THE MAN WITH THE BROWN BEARD
By Nathaniel T. Babcock

If my pen continues to remain a pen and my ink changes

not into blood or wine until the purpose is accomplished, I

shall, I think, succeed in giving to the public a tale as won-

drous strange as any to which the world has, for
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many years, listened. There is nothing in the appearance
of this gracefully pointed bit of steel and its cedar wood
handle, as I hold it between my eyes and the lamplight, to
suggest a possibility of its suddenly becoming a serpent’s
tail or a devil’s divining rod, nor do I perceive in the
contents of my crystal inkstand anything beyond a superior
quality of black writing fluid; and yet for caution’s sake,
and lest I all unexpectedly become again the victim of a
supernatural practical joke, I beg the privilege of prefacing
my story with the above improbable, as you will say, pro-
visos.

There are going to be in the unfolding of this narrative,
as everybody will discover, several very embarrassing fac-
tors, chief of which is this, that although I suppose I am
relating certain extraordinary events which have happened
to me, I have no positive means of knowing that such is
the case. The two of us, by whom I mean Harry Jessup
(who certainly once was and still seems to be) and poor
John Sutherland (who clearly now is not), are so closely,
so intimately, connected—soul intertwined, if I may use
the expression—that I (or is it he?) who speak can be cer-
tain of all things more easily than of my (or is it his?) iden-
tity.

Clearly, however, we shall not get on at all at this rate.
Though honestly endeavoring to enlighten, I perceive I am
but mystifying my readers. Let me quiet my nerves with
one draught of this wholesome wine (here’s to you, poor
John Sutherland!) and proceed as calmly as I can with my
story.

One year ago tonight I was lying in the Tombs prison,
New York City, under sentence of death for murder. I was
guiltless. This fact, unfortunately, was known only to
myself. In justice to my memory (or should I say in justice
to the memory of John Sutherland?) I must briefly relate
the circumstances which led to that error of justice which
condemned an innocent man to the gallows.

I was born (that is, supposing I am the person who,
though contrary to all external appearances, I still believe
myself to be) in the city of London, England. If I had
parents I never knew them; neither was I acquainted with
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brothers, sisters, or relatives even of a remote degree. I
purloined what little knowledge I had of the world from
the tips of gentlemen at the backs of whose chairs I stood
during the breakfast and dining hours at some of the most
reputable eating houses in London. I got a bit of book
learning at an evening school, and other odds and ends of
accomplishments I picked up at merry places by gaslight.
It was while employed at one of those “Homes of Har-
mony” that I obtained that knowledge of the pianoforte
which, in spite of its superficiality, is today so great a
source of wonder to those persons with whom I am now
surrounded. I read more than fellows of my sort, and, as a
consequence, soon became educated beyond my station
and emigrated to America. Upon my arrival in New York
I found work at fair wages in an eating house somewhere
east of Broadway. 1 was put to share the room of an
Italian waiter, a surly, ill favored person, who, within two
months after I had taken quarters with him, cut his throat
while I lay by his side, a circumstance which brought him
no greater harm than it brought to me, since on the follow-
ing morning 1 was thrown into jail, and six weeks later
removed to the Tombs under sentence of death,

A year ago tonight, at just about this hour, to avoid the
gaze of the curious newspaper writers who clustered thick
about the stove at the end of the narrow corridor upon
which my cell opened, and who (the jailer having permit-
ted me the freedom of the passage) pitilessly noted down
my every despairing movement, I stepped back behind
my grated door and threw myself face downward upon my
narrow bed. I remember that the cot was covered with a
coarse gray blanket, across which, near either end, was
woven a narrow strip of red. The jailer rattled the grating
of my door and spoke kindly, advising me to remove my
coat and boots and get a bit of sleep. I lifted my head as he
spoke. The blood red streak in the blanket was imme-
diately under my chin; I had thrown myself down, throat
across it. I sat bolt upright on the bed. My hand went in-
voluntarily to my throat. The jailer’s kindly face seemed to
my terror stricken vision the face of a devil. I knew that
within a few hours I was to be murdered, and he was to be
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my murderer. I felt that I ought to hate him; that if I were
half a man I would seize his beard and batter his head
upon the rusty iron of the cage. Yet, when I spoke, my
voice was low, courteous, even modestly submissive, as I
thanked him for his attention. Great God! think of it—I
thanked the man who stood there at my cell door keeping
watch over a stalled ox for the coming of the butcher.

He tumed to go. The rage which in my soul had found
birth and death without power of expression was followed
by a frantic grief, an overwhelming self pity. I longed to
throw myself upon my knees before the retreating figure
and beg for mercy, but again my limbs refused to act, and
as the jailer faced the grating for a last look at his victim, I
think he must have seen a smile—who knows, perhaps a
grin?—upon my face, for he brightened, and said, “That’s
right, Jessup; I'm glad to see you keeping up a good
heart.”

Tell me the face is the soul’s mirror! The soul is as
powerless to control the body as the body is powerless to
control the soul. Rage, grief, despair, incite to action, and
the body mocks them all. True, I am an unlearned and an
unlettered man, but of the soul’s relation to the body who
on earth should know more than I have been taught?

It is possible that the suicide, just prior to the carrying
out of his purpose, is made acquainted with that sickening,
muscle relaxing, nerve tightening despair which comes to
the man who is to be executed tomorrow, but I do not
think so. In the case of suicide there must be (and this,
before long, I shall fully discover) an absence of that
pitiful helplessness which tears the heartstrings of the man
who is to be put to death by his fellows. Oh, the grief of it!
The haunting horror of any human form! With pistol in
hand, even when its cold round muzzle is pressed against
his throbbing temple; even to that fractional part of a
second in which the cruel deed is donme, the suicide is
soothed by a consciousness of an optional escape. There is
no time fixed. He is the master of his punishment. The in-
exorable is lacking in the refinement of his torture.

When the jailer had disappeared from view I sank back
upon the cot. I turned myself upon my back and looked at
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the plain white ceiling. I tried to people this vague surface
with heaven’s lamps—to imagine it was God’s firmament.
There were the countless stars twinkling as merrily as
though no sorrow anywhere existed. Spread out around
me was the mighty ocean, foaming and rolling near by,
then stretching off like a great, black, quiet plain. I was
once more upon the steamer, the accursed steamer that
brought me to New York to be killed. The motion, how
delightful! swing so, swing so. My hands went to the side of
the cot for the protection of my balance. Oh, this motion!
now up, now down! The stars, how bright! The waves! see,
see how high. Mercy! what pleasure. Great tears flow down
my cheeks. Crash! we’ve struck! We’re sinking! My fingers
g0 to my eyes; rub, rub, and there is again the white ceiling.
No stars? I spring to my feet. No ocean? A prison cell;
death by strangulation in the morning.

I staggered to the cell door; I pressed my cheek against
the grating and was able to see a portion of the group of
watchers at the end of the corridor. Their heads were
together; somebody was relating a story. A fat man had
his profile to me. From time to time his hands went down
upon his knees with a slap, and his sides shook. He was
being amused by reminiscences of the trusty jailer.
Amused? These men being amused, and [

I could no longer endure the sight of my fellow men.
Again I threw myself upon the bed. The red stripe on the
blanket had lost its terror. I saw nothing, thought of
nothing, but men; crowds of men in black, coming after
me! Coming with a rope to strangle me. I, a man like
themselves, with head and legs and arms like theirs.
They would take me by the hands and we should touch one
another; they would look in my face and I should look in
theirs, and nowhere, nowhere, would I find anybody to
help me, to save me! Shut up in a cage awaiting the ap-
proach of my own species, sons of women, like myself;
relentlessly coming, to put me to death! Coming perhaps
from happy firesides, and waiting only until I should be
dead to return to their wives and little ones; not a man
among them but would lend an arm to the meanest cripple
on the street, yet coming, coming to butcher me. Could the
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good Lord, who made us all in a world of sin and suf-
fering, approve it? I got down upon my knees; I tried to
pray, but just as comfort seemed approaching, a sudden
awful sensation, as of the presence of the executioner
standing at my back, rope in hand, brought me trembling
to my feet. Again I fell exhausted on my bed. And now a
mighty terror of my own body seized upon me. My head
was raised so that I saw the entire length of my figure. It
seemed to me to be the body of a strangled corpse. I
moved my foot to dispel the illusion, but with the cessa-
tion of its motion the frightful hallucination returned. I
madly assisted the delusion. I crossed my hands on my
breast; they seemed to become waxen, cold, and bloodless.
I closed my eyes and pressed my elbows tightly against my
sides to avoid contact with the linen of a coffin. A sicken-
ing nausea arose within me; my heart seemed turning over
in its place, and then—consciousness ceased; merciful
sleep had come to my relief.
* * * *

I awoke with a start. When I make this statement I feel
] am doing scant justice to an extraordinary phenomenon.
How do I know that I ever awoke? May I not still be lying
in a dream upon that prison bed? May not the gallows and
rope be yet in store for me? Well, if such is the case, surely
my supposing that it is not the case can do no harm. You,
my mythical readers, will not worry over it if you are
mythical, and if you are real, why, then I, too, must be
real, and the phenomenon a reality. I think that I awoke
suddenly, and with the thought of the dire business of the
morning very present in my mind. It was broad
daylight—the light of that day I had shivered to think
of—the light which was to be a signal for all those men in
black with crape on their arms to take their victim to the
sacrifice. A film seemed stretched across the balls of my
eyes, upon which were mirrored a multitude of colors that
now, as my staring pupils dilated, took form in a hundred
beautiful things. First of all, I seemed to see just in front of
me the face of a pretty child smiling from out a halo of
yellow hair; a sideway glance, and heavy curtains of some
bright red material parted to permit my dazzled eyes to
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behold a window flaming with reflections of the morning
sunlight. Overhead my sky was a plane of brown and gold.
My hand falling at my side rested upon a texture as soft as
swansdown; my body undulated upon a bed softer than
any it had ever before known.

It is now a year since the day of that awakening, I have
been for the last ten minutes endeavoring to recall my first
impressions, my earliest thoughts, as this scene, the beauty
of which I have but hinted at, dawned upon my senses. I
may have supposed myself in heaven, but, if so, the idea
could have been no more than momentary, for it was im-
possible for one lying as I was lying, in a position com-
manding a view on all sides, not speedily to discover that
he was the occupant of a very comfortable bed in a
decidedly luxurious bedchamber. My little girl of the
golden hair hung in a massive frame on the tinted wall
directly opposite the foot of my bed; the window through
which came in the early sunlight, was in a bow of the east
wall; my brown and gold sky was excellent fresco, equal to
anything I had ever seen in those establishments in which
my livelihood had been gained on the other side of the
water.

How long I had been staring at these marvelous sur-
roundings I cannot say, when suddenly there came a soft
rap at the door, which was on the right of the apartment,
and a very cheery voice, the voice of a young girl, ex-
claimed, “Jacko! Jacko, are you going to sleep all day?”

I listened in amazement, and naturally made no reply.

“Jacko, I tell you,” continued the pretty voice, “it’s af-
ter eight o’clock, and we are all waiting for you.”

Clearly the child was addressing some person whom
she supposed to be in the room, of which I was the only
occupant. The rapping on the door of an obviously impa-
tient little fist continued. It was necessary to respond. I
said “Hello!”

“All right,” replied the little voice. “I'm glad you are
awake at last; now do hurry.”

Hurry? Hurry where? I had an engagement at seven
o’clock. The child assured me, and a French clock on the
mantel confirmed her statement, that it was past eight,
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Where was I? What did it all mean? I softly protruded one
foot from the yielding bedclothing and planted it upon the
thick carpet on the floor. How warm and grateful was the
sense! My other leg followed, and I stood erect. In what
was I dressed! White linen, with beautiful scarlet loops in
place of common buttonholes—the night robe of a prince!
I smoothed the fabric with my hand, and was surprised to
discover a roundness and plumpness in my limbs, of which
I had never before been conscious. I put my hand to my
bewildered head. A beard? A beard upon my face which
had ever been beardless!

In the corner was a handsome dresser, surmounted by a
high mirror. With wild, uncertain steps I crossed the room.
The polished glass of the mirror showed the face of an ut-
ter stranger. Forgetful of the fact that, had he stood behind
me, my own figure must have obscured his image, I
wheeled about and confronted—no one. The room was
occupied by myself alone. Again I faced the glass. There
stood the stranger, with face as white as that of a corpse,
and eyes that secemed starting from his head. I put my
hand to my eyes; the specter in the glass imitated the mo-
tion. I screamed and fell to the floor, the image in the glass
disappearing simultaneously with my fall. I had never
fainted in my life, and I did not become unconscious. Lift-
ing myself upon my elbow I looked around me.

The base of a wardrobe immediately opposite my point
of vision was set with plate glass. In that mirror I again
saw the stranger, lying, as I was lying, with his cheek upon
the palm of his hand. I got upon my knees and clasped my
hands. The figure in the glass followed each motion. I
jumped to my feet. The head and shoulders of the image
disappeared, but from the waist downward remained. I
then perceived that the mirror in the base of the wardrobe
was less than three feet high. It was, then, my own reflec-
tion that I saw! No, not my own reflection, for I was a
man six feet in height, slimly built, with light hair and blue
eyes, and a beardless face. The object in the glass was
scarcely five feet nine, inclined to stoutness, with short,
curly brown hair, and a heavy dark beard. I turned to the
mirror above the dresser, my knees quaking under me
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from consternation. The ashen face of the brown bearded
stranger again confronted me. I lifted my finger to my lips
in a dazed, meaningless way, and the man in the glass did
the same. Just then there came a loud knock at the door,
.and a hearty voice said,

“Open the door for a moment, Jack; I’ve something to
say to you.”

Was the voice addressing me? I stood like a stone al-
ternately growing hot and cold.

“I say, old man, open the door,” continued the voice
from without.

Half unconsciously I approached the door and pushed
back the bolt that held it. A handsome young fellow, rosy
and radiant as from a brisk walk, and bearing a striking
resemblance to the image in the glass, rushed in as the bolt
was drawn, and clapping his hands upon my shoulders, ex-
claimed, “Jack, old man, it’s all fixed; we’re going with
you. The governor gave in at the last when mother, Nell,
and I all got after him in a bunch. But what’s the matter
with you, Jack?” (holding me at arm’s length and peering
anxiously into my face.) “You look as if you’d seen a
ghost. Here, Nell! mother! Jack is fainting.”

I have before mentioned that I never faint; neither did I
then, though I doubt not Walter had good cause to
imagine that I would. I felt the blood leaving my body; I
became limp in the strong young fellow’s arms as he ten-
derly assisted me to the sofa. Atrracted by his call there
entered a moment later a matronly looking woman of fifty
or thereabouts, followed by a girl of fifteen, whom I at
once, recognized as the original of the portrait, grown a
few summers older. Both threw themselves on their knees
at my feet. Mother (I gave the title by which I today ad-
dress that estimable lady) placed her arm lovingly around
my shoulder, and drew my head toward her own, while
Nell grasped one of my hands and began to kiss it gently.

“My poor boy,” began the lady, “you have overtaxed
yourself, just as I feared you would, and the anticipation
of this morning’s event, in the weakened condition of your
nerves, has made you ill. I shall be glad when the
ceremony is over and you are comfortably off,”
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Great heavens! What was the lady speaking of? “The
anticipation of this momming’s event®? “weakened my
nerves”? “comfortably off”? What does it mean? Had I
really been executed in the prison yard, and was I in some
place of purgatory, waiting to go through the agony under
different surroundings? Was this the beginning of a sin-
ner’s eternity? Were these people fiends in the guise of
angels? Was I to go on forever, being executed in different
shapes? ;

“Come, Jack dear,” continued the good lady; “Walter
will help you with your clothes, and after a good breakfast
and a cup of hot coffee you’ll be yourself again.”

“And,” chimed in the pretty little maiden, “we won’t
tell Julie what a devoted husband she is to have. A
man—oh, Jacko, for shame!-—who becomes ill on his
wedding day merely at the thought of being married!”

During all this time my lips had refused to utter a
sound, and I could now only exclaim, “Heaven have mer-
cy on me!” a remark which caused Walter and his mother
to hold a hurried conversation at the back of the sofa, and
then to leave the room, saying cheerily that they would not
be gone a moment,

Left alone with me, the young girl clapped her hands
over my knees, and looking in my face, said, “Now, Jacko,
my darling, tell me what is the matter? You won’t keep
anything from your own Nell? I admire Julie and I respect
her, but if this marriage is going to make you unhappy, I'll
break it off if I have to go to the girl myself and tell her
that you do not love her. Oh, Jacko, my best, my dearest
brother, tell me what is the matter?”

“Please leave me,” was all that I could articulate.

“Dear Jacko,” cried the affectionate girl, “I cannot
leave you. You never spoke to me so before. My brother,
my dear, dear brother!”

“Where is your brother?” I cried.

There was probably a look in my eyes that terrified the
girl, for she arose to her feet, and with tears streaming
from her eyes left the room.

I was alone, and again approached the glass. The brown
bearded man looked haggard and unnatural, “For the love
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of Him who made us,” I cried, speaking to the stranger in
the mirror, “tell me who you are and who am I1?”

“Why, Jack, my boy, what is the matter?”

I felt a strong hand upon my shoulder, and, turning,
confronted a pleasant mannered, middle age gentleman
whom I rightly inferred to be a physician. Just behind
stood Walter and his mother. I do not know whether it
was the strong individuality of the doctor that impressed
me with a sense of the reality of my surroundings, which
up to this moment had seemed illusory and vague, but I
suddenly felt a warmth of blood returning to my limbs and
a sense of rest and security in my condition; a determina-
tion to drift whithersoever fate might lead me. A smile
must have shown itself in my face, for the doctor turned to
the anxious lady and said, “It is nothing, my dear madam;
mere nervous excitement which will soon pass away.” He
then prepared a potion, which I cheerfully swallowed.
Walter inquired whether he should not assist me to dress,
and I assented. The drollery of my existence now began to
take precedence of all other emotions. The brown bearded
man in the glass was no longer an object of terror in my
eyes; he became amusing. I saw, I could not fail to see,
that his motions and actions were entirely in my control.
Little by little, I came to a graceful acceptance of my new
identity. A man who has been hanged, said I to myself,
cannot be chooser in any subsequent allotment of events. If
this is hell, I must admit it is an unexpectedly agreeable
hell, and if it is heaven, I should certainly ask for nothing
better.

This mild acceptance of my extraordinary fate, at that
time, was probably due in a large measure to the drug
which the doctor had administered—a powerful narcotic,
no doubt—that quieted my nerves and caused my troubled
brain to become languid. Piloted by Walter, who happily
insisted upon keeping hold of my arm, I passed through a
spacious and handsome hall and down a broad pair of
stairs to a very luxurious breakfast room, where, for the
first time, I met the head of the family, a mild eyed man
past middle age, who, during the strange scenes of the
morning, had been absent from the house, and who now
186
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greeted me very tenderly. Throughout the breakfast which
followed, I remained completely silent. There was a large
pier glass opposite me in which, with quiet amusement, 1
beheld the brown bearded man put morsels of food into
his rather handsome mouth, I myself enjoying the sensa-
tion of swallowing the same. I did not fail to notice that
my silence and evident precccupation was a source of
keen distress to the others at the table, but I was powerless
to improve matters.

As the soothing effects of the doctor’s potion wore away
my thoughts became more troublesome and bewildering,
until finally, unable to remain any longer quiet, I arose
from the table and fled to an adjoining room. There
seemed to have been an intention on the part of some
member of the family to follow me, but the head of the
house exclaimed, “No, let Jack alone; he’ll come out all
right presently.”

Upon a table in the room in which I had taken refuge
lay a newspaper. I picked it up. The date—that dreadful
date to which for weeks I had looked forward with sick-
ening consternation—showed me that it was the latest is-
sue. The paper was called the Denver Tribune, and was
printed in Denver, Colorado. As I scanned the sheet, a
faint recollection as of something heard in childhood came
upon me. I recalled a conversation caught in a fragmentary
way years before, while standing at dinner behind two
English noblemen. They were talking of this “Denver, Col-
orado.” What were they saying? Oh, yes, they were speak-
ing of Denver as the chief city of a cattle raising province in
the United States.

I was then still in the United States! In Denver! But how
in Denver? How anywhere except in a murderer’s cell in
the Tombs prison, New York?

While pondering with aching head upon these ques-
tions, my eyes encountered the following paragraph:

Harry Jessup, the brutal murderer of Eduardo Italiani,

is to be hanged in the Tombs prison, New York City, at
seven o’clock this morning,
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Again and again I read this paragraph. My eyes
devoured the three brief lines of print till every word a
and letter seemed eating its way into my soul. “Harry
Jessup, the brutal murderer of Eduardo Italiani, is to be
hanged! Is to be hanged? A clock on the mantel struck
nine. “Is to be hanged at the Tombs Prison, New York
City, at seven o’clock this morning.” Is to be hanged? I,
Harry Jessup, am to be—my God! what does it mean?
This is the day, this is the morning, and the sun, which
rose at five o’clock, is four hours old! My eyes dropped
again upon the paper which had fallen on my lap, and I
read the following notice:

The marriage of Mr. John Sutherland (better known to
his countless friends in Denver as “Jack” Sutherland) to
Miss Julie Chamberlain, will take place at the residence of
the bride this morning, It is to be a very quiet affair, only
the immediate friends of the two families having received
cards.

For a moment my brain seemed to be bursting. The
sickening nausea which I felt in the prison had returned,
and then, quietly, like a great awakening of some hitherto
dormant intellectual faculties, there stole into my soul the
consciousness of a miracle performed. I had not suffered
at the hangman’s hands, I lived. I had never ceased to live.
Every action of my life was accessible to memory. I was
still Harry Jessup. Were I dead, had I passed into another
world, my store of knowledge would of necessity be in-
creased or diminished; but it remained the same. I men-
tally ran over my past life, and at every station found
proof of a personal and intimate knowledge of but one
man, and that man was Harry Jessup. I arose and ap-
proached the glass. There stood the brown bearded
stranger.

I looked in the face, and knew that he had stolen my
soul. The mirror showed me the body of John Sutherland,
with the soul of Harry Jessup. But the soul of the man
whose body I wore, what of it?

The sound of voices, subdued but earnest, came to my
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ears from the adjoining room. The name of “Jack,” “dear
Jack,” was constantly upon the lips of the distressed
parents of the loving brother and sister. It needed no mar-
velous perspicacity for me, stranger as I was to them all, to
discover that this “brother Jack,” into whose suit of flesh I
had unwittingly stepped, was a very dearly beloved mem-
ber of the household. I learned from such fragments of
their talk as reached my ears, that the loved omes were
sorely troubled at my (at John Sutherland’s) behavior, and
were at a loss what to do. The newspaper paragraph, taken
in connection with the young lady’s remark in the cham-
ber, made it obvious to me that this was to have been the
wedding day of the brown bearded man, and I readily un-
derstood the dilemma into which was (or rather my) unac-
countable conduct had thrown the entire family. Remem-
ber, I am now writing of events a year old, and if I seem
singularly composed, it is only because time has graciously
permitted me to grow accustomed to the contemplation of
these wonders.

As I listened to the tender whisperings of mother and
sister, so full of solicitude and anxiety, an overwhelming
sense of my own enforced duplicity took possession of me.
Who and what was I that I should have entered ghost-like
into this happy family circle, bringing sorrow and suf-
fering to all its members and unwarrantedly usurping the
Place of the eldest son; turning him from his bride, driving
him—(the thought flashes like fire upon my brain)
—where is John Sutherland? This is his small, fat
white hand I hold before me; this is his heart which I feel
beating, but his soul—himself—the man—the being, who
called himself Sutherland? Where is he? Was it an ex-
change of bodies? Between the hours of twelve o’clock last
night and seven o’clock that morning I threw off the flesh
and form which was my own, and assumed another mortal
dwelling place. The occupant of this body—the body
which I see staring at me from yonder mirror—aban-
doned it for mine. It must have been so. And my body—
—the external man Jessup—the corporeal shelter
which this fond son and loving brother had been forced to
enter—what of its fate? Dragged into a prison courtyard
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and stretched by the neck at the end of a rope, two hours
ago.

I do not remember all that occurred in the fever and
subsequent delirium which fell upon me. I am told that I
lingered between life and death for several months, ten-
derly watched by the parents and the sister of the unhappy
man who died in my place. When I was able to move
about, my ignorance of all surroundings, which, as may be
imagined, was complete, was attributed by the family
physician to a shock of the brain center which, he ex-
plained, had destroyed my memory. I must, he said to Mr.
and Mrs. Sutherland, be treated as a child and retaught all
that I had ever learned. He suggested a trip to Europe, and
we are now, after many months, about to sail for England.
My failure to recognize the affianced bride of John
Sutherland, has, I an told, thrown that young lady into a
decline. No member of the Sutherland family has ever
crossed the Atlantic, and my intimate knowledge of Lon-
don will, if I ever reach London, be a new source of won-
der to my companions. As for myself, I have passed
beyond the reach of wonderment or surprises. I am what I
am, while I am, because I am, That is all I know, but I see
withal nothing more strange than that any two souls should
exchange abiding places than that any individual soul
should leave its abiding place tenantless and a prey to
worms, as is every day the case in all parts of the world.
What guarantee, if I may use so trite an expression, have
you, or you, my friend, that the soul, which yields itself
nightly to dreamless sleep, will find the same environment
upon awakening?

We arrived in New York yesterday from Denver, and as
soon as I could decently excuse myself from my
“relatives,” I went straightway to the Tombs prison on
Center Street. Having obtained a card of admission, I en-
tered the inner prison, and made my way to the corridor
known as “Murderers’ Row.” Cell No. 5, my cell, was
empty. The jailer, at sight of whom I came near to faint,
informed me that Cell No. 5 had not been occupied since
one Jessup, the murderer of an Italian, left it for the

gallows a year ago.
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“And tell me,” I inquired with a calmness which
amazed me, “how this—this Jessup met this fate?”

“Terrible, terrible, sir,” replied the jailer, evidently hav-
ing, as he spoke, a vivid picture of the scene in his mind. “I
never want to see the like of it again. You see, sir, he was a
very nervous customer, most extraordinary so, and I ex-
pected we’d have trouble with him. But ’long toward mid-
night he fell into a sleep just like the sleep of a child, and
at haif past six he was slumbering as pretty as anything
you ever saw. We hated to wake the poor fellow, but it had
to be done, so I steps inside the grating and takes hold of
his arm. He was awake and bright in a minute. ‘All right,
Walter,” he says, cheery-like, ‘'m with you.’ Then he
looks around in a dazed sort of way, and says he, ‘Why,
hello! What the devil’s all this?’ and looking at me, he
says, ‘Who are you? I told him as kindly as I could, that it
was time to be going. He was on his feet then, and staring
around. ‘Well,” says he, ‘this may be a very pretty joke the
boys have played on me, old man, but I don’t like it. I sup-
pose this is the county jail, and I’'m in West Denver, hey?
The boys must have got me pretty full at Charpiot’s, and
yet I could almost swear that I went home straight.’

“I saw at once that he was crazy, and I thought it would
be a mercy to get through the business as soon as possible;
so I called in the deputies, and we read him the death war-
rant, At times he’d laugh, and then he’d look sort of dazed
and wild-like. After the reading, I told him we’d have to be
moving, and that I would be obliged to pinion his arms.
‘All right, old man,” he said; ‘everything goes; but I'll get
even with those fellows when their time comes, you mark
my words. I suppose now,” he said with a laugh, ‘you’re
going to haul me up?’ Tell you, sir,” continued the jailer,
“it made the cold shivers run down my back to hear him
so joking-like, just as if it was all a bit of fun. When we
had his arms tied we started for the yard. There was a
priest with him, at whom he laughed, saying, ‘Well, the
boys seem to want to make it as real as possible.” After we
got into the court behind the prison, where the gallows
stood, and he saw the squad of police and the reporters
and deputy sheriffs, he began to tremble, and then sud-
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denly, in a voice that I can hear to this day, he screamed,
‘What does it mean? Help! Murder! Murder!” As quick as
possible we got him under the drop and pulled the black
cap over his face; and then I think he fainted, for he cried
‘Julie! Father! and fell down in a heap. The work was well
done, and he didn’t suffer much; but I can tell you, sir, I
don’t want to have to hang any more crazy men.”

Well, as I said before, we are off for Europe in the
morning, but I do not think I shall ever reach the other
side. I have an idea that somewhere about midway of the
Atlantic T shall drown this brown bearded man whom
everybody calls “John Sutherland.”
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