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Annie Kenney I was so far convinced
of the justice of their crusade that I
offered myself as a member of the
next deputation to the prime minis-
ter.

It was anticipated that there might
be a street disturBancg. I had dis-
guised myself by doing my hair in an
early Victorian way so that the police,
if on the lookout for me, should not
be tempted NOT to arrest me, for peo-
ple whose relatives might make a
fuss effectively are considered awk-
ward customers.

We suffragets had scarcely stepped
into the street before we found our- -'

selves in a triangle-shape- d avenue of
police narrowing as we advanced. A
policeman turned me round, and,
holding my arms behind me, drove me
ahead of him for several yards at a
great pace. I said in gasps:

"You ask women to behave in a
womanly way. Do you think this is
treating them in a manly way?"

It is no part of our policy to get the
police into trouble. A great number
of police constables are better versed
in the suffrage question than most
politicians. They have been obliged
to attend our meetings.

Next day, of course, we were
brought into court on a charge of dis-
turbing the public peace. My sen-
tence was one month in Hoiloway
prison.

On our arrival in Hoiloway we were
told to undress. I was handed a cot-
ton chemise, woolen stockings and a
petticoat In this queer getup I was
taken to be weighed and then shown
to the bath of evil fame.

A large but well worn scrubbing
brush was the only washing appli-
ance. The soap had a smell of disin-
fectant disagreeable reminder of
anti-verm-in properties. The towel,
ludicrously small for the purpose of
drying a body so large as mine, dis-
closed with use an almost miraculous
Faculty for not absorbing moisture.

Then came the moment for prison
clothes. The shirt, yellow and stained
in many places, was freely marked
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with the broad arrow. It was patched
.so coarsely that one could easily trace
their joinings from sensation while
wearing it.

A pair of stays made without bones
but so stiff that I found it impossible
to tie my petticoats round the sheer
precipice of their make. The under
petticoat of linseed colored stuff
stuck out almost like a crinoline.
Then came the dress, dark green
serge, the blue-check- apron, the
small Dutch cap starched and tied un-
der the chin.

All these clothes, dealt out weekly
from the laundry, looked as if they
had been washed in cold water by a
child.

Presently there was a. rattling of
keys, and the door of my cell burst
open. No face was seen, but a hand
thrust in tins of food. The slice of
cold pressed meat, lying on the bot-
tom of a dirty looking tin,, and the
cocoa, in a can of" the same metal,
were positively repellant. I soon
learned that if the plate and spoon
were greased with food it was very
difficult to get them clean again, as
they can be washed in only cold wa-
ter. I therefore helped myself with
my fingers.

The air in the cells was stuffy. I
left my cell only when I was allowed
to draw water, and the air in the cor-
ridor then seemed "fresh as mountain
air by comparison.

Intercourse by means of speech be-

ing forbidden, the language of the
eyes becomes perfected. Inquiry, in-

terest, loyalty, encouragement, sym-
pathy of the best all these emotions
are expressed in prisoners' eyes in a
way that outbids the meaning of
words.

But how shall I tell of the Sunday
service? There were no hymns,
hardly any passages from the Bible
were read, the prayers selected were
of a dolorous order.

The chaplain, in his address. SDoke
to us of temptation. He instanced
how wrong it would be-i-f, when we
were hungry, we yielded to the
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