, "I was going through the discipline unit 

where they had men in isolation. A chief deputy was showing 
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me through. He has been here many years. He had been a 

guard, and been promoted until he became the second in 

command, and he was quite resentful of the fact that he 

was not made warden. When we got into isolation, there 

were twelve men in there, hut they were not inside the cells. 

They were handcuffed to the bars of the doors of the cells 

on the outside, and they were hanging by their wrists. 

And I said, 'What are these men out here for?' 

"And he said to me, 'Well, Warden, we've got to hang 

them up out here because they are dangerous men, and i f 

we don't, there will he a riot in this place.' 

"And I said, 'Well, how could there be a riot in this 

place i f you have them locked in the cell?' 

" 'Oh, Warden, you don't know the conditions here. 

They are very bad and this is dangerous. I don't dare 

treat them any other way. We gotta make them know who is 

in charge.' " 'Well , ' I said, ' I think you ought to find 

some other way of treating them. I don't like this. I 

want you to take them down and stop i t . ' " 

He said he went on through the prison, and it was 

about two weeks later when he finally got to the unit 

again and here were the men still hanging there. Of course 

they hadn't been hanging all that time. It was only seven 

or eight hours a day, and they would take them down and 

let them go to the toilet and put them back again. When 

he saw this, he said, "I thought we agreed that we would 
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use some other methods. What are these men hanging here 

for?" 

"Well, Warden, I thought it over," he said. "I don't 

dare take them down. I don't dare discontinue this because 

there would he a riot." 

He said, "You take them down and don't put them up 

again." 

Well, i f he had said that the first time, this guy 

prohahly wouldn't have dared to leave them up there. That 

was his difficulty. He was a very quiet little fellow and 

he was confused. He didn't know what to do. He was in a 

strange world. He was thrown into this tough prison that, 

in my opinion, has been neglected for over forty years with 

very little appropriation, not sufficient guards, poor, 

untrained people that shifted every time the political 

powers were shifted in Helena. When the top personnel went 

out, these people came in on a patronage basis. You can't 

run a prison like that. 

Well, just a year and a half later, there was a riot 

and McCormick phoned me and said, "I can't go, Ken, but 

they want you to come. Can you go?" 

80 I said, "All right, I ' l l be there tomorrow morning." 

I got a plane, and when I arrived, the place was in 

a turmoil. A group of the men had seized several guards 

as hostages and locked them up and threatened to kill them 

unless they got the demands that they were going to issue 
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to improve conditions at the prison. 

In the meantime, when the riot broke, the governor 

and the attorney general were driving in a car back to 

Helena. They heard it on the radio, and the governor said, 

"Let's turn around. We'll go right back. There is a riot 

there, and we had better stop i t . " Now, they were two of 

the prison commissioners, because the commission was made 

up of the governor, the attorney general and the secretary 

of the state, all very busy people, hut they were supposed 

to run the prison. 

The governor was the only one who had ever been in 

the prison, and he was down there because he was interested 

in farming and there were thirty-two thousand acres on a 

piece of land that had just been purchased for the prison. 

They were running a lot of cattle and hogs and growing 

some grain and vegetables. It was only about five miles 

from the main prison. How many times he had been in the 

prison, I don't know, but I have my doubts that it had been 

very often. The attorney general had never been to the 

prison and neither had the secretary of state, who had 

been a bartender before he was elected. I never did meet 

the secretary of state all the time I was there. 

Well, the governor said, "All right, I 'm going back." 

So the attorney general got out of the car and the governor 

went back and tried to stop the riot, and he couldn't do 

i t . So they ordered it surrounded by the state police to 
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hold the fort* 

About midnight, here came the attorney general. He 

slipped back to the prison, walked into the yard, got a 

loud-speaker and shouted to the men who were screaming 

defiance, "If you men will release those hostages and stop 

this riot, I will absolutely look over all of your demands 

and I ' l l adjust them as much as I can. And I can assure 

you (and this was the real pay-off) that, as far as I am 

concerned, as the top administrative officer of the law in 

this state, I will assure you that there will be no charges 

made against those of you that have started the riot." 

Well, that in itself was a violation of the law, and 

he knew i t , because there is no state that would allow a 

person who causes a riot or a disturbance and has hostages, 

which is the same as kidnapping, to go without at least a 

hearing or at least charges. 

Well, they stopped the riot and they let those fellows 

out, and they gave him a list Of demands* Then the next 

day I arrived, and these men were all locked up. They 

had been feeding them in their cells, and the poor warden 

was shaking his head. He didn't know what to do. These 

rioters had not been picked up. 

The first thing we did was to release the men on the 

theory that you can't get anywhere just having men locked 

up. You have to get the prison started again and take some 

of the pressures off, or it will really blow higher than 
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a kite and you will have another riot. The warden was 

pretty jittery about this. 

Well, I said, "You just go ahead, and you will find 

out that probably ninety percent of these fellows don't 

want any trouble. It always starts with a little group, 

and once a riot starts, they all pray that somebody will 

stop it . But they go along with them in order not to get 

hurt." 

So he said, "Well, all right. We'll doit." 

I said, " I ' l l go into the dinir^g room with you on the 

first meal," which would be dinner that night. 

And he said, "Well, I don't think that's safe." 

"We're going to have to go in. Somebody is going to 

have to go in . " So we walked in and the men were quiet. 

I found them on silence. I asked him why he kept them on 

silente, 

"Why, they have always been on silence." 

1 said, "Why don't you just let them talk?" 

"Well, that would he dangerous." 

I looked up and here was a fellow with a gun in a 

little tower right inside the dining room in a cage. He 

had his rifle, and he was standing there on the alert. The 

meal went through without any trouble at all. I walked 

around among the men and just said hello and talked about 

little things. They seemed to be quite relaxed, '^hen 

that night, we sat down to see i f we couldn't work out 
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something. 

Finally, I got the list of the demands of the men. 

Now just listen to this. One was yard privileges. "The 

demand here is to substitute a recreation area for the 

present vegetable garden and grounds for after-supper 

exercise and recreation therein." Now, here was a little 

bit of a recreation area inside the wall. It was the only 

place where anybody could play catch or toss a ball or 

throw a few horseshoes. Someone had planted a vegetable 

garden in two-thirds of this, right in the middle. There 

was a thirty-two thousand-acre farm just five miles away, 

and they had a farm crew and were raising vegetables down 

there. But some cook wanted to have them close at hand, 

I suppose, so he planted his vegetable garden. It probably 

had been there for several years. All the men were asking 

was that they get that old garden out of there and let them 

hard top it so that they could have a little place to walk 

and get some exercise. They didn't have any exercise, 

because i f they weren't working, they were locked in their 

cells for almost the entire day. 

Another demand was allowance of good time toward 

parole for the time that they spent in the cell due to lack 

of available work. Now, there were about two hundred men 

that were working. The rest of them, i f they didn't have 

a job, as soon as they got through with their meals, were 

put right back in their cells again. That meant about 
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sixteen, to eighteen hours a day, and some of these cells 

had two or three men. So you can imagine what this 

situation was with the night-bucket deal, and with no 

decent plumbing. 

Let me mention one more. "Abolish the silent system 

in the dining room in favor of low-tone conversation." One 

meal a day and a blanket in the hole (that is , in isolation). 

They weren't even giving them a blanket down there, and 

they gave them bread and water for say three or four days 

before they would give them a meal. 

There were twenty requests or demands. There wasn't 

a single one that I wouldn't have anticipated as a warden 

or a superintendent long ago and would have taken care of 

because they were so petty. There was nothing here that 

was unreasonable, and why these men had to riot to get 

this sort of things was just unbelievable. But that was 

the situation. 

So we finally got things straightened out, and I went 

hack to Helena for a meeting with the Prison Commission. 

They said before I left there at Deer Lodge, "It will be 

hard to get them together because the governor is way off 

on his ranch one hundred miles away. But he does have a 

plane." 

So I said, "Tell him that he had better get a plane 

and get in here because, if we don't have a meeting, he 

could have another riot in a day or two and these fellows 
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are just hot enough to do It . They could take this prison 

over any time they wanted to." So he came in on his plane. 

Before that, the secretary and three members of the 

Citizens Council on Crime and Delinquency, which was formed 

by the National Council on Crime and Delinquency and funded 

by the Ford Foundation to take action, had come to me. This 

committee was very carefully selected by the National 

Council on Crime and Delinquency to acquaint outstanding 

citizens with the whole problem of correction. They let 

them take a look at it and give their reactions and ask, 

" If you ran your business this way, could you make a profit? 

What would you suggest as how this should be handled?" 

Well, these people went around and they were simply 

amazed at what they saw. They said, "We can't believe 

that this has been going on for all these years." They 

came to Deer Lodge and they were astonished at the lack of 

facilities and the brutality of the place. Three of them 

wanted to come in and see how we were going to clean up 

this riot. 

I said, "I'm sorry, but we can't have anybody else 

here. We may not come out of this ourselves." 

But they said, "Can we be with you when you have the 

meeting with the governor?" 

I said, "By all means, I would certainly welcome i t . " 

So we arrived in Helena for this meeting. I took the 

warden with me, and Raymond L. Wham from California 
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Corrections, who was loaned to me to help with a lot of 

the detail work involved. We had to draw up an estimate 

of how much it was going to cost and what positions should 

he added to declare the place safe. For in just the few 

days that I was there, one just couldn't do it alone. He 

was a very able chap and the four of us went up to see the 

governor. The governor and the attorney general ushered 

us into the governor's office, and he introduced me to the 

attorney general, but the secretary of state wasn't in 

evidence. 

And the governor said, "Well, Scudder, let's sit down. 

We will just have a little conference about this prison 

situation." 

I said, "Governor, where is the press?" 

"Oh," he said, "we don't need the press, I think we 

can straighten this out." 

I said, "I'm sorry, Governor, but I talked to the 

men last night over a very poor radio. I don't know that 

they got half of i t , but I tried. I told them that I was 

coming up here and that we were going to discuss the problems 

and the requests that the men had made and that it would 

probably be in the papers." I said, " If they pick up 

the paper tomorrow morning and there is nothing in i t , you 

could have another riot here on your hands, because these 

inmates are really in charge of the prison all the time." 

"Well, we'll have the press in . " So we walked into 
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another meeting, and here was the press all sitting there 

waiting, the Associated Press, the United Press, and the 

local press. I was introduced. 

There were some members of the legislature there, so 

I said to the press, "I asked that you men and women be 

present" (there were two men and a woman) "because I mnt 

you to hear this. I 've worked with the press before, and 

I have always done this. I expect you to abide by my 

request that I may say something now that is very explosive, 

and if you print it in your paper, you could help set off 

another riot down there tomorrow morning. So when I ask 

you, 'Don't print this, ' I expect you to abide by i t . " 

Well, I never had better cooperation than I got from 

that press. Next morning, the story came out and everything 

that I had asked them to leave out, they left out. They 

did a beautiful job, and I think they had as much influence 

as anybody in quieting that bunch down, because the men 

in the prison knew that the papers had the story. 

Then we started in. I guess I talked for an hour 

and a half before I could get through. First, I went down 

the requests that these men had made. Eliminate the con-

vict boss system. Yard privileges after supper. That was 

in twice. They wanted lights in their cells. They only 

had a twenty-five watt light bulb for each cell, and how 

could a guy read a book with a twenty-five watt light when 

there were two or three men in a cell? Who was going to 
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get the chance to read? Then there was a rumor around that 

somebody had stolen thirty thousand dollars from the library 

fund. The library fund was the men's welfare fund from 

which they were supposed to get recreation equipment. The 

money came from the canteen credits and so on. Well, these 

things were minor complaints that should have been corrected 

by the warden. 

I went through this whole business, and finally the 

governor, after I got through, said, "Well, now, how much 

Is this going to cost?" We were ready for him. 

"Governor, it is going to cost you one hundred and 

thirty-two thousand dollars tomorrow or you can have more 

trouble, and that could cost a million. I f these fellows 

get loose again, they could wreck the place," 

"We haven't got the money," 

I said, "I'm sorry, Governor, but you're going to 

have to find the money," 

The attorney general turned to one of these members 

of the Citizens Committee, He knew him. He lived next 

door to him (I've forgotten his name now), and said, "You 

represent all the Anaconda Copper interests in Montana. 

Your outfit pays a lot of the taxes. What do you think of 

this? Do you think that Scudder is giving us an emergency 

here and that we have to meet it?" 

This fellow said, "Listen, he's giving you a good 

deal, so you had better grab it . That's peanuts compared 
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to the state budget and what's more," he said, "we will 

support you." 

Then the attorney general turned to another chap. He 

said, "Now, let's see. You represent all the American 

Telegraph outfits in Montana, don't you?" 

"Yes." 

"You pay taxes, too. What do you think about it?" 

He said, "You're in a box, boy. You can't do anything 

else. You had better take the deal and we will support you." 

Well, you've heard the trains when they come into the 

station and you're going to get off. All of a sudden the 

train stops and the air brakes go "shoosh." That is the 

way the pressure came off these two state officials, because 

the big taxpayers were going to back them up. That took 

the officials off the hot plate. 

The result was that we got most of the money. We 

didn't get all of our demands, but we got thirty-five guards, 

a full-time, qualified business manager, an associate 

warden in care and treatment, a director of education, 

vocational teachers, some shop men and some academic 

teachers, and the budget was increased forty-two percent, 

the first time it had been increased in forty years. Those 

two men speaking up there at that meeting, and the fact 

that the newspapers supported i t , got it through. 

Now, when they started in, they were going to build 

a new prison. That was part of the recommendation. Tear 
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this old junky thing down (it was "built in 1861) and save 

part of it for a guidance reception center. So they planned 

to build a new prison out on the ranch and make it both 

minimum and maximum and, for the time being, to hold the 

real maximum-security inmates in the old prison and to make 

it an inducement to them to get out to the new place when 

they showed that they could be trusted. 

Well, they started on it , and then they dabbled along. 

They had another riot in two years, and this time, one of 

the top men, the associate custody officer who had come in 

from Wisconsin, was killed. Then they really got down to 

business. But that is the type of service the Osborne 

Association offers. 

I had a similar experience in the Arizona prison, 

hut not as bad a situation as Montana. I also did work 

in the Oklahoma prison at McAlester and the reformatory 

at Granite, and there I found conditions that were absolutely 

deplorable. They would just make you sick. Open gambling 

has been going on in Oklahoma since 1909 in the prison. 

I had been there two years before, on a friendly visit, 

never dreaming that I was going to have to survey two 

years later. At that time I heard about the gambling going 

I said to the warden, "I understand that you have 

open gambling." 

"Oh, yes." 
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He was a guard when he came there and worked up until, 

through politics, he was finally appointed warden. He was 

a nice chap and I had lunch with him and his nice family. 

I had gone through the prison in the morning and then the 

warden showed me the ranch. They had a new housing unit 

outside the wall and it was a very delightful place. They 

had ahout three hundred men who worked on the ranch. They 

didn't go inside. They had a mess hall, a dormitory, and 

a very modern recreation room. 

I said, "Ahout the gambling, why don't you stop it?" 

"Not me." 

"Why not?" 

"Oh," he said, " i t ' s been going on since 1909» and 

I would have trouble." 

I said, "Sure you'd have trouble, but you could do 

it , couldn't you?" 

"I'm not going to tackle i t . " 

In the new unit the men were gambling and they were 

using money. The other inmates inside the prison were 

using canteen duckets, and then they would cash them in 

on their trust fund in the office. 

I said, 'Why do you let them use money?" 

"Oh, well," he said, "they are going out of here 

pretty soon and they might just as well get used to i t . " 

That afternoon I got in to see this gambling under an 

excuse that I wanted to see a Chino inmate that I had seen 
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that morning. I did talk to him, but I also got in. There 

were between two big cell blocks, one hundred fifty Negroes 

gambling with twenty-five different games. I had never 

heard of some of the games. These inmates had their own 

sets of chips, and they were the game owners. The fellows 

would come up and shoot craps or poker or whatever it was 

that was going on. And here was a guard right up on top 

of the wall looking down and here was another guard with 

his back to him. The gamblers had built a little shack in 

the yard between the cell blocks where they would put 

their paraphernalia and lock it up. They played Saturday 

afternoon, all day Sunday, and any holiday. 

I said, "Where are the white men?" 

"Well," he said, "they are on the other side." 

There were two hundred fifty white men gambling in 

the open between the cell blocks. At any rate, I didn't 

know a third of the games that they were playing, but they 

had everything they needed. And they had runners. 

These runners were responsible to the gambler, and 

he would say, "Where is Johnson today? He owes us some money." 

"Well, he isn't here." 

"Well, go and get him." 

This runner would go in and get this guy and force 

him out. And he had to gamble again, because he hadn't 

paid up, so it just mounted and mounted and mounted. 

I interviewed one fellow way up on the tier that they 
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called "on high." This was the top tier of a three-tier 

cell block, where all the petty disturbers, kids that were 

always getting into somebody's hair, were sent. I think 

I too would have gotten into the guys' hair if I had been 

in that prison because there wasn't anything to do. You 

just can't go along month after month, doing nothing. And, 

so, i f he was in dutch, they would put him up on what they 

called ' on high' and he was up there for six months. He 

was in a cell with no light, a toilet but no running water 

besides that, a bed, and nothing else. He never came out 

of there. They gave him a bath once a week by shoving a 

wash tub into the cell, and they had eighty men up there. 

So I asked the fellows, "Don't you guys ever get a 

shower up here?" 

"Nope, but the shower is right down at the end of the 

tier. " He said to me, "Who are you?" This was an inmate. 

Oh, by the way, when I got up there, the guard who 

was watching them had his feet on the desk and he was sound 

asleep. I couldn't get by him without waking him up, so 

I just stepped over his legs and let him sleep and went on 

down the tier and interviewed these men. 

"Who are you?" 

I said, "My name is Scudder." 

"Are you with the Ford Foundation?" 

"No, no, I'm with the Osborne Association," 

"Hey, you guys, this guy is with the Osborne Association." 

[laughter] 
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There was bedlam in there, all these inmates yelling 

back and forth all the time. I was way up on the third tier. 

Well, I went down to the end of the cell, and here was 

the nicest set of showers and they hadn't been used in 

years, I guess. When I finally talked to the chief deputy 

(the warden had left when I was going to be there to survey 

the place, I don't know why) I said to him, "What about this? 

Why don't these guys get a shower up there?" 

"By George, the warden was talking to us about that 

one day. He said, 'We've got to give those fellows a 

shower. There are some on the end of that tier, and I 

think we ought to take them out and give them a good bath 

once in a while. ' " 

I said, "When was that?" 

He said, "That was two years ago, and he has never 

given us the order." 

And so here it was and nobody had moved. The warden 

hadn't given the order. So that is what they had—a little 

tub of water to sponge themselves off with. 

Well, I met this chap and I said, "What are you up 

here for?" 

"Well," he said, "they say I up and stole my cell 

partner's watch and one hundred dollars." 

I said, "Where did he get the one hundred dollars?" 

"Oh," he said, "he's got money. He's a gambler. He 

has the poker concession." 
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I said, "Where is he now?" 

"Oh, he's down in the hole." 

I went down to see him, because I wanted to check on 

this fellow's story. 

I said, "What are you down here for?" 

"Oh," he said, "I got into some trouble." 

I said, "What's the matter?" 

"Oh, well, it was a sex deal." 

At any rate, I didn't press it . I said, "I talked to 

your cell partner up 'on high.' He said he was up there 

because he stole your watch and one hundred dollars." 

"Hell, he didn't steal my watch," he said, " I had 

asked him to hold it , and I lost one hundred dollars, but 

he didn't get i t . " 

Now here is the irony of the thing. You can't gamble 

in Oklahoma. It is against the law. They haven't been 

able to gamble in Oklahoma for fifty years. I f you want 

to gamble, then you go to prison and gamble and you make 

some money. Then it is up to the prison authorities to 

protect your earnings. So they lock up one guy down below, 

and another one up on high for stealing from the fellow 

who is down below, [laughter] So, that was the situation 

there. 

Well, that was a very, very interesting and trying 

experience to try and get that place set up. I think the 

gambling is still going on. I keep following these things 
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up, and I asked the chap who was in charge of the present 

committee, the Citizens Committee for Oklahoma. 

He said, "Well, I was down to the prison a few months 

ago and I asked about the gambling and they said that there 

was no more gambling there." 

So I wrote to the new warden. I said, "I understand 

that the gambling is out in Oklahoma, I made this survey 

in 1958, and I think somebody deserves a lot of credit for 

throwing that out. I f you didn't have any trouble, I would 

like to know how it happened." 

I haven't had an answer to that to this day. I know 

that the gambling is still going on and this guy, as a 

civilian, just didn't see it , because even I was looked 

upon with a great deal of suspicion by these fellows when 

I walked in there to make the survey. So I guess it has 

been under graft all the time. 

Well, that is the type of work the Osborne Association 

does. In 1964, I surveyed the prison at Carson City, 

Nevada, That was a real chore. That place is an old 

territorial prison that was built in 1831 and, with a little 

remodeling, is still In use. I won't go into the details 

except that the gambling is open there too. Here were two 

hundred inmates at eleven o'clock in the morning, every day 

of the week, in what they called the den—it was a sort 

of a cave building. The administration said that the 

gambling was under very strict supervision. 
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They said, "We only allow those in who have money, 

and we don't let the younger fellows in so much." 

I said, "I would like to see i t . " 

I went to the warden. He was a very fine chap, and 

he was tickled to death to have me come. He gave me support 

right straight through, but his hands had been tied. He 

had been there five years as warden and couldn't get any-

where. So we went through this place, and here were two 

hundred inmates gambling. There was no supervision. There 

was no free person in there. The men were running their 

own games. They would buy the game from the state for 

twelve to twenty-five dollars a game and out of that, they 

would take from seven to twelve dollars a week as profits. 

Nobody knows how much a guy makes except when he tells him. 

He is an inmate too, you see. No free person is in that 

whole outfit. And I saw kids seventeen and eighteen 

walking in and out of that place. Nobody checked them at all. 

Some were gambling and were clear over their heads. 

One chap had a windfall of thirty-one hundred dollars from 

an aunt who had left him that money while he was in prison. 

He went to the warden and said, "Warden, I would like 

to draw two hundred dollars because I would like to gamble." 

The warden said, "Have you got the money?" 

"Yes, I 've got thirty-one hundred dollars." 

So he approved it . 

In two weeks, he came to the warden again and he said, 
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"Warden, I 've got to have another two hundred dollars." 

"What for?" 

"Well," he said, "I 've got to cover my debts. I f I 

don't, I'm going to get killed here." 

Well, he gave him two hundred more. 

Pretty soon he came hack and he said, "Warden, I'm 

really in trouble." 

The warden said, "You're not going to get another dime. 

I 'm going to take your trust fund down to the bank, and 

I'm going to put it there and you won't see it until you 

go out on parole." 

The warden said this fellow just blew his top and 

called him everything. But when he went out on parole he 

came around and thanked him, saying, "Warden, you stopped 

me just in time or I would have blown the whole business." 

Now here is the state of Nevada allowing this thing 

to operate that way, and nobody does anything about it . 

There was nothing there for the men to do. There was not 

a free cook in the whole place. The mess was run by inmates. 

They were shooting out steaks and chops and everything 

else for the con bosses and the other guys got the dregs. 

I stood there and saw the meals served. There were little 

bits of wiener or tough chunks of meat or chopped up 

hamburger, just cooked to death. They didn't know how to 

cook. 

The outcome of it was, I just let them have both 
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barrels and then some. It caused quite a stink, and they 

complained to Mr. EaCormick that I was only criticizing 

the bad things and hadn't said anything about the good 

things. I started in my report and praised them for every-

thing I could find, and then I had to unload. 

So McCormick wrote him a three-page letter, [laughter] 

It was a beaut. He said that not only did he support it , 

hut that he had been to Nevada himself and surveyed it 

once twenty and thirty years ago and had been there several 

times since, and that what I said was only half of what 

was really going on there. So, it worked out all right. 

It was a very interesting and very sickening thing 

to find a state prison like that, and the poor old warden 

was just struggling along trying to get enough help to do 

the job. So we put in a request for 402,000 dollars for 

getting the place in shape. Of course the gamblers run 

Nevada and the tax money comes from the games, and they 

are not going to up it . I don't know how much they are 

going to get out of it . But the governor has promised 

that it will be his first request and that this thing will 

be straightened out. So maybe we will get somewhere. 

Now in my work with the association, I don't go in 

on these surveys any more. I have asked to be relieved 

of it . It takes a great deal out of you. But I go and 

attend conferences and make minor investigations for all 

of them. I am not on their payroll. I pay my expenses 
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when I go and I like to do that, let's say as my small 

contribution to a noble, fearless organization for service. 

SCHIPPERS: Does the Osborne Association keep records of 

these surveys and the findings, and when are they made public? 

SCUDDER: Yes, they do. How, our reports are confidential 

to the state provided that they take some action. I f they 

do, we don't go into newspapers and magazines and blow 

them apart. I f they do take action, that is finel I f they 

do not, it is up to McCormick to do whatever he wants to do. 

He had to get awfully rough in Texas. Texas fifteen 

years ago was one of the worst states in the union, and 

McCormick went in and surveyed the situation and exposed 

it to the public. The governor had promised thabfoe would 

do certain things, but he got chicken and didn't. So 

McCormick just about blew the lid off the state and the 

governor lost out. They are now, I would say, second in 

the nation with the kind of prison system that they now 

have in Texas. But that came out of that survey that he 

made. 

The same thing has happened in Louisiana. Louisiana 

was one of the toughest places, and the association was 

called in. McCormick handled this himself. There were 

twelve or fifteen men who cut their heel strings in protesting 

the terrible sex orgies that were going on in the dormitories. 

I saw those dormitories. Three-decker bunks were crowded 

in there so that you couldn't see more than three bunks 
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there, and it was terrible. These fellows protested, and 

that i3 what brought the association in and exposed it . 

But they began to hack off, and he let them have it . 

The result was that for ahout ten years, they made 

great progress. They built a brand-new prison, put in a 

minimum security program and were going well. Then about 

three administrations later, they knocked it all out. They 

cut their appropriations almost in half and put some of the 

men hack in charge. Prisoners were appointed as gun guards, 

carrying guns and doing guarding and shooting anybody who 

tried to leave. So there was another uproar, and now they 

are swinging back again. 

But it was the Osborne Association that each time 

has straightened these places out. Our only publications 

are just the Annual Reports to the hoard. That is on 

mimeographed paper and tells what is going on. Otherwise, 

everything is confidential unless the state refuses to 

take action; then the papers may he published. No governor 

can stand that kind of expos6. One thing they are all 

afraid of is having trouble in the prison, because it 

affects the general public and gets them so excited;that's 

something the politician can't stand. 

The Osborne Association, I think, is one of the out-

standing organizations of its kind in America, along with 

the National Council on Crime and Delinquency which was 
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formerly the National Probation and Parole Association. 

The latter has a larger field force and has done a terrific 

Job in strengthening in juvenile and adult probation, 

juvenile court law, and sentencing procedure. Their 

activities run into many different branches of corrections 

and the two associations work closely together. In fact, 

half of Mr. McCormick's salary is paid by the National 

Council on Crime and Delinquency for his work with them on 

surveys and consulting on national surveys of juvenile 

institutions across the United States. 

Not all institutions are in this survey. They pick 

out those that are outstanding or that have some outstanding 

feature and survey it and write it up so that it will be 

available to other states i f it has a program that is 

worthwhile. As long as Austin McCormick and Bob Hannum 

are there, I think the Osborne Association will continue 

to flourish because they are an inseparable team. But I 

don't think the average person knows anything about it , 

and they don't realize what a terrific job these two men 

have done in the many years that they have been in this 

field. They have given thousands of men new hope and courage 

and kept them from going back to prison—really kept them 

on their feet. 

SCHIPPERS: This summer you are going to Stockholm as a 

representative of the association. What Is the purpose of 

the convention? 
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SCUDDER: It is the United Nations Conference on Delinquency 

and crime and the Treatment of Offenders. The first one 

was in Geneva in 1955 the second one was in London in 

I960. It occurs every five years, and the third one will 

he In Stockholm in August. I had the privilege of 

representing the association at the first conferences in 

Geneva and the second in London. They expect ahout fifteen 

hundred people from almost every country in the world 

except Red China to he represented. It is a great gathering. 

We are together for ahout ten days and are usually divided 

up into different sections and workshops after the big 

assemblies. There is always one on the prevention of 

juvenile delinquency. I usually spend my time in that one 

since I am no longer a part of the correctional 

administrative force. 

I remember the first one in Geneva. They got into 

a wrangle on what is a delinquent. For five days, they 

kept arguing back and forth, "What is a delinquent?" Some 

stuck to the fact that the only way you could describe a 

delinquent is that he is a person who has committed an 

offense and that, i f he were an adult, it would be considered 

a felony and that we shouldn't consider anybody a delinquent 

until he reaches that stage. Well, that was a small group 

and it was mainly the French that held out on this. 

The largest group said, "To hell with that. Any kid 

that is in trouble is our concern. Those are the ones that 
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we want to prevent from becoming delinquent. So why don't 

we quit arguing about what is a delinquent? Take any kind 

of definition you want, but let's get going, because we 

have wasted five days sitting in this session." So they 

decided to do that. The next five days we were getting 

somewhere. 

Well, a funny thing happened. The last session was 

a general assembly for all of the workshops. Now, this 

thing had all been settled. There wasn't a bit of worry 

about the definition, because we decided you could make 

your own definition. But the French delegate brought it 

up again. He asked for the floor, and the chairman tried 

to shut him up, but he had to go on and make his speech. 

Well, a delegate from the Philippines, who was 

Director of Corrections (he had been the president of the 

university there), was way in the back. He asked for the 

podium, and the president recognized him. He came down 

the aisle, took his time, walked way up on this podium and 

looked them all over. Then he said, "Mr. President," and 

so on, "there is a seying in my country that, when the 

little boat reaches the beach, it is no longer necessary 

to row. Thank you," and stepped down. This was translated 

into four languages over their headphones. The place just 

exploded and the Frenchman just melted out of the picture, 

[laughter] 

But they have some good sessions. We are looking 
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forward to this. I think it Is a good thing to get these 

people together, even though a lot of them are politicians 

and are there to polish the apple. They like to he able 

to say that they were invited to the United Nations 

Conference on Crime and Delinquency, and so on. But most 

of the people are pretty conscientious ahout it and are 

sincere people. They really work in these workshops and 

get a great deal out of them. I am delighted that I am 

going to he able to go again. 

SCHIPPERS: Prom your experience with the Osborne Association 

and seeing many of the prison systems in this country, how 

would you say they compare with those in other countries? 

SCUDDER: Well, the prisons and the systems in the old 

country are far behind most of our American prisons. When 

I was in Geneva they took us out to their main prison. 

It was way up on a mountain in an old castle. To get there, 

we had to wind up on an old mountain road, a very narrow 

road, and I don't know how cars could ever pass each other. 

You would have to have a one-way system going up there. 

Por the prisoners there was no program to amount to any-

thing. There was a little hobby work, a little shoe repair 

shop, and things of that sort. But the men up there were 

almost in idleness. We saw one or two reform schools or 

industrial schools and they were better run than the prisons. 

The experience I had in London was shocking to me 

beceuse of the old antiquated equipment they were using. 
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I think London, England has made a lot of progress. But 

all over the whole world there is this problem of delinquency, 

and "what are we going to do about i t . " London was screak-

ing because so many teen-agers would walk into the music 

stores and steal Jazz records from America. The shop-

lifting had cost them hundreds of thousands of dollars and 

they couldn't seem to stop it . Another country, I can't 

think which one it was now, was having trouble with roof 

tops. I f you lived in a big apartment area and you had to 

do your laundry, you would take it up on the roof and 

you would put it on the line. Some guy would come up there 

with a case, like a machinist or an electrician, and would 

look like he was going to fix the wire. When he came down, 

all of the nice lingerie and other items would have 

disappeared from the clotheslines. He had just cleaned 

it out. 

Another country was having trouble with bicycle thefts. 

Bicycles were a means of travel, but nobody ever thought 

of having licenses for bicycles the way we do here. As a 

matter of fact, we started that out in our probation office 

in Los Angeles in 1933« An officer in Hollywood thought 

the deal up, and so we thought, "Why don't we get out 

licenses for each kid's bicycle?" They were getting their 

bicycles swiped, and there was no wey to pick them up. 

So we did. We charged the kid fifty cents for a license, 

and he had a little plate and put it on his bike. It was 
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stamped on there so that nobody could get it off* Well, 

that cut the bike thefts right in half. But no other 

country seems to have adopted the method, although they 

all faced the same problem. 

Wo are approaching the time when we will have to 

reverse our policies and start spending our money where we 

can reach these youngsters before they get into trouble 

and see i f wo can't get them otraightened out before it Is 

too late* 



CHAPTER XXVI 

COMMENTARY ON PRISON RIOTS 

SCHIPPERS: Last time you were telling me about the riots 

at Deer Lodge, and said that we were going to discuss 

the subject of riots in general. 

SCUDDER: Well, we had close to one hundred riots or 

serious disturbances all over the United States from 1950 

to 1956, and there have been spasmodic disturbances since 

then. Many officials and many inmates were wounded or 

slain during these episodes and whole communities have 

been terrorized by mass breaks. The destruction of 

property costs ran from three to ten million dollars in 

some areas in the country. 

There must be a fundamental cause for all of this. 

I think we have hinted at some of the reasons in some of 

the past interviews, but I think our main problem is that 

we are still trying to operate so many antiquated prisons. 

Many were built one hundred or one hundred fifty years ago 

and have no modern facilities to speak of. Men are packed 

into them like rat3 in a trap, often with sadistic and 

brutal keepers and no rehabilitation program worthy of the 

name. 

I think idleness is another terrible curse to our 

prisons. We pack them in and feel that, because we have 
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them behind the walls, society is going to be safe. So we 

do very little about them. That is repidly changing now, 

but during the '50 's , we really learned a severe lesson. 

That was, you just can't continue to live in the sixteenth 

or seventeenth centuries in handling prisons and expect 

to get any results except violence and outbreaks and riots. 

So idleness is one of the terrific problems that is faced 

by many states in handling their prisons. 

Another one is inadequately trained or foolishly 

selected personnel who work for salaries so low it is 

almost a starvation wage. Low wages lead to all sorts of 

conniving and stealing and bringing in contraband. This, 

again, is dangerous and can burst into a riot. 

I think the riots show a basic fault in our system. 

That i s , we are trying to rehabilitate and adjust men 

with antiquated., outmoded equipment and with a system that 

was based almost entirely upon the revenge motive and 

punishment for punishment's sake. I don't think anybody 

gets anywhere with punishment for punishment's sake. It 

is a whole lot cheaper to do things another way, because 

these men are going to come out whether we like it or not. 

Just to feel that because they are locked up something 

miraculous is going to happen is no good, because it just 

doesn't happen. In those states where there is a very 

poor, antiquated system, men come out worse than when they 

entered, and, in a very short period they are hack in 
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prison again. 

Another very serious problem has been the political 

meddling and mismanagement of our prisons. As long as 

the state allows its prisons to be run on a political 

patronage basis with the warden changed every time the 

administration changes and most of the top personnel changed 

at the same time because they happened to vote for the 

wrong people, we are going to continue to have this particular 

problem. Then there is also personnel selection on the 

basis of people happening to know the right people. Their 

loyalty then is almost always given to the man who gave 

them the job rather than to the person who is running the 

institution or the program itself. That also opens the 

gate for many abuses which should never be allowed. 

Then, until recently, we have never been able to classify 

or to segregate the prisoner on the basis of what is best 

£or him. Very few states in the union have adequate 

facilities for this. For instance, we know now that only 

about twenty percent of our prisoners have to be handled 

in a maximum-security unit and that seventy-five percent 

of them can be handled in either medium- or minimum-

security facilities. But most states do not have an 

adequate system and lack the different facilities to bring 

this about. California is an example of what should be 

done. Instead of just three prisons, as was the case in 

1940, they now have thirteen different ways of segregating 
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and classifying prisoners. They can go to the institution 

or the camp or the facility that is hest for them and 

which will bring about, at an earlier period, what we 

would call his chance for rehabilitation. 

Also we have the problem of untrained people. They 

just come on the job with no in-service training. I saw 

one situation like this in Oklahoma when I was surveying 

that prison. Even in California before we had this set-up, 

there wasn't any training for a man. He was just given a 

gun and sent up to the tower and told to watch to see that 

nobody got over the wall. He might be there for four or 

five years and that was all he ever did. So what did he 

know about prisoners? He only looked upon them as a group 

that was trying to put something over on him and, i f he 

wasn't sharp enough, somebody might attempt to crawl up 

the wall and come in and take his life. So he had to be 

on the alert. So, to him, they were just so many animals 

down in that yard that were looking for a chance to get 

even with him. 

Until we had in-service training and some kind of 

instruction for these people, those attitudes remained. 

But once you have in-service training, these men see that 

there are other things besides punishment for punishment's 

sake, and that the main job is to get this inmate ready 

to go back into society because he is going to go back 

whether we like it or not. Then you find that the man will 



441-

change his own attitude. 

I 've seen fellows that were supposed to be the most 

brutal guards in the prison, who, once they got some 

in-service training, got another point of view. They turned 

completely around and became different people. Well, 

these and many other things go into this problem of prison 

riots that has distressed America. So, in many of these 

prisons, in many of these states, they have taken a new 

approach. They have tried to improve conditions by having 

facilities that would make it more difficult for problems 

of that kind to arise. 

One other instance that I remember occurred at the 

Michigan prison in 195$. I was just there on a friendly 

visit. The warden was very glad to have me come because 

he was an ex-marine colonel, and he knew nothing about 

state prisons. He had been in charge of a military prison 

during the war, but he had no idea how to run a prison 

with six thousand inmates housed in it . It was an old 

run-down prison dump. He left me for awhile with the 

person who was in charge of Care and Treatment which had 

just been installed. 

And the first thing this fellow said to me was, "Now, 

i f you get a chance to talk to the warden, I hope you will 

tell him that we have a real problem here with our custody 

group. They won't do anything. They won't work with us, 

and we can't work with them. This is really a very serious 
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situation." 

I was turned over to the captain of the guard, also, 

and the first thing I heard was, "I wish you would tell 

the warden, if you get a chance, to see what he can do 

ahout this care and treatment outfit. We can't get along 

with them at all. We don't see eye to eye. They just 

want to slap these guys on the wrist." 

Well, I finally went around with the warden and we 

went through the mess hall. I ' l l say this for him, he 

wasn't afraid. He went everywhere and was really trying 

to do something for the prison, hut he just didn't know how. 

Finally, we got over to the disciplinary unit and he 

said, "I want you to see the way we are running this outfit 

and tell me what you think is wrong with it . I don't like 

i t . " Well, we went into a cell unit that was three tiers 

high, and here he had all the men locked up who were the 

troublemakers. We went up from one tier to another on a 

little winding staircase. It was just like one of the old 

towers in London, and you could hardly get up there. And 

they had to bring the food up there to feed these people 

because they never got out. I wondered how in the world 

they ever got up to the third tier. 

We went along the corridor, and each cell had a steel 

door with just a little aperture about the height of a 

man's eyes so that the guard could look in. We gazed into 

some of these, and it was so dark in there, that we had to 
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wait a minute until we could see. There was a little hit 

of an aperture up at the top where a little light filtered 

through, and pretty soon you could see a form. 

In one cell, this face appeared at this little hole 

and a voice said, "Warden, I want to get out of here." 

And the warden said, "What are you in for?" 

"Well, I wouldn't take the needle." This was a Negro. 

"What do you mean, you wouldn't take the needle?" 

"Well, I got the syph." 

"Well, why don't you take the needle?" 

"I was scared. But I'm not scared now. I ' l l take the 

needle i f you'll get me out of here." 

And the warden said, "I heard something about that." 

We went down three in a row and they all told the same story. 

The fourth man came up and said, "Warden, I want to get 

out of here. I shouldn't be In here." 

And he said, "What are you in for?" 

"Well, they said I was trying to escape." 

"Well, weren't you?" 

"No, I wasn't. I was in the chapel. I was in the 

service. What would I want to escape for? I couldn't get 

out of here." 

"Well," he said, "what do you mean that you were in 

the chapel?" 

"Well, when I went to the religious service, I told 

the guard on my tier, 'Now, listen Jack, i f I don't get 
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hack before the count, I am in the chapel. Now will you 

remember that?' 'Yea. Okay.' So," he said, "I went in 

there, and when I came out, they locked me up. They said 

they couldn't find me and that I would just keep trying to 

escape." 

The warden said, "We had an all-point notice out all 

over the state trying to locate you." 

"But, Warden, I didn't try to escape. I was just in 

the chapel." 

The warden turned to me and he said, " I guess we've 

got some men up here that we shouldn't have up here." He 

said, " I ' l l look into this." 

It turned out that it was so. He said, "What do you 

think about this?" 

I said, "Warden, you are in for some trouble i f you 

don't straighten this thing out. You've got men up here 

that the average prison wouldn't ever lock up in the first 

place. The Negro, for example. You know that Negroes are 

scared to death of a needle. They will do anything to get 

out of taking a shot, and there are very few of them that 

go on narcotics because they are scared of the needle." 

"Say, I heard something about that." 

Well, we got back into the main office and he called 

in his chief deputy and said, "Scudder, I wish you would 

repeat to my chief deputy just what you told me. Also 

tell him how you handled discipline out at Chino." 
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I had told him that we never locked a fellow up unless 

he just couldn't get along with people. Even then, we 

told him that since he couldn't follow the rules or he was 

upset or he got a little hit rough, we just had to put him 

up by himself, and when he got adjusted and could behave 

like other people, he could just tell us and we would take 

him out. I said that it hardly ever happened that we had 

to lock a man up for more than twenty-four hours, because 

while he was sitting there, he started to think things over. 

"Well, what am I doing here? I can get out any time that 

I want to ask them to let me out i f I want to act like a 

decent person." See, the skin was coming off his own nose, 

and nobody seemed to care whether he stayed there a day 

or fifty days. And he couldn't take it . 

Other fellows would come by and eye him and say,"What 

are you doing in there, you sap? You can get out any time 

you want. What are you trying to get yourself all messed 

up for like this?" And it worked. That will work in any 

prison. 

Well, the deputy said, "Oh, I'm glad to hear that. 

I'm glad to hear that." Bgt I knew from the way he said 

it that it was just going in one ear and out the other. 

He thought, "That slapping them on the wrist stuff. What 

does he know about a maximum-security prison?" 

Well, just one year later, the place blew up, and that 

is exactly where the riot started—right in that unit. 
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What happened was that a guard came on who had no training 

whatsoever. He came on a night shift, and nobody told him 

what to do or what not to do. And one of these fellows 

who was in isolation put on a scene that he was sick and 

was rolling around and groaning. He wanted to be taken to 

the hospital. "Can't you get me some help? I'm dying. 

Can't you get me some help? Let me get to the doctor." 

The poor guard was sympathetic. He didn't know what was 

the matter. He thought, "Well, gee, i f I don't get him to 

the doctor, he might die right on my hands, and then I 

will be criticized." So he unlocked the cell door. 

Everybody on duty in that place had been told time 

and time again that that was the one thing never to do. 

"Never open one of the cellB unless there are at least two 

of you there." They had failed to tell the new guard. 

When he opened the cell door the sick inmate turned 

on him, seized his keys, and threw him in the cell and looked 

the cell door. And then the inmate went down the tier and 

let every guy out in that unit of isolation. That is how 

the riot started, and that riot cost three million dollars 

before they stopped i t . It took si most two weeks to stop 

it , and several people were killed. They held hostages. 

It was the Osborne Association and MeCormlck that 

went in and really stopped that riot. It was a terrible 

thing and yet just a year before, the authorities had been 

warned that it would happen. The poor old warden was 
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of Corrections who frequently came down there and interviewed 

prisoners without notifying the warden would make promises 

to inmates that he would see that his requests would be 

granted, or that he would see he got before the parole 

board, and so on* So there were two people running the 

prison and that can't be done. 

Well, X think that is an example of this riot business. 

America has learned a serious lesson from them, and that 

is that you can not run a prison under the old methods in 

these modern days. You have to have trained personnel. 

There has to be something to keep inmates busy. There has 

to be something to improve them so that, when they come 

out, they will have a better opportunity to get a job. We 

have seen that punishment for punishment's sake is stupid 

and antiquated. We have to give these people an opportunity, 

while they are locked up, to learn to better be able to 

take care of themselves upon their release. 

SCHIPPERS: When a riot occurs, is it that the prisoners 

always act spontaneously, or could part of the explanation 

be that the large number of riots in that particular decade 

happened because prisoners heard about riots in other prisons? 

Did publicity play a part in it? 

SCUDDER: Both are true. There is no question that there 

is a contagion about a riot, and that other men in other 

prisons hear about them. They have access to newspapers, 
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or at least the word 1s infiltrated hy personnel. And 

they have radio and now television. They know what is 

going on. It is usually a little group that starts a riot. 

They will get control over a section or hold some hostages, 

and then the thing gets out of control. What was the other 

question? 

SCHIPPERS: Do recidivists in various prisons who perhaps 

have spent time in other prisons in the United States and 

who know that conditions can he better, ever start these 

riots? Let's say one coming from a California prison with 

the knowledge that prison conditions can be better? 

SCUDDER: Well, I suppose that could happen, but i t ' s not 

very likely. It isn't very often that a recidivist causes 

trouble. He is a pretty wise prisoner by that time. He 

knows that doesn't get him anywhere. He knows that he is 

going to have to serve his time to get out. This is 

usually true except where there are some disturbed people 

who are really violent and who probably should never be 

released, but who have been released and have been brought 

back* 

But the average prison riot starts with a little group. 

Now, why do all the others follow suit? It is a sort of 

mass psychology, I suppose, and also a situation in which 

the men think, "Well, we will go along because i f we don't, 

these guys may kill us." And some of these fellows who 

start these riots would. A fellow named Ward, for example, 
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who started the Michigan riot, was a psychopath if there 

ever was one. He was a brilliant chap, but completely 

unstable. He was just trying to get into the limelight, 

and he got it . But they are usually started by a small 

group, and when they get control, the other men go along, 

but they are just hoping and praying that somebody is 

going to stop this thing because they know that they are 

just going to get more trouble and further punishment for it . 

So what we have to do is to make sure that this 

disturbing element in prison is under maximum control. But 

i t ' s not enough to just lock them up. You have to give 

them some treatment because, after all , they are the most 

dangerous people to release, and even these people have to 

be released after the expiration of their sentences. And 

if they are not released before that time, they are dis-

charged with no parole supervision whatsoever. It is just 

like giving these people a ticket of leave, or saying to 

them that they can do anything they want to just as long 

as they don't get caught. 

That is why parole is so much more of a sensible 

process than a simple discharge from prison. Many prisons 

want to discharge these people just to get out from under. 

They especially want to get rid of these more violent and 

disturbing prisoners who make their lives miserable by 

forcing them to keep the lid on. It is a very serious 

mistake and has to be stopped, because so many people who 
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are released from prison that way become a reflection tipon 

all other men who are released* 

So people begin to say, "What is parole? Well, i f 

that's i t , let 's eat oat parole* Look here, all these 

fellows that commit murders and violence are parolees*" 

They are not, of course* Many of them are discharges and 

have just been kicked loose when they never should have 

been released in the first place. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

COMMENTARY ON CAPITAL PUNISHMENT 

SCHIPPERS: I just asked you in conjunction with this 

subject ahout the problem of recidivism. We haven't really 

talked about that before particularly. 

SCUDDER: Well, it is a very serious situation that is 

just beginning to be faced up to across the nation. Where you 

do not have proper facilities like those described in 

California, for instance, or in Texas and a few other states, 

then you have mass treatment. That means that men go out 

unprepared for life , and they are unable to get a job or 

they don't want a job. They just want to prey upon society. 

Now, in those states where you don't have various 

facilities to send the men and women to where they can get 

the most out of their incarceration, you have a maximum-

security unit where they are all thrown in together. And 

when they come out, the statistics Indicate very clearly 

that within five years of discharge, sixty-five to seventy 

percent of those men are back in prison again. And many 

times they go back three and four times. When you consider 

the terrific cost, which is around 4,500 to 5,000 dollars 

a year to keep a fellow in prison, you can see that it 

mounts up to a terrific amount of money. But where you 

have the proper facilities, you find almost the reverse 
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happening. Only about thirty-five percent of these men go 

wrong and are returned to prison. The others are able to 

make some kind of adjustment. At least they stay out of 

trouble. 

And that is one of the things that is stirring up 

these states. They realize now that they just have been 

pouring money into a hole by following the old methods of 

detention for detention's sake, and I think California and 

some other states have been a great stimulus to these 

states that have been far behind in this parade by trying 

to adjust their prison system to a more modern approach. 

SCHIPPERS: I previously asked you to make some comments 

on capital punishment. 

SCUDDER: Well, this whole subject of capital punishment 

is serious Indeed. I guess for a couple of hundred years 

we have been fooling around with this and trying to do 

something about it . Now I think we are approaching this 

whole subject of capital punishment in a more realistic way. 

There is an article by Richard A. McGee which appeared 

in the magazine Federal Probation, an excellent magazine 

in this field, and the title of it was "Capital Punishment 

as Seen by a Correctional Administrator." I would like to 

quote one sentence from this. 

He said, "The basic arguments advanced for the death 

penalty are retribution, deterrence, and rehabilitation, 

with the latter stated negatively—that efforts on 
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rehabilitation are largely fruitless. The same three con-

cepts are the pillars upon which rests, however unevenly, 

the basic criminal law of Western Civilization. Therefore, 

i f the arguments are unsound favoring the death penalty, 

perhaps the whole proposition needs rethinking." 

Well, I think he is right. That's my own reaction 

ahout capital punishment, and I am no expert in this 

because I 've never even witnessed an execution. I 've never 

handled a maximum-security unit where they had people who 

were condemned to die in a gas chamber, but as I have seen 

men who have come out of this situation or who have been 

given the death penalty and were reprieved and finally 

actually released on parole, I have to consider this, 

personally, a useless, antiquated, outmoded procedure. It 

is based purely upon a revenge motive rather than trying 

to face reality and trying to determine why these people 

commit murders and what we can do about it . 

Now, the main argument in favor of capital punishment 

is its deterrent effect. People argue that those who 

commit murder probably know very well that they face 

execution, and i f you take away thiB, i f you abolish capital 

punishment, there will he more murders, more policemen will 

he killed, there will be riots in which people would be 

killed, and so on. Yet that doesn't follow as you begin 

to look at this problem. 

As a matter of fact, Professor Thorsten Sallin of the 
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University of Pennsylvania made a study in 226 cities in 

seventeen states. Now of these seventeen states, six had 

abolished capital punishment and eleven had not. How 

about attacks on police? He found that attacks on police 

in the six states where it had been abolished amounted to 

1 .2 percent per one hundred thousand of population, and 

that in the eleven states that had not abolished i t , the 

attacks on police had been 1.3 percent. So his conclusion 

was that this claim that more police were killed in the 

abolition states is entirely unfounded. 

On the other hand, most callous people who demand 

execution are the uninformed taxpayers. Many times they 

will say, "Why, I don't want to pay my share in food and 

lodging for a prisoner over a lifetime. I prefer to see 

him killed at the present time when his sentence is pronounced." 

I would like to quote once more from McGee's article 

on this. He says that: 

There is also the argument of cost. Why 
support some murderer for the rest of his life when 
we could execute him and save all that money, the 
argument goes. 

Like so many arguments favoring the death 
penalty, this does not hold up under the factual 
analysis. The actual costs of execution, the coBt 
of operating the super-maximum security condemned 
unit, the years spent by some inmates in condemned 
status, and a pro-rata share of top level officials' 
time spent in administrating the unit add up to a 
cost substantially greater than the cost to retain 
them in prison for the rest of their lives. 

Furthermore, perhaps half of those condemned 
could make highly useful prisoners. It is a common 
experience that many long-term prisoners settle 
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down to responsible jobs in the prison community 
which could conservatively be of value at a 
minimum of half the salary of an employee in 
industrial, maintenance, clerical and other roles. 
This would more than pay for both their own keep 
and that of their other half. 

Thus our studies indicate that just on the 
basis of prison costs alone, it would actually 
be cheaper to do away with the death penalty. 
When the other costs of death penalty cases are 
added—the longer trials, sanity proceedings, the 
automatic and other appeals, the time of the 
Governor and his staff—then there seems no question 
that economy Is on the side of abolition. 

Well, California has five hundred homicides each year, 

ana yet we execute at the highest rate, either eight or 

nine a year. I don't think anybody has been executed in 

California for the last three and a half years. Many 

times the police say, "Well, the reason the death penalty 

should be maintained is that it does have a terrific 

effect upon the men because he stops to think, 'Now if I 

get into this thing and commit a murder, I face the gas 

chamber.'" 

Well, I 've talked to many men who have committed murder. 

I have always had ahout thirty of these murderers, first 

or second degree or even manslaughter cases (they all 

come under the classification of having murdered someone) 

at Chino and I talked to many of them. I asked each man 

that came to Chino this question. "Now, when you took a 

life did you bear in mind that you might face the death 

penalty?" And without exception, the answer was "No." 

Now there was no reason why he should tell me yes or 
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no just to try and make an impression, "because he had 

already gone through many years of incarceration at San 

Quentin or Folsom "before he came to Chino, and now he was 

pretty close to being released on parole for life . We 

took these men dtawn there in order to try and get them 

adjusted so that they could meet people, get acquainted 

with sounds and lights and things of that sort. You know, 

you lock a man up for twelve or fourteen or fifteen years 

and turn him loose at the gates of San Quentin and he is 

a scared rabbit. He's afraid of traffic; he's afraid of 

lights; he's afraid of people. He just doesn't know his 

soul is his own. 

What happened in these cases was that when I talked 

to the man he said, "Well, it was just a matter of the spur 

of the moment. I was going under a terrific strain. I had 

pent up anger. It was sort of an emotional unbalance, I 

guess." 

Or they would say, "I had been drinking. I was an 

alcoholic and I got so loaded up that I don't even remember 

what happened." They might even have been on narcotics 

and tell me it was a desperate attempt to get more narcotics 

in order to take a shot to get another kick. They'd say, 

"So the first thing I knew, I did it and I don't even 

remember that." 

Another argument advanced by the police is that many 

of these fellows use a gun that Is not loaded, and the 
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reason they do it is because they are afraid of the death 

penalty. Well, I think that is a fallacy. A fellow 

probably uses an unloaded gun to hold up somebody because 

he is afraid to carry a loaded gun for fear that he is 

going to hurt somebody. Most of these fellows don't want 

to hurt people. They are faced with an extreme situation-

it is a matter of looking after their families or getting 

enough food for the kids, and so on. Or it may be they 

just want to go out and try and hold up somebody. At any 

rate, they don't load a gun becaase they know that the 

average person, when he sees a gun pointed at him, is 

going to turn over his money and not resist. But I just 

don't believe i t ' s because of fear of the death penalty. 

I think when a fellow is asked that by a police officer, 

he is going to say, "Oh, sure, 1 was afraid of the death 

penalty. I wouldn't do that." 

3̂ut that is the situation. We had many fellows who 

were in for first-degree burglary and offense with a 

deadly weapon end these fellows gave the same reaction. 

"No, I just didn't want to hurt the guy that I was sticking 

up, so I just didn't load the gun." 

Another thing is that those that are executed, over 

fifty percent of them, have never committed any offense 

whatsoever before. It is the first offense, and it came 

ahout because of emotions and the unbalance these people 

were experiencing and because of pressures upon them. We 
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have done very little about that. 

I had two murderers at Chino as soon as we opened. 

One was on the first bus load that we took to Chino. We 

brought them down because they had served a long period of 

time with excellent records, and two of them had been in 

the condemned row waiting to be executed. But they were 

feiven a reprieve by the governor and so after many years 

in prison, they could be considered for parole. They would 

be on parole for life, of course, but at least they would 

be under supervision. And these men had the same story. 

I think there is another problem here of the unequal 

justice. Now we all feel, I think, that in our country 

there is no such thing as unequal justice. We give a man 

a fair trial. He has a jury trial or he can be tried by 

a judge if he waives a jury because of the certainty that 

our judges are honest and he has the opportunity of having 

someone represent him. But that isn 't always the case. 

I think that most of the people who go to prison are 

guilty and that they have had a fair trial, but I don't 

think we should become complacent about that because there 

are so many times when that does not happen. I f the man 

does not have the fee to have an attorney, and if one is 

appointed, he is usually some young fellow just out of law 

school and has just passed the bar and been admitted to 

practice. This is an opportunity for him to get a little 

experience, but he doesn't know how to go into the pros and 
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cons of the situation. He doesn't have the money to devote 

to it himself, and the defendant doesn't have any money. 

So, many times, the man is committed because of lack of 

adequate legal counsel. 

And another thing is that also it depends upon the 

jurors and the quality of the legal service and the locale 

in which the trial takes place. One juror can hold out 

against the death penalty becsu se he may know the person 

or is sympathetic to him, or because he is just against 

capital punishment. But for whatever reason, he can hold 

it up. I think there is a very good example of that in 

the motion picture called Twelve Angry Men. In i t , they 

depict a jury in the jury room after the trial has proceeded 

to the point where the jury is retired to the jury room 

to consider the person's guilt or innocence. It is a very 

revealing picture and is exactly what happens in many, many 

trials, where one person can hold out until, finally, 

through just having all they can take, he wins one over 

and then another one over and then, pretty soon, the whole 

group swings over to his point of view. Now he could be 

wrong or he could be right but, nevertheless, it is a 

situation that is open to severe criticism. 

Another point is that the prosecutor has tremendous 

power. He has all the finances of the state in back of 

him. He can send for witnesses from any distance, pay 

their expenses and pay the witness fee, while the accused 
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can not. Over fifty percent of them are poor people. 

Thirty percent of them are either Mexican or Negro. Many 

are itinerate fruit pickers, and so on. They have no funds. 

Now, they can't send for any help and, many times, a man 

is convicted on evidence that Is perjured and he has no 

opportunity to send for any witness. It might just he a 

matter of having a handwriting expert that could have 

cleared him. The prosecutor can get all the information 

he wants on that basis, but the defendant doesn't have that 

chance. 

There was a case in England which bears out this point. 

It was the case of John Timothy EVans who was executed 

because they claimed that he had killed his wife and his 

child. He said that he had not. He was a rather simple 

sort of a fellow and had never been in any sort of trouble 

before. But his neighbor next door, a fellow named John 

Christy, swore that he saw him in the house at the time, 

and that right after that the wife's body was found and 

he knew that he was guilty. On that slim evidence, Evans 

was convicted and executed. A few years later they found 

out that it was John Christy who had not only killed the 

man's wife but had also killed seven other women besides 

and had buried them on his own property. 

This was exposed in the book, Not Guilty, by Judge 

Jerome Frank and Barbara Frank (Doubleday, 1957). They 

gave thirty-six courtroom cases in which innocent men and 
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women were convicted and punished through trial errors or 

the human fallability of witnesses. Unreliable testimony 

was, in large part, the cause of these miscarriages of 

justice. 

For instance, you take the matter of identification. 

A person sees an offense committed or is near a place and 

sees a person and later identifies the person in a line-up. 

The unreliability of this has been very definitely proven 

by many research projects. Twenty thousand persons, for 

instance, were given psychological tests on this whole 

matter of witnessing. They were asked to describe the 

person they had seen commit a crime. This was a simulated 

affair in which they would see the crime committed and then 

were asked to describe who they saw and thereby become a 

witness. Well, eighty-two percent of them got the wrong 

color of hair and overestimated the height of the people 

by five inches. They also misjudged age by eight years. 

So, as far as that study is concerned, most of the 

witnesses were clear off. 

So we are going to have to have a different method of 

identification i f our conviction in the necessity of capital 

punishment continues. We will have to do more than just 

rely on the witness to identify the person. And in most 

of these cases that carry this injustice, the testimony is 

from witnesses who probably are honest and sincere, but 

have later been proven wrong. The description that they 
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gave was not true, and yet it was the deciding factor in 

this particular case in which a person was committed to 

prison or given a death sentence. 

Then the sensationalism of these murder cases in the 

papers is a terrible thing, the way we allow the papers to 

describe the murder and the way they play up the case. 

There is one person who is guilty and they try the case in 

the paper before it ever gets to the court. I remember one 

case of a murder of a man's wife, and there were sensational 

pictures in the paper of the people just fighting for an 

opportunity to get into the court to see this trial. They 

were people who had nothing in common with it at all, 

just simply sensation seekers who wanted to see a murder 

trial, and these pictures showed them just crushing and 

crashing into the courtroom. They showed the sheriff 

trying to line them up and keep other people out, but the 

place was jammed with people. It was a disgusting thing. 

And that is another phase of sensationalism in the papers 

that can easily wreck a fellow's chances. 

Now, who are these people who are convicted for murder? 

Well, as I indicated, most of them are poor people. It 's 

an unusual thing for a wealthy person who can afford a 

good attorney to go to the gas chamber. I think many of 

us have believed that the conviction of an innocent man is 

a raie exception and that even i f it does happen, that 

certainly it can be adjusted by appeal to a higher court. 
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But today there are many known cases of such injustice, as 

well as the undiscovered cases. We have also believed that 

when an innocent man is convioted that the upper court, on 

appeal, will certainly set the conviction aside. 

Too often this notion has been proven false, and it 

is now referred to by some as "the upper-court myth." 

For instance, i f the verdict of the lower court was "guilty," 

even though it is clearly recognized that the defendant 

had poor legal counsel, legal procedures laid down by the 

upper court prevent it from paying any attention to the 

testimony of the defense witnesses. They accept as truth 

all testimony of the government witnesses even if the upper 

court suspects that they have perjured themselves or were 

mistaken at the time of the trial. Well then, why don't 

we allow the defendant a new trial? Well, because i f four 

legal counsels fail to request a new trial, the upper 

court, on review, is unable to grant one even i f the new 

evidence is available which would tend now to prove that 

the victim is innocent. 

Now, I said that I had about twenty-five or thirty 

murderers at Chino. Many of them had come from death row 

and many of them were first-degree or second-degree or 

manslaughter cases. Now, there is one situation that seems 

to me very, very unfair in court procedures in a murder 

trial. The prosecutor has the privilege, and it is his 

responsibility, to determine whether or not he is going to 
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prosecute the case under first-degree murder with the 

death sentence or second-degree murder or even manslaughter. 

Well, manslaughter means a term of one to fifteen years. 

He could he released after he served one third of his 

sentence, or at least he could he heard for parole. So 

he could get out in ahout seven months. Tet the case was 

declared to be manslaughter because the district attorney 

felt that he didn't have enough actual proof to prove that 

this was a first-degree murder and that the man ought to 

be executed. So, in murder cases, the district attorney 

will drift from first-degree murder to second-degree murder, 

if he thinks he can make it stick, or he will even move 

over to manslaughter because he can't make the first two 

stick. And yet, in his own opinion, and in his own mind 

and in the mind of the officers who made the arrests and 

so on, perhaps this is a case which really should have 

been declared a murder case requiring a death sentence. 

Now, it seems to me that this is a very unfair situation 

to put a man up against. 

Well, we had these twenty-five or thirty cases at 

Chino, and many of them had come through this same situation. 

These men had all served a considerable amount of time 

before they came to Chino, and were there because they were 

considered to be eligible for parole in a reasonable time-

maybe a year, a year and a half, or two years. But it 

couldn't be more than two years because we didn't take these 
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men for any longer period of time, because there were so 

many first offenders we wanted to give the opportunity to 

come to Chino. So if you loaded up with a lot of people 

that were going to have to serve three, four, five, ten, 

fifteen years, you see, you would shut out a lot of young 

fellows that ought to have the chance to come to a minimum-

security set-up. 

But we did take these few men because of their fine 

records. Now, these men had been in prison for many years 

and their records were exemplary. Not a mark on them. You 

couldn't ask for a better record than that. And that is 

a very exceptional thing for a fellow to stay in prison 

for five, ten, fifteen, twenty years and not have a single 

mark against his record. Just think of it . 

With the situation in these maximum-security prisons, 

you have the rougher type of person who is in charge of 

the prison because he himself is in fear that he may be 

attacked. I heard so many times in the early days, officers 

would say, "Never allow an inmate to get behind you because 

you don't know what is going to happen. Always keep him 

before you." They themselves were afraid, and they carried 

big clubs and loaded canes at San Quentin and everything 

except a gun, of coursej they never let them have a gun 

because an officer felt a man could take it away from him* 

It has happened that inmates have surrounded a guard and 

taken the club away from him so that the club itself wasn't 
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any use. As a matter of fact, Warden Duffy was finally 

instructed by McGee, after having discussed it many times, 

that he would like to have him get rid of the clubs and 

the canes up at San Quentin. He finally gave an order to 

take those clubs and canes out and some of those officers 

were scared to death, but nothing happened. There was no 

more violence than before and they were not assaulted. As 

a matter of fact, the cane and the club were absolutely use-

less, and they just antagonized the prisoners rather than 

gave them any fear. 

Well, at any rate, these men came down to Chino and 

we put them to work on very trusted assignments because 

they were very trustworthy. They had an assignment of 

seven days a week. As a matter of fact, they became what 

we call the "forgotten men." They were so reliable that 

we just assumed that they would always be on the job, and 

so nobody ever thought of giving them a day off or anything 

of that sort. 

One day I called all the lifers into the office. When 

they reported, they were really a scared bunch, because 

one time before when we had one lifer that had escaped from 

Chino, the Adult Authority that controlled the situation 

at that time ordered all the lifers to be sent back to 

San Quentin. Well, I was sick about it . This fellow who 

had escaped had just wandered off. He had gotten down 

into Mexico and the Mexican government wouldn't release him 
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and we never did get him hack. And it was a serious case 

because he had killed a couple of people in a town near 

the border. They were frightened to death of his coming 

back and doing it again. That was the only lifer who 

escaped during my fifteen years at Chino, and a lot of men 

went back to prison becsu se one fellow had escaped. 

Well, when we brought these fellows into the office, 

I think it was about eight years later, they thought, "Oh, 

oh, what happened? Are we going to be sent back to San 

Quentin?" 

So we sat down in a great big circle. There were about 

twenty of them that came in, and I said, "You men are the 

most reliable men we have on this place. You never get 

into trouble. You have excellent records. You all have 

responsible positions. You work for seven days a week and 

many of you have done long years in prison." Well, they 

began to relax a little bit. 

I said, "How would you like to have two-weeks' vacation?" 

They sat there just dumbfounded. They looked at me in 

amazement and nobody spoke. And I said, "Well, I mean on 

the grounds, of course. You would have to be here so we 

would know where you are. But i f we gave you two-weeks' 

vacation, it would mean that you wouldn't have to get up 

in the mornings i f you didn't want to go to bredsfast and 

you wouldn't have to go on the job. You could do nearly 

what you wanted to do, just so we knew where you were at 



468-

all times and you obeyed the rules." 

Well, there was still no answer. So I said to the 

first fellow on the left, "Well, how about you?" "Oh," 

he said, "thank you, Mr. Scudder, but I wouldn't want i t . " 

"Why not?" 

"Oh, I wouldn't know what to do with my time." 

I looked around a little further and I picked another 

fellow and I said, "What about you?" 

"Oh, I would like i t , " he said. " I would go to the 

library and I would just saturate myself in reading things 

that I wanted to read." 

Another fellow said, "Oh, I would like to do some 

art work. I would like to paint. I have always wanted to 

paint, I have some talent but I never had a chance to 

get at i t . " 

Another chap said, "Well, Mr. Scudder, would we all 

have to take it at the same time?" 

I said, "No, not necessarily." 

He said, " I f you were going to release some of your 

personnel on vacation you would have to have a schedule. 

You have a schedule and you have to release them so that 

there are enough people here." He said, "I wouldn't want 

it unless I knew that somebody was going to be able to 

handle my job for me, because I don't want to be out of 

that job." He was in the power plant and the head of a 

very important and trusted assignment. He could have blown 
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that holler up any time he had wanted to because many times 

he was there alone. 

I said, "I think that is a good suggestion." Well, 

then I asked my associate in charge of custody to come in. 

He was a captain. He had come down from Folsom Prison, 

and I was not too sure of how he was going to react when 

he did get down to Chino, but he was a very able person 

and he really responded well and was handling his job in 

good shape. But I didn't know how he was going to take 

this one. 

So I said to him, "Captain, I just asked these fellows 

how they would like to have two-weeks' Vacation. It would 

be on the grounds, of course, hut what do you think about 

it? You think that is safe?" 

He looked startled, hut then he looked these fellows 

over and said, "Well, I wouldn't hesitate with these men. 

They are the best men we've got on the place. I'm sure 

these fellows all have responsible positions. I don't think 

they have any bad record of any kind and I trust them." 

Well, I was astonished and delighted because it just 

showed that this fellow had the stuff that we were trying 

to get over to him, and that was that these men were not 

always dangerous and they had to be treated as people. 

He said, "There is one thing, though, that I think 

you might run into some trouble on." 

"What is that?" 
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"Well, we give these fellows some vacation, and you 

say they can do as they want to do. You are going to find 

some fellow way down there at the piggery, almost a mile 

away from the institution, or another one way out in the 

garden the other way, and some officer is going to pick 

them up and say, 'Look here. What are you doing out here? 

You are supposed to he in the powerhouse. Are you on 

another assignment? What are you doing out here?' So I 

think we ought to give them a pass so that they will be 

able to identify themselves.11 

"Well, that's a good idea," So we agreed, and the men 

said that they would like it on that condition. So the 

captain worked out a little pass which gave his name and 

why he was not on duty. And sure enough, that is what 

happened. Several of them got picked up by officers that 

hadn't gotten the word that these fellows were on vacation. 

"What are you doing down here?" 

The fellow would pull out his card and say, "Why, it 

is all right, Mr. Jones. I'm a lifer and I am on vacation." 

[laughter] 

Well, I guess this startled the officer, too, some-

times. At any rate, when their families came out to visit 

them on Sundays and holidays, you know, it was quite 

touching because these fellows would pull out this card 

and they would show the wife and the kids that they were 

on a vacation—in prison. That meant he was trusted. It 

/ 
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had a great effect on the man himself and on the wife. 

The word went all through the institution that, "At last 

the forgotten men have been recognized." And I think it 

raised the morale of all the inmates, because they were 

really pleased to see these fellows get a little recognition. 

Then I think the big pay-off really came when two of 

these fellows, when they went out on parole, Insisted on 

coming in and saying good-bye. And each of them, at 

separate times said, "Well, Mr. Scudder, I would like to 

ask you one favor before I leave." 

"Well, what's that?" 

"Could I take my lifer pass with me?" 

In other words, that was the thing that really gave 

him the shot in the arm and made him feel that maybe society 

would accept him outside when he was released. And that 

little recognition over a period of long years of confine-

ment probably was a terrific boost to his morale, and he 

didn't want to leave the card behind. Well, we had one 

hundred percent success with that group. We did not have 

a single one that got into trouble. No man tried to escape, 

and I think it had a good effect upon the whole prison 

system because the word finally got out. 

There is one thing that I did not do. I did not ask 

Director McGee if I could do this thing because, i f I had 

been in his boots, he would have said exactly what I knew 

he would have to say, "No, you can't do that. You have 
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no right to do that. It Is a dangerous procedure. Suppose 

one of those men went out and killed somebody?" 

Well, we had to take that chance, too. But after all, 

they were going to be released, and why shouldn't we find 

out before they went whether they could stand a test like 

that? I think it had a wholesome effect on everybody. And 

I want to say to the credit of McGee that he never 

criticized me for it . 

As a matter of fact, all the time I worked with him, 

I have to say that I would go to him with things and ask 

him about them and he would say, "Well, I don't know, but 

go ahead. I f there is any place that we need a little 

research or experimenting, i t ' s in prisons." And for-

tunately I never got into trouble. 

I knew too, that i f I did get into trouble I would 

have to take the blame, Just as we assumed the risk for 

that first load of men coming down from San Quentin on the 

Greyhound bus* I f two or three of them had escaped, I 

think Judge Pacht and George Briggs and I would have gone 

down the road together, because it was just one of those 

things that excited people so muoh, and so many people 

were saying that it couldn't be done and that it was a 

dangerous procedure. It might have knocked Chlno out. 

But I am glad we did it , because it proved at the gates of 

San Quentin that these people could take responsibility 

and be trusted to a certain extent. 
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Now, one more thing ahout the release of these lifers 

on parole. How do they do outside? These men, according 

to the statistics which have been very carefully kept, have 

an outstanding record on parole. As a matter of fact, the 

highest success on parole is held by these people who have 

been released after having committed a murder. 

Now, here are some facts that are irrefutable. From 

1945 to 1954, 454 men were charged with first-degree murder. 

One hundred eleven of them were given the death sentence. 

Three hundred forty-two were finally paroled. Now what 

happened to them? Over a period of ten years, only 37 men 

violated that parole out of 342. These are lifers. How 

did they violate their parole? Well, nine of them committed 

new felonies, but not one of them committed another murder. 

That was 2 .6 percent. Eleven were returned because of a 

misdemeanor charge, and eleven more were returned because 

of technical violations on parole. Maybe they got drunk 

or maybe they left the county, or they didn't show up for 

work, and things of that sort. It would be something they 

did several times, or enough so that the parole office 

brought the case to the attention of the Adult Authority, 

and the Adult Authority cancelled the parole. So they 

went back on what we call a technical violation. Of the 

342 lifers paroled, only six have absconded. They disappeared. 

As far as we know they never got into trouble aggi n because 

i f they did, their fingerprints and their records would 
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immediately be referred to California from the Department 

of Justice. With these wonderful statistics that they 

have there, we would have known. 

Now why then does California still refuse to abolish 

capital punishment? Well, in the first place it is a long 

tradition that takes time to overcome. There is nothing 

more difficult than to try something new because of the 

fear that it won't work, and that applies to prisons as 

well as anything else. And while we don't excuse the 

offender (he has to be responsible for his acts), there 

are many reasons why he got into trouble which are explainable. 

Another thing is that the opposition to abolition from 

the district attorneys and some judges and especially the 

police, has been very violent and very consistent, although 

their arguments are inconsistent. 

I think the most difficult person who opposed abolition 

was the late Chief Parker, Chief of Police of Los Angeles. 

Now, I think Chief Parker was an honest person and he was 

one of the ablest police chiefs in America. That's not 

only because he was that kind of a person, but also because 

he was one of the few chiefs of police in America that 

were under a merit system. He was not responsible to the 

City Council or the mayor who otherwise could unseat him 

for almost any reason at all, as they do elsewhere. But 

they couldn't unseat a person like Parker because he was 

under civil service. 
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In other words, he can stand up to the City Council 

or the mayor and say, "No, this is not right and I will 

not do it . That is not my job. My job is to protect the 

public, and I am not going to do this or do that," and so on. 

Well, some people didn't like him because of that. 

In the average city where this is not so, the little 

clique in power like the city council and the msyor can 

control the whole city i f they can control the police 

department. And we have seen so many situations across 

America where organized crime like the Maffia and gangsters 

infiltrate themselves by buying off the police. Then 

there is graft and corruption and the first thing you 

know, you have no protection except for a few people. 

Well, Parker always appeared before the legislature 

just at the end of a hearing on capital punishment, when 

after going at it all day long, everybody is worn out. But 

Parker would come in with his fifteen or sixteen cases of 

heinous murders that have been committed in California over 

the last thirty years, with pictures and charts that 

showed the body of the murdered person and the bloody scenes 

and the brutality and the way in which the crime was 

committed, and he simply scared the shoes off of these 

legislators at the last minute. They were all tired of 

discussing it and just enough in that committee would turn 

their votes, and they would not vote for abolition of 

capital punishment. This has happened time and time again. 
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Also, we know so little about mental disease and the 

frailties of the human mind that I don't think that we are 

in any position to say that this man should die and this 

man should not die. 

And we accomplish nothing by capital punishment because 

there is no deterrent effect. You can't have five hundred 

murders in California in a year and then have no person 

executed in the space of three years. We have about sixty-

four men up on death row in San Quentin at present waiting 

for execution, and the average stay before the case is 

settled one way or another after he is sent to prison Is 

about fifteen months. In the Chessman case, it was almost 

twelve years. Well, to me that is a travesty of justice. 

I f we are going to have a death penalty and the death 

sentence, then I think it should be handled on a fair and 

equitable basis. I would like to see it abolished, but 

since it is not, the thing that really burns me up is this 

inequity. 

I said this before, but I will repeat it again. While 

Chessman was digging up one phony technicality after 

another over the eleven or twelve years that he was on 

death row in San Quentin, eighty-seven Mexicans, Negroes, 

fruit pickers, itinerants, and other people went to the gas 

chamber on schedule because they had not the intelligence 

or they had not the money or the influence or the ability 

to fox some judge into thinking, "Well, wait a minute, 
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there might he a chance that this man was not guilty," 

although they could see at a glance that this was kind of 

a phony deal that he was putting up. 

Well, I say that is not justice. That is inequal 

justice and, for that reason, too, I would like to see us 

abolish the death penalty as antiquated, clear out-of-date, 

and a method that is simply based upon a spirit of revenge. 

Instead, we should find out what we can do with these people 

and try and get them adjusted so that these things do not 

happen. I hope that it will soon be abolished in this state. 

SCHIPPERS: One other question on this. What is the effect 

of capital punishment on the morale of the other inmates 

in an institution? 

SCUDDER: Well, that is a good question from the standpoint 

of administration. When there is to be an execution, 

there is just a pall of depression that goes over the 

population. There is anger, resentment, sympathy for the 

person; but they are not thinking at all about ary deterrent 

effect as far as they are concerned. And it makes it 

extremely difficult from the standpoint of administration. 

Also, as HeGee pointed out, the costs of keeping these 

people in detention like that is extremely exorbitant and 

really worthless. 

In other words, we just sit a man up there as a sort 

of a guinea pig, and we torture him from day to day for 

fifteen months with the chance he might get a reprieve 
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that doesn't come. Well, many times it does come, and the 

fact that it does would also indicate that this thing ought 

to he abolished and some other way found to handle these 

cases. I think, too, that when we do get these cases of 

violence, some of them should never be released. 

SCHIPPERS: And as you point out, McGee says the concept 

itself does damage to the attitude or the idea that people 

can be rehabilitated. Certainly inmates receive that as 

much as anybody else. 

SCUDDER: Oh yes, indeed. Much more so, because these men 

in difficulty can look through things faster than the 

average person. They spot the things that are fallacious 

and insincere right off, 

SCHIPPERS: So then holding out on this thing, as we have, 

really does damage to making the whole atmosphere of 

rehabilitation as effective as it could be. 

SCUDDER: Yes. Where you have a variety of institutions, 

you see, you can get seventy-five percent of your men out 

of that atmosphere, and they are not there at all during 

an execution. They know about it , and they probably resent 

it too, but it doesn't have the terrific effect that it 

does on the maximum-security institution itself where you 

have the death row and the death chamber and so on. That 

is probably true. I think the effect on these men from a 

standpoint of rehabilitation is negative. 

We talk about modern methods and a chance to adjust 
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and try to keep the punishment idea in the background, 

because any man is punished who goes to prison, who loses 

his freedom and can't leave the place. Restriction on him 

in itself is punishment and a loss of prestige; the shame 

of having been convicted and the sorrow that he brought 

upon his family is all punishment. Whether you call it 

that or not, that is the only kind of punishment that really 

affects a person. The punishment that is heaped upon him 

just in order to make him know who is boss and to degrade 

him and to insult him because he is a prisoner, which goes 

on in so many of these prisons that don't have proper 

personnel and proper facilities, that is unnecessary 

punishment. So I think we have to get another concept of 

the treatment of these people, and try and find out why 

they do these things and see if we can't prevent them from 

happening. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

DISCUSSIONS RELATING TO NEW APPROACHES TO 

THE SUBJECT OP PUNISHMENT 

SCHIPPERS: We have heen talking ahout punishment and 

rehabilitation, which brings to mind that the work 

penitentiary came from the idea that penitentiaries should 

instigate penitence in an inmate and therefore effect a 

reformation. How does this concept stand as compared to 

the newer attitude which is generally called rehabilitation? 

SCUDDER: Well, as you know from the records in the books 

you have read yourself, the concept of penitence in the 

old days had in part a very religious background. The 

person should show penitence and should meditate and be 

by himself. I f he was by himself for a long time and 

meditated, the penitence would come through. Therefore, 

the first prisons in the United States were on that order, 

with a typical one-cell dungeon-like affair. The man was 

never allowed to speak to anybody. In England, they had 

to wear a cap over their heads with just little holes for 

the eyes, little slits, so they could never be recognized, 

and i f they went to a religious meeting, they all looked 

forward and they couldn't say anything to each other. 

That was "penitence," and it just proved that you can have 

too much penitence. After the first few weeks of that, the 
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inmate just simply develops a forlorn and hopeless outlook, 

and he begins to lose his senses. So, it didn't work. 

Now the modern approach is that while the term 

penitentiary is still used, we talk more of it as an 

institution or a facility. It is a facility in which the 

person is placed so that we can study his problem and 

discuss it with him through counseling and therapy, and 

give him decent food and decent humane treatment, to try 

to get him in a situation where he will be able to keep up 

with society. This is iar different than placing them in 

a dungeon for two or three or four years with no contact 

with anybody except the one guard the prisoner sees once 

in a while because every few hours he peeks in through 

this peephole into his cell. In other words, in those 

days, it was just like caging a lion or a tiger. He could 

pace two or three feet in his little cell and that Is all 

he could do. He would get out and exercise maybe once a 

week. 

Today, the whole concept has changed. We not only 

study this person, but instill a desire in him to come out 

better than when he went in. We hold out hope for him and 

encouragement rather than beat him down and strip him of 

everything. We still do enough of the stripping when a 

man goes to a penitentiary or prison today. It is just 

as though legal hands reach out and strip him of everything 

that he holds dear. We take away his name. We take away 
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all of his clothing. We cut his hair. We put him in a 

sort of monkey suit and we degrade him, thinking that that 

is going to break his spirit. Then, when we break his 

spirit, we think he will be a docile, obedient prisoner and 

cause the guard no trouble. That makes an easy job for 

the guard and it makes it safer for the guard, and he gets 

over the fear that this fellow is going to be violent. On 

the other hand, we are discarding that theory. 

X think one of these days we are going to discard this 

term "penitentiary" and we are going to call it something 

else. I don't know what we'll call i t , but it will have 

to be something that expresses the new philosophy that all 

people can be reached. No man needs to be given up as 

lost i f we just know what it is that makes him different 

from other people and try and get him back on the right 

track again. So X think our newer concept is one of the 

open institution. As much as possible, we want to give 

this man something that he can use when he comes out so 

that he won't be five, ten, fifteen years behind industry. 

We want to give training in any vocation that he may be 

suited for, but he must have up-to-date training so that 

he goes out ready to take his place again in society* 

That is a part of how the new concept differs from the old 

one of locking him up and letting him sit in penitence. 

SCHIPPERS: In other words, in a placs like Ohino, the 

emphasis is on giving the man as much confidence and skills 
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as can possibly be instilled under the circumstances? 

SCUDDERj Exactly. And also to expose him to an opportunity 

of accepting responsibility for his own custody and his own 

conduct while in prison, the very kind of conduct that we 

expect of him when he comes out on parole. We want him to 

be active in that rather than to be just a broken spirit 

that cows down and becomes just an automatic machine that 

goes here and goes there, gets up and goes to bed, does 

this and does that. 

And one other thing I think we ought to do is to kick 

this term "convict'' out of the vernacular. I hate that term. 

It means a man is convicted, yes, bat what i f it does? 

The unfortunate part of it is that it hangs around his 

neck all his life. He comes out and he is an ex-con, and 

that scares the daylights out of the average citizen. "Who? 

You mean that guy is a convict? He is lose in the 

community? Why did they ever let him out?" Now he may 

have been in there for circumstances over which he had 

little control. Maybe he is a very trustworthy person. 

He undoubtedly has adjusted himself and Is sorry for what 

he did and is ashamed of i t , and he wants to make amends 

and feels that the time he spent In prison Is enough. He 

feels that he has done his time. He has served his term, 

what he calls, "paid his debt." I don't like that term 

either, but that is what men use. They say, "I have paid 

my debt to society." I don't think anybody has ever paid 
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their debt to society because there is always a great debt 

for the opportunities that we have received, and we should 

be of service to other people and our community. So, by 

serving his time, he is not serving his debt to society. 

He is just beginning to serve it . How can he do it i f we 

just keep yelling at him as an ex-con? I think I gave you 

an illustration on one of the tapes about the warden and 

one of the chaplains talking about "my cons." 

SCHIPPERS: Yes, 

SCUDDER: That sort of thing is still going on, but i t ' s 

gradually diminishing, because industry now realizes that 

these men are not the dangerous beasts they thought they 

were twenty years ago. They have had contact with them, 

and they have gotten over that fear. But the average 

citizens still have it and it is a bad deal. I hope that 

someday we can just get rid of that term "convict." 

SCHIPPERS: What effect do discrepancies in sentencing have 

on men? 

SCUDDER: Well, that's a very serious problem all over the 

United States. The Bar Association and the American 

Correctional Association and the National Council on Crime 

and Delinquency are all working on that problem. The 

discrepancy comes about because different judges do the 

sentencing. One man would be given a sentence of a year 

for an offense,and in another county he would get three 

years for exactly the same offense. In another county, he 
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would get five years, depending upon the judge and his 

knowledge or his ignorance, and there is plenty of ignorance 

on the part of judges. One problem is that judges, although 

most of them are fine people, are a very opinionated lot, 

and it is almost impossible to get a group of them together. 

The National Council on Crime and Delinquency h$s done 

a terrific job in this field through what they call the 

Professional Council of Judges. They have about fifty 

judges from all over the United States who are on a special 

committee which meets regularly with the National Council 

Board and discusser all of these situations, especially 

this one on discrepancy in sentencing. You can imagine 

what happens to an inmate when he comes to a prison—he 

has accepted the sentence because he couldn't do anything 

about it . Then he bumps into two or three other inmates 

who have done exactly the same thing, and he is going to 

serve five years and they are going to get out in three 

years or two years or one year. He can't understand why 

that should be. 

This situation exists apparently because there's been 

very little training of judges and very few opportunities 

for them to get together and work out some kind of a 

sentencing schedule which would be equitable. It is one 

of the most serious problems that you have to face in 

prison, especially in a large prison, where you find a 

large number of these fellows that have come in for varying 
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degrees of sentences which to them are extremely unfair. 

Again, prohahly the background for this is the punitive 

approach fcather than trying to give the man a reasonable 

sentence and requiring him to try and adjust himself while 

he is incarcerated. I 've seen a lot of this. Every 

administrator is complaining about it all over the country. 

The same thing is true even in the field of probation. 

Now we have a survey of probation in California. I think 

I discussed on another tape that in one county there may 

be four or five or eight percent of the cases in which 

probation is granted, and in another county sixty-eight 

to seventy percent, depending upon the judge. It depends 

on whether or not he is in favor of probation or whether 

he had the proper staff to handle probation or whether he 

is actually against probation. They feel that this man did 

such and such and therefore he should be punished for 

that, and granting probation is just an easy way out. Well, 

it isn 't . Doing probation or being on parole is a whole 

lot harder and more difficult to do than to serve time in 

a prison, because it means you have to perform the 

responsibilities and duties of a citizen. I f you are on 

parole, you may get your citizenship returned to you 

eventually, but in the meantime, you have to follow the 

rules and take some responsibility. 

So the hope is that we can get a standardized amendment 

of our penal code over the whole country. As I say, the 
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National Bar Association and the American Correctional 

Association and the National Council on Crime and Delinquency 

are the ones that are leading the way on this, and they 

have made great inroads. As a matter of fact, the National 

Council on Crime and Delinquency has given us the model 

juvenile court law, and they have gotten out a model 

sentencing act which is being distributed to the judges. 

And more and more each year, the judges are responding to 

this because they themselves see that it is an unequal way 

of dispensing justice when judges in the same county in 

different courts may be adding to disparity, when, say, 

six judges may just pass out sentences right and left while 

the others are more considerate and more moderate about 

the whole situation. Well, I think it is a very vital 

thing, and a lot of work and research is being done on it 

now; there is hope that eventually we will get a more 

adequate and a more balanced method of controlling the 

sentencing of prisoners from different counts. 

There is a better approach to this, and that is through 

the indeterminate sentence. The statute will say "one to 

five years" or "five to fifteen" or "one to ten," but it 

allows the paroling authority to consider the man's case 

after he's served half of his minimum sentence. That means 

if he got a year, inside of six months they could hear him. 

They wouldn't do very much about it , but they could hear 

his case. If he got "five to l i fe , " after a third of the 
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sentence had been served, he could come up for consideration. 

But, even here, disparity exists in the sentencing 

itself, because in setting the indeterminate sentence, they 

can say "one to five" or "five to ten" and so on. They 

all seem to go in sections of five. I don't know why they 

always have to pick five. But that is another thing that 

is bringing about this more serious consideration of 

having an adequate sentencing policy. It 's not only so 

they will be uniform in terms of the crime itself, but will 

take into consideration the effect of it upon the man. 

And that effect on every man is different, too. So there 

has to he more uniformity in this. This has also been 

discussed quite a little at the United Nations Conferences 

on Crime and Delinquency. 

There is another very important part of this 

indeterminate sentence and that i s , instead of saying, 

"Let the punishment fit the crime," i t ' s "Let's find out 

what is necessary for this person to really adjust so that 

he can go out again to society and not repeat his offense." 

It leaves in the hands of the paroling authority that 

discretionary privilege of deciding when the time has 

arrived within this range, which is set with a minimum 

and a maximum sentence. Instead of having to do, say, 

fifteen years, he may do five years. And that really 

depends upon the needs of the individual rather than any 

set sentence for a certain crime. This has had great impact 
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in those states which have the indeterminate sentence. 

Some of them don't have it yet, but for those that do it 

makes a much fairer administration of justice. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

PUBLICATIONS AND CONCLUSION 

SCHIPPERS: Throughout our interviews, we've made reference 

to the hook Prisoners Are People and to The Twenty Billion 

Dollar Challenge, and also to the one you are in the 

process of completing* Would you make a comment on the 

status of and reason for the latest one? 

SCUDDER: Well, yes. It is the unemhelllshed account of 

my experiences in three institutions, two of which I 

administered for young men and hoys which I have spoken 

about on earlier tapes. The first was at the Washington 

State Reformatory in Monroe, Washington, an experience of 

six-months' duration, which to my amazement launched me on 

a career in corrections of almost half a century. Because 

of what I experienced there, I have always felt that it 

taught me about everything that an institution ought not 

to be. As a result of that experience, I went back to 

college and tried to prepare myself for this work. 

Another of the institutions is the Preston School of 

Industry at lone, for boys sixteen to twenty-one who are 

juvenile court wards, most of them, and in which I worked 

for three years* I became the acting superintendent after 

a very tragic blow-up at the institution. The third was 

the Whittier State School, now the Fred Nelles School for 



490-

Boys, where I was superintendent for four years. Each 

experience was a different one, hut each emphasized the 

folly on the part of society's waiting until these young 

people get into trouble before we do anything about them. 

The reader is taken right into these institutions to see 

what goes on, with the hope that it will stir him up to 

take an interest in the great problem of delinquency and 

crime and assist in its prevention. 

The title, Between the Dark and the Daylight, fits 

the purpose of the book. It recounts vividly the dark d$r s 

of ignorance and brutality, which seemed to be what the 

public desired. Or perhaps it didn't know what went on 

and cared less. But it tells of the struggle of many 

unhappy boys and young men to find a place in life and the 

unhappy circumstances of their failures. 

This is not a sordid book but an alive and hopeful 

one, for only in that way can we expect to arouse public 

opinion to support better methods of care and treatment. 

The last part deals with the hopeful signs ahead as we now 

find better ways to do things instead of depending on 

institutions supported by the state. 

Delinquency is a local community problem. It starts 

there and it must be stopped there. We can treat these 

young people in the community at a fraction of the cost 

of institutions and with better success. The Community 

Treatment project of the California Youth Authority where 



491-

"boys and girls are treated in the local community, avoiding 

the stigma of an institutional record, is a thrilling 

project of success, clearly discussed in this book. 

SCHIPPERS: Por the sake of the record, could you also 

describe your other writings? 

SCUDDER: All right. 

Magazine articles. I have had articles in several 

journals and magazines. One appeared in Federal Probation. 

June, 1959, "In OppodJjion to Probation with a Jail Sentence." 

In The Rotarian. the international Sotary magazine, 1934, 

there appears "Co-ordinating to Beat the Devil." It is 

an account of the co-ordinating council plan of Los Angeles 

County on delinquency prevention. The Readers Digest. 

February, 1953, published "Ho Locks in This Prison." That 

appeared first in The Christian Herald, 1953 and was written 

by Albert Q,. Mai sell, as described by me. It was an account 

of our work at Chino when I was superintendent. 

Monographs. Who Is Delinquent? was written by Kenneth 

Beam and myself. The Los Angeles County Plan of Co-

ordinating Councils and another one, Why Have, Delinquents? 

which was about the same plan, was written later. These 

were published by the Rotary Club of Los Angeles for 

distribution in 1933 and then again in 1936. 

In conclusion, I really think oral history has a 

great future. I 've enjoyed doing these tapes very much 

with you. These tapes could be of great value to people 
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who are interested in the field of corrections or in 

whatever other field in which tapes are being made. So 

much information becomes available under this method that 

probably would never come to light. As I look back over 

the almost twenty hours of discussion I would like to say, 

in the first place, I never knew that I could talk to 

anybody for twenty hours under any circumstances. But you 

have led me on from one thing to another. And i f these 

experiences are of any value to someone, they ought to be 

recorded. To me it has been a very stimulating experience, 

and I appreciate the privilege of having been asked to 

participate. 

SCHIPPERS: Well, we want to thank you very much, too. 

SCUDDER: I 've lectured a good deal in the last ten years, 

and I like to lecture to colleges and university students 

especially, because there is such a dire need for people 

trained in the humanities in correctional work. And i t ' s 

too often overlooked, because the opportunities are not 

explained to people so that they would become interested. 

Once you get into this correctional field, It gets into 

your blood and you are almost like an addict—you can't 

get out of it . Now, I see great value in these tapes 

for not only graduate students but for undergraduate students 

who might have access to them if they are studying, let 's 

say, In the field of corrections or in social welfare or 

criminology or psybhology. Through them, they might be able 
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to get more intimate idea of personalities and people 

from the information on these tapes than they would ever 

get out of a hook, because this is a very informal way of 

getting information from the person who is being interviewed. 

Putting it on the tapes in this relaxed manner, you just 

have a sort of parlor conversation. I think that has a 

lot of value. I hope that it won't be just confined to a 

bookshelf for history or just for research. They should 

be available to any students who seek access to them. 

During the Junior and Senior years, most students are 

searching for a challenging career. Perhaps the tapes 

will actually take them inside these fields, opening in 

the Humanities. We found that whenever we induced our 

severest critics to enter the institution on a visit, they 

became our staunch supporters. America needs these college 

graduates i f we are to stem the ever increasing tide of 

delinquency and crime. Even if they enter some other field, 

they must have an understanding of our social and community 

problems, so that they may become citizen leaders in their 

own communities and know what do do about them. 

SCHIPPERS: I noticed that on the wall of your home office, 

there is a tribute given to you by the men of Chino when 

you retired from the institution in 1955. 

SCUDDER: Yes, it was presented to me the day that I left, 

and I consider it the finest tribute one could receive in 

my field. 
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SCHIPPERS: It is beautifully done on a parchment with 

water color and India ink. I thought it would be 

appropriate for me to read it for the record. 

Kenyon J. Scudder, Penologist, Administrator, 
Humanitarian. Greetings. As the legal keeper 
of mens* bodies, you have sought to restore their 
souls; in your role of chosen instrument of the 
state in administrating affairs that were penal, 
you have tried, always and bravely, to advance the 
dignity of those in your charge. For these 
qualities we salute you. In larger fashion let 
society note that it was you who, by your valiant 
effort, made the grim and despair-ridden prisons of 
the past forever obsolete. That it was you who, 
in letting light reach the confined, also brought 
light to those who confine them. Let it be known 
that the California Institution for Men is not only 
a monument to your determination to foster the good 
in man: it is a milestone. For these things we 
thank you. 

"The men of Chino" or CIM. 
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INTERVIEW HISTORY 

INTERVIEWER: Donald J . Schippers, Interviewer-Editor, 
Oral History Program, UCLA. Age, 34. B .A . , American 
History, UCLA; M.A., History of the American West, 
Occidental College. 

TIME AND SETTING OF INTERVIEW J 

Place: In the livingroom of the Scudder*' home, 320 
Ruby Avenue, Balboa Island, California. 

Dates: March 1 - April 19j 1965. 

Time of day and length of sessions: Each session lasted 
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to one and a half hours of recording. They all began 
at about two o*clock in the afternoon. This manuscript 
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Persons present during interviews Scudder and Schippers. 

CONDUCT OF INTERVIEW: A chronological, autobiographical 
approaoh was encouraged, although the Interviewer 
introduced topical questions and encouraged comment 
on them within the chronological framework. In prep-
aration for each session, the interviewee assembled 
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other printed materials, and correspondence. The inter-
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containing material appropriate to the subject to be 
commented on during the session. 

EDITING: Editor: Donald J . Schippers, who assisted 
Adelaide G. Tusler In the indexing. In 1966, a ver-
batim transcription of the tapes was rearranged for 
chronology and to bring together comments on the same 
subjects. Punctuation was Introduced and syntax was 
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BIBLIOGRAPHICAL DATA: For a summary of the interviewee's 
writings, see pages 489-494. 
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