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As | bappen to bave been present at
some of the most celebrated murder trials
in which various poisons were used during
the last filty years, heard the evidence saw
the prisoners and stood up when wretched
men and women bave been condemned to
death, it struck me that it might be inter
esting to run over a few sentational cases
of poision murders in Eogland during tbe
Victorian era. The trials have mostly taken
place in what we call the **Oid Biiley.”
It is really the Certral Criminal Court in
the City of London, close by Ludgate Bill,
attached to old Newgate Prison, outside
whose gloomy walls 1 have, as a boy, secn
seversl prisoners hanged in the earlymorn
ing amid the most hideous din and dier¢put-
able rabble that ever cursed a great city,
Happily that scandal bas ceased. -~ Publi:
executions ¢xist no longer in Englard
Men and very rarely, women, are banged
inside the prison walls, and in the presence
of the Sheriff and a few cflicials.

When you go into the Central Criminal
Court on the morning of a celebrated mur
der trial, the scene suggests anything but
sadness and gloom. It is a bugh, ugly,
uncomfortable, ill planned court, with a
dock for the wretched prisoner, large
enovgh for a regiment of soldiers, and
miserable accommodation for the barristers
and solicitors and officials connected with
the case, and a small confined ‘pen’ for the
jury.

But the bench appeinted for the Judge
is, on such cccasions, as gay as a garden,
and the wretched man or woman waitirg
trial, buddled up in a corner of the great
dock or standirg between two burly ward
ers in uniform, is fece to face with a pic-
turetque scene. Under a giant sword of
justice hanging on the wall, which takes
the place of the crucifix invariably|placed
in & French criminal Court, sits the Lord
Mayor of London in his gorgeous robes of
scarlet, fur and ermine. By his side :re
the sheriffs of London, in robes cqually
gorgeous, who are responsible for all the
details of the trial aud the custody cf the
prisoner.

Flitting about the court are the under
sheriffs, in black velvet court suits, adorn-
ed with cut steel buttons, knee breeches,
black si'k stockings and buckled pumps,
lace ruffl s on their wrists and a sword at
their side. _

When the Judge appears, often in scar-
let, with a heavy gray wig, provided it is a
«gaudy day’ in term time, all rise [after a
stentorian warning from the usher [of the
court. who is, as a rule, the city | toast-
master, the (flicial who stands behind the
Lord Mayor's chair at city banquets to ¢n-
pounce the toasts and act as fogleman for
the cheers. A curious occupstion, surely,
to lead the cheers and enthusissm at the

Guildball or the Mansion House, and to

call dread silence when in the Old Bailey
tke Judge puts on a black cap and a man
is sentenced to death.

You will notice that when the Judge
enters to try a men or woman for his or
ker life he carries in his band a besuti‘ul
bouquet of cut flowers, which he deposits
by bis side on his detk, which is not in the
middle of the bench, asin other courts,
but at the side, the centre being occuypied
by the Lord Mayor of London.

This bouquet is presented by the city of
London, and is a survival of the oldIcus-
tom when at such trials rue and rosemary
and sweet smelling herbs were scattered in
the prisoners’ dock, and in the precinc's

of the ccurt, for the purpose of disiniec
tion snd to allay what was then called
¢« goal fever.”

The first celebrated poison case of the
last half century was that of Palmer, a
local doctor, of Rugely, in Staffordshire,
who was charged with murdering by poison
bis friend Cook, a racing man, whose life
he bad insured, and to whom he owed a
considerable amount of money. Tbe ac-
{ual murder cccurred at the Raven Hotel,
at Shrewsbury, but the trial took place in
London, as often bappens, to avoid local
projudice in the selection of a jury. I re-
member as a lad at echool the Palmer case
created furious excitement, and in all our
clarsroums apd dormitories the Times
newspsper was in enormous requisition. I
was, | remember, appointed to read out
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the details of the trial to my bungry and
eager schoolmates. The case was tried
by Lord Campb«ll, a very drastic Scotch
Judge. **Jock”’ Campbell they used to
call bim. The attorney general prosecuted
¢end the attorney general was Alexander
Cockburn, atterwards Lord Chief Justice
o! Englend, a npame well known in Amer-
ica in connection with the Alabama claims.
For the detence was Sergeant Shee, an
olcquent Irishman, with an enormous
practice.

Palmer, the Rugeley doctor, was charg-
ed with poisoning bis friend Cook with
strychnine, a deadly drug of which very
li''tle was known at the time, and conse-
quently gave rice to a noteworthy discord
in the medical evidence There never was
such black and white swearing on this oc-
casion over the strychnine and its effects
At any rate, at the autopsy strychnine was
discovered in the murdered man’s body,
ard Palmer was proved to have bribed the
postboy who conveyed the contents of the
stomach for analysis to London to fall off
his horse and smash the contents of the jar.
Palmer, the doctor, throughout the trial
preserved the uvtmost sang froid and fully
expected he would be acquitted. The only
thing that puzzled him was the obsequious-
ness of Lord Csmpbeil, the Judge, who
was not wont to be civil to anybody. To-
ward the close ot the trial Palmer from the
deck tent down a pencilled note to his
counsel with these words written on the
paper: —*The old devil on the bench is too
beastly civil. He means to hang me !’

Palmer, the poisoner, was right. Harged
he was. Indeed, if he bad not been con-
cemned on this charge he would have been
hanged a dozen times on others, for it was
proved almost to demonstration that he had
got rid of half his tamily, whose lives he
had previously insured. Strychnine was
found in eacn case, and death occurred af-
ter ‘tetanus,’ or twisting up of the limbs, a
direct evidence of the eff ct of an overdose
of strychnine.

Another remarkable case was that of
Madeleine Smith, a lovely Scotch girl,
who poisoned the cup of chocolate she
cffered to her lover, who turned out a
blackmailer and a dastard. He was a
young Italian. Weary of a intrigue which
had become distasteful to ber, and anxious
to be honorably married, Madeleine Smith
severed her conrection with her lover. But
he was brute enough to tbreaten that it she
dared marry he would show all her passion-
ate and compromising letters to her intend-
ed busband. The girl was accused of
settling the diffi .ulty with a little poison in
the young gentleman’s chocolate that did
tor him.

The case was tried in Scotland. and so

much sympathy was ¢ xpressed for the lov
ely girl that a verdict of ‘Not proven”
was given, and Madeleme Smith was ac-
quitted.
Many years after a curious circumstance
occurred. It was related to me by George
du Maurier, the artist-novelist, and well
known to you all as the creator ot ‘Trilby.’
One lonely Sunday, in London, a friend
approached him and asked him if he had
anything particular to do; if not, would he
dine at the house of some hospital ac-
quaintances of his. We will call them the
Robinsons! They had given Du Maurier’s
friend carte blanche to bring anyone he
liked to ‘meal’ on Sunday, in an informal
way.

At the dinner table the conversation
turned on celebrated poison cases and trlals
Du Maurier launched out and quoted the
Madeleine Smith case, maintaing with
warmth that she ought to have been hang-
ed, beautiful or not, no matter what pro-
vocation there had been.

When he had done his harandue there
was a dead silence. Conversation fell flat
and the party broke up.

When they got outside, Du Maurier’s
friend said:—

‘Do you know what you bave done P

‘Done ! What do you mean ; done ?’

‘Do you know who your bostees is P’

‘Mrs. Rebinson, I presume; you told
me so when you took me to the house.
She can't have cliunged her name in an
hour !

‘But, my dear fellow, do you know who
she was P’

‘No! How on earth should I P

‘Madeilne Smith !’

Quick curtein.

The Lamson case was another one of
poisoning by a doctor. A little lad at
school, a halt brother, I believe, was in Dr.
Lameon's way, and it was convenient to

get rid of him. So the doctor visited bim

at schosl and took with bim as a present a
delicious esk#, well primed with strycbnive
Lamson, watching him all the time, with-
out furning a hair, saw the Jittle fellow ea*
the cake. The lad died. The doctor was
derervedly hanged.

All London was once very much excited
by the ‘“Bravo” mystery. Mrs. Bravo was
a beaut ful woman, in good society, who
had married an athletic, handesome and
very popular young barrister. She orig-
inally resided in Malvern, where ber best
friend was the local phbysician. Suddenly
they all removed to Balbam, a London
suburb, where young Bravo mysteriously
died. It wes charged that sntimony was
introduced again and again into the wine
be drank. continuously and in small quan-
tities. The poor young fellow sickened
and died. Aftera long and anxious in-
quiry Mrs. Bravo was acquitted.

The Mrs. Maybrick case is a poison wy-
stery of such recent occurrence, and it has
been so freely discussed bothin England
and America, that it will be unnecessary
to go into details of the arsenic extracted
from fly papers, tbe habits of the dead
man, bis illness and all the pros and cons
of this most extraordinary caute celebre.
I have heard as many eminent lawyers
capable of sifting evidence strongly oppose
the verdict as I have heard many, the
family included, maintain its justice up to
the hilt. For my own part I feel certain
that had Mrs. Maybrick been fried in
Scotland and not in England the verdict
would have been as in the case of Madel-
ine Smith—‘Not proven’—and this verdict
scems a very righteous one in a trial for
murder as opposed to the stereotyped
‘Guilty or not guilty.” Let us hope, any-
how, that justice in this disputed case will
be tempere1 with mercy, and that the un-
bappy woman, after all these weary years,
will be restored to the arms of those lov-
ing ones who have never ceased to main-
tain her innocence before the world.

So much in England deperds on the
temperament and summing up of the judge.
We have what are called ‘banging judges’
and judges who strain every point to avoid
the extreme penal'y of the law.

I was in the C.ntral Criminal Court
during the whole of the Penge murder
trial vhen two brothers Henry and Pat-
rick Staunton, the wife of ene of the
Stauntons, and Alice Rhodes, the mis-
tress of the other brotber— four inall—
were arraigned for the wiltul murder of
an old woman by neglecting to give her,
their moth r, the common necessaries of
lite. They  shut the poor lady up, they
treated her vilely and brutally and she un-
questionably died of neglect. The ques
tion was wheth. r it was wilful murder or
or manslaughter. The prosecution argued
one way, the detence argued the other.

Mr. Justice Hawkins summed up the
dead against the prisoners, and maintain-
ed tbat if it was murder at all it was ‘wilful’
in the wickedest sense.

The trial was not over until nearly mid-
night. It was a ghastly scene when all
were found guilty and condemned to death
in that dim, half lighted court, the feeble
gas supplemented by guttering candles.
As the solemn sentence was pronounced
the two women gave piercing shrieks and
and fell fainting into the arms of the fe-
male warders. The two brothers bud-
dled together and received their death
condemnation shuddering, band in hand.

Then a curious thing happened. Pablic
feeling was very strongly opposed to the
verdict. Protest after protest was printed
in the newspapers. The sentences were
commuted to penal setvitude in three cases
and Alice Rhodes, though I saw her con-
demned to deatb, was actually acquitted
and was afterward engaged as a barmaid
in the city.

In fact they tell a story that one day
Alice Rhodes found herself in the presence
of Mr. Justice Hawkins on some race
course, when the following conversation
took place : —

‘I say, Judge, do you know who I am P’

¢ I certainly do not,’ replied the popular
Judge.

* Why, I'm Alice Rhodes, the girl you
condemned to death!

Such a thing as a free pardon to a con
demned criminal bhas, I suppose, never oc-
curred betore. She, poor girl, passed
indeed through ¢ the valley of the shadow
of death.’

Oaly one o1 the Stauntons survived the
sentence. He was recently released, a
prematurely old and broken man.

CARE FOR THE WOUNDED.,

How England Looks Aiter Her Wounded
and Dyiog Soldiers,

Modern artillery’s effectiveness has put
a very different complexion upon the uses
and necessities of field hospitals. A field
hospital used to be very near the fighting
line—it was often actually under fire. But
nowadays, when artillery fire is commonly
effective at four thousand yards, no field
hospital could be allowrd sufficiently near

the fighting line to permit of the wounded
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has been saved, much needless suffering avoided or relieved
t_;y the wise counsels and advice given by Mrs. J. C. Richard,
he rich and the poor, as well as the learned and unlearned
have been alike educated in the construction and functions
of their special delicate organs, have been warned
against the countless causesof disease and shown the
way to restored health, love and happiness. Mrs,
Richard has just gublished a book entitled *‘ Woman
in Health and Di
interest to daughter, wife and mother. A limited num-
ber of copies will be Hlven FREE to all who send
10 cents Smmps or silver), to cover cost of mailing.
y for a copy.
Mrs. J. C. RICHARD, P.O. Box 996, Montreal,

A WOMAN'S LIFE}

sease !’ which will prove of much

being takendirectly to it, and the organiz.
tion of aid has been altogether altered.

In Sou'h Africa it bas be:n arranged
that all the eff ctive aid in the ficld will be
that of the army Medical Corps. Volun-
tary aid will confine 1tselt to the lines of
communication between the fields and the
base hospital and between the base snd
genersl hosyitsls. The working organiz-
tion is as follows : —

Accompanying the fizhting line are the
bearer ccmpanies of the Army Medical
Corps—tbree or four men to each regulsr
regimenfal company. When 8 man drops
out wourded, the Army Medical Corps
men pick bim up and take him to the near-
est dressing station, where he is attended
to as quickly as possible. From the dress-
ing station the wounded are taken to col
lecting stations, these being placed at
points where more shelter is obtainable.
In the case of collecting stations, it is
possible, of course, to select more effactive
shelter than at the dressing stations, where
shelter is more s matter of improvisation.
From the collecting stations the wounded
are carried as quickly as possible to the

field hoepitable. Here, generally speaking
they remain a day, and are then removed
to the baee hospital.

There will be twelve field hospitals in
Sou'h Africa, four stationary or base hos-
pitals and tour peneral bospitals, each with
1te complete staff. Tre distribution of these
hospitais will be determined by the offi ers
commanding in South Africa, and must de-
pend on the manner in which the military
situation d« velops.

Dreaded Diphtheria.

ITS AFTER EFFECTS FREQUENTLY
SHATTER STRONG NERVES.

Mr. S, McDougald Suffered for Yeavs and His
Doctor Told Him Recovery was Impos-—
gible—Agsaia Strong and Healthy,

Farmer and “*jsck of all trades,” is what
Mr. Salter McDougall styled himselt when
intervicwed by tbe News recently. Mr.
McDougald resides at Alton, about ten
miles trom Trure, N S., and according to
bis own statement bas been made a new
man by the the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills. When interviewed by the News
man, Mr. McDougall said:—“1 am only
too glad to give you any information you
msy want. Aoything I can say will not be
too good a recommendation for Dr. Wil
liams Pink Pills. Up to the year 1888",
continued Mr. McDougll, ““I had always
enjoyed goed health. At that time I had
a severe a'tack of dipbtheria, the after
effects of which left me ina deplorable
condition. I was troubled with a cons'ant
pain in my left side, just below the heart,
and at tim3s, dizziaess wonld cause me to
throw up my hand+ and fall on my back,
or side. My face, bands and fe:t would
swell and turn cold. ln tbis condion I
could ot move bands or feet and had to

 be moved like a child. My appetite all

but left me and I got very little sleep. I
was under the care ot a doctor, but got
nothing more than occasionsl temporary
relief. Finally I got so low that my iriends
wrote for my father to come and see me
for the last time. This was ia January,
1895. That.night the doctor told wmy
triends he could do nothing for me, and he
doubted if I would live tbrough the night.
Thbat night I took a severe fit of vomiting,
aod raised three pieces ot matter, tough
and leathery in appearance, and each
about three inches long. The vomiting
almost choked me, and it required two
people to bold me in bed, but 1 felt easier
after it. I was in this deplerable condi-
tivn when I was urged by a neighbor to
try Dr. William's Pink Pills. 1t wasa
hogeleu case but I decided to try them.
When I told the doctor I was taking the
pills be said they would do me no goed;
that I would never be able to work agsin.
But bhe was mistaken, for the etlect was
marvellous. By March I was able to go
out of doors, and could walk quite a dis-
tance. I continued using Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills until I bad taken seventeen
boxes, snd they have made a new man ot
me. My health is better than it has been
for twenty years, and notwithstanding the
doctor’s prediction, I am able to stand any
amount of bard work. I attribute my
new manhood and regsined health to Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills and gratetully recom-
mend them to others in poor health.

Cautionary.

A Georgia colored preacher had more
than one way of making sure that none of
his parishioners let the contribution plate
pass unnoticed. .

‘We bave a collection for foreign and

domestic missions dis morning, bredren
and sisters,” he announced one Sunday,
‘and for de glory ob heaben, whicheber
one ob you stole Widow Johnson's sheep,

don’t put a cent on de plate

(CONTINVED FROM PAGR NINE,)

some three bundred miles. Johannesburg,
which might be called the gold-miners’
capital, is practically on the summit of
this elevated land, which {alle away rapid-
ly toward the north—so rapidly that Pre-
toria only thirty-five miles off, is twelve
bundred feet lower.

Gold has been mined in there for com-
paratively few years, yet many different
stories are told about the manner of
the discovery. It is eaid that in 1854 a
Dutchman named Marais found the preci-
ous meta! and that the Boers, rot wishing
to be overrun by gold-hunters, gave bim
five hundred pounds to keep the secret and
sent him home ! It is turther said that the
former owner of much of the gold bearing
region, a British veteran whose land was
corfiscated because he took up arms
against the Boersin 1881, died in an alms-
bhouse. It is certain that, before 1868,
digging of gold was forbidden by law. It
is equally certain that a ‘strike’ in the
Rand was announced early in 1884, and
that within a little more than a year more
than twenty thousand persons had gather-
ed there.

At that tima the railroad from Cape
Town reached only to Kimberley and three
hundred and seven thousand whites were
employed #a the neighboring diggings.
Todsy 1t is a bustling modern city, with a
population of a hundred thousand.

When the present war began, the
Tranevaal was yislding annually about six-
ty million dollars’ worth of gold a year—
or more than one-fiftth ot the world’s pro-
duction, of whick, by the way, the United
States is credited with nearly sixty mil-
lions.

Conservative authorities bave estimated
that, carried down to a depth ot four thou-
sand feet, the Rand mines will yield in all
more than three and a baif billion dollars’
worth of gold, of which almost a third will
represent clear profit.

The old phrase of ‘a king’s ransom’
seems thin and meaningless when one
realizes the enormous wealth destined to
be controlled bp the victor in the present
struggle.

A Velauteer’s Appesite.

It seldom occurs to the-average man that
‘home cooking’ is really one of the bless-
sings of civilization—but soldiers find it
out. Apropos of the return of Western
regiments from the Pailippines, the Omaba
World Herald prints this letter, written by
a Nebratka volunteer to his wife :

1 see they are prepariog to give uss
grand barquet when we return to Omaba.
That's all right. but I want somethiog to
eat before the bavqu:t comes off. And I
want it on the table when I get home, too.
What do I want ? Well, here’s the list:

Sirloin steak, rare.

Hot biscuit and plenty of them, made by
you.

Flour and milk gravy, about three quarts.

Mashed potatoes.

Apple sause.

Corn on the cob, eleven ears.

String beans.

Macaroni and cheese.

Peaches and cream.

Ice-cream.

1 want you to get all these things ready.
We have bad plenty to eat since reaching
San Francisco, but when things are camp-
cooked they all taste alike. Cook ’em
yourself, and don’t think because I've been
away over a year you can ring in any hired
girl cooking on me. When I get through
with this bill of tare I'll be ready to tackle
the banquet.

A Disappointment.

“] came mighty near tryin’ to enlist in
de Transvasl army,” said Meandering
Mike.

You might have ter work,” said Plodding
Pete.

‘Fur a minute I was willin’ ter take de
chance. I was deceived by a typograph-
ical ertor. De paper said de Transvaal
was chock full o’ Beers, an’ I bad ter read
half & column betore I got convinced dat
it only meant Boers.’

“Ten years ago,’ protested tha farmer, I
could buy a gold brick tor $10,000. Aad
you ask me $15,000 "

The Swindler inclined his head; he had
no concessions to make.

‘And yet the money interests’ the farmer
exclaimed, bitterly, ‘protess not to uuder-
stand agrarian discontent uader an order
which permits trusts!




