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IN FRENCH PRISONS.

Tae St. Paul prison at Lyons, where I spent the first three months of
my incarceration, is not one of those old, dilapidated, and damp
dungeons which are still resorted to in many French provincial towns
for lodging prisoners. It is a modern prison, and pretends to rank
among the best prisons départementales. It covers a wide area
enclosed by a double girdle of high walls; its buildings are spacious,
of modern architecture, and clean in aspect; and in its general
arrangement the modern ideas in penitentiary matters have been
taken into account, as well as all necessary precautions for making
it a stronghold in the case of a revolt. Like other departmental
Pprisons, its destination is to receive those prisoners who are await-
ing their trial, as also those of the condemned whose penalty does
not exceed one year of imprisonment. A subterraneous gallery con-
nects it with another spacious prison for women—the St. Joseph.

It was on a December night that I arrived there from Thonon,
accompanied by three gendarmes. After the usual questions, I was
introduced into a pistole which had been cleaned and heated for
receiving me, and this pistole became my abode until the following
March. On a payment of six francs per month and three francs to the
waiter, each prisoner incarcerated for the first time may hire a pistole
for the time of his preventive incarceration, and thus avoid living in
the cells. The pistole is also a cell, but it is somewhat wider and
much cleaner than the cells proper. A deep window under the
ceiling gives enough of light, and six or seven paces may be measured
on its stone pavement, from one corner to the opposite one. It has
a clean bed and a small iron stove heated with coke, and for one
who is occupied and is accustomed to solitude it is a tolerably
comfortable dwelling-place—provided the incarceration does not last
too long.

Not so the cells which occupy a separate wing of the prison.
Their arrangement is the same as everywhere now in Europe : you
enter a broad and high gallery, on both sides of which you see two
or three storeys of iron balconies; all along these balconies are the
doors of the cells, each of which is ten feet long and six or seven feet
wide, and has an iron bed, a small table, and a small bench—all
three made fast to the walls. These cells are very dirty at Lyons,



















































