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THE DEBTOR'S PRISON.

Among the Scraps, lately published by Johnson, is one entitled "An incarcerated monster." It represents a poor debtor, within the walls of a grated prison--half-clothed and half famished, holding in his hand a letter from his wife which he has just read--it contains these few words--"I have sold your tools and even our beds, but all will but save our little ones from starving--Your heart broken wife." At the window of the cell stands a group of visitors, between whom the following conversation is represented as taking place.

Child.--Oh! what an ill-looking wretch! Is he a murderer, pa?

Father.--No, my dear, but what is worse, he's an insolvent debtor.

Mother.--Oh, the monster! hanging's too good for him; but I suppose he owes none but poor folks and such kind of trash.

Father.--Were that the case, my dear, it is most likely he would now be pursuing his business--fortunately, however, he owes upwards of TEN dollars to one of our richest and of course one of our first and most respectable citizens, who has sent him here to meet the reward of his villany.

Mother.--How fortunate it is, that we have FIRST and RESPECTABLE citizens! If it wa'r'nt for them, I do believe the crime of POVERTY would almost always go unpunished!

This is, indeed, a severe and touching commentary on the crime of poverty! Crime it may well be called, when it is visited with such awful consequences.--Here--and it is not a picture of the imagination merely--we behold a man--a fellow being like ourselves, shut out from all the sympathies of society, separated from his wife and children, driven from his trade or daily labor, upon the fruits of which they depend for a livelihood, and locked up in a dungeon without the barest possibility of supporting himself or his famishing family. But the gnawings of hunger are but as nothing to the pangs of his agonized soul. We will suppose him to be honest--that he contracted the debt for which he is confined, with the full determination of paying it--but was prevented from so doing by sickness, by want of employment, or by some other unforeseen casualty. The time comes round when the debt is due--he is called upon by his creditor--he begs for a little indulgence--for a few weeks or days when he will be enabled to satisfy the whole. But no--his creditor will not wait and he is seized by the strong hand of the law and hurried away from the bosom of his family--from the enjoyments of domestic life--from the fresh air of heaven--the light of day--the most common pleasures of existence--and thrown into a prison, like the veriest wretch who is sent there to await the execution of the sentence of death pronounced upon him. If there is any calamity in life most galling to the feelings of a man, conscious of his own rectitude and integrity of purpose, it surely is this--it were enough, it would seem, to drive him mad and to make him a fitter subject for the walls of an insane asylum than those of a debtor's prison.

On to our debtor's prison--visit the one in your own city, reader--it stands close beside the city Hall and is but a few steps out of your path as you pass along Broadway--go in here--you will find the attendants obliging and humane men, not withstanding the hard necessity of their office--and witness the sad and wretched condition of the poor inmates of this comfortless abode. There they stand, twenty or more, shivering over the stove, and looking the picture of woe. They eye you as you enter--if you are a stranger, they conclude, perhaps, that you have come to take up permanent lodgings with themselves--that, in the slang of the prison-house, you are "a new pin," just knocked on the head and driven close into the "black hole"--they flock round--but shortly they perceive their mistake and you are left unmolested by their inquisitive glances. It is your turn now to mark their countenance, and you may read there volumes of misery! You see the sunken eye--the cadaverous cheek, the look, which tells of hope deferred and the spirit broken and dejected. You shrink, perhaps, from the touch of these wretched objects--as if from the hand of pollution. They are not so nice and cleanly, it is true, as they once were, when you met them in the morning going to their labors. Their apartments are so confined, their accommodations so pitiful, and their conveniences so few, that it were next to impossible for them to keep otherwise, even were they so disposed, than in the filthy state you now see them. But they are now reckless and regardless of their personal appearance; they have lost that nice sense of propriety, which distinguishes civilized men from the savage--they feel themselves outcasts from society and they care not how soon every link is severed, which once bound them to it.

We have been thus minute in our examinations, not to excite the disgust or to shock the sensibilities of our readers--but that we might exhibit to them some of the unhappy effects of the law of imprisonment for debt. For ourselves, we have frequently witnessed the scene described and have listened to the heart-rending tale of some imprisoned debtor. We lately received a note from an inmate of our jail, in whom we had become interested and whose release we were endeavouring to effect, which we give entire, only suppressing names.

Mr. ------ Sir I have had, through the humane goodness of Mr. ----- some hopes of being liberated from this place. My wife lies now on a bed of sickness, my family in distress--myself a prisoner, without any means of subsistence. What can be done for me? I am willing to do any thing which is consistent with reason, but surely the Great God of all powers never created man to be set in such a state of privation as I and my innocent family are placed,--I now begin to give up all hopes of a liberation and am doomed a complete outcast of society. Do have the goodness to let me know what can be done and you will ever have the prayers of a most wretched man and distressed family.

I remain your most ob't and humble serv't.

Debtor's Prison, New York. E.

It will not be long when our city and state will be free, we trust forever, from that curse of civilized society--a poor debtor's prison. The law, which goes into effect the ensuing March, contemplates the abolition of that power, of depriving a citizen of his liberty, merely because he is poor, or unfortunate. It has ample provisions for the discharge of an honest debtor, without his being imprisoned till he goes through the long, tedious and expensive process of taking the benefit of any of the insolvent acts. New-York will thus nobly set an example, which the sister states will we trust eventually follow, till throughout this vast country there shall not be found a solitary citizen, improsned for an honest debt, which he has the will but not the ability to discharge.	D.





