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Part 113== THE LAST OF THE BISON,

By Horace Aanesley Vachell (All Rights Reserved )

~e-{3

K
4T is still possible, I am told, to shoot
a wild bison in certain parts of
North America, but I should be
" sorry to undertake to do it. = Ocea-
sionally, no doubt, speclmens are pro-
cured (despite the vyigilance of the

authorities) in or near the Yellowstone ;

Park, and several more or less domesti-
cated herds are the property of private
indivi but for the purpose af the
individuals, > ; A
practical sportsman this splendid ani-
mal may be said to be almost extinct.
And in the seventies there were hund-
reds of thousands of them! °

As I write these lines a large head of
an old®bull looks down wupon me, and
an account of the difficulties I experi-
enced in shooting him some years ago
feebly indicate what would await
the enterprising sportsman who under-
took a similar feat—to-day. We—my
cousin accompanied me on this particu-
lar expedition—were told them, I re-
member, that we were going on a fool's
errand, and in my heart I was of the
same opinion, for I had spent a portion
of the previous year in a vain search
for buffalo, and had been assured by my
companion, a veterin hunter, that not
a single specimen was left in the
country. TFortunately, we found a good
fellow. who stoutly maintained that he
could show us the game if we were
prepared to follow him into a part of
Wyoming where, so he warned us, we
should find but scant grass for -our
horses to eat, and the probability of
absolutely. nothing at all to drink.

“The buffalo must drink somewhere,”
we suggested. q

“That's so. Omly they know’ whar
the drinkin’ holes is; and, by thunder,
we don’t!” {

We had occasion to remember these
words later,

-

For the first month all went well.
We were passing through a delightful
country covered with bunch-grass and
abundantly watered. The antelope
swarmed in the plains; and in the foot-
hills were black-tail, mule-deer, wapiti,
mourgain sheep and bear, but not a
trace of bison, save innumerable bones
hleached into dazzling whiteness by the
sun. Here they had been in myriads,
and here they never would be again.
By this time we were inured to the
hardships of the camp. ‘We could sleep
sound on flinty ground, with our noses
and toes turrled up to the stars; we
could eat, three times a day, meat and
slap-jack, washed down by water satur-
ated with alkaline salts; we could walk
from sunrise to sunset without feeling
undue fatigue. In a word, we were fit
as fiddles and hard as nails. In this
happy condition we turned our backs
upon ~Paradise and plunged into the
“Bad TLands” which lie to the south of
the Tetor{ Basin. And almost imme-
diately, as if ‘it were sent as a whet to
more strenuous endeavor, we had a
alimpse of our quarry. We were riding
abreast, my cousin, our guide and my-
self, when a tiny black spot was
descried on a red brown hill in front of
Careful examination with a tele-
scope determined this to be a bison,
probably an old and solitary bull. We
decided very quickly that it would be
impossible to stalk him. To ride him
down was our only charce. And on
the plains where the ground is sound
this is an easy matter, if you are de-
cently mounted: but we were in the
hills, on soft and spongy soil, with here
and there steep -gulches (washouts), and
above wus - a blazing September sun.
However, we clapped spurs to our
broncos, the wiry cow ponies of the
West, and charged straight up the hill.
The bison turmwed tail and shambled off,
so slowly that T made certain we should

‘¢ him in five minutes. ‘“He won’t

p himself till he has to,” observed

i “They’re like coyotes—they
i to know how to keep just out o’
2.  And ‘so~it proved. We gal-

i till we dared gallop no longer—
liount firing a single shot.  The bison

I away into that ugly brown blot-

! rer of a landscape, and we re-

ried to camp, parched with thirst and
ihject with disappointment.

Next morning we left  camp early.
We were uncomfortably aware that the

we were oblized to drink was
isoning us: and the sun, streaming
Jdawn upon that giittering alkali desert,
penetrated to  our pain-racked vitals.
Still, we had seen one bison, and the
lIx we were enduring were as pin-
ks in the joyful expectation of see-

« another. * None the less, before 10

t morning we were nearly dead with

rue and consumed with an intoler-

thirst, At noon my cousin re-
rued to camp.  The guide and I rode
wly on bereath that blistering -sun

r two hours. And then—how shall I

may

nide,

describe my feelings? I saw two black
patches clearly outlined against ‘the
white sand of a dried-up river bed.
After a short council of war we’decided
that the great beasts, seemingly lying
down asleep, could be successfully
stalked. I went first, about 6ne hund-
red yards ahead of the guxde'.»and'got
within half a mile of them without dis-
turbing - them. Looking at them
my glass, they appeared ‘as big as
barns — two' immense bulls. It was
now neécessary to crawl on my stomach,
‘and crawl I did, wriggling face down-
wards on that burning sand. Mf'
tongue, I remember, began to swell,
and I had a queer feeling above my
eyes, as if am iron band, red: hot, were
being slowly foreed on to my heéad.
‘But the spfendid beasts never stirred.
! Finally T lay within eighty’ yards of
fthem' but so~done, so cooked, that I
! was obliged to lie still for at least ten
minutes before I dared cock my rifle.
I can swear that-I-was as calm and
collected as a man could be after such
a stalk beneath such a ‘sun;  yet I
missed them - clean, those ¢olossal
creatures, and missed them again as
they struggled to their feet and started
towards me. In the excitemenit of that
moment I forgot to pull back the ham-
mers. of the Express, a double-barrgled
weapon by Reilly, carrying a 45-calibre
bullet with 120 grains of the best pow-
der behind it. 'I wrenched it open,
jammed in’ a couple of cartridges, and
then found, to my horror, that the
breach would not close. Just then the
!bulls saw me and, fortunately for me,
changed their course. "When they had
gone about a quarter of a mile I suc-
ceeded in adjusting my rifle. Then you
may be sure that I pumped lead into
the air (but not, alas! into the bison)
till they were out of sight. The gu}de
came up in time to prevent my shooting
myself. !

1 was convinced that a bison would
never fafl to my riflee. I had been
given the finest chance in the world of
knocking over, right and left, two
grand specimens, and felt that T ought
to be kicked out of the country as a
hopeless duffer and “tendérfoot.” Even
unow, in the cool of my library, I am
hot at the recollection of that terrible
fiasco. Fortuné, however, was kinder
to me than I deserved. The day fol-
lowing I got the head which hangs
above me. The three of us rode in
that memorable run, but it was my
good fortune to be the best mounted,
and at the end speed and bottom pre-
vailed, and my horse galloped clean
away from the others. We sighted our
quarry late in the afternoon. He proved
to be a big bull, and he was feeding
on the outskirts of the “bad lands.”
To ourg great delight, he broke away
into a Dunch-grass country—a _rough,
rocky stretch of rolling hills, where the
“going” was possible, if mot all that
could be desired. I was riding a ‘“buck-
skin” pony, with a black line dowm! his
back; and when he saw the buffalo he
settled down at once into a long easy
stride that meant business. At first
we rapidly gained on the bison; then,
for a long time, the quarter of a mile
between us was neither increased nor
dimingshed. I saw that my compan-
ions’ horses were shortening their stride
and that the ground was becoming
rougher, The guide’s experienced eye
was not to be deceived. “We're
euchred,” he said, “but your plug ain’t.
Touch him up with the spur. It’s now
or never.”

The “buckskin” mneeded mo encourage-
ment. When he understood that he
was to leave the others, he stretched
out his lean, ugly head and went to the
front at once. Before me was a long,
steep hill, bristling with rocks and per-
forated with “prairie dog” holes, Down
this we galloped at full .speed, the
astute cow pony picking his way
amongst those treacherous holes and
boulders with a skill as admirable and
infallible as that of a Canadian
voyageur amongst the whirlpools and
jagged rocks of dangerous rapids. I sat
down in the saddle snd let him have
his head. At the bottom was a ragged
gulch with crumbling edges. The bison
hurled himself aeross it; the “buck-
skin” took it in his stride. Beyond was
a gentle uphill slope; and this, to my
intense dismay, seemed to inspire the
huge brute ahead of me with fresh
speed and vitality. What I had
gained—and T had gaimed much in the
descent—he took back, inch by inch,
after we had crossed the gulch. All
depended now upon the nature of the
country beyond the crest of the hill. If
it sloped downwards, the bison, humanly
speaking, was mine; if another ascent
awaited us, my gallant horse would be

AN EIGHT TON FPINCUSHION.

The biggest pincushion in the world
ix a strange species of cactus growing
down on the hot desert sands of Ari-
zond, between Prescott and Phoenix.
People in that part of the territory
know the freak as “niggerhead” cactus.

Tts' counterpart is not known elsewhere
in arid regions in America, and scien-

tists say it is equally scarce in other
continents.

This marvelous growth
supposed to be over a century old, and

of cactus is

possibly several centuries old. It stands
31 feet above the sands of the desert.
It is more than 50 feet in diameter,
and ity weight is estimated at eight
tons.

The Wallopai Indians say they have
been told that the strange growth was
there, as large as it is now, when their
angestors ranged unhindered acrose the
g{qcerts from Mexico to the Columbia
River.

’ h : “enl 1 stretching
-grags  table land stre

it of me, a glorious. mile of sound
galloping? At once the *“buckskin”
seemed to be going two yards to the
bison’s one. I pulled out-my carbine,
‘Thig had 1ain till now in:a rough raw-
hide sling on the horn of the big Spanish
saddle. My beautiful Express was safe
in camp.* This was a Winchester rifle
of 50-calibre,” carrying an ugly bullet
with a brass cap to it, and some 95
grains of powder. 'The weapon was
nicely adjusted to such work, being very
short in the barrel and carrying eight
cartridges in its magazine. I was now
within 80 yards of the bull, and sailing
smoothly along. I thought I would try
a shot. Dropping the reins, I naised
the carbine, sighted quickly, and pulled
the ‘trigger, I hit the ground about
twenty yards in front of me. Another
shot convinced me that I had fired into
the sun, now declining into the western
horizon. Obviously it was absurd to
waste good powder shooting from the
back of a galloping horse at an) object
eighty yards distant, moving nearly as
rapidly away from one, Accordingly I
altered my. course a point or two,
slipped in a couple more cartridges, and
tried ‘' a quartering shot at about fifty
yards. Another clean miss! But this
time a puff of dust beneath the bison’s
belly assured me that I was improving
in,aim. At the same moment I be-
came aware that rougher ground than
any we had crossed lay beyond me—the
odious rotten soil of the “bad lands.”
The buffalo seemed to know that here
was sanctuary, and pressed on. T tried
to spur my horse alongside of my
quarry, but experience had taught him
that close quarters with a buffalo bull
were to be strenuously avoided. Atany
moment now the buffalo might stop
dead, turn like lightning and charge.
He was broadside ‘on, with some thirty
yards between us. Again I raised my
carbine, fired, and over he tumbled like
a shot rabbit, stone dead! I dismount-
ed and approached cautiously. A second
later T was careering around the vast
carcase, shouting like a madman. A
faint “holloa” came to my ears. The
others were coming up. I loosened my
horse’s girths, . wondering if life would
hold andther such a gallop as this had
been. Five minutes later we were hard
at work severing the gigantic head
from the gigantic shoulders.

Ifor some days after this we saw no
bison;; and then I had an experience
with another bull which is worth record-
ing. I was riding the same horse, and
once more he served me loyally. But
this time T had to deal with a more
determined antagonist. As I was gal-
loping up to him he stopped as if turned
to stone, swung around his light hind
quarters, and charged straight at me.
My horse stopped almost as quickly and
awaited the charge. Panic-stricken, I
took ome shot, which had no outward
effect on the bison, and rammed home
my spurs, The “buckskin” quivered,
but never budged. The bull was not
ten yards distant, and looked as big as
a battleship. In my boot lay a hunting
knife. Instinctively I drew it and
jabbed it into the “buckskin.” He had
not felt the blunt spurs, but he ant
swered to the knife, and leaped to one
side in the very nick of time. Then he:
ran away, frantic with terror, and you
may be sure that I never saw that bison
again, ‘

After this we moved our camp still
further north. My cousin was desper-
ately keen to get a bull, so we decided
to leave our impedimenta and strike
into ap unknown country with saddle
horses and two pack horses. We found
water—if you can call what we were
obliged to drink by such a name—and
we found bison, or, rather, they found
us. We were lying on our backs in
the middle of the day, not taking it
coolly (for that was impossible), but
making the best of the hottest and
ugliest spot we had yet struck, when
our guide rushed up on foot, breathless,
with the news that two bulls were
quietly walking into our camp. In a
jiffy we were grasping our rifles, and lo!
just below us, where a small valley
curled like a snake out of the big brown
hills, a couple of beasts were leisurely
approaching. 'We opened fire at once,
telling our guide to saddle the horses.
I took the right-hand bull, my cousin
the left. ™My bull, however, although
hit, galloped off. I had a shot or two
at the other, who was retreating down
the valley; and then, seeing that he
was in_extremis, I mounted my horse
and galloped after the first. It took
me nearly half an hour before I got
within) shot of him, and then he was
descending a steep ravine. My horse,
remembering his last encounter with
the enemy, began to rear as I tried to
steady. him for a shot. At last, finding
it impossible to control him, I slipped
from his back. He showed his appre-
ciation of what I had done by turning
tail and galloping back to camp. . Iran
to the edge of the ravire and saw the
bison slowly ascending the other side of
it. He was about 150 yards away. I
lay down and fired three shots, two
of which struck him. Then I stumbled
headlong down the ravine, and when I
reached the bottom remembered that I
had only three cartridges left in my
magazine. We had been caught nap-
ping, and in the excitement I had for-
gotten to put on my belt. To 2o back
afoot meant the loss of the bull, so I
crawled up the face of the cliff in front
of me, speculating rather uneasily at
what I should find at' the top of it.
However, when I peered over the crest
T ‘could see nothing. Then I saw a
patch of black in some rank grass. It
was the buffalo lying down, and, as I
hoped', dead. I crawled nearer, and to
my dismay he s*ruggled up and turned
his small ferocious eyes full on me. I
gave him a bullet, and it struck the
skull just below the horns—an invulner-
able spot.  He shoot his immense head
and trotted off, seemingly full of life
and  vigor. I was so relieved at  his
not charging that I very injudiciously
tried a semi-flanking shot, which took
effect too low and too far back. I had
now one cartridge left, and the bison
was going strong; but I could zmbt be-
lieve that he would gosfar. Angd being
assured of this, I was sensible that I
ought to hurry back to camp. 1Still, I
was loath -to return empty-handed,
knowing that my cousin had secured his
beast. ~ Accordingly, although in a blue
funk, I began to run after my wounded
bull.. He had already disappeared be-
hind a small rounded hill, but I made
certain I should find him lying down on
the other side of it. Nor was I dis-
appointed, He had found a few
stunted  sage bushes—the only cover in
sight. I crawled nearer and nearer,
telling myself that I was a fool, and
yet for the life of me unable to resist
the thrill of the moment. Suppose my
last cartridge missed fire? Suppose I
missed? (I had once missed a wapiti at
five yards!) Suppose the bull charged,
as of course he would? Thege supposi-
tions filtered through 1y mind like
rain through a leaky umbrella, Half
a dozen times I swore that I would re-
treat, but what lay Dbeyond those sage
bushes lured me on. I can best de-
scribe my feelings, perhaps, by com-
paring them to those of a man who
rides a jaded horse up to a stiff fence,
knowing that hounds will run into their
fox in the field beyond. The bitter-
sweetness of that feeling cannot be set
down in prose. Silently as a cat I
crept: up to the bushes and peered
through them. The bull never moved,
but from his position I could see that
lie was not dead. I picked my spot in
his vast side, and cocked the ‘carbine,
At the sharp click of the lock he was
on his knees. I dared not hesitate. To
close with him was my best chance. T
rushed in, rammed my rifle against his
ear, and pulled the trigger. He shivy-
ered with the shock and then slowly
collapsed. This time I neither shouted
nor danced. I was thinking soberly of
what might have been.
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UNDER THE BROAD ARROW -
© Pag111--TWELVE MONTHS HARD LABOR.

By “ Number 43” " (A1l Rights Reserved)

of 1

Majesty’s  chief metropolitan jail almost
ian.'ledi{ltely after the Act came into
force. . 5 s

Under the old regime a _pnsqner sen-
tenced to twelve months’ imprisonment
had to serve every day of that sentence,
whilst for those sentenced to: “hard
labor” the labor was not only hard, but
very hard. The new act has ml_p:oved
matters so far as the prisoner is con-
cerned—and he is not now subjected to
such hard labor as the tread-mill, crank
and other similar machines; whilst he
may, “by special good conduct and in-
dustry,” earn a remission of one-fourth
of such sentence “after he shall have
completed six months’ 1mpnson.me_nt.”'

It should be noticed that this provi-

sion of the act only affects those who
have been sentenced to more than six
months’ imprisonment; and as the ma-
jority of committals from all metropoli-
tan and provincial courts are for terms
under six months, the new Prison/Act
is inoperative in the case of the major-
ity of local prison inmates.
The absence of any scientific classifi-
cation of prisoners has long been point-
ed to as the greatest blot in our prison
economy. By the recent '‘Act an. at-
tempt has been made to remove this
reproach; ]
now known as the ‘“second division,” a
step in the right direction was taken;
although it may, I think, be truthfully
said that the “improvement” effected is
more imaginary than real —rather a
change of nmames than of things, as,
prior to the passinig of this act, some-
thing similar to the ‘‘second division”
already existed. “Firsf’ and “second”
class misdemeanants have always been
with us. :

It was not my luck to have my lines
cast among the. favored ones in this
‘“second division,” and thus, instead of
being supplied with the ‘“cup that
cheers”—the luxury most highly prized
in all prisons — I was from first to last
on “brown bread and skilly”—good
enough things in their way, but horribly
monotonous when served up twice daily
for a whole year.

On my first arrival at "Wormwood
'Scrubs prison it was rather late in the
evening; the day staff had all gone
home, and a few officers only were to
be seen in the meighborhood of the “re-
ception wing.”

Some preliminary formalities (such as
stripping, bathing and exchanging one’s
civilian clothing for the hideous garb
of the prison) having been gone
through, I was medically examined, en-
tered aes “fit” for “No. 2” labor, and

and, in instituting what is|

S the provisions of the Prison:Act| The officer, unable to understand this,
898 are somewhat obscure to | looked appealingly ‘to the
the man in the street, a few pre- ' pants ¥
. liminary remarks may not beout taking in the linguistical difficulties of
of place in an article intended to de-:the situation, I volunteered my services
seribe a twelve months’ sojourn in his as dragoman,

4 other occu-
of the seats in front of him; and,

Finding that this TItalian sprig of

nobility had ‘set his ‘face against any |

revelatior)s as to the name and where-
abouty of his wife, I suggested that he
should pose as a bachelor—an idea
which seemed to him an inspired one.
Jumping from  his seat, he turned to
me and, almost in tears, cried out:

“%Oui, mon. ami, certainement;
lui qui je ne suis pas marie!”

The warder, who was, of course, ig-
norant of the Fremch tongue, pounced
u]pon the last word, “marie,” and re-
plied: “Mary? Mary what—and where
does she live?”

It wag all no wuse, however. The
(Florentine was obdurate; and, insist-
ing that he was an unmarried man, was
entered as such in the books. MTwenty
minutes later a lady arrived at the
prison gate and demanded to see her
husband, The lady was the wife of
the supposed young “bachelor.”

On returning to my cell, after the
formal proceedirgs of the morning, I
found my dinner lying on the little
wooden slab which, inserted into an
angle of the wall, do2s duty as a table,
This meal—the only substantial one in
the prison bill © of fare—consisted of
three - fourths of a pint of pea soup,
eight ounces of potatoes (one half of
which were unfit for human food) and
a dumpy little loaf, supposed to weigh
four ounces.

Up to this time I had mot been put
to any werk; and as a prisoner’s stay

dites

in durance now depends upon the num-
ber of markse earned, the nature of the
work he is likely to be put to becomes
a matter of great importance to him.

Unlike many importent questions, this |
ore was soon settled: The dinner-tins |
had only just been collected when a;
warder * hastily appeared at my -cell
door, instructed me to pack up my
“traps” and betake myself to the bot-
tom landing, where, he said, “you will
soon be put into harness.”

The task-master was waiting for me
\at the bottom of the stairs, and having
entered my name, register number, ete.,
ete., on his slate, he enquired if T had
ever made door-mats.

“No, sir,” replied I. “but I'll do my
best to learn the art.”

“Good,” exclaimed this efficient and
kind-hearted old officer (under whose.
charge I remained from that day until
the date of my release). *‘“Good; no
man can do more than his best, and if
you do that, you and T will get on all|
right together, Come this ‘way.”

Five minutes later I was located in
No. 23 cell—an altogether more com-{
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A TWO HEADED BOY.

By means of clever manipulation of a
camera shutter odd *‘freak” photographs
are produced -that bewilder and puzzle
the uneophisticated. Here, for instance,
is a picture of what seems to be a boy
with two heads. ' The sitter hasn’t, of
course, any more heads than the aver-
age human is endowed with.

In making the photograph a flashlight

exposure was made, the sitter posing
his head far on one side. After the ex-
posure he remained in the chair, exactly
as he had sat for the photographer, but
changed the pose of his head, inclining
in thq opposite direction.

'While- thus posed a second flashlight
exposura ‘was made upon the same plate
with the result shown.

months’ imprisonment for defrauding an
hotelkeeper of the price of a meal or
two!

Meeting me on the path mext day, he
exclaimed:

“I say, 43, I owe £10,000. How
much do you owe?”

When I confessed that my liabilities
did not exceed the modest sum of £20,
“the captain” emitted a sort of con-
temptuous snort and said:

“Oh, you are no class whatever. A
fellow is nowhere nowadays unless he
is up to his ears in debt. I shall be
released in March, and before the end
of ‘August I shall have made over
£20,000 on the turf by means of a new
betting system which I alone am master
of. If you will join me I will guaran-
tee you £10 a week and traveling ex-
penses.”

“What part can I take in a betting
business? T have never bet a penny in
my life, and as for horses, I am as
ignorant as a fool in racing matters.”

“So much the better,” replied the
“captain.” You are. just the man I
want, All that shall be required of
you is to introduce me to and do my
business with some bookmakers. If
you know of -any mow, let me have
their name and address.
you a £10 note to this prison on my
release, to give you a start.”

Doubting the bona fides of this liberal
gentleman, I made enquiries about him,
and soon found from a friendly official

In few places in the world can &0
remarkable a sight be seen as on Lay-
san, one of the northwesterly islands
of the Hawaiian group. Myriads of
birds can be segn standing close together
and extending as far as the eye can
reach. They are called ‘“‘goomneys,’”- or
albatross, and belonging to the petrel
family.

They are webfooted sea birds, having
very long wings, short tail and feet,
and short bills, hooked at the end. They

several ' species. The large walbatross
has wings with a spread of 12 feet and
is often seen by vessels far out at sea.

‘Sailors. regard the albatross with a
feeling of . superstition and consider it
a very unlucky act to kill one. The
“‘gooney’”’ -nests on the ground and lays
a single white egg. The birde of the
petrel family vdry considerably in size
and color, but are mostly 'white, with
dark markings in the upper part of the

ALBATROSS EGGS BY THE BARROW.

are found all over the Pacific Ocean
and the Southern seas, and there are

plumage; the feet are flesh colored and
the bills are yellow.

On Laysan Island there is a guano
company, and immense quantities of
the gooneys’ eggs are gathered for the
use of the company’s employees or for
shipment to Honolulu. In earlier days
the superintendent of the company
strictly protected the birds from harm,
but it is to be feared that they canmnot
long survive the wholesale plundering
of their eggs which now goes on.

handed a pair of coarse sheets, pillow-
slip and towel; the warder in charge
meanwhile reading out part of the rules
and regulations.

These ceremonies over, I was taken
to “A” hall—a manufacturing wing of
the prison—placed in a cell on the top
landing and told to make my bed
down, get into it, and be off to sleep as
soon as I could, -

To get into bed is an easy matter, but
to go to sleep whilst an army of bugs,
fleas and other vile insects is waging
a sanguinary war against the poor
corpus delicti is another thing, and
throughout the whole of that first night
I lay awake, carrying on a futile
struggle with the enemy.

Although nearly washed out, one was
glad when, daylight dawned and it‘was
possible to be up and doing. After a
long set-to with brooms, buckets, dust-
ers and other household utensils, break-
fast (consisting of an 8-ounce loaf of
fairly-good brown bread and a pint of
skilly) was served to each man as he
stood at the open door of his cell.

The animal requirements of the con-
viets ‘having been thus provided for,
their spiritual needs were wext consid-
ered, and at 8:45 a. m. the inmates were

|-marched off to morning service in the

finest chapel of the dinest prison in
England,

As I had not yet Dbeen fully
“installed” I was not included ir) the
number of those marched to the chapel,
but was again taken to the ‘reception
wing” for the completion of the initiat-
ory rites and ceremonies.

A little incident occurred here which
is well worth retailing. A young Flor-
entive “nobleman” then (like myself)
commencing a sentence of twelye
months’ hard labor, was sitting next to
me on one of the three long forms pro-
vided for the convenience of prisoners
ir] the “reception” ward. This young
fellow could speak English (ag well as
French and Italian) fairly well, and as
a matter of fact had been heard speak-
ing it somewhat freely on the previous
evening. But on this particular morn-
ing, when called upon to answer the
usual questions, as to the name and
address of his wife. he was unwilling to
furntish the necessary data. and thought
he might escape the guestion by, plead-
ing dgnorance of the English language.
fWherefore,when ‘ifiterrogated, he’ threw
out his arms, after the manner of the
genunine. “foreignem’® and: %Rl an Wik of
simplicity exclaimed: “Je ne puis pas

parle ‘Anglais' aujourd’hui.”

fortable: apartment. than the ong up-
stairs—and there received my first les-
son at a mat-loom. u

Before I had been engaged in this
way two months I had made such
progress that Warder I—— placed me
upon special work; and, besides hav-
Aing more Jleisure time for other and
more congenial pursuits, the .8 marks
per diem necessary to earn the full re-
mission of sentence allowed, were thus
assured,

When I had been about a month at
the prisoni I was one day so very nearly
getting into trouble (while walking
around- the asphalted rings upon which
prisoners exercise daily) that I applied
to the medical officer for permission to
have my hour’s stroll upom a gravel
path running at right angles to the ring.
The “troublé” referred to was one
which threatens every quiet and well-
behaved prisoner—to wit, that of being
“reported” for talking, by a careless or
unsympathetic warder, who,"hearirg the
sound of, voices, but unable to distin-
guish between one and another, as often
as not may pounce upon  the wrong
man, and, should he have any grudge
against him, have him punished for a
breach of disciplice of which he may

be inrbcent.

To avoid being involved in a false
charge with 7prisoners between whom
and myself there was but little in
common—the denizens of  “‘the Serubs”
are mainly the rag-tag and bob-tail of
the metropolitan gutter—[ sought and
obtained permission to walk on the

|
|

i
1

aforesaid side path, and here it was
that 1 met two of the strangest crim-
inals I encountered during.the whole
of my twelve months’ imprisonment. i
‘One of these men was a soi-disant ex- !

i captain of the Royal Engineers named

My first meeting with that
gentleman happened in this wise: I
was sauntering along the gravel-path
one day when a middle-aged, portly in-
dividual came along, and, with a most
benign smile and an incliration of the
head said: “Good morning, 43. How |
are you ? I have been looking at you
for some time, and longed to have a|
chat with you. It is all right on this;
path, as no one takes any motice of us.” |

In a very short time I was well post- |
ed up in this gentleman’s private affairs |
and was not—wheg we again met nexti
day—at “all surprised to hear that he|
was a man of  “considerable: means,”’
although T confess to having had .a cer-
tain misgiving upon this point when I

that -he was am and
simple.

As a matter of fact, he knew mo more
about horses than I did; and as to the
prospective fortune' of £20,000 which he
was to get 'in the following August, it
was altogether the dream of an over-
heated imagination! The ‘“‘captain” was
re-arrested at the prison gates on the
morning of his discharge, and is now
undergoing another term of imprison-
ment.

A bird of quite another plumage was
poor ‘W——, then undergoing eighteens
months’ imprisonment for  illegally
pawning articles of furniture obtained
on the hire purchase system. Educated
at ‘Cambridge, W—— subsequently be-
came an army tutor, married and set
up house at Barnes. Here his health
failed, his professional practice fell
away, and, to make both ends meet, his
wife took to nursing illegitimate chil-
dren, Two dead infants were found
in the Thames near Putney one day,
and the police believed that they had
sufficient evidence to show a connect-
ing link between the Lodies and
Mrs. 'W——, against warrant
was issued,

imposter, pure

dead
whom a

Further inquiries resulted in the ar-|
and beth prison- |

rest of W—— himself,
ers were subsequently committed to and
indicted at the Old Bailey on the charge
of wilful murder.

Several comments and criticisms on
this case appeared in a London weekly
which devoted much of its space to
criminal matter. W and others
maintaiy that, owing to such comments,
an element of prejudice was created
against the accused, and that a mis-
carriage of justice wasg the result.

I have nothing to de with opinions in
this series of articles., My business as
an historian is with facts, and I regret
to say that Mrs. 'W—— was found
gailty and sontenced to death,

W-—— was himself acquitted by the
jury of any complicity in the crime for
which his wife was sent te the scaffold,
and shkould have been then and there
raleased.

It transpired during the trial, how-
ever, that Le had disposed of the furni-
ture obtaincd under a  Thire-purchase
agreemeént, and on leaving the dock at
the Old ‘Bailey he was re-arrested by
the police on this charge, and subse-
quently sentenced to eighteen. months’
imprisoniment.

One has evidence to prove that, had
he been liberated on his acquittal by

found that he was undergoing twelyethe Old@ Bailey jury, he might have been

I shall send,

!»‘

able to satisfy the Home Secretary as
to the inmocence of his wife, and thus
have saved her from being ‘“hung by
the neck until she was dead.”

Being himself g prisoner, though on a
minor charge, this could not be done,
and poor W——, having served his
eighteen months at “the Secrubs,” ‘now
walks about London in a half-dazed
condition, vainly trying to establish his
wife’s innocence.

Having worked out ten months and
two weeks at the mat-making business,
without anything more sensational than
a slight collision with “the powers that
be” at the Scrubs (of which more anon)
I was released on the morning of the
3rd of August, !

When leaving, I was handed, along
with some letters and money (which
had been sent to the governor by my
friends) a printed “certificate” granted
by 'Section 8 of the new Prison| Act to
all prisoners of good character whilst
under sentence,

In addition to" this official document,
I was given 10 shillings, the maximum
amount allowed to a prisoner in a local
jail, and a printed rai 'way ticket, which
would have passed me free of charge
from the prison to Bishop’s Road Sta-
tion (a penny fare)! I meed scarcely
say that I did not avail myself of the
hpgrallty of the prison authorities, but
paid my fare and kept the ticket.

0

MONOPOLY IN CAVIARE,

Stungeon Caught in Canada, but Roo(
Exported to United States, i

— i

The Toronto Mail - Bmpire” f
correspondent says: It Eas l‘;befa)‘:mtllviv:,-'
covered that the control of the supplies
of Canadian cavjare ig practically;
nuonp'pohz_ed by the TUnited States.
w(}tavmre is (()ibt:ﬁinedi1 from roe of the
sturgeon, and the chief fishing unds
are located in the Lake of thegvpgoodi
district. Some sturgeon are also got
from the lakes of Manitoba. Lalely
Mr. Harrison A. Watson, curator of the
‘Canadian section of the Imperial Insti-
tute, Liondon, wrote that several Eng-
lish buyers wished to store regular sup-~
plies of caviare from Camada, but the
depantment of fisheries find that all the
men in the grounds are paid agents ofl
American firms. Some difficulty will,
ttherefore, be met in meeting the wishes
of the English firms. Canada is the
largest producer of caviare in the world,
not ‘excepting Russia, but nearly all of
‘the Canadian anticle goes to the Uited
'States, whence it is shipped to Germany
and Russia, i

— 0

SABLE ISLAND.
ICranberries and Ponies from the Grave-
yard of the Atlantic.

The government steamer Afberdeen
which arrived at Halifax the other day
from Sable Island was two weeks in
delivering the supplies for the light sta-
tions, for in rough weather it is impos-
sible for a boat to land in the surf. The
steamer brought back to Halifax 117
barrels of cranberries. Ponies and éran-
berries are the only resources of the Is-
land which yield the government any
revenue. !Cranberries are worth about
$10 per barrel and ponies from $15 to
$40 per head. The steamer brought me
ponies to the mainland this season ow-
irig to the difficulty of getting them omi
board in the heavy seaway. Besides the
herds of wild Eonies the government
'will some day have a nice bunch of
‘well bred horses on the island. There
are several teams now there, used for
drawing the lifeboats, and Lt.-Col.
'Gourdeau, who takes a keen interest in
!horsq breeding, has a project under way'
to raise a suitable class of horses on the

island,.
s il
PUT PEAS IN BOTTLES.

Toronto Man’s Ingenious Scheme to
Clatch Suspected Thief.

Juliug Olshinetsky owns a junk shop
at 219 Blizabeth street in Toronto. Re-
cently he has had transactions with
John Costello Hinchey, of 219 Eliza-
beth street, whereby the latter has re<
ceived cash for beer bottles. Mhe fre-
quency of Hinchey’s visits aroused the
suspicions of the Hebrew, who feared
that he was being duped into repeated-
ly buying his own bottles. Subsequent-
ly he became convinced in his suspi«
cions, after having inserted peas in the
botjtles then in the shop. 'When Hin-
chey next presented himself with bot-
tles to sell, Olschinetsky turned them
upside down and the peas dropped out.
That settled it. A policeman was sent
for and Hinchey was placed under ar-
rest charged with theft.
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COLONiAL REMEDY.

No taste. No Odor. Can be glven in glags
of water, tea, or coffee, without patient’s
knowledge.

Colonial Remedy wili cure or destroy the
diseased appetite for alcoholic. stimulants,
whether the patient is a confirmed in-
ebriate, ‘“tippler,” social drinker or drunk-
ard. Impossible for anyone to have an ap-
petite for alcoholic liquors after using Col-
onifal Remedy.

Endorsed by members of W. C. T. U.

Mrs., Moore, Superintendent of the Wo-

man’s Christian Temperance Union, Ven-
tura, Cal.,, writes: ‘‘I have tested Colonlal
Remedy on very obstinate drunkards and
the cures have been many. In many cases
the remedy was: given secretly. I cheerful-
ly recommend and indorse Colonlal Remedy.
Members of our Union are delighted to find
a practical and economdcal tre‘a‘mment to
aild us in our temperance weork.

Sold. by druggists everywhere and by

mail.

Price $1. Trial package free by wdtlnl“‘
or calling on Mrs. M. A. Cowan (for years
member of the Woman’s Christian Tem-

erance Union), 2204 St. Catherine St,

ontreal.

Sold In Victoria by Thos. Shotbolt, John-
son street.




