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He who speaks, he who writes is above all one who speaks 

on behalf of all those who have no voice. 

Victor Serge, Men in Prison 
(Les hommes dans Ia prison, 1931) 
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D edication 
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The Anthony Martin BC Penitentiary 
Collection at the Old Courthouse, 
Kamloops, BC: An Introduction 

M r. Anthony (Tony) Martin emigrated from Manchester, 
England in 1958 and shortly thereafter took up a position 
as a bookkeeper at the BC Penitentiary (1878-1980). In 

1980 he was the Internal Auditor on the "close out" team which car
ried out the formal closure of the prison. During this period Mr. Mar
tin was notified by his colleagues who knew of his historical interests 
that priceless archival materials were being summarily dispatched to 
dumpsters. Mr. Martin intervened at this critical juncture and had 
these rescued materials stored in a barn on site, later to be transferred 
to a Correctional Service of Canada (CSC) warehouse in Abbots
ford. Some of the most high profile items in the Collection were the 
Wardens' Diaries covering the first decades of the Prison's existence, 
the Bill Miner Escape Ftle (1907 -), thousands of glass plate slides 
or "mug shots" of prisoners who served time there from its opening 
to the 1930s, an equally extensive collection of photographs docu
menting the BC Penitentiary over its 102 years of existence, not to 
mention a host of other textual materials, in addition to material cul
ture items such as the Warden's desk and an extensive array of prison 
artefacts of all sorts. Mr. Martin was acknowledged as the "Historian 
of the BC Penitentiary", and archival-type queries about its operation 
were routinely relayed from National Headquarters in Ottawa for his 
clarification. 

I first met Mr. Martin when I was teaching in the internation
ally recognised Simon Fraser University Prison Education Program 
(I worked there throughout the 1980s, for three years at Matsqui Me
dium Security and the balance at Kent Maximum Security in Agas
siz). As I was getting my bearings in this strange new world, I kept 
hearing from various CSC personnel that I should really meet a Mr. 
Martin who would be able to answer all my questions about the his
tory of federal prisons in BC and had managed to preserve some very 
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important components of the BC Penitentiary Archive. Mr. Martin 
was at this time the head of Corcan, Pacific Region, the CSC division 
responsible for the manufacturing of various furniture items within 
the prisons, and I met him for the first time in 1983 at his office in 
RHQ Abbotsford. I simply followed the hallway with the vintage 
framed photographs of the BC Penitentiary to his door. (Later I used 
a couple of these pictures as cover illustrations for Prison journal of 
which I was an editor.) And then I discovered the existence of the 
veritable treasure trove of archival materials which Mr. Martin was 
custodian of and which had not been previously consulted by any 
other researchers. Many of these materials, such as excerpts from the 
Wardens' diaries and selections from the Bill Miner Escape Ftle, were 
used for the first time by myself and Jennifer Murphy in our Sentences 
and Paroles: A Prison Reader (1998), which was centred around the 
history of the BC Penitentiary. 

The Collection lacked, however, a permanent home. Mr. Martin 
and members of the Retired Correctional Officers Association had 
initially hoped to build a specially designated Museum and Archives 
in Abbotsford. The costs proved prohibitive, and upon Mr. Martin's 
retirement in 1993 the collection was transferred under the auspices 
of the CSC to his domicile at 3470 Cariboo Court, Abbotsford. Over 
the years, Mr. Martin and I became friends as I continued to visit the 
Archive and picked his encyclopaedic knowledge of all things per
taining to the old BC Penitentiary. I consulted with him on various 
projects I was working on during this period, in particular Life-25: 
Interviews with Prisoners Serving Life Sentences (1997) and Paroled 

for Life: Interviews with Parolees Serving Life Sentences (2002), for I 
wanted to compare the present situation with the period before the 
abolition of capital punishment in 1976. When I realized that Mr. 
Martin was still looking for a permanent venue for the Collection 
- his abiding concern was that the Archive be made available to re
searchers - I proposed the Old Courthouse in Kamloops, one of the 
premier heritage buildings in the province, as a suitable locale. Mr. 
Martin was enthusiastic about this proposal which would realize his 
hopes for making the Archive available to researchers and the general 
public and underscored the point that it was, after all, the BC Peni-
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Life at the BC Penitentiary: 
Recollections and Reflections (2009) 

Anthony M artin 
Compiled and edited by P.J. Murphy 

Beginnings and Endings 

I started work at the BC Penitentiary in October 1958.At that time 
our hours of work were from roll call which was just before eight 
until the bell went, the bell meaning that the count was complete 

and all the keys were returned. We had a long lunch hour, which isn't 
quite as good as it sounds. Because when I started I was told that I got 
three weeks holiday a year, a free uniform and a free noon meal. Well, 
the free noon meal wasn't completely free because periodically I had 
to supervise the bathing of convicts. They were allowed to go through 
the showers I think once a week, and it was to be done at lunch time. 
So I'd have a quick lunch and then go and supervise eighty or ninety 
cons. They'd come in, get rid of all their clothes through one window, 
parade through a horseshoe of showers, and pick up new clothes at 
the other window. So the long lunch hour, which was usually eleven
thirty till about one, was not totally free. And the days that I wasn't 
doing shower duty, I went back to the office more often than not, and 
devoured, you might say, Inspector Reports from 1878 to, oh, right 
up to about the 1950s. All the information in this I found incredibly 
fascinating and I guess that's what got me involved in the history of 
the Penitentiary. 

Go forward a bunch of years now to 1980. I had moved from 
New Westminster to Abbotsford in 1978, because by then my job 
had been transferred to Matsqui. And I got fed up with three years of 
commuting. I'd no sooner settled in Abbotsford when in 1980 they 
decided to close the Penitentiary. There was a big closing ceremony 
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and then the actual close down required a whole slew of work. And I 
was back to the BC Penitentiary for six months to work on the close
out. The close-out process involved a number of things. We had to 
dispose of all the capital equipment and, in fact, everything. And also 
from my point of view I had to keep track of the financial end of it, 
the values. Work out, you know, what was missing and where things 
went. It was quite complicated to send equipment to various institu
tions and I won't go into that. However, during this process I was 
told by a couple of friends that there were all kinds of things being 
sent to the dump, which they didn't think should be. So I suggested 
they sidetrack them, put them in a barn, which was actually in what 
used to be a piggery, and I would look at them later, and, as a result of 
this, saved as much as I could from going to the dump. This included 
records, furniture, artefacts. 

I remember in one case I went into the Chief Engineer's office 
and it's really absolutely amazing: the office, the desk had a blotter 
and pens and pencils, it looked for all the world as if he was coming 
back tomorrow. When in truth he was never coming back. There were 
files in the filing cabinets. I think this was a terrible thing on the part 
of the staff, but it turned out to be very lucky for me, because I found 
some very interesting historical files of construction which helped me 
much later in identifying photographs. 

Many people in the past have asked me how it could possibly 
happen that all this, what I think was valuable stuff, was going to go 
to the dump. And while it's pretty shameful there is to some degree 
an explanation in that it was known the Penitentiary was closing for 
at least three years ahead of that time, so most of the people with any 
get-up-and-go obviously were looking for other jobs. And, over the 
last two or three years, were transferred to other prisons. The only 
people that were left were disinterested ones finishing their time, and 
others who were so close to retirement that they said to heck with 
this. I'm not moving to another town at my stage of life. And so they 
just stayed till the bitter end, which was fortunate because these were 
the kind of people that noticed what was going on and told me, so 
that many of these artefacts could be saved. 
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A detailed list does exist of the items I saved, and it includes 
furniture, with some significant historical value. Mug shots from the 
day the prison opened, which in truth are on glass slides, glass plates. 
Plus over the course of time I found in odd areas like in a shed on the 
farm more glass plates; eight by tens of very early members of staff. It 
includes files, documents and, in addition, not from the actual close
out process, but through other contacts, I also was able to acquire 
a vast amount of interesting documentation. Some of it being from 
the retired officers who had spent several years going through every 
issue of the Columbian newspaper from around 1864 up to the pres
ent. Whenever they found an item relating to the Penitentiary, they 
taped it into a domestic tape recorder; they persuaded the wives - and 
you have to remember these are people in the sixties and seventies, 
without the benefit of a stenographer-type machine - to type from 
this domestic tape recorder six volumes of stuff that the officers had 
unearthed. I think this was an amazing project, and these are now part 
of the Old Courthouse Collection. The officers then hired Jack Scott 
to write a history of the Penitentiary called Four Walls in the WCst 1• 

So I have all the research that was loaned to the author to write this 
book. 

In those days the Penitentiary was a quasi-military operation, 
because after the war preference was given to people who had over
seas active service. And in the case of the Penitentiary, it was all male; 
there were no females at all who worked in the prison. My first day 
I remember very clearly, because now-a-days people get all kinds of 
staff training and my staff training - started on a Thursday- consisted 
of being taken on a tour of the prison and introduced to the staff. 

The things that stuck in my mind most were that on greeting 
fellow officers, my boss at the time, the accountant, would greet them 
with "Gentlemen'', which rather impressed me. It wasn't what I ex
pected. Later I realized why this form was used. Oh and I should 
also mention that first thing in the morning, first time you met the 
Warden, the D eputy or the Chief Keeper, they had to be saluted as 
being senior officers. I realized later that many of these officers had 
gone from the ranks to be officers during the war. So we had then 
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Captains, Colonels, Majors, as well as, NCOs, Sergeants, Corporals, 
that kind of thing. And this also made me realize why they were such 
good managers of men: they'd done it during the war under hardship 
and in different conditions. So while many people think of prisons, 
and especially when the term penitentiary was used, as being cruel 
mean places, it's not true. There were, there were always some bad 
apples obviously, but there were a lot of very dedicated, not necessar
ily well educated men, doing a very good job. An example of this is a 
letter written by an ex-con and published in the Columbian in 1984 
which discusses how in the late 1930s various guards acted as "father 
figures" and their strict but fair discipline "eased life at the Pen'' for 
their charges2• 

The training portion which stuck in my memory the most and 
I can clearly remember it now, fifty years later, when the accountant 
who formerly in the war was a Colonel actually, he said to me, "One 
day a convict will come to you with an envelope and say, 'Hey boss, I 
missed the mail. My mother really has to get this letter. Would you 
mail it for me, please?' If that happens what you should do is keep that 
envelope. Don't put it in your pocket. Keep it in your hand. Take it to 
the Censor, tell the Censor what happened and say you're prepared 
to mail it after they've done their bit. Because if you don't do that, 
sometime in the future, he'll want you to do something else, and if 
you say no, he will then tell you 'Oh, but you did this, and I shall tell 
the Warden. In other words he will own you."'That really stuck with 
me, and I thought it was excellent advice. 

Some Staff and Convict Stories 

As you can imagine there were many, many staff who were, 
"Legends" you might say, for a bunch of various reasons. A few come 
to mind, for example, Charlie Price. Charlie Price was a man who 
had fought in both world wars. He lied about his age in the first war 
and went in underage. And I'm pretty sure he was overage in the 
second war. And in both wars he gained a military medal A very 
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down to earth, sensible man, but as you can imagine, being in an all 
male environment, having been in the wars, prone to a great deal of 
swearing-couldn't speak without swearing. And it impressed me at 
the time, being new to Canada, that there seemed to be only two 
swear words in the Canadian language: one was the "f" word and the 
other was referring to smoking the "white cigar," and you can imagine 
what that referred to! 

Anyway, there's a lot of stories about Charlie Price. A few come 
to mind: one day he got a new convict sent to the farm. The con came, 
and Charlie gave him a large pile of manure to shovel. And the con 
said to Charlie, "But the Warden said that I'd be working with the 
chickens." Charlie's response was, "Is that right. Well, the Warden 
knows f-all about chickens, and I'm the farm boss, and that's what 
you'll do - shovel that shit there." So the con did as he was told. 
Sometime within the next week the Warden bumped into the convict 
and said, "Well, So-and-so, how are you doing on the farm?" "Fine, 
sir," he said. "But you know that - that Charlie, he says you know 
sweet f-a about chickens." "Oh is that right?'"'Yes sir." The Warden 
then accosted Charlie. "Convict So-and-so says to me that you said I 
don't know f-a about chickens?" And Charlie's response was, "That's 
right, you don't. Do you?"That was the end of that conversation. Char
lie was just as likely, if a convict did something wrong several times, 
he just clobbered him. Rather than write him up. And he seemed to 
be able to handle everybody. Start a new guy, give him a kick up the 
backside; con says, "What's that for boss?" "That's it, you just learned, 
so's you know who the boss is," anyway, a really remarkable man. And 
I'm sure later I'll tell more stories about him. 

There was a man who retired shortly before I got there, but I still 
got to know him. This was Sandy Wilson. I have a couple of articles 
and a couple of tapes with Sandy Wilson on. He's a man who started 
in 1914 at the Penitentiary. He went to war in the first war. Couldn't 
settle down, quit, and then restarted in 1933. Well known throughout 
the prison as quite a disciplinarian, but very fair, and the thing that 
appeals to me is on his hundredth birthday a bunch of us took him 
out for lunch. And I always remember him saying, "Well, this is the 

11 



happiest day oflife."Why is that, Sandy? "Because I've paid into the 
pension fund for thirty-five years, and I've drawn out for thirty-five 
years. And it's all profit from now on." Well, old Sandy got about 
three years of profit before he turned up his toes. 

Another man I remember, fella called Jimmy Adams. Jimmy 
Adams worked in the prison for thirty-seven years, and he retired I 
think as a guard grade two. He had been promoted and then he'd been 
demoted. Cause Jimmy was into playing games. The day I started, 
which I'm pretty sure was October 28th, the prison had a big farm. 
And the staff were allowed to order pumpkins. I remember coming 
into the Well, the prison entrance way, and there's all these pumpkins 
lined up with labels on. And I'd never even seen pumpkins before. It 
wasn't a big thing in England, this Halloween thing. And in all these 
humongous pumpkins there was one that was just a little bit larger 
than a grapefruit, with a label on about four inches long. And the 
label said Doctor Holzinger. Now Doctor Holzinger was a psychia
trist. So there's one strike against him. Name like Holzinger, he's a 
German. And there's all these fellows that have been in the war, that's 
against him. Actually, he was Canadian with a German name and had 
fought on our side in the war. But he also wore a long leather coat, 
like an SS overcoat. Except that it was made for an SS man that was 
about six feet tall and he was only five feet tall and it reached nearly 
to the floor. And I can clearly remember him jumping up and down 
so that his feet actually disappeared inside this coat, all because of the 
pumpkin. And he left in a huff. Which is too bad, because they did 
have a real one for him there. Somebody was just pulling his chain, 
and it was Jimmy Adams. 

They had a messenger that used to deliver internal mail, nothing 
really secret, throughout the prison. They found out he was reading 
or at least opening and looking. I didn't know if he could read this 
mail, so decided to teach him a lesson. They had a wooden box made, 
which was locked, and there was a key down below and a key up the 
hill. And inside the prison you had to walk up a fairly steep hill. So 
this con is given the box and told, "Take this to Mr. Taylor." Goes up 
to Mr. Taylor, Taylor says, "Wait outside." And then he says, "Okay, 
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take the reply back." And this went on about three times during the 
day. And all that was in the box was a sixteen inch building block, 
concrete: heavy-duty stuff this! 

On to some of the convict stories that certainly amused me. One 
day I was going out for lunch and as I was walking through the main 
hall there's a convict standing in line waiting to go to Warden's court. 
And he had a big shiner. So after lunch I was in the Officers' Mess, 
Officers' Lounge, and talking to Charlie Price, cause Thunder was on 
his gang. "What happened to Thunder?""Oh,"he said, "He's got a big 
mouth." Apparently he was behind the tractor, the tractor was going 
along and they were picking potatoes. Thunder told the guy on the 
tractor, "Hey, you're going too fast, slow down." And the man ignored 
him. So once again he made the comment and was ignored. And he 
threatened the guy. The guy stopped the tractor, got off the tractor, 
and just gave him one mighty thump in the eye, blackened his eye, 
put him on the ground, and said, "Does anybody else want to serve 
my time?" When Thunder got back to go in for lunch, Charlie Price 
had seen all this and said to him, "What happened to you?''"Oh,"he 
said. "I fell down the ravine boss." Charlie says, "You look like an f-ing 
horse kicked you down the ravine; that'll teach you to keep your big 
trap shut in future." And then he put a charge on him. 

There was another con that used to work for me. His name was 
Billy Allen. And in this case there was a cartoon in the Sun. And this 
would be around 1958 -59. There'd been a series of safe crackings 
in Vancouver. And Norris put out this cartoon which showed three 
obvious thugs around a table. The wall behind them had safes stacked 
one on top of the other, cracked and smashed. And the caption un
derneath said, "Our problem is what are we going to do with the 
empties?" Now that was a good cartoon. But what the cons did when 
they made a copper plate out of the picture, they put three names on 
it: Billy A., Howie W., and MikeS., who were the three guys doing 
the job. The police knew who was doing it, they just couldn't catch 
them. And of these three Billy Allen worked for me for a while. And 
I found this quite humorous. 

He was going out to the Appeal Court one day. He was a guy 

13 



of about twenty-eight. He was serving fifteen years for possession 
of house breaking implements. He said to me, "You know this isn't 
justice. It's not fair." H e said, "Possession of house breaking imple
ments is usually worth about two years. And you do it concurrent. In 
this case that old judge gave me five years on each of three charges, 
and I'm doing fifteen years." Anyway, he'd appealed and off he went 
to the Appeal Court . When he came back, I said, "What the Judge 
say, Billy?" With a few choice words, Billy said, "H e did all his work, 
he came back, he looked over hls glasses, looked down on me and 
said, "Well, I've decided to reduce your sentence. m And I thought, 
thank God for that. "To twelve years."' I guess if you're twenty-eight 
there's not a whole lot of difference, between fifteen years and twelve 
years. And earlier he'd said to me that, "It wasn't justice." And I said 
to rum, "Now just hang on a minute. It's justice." "No," he said. "No, 
they didn't - what they've done they sentenced me for all the safe
crackjngs. But they couldn't prove it. They only proved the possession 
thing." I said, "Yeah, that's true. But you did the safe-crackings didn't 
you?'"'Oh yeah, sure I did." "Well then, what it is, it's justice, it's just 
not cricket." And anyway he eventually got out on parole, and did 
quite well. 

Around 1960, somebody in the powers that be decided that the 
inmates could wear watches in prison, which we thought was a great 
mistake: they'd just tum out to be items used for barter. We decided 
that before we issued a man his watch we'd inscribe on the back of the 
watch his prison number. Then we'd be able to tell if the wrong person 
had it. So one day one of these three safe-crackers comes up, Mike 
Seloniiuk, Mike comes in, knows the other officers with me, and the 
officer went into the vault, and this Mike says, "Hey, can I have a look 
in there, boss?" "No, you can't." "Oh," he said." Just give me half an 
hour. I could make that look like the 4th of July." Cause he could see 
the great big walk-in safe door. And right when it came to put his 
number on the back of his watch, he looked at the scribe that we had, 
and said, "You're gonna put my number on this good watch?" "Yeah." 
"Never mind, put it back in the vault." 
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Prison Arts and Crafts: My Personal Collection 
Enclosed with this tape are ten photos. Number one is a bowl, 

number two is of two lamps. I bought these items from a convict 
named Meyer, nicknamed Frenchy Meyer, in the early 1960s. He 
made them and I'd seen them, parts of them in pieces. Very, very, well 
done. The pieces put together to make these items are not haphazard. 
It really is a work of art done by a skilled man. But this leads into a 
rather convoluted story, and I hope you can follow this. 

Meyer and two other men were convicted in, I think, the late 
fifties, and they had beaten a man, broke his legs with an iron bar, 
laid him across the railway tracks at False Creek for the train to run 
over him. But he was able to crawl off the lines. Eventually, these 
three people were sentenced to twenty years. One of them was the 
man I've referred to, Frenchy Meyer. Another was called Tremblay, 
who was known as the Frenchman, and I've forgotten the third chap. 
Frenchy Meyer served, I think, about fourteen years of his sentence. 
While he was in prison, he was never any problem. He worked quite 
industriously in the carpentry shop, and he got all the good time he 
was entitled to, and got out in the early seventies, I think, around 
1972, in October. 

On Boxing Day his corpse was found, and there was a big hole 
in the back of his head. We figured, and the police obviously realized 
that he'd gone back into the drug tmde, and this was a drug war thing. 
So for me at that point that was kind of the end of anything I knew 
about Frenchy Meyer until about three or four years ago when there 
was a family in Abbotsford involved in the drug trade and not only 
were two people in the family killed, there were others visiting at 
the same time and they were also killed. And I think there were five 
people killed in this farmhouse. And clearly it was drug related. 

Some time later during the trial, the man who had killed them 
owned up to it. He was already serving time and he had decided he 
was going to try and change his lifestyle, and owned up to what he'd 
done. His profession was a hit man. And he'd been paid to kill these 
people. Subsequently, in the paper it was revealed that he'd done quite 
a lot of this work and in fact he had killed Frenchy Meyer. And the 
thing that surprised me was the man that ordered the killing was the 
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Figure 1. Frenchy Meyer Bowl 

Frenchman. And I don't know the background to it but, after all these 
years to find out, you know, that it was somebody he'd worked with. 
H owever, the Frenchman was also one of the kingpins in the drug 
trade. And his time in prison was not as pleasant and easy going as 
was Frenchy Meyer's. 

The first time I ever saw the Frenchman I had to go down into 
the Hole (the close confinement cells) to get something signed, and 
he'd just been issued his lunch. At the time he was on punishment 
diet. This meant - I think he was doing twenty-one days hard bed, 
which means no mattress - a bread and water diet. And when I went 
down, and this was very early in my career, he'd just been issued with 
his lunch: a dirty old aluminium jug full of water, and a battered alu
minium plate with a loaf of bread on it. In those days we still did re
stricted diet and hard bed and things like that. During his incarcera
tion he did a number of things. At one stage he stabbed an officer, and 
if the blade had gone a quarter of an inch different to the way it went, 
he would have killed the officer. For this he got a sentence of twenty 
strokes of the paddle, which, I understand, was administered all at one 
time. Most unusual. And I also heard that during this time he never 
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grunted or uttered a word and so that's a pretty tough man. 
I heard other stories about this same man. A friend of mine 

involved in the parole business told me that he was in downtown 
Vancouver one day when he was approached by a couple of ex-cons, 
who I also knew, who were also in the drug business. And they came 
to my friend and said, "Is it possible to talk to the Frenchman?""Well, 
why?''"Well, we're really concerned. We've heard that we're on one of 
his lists. And we want to explain to him." So my friend arranged that 
when the Frenchman came out of court, they'd be able to have a word 
with him. So they did and it went something like this: these brothers 
said to him, "Hey, we want to get something straight. We've been told 
we're on the list and urn, as a stool pigeon or something. And we've 
absolutely had nothing to do with this. It's false. It's not us at all."To 
which the Frenchman replied, "I know that. Oh, well, you should've 
realized that." "Why?" "Well, you're still here aren't you?" Which re
ally shows how he thought. And the Frenchman is the one that was 
arranging the hits for this Michael Smith to do. Clearly, it's a very 
different world. 

There are other interesting items in the second picture, such as 
the desk made in the prison around 1930 when new administration 
offices were built. A very large desk, it's about seven feet long and 
deeper than normal. Very well made and there does exist a cutting 
from the Prwince newspaper wherein the Warden at the time was 
talking about the work that the convicts did and he included this 
desk as well as a coat rack hanger and other stuff that was made. This 
is Warden William Meighen's big desk which will be the centre piece 
of the reconstruction of the Warden's Office in the Old Courthouse 
in Karnloops. It's a fine piece of work. On the wall behind the desk 
there's a large picture which shows six pencil drawings; five of them 
were done by one inmate. And it rather tickled me that when you look 
closely at the drawings, where an artist usually signs his name, this 
particular artist signed his name with a four digit number; his prison 
number. I don't know who did the other drawing which is in the cen
ter of the top row, and is of Warden Meighen (he was a brother of the 
former Prime Minister). On the panelled wall behind the desk there 
are three items which I picked up at various correctional conferences 
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Figure 2. Warden's Desk 

I attended.The one in the center is a plaque given out at the close-out 
of St. Vincent de Paul Penitentiary. And below that, and although 
it doesn't show up very well in the photograph, there are two items: 
one is a telephone index and the other is an ashtray. And I mention 
these to show the vast difference between then and now. In 1964 
penitentiaries decided to decentralize some things. And they set up 
a Western Regional Office, which was from the 85th meridian east 
of Ontario all the way out to the West Coast. So when the Regional 
Office was set up it showed just how careful these penitentiary types 
were with the tax payer's dollar. Somebody wrote off to people asking 
for things to put in the office. The ashtray and the telephone index 
came from Folger Adams: people who provide prison locks.They also, 
I recall, wrote to CN Railway and got pictures and this is for the wall 
of a man who's in charge of all correction establishments in Western 
Canada. I'm quite sure that kind of thing wouldn't happen now. 

Another somewhat convoluted story is related to picture num
ber three. Picture number three shows a tray which has inside it two 
circular pictures of Indian babes done in petit point, again a really 
fine piece of work. And here is how I came to buy that. Around 1965 
when I was the Warden's Secretary, I was called into the Warden's 
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Figure 3. Indian Babes Petit Point 

Office and asked if I could get an old fashioned pen with a nib. "Well, 
certainly I can." And I asked, "Do you want ink?" The response was a 
smile, "Oh no, no Harry'll do that": Harry being the Deputy Warden. 
That wasn't particularly funny and it puzzled me a little. But anyway 
I got the pen and it turned out that what had happened - a stool
pigeon had tipped off the administration that an escape was being 
planned. The messages were going out of the prison written in invis
ible ink. And the invisible ink was urine, which once it had dried you 
couldn't see, but when you put an iron on you could see it. The RCMP 
were involved in this and they had an infrared - they took infrared 
pictures which showed one of the messages; it was on a card of some 
kind, a postcard, and they read the message with the secret instruc
tions on it. There were four men who were planning to go out. And 
there was a service tunnel which is about four or five feet in diameter, 
which went from a cell block down to Stores in the Administration 
Building at the front. And that means if somebody got into there, 
then it would be comparatively easy with the tools in Stores to break 
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through the bars and get out. 
Well, what penitentiaries did then couldn't happen now. Frrst, 

they scooped the four plotters. And by that I mean seven or eight 
o'clock in the evening, somebody went to the cells of the four inmates 
involved, took them from the cell, took them down dressed in civvies, 
and they were sent under escort to different prisons: Kingston, Mon
treal, Prince Albert, and Dorchester, with no explanation. The inmates 
probably guessed but weren't told what was happening except that 
they were leaving and their goods would follow them. 

I was given the job of collecting the mail for about seven French 
Canadian inmates because at one stage they weren't sure who they all 
were. And I would put all this mail under an infrared lamp and also 
read it, cause I could read French. During this process, a man who 
turned out to be not involved in the escape, I was reading his mail 
and from time to time he talked to his wife about a tray that he was 
making for her. And I was fascinated with the description of this tray, 
and then one day he wrote to her and said "I've changed my mind. I'm 
not giving you that tray, I'm going to sell it. And I'll make you a bet
ter one. I think I can do better for you." So that day when the hobby 
officer came into the office, I asked him, "Hey, did Gingras give you a 
tray?" He was quite surprised and said, "Hell, I only just got it." I said, 
"Well, I'd like to buy it" And so that tray for which I paid twenty dol
lars at the time, which was the price he was asking, and as I say it's re
ally a work of art, that all came about because of the planned escape. 

Now something else that Corrections did and there aren't pic
tures with this tape but pictures do exist, they- in this service tun
nel, they did two things: they poured cement about three or four feet 
thick to block it, but they had to put a drain pipe in there in case of 
flood and to put service lines through, which were electric and all that 
kind of thing. That was going to be a rather big job so initially before 
they did that they put in a barrier, the metal barred doors that you see 
in typical shots of prisons. When the prison closed, knowing all the 
background to this, I went and got an officer to take out that lock and 
I took photos of him taking out the lock and I have the lock here and 
I have photos, because that lock is an interesting story really. 
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Figure 4. Warden's Coal Scuttle 

Picture number four is of a rather heavy copper and brass coal 
scuttle. And I recall as the Warden's Secretary having a convict in 
every morning to, amongst other things, polish the coal scuttle, even 
though it was not used for coal in my time. This is part of the office 
furnishings made for the Warden when they did the new administra
tion block in around 1930. 

Picture number five is of a cat with a cigarette holder and a 
cigarette in its mouth, and it's signed Cliff Dawley. Cliff Dawley was 
definitely a very mean and violent man. He served a long time in the 
Penitentiary and this particular picture hung in the carpentry shop for 
several years. The Seattle police were very interested in Dawley, and 
they alleged that Cliff Dawley and a man called John Waslynchuk 
had robbed a bank in Seattle, and in the process had killed a police 
officer. At one time Waslynchuk was taken out of Oakalla prison and 
taken down to the States and it became an international incident, and 
he was returned. Dawley was quite a violent man; I recall at one time 
he was arrested for beating an RCMP officer on the Patullo bridge. 
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Figure 5. Cat with a Cigarette Holder. 

Anyway, he served quite a bit of time but eventually got out. And then 
around - somewhere around 1972, there was this enormous explosion 
in downtown Vancouver. And I remember hearing it and seeing the 
smoke. And what had happened was that one of those floating Esso 
stations boats that used to be in Coal Harbour had blown up. Well, it 
turned out that Cliff Dawley was working at that Esso station and the 
Esso station disappeared and so did Dawley. 

Picture number six is an example of hobby craft. I'm quite sure 
many people don't know the background to hobby craft in prison. 
In the BC Penitentiary there were no dining halls. It had been the 
practice for many, many years since the 1880s for inmates to eat in the 
cell. They would come in from work, go down the corridor towards 
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Figure 6. "Blue Boy" and Company, Petit Point 

the kitchen and the meal would be passed through a hole in the wall. 
So the servers generally didn't know who they were serving and an 
inmate would pick up a tray through this slot in the wall and carry it 
to his cell and be locked up. And this would be around 4:00 o'clock 
or in winter even earlier. He'd be locked up and his cell would not 
be opened again until around 7:00 dclock the next morning. So they 
were allowed to do hobby craft during what we used to refer to as 
"the long hours". And so many, many of these inmates took up knit
ting, needlepoint, petit point and the pictures you see in the picture, 
there's "Blue Boy" on the left, a "Red Boy" on the right. The "Blue 
Boy" is petit point, the "Red Boy" is mosdy needlepoint, but the face 
is petit point. And in the centre is the Indian Chief and the Princess. 
I've just noticed looking at the picture that they're resting on a brown 
chesterfield. That also was made in the Penitentiary, but that wasn't 
hobby craft - more about that later. The hobby craft was intended to 
while away the down time. But in fact it also enabled inmates to earn 
a bit of money. Even though the hobby craft wasn't very expensive, 
they did make small amounts of money. But the thing is some of it 
was very, very good. Those two pictures in the center, for example, 
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Figure 7. Drinks Bar 

had about fifteen coats of varnish on them. Because if you're locked 
in a cell for what, four, eight, or fifteen hours a day, doesn't matter 
how long you spend doing something and so some of this stuff was 
extremely good. 

I mentioned the chesterfield that these pictures were resting on. 
When I got married while I was in the prison, the pay was not really 
very high, but one of our perks was that we could get things made, re
paired, fixed in the prison shops. And in my case I had an old chester
field and chair given to me which were refurbished in the prison. And 
in fact when we first got married, the only thing in our living room 
that wasn't made in the prison was the television set. The administra
tion was extremely careful with money. And in fact we couldn't buy 
anything for the prison if it could be made inside. So there were lots 
of things, lots of things - furniture, all kinds of things - made within 
the prison. 

The seventh picture enclosed is of a bar. I didn't have a car, and 
often was picked up by friends to go places. I decided to have a bar 
made so that at least, I could offer friends a drink Solid pine, well 
made, and it cost the price of materials, 5 cents an hour labour, plus 
10% profit, which came to U 7.80! 
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Figure 8. Bullet Lighter 

As you can imagine, in those days smoking was very prevalent 
in the prison. The inmates were given an allowance of smokes; well, 
not of smokes, they were given a package of tobacco every two weeks. 
And the package was probably a little smaller than these photographs. 
They could buy some tobacco in the alternate weeks if they made 
enough money working. For lighting cigarettes, and I don't know the 
background to this, and it was before my time but they used to have 
something which they called "punk". And it was almost like oily cot
ton wool. It was something that would smoulder, and could be blown 
into flame. And that's what they used for lighting cigarettes. But then 
just after the war they started issuing lighters. In the next picture, 
number eight, there's a photograph of the lighters that were issued, 
which are in the shape of a bullet. Maybe that was an effect of war 
time. 

Another pastime of convicts in those days was to get tattooed. 
Picture number nine shows a book opened at a page where convicts 
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Figure 9. Tattoo Gun in Book 

have cut out a rather large hole in the center of the book, and al
though you can't tell from looking at it, the item that is in the hole 
that they've made is a tattoo needle made from the electrics of a type
writer and an old ballpoint pen. And this was the way they transferred 
the needle from one cell to another, via the library. It was also the 
way that they attempted to kill one of our officers, because, in a book 
similar to that, they cut a hole and put several sticks of dynamite and 
it was mailed to an officer at Christmas time. And when he opened 
it, it blew his hands off. But that's a whole other long story which I'll 
talk about later. 

The last picture, number ten, you might think it's just a picture 
of me and my wife, but the interesting bit is the ashtray which is part 
of the set by Frenchy Meyer that was referred to at the very beginning 
of this discussion of our home as a sort of gallery of prison art work. 
Also on the mantelpiece are two shell cases from the First World War, 
and you can't tell from these pictures, but they're highly engraved by 
convicts and they were used as vases in the Protestant chapel. The fire 
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Figure 10. Tony Martin and his wife Heather in their Living Room; 
Frenchy Meyer Ashtray 

screen in front of the fireplace was painted by a con called Jack Twist, 
who was also a very good musician, played the clarinet. Anyway, he 
made that- painted that picture for the Warden's office in 1965. 
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The Explosive 60s: A Bomb and a Riot 

The bomb incident happened in 1966. Christmas day was on a 
Sunday; on the Friday before that, the 23rd, I had just arrived home 
from work at approximately 4:30. I'd not been in the house more than 
forty minutes when the phone rang and it was the Deputy Warden 
ordering me to report to the prison immediately. I asked why and all 
he would say is, "A man's had his hands blown off." So I high-tailed 
it down to the prison, thinking at that time something had happened 
in the prison. 

What had happened is that an officer by the name of Frank 
Newton had got home on the Friday evening, round five-ish and 
found that there was a parcel had been delivered in the mail. His 
son, who was about eleven at the time, was most anxious to open this 
parcel, and the mother said, "No. Wait till your dad comes home." 
So when Frank cut the string to open the parcel, the young boy was 
very close by, full of interest and excitement. And it turned out to be 
a bomb. The bomb exploded. It blew off both of Newton's hands. It 
damaged the boy's shoulder. He lost an eye, or he lost the sight in one 
eye. Absolutely ripped the kitchen and Newton was transported in a 
hurry to the hospital. 

Don't know how the prison was notified, but the immediate 
concern when I got there was that we didn't know how many of these 
bombs may have been sent. You have to imagine that this is a Friday 
night of a long weekend, and many of these staff would be going out, 
probably partying that evening. So when I arrived at work, my job was 
to organize a phoning bee: to phone all staff members to advise them 
not to open any parcels. Now this took some time. Initially, there was 
the Warden and the Deputy Warden and another officer just turned 
up cause he'd heard of the problem. Eventually, we did get a few more. 
So I organized this phoning bee. It was a very tense, strenuous, stress
ful situation. Naturally, when you phone staff, they want to know who 
it is, want to know all the ins and outs. And I didn't have time and 
had to be rather abrupt and say, "No, I've got to phone somebody 
else."The later it got the more people I got hold of that had clearly 
had a few drinks, so that made it difficult too. We cut off the phoning 
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around 11:00 o'clock in the evening. 
The Warden and the Regional Director went and hid some

where just to be away from the press. In the meantime in the prison 
itself, every time that this was mentioned on the news the cons were 
whooping and hollering and kicking up a noise. So it worked out that 
the Warden of the day got me to phone the prison every hour till 
about 1:00 o'clock in the morning to find out what the situation was 
and if there was any change, I was to phone the Warden at this hid
den area. I was probably in bed before 2:00 o'clock, but then I had to 
get up at 6:00 because the next morning we're doing the same thing. 
And you can imagine maybe the reception I got, phoning staff at 6:00 
o'clock in the morning. Again many had probably been out drinking 
the night before. It was probably the most stressful day I ever had in 
the prison. Later investigation showed that the bomb was actually a 
book from the prison library. The book was entitled Anthony Adverse. 

And what they'd done was cut out the centre of the book and put 
sticks of dynamite inside and somehow arranged it so that when the 
string was cut it blew up. 

When the officer came to, I guess after his surgery, and the po
lice were waiting to quiz him, immediately he knew who'd done it. He 
knew who the convict was. It was never, however, able to be proved. 

Newton was really quite an exceptional man. There was a lot 
of fund raising and there were raffles, there were all kinds of money 
raised which was to provide some support for his son and his family 
and what he went through. What amazed me was that just a mere 
three months after this incident where he'd had his hands blown off, 
he had some- well, he called them "phoney hands," which were very, 
very new. They'd been invented in Russia and they operated on sensors 
and batteries. He pulled the hands on like a glove, onto his stumps, 
and by thinking he could make the hands activate. They were very 
good for the time, but he found it much easier later to operate with 
hooks that you'd see people wear mostly. However, that night, what 
amazed me is that he was able to pick up a glass and he said he'd have 
to be careful cause if he stopped thinking his hands would drop it. But 
he was able to pick up a glass and have drinks, and he was also able to 
sign his name to the documents, you know, using his hooks and a pen, 

29 



just really an amazing, amazing recovery. 
He was in rehab for a long, long time, and there was a lot of ar

gument from the corrections, penitentiary staff to have this accepted 
as workers compensation. And eventually they won and were able to 
do this. In the meantime Newton eventually came back to work. That 
in itself surprised me. The only concession that he ever asked for was 
to be allowed to park his car instead of in the parking lot near the 
front gate under a lamp, because he'd get there early and sometimes 
it was getting dark when you leave. So he asked for that, which was 
freely given. I just couldn't believe that the man came back to work 
for starters. Of course, he could no longer be a guard and he was put 
in the Censors operation where they censored mail, and then he de
livered mail in the prison; that also blew me away. The only effect that 
I'm aware of that it had on him, or at least the only one that showed, 
was that he became extremely keen to get every penny that he was 
entitled to out of the system. And obviously there was a lot, because 
he had lots of drugs, lots of treatment and he had strong rehab. And 
I'm not saying that as a criticism; it just amazes me that's the only ap
parent effect it had on him. I think he lived to be a little over seventy. 
He really did extremely well. 

Other stories from the prison. I worked in the Accounts Office 
which was just above the front gates and also very close to the armou
ries. If there was an escape or a suspected escape or anything wrong, 
the prison bell rang. And being close to the armouries we were one 
of the first staff to go and draw weapons, and we used to drive up to 
the back forty, cause there was a farm that extended from Columbia 
Street all the way up to Eighth Avenue. And I remember wandering 
around, with a weapon, going through the bush at the top just above 
Eighth Avenue. One time I did this, on the other side of the bush 
there was a school and a kid jumped out of the bushes to frighten me. 
Dead lucky I didn't shoot him. But anyway it was quite a thing. But 
the funniest part about that particular incident is that while the man 
was missing at the count, he hadn't left the prison grounds. A guard 
finally found him. He was in a shed, an old root cellar under one of 
the shops. And he was participating in a - how can I explain it - in 
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an activity that's not allowed. It involved two of them. You could say 
they were in a "corrupt" missionary position: "Eve" lying face down, 
and "Adam" also face down on top of her. The officer who found them, 
a man of Russian extraction who looked like Kosygin, hit the top one 
on the backside with a 2"x 4", and you could say "drove him home"! 
Another humorous item along the same lines: there was a notorious 
old pervert, who was caught one day smoking the white cigar. When 
he went to court, his explanation to the Warden was: "Well, Warden, 
this young fella didn't know how to sew, so I had just sewn a button 
on his fly, and I was actually biting the thread to break it". His attempt 
to justify failed, and he got seven days hard bed, and bread and water 
for his troubles. 

In April of 1963 there was a major riot at the BC Penitentiary. 
I'll tell it from my perspective. At that time our youngest daughter 
was just around six months old. New parents, we'd not been out very 
often and this Friday night was the first time we'd been out since our 
child was born. We went to the Legion in New Westminster with two 
friends, both penitentiary officers. I had previously told the babysitter 
if you need us phone the Legion and ask for Mister Mulligan, one of 
my friends, cause he was well known at the Legion and I wasn't. And 
I thought they'd certainly go looking for Doug Mulligan. 

Well, we arrived at the Legion, three couples, and I had just or
dered drinks, taken my coat off, when it was announced over the loud 
speaker that Doug Mulligan's wanted at the phone. I immediately 
surmised that it was for me, and a problem for the babysitter. Within 
seconds Mulligan came back and said to the pair of us, the other guy 
being Ken Hartigan, "Okay, get your coats on we have to go to work." 
Now obviously we had absolutely no idea what was going on, and said 
to our wives, "Oh we'll be back soon." Which was rather silly, cause 
we weren't. Hartigan and I went to my home where he took my spare 
uniform, we got dressed in uniform, and having no idea picked up a 
wrench which I slipped into my pocket, not knowing what was going 
on. 

We arrived at work to find there was a full scale riot going on. 
Three men, Casey, Carlson and Woods, were attempting an escape. 
They got out of the auditorium, but were spotted by a staff with a dog, 
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who shouted at them and they went back in. But they had a hostage. 
Tied the hostage to a chair with a wire, and then the place went on a 
rampage. At that time there were approximately seven hundred con
victs in the Pen. Of which four hundred were locked up and three 
hundred were in the auditorium. 

I should at this stage break off and comment on the fact that 
the next morning, Saturday, my cousin was being married and I was 
scheduled to drive the bride to church. My uncle had said, "Oh I've got 
a standby driver in case."To which I replied, "Don't be silly. Heather's 
mother's babysitting and I'll be there in lots of time." Course I was a 
hundred percent wrong. 

We went in, immediately issued with weapons and sent to vari
ous parts of the prison. Initially, I was around two huts which were 
used as dormitories, and was there for quite a while. We had weapons, 
revolvers, some had rifles. And at one stage the cons were setting fire 
to things. We saw them smash a TV that sparked and went up in 
smoke. Then after a while the convicts hollered for a keeper, Mister 
Leech. So Leech responded. Cons say to him, "Mister Leech, old 
Harold's sick, can you let him out?" Old Harold was a con of about 
seventy-six, served a long time, and Leech said, "Sure we will. Send 
him to the gate there, with Pat Dennis." Pat Dennis, of course, was the 
hostage. Well, the cons responded with a phrase that I guess means 
sex and travel, you know, "Fuck off." So Harold stayed in there. 

I was amazed at this time and remember this was the early six
ties, when the Lower Mainland wasn't anywhere near as thickly pop
ulated as it is now. We were around these huts and we were relieved by 
a bunch of RCMP officers. I was so impressed with the RCMP.They 
came up in full riot gear: steel helmets, weapons, knew exacdy what 
they were doing, stayed an hour and then were relieved by somebody 
else. It was very impressive for us who had none of this kind of train
ing. 

At one stage, around 3:00 o'clock in the morning, I was near the 
B7 cell block and there was an RCMP officer with a gun and a stack 
of ammunition that was more than waist high, and it was tear gas. 
And he was firing tear gas into this cell block. Bear in mind it was 
early in the morning, it was dark. The space between the bars in the 
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cell blocks would be I'd guess around four inches. And this cop was 
getting seven out of ten of these tear gas shells through the bars. 

In the prison there's one big cell block called B7. And this is the 
one where we had about four hundred convicts locked up. Connect
ing that to the rest of the prison is a corridor which we refer to as the 
B7 Corridor. When I went there, there were two RCMP officers lying 
on the ground with Bren guns pointed through the bars and the high 
ranking officer, I presume an Assistant Commissioner, was saying to 
the Warden, "There'll be nobody coming through here; we'll fill the 
corridor with dead bodies if need be, but we can't afford to have any 
of these jokers in here." Later I got to ask this senior officer of the 
RCMP how many men he had in the prison. I couldn't get over the 
numbers when he said with great confidence, "I can have five hundred 
officers anywhere on the Lower Mainland within four hours." And 
some of the officers we had had come from as far away as Hope. 

At the time my next door neighbour was a telephone opera
tor. She told us later that she plugged a call through to some kind 
of facility where there were a bunch of RCMP officers from Surrey 
attending a bowling banquet. She put the call through, they called 
some Corporal, and he was told to get his men and be at the Peniten
tiary in short order, fully dressed in number one gear or number two 
gear, whichever they were talking about. The RCMP Corporal at this 
facility figured it was a practical joker and he made some comments 
to which the senior officer said, "Immediately or you'll be charged." 
Just to get through to the man that it was important. And these were 
probably the RCMP officers I saw surrounding the huts. 

I couldn't believe the glass that was broken. We figured later 
there were probably ten thousand panes of glass broken during that 
riot. There was so much tear gas used that in spite of all the windows 
being out in B7, three weeks later when I walked through that cor
ridor my eyes still watered. 

One of the other things at that time connected with the riot was 
the cons called for a local radio personality, well known in the Lower 
Mainland ,Jack Webster, now deceased. Jack Webster had a talk show 
and he had a very broad Scottish accent. So the cons wanted Webster 
to come into the prison to negotiate with them, and Webster did this. 
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And I remember seeing Webster hollering through the bars and then 
later going in. 

At that time we didn't get overtime in the prison. There was 
nothing, no rules for over-time. If you were lucky you could get lieu 
time: that for eight hours that you put in, you'd get eight hours off. 
At some time in the future, and it wasn't very quickly given. Well, 
Webster really made his name that night. And in 1960 I'd probably 
be earning around three or four thousand a year; we figured Webster 
must've made over ten thousand dollars just that night. Anyway, give 
him his due, he did a good job. 

The next day when I finally went into the prison, probably 
around 10:00 o'clock in the evening, I got out, I think, around noon 
or 1:00 o'clock. Went home had a quick shower and dashed off to the 
wedding. I hadn't realized but I guess the tear gas had had its effect, 
and people thought I looked like I'd been on a blind drunk for a week. 
Too bad I didn't get pictures, but obviously I was pretty badly affected 
with the tear gas. 

There were several stories resulting from the riot. The prisoners' 
demands were that they be transported immediately to other prisons 
in the East. This was agreed to. So they took the prisoners, I think 
one went to St. Vincent de Paul, one went to Dorchester, and one 
to Kingston. Well, that was a Saturday night. However, the promise 
that they'd be transported said nothing about that they wouldn't be 
brought back on a Monday. On a Monday they were brought back. 
And they were brought into our office, were taken up to the Hole, and 
I know that one of them, the guy who had been to St Vincent, was 
still wearing the same cuffs he had on when he left here. And I had 
my doubts as to whether he ever had them off except to eat. 

The guards brought a plastic bag down to our office, and it had 
money in it. I t was eighty dollars that he'd stolen from the officer 
they'd held hostage. I guess our staff missed it when they took him, 
but the people in St Vincent found it. It came to us in a plastic bag 
and we kind of handled it with care and washed it in the sink. You 
could say it's laundering dirty money. But that was really because of 
where he had it hidden in his rectum. 

Pat Dennis, the hostage, came back to work within a week and 
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appeared fine. 1 remember asking him how he was. And his only com
ment was, "I've got a bloody sore ass, from sitting down for about 
seventeen hours." However, about three weeks later he was working 
in the prison and all of a sudden he lost his voice. He was then off for 
about six weeks, and 1 guess it was a delayed reaction. 

When these inmates eventually went to court, they were tak
en to court every day from prison. One day when they came back 
they were let out of the prison van by a cell block, in which we had 
about eighty of the bad actors all locked up. These guys got out of the 
wagon, they were shaking the handcuffs and shackles and crying out, 
'Kangaroo court- Kangaroo court,"which set these eighty bad actors 
off: kicking up a stink, making a noise, being a nuisance. 

1 was very impressed with the Warden of the day, Tom Hall, 
cause Tom H all merely said, "Call the doctor. We'll have court in 
fifteen minutes." When he said that, everybody knew what was go
ing to happen. They had court and the general procedure is for the 
charge to be read out; the Warden asks, "How do you plead?''The con 
says, "Not guilty." And the Warden who was present didn't need to 
call witnesses, and he simply said, "Found guilty. Ten strokes of the 
paddle. Next." Sentenced all three to the paddle and in those days 
they were stopping using the paddle. And you had to get authority 
from the Commissioner ofPenitentiaries to use it. Well, H all had the 
paddling laid on immediately. The man on Two Tower said he could 
hear them screaming. And then he said to his clerk, "Go and send a 
telegram to the Commissioner. Request authority to use paddle. Ten 
strokes applied." I don't know what the Commissioner thought, but it 
stopped a lot of trouble. 

In the morning after the riot, maybe around 10:00 o'clock, one 
of the newer senior custodial officers, 1 heard him report to the War
den that he wanted half a dozen officers to go and start making sand
wiches for staff and convicts. The Warden blew his stack and said, "No 
officer of mine is going to be working to feed these guys." So the other 
custodial chap, he says, "Well, the cons won't do it." And Tom H all 
simply said, "Go and pick six. Order them. Ftrst one that refuses we'll 
give him the paddle. Tell 'em that." I guess none of them refused; they 
all went and did the sandwich making. 
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Another incident at a much later date concerned the prison 
doctor, Dr. Wally Brewster. He used to drive his car into the Well, 
the entrance of the prison. He mentioned to one of the staff that he 
was really having trouble with his steering. So the staff member got 
down on the ground with a mirror to check under the car, and lo and 
behold, attached to the steering apparatus was a revolver in a bag. 
So they retrieved the gun, sent the doctor up to the prison and then 
watched and somebody came to get the revolver. And he turned out 
to be Clifford Olson, that chap who was later sentenced to life for 
killing all those kids. But they couldn't prove it, so he got away with 
that one, but we knew who it was. 

Life at the Pen 
Part of my duties when I worked in the Accounts Office was 

the weekly intake of inmates from Oakalla. Oakalla would get them 
from the courts and then once a week they'd bring the penitentiary 
people to us. So part of my duties was to take any valuables from 
these people and money. One day an old time con, guy who'd been 
in the prison many times, everybody knew him, his nickname was 
Steamboat, anyway I'm taking Steamboat's money and amongst his 
possessions he had a cheque from the Vancouver Police Force. Well, 
that really puzzled me and so I said, "Steamboat, how come the cops 
are paying you? What did you do?" And he was kind of sheepish and 
said, "Well, they were training police dogs, and they used me as the 
criminal." I guess he was all wrapped up with stuff around his arms so 
the dog could bite without hurting him. But I just thought that the 
police must've had a real good sense of humour, besides being kind 
and decided to let this old codger earn a bit of money. 

And, of course, you'd get guys coming in to jail who were try
ing to impress with their possessions. I remember taking from a man 
a watch, and I just said, "Silver coloured watch."To which of course 
he says, "Hey, that's a chronometer. It's worth so much money."Well, 
I'm not a jeweller, and for safety we just described it in simple terms. 
Same man had a gold coloured ring with a red stone which, of course, 
he said was, "A ruby in twenty-four carat gold and it's worth four 
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thousand dollars." But to me it was just, "gold coloured ring with a 
red stone." 

There was lots of humour in the prison. And some of the cons 
and staff would play jokes on one another. The Chief Keeper at one 
time was a very strict disciplinarian named Joe Goss. One of the 
things about the Penitentiary was that we weren't well paid, but we 
got perks in that we could have things made in the prison. So this 
Keeper was having some bird cages made. I guess rather large ones. 
He was obviously setting up an aviary at home. So anyway he went to 
the blacksmith's shop to have a look at his bird cage. He walked into 
it and the con that was working it slammed the door shut and stood 
there laughing. The con was a guy that we nicknamed Dirty Shirt. I 
guess working in the blacksmith's shop he was always full of black 
marks on his clothes. So Dirty Shirt says to Keeper Goss, "Now you 
know how we feel Mister Goss. Now you're in the cage just like us." 
To his credit Goss didn't punish him at all; just laughed and got out. 

At stocktaking, the prison once a year used to list everything. 
This included, I don't know, I'd guess at maybe a hundred and twenty 
typewriters which you had to list by type and length and date and age 
and name and everything. When these lists were made up and ticked 
off, they were all typed up in a place called the Shop Accounts Office 
by convicts. And when we'd finish one year and had everything signed 
off, one of these cons said to a staff member, "You know all those 
typewriters? Well, one of them's phoney, there's no such thing. I in
serted one in and made up the number, and you bastards have signed 
it off." Of course he wouldn't tell us which one it was: caused a lot of 
trouble this particular man. 

I was one time in the Censors and the Censor said, "Hey, listen 
to this. This convict that was serving time in the BC Pen for bank rob
bery, he was charged with his wife or girlfriend. She was charged with 
driving the getaway car, and she got time in Oakalla. Well, there was a 
lot of supposition that she'd simply been conned. She was an ex-Miss 
America and they were both American. In the States it appears that 
you have to do your income tax as one claim for both parties if you're 
married. So he'd made up his income tax claim, sent it to Oakalla for 
her to sign off. She sent it back to us saying, 'I've not signed this. I 
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have no intention of signing it. The two children that he's claimed are 
pet poodles, so I'm not about to sign it."' 

Some of these guys just won't give up. And, of course, some of 
these inmates would spend time in different prisons across the coun
try. One time I was going through Stony Mountain in Manitoba. I'm 
walking through the prison and all of a sudden this voice says, "Hey 
boss, boss?" So I look round and it was a guy that used to be a janitor 
in my office in Accounts in the BC Penitentiary. So I realized who it 
was and said, "Joe! What you doing here?"To which he replied, "Oh 
just two years." 

Another man who was working in Kent Institution, similar kind 
of thing. This is much later in the service when I was in Industries, 
and he was doing computer work related to Industries. Anyway, a 
dignitary from head office was in the prison and he said to this guy, 
"Oh," he says, "could you run me off report number such and such? 
Do you have time for that?"To which the inmate replied, "Time, I got 
lots of it. I'm serving life." 

Endnotes 

1 Jack David Scott, Four Walls in the l#st: The Story of the Brit
ish Columbia Penitentiary, Published as a project of the Retired 
Federal Prison Officers' Association ofBritish Columbia, 1984. 
The first half of the book, dealing with the history of the Peni
tentiary from its opening in 1878 to the 1950s, is primarily an 
institutional record of Wardens and other officials. Prisoners 
are seldom mentioned and then only in snippets (except for 
the Bill Miner 1907 escape). The second half deals with the 
"stormy" decades of the 60s and 70s when the Penitentiary was 
wracked by hostage-takings, riots, and killings. 

2 The letter was spotted in 1984 by J. Johnston and is transcribed 
in its entirety here since it neatly encapsulates the paternalistic 
discipline which characterized many of the relationships be
tween prison officers and their charges in the decades preceding 
the violent eruptions of the 1960s and 1970s. 
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"Father Figures Eased Life at the Pen" 
Every time I drive past the old "joint", I have happy recollec
tions of the days I spent within its forbidding walls. It was 
during the great depression of the Thirties, and a judge, in 
his wisdom, found me guilty of "the illegal possession of a 
pistol." Despite the fact that I was a first offender, he looked 
down his aquiline nose, over his gold spectacles and sen
tenced me to 2 years in the Pen, adding thoughtfully, "You'll 
have the opportunity to learn a useful trade". Can I ever for
get my day of entry to the "joint", the total immersion in a 
bath of carbolic soap, the shaving of my locks of red hair un
der the watchful eye of"Louis G", Chief Keeper, who made 
it his personal task to smarten up the "fish" as all new can
didates were called? All officers of the establishment were 
Ftrst World War Veterans who proudly wore their campaign 
ribbons, testament of having survived the hell of Paschen
daele, Vimy Ridge and Beaulieu Wood. The discipline was 
strict. We were still on the "silent system" with two 15 min
ute talking periods a day, yet Louis Goss and his brother of
ficers were men of great compassion and understanding. The 
North Wing was being built during this time. It was where 
we learned the rudiments of the building trades. We poured 
the cement, polished the terrazzo floors, and erected the bars 
and locks, all under the supervision of Palin, Jumbo Davis, 
Hyde, Mackintosh, Lyons and Dixon. We also farmed an 
area behind the Pen that supplied us with vegetables, and the 
best pork chops I have ever eaten. Came the summer of 38, 
Mackintosh escorted me to the gate on Columbia St., shook 
my hand and told me never to come back. Within a year we 
were into the Second World War. Some of the guards ap
plied for leave of absence to join up. They were refused but 
they joined up anyway, and shortly after, we find them and 
20 graduates of His Majesty's Prison all serving in the same 
regiment, waiting to go overseas. 
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Addendum: Images of the 1963 
BC Penitentiary Riot 
(courtesy of the Martin Collection) 
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Afterword and After-images: 
The BC Penitentiary Today 

The BC Penitentiary has virtually disappeared: it is today an 
invisible city of sorts - only a few Gothic fragments remain, 
museum pieces, most notably the Gatehouse with its crenel

lated towers. For over the last decade or so its principal tenant was 
"The Pen Coffee Shop and Bistro", but it too has now disappeared, 
replaced in the last few years by a number of other enterprises, one 
being a Montessori kindergarten, ironically enough. The book launch 
of our Sentences and Paroles: A Prison Reader which focussed on the 
history of the BC Penitentiary and the important role it played in 
this province was held in "The Pen" in 1998 and I remember that 
a copy of Four Walls in the West, a history of the Penitentiary which 
had been commissioned by the Retired Prison Officers' Association, 
was chained to the counter and that on the walls there were various 
photographs of the BC Pen at different points in its history, as well as 
some aerial photographs which gave an overview of the Penitentiary 
and environs. 

The former BC Penitentiary lands were indeed very valuable 
real estate; no wonder the New Westminster City Council was so 
motivated to have the Penitentiary closed down and moved elsewhere 
in the decades preceding its actual closure in 1980 and subsequent 
purchase by private developers in 1985. Whenever I have periodically 
visited this ghost-city, I am struck by the uncanny echoing of lines 
from Coleridge's most famous poem: 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure dome decree; 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
The ring of new building developments, high rise towers of luxury 
condominiums and apartments, all had postcard views of the Fraser 
River: 
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So those five mUes of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And there were gardens bright 
With sinuous rills. 

Compare these superimposed after-images with the most fa
mous of all photographic depictions of the BC Penitentiary, Jeff 
Wall's "The Old Prison'' (1987), 1 which was taken shortly before ma
jor rebuilding projects completely transformed the BC Penitentiary 
properties. Moving from left to right, Wall's portrait traces the course 
of the Fraser River with its huge log booms, massive bridges, and its 
encompassing high-density residential areas as it flows in the right 
half of the picture past the abandoned, depopulated BC Penitentiary, 
a giant orange earth-mover near the middle of the picture signalling 
the beginning of the work on the BC Pen site. The Old Prison does 
indeed appear to be surplus, a left-over from a by-gone era, and soon 
to be all but "disappeared". 

Out of sight does not, however, always necessarily mean out of 
mind. For what of that other reality which Coleridge saw beneath the 
surface order and opulence of the "stately pleasure dome"? A "sav
age place", "with ceaseless turmoil seething", echoing "ancestral voices 
prophesying war"- these phrases would more aptly characterise the 
turbulent periods in the history of the Penitentiary, particularly in the 
last two decades ofits existence. Mr Martin's vivid, indeed at times ei
detic, recollection of the 1963 riot was the beginning of a whole series 
of traumatic events which reached its climax with the death of Mary 
Steinhauser, a young classification officer, during a hostage-taking in
cident spearheaded by Andy Bruce in June 1975, undoubtedly the 
most infamous incident in the long history of the BC Penitentiary. 

Mary Steinhauser was killed by a bullet from an unidentified 
member of the tactical squad which stormed the vault area where 
hostages were being held.The most telling renditions of the hostage
taking incident took place not in an inquest or judicial enquiry but on 
the stage. The Steinhauser incident led to plays by Christian Bruyere 
(Walls, 1978) and Sharon Pollock (One Tiger to a Hill, 1981).1he fi-
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nal scenes of these plays make for an interesting series of dramatic 
contrasts in terms of both the Mary Steinhauser - Andy Bruce rela
tionship and their versions of the actual shootings. In both plays, the 
prisoners' fears of solitary isolation are developed as key motivational 
factors in the hostage-takings. Andy Bruce testified in the fall of 1975 
with others in a lawsuit against the Crown concerning the nature of 
punishment in the SCU (Special Correction Unit). It was ruled that 
such imprisonment was "cruel and unusual". Michael Jackson's pow
erful indictment of dysfunctional policies on segregation, Prisoners 
of Isolation: Solitary Confinement in Canada (1983), deals extensively 
with the situation at the BC Penitentiary and could be read in con
junction with the two plays as a sort of companion text. 

Whilst there was no satisfactory resolution forthcoming from 
the Steinhauser enquiry, the fatal shooting did, nevertheless, crystallize 
a number of critical debates over how our prisons were run and what 
we expected them to accomplish, virtually all parties agreeing that the 
present system was not working and that institutional obsolescence 
and lack of a viable modem infrastructure necessitated the closing 
of the BC Penitentiary. At the heart of these debates, which were 
themselves reflective of underlying tensions and conflicts in Canadian 
society at large, were the opposing views of the pro-reform faction 
who advocated more extensive programming initiatives of an educa
tional and rehabilitative nature and, on the other side, the so-called 
old guard who advocated on behalf of more traditional approaches 
to discipline and punishment and the "good order of the institution''. 
Mr. Martin's memoir is remarkable in that its dominant impression is 
of an even-handed and compassionate look at both sides' views within 
the prison walls, notably accompanied in many instances with the 
saving grace of humour. From a somewhat different angle, this was 
fundamentally the approach also adopted by the university programs 
offered in prison in which I worked and taught. In Can Prisons Work?, 
the former director of the SFU-Prison Education Program, Stephen 
Duguid, answered this fundamental question in the affirmative: yes, 
they could in fact work, as long as they were essentially transformed 
into education institutions of various sorts. 
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Why then is the BC Penitentiary still important to us today, over 
three decades after it officially ceased to be? The vital point: because 
we have still not answered the many questions left hanging when the 
BC Penitentiary closed its doors upon itself for the last time, namely, 
the aforementioned issues of the purpose and function of prisons in 
our society and the kinds of programming for change of a positive 
nature with which they should be engaged. Hence the Martin Col
lection at the Old Courthouse, as well as repositories of such archival 
materials at other venues,2 can serve as timely reminders of various 
historical developments even as we face new challenges today. 

P.J.Murphy 

Endnotes 

1 Jeff Wall's "The Old Prison" was mounted as a transparency in 
lightbox, 70 X 229 ems. Professor Jerry Zaslove of Simon Fraser 
University's Institute for the Humanities obtained permission 
to use this picture for the cover of our Sentences and Paroles: A 
Prison Reader (1998). 

2 The BC Penitentiary Archive underwent a diaspora after the 
official closure of its home institution in 1980. As detailed in 
the "Introduction'', Mr. Martin managed to save a major por
tion of it from becoming merely waste disposal. Some of these 
preserved materials have now been transferred to the Canada 
Archives Substation in Burnaby (as detailed in the "Introduc
tion''). Other BC Penitentiary archival materials are also held 
in the National Archives in Ottawa, the National Headquar
ters of the Correctional Service of Canada in Ottawa, as well 
as at Kingston Penitentiary's Museum and Archive (it has re
cently been announced that Kingston Penitentiary will itself 
soon be closed down for good). The New Westminster Mu
seum and Archives has a significant collection of realia in addi-
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tion to other memorabilia. Setting up the Martin Collection at 
the Old Courthouse in Kamloops is a first step towards a full 
cataloguing of its holdings and hopefully in the future a virtual 
reconstruction of the BC Penitentiary Archive in so far as the 
holdings at the other venues mentioned above could also be 
incorporated in such an accounting. 
Many items have in the course of time simply disappeared or 
reappeared in a host of unexpected places: for example, my for
mer colleague in the SFU Prison Education Programme, Glen 
McDougall, located in the SFU Library Special Collections in 
Burnaby the Disciplinary Court Record which accompanies 
Warden McBride's journals as the first warden of the BC Peni
tentiary. He also purchased at a garage sale in New Westmin
ster a drawer full of mug shots taken at the Penitentiary in the 
1940s. His find - and there must be untold examples of such -
is reminiscent of a similar discovery by Vancouver-based artist 
Angela Grossmann who found a collection of mug shots in a 
second-hand store and then proceeded to "doctor" them artisti
cally in order to restore some sense of the convicts' identities 
(see her Correction(s)), Karnloops Art Gallery catalogue, 1999). 
Whilst the BC Penitentiary Archive is perforce fragmented 
and riddled with lacunae, it is to be hoped that collaboration 
amongst the various stakeholders will produce new knowledge 
and insights about this important cultural and historical reposi
tory. 
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After-images: 
The BC Penitentiary Today 
A Photo-essay by Kristina Bradshaw 

Photos in this section were taken during a trip to the old BC Peniten
tiary site in New Westminster, BC,July 2012. 

Figure 1: Old entrance to the original prison building at 65 Richmond 
St. This building now houses the New West Orthopaedic & Sports 
Medicine Centre and Hunter Laird Engineering. 
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Figure 2: Another view of the original building from the streets. The 
windowless wall originally attached to the "Dome," a central building 
joining North, South, East, and West wings of the main prison. This 
building was the South Wing when the expansions were added on. 

Figure 3: The view from the top floor window in Hunter Laird Engi
neering. The view that would have originally shown the courtyard and 
prison walls now overlooks condos. 
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Figure 4: The Gatehouse has now become Dublin Castle Irish Sports 
Bar and Montessori Daycare and the address is now 319 Governor's 
Court . 
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Figure 5: In one corner of the Gatehouse bar a display of prison pho
tos covers the walls. 

Figure 6: In the other corner of the bar, hidden almost entirely under
neath one of many big screen TV's were two original BCP (BC Peni
tentiary) bricks. 
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Figure 7: The Cairn commissioned for the Royal Engineer Base 
Observatory 1859-60 still sits behind the Gatehouse building. 
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Figure 8: The original BC Penitentiary bell is now on display in the 
Glenbrook Ravine Park entrance off Jamieson Court. 
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Figure 9: Detail of the BC Penitentiary bell. Inscription reads: 
"Brethren Live Together in Unity" 

Figure 10: The small field here is easily overlooked: Upon inspection I 
found this was "Boot Hill," the old prisoner cemetery. 
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Figure 11: The gravestone for prisoner 9693 amongst the overgrown 
field. 

Figure 12: Some stones were so old and faded the only way to read 
their numbers was by running a finger along the inscriptions. This is 
#9880 
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4. Approximate location of Boot Hill prisoners' cemetery. Access is via 
the courtyards of condos nearby off Francis Way 

Shaded rectangle shows approximate area the BC Penitentiary once 
covered. 
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Appendix 

Judge Woodburn's Diary of a Visit to the 
BC Penitentiary in 1942 
(courtesy of the Martin Collection) 

This previously unpublished record of Judge Woodburn's visit 
gives a detailed overview of the lay-out and inner workings of the BC 
Penitentiary, with some lively comments on those he met, includ
ing Warden William Meighen. His diary helps set the scene for Mr. 
Martin's memoir which begins with his starting work at the Peniten
tiary in 1958. 

Diary 
Monday, 29th June, 1942 

Judge Lennox invited me to lunch at the Devonshire, and I 
prevailed upon him to accompany me on a visit to the BC Peniten
tiary after. I don't want to start sending people to jail without know
ing something about the place. I want to see Oakalla too, before I 
go North. It was a very hot day, but it was a pleasant trip to New 
Westminster, and Judge Lennox was good company. The Pen. is an 
imposing looking set of buildings just East of New Westminster, 
overlooking the Fraser on the North side, and surrounded by great 
cement walls topped by cupolas in each of which is an armed guard 
constantly on watch over the inmates working in the grounds. A long 
curved drive paralleling the road leads to the entrance to the office 
building - a sort of passage with steel-barred doors at either end. 
This permits trucks to enter and leave - one gate always being locked. 
Guards led us down the left wing of the main - or office - block - to 
the comfortable office of Warden Meighen - a dear old scout, well 
built, but rather heavy, clean shaven, elderly, white hair, horn rimmed 
glasses - has a slight limp and walks with a stick. The Wardens' and 
guards' uniforms are like Army uniforms, - but no belts. Meighen's 
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shoulder badge consisted of a crown over three "keeps". We'd quhe a 
yam - were joined later by Deputy Warden Douglas, - who certainly 
looked the part - a heavy, powerful man, in khaki shirt, rolled sleeves, 
Stetson hat, and carrying a heavy knobbed stick. Warden Meighen 
expressed great pleasure over our visit, saying he thought more of the 
judiciary should come out occasionally. A chart on the wall showed 
the present population of the prison as 270 - the peak being nearly 
500 in 1932. The ebb looked about at its lowest. Meighen says the jail 
will hold about 500. To the Pen, of course, go all offenders sentenced 
to two years or over. He took us through the grounds up the hill to 
the main cell block. The grounds were really very beautiful, - about 
equally divided between vegetable gardens of strawberries, raspber
ries, tomatoes, etc., and beautiful lawns, with lovely fiowerbeds and 
rockeries. The scene was very peaceful - men in faded blue shirts and 
khaki pants working in the gardens and watering the flowers, but 
Meighen told us many of these were "lifers". Save under the walls, 
there was no shade in all this large expanse for only two very small 
trees were visible. One was a "Rose of Sharon" of which the Warden 
seemed very proud. We ultimately arrived at the main cell block. We 
saw the library. Convicts were working as librarians, - but I gather 
books are spoken for and taken to the cells of the others, rather than 
the men calling at the library for them. They seemed to mostly trade 
books and bound sets of magazines - not much fiction. We saw a 
regular little watch repair shop - run by a convict. We saw the room 
in which lashes are administered. There is a sort of easel - to which 
the victim is strapped. The lash is not a very formidable object. It 
is very light, a handle and a whip section composed of a dozen or 
so strands of heavy twine not more than a couple of feet long and 
with infinitesimally small knots in the ends - more to keep the twine 
from unravelling than to raise weals. We were told that a tremendous 
amount of force was necessary to draw blood. There was also a leather 
padded table in the room - something like a chiropractor's, on which 
offenders are strapped to receive the "paddle" on their backsides when 
their pants are pulled down. The "paddle" consists of a wooden handle 
to whkh is attached a heavy strip of leather about 18 inches long by 
2'h''wide and 1,4" deep. It seems the convicts receive a number of privi-
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leges and good behaviour is generally maintained by the withholding 
of privileges but very occasionally the use of the paddle is necessary. 
Internal justice is dispensed by the Warden from a litde Court Room 
adjoining the room just described. He told us that the lash and the 
paddle have only been administered a very few times since he has 
been in office here (I think he said this was seven years). 

H e then took us into a large, high circular room he referred to 
as "The Dome". This is where the convicts parade before going out to 
work and returning and for the meal lineup. From it and all around 
it radiate five tiers of cells, one above the other. The banks form the 
shape of a cross with one of the arms missing, the "D ome" forming 
the centre. There are large wheels at the near end of each bank by 
which all the cells in the bank may be opened at once. The cells can 
also be opened individually. Each cell consists of a litde cubicle with 
steel barred front with a litde door in it, and contains a steel folding 
bed hinged to the wall, a toilet, a wash basin, and a litde folding desk 
or cabinet in which the inmate may keep such personal effects as are 
allowed to him. I noticed standing on the top of each cabinet a long, 
tarpaper funnel fastened to a tin can with no top or bottom, and on 
asking what that was for, found it was for enabling the prisoners to 
read during "blackout". The can part is padded and slips over the elec
tric light like a glove, throwing a small circle of light right over the 
convict's book. 

There is a loudspeaker system over which a 1 ;2 hour programme 
is broadcast each evening. "Lights out" is at 9 p.m. 

The Warden took us into the shoemaker's shop, the carpenter's, 
the machinist's and the tailor's. The shoemakers were working on old, 
discarded Army boots,- also on the making of" discharge shoes" which 
were very nice looking. Every convict on discharge gets an outfit - the 
tailor's shop was making the suits. There was quite a wide choice of 
materials, and the suits were the equivalent of what can be bought 
for around $20-$25, in a civilian store. They were also making some 
Army officers' greatcoats -doing a very good job for little more than 
the cost of material. I think they said 7 yds. At $3.50 per coat. They 
were making dresses for ladies too. They had just completed an order 
from Victoria for 1100 arm bands at 1¢ apiece. The material supplied, 
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of course. The carpenter shop, among other things, was making some 
very nice garden chairs @ $2 apiece. Judge Lennox and I pricked up 
our ears but were told they were orders from the prison officers, that 
it would cause bad feeling with the stores outside if they were sold to 
others so cheaply. The machine shop was mostly engaged in repairing 
and retinning worn out tubs, basins and scuttles turned over to them 
for renewing at a nominal cost by Ordnance. 

There was also a garage - but we did not have time to inspect it. 
We saw an outdoor yard or square where small numbers of con

victs at a time could play ball or do P.T. Some were engaged on the 
latter- which seemed rather half-hearted. It is compulsory for those 
not engaged in heavy physical labour such as road work. 

There is, or course, a daily Sick Parade here, as in the Army. 
We saw the Protestant Church and the R.C. Chapel-both very 

nice. The Padres live outside and draw a stipend ofS2,400 a year. 
There were some pretty tough looking mugs around the place -

but I noticed with interest that the Warden seemed very popular and 
was greeted with smiles wherever he went. He'd a friendly word for 
many. We gossiped for a while with a very decent seeming chap in the 
shoemaker shop - 45ish, fair, clean shaven, dignified, gold rimmed 
glasses - not at all the type of chap you'd associate with crime - but 
it seems he's a bad egg who's been in several times before and is now 
serving a term for harbouring bank robbers. We met an old fellow -
wall eyed, drooling and minus all but about two teeth. In a quavering 
voice he informed us he was nearly 70 and "had niver been in jail 
afore". Seems he's been messing about with a four year old girl. Ap
peared to me to be more a case for the doctors than the Penitentiary. 
There was another charmingly cheerful soul in the tailor shop - but it 
transpired he was a dope pedlar. 

The convicts' day appears to be- rise at 6:45,7-7:30 breakfast, 
8:00 to 12 work, 12-1 dinner, 1-5:30 work, then dinner and their time 
their own in their cells until "Lights out" at 9 p.m. 

We went through the kitchens - gather they are well fed here, 
although I saw no menus and didn't get a great deal of information on 
this. There was not a great deal of food in evidence - although we saw 
some nice looking bread and several trays of beautiful "home raised" 
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bacon. There was a fair amount of beef in the ice box, and we tasted 
some sweet biscuits. Things were fairly clean, but not so clean as the 
Army. Meals are cafeteria style. The men take trays to their cell. 

Every place we went was locked and there was great busde of 
opening and closing clanking doors. I thought of the confusion there 
might be in the event of bombing or fire - although I suppose with 
the cement and steel construction the latter would be nearly impos
sible. 

There was another cell block they called "The New Block" but 
with the small number of prisoners they have temporarily closed it 
down. The Warden says so doing saves them $12 per day in light and 
fuel. He says they burn wood and about 300 cords were piled there in 
48" X 48" X 96" piles. I was told this work was done by the prisoners 
and went smoothly. The monotony and confinement would be hard 
to endure, though. 

69 



Select Annotated Bibliography 

Bennett, Sherry. "Upstaging H istory: Outlaws as Icons". In 7he Small 
Cities Book: On the Cultural Future of Small Cities, edited by W.F. 
Garrett-Petts, 255 - 277. Vancouver: New Star Books, 2005. 
This is a stimulating and provocative reassessment of the ro
mantic mythology surrounding Bill Miner. 

Black, Jack. You Can't Win. Introduction by William S. Burroughs. 
San Francisco: AK Press/Nabat, 2000 (first published in 1926). 
In this "lost classic" in which Black recounts his life in the un
derworld and his later reformation, there are a series of striking 
scenes set in the BC Penitentiary to which he was sentenced to 
two years for robbery in 1894. The pivotal scene is the flogging 
he received from guard Burr, grandfather of the actor Raymond 
Burr. 

Bruyere, Christian. Walls. Vancouver: Talon Books, 1978. Ftrst dra
matic rendition of the Mary Steinhauser hostage-taking at the 
BC Penitentiary. 

Culhane, Claire. Barred from Prison. Vancouver: Pulp Press, 1979. 

Culhane, Claire. Still Barred from Prison: Social Injustice in Canada. 
Montreal: Black Rose Books, 1985. 

Culhane, Claire. No Longer Barred from Prison. A new edition of Still 
Barred from Prison. Montreal: Black Rose Books, 1991. Cul
hane's "trilogy" documents in often vivid detail her involvement 
in various "disturbances" at the BC Penitentiary and often elo
quently advances her prison abolitionist position. 

Duguid, Stephen. Can Prisons Work? 1he Prisoner as Object and Sub
ject in Modern Corrections. Toronto: University ofToronto Press, 
2000. This important study persuasively argues that education 

70 



plays a key role in the complex transformation to citizenhood, 
one which can only be truly successful if there is "a renewed 
commitment by society to assist those individuals in sustaining 
their efforts". 

Forbes, Alexander. 7he Bill Miner Roadshow. Poems by Alexander 
Forbes, music by Henry Small & the Shiftless Rounders, read 
by Tina Moore. Karnloops: Small World Studios, 2008. This is a 
"must hear" for both fans of poetry and those interested in how 
Bill Miner became a cultural "roadshow''. 

Grauer, Peter. Interred with their Bones: Bill Miner in Canada 1903 
- 1907. Karnloops: Partners in Publishing, 2006. The study is 
packed with interesting details of local history and makes a 
number of interesting speculations about the Miner legend. 

Jackson, Michael. Prisoners of Isolation: Solitary Confinement in Cana
da. Toronto: University ofToronto Press, 1983. This study con
tains a number of powerful depictions of solitary confinement at 
the old BC Penitentiary and a resounding indictment of prison 
conditions and correctional policies. 

Murphy, P.J. and Loyd Johnsen. Life-25: Interviews with Prisoners 
Serving Life Sentences. Vancouver: New Star Books, 1997. This 
study focuses upon the new sentencing structure for first-degree 
murder after the abolition of capital punishment in 1976.1he 
interviews were conducted in the cluster of modern prisons in 
the Fraser Valley which replaced the old BC Penitentiary. 

Murphy, P.J. and Jennifer Murphy. Sentences and Paroles: A Prison 
Reader. Vancouver: New Star Books, 1998. This anthology 
brings together a wide range of different types of writing in 
order to give expression to the cultural and literary significance 
of the BC Penitentiary. 

71 



Murphy, P.J., Loyd Johnsen, and Jennifer Murphy. Paroled for Life: 
Interviews with Parolees Serving Life Sentences. Vancouver: New 
Star Books, 2002. This is a companion text to Life-25, dealing 
with prisoners who were convicted of second-degree murder. As 
with Life-25, several of the interviewees had done time at the 
BC Penitentiary. 

Pollock, Sharon. "One Tiger to a Hill", in Blood Relations and Other 
Plays. Edmonton: NeWest Press, 1981. This play makes for an 
interesting series of contrasts with Bruyere's first stage adapta
tion of the Mary Steinhauser hostage-taking incident at the BC 
Penitentiary. 

Prison journal. Issues 1 - 3, (1981 - 83), published under the aegis of 
the University of Victoria; Issues 4- 10 (1984- 1992), pub
lished by the Institute for the Humanities, Simon Fraser Uni
versity. A complete set of Prison Journal is part of the Martin 
Collection at the Old Courthouse. 

Robinson, H arry. "Captive in an English Circus". In Write It On Your 
Heart: 1he Epic World of an Okanagan Storyteller. Compiled and 
edited by Wendy Wickwire. Vancouver: Talonbooksflheytus, 
1980. This story of how George Jim from the Similkameen Val
ley was supposedly transported from the BC Penitentiary and 
sold as a "specimen" in an English Circus is one of Robinson's 
best known stories and a staple offering in Canadian literature 
courses. Mr. Martin's fascinating correspondence with Wendy 
Wickwire in which he draws upon the Warden's Diary entries 
for 1888 in order to question the historical basis of this story is 
part of the Old Courthouse Collection. 

Scott, Jack David. Four Walls in the u-tst: 1he Story of the British Co
lumbia Penitentiary. Published as a project of the Retired Prison 
Officers' Association of British Columbia, 1984. The first half 
of the book is largely an institutional history of various wardens 

72 



 






