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PREFACE.

THE design of this work is to awaken an interest
in the public mind in behalf of the insane, how they
are treated, and what AMENDMENTS are NECESSARY
to SECURE SAFETY from FRAUD and a thoraugh re-
formation in this department of State work. Itis
the author’s design to call attention to this subject
for the benefit of the really insane who are not capa-
ble of self defence, and who have none of the priv-
ileges granted to a free and enlightened people, but
are cruelly and inhumanely treated under the or-
dinary asylum usages.

It is the author’'s design also to call attentlon to
another class who are more unfavorably situated. if
possible, than the really insane. It is those who are
not insane, and who are kept confined in an asylum
either from a false belief in regard to their condition
on the part of their friends, or ffom a desire on their
part to keep them thus confined. It is high time
the public was awake to the uses and abuses of an
asylum management.

The author elicits th'e interest of the public, and
invites and DEMANDS an investigation.

Jonesville, Feb. 22, 1879.
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TO THE PUBLIC.

The experience of Mrs. Lydia A. Button while at
the insane asylum, also an interesting account of her
almost miraculous escape and return home to her
friends. She was taken to the asylum by the unmiti-
gated villany of her husband and a woman, his accom-
plice. No greater outrage has ever been committed
in any'community than was p}acticed against this un-
offending woman, as can be proven by countless
numbers of people, and all the best citizens of her
native place. |

‘Mrs. .Button was a resident of Jonesyille, Hills-
dale Co., Michigar, was a member of the Protestant
Episcopal Church; she was a lady of preposessing .
appearance and possessed an amiable disposifion
combined with exalted christian principles. She was
known for her piety and zeal in the church and in
the cause of Christ. Her husband not being a pro-
fessor of religion, she conducted the family worship
herself, and educated her children in the love and-
“fear of GoD. '

She has many warm ‘friends, and those who know
her best love her most. She was taken from her
home in Jonesville, August 12th, 1866, escaped from
the insane asylum and returned to ‘her home, Feb.
1872. o L
REFERENCES.— Rev. Lev1 Corson, Jonesville.
Mich ; G. C. Monroe and family; .Dr. Wisner. and
family; J. B. Graham and family: Dr: Chaddock and
family; Dr. W. A. S. Williams and famlly, Baldwin’s
Mills, Mich.
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BIRTH and PARENTAGE of the AUTHOR.

LYDIA ADELINE JACKSON, was born Dec. 31st.,
in the year of our Lord eighteen hundred thity-five.
There has been some little dispute with regard to her
birth place; her brother affirms she was born in Kent
Co. Pa., but according to her view, from information
recieved from her parents, she was born in Chatau-
qua Co., N. Y. The author is a descendant of one
of the oldest and best established families in En-
gland. (The Shrewsbury family.) Her father’s
father being an officer in the regular established
army in his majesty’s service, King George the
Third, at which time he became acquainted with and
married the beautiful and accomplished Elizabeth
Shrewsbury, after which he emigrated to the States

.or Colonies, and purchased him a residence in N. ]J.,
naming his county seat Shrewsbury Lodge, in honor
of his wife for whom he cherished great respect and
devout attachment. This beautiful and accomplished
lady died when the father of this present author was
an infant, nine weeks old. Mr. Jackson remained
a widower two years after which he married a qua-
keress and himself joined the Society of Friends.

Peter Jackson, Jr. was bound out to the hatter
trade at the age of ten years; at twenty-two he mar-
ried miss Phebe Mills, of Lyons, N. Y. Nine chil-
dren were added to their union, Lydia being the
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elght in nuiber. Her parente enlgrated to
lichigan in the year 1856 and located west
of Adrian, near Bean Creek, after whicn they
moved to lloscow, Hillsdale Co. Lydia inew
waat it wras to sufler from povertry an (sic]
adverscmnents in Ler cariy life, wlilchh fact

no doubt went so far to sireagilien symnpa-—
‘thies Tor Shc arfllicted. It vras 1ille in

ol
her o»rime of life clie wag callel to »nass
through all this trying and hearirending
scenes, ans _sic] sie 1s todeay a living
witneses of the stateanents shie nsles and

the »rincinles of trutii slie advances. e
l1e a mroman posegessed 1vitll reat strengioh

o characher and corong »rinclplecs ol right.
She contends for the rint and femends jus-

tice.

Oh Man! creatcd in the likeness
of the one

True God, wio gave thee birth,.
Jehovanr God,

Who reigrnetii in the Heavene. Whose
footstool

Is the Earsh. h Man!  That work
of vonder

And ol ni nat canst thiou nerform.
Guiced oy tie Divine hang,

To vhet reat attainments tiou
canst aspire;

The earth doth bow to theel! thou
canst comamand

Ancd be obeyed; viien novle cepirea-
tions fire

Thy human breast - 'tis well for thee

And thou canst light the torch of fame

And £11¢ Tor thee a glorious nanme,

And thou caonst hold comaiunion steet

e

ritn Delty,
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And gather insoiration Ifrom the master
nind of thought.

Tis well for thee if thou dost heed the
councll given,

And art led by thet Hand wvhicih leadeth
to a ceat in heaven,

ere nonor dvelleth.

But Oh! how changed the work and end
of man

Mhen governec by the passions 1ild,
wihilen doth cdestroy.

Satan dotii Zire Tthy naddened brain to
carier deecs

Then thou hadst Tthought wouldst stailn
thy hand.

Oh man! 1when thou wecomest the slave
of these darik nassions,

How greatly thou hast fallen Ifrom tay
first ectate,

And in the fall - thy losc how great.
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CHAPTER 1. .

DRUGGED AND PUT INTO AN INSANE ASYLUM—
TREATMENT WHILE THERE.

I was taken from my residence in Jonesville,
Michigan, August 18, 1865, to Canandaigua, New
York, where I remained one year and seven months,
when I was removed to the State Asylum at
Kalamazoo, Michigan. Here I was “imprisoned ”
four years. I can call it nothing but a prison, but it
was worse than that to me. Picture to yourself, a
woman in the prime of life, torn from her home
and children, and they at that tender age, when
most in need of a mother’s care and influence;
chloroformed, thrust into an insane asylum, and
put into one of the halls set apart for the most
violent patients, and treated as such.

The superintendent was absent at the time of my
arrival, and I was placed in charge of an attendant
Miss Sophia Peabody, a large, coarse, masculine
woman. I can find no words -in the English lan-
guage to express all I endured while here, or even
do the subject justice, but will give as clear an idea
as possible.
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2 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

I was taken in charge by this heartless attendant,
and put through the usual course of treatment given
to patients, to break the will and mmake them obedi-
ent. They commence a course of treatment at first
to keep them in subjection, and for fear they may
need it. The attendants are afraid the patients may
sometime get the upper hand of them, and, to in-
timidate and make them submissive, use these harsh
and cruel modes of punishment as soon as the
patient is brought to the asylum. But they did not
succeed in making me afraid. I know not why, but
I did not experience any fear; neither did I feel the
least angry. 1 was grieved, crushed, and heart-
broken. I did not make any resistance, nor utter
any complaint, knowing discretion to be the better
part of valor.

On the patient’s arrival at the asylum they are
first put into a bath. This is necessary and perfect-
ly right, if done in a proper way. In a most
inhuman manner I was plunged into a bath, the
water of which was not quite boiling hot, and held
down by a strong grip on my throat, until I felt a
strange sensation, and everything began to turn
black. Just at this time I heard a person say to the
unnatural brute who was acting as attendant: “Oh,
my! Let her up, quick; she is black in the face.”
(The person who made this remark, I afterwards
learned was the matron of the institution.) When
I became conscious I found myself being jerked
from one side to the other, with my hands confined
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. 3

in the stocks, or “muff,” as it is termed at the asy-
lum, and a stout leather belt attached to an iron
buckle, was around ‘me. This belt is sufficiently
long to fasten at the back, so as to let the patient
walk, but closely confined; or to fasten to a seat, or
bench, thus keeping the patient in a sitting position,
which is very tiresome, especially when one is
obliged to remain in that position any length of
time. At this particular time I was not fastened in
a seat, but was taken (or rather jerked) into a small
division off from the main hall, and thrown into a
“crib.”” This is a square box, on which is a cover,
made to close and lock, and has huge round posts,
separated so as to leave a small space between for
ventilation. The strap attached to the “muff” was
fastened to the “crib” in such a manner as to tighten
. around my waist, and across the pit of my stomach,
with such a pressure that it actually seemed to nie °
that I could not breathe. My feet were fastened
to the foot of the “crib” so tight, and remained
there so long, that when they did unfasten them
they were swollen so that it was impossible for me
to stand upon them. A short time after I was placed
in this “delightful " position, this same inhuman mon-,
ster (the attendant) came to me with a cup in one
hand and a wedge in the other. This wedge was
five or six inches long, one inch thick at one end,
and tapered down to an eighth of an inch in thick-
ness, and was used to force the mouth open, so that
medicine, etc., could be poured down the throat of
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4 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

the patient. I soon felt the weight of the attendant
on me, with one knee pressing directly on my
stomach, and one hand, like the grip of a tiger, on
my head. The wedge was then forced into one
side of my mouth, crowding out a tooth in its pro-
gress—a tooth which had been filled not long before
—causing the most excruciating pain. I cannot tell
why, unless it was convulsions, caused by the great
pressure on my stomach, but my teeth were set,
my lips seemed glued together, and I could
not have opened my mouth, even had I known
what they wanted me to do. Crash! crash! went
another of my teeth, and another, until five were
either knocked out or broken off. I lay in a pool of
blood that night. Not content with knocking my
tecth out and forcing the medicine down me, which
I would have willingly taken had I known what they
wanted me to do, the attendant, after giving me the
medicine, which was all that was required of her,
clinched my throat, while her teeth grated together
with rage for the trouble I had given her. The grip
on my throat was not a gentle touch by any means,
neither were the raps which came thick and fast on
. both sides of my head and face, meant for tokens of
love. The cover of the “crib” was then shut down
with a slam, and this unnatural specimen of human-
ity flouted herself out of the narrow space, locked
the door, and I was left alone in this awful condi-

tion. .
This was my first experience in an insane asylum.

L.
PR
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. 5

I did not know where I was, and thought it must be
some horrible den of iniquity. My imagination
framed the most horrible pictures. 1 thought it
must be that I was brought to this place to die, and
if I were not murdered outright, such usage would
soon put an end to my existence. How long I re-
mained in this “crib” I could give no idea from my
own feelings; but it seemed to me countless ages of
eternity. What 1 suffered in mind no language
could express. Away from home and friends; no
one whom I had ever seen, or to whom I could ap-
peal for assistance ; no one but this beastly attendant,
with her forbidding looks. If I could have discov-
ered one redeeming quality in her, I should have
had hopes of something better; but as it was, I
suffered untold agonies, both of mind and body.
I was cramped into the “crib” in a very uncomfort-
able manner; forit did not seem long enough for me,
and my head was lower than my feet. I was re-
strained so tight that it seemed to me my eyes were
bursting from their sockets; and have no doubt the
choking she gave me helped to bring about this
state of feeling. As near as I can ascertain, I must
have remained in this condition from one to three
weeks, being taken out occasionally for change of
bed. For some reason I could not speak aloud, nor
even whisper; I could not articulate a syllable.
Whether it was from the effects of the chloroform
that had been given me, or some other cause, I know
not; but I had good reasons to suppose it was the
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6 » BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

chloroform, for it affected my lungs to such an ex-
tent that I did not entirely recover from it in over
two year. This chloroform was given me previous
to my being taken to the asylum, and on the way
there I was kept under its influence all the time.
Some blame the person who took me there, and
think he was bribed or hired to do it; but I had
been drugged with belladonna and chloroform to
such an extent that I had the appearance of being
crazy at the time I was taken there.

When Dr. Cook, the superintendent, came home,
he came into the cell where I was confined, and
asked the attendant some questicns with regard to
me, and coming nearer, bent down over the “crib”
a little, looking intently with such a mild, pleasant
countenance, that if I could have spoken I should
begged of him to have me taken away from there.
After looking at me a few moments, he turned to
the attendant and asked a few questions; then,
turning toward me again, he said: “Seems to
me this is hardly necessary, (meaning the restraint,
I suppose,) she looks as though she might do some
good in the world.” After they left the cell, I
thought to myself, if that man ever came where I
was again, I would find some means to express my
desire to be removed, and try and have him under-
stand how I was situated; not knowing at the time
he was superintendent of the institution. ButI had
no need to explain matters to him; he saw for him-
self, and sent another attendant on that hall to look
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. 7

after me. This attendant cared for me so kindly
that she won upon my regards, and not only that,
but brought light and comfort with her. I shall
never forget the revolution in my feelings when she
tucked the clothes around me so nicely, and kissed
me good night. What is there like kindness?
What is there that will reach down into the heart
and melt the stony feelings, if it is not kindness?
Coming from a bright, cheerful conntenance, it is
" like the warm, genial rays of the sun, and the re-
freshing dew on a crushed and withered plant. -How
much better to govern with love, if govern at all.
The insane should receive the most kindly treat-
ment at the hands of those employed to take care
of them. Carrie only remained in this ward a short
time. As soon as I was able to be brought out in
the hall, she was sent to the ward with the matron,
and I was left with my first attendant. I presume
the superintendant thought I was well enough to
get along without any trouble. Of course, as I was
an entire stranger to him, _and he did not know the
state of my health previous to my being taken
there, he probably thought Miss Peabody would do
better by me; or perhaps he did not know her dis-
position ; if so, I wonder at his keeping her.

*Tis true, it is difficult to get such help as they
would like. The attendants work mostly for the
. pay, and it is not a very desirable position to hold.
If an attendant discharges her duties faithfully, she
well earns her money. There are many unpleasant
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8 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

things to be endured by them; but they should ex-
pect this -and not allow their temper to get the
better of them and their duty. Forinstance, I have
seen attendants get vexed at a patient, fly at them, -
and give them a general floundering, such as pulling
their hair, jamming the keys against their sides,
knocking their heads against the wall, throwing them
down and knocking their heads against the hard
floor, sitting on their knees, thus holding them down,
while they choked them, bending their thumbs and
wrists back, until it seemed they would break them
off before they let the patient go. Whenever a
patient is so badly bruised as to leave the marks
visible, they are kept out of sight for a time with
an excuse that they are not ina condition tobe seen,
as they will not keep their clothing on. This is the
general excuse, and it is perfectly astonishing how
smooth and nice the attendants will be when the
doctor comes in the hall. All radient with smiles.
they will tell how their pets (meaning the patients)
are improving under their care; or what trouble
they have had with such a one. If the attendant
owes the patient a grudge, a report of this kind will
keep the patient from enjoying the privilege which
the institution affords, and which the more favored
of the patients receive—such as going into the
dining hall to eat, and taking an out-door walk.

The first time I was “let out to grass,” as they
term it—and it seemed more like driving a lot of
cattle or sheep out to feed, than anything else—
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. o

they seemed to think me one of the unruly ones,
and left the restraint on me. I was very weak, and
still lame and bruised from the injuries received, and
in attempting to climb the stairs on going back to
the hall, I found myself unequal to the task. On
seeing this, Miss Peabody came down, with blood in
her eyes—being vexed at me for the delay I had
caused—and clutching my hair, must have got a
pretty good hold, as she dragged me up stairs into
the hall and down on the floor, choking and pound-
ing me in the most brutal manner. One of the
patients, a Mrs. Koon, from Glens Falls, N. Y., be-
came very much excited at the scene, and flew at
the attendant with such a storm of words that she
released her hold of me, and pushed her into the
cell and locked the door; after which she returned
to look after my case. Finding me docile, she.
pushed me into the seat, belting me down. Then
she brought Mrs. Koon out, and of all the diabolical
proceedings, I never, never imagined anything half
so bad. She choked her until it seemed to me her
eyes would burst from their sockets; she wrung her
nose until the blood spurted all over both of them;
she pinched her mouth aud twisted that in such a
way as to make it bleed; she knocked her with her
fists in the sides and on the back, and on both sides
of her head; after which she put a sheet over her
head, twisting it tight at the back making her run
up and down the hall, while she laughed with fiend-
ish delight to witness the agony and effort to get

Google



Io BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

away. This was more than L could see without an
exclamation of horror, at which she turned to me
with a vile expression, and said she would attend to
my case directly. After putting Mrs Koon to bed,
which took her some time, as it seemed she had
some trouble in getting her quieted after what had
transpired, she came back to me, saying: “I’ll
wring your neck for you, you good-for-nothing minx,
you! I'll learn you to interfere when I'm doing
anything; and if you tell the doctor, either of them,
I'll fix you so you’ll never tell on me again, you sap-
gag, you!” She unbelted me, pulled me up with ar
jerk, threw the sheet over my head, and commenced
the same tirade with me. I thought I should surely
die, it was so suffocating. I could not breathe, and
wondered how poor Mrs. Koon had stood it so long
without breathing, although she screamed and I did
not. I verily believe I would have strangled to
death if it had not been that some one came to the
door ; I think it was either the matron or her sister.
At any rate, she let me into my room, (as I had
been removed from the cell where the “crib” was,
and now occupied a bed,) with the injunction to “ get
_ into bed short-metre, or she would short-metre me.”
I was surprised that Dr. Cook should keep such
beastly attendants in the institution; but was con-
vinced he knew little or nothing of her cruelty to
the patients, as she was very pleasant and agreeable
whenever he came on the hall. But I made up my
mind I should tell him the very first chance I got.
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. Il

The opportunity did not occur, however, for me to
~ speak with him without being overheard.

I think she finally became ashamed of her treat-
ment toward me, for she became very gond, bringing
me sweet-meats, and calling me her “pet.” But it
didn’t work with me. I could never like her after I
had witnessed her treatment of the other patients;
perhaps I should have overlooked it if she had not
treated them so, particularly poor Mrs. Koon, who
won upon my regard and affections more and more
as I became acquainted with her. She was one of
the most beautiful women I ever saw, both in per-
sonal attractions and beauty of character; she was
intelligent, refined, and amiable. But the treatment
she received at the hands of this beastly attendant
was enough to transform an angel of light into a
fiend of darkness; or, at least call forth all the fire
and indignation of a Christian character. There
were but two patients on this hall besides myself, (it
being a short hall,) Mrs. Koon, and an old lady seri-
ously ‘afflicted with sores. Her head had to be
washed every day and the sores dressed. Some-
times Miss Peabody would be very kind to this old
lady; then again she would beat her in the most
cruel manner, particularly when she put her in her
cell and restrained her on her bunk, (for it was
neither a crib nor a bed, but bore a resemblance to
what is called a bunk,) then I could hear the blows
from a leather strap fall thick and fast upon her poor,
defenseless form, and hear her screams and cries,
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12 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

which was enough to call forth indignation and pity
from any human being. This poor old woman, suf-
fering the pangs of a loathesome disease, ought to
elicit the sympathy of any humdn person. She died
while I was there.

Thanks to a kind Providence, I did not have to re-
main long on this hall, but was soon after removed
to the convalescent ward of which the matron and
the youngest Miss Peabody had charge. They were
both excellent women. I never saw a greater differ-
ence between sisters than there was between
these two. Carrie, much the youngest, was always
kind and pleasant; and it is to her I am indebted
for the first word that gave me hope. Thanks,
Carrie; 1 shall always remember them, and hope
you may never become as hardened and cruel as your
sister. If you are always as kind to the afflicted as
you were to me, you will certainly do a great deal of
good. Do not weary in well doing, and you will
reap a rich reward.

After my removal into the convalescent ward, I
had many more privileges than is generally granted
to the insane; and much was done for my comfort
and happiness. If I could have been happy away
from my home and children, I should certainly have
been while on this ward. They gave me a pleasant
room, where I had a view of the lake and surround-
ing scenery, which was truly very beautiful. From
my window I also had a view of the flower garden,
which added much to the beauty of the place. The
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LIFE IN AN INSANE ASYLUM. 13

grounds were nicely laid out; a beautiful grove, with
rustic seats interspersed here and there for the con-
venience of the patients. I could wander around
here at my leisure, and felt quite at home, but
troubled on account of being away from my children,
not knowing who had charge of them; my mind
was constantly harrassed on this account.  But
notwithstanding all this, I gained so. much in less
than two months, that it was not thought best for
me to remain there any longer; and the superin-
tendent said to me: ‘ Mrs. B , 1 have written
to your husband to come for you. We are surprised
that he should send you here in the first place. It
is not at all necessary for you to be in a place of this
kind, and we shall expect your husband to come for
you in a few days.”

I felt grateful, sincerely so, for these words of en-
couragement. But I know this kindly disposed and
generous man knew nothing of the unpleasant cir-
cumstances which brought me there; and yet I
did not know but my husband might repent and
come for me.

As time passed and he did not come, thé superin-
tendent seemed very much troubled. He came on
the hall one day and asked me if I was sure my hus-
band was still living in Jonesville—if he had not
talked of moving some where else. I told hi:n that
Jonesville was his place of business, and our resi-
dence was there; but that it might be possible that
he had gone away. He then asked me if there were
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14 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

no other friends to whom he could write. I did not
want my own relatives to know how I was situated,
if I coul:! possibly avoid it, so I gave him the name
of my husband’s brother. 1 did not know at that
time that this same brother had possession of all
the property my husband owned in Jonesville; that
he had dealings with my husband, who was forced
to leave the place on account of the sentiment
against him, and had given this brother a quit-claim
deed of all his property, so that he might dispose of
it for him. Letters were written to this brother, but
no answers returned to the asylum, only the money
to pay the dues was promptly sent, but no line or
word was received to explain why they did not come
for me. (After I had returned home, this brother
said the reason he did not write, was because he did
not know where my husband was. Be that as it may,
my opinion is, that he had to write to him to know
what to do with me, and if I was still living, and not
insane, after all, what was they to do about it.
And I will say here, that I think my husband would
have come back and lived in Jonesville if it had not
been for the sentiment against him there. He wrote -
to his youngest brother to that effect, but he told,
him not to think of such a thing; that he could not
live there on account of the feeling against him:
and yet the question here arises why did he not send
and brihg me away from the asylum. I conclude he
was short of means for some time. I have heard
the children ‘sa.y they lived very puorly for a long
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time. Our expenses had been great, and it
seems he could not realize anything from the rents
“or the debts standing out; and when he did
realize anything in this way, the old cause came up
to prevent—a woman, or rather a fiend; his fear
of her being greater than his sense of duty. I do
believe there were times when from his heart he
desired to return and live a better life ; but the fates
were against him. If some one had taken him by
the hand, and encouraged him in taking this step,
and given him assurance of their support, I think it
would have made a vast difference with him. If he
had taken me from the asylum, and shown a dispo-
sition to reform, I for one would have sustained him
in the effort, and stood by him through all the un-
pleasantness that might have arisen. But he did
not do this.)

The superi:tendent seemed anxious and troubled
by not receiving an answer to his letter, and sent a
telegram; but still no answer came. The matron
came to me one day with pencil and paper, and re-
quested me to write home for clothing, suitable to
- wear, so that I could come down in the center build-
ing and remain with them (the doctor’s family), say-
ing to me ‘“ the doctor don’t want you to remain on
the halls with the insane;’’ that I was weak yet,
and he feared the effect it might have on my mind,
and they wanted me to come in the center building
with them. I wrote for the clothing; but, not get-
ting it, was obliged to remain on that hall, as I could
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not go in the building with the doctor’s family
with such articles of clothing as I had. I shall
always think -f this excellent Christian doctor and °
his wife with respect and gratitude, and always in-
tended to pay them a visit and explain many things
to them which I could not do while a patient. The
doctor has since passed beyond the shores of time
into eternity, slain by the hand of a madman—a
death too sad to think of.

As he was passing through the hall a patient,
who had concealed a knife, sprang upon the doc-
tor, inflicting injuries from which he soon died, and
thus another witness (whom I had intended to
secure in my behalf)) has passed away—a wise and
good man, whose testimony no court could impeach.
Honor be to his memory.

For one year and seven months I was an inmate
of Dr. Cook’s private institution—one year and
five months after had written to those who should
have been interested in my removal from the
asylum. Mr. J. B , (my husbands brother.)
came for me with the understanding that I was to
return to my home in Jonesville. Mrs. Cook was at
the depot to see me away. Taking both my hands,
she said: ‘I hope you have not met with any un-
kindness while you have been with us. We do not
always know what is passing on the halls; and some-
times unpleasant things occur, unbeknown to us—
things we would not approve.” She requested me
to write to her just as soon as I had arrived at homc
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and was rested ; saying she should feel anxious to
to hear from me. Both the doctor and his estima-
ble wife possessed many excellent traits of character,
combined with exalted christian principles—the doc-
tor being just such a man as we need at the head of
every institution of the kind. He worked for the
good of his patients, and tried to benefit them.
Thanks, many thanks, for his efforts to do me good.
I did not express as much, thinking I should see
him again under more favorable circumstances, but
did not only for a moment just before leaving,
and had no time to inform him of the cruelty of
Miss Peabody. Neither had I time to say anything
to Mrs. Cook in regard to this, for the cars came in
before she had finished speaking with me, and I was
hurried on board the train with a hasty good-bye.
The next chapter will give an account of the de-
ception practiced by my amiable brother-in-law, in
getting me removed to the Kalamazoo Asylum.
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CHAPTER II.

AFTER we were fairly seated in the cars, I inquired
after my family; and J. W. B—— told me they
were well and were living in the brick house on the
hill; and that Jessie was keeping house for her father.
This was as I had hoped it might be—not knowing
he was telling me a base falsehood; that my hus-
band had fled the same night after sending me away,
and Jessie had come and taken the children to a
far-off western home. I supposed I was going
directly home, and in my ignorance was happy. I
did not even mistrust anything wrong until we had
passed the Grand Trunk Junction, this side of
Detroit, when I saw we were on the Central Rail-
road. My excellent brother-in-law sat bolt upright,
head thrown back, mouth wide open and fast asleep.
If I had known the game he was playing I should
have taken a very different course from what I did—
but was entirely ignorant of his designs. I shook him,
trying to awaken him, which I had some trouble in
doing, telling him he had made a mistake and taken
the wrong road. He tried at first to make me be-
lieve he had not, and that we were all right. I told
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him I knew better. He saw he could not pacify me,
and owned up that he had made a mistake, but said
it would make no difference as there was a new road
cut through from Jackson to Jonesville, and it would
be just as cheap to go that way. I then asked
about the fare, but could get no satisfactory answer
from him. I now became very uneasy and kept
getting up and looking out of the windows. I
would have spoken to the conductor or some of the
passengers, but I wished to avoid a scene which I
knew would occur if I did. Well, we changed cars
at Jackson, as I supposed for Jonesville, and was
eager and on the lookout for familiar scenes until
the next station was called, which undeceived me. I
turned to him again, and this time he was more
watchful. I asked him what he meant by telling me
such falsehoods; and why we were still on the Cen-
tral Road. He replied that he had some business
on this road, and thought he might just as ‘well at-
tend to it now, as it would save another trip; adding,
“ Oh, by the way, you have’nt heard, perhaps, that
there’s a new road opened through from Kalama:oo
to Coldwater, and it don’t cost but about a dollar
difference, and I thought we would go around that
way.” I was fearfully out of patience, but could do
no better than to wait. I did not even mistrust that
the puppet was taking me to another asylum.

He always was a strange person—no one knowing
what he was going to do next. We finally arrived
at Kalamazoo. My most excellent brother-in-law
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requested me to wait a minute until he could pro-
cure a hack to take us to another depot. I looked
around me and felt very much like taking the wings
of the morning and flying away, but had no time
for action, as I was touched on the shoulder and re-
quested to get into the hack, which I did. We were
driven some distance until we came in view of the
asylum. I gave J. W. B—— one searching look,
and asked him if he intended to put me in a con-
vent. He took both my hands, fearing I would try
and get away, and said: “No, Lydia, I would’nt do
that ; but I will be frank with you and tell you all
about it now. I feared you would make me trouble
on the way, and for that reason did’nt want you to
know what we had thought of doing. We all feel
deeply interested in you, and we have talked the
matter over and concluded that the best thing we
could do for you was to bring you over here and
leave you for a few days. We want Dr. Vandusen’s
opinion. We want you to stay here just a short
time. E. O. Grosvenor and Mr. Baxter think ’tis
the best thing we can do, so that the doctor here
can treat you. You know you are net well, and we
all feel very anxious to have you get perfectly well
After the doctor has studied your case up, so as to
know what to do for you, he will write to H , Or
me, and one of us will come for you.” This was all
very fair talk, but could I believe him after his de-
ception and falsehood all along the road? He
seemed candid enough now; but I did not feel that
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confidence in what he said that I would if he had
not told me so many different stories, deceiving me
thus far. Yet I dared not make any trouble, for if
I did I knew full well it would not be as well for me.
I dreaded a bad hall, and knew I could not get
away from him without being overtaken and carried
back. The better way for me then, was to be per-
fectly quiet; not making any trouble. By so doing
I could have the privilege of being put on a con-
valescent ward, instead of one of the worst halls in
the institution. A thousand thoughts flashed thick
and fast through my mind. I was near my home—
only 60 miles. Oh, so near; home seemed in
sight. Soon I would see my children; soon hear
their sweet, sweet voices, and soon clasp their dear,
dear forms to my heart. It could not be long at the
farthest; I could soon walk 60 miles. I would wait
a few days, and if no one came for me according to
promise, I would quietly walk away. I did not an-
ticipate any trouble in so doing. I had so much
liberty at Canandaigua that I did not know what
restrictions I should meet with here, and had faith
to believe they were as represented tome. But, oh,
faithless delusion; I did not know what awaited me
within—inside those asylum walls. I was quietly
conducted into the reception room, from thence up
stairs and into hall No. 1—the best hall in the asy-
lum at the time. I did not scream and attempt to
get away as most insane people do. I am told, and
believe it to be true, that there are not many sane
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persons who would not make an effort for freedom
under similar circumstances. But I knew it would
be useless, and dreaded a scene. I had passed
through a number and dreaded scenes of this kind,
not doubting but that. I could make my escape (if no
one came for me). With a full determination so to
do, I quietly and voluntarily went through the hall
in the main building and up stairs—where I could
only see the outer world through grated windows.
Would that I could draw a veil over the fearful
horrors I experienced while in this asylum.

J-W. B came and bade me good-bye, saying:
“Don’t you think this is a pleasant place? I am
sure you ought to be happy here.” Happy, oh,
foolish man. If a soul could be happy in purgatory
with the damned, then I could be happy there. A
weight settled down upon my heart. A dark cloud
enshrouded me, through which I did not penetrate
until I had made my escape. The disappointment
at not going home, and the excitement, threw me
into a relapse; and it was a long time before I was
anywhere near well again—at least a number of
months. I conclude, nearly eight months passed
before I was able to go with the companies when
they went for a walk, and then only a short distance
at a time. It tired me so to go up and down stairs.
I saw how necessary it was that I should husband
my strength, and that I might gain strength faster.
I helped do work on the hall and in the dining room,
being careful not to overdo, and thereby put me
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back. Time passed in this way until I had been
there about a year. During all this time I had seen
nothing to disapprove; and if I had gone away from
the asylum at that time, I should always have had a
favorable opinion of the institution. I was getting
so strong now that I thought as soon as the
snow was off the ground, so they could not track me,
I could with safety make my escape. But I did not
have the privilege of rambling around at my leisure
as I had when at Canandaigua. I was neverallowed
to go out alone as I did there; and then there was
always so many working men in sight and so near
that it did not seem safe nor prudent to attempt *an
escape; although I did not despair, thinking the
time would come when I could with safety
attempt it. It seemed to be impressed upon my
mind from the first that this was the only way I
would get out of this institution alive; and I was
always on the watch. I knew every tree and shrub,
and marked every place where there seemed a possi-
ble chance of dodging out of sight. From all the
knowledge I had of their doings inside these asylum
walls, I had no reason to fear anything from them,
until I had been there a little more than a year; so
that my anxiety to escape up to this time seemed
only a natural desire to see my children more than
anything else. And yet there seemed to be some-
thing pressing me onward and urging the necessity
upon me of making my escape. I would lay awake
at night and ponder upon it, and plan. During the
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day that followed I would try and be cheerful and
help those around me, trying to comfort and cheer
them, at the same time inquiring into the cause of
their disease—compadring their symptoms with mine;
for I would sometimes think that perhaps I was
mentally afflicted. I had been an invalid so long,
and thought, perhaps, after all, my husband was
sincere in keeping me there; thinking it for the best
and hoping I would be fully restored-—knowing the
danger of a half cure. 1 would sometimes quietly
make up my mind to be content until such a time
as Providence saw fit torestore me fully. But some-
thing within me would arise and rebuke me and
urge me with a constant pressure homeward. * Es-
cape! escape!” was the prompter's cry. ¢ There is
no safety for you here. Awake; be up and doing!
Shake off your doubts and fears!  Make your
escape ; make your escape!” Still I worked on from
day to day, helping those who needed help; watch-
ing the symptoms of those who were really insane,
as well as those who were partially so; endeavoring
to gain some knowledge of myself; comparing
my own symptoms and feelings with their’s. But I
could come to no definite conclusion, until more
than a year had passed away—a year that taught
me many lessons of patience and self-sacrifice. I
had not suffered any unpleasantness from the attend-
ants as yet. They had been very kind to me, and
all the time I was in the institution I received the
kindest treatment at their hands, with but one ex-
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ception, and this I will relate as it occurred. This
was the person that received me when 1 was first
taken there—the person I felt such a shrinking
away from when in her presence; and yet 1 could
not tell why; others seemed to like her, still I
dreaded her presence; it was a terror to me. And
now, I will in the next chapter relate the circum-
stance which first led to the unpleasantness, or, more
properly speaking, the diabolical proceedings against
myself.

A young girl, by the name of Hattie Russell, was
brought to the asylum very soon after I came there.
She told me that her mother lived in Detroit, and
that her mother’s maiden name was Champas. It
will be remembered that the Champas’ were of
French descent, and among the first settlers of
Detroit. Hattie told me she had an attack of brain
fever, and Dr. Pitcher persuaded her mother to send
her to the asylum. for treatment—he had such un-
limited confidence in Dr. Vandusen’s ability. And so
Hattie was brought from her mother’s home in
Detroit to the Kalamazoo Asylum for medical
treatment. How many are dragged from their homes
in this way for treatment; honestly enough, too, on
the part of their friends, who desire to do allin their
power for their recovery, and are convinced that this
is the best course to persue. The quiet of a domes-
tic home, with proper treatment and care, will restore
the patient to health much sooner than at an insti-
tution of this kind. There are a class of patients,
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however, that would be dangerous to keep in our
private families; and our institutions are built for
just such a class of patients. And yet they have
been denied a place in the asylum at Kalamazoo,
while others have been received and kept there
who had no need of an asylum treatment. Before
telling you of what I know of Hattie Russell, and
what became of her, I will draw a few illustra-
tions of man's character, showing you that evil is
not extinct in the heart of man to-day; and that
he is just as capable of committing crime now
as he was eighteen hundred years ago. Human
nature is the same in all ages of the world. Bible
history does not cover up the sins of its great men;
but points them out. King David was a murderer
in heart and in deed. Too cowardly to commit the
horrible crime himself, on account of his kingly
office, he planned the murder, and tearing his guilt
would be known, an innocent man came to an un-
timely death. King David, to gratify the baser part
of his nature, brought upon himself the vengeance
of an offended God. There are various other in-
stances to which I might draw your attention both
in sacred and profane history, but do not think it
necessary, when every paper published throughout
our land is filled with records of crime and rapine.

Before proceeding with the events I am about to
narrate, I find it necessary to give you a description
of some of the employee’s at the asylum, commencing
with the superintendent.
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Dr. Vandusen is a man of small proportion phys-
ically ; rather below the medium height, light com-
plexion, brown hair, grey eyes, sharp features, and
a little lame in one hip. He always wore a nice
suit of black, and a “stove-pipe” hat. Whenever he
came on the hall he reminded me of Herod, who
arrayed himself gorgeously to be admired of men.
But there were no men on our hall—only women.
He always came highly perfumed with musk—once
or twice I smelled something besides musk! The
ladies said they could tell when Dr. Vandusen was
coming, for they could smell him. I never saw him
on the hall during the day-time, unless he was on
dress-parade, but once. I was surprised this time;
‘his hair was uncombed, and I smelled the fumes of
tobacco, and, shall I tell you, yes—whiskey. He had
the name of being a strictly temperate man. -1
‘can tell you something to the contrary, however.
Notwithstanding this, there are some people in the
State  who think him incapable of doing a wrong
act. Let such persons remember the thousands
of like instances; and then look at what is trans-
piring every day over ourland. As I said, the evil
in the heart of man is not extinct. It only wants
time to develop its growth; and certain ages of the
world has brought forth the fruit which has long
been ripening. And will not the present day fill
its record of crime in history? Look at the men of
to-day. Men who rob the government; rob the
state; rob the people; rob the poor laborer of his

Google



28 BEHIND THE SCENES, OR

hire ; professional gamblers; professional liars; pro-
fessional thieves. Does not time develop the nat-
ural growth of evil in the heart of man? Do you
not see the fruit? Then will you say that man is
incapable of doing a wrong act? Would that all
who think thus—and of this man especially—had
been with me behind the scene on hall No. 1,
from the year of 18¢9 to 1872. Your hair would
_turn gray in one night; your very soul would recoil
with horror. But wait, I must return.

There were two assistant physicians at the asylum
at the time. Dr. Palmer, now assistant superin-
tendent, was a tall, heavy man, with black hair and
black eyes; rather fine looking, and, under favorable
circumstances, would have been a useful man; but
he had received his education too much from Dr.
Vandusen.

Next came Dr. Marshall—a vivid contrast to the
other two. A man of medium size, brown hair, and
blue eyes; who brought light and sunshine with
him whenever he came on the halls. He was a
churchman and a christian. He had not been there
long, and went from there to a Wisconsin asylum,
where he died.

The matron was an excellent person. The house-
keeper and his wife—Mr. and Mrs. Little—I thought
a great deal of; and many of the attendants I be-
came very much attached to. It is for their interest
to keep a good class of attendants. A few tools
will answer their purpose. A Roman Catholic girl
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—if one of her years could be called a girl—was
their cat’s-paw at that time. She had probably taken
her first lessons before coming there. She carried
out their orders as though her life depended on so
doing. She had been there some time. When I
went there she was supervisor on the hall where I was.
As though told by inspiration, I had a natural dread
of her. I read her character from instinct—and yet
not in full. I never had an idea that she could lend .
a hand in such diabolical schemes as was shown
me afterwards. I had read of convents and nunneries,
but did not realize the fact that “truth is stranger
than fiction,” until my own eyes beheld, and my
own ears heard, and my own person suffered during
those awful nights of terror, such untold agonies of
mind and body. Well might the Angels veil their
faces and flee away from earth on witnessing the horrid
scenes that were enacted in this great and glorious
institution. Would that I could write with the pen of
an Arch Angel, in flames of fire, which would reach
down into the hearts of those guilty parties, that
it might consume the evil therein, or bring their
deeds to light. God has promised that the hidden
things of darkness shall be brought to light. A
woman who had been a patient there, told me she
had prayed for years that the iniquity practiced in
that institution might be brought to light. I could
tell you many things which I have heard—said to
have transpired within those walls; but I shall tell
the reader nothing but what actually transpired
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under my own observation, and to which I will test-
ify any time I am called upon to do so. A lady
patient said to me while there, “ If I can get out of
here alive, you better believe I'll keep out. I
wouldn’t dare say anything about what I know. If
I did they wouldn’t believe me; they would say I
was insane, and bring me back.” 1 find there isa
great deal of this same fear. But I said to myself,
if I ever get out of here alive I shall dare to tell the
truth. I would be unworthy the name of a woman
if I let such things pass unnoticed. Anditisa
duty I owe to my own sex, as well as to my God
- and humanity. I made a vow in my heart to Al-
mighty God, and shall I not fulfill my vow? He
sent His Angel to deliver me in the hour of danger,
and saved me, and brought me out of the hands of
the spoiler and the cruel. Allhonor and glory be unto
Him who hath redeemed me. It is not my design
or wish to injure any one person or any number of
persons, only that the truth may be made known for
the good of others; for a reformation is needed in
most institutions of this kind. God grant that the
day is not far distant when these institutions shall
be turned and overturned for the good of those who
inhabit them. It is with a prayerful consideration
that I lay these facts before the people. And I am
here before you, a living witness of the truths
which I relate. God grant I may do injustice to
no one; but that His truth abound to the good o)
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all, and the overthrow of crime and vice, and the
establishment of Justice, Mercy, and Fair Dealings
in every institution of this kind.
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CHAPTER III.

A SHORT SKETCH FROM THE HISTORY OF HATTIE
RUSSELL, AND WHAT FOLLOWED.

HATTIE was in the habit of coming into my room
whenever she got lonesome. When she first came
there I used to try and comfort her as best I could
by telling her she would soon be well and go home.
I would coax her to take her medicine, telling her
she would get well so much sooner. Well, she did
get well, perfectly well, for ought I could see. She
took part in all the entertainments; used to sing,
and dance the Highland Fling, and seemed real
happy for a time. One day she came into my room
with tears in her eyes. She threw her arms around
my neck, saying: ‘Oh, how I wish I could see my
mother; you have always been a mother to me
since I have been here; how I wish I could tell you
all.” I asked her what it was that troubled her,
supposing it to be some trifling, girlish grief, which
would soon pass away. She said, “ Oh, you don’t
know, nor I can’t tell you. Idarenottell you. Obh,
if I only dare tell you all, you could not, you would
not believe me. Yeou have such a good opinion of
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Dr. Vandusen you would not believe me if 1 told
you one-half I know.” I begged her to be quiet
and not cry. She seemed very much agitated. I
told her to tell me if there was anything that
troubled her very much, and perhaps I could help
her. She looked up with a quick, hopeful look, and
taking both my hands, said: O, if you only could.
Will you ? will you?” 1 could not account for her
agitation. I told her, if there was anything in my
power- that I could do for her I would willingly do
it. She said, “I know you would; I know you
would; but you can’t help me any.” I told her
there was one who could help her, and that was
Jesus. She said, “I know He could; but I am so
wicked. He can’t help me now.” 1 still tried to
comfort her with the promises of the Gospel and
offers of salvation; but she said: “No, no; it
won’t do; it can’t help me any now; but if you
will only promise me you will do as I say, you may help
me; will you promise?” I told her I would do
anything consistent. She said, “ ’Tis not much for
you to do; but it may be everything to me. If you
will only do just as I tell you, and not say a word to
Miss —— (the attendant), nor Dr. Vandusen; but
when Dr. Palmer comes on the hall, find a chance to
speak to him without Miss (the attendant)
hearing you. He (meaning Dr. Palmer) don’t know
anything about it; and, oh, he thinks so much ot
you, he will do anything you ask him to.” I was
surprised at this, but she was very earnest, and insisted
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upon my speaking to Dr. Palmer, charging me over
and over again not to tell Miss (the attendant)
what she had told me, nor let her know she had
even talked with me about it. She seemed fright-
ened at the thought of the attendant or Dr. Van-
dusen knowing she had mentioned this to me. She
wanted me to ask Dr. Palmer for something to take.
The last thing she said to me as she got up to go
from my room, was: ‘ Be sure and tell Dr. Palmer;
tell him I have taken cold; but don’t let him know
I asked you for the medicine. You can tell it ina
way so he will do what you ask him to,” putting her
finger to her lips with the injunction, “now remem-
ber.” I was not a little puzzled at the strangeness
of the request. I did not like to make any such
request of Dr. Palmer, knowing it to be the duty of
the attendants to make all reports of this kind.
When the doctor made his usual round of visits, Dr.
Vandusen was on the hall, and I did not have the
‘opportunity to speak to him, as Hattie had request-
ed; but I afterwards spoke to the attendant, telling
her Hattie had taken a bad cold and wanted some-
thing to take. The attendant looked sharp and
hard at me, and in a quick and nervous way, asked:
“ Did Hattie tell you so?” I made no immediate
reply. In an imperative manner she again asked the
same question. I feared to bring Hattie into trouble,
and yet could not make up my mind just what to
say. I could not see why Hattie’s taking cold, and
wanting something to take for it, could make such
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a strange difference in her manner. She seemed
angry at my not giving her an answer immediately,
and she hastily went out of the room, and I heard
her go directly down stairs. I was troubled, for I
knew there must be something wrong or she would
not go and report to the doctor. I could not solve
the mystery. Oh, Hattie; would I had heeded your
admonition ; little did I know the awful trouble that
awaited you; little did Dr. Pitcher, when he advised
your mother to send you there, know of the awful
doom that awaited you. Parents, can you trust your
daughters to the care of an entire stranger, not
knowing what treatment they may receive? Should
not parents see their children and know how they
are treated ? Poor, unfortunate Hattie. Sad, sad
would that mother’s heart have been, could she have
heard the cry that went up from an agonized heart.
Hattie came and kissed me good-night, saying, “I
wanted to come and kiss you good-night because I
couldn’t see my own dear mother and kiss her good-
night. I have been praying and am feeling happier
than I did.” Poor, dear Hattie; I never saw her
but once after that. That night I heard an unusual
noise. Hattie’s room was next tomine. Ilistened;
a smothered cry, as of some one being gagged, and
then a tussel, as of some one trying to get away. I
heard something being dragged along the floor,
through the hall and down stairs. I could not im-
agine what it was, but the next morning Hattie
Russell was missing. Inquiries were made with
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regard to what had become of her, by all the
patients on the hall but me; I dared not ask any
questions about her. It was understood that she
had been removed to another hall, and this was con-
firmed a few days afterwards by one of the attend-
ants from another hall (the hall where Hattie had
been removed to). It was her wont to speak with
‘the lady patients. Not seeing me on the hall, she
stepped into my room, saying, “ good-morning Mrs.
B ; don’t you feel sorry for poor Hattie; did
you hear her screams and cries last night? Hattie
is very sick.” Three weeks afterwards I saw her at
a window on one of the upper halls, but oh, so
changed. She never got well, but was sent away
from there to the Wayne County Asylum, where
she died soon after. Oh, Hattie, would that your
shadow could rest like an accusing Angel over the
heads of your murderers.

Since leaving the asylum, I have seen a number
of the attendants who were there at that time, and
one of them told me if she was called upon to testify
to what she knew about that institution, “she should
tell the truth, particularly with regard to Hattie;”
and she gave me the names of others, whem she
told me I could depend upon as witnesses, adding,
“1 was never so glad in my life as I was when I
heard you had escaped from that asylum; we attend-
ants used to talk the matter over among ourselves a
great deal. We knew there was something wrong
somewhere, and if we had only known the truth,
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and just how you were situated, we would have
helped you away in a minute. I shall never be an
attendant there again. I know some awful things
have been done there, and if you commence suit
against them I do hope you will succeed; but it
will be up-hill work, for Dr. Vandusen has left no
stone unturned to gain the favor of the trusteesand
state officers” (I know this to be a fact). He
would do more every day of his life to keep these
unpleasant facts from getting circulated or known
outside the asylum than he would for the good of
every soul and body in that institution. (I know
this to be a fact also.) When the trustees came it
was always at a stated time, and they knew when to
expect them. They were shown through the best
part of the institution,and everything was presented
in its most favorable light. They were flatteringly
entertained, and consequently went away with a
favorable impression of how the institution was
conducted, and were particularly pleased with Dr.
Vandusen. He was such a gentleman! So courte-
ous and attentive, and, above all, doing so much for
the good of the state. (In our general remarks we
will try and tell you how much good he has done
for the state.) When any person came there whose
favor he desired to gain, he would exert himself to
the utmost to secure their good opinion. But if a
person came there in plain apparel, a person whose
influence he thought could not amount to anything,
they were kept waiting perhaps a half day orlonger,
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as I have known, and then had to go away without
accomplishing the business they came to do, and had
to'make a number of fruitless journeys—the super-
intendent was so very busy he couldn’t attend to
them! At the same time I have known the superin-
tendent to be in his smoking-room, which joined,
next to the hall, where I was. From one of the
windows we could see his shadow through the screen,
and smell the fumes of tobacco. The man in
plain clothes had perhaps left his farm or workshop,
thereby losing his time by these fruitless journeys.
Many and many a time I have known the superin-
tendent to remain out of sight for days at a time,
while it was reported he was in Lansing, Detroit,
or Chicago. I learned to dread these times, for I
knew there was something unusual being planned.
Once while out in company for a walk, as we
were nearing the asylum, we heard a shrill whistle.
Looking quickly up, I caught a glimpse of a man

in a dressing gown. It was Dr. Vandusen, who was
reported to be in Chicago. The attendant gave me
a quick, searching look. Turning her eyes in the
direction of the window and then back to me, she
said: “Did you see any one at the window?’’ I
did not wish to answer her directly, but said, “do
you mean Dr. Palmer, who was in the doctor’s
officc?” She said, “Oh, you are too cunning for
this place. Didn’t you see Dr. Vandusen at the
window above?” ¢ What, not Dr. Vandusen P’ said
I; “I thcught he was in Chicago.” She gave me a
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knowing look, saying, “I think he goes to Chicago
pretty often. Between you and I, Mrs. B , there
are some strange things occuriug here. I shall
not remain here much longer, and would that I could
take you away with me.” I thought I would tell
her how I was situated, and see if she wouldn’t help
me get away ; but I had once appealed to a person
there in like manner, and was reported to the super-
intendent, and I dared not speak to her on the
subject. I could not tell who to trust, and so kept
the awful secret in my own heart, not daring to appeal
to any one for help, not knowing who to confide in,
or who would be willing to aid me. Knowing dis-
cretion to be the better part of valor, and that a
wise head keeps its own counsel, I found it neces-
sary to be discreet, and dared not counsel with those
in the enemies’ employ, although I esteemed some

of them very highly; yet I dared not speak to them
of these things.
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CHAPTER 1V,

THE NIGHT OF TERROR.

THE day after Hattie was removed from hall No.
1, the attendant came into my room, which was
something unusual for her, as our dislike seemed
mutual. She chatted a few moments, and then
abruptly asked if I knew that Dr. Vandusen had
gone to Chicago? I replied that I did not. I won-
dered why she should take so much trouble to tell
me that; what was it to me, and what did I care
where Dr. Vandusen should go. But I too soon
had cause to care; the darkness of night brought
with it the reason. It was customary for all the
patients to be in bed at the ringing of the last bell.
The attendants always locked the doors—it being
strictly against the rules to leave a patient’s door un-
locked. This evening I had waited some time for
the attendants to come and lock my door. I had
time to kneel and offer my devotion to my Heavenly
Father without being jerked up and told to get into
bed. I sat thinking and meditating a long time,
until I came to the conclusion that the attendant
had forgotten to lock my door. I started to go to
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the door to speak to her about it, when I heard a
step on the st<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>