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Break-Out  

 

I would run off when my mother beat me, and when I came back home 

she would beat me for running off, and then I would run off again. When I 

was thirteen years old she did not want me anymore and they put me into 

Montrose. It was called a Training School, but it was just a children’s prison. 

It was close to Reisterstown in Maryland.  

When I first came I was very afraid of what was waiting for me there. 

Even today I find it hard to think about that place. I remember I was put in 

Sanford Cottage. It held eighty children. There were eight showers and four 

bathrooms all in one, and a day room with a pool table, a ping pong table, and 

TV. We could smoke in a circle after each meal. There was a small cabinet 

that held the cigarettes. If you didn’t have any of your own in the cabinet, you 

could borrow one from someone else. We sat in a circle and talked and 

smoked and the staff sat at the desk. After each meal and smoke break, we had 

to go to our cell for an hour’s nap or just to lie down. And then we could come 

out and play pool or ping pong, or watch TV until the next meal.  

I was frightened all the time in that place. My first week there I tried to 

hang myself, but the staff cut me down. I think I did it only for attention. 

Sometimes I would act crazy and the staff would put me in lock-up in a 

padded room with no clothes for days. I would bang my head against the walls 

and try to fight the staff whenever I felt afraid of something or someone. I 

went to school, but all we did was play around and take turns going under the 

teacher’s desk and looking up her dress. I did not learn anything. We were just 

a bunch of kids with nothing in our minds.  
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