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Painfing the Fassion”
The Remasbable: in Prison
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Penance of Catello
Laneri Who in
Desperate Poverty
Went Wrong, Was
Sent to the Atlanta
Plenitentiary and Is
Now Execuling
in the Prison Chapel ez s ze st e

took no stock in pictures, music or “such truek ™
By Ward Greene
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Matthew, Mark, Luk.'ﬂa.nd John, as Exe-
cuted by the Prisoner Laneri.

For a son he had his direct opposite—a dreamer.,
MERICA is no place for artistz. Catello

As a lad, young Catello liked nothing s6 much
as to model with his fngers, even though the
mud statues ha designed were kicked over by his

Laneri says sp and Catello Laneri ought to

know, for he is an artist to the tips of his
fingers+-those slender, nervous fingers that won

for hirn"_c-na year the plaudits of a nation and
sent him a few years later to the penitentiary,

companions, vengeful little sireet gamins of
Naples who ran awagy langhing ag he screamed
with rage beside his shattered creations.

“My father,” he says today, “wanted me to
be a shop h-fmr, but T wanted to be a priest.
When he wou not let me be a priest, T said,
‘Well, T shall be an artist,” and I kept on draw-
ing and modeling. My father was In despaly,

“In Ttaly the artist works for art, but in for he said, ‘Catello, you may Y a rich shop-
America it is money, money, money all the time,” keeper, but you ean never be anything but a poor -
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i canvas size again and again until he was rick

to death with the subject. And still there was not

‘money enough. ;
“Always it was money,” he sighed. *)

more moneﬁithln I ever made, but it went £

than I eon make it. W
Iars like water

ed. I got the'l
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says Catello Laneri. *I know, for T havs worked
for both. Some day I shall be free and then I
shall work again. Buat not for meney. I shall
work again—in Italy-—for art.” /

It may be that Catello Laneri is prejudiced
for he sits in judgment on America from behind
iron burs. Four hours a day, though his body ir
bmdhrprimnnlll.ﬂlhﬂnhluﬂ‘lnﬂndhlt
m&u prison world forgotten as with busy
b he stains the windows of the prison
ehapel with beautiful religious pictures.

But for 24 bours of day and night—day after

~ day, night after night—Catello Laneri sits in a
little, box-like cell or eats with a thousand other
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