
CHAPTER I.

THE STRUGGLE BEFORE THE SURRENDER OF WOMANLY
SELF-RESPECT IN THE CONFESSIONAL.

There are two women who ought to be the constant

objects of the compassion of the disciples of Christ, and

for whom daily i:»rayers ought to be offered at the mercy-

seat—the Brahmin woman, who, deceived by her priests,

burns herself on the corpse of her husband to appease

the wrath of her wooden gods ; and the Roman Catholic

woman, who, not less deceived by her priests, suffers a

torture far more cruel and ignominious in the confes-

sional-box to appease the wrath of her w afer-god.

For I do not exaggerate when I say that for many
noble-hearted, well-educated, high-minded women to be

forced to uiiveil their hearts before the eyes of a man,

to open to him all the most sacred recesses of thair

souls, all the most sacred mysteries of their single or

married life, to allow him to put to them questions which

the most depraved woman would never consent to hear

from her vilest seducer, is often more horrible and

intolerab! o than to be tied on burning coals. *

More than once I have seen women fainting in the

confessional-box, who told me, afterwards, that the
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