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Terrible Tragedies. 

DESCRIBED BY A RVSSIAN WRITER 
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ble Cruelty of the Keepers and the Cxe-
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and How It Is Applied* t *•* 
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The ^interest of the world in the 
Russian .penal system is awakened by 
the capture of the island of Sakhalin 
by tha^Japanese. From time to time 
during the past quarter of a century 
the cfirilized world has been shocked 
beyonpmeasure at the tales of cruelty 
to wbfth the Russian convicts in this, 
vast prison have been subjected, and 
the d<p$hs of degradation to' which 
these Jonce human beings have been 

But Russia has been careful 
little of. the true picture of the 
ihould reach the outside world, 

paper and magazine writers 
gland, France and the United 

Btates'̂ have made repeated attempts 
to secfre authentic descriptions of the 
conditpns in this great prison land, 
and or the atrocious cruelties prac
ticed there, but none have ever been 

ccessful. Much has been 
at, and the world would 
credit these pictures of the 
.on. 
remained for a Russian to 
a practically authentic pic-
Sakhalin, and though the pic-
tempered by seeing things 
Russian standpoint, it is still 
that is so horrible that it 

staggers humanity. This story bf the 
horrorrf|of Sakhalin has been pub; 
lisheditn book form, and it is only 
translated extracts from the book 

can give here: 
'he First Impression, 

impressions are likely to be 
d. I shall certainly never 
e moment when our steam 

came alongside the jetty at 
8k. The landing was crowd-
aen. A few more steps and 
t in that sea which I so 

to fathom, 
the months I passed among 

fricts at Sakhalin I could not 
self from two impressions 
Id me in thrall, tortured me 

and oppressed my soul like a heavy 
burdem/ They still are holding my 
soul .under their ban and still are 
oppressing it., The .first of these Im
pressions ooncfernsmy trip to Sak
halin. Our steamer, which trans
ported the convicts from Odessa, re
minded me of«n huge barge, like those 
used in, our sea-coast towns for . tow-
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ly green, but. a step and yon sink 
in the deep, cold, sticky, and viscous 
mire. ; 

The remark about 'the neatness 
hardly escapes your lips when^you 
hear around the corner the rattling of 
chains. Harnessed to a cart, grasp
ing the shaft in \heir hands, convicts 
are dragging refuse to the sea. 

What a depressing sight to see men 
doing the work of horses. 

The road leads past the prison, and 
one can see the grimy window panes 
behind heavy iron bars. Right above 
us is the hospital and directly oppo
site the mortuary. 

The Chain Prison. 
The chain prison of Sakhalin 

tended- for the criminals of the worst 
kind. Officially it is calledthe "prison 
for the testing of conviots/'while the 
"prison for convicts Bhmtfngisigns of 
reforming," or the "fr^iprison," is 
used for convicts who have passed 
the test of the "chain prison:" • 

. "Our chain prison is bad, very bad," 
remarked the inspector. "We; are 
building a. new one, but.it will jtake 
years to get it ready." . . . 

"Attention!" calls out a guanl. A 
rattling of chains, and the convicts 
rise from .the benches. Oh Easter 
Sunday two of the convict* fled from 
the prison, in spite of the fact that 
the convicts in a body had given 
their "word of honor" not to attempt 
ah escape, as a punishment, all of 
them were put in chains. It is moist 
and close. Not an attempt at venti
lation. No attempt at making the 
place habitable. No effort to make 
existence'tolerable. Not even the 
usual convict chests are to be seen 
anywhere. Bare benches, filthy, straw 
mattresses are bundled together at: 
the head end of the benches. A 
mangy, lean cat plays among the 
benches and purrs Ingratiatingly. The 
convicts are fond of animals, for they 
alone regard them as human. 

In the center of the room is a tabic, 
or rather a tall bench. It is triangu
lar In shape, wet and dirty, cov
ered with bread crumbs and filthy tea 
cans. 

We enter a cell, where we find two 
convicts chained to barrows. 

''Let's see your instrument!" 

Ill 

i' 

i' f 

"* 

& 
Vl 

if 
&*•> 

T 

'sOMm 

. -• 

M, 
•JjJ 

> 

% 

r 

2n 
*-r & 

PRISONERS. 
ftlmcEo 

FOR 
Lift 

AnuRom 
JusfiKr 
OfOmtti 

roisTYCH. 

<s 
? $ *•, 

' -

fi-

if.? -

, ,J»s* ^ ,Jf 

fcsf i A i 

servi 

is no 

intra 

tng t]j^ refuse, aitd dumping it Inio 
the bA. And these convict stations 
and Settlements seemed to me mra 
monstpous dumping grounds. 

It made me sad to think that down 
in the; prison settlements and all 
around; me all traces of the human 
whieh£ may have remained in this 
refuse'- were; irretrievably doomed to 
perish^; • l\ I 

The | second impression concerned 
Sakhalin Itself. 
. My 'first steps on the island' ap-

took me l>ack at least SO 
the history of Russia. The 
compulsory toil, th|» cringing 
and doffisp of cai»land many 

(igns brought |b 1 ' " '" 
serfdom. 

| first impression of Korsak-
pleasant - T^ere 

tqgX^thja, first gHanceitolre-
>u of the galleys. It is a neat 

Two rows of pretty little 
ff Officials are located: oh 

ot a rather steep hllL The 
a long way up the moun

ts a low one-story building, 
not command the vlMr nor 

Itself upon thfv ' " 
of settlers line MlK sttesvof 
. -Nothing h#-ribl«i 

•ombe^is revealed at first sight. You 
are tetssivtm mm* > ap
parent respectability of the plaev 
and d iving up t|esrqad. to > Kontai-
koffsk you ^milevjpdMtuUik^ "TOhi; 
thls ii yerr »eat,»ran|ptStodipE" 
#ut irait! * Sattalif jf% *wpop, 

i£b9 n face of fwfiich fr covered l>y 
"feuendows, it looks charminE-
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The 'lusty' barrow squeaks,- the 
chains rattle, and the men attached 
to the barrow show us the implement 
of torture. 

The barrow, which, weighs about 
100 pounds, is welded to the chain 
around the convict's ankles. 

At one time the barrows were weld
ed to the handcuffs, but now the for
mer is the more usual method. No 
matter where the convict may turn, 
he .drags with him the unwelcome 
burden. He even sleeps with it on a 
bench made specially for the purpose. 

"How long is he condemned tb be 
Chained to the, barrowt" I asked. 
"For two years; aiid*the;cojivlct be

fore him had slept in this bed tor three 
years." 

I approached the "bed." The head 
end of the bench is worn out:with 
the friction of the chain. The wood 
bad rubbed up against the iron for 
five years. "Even the .wood wears 
opt," grumblss the convict 

The punishment is very cruel, and 
would be Intolerable if the convicts 
did not ease their burdens now and 
then. It is impossible te chain the 
:caanrijpts so fast asgto ibsplutely pre
vent Jheir {toeing tienuke^res. With 
'the belp # their mtftes- Sometimes 
they grease the chains with soap and 
take off their burden at night under 
incredible agonies. But still for a few 

month they manage to rid 
of their Incubus. . . ^ 

A|l ar&nd us we 'see angnry ^bces. 
pfh«f pe# hopelewly into the ftture. 
The glances are cold, hard, somber 
and bitter. ; 

Among tbo Gained convicts 
ara oapturad fugitives, relapsed mut̂  
derers, and many still .waiting to po 
sentenced. 

"Why were yon convicted?" ins
pected of mdrder." "And you''"Sus
pected of thoft." "And you?" "Sus
pected of murder." Nothing bat 
"suspects!" "And you?" "Killed two 
men." The reply came frank, sharp 
a n d  f i r m .  . . .  

She Female Frison. 
The prison for women Is very small. 

It consists of one ward which holds 
ten persons. The women convicts of 
Sakhalin are punished for their crimes 
in a special manner. They are given 
away to settlers as so-called "life 
mates." Only those are in prison 
whose cases have not been finally 
passed upon. Two women arise as we 
enter. One is an old Tcherkessian 
from the hills of Caucasus,, who does 
not speak a word of Russian. The 
other is a young woman. She was 
banished for life because she had 
induced her godfather to kill her hus
band. 

"Why?" 
"I was married to him against my 

will, and I loved my godfather. I 
thought they would send us, away 
together. But they sent him to one 
place and me to another." 

In Sakhalin she committed a crime 
rare in the anitals of the Island. She 
had defended her life mate with a 
gun. He got himself into a fight 
with the settlers. Nine men sur
rounded him, and were beating him. 
She rushed to her hut, grabbed a 
rifle, and shot into the group. 

"You must have learned to love 
your life mate?" 

"Of course; would I have fought 
for him? I might have been killed. 
He's a good fellow; I hoped I could 
live with him to the end, and now 
there's a fine tness* to be in." 

She dries her tears and sobs si
lently. 

"Nothing will happen to her," says 
the Inspector. "She will be convict
ed and given to some settler -in one 
of the distant settlements. Women 
In Sakhalin are not punished." 

Perhaps some people may consider 
this impunity. But what greater pen
alty could there be for a woman who 
loved well enough to risk her life, 
and who was sentenced now to be 
"given away" to another man? 

What a dreadful custom, reminding 
one of bygone ages! In the days of 
serfdom it was .customary to give 
people "away," toying with their life 
and happiness. Of all the prisons in 
Rykoffsk this little prison impressed 
me mOBt sadly. 

The Execntioners. 
'Hallo, baby!" "Hallo, uncle!", 

"Don't you call me nucle, baby; for I 
am your godfather, or really your 
life mate's godfather," merrily ex
claims Tolstych, the old executioner 
of Sakhalin. 

"And how do you come to be his 
godfather?" I ask. 

'Ha, ha, your honor, I knouted 
him." " 

'Have you knouted many peo
ple?" Tolstych smites. "Well, Just 
as many aB you see hereabouts, your 
honor." Tolstych is about 60 years 
old. He does not look a day over 
40. He is a good-looking man, with 
a fine mustache and- carefully shaved 
chin. He is wealthy, according to 
Sakhalin ideas, and is somewhat of 
a dude. Tolstych wears a coat, top 
boots, and even a leather cap, which 
is the acme of Sakhalin ffcafiinnw. He 
always jokes and is full of fun. "Why 
were you banished ?" "Because of the 
old woman!" He had killed his wife 
with a hatchet. "Why did you do it?" 
"She was no good." When he «««"» 
to Sakhalin he did not lose courage. 
He soon found out what he was best, 
fitted for. Cruel by nature, strong 
and agile, he became an executioner. 
Man is born to be an artist. He 
an art of everything. Give him any 
Instrument, and he will soon use It 
like a virtuoso. The inspector com
plained: "With a skilled executioner, 
it is hard to tell whether he knouts 
as terribly as it looks and sounds. 
Apparently h<6 deals a terrible blow. 
Your heart stands still when he 
catohes hold of the knout. And «n»n. 
if he wants to, his knout will fall 
weakly and painlessly. Those rogues 
knoW how to do it, and there is no 
way to control them." 

Tolstych brought the art of knout-
ing to perfection, but he bled the 
convicts. If he was well paid, the 
convict arose after a hundred blows 
with the knout without discomfort 
Otherwise woe was In store for him. 
He was smart enough to do his busi
ness without fear of detection. The 
authorities could not find proof 
against him, and the" convicts feared 
him. But as they could at least bar-
gain with him, they considered him a 
convenient man in the executioner's 
office. 

After the expiration of his penal 
servitude he became a settler. He 
starred a small store and knouted only 
occasionally. 

"For a year they had no execution
er in prison. Many! judgments ac
cumulated, and they called me to 
execute them. Well,, I knouted 60 
men for three rabies." 

"day, Tolstych, is it true that you 
knouted a convict to death for 15 
rubles?" 

'This Is Sakhalin, 'your honor," 
grinned the torturer. 

Aa undersized, hairy little man makes 
his way cautiously under the windows 
of the prison office at Alexandrassk. His 
very; walk is peculiar, and reminds 
one of the attitude of a mongrel cur 
sneaking around the kitchen door 
and keeping an eye on the windows 
for fear of boiling water. It is Kom-
leff, , the oldest executioner of Sak
halin, but now retired. He heard 
thai Tumanoff, a tramp, was to be 
hanged at Alexandrottsk for shooting 
at a guard. And now he eiune from 
his settlement to apply for'the pros
pective Job. 

"Nobody can hang as well as I." 
He liad hanged 13 men. in Sakhalin, 
and, being a specialist, hoped to earn 
the three rubles. In the meanwhile, 
pending the execution, he hired him
self .out to the . wife of a settler :to 
mind her children. Snch are the cos-
tomf of Sakhalin. 

Komlelf came from Kostroma. In 
centfal Russia, where he had studied 
for the ministry, aid waa fond of 
Scriptural texts, particularly from the 

f -Vs'.•'-"•A 

Old T—tamwt Bi «• 
to SO years' hard labor for highway 

in bfoad daylMt. q* tor 
•order. He Ifcd list 

tNMfc Bak l̂ln. bqt was caaght at 
th*? narrofMt of Mb Tartar 
straits*' hiving almost crossed over 
the continent For this attempt he' 
received M lashes with the knout, and 
his time waa extended another 20 
years. Executioners were very busy In 
those days, and Terski, a famous Sak
halin executioner, needed a helper. 
The convicts drew lots, and Komleff 
waa chosen for the post 

But Komleff still dreamed of free
dom. U1889 he Igalia broke jail, was 
aaught̂ agatq, ana' received US years 
additional.. 3-
"Fifty-five year9' hard labor," proud

ly exclaims Komleff. Besides, he was 
sentenced to 45 lashes with the knout 
Terski "waited" on his.puptt 

"Well, dear scholar, lay thee down, 
and I will show thee how to, knout," 
said Terski. And he "showed" him. 
Thirteen years later Komleff said to 
me, "I am still rotting." He Mired his 
back. His body looked as If it had 
been seared and branded with hot 
Irons. It was terrible to see. Thick 
white, scars covered a portion of his 
back, and elsewhere instead of skin 
was seen a thin reddish membrane. 

lve. "Forward!" Ivaa WaaaJntin, a 
very *mng CsUow. aliMMt a boy, 
the list to 

lafctH Mi 
from Caucasus; i Russian who had 
escaped from a Siberian prison fol
lowed the hillsmea. They had all 
been sentenced to corporal punish
ment The vordlct waa read out loud, 
all those present standing up. Then 
followed the doctor's examination and 
the investigation of-previous corporal 
punishment, and the doctor signed the 
report. 

The document was handed to the 
convict, who had to certify la advance, 
that he had received the punishment. 
The Russians obeyed and signed the 
papers; the letters which composed 
Wassjutin's signature were almost 
an Inch apart, for his hand did not 
tremble, but fairly danced over the 
paper. The Caucasians could neither 
read nor write, and they did not un
derstand Russian. 

"Take your shirt off! Off with it!" 
The Caucasians failed to understand. 
A volunteer interpreted with many 
gestures, attempting to shpw them 
what was wanted. They staled sul
lenly, suspiciously, and /without un
derstanding. Finally they slowly un-
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The punishment must have been some
thing dreadful. Thus one execution
er jested with another. But soon Ter
ski was detected taking a bribe from 
a convict and promising to spare him 
in consideration. 

Terski was sentenced, to 200 blows 
with rods, and Komleff was called 
upon to administer the punishment 

"You taught me to handle the 
knout. I will show you. what can be 
done with rods," he grinned. Terski 
is rottiQg y«t. $That he did to Kom
leff was child's play to Komleff's re
taliation. 

"According to the law of Moses," 
jested the fiend, "eye for eye, tooth 
for tooth. I can knout I was taught 
how on my own carcass." -

Convict Gubar, who had attempt
ed to escape, and who was sentenced 
to be knouted for cannibalism, had 
to be taken to /the hospital after 45 
of Komleff's blows. He died three 
days later without regaining con
sciousness. Komleff had been bribed 
to do this by convicts. who hated 
Gubar. 

Corporal Fnnlshment. 
Ivan Grusdeff, sentenced to 80 

lashes with the knout for giving an 
offense, was brought Into the office 
of the doctor at the Sakhalin prison. 

"Your name?" "Ivan Grusdeff." 
The doctor throws a. glance at the 

documents, and sasns. 
"Merciful Heaven! Eighty lashes!" 
"The devil!" exclaims the" in

spector. 
"Eighty," repeats the assistant, 

like <m echo. 
"Eighty," whisper the clerks. Etery 

one looks curiously at the man who 
is about to receive 80 lashes with the 
knout The doctor examines the con
vict The minutes pass very slowly. The 
physician shrugs his shoulders. "Are 
you well?" "Yes, sir, quite well, your 
honor!" 

"Quite well, you say?" "Yes, sir." 
"Have you no pains around the 

heart?" 
"No, sir; none at all." J 

"Do you know where your heart Is, 
you ldtot? No pains in the side? 
Never? Don't you understand me, you 
fool? t>on't you feel pains occasion
ally?"' *V * ' 

"No, air, never." W; '*•. , . -
The physician looks wrathfully at 

the Imbecile. "Look at me. Don't 
you ever cough? Cough?" "No, sir; 
I never cough!" 

The doctor is beside himself with 
anger. He throws a look of hatred 
at the convict His glance seems to 
say: "Lie, you devil, lie, why don't 
you?" But the convict cannot see 
through it. "No, sir; never." 

The doctor sits down and calmly (in
ters: "Heart failure." In his anger he 
breaks the pen. The inspector looks 
at the doctor's certificate. "Exempt 
from corporal punishment Take him 
out" Everybody heaves a sigh of 
relief. "The damned idiot!" said the 
doctor later to me in confidence. "I 
had a' hard time to save him. He was 
as sound as a bell. But what could 
I dp? Eighty lashes mean sure death. 
What- the devil do they mean by sen
tencing a man to such punishment?" 

The corporal punishment was ad
ministered at five o'clock. We ac
companied the .physician to the office. 
The "horse" stood In the gangway; 
two bundlea of rods carefully tied 
together uid about , six feet long, lay 
alongside- the "horse." Seven men 
were lined np against the wall ot the 
doctor's offlc% The ̂ executioner 

the 

"Talk 

untidy 
to tin (fcOh play. 

its 

dressed. The doctor approached one 
of them with a tube and an asoulata-
tion hammer, but the Caucasians 
jumped back terrified. Finally the 
doctor.gave up in despair. r 

It was BardunolTs turn. "Were 
you ever punished before?" "No, sir!" 
"Rub him!" A guard rubbed Bardun* 
off's®body with a cloth; the skin red
dened, and clear traces of former 
punishments became visible. 

I stood near the doctor, whose face 
was flushed with shame. 

"Ivan Wassjutln." Ivan neared the 
"horse." 

"Off with all clothes," said the exe
cutioner. It was a long while before 
he grasped the meaning of the words. 

"Lie down.": 'Wassjutln mounted 
the "hone" astride. 

"Take your hands off, He down; 
put your arms around the horse." 

Wassjutln embraced the "horse." It 
was humiliating, horribly humiliating, 
to see a naked man stretchied on that 
"horse" and awaiting the cruel lash. 
Chruspel,. the executioner, looked like 
a dog into the inspector's face. , . s 

"Thirty rods." .. Chruspel picked up 
a bundle of rods, drew-one out of 
the bundle with astonishing agility, 
retired a step, and waited. 

"Go ahead!" The rod whistled 
through the air once or twice before 
the'inspector counted one. Then an
other whistling sound, and a red stripe 
was seen on t£e quaking body. "Two, 
three, four, live." 

Chruspel threw the rod away and 
took up another. He Walked over to 
the other side of the horse. Five 
more blows fell on the other side of 
the body. 

Every five blows required another 
rod, and Chruspel changed his position 
for eacu rod. The sound ot the rod 
whistling through, the air almost broke 
one's \heart, and the Interval between 
two blows seemed like an eternity. 

The inspector counted: "Twenty-
nine,, thirty." ,5# 
. Wassjutln rose on the horse'and sat 

astride. His eyes were filled with 
tears. "Get off!" 

"Two and a half minutes," said the 
doctor. 

I thought it had , lasted an hour. 
Then came the Caucasians' turn. 

Chruspel laid them down on the horse 
one after another. He used the knout 
on them "in accordance with the ver
dict." A look at the Inspector ex
plained to Chruspel what he was to 
do. / He graaped the knout in the 
middle,; which Is the punishment of 
the "half knout". > 

Barduuoff trembled and shivered. 
He looked helpless like a hunted rab
bit, and attempted to smile. Chruspel 
poked him In the ribs. "Lie down." 
Bardunoff convulsively clasped the 
horse and pulled himself together. 
Chruspel' swung 'the knout with an 
ominous movement This was not a 
punishment "in accordance with the 
verdict of the court;" this was a 
private transaction, according to 
the customs bf the Sakhalin prison in
spectors. t ' 

The room was perfectly still; not a 
breath was heard. 

Chruspel gazed inquiringly at the 
Inspector. The latter looked about 
for a moment in confusion, glanced at 
the . doctor and me, and finally made 
a sign to the executioner. Chruspel 

•grasped the "half lmOut" A sigh of 
relief was heard from everyone In the 
room. BardunolTs body trembled con
vulsively. Heaven knows what ter
rible blow* the man had expected. For 

were different in a  ̂day!. Fsmbfcr 
the punished convict had * ChaalLtw 
Inspector for the knout " • 

"But why?** 
"For the Instruction. It was the 

custom formerly. He had to get up. 
bow down to the -ground, and aay: 
Thanks, your honor, for teaching me, 
a knave and a fooL' 

"Now things are different There's 
no system. It's the faolt of the hu
manitarians." 
. There are many inspectors who can
not imagine an unwhlpped convict; A 
convict who has never besia whipped 
'is in their eyes no convict 

One of these, inspectors, called the 
Iron Nose, left a. memorable refuta
tion. „• ^ ; 

In the morning'̂ t roll call he used 
to mutter the qMvlct&,to jpe who had 
escaped the kabut longer: than it was 
healthy for:httnL • 

"Well,"stony, why are you standing 
so dlsrespeettolly? You have one foot 
an inch ahead of the other. Come, 
now, my son, lie down." 

When .the convict behaved himself 
well—that is, stood without seeming to 
breathe, and perfectly motionless, so 
that the Ipi Nose could ibid no fault 
with him, ne used to.sty:.; :t 

"Here, you 'Sunday-school hoy,. cofli* 
here. Lie down, my deab; Sxoeutloi-
er, give fcim at fewrbut .rea} Kot ones!*' 

"But why, your honor?" 
"You dare to speak? Lie down!" 
The only unwhlpped convict in the 

place was his cook, who really under
stood cooking to perfection. For this 
reason he was under the particular pro
tection of the Inspector's wife. 

"Don't you dare vt9 touch Gregor," 
she warned her husband. One day she 
went on a prolonged visit, and when 
she returned her husband looked at 
her sheepishly. "You had Gregor 
knouted?" exclaimed the wife, in 
horror. ' t > ' i 
-"Yes, my angel, t had to have him 

lashed; don't be angry, my darling!" 
L. was considered one of the most 

heartless Inspectors in the service. 
When he was sober there was no soft
er spoken man on the island. He was 
in the habit of addressing the convicts 
as "dear boy," "little brother," "angel," 
and hardly said anything without add
ing: "The Lord be with you/' 

He used to beckon a convict with 
his little finger: "Come here, my dear 
fellow, lie down; we shall sprinkle 
yoh some." j 

The convict fell at his feet. ''Why, 
your honor? Pardon me." 

'Tut, tut, my beloved; what are you 
saying? Am I angry with you? I 
have nothing against you. Lie down, 
my good boy. And because you spoke 
we will add five more." "Mercy, your 
honor." "Well, now, my dear boy. 
This |s not at all: nicfe. Your master 
says: "Lie down,' and you do not iush 
to obey. Five more. " - Lie down, 
brother." 

"Now, that's better, my dear. The 
Lord be with you. Sprinkle him, Ivan. 
Slower, harder. Don't hurry; Take 
your time." And when the convict 
howled with pain he wo«|ld a.dd: "Nevei. 
mind, never mifid, hold outThe l«?rd 
suffered, too; and we; mu^t follow 
Hlm/'Ep; 

:'v Former Methods. *' 
"When I used to come to roll call," 

boasted K., "I was in the habit of say
ing: 'Good morning, dogs. Good morn
ing, jailbirds.' And they always re
plied, joyfully: 'Good morninft&yotafei 
honor.' For they knew that I was In 
good humor. If I came and did not 
call them dogs they^kne* that soma» 
thing was brewing. When I ordered 
knouting they fainted with fear. I used to 
say: "Knoutsandspadesto dig a grave.' 
I "wanted to make them believe that 
some one would be knouted to death. 
My assistants pretended that they were 
calming me. Tho convicts were wal
lowing in the dust before me, and 
wept for mercy. But corporal pun
ishment is no good. ; In my opinion 
nothing beats solitary confinement 
Worse than knouting. Two weeks of 
solitary brings them all to their 
senses. Come, and I will show .you." 

We entered a gangway . which waa 
narrow and dark. On both sides were 
narrow cages, with tiny windows In 
each door. The air in the gangway 
made breathing impossible. It smelled 
like a dog kennel. The moment we 
entered the gangway blood-curdling 
oaths and cries were heard on all 
sides. The convicts howled in frenzy 
and attempted to burst the|r doors. 1 
Was reminded of a madhouse and of 
Dante's Inferno. 

"Let Gussoff out," commanded the 
Inspector. 

The guard approached his cage. 
From the cell arose a maddened roar: 
"Don't come n#a '̂ don't come near; 
I will, murder yo#{":. • • 

"Well, perhaps jiyoii'd better leave 
him," calmly remarked ^K.c v . 

"Don't >ou see nbw that this is more 
effective than knouting? Knouting is 
nothing.". . 

, • 1 w. dorashevitsch. 
' * • 

KtSenseless.Display. 
Sensible Americans are disposed to 

laugh when they read that King Ed
ward of England has thrown the 
world of extreme fashion—those who 
live for tailors and dressmakers—Into 
a turmoil by changing the crease In 
his trousers, but they wlir be disposal 
to applaud Queen. Alexandra if her 
latest example prove the vogue. The 
vulgwlty of the display of diamonds 
*rid other gewgaws has become out
rageous In England; Therefore the 
queen Is frowning upon the barbarous 
display and is setting the example and 
the fashion by wearing studiously sim
ple ornaments, such as a little brooch' 
or small collar. These rao^st orna
ments *Bhine conspicuously by contrast 
with the coronets, ropes, sunburst* 
apd "tararas." Let us hope, ^ys the 
Philadelphia Ledger, that the fashion 
of simplicity will go so far thi>t the 
prevailing habit in America vnong 
the millionaires of carrying a ound 
with them a whole jew$lrf shop and 
of being robbed of theilr wareip con? 
tlnuously will fall into idetfuetude.^*-*'• 

Didn't Seem Impossible. V;;; 4 
"Do you think you could - learn.' t6 

love me?" he asked the 'lady,vas"ha' 
looked Into her trembling orbs. , 

"Well," she said, archly, ''popular ed
ucation has advanced with such rapid-
strides that one can almost-leant' any* 

,* thing in these days!"— t̂ray fltorlM. 

ABOUT EYE-STRAIN. 

jnlcAiAmcnon 
* \ 

' ] ; . »tee em the Ca—as and Treat-
,vi aunt of Vhalty ̂ saal :•. 

Organs. 

In a recent number of the Journal of 
the American Medical association. Dr. 
Lewis S. Dixon, of Boston, makes some 
fnterestii|g observations in regard to. 
the above-named topic. He calls atten
tion to the*iact that the eie his alwaya 
been atndled stsoviy as at part ot tha 
bod*, uader philology, and contends 
that it needed to be studied as an optical 
Instrument, under Optics, a branch of 
•cieace in -̂which our toowifdge is 
^mattematiea r̂ accurate.-̂ ; Thê  
.ex^natiOtt that eyes sib 

iot wor] 
^he conviction is^exjtte'̂  -that.no bi^ 
gan of the body should Caiitoperform its •* 
own particular function or show diffi
culty in its -performance unless some» --
thing is out of order. The proper thing: 
to do, according to Dr. Dixon, is not to 
give up-its use, but to find the trouble,-
to correct it if possible; laid to restore 
theoigan to asefulnesa. 

3%e w^ter iafoiiasSua that the eye . -
»arte»»«s mOch *s |v«rfthlng-rtse^a«, 
!the' h«nub body. |Ea«jh,person," • he ^ 
amtes, "is sj^rn..;with 4ils 
eyes; sometimes they are correct, often* 
jer not so. Often they are not alike and; . 
cannot work together properly." Vision 
is corrected by the ciliary muscles, 
which are made to work; but when they ' 
are overtaxed, they are liable to exhaus
tion and this, in turn, gives rise to seri
ous consequences. It is fouad to bean 
actual fact that eye-strain is often the ^ 
principal factor producing nervous de- g ? 
blllty, hysteria, melancholia, vertigo,' 
nausea, insomnia, nervous dyspepsia, 
palpitation of the heart, general nerv-4'1" | 
$UBneS |̂: irr^Ut '̂;:faintbM^weari-r 
neBS, headaches, constipation and 
dosena of~otherMMU>ying conditions. , ̂  
' Eye-strain, the author maintains, is a . ~ 
permanent waste of nervous energy in 
correcting the slight congenital and per-1 f[ 
manent errors in the shape of the eyes. 
This waste is not felt by a strong, 
healthy system, but is ready to become a y 
decided tax whenever the system gets 
below par, and its effects are intensified 
Immensely by continued close work. 

Wehn once the muscles have been 
taxed to the point of exhaustion, and;, ^ 
nervous reflexes or disturbances set up - '  ~ 
elsewhere, then any effort to force the ' 
eyes to continue their work may causer ' | 
hctual physical dadiage requiring a '-
iong time to repair. It is like the break
down that comes from overwork in any 
other way—repair is slow and some- j 
times never perfect 

Now that the cause of eye-strain Is 
known, we have the choice of two meth- " 
ods of relief—w^ may remove the condi
tions that make.it a burden, or we may V-* 
correct, but-not remove, the cause. - -

Theoretically, the doctor insists, 
glasses should ber worn constantly since - -
the errors are fixed, but if the eyes can 
once learn how to rest, they are usually ^>••<• 
able to bear their overwork a fair share 
of the time without bad results; but they ( j 

The dislike to wearing glasses Is so 
great and; universal, the reason for 
wearing them so little understood, and 
the temptation to the oculist to avoid 
forcing such an unpleasant remedy on 
his patients is so strong, that they have v . 
heen worn generaily. for close work 
only, or for temporary reiief, and as lit-. 
tie (ts possible. But if glasses ^re need-
ed jU; all they are really,more beneficial 
When worif for resUng or distant vision ^ : 
than for close work; but that is exactly ^ 
opposite, the author tells us. to what 
people wish to do or find agreeable. Too 
many people decide to follow their own 
Inclination, but are sure to find later 
that the cost of so doing is much greater 
than they had expected. 

Glasses do not do a bit of the work the, 
eyes ought to ,do; they simply correct- f ' 
Imperfections. In conclusion Dr. Dixon . 
states that, contrary to the general idea, 
sharp, clear sight, so highly prized and v A 
the boast of many, Is not the proof or 
the test of a good eye; for many who 
have the keenest vision cannot use their 
eyes much or with any comfort. Easy 
vision, he maintains, vision that can be 
used and enjoyed freely, without - ' 
thought or fatigue, is the proper .test of 
a. good eye. 

y, 
CITIES' DISTINCTIVE SMELL 
Odd Effluvia Which Greet the Vos» 

trils in the Capitals of • 
iS; Europe. 

Some sensitive essayist should take 
the smell of place as subject says the. 

Chp?Ici®i P^F1* for*itainpie, 
Is hl|hly pe#ad%with : tl^ odbr 
burning chaTcoal »and, .;6emlngr vom 
•Parlfcto London, ike. is'i^tl7^B«|kiUii 4' 
by tie appeal of soot ICoixtm luks'a • 
reputation, ibtag undeserved,smells 
other than that of Its famous "water," 
and it has been said that in years of 
old a blind man could find his way 
about Cologne by following his nose. 
M0{£!ow .has an.odd p^fome.of its own. 
It suggests cranberries of peculiar pun
gency. And it never leaves the nose. 
Garlic, of cOurse, ls the basic small 
that50e^ ithe .stranger: who i#^a« at 
Calais Rut the most curious of the 
pmelfB'|of; 'ilaâ i»£hat M '<5*. vnumi 
burg. jThefprUlii writ«r. had tea-
Wondered what it'wai, having detected 
It even between the sheets of his bed 
at the most exorbitant hotel. On his 
third visit he was driven in a drosky 
from the; station with a fresh' young 
EngUsh girl, who had never been away 
from Kent before. "Now. do you smell 
anythlng?" he asked. "Yes," said the 
girl. "Old boots." That is the smell of 
St Petersburg. | Cent^narlah f «hoe 
leather. . * > ' • ?  -  •- • -  Ma; 4 *k 
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The Boy's' Tlew of It ^ | ' / 
"I had a.yeuiw iriend.'A a^ -

Upson Clark, of Brooklyn, "who was 
taken to the circus by his father, while "' 
his little>si8ter Lucy was left at home. 
Oft departiue tWf, toy balloons wen 
piirchaifed, |one #r |bim and |»ne t<k 

#er Bucjr. lfe'|bther jjra^carr^ ... 
ing them above the heads ofthe crowd, -
floating at the ends of their long 
strings, when ^e '̂jof tfcfem exploded. , 

expression. Then a look of peace ' JV' " ( 
atole.over his oouateasnoe, «ad he re*, ' J 
marked: 'It 's ' too bad Lucy's balloon's , l t  
spoUed, Isn't it?*" PhUsdelphl* riyK- * 
Lsdgar. ̂  'f  ̂


