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‘Better to Be Dead in Hell
Than on the Chain-Gang’

Before 3 ¢hain-gang prisoner died of forture—this is 2 mild form
of punishment used in a Southern “prison camp.” An inv:stigator tries

oft w-harrel iy which -prisoncr was Torced to-works naked. Later thie -

prisoner died in a swelt-box. =

 Story of Murder and Dai y Torture Told by Negro

Who Worked Eight Years in Chains—
What Georgia Has in Store for Herndon

(EDITOR'S NOTE: This is the fourth of a sefies of articles by
Sasha Small, editor of the Labar Defender, writtem after a trip to
Georgia and Tennessee. Sasha Small visited chain-gangs, interviewed
important officials, saw the relatives of the Scottsbore boys and ob-
served at first hand the conditions of .the Southern workers. In this
article she repeats what was told her by an ex-convict, 3 former victim
of the Georgia chain-gangs.) :

By Sasha Small

ATLANTA, Ga.—"“Yes'm, I was on a chain-gang for
eight years and four months, and if they ever get me again,
I'm gonna make them kill me. I'd rather be dead in hell.”

The horrors of the memories this middle-aged Negro
was recalling moved like shadows across his face. He winced
as he spoke, suffering the pain of %—- - -

re-opened wounds. , . 4 down, but the sun comes up mighty
The day begins in misery. They | early in Fulton County, and you got

| wake you at three in the morning. | to get up and eat: and git out ir

{ Yes'm, I know they tell you they. st
| only work us from sun-up to sun- (Continued on Pape 2)
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an old dog for l;mt fmurysul‘:"
ev single day for four ¥y , be-
uglulkedhckw:mrd. All
1 sald was, ‘Can’t you see I'm work'-
ing?” That was plenty. It ain't
so hedvy, you get used to that, but
it gets so burning hot under
sun while youre swinging away
VA bveive you

“At ve
dinner. Another mess that even
hogs wouldn’t eat, all served up on
plate, meat, and greens
k.l‘n“’(. It's just put
made hot. No salt
. but plenty of bugs
everything that
They don't piok
sling it into the
you better not

you get. Or
something elsé in the face
or over the head.

“Aftér about thirty minutes, you
get back on thé job and swing
away till sundown. Then you eéat
again and by that time it's eight
o’clock and you go to bed.

L Chained in at Night
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AW him after tha$, and non®
of us dared to dsk whal become of'""

sSnas
man I saw killed wag: -
working a little ways off from rie.*"
The guard got a-shouting at hinf"’
for not working hard enough. He

ure
chalns started to tell him how he was |~

| working the best’ he could. and '
jdoin” all he could. That guard

legs. That's went crazy mad, and picked up his.
S. | pick-axe and started beating him ..

| over the head with the handle till, .
| he mashed if to a pulp. 'Scuse me,
| ma’am, that's just how it happened.’
| “And I've seen men die. on the .
Ic!mn-nm; Just die. No matter..
{ how sick you are, if they can get..
| you onto your feet you have to go
| out on the road. I've seen men roll .
jover in the truck and streich oug;,
| dead. T've seen a man swing his -
| pickaxe into the ground and fall-s
| down. after it, dead. . What hap-i.
| pens to them? If nobody don's-
claim them, they burn the body ups
What ha after someone 3
| killed? gang he worked gp...
(gets a  talking-to with a .gun
a-waving in your face. ‘Remember
now, you fell that judge he: tried-

.
= -

-| to take my gun away from me, and

If you know what's gbod for you,
| that's just what you tell the judgs
{ —if he ever comes to 4

Everybody ' gets put in®
the stocks, and in the sweatbox, |
too. Plenty. of men have been ir\;,
thé stocks for hours om end. I

| have. They're not allowed to keép""
you hanging in them for more thah™

an hour on end, but they take you

out, pour some water aver you, ang --
after an hour they put you backs °
in again, L
“I can't, tell you How it feels.

| You just hang there about so, high- .
{ (he indieated six inches) from the .
| ground, by your hands and feet,..

jand soon you're just the same as
stop to get YOUr | dead. You don't b
{Only, you know how a wrench i3
| when you tighten it? !

feel | nothig

Every timy™*
it:"gets tighter. and

| tighter? | Well, every’ time you "
| move your finger just a little bit<s ‘e
i like that—it goes tearing down ™"
! your arin like flames of fire. Wheti

| they take you out, yout don't feel.’
{ nothing.  They could stick a spites*
{in your arm or leg, |and you

| wouldn't ‘ feel it.” TEN
| It had been very hard $6'gét this =
| man to tallr about his experiences| '
It was only after I tdld him why

| T wanted to hear his story that he

' began to talk. k
‘ “Fight for Hernden” .
| “Sure, I know  Angelo Herndon.
| He used to come around here often.
| He was 4 fine boy. Yeés, ma'am, a

| you turm it

“You get chained in at night, fine boy, and, if anything I say

-
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too. That's what the long chain| will keep him off that chain-gang,
is for. Across the whale length of | Il say plenty. And if anything I
the room, there’s one long chain say will help my people in any-
about as thick as your arm. That way, and all working men, I say
goes through the ring on the end more. Some things that happenon
of your chain, and all that sleeps the chain-gang I can’t tell nobody,
|on one side of that room is strung' I don't want to remember them.
{along on that big chain. -Even at| But tell all the people all bver that
night you can't dé nothing without | there ain’'t nothing worse than. a
| calling out to the guard. All night| Georgia ¢hain-gang. Tell them no=
long you hear them calling. “Turn- | body liveson it much loriger than
in’ over’ Then the next day it|I did. Tell them to fight to keep
begins all over again, excepting| Angelo Hernden up there where he
Stnday. You don’t work on Sun-|is. Tell them it's better to be dead .
day, and that's the one day you|in hell than living omn 2 Geprgia
get biscuit bread to eat. chain-gang!”




