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LIVES IN ft DEN OF SNAKES.
fi. Journal Woman Sees

the Crawling Jlorrors
That Surround Jiim

aqd Describes Them.
There Is a man In New York who lives

day In and day out In a room that con¬

tains two hundred snakes. The reptiles are

very much alive, too, and more than one

of them has the seeds of death in ltB
fangs. You may think existence under these
circumstances would be torture, but Dr.
O'Reilly looks upon It as delightful.

It was during the early part of a Spring-1
like evening that I climbed to the very tip¬
top of a big house in Fourteenth street
and knocked at the door of a room In
front of the last landing. It opened and
£ tall man bade me enter.

I walked in boldly, seated myself and
took a survey of the apartment. Of one

thing I was Instantly conscious. It was

tropically hot, and then.horror upon hor-
rorl There by my elbow, within a foot of
me, was a huge black snake. Its mouth
was open, its head was raised, and I
eeemed to feel myself being swallowed. To
prevent this calamity I jumped.how far I
don't know.
All this amused the doctor Intensely, be¬

cause the snake was dead.
After I had recovered from the shock a

fresh horror confronted me, vfor on the
walls hung two hundred snakes, all alive,
and, thank fortune, In cages. The sight
almost took my breath away. By degrees
I ventured near the cages, which were all
provided with glass doors.
The Doctor called my attention to a black

vicious appearing occupant of one of the
cages. " This is my especial pet," he said,
taking him out in his hands. "Isn't he a

beauty?"
The eyes of the snake glistened fiercely.

Its fangs were active, though I was as¬
sured they were perfectly harmless. Its
whole body was in constant motion. It
wound itself tightly about the Doctor's
throat and he kissed It. Ugh! I had to
shudder. I wondered If he really enjoyed
kissing that ugly, black, wriggling snake.
As for myself, 1 couldn't possibly see where
the pleasure came in, and I retreated a few
steps.

A FEARFUL INVITATION.
"Come nearer. He is perfectly harmless.

See here." The Doctor thrust the ugly black
head, the cloven fangs and the glistening
eyes into his mouth, at the same time
caressing the writhing body.
I drew a step nearer and finally conjured

up enough courage to touch the creature
gently with the tips of my fingers. It
really wasn't so bad, after all. The body
was as smooth as satin. I stroked it as I
would a kitten. The Doctor meantime hold¬
ing tirialy its head and tail-at my request.
Somehow, although assured of its harm-
lessness, I wouldn't have had that wriggl¬
ing tail coiled about my wrist or those
glistening eyes near my face for a mill¬
ion.
Next the Doctor went to a cage on the

end and took out a little snake about the
size of one's forefinger, and a yard or so

long. It was a pretty little thing. Even
In my cynicisms I was forced to acknowl¬
edge It. The doctor declared it perfectly
harmless, and also that it was at a very
interesting period, for it was just shed-
ding its skin.
"Poor dear, It's having a hard time. Let

me help you take off your coat, pet," and
the Doctor assisted the snake in crawling
from ltip old covering. "This is my little
king snake," continued the Doctor, "and
I know you will make friends with it
directly. This one is invariably the ladles'
pet. Just wait a moment, till he gets rid
of lils old cbat, and you'll hardly know him
in his new Easter outfit. Usually the
6nakes crawl out of their old skins without
Injuring the old coating, leaving it whole
and in good condition. Now come over
here and I'll show you a snake who has
just escaped his skin."

I looked and saw a small black snake
who had just cast Its skin about a cup
that had been placed in the cage for that
purpose. The skin was in perfect shape
and just by it the new coated creature
glistened in the lamplight. It was asleep
but Its eyes were open. Snakes always
Bleep with thier eyes open.

NOT AFRAID. OH, NO!
"Now, come here," said the Doctor; "I

want you to take this little king snake.
Don't be timid. I know you cannot be
afraid."
Mechanically, I put out my hands. I

made up my mind to take the snake if
only for a moment, for, you see, I wanted
to be able to tell my friends I had act¬
ually handled a real, live Bnake.
Twice I held out my hands, and each

time I withdrew them. I hated snakes
worse than ever just at that moment. I
looked at the snake again, and made a
third attempt. This time I closed my fin¬
gers over the thing I most detested of ali
animal life.

I wish I were clever enough to describe
the mingled sensations that seemed to
choke my whole body. No one can ever
know the sensations attending the touch¬
ing of a snake for the first time till thev
have tried It.
"Don't hold him so tightly. Handle

snakes as gently aa possible, always
They are not so likely to bite."

I loosened my Ironclad grip about the
still squirming body. I could feel the

^1, m"1! detestable creature twisting
his body- twirled and curved

about In all directions. Suddenly his tail
colled about my wrist. His head moved
up my sleeve Its fangs lapped iny arm.
It felt like pieces of thread being drawn
over my skin. My body shook from head
to foot. Notwithstanding tlie torrid-zone-
ncss of the room, I was very cold The
snake was wriggling up my sleeve and I
couldn t stop It. I felt ns If I, too, would
shed my skin If tills sort of thing con¬
tinued much longer.

Here's a few snakos you might havo
cause to scream over," said the Doctor
leading mo to a large cage filled with rattle'
snakes. By this time J had recovered,

klnS Bnak0 was calmly reposing in Its
cage.
"Make them rattle," I M10. And they

did rattle. Somehow, It sounded to me
like a lot of sleigh bells out of tune.

A SIGHT OF HORROR.
Then he showed me the deadly copper¬

heads, the adders, the garter and ribbon
snakes and explained to me all their char¬
acteristics.
"Just wait till I show you how my pet

will chase me about the room after a
mouse." The Doctor went to a cage filled
with tiny mice, caught one, chopped off its
teeth with shears, and then tied its tail
firmly to a string. The mouse frolicked
about on its forefeet. The blacksnake was

very quiet. Whatever happens, don't
move."

I watched In breathless Interest. He
opened the glass door, and th'e rattle of
the venomous creatures filled the room.
They were very angry. He hooked the rod
about the small snake and lifted It to the
floor a few rods from where I stood.
"Watch," he said, "but do not move

quickly; If you do ho will drop the mouse

and strike at you."
It seemed as if my heart was thumping

so loudly the snake must have heard It
and make straight for me. I didn't know
then the snake couldn't hear at all.
For some time the snake paid attention

to nothing but the mouse. I started to
move to a safer distance. In an Instant
he let the mouse go and turned his head
straight at me.
I gazed at the doctor In agony.
"Quiet," he whispered. "Don't move

again or he'll strike."
IN CONSTANT TORTURE.

I tried to keep my body still, but It
swayed from side to side in spite of me.
My skin seemed to be creeping and shrink¬
ing from my flesh. Slowly the snake raised
itself. It curved Its neck. Still its eyes
were on me. Its mouth was open. Its
fangs sparkled with venom.

I simply couldn't remain quiet another
instant. It wasn't natural for one to al¬
low one's self to be numbered with the
dead when there is so much going on In
life. I resolved to live. I made a bold
leap for the door. The snake leaped at the
same time. It just grazed my dress skirt.
I was paralyzed with fear.
The doctor seemed greatly frightened,

too. "Don't move again or he will kill
you. If you .value your life do as I tell

STRANGEST OF MONKEYS.
A Race of Simians in the Island of Borneo

Which Closely Resembles
the Human.

In the Island of Borneo is a race of won¬
derful monkeys. They are called the pro¬
boscis monkey from their long nose.
They are very large; Indeed, they are the

largest of their species, measuring four or
five feet in height when standing in an

upright position.
These creatures are seldom or never seen

on the ground, spending almost their entire
lives in the tree tops, where they are per¬fectly at home.
They are the most difficult to tame of all

the simians, being very wild and unman¬
ageable, and also on account of their size.
This monkey gets his name from his

curious countenance, which resembles a
man with an exceedingly Ions nose, and
they can also be recognized by a beard and
side whiskers which extend from ear to
ear under the chin, like the farmers' beards
in the comic papers.
They so much resemble a human beingthat travellers in the Interior often used

to mistake them for a race of people. One
of them was exhibited some fifty years agothrough England, the advertisements call¬
ing it the "Wild man of Borneo."
The natives who inhabit the Interior of

the island believe that these monkeys are
descended from an old man who retired
to the forest to avoid paying tribute to the
King, and they hold them in the greatest
respect for being clever enough to devise
this means of evading the responsibilities
of society and escaping the powerful hand
of the ruler. On this account also theycannot be induced to kill or injure one,thinking and believing that it might be a
relative.
They Inhabit the central mountainous

portion, principally, and are generallyfound in troops in the vicinity of streams.
Borneo has many other curious and won¬

derful plants and animals, but this is the
best known.

fi. NIGJIT
J1M0NE WOMEN PRISONERS.
Strange ReVelry iq

a Station Jlouse VVteq
the Police Make a

Big Raid iq the Slums.
I studied reformed New York late the

other night at a police station. I had been
told that the police have practically driven
out or suppressed slums and dives against
which the Parkhurst crusade was waged.
Yet I saw a score or more of prisoners

from the slums, captured in a raid, the
same garrulous, brazen outcasts as of
the palmiest days In the Tenderloin, as in¬
different as ever to the law, ready to take
Cheir punishment and then to resume thelT
hapless lives.

I arrived at the Fifteenth Precinct Sta¬
tion, on Mercer street, shortly after 7 and
found the prison cells unoccupied.that Is,

I followed her to the cell. We went
across a little bridge-like platform, up a

pair of Iron steps, and Into a square prison
room. It was dimly lighted. A great red
hot stove glowed in the centre of the place.
On. two sides were the horrid, dark, dis¬
mal cells.
The place was ill-smelling, notwithstand¬

ing everything was perfectly clean. The
great Iron doors stood wide open. Water
bugs played tag unmolested on the Iron
gratings. I couldn't suppress a shiver,
warm as the place was. I glanced side-
wise at the prisoner to see if she, too,
felt cold and chill and sick at heart. But

WITH THE MAN WHO EATS AND SLEEPS WITH SNAKES.
put on the floor, and the mouse suspended
before him.
It was a lively race, and a laughable one,

too. The poor mouse didn't know what to
make of It. Just as he was about to be
lost to sight In the big, dark cave of the
snake's mouth, the string was suddenly
jerked away and the mouse found himself
free and running about In another direc¬
tion hotly pursued by the snake.
"Now," said the Doctor, going back to

the rattlers' cage, "I will prove to you how
deadly are the fangs of these snakes."
The doctor armed himself with another

mouse and approached the rattlers' cage.
They were all colled up and very quiet.
Slowly he opened the glass door and
dropped the dainty morsel within.

JOYFUL IN DEAT3TS PRESENCE.
Entirely unconscious of Its Imminent dan¬

ger, the mouse scampered about gayly. The
snakes were all life In an instant. Slowly
they raised their heads. As the poor, un¬

offending victim flew pa«t the snakes, first
one and then another struck at him. Three
strikes and out.three of the snakes bit the
mouse and ho died. Then tho snakes woro
quiet. '

"So they are "not going to eat It, after
all," I said. Even before I had finished
tho sentence I saw tho heads of the snakes
lifting and they begun reeonnolterlng.
They hunted about for some tlmo. At

length tho smallest snake grabbed the
mouso. Its mouth closed OAfer tho little
animal's ear,

"I'll havo to tako the little snako and
tho mouse out or tho others will all fight
for it," Tho doctor took down a crooked
wire from the wall,
"Don't speak to me now, please. Keep

you. So long as you are quiet you are
safe."

I don't know how it ever happened. I
was too greatly frightened to remember,
but finally the ugly creature was once more

safely coiled behind the glass door of the
cage.
The doctor reprimanded me Justly.

"You came as near death by a snake as

you'll ever come again and escape. Let
me tell you this: Never move quickly in
the presence of a snake. Always be quiet."
As I ascended the steps to go home once

more I made up my mind I hated snakes
worse than ever. I know God -never in¬
tended a snake for a pet. Yet Dr. O'Reil¬
ly sleeps, eats and sits in the room with
200 snakes as his only companions. All
clay long ho studies them and puts the re¬
sults of his observations in articles for the
newspapers and magazjnos. There Is ab¬
solutely nothing regarding snakes that he
does not know.

GIVEN FREE LIQUOR.
Some Hotels Give the Cooks and Their

Assistants Regular Daily Rations
of Liquid Refreshment.

Tho foreign custom of dealing out a reg¬
ular beer and wine allowance to chefs and
their assistants in hotels is being adopted
generally in New York. Tho "swell" hotels
give liquor to their attaches much as a ship's
oliicers used to treat sailors before the
must,
Tho steward keeps strict account of the

quantity of liquor absorbed, and charges it
up to the profit and loss account in his reg¬
ular report to the proprietor. The amount
of liquor consumed in this way forms quite
a considerable item in the hotel expense
account. It is said, however, to insure tem¬
perance and tranquility below stairs.

CRESPO'S CONFIDENCE.
A Funny Incident Which Shows How the

Venezuelans Trust Us in the
Boundary Dispute.

Here Is an Interesting story about Presi¬
dent Crespo, of Venezuela. It apppeared
last week In one of the Paris journals.the
Petit Parisien.and In the translation
which follows an effort has been made to
give an Idea of the sprightly fashion In
which an imaginative French writer can
handle foreign news.
"Some time ago a troop of ambulant ac¬

robats debarked at Caracas, and. among
other 'artistes' there was remarked a 'Miss'
Americaine, who was a rare shot with the
carbine. The director of the troupe offered
to give the President a special repregenta-
tfon, and President Crespo accepted.
"Miss Mexisk. the young lady with the

carbine, astonished all present by the mar-
velkrns precision of her aim. Suddenly,
stimulated by the applause which was
lavished upon her, she begged M. Crespo
to place upon his august head a glass ball,
which she handed him, and whteh she said
she would "do her best to shatter with a
single shot.
"M. Crespo responded without hesita¬

tion: 'I accept, in order to* show well my
unlimited confidence in the Americans of
the North.'
"It is well known that the latter at this

moment sustain the Venezuelans in their
conllict with the English, who, following
their rapacious customs, wish to devour a
portion of their territory.
"The words of M. Crespo are therefore

explained.
"The shot was fired and the glass ball,

struck full in the centre by the bullet,
burst into a thousand pieces. .

_

"M. Crespo was right in having confi¬
dence In the Americans of the fcorth, and
the public of Caracas believe to have seen
In this Incident a happy augury for the
outcome of the Impending grave political
events."

the women's prison. I didn't go to see
the men's.
The matron took me to her snug little

room. I waited nearly two hours and not
one prisoner was brought In. New York
has Indeed reformed, thought I.
The matron read a paper. Things were

so quiet I began to get sleepey.
"Very stupid to-night, isn't It?" I ven¬

tured. "I'm afraid there won't be many
prisoners to-night."
The matron gazed at me over her glasses.

"Don't get Impatient. It's early yet."
Scarcely had she uttered the words when

I heard a noise outside. I peeped out.
Yes, there was a prisoner, to be sure. A
woman. I gazed at her earnestly. Could
this finely dressed, distinguished looking
female be a prisoner? I drew nearer to
listen to the charge.

THE FIRST PRISONER.
It was "disorderly conduct."
She was a tall, j^well developed woman

With flaming red hair. Her apparel was

stylishly put.together. Her fingers, as she
rested them carelessly upon the rail, I
observed, were covered with gems. Her
cheeks had a brilliant hue. Her brows
and lashes were vividly black. Her eyes
were extremely large and bright, and as

the light struck the gleaming orbs they
took on a queer, yellow shade.

Altogether, she was the most extraordi¬
nary looking person I had ever seen. She
gave her age as twenty, but I'm sure she
made a miscount. She stood before the
sergeant wonderfully composed. Seem¬
ingly, there was not a feather of her
make-up ruffled. No one would ever have
guessed she was standing before an officer
of the law.

no. She was as matter-of-fact as ever.
She talked into the dark cell as one would
enter a brilliantly illuminated ball room.
She sat calmly down on the hard wooden

pallet. Then for the first time the yellow
ejes gleamed straight at me. The fiercest
expression of anger I had ever seen stood
forth in "every muscle of her face. She
darted up from her sitting posture and ran
her long, slender fingers through the aper¬
tures of the iron crated door.
"What are you looking at me for, youdarn fool'/" she screamed at me with theferocity of an eagle. "You are gloatingover my misery, are you? Oh, if I could

get my hands on you, I'd settle you."I dreaded the look of those eyes. Theyfrightened me. I turned to go away.They were just bringing in two more un¬
fortunates, both women. I moved aside
and dropped into a chair in the corner.They wer^ both kicking and shriekingand swearing all/ at once. They were
steeped in an atiriosphere of whiskey that
pervaded the whole room. lioth, I noted,
were extremely young. Neither was out
of her teens.
Their dresses, dirty and ragged, were ab¬

breviated to their shoe tops and cut low
at the throat. Their hair hung in matted
masses down their backs, and blood was
streaming from the forehead of the youngergirl.
They were fierce as animals, and their

language was disgraceful. Once.insld^ the
cells the younger one dropped wearily
upon the bench and pressed her hand over
her wounded forehead.
The other girl paced up and down,

pounded the door and beat the walls. Her
cries and moans were fearful. For fullyfifteen minutes she kept them up. Then
she sank exhausted upon the floor.a rag¬
ged, filthy heap.

CAPTERED IN A RAID.
I still sat glued to the corner. Pres¬

ently there was a great noise outside.
The door was pushed open and a great
crowd of women poured in. I couldn't
count them, they kept coming so fast.

There bad been a raid. These were the
female prisoners.
The vast crowd before rue were of all

sorts xp*' conditions. Some were well
dressed, some poorly clad. Some were
young, some were old. Some were drunk,
some were not. Some were hilarious,-some
were crying. Some were refined lookingto a degree, others were utterly devoid of all
gentility. Nearly all had been drinking.Some were crowded in cells. Some, wliO
had stockings full of money, took chairs
and benches about the fire. I helped the
matron put one of the intoxicated wretches
on a bench. She was the only one in the
party who was actually stupefied with
liquor.

I took off her hat. It was a stylish af¬
fair. The girl herself.6he was about nine¬
teen or twenty.was very pretty. At
least, I should fancy she would be called
preoty when she was not in her presenttorpid condition.
She wore a wedding ring and a big dia¬

mond guard. Her dress was of crepon and
elaborately trimmed. Her underwear was
sheer and delicate. andv In fact, she bore
many Indications of rfli iement.
The matron removed her clothes and

fixed her comfortably in a cell.
I drew my chair within the circle about

the stove and glanced cautiously at tli*
six women who occupied chairs in th«.

There was nothing remarkable about the
looks ot any of them. There was a pretty
girl with fluffy hair and cherry lips, edged
with dimples. Then there were a re^l
golden blonde, all smiles; a girl with sin
alabaster face who didn't shift her ex¬
pression the whole evening; a thin nosed,
candaverous looking creature with a
twitching mouth and nervous hands; a
dashing brunette, all sparkle, style and
wit, an actress by profession. And last,
a demure little girl with a turnip head,
and the expression of a cat.

IT WAS "DOWNRIGHT JOLLY."
The six about the fire were inopportunely

mirthful. The prisoners in the cells had
allowed their groans of anger and sorrow
to subside.
"Say, girls, I call this downright Jolly. I

don't mind it a bit, do you?" piped the
fluffy-haired beauty, dimpling sweetly.
"Not a bit," said the sparkling brunette.

"I couldn't be with more congenial com.

pany."
At this they all expressed their thanks

and looked pleased.
"I'd hato to be sitting three or four to¬

gether like sardines in a box in those dirty
looking cells," spoke up the girl with the
turnip head.
The blond beauty shuddered. I ve never

been locked In a cell. I couldn't stand it.
"Oh, you poor, delicate baby' ' the black-

haired beauty said, as she gazed at her in.
scorn. "I've been locked up more times
than I have fingers and toes. That a

nothing."
"Say, girls, let's have some dancing.

Shall I give you a skirt dance?" Hie
blonde, all smiles, jumped up and drew
her skirts up to her knees "Oh, for some

music! Can't some one sing? Inat li an¬
swer all purposes."

HIGH KICKING. THEN A SONG.
The singing commenced, so did the danc¬

ing. It was a novel scene. It surpassed
all the theatres in New York for unique¬
ness. The heavy snoring in the cells still
continued. Those who were still awake
pressed to the grated doors to look and
listen.
Then above the din arose a coarse laugh.

Simultaneously we all turned In the direc¬
tion of the sound> The yellow-eyed pris¬
oner was standing at her grated door. She
beckoned to the matron.
"Let me out with the others," she said.

She would not be quieted. "Let me out.
she shrieked. "Let me out. I say. I can t
stand it here! Here"-she flung a diamond
ring through the grating."let me out, will

^°"Don't, please don't let her out!" cried
half a dozen voices at once. "We re afraid
r* her. She's a monster. She'll kill u.-.
"«hut up you old idiots! I've as much

risrht be out as you h2!e!" T^n th,e/1wis Vtattle of words. The most dreadfula.,h' oyer a person uttered was hurledbackiaa8nV't?rth. Every one joined in. It
».. thVmo8t awful din 1 bave ever heanL
Two or three ol(1 drunker Lags were
aroused and joined *n tbi garrulity. Nt»
one pretended to sleep or be quiet. All
were howling.

.At length the noise was hushed. Then
the dance was resumed. This time the
dashing brunette assisted. She nearly
kicked the skylight in the ceiling. The
blonde wasn't in it, for she could only
kick as high as the top of the stove.
Then, in the midst of all the high kick¬

ing the sweet strains of an old song
burst forth from one of the crowded cells.
The voice was a cultivated one. Every
note was classic and pure and mellow.
Instantly all was dead quiet. The blonde

paused with her foot in mid-air. The notes
of the song became louder and more dis¬
tinct The old gray walls reverberated with
the melody. Even the water bugs paused
in their game of tag. Not even the snore
of the drunken women was audible.
As the last notes died away there was a

wild burst of applause. The women on
the outside crowded about the cell wlienyo
the sounds had issued. The song bird was
a slight girl, with large, sad eye,s and a
hollow, white face. She shrank away and
hid her face in her thin hands. A sigh es¬
caped her pale lips, and then she burst into
a fit of weeping. We begged her to sing
again, but she heeded us not. f

AND THEN TO SLEEP.
"Oh! I'm so tired," said the blonde, go¬

ing back to her chair.
"Well, *1 ^fancy we all are. I'd give

worlds for a soft, warm bed," cherry lips
sighed.
"Oh! who's tired? Don't go to sleep!"

said the demure little girl, with a shud¬
der. "I can't sleep a wink in this place,
and I'll have the horrors if you all go to

sleep and leave me to keep vigil. That
yellow-eyed fiend will kill me, or hypno¬
tize me, or somtthing dreadful.
"Well, anyway, I'm going to take off my

shoes; they are just killing me by inches,
groaned the fluffy-hair, unbuttoning a
brand new pair of patent leathers. She
put them under the stove."so they wont
crack." she explained.
"Why your legs aint mates!" exclaimed

the blonde. "What's the matter with
them, anyway?" . .Miss Fluffy Hair's eyes flashed fire.
"What do you mean, you saucy wretch.
She drew her skirt to her knees and thrust
her hands into the right stocking. Here is an
exact inventory of the articles the cherry
tinned maiden drew from her silken huee:
Two handkerchiefs, three pawn tickets, a
small roll of bills, a penknife, a sachet
bag, a pocket comb, two soiled letters, a
little pocket calendar and a pair of gloves.
"Say, girls," began the girl with the

fluffy hair, "any one got some paper?"
"What kind.newspaper?"
"Any kind. I've got to do up my hair, or

I'll look like a fright to-morrow in court.
Just gaze at my hair. It's all out of curl.
I must have some paper. Oh, never mind,
though, thls'll do as well. Mie divided up
her handkerchief in even parts and strip¬
ped it off with her teeth.
Then she rolled up her flaxen locks into

tight little rolls. The rest of the girl- -al¬
lowed her example, and soon the whole
nartv were huddling about the great lno,
with their locks tightened like the strings
to a banjo. A very comical spectacle they
made. Even the pretty blonde looked ugly.
The yellow-eyed girl was sleeping, and

so were nearly all the inmates of the cells.
The curl-paper band were beginning to
quiet down.

, .

I left them as the first gray streaks of
morning were tlngelng the sombre walls.
Thev were nearly all sleeping. 1 lie git 1
with the fluffy hair had slid to the floor
Her arms were folded over the chair and
her head was pillowed comfortably on her
arms. She wore a happy expression. 1
wondered if she were dreaming of hotne.
The world never looked so bright to m©

as it did that early Sunday morning as 1
stepped once more into the free aii oi free
men and women.
My heart ached for the women I had left

behind for I knew it was but the begin¬
ning of the end. Some day they would
come to the station house, worn and old,
weary in bodv and mind, hopeless, home¬
less and friendless. There would bo no
crepon dresses, no silk petticoats, no dia¬
mond rings. .

I never realized before how heavenly It is
to be free. I never dreamed before of
the agony, the privations, and the unrest
of a prisoner, nor of the pitiable lives of
these women.


