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IF it be the earnest prayer of Exeter Hall that all the 
earth become, like England, Christianised and civilised, 
then I enter my most earnest prayer against that of 
Exeter Hall that no such dire calamity should befall the 
human race. Christian civilisation seems to mean 
knocking down a million human beings for ten other 
human beings to wipe their feet upon. Christian civili- 
sation has goats at the top of the social hill and swine at 
the bottom. At the top they are rich enough to indulge 
in the luxury of Divorce Courts ; at the bottom a quid 
of tobacco or a pot of beer would compensate for the 
foulest wrong that the Divorce Court ever avenged- 
nobody is the father of anybody in particular; and the 
street Arab has a dim idea that the woman who knocks 
him about most is his mother-she ?~st be, for she rifles 
his pockets for what he has won on the street by match- 
selling or larceny. The sow overlies and smothers one 
of her litter during the night, and, throwing aside al1 
sentimentality on the matter, eats him io the morning. 
One or two of the human litter in the slums are often 
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enough overlain and smothered ; but they are too lean 
and miserable to be worth the eating. The ratepayers 
have to bury them, or, for a very trifle, the undertaker 
conveys them to his coal-cellar, and lets them lie till he 
has time to collect a dozen or so, that burying them all 
at once may pay. In hot weather the first comer is 
occasionally rotten before the last comer is ready ; and 
the stink of funeral economy assaiIs the nasal organs on 
the street. This sort of thing has, over and over again, 
been indicted in London as a nuisance: in Christian 
London, with its “halo of sacred innocence over the 
tender years of the child “-the “ halo ” over the illicitly- 
begotten child, smothered hy its drunken mother and 
locked up in the undertaker’s coal-cellar for sixpence, 
till it stinks the whole street into typhoid and takes three 
hundred with it to Avernus ! This, in the largest, 
wealthiest, wickedest, and most Christian city the world 
has ever seen! 

Does the white lily of domestic sanctity bloom chaster 
and sweeter where Christianity is engrafted upon a lower 
and less complicated civilisation ? I reply that neither 
ancient civilisation nor in a modern one, has she hallowed 
in a high civifsation nor in a low one, neither in an 
the home. London is a specimen of high Christian 
civilisation ; Lima is a specimen of low Christian civili- 
sation. We have seen what London is. Let us turn 
to Lima ; let us cite the following :- 

<‘ Was?z.ingfon (D. C.), April gth, r886.-Senor Gasten, 
the Chief of the Bureau of Mercantile Statistics in Lima 
(Peru), has prepared a document, the points of which 
Consul Brunt sends to the State Department. He says : 
There is a population of IOO,OOO in Lima, 34 per cent. 
of these are minors, 47 per cent. single and widowed, 
rg per cent. married. This is not a matter of surprise, 
owing to. economical features mentioned hereafter ; but 
it must be noted with pain that, from the great number 
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of minors, it clearly appears that unmarried persons take 
almost as active Fart in propagating their species as those 
in wedlock. 

“Statistics show that 46 per cent. of the births in 1884 
were the fruit of wedlock, and 54 per cent. illegitimate. 
It is, therefore, evident that over two-thirds of the 
population of Lima live in a state of concubinage, or 
something of that character, rather than in legal and 
family ties. According to census reports, there is an 
excess of 2,534 unmarried or widowed women over the 
same classes of males ; and, 3s the women are less 
adapted or educated to gain their living by industry than 
the male portion, the only means of subsistence left to 
them is that of depending upon the stronger sex, without 
regard to law or morality. In a society of only 9,000 
families the excess of 2,500 single women, urged by 
necessity, perverted through ignorance, and even in- 
fluenced by the climate, is an element of danger to public 
morals and the general good. In a word, of the IOO,OOO 
people in Lima but little more than one-third live in 
family ties.“* 

Can St heathen ,” could people who lived before Chris- 
tianity was invented, do better than this ? Most distinctly, 
yes. That the reverse is the case is true enough for 
the pulpit, but is too false to be uttered anywhere else. 
So great and so sacred is the respect of the Bedouin 
Arab for the fair sex that the presence, the voice even, 
of a woman can arrest the uplifted scimitar charged with 
death, and bid it fall harmless. Whoever has committed 
a crime, even murder, is safe if a woman take him under 
her protection ; and the right of pardoning is so com- 
pletely established in favour of the sex that in some 
tribes where they never appear before men, and in 
others where they are occupied in the tents, if a criminal 

* Boston Hcraki. 
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can escape to their tent, he is saved, The moment he 
is near enough to be heard he cries aloud, “ I am under 
the protection of the harem.” At these words all the 
women reply, without appearing, “ Fly from him I” and, 
were he condemned to death by the prince himself, and 
by the council of the principal persons of the tribe, the 
punishment of his crime is remitted, without hesitation, 
immediately, and he is allowed to go where he pleases. 

In China, which we try so hard to convert to Chris- 
tianity, filial ingratitude is so rare that, when a father 
accuses his son before a mandarin, there needs no proof 
of the accused one’s guilt ; for they cannot believe that 
any father would be so unnatural as to bring a false 
accusation against his own son. But, should a son be 
so insolent as to mock his father, or arrive at such a 
pitch of wickedness as to strike him, all the province 
where this shameful act of violence is committed is 
alarmed ; it even becomes the concern of the whole 
empire-the Emperor himself judges the criminal. All 
the mandarins nez the criminal’s place of residence are 
turned out of their posts, especially those in the town 
where he lived, for having been so negligent in their 
instructions, as the occurrence of such a crime implies 
that they must have been ; and all the n’eighhours are 
reprimanded for neglecting by former punishments to 
have rendered impossible the criminal’s having attained 
to such an acme of crime. As regards the unhappy 
wretch himself, they cut him to a thousand pieces, burn 
his bones, raze the house in which he lived, as we11 as 
the houses that stand near it, in the presumption that 
there must be some hopeless depravity of manners in a 
community to which such a monster belonged. In China 
filial duty is as binding upon the prince as upon the 
peasant, and the Emperor, every New Year’s Day, in the 
palace, pays a particular homage to his mother, assisted 
in the ceremony by all the great officers of State. 
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The Persians, according to Herodatus, held the 
crime of domestic rebellion in nearly as much detes- 
tation as do the Chincsc; but they treated it after 
a more refined manner. They looked on the striking 
or slaying of a father as an i.vpossiHe offence; and, 
when a crime of the kind occurred, they heId that 

the criminal could not be the son of the party injured 
or slain, but must have been surreptitiously imposed. 
upon him as such. 

Cicero observes that Solon, the celebrated Athenian 
legislator, hnd provided no law against parricide, and 
that, being asked why he had not, he answered : “To 
make laws against and ordain punisinncnts for a crime 
that has never been known or heard of is the way to, 
introduce it rather than the way to prevent it.” The 
criminal calendar shows this impossible crime of Solon, 
the Pagan, to be tragically frequent in Christendom. 
Under the sweetness and light of the Gospel we are not 
unacquainted with- 

“ The knife a father’s throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son of life bereft, 
The grey hairs yet stack to the heft.” 

In Rcme no lesser a period than 600 years had 
elapsed from the founding of the city before so much as 
a name for the crime of parricide was known among the 
Romans. The punishment ordained for the first who 
stained his hands with the blood of the author of his 
being was that he should be scourged till he was flayed, 
then sewn up in a sack, together with a dog, a cock, a 
viper, and an ape, and so thrown headlong to the bottom 
of the sea. 

Epaminondas, the Theban general, being asked what 
was the most pIeasant thing that happened to him in 
the course of his whole life, replied that he remembered 
nothing more pleasant than that he had achieved the 
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Leuctrian victory while his father and mother were yet 
alive to be pleased with the glory of their son. 

Pomponius Atticus, in making the funeral oration 
over the remains of his mother, protested that, although 
he had lived with her sixty-seven years, he had never 
been reconciled to her. The audience seemed struck 
with surprise at such a declaration. “ No ” continued 
Atticus, “for in all that time there has nevh happened 
the least jar between us that needed reconciliation.” 

The gallant Sertorius, though ambitious of a military 
career, and though in the position of general in Spain, 
with a liberal promise before him of distinction and 
renown, solicited permission from the Senate to return 
home to visit his mother whom he had learnt was ill. 
Before the Senate had had time to send a reply to his 
application news was brought him that his mother was 
no more. He was so prostrated by the news that he 
shut himself up in his tent for seven days, during the 
whole of which time he lay on the ground, lamenting 
and mourning, and would not suffer even his dearest 
friends to visit him in his sorrow. 

The first gilded statue which was ever erected in 
Rome was by a son to the honour of his father. The 
son was M. Acilius Glabrio, a knight. The statue was 
erected to the memory of his father, who had achieved 
a triumph over Antiochus at the pass of Thermopylae. 

When the Romans were defeated by Hannibal in the 
Battle of Lake Thrasymene, and the news of the cala- 
mity was brought to Rome, the anxious multitude, men 
and women alike, flocked to the gates to learn the 
tidings of their respective friends who had been with 
the army. And Valerius Maximus assures us that one 
.woman, meeting at the gate with her son whom she had 
given up for dead, died of joy in his arms as she 
embraced him. Another woman, having been erro- 
neously informed that her son was among the slain, 
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retired to her home, overwhelmed with sorrow; and 
when, unexpectedly, she saw him approach her the 
sudden transition of her grief to excessive joy was such 
that she fell down at his feet and expired. 

?‘he warlike Agesilaus was, under the roof of his own 
,house, one of the most tender-hearted and amiable of 
men. He used to join his children in all their innocent 
gambols, and was once discovered by a friend showing 
them how to ride on a hobby-horse. Upon the friend 
expressing some surprise at finding the great and cde- 
brated Agesilaus so engaged, “Wait ” said the hero “tilI 
you are yourself a father ; and, if ybu then blame ke, I 
give you liberty to publish this act of mine to the world. ’ 

The grave Socrates was once, surprised by Alcibiades 
in a nearly similar situation, and made nearly the same 
answer. “You have not,” said he, “such reason to laugh a.s 
you seem to imagine at a father playing with his children. 
You seem to know littIe of that tender affection which 
parents entertain for their offspring. Restrain your 
mirth tiI1 you have children of your own, when you will, 
perhaps, find yourself in the very act in which you have 
caught me.” 

The elder Cato, even in the busiest periods of his life, 
a!ways found time to be present at the bathing and 
,dressing of his little son ; and, as the child grew up, he 
would not permit him to be under any other teacher 
save himself. Being advised to place the education of 
the boy in the hands of a certain learned slave, he 
replied that he could not bear that any person should 
pull his son by the ears, or that he should be indebted 
for his education and learning to any other than to his 
own father. 

Here in Christian England the marriageable young 
women are trotted off to churches and to balls, and 
there practically set up for sale in the market of matri- 
mony, the mamma skilfully doing the business of 
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auctioneer-doing it as jf she did jt not ; for Christian 
civilisation, from beginning to end, is a perfect Cretan 
Labyrinth .of make-believe and sham. The Church 
would indignantly deny that it is a marriage-shop, and 
mamma would be shocked into hysterics if you were to 
hint to her that she set off her girls with superb boots 
and bonnets and sold them by public auction. Rut both 
counts are true, however vehemently they may he denied. 
The poor plain girl cannot “do herself up ” so as to 
make going to church of any prospective matrimonial, 
value; the poor plain girl has neither the face, figure, 
jewels, nor millinery that are necessary for the successful 
attending of balls. So the poor plain girl, although she 
would frequently make one of the very best of wives, 
has, as a rule, to go unmarried; and an indigent old 
maid who has to depend upon her relations, or an indi- 
gent old tnaid who has no relations to depend on, is 
certainly one of the most wretched and helpless of 
mortals; and this Christian country of ours has tens of 
thousands of such. 

In contrast to the foregoing, ancient Babylon was not 
Christian; so, when she sold girls in marriage, she did 
so honestly and openly, and she made humane provision 
for poor and plain girls, the record of which should 
bring the blush of shame to the cheek of English in- 
humanity. According to Herodotus, the Babylonians, 
as also the He&i, a people of Illyria, when girls 
reached a mariageable age they repaired at a certain 
date to a place where the unmarried men also assembled, 
The girls were then sold by the public crier, who first 
disposed of the most beautiful maiden in the entire bevy. 
When he had disposed of her he put the others, in suc- 
cession, up to sale, according to their respective degrees 
of personal attractiveness. The rich Babylonians were 
emulous as to who should carry off the most beautiful 
women. But, as the young men who were poor could 
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vlot aspire to have the handsomest wives, they were 
content to have the plain, with the money that was 
awarded along with them ; for, when the crier had sold 
the handsomest, he ordered the plainest of all to be 
brought, and asked if any one present was willing to 
take her along with the amount of dowry he named. 
Thus she became the wife of him who was satisfied with 
a small share of feminine attractions; and thus the 
finest women were disposed of; and thus, from the money 
which they brought, small fortunes were given along with 
those who otherwise would have had difficulty in obtain- 
ing husbands. No man was permitted to take home 
the girl he had bought without first giving a security that 
he wouId marry her. However, after the auction, if the 
parties were not mutually satisfied with each other, the 
law enjoined that the purchase-money should be returned 
to him who had paid it. I must not be understood as 
recommending the Babyloni‘an marital code as one to 
be adopted ; albeit I do say that English girls are as 
veritably sold as Babylonian girIs were---not, however, so 
honestly and openly, but under the thin disguise of 
sermons and balls; and the Babylonian code made a 
considerate provision for plain but possibly estimable 
girls, whereas the English code leaves them nothing save 
celibacy and “genteel ” or other starvation. For my 
part, I could submit to see a good many of our German 
princelets deprived of their pensions and the money ex- 
pended in giving a little start in life to a poor but honest 
and deserving lad and lass. But, in this high and Chris- 
tian civilisation, there is no humanity, only a merciless 
struggle, in which you are relentlessly forced to become 
either the hammer or the anvil. 

Our breed here, too, is being wofully deteriorated by 
Love being so remorselessly choked by the grasp of 
Mammon. It is not, Who is he-who is she? but, 
What has he-what has she ? In this high and Chris- 
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tian civilisation there is more attention paid to the breed 
of horses and dogs, and even pigeons and rabbits, than 
to the breed of human beings. Hence we have millions 
who believe the woman-and-snake story, the man-and- 
whale story, the stick-and-nail story, and such-like 
sacred monstrosities. The noblest of the ancients set 
their face against the sacred allar-flame of Love being 
degraded into a furnace to smelt the ore of Mammon. 
It was enacted by Lycurgus that no dowry whntcvcr 
should be given with any young woman in marriage. 
When asked to justify this enactment he replied thnt her 
personal merit alone should be taken into consideration 
in the choice of a wife, and that the law was designed 
to prevent young women being chosen for their wealth 
or neglected for their poverty. 

An Athenian who was hesitating whether to give his 
daughter in marriage to a man of worth with a small 
fortune, or to a rich man who had no recommendation. 
except his wealth, consulted Themistocles on the suhjcct. 
“I would bestow my daughter,” said Themistocles, 
“upon a man without money rather than upon money 
without a man.” 

So much for a few embers from the hearth-stones of 
those who lived and died long ages before this spccinlly 
“elevating” Christian faith had yet crawled forth from 
the Bethlehem stable. 



CHAPTER XxX111. 

V&omen amoq fke Parsees-Tke Ahence of Divorce in 
Pagan and ifs Presence in Ckridan Rome--‘L Virphs 
fiiZ tkey are six “‘--hiwring Molkevkood for Monq- 
” Tke yi>k of Being done to deatk by vilZains “-“ You 
may as well invoke fke moral sentiment of a dam, and 
attempt to influme fke ckivahy %f an oyster “--“S?ac 
and Uinkers for G&t and IIeZl.” 

IN Genesis the Christian Scriptures strike the keynote 
of woman’s inferiority and submission ; and the whole 
tune of Holy Writ is true to the keynote which has been 
struck. Far otherwise is it with the Scriptures of the 
Parsee. 

“The equality of the sexes,” says Samuel Taing,* “is 
distinctly laid down in the Zoroastrian Scriptures, 
Women are always mentioned as a necessary part of the 
religious community. They have the same religious 
rites as the men. The spirits of deceased women are 
invoked as well as those for men. Long contact u-ith 
the other races of India, and necessity for some outward 
conformity to the practices of Hindoo and Mohammedan 
rulers, did something to impair the position of females 
as regards public appearances, though the l’arsee wife 
and mother always remained a principal figure in the 
Parsee household; and latterly, under the security of 
English rule, Parsee ladies may be seen everywhere in 
public, enjoying just as much liberty as the ladies of 
Europe or America. Nor are they at all behind their 

l ‘I A Modem Zoroastrian,” pp. z1p16. 
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Western sisters in education, accomplishments, and, it 
may bc added, in daintiness of fashionable attire. In 
fact, an eager desire for education has become a pxni- 
nent feature among all classes of the Parsee community, 
and they are quite on a par with the Scotch, German, 
and other European races in their efforts to establish 
schools, and in the numbers who attend, and especiall) 
of those who obtain distinguished places in the higher 
schools and colleges, such as the Elphinstone Institute 
and the Eombay University. Female education is also 
actively promoted, and no prejudices stand in the way 
of attendance at the numerous girls’ schools which have 
been established, or even in studying in medical colleges, 
where Parsee women attend lectures on all branches of 
lnedical science along with male students.” 

In Christian countries divorce is very common ; but in 
ancient Rome (before the time of Christianity) it was 
almost unknown ; and yet Christians claim all the 
morals ! Gibbon refers, as a fact, to the virtue of the 
Komans, “who abstained from the exercise of this 
tempting privilege [divorce] about Jive ITlund& yea~x.” 
Mommsen, in his chapter on “ The Commonwealth,” 
says : “ Divorce, formerly in Rome almost unheard of, 
was now [after the introduction of Christianity] a daily 
occurrence.” Milman says : “The sixth century of 
Roman greatness is said to have begun before the public 
feeling was shocked by the repudiation of a virtuous 
but barren wife by Spurius Carvilius Ruga.” Robertson 
says : “A Roman’s own fireside and hearthstone were 
almost the most sacred spots on earth. There was no 
battle-cry that came so to his heart as that for the altar 
and the hearth. HOW firmly this was rooted in the 
nation’s heart is plain from the tradition that, for five 
hundred years, no separation took place by law between 
those who had been united in wedlock.” Woolsey, in 
“ Divorce and Divorce Legislation,” says :. “ It is ahnost 
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impossible to believe that no divorce occurred at Rome 
for more than five hundred years from its foundation, 
and yet there is no good reason for rejecting the story 
altogether.” Indeed, every reason goes to induce us to 
accept it, when we read how the public sense seemed 
insulted by the iirst known instance of divorce; and 
Woolsey gives not a single fact EO break the force of the 
historical tradition. Mommscn, referring to the home 
life, writes : “Now has equalled the Roman in the 
simple but inexorable embodiment in law of the prin- 
ciples pointed out by Knture herself.. . . . . .‘l’o the Roman 
citizen a house of his own and the blessing of children 
appeared the end and essence of life.” This against 
our most Christian Divorce Court, reeking with a sensual 
obscenity, that, as an emetic, should make a satyr or 
even Priapus himself disgorge his breakfast. “ Elevate !” 
Christianity has never “ elevated ” woman except to the 
horrible gibbet of Infamy, and to the revolting high 
altar of Lust. 

“ Halo of sacred innocence ” indeed ! Cesspool of 
accursed crime would be nearer the truth. You cannot 
bring a clean thing out of an unclean. Millions of our 
women, whom Christianity has had ~800 years to 
“ elevate,” are degraded till they lie outside the pale of 
womanhood, and even outside the pale of swinehood. 
Those who have inhaled the reek of the slums know 
this. A guIf deeper than hell lies between Dives and 
I,azarus. A river more impnssahlc than Phlegethon 
flows between Belgravia and Bethnal Green. A wall 
more adamantine, and a hundred times higher than 
that of China, lies between Mayfair and Whitechapel. 
In the former the mothers bring forth boys for Eton 
and Harrow ; in the latter, for the gallows and Dr. 
Barnardo’s Homes. The former bear girls to be the 
wives of earls; the latter bear girls who are virgins till 
they are six, when they begin to be a compound of 
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prostitute and thief and squaw. They are sent out by 
their parents-although it is not always they have a 
recognised male parent- to sell matches or sell their 
persons or steal. They have all three alternatives before 
them ; and they are free to adopt any or all ; but they 
arc not free to return without money, get it how they 
may. The School Board visitor has interfered with the 
earnings of these “ elevated ” women and their children ; 
but their unprincipled ingenuity and low cunning are 
often more than a match for the School Board officer ; 
nnd then there are those halcyon opportunities for 
money-making-the holidays. 

For money the mothers of these children hecamc 
mothers. Motherhood involved the mother in loss that the 
fee for incurring it did not indemnify ; and so she has to 
make the best of a bad bargain bytaking the earliest oppor- 
tunity of sending out her children to add what they can 
to the insufficient amount for her sin which she was paid 
for conceiving them. The boys are sent out to be 
Gibeonites and thieves. The girls are more profitable ; 
they have a third string to their bow-besides being 
Gibevnites and thieves, they can expose themselves in 
the flesh market. This fact is stated truthfully, but 
with bitter shame, by one who knoll-s only too well what 
hc is writing about, and who has read from its preface 
to its colophon the fearful Book of the Slums. When, 
the children (round whom Christianity has had 1800 
years to cast the “ halo of sacred innocence “) return to 
the parental knee-or rather to the parental foot-they 
are eagerly asked what money they have got ; but few 
or no questions are asked as to how they got it. If the 
child return with no money at all, he or she goes supper- 
less, and is frequently kicked or beaten till the thin 
criminal blood soils the dirty tatters and rags in which 
he or she is enveloped. The tongs describes a halo- 
but not one of “sacred innocence,” round the head ot 
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the child. Even in the dreariest nights of a London 
winter I have found children of either ses sleeping 
under carts or on lonely doorsteps, the matches they 
have been attempting to sell wet with the hoar-frost or 
the chilling dew, and who durst not go home ~CC~USC, 
through the long lapse of a hungry and fearful day, they 
had not obtained sufiicient coppers to warrant them in 
facing their loving and tender mother, whom, according 
to Archdeacon Fnrrar, Christianity has so humanised 
and elevated. Alas, how this Christianity began with a 
lie, and how down to the present hour of its senility 
and decay it loveth and maketh a lie! If it do not 
know the truths I am telling, it should know them ; and, 
if it be too apathetical and high bred to know them as 
I have done, then, in the name of the eternal verities, 
let it hold its peace. 

I have, more than once, gone “home” with children 
I have found sleeping under dark railway arches and 
under carts. “ Home ” has usually been a den of 
drunkenness and dirt. I have never once been thnnkud 
for bringing home a child from the frosty railway arch 
or from the frozen door-step. I have usually had to 
give the contents of my purse to prevent the child who 
had not earned or stolen sufiicicnt coppers from getting 
beaten well-nigh to death ; and, even after having given 
my last fax-thing, I have heard the dull and heavy thud 
of blows fall upon the children I had rescued before I 
had well got outside the door, and my heart hns sickened. 
under their terrible screams. I have sometimes returned 
to plead for mercy, and always at the risk of being done to, 
death by villains without a gleam of human intelligence 
in their eye or a drop of human blood in their heart- 
villains that the great towns of England can furnish in 
hundreds of thousands, after more than eighteen centuries 
of the gospel of the Gal&an. I should not advise Arch- 
deacon Farrar, or those like him, to go into such locali- 
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ties ; hut I should advise them to hold their peace about 
the effects of Christianity till they do. The entering of 
such localities is not for the halt, the maimed, the lame, 
ar the blind. The entering of such localities is not for 
the mere scholar and fine gentleman, with flaccid muscles 
and attenuated thews; but for one with, when put to it, 
a desperado’s courage, and bones of iron and sinews 
of brass. I never stir out after sunset without a heavy 
oaken staff, the motto of which is “ Defence, not 
Defiance.” Not attacked, I would be the last to use it; 
attacked, I would bc the first. Grasping it in my right 
hand, I have, more than once, set out on my errand of 
mercy, and returned with it mercilessly encrusted with 
‘blood and hair-peradventure some of the blood my 
own. I have had, occasionally, to be very cruel in order 
to be kind. With those whom Christianity has allowed 
to sink lower than dogs or swine you have to argue vith 
a poker; you have to convince them by breaking their 
head with a broken chair. You need not attempt to 
make them understand any moral canon ; but, once with 
a broken chair and once with a poker, I succeeded in 
letting them know the plain, concrete fact that I objected 
to being murdered. Mere words, however kindly meant 
and kindIy spoken, are simply wasted wind. They do 
not want your words ; they want your watch. When 
you appeal to their sense of right and truth you appeal 
to minus quantities ; you may as well invoke the moral 
sentiment of a clam, and attempt to inflame the chivalry 
of an oyster. Very many of them are the result of the 
lecherous whim of somebody in broadcloth-a lecherous 
whim which fructifies into destitution and disease, degra- 
dation, devilry, and danger. The toad that spawns on 
the margin of the pool is more carefu1 of its young than 
arc the parents who spawned these creatures in the 
centre of Debauchery’s Lake of the Dismal Swamp. If 
enlenagogues had not failed-if attempts to obtain abor- 
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tion had not prosed abortive, they would not have been 
there. They owe nothing to the fabric of Society ; they 
are not of the fabric : they are stertorous and pestilent 
offal that lies around its base. They owe nothing to the 
world, and each man or woman of them woultl set the 
world on fire to cook his or her own particular herring.. 
The begetting of children, the bearing of children--nil the 
offices of nature, all the mean gutter-crawIing of ‘( life,“’ 
and all the groaning squalor of death, not infrequently 
take place in the same den, and in the sight and hearing 
of all. Christianity has dropped them through its riddle 
as slag and clinkers for guilt and hell, and turned her 
pious attention to savages in foreign lands. One excuse 
for the clergy is that they do not know this ‘as I know 
it ; but in one thing they are inexcusable : they do not 
want to know it. They turn away their polite eyes from 
London’s miles of misery and the Gomorrah of her docks 
of doom ; and, with hands encased in lavender kids, 
they write in rose-water about Joy and Jubilee and Jesus, 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Fiogpd JOY Being &at tt Cannot He& Being- 
“Mauriage ” ijz thy Slums-The Roggging of 2lvo 
C?&-i&eves---“It is Necessary t?zut Sham J&i an 
Opponent and Hyjocrisy ct Foe.” 

No pen has yet written “ The Biography of a Bloke,” 
“ The Reminiscences of a Rough,” or “ The Memoirs 
of a hlile-end Mole.” The police can tell you of places 
to which, after acertain hour at least, the police never and 
dare not go. It is only mere spray drops from the waters 
of London’s Styx that ever come under polite London’s 
ken. A child who dare not go home without the neces- 
sary coppers steals with the clumsiness of desperation, 
and is caught in the act. Then London avenges itself. 
The waif is dragged off to prison and ,Rogged; flogged 
for being what it cannot help being ; flogged because 
somebody, God knows who, begot it; flogged to ex- 
piate the crimes of a society that trampled it into hell, 
and then punished it for being there. 

“The Bitter Cry of Outcast London ” predicates of 
one of the many degraded districts :- 

“ ‘ Marriage,’ it has been said, ‘ as an institution, is not 
fashionable in these districts.’ And this is only the bare 
truth. Ask if the men and women living together in these 
rookeries are married, and your simplicity will cause a 
smile. Nobody knows. Nobody cares. Nobody expects 
they are. In exceptional cases only could your question 
be answered in the affirmative. Incest is common ; and 
no form of vice and sensuality causes surprise or attracts 
attention. Those who appear to be married are often 
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separated by a mere quarrel, and they do not hesitate to 
form similar companionships immediately. One man 
was pointed out who for some years had lived with a 
woman, the mother of his three children. She died, and 
in less than a week he had taken another woman in her 
place. A man was living with a woman in the low 
district called ‘ The Mint.’ He went out one morning 
with another man for the purpose of committing a 
burglary, and by that other man was murdered. The 
murderer returned, saying that his companion had been 
caught and taken away to prison ; and the same night 
he (with the woman) took the place of the murdered 
mxn. The only check upon communism in this regard 
is jealousy, not virtue. The vilest practices are looked 
upon with the most matter-of-fact indifference. The 
low parts of London are the sink into which the filthy 
and abominable from all parts of the country seem to 
flow. Entire courts are filled with thieves, prostitutes, 
and liberated convicts. In one street are 35 houses, 32 
of which are known to be brotheIs. In another of these 
districts are 42 of these houses, 428 fallen women and 
girls, many of them not more than 12 years of age. A 
neighbourhood whose population is returned at 10,100 
contains 400 who follow this immoral trali’ic, their age 
varying from 15 to 50. 

* * * * 
“ Al1 kinds of depravity have here their schools. 

Children who can scarcely walk are taught to steal, and 
mercilessly beaten if they come back from their daily 
expeditions without money or money’s worth. Many of 
them are taken by the hand or carried in the arms to 
the gin palace, and not seldom may you see mothers 
urging and compelling their tender infants to drink the 
fiery liquid. Lounging at the doors and 1olIing out of 
windows and prowling about street corners are pointed 
out many of the members of the notorious band of 
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‘Forty Thieves, who, often in conspiracy with nban- 
doncd women, go out after dark to rob people in Oxford 
Street, Regent Street, and other thoroughfares. Hcre- 
you pass a coffee house, there a wardrobe shop, there a 
tobacconist’s, and there a grocer’s, carrying on a legiti- 
mate trade, no doubt, but a far different and more re- 
munerative one as well, especially after evening sets in 
-all traps to catch the unwary. These particulars. 
indicate but faintly the moral influences from which the- 
dwellers in these squalid regions have no escape, and 
hy which are bred ‘infancy thnt knows no innocence, 
youth without modesty or shame, maturity that is mature. 
in nothing but suffering and guilt, blasted old age that 
is a scandal on the name we bear.“’ 

Two child-thieves were recently arrested. A gentle- 
man, in virtue of his being connected with the press, 
managed to be present when they were birched. 
‘L It was,” writes he, “at one of the ordinary morning 
sittings of the Borough bench on a particular day some 
three or four years ago that a couple of youngsters about 
the ages of twelve and thirteen were brought up on a 
charge of theft. They were convicted, and sentenced 
to receive twelve strokes with a birch rod each. I im- 
mediately slipped round to the chief inspector’s corner 
of the court, and asked if he could allow me to be 
present to eitness the birching. ‘Oh, yes, we can 
manage that. Be here about one o’clock.’ Immediately 
the bench rose, about 12.30, I finished off my police 
‘ copy ’ as quickly as possible, and put in my appearance 
at the charge-room at the time stated, where I found the 
two delinquents. ‘ Who performs the operation Y I 
whispered to one of the detectives. ‘I do, and I’ve 
got a nice old rod in pickle for ‘em to,’ came back the 
reply in a tone of very great satisfaction. ‘And,’ con- 
tinued the officer, ‘I’ll fetch blood out of the young 
devils this morning.’ ‘Oh ; but you ought not to do- 
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that? I suggested. ‘ Won’t I ; you’ll see,’ he sneered, 
and presently returned with the wretched instrument of 
torture in his hand-the birch. ‘ How’s this ? Feel it,’ 
he said to me, holding out two or three of the twigs of 
which the delightful article was composed. I complied 
with the officer’s request, and felt two or three of the 
lashes, which were wiry and wet, the birch having been 
in pickle an hour or two since the sentence was pro- 
nounced; and I must say I was greatly impressed with 
the idea that, if such lashes were to be applied to a boy’s 
bare skin with any degree of vigour, birching was truly 
a barbarous punishment. A police birch is much like a. 
school birch. It is made up, as everybody knows, of a 
bunch of long thin twigs, which serve as lashes, tied 
tightly to the end of a stick about a couple of feet long. 
The police birch, however, is of considerably better- 
manufacture than the school birch, and more care is. 
taken in its general make and get-up. We had not many 
minutes to wait before the big, burly magistrate who was 
to officially witness the operation (and, therefore, on 
behalf of the Queen, give her most gracious Majesty’s 
sanction to it) arrived. Everybody and everything was 
ready, and a move was made to the court-yard at the 
back of the gaol-a dull, hare, and uninteresting piece 
of ground, surrounded by high walIs, and used chiefly 
for the purpose of drilling the police force. Here a form 
like an old-fashioned school seat was already placed, 
The persons present were a magistrate, the chief superin- 
tendent of police, a detective (who administered the 
punishment), a couple of constables, myself, and, of 
course, the two poor little fellows who were to be so 
cruelly tortured, both of whom, it is hardly necessary to 
state, were crying bitterly. ‘Now, then, down with your 
trousers, quick !’ said one of the constables; and, 
although the two delinquents obeyed the command, 
their movements were not very rapid. One of the 
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constables quickly unbuttoned one of the poor little 
fellows’ braces, and his trousers were pulled down so as 
to leave his buttocks bare. Almost with lightning 
rapidity he was placed on his stomach on the form ; one 
constable at one end held his hands with an iron grasp, 
and the other at the other end took the poor little 
wretch’s legs. The official who held the birch stepped 
forward, the culprit yelling and screaming in unearthly 
tones, and, with all his might and main, both hands 
grasping the rod, commenced to administer the punish- 
ment, the distress of the other boy being by no means 
lightened at the sight of his comrade’s treatment. At 
the first stroke the squealing, howling, and yelling of the 
culprit were heartrending, and the magistrate-who, 
being an admiral, could not have been altogether unused 
to that kind of thing-turned his back on the sickening 
sight. Immediately the birch had touched the poor little 
fellow’s skin the weals or marks of the lashes were plainly 
visible ; and, after two or three strokes had been laid on, 
the culprit’s right buttock resembled nothing so much 
as a piece of raw beef; and when the whole complement 
of six strokes had been inflicted-1 say it to the disgrace 
of the nation-blood was drawn, and, as his comrades 
viewed the matter, the official who held the birch had 
proved himself a clever fellow; for it is the acme of 
ambition on the part of the officers who are told off to 
administer the punishment to draw blood. The detec- 
tive with the birch then moved his precious body to the 
other side of the form and inflicted the remaining six 
strokes in a similar manner on the tiny culprit’s left 
buttock, the other little boy being put through the same 
cruel ordeal, with exactly similar results. The agony 
caused to these two poor little mites by such barbarous 
treatment was simply indescribable, and their unearthly 
yells, the results of such punishment, are ringing in 
my ears at this time as plainly as if I were still watch- 
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ing the proceedings in the court-yard of that prison 
on the occasion of which I write. And here I ‘may, 
perhaps, be allowed to allude to and denounce the 
fact that these whippings should be allowed to take 
place in private. The public know nothing of them ; 
for, except in the most isolated cases, reporters are power- 
less to obtain admittance to the prisons on such occasions, 
and the outside world have no more knowledge of what 
twelve strokes with the birch means than they have of 
bell itself. I contend that, whatever corporal punish- 
ment is allowed to be inflicted on criminals, reporters of 
the press, as the representatives and guardians of the 
public, should be allowed to be present. Had this been 
the custom with regard to birching, I do not hesitate to 
say birching would have been abolished years ago, or, 
at the most, practised only on adults. If what I saw 
were an exceptional, an isolated case, it might be possible, 
by a piece of clever special pleading, to defend this 
cruel system ; but I speak from my own knowledge that 
,what took place in her Majesty’s gaol at - is only 
what is taking place daily in the various Government 
prisons in the country. If the constable who administers 
the birch fails to draw blood, he is subjected to all the 
chaff and banter imaginable among his companions ; and, 
although police-constables can, as a rule, stand a good 
deal, a line must be drawn somewhere, and they arc, 
according to my experience, generally found inclined to 
draw it at chaff. ‘God, Jack, I didlayit on to that - 
kid that was to have the six strokes this morning! I 
fetched blood out of him like -. The poor little - 
won’t be able to sit down for a - month, I’ll lay my 
life,’ I heard a blackguard of a constable remark to 
.another constable in a town a few miles from that in 
which the prison was situated in which I witnessed the 
birchings. ‘ But you haven’t got half a - muscle,’ 
rejoined his blackguardly companion; ‘ I would have 
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kilIed the young - if I had been on to him.’ And 
these are the men who are told off to punish poor little 
defenceless mortals who have made a trivial transgression 
of the laws of their country, and who are led to the 
whipping-form like lambs in her Majesty’s name ! The 
constable’s remark that the boy would not have been 
able to sit down for a month is not greatly exaggerated, 
for I can bring forward several cases in which it has been 
impossible for children to sit do%-n for two or three weeks 
after the punishment. The British public should not 
rest content until a Royal Commission is appointed to 
take into consideration the question of flogging in 
general.“++ 

* Pa& Mall Gazeffe, July soth, My.-The foregoing exposure 
has nlready, it would seem, contributed in the direction of nmelio- 
rating a disgraceful survival of judicia1 barbarity. Sir Charles 
Warren, in a police order issued since the above was in type, re- 
quests the superintendents of the various divisions of the Rfetropo- 
itan Police to report to him, through the chief constables, on any 
modifications which experience may suggest to them as desirable in 
reference to the punishment of certain classes of juvenile offenders- 
by means of the birch-rod. In issuing this order, Sir Charles 
Warren calls attention to the following letter which he has received 
from the Home Office : “ I am directed by the Secretary of State 
to inform you that hc has had under his consideration the manner 
in which the punishment of Ibirching is at present carried out in the 
case of young offenders. It is evident that, owing to differences 
in age and physical constitution, the effect of this punishlnent must 
necessarily vary in different cases, and the Secretary of State has 
reason to believe that, in some insianccs, the punishment may 
operate with excessive severity, and may possibly even occasion 
serious injury. With the view of preventing such cousequences, 
the Secretary of State would suggest, for the consideration of the 
police authorities, that the rod used for birching children under ten 
should be lighter than that used in the case of older offenders ; and 
that, if there is reason to suppose that the child is in delicate health, 
or is naturally of a specially weak constitution, a medical man 
should be consulted as to the propriety of the punishment being 
carried out, or the severity with which it should be intlicted.- 
(Signed) GODFREY LUSHINGTOK." 
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And whose blood was in the veins of these two boys ? 
Whose blood reddened the twigs of the birch ? Pcrad- 
venture that of the magistrate himself, or of the chaplain 
of the prison. For mystical are the grinding of the 
wheels of the mill of misery. And Cod looks on and 
tolerates. And I am accounted a heretic, and my anti- 
Christian writings are produced against me in 3 Court of 
Justice to prevent my getting justice, because I fail to 
see in all this how Christianity “elevates” woman and 
casts a &‘halo of sacred innocence round the tender 
years of the child.” So be it. I have flung down my 
gage of battle, and the force of bigotry may break me to 
death ; but it shall never bend me to submission. Un- 
salaried and ill-supported, I fight as stubbornly as if the 
world flung at my feet its gold and laurels and huzzas ; 
for the weak need a champion and the wronged an 
avenger. It is necessary that Sham find an opponent 
and Hypocrisy a foe : these they will find in me, be the 
consequences what they may. 



CHAPTER XXX\‘. 

Woman 172 “ITo& Scotland”---The “Ho& Pair” and 
“Uoughmagandie ” -Pious Excesses- “ Fen&g the 
TaHes “-‘& The ..B& Na’ Bible “-Piety with the Can- 
dles Out-Pie& when the Match was Struck 

AND now a word anent what Christianity has done to 
purify, refine, and elevate woman in holy Scotland, 
“ my own, my native land.” I refuse to plead any apology 
for writing what I am about to write. He who writes 
simply the truth has no reason to be apologetic. I, 
Scotland’s son, have no reason to apologise to Scotland, 
my mother, for what I am about to record ; but I leave 
it to Scotland, my mother, to say whether she should 
not apologise to me, her son, for affording my pen such 
an ungracious subject. 

Scotland’s “Holy Fair,” or Lord’s Supper, was wont, 
some fifty or sixty years ago, to be held on the summer 
grass, with God’s naked sky above for a canopy. Without 
troubling to look down through the roof of a church 
Christ could look down and behold the pious Scats 
eating his flesh and drinking his blood. This sacra- 
mental $?je champ.& was a reverential relic of Cove- 
nanting times, aud was supposed to lend a peculiar 
solemnity to the most awful of the Christian rites. In 
the parish of Irongray I have seen “ the Communion 
stones,” rude crags on which the Covenanters sat and 
partook of the sacrament of the T,ord’s Supper in the 
days when Scotland was passing through the seven-times 
heated fire of affliction, when- 
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“ I1 was not for her heather 
She was called the purple land.” 

You would imagine that, engaged in the most sacred 
rite of the Christian Church, celebrated in a manner 
solemnly sugges&z of Covenanting times, the Scotch 

Presbyterians would have felt that “this is the very 
house of God, the very gate of heaven,” and that 
they would have laid their souls open to the most 
elevated of spiritual influences, purged from the sin and 
the dross of earth. Yet I have it on indisputable cvi- 
dence, on the evidence of more than a dozen indepen- 
dent witnesses, who in their youth had partaken of the 
Lord’s Supper in the open-air, that, by the young rustics, 
it was eagerly looked forward to as an occasion for 
carnal orgies. During the praying and the preaching 
the young couples lay togcthcr on the grass, often in 
indecent and most suggestive attitudes. Burns says of 
the end of the celebration of the Lord’s Supper in his 
day- 

<‘ Kow’some are fu’ 0’ Gospel grace, 

And some arc fu’ o’ brandy, 
And many deeds that day begun 

May end in houghmagandie,” 
Some ither day.” 

Burns puts off the actual “ houghmagandie ” till ” some 
ither day ;” but he is writing of the Sacrament as cele- 
brated in the tent, not in the open-air among crags and 
bushes. 13~ the testimony of many venerable men with 
whom I have conversed when a youth, and whose names 
and addresses I could, if necessary, give, the “ deeds that 
day begun ” did not wait till “ some ither day ” for con- 
summation in “ houghmagandie.” 

Even after the publication of “The Holy Fair ” the 
open-air drunkenness and carnality attendant upon the 
celebration of the Lord’s Supper were not surrendered 

l Houghmagandie=fornication. 
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without a struggle. There is more than one instance of 
the elders absolutely refusing to “bring forward the 
elements ” inside the church walls, and of elders having 
to be fio,orrowed for that purpose from a neighbouring 
parish. “ The abolition of tent preaching on sacramental 
occasions,” writes the Rev. David Hogg, “was one of 
the greatest reforms in the Church, and for this we are 
in great measure indebted to Burns’ satire, ‘The Holy 
Fair.’ The description there given of men and manners 
may be thought more plain than pIeasant by some ; but 
thousands can bear testimony to the truthfulness of his 
representations, as having been witnessed in their own 
parishes on similar occasions. So far as we are aware, 
ithere is no such thing now in any of the Lowland 
parishes of Scotland. It is a thins of the past, and many 
of the present generation do not know it even by name. 
Would it had always been so ! Doubtless the clergy did 
not allow, far less approve of, the indecorous scenes 
which then took place ; and doubtless also they admo- 
nished, and exhorted, and rebuked, in no lenient degree, 
those accused of their participation ; but nevertheless 
the custom continued to prevail with unabated vigour, 
and amelioration was scarcely to be hoped for, if it could 
only be restrained from going further, suppw~ny tat 
possiXe. Burns was, however, longer-sighted. He saw 
the effect must continue as long as the cnusc existed, 
and therefore, taking one of his sharpest-pointed shafts, 
he aimed at both, and the world can now testify as to 
the result.“* 

I have been at a good many “Holy Fairs ” of the 
modern kind. The concomitant whisky-booths had 
been abolished before my time, and no longer could it 
be said, as in the days of Burns, 

“ There racer Jess and twa three whores 
Stan’ blinkin’ at the entry ;” 

* (‘ Life and Times of the Rev. John Wightman, D.D.,” p. 53. 
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but I can testify that the humbug and hypocrisy were 
sickening. The way the Rev. Joseph C. Lorraine, of 
Caerlaverock, and the Rev. John Hope of Dunscore, 
“fenced the tables “-that is, showed who alone was 

worthy to approach them-if it meant anything, simply 
meant that no man of woman born could go forward 
and partake of the Lord’s body and blood without 
,(‘ eating and drinking damnation to himself.” Disposed 
to take matters in earnest, I was wont to feel absolutely 
appalled, and anticipated a hot cinder of hell yet stick- 
ing in my throat for my having, when on earth, eaten 
the Lord’s body umvorthily. It was never till I saw 
several of the hoary master-blackguards of the parish sit 
down at the table with pious confidence that I timidly 
ventured to approach it. The Rev. I)avid Hogg, him- 
self a Presbyterian minister, thus candidly refers to the 
“ fencing ” : “In ‘fencing the tables’ what was called 
the de&~-& was also lengthened and minute, while the 
,invitation was short and general. The dehau~i?zg was so 
called from the several classes of sinners addressed being 
solemnly debarred or prohibited from partaking of the 
ordinance. So minute and comprehensive was the enu- 
meration of these classes that one would have thought 
,the tables were prepared in vain, as none could be 
entitled to come forward with impunity. Profane swear- 
ing was very particularly insisted on in all its forms, and 
especially in that of minced oaths, which were very 
common. One clergyman in the vicinity of Dumfries 
is reported to have said, when engaged in this part of 
the service : ‘I debar from these tables all those who 
use any kind of minced oaths, such as heth, teth, feth, 
fegs, losh, gosh, or lovenenty.’ No doubt the great 
object of such particularity was to preserve the purity of 
the ordinance and prevent the corn mission of aggravated 
sin, though there was a seeming inconsistency in what 
followed-the earnestness in inviting and urging com- 
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municants to come forward and partake of the memorials, 
of redeeming love. Indeed, an instance is on record 
when, after the debarring, not a single individual would 
come forward till the minister, seeing his mistake, en- 
treated them by saying that he did not altogether mean 
what he had said.“* 

So much for, under the most awful solemnities that 
mortal can conceive, what Christianity has done to purify 
and elevate woman and to purge from the heart of man 
his grosser self, and place his feet upon the upward 
pathway to the higher instincts and lofty moral carnest- 
ness of his being. 

Partaking of the Lord’s Supper in the open-air was 
over before I was born ; but not so “ the big ha’ Bible ” 
and “ takin’ the beuk”-&., family worship. I have,. 
when a child, knelt in that worship in my own father’s 
house. There there was no hypocrisy, no cant, nothing 
but simple, pure, and, if you will, ignorant earnestness. 
The remembrance of these prayers still touches my soul 
with a sad but soothing memory, for they were the 
spontaneous expression of the heart of a father that 
loved me ; they were spoken with a voice that Death 
has now silenced ; and the knees that then knelt before 
God to implore a blessing upon my little brothers and 
sisters and me are mouldering to dust in the auld kirk- 
Baird of Caerlaverock. 

But I have seen more ‘ambitious and far other in- 
stances of “ takin’ the beuk.” I have seen young people 
gravitate to such farm-houses as still continued to “tak’ 
the beuk.” In the presence of the auld guid-man and 
the auld guid-wife there was some harmless enough 
“ tig-towin’ wi’ the lassies.” But, as the auld guid-man 
pronounced the words, “ Let us worship God,” the 
candles were at once put out-ostensibly for solemnity, 

* “ Life and Times of the Rev. John Wightman, D.D.,” $p. SO-I. 
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but probably for economy. The lads and lassies,. 
frequently including the daughters of the guid-man, 
knelt down together before chairs and tables and stools,. 
and the “ tig-towin’ ” and joking, which were harmless 
enough while the candles burnt and before the prayer 
began, lapsed into license now that the candles were ex- 
tinguished and the prayer was being drawled. While the 
“ sooplication,” which was usually an exceedingly long 
one, was proceeding, it WZE utterly against decorum to 
make a noise of any kind ; but hardly anything else save 
this was against the decorum of the occasion. For any 
undue advances while the candles were aflame and before 
worship had begun, Jenny would give Anera a box on 
the ear; but it was altogether against etiquette for her 
to disturb divine worship by resisting any familiarity 
whatever while the service of God was going on. The 
license family worship afforded for improper familiari- 
ties among the worshippers was generally understood 
and acted upon, and was not confined to rural 
districts, although it is from such districts that, for 
the most part, my experience has been drawn. I re- 
member being at family worship at the house of a 
pious sea captain in Glasgow. When the prayer of 
the devout salt was about half-way through a devil- 
may-care student friend of mine who accompanied me 
-the man whose wasted life and untimely death I depict 
in the ballad “ Leonore “*-struck a match suddenly and 
maliciously. The match was extinguished in a moment;, 
but what was seen in the glance of that moment I will 
never express, not even with a view to the refutation of. 
those who maintain that the Christian religion has a 
tendency to elevate and purify woman. Here I had 
inexpressible evidence of how it refined and purified 
her ; here, under the sanctities of the domestic altar ;. 

l See ‘I Life of Saladin,” pp. $3-61. 
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here where, with every attribute of earnestness, the 
father of the household was wrestling with God. 

My native Scotland is, perhaps, the most priest-ridden 
country in Europe, Spain not excepted. The Christian tra- 
ditionthrivesintheardentZoowe oftheperfeeroidurz ingeniunt 
Scotwunz. Presbyterianism is deeply engrained in the 
ascetic dourness of the Scottish character, and the pursuit 
of that “ science ” known as ‘Theology, standing with 
her one foot on Mist and the other on Mystery, has a 
charm for the metaphysical and subjective instincts of 
the Scottish intellect. It may be that, in some countries, 
Christianity is a profession only ; but in Scotland it is 
more than a profession-it has actual root in the national 
life. A11 the more, then, it is warrantabIe for US to take 
Scotland as an example of what Christianity has done 
to raise the status of woman and to purify and ennoble 
her character. WC have seen what n sacred thing were 
her “ Holy Fairs,” when she was more pious than she is 
even now. We have seen what an exalted standard of 
purity she was exalted to, even on the solemnising 
occasion when the patriarch, “his lyart haffets wearing 
thin and bare,” sent his supplication direct from the 
hearth of his home to the altar of his God. 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

THE Solufton to the ProBZem of the Excejfiona@ Hig,Jz 
IlZ@imacy Rate in Scotfand-Songs Alhding to a 
Certain Na fional Cusfom-Farmers who Nailed Down 
the Window-The Douce Old Cameronian ad &ZS 
Daugh fers--Scotch Legifimntising of I&@iimaie ChiZ- 
de@ - me ” cu.fty-stQQz" - wedded a7ld &dddcd- 
Throwi7ag of the Bride’s Stocking-IIurZin. 

IRREVERENCE for cant and hypocrisy, reverence for the 
eternal verities, induce me to thrust aside the frippery 
of false delicacy and admit that Scotland’s immersion 
in Christianity does not suffice to purge her from a de- 
basement of sexual morals such as is, perhaps, unknown 
in any other civilised land. The Scottish illegitimacy 
rate has long been the paradox of moralists and the 
problem of statisticians. The solution to the problem 
lies in the fact that, in Scotland, rural courtships are 
conducted in bea!. This is perfectly distinctly recognised 
and understood as a custom of the country. Jenny the 
nymph, by arrangement, leaves her bed-room window 
unfastened, and Archie, the swain, enters thereby after 
dusk, and retires a little before sunrise. Many of the best 
known songs in our Scottish minstrelsyrefer to this custom 
-such songs as LC Let me in this ae nicht,” Cc 0 are ye 
sleepin’, Maggie ?‘I “ Bonnie Lassie, I lie near ye,” “ The 
tailor fell through the bed, thimbles and a’,” and “The 
Bonnie Lass made the Bed to me,” may serve as speci- 
mens. And, mark you, the songs referring to this 
custom are not by ribald rhymesters, but by Caledonia’s 
grandest singers, Allan Ramsay, Robert Burns, and 
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Robert Tannahill. He was a bard of whom Scotland 
and the world is proud who wrote the plaint of the too 
typical Scottish lass :- 

“ Weary fa’ you, Duncan Gray- 
Da, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

Wae gie by you, Duncan Gray- 
Hn, ha, the girdin o’t ! 

\Vhen a’ the lavc gae to their play, 
Then I maun sit the lee-lang day, 
And jog the cradle wi’ my tae, 

4nd a’ for the girdin o’t !” 

Even before I could read I could repeat many of the 
songs of Scotland and the psalms of Israel. I required 
to hear a song or a psalm only a time or two, and I 
could repeat it by rote. Thus many of the songs that 
the milk-maids sang in Galloway round the home of my 
childhood still linger in my memory. They were never 
for ;L moment suslxctccl of being cithcr obsccnc or im- 
lxoper when they referred to the only mode of wooing 
which was known to the milk-maids and their lovers- 
the mothers and fathers of those who, whether with 
bayonets or brains, have been the backbone of Britain. 
The following is a characteristic snatch which I have 
often heard lilted from the barn in winter, and in autumn 
from among the stooks of golden corn :- 

“When I gmg to the kirk on Sabbath 
Many a bran wife I see 

Smilin’ by her husband’s side, 
And many a nicht she’s lain wi’ me, 

Lilty loorum, loorum laddie, 
Lilty loorum, loorum lay, 

Lilty loorum, loorum laddie, 
Lilty loorum lay.” 

,4nd the minister, even the holy Presbyterian man of 
God, in the light of Scottish fact and Scottish song is no 
whit better than the Papist monk whom William Lang- 
land satirised,. whom Sir David Lindsay lampooned : the 
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ahw clergy of the type of John Iinox and George 
Wishart liked, and still like, their glass and their lass. 

“We’re a’ dry wi’ drinkin’ o’t ; 
We’re a’ dry wi’ drinkin’ o’t ; 

The minister kissed the f2ldlcr’s wife, 
An’ could na preach for thinkin’ 09.” 

But I require not to invoke the bards as my wit- 
nesses. In my early boyhood I lived for years in 
districts where the custom was carried out in all its 
integrity, and long before it had occurred to me that 
there might he other parts of the world where courting 
was conducted with more delicate sentiment and with 
purer morals. 

Some farmers, to prevent thcmsclves from being 
awakened by the yelping of dogs that was generally 
wont to herald the entrance and the exit of the 
hob-nailed Lothario, used to nail down the windows 
of their own daughters and the maid-servants. But 
such churlish farmers as these were few and far between, 
.and they were generally, before long, induced to take 

out the nails by mysterious nocturnal hands overturning 
hay-ricks, putting turf on the top of the chimneys, 
.and occasionally throwing stones through the windows. 
But, as I have said, the farmer very seldom interfcrcd ; 
and he could interfere only at the sacrifice of his popu- 
larity. I have actually sat up late nt night with a 
,Cameronian farmer while he drawled to me long passages 
of Scripture and confuted my then incipient heresies by 
exhortation and prayer while both he and I knew 
perfectly well that, in the bed-room overhead, were the 
lads and the lassies, “ puir things,” two of the said 
lassies being his own daughters. I do not for a moment 
seek to insinuate that the deuce oId Camcronian was a 
fraud and a hypocrite. It never occurred to him that his 
Bible and “ Confession of Faith ” which he knew by rote 
did not square with the clinical wooing which was going 
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on over his head; and, boy as I was, I admit it never- 
occurred to me. As I rose to higher conceptions of 
decency and refinement I was proportionably rising to 
a level from which I discovered Christianity to be a 
fraud, and its teachers more or less conscious impostors. 

The seventh commandment seemed to have been set 
up in Scotland only to be broken. By the Scwttish law 
-and herein it differed from the English-you could 
legitimatise any number of illegitimate children by simply 
at your leisure marrying their mother. On the day of 
your marriage you cou!d sit down to your marriage 
breakfast with your wife and your half-a-dozen children,, 
and pass off as a most respectable, god-fearing man, in full. 
communion with the kirk. As was the custom, Jean 
Armour had borne more than one child to Robert Burns. 
before that grandest and most national of Scotsmen saw 
fit to make her his wife. It was a point of Caledonian. 
etiquette to get children in a hurry and to marry at leisure.. 
For every child born out of wedlock the father and 
mother required to do penance at the kirk, before the 
congregation ; and the elders asked them some nasty 
questions in great detail ; but this was a small matter, 
an exceedingly common matter, and soon got over. 
The rustic Lothario and his fair and frail victim had tm 
stand on a small bench, “the cutty-stool,” to single them 
out for the disapprobation of their fellow worshippers. 
Burns himself, to keep himself respectable, had to 
stand on this “ cutty-stool ” and endure the upbraidings 
of “ Daddy Auld.” Although, as I have said, the “ cutty- 
stool” has now been abolished, at least in all the kirks 
in which I have either prayed or been prayed at, 
the custom of rebuking young couples, the course of 
whose true love had not run smooth, has not been 
abolished The rebuking is now, however, in many 
instances, not administered before the entire congrega- 
tion, but in the presence of the minister and elders 
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only. In the kirk with which I am best acquainted the 
rebuke was wont to be public til1 the minister’s own 
daughter had to come in for her share of it. She was 
dealt with in camera, and the public exposure has not 
since beeh revived. The country ministers are simply 
peasants with a university training, and, up till recently, 
they were in manners and pursuits very slightly exalted 
above the non-sacerdotal peasants around them. To 
run the gauntlet of the Kirk Session is such a common 
thing that, as soon as the ordeal is over, it is the subject 
of sneering and jeering and unutterably filthy rcpartec 
and badinage with the two individuals who were the 
central figures and their friends, male and female. It is 
not very disgraceful to be the parents of an illegitimate 
child; but it is execrably wicked and profane not to go 
to the kirk and acknowledge your fault and have done 
with it. If you do not go before the Session and do 
penance, when the sacrament of the Lord’s Supper 
comes round, which it does twice a year, you are refused 
one of the little pewter “ tokens ” which is your indis- 
pensable passport to “the Lord’s Table.” To woo a 
trusting orphan lassie and ruin her is, in pious Scotland, 
no very flagrant crime; but to absent yourself from 
“ the Lord’s Table ” is anathema, maranatha : every- 
body looks askance at you as if Satan wcrc an angel to 
you, and hell too good for you. The odium attaching 
to such an abstention was too malignant to be faced by 
even the brave and unconventional Robert Burns, and, 
consequently, to square accounts with Jehovah for 
having been an idolater at the Shrine of Venus, he- 

“ Snoovcd a.wa before the Session 
And made an honest, fair confession.” 

Many of the elders themselves had, at the altar of the 
Love Goddess, bent the unholy knee; but, then, for 
their folly they had consented to pass through the mild 
purgatorial fires of the kirk. 
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Scotch marriages, too, when Scotland was more in- 
tensely Christian than she is now, were indecent beyond 
the belief of the civilised modern world. When you 
went to a wedding you went to see the young couple 
” wedded and bedded..” After partaking of the marriage 
supper, of which an important component part was 
whisky, and leading OK tht: first dance, an ” eight-some 
reel,” the bridegroom ‘and bride retired to the nuptial 
chamber, to which they were followed by the entire 
company, including such children of both sexes as were 
wedding guests. The happy pair undressed together before 
the spectators. It was important that the bride should not 
denude herself of her stockings till she was actually in bed. 
She took off the one stocking in a Babel of inebriated and 
hilarious ribaldry, and threw it out of bed among the 
assembled guests. Every one was emulous of being hit 
with the bride’s stocking, for it was supposed to carry 
certain blessings with it, of which sterility was not one. 
If it was considered that there was anything unfair in 
the way the stocking was thrown, the bride had to put 
it on, take it off, and throw it again ; and, while putting 
it on, it was the etiquette for several, irrespective of sex, 
to leap into the bed to assist her and the bridegroom. 
1 have heard my own grandmother, and men and women 
of her generation, tell of such nuptial orgies with high 
glee, and lament the degeneracy of modern weddings, 
which were, in their opinion, “not worth the going to.” 
And this in the most Christian country in Europe, and 
in the lifetime of those still alive, or of those over whose 
graves the grass has hardly yet had time to grow green ! 

Moreover, in Scotland, to this very hour, there is 
publicly practised, particularly in the hay and harvest 
fields, a sort of sexual rite, if I may so call it, the nature 
of which, in mercy to the decency of my readers, I must 
cover with studied vagueness. The practice is popularly 
called hurlin. Of the etymology of the term I am 
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ignorant ; it is probably a corrupted derivative from the 
nomenclature of ancient Phallic worship. As far as I 
have read the classics of civilised heathendom, I have 
not been able to find trace of a practice so shameless ; 
and, as far as I have perused the works of modern 
travellers, the most abandoned races of the world afford 
no parallel. Even this unmentionable custom is, I am 
told, hastening to extinction; hut so is Christianity. 
All the old people, especially the old ministers, are ever 
assuring you that the Gospel of Christ has not nearly 
the hold now that it had when they were young, and 
that folk have lost the care they once entertained about 
their “ never-dying souls.” 

I will not be so unfair as to allege that the shameless- 
ness to which I have there referred, and of which I have 
here hinted, were introduced by Christianity. The 
customs were likely grey with eld before Christianity 
had been born ; but what I allege is that century upon 
century of the most intense Christianity did not extin- 
guish them ; and it is only now, when Christianity itself 
is being explained away and extinguished, that they are 
being extinguished too. And yet the pulpit and the 
religious press are possessed of sufficient ignorance and 
effrontery to declare that Christianity has exalted the 
status of woman and sweetened and purified the atmos- 
phere of social and domestic life ! 



CH.SPTER XXXVII. 

PcvsanaZ Bxprrienccs a7 Holy Scotland--Bi&&uZ Igno- 
rance the Lendirg Trait of Bib/r;ra/ Etdogtkts-Per- 
sod Experiences of ihe &cm-d of fhe Spirit, Aided 
by a CarnaZ Pder-Christian &noranre of Moslzei77z 
and Neandcr, F2tqv and Ranke--Po/earical Make- 
beLime-The Interests of Priestcraft v. the lit ferests 
of Humani&. 

ONE word more in regard to my personal experiences of 
the holiness of holy Scotland. ‘The rank-and-file Scot 
is, in certain respects, the meanest and sourest of God’s 
creatures. Nothing short of an acid pessimist, bred 
among oatmeal and mist and peat bogs and itch, could 
ever have hugged Calvinism to his breast as the Scot 
has done. Well might Charles II. remark of that faith, 
CL It is no religion for a gentleman.” With its hypocrisy, 
ugliness, predestination, and infant damnation, it is a 
religion suited to nothing but a devil. The Scats are 
not devils enough to really receive it ; but they are hypo- 
critcs enough to prctcnd that they do. I never met 
many saints in Scotland ; but I have met with no end of 
sham saints. Hypocrisy, on the religious plane, is the 
moral blight of the country. The contrast between faith 
and practice is one of the most glaring contrasts imagin- 
able. Down till recent timesfornication was punishable 
with death,* and yet, in so far as Scotland and fornication 

l 13~ a statute of James VI. See Hume’s “Commentaries on the 
L3ws of Scotland,” vol. ii., p. 332. The statute was rencwerl 
during the Commonwealth period (see Blackstone, bk. iv., c. 4, 
No. II.), but abolished on the restoration of Charles II. 
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are concerned, it is proved by statistics that no country 
in Europe can hold a candle to her. 

Then, with the display of much Scriptural knowledge, 
t,here is much Scriptural ignorance. Perhaps not one 
in a thousand to whom it is told that Christianity has 
tended to the elevation of woman has a single argument 
or even incident at hand with which to confront the 
mendacious assertion. Beyond a few hackneyed texts 
that are repeated as cabalistic charms rather than as 
aphorisms with any rational and specific meaning, the 
ordinary ‘Presbyterian or Episcopalian Christian knows 
next to nothing of Christianity. He is utterly ignorant 
of its career through history, and he is not possessed of 
the power of generalisation necessary to recognise its 
aggregate effect upon the tone and the polity of modern 
life. The one thing the ordinary Christian is ignorant 
of is Christianity, and the most unqualified eulogists of 
the Bible are those who never read it. 

More than once in past years, when my zeal *as greatly 
in excess of my discretion, and my thirst for contro- 
versy vastly outweighed my sense of personal dignity, I 
was prone to break a lance with “ followers of the Lamb,” 
and male and female members of the elect whose sins 
had been washed away, and who had “found Jesus.” 
On one memorable occasion, at a private prayer-meeting, 
in retort to snme remark of mine-“ There is no book 
like the Bible,” whined six saints simultaneously. 

“Granted,” replied I ; and from memory I quoted a 
passage, and then auother passage, and then another, 
and finished by observing sarcastically : “True, ‘there 
is no book like the Bible ‘-no other book contains 
such passages as these.” 

“ There are no such passages in the bIessed book,” 
replied the six with the quiet and offensive self-conceit 
peculiar to those who have “ found Jesus.” 

“ Lend me your Bible,” I demanded of one of the 
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elect; and I turned up the passages and read them, 
quoting chapter ancl verse. 

The baffled saints glared at me with that holy glare 
characteristic of those who are the followers of the 
Prince of Peace. And the member of the elect who had 
so triumphantly lent me his Bible laid down that sacred 
wolume and lifted an unhallowed poker, with which he 
struck me over the head till stars flew out of both my 
eyes and the blood streamed down my back. For a 
moment I was stunned ; but, instantly recovering myself, 
I rushed wildly at the T,ord’s anointed, nnd with one 
murderous blow sent him and his carnal weapon reeling 
backwards into the fire-place. There, felled, he would 
have lain till he was roasted alive had not the spirit of the 
Lord moved two of his devout accomplice$ to drag their 
comrade from among the burning coals. In his back- 
ward career he had upset a table of crockery, and I regret 
to say the table and some splinters of the tea-set lay upon 
the prostrate form of a young and pretty she-saint-a 
Highland girl from Arran-who had been knocked 
nearly heels over head by the male-saint’s resistless 
backward career. 

Expecting the whole army of God to fall upon me and 
batter me with pokers, clasp-Xbles, and the sword of 
the spirit upon which the elect so much rely, I seized 
the fire-shovel, and, grasping it menacingly with both 
hands, placed my back against the wall. My blood was 
up, and the first snint who approached me would 
certainly have been sent to glory with his skull split with 
a fire-shovel. But the holy ones seemed to prefer 
Glasgow to glory, and they kept well away from the wall 
where the bleeding and desperate youth stood, amled 
with the shovel. The felled and frizzled saint of God, 
the upset virgin of the Most High, the dilapidated 
table and the broken crockery, brought the saints out of 
the realm of divine hallucination into the region of 
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common sense. The uninjured raised and soothed the 
hysterically shrieking maiden ; they poured vinegar on 
the head of the frizzled holy one and burnt feathers under 
his nose. This I saw as I stood, back to the wall, armed 
with the shovel, and with the blood running down my back 
to the floor. Then everything grew double, and every- 
thing swang and swam. 

Next morning I found myself in bed at my apart- 
ments. I rose on my elbow to look at my watch. It 
had stopped, had not been wound up. I felt weak, 
dizzy, and dazed, and certain dark blood-stains on the 
pillow brought back my recollection, and the episode of 
my recent skirmish with God’s saints passed through my 
brain like a fevered dream. I raised my hand to my 
head and found it bandaged. Spasmodically I tore off 
the bandage, though glued to the hair with coagulated 
blood. The inner lining of the bandage was a lady’s 
handkerchiec and in an unreddened corner of it was 
the Celtic name of the girl from &ran. 

I subsequently learnt that I had stood back to the 
wall till I fainted from haemorrhage ; that thereupon the 
frizzled saint and the other members of God’s elect, with 
the exception of the lass from At-ran, muttered, “ Served 
him right !” and left the room. To that Highland girl, 
who was better than her accursed creed, I probably owe 
it that I am alive todzy+hat creed’s avowed and reso- 
lute enemy. This incident may, intrinsically, be of little 
interest ; but I claim that it is significantly suggestive of 
Christian ignorance of Christianity, and the ungovern- 
able tendency of Christian bigotry to stand in the breach 
and make up for the lack of Christian knowledge. 

When the rank-and-file Protestant’is so ignorant of the 
Bible itself, which he claims to be the very key-stone of the 
arch of his creed, we are hardly warranted to expect that 
his information is wider and his intelligence higher on 
subjects that only collaterally touch his religious belief. 



296 WOK4N : 

In short, ignorant of the very Bible itself, he is more 
crassly ignorant still of ecclesiastical history. If he 
would read even the Bible, he would no longer be a 
Protestant; and, if to the candid study of the Bible he 
would add honest research in ecclesiastical history, he 
would no longer be a Christian. When I am asked by 
anxious inquirers after truth : “Sir, what books shall 
I read?” I never recommend what are known as here- 
tical and sceptical authors. I answer : “Read with 
care the writings of the Holy Ghost, and those of 
Mosheim and Neander.” The normal Protestant knows 
a number of Biblical texts-knows them in a conven- 
tional and pulpit sense ; he is, however, seldom acquainted 
with a single page of Fleury or Ranke. But, crowing 
piously and clapping his wings sanctimoniously on the 
summit of this dunghill of his conceit, he is ready to 
proclaim that Christianity originated hospitals, and 
that Christianity has “ elevated ” woman. And why 
is he prepared to make such utterly baseless asser- 
tions ? Simply because he has heard some pulpit 
mountebank make them, and he risks his veracity-nay, 
more, the destiny of his so-called I‘ immortal soul”- 
upon mere hearsay in regard to a subject which he is 
too indolent or too brainless to study for himself. What 
has the ordinary Christian to do with thought and study? 
They require more self-ahnegation and toil than he cares 
to command. Besides, in his fulness of the Holy Spirit 
he can dispense with thought and study. He can carry 
on a big debate with the sabre and conduct a domestic 
discussion with a poker ; why should he trouble to be 
thoughtful and studious ? 

Ask the normal Christian how and in what way Chris- 
tianity has exalted the character and status of woman, 
and you may as well put your question to your great- 
coat or to the door-post. But he will reiterate his asser- 
tion, and dislike you should you seem to doubt it. He 
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will assure you that, through all the centuries, Chris- 
tianity has tended to sweetness and light, to the purity 
of woman, to the brotherhood of man, But when you 
tix him to some particular century, and ask him to 
define what Christianity did in that century for sweetness 
and light, for the purity of woman, for the brotherhood 
of man, he regards you as disagreeably inquisitive and 
sadly lacking in “ the grace of God,” whatever that may 
be. 

I, for one, have taken pains to know what Christianity 
has done in every century, since its alleged birth in the 
manger down to the present hour; and I throw my 
gauntlet of challenge down in the face of all Christen- 
dom when I deny that Christianity has ever promoted 
the brotherhood of man, when I assert that Christianity 
has never tended to the purity of woman. Let the 
champions of Christism discuss this assertion of theirs 
with me who deny it, and cease from the base and 
cowardly policy of reiterating it to those who are con- 
fiding enough to take it upon trust. No scholar in 
Christendom will lift my gauntlet. Well all scholars 
know that the whole Christian fabric stands upon 
ignorance and assumption ; that to discuss its minor 
theological points is mere polemical make-believe, which 
effectively throws dust in the eyes of the ignorant ; but 
that, were they to be rash enough to dehnte with any 
competent opponent on the very basis of their faith, 
that basis would assuredly he proved to be of the stuff 
which dreams are made of, and their disillusioned dupes 
would be their dupes no more forever. The discussion 
of doctrinal points is utterly futile, except in the interests 
of priestcraft. Let us examine the very foundations of 
the system, not in the interests of priestcraft, but in 
the interests of mankind. I refuse to be drawn off to 
the performance of some subtle trickeries among the 
branches and tzvi$; I take off my coat, turn up my 
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sleeves, knot my braces round my waist, and, with all 
the strength that is in me, lay my axe to the root of the 
tree. 



CHAPTER XXXWII. 

Monogamy not Christian-Tk Roman Law of Mar- 
riage Contrasted with the Jewish-Traces of Roman 
Ceremonial in the Modern Christian Marrikge Rites 
-Bibfical Iniyrdics-2% Tabnud on Wuman-State 
of Things Pwvious to the Passing of the Married 
IVuman’s Pmje7fy Act- Tcstimo fzy of XusscZZ CUYRC~, 

Sir George JesseZ, Hide PaZmer, Robert Lowe, and 
John Stuart MIZ-Ralsehooa and Hypocrisy. 

MARRIAGE-monogamic marriage-is, in this Country, 
accepted as the earnest and safeguard of social and 
donlestic life. JVould the rank-and-file Christian be 
exceedingly enraged were I to tell him that the marriage 
of one wife is not a Christian institution at all, but a 
Pagan one? I tell him this without fear of refutation, 
and I leave him to be as angry as he pleases. God’s 
chosen people were polygamists. God’s sagacious 
monarch, Solomon, had 300 wives and 700 concubines. 
Julius Caesar attempted to establish polygamy, but had 
to withdraw his proposal in deference to the enraged 
moral sense of the Roman people. In Pagan &me 
polygamy was strictly prohibited, as every student of 
Roman history knows. But when Rome ceased to be 
Pagan she ceased to be socially and domestically pure. 
By an edict of the Christian emperor, Valentinian I.? 
polygamy was declared IegaI, and the Emperor availed 
himself of his edict and had a plurality of wives,* like 
Jehovah’s regal favourites, David and Solomon. But 

l Socrat. IIist. Eccl., 12) iv., cs. 26, 27. 
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the Roman empire was still too Pagan and too pure 
to permanently adopt the immoral innovation of that 
hybrid Judaism known as Christianity. Happily for 
Europe, Pagandom re-asserted itself as far as marital law 
and domestic purity were concerned. 

As we have seen, under the theocracy of Jehovah 
a father could contract a marriage for his daughter 
without taking her at all into confidence in the matter ; 
and, should he be hard up for ready money, he was 
authoriscd by his maker to se22 her as a sZave / So much 
for “ thus saith the Lord.” Far otherwise was it in the 
legislation of Heathen Rome, before Christianity had 
crawled out from its manger to blight the world. By 
the old Roman law (Lex Papia et &?a), subsequently 
confirmed by Diocletian and incorporated by Justinian 
into his code, the free consent of the bride and bride- 
groom was absolutely necessary. Jehovah could force 
a girl to marry, whether she liked it or not. Heathen 
Rome enacted that no girl could be married without 
her free consent. The Christians represent Diocletian 
as a remorseless persecutor. Perhaps so he was ; but, 
as far as woman i> concerned, he was certainly not such 
a monster as Jehovah. The early Christians (many of 
the modern ones seem lineal descendants) were such 
inveterate liars that it is impossible to determine whether 
Diocletian persecuted them or not. Be that as it may, 
if he failed to persecute them, he failed in his duty to 
his empire and to the human race. I myself, having 
enlisted under the standard of rebellion against the 
dominant superstitioi; of my time, am fighting against 
desperate odds, and am no friend of persecution. In 
the interests of Truth, I would persecute no opinion ; 
but, in the interests of Humanity, I would, with reforma- 
tory motives, relentlessly persecute crinle. The Christians 
had no opinions worth speaking about -they have little 
in the way of opinions even yet-but they were essen- 
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tialiy criminals ; they were, according to Tacitus, “ a set 
of people who were held in abhorrence for their crimes.“* 
Verily an illustrious “ set of people ” to promote and 
conserve the purity of woman ! 

Marriage is, undoubtedly, the saviour of society ; but 
not only the spirit of marriage among us, but also its 
external ceremonies, are copied from the civilised and 
refined heathen, and not from the barbarous and trucu- 
lent Book of God. Even the marriage ring is Roman. 
The kiss to the bride, the lighted nuptial tapers, formerly 
part of the Christian marriage ceremony, were all Roman. 
The joining hands in espousals is Roman.+ The 
husband’s settling a dowry upon his wife that she might 
be provided for in the event of his death is Roman. 
Jehovah’s plan.for the wife, in the event of the husband’s 
death, was to force her husband’s brother to “go in 
unto her” and to “raise up seed to his brother,” which 
custom is illustrated in God’s Holy Word by the disgust- 
ing episode in regard to Onan. To which does the 
widow owe more : to the Pagan legislator or to the Chris- 
tian God? 

The bridal veil is Roman, so are. the crowns and 
garlands still used in the Greek schism of the Christian 
Church to crown the bride and bridegroom, and so are 
the handfuls of rice and barley which are thrown after 
the happy couple as they drive away, leaving the wedding 
guests behind them.$ Nothing pertaining to a marriage 
either in spirit or in form could he borrowed from the 
writings of the Holy Ghost. Jehovah seems to have 
had but little to say about marriage. The incest of a 
father with his own daughters,q the murdering of women, 
and the ravishing of little girls,]1 seem to have been more 

+ Ann. xv. 44. f Tertull. Je Vehd Viqt, c. I I. 
$ Gen. xxxviii, 8, 9. 5 Catull. Carfn. 62. Pets. Sat. i. 
lI Gen. xix. 32 et ~$9. I: Numb. xxxi. 17, 18. 
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in his line. An unspeakably revo!ting test to be applied 
to wives,* the treacherous rape of maidens,t and filthy 
stories about concubinage,1 appear to have so much 
occupied the attention of the Christian deity that he had 
no time to consider woman in her purer aspect as wife 
and mother, and he left all considerations on that head 
to the heathen, who, fortunately, knew birn not. And 
yet, forsooth, it is to Christianity that woman owes all 
she possesses of personal purity, of domestic happiness, 
and of social consideration! 0 blind credulity, thy 
name is Christian ! 

After the lapse of several centuries, when the savage 
principles of Christianity had, to a greater extent, super- 
seded Pagan culture, there set in a reversion towards 
Judaism as far as marriage was concerned. And not 
only by their Scriptures, but by their Talmud, the chosen 
people of God evinced their coarse disrespect for woman. 
The TaImud urges its readers to thank God that they 
had not been born Gentiles, or idiots, or women, and 
permits a husband to divorce his wife if she put too 
much or too little seasoning into his food.3 This 
reversion of Christendom to the Mosaic and Talmudic 
economy as regarded the relations of the sexes was 
also a reversion to the marital economy of ancient 
and uncivilised Rome and of certain Teutonic hordes. 
Christian brutality succeeded in trampling the just and 
even chivalrous marriage laws of civilised Rome under 
foot, and for long centuries of misogyny and degrada- 
tion placed, by marriage, the women of Christendom in 
the position of felons or idiots. It was only in the life- 
time of the youngest among my readers that the Mar- 
ried Woman’s Property Act forced acceptance upon the 
public conscience. The insult and wrong to which 

* Via’e Numb. v. passillr. t Judges xxi. 19-q. 
$ E.g. vine Judges xix. passim. 3 See Barclay’s “ Talmud,” p. 5. 
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Christian marriage subjected woman may be gathered in 
summary from extracts from the speeches of the mover 
and seconder of the Bill in the House of Commons. 
Mr. Russell Gurney, in moving the second rending of 
the Bill,* observed : “ It is now proposed that, for tht: 
first time in our history, the property of one-half of the 
married people of this country should receive the pro- 
tection of the law. Up to this time the property of a 
wife has had no protection from the law, or rather, he 
should say, in the eyes of the law it has had no existence. 
From the moment of her marriage the wife, in fact, 
possesses no property ; whatever she may up to that 
time have possessed, by the very act of marriage passes 
from her, and any gift or bequest made to her becomes 
at once the property of the husband. Nay, cvcn that 
which one might suppose to be her inalienable right, the 
fruit of her mental or bodily toil, is denied her. She 
may be gifted with powers which enable her to earn an 
ample fortune; hut the moment it is earned it is not 
hers, it is her husband%. In fact, from the time of her 
entering into what is described as an honourable estate 
the law pronounces her unfit to hold any office whatever.” 

Sir George Jesse& late Master of the Rolls, said, in 
seconding the motion : “The existing law is a relic of 
slavery, and the House is now asked to abolish the last 
remains of slavery in England. In considering what 
ought to be the nature of the law, we cannot deny that 
no one should be deprived of the power of disposition, 
unless on proof of unfitness to exercise that power ; and 
it is not intelligible on what principle a woman should 
be considered incapable of contracting immediately after 
she has, with the sanction of the law, entered into the 
most important contract conceivable. The slavery laws 
of antiquity are the origin of common law on the sub- 

* April rqth, 186g. 
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ject. The Roman law originally regarded the position 
of a wife as similar to that of a daughter who had no 
property, and might be sold into slavery at the will of 
her father. When the Roman law became that of a 
civilised people the position of the wife was altogether 
changed.. . . . . . . . . The ancient Germans-from whom our 
law is derived-put the woman into the power of her 
husband in the same sense as the ancient Roman law 
did. She became his slave. The law of slaverg- 
whether Roman or English, for we once had slaves and 
slave laws in England--yave to the master of a slave 
the two important rights of flogging and imprisoning him. 
A slave could not possess property of his own, and could 
not make contracts except for his master’s benefit, and 
the master alone could sue for an injury to the slave ; 
while the only liability of the master was that he must 
not starve his slave, ‘This is exactly the position of the 
wife under the English law ; the husband has the right 
of flogging and imprisoning her, as may be seen by those 
who read Blackstone’s chapter on the relations of husband 
and wife. She cannot possess property ; she cannot con- 
tract, except it is as his agent; and he alone can sue if 
she is libelled or suffers a personal injury ; while all the 
husband is compellable to do for her is to pay for neces- 
saries. It is astonishing that a law founded on such 
principIes should have survived to the nineteenth cen- 
tury.” 

In a subsequent stage of the debate* Mr. Hinde Palmer 
pointed out that, by her marriage, under the common 
law “ the whole of a woman’s personal property was im- 
mediately vested in her husband, and placed entirely at 
his disposal. By contracting in marriage a woman for- 
feited all her property. In 1868 the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, Mr. Lowe, said : ‘Show me what crime there 

* February rgth, 1873. 
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is in matrimony that it should be visited by the same 
punishment as high treason-namely, confiscation ; for 
that is really the fact.’ Mr. Mill, too, speaking on that 
question, said that a large portion of the inhabitants of 
this country were in the anomalous position of having 
imposed on them, without having done anything to 
deserve it, what we inflicted on the worst criminals as a 
penalty : like felons, they were incapable of holding 
property.” 

These extracts, supported as they are at every point 
by Blackstone, Archbold, and other high constitutional 
and legal authorities, will convey some idea of what dis- 
abilities a woman incurred by her contract in the “holy 
ordinance of matrimony.” She, by one fell act, made 
herself at once a wife and a pauper ; she and all she had 
became a chattel, an absolute piece of goods, belonging 
to her husband. And yet the Church, in its “ solemnisa- 
tion of matrimony,” in the bitterest mockery of irony 
makes the man say : 

“With this ring I thee wed, with my body I thee 
worship, and with all my zn.wZdZy goods I thee endow / 
in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Ghost-Amen.” 

What do “the Father, ‘and the Son, and the Holy 
Ghost-Amen !’ think of this unmitigated falsehood? 
As truthfully may the bandit, when he has rifled your 
pockets and administered a few vaIedictory kicks to 
keep you quiet, remark : “I have, stranger, filled your 
heretofore empty pockets with the gold that was con- 
tained in mine, and, finding that some one had assaulted 
you, I have mollified your wounds and bruises with 
ointment.” If the bandit were to thus address the 
Christian wayfarer whom he had robbed and kicked, 
the said Christian wayfarer would not be slow to say to 
himself: “What brutal pleasantry ! The villain need 
not have mocked at my helplessness ; he might have 
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contented himself with stealing my purse and watch and 
clothes and with rattling his boots off my bones.” But 
the said Christian wayfarer would discern no “brutal 
pleasantry ” in “ with all my worldly goods I thee endow,” 
simply because the words are not uttered by the bandit, 
but are snivelled by the keeper of a gospel-shop. Often 
men who are born geniuses with the Ledger are sud- 
denly transformed into idiots at the touch of the Bible 
or the Book of Common Prayer. 



CHAPTER XXXIS. 

” 1Vith all my worlds goods I thee cndow”/~‘cSen~e 
him, laze, hunour, und keep him I”-<‘AIL Excellent 
Mysfe,y /“-Practical Specimens of ” the Spiritual 
Marriage and Unity Between C?z.rist rind His Ct?urch ” 
- ‘~Xdi7zg is sacred zedzidz cufers to im)ostuYe.” 

“ WITH all my worIdly goods I thee endow.” Does the 
poor deluded slave to whom this is addressed beIieve 
it ? Does she understand it ? Does she even hear it ? 
or is she so much absorbed in the hysterical flutter of 
the event in a woman’s life that she would take no 
notice of what the gospel creature was mumbling for his 
fees, even should he mumble, “Wilt thou take this thy 
wife before the sun setteth to-night and pass her through 
a sausage-machine, and give her flesh to the beasts of 
the field and to the fowls of the air-in the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost “? 
Why, poor helot, far from being endowed with her 
husband’s $‘ goods,” she gives even her personal liberty 
into his keeping. 13~ a provision of Magna Charta, 
no man can be imprisoned without much previous 
circumbendibus and formality ; but, by the law of Chris- 
tian England (and Christianity has done so much to 
purify and elevate woman !), the wife can be imprisoned 
at the mere caprice and whim of her husband. For 
her benefit he can make a gaol of his own house, and, 
by the co~nmon law of this Christian England (an open 
Bible is the secret of its greatness !), take a horse-whip 
and flog her, or put on his boots and amuse himself by 
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kicking her.* Not long ago, for instance, a husband 
at Spilsby chained his wife to the wall for two days. 
When his Christian squaw sought to prosecute the person, 
the Christian husband, at whose hands she had suffered 
such indignity and wrong, a Christian magistrate let him 
off scat free. 

Conjugal floggings and kickings are too common to 
be allowed to occupy even a line of our space. It is 
only when they assume an exceedingly aggravated aspect 
that their record is dragged into a policecourt ; and the 
punishment for breaking a wife’s ribs is not so heavy 
as the punishment for stealing a turnip. “With all my 
worldly goods I thee endow.” Why, even the wife’s 
very body is not her own ; it belongs to her husband, 
just as much as does the body of his pig or his mare. 
Indeed, outrages which would, if inflicted upon his pig 
or his mare, render him liable to penal servitude, can 
be inflicted upon his wife with impunity. In sickness 
or in health, in gladness or in sorrow, she is his to 
command or to force, and the law affords her no redress. 
The law I‘ holds it to be felony to force even a concu- 
bine or harlot,“+ but in this respect leaves a wife utterly 
unprotected, even although her lord may be horrible with 
foul disease and in his instincts a disgrace to human 
kind. So much for the “ serve him, love, honour, and 
keep him ” of the hired mumbler of the pulpit. Is it 
inexplicable why women of the Mary Wolstonecraft and 
George Eliot type will let Mrs. Grundy sag her foulest 
tongue at them rather than become a tripartite compound 
of felon, idiot, and slave by having their finger tinctured 
by a ring placed there by a Christian husband ? 

This sacred service by which the husband is chival- 
rously made to “endow” his wife with all his earthly 

* See Blackstone’s ‘( Commentaries,” pp. w-5. 
+ Broom’s “ Commentaries,” vol. iv., p. 255. 



HER GLORY, HER SHAME, AND HER GOD. 309 

possessions further assures us that matrimony is “an 
excellent mystery ; that in it is signified and represented 
the spiritual marriage and unity between Christ and 
his Church.” If this be so, then God help Christ and 
his Church! This claimed analogy must take the res- 
ponsibility of its claim. I speak sorrowfully but 
advisedly when I say that the majority of marriages 
result in more or less utter misery. “ Christ and his 
Church !” So let the analogy stand. Does Christ 
blacken the eyes of his Church ? Does Christ drag his 
Church round the world by the hair of its head? Does 
Christ break the ribs of his Church by kicking them 
with his boots ? Does Christ thrust a red-hot iron into 
the abdomen of his Church? Does Christ batter his 
Church’s brains out with an ‘axe? All these things, 
and more also, under the mgis of marriage, men do to 
their wives. Any weekly newspaper you like to glance 
at is a murderous and terrible witness to the truth of 
what I say. Were it not necessary to thesupport of my 
contention, I should eagerly excuse myself from reading 
such gruesome and revolting paragraphs as those which 
I will quote, just as specimens taken at random, without 
any pretence to selection. It would be easy to furnish 
many hundreds of like specimens, neither falling below 
nor rising above the mediocrity of misery which curses 
the married lives of milhons in this Christian land :- 

John Davies was remanded by the Cardif; magistrates on ~~ed!nes- 
day on a charge of causing the ~Ir~th of his wik. Lair nl IJig 
the woman was heard groaning and screaming “ Murder 1” in her 
house. A neighbour went out, but was afraid ICI enter the dwelling. 
Shortly afterwards the door was opened. In a few minutes a 
splash was heard in a neighhouring canal, and the husband was 
seen coming away from the water. He was arrested by the police, 
who then proceeded to drag the cana1, and in about three hours 
brought the dead body of the woman to the surface. 

It is not I who claim the analogy; it is my Christian. 
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fellow-countrymen. Matrimony, which is “ an excellent 
mystery,” represents “ the spiritual marriage and unity 
between Christ and his Church.” So be it, Then Christ 
has been remanded for causing the death of his Church. 
The Church was heard to cry “ Murder !” and was seen 
to run into the house of a neighbour. Shortly after, a 
splash was heard in the canal, and Christ was seen 
coming away from the water. About three hours after 
the dead body of the Church was dragged to the surface. 
(May it be decently buried, and not rise again either on 
the third or any other day !) 

James Hampton, horse dealer, was charged with threatening his 
wife, who asked that her l~usband sho&l be bound over to keep 
the peace. Mr. Hallett represented the wife, and Mr. Why the 
defendant. The parties have been living apart, under an agrec- 
ment, and, on the 2nd inst., he l>ersuaded her to return to him, 
which she did, and the first night there was a row, he smashing a:1 
the things. She left him again, and on Monday, meeting her 
husband driving a mule, she spoke to him kindly. His reply was 
that he would smash her 11--- brains in, at the same time flourish- 
ing a stick. She was frightened of her life. They had separated 
about twenty times, aod she said she would not live with him 
again until she wanted to be killed. 

So Christ has been charged with threatening his Church, 
which is desirous that he should be bound over to keep 
the peace. Christ and his Church have been living 
apart under an agreement. He persuaded her to return, 
and upon her returning there was a row, and he smashed 
all the things. She found him driving a mule (he used 
to ride upon an ass), she spoke to him kindly, where- 
upon he threatened to smash her b- brains in. So 
much for the amiable courtesies that pass between Christ 
and his Church. 

On Friday 1ir. George P. Wyatt, deputy coroner for the Lambeth 
division of Surrey, held an inquiry in the Board Room at Lambeth 
Infirmary into the circumstances attending the death of Eliza 
Doyle, aged forty-nine years, lately residing at 9, Ashmore Place, 
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Clapham Road, South Lambeth, wife of Edward Doyle, aged forty 
two years, a sweep, now on remand from the Lnmbcth Police 
Court, charged with n common assault on his wife. Owing to the 
atrocious nature of the case the court-room was crowded. The 
circumstances of the case have been reported more than once. 
Evidence having been given by Caroline Tapp, who lived in the 
same house with deceased and her husband, and who, after hearing 
sounds of a quarrel and the screams of the deceased, had sub- 
sequently found her, once in a nude state in the passage by the 
street door, and afterwards lying in a dreadful state of suffering by 
the fire-place in a lower room, the evidence or a neighbour and of 
the police was heard. Mr. Robert Hodgens Lloyd said he was 
the medical superintendent at the Lambeth Infirmary. He received 
the deceased on the evening of the 17th ult. Deceased was in a 
very exhausted condition, suffering from severe and extensive burns 
and scalds on the abdomen and lower part of her body. The 
injuries were of a fearful and shocking character. There was also 
a wound on the right forehead and a bruise over the left breast. He 
attended her until Monday last, when she died. He had since 
made post-mortem examination of the body, which was well 
nourished. The fact was black and bruised all over ; both eyes 
were blackened. The bruise over the left breast was of recent 
occurrence. Four of her ribs on the left side were fractured and 
six on the right side. He was of opinion that the six ribs on the 
right side had been fractured previous to the 13th ult. The witness 
then proceeded to describe the dreadful condition of the bums and 
scalds, and was surprised that the unfortunate woman could have 
lived solong after suffering such fearful injuries. It was ascertained 
that a large soldering-iron had been discovered by the police in the 
room where the alleged assault had been enacted. The cause of 
death was from exhaustion, consequeht upon the burns and scalds, 
The jury, after a lengthened consultation, returned a verdict of 
“ Manslaughter” against Edward Doyle, the hushand, and the 
coroner issued his warrant for Doyle’s committal to Wandsworth 
Prison. 

Caroline Tapp, in a spiritual sense, but the whole thing 
is to me “ an excellent mystery,” heard the screams of 
the Church and found the said Church in a nude state 
and in dreadful suffering by the fire-place. In the <‘ ex- 
cellent mystery ” is this meant to be sublimely symbolical 
that the Church had gone to hell to suffer an excruciating 
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roasting in the flames thereof? Great is the mystery of 
godliness. The Church was found to be suffering from 
severe and excessive burns and scalds on the abdomen 
and lower part of her body j in fact, it transpired in court 
that the location and nature of certain of the burns were 
unspeakable and unprintable. But, no doubt, to the 
eye of faith, all this has something to do with “the 
spiritual marriage and unity between Christ and his 
Church.” We find that the Church died on Monday 
last. It is a pity that this is only in the sense of ‘Lan 
excellent mystery.” If the Church had literally died last 
Monday without any “ excellent mystery “-“ excellent 
mystery ” simply meaning imposture and falsehood- 
there would, indeed, have been glad tidings of great joy 
to all mankind-the gladdest tidings the earth has ever 
heard. But the earth, alas, is not ripe to receive the 
tidings. Wo to the slave who glories in his fetters, who 
regards his rusty chains as sacred, and who, although 
they have entered into his flesh and are corroded with 
his blood, deems them resplendent ornaments, bracelets 
of silver and anklets of gold, all flashing with the 
diamond and the ruby and the beryl. 

The Church had two black eyes ; “ my love, my dove, 
my undefiled,” had had heavy blows on the face, blows 
administered by the fists of Christ. Four of the 
Church’s ribs were frartured on the left side and six on 
the right-fractured by kicks from the sandals of Christ. 
Yea, verily, whom the Lord loveth he chasteneth; and 
he hath in his divine goodness preordained that Chris- 
tian husbands should chasten their Christian wives, just 
to keep an example before the world of the unity between 
himself and his Church. In this case, following the 
divine analogy, Christ was committed to Wandsworth 
prison, This murdering of his Church got Christ penal 
servitude. What a pity that this is only “an excellent 
mystery ” ! This Christ, 1800 years ago, got crucified as 
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a carpenter; now he has got penal servitude as a sweep. 
But you may go on crucifying the whole trinity as carpen- 
ters and giving them penal servitude as sweeps ; as long 
as Humanity is determined to be deceived and is vora- 
cious after “ excellent mystery ” there will be enough of 
divine ignorance and excellent misery. 

The Nottingham coroner held an inquest last night on the body 
of Marry Terry, 26, who was killed by her husband, Benjamin 
Terry, a miner, on the previous day. The evidence showed that 
Terry and his wife had lived on bad terms for some time. Early 
on Tuesday morning he knocked up some neighbours, and asked 
them to look after his children, telling them he had murdered his 
wife. He then gave himself up to the police. Two constables re- 
turned with him to his house, and found the woman’s dead body on 
the floor of the bedroom. She was in her nightdress. Terry stated 
to the police that he had been driven to the crime hy his wife’s 
misconduct, and that he struck her with a poker, and had then 
strangled her. He added that he had intended killing her on the 
previous night, but he had had some gin and fell asleep, and so 
he murdered her as soon as he awoke in the morning. The medical 
evidence was to the effect that death was the result of strangulation. 
A verdict of wilful murder against Terry was returned. 

Still following the analogy that orthoduxy insists upon ; 
Christ, on Tuesday morning, knocked up his neighbours 
and asked them to look after his children (feed my 
sheep), telling them that he had murdered his Church. 
The police found the Church lying dead in her night- 
dress. She had been gently admonished with a poker, 
and then strangled. Christ would have done for her the 
night before, but he had had some gin and fell asleep. 
But, chagrined to find that the gin had made him neglect 
his duty, when he got up in the morning he at once 
commenced to murder his Church. Christ got well 
hanged for this ; but he does not seem to mind hanging 
a single bit. He has got used to it, as the proverbial 
eels did to the skinning ; and he goes on all the same, 
blackening the eyes and breaking the ribs of his Church. 
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This may, possibly, gratify him and amuse his Church ; 
but, to me, it is “an excellent mystery.” The “mystery ” 
intensifies when we take it into account that the prison 
chaplain at Nottingham palavered over him, got his sins 
washed away, and got him put all square before he was 
taken out to the scaffold and jerked to Jesus. Jesus got 
jerked to Jesus and to his Church (Mary Terry), whom 
he had knocked to heaven before him with a poker. 

Quite recently I read in a newspaper that Christ, no 
doubt to illustrate the spiritual unity, had taken his 
divine teeth and bitten off his Church’s nose. His Church 
appeared in court, minus a nose, and accused Christ of 
the conjugal anthropophagism The magistrate bound 
over Christ to “ keep the&are,” whereupon Christ replied 
that he could not “ keep the fiece,” as he had “thrown 
it away,” he meaning the piece of his Church’s nose, 

Is pushing this orthodox analogy to its legitimate limits 
profane? If it were not meant to be pushed to its legi- 
timate limits, why was it instituted ? Nothing is sacred 
which caters to Imposture ; nothing can be profane 
which attempts to subserve the interests of Truth. 
Marriage I revere ; and, in proportion as I revere it, I 
resent the pulpit cant which links it on to such pernicious 
figments as “Christ and his bride the Church.” Let 
Christ and his Church and the interested impostors who 
make their living hy them go to the limbo of exploded 
superstitions, and let matrimony stand upon its own legs 
and upon its own merits. Christianity exalt the status 
of woman ! It has left our social and moral character 
in such a plight that not one man in a hundred is worthy 
to be the husband of a wife and the father of a family. 
All the thousands of monsters who blacken the uxorial 
eyes and break the uxorial ribs do so because the wife 
provokes them. Wives do not provoke strong and manly 
men. For such they have an involuntary and irrepres- 
sible affection and admiration. A woman will not pro- 
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voke a man she loves, and she never fails to love a man 
who really deserves to be loved. 0 Man, leave Christ 
and his Church alone ! Every healthy and pure-minded 
girl in England is holier than your Jesus and more 
sacred than your Church ; and the fire that burns upon 
the domestic hearth and flickers on the faces of your 
children is more hallowed than all the fires that ever 
since the world began burnt upon the altars of the gods, 
or all the incense that ever rose from the swinging 

censors in all the churches of the earth. 



CHAPTER XL. 

Pious Shndering of the Women of Heath tinas in 
of-der to Rob the IVomen of Christian England- 
L’Those wh are too ignorant for iheir environmenr 
are apt to Zose their innocence as a penalty for thei? 
&nurance”-L’The Poor Heathen”-Christ and Co&e’s 
Pills-Missionary SZander re fhe Women of Japan- 
The SZander Refuted by those not ‘(in the Bible atza 
Brandy Line of Business “-The I;nZsehoods ,Vecessary 
fog the Purposes of Exeter Hall--Appeal. 

NOT only does the introduction of Christianity degrade 
and debauch the women of foreign lands in the manner 
we have just referred to, but, with the effrontery of cant- 
ing falsehood, the Christian missionary pretends that the 
women of the regions he is sent to bring under the influ- 
ence of “the blessed Gospel ” are unspeakably vile and 
immoral. This falsehood suits his trade. If the women 
of England could not be induced to believe that the 
women of “ heathen countries ” are more vile and im- 
moral than they, they would decline to subscribe to the 
missionary’s income ; L Tnd, of all evils, that is the evil 
he fears. Most women know little, and most men wish 
that women knew less. They know not of the English 
Government’s licensed brothels in Hong Kong; they 
know not that the Austrian maiden must take the sacra- 
ment before the authorities will grant her her license as 
a prostitute ; they do not know that Christian gold from 
the Christian English Government bribes the Hindoo 
girl to act as harlot to the British soldier, and that a 
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Christian surgeon is appointed to apportion the soldier 
his harlot, and that a Christian chaplain is selected to 
cant his prayers and mockeries over the fighting Joshua 
and the lascivious Rahab. The Englishwoman does 
not know that, in her own London, there are IOO,OOO 

professional prostitutes, and perhaps an equal number 
of amateurs. These things the English lady is not aware 
of. They are “too shocking, you know !” They are 
never heard of in her frivolous routine of balls and 
dresses and flirtations and twaddle. God knows, I 
should be the last man to knowingly write a word that 
should touch the veil of maidenly modesty or move 
woman’s heart with even the faintest suggestion of im- 
purity. But I must protest that this squeamishly delicate 
and hypocritically mock-modest age has too great a 
tendency to conclude that Ignorance is Innocence. This 
earth is not peopled by St. Anthonys. Those who are 
too ignorant for their environment are apt to lose their 
innocence as a penalty for their ignorance. Let woman 
know the naked truth about that, to her, curse of curses, 
the Christian Church--this done, the day of her redemp 
tion draweth nigh. The malignant creed, which, as the 
late Prpfessor Clifford stated, has already destroyed two 
civilisations, and has bade fair to destroy a third, would 
be swept into the Lethe which flows over the Past’s aban- 
doned creeds and broken gods. Woman is now the 
last and only pillar of Christianity on the globe. Tel1 
woman the sacred truth, and she will no longer make 
your children kneel at her knee to be branded indelibly 
in life’s young morning with the mark of Galjlean fables 
and the stigma of Alexandrian and neo-Platonic sophis- 
tries. 

Dare to tell woman the truth, and, in a decade, that 
crawling creature, the priest, will not dare to leave his 
slime anywhere, even on the most benighted valley of 
God’s green earth. The prospect cheers me that woman 
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shall become aware of the truth some day-some day 
when I am not alive to tell it. Then mine may be re- 
membered as the voice of one who cried in the wilder- 
ness in vain; and some maiden or mother may lament 
that I lived.and lifted up my voice before my time, and 
may plant a snow-drop or shed a tear over my mouldering 
dust. Then may bc the time to speak of a &public and 
to discuss the extension of the franchise to women-then, 
but not till then. Then the age of hunger and iron shall 
have gone, and the age of bread and gold shall have 
come. 

Not only does the professional Gospel-monger contend 
with Archdeacon Farrar that Christianity has “ elevated ” 
woman and hallowed childhood ; but, to lend countc- 
nance, as I have said, to that figment, he points not 
only to the “ poor heathen ” of ancient Greece and 
Rome, but to civilised nations of to-day, who, in his 
estimation, are also “ poor heathen” because they have 
never heard of, or, having heard of, decline to accept, the 
rude and crude Christian mythology which grew, like a 
stertorous fungus, on the decaying ruins of the Roman 
empire. All who have not heard that the whale 
swallowed Jonah, or who, having heard of that pheno- 
menon, do not lend it credence, are “poor heathen.” 
All who do not believe that somehow or other they will 
escape “ the wrath to come ” by laying emotional hy- 
sterics and prostituted intellects at the feet of a more than 
half-fabulous carpenter are “ poor heathen.” The Chris- 
tian missionary visits realms which are still civilised, and 
which were civilised in the dim ages when the savages 
of his own country ran naked in the wild-wood ; but he 
has the ignorant impudence to consider all such old 
civilisations unenlightened if he fail to persuade them 
that the Lord of glory came down from heaven and got 
hammered to a stick. If a people refuse to believe that 
the creator of the universe hung on Calvary by a nail 
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knocked into a piece of wood, then their women cannot 
he chaste and their children cannot be pure. The most 
mucus-brained missionary that ever bore a Bible and 
Cockle’s pills has the arrogance, for Christ’s sake, to 
rail against a moral standard which he has not the 
breadth of sympathy to understand, and a civilisation 
which he has not the historic culture to comprehend. 

Even in apostolic times, and when the whole Church 
of Christ probably did not exceed two or three dozen 
illiterate zealots, the said Church could boast of its 
Anxnias and its Sapphira, two notorious liars. Peter 
himself, who posed with an affectation of veracious 
dignity in the Ananias affair, was himself a more accom- 
plished liar than Ananias : he denied that he knew his 
Lord, and, like a blasphemous demirep, denied it with 
an oath. Who denies the doctrine of Apostolic Succes- 
sion ? I affirm it. The Apostolic Succession of men- 
dacity has come direct from Peter, not only to every 
bishop in ermine, but to every street preacher in fustian. 
On this rock, Peter, shall I found my Church, quoth 
Christ; and Peter was a swearing liar, and the super- 
structure of the Church is apiece with its apostolic 
foundation. Paul admitted that he lied for the greater 
glory of God, so did Eusebius and several of the early 
fathers ; and the latest sons of these early fathers are 
greater liars still, for they lie without the prestine admis- 
sion that they are doing so. He who takes to gospel- 
mongering as a business lies instinctively. He deems 
no statement non-veracious that tends to advance the 
interests of what he is pleased to call “the kingdom OI 
God,” and no statement veracious that militates with the 
extension and consolidation of that “kingdom.” Chi- 
valry is extinguished in the gospel prosaics, and gallantry 
annihilated in LL the grace of God through his only son, 
Jesus Christ our Lord.” To filthily slander non-chris- 
tian women for the purp’ose of exalting Christian women 
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is a favourite but diabolical subterfuge of our gospe1 mis- 
sionaries. The following average specimen, which I cut 
from a Yokohama newspaper, is directed against the con- 
dition of sexual morals in Japan :- 

While conducting a Sunday-school in a provincial city it was 
noticed that swne girls helonging to families that could hardly be 
spoken of as “under the pressure of extreme indigence” soon 
dropped out of the classes. Inquiry showed that they were kept at 
home to receive lessons upon the samisen in order that, be~aux of 
this accomplishment, they might be disposed of at a higher price 
than could otherwise be obtained. The girls professed not to care 
anything for the sallLse?z, and to be averse to entering a house of 
ill-fame; but they must obey their fathers. Remonstrances with 
the parents availed nuthing. 

I have knowledge of two cases where girls, after the death of 
their parents, were sold by their brothers to pay the debts of the 
family. 

Two or three years since, when trav+Iling on. a small Japanese 
steamer, a woman brought a girl, fifteen or sixteen years old, bared 
to the waist, into the cabin and commenced negotiaiing for her sale 
to one of the passengers who appeared to be connected with that 
branch of business. The indignation that I felt was only partially 
abated by the evident indifference of the girl. We matter was 
discussed in the most cold-blooded manner. as though it were a 
dog instead of a human being that was being bargained for. As 
the girl was unable to play any musicai instrument, the man said 
she was not worrh more than &e or six @, and he advised the 
woman to keep her until she had been sufficiently trained to sell at 
a higher price. 

I was recently told by a Japanese lawyer of high standing that it 
would be very difficult to prove any violation of the law against 
such sales. The girls would be spoken of as owing money to the 
house of ill-fame, so that she must’ rem&Yin itb service urttil the 
debt was cancclled. So far as he knew, no interference was made by 
the officers except when a girl absolutely refused to obey her parents. 
How seldom this is likely to occur is evident when one remembers 
the Japanese idea of filial obedience. Moreover, a large proportion 
of the sales are made when the girb, being only ten or twelve years 
old, little realise the shame, and see only the attractive side of the 
life to which they are devoted. 

Inmates of the houseS of ill-fame often run away, but when dis- 
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covered me forced to return. X well.-informed Japanese telIs me 
that, even thooxh the girl should resist and call upon a policeman 
for help against violence, he would not prevent her from being 
rarricd back. She has, at least, done wrong by absconding, and, if 
she has bad any reason to complain of ill-treatment, she should 
make her appeal from the house where she belongs. The same 
gentleman tells me that many husbands sell their wives to houses 
of ill-fame. 

So much for the Christian missionary. Rut all, except 
Christian missionaries, who know Japan wilI repudiate 
this picture ns over-coloured and over-drawn. Even in 
the very journal in which this Christian but vile and 
unmanly libel appeared, thcrc were published more than 
one rejoinder. One correspondent, not engaged in the 
Bible-and-Randy line of business, replies :- 

The missionary may labour in his way. 1Ic may represent the 
people among whom he works as wanting in all that comports 
with his standard, and as filled with all the attributes that own the 
devil as progenitor ; yet the yrnrs will witness lx11 small rcmrn in 
the harvest of bigotry and narrow seltishness he WC&~ cultivate- 
saving a few, and consigning the remainder to eternal (lamnation. 
Whatever may be the destiny of the Japancsc rrligiously, it is to 
be hoped that it will be an improvement upon any of the systems 
of faith rind helief that they hnve offered to them to~day, either by 
the Church of Rome or by the numerous Protestant sects who are 
seeking to proselytise the multitude to their folds. There is not a 
missionary in lapan who could not find as urgent necessity for his 
labours in his-home community or state or nation as be finds in 
Japan. The religion of the Jnpanrsc has that aIrnut it, whatever 
els6 it lacks, that ma& the people law-abiding. It has made a 
nation of as patriotic men and devoted women as can be found any- 
where, entirely devoid of cant and self-righteousness. It has deve- 
loped a civilisation distinct from that of the Western world, and, 
although it has not eradicated the animal instincts and passions of 
humanity in greater or less degree than the civilisation of the West 
has done, there appears to be as much security for life and property 
here as elsewhere. ,411 the fables that are published hy those in- 
terested in the extension of their particular religious creeds, regard- 
ing the depravity centred in the Japanese, must be in a large 
measure either the outgrowth of intolerant and fanatical zeal, or 
studied misrepresentation on the part of those whose living and 
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comfortable sustenance dcpcnd upon the continuance of the undcr- 
taking to prosclytisc the world. 

I have visited quite a number of the populous ccntrcs of Japan, 
and, having roamed somewhat over my own country as well as 
abroad, I can but hear testimony to what I have seen, as we11 as to 
what I have not seen. I have witnessed politeness and courtesy 
among the masses of the common people of Japan that would put 
to shame the varmtrcl high c111trrrc rind breeding <lf mxny a IVestern 
land. I have not seen a tithe of the vice and corruption flaunted 
in the face of the wayfarer that is to be encountered in any of the 
populous ci@ of the Sew England Sratcs. ?‘his in justice to the 
women of Japan, who need not to veil their faces Marc their 
\\‘cstern sisters when modesty and modest ~lcmcanour are in 
question. 

Another writer-one other who does not n&e it 
his business to push crude Calilean fables down ihe 
throat of the nineteenth century-remarks :- 

One thing I am ccr:nin of, and that is that the cnusc of missions 
is not helped by such I)ictores of heathen wretchedness, simply 
because they parrakc or the nature of exaggeration, any more than 
the same cause would 1~ help4 by exaggcratctl rqorts ui thrgrcnt 
advance of Christianity here. Let us have the sober troth, al,,1 
nothing hut the truth. The missionary knows full well that he 
would sleep with his door unlocked and his window open in Niigata 
with a far greater sense of security than he would in New Engkdnd ; 
that he can walk into secl~dccl places in Japan wyi:hout fear ; that 
he can visit the lowest ~lcns of Nii@a SO long s he is cx~rul to 
bc pohtc, and that lx can Ix sure of lxing treated with politcncss 
which must imply something more than that of words only : that 
hc can daily see orchards unprotected and not roblcd, allotment 
grounds (in the midst of a poverty-stricken population) needing no 
policemen to guard them from nigh1 thieves. IIe can set? chilgiren 
cheerfully providing for their ngcd pnrcnts, and giving them of their 
kst ; husbands and wives living Gthfully together without the pro- 
rection of claLx3ratc marriage laws. 

And another writer, Dr. Simmons, of the National Hos- 
pital in Yokohama, says :- 

The family in Japan is the corner-stone of the nation. The 
father and mother are regarded with revercncc. Politeness and 
self-restraint arc engrained in the children, and an uncivil word is 
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rarely heard. Marriage is a union of families rather than of indivi- 
duals. The parties to it are chosen in family council. The rela- 
tives of the hushantl and wife jealously gum1 the honour of each. 
Celibacy is not permitted to the young men. The young girls 
receive no visits except from members of their own families, and 
are trained in all the minute details of household management. 
After marriage they are allowed almost as much influence as the 
husband in the concerns of the family, and their opinions are often 
consulted. Divorce is not so common in Japan as in America, and 
the reports of gross immorality are unfounded. 

So far by way of contradiction to missionary aspersion 
for the glory of C;od. But a lie told for God’s sake is. 
not so easily killed as any ordinary laical lie. It is told 
in the interests of the kingdom of heaven, and the. 
fleetest and truest contradictions of earth cannot over- 
take it. In Japan there is actually a law on the statute- 
book, and rigorously enforced, against illicit trade in 
young girls. Perhaps this follower of Christ and 
Cockle’s piIls from whom I have quoted borrowed the 
suggestion from Christian England ye the trade in girl- 
children. He could have found traces of this mon- 
strosity much easier in the Bible and the P&Z MaL 
Gazetie than among the civilistd and warm-hearted 
people of Japan. 

But such reports are of use to Rxcter Hall, and, in 
the interests of “ the poor heathen,” they are not without 
effect in loosening the purse-strings of England’s church- 
going rakes and of England’s wives and mothers, who 
arc so afflicted with moral presbyopia that they can see the 
priest-invented depravity of Japan, but are blind to the 
sweltering cauldron of dissipation and disease which 
boils and bubbles and gurgitates under the shadow of 
their own Church steeples, its unhallowed fires fed with 
their own flesh and blood. Christianity /ies against the 
women of Japan and China in order that she may thereby 
1-0~3 the women of England and America. And thus 
the diabolical game is kept up in the interests of “ the 
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everlasting gospel” and of a horde of needy and lazy 
adventurers who will not dig, but who are not ashamed 
to beg. ‘I’hey libel the women of the East in order that 
they may cheat the women of the West. They circulate 
taIes too foul for the tongue of any creature save a satyr 
or a Christian minister, and then, forgetting that our 
ignorance is not quite so opaque or our credulity SD 
voracious as they were in the Dark Ages, they assure us 
that their accursed creed has “ elevated ” woman ! 

Arc WC, the brothers, the lovers, the husbands, to stand 
passively aside and listen to this infamy ? To the man 
who is manly every woman is his sister-his sister if her 
check is mantled with the peachy bloom of England, 
his sister if her brow is swart with the dusky copper of 
Japan. How long are we to endure this wrong and 
insult, 0 my brothers ? How long shall the libellous 
impostors of a pretended heaven slander our sisters in 
the East to rob our sisters in the West ? Is the blood 
of Arthur cold? Can the spirit of Charlemagne or 
Bayard fire no more the sluggish life-tide of a degenerate 
race ? Arise ! In the name of a God holier than ever 
the priest invoked; in the name of the mothers who 
bore us ; in the name of the unborn mothers of the 
unborn, let us lay the knight-errant’s lance in rest and 
charge down with the fury of Megrera upon the black 
phalanx of the Christian priesthood, break in sunder the 
ranks of Apollyon, and win the ARMAGEDDON of the 
world ! 



CHAPTER ML 

me ” Pffor Heafhen ” to the Missionary- What fhe 
“Poor Ueafhen” may SC in EngZish iVkwspapers-- 
The Ic Tinzes” the Modern Hmdofus--“Lies rola for 
the Kingdonz of God’s Sake”~Arz OY+ i?z Pious 
Scotlnna. 

CHARITY should proverbially begin at home. So should 
Christianity; and, if it cannot succeed at home, them is 
a pri7nri facie reason established why it should not go 
abroad. It would be awkward if the “ poor heathen ” 
were to ask the missionary : “What sort of place is this 
England you come from? There, for hundreds and 
hundreds of years? your people have bclicvcd in Jesus 
Christ and him crucified. You have had more than a 
thousand years of this divine revelation, this creed direct 
from God. One thousand years is a considerable stretch 
of time. A religion direct from God, and which has 
had a thousand years to work its way, should surely hy 
this time have exterminated sinners and left every in- 
habitant of England a saint. An ablebodied Alan 
could do wonders in a thousand yeal> ; but an able- 
bodied God should surely in shorter time than that do 
mything he liked-if ncccssnry, destroy fifty old earths 
and make a hundred new ones. Our family arrange- 
ments out hcrc do not please you, and you assure us 
that they do not please God. If we adopt your religion, 
how long mill it be before your God will put our family 
affairs all correct? I supposc a God such as you tell US 
of could put the whole thing right in a moment. Did 
he put your English social and domestic system all right 



in a moment, and have you now had more than a thou- 
sand years of peace and love and happiness, of social 
faith and domestic purity ? I suppose that, since in 
your country marriage is a ‘divine mystery,’ directly 
instituted by your Ciod, and celebrated by his priests 
and ministers, marital infidelity is unheard of and con- 
jugal infelicity unknown. Destitution must, of course; 
never overtake ‘ those whom God hath joined together,’ 
and shame must never sully the innocence of your 
English maidenhood.” 

“ Ponr heathen ” ! “ I’oor heathen” indeed, and yet 
you have drawn a logical deduction enough from the 
premises which the missionary has given you. But, for 
his own sake, the missionary must not teach you to read 
English ; and, if he do teach you to read English, it will 
be prudent on his part, if hc ever have an English news- 
paper sent him, to take particular pains to keep it out of 
your sight. 

I have a number of newspapers on my table. I lift 
the first one that comes to hand. If the “ poor heathen ” 
should chance to lift thi: same newspaper, he would find 
tllat in IAondon, in the Christian missionary’s country, 
there is a district known as Lambcth, and that there 
what is known ns n Coroner’s Inquest had been held. 
‘l’hc subjects of the inquest were a hushal:d and wife 
wllonl c:UCl hat1 ii joined together “-“joined together ” 
in groat and wcaltl:y and civilised and Christian London, 
with its thousands of pxsons, and with its 13rjtish and 
Foreign Bible Society, which annually distributes hun- 
dreds of thousands of copies of “the Word of God ” 
over the globe. Yet part of the report of the inquest 
reads thus :- 

Dr. George Frederick Farr deposed that he was a surgeon in 
practice at Slnde IIouse, Kcnnington Road, and divisional surgeon 
to the L division of police. Last Friday morning he was requested 
11y the police to visit So. 22, Glasshouse Street, and on entering a 



HER GLORY, HER WAME, AND HER GOD. 327 

-small back room rescmhlinga large dxt-hole hc discovered a woman 
lying on the floor on what nplxnred to be the mkings of a fircplace, 
and covered only with a few dirty rags, which were clinging to her. 
Wtncss examinetl her, and found that she was dead, hut warm. 
The body was in a fcarMly emaciated condition, and extremely 
Why. He (the witness) was about to leave the room when he 
noticed something move under a piece of old sacking in the corner, 
and upon removing the sacking he was horritied at finding the old 
man tloublcd up, with his face, or head, between his knees, and in 
the same emaciated and filthy condition as his wife. IIe, however, 
was alive, but quite unconscious. Witncs~ caused his immcdinte 
removal to the Lambeth Infirmary, where hc died the following 
afternoon. lie (the witness) had since mndc a post-mortem exami- 
nation of the body of the woman. There was not a particle of fat 
on the body. The stomach and intestines were quite empty, and 
the walls of the stomach were only a quarter of nn inch in thick- 
ness, whereas the avcragc thickness should be from one to four 
inches Deceased and her hnsband must have been starving for 
monrhs to bring that state of affairs about. The deceased died 
from actual starvation through want of food, and there was no 
tloubr that her husband had died from the same cause. The wit- 
ness went on to state that in the room occupictl hy the old couple 
there was no furnirure excepting a portion of an old iron broken 
bcclstca~l irnd a TCW rugs an4 dirty picccs of sacking, and the stench 
emanating from the room was horrible, ant1 how any persons could 
live in the same house hc (the witness) could no: imagine. 

The jury eventually returned a verdict of “ Death from starvation 
through want of food, and destitution.” 

The “ poor heathen ” will read that these two people 
whcnn God hnd “ joinerl together ” were n. Mr. and Mrs. 
(ionin; and is hc not warranted in krning round upon 
A’ the man of God ” with the stern expostulation : I‘ Mr. 
Missionary, till you have secured a better state of things 
in your own land what the demon do you want here?” 

‘Then as to the purity of woman and the sanctity of 
girlhood in that London whcrc the Bible for “the poor 
heathen ” was prined, I again lift an English news- 
paper. If this newspaper should inadvertently come 
under the eye of “ the poor heathen,” he will find that, 
in this Christian London that prints the Bibles, there is 
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a district known as llethnal Green ; that thcrc is n Mr, 
H. F. Charrington, of the Central Vigilance Society ; 
and that this Mr. Charrington has discovered ~llat ;L- 

Horrible practice was being carried cm by two men in 3. certain 
house in Eethnal Crrccn, aided by one or more agents in the neigh- 
bourhood. They make a practice of decoying young girls pway by 
means of thcsc agents, and, in mnny cases, resort to the process of 
going about in cabs, snatching the girls, placing them inside, and 
carrying them ofi to their den. The men own a vessel which, 
although ostensibly :.n ordinary :ratling vessel, yet carries from 
London to the Sorth of EngIant’., and in some cases to ihe Conti- 
nent, the girls ;hus cleco:;+xl, nml hnnds them over to brothel- 
keepers for n pecuniary consideration, although more often than not 
they have already been outraged by the men below they z.re thus 
bartered. 

A. large number of letters, it mny Ix added, from heart-broken. 
parents hwe found their way to the Great Assembly Hall, asking 
for Mr. Charrington’s xsistznce in trying to discover the uherc- 
abouls of daughters who have Lccn some time missing. 

Conversion, by God’s grace, in a moment to a purer 
and better life by finding Jesus! 1Vhy, hcrc is a city 
which “ found Jesus ” more than n thousand years ago, 
which has kept on finding him ever since, and which 
has also found a cab or two to kidnap girl-chi!dren and a 
“ trading vessel ” to export them from their homes to a dcs- 
tiny from the contemplation of which the mind recoils 
with horror, Excellent practical reasons these English 
newspapers afford to “ the poor heathen ” why he should 
abandon his own tied and adopt the God of Abraham, 
of Is,aac, and of Jacob-the (>CJd M ho permits these cabs, 
the God who does not sink that ship. 

“ ‘rhe poor hcnthcn ” suspects he must be dreaming.. 
He passes his hand over his eyes and turns over the 
paper, and tests that his vision is normal and that he is 
sane. In another column he reads :- 

Further and sad revelations hare been made in connection with 
Mr. II. P’. Charrington’s descent on disorderly houses in the East - 
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end. In a narrow turning, tlignificd by the title of Lady Lake’s 
Grove, about fifty houses of ill-fame were discovered, among the 
unfor!unatc occupants of the Glens being many girls as young as 
twelve and thirteen years of ag c, who plied their wretched calling 
equally with their adult companions. 13~ cnergeticallp availing 
himself of th e powers of the law T*Ir. Charrington succccdctl in 
ckating out this hot-bed of vice. Next he turned his attention to 
Oxford Street, another East-end purlieu. This thoroughfare, in. 
the matter of the character of its inhabitants, is described as being 
even a greater disgrace to public decency than the “Grove,” 
because, while the “ sirtcrhood ” of the latter carried nn their 
shameless trade in compararivc privacy, few pcoplr passing through 
it on account of its notorious charnctcr, Oxford Street is in the un- 
fortunate posi:ion of beicg tbc only means c&direct access 10 several 
important thoroughfares. The traffic, conscqucntly, is considerable 
and continuous, and wmnen and children have not been ahlc to 
escape being witnesses of the revolting scenes arising out of the 
solicitation going on at every one of the houses. T\VO or thrrc 
visits paid by Mr. Charrington for the purpme <>f collecting &&xc,. 
combined with the knowledge of the wholesale evictions that had 
been carried out in the ‘$ Grove,” seem IO hnrc alnrtnctl the miser- 
ahlc c:ommunity, who clcnred out of their own accord. 

Rlr. Charrington next turned his attention to Nelson Street, a 
turning containing some two dozen houses, the Inrgcr majority of 
which are, or were, dens of the worst description. Not only were 
the women of the very worst type of their degraded order, bat they 
were “ protected !’ by ruffians of the most desperate character. Mr. 
Charrington’s visit to the locality gave the ur,mitigzted villains rm 
opportunity of exercising their innntc brutality. 1Ie wan assclullcll 
with decomposed fish and other filth, and was so seriously threatcnetl 
that finally the police had to escort him away from the place. on 
Sunday evening Mr. Charrington intcntlcd holding R short service 
in Nelson Street. The way, however, was blocl~ctl by several carts, 
containing men nrmrcl with sfkks and slurps ; ;~nd, ilb il ~ilb ubviuus. 
that a murderous attack had been arranged, Mr. Charrington 
prudently postponed his visit. It is current rcmour th-t the bullies 
of Canal Road hare threatened to drop Mr. Charrington into the 
water should he apl’ear in that neighbonrhoo(!, while some of the 
lower class of publicnns, whose tratie ha:; been seriously nikted by 
the sweeping of the Rugean stables, are vowing all sorts of ren- 
geance upon the author of their ruin. The clear.znccs which have 
taken place have hrought to light some revolting facts, showing the 
extensive character of the shocking traffic which has so long been 
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carried on. Thus, in one house wcrc discovered no less than 45 
beds, which were let from 5s. to I 5s. per night. SIore painful than 
surprising were other circumstances. Here is an instance : A 
gentleman well-known in West-end society, a year or so ago, 
missed his daughter. He had reason to believe that the girl was 
living in a disorderly house in the East-end ; but the most search- 
ing inquiries were fruitless to ascertain her whereabouts. In the 
clearance of Nelson Srreet, however, a young woman answering the 
description of the missing daughter was discovered. The pentle- 
man and his wife were promptly on the spot, driving down in a 
handsomely-appointed brougham, attended by coachman and foot- 

man in powdcrcd wigs. They identified their child, who, however, 
was proof against all parental cxpostularion and entreaty. She 
tirmly refused to leave the people with whom she had connected 
herself. 

‘L The poor heathen ” peradventure concludes that this 
Christian London may possibly not be so hot, but that 
it is quite as criminal, as the Christian Bottomless Pit. 
‘l’hc newspapers arc current history, history running 
neck and neck, bridle to bridle, with the events they 
record. The Tines is a modern Herodotus, the ZZe- 
p-a@ a contemporaneous I&y. We have had more 
than a thousand years of this religion which came down 
il-om heaven; but, if from the depths uf tire Dead Sea 
xc should dredge up copies of the Sodom 3ferald and 
the Gamorm,5 Courier- if with dynamite we could blast 

the lava and exhume the .&f@eii Gnseffe and the 1%~ 
rj/APneum Sfnna’nra’, I doubt if their columns would 
contain such evidence of sin and sorrow and hell as 
appcnrs every day in the year in the newspaper which 
1 ies on our Christian breakfast-table. 

What we have just seen pious slander do against the 
Japanese women pious slander has done and is doing 
against all women whom Christianity, in its pitying inso- 
lcncc, describes as “ heathen.” Any aspersion against 
the purity of our sisters is legitimate if these sisters 
never heard of -4dat-n and Eve and the rib, or, having 
heard of them, regard them as fabulous. If from the 
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cope of the blue heaven the eye of the common father 
of us alI looked down upon his sons and daughters, 
would that cyc behold more brutality and outrage where 
India’s cavernous temples l~ollorv out the everlasting 
hills, where the mosque’s minarets flash in the oriental 
sun, or even among savages upon whose minds the idea 
of a God has never dawned, than in the valleys com- 
manded by the mountains upon which the “ glad feet ” 
of the gospel have been trampling for well nigh two 
thousand years ? 

The calumnies ngninst the heathen and their women 
are often, if not always, lies told for the kingdom of 
God’s snkc. \Ve have seen that they can be, and have 
been, flstIy contradicted. But hereis a specimen from 
an Australian newspaper of the current record of Chris- 
tian civilisation and an evidence of how Christianity 
“ elevates ” woman :- 

Sentence of death has been passed upon nine young men con- 
victed of outraging a servant girl sixteen years of age, near Moore 
Tbrk, in the suburbs of Sydney, last bepteml~cr. The circumstances 
under which the crime was committctl wcrc revolting to the last 
tlcg”‘. A young girl of sixteen, of good charncter, was decoyed 
into an unfrequented suburb of Sydney, and there was violently out- 
raged by relays of youths from sixteen years oltl and over. As the 
child was alone, amid a gangof at lcasl Lwelvesrrong youngruflians, 
her struggles, though violent, were unavailing. She was at first 
h&I down by her hnmls and l&t ; lut after the lxutality hntl lasted 
s,xne hours shtt became unconscious. One mnn who attempted t0 
reyue the girl was overpowrrctl by the gang, some of whom had 
kmvcs, and while he Hed to inform the l>olice another man arrived 
on the scene and witnessed the crime without raising an alarm. 
Ah-r the lnst of the gang left her she was found by the police 
sitting crying on the bank of the creek. Ox l>eing removed to ihc 
police-station il was found impossible to make a surgical rtxamina- 
tion. After a day in the hospital 91~. nan c.xamincd, and the cvi- 
dence of her injuries contirnd. It was noL for some lime, however, 
that she was able to appear in the witness-ljox. \Vhen she did she 
identified her assailants, and the result is that nine of them are 
sentenced to death. The law of the colony prescribes death as a 
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penalty for this crime. The l%rglish IJnme Secretary has recom- 
mended that the sentence of three of the rufhans be commuted to 
imprisonment for liic : the other six will bc hanged. 

This is no missionary’s lying talc. It is a plain Criminal 
Court record, told with as much regard as practicable to 
the decency which is yet left in human nature. Those 
nine men were not “ heathen.” It is likely each of them 
had been duly baptised in the name of the Father and 
of the Son and of the IloIy Ghost; but this did not 
prevent their engaging in a crime such as I do not 
rerwznber ui nine “ healhell ” Iqxlrating, althuugtl my 
reading of ancient history and modern trawl has been 
extensive. “ Sydney is far away ; it is at the antipodes,” 
say you. “True, it is Christian; but you speak of n 
country whet-c the fierce scramble for life has almost 
extinguishecl the torch of cirilisation. Take Christianity 
in the olden realms of Europe, where the leawn has had 
time to work, and where, for fifteen centuries, there has 
been flung across the landscape the shadow of the spire 
of the Church of God.” 

Specious apologist, I will take you at your word. From 
Australia we will come home to pious Scotland, perhaps, 
at this moment, the most drunken, most incontinent,. 
and most Christian country in Europe :-- 

Jn the Police (Yonrt, I)r~ndee, Iwfort~ Ihilii* XVI&r, t brw lads, 
about liftecn or sixteen years of age, were charged with having, 
asszulted a young M-Oman nnmetl Jane Sinclair, a weaver, residing. 
in Ovcrgnte, by jostling ami pushing her about, knocking her down, 
and abusing tmr while in l-‘uclid Crescent. One pleaded guilly, 
and the other two not .pilty. Jane Sinclair deponed that, between 
eight and nine o’clock on Monday night, she was set span in Com- 
mercial Street by a gang of young lads, the accused among the 
number. She was knocked clown and abusecl by the mob. HCl. 

companion, 3 girl named Mary Downie, made her escape, and 
witness took rrfngc hehintl R shooting gallery. She remained in 
conccalmcct for about ten minutes, but when she came out the 
crowd was still in waiting for her, and again she was attacked, 
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mobbed, and abused. The mob followe~l her up Commercial Street 
and mound Albert Square. In Euclid Crescent she was knocked 
down md nhured in an indecent mxmer. A man named John 
Garrp deponed that he saw a mob of young lads, and some bear&d 
men among them, following the girI and abusing her. There was 
a young man protecting her, and two policemen tried to disperse 
the crowd ; but no heed was paid to their authority. \Vhen they 
got inlo a dark place in Euclid Crescent the mob set on the grl 
and knocked her down. Witness made a rush into the midst of 
them, and gripped one of the prisoners as be was in the act of 
behaving indecently. The other two wcrc by his side, and they 
were secured by the police. James Sword stat4 that he saw a mob 
of about 200 boys following the girl. After she came out from 
hiding hehind :hc shooting saloon witness accompanict1 her up 
Commercial Street on her way to the Police Wicc, as the onIy 
place where she could get protection from her persccutorn. He 
tried to keep hack the mob, and he was severely kicked about the 
Iegs. The mob were acting like savages. The girl was knocked 
down and abused in a shameful way in the miclst of the crowd. 
In answer to the Court, witness said there was nothing peculiar in 
the girl’s appearance. The evidence was corroborxetl by two police 
constables. In moving for sentence, Mr. Dewar said he thought 
he was justified in asking for a sharp punishment. Attacks of this 
kind werr hr luu con~n~on in Dundcc. Last rriglfl, it4 amlAcr*urt 
of the fouv2, aimtiler iuovm6 was cttarki irz a simiZaar manm~. 
Young women were entitled to protection, and it was monstrous 
to think that, between eight and nine o’clock in the evening, a 
woman should be attacked in the public street and abused in a way 
which could scarcely lx expected from savz~ges. The BGlie found 
the charge proven, and tined the accused ZOS., with !he option of 
ten days in prison each. 

In holy Scotland, the land of John Knox and the Kirk, 
for a fine of twenty shillings you may indecently assault 
a woman in open day, in the public street, and before 
-several hundreds of spectators and accomplices. If you 
try this in Australia, you are, it would seem, jerked to 
Jesus for your crime. But, as saints pretend to elect to 
“depart and be with Christ, which is far better,” they 
can, in Australia too, outrage women with impunity; 
for, if we are to believe the gaol chaplain-he is quite as 
reliable as any other genus of gospel-grinder-with hardly 
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an exception, those who go through his hands pass from 
guilt to glory. Man cuts the rope from the neck and 
God fastens wings to the shuulders, and he who was on 
earth a walking reprobate becomes, in heaven, a flying 
angel. So, in Christendom, even where death is the 
penalty for rape there is practically no penalty at all .; 
the mortal simply puts on immortality, whzt was corrupl- 
ible becomes incorruptible, what was sown in weakness 
is raised in strength. 

If any Christian missionary had found in some savage 
isle of the Indian Ocean such a public and brutal carnf- 
val as roared and yelled in two different places on the 
same night through the streets of Dundee, what would 
be the effect ? Why, Exeter Hall would hold up its 
holy hands in horror and howl its mendicant Jeremiads 
till, from Land’s End to Cape Wrath, all the steeple- 
houses of Hypocrisy poured their ringing gold into the 
plate in order that that savage isle irl lhc Indian Ocean 
might have top-boots and blankets and bibles. Thou 
fool, take out the mote which is in thine own eye. In 
Dundee there arc top-boots and blankets, and there are 
hundreds of thousands of bibles; and poor Jane Sin- 
clair, an honest weaver girl, will explain to you the 
effect that centuries of bibles have taken upon the 
debased and peccant savages of Scotland. The mob in 
heathen Rome, because the girl Virginia ws seized by 
a debauchee, rose and, with red right hand, hurled the 
Tarquins to the infernal shades. The mob in Christian 
I)undee, when the girl Jane Sinclair is assaulted, join in 
the brutality and the indecent outrage, and, with the 
yells of hyena laughter and the ribaldry of satyr lust, 
join in their dirty and devilish hundreds to outrage a 
feeble and unprotected girl. 



CHAPTER X1,11. 

INSTEAII of sending missionaries nhroad to lie, would it 
not be well to fee them to stay at home and face the 
truth? Not long ago, in a suburb of London, I saw a 
defenceless woman assaulted in much the same manner 
as Jane Sinclair and another were indecently hounded 
by the rabble of Dundee. Grasping a heavy walking- 
stick significantly, I crushed through the crowd and 
linked the woman’s arm in mine. The act was aignalised 
by a wild shout of brutal derision. One ruffian ven- 
tured to draw his stertorous and filthy hand across my 
face. In a second he had lived to rcpcnt the deed. The 
multitude of hooting blackguards had learnt not to come 
within reach of my arm. Towering above them in 
stature-your canaiL& specimen of Christian is a stunted 
wretch-I walked with the woman on my arm for a 
quarter of a mile, almost deafened by the most hideous 
shouting and hooting, and feeling every now and again 
the impact of cowardly blows from behind with missiles 
flung by the sort of English yahoo that is the result of 
some fifteen centuries of :Christian teaching. 

For the last half of my journey I was supported by a 
solitary gentleman who linked the woman’s other arm in 
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his. He, too, towered like a Saul over the seething sea 
of riff-raff’ that had reached the bathos of beastliness, 
which is, happily, only a step removed from racial ex- 
termination. When humanity in Christian civilisation (?) 
has bred itself down to dirty sterility, it boils up into 
sundry f&id bubblings preparatory to its being shovelled 
off to at once manure and pollute the earth. The only 
hopeful thing about ‘Arry is that he is on his last legs. 
I had one friend, but every few minutes the mob was 
augmenting by dozens. At length we reached a cab- 
rank and placccl the woman inside 3 crib, which we 
ordered to be driven to the address she gave. 

\Vhen my volunteer friend and myself had got f:lirfy 
away from the sleuth-hounds of howling brutality, we 
began to compare notes. We found that we were 
mutually thoughtful men who had utterly repudiated 
the Christian faith. Our a.pparcl, particularly behind, 
was smeared over with spittle, mud, gravel, and the 
excrement of horses, all of which had been daubed upon 
us by wild beasts without the wild beasts’ beauty and 
courage. Even my hair was dripping and horrible with 
tobacco spittle whictl had been squirted at me through 
the teeth of the rabble, not one of which, although they 
were there in their scores, dared to come within reach 
of the arm that had sent their comrade sprawling on the 
pavement. My friend was in nearly as deplorable a condi- 
tion as myself, and he looked even more grotesque ; for a 
.quantity of white-wash had been thrown upon his hack, 
and the white background was relieved by sundry dark 
and ghastly lines where the blood had flowed from a 
wound which some coward had managed to inflict upon 
his neck. Shaking hands very heartily and exchanging 
cards, we wended off to our respective homes, un- 
savoury victims of nineteenth-century knight-errantry, 
two god-forsaken “ Infidels,” who, in an unromantic and 
brutal age, had dared to protect a helpless woman against 
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the very class of her fellow countrymen which iills the 
Tabernacle of Spurgeon and the Barracks of Booth. 

Christianity has “ elevated ” woman, chimes in Arch- 
deacon Farrar, and al1 those whose interest it is, with 
audacity of assertion, to impose upon uninquiring and 
uncritical ignorance. We have seen how woman is 
elevated among the ‘Arrys of England and the Aneras of 
Scotland. The Englishman can purchase the New Testa- 
ment for a penny. Everywhere the churches and chapels 
3re nearly as plentifu1 as the public-houses, and gospel is 
as common as gin, 2nd rhcnpcr. IVhcn hc: determines 
that he has an “immortal soul,” and feels uneasy about 
it, he can go to the big cathedral hoary with e!d and 
redolent of historic memories, or to any of the array of 
Bethels, down to the shabby gospel-shop of yesterday, 
with its sides and roof of corrugated iron, and with its 
Boanerges howling about “ salvation,” even as his neigh- 
bour the butcher, next door, is shouting about his 
sausages. And lower yet. If the Almighty is believed 
not to ” dwell in tcmplcs made with hands,” there is the 
devout blockhead ranting at the street corner, strong in 
gospel but weak in grammar, xnarvellous in iiliteracy and 
mighty in ignorance. Everywhere the Englishman is, 
nolens vo&zs, saturated with the faith that has done so 
much for woman’s purity and exaltation. And, as for 
Anera of Scotlnnd, he is born with Jehovah in his bones 
and Jesus in his blood. Almost before he is weanecl 

he is versed in the rudiments of theological disputation. 

Each scoundrel in those mobs at Dundee could inform 
‘you ancnt “the chief end of man,” “the decrees of God,” 
and all about “ Justification,” “ Adoption,” “ Sanctifica- 
tion,” and “ Xcdemption,” “ Baptism,” and “ the Lord’s 
Supper.” But inborn centuries of this knowledge does 
not, apparently, ennoble the human character, even when 
backed by all the awful memories of “ the killing time, ’ 
and “the Cloud of Witnesses,” and “ the Covenant.” 
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All the preaching, from the days of Kentigern to those 
of George Gilfillan, has been preached in vain ; and to-day 
we have more horrible mobs than that mob which, nearly 
2,000 years ago, surged through the streets of Jerusaletn, 
yelling “ Crucify him ! Crucify him !” and which ceased 
not till the cross held aloft on its awful arms the agonis- 
ing form of the son of Mary. 

To this hour, wherever Christianity has had fewest 
of its fangs extracted hy heresy and infidelity, woman is 
found in a more servile and degraded state than else- 
where. “In our recent journey through Southern 
France,” writes a traveller,* &‘ the entire circuit of Italy, 
through a considerable portion of Austria and Germany, 
and through Belgium and Northern Fmnce, the distance 
being nearly five thousand miles, we observed that much 
the largest portion of the labourers in the field were 
Fvomcn. They were not only making h:q, but ploughing, 
mowing, hoeing, grubbing, and planting. ‘I’hey were 
not only doing the work of men, but such work as men 
usually depend on horses to perform. In all the vast 
country we did not see a horse-rake, a cultivator, or any 
Iabour-saving implement. The only cultivator was the 
primitive hoe, and a line of women, mostly superintended 
by one or two men, bent their backs to the labour. 
The only ploughs looked as if they might have been 
modelled after the implements which Noah landed from 
the Ark. \Ve did see one threshing-machine srandjng 
on a car at a depbt in Austria, which was the only labour- 
saving mnchinc that attracted our attention.” lVoman 
doing “ such work as men usually depend upon horses 
to perform ” goes far to establish Christianity’s claim to, 
have refined and educated woman ! The least Christian 
countriescof Europe are just the countries where woman 
is least degraded. Our struggle is to hark back, as far 
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as woman is concerned, to the ages before Europe had 
the misfortune to be Christian. “No society which 
preserves any tincture of Christian inslilutions is ever 
likely to restore to women the personal liberty conferred 
on them by the middle Roman law,” writes Maine.” 
And the same eminent authority observes : “ The situa- 
tion of the Komnn female, whether married or unmarried, 
became one of great personal and proprietary independ- 
ence, Rjrt Chrisfianity tended somewhat from the very 
ji~st fo narraw ths remarkabk Zil,erty.” 

But where Christianity curtailed woman’s personal 
and proprietary liberty it made up for it by teaching her 
the personal liberty which is license; and, instead of giving 
her proprietary rights, it converted herself into property, 
and, from the fifth century downward, openly SOM her for 
slavery and prostitution. St. Augustine, himself a re- 
formed libertine, had in his youth debnuchcd women 
till, in his riper years, he nmdc amends by haling them 
and by inventing the doctrine of original sin. Women 
came to be regarded 3s such an evil (though a neccssnry 
evil) that no man whose Iifc was devoted to the service 
of Grid could defile himself by marrying. But a priest 
could degrade woman as much as he pleased. In short, 
hc could not degrade her below, according to Christian 
theology, her natural level of degradation. The only 
thing to be considered was that, by meddling with hcr- 
on the principle that, if you touch pitch, you will be 
defiled-you were apt to degrade yourself. Btit the 
Christian priesthood were always chivalrous enough co 
brave the pollution entailed by having anything to do 
with such a sinful creature as woman. For example, 
“the abbot clcct of St. Augustine, at Canterbury, in 
1171, was found on investigation to have seventeen ille- 
gitimate children in a single village. LZU abbot of St 

* Maine’s “ Ancient hw,” p. I $3. 
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Pelayo, in Spain, in 1130, was proved to have kept no 
less than seventy mistresses. Henry III., Bishop of 
Liege, was dcposcd in 1274 for having sixty-five illegiti- 
mate children . . . . . .This same bishop boasted at a public 
banquet that in twenty-two months fourteen children 
had been born to him. A license to the clergy to keep 
concubines was, during several centuries, levied by 
princes.“* So much for the Christian priest’s intercourse 
with woman. She was, writes l.ecky, by the Fathers 
” represented as the door of hell, the mother of all ills. 
She should be ashamed at the very thought that she is 
a woman. She should live in continual penance on 
account of the curse she has brought into the world. 
She shouid he ashamed of her dress, and especially 
ashamed of her beauty.” How fearfully prone the saints 
were to sit down on the doorstep of the beautiful “door 
of hell ” ! 

‘l’o such a height has Christianity “ clevntcd ” woman 
that, in certain Christian countries, at this very hour, 
her Ixostitution is publicly legalised and liccnscd. Oc- 
casionally gospel and harlotry get so inextricably mixed 
up-they seem to have a natural principle of assimilation 
-that you can hardly tell which is the one and which is 
the other. Church and State, Xble and Sccptre, frater- 
nally combine to make woman a thing too loathsome for 
contemplation, and then they appeal to their dupes and 
helots to behold how they have “elevated ” her. The 
Church, ‘I in some places, as in the City of Berlin, so 
far recognises the sale of woman’s bodies for the vilest 
purposes as part of the Christian religion that license far 
this vocafion [that of a harlot] is refused ut~ they haze 
partaken of lhe Sacrament ; and demands of the 10,000 
licensed women of the town of the City of Hamburg 
certificates showing that they regularly attend church, 

* Ltdy, “ Ilist. Europ. Morals.” 
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and also partake of the Sacrament.“* The Church 
insists that these women swallow the very body of very 
God before they are qualified to offer up their own 
bodies for hire on the altar of Lust. 

IVcll may Lecky remark that, under Christian auspices, 
“ marriage was viewed in its coarsest and most degraded 
form ;” and John Stuart Mill has embodied in one or 
two pithy sentences a view of the state of servility and 
degradation of the Christian wife. “ We are continually 
told,” remarks hc, “ that civilisntion and Christianity 
have restored to woman her just rights. Mcnnwhilc the 
wife is the nctual bond-servant of her husband; no less. 
so, as far as legal obligation goes, than slaves commonly 
so called. She vows a life-long obedicnce,to him at the 
altar, and is held to it all through her lift by law. 
Casuists may say that the obligation of obedience stops 
short of participation in crime ; but it certainly extends 
to cvcrything else. She can do no act whatever but by 
his permission, at least tacit. She can acquire no pro- 
perty but for him ; the instant it becomes hers, even if 
by inheritance, it becomes z&o facta his. In this respect 
the wife’s position under the common law of England is 
worse #sari that of daoes in the laws of many countries : 
by the Roman law, for exam+, a slave might hnvc 

~eczr/i7m, which, to a certain extent, the law guaranteed 
him for his exclusive use.” JVould our womankind 
only critically fhz% in$tead of sentimentally fee?, they 
would renounce Christianity and refuse to bring up our 
children iu its dogmas, even should WC insist upon their 
doing so. Civilisation and rcfincmctit have done much 
to blunt the sharpness and hardness of Christianity’s 
tusks; but, if it were not for this, the English woman is 
a slave without a slave’s peculiar privileges. 

Edith Snville, author of “ Romance of My Life,” etc., 

+ hl. J. Gage, “ Wanan, Church, and State.” 



342 WOXIN. 

has assured me that she has, more than once, seen a 
wife sold in Rarnsley when she was a girl. In her 
.experience the wife for sale evinced brazen indifference 
or indulged in prurient jocularity. The onlookers and 
bidders were facetiously obscene ; and the purchaser led 
off his purchase by the halter round her neck. His 
purchase was cheap, if nasty; for, ~1s a rule, all that was 
paid was a pot of beer and a few ounces of tobacco. 
So much for the I‘ elevation ” of woman ! 



CHAPTER SLIII. 

Testimony of BuckZe io fke Salt of Wines in &&and 
-The Infamous Lffz of Marquette- Woman’s Posi- 
tion has Risen in En&and as Christianity Declined 
-Appeui fo When z’o Kqpwd f/te Ckwck as fheiv 
Enemy-MiheZet ott Marquette-23&e Produced by 
Girls who have to Eke Out a Liviq on the Streets 
-The Missionary with his &iik Produced at r’he 
Cost of Prostifution-How L’Xz~by ” Matches ” EZe- 
vate ” JVoman. 

“IN England,” says Buckle, “ wives are still occasion- 
ally led to the market by a halter round the neck, to be 
sold by the husband to the highest bidder.” “ The sale 
of 2 wife,” remarks Borrow, “with n halter round her 
neck is stil1 a legal transaction in England. The sale 
must be Ina& in th! cat&market, as if she were a mare, 
all women being considered as mares by old English 
law, and, indeed, cuZZeuJ marts in certain counties whcrc 
genuine old English law is still preserved.” 

IVithin the last few years I have seen in the newspapers 
the record of several such s&s as Buckle and Borrow 
refer to. There is nn important difference between the 
sale of an English mare and the salt of 3.n English wife : 
you pay a good round sum for the former; the latter 
you may purchase for a piece of tobacco and an old shirt. 

“ \Vomcn,” says Gage,+ “ wcrc taught. by the Church 
and State alike that the Feudal 1~0~1 or Seigneur had a 
right to them, not onIy against themselves, but as against 

l “ Woman, Church, and State.” 
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any claim of husband or father. The law known as 
Mar&i~~, or A%rpuelie, compehed newly-married 
women to a most dishonourable servitude. They 
were regarded as the rightful prey of the Feudal Lord 
from one to three days after their marriage, and fi-om 
this custom the eldest son of the serf was held as the 
son of the lokd, ‘ 2s perchance it was he who begat 
him.’ From this nefarious degradation of woman 
the custom of Borough English nrosc, in which the 
youngest son became the heir . . . . . . . ..Prancc. Germany, 
Prussia, England, Scotland, and ad Ch-istian count&s 
where Pcudalism existed, held to the enforcement of 
Marpe f fe. The lord deemed this right as fully his as 
he did the claim to half the crops of the land, or to half 
the wool of the sheep. More than one reign of terror 
arose in France from the cniorccment of this law, and 
the uprising of the peasantry over Europe during the 
twelfth ce7zfwv, and the iierceJac?uevi, or Peasant IVars, 
of the fozrviernih OW~YYJJ, in k’rancc, owed their origin, 
among other causes, to the enfoorcement of these claims. 
by the lords upon the newly-married wife. The edicts. 
of Mnrly transplanted that claim to hmcricn when 
Canada was under the control of France. To persons 
not conversant with the history of l~eudnlism, and of 
the Church for the first fifteen hundred years of its 
existence, it will seem impossible that such foulness 
could ever have been part of Christian civilisation. That 
the crimes they have been trained to consider the worst 
forms of heathendom could have existed in Christian 
Europe, @held b,v do12 C~IYC~ and Sfat.., for more 
than one thousand five hundred years, will strike most 
people with incredulity. Such, however, is the truth ; 
we can but admit jvell-attested facts of history, how 
severe a blow soevcr they strike at one’s preconceived 
beliefs. 

“ Marquette was claimed by the lords spiritual as well 
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as by the lords temporal. The Ckurch, i72&&, .was the 
buZwar.4 of fhis 6ase jcudal claim. With the power of 
penance and excommunication in its grasp, this demand 
could neither have originated nor been sustained unless 
sanctioned by the Church... . . . . .Thcsc customs of Fcudnl- 
ism were the customs of Christianity during many cen- 
turies. (One of the Earls of Crawford, known as the 
‘Earl Brant,’ in the sixteenth century, was probably 
among the last Z&O o&n& claimed by right the literal 
translation of &oi# Je Jmdap.) These infamous out- 
rages upon women were enforced under Christian law by 
both Church and State.” 

Dots the apologist for the Galilean superstition urge 
that Christianity has got nothing to do with al1 this? It 
is indisputable that Christianity had a great deal to do. 
with it, and that, as soon as Christianity became fairly 
established in England, the old Pagan respect for woman’s 
purity disappeared: and the Christians began lo se’ll their 
wires and daughters and sisters for slavery and prostitu- 
tion. To this fact history bcnrs ample testimony. The 
solitary wife here and there that can still be bought for 
a tankard of ale and a pair of old boots is simply the 
surviving representative of the numerous women that 
were wont to be exposed for sale in the English cattle- 
market. That the wife is now so seldom sold is in no 
way due to Christianity. That she is so seldom cxposcd 
with a halter round her neck we owe to the decline of 
that baleful creed. IVhcn England was truly Christian 
English women were sold in thousands. There was no 
scepticism then. The churches were full of worshippers. 
Nobody save the priest had the education and brains to 
be an unbeliever; and belief paid the priest so well, 
and doubt would have paid him so badly, that he was 
not mad enough to forsake the former and cleave to the 
latter. It was when Chl-istianity was in her vigorous 
life that the mother of our race stood in the market- 



346 wOnI.-IN : 

place with a halter round her neck, while the seller gave 
her recommendations too indelicate for the ear of 
Priapus in order that he might obtain for her as /zz$z a 
price as possible; while the buyer depreciated her in 
language too revolting for the cars of a satyr in order 
that he might have her knocked down to him at as Zozr 
n figure as possible. This, 0 English women, is a 
glimpse at Christianity’s record as far as you are con- 
cerned. How like you the picture? Have fourteen 
centuries of the numbing moral narcotic left you SO 

stupid and spiritless that you cannot resent the dis- 
honour done to you by this Galilean Tarquin ? Are you 
too deeply drugged and so intellectually dead that you 
feel no impulse to set your heel upon the neck of this 
poisonous viper of a faith that has left the trail of its 
virulent slime upon the feeling and the thought of the 
highest racial promise of the world? 

1Vomen of England, do you doubt the evangel because 
I, the Agnostic, am its evangelist? If you do not find 
~hc ecclesiastical and civil history of Europe support me 
at every point, do not only doubt my evangel-reject it, 
and go on to suckle another generation of moral cowards 
and intellectual slaves. But it is from such as I the 
message must come when it does come. You will never 
hear it from your pastors. They have erected ecclesi- 
astical toll-bars on and thrown theological hurdles across 
the thorny and steep, albeit glorious, pathway of inde- 
pendent thought. Expect nothing from them. Wherever 
the carcase of your ignorance is, there shall they, the 
eagles, be gathered together. They will resist all new 
ideas and tendencies till the public rams them down 
their throat with the staff of an expanding intelligence: 
Then, when they cannot help receiving the new ideas, 
they will turn round and tell you that they are not new, 
and that they had always entertained them. I do not 
say that all the.clergy are dishonest ; they are as honest 
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‘as any class of men can he who follow a dishonest calling. 
But remember, 0 English women, that it was when the 
alb on their shoulders was unriven, when as yet the 
mitre on their head was unbattercd, that you wore your 
halters and stood in the cattle-market to be knocked 
down to the highest bidder-the elder for slaves and 
the younger for a life of infamy. There was not- an 
“Infidel” in England then from Cumberlnnd to Cornwall. 
No Saladin then gave impious challenge by touching 
with his battle-axe the shieIds of the saints. No Secular 
Review then broke in with its 6i blnsphen~y ” upon the 
orisons of the pious. Now, except among its women 
t’jynh &U’M !) and its most illiterate rabble, England is 
hardly Christian at all. At this hour there is, perhaps, 
not in England a single eminent thinker who is an ortho- 
dox Christian. Wsthetic and ceremonial Christianity 
still survives among a section of the rich, and the howl- 
ing order of gutter-worship asserts its existence among 
a sec,tion of the poor. Gut there is no staple and fixed 
Christianity ; there are scores of conflicting heresies and 
schisms. There are hundreds of thousands of indifferen- 
lists, and there are hundreds of thousands of “ Infidels.” 
Xnd yet, 0 sister, you do not stand in the cattle-market 
with 3 halter round your neck ns you did in the days 
before civilisation had broken the teeth of Christianity 
nnd vindicated the real Rights nf Mnn against the ideal 
Rights of God. 

Christianity, as WC have seen, still insists on a harlot 
partaking of the sacrament before she can have her 
professionnl license. But civilisation has arrested the 
sale of women in the cattle-market. Civilisation has 
also arrested the action of the old law of Mar&tla, or 
Marque fie. I‘ In days to come,” says >Iichelet,* “ people 
will be slow to bclievc that the law among Cltrisfian 

c “ La Sorccrie,” p. 62. 
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natium went beyond anything decreed concerning the 
olden slavery ; that it wrote down as an actual right the 
most grievous outrage that could ever wound man’s 
heart. The I,ords Spiritual had this right no less than 
the Lords ‘l’emporal. The parson, being- a lord, expressly 
claimed the first fruits of the bride, but was willing to 
sell his right to the husband.” Women may reply that it 
was not Christianity, but a travesty of Christianity, that 
allowed the church dignitary and the feudal lord to have 
the exclusive right to her for the first night or two after 
her marriage. In her vehement ignorance the modern 
Protestant maiden will protest that neither priest nor 
king bns a right to keep back a newly-wedded wife from 
her husband till they are able to hand her over as an 
adultress. I reply, priest and king did this for centuries ; 
and pray what is Oristianity apart from what priests- 
and kings have made and make it? ‘Thcrc arc, of course, 
the Scriptures to tall back upon ; hut they arc so elastic 
and vague that scores of conflicting creeds appeal with 
equal confidence to Scripture for their support; and 
then by far the stronger section of Christians, the 
Romanists, openly repudiate Scripture as the sole founda- 
tion of the Christian Church in faith and practice. 

At this very hour not only the teaching of the Bible. 
but the multiplying of col)ies of the Bible, degrades and 
debases woman. A Mr. l’rank Swift recently sent the 
following lcttcr to the editor of tbc LiJeratov :--- 

SIR,-In your issue of the 27th July it was stated that the British 
and Foreign IIible Society ha<1 announced their intention of pub- 
lishing a penny New Testxmcnt. Now, it nppears that the work of 

getting up these cheap Xibles is for the most part done Ly young 
women ; and about thirty-seven years ago the females employed by 
the Society presented a petition to the heads of the department, in 
which they asked for a rise of wages, as the sum they were then 
receiving was not sufkient to procure them food, lodging, and 
clothing ; and that, as a number of the girls had no rela.:ions to 
assist them, they were obliged to go on the streets one or tww 
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,nights in the week to add to their wages as much ns would pay their 
bard and lodging. In x~swer to rhcir petition, they were told 
that they could get no more wages; that, as the Eiblcs were for 
the saving of souls, they must be got up cheap. The London TG~zes, 
in a leading article, commcnkd strongly on the action of the Society, 
and a Mr. Camp’uell, a Scotch minister, who was at the time 
residing in London and was editor of the Nonco+rKst newspaper, 
sought out some of the giris and found their statements to be quite 
true. 

What does the Holy Ghost think of this-his “blessed 
book ” produced by the wages of prostitution ? It is 
meet, after all, that some of the funds to produce a work 
which immortal&es Lot and Judah and Kahab and 
Tamar and Aholibah should come from the wages of 
street infamy. But the hypocrisy and cant connected 
with the whole business is so nauseating and revolting 
.as to leave an, if possible, still more foul and horrible 
stain upon the Christian cscutchcon. Honesty should 
prompt the hireling and simpering wastrel of a missionary 
to say to the simple and comparatively pure “ henthcn,” 
.who never sent for him, with his Bible and Brandy and 
Cockle’s Fills : “ Dearly-beloved brethren, I have brought 
you, from a far country; a book as cheap as dirt-and 
greatly composed of dirt. It says something about a 
person who, long ago, was nailed to two sticks, that you 
might be saved; but, what is of more importance, many 
young girls, not long since, hnd to go into the streets 
.and become prostitutes, that I might be able to let you 
have the voIume at this ridiculously low price.” My 
blood boils. Accursed be every spot of this Christian 
leprosy ! Eettcr that Yaveh had been flayed alive, and 
that the whole race of Abraham had been nailed to 
crosses, than that our EngIish maidenhood should have 
been bartered in the streets in infamy to contribute to 
the cheap production of, upon the whole, perhaps the most 
worthless volume for its bulk that was ever produced by 
man or god or devil ! 
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Christians read their Bible with a shirt on, and they 
pay the woman who makes that shirt so little that they 
compel her to be either a suicide or ;L harlot. Christinns 
light the gas or the candle to read their Bible, and for 
this they require a match, and they ~>ay so little for their 
matches that they compel the woman who makes them 
to be either R suicide or a harlot. “ The ’ Ruby’ match- 
boxes of Bryant and May cost the company 2;hd. per 
gross boxes. The women who make them have to find 
paste, hemp, and firing for drying purposes. ‘They can 
gain, if skilful, three farthings per hour, or less than rod. 
for twelve hours’ work. If they work eight hours per 
diem, and take a holiday on Sundays, they would real& 
the han&ome salary of 3s. a week I ‘l‘he company pays 
its shareholders above twenty per cent. dividend !“* 
” Elevate ” woman, indeed : Why, if the Avenging. 
Demon could mingle facetiousness with justice, he would 
set these twnty pcl- cent. shrtrcholdcrs, a-cry man of 
them, dowtl in hell upon an everlasting bon-iirc of their 
own “ Ruby ” matches. But the shareholders pocket 

their twenty per cent. in this world and take their risk of 
being burnt with their own matches in the next. 



“Sze~apping” Wives-Staking and Losing a PVz$ and 
Child at tke Card-table-The Annt and UncZe ix 
the Rue de Ruhcau- The Paris FhTtus-hatc,&~ 
Machine-Bartering Toi& fey Toddy iz Tonga-. 
“Atienzjt fo Consiruct a Skakesjeare out oj Smithy 
Spayks arrd Asscs~ .EIoofs.” 

NOT only selling, but, moreover, “swapping,” wives in 
English counties where civilisation is weak, and Chris- 
tianity consequently strong, is not uncommon even at 
this hour. The last case that crime under my notice I 
saw reported in a Gloucestershirc newspaper.* T\VO 
men, named respectively Bullingham and Smith, both 
cab proprietors, had, it transpired in court, been ncgo- 
tiating for the mutual exchange of wives. Mrs. Bulling- 
ham is, it would seem, a superior property to Mrs. 
Smith ; for Smith was alleged to have offered Mrs. Smith 
pZus a horse and cart in exchange for Mrs. Bullingham. 

Now, I can personally testify that the district from 
which we have this record of wife-swopping is exceed- 
ingly pious. I once, in the vicinity of Stroud, took the 
chair at a %reethought lecture. My reception was warm, 
but not genial. An “ Infidel ” or two in front cheered 
some of my points, and were, in conscqucncc, gently 
admonished by Christian walking-sticks from behind 
coming down upon their heads. They can swap wives 
quite formally, and they can swop wives clandestinely 
and say nothing about it; but they are strong on the 

* T.e Str-omi News, October zgth, 1886. 
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Adam and Eve narrative, they have unshaken faith in 
the rib story, they are quite certain that a man lived 
three days and nights in the inside of a whale, and they 
attach the utmost importance to the hammer-and-nails 
business on Calvary. They have gospel-shops and 
sermon-spinners in abundance. They detest and pity 
“ Infidels.” They are excellent Christians of the big 
.‘I babe and suckling ” order. Anybody above their own 
mend and moral standard they are eager to pronounce 
a lunatic and have the payment of his cheques stopped; 
and they swap their wives just to show how much Chris- 
tianity has done for the purity and “ elevation ” of woman. 

America is the land of the Pilgrim Fathers. America 
has been, for some centuries, subjected to severe doses 
of Christianity, Papist and Protestant. America is the 
land of Moody and Sankey. America is the ranting- 
ground of De Witt Talmage, and many a pious mounte- 
bnnk besides ; and yet, only a few weeks ago, the follow- 
ing appeared in an American newspaper* :- 

:‘ ..4 sad page in the life of a certain well-known actress 
whom Boston has seen within the last two months has 
been made public. The person of whom we write was 
married about a decade ago to an actor, who soon proved 
himself an unprincipled sco~~ndrel of the worst type, and 
who treated his beautiful wife in a manner that would 
rouse indignation in the breast of even an anthropopha- 
gous Fiji Islander. A child was born to this unhappy 
woman about a year after her nqrriage, and upon this 
little creature all the love of her outraged heart was 
centred. This, however, was not the case with the father. 
Brutal before, he now became ferocious, for the sight of 
the innocent child seemed to act only as a goad to the 
dark passions harboured in his shameless breast. Both 
mother and child were treated with a degree of cruelty 

* The Boston Co~mwwwealth. 
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&xost surpassing belief, and the harrowing incidents of- 
their wretched life soon became an open secret in ‘pro- 
fessional ’ circles. Not content with personal nbusc, 
the husband squandered the little possessions of the 
wife over the green cloth. Her wages, her dinmonds- 
all her valuables, in fact-were confiscated by this 
voracious monster, and offered up on the altar of 
the card-table. So matters went on, the woman 
patient and long-suffering, the man brutal and totally 
unfeeling. One night, while the wife was playing 
at a New York theatrc, the husband was sitting 
over the cards with another desperate gambler in the 
room of n ’ club’ of most unsnvoury repute. Luck, 
with a propriety it sometimes observes, went steadily 
against the husband, until, at length, his last penny 
was shoved over the green cloth to his opponent. At 
the end of his resources, he cast about him for some 
cxpcdicnt with which to ‘ r&e the wind.’ 

“ ‘ How much does that pile at your elbow foot up ?’ 
he asked his zlis-&is. 

“ ‘ ‘Bout five hundred dollars ’ (AIoo), answered the 
other. 

“I Well, I’ll make you a proposition. You like my 
wife ?’ 

“ ‘She’s a taking woman,’ was the non-committal 
reply. 

“ ‘ I’ll tell you what I’ll do. I’ll put her up against 
your pile ; if you win, you can have her, and’-with, 
a wicked laugh-‘I’ll throw in the d- d kid to, 
hot. 

‘* ‘ I)onc !’ was the response to this proposition, and 
the game was continued. The husband lost. 

“ ‘ I wish you joy of your bargain,’ was all he said as 
he left the room, bereft of money, wife, child, honour- 
everything that a man should prize in lift. 

u Later on that night, when the wife returned to her 
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borne, she found in her apartments a man whom she well 
knew to be her husband’s boon companion, 

“ ‘Get the child ready for the street,’ said the man, 
nonchalantly. ‘We are going to leave this hole. You 
belong to me-1 won you fair and square with the cards 
-and I’m going to have my own.’ 

“The woman comprehended thesituation in a moment, 
and without more ado took her child and quietly followed 
her new master. Lift up your hands in horror at her 
course, 0 virtuous women with comfortable homes, with 
loving husbands and beloved children ; shudder and 
recoil at the desperate step of a desperate woman who, 
alone in the world, unsheltered by loving arms, unpro- 
tected by loyal hands, stabbed to the heart by neglect, 
cruelty, and scorn, wounded in every fibre of her sensitive 
nature, plundered, mocked, reviled, and abjured, followed 
this man out into the night, caring little whither she 
went, with whom she went, only longing to cscapc from 
the scene of her heart’s vile outrage and her soul’s bitter 
desolation. And yet people wonder why this woman is 
to-day a misanthropic, reckless being, who pins her faith 
to no one, and measures man’s worth only by his 
wealth !” 

France is Christian; but there, only quite recently, n 
notorious case was made public of her relatives attempt- 
ing to sell a young girl to prostitution rather than be 
burdened with finding food for her. This tragical occur- 
rence was recently under the investigation of the Paris 
police. A young lady of eighteen was lately left an 
orphan, and went to stay with an aunt and uncle in the 
Rue de Ruisseau. She tried to obtain employment in 
shops, but without success, and her relatives, fearing 
that she would remain a burden on them, attempted to per- 
suade her to lead an improper life. A stranger was 
invited to dinner, after which the uncle and aunt retired, 
leaving, as no doubt had been previously arranged, the 
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visitor alone with their niece. The young girl seeing 
the snare that had been laid for her, and finding no 
means of escape, opened the window and threw herself 
from it, a height of three storeys, into the street. She 
was not killed, and was taken to the Lariboisiere Hospital, 

You may reply that France is not very Christian. 
Granted ; but it is still 3 great deal too Christian for my 
taste. Moreover, France has taken kindly to a contriv- 
ance that has a tendency to banish all sentiment off the 
face of the globe, and to transfer a child’s love for its 
mother to a wooden tub filled with boiling water. It 
may not be generally known that hatching-machines have 
recently been introduced in the Paris lying-in hospitals 
for the saving of infants prematurely born or otherwise 
deficient in vitality. The system appears to be eminently 
successful. The object of the machine is to supply the 
weak little things Fith the heat necessary to attain to 
strength and maturity. New-born babes, weighing from 
two to two and a-half pounds, instead of four and a- 
half pounds, the average weight, and which were con- 
demned to early death, have been placed in these 
machines,and in a short time they have come out ” strong 
and healthy.” The apparatus is similnr to the egg-hatch- 
ing machine. It is in the form of a large wooden box, 
divided into two compartments ; one is filled with warm 
water, and the other contains a basket lined with wad- 
ding, into which the infant is deposited. The lid is 
supplied with a glass pane to enable the movements of 
the little inmates to be watched. The machine is under 
the constant surveillance of a nurse, who reports to the 
medical director the various phases of incubation. Dr. 
Pinard, of the Lariboisihc Hospital, and Dr. Tarnier, 
of the Maternite, have several of these machines working 
under their care at the present moment. So now, when 
certain parties are asked their parentage and antecedents, 
if they care to speak the truth, they will say : I‘ We were 



356 ~VO~IAN : 

conceived in iniquity and hatched by machinery.” It 
is more than questionable if a person prematurely born 
in a pauper hospital should be considered as having 
been born at alI. \Vhat sort of citizen are u’e to cxupect 
from a skinless wretch in wadding, sucking ass’ milk 
through an india-rubber tube, and mewing its misery 
beside a hatching tub ? 

It is not on record that the people of the Tonga sold 
their women till the ‘( blcsscd Cospcl :’ had got deeply 
implanted among them. l’he Gospel was? of course, 
accompanied by its inevitaLle concomitant, the gin : the 
lush entered Amatonga cheek for jowl with the litany. 
The Amatonga deputation was rcccived only the other 
day by the Archbishop of Canterbury, when Mr. 
Grantham, the mouthpiece of the deputation, assured 
his Grace that “the state of the country was so bad 
that fathers were constantly pledging their daughters as 
security for debts for liquor.” Paterfamilhs pledging 
his Totty for an extra glass of toddy, his Ectsy Sarah 
for a brandy and soda, and his Nancy for negus, is the 
new and improved Christian mode of buying wine with 
women. The “blessed Gospel” has, in the Tonga, 
made it possible for a woman to be made a commercial 
counter, like a bank-note. To such a lofty p1an.e of 
fiscal enterprise has the knowledge of “Christ and ‘im 
crucerfied ” raised the poor heathen, and that knowledge 
has actually succeeded in “ elevating ” women into a tally 
for toddy. And, 0 God of heaven and earth, you look 
down and allow this Christian canker to go on with its 
devilish hypocrisy and drunkenness, and lust and robbery ! 

And, Lord God of Sabaoth, is this what we are 
coming to? One set of us is preaching and practising 
prenatal infanticide, murdering infants that were fit to 
live; and another set has taken to hatching the fetus in 
tubs, and by devilish deftness insuring the life of infants 
not fit to live. And this is civilisation, including the 
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I‘ elevation ” of woman ! IVc shall hear nest of some 
one taking out a patent for anfFzro/oiti’sis, or man-making, 
and of making an attempt to construct a Shakespeare out 
of smithy sparks and asses’ hoofs. This sort of thing makes 
me weary uf Lhe world-this repulsive materialistic utilita- 
rianism-and makes me fain to lose myself, if I could, 
in the sublime theology of a Thomas Aquinas, or in that 
weird and mystical mixture of ISrebus and Iris which is 
yclept Theosophy. 

“ Shall tongues be mute when tlcctls are wrought 
Which well might shame extremcst 11~11 ? 

Shall freemen lock rhe indignant thought ? 
Shall Pity’s hosom cease to swell ? 

Shall honour bleed? Shall truth s~~ccuml~ ? 
Shall pen, and press, and sword lx dumb? 

l * l -* * 

lty all above, around, Mow, 
I;? our indignant answer, No !” 



CHAPTER XLV 

Chrisfian Drunkenness Confvasted with Mo~amnzeda~~- 
Sobriety-The Curse of Inebieiy otf PhysioZogkaZ, 
SociaZ, and Domestic Lz;fe-Chrisfian Arrogance itz 
Attem$ng fo Euangelise India- Christiattity’s Con- 
mmitants, RibZe, Bayozef, Brandy, and SyjhiZis- 
Siatistics of C,kstian and Buddhisf Lizine-3riYish 
versus Sepoy Regmen fs-Hndoo ProstiMes PUY- 
chased with English Gold-Eflecfs of Chrikfianiiy in 
China- The Decline of Mission Tunds-Appea Z. 

IN the Mohammedan settlements in Africa and else- 
where intoxicating liquors are unknown. Is this the 
case in any Christian settlement in any region of the 
globe ? ‘Take India, for instance. Samuel Smith, M.P., 
lately published a letter from an Indian resident which 
conveys a serious charge against the English Govern- 
ment, and calls for an early legislative reform. In order 
to increase the rcvcnuc, the Government is fostering the 
vice of drunkenness among its Indian subjects by the 
increased faciIities allowed to the liquor traffic. The 
central distillery system has now given way to private 
stills, and liquor which once cost two shillings a bottle 
can now be purchased for twopence. In Bengal alone 
the excise revenue rose by this means in seven years 
from ~600,000 to ;C;I,OOO,OOO. A united memorial, 
signed by thousands of natives and :hundreds of Euro- 
peans, has in some small way lessened the evil ; but the 
Indian Government still does all it can to encourage the 
drink trade for revenue purposes. It js the old story. 
The Executive cares nothing who su&rs, provided it 
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can raise a large revenue. It forms an unholy alliance 
with the liquor traffic for this purpose, and sacrifices 
tens of thousands of English and Indian subjects 
annually for the benefit of brewers and distillers. AC- 
cording to the 1fitz&~ Patriot, in Surat there are 
IOO,OOO drunkards of the higher and the middle 
classes, of whom 14,000 are females. Of the lower 
classes there are 15,000 drunkards, of whom 4,000 are 
females. In Broach there are S,ooo drunkards, of 
whom 3,000 arc females. Of the lower classes there 
are 15,000 drunkards, of whom 4,000 arc women. At 
Bnroda the number of drunkards among the higher and 
middle classes is 24,000, of whom 9,000 are women ;. 
the number of drunkards among the lower classes being 
not less than 10,000. ’ At Ahmedabad there are I 1,000 
drunkards among the higher and middle classes of 
whom 2,200 arc women; the number of drunkards 
among the lolrer classes being ~G,ooo. 

So much for Christian as contrasted with Moham- 
medan influence and auspices, as far as the consumption 
of intoxicating liquors is concerned. Ud ever mortal 
man see the standard of morals high where drunkenness 

obtained? Where Bacchus is virtually the god was 
woman cvcr rcspcctcd-q-c, or man either? Man 
must bc taught to respect himself before he can be 
taught to respect aught else. But mhcn drink depraves 
his intellect and deadens his moral sentiment man can- 
not respect himself. A debased man never lovecl a pure 
and virtuous woman as she deserves to be loved. It is 
only a healthy physical and moral nature that is sus- 
ceptible of all the joy which love can yield. If man is. 
to be happy, woman is to be wooed, woman is to be 
won, and home is to be made joyous with the simple 
soul warmed only by the Promethean fire caught direct 
from God, and not by the crazed or dazed simulacrum 
of animation which is engendered of alcoholic stimulants, 
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Theory aside, from practical obscrvntion, I say advisedly 
that, if a girl is emulous of being a happy wife, and has 
only the two alternatives of marriage, she had better 
marry a sober beggar than a drunken prince. This 
complicated and mysterious machine, man, this harp of 
ten thousand strings, emits the sublimest music when it 
is pressed close to nature’s simple bosom, Man is a 
clock which admits of no tampering with its hands, or 
its pendulum, or its works. You may try pranks upon 
it, and make it go double quick and strike two hours at 
,once by deftly exploding inside it small charges of gun- 
powder. Eut no longer can the clock be relied upon to 
indicate the correct time. The intellect may be scimu- 
lated and the emotion intensified by the deft adminis- 
tration of intoxicants. But the heart and brain are 
thereby thrown out of gear. The clock that is wound 
up to go steadily for seventy years ccascs to go steadily 
before half of that period ,has elapsed. The down is 
rubbed from the wing of the butterlly ; the red has 
grown pale on the petal of the rose. life is lovely if 
well and simply lived, with an honest purpose and a 
single-hearted endeavour ; but when, by intemperance, 
the springs of being are tainted or poisoned the joyous 
luxury of living never returns ; the thought is mure VT 
less clouded, the feeling more or less deadened; the 
glory and the rapture have passed away, the pure love 
and the simple faith and the luxury of living are known 
no more. The days come and the years draw nigh in 
which the man who has lived unwisely finds that he has 
no pleasure in them. A drunkard’s home was never 
happy: you may as reasonably expect a happy hell. 
Christianity is the only drunken religion-at least, Chris- 
tians are the only drunken religionists-that curse the 
world ; and Christianity has “ elevated ” and purified and 
refined woman ! 

There is much wo and lamentation in Zion that the 
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Church dots not lengthen her cords and strengthen her 
stakes in India. The Christian cannon has done muA 
to push its way; but the Christxm canon-and the 
Christian vicar for that part-hns done little to plant the 
creed of the Uethlehcm manger in rhe land where 
Ilrahma, through divine esoterics, promulgated ethics, 
znd where, pregnant with the Buddha, Map. travailed 
and gave to the race of Man a leader whose veins pulsed 
with the blood of the race of God. India has done 
service as the heart of the globe, and has driven the red 
current of intellectual life, philosophicnl ospirntion, and 
religious zeal to the remote fingers and toes of the 
universe. Assyria and llgypt and Persia and Greece 
and Rome lit their torches at the vestal fire on her altar 
and rushed with them down the Via Dolorosa of the 
ages, till they were burnt out in the shuddering night of 
Ruin. Go to Elephanta’s awful caves, go to the temples 
of HoIy Renares, and your cpc rests upon the systole 
and the diastole and the cardiac valves of the mentation 
and sentiment of the planet called Earth. 

And yet the least philosophical, the most vulgar, and 
the meanest religion that ever civilisation knew--n 
leprous bastard of India’s royal line-goes to India to 
vanquish it ! It is weak in itself; its legs are shambling 
with rickets, and its lying lips are fcetid with cancers; 
but it is strong in the panoply of bigotry, imposture, 
fraud, greed, and self-assertive ignorance. The mis- 
sionary, fanatical fool or lazy knave, armed with the 
Bible and the gin bottle, goes out from this common- 
place and mushroom land of yesterday with superstitions 
for the occipital and purgatives for the abdominal vis- 
cera; and the gospel pedlar Ieads an easier, lazier, and 
genfeejey life than be would do in sweeping crossings or 
selling cheese or mending boots at home. He goes to 
abolish and supersede a religion older and grander and 
more reverent than his, even as Westminster Abbey is 
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older and grander and more reverent than a Wesleyan’s, 
corrugated iron howling-house in Brixton. And he 
meets with the amount of success he deserves ;, and, 
according to Canon Isaac Taylor,* the evangelists of 
the Camel-driver of Mecca make 70 proselytes for his 1. 

And it is God’s strongest evidence of his mercy to the 
human race that the faith of the Nazarene carpenter has. 
ceased to succeed. Where “ Christ and ‘im crucerfied” 
goes bayonet goes, brandy goes, syphilis goes, and all 
the black items in the calendar of Crime. We have 
the testimony of contemporary chroniclers that, in the 
Church’s infancy,Christ and Crime were nearly synonyms. 
And now, in the dotage and decrepitude of the same 
Church, Christianity and Criminality go hand-in-hand. 
That the European and Christian quarters of such cities 
as Calcutta, Canton, and Constantinople are far more 
immoral than the native quarters of these cities is a mere 
truism. As far as India is concerned, according to 
figures recently published under Christian auspices, thus. 
stand the statistics of crime :- 

Among Europeans in Indin . . . . I in 274 
Among native Christians . . ,. . . 1 in 695) 
Among Hindoos . . . . . . . . . . . . I in 1,361 
Among Huddhist_s , ,. ,.. . . . 1 in 3,784 

Christians have such a convenient subterfuge of casting 
all their sins on Jesus that they seem to commit sins at 
such a tremendous rate as if it were their intention to 
try how Inany sins Jesus can bear without breaking his- 
back. Their motto verily is? ;‘ Let Sin abound that 
Grace may much more abound !” Races and rcligionists 
who have no Jesus to throw their sins upon are taught 
hy the deprivation not to sin so recklessly. Well might 
Professor Flintt have the honesty to admit : “ Its [Chris- 

* At Church Congress nt Wolverhampton, r887. 
t In address to the Divinity students in Edinburgh University in. 

1887. 
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tianity’s] gains from among educated Brahmins, Bud- 
dhists, and Mohammedans are few and slight ; its losscs~ 
frcun among the scientists and thinkers of Europe are 
many and serious. It is a far more urgent problem at 
present how to keep the leaders of thought in Germany, 
France, and l3ritain Christian than how to make those 
of Turkey, India, and China Christian, for we arc 
certainly qmch more rapidly losing the former than 
gaining the latter.” Indeed, it is doubtful if now in all 
Europe there is an intellect of the first order on the side 
of ‘Jesus of Nzzrcth. Ignorance and Salvation Army- 
ism arc yet on his side, menla1 lethargy is yet on hi3 
side, moral cowardice is yet on his side, and salaried 
self-interest is yet on his side. And yet this age, mhcn 
in Europe’s strongest brain, when in Europe’s most 
heroic’heart, Christianity is dead, is the very age in which 
the position of woman is more exalted than it has ever 
been since Christianity began. 

Let us see how far Christianity in India has tended 
to elevate woman and purify the social and domestic 
relations. In the Indian native regiments every soldier 
must be permitted to marry. Even the tyranny of their 
conquerors finds it impossible to resist the Scpoy’s 
determination to marry and to have his wik with him. 
In the Christian regiments in India very few of the 
soldiers are permitted to have a wife. A Christian 
regiment marches from one station to another accom- 
panied by, sny, two dozen wives nnd three hundred 
harlots-harlots paid for by the Christian ratepayers in 
England here ; paid for by men who 60 to church to 
thank God that they are not as other men, neither as 
these poor heathen ; men who expect their wives to be 
chaste and their daughters virtuous while they provide 
the funds to induce other men’s wives and daughters 
to expose their persons for sale on the shambles of mili- 
tary lechery. It is thus Christianity “ elevates ” Ivoman.. 



It is thus she guards chastity in thocght, word, and 
deed by mixing up the soldier’s wife with the soldier’s 
courtezan, while she proclaims the Gospd of peace and 
goodwill from the hoarse throat of the cannon and from 
the sharp lips of the sword. 

When our troops art: in the Geld the Archbishop of 
Canterbury works for his A15,ooo a year by drawing up 
.a special form of pmycr that tens of thousands of men 
may be huddled into red graves, and that nations may 
be blighted with widows and orphans and misery. This 
prayer of gore and rapine is whined from every church 
in the land. The savage piety of the Bible is in vogue. 
The Queen’s Printer has a license to print the Bible, 
and he has a contract from Her Majesty”s Stationery 
Office to print for the Horse Guards certain schedules. 
1Vhen a British regiment in India moves from one 
station to another these schedules xc in USC. This 
schedule leaves spaces in which the different require- 
ments of the regiment XT to he lillpd in. For instance, 
at the top of one column is “Provisions,” another 
i‘ Horses,” another “ Fodder;” another “P~~~titu~~~,” all 
printed by the Q.ueen’s Printer, “by Her Majesty’s 
most gracious command.” The number of prostitutes 
the regiment requires is filled in by the surgeon; and, 
if the specified number bc not readily obtained, pro- 
curesses are sent out to recruit for heathen victims to 
Christian lust, and to lure from the daughters of the 
Orient that which is above 311 price, with the glitter of 
English gold. In a Christian regiment the prostitute is 
as indispensable as the chaplain, and the brothel as 
essential as the church. This is the way we “elevate ” 
woman. How unspeakable are the blessings of a free 
<;ospel and an open Bible, and how inestimable the 
merit of Cant and the virtue of Hypocrisy ! 

So much for India’s introduction to and acquaintance 
with Christianity and Christians ! Can we wonder that 
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the Bible does not succeed in rho land of the UphaG-- 
shad and the Vedas ? Can we wonticr that the Brnhmin 
and the Buddhist and the Mohnmmcdan and the Jewv? 
with one particle of brain in his head, with one spark of 
soul in his breast, refuses to cnrcr the Christian fold? 

0 where is the Eternal Influence that maketh for 
Righteousness that WC may lay our hands on OUT hcnrts 
in earnest thankfulness that Humanity bids fair to live 
and that the Creeds bid fair to die ! Well might the 
husband, or the lover, or the hrothcr of India’s dusky 
daughter exclaim with the Roman of old :- 

“ Spare us the unut:crable wrong, 
The incxpiablc shnmc, 

That turns the coward’s heart to steel, 
The coward’s blootl to flame, 

Lesl, having tasted of our hate, 
Ye taste of our despair, 

Am1 learn by proof in some wiL1 hour 
I low much the wrctclxxl dare. ” 

England, do you wonder that India has skuggled to 
shatter the irons with which you have loaded her limbs, 
and that, to rivet the broken fetters, ye bad to dance 
with Death at lklhi, to fight the fight of devils at 
7.ucknoa, and to rush on the fire of hell at CnwnIxxe 
over hills of corpses, the air black with smoke and rent 
with yells, and the streets slippery with brains and blood ! 

Turn we from the land of Sakyamuni to that of Con- 
fucius, and the result is the same; the native morals, 
sexual and general, arc higher than those introduced by 
Christian Europeans. “ In China,” writes a Christian 
lady, “ WC English rule in Hong Kong. And what 
spectacle does this little foothold won to Christendom 
present to the hcathcn ? Sir John Pope Hennessey, the 
Governor, was suggesting not long ago to a wealthy 
Chinese, puzzled what to do with one of his sons, ~hn~ 
he might place him in a bank in Hong Kong. ‘ I could 
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not answer it to my conscience,’ replied the Chinese ; 
‘ Hong Kong is a sink of iniquity.’ In Hong lSong the 
English Government not only license women of bad life 
in the Queen’s name, ‘far the We of Btlropeans onty ;’ 
but, again, in the Queen’s name, licenses houses of ill- 
fame, drawing therefrom a yearly revenue of about 50,000 
dollars. Once, the keepers of these houses, which are 
officially ordered to have large numbers over their doors 
and lanterns hung out over them, so that they may be 
.easily known, struck z1ol-K. They were immediately 
ordered to light their lanterns and go on as usual, or 
the English Government would open houses of ill-fame 
on its own account. And what do we find in China is 
the state of Christianity ? At the end of the last century 
there are said to have been about a million Christians in 
China. Now, in spite of all subsequent missionary 
effort and the increase in population, there are only 
about 400,000. A Chinese of high position, whose 
family had been Christian for generations, said to Sir 
John Pope Hennessey : 6 You do not know how difficult 
it is to bear up against the insults cast upon Christianity 
because of the opium and the legalised vice you English 
force upon us.’ For, in China, Christianity is known as 
L the English religion.’ They see the English among 
them, for the most part, leading unchaste lives, and the 
laws making provision for their vices and drawing revenue 
therefrom.” 

The great Foundling Hospital on the east of Canton 
City collects and takes in castaway habits in large num- 
hers, mostly girls. After nursing them for a short time, 
the institution sells out these little ones at a good profit. 
They used to be sold to respectable natives, who either 
adopted them or made them domestic slaves, the price 
varying from ten dollars to twenty dollars; but now 
twice that sum can bc got from crimps, who take them 
to Hong Kong and elsewhere, to be exported for the 
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vilest purposes. Thus works the great god Mammon, 
the real Jehovah of the Christiancreed. The girls from 
the FoundIing Hospital were ftirmcrly disposed of to 
Confucians for domestic service ; but it now pays better 
to dispose of them to Christians for purposes of 
infamy. And it is to promote this sort of thing, to 
foist upon the world a degrading superstition, associated, 
most likely wrongfully, with the name of a Galilean car- 
penter of some 2,000 years ago, that hectic appeals are 
made at Exeter Hall, and that begging ladles and plates 
are rattled importunately at our noses in church. And 
English women contribute in the well-meaning feeble- 
ness of their heads and the loving-kindness of their 
hearts, They contribute to the mission that their as yet 
innocent sisters in foreign lands may be initiated into 
the science of impurity and the art of harlotry, that 
lanterns and big figures over certain doors may attract the 
debauchce to where money may purchase the embrace 
which only love should win. 

But, in this gloomy hour of superstitious ignorance, 
there is an omen of a better time. A cloud larger than 
the Tishbite of old beheld on the horizon gives cheering 
and hope to us who would save the world in the world’s 
own bitter despite. The gold that supported the Chris- 
tian menials who ruin “the poor heathen” is at last 
becoming dim. Canon Scott Kobertson has completed 
his annual summary of British contributions to foreign 
mission work, and finds that for the year 1886 the 
British Isles contributed less by A33,237 to foreign 
missionary work than they did for 1855. The total for 
1886 was LI,Ig5,714. Of this amount, j6486,082 was 
contributed through Church of England societies ; 
Erg3,6r 7 through unsectarian or joint societies ; 
E330,128 through Nonconformist societies; &177,184 

through Scotch and Irish Presbyterian societies, and 
A8,703 through Roman Catholic societies. This is 
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poor cheer to the canting gospel hireling; but to the 
world at large it is glad tidings of great joy. 

0 women of England, lewe the missionary impostor 
and sponge to do honest work for honest bread, and 
leave rrlune your far-off sisters on rhe banks of the Ho- 
an-Ho and the Ganges. What about your poor sisters. 
at home, toiling, struggling, ngonising to keep soul and 
body togcthcr, and to preserve their honour even in 
Destitution’s Vnlley oi the Shadow of Death? Whati 
about your brothers who, with gladness of heart, would 
apply their hard hands to the implements of honest toil, 
but who can find neither work nor bread, and who sleep 
on the flagstones of Trafalgar Square, in the cold Iart 
of the Great City, with the blurred moon and stars look- 
ing dov\-n upon them through the mists-upon their 
hunger and rags and misery ? 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

The Nearer the Presenf Uour we Estimafe the Position 
of Womaq de Better for Christianity--A CL&&a? 
Played for at Cards-A Woman SelZs her Hi&and 

fey Dissection-Chistiafl Raring fey Young Wbnzen 
in Calcutta-Sutfee VersUS a Wfe’s &cond Marriage 
-Mortu@y of Wives iz th Fens of &Tent and Essex 
--“At his Tenfh lV?~e”--MargGzg 1Vives as a 
Means of Living--‘LLaid there on th top of twenty 
murdered women ‘in the sure and certain hqbe of a 
gZo?Snes 7-esurfecfion.’ ” 

IN my impeachment of the Christian faith for its sins of 
omission and commission against the purity and dignity 
of woman, it may be urged that I deal too largely with 
current and present-day instances of impurity and degra- 
dation. If I lay inordinate stress upon the depravity of 
the present hour, it is SO much the better for Christianity. 
It is, I repeat, because Christianity is dying that the 
respect for woman and her social and domestic position 
are as high as they are. The further I might choose to go 
back, the worse would it be for the faith which bears the 
name of the Nazarene. I need not go as far back as 
-the ages when the English landlords reared girls on their 
estates, just as they might rear calves now, that they 
might export them to the continent and sell them for 
purposes at the bare contemplation of which one is 
almost ashamed to acknowledge himself a member of 
the human race. I refrain to go so far back as to the 
records of the time when the noble, too lazy to get up 
and go to chapel, was wont to have the priest to come 
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to his bedside and tell him about ” the blessed Jesus,“ 
even as he lay there in the arms of his mistress whom 
Christianity had so sanctified and “elevated.” This 
ministration at the bedside is the sort of thing a $00~ 
priest will do ; he is a sneaking, venal pander ; and a 
r&5 priest is too often an arrogant, irreligious, and la+ 
rivious tyrant, as the record of the pontiffs and cardinals 
can testify. 

Let us go back no farther than the last century. 
Whenever we turn up the sources in which social manners 
are likely to be recorded, items like the folIowing stare 
us in the face :- 

“ In October, 1735, a child of James and Elizabeth 
Leesh, of Chester&Street, in the county of Durham, 
wus pZayed for at cards, at the sign of the ‘ Salmon,’ 
one game, four shillings against the child, by Henry and 
John Trotter, liobert Thomson, and Thomas Ellison, 
which was won by the latter, and dclivcred to them 
accordingly.“* 

But the hireling advocate of a baleful superstition 
would probably pretend that he saw the five of diamonds 
and the ace of spades shed “a halo of sacred innocence”’ 
over the life of this child of James and Elizabeth IAeesb. 

Norfolk was Christian as far back as last century, and 
here is a specimen transaction of one of Norfolk’s 
“ elevated ” women :- 

“ On October I Tth, 1736, a man and his wife at 

Kushal, in Norfolk, ‘ had some words ;’ the man went 
out and hanged himself. The coroner’s inquest found 
it ‘ self-murder,’ and ordered him to be buried in the 
cross-ways ; but his wife sent for a surgeon, aud sold the 
body for half a guinea. The surgeon feeling about the 
body, the wife said, ‘ He is fit for your purpose ; he is as 
fat as butter. The deceased was thereupon put into a 

* Syke’s “ Local Records,” p. 79. 
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sack, with his legs hanging out, and, being thrown upon 
a cart, conveyed to the surgeon’s.“* 

How glorious it is to live in 3 Christirrn land, and 
under the influences of the gospel dispensation ! Nothing 
but Christianity could have “ clcvatcd ” that woman to 
se11 her hanged husband for 10s. 6d. ; nothing but Chris- 
tianity could have cast “ a halo of sacred innocence ” 
round his legs as they dangled out of the sack. 

Here is a specimen of the manner in which Christian 
Europeans taught “ the poor heathen ” of Calcutta how 
to “elevate” and how to cast the “halo of sacred inno- 
cence round the tender life of the child :“- 

“AL)VERTISEMENT. 

<‘Be it known that SIX FAIK I’KET’TY YOUKC I,ADIES, with 

two sweet and engaging yuzry r-lrilu’rerr, lalcly imported from 
Europe, having roses of health blooming on their cheeks rind joy 
sparkling in their eyes, possessing amiabIc manners, and highly 
accomplished, whom the most intliffcrent cannot hhold without 
expressions of rapture, are to 1~ RAFFLED FOR next door to the 
British gallcry. Scheme : ~-TN& firkefs nt twelve rupees each ; 
the highest of the three throws, rloubtless, takes the most fasci- 
nating,” etc.+ 

How the poor Hindoo must have called out for the 
space of three hours, “ Great is Jehovah, the God of 
the Christians !” How inestimable the privileges of 
which thcsc Hindoos were made partakers ! I trust 
they were truly grateful for being advised of the sublime 
fact that a man lived three days in a whale’s belly, and 
for the ennobling spectacle of a raflle for women ! They 
would get some drink, too, to wash down the sublime 
fact of this elevating spectacle ; for in Christian T.ondon, 
in that age, several tavern sign-boards bore the divine 

l Gentkman’s Maga;inr, 1736. 
T Communicated from a C‘alcutta newspaper of Sep:ember 3rd, 

1818, to Hone’s “ Every Day Book ” for 1827. 
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legend : “Drunk fog n jenny. Bead drunk for two- 
pence. CZean sfraw J%Y 7m%ing,“* 

The Hindoos had heard of suttee ; and the devoted 
wife had, with sublime devotion, flung herself upon her 
dead husband’s funeral pyre. This stern, grim heroism 
of immolation in the Brahminical wife comes out in 
sublime contrast against the venal brutality of the Chis- 
tian wife, who, with fiendish pleasantry, sold her hus- 
band’s yet warm corpse for 10s. 6d. It has occurred to 
me that the supremest dregs of bitterness in the cup of 
Fate would he to look up from hell or down from heaven 
and see her who so often lay in your bosom now lying 
.on the bosom of another-one who has sold your books 
and taken down your picture from the wall, but who 
wears your watch and sleeps with your wife. I have 
more sympathy with the voluntary suttee than I have 
with the involuntary raffle. 

In Christian England, with its “open Bible,” if you 
.were a lazy, half-animated Iout, that could soar to the 
dignified effort of pulling your forelock to the parson 
and the squire, it would have been advantageous to you 
to have been born in the fens of Kent or Essex, It 
would not have been necessary for you to have had more 
brain power than an ordinary calf; but it would bc 
necessary that you should go to the church regularly, 
and that you should hc greedy for money, and have 
about the amount of sentiment that falls to the lot of a 
cod-fish. Then, in a country in which Christianity has 
“elevated” woman, you could make yourself passing 
rich by marrying in succession some eighteen or twenty 
wives. You could live by marrying them, going about 
all day with your hands in your pockets, marrying being 
your only occupation and source of income. Pity that, 
in the interests of the Christian respect for woman and 
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the sanctities of home, the fens have now to a great 
extent been drained and arc much more salubrious tharr 
they formerly were ! A letter to a London journal of 
last century* will show how of old the saintly game was 
played by the Bluebeards of the fens. Here is the 
letter :- 

“ SIR,-Nothing but that unaccountable variety of life 
which my stars have imposed upon me could have apolo- 
gised for my taking a journey to the fens of Essex. Few 
strangers go into those scenes of desolation, and fewer 
still, I find, return from thence, as you shall hear. 

‘(When I was walking one morning between two of 
the banks which restrain the waters in their proper 
bounds I met one of the inhabitants, a tall, emaciated 
figure, with whom I entered into conversation. WC! 
talked concerning the manners and pecuharities of the 
place, and I condoled with him very pathetically on his. 
forlorn and meagrc appearance. Hc gave me to under- 
stand, however, that his case was far from being so des- 
perate as I seemed to apprehend it, for that he had never 
looked better since he buried the first of his nine wives. 

“ ‘Nine wives !’ rejoined I, eager and astonished ; 
( have you buried nine wives ?’ 

“ ‘ Yes,’ replied the fen-man, ‘ and I hope to bury nine 
more.’ 

CL ‘ Hravissimo !’ This was so far from allaying my 
astonishment that it increased it. I then begged him to 
explain the miraculous matter, which he did in the 
following words :- 

“ ‘ Lord, master,’ said he ; ’ we people in the fens here 
be such strange creatures that there be no creatures like 
us. We be like fish, or water-fowl, or others ; for we bc 
able to live where other folks would die sure enough.’ 

“ He then informed me that to reside in the fens was 

* The Universal Magazine for 1773. 
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it certain and quick death to people who had not lived 
among them ; that therefore, when any of the fen-men 
wanted a wife, they went into the upIand country for one ; 
and that, after they had carried her down among the 
fcna, she never survived long; that after her death they 
went to the uplands for another, who also died ; then 
‘another, and another, and another,’ for they alI followed 
each other as regular as the change of the moon ; that 
by these means some (poor fellows’ had picked up a 
good living, and collected together from the whole a little 
snug fortune; hc himself had made more tnoney this 
\vay than he ever could do by his tabour, for that he was 
now at his tenth wife, and she could not possibly stand 
it out above three weeks longer ; that these proceedings 
were very equitable, for such girls as were born among 
themselves they sent into the uplands to get husbands, 
and that, in exchange, they took their young women as 
wives; that hc never knew a better custom in his life, 
and that the only comfort hc ever had against the ill- 
nature and caprice of women was the ftns. This woman- 
killer then concluded with desiring me, if I had a wife 
with whom I was not over head and cars in love, to bring 
her to his house, and it would kill her as effectually as 
any doctor in Christendom could do. This offer ‘I 
waved, for you know, sir, that (thank God) I am not 
married.” 

But in those fens the spires of the Church of Christ 
pointed to the sky. The parsons of those churches 
married the young women from adjoining counties to 
the marsh-boors and to Death. There was all the 
Prayer-Book cant anent marriage being “an excellent 
mystery ” and “whom God hath joined let no man put 
asunder.” “Till death do us part” must surely have 
been uttered with a sardonic laugh or a Satanic leer. 
And when, at length, the husband was laid in the grave 
upon the top of his eighteen or twenty wives whom he 
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had virtually and knowingly 71zwdtmd the Christian 
parson would twaddle with the usual complacence about 
his being laid there on the top of the twenty murclcrcd 
women “in the sure and certain hope of a glorious 
resurrection.” So much for the hollow mockery which 
finds its expression in clerical cant. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

Li~Zevafed” Women in IreZand and Scofland- u’id0w 
Kennedy and her Sezwz Or-ham-Rc-port of the 
Society fov fhe Prevention of Cruelfy fo Children- 
Touching u B&d Girl’s Hand wifh a Red-hot Poker 
“‘for Fun”-&wed for &, and KiZZea’ to Secure 
that Anzounf-Xzven Gefs an Anged and tke Parenfs 
Gef ;Ci-Cantin& v and ProjfabZe Hyjocrisy-The 
Mother and her Bixhf Murdered Chilrtien-The 
ResuZf of EngZand Possessing a Higher Chvisfian 
CiviZisafion than Hungary. 

BUT we are improving as we get along. We have 
drained the fens, and the women are likely enough now 
to outlive their husbands. And, when the wives of the 
Poor outlive their husbands, the grave and hell would 
often be an improvement upon the hut and earth. The 
parson prefers to exercise his calling amid pianos and 
mirrors and the rustle of silken skirts. He leaves 
Christianity in the abstract to “ elevate ” the victim of 
hunger and rags and dirt. Jehovah gets the credit of 
being exceedingly generous to the widow and the father- 
less, if they will only take the trouble to pray to him and 
give him an inkling of what they want and of what they 
would really like to be at. Leave England out altogether L 
Ireland is a pious, Papist country, and a tough hand at 
praying ; and yet Ireland today contains thousands of 
widows and orphans whom God seems to have forgotten, 
and to whom death would be a relief and the church- 
yard a welcome rest. Scotland is a pious Protestant 
country, and an exceedingly tough hand at Praying ; yet 
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here is a specimen widow and seven orphans among the 
Scotch crofter folk, A special correspondent in Lewis* 
writes :- 

“ In a black hut, some three hundred yards from the 
Harris Road, Widow Donald Kennedy lives with her 
seven orphans. There is no furniture, and when the 
rain descends the straw roof does not prove a formidable 
barrier. In its way, there is in reality only one bed, 
because the miserable shake-down cannot be described 
by that term. Until November, Widow Kennedy re- 
ceived the magnificent sum of 7s. n month from the 
Parochial Board for the maintenance of herself and her 
seven children. Since November that sum has been 
reduced to 4s., and she is asked to clothe and feed her- 
self and orphans with this. She has found this 4s., no 
matter how economical she may be, to be utterly inade- 
quate even to keep the bodies and souls of herself and 
the little ones together. The Inspector was apprised of 
the fact, but Widow Kennedy is still aIlowed to literally 
starve. I am conftdent that, unless the Board or some. 
kind of friend will come to her, she and her children 
must die for want of food. There are no blankets in 
the house. I saw some old canvas and bags in which 
the children were happed; but thcrc were no blankets.- 
Her eldest boy, who is seventeen years of age, and in 
delicate health, sleeps with his mother and two other 
children at the foot of the bed. The others sleep on a 
shake-down with their bodily clothing on; and, if the 
night is cold, as most nights here are in winter, they 
hover and creep like dogs round the peat fire. The 
poor widow, at the request of one of the Relief Corn-- 
mittee, brought her children outside the hovel. Some 
of them were literally naked, except a piece of canvas. 
which covered the upper portion of their body.” 

* Of the N&h British Da+ Mud. 
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What think ye of that Christian widow’s “elevation ” 
and of the “ halo of sacred innocence round the tender 
lives ” of her seven orphan children ? 

Archdeacon Farrar and the members of the Church 
in lavender kids cannot be expected to order their car- 
riage and drive to a Pullman car that they may visit 
these seven orphans away among the far peats and 
heather and mist. But London is not so far away as 
Lewis. Cannot Archdeacon Farrar get out of the 
cloisters of the abbey and take a look at London before 
he ventures tn break forth into silken rhapsodies about 
haloes of sacred innocence ? In an introduction to the 
third annual report of the London Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty to Children, the Baroness Burdett- 
Coutts advocates the claims of that organisation for help 
in its attempts to cope with a terrible state of things. 

“In the third year’s experience of the Society,” says 
the report, “the ways of morbid and merciless men 
have landed 258 cases of various kinds of cruelty to 
children in the hands of the Society, involving the 
miseries, more or less, of 899 children.” The variety 
of cruelty which the Committee has published and tried 
to punish is as follows :-Strapping a deaf and dumb 
boy, because it was so extremely difficult to make him 
understand; drawing a red-hot poker before the eyes of 
R blind girl and touching her hands with it (this was 
done by her brother, but in the presence of the parents, 
and for fun); after beating, locking-up for the night in 
a coal-cellar with rats ; immersing a dying boy in a tub 
of cold water for nearly an hour “to get this dying 
done;” breaking a girl’s arm wbile beating her with a 
broomstick, then setting her to scrub the floor with the 
broken arm folded to her breast, and whipping her for 
being so long about it ; hanging a naked boy by tied 
hands from a hook. at the ceiling, there flogging him ; 
savagely beating with loin-belt, felling with fists, and 
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then kicking in the groin, on the abdomen, and face 
with working boots J lashing a three-year-old face and 
neck with drayman’s whip ; a three-year-old back beaten 
with whalebone riding-whip ; throttling a boy, producing 
partial strangulation, to stop his screams of pain ; beating 
on scarcely-healed old sores, then thrusting the knob of 
a poker into the lad’s throat, and holding it there “ to 
stop the row.” 

The analysis of the 255 cx.e~ is as follows ~-131 

injuries caused by blows and beatings; 22 deliberate 
starvation ; 26 thoughtless neglect ; 21 drunkard’s chil- 
dren sent out into the streets to get money, naked and 
hungry ; 14 children deserted ; 15 various ; 6 man- 
slaughter. Cases of starvation have been of two kinds : 
(I) absolute indifference as to what happens to the 
child ; (2) deliberate intention to kill it. The first class 
is of workers locking up children in rooms the whole 
day, often foodless and iirclcss. Others are of fathers 
and mothers off on mcrc drinking-bouts. Here is a 
case of ‘another class. When found the child sat in the 
passage on the bare oilcloth, alone, hungry and cold, 
shivering and ill, in nothing but its nightgown. It was 
the depth of winter; a thorough draught ran from the 
front door to the back. On the other side of the door 
opening into the passage was a room with a fire, and a 
breakfast-table spread, and that child’s mother sitting at 
it, eating a meal of hot coffee, frizzled bacon, and bread. 
The child had been deliberately excluded from the food 
and the warmth. When brought downstairs it had been 
placed and left where it was by that mother. She had 
then gone in to her own breakfast, and shut the door. 
‘The child could not get up, could not even stand. It 
jwas five years old, and inslcredfar L7. In another case 
which the Society found out-too late-the little victim 
had become a dried-up five-year-old skeleton, with two 
black bruises on its brow. Months of feeble meanings 
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had preceded death. To one neighbour, who had gone 
into the house unasked and unwanted, it was explained, 
and others testified, that the child was “ in a decline.“’ 
It was alone upstairs, without food or water. She begged 
to be allowed to go to it and nurse it ; but permission 
was declined. At the sound of its father’s footsteps on 
the stairs, she observed that the moans immediately 
subsided. He called it “ a little devil ” for attracting 
neighbours. What happened upstairs nobody knows. 
l3ut when dead the child had two bruises on its brow. 
The man and his wife await their trial. The committee 
find that this cruelty is wholly independent of surround- 
ings and wages. “ It is the work of haters of children ; 
of cultivators of sullen, pitiless, intolerant dispositions 
towards them ; of men whom there is no pleasing. The 
father of one boy took refreshments twice before he had 
done beating the lad. Another sent his child upstairs 
to strip, and, before following her to inflict his tortures, 
lay down on the sofa. He was too tired then to proceed 
to his work. The child meanwhile flung herself out of 
the window, and was taken up dead.” 

That red-hot poker drawn before the blind girl’s eyes 
is a brilliant specimen of the “halo of sacred inno- 
cence;” and that said red-hot poker drawn across her 
naked hand would no doubt vividly impress her with a 
sense of the privilege of being born in a Christian land, 
and in a city blessed by the ministrations of the Rev. 
nrchdeacon Farrar. 

To breed children and insure their lives, and then kill 
them to get the insurance, is a peculiarly Christian 
policy, which is not mentioned by either the solemn- 
croakers or the lightsome mountebanks of the pulpit. 
“ Suffx little children to come unto me ” the reputed 
son of God is reputed to have said. Does this son of. 
God, who liveth forever and ever, take note of how 
many of the children who come unto him have beenJ 
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begotten for the very purpose of having their lives 
insured ? He gets an angel, and the parents get seven 
pounds or more; and I trust both he and the parents 
are satisfied. 

The Baroness BurdcttCoutts and her Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Children should be suppressed 
in the interests of the polished and optimist platitudes 
the Christian priesthood delight in enunciating. The 
polite nnd genteel and devout tendency is to suppress 
all reference to anything that would lead ourselves or 
others to infer that we are not a race of saints, and that 
the best precepts of the Lord Jesus Christ have not 
taken deep root in our hearts, to bring forth peace and 
purity and holiness in our lives. I3ut this pestilent 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children plays 
havoc with Archdeacon Farrar’s “ halo of sacred innc- 
cence,” and gives us in lieu the lurid flicker of infernal 
wickedness. The Society has put its linger upon the 
miseries of 8gg children. How many hundreds or 
thousands more cases of cruelty and torture have escaped 
the Society’s vigilance ? If the Society go on as it is 
going, Archdeacon Farrar will have to write a new and 
revised “ Life of Christ,” and the Church will feel com- 
pcllcd to abandon its canting and profitable hypocrisy 
and admit that 1800 years of ‘r the blessed gospel” 
leave under the thin surface of cant and shnm the deep 

abysses rcvelled in by a race of demons, of fathers turned 
into brutes, mothers into fiends, and children into 
tortured Damiens. 

Do I write extravagantly on the subject? Nay, 
I do not ; and I could not even if I would. Under 
the auspices of this noble but Christianity-accusing 
Society, the jury at the Derbyshire Quarter Ses- 
sions recently* returned a verdict of 6L Guilty” 

* January 4th, 1888. 
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against Alice Clay, wife of a veterinary surgeon at 
Cromford, for inflicting grievous bodily harm on her 
daughter in August, 1884. A servant named Riley, who 
was in the service of the prisoner at the time, said she 
heard the child, aged about six, screaming, and went 
into the bedroom, where she found Mrs. Clay just putting 
down the poker, which was hot. She afterwards found 
bits of flesh adhering to the poker. The child was 
evidently in great pain, and was taken to the nursery, 
where witness shortly after found Mrs. Clay beating her- 
with a whip. She afterwards found the child blistered 
between the legs (i/le zeAoZe of f/lc midence cannot be 
jubZished), and she had weals on the arms and body. It 
was proved by medical evidence that the child had many 
bruises and scars, and was permanently injured. The 
jury recommended the prisoner to mercy on account of 
the I~pse of time and in consideration for her family. 
The chairman, Sir IV. Kvnns, in sentencing her to six 
months’ hard labour, said she had been guilty of a 
horrible and atrocious crime, and, if it had not been for 
the recommendation of the jury, the sentence would have 
been twelve months. The prisoner fainted, and was 
carried from the court. This Mrs. Clay’s name is not 
on the subscription list of the SenrZnr A’ezuku. She had 
the vaunted “open Bible” in her home, but no copy 
of the execrated “ Cod and His Ilook.” To Archdeacon. 
Farrar and his Church belong “the halo of sacred inno- 
cence” which her red-hot poker described and the 
hell-marks which it branded into the tender flesh of her 
child. 

They have no Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to. 
Children in Hungary; but, being an exceedingly Chris- 
tian country, it is, of course, sorely in need of some such 
Society. I draw attention to only one straw on the 
surface which will show the direction in which the river 
flows, A woman of Csoka, from being strongly pious, 
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became intenseIy pious, and resolved to join a super- 
devout sect known as the Xazarenes. As the prelude 
to joining this sect, she went to see one of the priests 
residing at Zenta. Proselytes have, upon joining the 
Nazarenes, to rrrake a full confession uf their past sins 
extending over their whole lives. That of the new con-- 
vcrt ran thus : “ I have had eight children, and have 
killed them all. My first, ZI boy, named Victor, horn in 
1874, was four months old when he died. Another was 
born in 1879. I forget what we called him ; but he did 
not live more than a few days. On February qth, 
1880, I had twins-l’etcr and Kosa. I kiHcd them a 
week after their birth. My daughter Juliana was born 
April r Ith, 1881, and was dead two days later. Agnes, 
of whom I was confined on March z9th, 1882, also lived 
only a few days. On May 5th, 1883, I again had twins : 
one was still-born, and I killed the other a month aftcr- 
wards. hZy last child came in 3I~y, 1884. 1 disposed 
of it in two days. I poisoned all my children with R 
decoction of l~wlq~ics. They nere all previously bap- 
tised. I did not want any children. My husbancl 
knew nothing of what I had done. I lived on bad 
terms with him, and wanted to vex him.” The confes- 
sion somehow reached the earl of the police, and, 
instead of joining the Nazarenes, the murderess was 
safely lodged in prison, where she voluntarily and calmly 
repeated the ghastly details of her criminal career.* 

This truly pious woman in Hungary does not seem to 
have taken the precaution of insuring the lives of her 
eight children. The Lord who looks on and tolerates 
all this has got his angels-they wcrc all baptised ; but 
the mother has not got her ;C;56, which she might have 
had for insuring her doomed babies at only ;G7 a piece. 
But in Hungary they apparently attend only to the King-- 
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dom of God and His Righteousness, while in England 
they attend to the Kingdom of God and His Righteous- 
ness pZus the Insurance Office. Uut, then, England 
boasts of the resources of a higher Christian civilisation 
than exists in Hungary. That makes the difference. 
And so the times go on, playing the hurdy-gurdy of Guilt 
to the dance of Sham. 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

Pro Aris et Focis-T!e One S&f, rind One C%ruL- 
Allan Cunningham’s “ Bvida 2 Song”- Uxoria I In& 
delify-From th Bmjress Theodova to Mrs. Ed’ludrd 
Parmelee-An Episode of Shame and Beafh--” Canf 
about Ctzrist Overshadows and Covers aZZ f/iir FQuC- 
ness. ” 

1[ WHO write have trodden much in the highways and 
much in the bye-ways marked by the feet of mortal 
man ; and I solemnly announce it as the result of my 
experience that, if happiness is not to be found in wedded 
love, it is to be found nowhere on earth. PYO aris ef fact2 
was the watchword of the noblest race of men that ever 
left their impress upon this globe with the glory of their art 
and the splendour of their arms ; and Pro aris etfonj, 
uttered or unexpressed, is yet, in every realm, the watch- 
word of the good and great. Take care of the hearth, 
and the altar will take care of itself. The hearth is an 
altar, and pure devotion to it is worship of the highest 
COD. I bclicvc in the trinity-not in the juggle of 
theologians, but in the sacred trinity of Father, Mother, 
rind Child, one and indivisible. When these three arc 
one-one in aspiration, one in sentiment, one in interest, 
one in love-the home, however humble, is a temple of 
the Most High. Irrespective of creed or no creed, 
there religion is, the purest, the sublimest, the religion 
that finds its expression in right conduct, in mutual 
affection, and uot in prayer or psalm. 

I know one saint and one alone: he is the man 
who, after a generation of married life, can truly say: 
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“ As a husband and a father I have done my duty : my 
wife and I have grown old together, but we have never 
yet had a quarrel.” I know one goddess and one alone : 
she is the wife virtuous in deed and pure in heart, who 
has never given her husband a moment’s pain,* and who, 
through abundance and through want, through joy and 
through sorrow, in sickness and in health, has brought 
up her sons and daughters in the light of a father’s 
advice, sanctified with the sanction of a mother’s love.. 
I know one cherub and one alone : the child of a father 
and mother untainted in body and pure in soul. I take 
that child tenderly on my knee, and see in it the future 
hope and promise of the rncc : in its incipient hands lie 
the fulcrum that will move the globe and the keys of 
heaven and hell. 

Our poets have, from immemorial time, sung of 
youthful love with its sighs and kisses in the moonlight 
under the myrtle bough or the hawthorn shade. But I 
remember of only one bard who has attuned his lyre 
Fith faithful tenderness to his wife stricken in years. 
That bard is the old favourite of my boyhood, Allan 
Cunningham. As his “ Bridal Song” is not nearly SO 
well known as it deserves to bc, I mnke no apology for 
quoting it hcrc. I am not alone in admiring its Words- 

worthian simplicity and Gums-like pathos ; Mrs. Hemans, 
in LL letter to the author, pronounced it ” bcnutiful ” :- 

“ Oh, my lore’s like the slcaclhst sun, 
Or streams that deepen as they run ; 
Nor hoary hairs, nor forty yexs, 
Nur nmments Letween sighs and tears, 
Nor nights of thought, nor cbys of pain, 
Nor dreams of glory dream?1 in vain ; 
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Nor mirth, nor sweetest song that flows 
To sober joys and soften wets, 
Can make my heart or fancy flee 

One moment, my sweet wife, from thee. 

“ E’en when I muse I see thee sit 
In maiden bloom and matron wit ; 
Fair, gentle as when first I sued, 
Ye seem, but of scdater mood ; 
Yet my heart leaps as fond for thee 
As, when lmmxth Arliglancl tree, 

We stay’d and woo’d, and thought the moon 
Set on the sea an hour tgo soon, 
Or linger’d ‘mid the falling dew, 
When looks were fond and words were few. 

“ Though I see smiling at thy feet 
Five sons and one fair daughter sweet, 
And time and care and birthtime woes 

Have dimm’d thinc eye and touched thy rose, 
To thee and thoughts of thee belong 
Whate’cr charms me in tale or song. 
1Vhen words descend like dews unsought, 
With gleams of deep enthusiast thought, 
And fancy in her heaven fries free, 
They come, my love, they come from thee. 

“ 0, when more thought we gave of old 
To silver than some give to gold, 
‘Twas sweet to sit and ponder o’er 
How we should deck our humble bower : 
‘Twaa sweet to pull in hope with thee 
The golden fruit of Fortune’s tree ; 
And sweeter slill to choose and twine 
A garland for that brow of thine : 
A song-wreath which may grace my Jean, 
While rivers flow and woods grow green. 

“ At times there come, as come there ought, 
‘Grave moments of sednter thought, 
When Fortune frowns, nor lends our night 
One gleam of her inconstant light ; 
And hope that decks the peasant’s bower 
Shines like a rainbow through the shower : 
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0 then I see, while seated nigh, 
A mother’s heart shine in thine eye, 
And pruwl resolveirnd purpw.c mrek 
Speak of thee more than words can speak, 
I think this wedded wife of mine 
The best of all things not divine. ” 

Rut, alas, all through Christendom there are abundant 
instances where women are fiends and where home is 
hell. Christianity is powerless to restrain uxorial infi- 
delity-nay, more, as I have shown elsewhere,+ the 
practice of auricular confession has done much to 
foster it. 

And where woman is unfaithful to her noblest trust, 
and man feels the cable broken which was attached 
to the anchor of his soul sure and steadfast, there is 
bitterness and woe and misery such as neither loss of 
riches, the ruin of reputation, nor the deadliest slings 
and arrows of outrageous fortune can compass. The 
welLsprings of life are poisoned at their fountain : where 
there was the fragrance of lilies there is the venom of 
asps, the sun is blotted from the meridian of day and 
the moon from the arch of night, and Iove and nspira- 
tion and hope are lost in hatred and abandonment and 
despair. On a wide ocean filled with the bitterness of 
the waters of Marah the barque of life drifts shattered 
2nd rudderless. She who was all, she who was selected 
from the teeming millions of the women of the world 
to lay her head on your bosom, to know the deepest 
secrets of your heart, to be the object of the holiest 
passions of your soul, and to convey the honour of your 
blood and name to conquests yet undreamt of and to 
ages yet unborn, has proved false ; then misery has no 
deeper abyss, and suffering no more terrible agony. 
‘The grave may not close over its wiIIing prey, the years 

* ‘6 The ConfessionaI, Komish and Anglican : An Exposure.” 
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may roll on ; but a cloud has darkened the sun, and the 
pale and pure white roses of life have lost their lustre 
and fragrance forever. 

“ Oh, glorious youth that once was mine, 
Oh, high ideal, all in vain ! 

Ye enter at this ruined shrine, 
Whence worship n&r shall rise again ; 

The bat, the owl, inhabit here, 
The snake rests on the altar stone, 

The sacred vessels moulder near, 
The image of the God is gone !” 

In this land which the Gospel of Christ has had so 
many centuries to sanctify with its influence there is a 
wealth of social crime more ineffably horrible, if not so 
fiendishly cruel, as is the insuring of children for a few 
pounds apiece and compassing their death in order to 
secure the sum for which their lives are insured. The 
lasciviousness of matrons is an even more revolting sub- 
ject than the interested murder of children. Whatever 
Christianity may have done, it has certainly not abolished 
uxorial infidelity. In the ninth century the pious Empress 
Theodora held up to all subsequent Christian ages an 
example which only too many wives have emulated, but 
which, perhaps, none has, as yet, excelled. Theodora 
was a supremely beautiful and exceptionally lascivious 
courtczan, in spite of her belief in the Nazarene and 
her saintly intercourse with his monks. Every night she 
prostituted her person-of unrivallcd beauty though it 
was-to acquaintances and strangers promiscuously, ir- 
respective of age, physical attraction, or social rank. 
All were received and welcome who ministered to the 
desires of this lady of imperial status and more than 
imperial charms. Over all the divorce courts, over all 
the intervening millions of unfaithful but Christian wives, 
we will vault from the ninth century to the nineteenth, 
from Constantinople to New York, from Theodora, the 
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Empress of the East, to Rfrs. Edward Parmelee, a society 
lady and leader of fashion in the West. Mrs. Parmelee 
was a woman whose great wealth, social graces, and dis- 
tinguished family connections made her a prominent 
figure in the highesl circles of American society. 

About four o’clock on Saturday afternoon* a lady, 
accompanied by a tall man of distinguished appenr- 
ante, called at a house in West Twenty-eighth Street, 
and were conducted to a suite of luxurious apartments 
by Madame Kosie Fisher, n noted de&?~/u&zine. Two 
‘hours Iater a man came rushing downstairs, and, ex- 
claiming, “My friend is dying; I will go for a doctor,” 
hurried from the house. From that moment to this no 
one has done anything more than guess at his identity. 
The physician, summoned by the frightened inmates of 
the house, reached the side of the stricken woman. He 
found her in the last throes of heart disease. An 
octoroon, the maid of one of Madame Fisher’s women, 
was bathing the dying woman’s face with brandy, and 
told the doctor that she had begged but a few minutes 
before to be dressed and carried into the street to die. 
She had implored them with sobs not to let her be found 
there. Even while the octoroon was urging the doctor 
to use desperate means to enable the woman to he taken 
out of the house of shame, the patient, after making a 
supreme effort to rise from the couch, expired in great 
agony. The refined beauty of her face, the delicate 
texture of her clothing, which lay scattered about the 
room, and the extravagant quality of the jewellery with 
which her person and dress were adorned, all showed 
the heroine of this wretched story to be some one belong- 
ing to the highest rank of life. Meanwhile the people 
who surrounded the death-bed of the mysterious stranger 
awaited the return of the escort who had left so suddenly. 

* January qth, 1888. 
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An hour passed without a word from him, and the police 
mere summoned to remove the body. A clue to the 
woman’s identity came from the costly watch found on 
the mantleshelf of the apartment. An inscription on 
its case, set with diamonds, showed it to have been the 
gift to “Emma Louise Parmelee, from her Mother.” 
Further search disclosed a purse, in which the owner’s 
address was given, 327, Jefferson Avenue, BrookIyn. 
The remains were taken to the undertaker’s shop, and 
word was sent to the Parmelce residence announcing 
the tragedy. No effort was made to conceal the fright- 
ful details of the affair, and Mrs. Parmelee’s husband 
and children wcrc forced to hear the awful story of a 
wife’s and a mother’s disgrace. It is plainly hinted in 
the’ American newspapers that Mrs. Parmelee’s friend 
was a near neighbour of her husband, whose intimacy 
with the dead lady had been remarked, “though the 
position which both held in church and social circles 
kept the relations fret from scandal.” Mrs. Parmelee’s 
wealth came from her mother, who was a near relative 
of the English Sir Kowland Hill. 

It transpires that Mrs. Parmelee had frequently visited 
this fashionable maisoz de rendezvous ; but the keeper 
of the den of shame was not acquainted with her name 
and position. So much for the Roman Christian matron 
of the ninth, so much for the American Christian matron 
of the nineteenth, century after the Christ, whose advent 
acted so powerfully to “ clevatc ” woman and to hallow 
the innocent life of the child! 

The sudden death of Mrs. Parmelee from heart 
.disease is the only exceptional incident in this re- 
volting tragedy, and to it WC are indebted for the 
sight of the ghastly and hideous depravity which is 
among us, even in our very midst, and which is only 
too terribly apparent whenever the thin veil of thco- 
logical cant and social hypocrisy is lifted. There 
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are wallls-nay, there are tongues, in London society, 
which could a tale unfold beside which that of the 
New York adultress would appear one of compara- 
tive innocence. And London is not alone in her un- 
hallowed Temples of the Nehzim. I know for certain 
of at least one provincial town of fashionable resort 
where there is a “ high-class ” house that purveys married 
women only ; and the women do not by any means 
belong to the lower and poorer social orders. 

But, in the name of God, let us abandon a theme so 
abhorrent. Alas that, in rending away the veil of social 
hypocrisy, we should undrape such a sickening exhibi- 
tion of social leprosy ! And cant about Christ over- 
shadows and covers all this foulness, and alloffs the 
cancer with impunity to eat its way into the very heart 
of our human race. It is for this, in the interests of 
mankind, I war against Christ. It is for this I exclaim 
with Emerson : “\Ve must get rid of this Christ ! we 
must get rid of this Christ !” 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

The &i&s Siege by Steulth of the Citadel of Womads 
Nonour--Dzj%d(y of Christianising a Sane and Edu- 
cafed Non-Christian Adult-The Press as a Counfer- 
actunt fo the Priest-The SchooZ n’s a Chrikfian 
Ageng-How the Priest O&aim his Ear& and 
Insidious In$kence-Asking a Girl in Marriage from 
fht P.zkt--‘LI only wish that this gi74 bought so 
dearly, may be real& yours”-Mofher Church as a 
Mother-in-Law-Fat Chiniguy’s Sfory of Shame. 

CHRISTIAN apologists have frequently demurred against 
my allegations as to the degrading and debauching of 
women by the Christian priesthood. Even if the priest- 
hood, they urge, were as sinister and peccant as their 
enemies paint them, are women, they ask, indeed so 
frail ? Do our mothers and sisters and wives and 
daughters really submit to let the natural modesty of 
woman be abased and her honour laid in the dust 
before the seducer, whether clerical or laical ? 

I reply that I am willing to believe that there are tens 
-nay, hundreds-of thousands of Christian women 
belonging to the Roman Catholic and to the Ritualistic 
branch of the Anglican Church who would sheath the 
dagger of Lucretia in their own hearts rather than be 
the victim of any Tarquin living. This when siege is 
openly laid to the mind’s purity and the heart’s devo- 
tion. But, by the Church, siege is nof openly laid. 
There is a world of pains taken to conceal the fact that 
siege is being laid at all. Through centuries Europe’s 
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keenest intellects and most subtile casuists have pre- 
pared the almost imperceptibly-inclined plane down 
,which Christendom has to walk to the slough of mental 
impotence and moral obliquity, You cannot bring a 
clean thing out of an unclean, nor a noble and heroic 
race out of the medium of ZL vitiated motherhood. 

The one end of the incIined plant rests upon the 
cradle ; the other finds support upon the coffin. You 
may teach any moderately sound-headed person mathc- 
matics after he is an adult, and Cato successfully 
studied Greek at eighty; but rolling to the hill-top 
the stone of Sisyphus would not be a more hopeless 
task than that of the Christian priest who would 
make a Christian out of any sane adult. The Church 
through the mother begins with the child. The 
mother is a Christian. It is hardly a grammatical figure 
to say that her very milk is vitiated with the virus of 
I)riestcraft. ‘The child’s earliest memories of existence 
are of Christian words and symbols. The first hero of 
the plastic imagination is Jesus, and the first heroine 
Mary : they are names made sacred by a mother’s love, 
made holy by a mother’s kiss. Accorded the first 
empery of the as yet pure and unblighted affections, they 
rise to an altitude which throws all the subsequent phe- 
nomena of thought into incongruity and disproportion. 
So rooted and obstinate becomes the impression, so 
cruelly branded upon the white tablet of the infant soul, 
that not in one case in a thousand can the secularising 
influences of subsequent experience erase it. Not even 
.the book and newspaper press, with all its power 
drawing in another direction, can remove the curse and 
the mark of the Cain of priestcraft and superstition from 
the mind of him or her who first heard of the baleful 
Christ from a mother’s lips, and who first prayed to the 
fiendish Jehovah at a mother’s knee. 

“What ! will not the library and the press, the great 
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over-ruling power of our own days, give a stronger educa- 
tional impulse than the former one ? 110 not rely on this 
Theinflacncc ofthe press partlyannuls itself; it has a thou- 
sand voices to speak, and a thousand others to answer 
and destroy what it has said.“* While a thousand news- 
papers shout “ Whig,” a thousand others cry “Tory.” 
The idea of oracular accuracy of utterance is thus des- 
troyed. The press does not teach with imperial 
authority. It states and it contradicts, and thereby 
partly annuls its own influence as a teacher. But no 
one contradicted the mother as she pressed your infant 
cheek to hers, and, while your judgment was yet unborn, 
enlisted the full intensity of your childish sympathy for 
Him who had not where to lay his head, who wore in 
mockery a crown of thorns, who had cruel nails driven 
into his hands and feet, and all because he loved YOU 
and was anxious, even unto death, to save JVU from a 
terrible doom. All this was told you amid the holiest 
associations of motherhood and childhood, when the 
heart was pure and its imprcssiuns i~l~lwrisllal~lc, and no 
one whispered, “The story is not true.” No one ob- 
jected : ‘(This Jesus is a fabulous personage, and the 
faith that bears his name has been perverted and tor- 
tured till it is glad tidings of great joy to the priesthood, 
but a curse to all besides.” 

No, not even in the school to which the child passes 
is there even one sceptical whisper to shake the authority 
of what the mother taught with all the earnestness of 
conviction to the child of her love At the school 
‘I education does not make so much noise [as the press]. 
It does not talk; it reigns. Look, in that little class, 
without control or contradiction, a man is speaking ; he 
is master, an absolute master, invested with the most 
ample power to punish and chastise. His voice, not 

l Alichelet’s (‘ Priests, Women, and Families,’ p. 152. 
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his hand, has the power of a rod; the little trembling 
and believing creature, who has just left her mother’s 
apron, receives his weighty words, which enter the soft 
tablet of her memory and stick into it, like so many 
nails of iron. 

“This is true in speaking of the school ; but how 
much more .so as regards the church, especially in the 
case of the daughter, who is more docile and timid, and 
certainly retains more faithfully her early impressions ! 
What she heard the first time in that grand church, 
under those resounding roofs, and the words, pro- 
nounced with a solemn voice by that man in black, 
which then frightened her so, being addressed to kerse/f; 
-ah ! be not afraid of her ever forgetting them. But, 
even if she should forget them, she would be reminded 
of them every week : woman is all her life at school,* 
finding in the Confessional her school-bench, her school- 
master, the only man she fears, and the only one, as WL’ 
have said, who, in the present state of our manners, can 
threaten a woman. 

“What an advantage has he in being able to take her 
quite young, in the convent where they have placed her, 
to be the first to take in hand her young soul, and to be 
the first to exercise upon her the earliest severity; and 
also the earliest indulgence which is so akin to affec- 
tionate tenderness, to be the father and friend of a child 
taken so soon from her mother’s arms. The confidant 
of her first thoughts will long be associated with her 
private reveries. He has had one especial and singular 
privilege which the husband may envy : what ?-why, 
the virginity of the soul and the first fruits of the will. 

‘I This is the man of whom, young bachelors, you! 
must ask the girl in marriage before you speak to her 

l Especially with the Cafechims of Perseverance, hfouth of 
Nary, kc., which keep girls under the hand of the priest. 
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parents. Do not deceive yourselves, or you will lose all 
chance. You shake your heads, proud children of the 
age; you think you can never be induced to humble 
yourselves so far. All I hope, then, is that you may be 
able to live single and wed philosophy; otherwise I can 
see you, even now, in spite of all your fine speeches, 
gliding stealthily, sneaking by twilight into the church, 
and kneeling down before the priests. There they were 
lying in wait for you, and there they catch you. You 
%ad not foreseen it. Kow you are a lover, poor young 
man, and will do tvhatever they wish. 

“I only wish that this girl, bought so dearly, may be 
really yours.* Hut, what with that mother and that 
priest, the same influence, though diminished for a 
moment, will resume its strength. You will have a 
wife, minus heart and soul, and you will understand, 
Ehen it is too late, that he who now gives her away knows 
we11 how to keep her.“t 

“1 on& r&A,” writes hfichelet, “ fkat LGs @P-Z, baz@ 
so dear&, may be renlly yours.” This is a minatory 
sentence of the most appalling significance. You 
receive a bright, innocent, and impressionable girl from 
the hands of the Christian Church, and with that 
Church’s blessing, which is n curse ; and the girl becomes 
at once a layman’s wife and a priest’s comtezan :-this 
is what Michelet means. A girl you receive to wife 
from the bosom of Mother Church is a girl with bad 
nntecedents. The girl, of herself, may be virtuous in 
conduct and pure in heart; but beware of her mother- 
Mother Church is not a desirable mother-in-law for any 
man. Again let Michelet repeat : “I only wish that 

* For the moral weakness of women Irought up in convents, for 

the precarious state of the family, and the miserable and insulated 
condition of the husband, read Sismondi’s “ IGpubliques Itali- 
cnnes,” xvi. 222, 227, and especially 450. 

t Michelet’s “ Priests, Women, and Families,” pp. 152-3. 
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iAis gid, bo2ght so dearly, may be yea& yours.” And 
read Michelet’s mournful warning in the light of the 
following narrative from the pen of a man of unimpeach- 
able honour, and who, as an apostate Roman Catholic 
priest, knew only too well and too bitterIy what hc was 
writing about. 

“ Many would bc the folio volumes,” remarks Father 
Chiniquy, “which I should have to write were I to 
publish all that my twenty-five years’ expcricncc in the 
Confessional has taught me of the unspeakable secret 
corruption of the %p-rPnfest part of the so-called respcct- 
able ladies who have unconditionally surrcndercd them- 
seIvcs into the hands of their holy (?) confessors. lhlt 
the following fact will suffice for those who have eyes to 
see, ears to hear, and an intelligence to understand :- 

“In one of the most beautiful and thriving towns 
along the St. I,awrence Ricer lived a rich merchant. 
He was young, and his marriage with a most lovely, 
rich, and accomplished young lady had made him one 
of the happiest men in the land. 

“ A few years after his marriage the Bishop appointed 
to that town a young priest, really remarkable fur his 
eloquence, zeal, and amiable qualities ; and the merchant 
and the priest soon became connected by links of the 
most sincere friendship. 

“The young, accomplished wife of the merchant soon 
became the model woman of the place, under the direc- 
tion of her new confessor. 

ii Many and long were the hours she used to’pass by 
the side of her spiritual father, to be purified and en- 
lightened by his godly advices. She soon was seen at 
the head of the few who had the privilege of receiving 
the holy communion once a week. The husband, who 
was a good Roman Catholic himself, blessed God and 
the Virgin Mary that he had the privilege of living with 
such an angel of piety. 
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“Nobody had the least suspicion of what was going 
on under that holy and white mantle of the most exalted 
piety. For nearly one year both the young priest and 
his spiritual patient enjoyed, in those intimate and 
secret conversations, all the pleasure which lovers feel. 
when they can speak freely to each other of their secret 
thoughts and love. 

‘I But this was not enough for them ; they both wanted 
something more real, though the dificulties were great 
and seemed insurmountable. The priest had his mother 
and sister with him, whose eyes were too sharp to allow 
him to invite the lady to his own house for any criminal 
object; and the young husband had no business at a 
distance which could keep him long enough out of his 
happy home to allow the Pope’s confessor to accomplish 
his diabolical designs. 

“But, when a poor.fallen daughter of Eve has :I mind 
to do a thing, she very soon finds the means, particu- 
larly if high cducntion has added to her natural shremd- 
ness. 

‘&And in this case, as in many others of a similar 
nature which have been rcvealcd to me, she soon found 
out how to attain her object without compromising her- 
self or her holy (?) confessor. A plan was soon found 
and cordially agreed to, and both patiently awaited their 
opportunity. 

“ ‘ Why have you not gone to mass to-day, and received 
the holy communion, my dear ?’ said the husband. ‘ I 
had ordered the servant-man to put the horse in the 
buggy for you as usual.’ 

“ ‘ I am not very well, my beloved : I have passed a 
sleepless night from headache.’ 

“ ‘ I will send for the physician,’ replied the husband. 
“ &Yes, my dear; do send for the physician. Perhaps 

he will do me good.’ 
“ One hour after the physician was called. He found 
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his fair patient a little feverish, pronounced that there 
was nothing serious, and that she would soon be well. 
Hc gave her a little powder, to be taken three times a 
day, and left; but at g p.m. she complained of a great 
pain in the chest, and soon fainted and fell on the floor. 

“ The doctor was again immediately sent for ; but he 
was from home. It took nearly half-an-hour before he 
couId come. When he arrived the alarming crisis was 
over; she was sitting in an arm-chair, with some neigh- 
bouring women, who were applying cold water and 
vinegar to her forehead. 

“ The physician was really at a loss what to say of the 
cause of such a sudden illness. At last he said that it 
might be an attack of ‘ zler suZz&zire ’ (tape-worm). He 
declared that it was not dangerous ; that he knew how 
to cure her. He ordered some new powder to be taken, 
and left, after having promised to return the next day. 
Half-an-hour after she began to complain of a most 
terrible pain in her chest, and fainted again ; but before 
doing so she said to her husband : 

‘I ‘ My dear, you see that the physician understands 
absolutely nothing of the nature of my disease. I have 
not the least confidence in him ; for I feel that his 
pnwders make me worse. I do not want to see him 
my more. I suffer more than you suspect, my beloved ; 
and, if there is not soon a change, I may be dead to- 
morrow. The only physician I want is our holy con- 
fessor ; please make haste to go and get him. I want 
to make a general confession, and to receive the holy 
viaticum (communion) and extreme unction before I 
grow worse.’ 

“ Beside himself with anxiety, the distracted husband 
ordered the horse to be put in the buggy, and made his 
servant accompany him on horseback to ring the bell 
while his pastor carried ‘ the good God ’ (Le BOIZ Dieu) 
to his dear sick wife. 
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‘I He found the priest piously reading his breviarium 
(his book of daily prayers), nnd admired the charity and 
promptitude with which his good pastor, in that dark 
and chilly night, was ready to leave his warm and com- 
fortablc parsonage at the first appeal of the sick. Inless 
than an hour the husband had taken the priest with ‘ the 
good God’ from the church to the bedroom of his wife. 

“All along the way the servant-man had rung a big 
hand-bell to awaken the sleeping farmers, who, at the 
noise, had to jump, half-naked, out of their beds and 
worship, on their knees, with their faces prostrate in the 
dust, ‘the good God’ which was being carried to the 
sick by the holy (?) priest. 

“On his arrival .the confessor, with every appearance 
of sincere piety, deposited ‘the good God ’ (Le Bon 
X&W) on a table, richly prepared for such a solemn 
occasion, and, approaching the bed, leaned his head 
tomards his penitent and inquired IIUW she felt. 

“She answered him : ‘I am very sick, and I want to 
make a general confession before I die.’ 

“Speaking to her husband, she said, with a fainting 
voice : ‘Please, my dear, tell my friends to withdraw 
from the room that I may not be distracted when making 
what may be my last confession.’ 

‘( The husband respectfully requested the friends to 
leave the room with him, and shut the door that the holy 
confessor might bc nlune with his penitent during the 
general confession. 

L‘ One of the most diabolical schemes under the cover 
of auricular confession had perfectly succeeded, The 
mother of harlots, the great enchantress of souls, whose 
seat is on the city of the Seven Hills, had there her 
priest to bring shame, disgrace, and damnation under 
the mask of Christianity. 

“The destroyer of souls, whose masterpiece is au% 
cular confession, had there, for the millionth time, a 
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fresh opportunity of insulting the God of purity through 
one of the most criminal actions which the dark shades 
of night can conceal. 

“ But let us draw the veil over the abominations of that 
hour of iniquity, and Iet us leave to hell its dark secrets. 

“After he had accomplished the ruin of his victim, 
and most cruelly and sacrilegiousIy abused the confidence 
of his friend, the young priest opened the door of the 
room and said, with a sanctimonious air : ‘You may 
now enter and pray with mc while I give the last sacra- 
ment to our dear sick sister.’ 

Cc They came in. ‘ The good God ‘;(1;E Bon Dieu) was. 
given to the woman; and the husband, full of gratitude 
for the considerate attention of the priest, took him back 
to the parsonage, and thanked him most sincerely for 
having so kindly come to visit his wife in so chilly a night, 

(‘ Ten years later I was called to preach a retreat (a kind 
of revival) in that same parish. That lady, then an abso- 
lute stranger to me, came to my confessional-box and 
confessed to me those details as I now give them. She 
seemed to be really penitent, and I gave her absolution 
and the entire pardon of her sins, as my Church told 
me to do. On the last day of the revival the merchant 
invited me to a grand dinner. Then it was that I came 
to know who my penitent had been. I must not forget 
to mention that she had confessed to me that, of her four 
children, the last three belonged to the confessor.” 

And thus writes a man whose unflinching integrity and 
sterling honesty cannot be questioned even by those who 
wince the most painfully under the lash of the revelations 
he has f& it his duty to his God and his conscience to 
make. While he remained in the Romish Church he 
received from clerics of high influence in that hierarchy 
unequivocal credentials as to the purity and dignity ot 
his character and the no me& range of his attainments. 
Yea, verily, Christianity ~QS “ elevated ” woman. 



CHAPTER I,. 

P~iesff$~ Subterjiges to Z$xt #he Izuin of Wamen-St. 
PatricEs Cave-How Patricia Became Enceinte ZJ~ 
a Dead Saint-T’e “Pleasure House “-The Two 
“Ministeri/g Spirits “-The Z&r Cvnmands. 

MARRIAGE, with the Papist-by far the strongest and 
most important section of the Christian Church-is not 
acivil contract, but a holy sacrament. I have given only 
one instance where, from Christian sources, I might give 
hundreds of the Church’s trampling the holy sacrament 
of marriage under foot, betraying husbands and de- 
bauching wives by subterfuges as devilish in ingenuity as 
in crime. The priests did not reIy upon the Confessional 
alone to enable them to revel in broken vows and out- 
raged honour and the conversion of the layman’s home 
into a cruel deception and a disgraceful misery. The 
subtlest intellect that theology could vitiate and lust 
could stimulate was engaged for centuries in making 
ingenious lasciviousness a priestly accomplishment and 
seduction a sacred art.* To crush the hideous lie that 
Christianity has “ elevated ” woman it is not my fault 
that I have to resort to the reference to exceedingly 
hideous facts-facts placed d my disposal in revolting. 
abundance by Christian pens. Be honest, cease to lie,. 
0 Christian, for the sake of the loaves and fishes you 
have by following Christ, and then it will not devolve. 
upon me to confront you with your stertorous record 

l See the ingeniously horrible extracts from 
*‘ The Confessional, Ron&h and Anglican : an Exposure.” 
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of cruelty and hypocrisy and infamy and shame. But 
dare to inflict your ulcerous falsehood upon Humanity’s 
right arm, crr~cl then I shall be cruel to be kind. Trampling 
mere squeamishness in the dust, I shall grapple the throat 
of Error and try to place the laurel on the brow of 
Truth. Inoculate your priestly and ulcerous lie upon 
Humanity’s nrm ; then, to save Humanity’s moral. life, 

above the ulcer, my knife shall cut away the flesh and 
my saw shall rasp its red and bloody way through the 
hard bone and the agonising marrow, let Humanity 
shriek as it may and protest that it prefers the ulcer to 
the saw. The roughest truth that can be uttered is 
more beautiful than the most polished lie. 

I go to holy Spain for one poor instance among 
hundreds of what Christianity has done to “elevate” 
woman. My authority in regard to the fecund virtues 
of St. Patrick’s Cave in Ireland, from a good Christian 
point of view, is of the highest order;* and 1 give, 
almost in the very words of the Rev. Dr. Gavin, who 
was for many years a Roman Catholic priest in Spain, 
an incident connected with the Spanish copy of the 
Irish St. Patrick’s Cave, as it is only a fair specimen of 
priestly machination, deception, and lasciviousness. 
There was, in the vicinity of Saragossa, a cave sacred to 
St. Patrick. This cave became one of the many sacred 
places in which, by prayer and penance, barren wives 
might be rendered fruitful. Many, many Kachels, with 
the consent or at the instigation of their pious and 
trustful busbands, visited this holy cave dedicated to St. 
Patrick. 

At last there was a young woman, Dr. Gavin’s quaint 
narrative informs us, whose husband was in the army ; 
and, though he was nt that time with her, she had no 
children by him, and, desirous to have a child, she vowed 

* Flo San&rum. 
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to go into St. Patrick’s Cave, hoping by &hat means to 
obtain her desires. She did all she could to prepare 
herself before with fasting and prayer, and, after she 
had made a general confession to the Father Prior and 
received the sacrament at his hands, she went into the 
cave, and the door was shut after her. 

The Prior immediately ran to the garden to open 
the ‘Pleasure House door to let in the poor penitent, 
who, full of devotion, and not dreading any deception, 
went out of the narrow cave into the Pleasure House, 
where the reverend Father, dressed in an episcopal 
habit, like St. Patrick, received her in his arms and 
addressed her thus : 

“My beloved innocent dove, God has heard your 
prayer, and has been well pleased with your preparation 
by fasting ; and, to let you know and feel the pleasures 
of a terrestrial Paradise, he has sent me to entertain you 
in this earthly tabcrnnclc till we hear more of his sacred 
will and pleasure. You have not long endured the 
terrors of my cave7 because your innocency has preserved 
you from them. Since your desire is only to be fruitful, 
God has granted your request ; nttcnd to nothing in this 
garden but your pleasure, and heaven will afford you 
a rich table while you are here. You shall have a hed 
made by the hands of angels to take your rest on, and, if 
some corporeal apparition comes to visit you in your 
sleep, do not resist the power of heaven, for to do so 
would be your ruin.” 

Then the Rev. Father Prior left her in deep amaze- 
ment (the poor creature thinking she was in Paradise, as 
the story of St. Patrick went at that time). 

A little while after the supposed St. Patrick left the 
poor penitent there appeared two young winged angels 
(she thought them so, though really they were two young 
friars) that came to her with an exquisite, delicate dinner, 
which they laid on a table, and said, “Thou darling of 
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St. Patrick, come and eat,” and then they went away. 
The poor wife, thinking everything came from heaven, 
knelt down and began to thank God and the glorious 
St. Patrick for that singular favour ; and soon after 
she sat at table and ate, believing herself a11 the while 
to be in the terrestrial Paradise. 

After dinner the two angels returned to clear the 
table, and told her that they would come to her within 
half-an-hour and declare unto her the will of God 
and that of St. Patrick. With this she was left alone, 
her thoughts full of heavenly things, desiring every 
moment the return of her ministering spirits; .but she 
did not long wait for them, for they appeared unto her 
before the time appointed, and one of them spoke to her 
in the following manner :- 

“ I am Gabriel, the messenger of the most High 
God, who rules heaven and earth, and am commanded 
to come and tell you that your fasting and prayers have 
gone up to heaven, and that St. Patrick, the favourite of 
God, will fulfil your good desire; and that by him you 
shall conceive a child, whom you shall call St. Patrick’s 
son ; and mind not the world, but the will of him that 
sends me to you.” 

Then the second angel spoke to her saying : “And 
I am sent by the glorious St. Patrick to tell you that, 
though he has spoken to you this morning, he cannot 
do it again till you have some proof of conception. Put 
that, while you continue in this Paradise, he will appear 
unto you in the night and will carry out his promise,whicb, 
if you refuse, all the infernal furies will carry you into 
the dark region, to use you there according to your 
deserts. There is a bed in the second room whereon 
you may take your rest; and I will come to you again 
to-morrow morning, for we have orders to tell you this 
and no more.” 

With this the two strange men left the poor peni- 
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tent alone, and she spent the afternoon in the room and 
garden very comfortably, waiting for the celestial appari- 
tion of St. Patrick, with full resolution to obey his 
commands for fear of the infernal furies. 

After so good a dinner she expected tc have a 
supper ; but as she waited till dark evening, and saw 
none of the ministering spirits come to her, she began 
to believe that it was the custom of the terrestrial 
Paradise to have only one meal a day, and in this 
thought she went to bed, not doubting in the least but 
that St. Patrick would be as good as his word, as his 
ambassador had told her. And she was not disappointed 
in her expectations, for about nine o’clock the supposed 
St. Patrick, the real Father Prior, came into the room, 
accompanied by the two angels, who undressed him and 
put him in bed, without speaking one word, and then 
went away, The poor penitent, fuIl of fear of the 
infernal furies, and of ready obedience to the will of 
St. Patrick, dared not speak one word, and so passed 
the night in deep silence. In the morning the appari- 
tion disappeared from the room ; but, soon after, the 
two ministering spirits came to attend her, and to give 
her breakfast. St. Patrick’s spirit asked her whether she 
had obtained the inexpressible favour she expected. 
And the penitent replied : “There is a great difference 
between earthly and heavenly comforts, and I wish I 
could live always here, and never return into the miser- 
able world, where a poor woman finds nothing but 
vanity and vexation of spirit. How can I Iive, after 
this celestial apparition, with a common earthly hus- 
band Y’ “You render yourself unworthy of this 
place, and of the pleasures you have begun to enjoy,” 
replied the spirit, “by making such complaints. It is 
not allowed you to speak here, but to obey our voice, 
and after dinner we will give you further &c&ions 
about what you ought to do, and till then amuse 
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yourself in the garden.” Then the two spirits left her, 
anything but satisfied, however, with her replies. She 
amused herself tiIl dinner time in hopes of a second 
apparition, which she felt to be her greatest happiness, 
and for which she was willing to renounce the world 
and all its fading vanities. 

,4t dinner time the two ambassadors came again 
with the dinner for all three ; so she had the happiness 
to dine in company with the two ministering spirits. 
What their discourse was I do not know; but she owned 
afterwards that, after dinner, the two spirits ministered 
unto her as having the full power of the supposed St. 
Patrick, commanding her to keep a perpetual silence, or 

else to remember the infernal furies ; and, taking their 
leave of her, they left her with hopes of a second appa- 
rition the following night. 

I come now to the common world, bcforc I bring that 
penitent out of the Pleasure House. Many men had 
entered the cave, and hnd found the second door shut, 
and that the Friars would not permit them to go 
further without due spiritual preparation. Now, this 
NOman having entered the cave, and remained there two 
days, it was thought a wonder, and many people of both 
sexes, of the neighbourhood, went to the convent, to 
wait till the good woman should come out of the cave? 
believing thnt the privilege and happiness of going in!o 
it was for women only. Many desired the Father Prior 
to let them cntcr, and ofJered many presents to him to 
get by this means the preference. This importunity 
obliged the Prior to give his word and permission to a 
young lady whom he liked better than the rest, to let 
her go into the cave the next morning after the woman 
who was in should come out, and in the meantime he 
bade her prepare herself by fasting and prayer and by 
receiving the sacrament. 
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When the Prior, or supposed St. Patrick, was sure 
of another fresh penitent he ordered his two ministering. 
spirits to command the Ilenitent of the care to come out 
of it the next morning. Nevertheless, he did not fail 
that night to appear unto her the second time with the 
same pomp and magnificence as on the first night, in 
order to finish the work begun, in case of necessity, for he 
did not know of the assistance he had in the matter from 
his two ministering spirits. He spent that second night 
in the same guilty silence, and in the morning he left her 
as on the former occasion. 

The two ambassadors soon came to her with dull, 
dismal, and disconsolate tidings, for St. Patrick’s spirit told 
her that, all the desires of human creatures ceasing with 
the possession of the thing desired, her request was 
accomplished, and that it was the order from heaven to 
command her backagain into the commonworld; and that 
she might not lost the happiness which she had enjoyed, 
and was to enjoy still at a certain time, she was to 
observe the followinS commands and directions :- 

“ I. When you go out of the cave many people wilk 
ask you what you have seen, and you must answer, 
‘ Heavenly things,’ and no more. 

“ 2. That you were going to pass over the bridge of 
glass, but that St. Patrick came and broke it, and you 
could not go over it. 

“3. That you have had two apparitions, and it was- 
revealed unto you that you should obtain your request 
and have a child. 

“4. That you have leave to tell no more till you- 
have come again into the cave, which you must do after 
you have been delivered of a child. And, if all the- 
world should ask you more questions, you me to give 
no other answer, not even to your husband, and, if you 
do, the same moment you shall be carried into hell by 
the infernal furies.” 



CHAPTER LI. 

“ Come again afier fen months &me “-Th Gentleman’s 
Wtye in St. Patrick’s Cave-The Pregnant Patricicz 

Adored as a Saint-Aftitua’e of Patritia’s Husband 
-Patricia’s Confessions as to what Passed in Ch 
“Earth& Paradise “---Bid of the Young St. Patrick 
-Numerous Women AppZy fur Admission tu the 
Cave-Action of Patricia’s Husband-For&k Inva- 
sion of ike Cave- Vengeatrce taken on L’St. Patrick” 
rind “ tke Ministering Spirits “--Tke Papal Eat- 
The Cave Blown Up witk Gunpowder. 

“Now, to show you,” quoth the two ministering angels, 
“that you are the favourite of this place, before we 
convey you to the cave’s door we will give you a second 
token of our esteem for you, to make you remember 
that you ought to come again after ten months’ time to 
enjoy the same happiness.” 

The poor creature received the last farewell with all 
cordiality, and afterwards she was carried to the cave ; and, 
shutting the door after her, she came out of it, and 
found her husband and crowds of people waiting for her. 
She appeared gay and full of inward satisfaction. Though 
she was asked many questions, she gave no other answer 
but that which the ministering spirits had taught her; SO 
.she was carried home as a saint, blessed forever, and 
held as such by the neighbours. I shall leave her at 
home now, to come to my story of the second penitent. 

Though the young lady had had but little time to 
prepare herself to go into the cave the Father Prior gave 
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her a full dispensation to enter immediately. So, with 
a contrite heart, she went in, and was treated in the 
same way as her predecessor had been by the spurious 
St. Patrick and by the two ministering spirits. She 
was in the pleasure-house no longer than the former 
penitent had been, for she had to make room for a 
successor; and such was the clever deception of the 
Reverend Prior and of the two ministering spirits that 
none of the many women who went into the cave sus- 
pected the infamous artifice, but obeyed the commands 
and directions which the ambassadors had taught them.’ 
Thus did the Prior and his friars continue their vile 
machinations, making St. Patrick the pretext. 

Now I come again to the first penitent at home, much 
honoured by her neighbours; and here the wonderful 
miracle begins to be canvassed. 

After the unconsciously dishonoured wife came home 
from St. Patrick’s Cave she was, by her neighbours, 
.almost adored as a saint, especially as she gave it out 
that St. Patrick had visited her twice in a gorgeous 
mansion near the garden of the terrestrial Paradise, and 
that the two winged spirits had ministered to her many 
times. Eventually she was asked so many questions by 
her husband and neighbours that gradually she disre- 
garded the directions which St. Patrick’s spirit had given 
her. To humour her vanity, she induced her neighbours 
and friends to credit her with the character and bestow 
upon her the name of saint. 

Everybody called her “Patricia ” since she had 
returned from the cave. Not long after her return she 
had perceived that she was with child, and then her 
pious fame increased, and she gave it out that she was 
pregnant by St, Patrick and two angels. This report 
being spread abroad, many people went to see the 
divine Patricia, thinking it a great favour to be per- 
mitted to talk with her of heavenly things she had seen 
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in the terrestrial Paradise. This gave her a good oppor- 
tunity to receive many presents from her adorers, and 
afforded the friars facjlities to establish their deception on 
a still more solid foundation ; they published the miracle 
of the divine Patricia, and made a picture of her, which 
they placed at the right hand of the very patron saint on 
the high altar. 

The publication of the wonder drew hundreds of 
people to the convent while the deception held sway. 
No man could enter the cave, because all men were 
sinners, and stood in need of due preparation for this 
honour ; but the fair sex, being more devout, were 
admitted to the cave, and, having made a brief and 
hurried spiritual preparation for t!le pleasure-house, the 
door of it was open to them ; and they had the happi- 
ness to be in the terrestrial Paradise visited by minister-- 
ing spirits and honoured with two apparitions in the 
night, and by the holy St. Patrick. Have women had no 
privileges under the Christian r(.+rre I Why, they alone 
had the privilege of entering this sacred cave, that eccle- 
siastical Christianity might ‘L elevate ” them and cast “ a 
halo of sacred innocence” round the child adulterously 
begotten by the priest of God. 

Divine Patricia’s husband, being a soldier, could not 
quite accept this holy miracle; but the many presents 
he received from the devout tempted him for a while to 
stifle his doubts. He was anxious to raise sufficient 
money to compass the object of his ambition-the 
purchase of a captain’s commission. J3ut when there is 
a new miracle of the same character, the old one is soon 
forgotten. As the cave was never shut against the fair 
sex, anti-sterile miracles of the Zacharias-Elizabeth kind. 
followed in rapid succession, and the name “ Patricia ” 
among married ladies. became so piously common that 
there was hardly room enough on the walls of the 
church to accommodate their pictures. Hy this time 
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.our first divine Patricia was no longer an object of 
popular attention, and her husband, disappointed in his 
pecuniary expectations, began to wax jealous and to ask 
her many embarrassing questions. 

“ Patricia, or Diabolicia,” said he to her, (‘how is it 
that you were with child? Pray tell me the truth of the 
matter, for I have been in the king’s army, and I have 
courage enough to take satisfaction of any man in the 
world, and even of St. Patrick himself, if he has outraged 
you. Do not give me siI[y answers, for I know well that 
the saints of heaven cannot work this special sort of 
7mracZt. Men only can do that ; and, if the blessed 
virgin was overshadowed by the Holy Ghost, this is not 
a reason for you, wicked creature, to pretend to be the 
second blessed virgin ; and, besides, you hear how many 
women, since you went into the cave, are now in the 
condition you were in. Do you believe that heaven will 
multiply miracks \Yithout neceSsity, and e&Ct hJOUgh 

,saints and angels what can be effected by the most 
wretched specimens of mankind 7 No. What necessity 
is there to make a wife to be with child by ministering 
spirits, or by St. Patrick himself, when the same may he 
done without a miracle by a tinker or a tailor ? Leave 
off deceptions, Patricia, and tell me the true story; and 
if you, out of ignorance, have committed a sin, I will 
forgive you, provided you help me to put an end to 
those villanies enacted in St. Patrick’s Cave. I swear 
that, if you do not tell me the truth, neither friar nor 
saint nor angel shall prevent my passing this sword 
through your heart.” 

This unexpected attitude on the part of her husband 
inspired Patricia with such fear that she detailed every 
item of her experience in the cave, protesting at the 
szme time that she truly believed that the holy St. 
Patrick himself had slept with her two nights, and that 
rhe two ambassador spirits had twice given her a token 
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of their esteem ; and she stated how they had ordered her 
to return when she had been delivered of St. Patrick’s son. 

“Well,” said the husband, “you believe it so, and 
you must tell the same till you have permission from me 
to speak otherwise. Then I will give you directions, 
which, if you observe, shall save your life, and, if not, 
you shall be made an example to the world.” 

The soldier made a virtue of a necessity till he could 
be revenged upon the friars, believing certainly that they 
were the workers of the “damnable miracles,” which he 
felt determined to expose and abolish. In the meantime 
he dissembled his grief and sided in appearance with 
the popular voice. When at last the time had come 
for Patricia to give to the world a little Patrick the 
Prior and the friars omitted nothing which should tend 
to advertise this heavenly child, the pride and wonder 
of the world. The Viceroy and the Lord Chancellor 
were by proxies godfathers, and their ladies godmothers. 
The Archbishop sent orders to the Father Prior to offi- 
ciate in his name. If the Pope had been upon the 
spot, undoubtedly he too would have been a ministering 
spirit. 

The child was baptised in the Convent Church 
before a muliitude of people, and with much pomp and 
rejoicing. The people kissed and adored the little 
St. Patrick (this name was given to him), because quails 
Pa&-, fa&s Mjius, as the old monks have it. His 
picture was soon after placed between his mother’s 
and that of the saint on the altar; and these facts 
increased the devotion of the women so much that 
crowds of them came every day to the convent to inter- 
cede with the Father Prior to allow them to enter the 
cave. Certainly, if there had been fifty caves, the num- 
ber would have been insufficient to have accommodated 
the great number of ladies that solicited the favour of 
entrance. 
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The days of Patricia’s purification accomplished, her 
husband began to be very zealous in the visitation of 
his vengeance upon the spurious St. Patrick and his 
ministering spirits j and, knowing that at that very time 
there was in the cave and in the terrestrial Paradise a 
young and handsome lady, whose husband was one of 
the richest and best reputed gentlemen of the neighbour- 
hood, he went to him, and asked to see him in private. 
The gentleman conducted him into his closet, and there 
the soldier thus addressed him : 

“ Sir, you have heard the whole story of my wife and 
of her son, who is actually adored by the people as the 
little St. Patrick. Now, I am told that your lady is in 
the cave (I should say in hell, to speak the truth), and I 
am come to you to ask your help and assistance to take 
revenge both for your own and my injuries. My wife 
has confessed to mc the truth of the diabolical conduct 
in the cave, and I am certain the friars impose upon us, 
If you wilI but assist me, we two shall find out for our- 
selves the truth of these accursed miracles, and of the 
shame and infamy entailed upon us by ‘I heavenly appari- 
tions.” Certainly your lady is now with one of the,friars, 
effecting your and her own disgrace ; so, if you will rely 
upon me, follow me to vengeance.” 

The gentleman opened his eyes at this very specious 
speech, and complied with the soldier’s request. Taking 
a number of his servants ~$11 armed along with him, hc 
accompanied the soldier to the, convent ; and when they 
had entered they shut the door after them, and went up 
to the Prior’s room; but, not finding him there, they 
returned to the cave, and spoke to the two ministering 
spirits (who were the doorkeepers) with such fierce reso- 
lution that they elected to open the door rather than 
lose their lives. So the gentleman and the soldier alone 
went in, and upon coming to the second door they forced 
t, and before the supposed St. Patrick could get out of 
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the room of his apparition they were upon him, and 
found him, as suspected, in bed with the young lady. 
His and the young lady’s countenance presented a very 
different aspect, for he waxed pale with guilty terror; 
but his penitent lady deemed her husband now as happy 
as herself, since he too had come to the terrestrial Paradise. 
She was, however, soon convinced of her delusion by 
the explanation of the soldier, and by the transformation 
of St. Patrick into the Prior of the convent. She was 
so terribly ashamed and inspired with wrath that she 
assisted her husband and the soldier to take a just 
revenge upon the Prior and his infamous accomplices. 

But the soldier, being of a judicial turn of mind, pre- 
rented the sudden and mortal vengeance insisted on by 
the gentleman against the Father Prior, and opined that 
it would be better first to carry him into his own cell, and 
there, before the friars, read the story of his crimes, and 
to afterwards pronounce and execute the sentence ; and, 
to convict him with the evidence of fact, it was thought 
necessary to carry along the young lady as n shameful 
evidence of the “miracles” wrought in the terrestrial Para- 
dise. This project was agreed upon, and, accordingly, 
the Prior was dragged into his cell and all the friars were 
called (the servants of the gentleman the while guard- 
ing the convent door), and when all were assembled the 
soldier, performing the office of speaker and judge, told 
the tale of infamy before the community, including the 
two ministering spirits. 

This done, he called for all the money the convent 
had earned by this infernal cave, and for all the plate 
received in virtue of the pretended miracles ; and after- 
wards he, with his own hands, emasculated the Prior, 
the spurious St. Patrick, and the two ministering spirits, 
and then took his leave. 

The day following, according to the Rev. Dr. Gavin,* 

l r‘ X -Master Key to Popery,” vol. iii., pp. 194-s. 
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the gentleman and his wife and the soldier and his 
Patricia went straight to the Inquisition and told their 
tale of the adulterous dcvilry in the bowels of the earth 
at St. Patrick’s Cave. The four complainants undoubt- 
edly went with their lives in their hands, for any 
aggrieved husband who dared to whisper a word against 
priest, monk, or friar was immediately sent where hi 
tongue could wag no more forever against the Lord’s 
anointed servants. And thus thousands of wronged and 
indignant husbands had, every year, to pretend not to 
know what they knew only too poignnntly and too 
bitterly; for the utterance of a word of exposure and 
complaint meant torture and death as the prelude to the 
vengeance of God and the eternal torment of hell. And 
thus the Christian Church “ elevated ” wives by rendering 
their husbands silent and submissive under the keenest 
insult that man can feel, the most shameful wrong 
under which man can suffer. Rut suffer in silence hc 
must, under penalty of prolonged torture in this world 
and eternal damnation in the next. Can Archdeacon 
Farrar deny this? Can Cardinal Manning deny it? 
Can any student of ecclesiastical history deny it ? If 
this cannot be denied, then, in the name of the mothers 
who bore us, in the name of the sisters we love, who, 
we demand, dares to say a word of apology for this 
accursed Church, with machinations more horrihIe than 
those of its own devils, with crimes more horrible than 
ever polluted its own hell ? 

But, for once-likely for some hidden and diaboIicaI 
reason of policy, or some hatred which the local Inquisitor 
may have borne the Prior-the Inquisition gave ear to 
the complaint of the two wronged husbands and their 
two degraded wives. The Inqmsltors communicated 
with the Pope, who, deeming it a wise policy to display 
much righteous wrath at a flagrant instance of this kind 
so unmistakably thrust under his notice, ordered that 
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the cave should be blown up with gunpowder, and that 
the convent should be dismantled per-eka?lz uei Me- 
moriam. Under the papal order, brand and crowbar 
brought the masonry crashing down, and, in an explosive 
burst of flame and thunder, the cave was shattered, and 
the holy light of the Iberian heaven fell in through 
the rent roof of rock which had so long spanned the 
atrium of hell. The Prior died of grief and shame 
and of the horrible but condign punishment which the 
avenging husbands had inflicted upon him. The two 
friars fled, and as to their subsequent fortunes and 
ultimate fate the records of infamy are dumb. When 
the Rev. Dr. Gavin visited the ill-starred spot he found 
there a chapel dedicated, most appropriately, to St. Mary 
Magdalene. What remained of the cave was the head- 
quarters of a gang of thieves. Near the chapel of the 
Magdalene the clear wntcrs of a medicinal spring threaded 
its way through the grass overshaded with groves of 
orange and olive, murmuring its homily of this beautiful 
world which the creeds of man have cursed. 



CHAPTER LII. 

The Imjress of the Afofher @on her Oj.@ing-XnfcebZe- 
nreni of the Feminine Infellect--‘L Tke hand that rocks 
the cradZe is the hand fkat rules the zuorZd”--Tke 
Chuvch and ..Garrew l%omen-The MivacZe of St 
Antonio’s Tomb-Dona Clara and Father Amb~osc- 
Tke MiralZe E.x$ved-Fatker Ambrose Disgraced- 
The C/lurch’s Jfetkod of Silencing Husbands. 

A DEGRADED and unchaste world is the best world imag- 
inable for specious drones and insinuating tyrants. It is 
hardIy hyperbolical to say that this earth of ours is 
spanned by woman’s garter and is suspended from 
woman’s apron-string. We are each and all of us simply 
what our mothers have made us. If our mothers, with 
all their faults, were not, as a rule, more chaste and pure 
and lovely than our fathers, we should be little more or 
less than a race of devils. If we could rescue our 
mothers out of the clutches of the so-called priests of 
God, we could be developed into a race of angels. 
Read the biographies of the men who have had the 
strength to be the leaders of our race, the archons who, 
with their pen, have made the earth vocal with song, or 
who, with their sword, have half drowned the world in 
blood, and you will find that, in each case, it was from 
the latent potentialities of his mother the son drew his 
force and genius. Ladies of the pavement do not 
bear sages, and it is not from a bevy of harlots you 
gathCr a race of heroes. Never through all the cycles 
may you expect a Cromwell from a painted giglet of foul 
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deeds, and never hope to rejoice in a Walter Scott from 
a woman of vitiated blood and unholy desire. 

It is because for centuries the Christian Church has 
polluted the bodies of our women with their de- 
baucheries and enfeebled their minds with their super- 
stitions that we have such a worldful of ninnies-hardly 
.I man (?) in a thousand being capable of any sublimer- 
function than to cIip clouts with a pair of scissors or 
cut cheese with a wire. IVhere we might have had 
millions of women proper we have only giggling gawlcies, 
thin-waisted, high-heeled abortions ; frivolous flirts and 
parsons’ puppets, and all that that involves. The she- 
ninny, to please God and the he-noodle, gives the 
screwed stalk of the piano-stool sundry preliminary 
swirls, fluffs down upon it, sets her fingers to flying osten- 
tatiously to show her ski11 and her rings, and then squeals 
some amorous drivel, or descends still lower, taking 
instrumental 2nd vocal notice of such objects as “the 
Lord ” and I‘ the Lamb.” When they become sane, 
here is ;L song iur women to sing till they final it 
better :- 

They say nxtn rules the universe, 
That suhjcct short and rnsin 

Kneel clown and bless the cmpery 
Of his majestic reign ; 

But x sovrwign, genllrr, mighricr, 
Man from his throne has hurled, 

For the hand :hat rocks [hc cradle 
Is the hand that rules rhc world. 

In deep mysterious conclave 
With philosophic minds 

Solving portentous problems 
His 1x~tles.s task man finds ; 

Yet all his drcnms of dare and do 
To heaven’s four winds are hurled, 

For the hand that rocks the cradle 
Is the hanJ that rules the WJCI~. 
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Amid the reel of gore and steel 
Behold the hero stand, 

B&&l the Wade of victory 
Clenched in his dying hand : 

That hero han.nd for ages rules- 
Mail rent and standard furled- 

But the hand that rocks the cradle 
Is the hand that rules the world. 

Great statesmen sway the nations, 
Kings mould a people’s fate, 

But the unseen hamI of velvet 
These giants regulate. 

The nation’s doom hangs on the babe 
In that wee blanket curled, 

Anrl the hand that rocks the cradle 
Is the hand that rules the world. 

‘Tis ours to hring back Eden, 
To vanquish hate and crime, 

Till aI curses turn to kisses 
On the rosy path of Time. 

l’roclaim’it ‘neath the spangled sky, 
The flag of God unfurled, 

THE HAN)) THAT KCMXS 1’11~ CRADLE 

IS THE HAND THAT RULES THE WORLD. 

Well the Christian Church knows the sentiment of 
this song’s refrain, without its being either sung or said. 
All subterfuges in all times the ministers of Christ have 
used to get hold and guidance of the hand that rocks 
the cradle and rules the world, The establishment of 
compulsory Auricular Confession at the Fourth Lateran 
Council, in 1215, was the most daring bid for this gentle 
but tremendous hand, I have, in the two preceding 
chapters, glanced at the adoption of a more irregular 
subterfuge. ‘I’hose irregular subterfuges of the hierarchy 
to ruin women, and thereby make it easier for they them- 
selves to effectually hold their supernatural terrors over a 
debauched and degraded community, are numerous and 
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ingenious ; the bye-paths of ecclesiastical history are 
fcetid with the record of them. Once more to holy 
Spain. There is in Saragossa a convent of Victorian 
friars, or Paulinos, under the Rule and Constitution of 
St. Antonio de Paula. In the cloister of the convent 
there is a chapel dedicated to this St. Antonio. He, 
like St. Patrick, was a saint specially invoked by barren 
women. A saint having a peculiar holy virtue in the 
fecundity line was always a most profitable saint to the 
Church, and one that threw abundance of amorous 
intrigue in the way of the Church’s celibate priesthood. 
This sort of saint had a distinctively scriptural basis to 
stand upon. Barren Sarah had been advised by an 
angel that she would yet bear a child; barren Uizabcth 
was the recipient of a similar evangel ; and had not 
Christianity’s great God and Carpenter, been begotten 
by a Ghost-a ghost said to be “ Holy,” although such 
ghosts are not accounted L‘holy” now ? So there was 
abundant sanction for belief in the mysteries of sacred 
pregnancy. 

Well, in the chapel in the cloister, this St. Antonio, 
after the manner of saints, lay in stone effigy on his 
tomb, dressed in the habit of his religious order, and 
with his pastoral staff by his side, and his hands piously 
crossed upon his breast. The effigy was, however, not 
attached to the masonry of the tomb, but could be re- 
moved at pleasure, and the diabolical purpose this fact 
was made to subserve the sequel will show. 

Among many devout barren ladies who applied 
to St. Antonio’s tomb, to implore the saint’s gracious 
influence that they might become fruitful, there was 
a certain lady of quality and of great beauty, 
Dona Clara by name. The custom was that only 
one lady must go into the chapel at a time, and while 
she was within the door was shut after her, and then she, 
on her knees, said her prayers, and afterwards walked. 
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three times round about St. Antonio’s tomb. The friars, 
knowing that they could not be interrupted by any acci- 
dent. whatever, made use of their safe opportunity. Some 
of them that could not easily see a lady in her home cr 
anywhei-e else without exposing the lady’s reputation 
advised her to come and make the three turns round 
St. Antonio’s tomb, and thus they obtained the desired 
end. 

The (‘ miracle ” being wrought, the lady, well instructed 
by the holy father, gives it out as a wonderful operation 
of the spirit of God, in spite of the occasional jealousy of 
the husband. These friars, let it be observed, visit only 
the barren ladies, or those that become fruitful by the 
intercession of their patron, St. Antonio; and it is 
noticed that, when once a lady becomes fruitful, 
she remains fruitful afterwards ; for this saint, or his 
stewards, bestow their pious farours with generosity, not 
once, but at any rime, and upon any request, especially 
if the lady be young and prepossessing. 

In the convent there was a handsome young friar 
named Father Ambrose, who was much impressed with 
Dona Clara’s devotion. The lady had been married 
only two years, and, being very desirous to have an heir 
to her hushand’s estates, she thought to obtain one hy 
having recourse to supernatural means and the intcrces- 
sion of St. Antonio. Accordingly, she went several 
times to hear mass in the Convent of Paulinos, but saw 
so many devotees enter the chapel that she could not 
get an opportunity to make her request known to the 
doorkeeper. Father Ambrose, whose business it was 
to receive the money which the devout gave for masses, 
seeing Dona CIara come several times and give nothing, 
spoke to her in the church, and said : “ IMadam, your 
modesty and devotion cannot but edify the servants of 

God and inspire in their hearts a desire to pray to St. 
Antonio to gratify you in your special wish, if you have 
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any; and, since you are so good as to frequent our 
church, I think I cannot do less than offer you, through 
the grace of God, whatever you should desire to 
possess.” 

The modest and bashful Dona Clara returned thanks 
LO Father Ambrose for his condescending civility, and 
told him that she would be very much obliged to him if, 
by his means, she could get into St. Antonio’s Chapel to 
visit the saint’s tombnnd ask his intercession. “OMadam! 
you ask me as a favour a thing that is yours by right,” 
said the holy Father, “ and I shall have great pleasure 
in complying with your request. If convenient for you, 
to-morrow morning you shall enter the chapel ; and, if 
you are bashful as to being seen, you may keep your 
vci1 over your face, and no one shall know who you are.” 
This extremely gratified Dona Clara, who promised to 
come the next day, which she did, and upon asking for 
Father Ambrose he came to her, and advised her to 
attend mass first, and to summon up a11 her courage 
to speak to and answer St. Antonio, in case he should 
ask her any questions. After mass the doorkeeper 
lvould come and convey her to the chapel, and take her 
into his charge. So Father Ambrose left Donn Clara 
full of inward satisfaction, and while she was listening to 
the service of the mass he went into the chapel, having 
before instructed the doorkeeper (for they carefully con- 
nivc at one another’s villaines), and, lifting St. Antonio’s 
movable effigy off the tomb, he hid it under the altar, and 
he himself took the effigy’s place on the tomb. St. 
Antonio in effigy is dressed exactly like one of the friars, 
therefore Father Ambrose could play the trick without fear 
of detection, the chapel being only partially lighted ; and 
lhus he waited for Dona Clara, who entered the holy place 
full of faith, yet hardly daring to expect so high a favour 
as to be considered worthy to speak with St. Antonio. 
She knelt down. before the altar and poured forth a 
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fervent prayer to the saint that she might bc the mother 
of an heir to her husband’s estate ; which done, she went 
to make the three turns round the tomb where St.Antonio 
lay, when lo ! the dead saint spoke to her in grave and 
awful accents, and said : “ My well-bcluved Clara, God has 
heard your prayers, and has granted, by my intercession, 
your request. But it must bc be&owed upon you by my 
dear son Father Ambrose’s application, whom Heaven 
hnth appointed to carry out your desire, following his 
directions with all secrecy, for hcnvenly orders cannot be 
divnlged without incurring the inclipxxtion of the Lord, 
and maybe a sudden and terrible death.” 

Dona Clara heard the voice, and was so overwhelmed 
with fear that she could give no articulate answer to the 
saint ; but she promised, in her heart, to obey the celes- 
tial oracle ; and as she went to offer a prayer of thanks- 
giving before the altar Father Ambrose, having risen from 
his rccumbcnt position on the tomb, appeared before her. 
Her pious bewilderment was such that she believed all 
she had experienced was the result of miraculous inter- 
vention. The Rev. Father did not fail to give her to 
understand that he was sent to her by the revealed will 
of God ; and, having first impressed upon her the neces- 
sary directions, he laid down that morning the founda- 
tion for the commencement of the “miracle,” and 
devised sure measures for its future process and final 
consummation. 

Thus Uona Clara went home fully instructed by 
Father Ambrose in point of secrecy ; and! though she 
was willing to perfect the work begun, she could not find 
opportunity for the necessary divine operations at home; 
so she continued to go to the tomb once a week : she 
could not go oftener, on account of the number of barren 
ladies who presented themselves daily. Dona Clara’s 
devoiion increased every day under the saintly rules of 
Father Ambrose. After a time they contrived that she 
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should say at home that she was sick, and that she 
should keep her bed, and during the absence of her 
husband send for St. Antonio’s relics. This was done, 
and the poor creature from that day did not enjoy an 
hour’s health. Dy these means they continued to carry 
on the ‘(miracle ” until she was certain of its due com- 
pletion. She, eventually, told her husband about the 
“ miracle.” He at first believed in the supernatural con- 
ception ; but be ultimately unmasked the cruel imposture 
by this extraordinary accident. One day the gentleman 
went out, rind St. Antonio’s steward Ilroceeded to the 
lady’s bedroom. Soon after he heard, to his alarm, 
the husband’s voice, and in great haste he got up ; but. 
in his flurry he left his drawers on the pillow, and made 
his escape without them. The gentleman, not unsus- 
pectingly, went in to see his wife (who, in her fright, had 
not observed the Father’s gnrmcnt left behind), and 
asked her what was the meaning of those drawers, 
being on the pillow. She answered that these were St, 
Antonio’s own sacred drawers, brought to her as a relic, 
and that her being with child was due to that fact. 

The gentleman said nothing, and appeared perfectly 
satisfied with the answer; but, after some inquiries, he 
sent for Father rZmbrose in a friendly manner, and 
the Father came to him. There was a procession 
that day, which was to pass before his house, and irt 
which all the friars were to take part. So, conducting 
the Reverend Father into the parlour, hc had him stripped 
naked, and then ordered him to put on St. Antonio’s 
drawers, which he did, in terror of his life ; and in this. 
garment only, when the procession was passing the door, 
Father Ambrose was turned out into the street. This great 
scandal and offence to all the order was resented by the 
Inquisitors, who secured the offended husband, who was. 
never again let out of the clutchesof the diabolical tribunal. 
The Inquisitors acted in their normal fashion this time, 
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and made the husband suffer for exposing the villany 
that had laid only too successful siege to the honour of 
his wife. ‘l‘hc cry of “ Heretic !” could always be raised. 
against him who might dare to breathe a syllable against 
a bishop, priest, or monk ; and the cry of “ Heretic: !” 
once raised could die away only in the dungeon with 
the expiring groan of the wretch who had fallen into the 
Church’s pious but merciless hands. The Church gave 
n husband his wife, not under the temporal obligations. 
of a civil contract, but under the solemn and eternal 
obligations of a religious sacrament; and then, if he 
attempted to protect that wife’s honour against that very 
Church which had given her the fagot, the axe, the 
cord, the rack, or the wheel were the arguments that 
very Church used against him in her sublime effort to 
“ elevate the woman ” and to cast “ a halo of sacred 
innocence round the tender years of the child.” 

This famous “ miracle ” of St. Antonio being cx- 
posed, the friars lost their patronesses for a time ; but 
the ladies, having such bdief in the holy Fathers, began 
soon again to visit the tomb, as Dona Clara had done ; 
for woman is ever liable to be the dupe of pious impos- 
ture, and has an ineradicable aversion to being childless.. 
Kane know these weaknesses of the feminine character 
better than the clergy, and they have taken of these- 
weaknesses abundance of malicious advantage. 
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I WILL not dilate too copiously upon the peculiar faci- 
lities afforded n Christian minister for seizing upon a 
woman’s holiest emotions and thereby effecting her 
-degradation and moral ruin. Elsewhere* I have expa- 
tiated upon this repellent theme, and the necessary 
recognition that man is only a human being and vulner- 
able to the force of erotic passion, whether he wear the 
helmet of the soldier or the cowl of the monk. But I 
cannot do even the most meagre justice to my subject 
and omit to lay considerable stress upon’the clergy’s 
active and special influence to the detriment of feminine 
chastity. That the position of minister or priest of 
Christ is used, and has been used, to effect woman’s 
degradation is, however, too notorious, too obvious, to 
warrant over-voluminous comment. nut, in the interest 
of readers who may not have had their attention deli- 
nitcly turned to this topic, I furnish in this work one or 
two typical examples of clerical machinations ; and when 

* See “ The Confessional, Ilomish and Anglican : An Expure.” 
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it is remembered that they are selected from thousands 
which could be furnished, and not vouched for by 
writers of my school of thought, but recorded and yeri- 
fied by Christians themselves, I will have performed n 
task I personally shrink from ; but when the task 
becomes a duty I am able to stifle my personal rcpug- 
nance. Christianity claims to have “ clevatcd ” woman. 
That is her thesis. I maintain the antithesis ; and if, 
in the very nature of things, the weapons that lie in the 
armoury of history, with their hilts inviting the grasp of 
my right hand, are not the unsullied weapons which even a 
breath would stain, they are nevertheless the indispcnsabie 
weapons with which to assault and storm that redoubt of 
Ecclesiasticism, with every stone an imposture and every 
trowelful of mortar a lie, which she erects when she 
proclaims lrom her pulpits that it is to her we arc 
indebted for the modesty and purity of woman and for 
the halloffed tenrlerness of the Eome. 

In the early part of last century the crown of Spai: 
was competed for by two claimants. France took the 
side of the one competitor; and, of course, her old 
enemy, England, took the side of the other. The 
English were defeated in the battle of Almanza, and the 
victorious army pushed on to the conquest of Arragon. 
The walls of the city of Arragon were breached by 
French cannon, and Lieutenant-General De Legal, him- 
self a Catholic, was left to the task of levying some 
5,000 pistoles upon the different monkish fraternities of 
the town. The Dominicans, in virtue of their imme- 
diate association with “ the Holy Inquisition,” claimed 
exemption from payment. De Legal was a soldier first 
and a Catholic afterwards. He determined that, if the 
Dominican inquisitors refused to pay their quota of 
1,000 pistolcs, he would have to take the levy from them 
by force of arms nnd face the consequences. At the 
head of four regiments of troops hc burst into the monas- 
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tery, and, tearing down the massive silver statues of the 
saints, he sent them off to the mint to be coined into 
money. This done, he opened a11 the doors of the 
Inquisition, and set at liberty no fewer than 4~0 
prisoners, among wlwm w.c~e sixty fieu7~11j%l younC~ 

7uomen, 7dzo cotnposed fh seraglio of the #wee prince@? 

i?7pl4isih?Ys. The narrative of one of the sixty young 
ladies I append, by way of verifying the Church’s claim 
to have “elevated ” woman. The narrative is on excel- 
lent Christian authority, is of quite a common type, as 
those who are acquainted with the literature dealing with 
monastic usages will readily recognise, and it is trans- 
lated from the Spanish, the language spoken by the 
most Christian nation now left in Europe. 

“I wen,t one day,” says the lady, “ with my mother 
to visit the Countess of Attarass, and I met there Don 
Francisco Tirregon, her confessor, and second inquisitor 
of the holy office. 

“After we had drunk chocolate, he asked me my age, 
my confessor’s name, and many intricate questions about 
religion. The severity of his countenance frightened me, 
which he perceiving, told the countess to inform me 
that he was not so severe as he seemed to be. He 
then caressed me in the most tender manner, presented 
his hand, which I kissed with great reverence and 
modesty; and, as he went away, he made use of this 
remarkable expression : ‘ My dear child, I shall remem- 
ber you till the next time.’ I did not, at the time, note 
the sense of the words; for I was inexperienced in 
matters of gallantry, being then but fifteen years old. 
Indeed, he unfortunately did remember me, for the very 
same night, when our whole family were in bed, we 
heard a great knocking at the door. 

“The maid, who slept in the same room with me, 
went to the window and inquired who was there. The 
answer was, ‘The holy Inquisition.’ On hearing this I 
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screamed out : ‘ Father ! father ! dear father, I am ruined 
forever !’ My father got up and came to me to know 
-the occasion of my crying out. I told him the Inquisi- 
tion were at the door. On hearing ‘this, instead of pro- 
tccting me, he hurried me downstairs as fast as possible, 
and, lest the maid should he too slow, opened the street 
door himself: such abject and slavish fears possess 
bigoted minds 1 As soon as he knew they had come 
for me he fetched me with great solemnity, and delivered 
me to the officers with much submission. 

“ I was hurried into a coach with no other clothing 
-than a petticoat and a mantle; for they would not let 
me stay to take anything else. My fright was great, as I 
expected to die that very night ; but judge of my surprise 
when I was ushered into an apartment decorated with 
all the elegance that taste, united with opulence, could 
produce. 

“Soon after the officers left me a maid-servant 
appeared with a silver salver, on which were swcet- 
meats and cinnamon-water. She desired me tv take 
some refreshments before I went to bed. I told her I 
could not, but should be glad if she could inform mc 
whether I was to be put to death that night or not. ’ To 
be put to death !’ exclaimed she ; ‘ you do not come here 
to be put to death, but to live like a princess; and you 
shall want for nothing but the liberty of going out ; so 
pray don’t be afraid, but go to bed and sleep easy, for 
to-morrow you shall see wonders within this house ; and, 
as I am chosen to be your waiting-maid, I hope you will 
be very kind to me.’ 

‘L I was going to ask some questions ; but she told me 
she must not answer anything more till the next day, 
but assured me that nobody would come to disturb me. 
1 I am going,’ said she, ‘ about a little business ; but I 
will come back presently, for my bed is in the closet 
next yours.’ So she left me for about a quarter of an 
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hour, and then. returned. She then said : ‘ Madam, pray 
let me know when you will be pleased to have your 
chocolate ready in the morning.’ 

“This greatly surprised me ; so that, without replying 
to her question, I asked her name. She said : ‘My 
name is Mary.’ ‘ Mary, then,’ said I, ’ for heaven’s sake, 
tell me whether I am brought here to die or not. ‘ I 
have told you already,’ replied she, ‘ that you come here 
to be one of the hnppiest ladies in the world.’ 

“ Now we went to bed ; but the fear of. death pre- 
vented me the whole night from sleeping. Mary waked ; 
she was surprised to find me up, but soon rose; and, 
after leaving me for about half an hour, she brought in 
two cups of chocolate and some biscuits on a silver plate. 
I drank one cup of chocolate, and desired her to drink 
the other, which she did. When we had done I said: 
‘ Well, Mary, can you give me any account of the reasons 
for my being brought hcrc ? ‘l‘o which she answered : 
‘Not pet, Madam ; you must have patience,’ and Imme- 
diately slipped out of the room. 

“In about half an hour after she brought a great 
quantity of elegant clothes, suitable to a lady of the 
highest rank, and told me I must dress myself. Among 
several trinketswhich accompanied the clothes I observed, 
with surprise, a snuff-box, on the lid of which was a picture 
of Don Francisco Tirregon. This unravelled to me the 
mystery of my confinement, and, at the same time, roused 
my imagination to contrive how to evade receiving the 
present. If I absolutely refused it, I thought immediate 
death must ensue ; and to accept it was giving him too 
much encouragement against my honour. At length I 
hit upon a device, and said to Mary : C Pray present 
my respects to Don Francisco ‘I’irregon, and tell him 
that, as I could not bring my clothes along with me last 
night, modesty permits me to accept of these garments, 
which are requisite to keep me decent ; but, since I do, 
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not take snub, I hope his Lordship will excuse me in 
not accepting his box.’ 

“Mary went with my answer, and soon returned with 
Don Francisco’s picture, elegantly set in gold and richly 
embellished with diamonds. This message accompanied 
it : that his Lordship had made a mistake ; his intent 
not being to send me a snuff-box, but his picture. I was 
at a great loss what to do, when Mary said: ’ Pray, 
Madam, take my poor advice. Accept of the picture, 
and everything else which his Lordship sends you ; for, 
if you do not, he can compel you to clo what he @eases, 
and put you to death when he thinks proper, without 
anybody being able to defend you. But, if you arc 
obliging to him,’ continued she, ‘he will be very kind, 
and you will be as happy as a queen. You will have 
elegant apartments to live in, beautiful gardens to range 
in, and agreeable ladies to visit you ; therefore I advise 
you to send a civi1 ansjvcr, and not even to decline a visit 
from his Lordship, or perhaps you may repent of your 
disrespect.’ 

CC ‘ Oh, my God !’ exclaimed I ; ‘ must I sacrifice my 
honour to my fears, and give up my virtue to his 
despotic power? Alas ! what can I do ? To resist is 
vain. If I oppose his desires, force will obtain what. 
chastity refuses.’ I now fell into the greatest distress,. 
and told Mary to return what answer she thought proper. 

“ She said she was glad of my humble submission, 
and ran to acquaint Don Francisco with it. In a few 
minutes she returned, with joy in her countenance, tell- 
ing me his Lordship would honour me with his company 
to supper. ‘And now give me leave, Madame,’ says 
she, ‘to call you mistress, for I am to wait upon you. I 
have been in the holy office fourteen years, and know all 
the customs perfectly well ; but, as silence is imposed 
upon me, under pain of death, I can answer only such 
questions as immediately relate to your own person. 



434 WOMAN : 

But I would advise you never to oppose the holy father’s 
will ; and, if you see any young ladies about, never ask 
them any questions. You may divert yourself sometimes 
among them, but must never tell them anything. Three 
days hence you will dine with them, and at all times you 
may have music and other amenities. In fine, you 
will be so happy that you will not wish to go nbrond; 
and, when your time has expired, the holy fathers will 
send you out of this country and marry you to some 
nobleman.’ 

“ After saying these words she left me, overwhelmed 
with astonishment, and scarcely knowing what to think. 
As soon as I recovered myself, I began to look about, 
and, finding a closet, I opened it, and perceived that it 
was filled with books. They were chiefly upon historical 
and profane subjects ; none on religious matters. I 
selected a book of history, and so passed the interval, 
with some degree of satisfaction, till dinner time. 

‘I Dinner was served up with the greatest elcgnnce, 
and consisted of all that could gratify the most luxurious 
appetite. When dinner was over, Mary left me, and 
told me if I wanted anything I might ring a bell, which 
she pointed out to mc. 

“ I read a book to amuse myself during the afternoon, 
and at seven in the evening Don Francisco came to 
visit me in his night-gown and cap, not with the gravity 
of an inquisitor, but with the gaiety of a gallant. 

“He saluted me with great respect, and told me that 
he came to see me in order to show the great regard 
he had for my family, and to inform me that it was one 
af my lovers who had procured my confinement, having 
iaccused me in matters of religion; and that the infor- 
mations were taken, and the sentence pronounced against 
me, to be burnt alive in a dry pan, with a gradual fire ; 
but that he (Don Francisco), out of pity and love to 
;“ly family, had stopped the execution of it. 
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‘I These words were Iikc daggers. I dropped at his 
feet, and said : ‘ Ah, my lord ; have you stopped the 
,execution forever ? 

“ Ile replied : ‘ That belongs to yourself only,’ and 
abruptly wished me good night. 

“When he was gone I burst into tears. Mary 
entered and asked what could make me cry so bitterly. 
I answered : ‘Oh, Mary ! what is the meaning of the 
dry pan and gradual fire ; for I am to die by them ?’ 

cL ‘ ,41as, Madam,’ said she, ‘ never fear ; you shall see, 
erc long, the dry pan and gradual fire ; but they are 
made for those who oppose the holy father’s will, not for 
you who are so good as to obey it. But, pray,’ said 
she, ‘ was Don Francisco very obliging 7’ 

“ ‘ I don’t know,’ said I ; ‘for he frightened me out of 
my wits by his discourse. He saluted me with civility, 
but left me in an abrupt manner.’ 

“ ‘Well, said Mary, ‘ you do not know his temper. 
He is extremely obliging to them that are kind to him ; 
but, if they are disobedient, he is as unmerciful as Nero ; 
so, for your own sake, take care to oblige him in all 
respects ; and now, dear Madam, pray go to supper and 
be easy. 

“I went to supper, indeed, and afterwards to bed ; 
but I could neither eat nor sleep ; for the thoughts of 
the dry pan and gradual fire deprived me of appetite 
and banished drowsiness, 
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“EARLY the next morning Mary said that, as nobody 
was stirring, if I would promise her secrecy, she would 
show me the dry pan and gradual fire ; so, taking me 
downstairs, she brought me to a large room, with a heavy 
iron door, which she opened. Within was an oven, 
with a fire in at the time, and a large brass pan upon it, 
with a cover of the same, and a lock afiixed. In the next 
room there was a great wheel, covered on both sides 
with thick boards. Opening a little window in the 
centre, Mary desired me to look in with a candle : there 
I saw all the circumference of the wheel set with sharp 
razors, which made me shudder. 

“Mary then took me to a pit, which was full of 
venomous animals. On my expressing great horror at 
the sight, she said : ‘ Now, my good mistress, I’11 tell 
you the use of these things. The dry pan is for heretics 
and those who oppose the holy fathers’ will and pleasure. 
They are thrown alive into the pan, being first stripped 
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naked ; and, the cover being locked down, the execu- 
tioner begins putting a small fire into the oven, and by 
degrees hc augments it, till the body is reduced to ashes. 
The wheel is designed for those who speak against the 
Pope, or the holy fathers of the Inquisition ; they arc 
put into that machine through the little door, which 
is locked after them, and then the wheel is turned 
swiftly round, till they are cut to pieces. The pit is for 
those who contemn the images and refuse to give proper 
respect to ecclesiastical personages ; they are thrown 
into the pit, and so become the food of poisonous 
reptiles.’ 

“ WC went back again to my chamber, and Mary said 
that another day she would show me the torments de- 
signed for other transgressors ; but I was in such agonies 
at what I had already seen that I begged to be terrified 
with no more such sights. She soon after left me, but 
not without enjoining my strict obedience to Don Fran- 
cisco ; ‘ for, if you do not comply with his will,’ says 
she, ‘ the dry pan and gradual fire will be your fate.’ 

“ The horrors which the sight of these things, and 
Mary’s expressions, impressed on nay mind almost 
bereft me of my senses, and left me in such a state of 
stupefaction that I seemed to have no manner of will of 
my own. 

“The next morning Mary said : ‘ Now let me dress 
you as attractively as possible, for you must go and wish 
Don Francisco good morning and breakfast with him.’ 
When I was dressed she conveyed mc through a gallery 
into his apartment, where I found he was in bed. He 
ordered Mary to withdraw, and to serve up breakfast in 
about two hours’ time. When Mary was gone he com- 
manded me to undress myself and come to bed to him. 
The manner in which he spoke and the dreadful ideas 
with which my mind was filled so terribly frightened me 
that I undressed myself, without knowing what I did, 
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and stepped into bed, insensible of the indecency 1 was. 
transacting ; so totally had the instinct of self-preservation 
absorbed all else, and so entirely were the ideas of deli- 
cacy obliterated by the force of terror. 

“Thus, to avoid the dry pan, did I entail upon, 
myself perpetual infamy, and, to escape the so-much- 
dreaded gradual fire, give myself up to the flames of 
lust. Wretched alternative where the only choice is an 
excruciating death or shameless pollution ! 

“Mary came at the expiration of two hours, and 
served us with chocolate in the most submissive 
manner, kneeling down by the bedside to present it. 
When I was dressed Mary took me into a very delightful 
apartment, which I had not yet seen. It was furnished 
with the most costly elegance ; but what gave me the 
greatest astonishment was the prospect from its windows 
of a beautiful garden and a fine meandering river. Mary 
told me that the young ladies she had mentioned would 
come to pay their compliments to me before dinner, and 
begged of me to remember her advice as to keeping a 
prudent guard over my tongue. 

“ In a few minutes a great number of very beautiful 
young ladies, richly dressed, entered the room, and, 
successively embracing me, wished me joy. I was so 
surprised that I was unable to reply to their compliments, 
which one of them perceiving said : C Madam, the soli- 
tude of this place will affect you in the beginning; but 
when you begin to feel the pleasures and amusements 
you may enjoy you will abandon your pensive thoughts. 
We, at present, beg the honour of your company to dine 
with us to-day, and henceforward three days in the week.’ 
I returned the ladies suitable thanks in general terms,. 
and went to dinner, in which the most exquisite and 
savoury dishes were served up, with the most deli- 
cate and pleasant fruits and cornfits. The room was- 
long, with two tables on each side, and a third in. 
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the front. I reckoned fifty-two young ladies, the eldest 
not exceeding twenty-four years of age. There were five 
maid-servants, besides Mary, to wait upon us ; but Mary 
confined her attention to mc only. After dinner we retired 
to a capacious gallcry, where some of the Indies pla~~J 
on musical instruments, a few diverted themselves mlth 
cards, and the rest amused themselves by walking 
about. Mary, at length, entered the gallcry, and said : 
‘Ladies, this is a clap of recreation, and so you may go 
into whichever rooms you please, till eight o’clock in the 
evening.’ 

“The ladies unanimously agreed to adjourn to my 
apartment. Here WC found a most elegant cold co!- 
lation, of which all partook, passing the time in 
innocent conversation and harmless mirth ; but no one 
mentioned a word concerning the Inquisition or the holy 
fathers, or gave even the most distant hint concerning 
the cause of her confinement. 

“At eight o’clock Mary rang a bell, which was a 
signal for each and al1 to rctirc to their respective 
apartments; and I was conducted to the chamber of 
Don Francisco, where I slept as before. 

“The next morning Mary brought me a richer dress 
than any I had yet had ; and, as soon as I retired to my 
apartment, all the ladies came to wish me good morning, 
dressed much richer than on the preceding day. l\‘c 
passed the time till eight o’clock in the evening 
in much the same manner as on the previous day. At 
that time the be:1 rung? the separation took place, and I 
was again conducted to Don Francisco’s chamber, The 
next morning I had a garment richer than any of the 
former, and the ladies accosted me in apparel still more 
sumptuous than ever. The transactions of the two former 
days were repeated on the third, and the evening con- 
cluded in a similar manner. 

“On the fourth morning hlary came into Don Fran- 
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cisco’s chamber, and told me I must immediately rise, 
for a lady desired to see me in her own chamber. Mary 
spoke with a kind of authority which surprised me ; but, 
as Don Francisco did not utter a syllable, I got up and 
obeyed. Mary then conveyed mc to a dismal dungeon, 
not eight feet in length ; and said, sternly, to me : ‘ This 
is your room, and this lady your bed-fellow and com- 
panion.’ Having thus delivered herself, she bounced 
out of the room, and left me in the utmost consterna- 
tion. 

“ After remaining any considerable time in the most 
dreadful agonies, tears came to my relief, and I ex- 
claimed : ‘ What is this place, dear lady ! Is it merely 
a scene of enchantment, or is it a real hell upon earth? 
Alas ! I have lost my honour and my soul forever !’ 

“The lady took me by the hand, and said, in a sym- 
pathising tone of voice: ‘Dear sister-for this is the 
name I shall henceforth give you-forbear to weep and 
grieve; for you can only by such extravagant conduct 
draw upon yourself the tortures of a cruel death. Your 
misfortunes, and those of all the ladies you have seen 
here, are exactly of a piece. You suffer nothing we 
have not suffered before you ; but we dare not show our 
grief for fear of greater evils. Pray take courage, and 
hope in God, for he will surely deliver us from this 
hellish place ; but he sure you display no uneasiness 
before Mary, who is the onIy instrument either of our 
torment or comfort. Have patience until we go to 
bed, and then I will venture to tell you more of the 
matter. 

“ My perplexity and vexation were inexpressible ; but 
my new companion, Leonora, prevailed on me to dis- 
guise my misery from Mary. I dissembled tolerably 
well when she came to bring our dinner; but I could 
not help remarking, in my own mind, the difference 
between this repast and those I had before partaken of. 
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This consisted of plain, common food only, and of that 
a scanty allowance, with one plate and one knife only 
and a fork for each, which she took away as soon as 
WC had dined. 

“ When we were in bed, Leonora was as good as her 
word; and, upon my solemn promise of secresy, thus 
began to open her mind to mc : ‘My dear sister, you 
think your case very hard; but all the ladies in the 
house have gone through the same shame and misery. 
In time you will know all their stories, as they hope to 
know yours. I suppose Mary has been the chief instru- 
ment of your fear, as she has been of ours ; and I 
warrant sbc has shown you some of the horrible places, 
and that, at the very thought of them, you were 
so terrified that you chose, as we have done, by shame 
to redeem yourself from death. By what has hap- 
pened to us, we know that Don Francisco has been 
your tyrant ; for the three colours of raimcnt are 
the distinguishing tokens of the three holy fathers. The 
red silk belongs to Don l:rancisco, the blue to Don 
Guerrero, and the green to Don Aliaga; and they always 
give these colours (after the farce of changing garments 
and the short-lived gallantries are over) to those ladies 
whom they bring here for their respective uses. We arc 
strictly com,manded to express all the demonstrations of 
joy, and to be very merry for three days, when a young 
lady first comes among us, as we did in your case, and as 
you must do in the case of others. But, afterwards, we live 
like the most wretched prisoners, without seeing any body 
save Mary and the other maid-servants, over whom Mary 
exercises a kind of superiority, acting as housekeeper. 
We all dint in the great hall three days in rhe week; and 
when any one of the inquisitors has a mind for any one of 
his slaves, Mary comes about nine o’clock and leads her 
to his apartment. Certain nights Mary leaves the doors 
of our chambers open, and that is a token that one of the 
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inquisitors has a mind to come during the night; but he 
comes so silently that we are ignorant whether hc is our 
patron or not. If one of us happen to be with child, 
she is removed into a better chamber tiII she is delivered ; 
but during the whole of her pregnancy she ncvcr sees 
anybody save the person appointed to attend her. As 
soon as the child is born it is taken away and carried 
we know not whither ; for we never hear a syllable men- 
tinned about it afterwards. I have heen in this house 
six ycarsj was not fourteen when the officers took me 
from my father’s house, and I have had one child. There 
arc, at this present time, fifty-two young ladies in the 
house; but we annually lose six or eight, though WC 
know not what becomes of them, or whither they are sent. 
This, however, does not diminish our number, for new 
victims are always brought in to supply the places of 
those who are removed hence J and I remember at one 
time to have seen seventy-three ladies here together. 
Our continual torment is to reflect that, when the holy 
fathers are tired of any of the ladies, they certainly put to 
death those they pretend to send away ; for it is only 
natural to suppose that they are too politic to suffer 
their atrocious and infernal villainies to be discovered by 
permitting their deflowered and degraded victims to go 
out into the world and possibly divulge the secrets of 
pious hypocrisy and shameless infamy. Hence our 
situation is miserable indeed, and we can only pray thnt 
the -4lmighty will pardon those crimes we are compcllcd 
to commit. Therefore, my dear sister, arm yourself with 
patience, for that is the only palliative to give you com- 
fort; and put a firm confidence in the providence of 
Almighty God.’ 

I‘ ‘This discourse of Leonora greatly affected me; hut 
I found everything to be as she told me in the course of 
time, and I took care to nppcar ns cheerful as possible 
before Mary. In this loathsome place and plight I con- 
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tinued eighteen months, during which time clcvcn ladies 
were taken from the house; but, in lieu of them, we got 
nineteen new ones, which made our number just sixty at 
the time we were so happily relieved by the French 
officers, and providentially restored to the pleasures ot 
society and to the arms of our parents and friends. 

“On that happy day of our delivery by the French 
troops the door of my dungeon was opened by 
the gentleman who is now my husband, who, with 
the utmost expedition, sent both Lconorn and mc 
to his father? ; and (soon after the campaign was over) 
when he returned home he thought proper to make mc 
his wife, in which position I enjoy a recompcnsc for 
all the miseries I have suffered.” 

And thus closes a simple and unadorned tale of igno- 
miny, which might make God abdicate heaven in shame 
and the fiercest Gehenna of hell bIush redder at the 
recital of human guilt. To those who know only the 
nineteenth century and its silken shams, the talc, with 
its frightful references to torture-engines, to ovens burn- 
ing out human life under conditions in which every 
moment was an agonised ctcrnity, may seem the night 
mare of a morbid brain rather than a palpable fact that 
ever obtained in the world of living men. The hollow 
revolving cylinder, with its inside armoury of fixed razors, 
may, to those easily soothed invert&rates who belicvc 
all they are told and look only as far as they are advised, 
seem merely an unreal horror in an anti-Christian stu- 
dent’s morbid dream. But, by heaven, it is not so. 
That oven actually burned the throbbing lift out OI 
human beings like you and me; these revolving razors 
were clogged with human flesh, tangled with human 
hair, and rank with human gore, and all in the name OI 
the terrible Nazarene, whom I am asked to bless, and 
whose memory I analliematise. 

1Vith regard to Christianity’s hells of torment which. 
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she built upon earth, the written word remaineth. And 
this written word is vouched for with horrid emphasis 
by the relics of earth’s pandemonia which yet remain. 
True, for the most part, the torture-engines are now 
dust and rust, and mingled with the indistinguishable 
d&is of the joints they dislocated and the bones they 
shattered. The yellow corn waves over the site of the 
auto-da-$, and the flaming sunflower sways in the wind 
where the sax benil0 was known of yore. In and around 
ruins, shapeless, roofless, the green grass waves and the 
wild-flower hlows where there WZIS blackness around the 
stake ; and, on the fearful floor where the dark blood of 
agony fell drop by drop, on the green moss and weeds, 
morning and evening the dewdrops of mercy fall. And 
in the hush of her more peaceful to-day, Christianity 
tries to forget the guilt of her appalling yesterday. But 
Nuremberg in Bavaria remains, and will not allow her 
to forget. There, if nowhcrc else, is still an olden 
torture establishment intact.* J.et the Bavarian city 
speak, and tell whether the testimony of Ehe woman of 
Arragon which I have just given is likely to he a fable 
or no. From Nuremberg let the Iron Virgin speak. 
I,et the Spiked Rollers cry aloud. Let the Iron Chair 
with the two great stones lift up their voices and cry 
over all the nations. Let the ladles for the molten lead, 
let the cradles with the spikes, let the upright and the 
horizontal rack, let the memory of the blood-stained 
l’egnitz and the cleadly Rhine, chant aloud their palin- 
ode of damnation. 

And such instruments were used by the Christian 
Church to compel woman, whom this said Christian 
Church has “elevated,” to yield to dishonour ! “ Oh,” 
say you invertebrate apologist, “you are confounding 

* See Saladin’s “ Historical Pamphlets : The Inquisition” and 
Wylie’s “ I&tory of l’rotestantism.” 
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the Church with Christianity. It was not Christianity 
that did al1 this ; it was the Church.” Was it indeed ? 
But, if the Church was not practically Christianity, 
where, in the name of God, was Christianity ? For 
weary century upon century the Church held undisputed 
sway. If the Church during all these centuries was not 
the exponent and expression of Christianity, who or 
what was that exponent and expression? Was that 
exponent an ignorant, rapacious, and bloodthirsty no- 
bility, whose business was a mutual cutting of throats? 
Was the expression of Christianity an utterly illiterate 
vassalage, hardly elevated, if at all, above the beasts of 
the field? If none of these wcrc the exponent or ex- 
pression of Christianity, who was, what was-what else 
existed through the long lapse of the Dark Ages ? 

I have been told that Christianity is not responsible 
for the malign indictments I have laid to her charge. I 
have been assur-ed that I bavc nccuscd her of guilt for 
which she is not responsible, but the innate turpitude of 
human nature. He who told me expressed a falsehood ; 
he who assured me uttered a lie. The innate turpitude 
of human nature has found its foulest venue in her con- 
vents and confessionals, and its cruellest and bloodiest 
outlet in her Crusaders and Dragonnades and Inquisi- 
tions and Persecutions. She is the vicious wet-nurse of 
Superstition and the twin-sister of Ignorance. And in 
no attitude is she more conspicuously a canting sham 
and a living lie than when she claims to have “ elevated ” 
woman. She has “elevated” her by resorting to the 
oven to terrify her out of her virtue ; she has ‘I elevated ” 
her by using the rack in the interests of rape even in the 
churches and abbeys whose organs thundered forth the 
anthem to Christ, and whose windows were emblazoned 
with the heraldry of God. In the intcrcsts of Cant and 
Mammon let them be silent who may; but I will not 
bc silent. Confront the fiendish mockery of the Chris- 
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tian Church who may, I shall do so to the last drop or 
my blood, to the last sigh of my breath. Against her I 
have registcrcd the verdict of relentless and unending 
lw-. Against her my every thought shall be excogitated 
under n helmet, my every line written with a sword, and 
my every period rounded with a battle-axe. 



CHAPTER IV. 

I COULD occupy vohtmes in showing that no coryphaeus of 
crime ever equalled the Church in sounding every note 
in the devilish gamut of nastiness. She not only found 
sanction and mandate in “our most holy religion ” to 
debauch woman in the midst of life, but to outrage her on 
the verge of death. In the religious houses the priest coulrl, 

with impunity, storm the citadel of virtue with the rack, 
the wheel, and the oven ; and from the cloister he could 
come out into the world, and with his syringe and pious 
.jugglery enter the chamber of death and desecrate it 
with his disgusting and horrible rites. In the opinion 
of the Church orthodox, baptism is indispensable to 
salvation : the child that is not damfed shall be damlzed. 
Sprinkling water on a babe with mean and miserable 
incantation will make it too wet to burn and render it 
incombustible in the flames of hell. Therefore, if a 
pregnant woman wcrc on the point of death, the unborn 
child must be baptised by injection. 

But, even more barbarous, if less disgustiug, the 
‘L elevated ” woman was not infrequently cut open before 
she expired, and possibIy when she wouId have survived, 
in order that the fcetus might be extracted and baptised. 
It is a fundamental dogma of Catholicism that the child 
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born and dying without baptism cannot be saved. The 
doctrine is further taught that the soul is joined to the 
fcetus before birth. The teaching of Catholic theolo- 
gians is that a pregnant woman in danger of death is 
bound, after duly receiving the sacraments, to submit to. 
the CEsarian operation, in order that her offspring may 
be brought forth alive and baptised. “+a [the mother] 
tenetur vitam spX%aZrnz prolis vifre tenlpor*liiprteferrE.“f~~~~.” 
These are I.iguori’s own words. Craisson, whose work 
on sacred embryology is much more recent than Liguori’s,. 
declares that every pregnant womnn should be opened 
after death, as soon as possible, and the extracted fcetus 
baptised. Craisson declares that the post-mortem cx- 
traction and baptism of the fcetus should, whenever 
possible, be performed by doctors ; in default of doctors, 
midwives, he declares, are bound to do so. If there are 
no midwives, any ordinary person is bound to secure the 
soul of the fcetus and render it happy for eternity by 
baptism. The Jesuit theologian, Rousselot, declares that 
priests themselves sl~ould learn how to perform the 
operation, in order to teach others when occasion arises. 
Crnisson discusses the question as to whether the priest 
should perform the Czarian operation on the dead 
woman, in czwz no other person can or will. On this 
point he is a little doubtful, as there are authorities for 
and against. Cardinal Gousset, it appears, is against the 
priest performing the operation, as he might be pursued 
by the civil tribunals. 13ut, on the other hand, Consignor 
Bovier, Dens, and Nonsignor Des&amps, Archbishop of 
Malines, in Belgium, would not dispense priests from 
this obligation. Deschamps, in a lcttcr to the Univers 
(March rgth, 1869), expressed himself affirmatively on 
the matter. Craisson gives full particulars as to the per- 
formance of the Czsarian operation, and we are informed, 
if nlure suitable instruments are not at hand, it may be 
performed with a razor. Craisson devotes several pages to 
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the post-mortem extraction of the f&us. Debreyne, in 
his work, “ Examen de Deux Questions ” (I 84G), declares 
that the fcetus shuuld he baptised even if it were no 
larger than a grain of barley. 

Of course, it must be understood that theologians 
-declare it to be the duty of the mother to sacrilice her 
life in order that the child may be baptised only in 
extreme cases, where the medical attendants declare that, 
if they are to save the mother, the child must die, and 
vice WY’s$. In these terrible alternatives, Catholic theo- 
logians hold it to be the duty of the mother, after duly 
preparing herself for death, to sacrifice her life, in order 
that she may confer eternal salvation on her offspring by 
enabling it tO be baptised alive. 

Moreover, although the Confessional and its adjuncts 
are the master-trap by which Priestcraft seizes and 
strangles the virtue of the maidens and matrons of 
Christendom, Priestcraft can fight its way hell-ward 
right effectively without the aid of this sharp, poisoned, 
and deadly instrument. The sleek and canting but 
essentially ignorant evangelist who bans Papistry and 
Ritualism and denounces the Confessional is, never- 
theless, dangerous in his way to the purity and highest 
interests of woman. I, the enemy of the clerical im- 
posture, allege this, with a positive knowledge and expe- 
rience that what I allege is true; but, occasionally, the 
clergy themselves, in, for their order, fatuous candour, 
admit the terrible impeachment. Only recently a 
clerical organ published in New York* exculpated as 
follows the ministers of the faith that has done so much 
to “ elevate ” wumnn :- 

‘I We infer from what WC hear in private conversation, 
and what WC, read in the public journals, that the public 
think it very marvelIous that so many of the clergy are 

l The ZQgit, November, 1867. 
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wrecked upon the rock of sensuality. The astonishment 
is not astonishing. l’eople who do not make a habit of 
thinking will hardly be thoughtful enough to know the fact 
in reference to this matter. The fact is, there is no 
profession, class, or avocation so exposed to or tempted 
by the devil of sensuality as the ministry......No man in 
the world has so few conditions imposed upon him at the 
threshold of society as the clergyman. His passport to 
society is almost a carie (,lande. lITomen of both states 
and all ages are his companions, socially and profes- 
sionally. The rules of social intercommunication between 
the sexes are, in this case, virtually suspended. IVbat 
would be indiscretion with other men is a matter of 
course with him. Ife shares or is altcrnntely admitted 
to the privacy of the sick room with the physician. 

“Whenever spiritual advice is called for, there he 
reigns alone and unmolested. And he is a sedentary 
man, of nervous, sanguine temperament, and, like aI) 
men of this sort and life, feels the law of his flesh 
warring against rhe law of his religion. None have 
such passions as those of a sedentary life. In propor- 
tion to the idleness of the muscles is the activity of the 
passions. The devil tempts the industrious; idle men 
tempt the devil. The clergy should give more earnest 
heed to ‘muscular Christianity.’ But not only is their 
life amicted with deficiency in bodily exercise, hut it is. 
additionally cursed with tem@ations that take advantage 
of this physical feebleness. Considering, then, this 
sandy-haired composition, this nervous combustibility, 
this superabundance of sexual heat from a deficiency in 
physical exertion, and this extraordinary exposure to the 
wiles of the wicked, and the insinuative influences of 
unsuspicion, the marvel-nay, the miracle-is that nat 
so many, but so few, of the dergy fall info fhe sins of 
sensuahly. The won&r is, not that so manly yield, but 
hat so mvy sfandfirnl.” 
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The foregoing is significant as appearing in a devout 
organ, run in the interests of the Christian Church, and 
appealing to the clergy for support, and no biassed and 
envenomed utterance of mine. The appalling truth is, 
the priests of the Scarlet Lady may slay their tens of 
thousands, but the ministers of the Reformation Frump 
succeed in slaying their thousands. Have what news- 
paper you will Iaid upon your breakfast-table, you meet 
with paragraphs of which the following* is a mild speci- 
men, with a truly lamentable frequency :- 

The Shropshire clerical scandal, which has for the past two 
months created such a sensation throughout the county, has enterctl 
on ;r new and final stage. It will be remembered that, two months 
ago, the Kev. H. G. Wakefield, Chaplain of the Shrewsbury Prison, 
was accused in the columns of the Wdingion ]ournuZ with send- 
ing a number of abominably obsccnc Ietters to servant girls in 
Shrewsbury, and that, as a conscqucncc of such conduct, three or 
four of them were now leading lives of open immorality. The rer. 
gentleman indignantIy denied the accusation, and at once institated 
legal proceedings against the paper in question, claiming heavy 
damages for libel. The case was to have come on at Shropshire 
assizes at the beginning of March. On Monday last, however, the 
rev. gentleman mysteriously left Shrewsbnry, and this morning the 
editor of the Shropshire 23vening Nexus received a communication 
from him, in which he makes a clean confession of his guilt. He 
further states thak he dues not urge anything in extenuation of his 
“ horrible and diabolical ” conduct. The Governor of Shrews- 
bury prison also received a letter this morning from the accused, 
in which he states that, so far as hc is concerned, the chap- 
laincy is vacant, and that he does not intend to return to his 
post again. Intense excitement has been caused in Shrewsbury 
by the turn of affairs, as it had all along been thought that the rev. 
gentleman was innocent of the charge. The high position he held 
in the town to a great extent accounted for this sceptical spirit, 
and, consequently, the public sentiment has been greatly shocked 
hy these revclntions. The accused has a wifi: rind children, and his 
father, who is over ninety years of age, holds a prominent position 
in the county. 

l From London newspapers of February znd, 1888. 



452 wonf.4~ : 

Here is another merely specimen minute in that awful 
minute-book of the passing hour, the newspaper. Many 
of the sins of the clergy could not be commented on by 
any of God’s creatures except a pole-cat. We give the 
specimen paragraph, hut can give no word of com- 
ment :- 

To-day,* at the Guildhall Police: Court, Charles Hart Burlelgh 
and Francis George Widdows were charged before Alderman Sir 
J. C. Lawrence with conspiring together to commit a criminal 
offence with a boy named Charles Day and others. 

Mr. Humphreys, instructed by the Governors of Christ’s Hospital, 
appeared to prosecute. He said the charge against the prisoners 
related to acts committed in January, February, ‘and March, and 
he was afraid that, before the investigation closed, very much more 
serious charges would be proved-namely, the commission of the 
offences. One of the prisoners called himself the Rev. Charles 
Hart Burleigh and the Rev. Charles Uurleigh Hart, while the other 
described himself as an ex-Franciscan monk, and as being connected 
with the Church of St. Martin Luther, King Edward Roarl, South 
Hackney. He had in his possession a handbill announcing a lec- 
ture by that person. Three boys, who ;were scholars of Christ’s 
Hospital, would be called, The Governors of Christ’s Hospital 
had considered it their duty to place the matter before the Public 
Prosecutor, and, in the event of his declining to take it up, they 
themselves would continue the prosecution. 

Burleigh here stated that he was not in London on the dates 
mentioned. 

Detective-Sergeant Mitchell stated that he arrested Burleigh 
about four o’clock yesterday afternoon, just as he lrft R house in 
the Hampstead Road with a young man. Ile refused his address. 
About seven o’clock the same evening he arrested Widdows in 
South Hackney. 

Both prisoners asked for bail, Widdows mentioning that he had 
engagements every evening this week which he would like to keep. 

The Alderman : I think, under the circumstances, it would be 
better b forego them. (Laughter.) 

Widdows : That is a matter of opinion. 
Mr. Numphreys opposed the application, and the prisoners were 

accordingly remanded without bail. 

l March zpth, 1888. 
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It is always the piety of the miscreant that is his or 
her sheet-anchor when acting the pirate on the high seas 
of iniquity. It was because Mrs. Edwardl’armelee was 
so godly that she could afford with impunity to be SO 
shameless ; and the sacred calling and “ high position ” 
of the Rev. H. G. Wakefield inspired grave doubt in 
the public mind as to the truth of the statement in the 
local press as to the rev. gentleman’s sensuality and 
villany. To the Daughter of Man the most dangerous 
enemy is the Minister of God. 

In the horrid string of dirty parsons, a small specimen 
of which is given in a former part of this work* is com- 
posed almost entirely of hemp from the blessed field of 
the Reformation. The great majority in Mr. Billing’s 
muster-roll of dirt belong, not to the Scarlet Lady, but 
to the Azure Frump. 

Well may E. Lynn Lintont exclaim : “ Alas, for the 
main body of clerical proselytisers if the personal love 
of their female disciples were accounted to them for sin ! 
and good-bye to the influence of the priesthood if it 
might deal only with the intellect of man, and not trade 
on the heart of woman !-that heart, with all its strength 
and weakness, its hopes, its fears, its passions, its 
desires, on which they build their stronghold and found 
their empire. That would, indeed, be the lamp without 
the oil-the thorns laid beneath the pot and no fire at 
hand to make them burn.” 

Well may Bucklef remark : “The increase of the 
power of the clergy is incompatible with the interests 
of civilisation. If, therefore, any religion adopt as its 
creed the necessity of such an increase, it becomes the 
bounden duty of every friend to humanity to do his 

* See “ Woman,” vol i., pp. 240-2. 
f “ Under which Lord ?” 
z “ History of Civilisation.” 
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utmost either to destroy the creed, or, failing that, to 
overturn the religion.” 

Paul must have had the Christian minister propheti- 
cally in view when he penned the words : “ Of this sort 
are they which creep into houses and lead captive silly 
women, laden with sins, led away with divers lusty.“* 

The clerical dogs that have pretended to watch the 
sheep arc they themselves the very wolves that have 
devoured them. The very heredity nf the parson mili- 
tates against his being a manly man, strong and valorous 
in conserving the honour of either man or woman. He 
is, as a rule, the wastrel of the family, unfitted for the 
profession of arms, of medicine, or law. Instead of 
fighting his way valiantly among men, he becomes a 
sort of privileged, whining poodle among women. Only 
the other day an honest man, in spite of his being a 
parson,t spake thus : “It must be admitted that in 
many pulpits thcrc is moral cowardice and mental inapti- 
tude. The trouble lies largely away hack in the home. 
If a boy has ready adaptation to figures, the father says 

he shall be a merchant. If another boy has a creative 
genius and is ready with his pencil, he is trained for an 
architect. If another boy has large language (to use a 
phrenological term) rind good argumentative powers, ths 
father says he shall be a lawyer. If another boy loves 
pictures and cares more for the beautiful than anything 
else, he is made an artist. But if in that family of strong 
and healthy sons there should bc a narrow-chested, 
hollow-eyed, sickly, moping, lazy, pious boy who cries 
easily, the doting mother says he is called to the ministry, 
and they make him a preacher.. ,. . .Emasculated men, 
with insufficient brains to be a lawyer and insufficient 
nerve to be a surgeon, drift into the pulpit and preach 
humdrum and humbug to a disgusted pew.” 

* z Timothy iii. 6. t Kev. C. B. Mitchell, of l’ittsburg. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

Uo(y Harems-The 3orZurn ZIupe-A l’isio?~ of fhe 
Coming Tim?-Convenfud l$aniicide-Non-conven- 
tud I&n &de-The Children of LL Unfartunates I’-- 
Dying in an oza Tea-ckesf-Tkrown into fke Sire- 
place-<‘To a WLXVRB it ir sweet fo Je &d”- 
Starrxdon and llesjeration--“A fev&Ze cut in tke 
ikwat “---A fiend JAotker-Prasjecfive Retlibutiou. 

FROM Boccaccio’s “Decameron” down to Michelet’s “La 
Sorci\ere,” the typical voluptuary is a monk and the best 
equipped harem is the convent. To this fact we have 
the testimony of hundreds of writers during hundreds of 
years. There is no teaching in all the pages of history 
more obvious to, and more generally known than this 
by all those who have even glanced at the literature 
and annals of Europe; and yet, in the interests of tuft- 
bunting mawkishness and the repulsive insincerity of 
conventional sham, there are abundance of sleek 
Ananiascs in our cathedrals and chapels ready to turn 
up their eyes and vrhine that Christianity has “ elevated 
the woman and cast a llalo of sacred innocence round 
the tender years of the child.” 

Apparently one of the first duties of a Christian 
minister is to sere his moral conscience, and, relying 
upon the impotence of ignorance, establish the pulpit 
firmly upon a foundation of frahd. Well may Grate say 
of the clergy : “ They have the strongest interest in the 
depravation of the human intellect. For the demand 
for their services as agents for the temporal aid of the 
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Deity altogether depends upon human ignorance and 
incapacity, and is exactly proportional to it.” 

1, in the straggling file which marches a hundred 
years in advance of the age in which I live, brandish 
the sword round my lonely and forsaken head, and, in 
the name of the handful of heroes of the forlorn hope 
who rank around mc, I cry to the battalions of the race 
to follow and help mc to storm the citadel of Priestcraft ; 
and I reck not if, when the day close, my heart’s blood 
is red on my broken sword if, by the unconquerable 
valonr of my comrades and me, the mock temple of the 
Lord has been ruined and razed, and priestcraft has 
been hurled to hell. Witness, High GOD, whose name 
Religion has vulgarised and degraded, that I am no 
venal writer, who burns the midnight oil for the sheen 
of Mammon’s gold or the green chaplet of Ambition’s 
laurel. I write because I love mankind and would 
redeem them from the dungeon into which they have 
been thrown by their pseudo “Redeemer.” He who 
cannot hate cannot love. Hate and Love are the reverse 
and obverse sides of the same medal. Loving humanity, 
I hate humanity’s enemies; and, therefore, bitter, ran- 
corous, and implacable, I assault priestcraft with foot, 
horse, and artillcry, with studied research, with righteous 
rage, with pitiless ridicule. 

On a rock, in the gloom, I sit on the cismortnl shore 
of the sea of Time, and the wild wind waves around me 
the mantle of the prophetic seer. Through a rift in the 
clouds there falls a glimmer of light from the stars. 
And, in the Mystery-realm that the flash of the prophet’s- 
eye kindles into being, I behold the dawn from the 
horizon of a new heaven upon the rim of a new earth. 
That heaven holds no God who is a tyrant ; that earth 
holds no Man who is a slave. And, away back on the 
dark and trampled path which Humanity trod from the 
Then to the Now, I behold my own grave amid the. 
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ruined altars of ten thousand churches-an appropriate 
funeral cairn. 

It has been alleged against the clerical or convent 
brothels* that they are more criminal than the ordinary 
lay brothels, in that they involve a wholesale infanticide. 
This extenuating plea on behalf of the lay establishments 
I am willing to admit, because the ordinary lay “ unfor- 
tunate” is, or shortly becomes, sterile. But “the halo 
of sacred innocence ” which Christianity has cast over 
millions of children has been to stmnglc them as soon 
as born and bury them in quicklime in the convent 
grounds,t the grounds which the priests of God had 
‘i consecrated ” to God, u with candle, with book, and 
with knell.” 

“ Holy Mary, we believe 
Without sin thou d&t con&m ; 
Holy Mary, thus l)elieving, 
May we sin without conceiving ” 

formed, in monkish Lntinity, part of a hymnal prayer of 
the nuns ; but in spite of it they did conceive ! 

Still, although the earthquake of the Keformation 
shook the foundations of the Christian Church, infanti- 
cide is an abundant horror in Christendom. In Chris- 
tian Russia the mother places a plank upon her child, 
and sits quietly down upon the plank till she presses out 
of the babe the life she gave it.; Is the babe likely to 
mistake that plank for the “ halo of sacred innocence “? 
The inmates of even the laical houses of ill-fame are not 
always sterile ; and, in a city like this from amid the 
abominations of which I write, there are thousands upon 
thousands of women who are not regular and profes- 

sional prostitutes, but who are continent till ever and 

l See D’AubignCs “ Hist. Ref.,” rol. i., pp. 18, 19. 
+ See,“ The Confessional, liomish an12 Anglican : An Exposure,“‘ 

passi33z. 

Z See Tolstoi’s “The Powers of Darkness.” 
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.anon absolute want stares them in the face. Many of 
these pawn nearly every article of their attire for bread 
to keep soul acd body together, and it is only when 
they have nothing else to sell that they sell their starved 
and attenuated bodies to Christian men in a country 
which has been Christian for far over a thousand years. 
I have met more than one woman breakfastless, dinncr- 
less, supperless, shoeless, and more than half-naked, and 
.even yet resisting the merciless hand of want that was 
Zhrusting her into the abyss of shame which her soul 
abhorred. It is on such occasions as these that I wish 
9 were rich. How often have I cursed my evil star that 
I was able to save a heroic sister only for to-day from 
the gulf into which she must inevitably fall to-morrow. 
0 maids and matrons of England, if you only knew 
what I know, York woqld judge more kindly of many of 
the erring. You know that they have fallen ; but, with- 
act offence, C;ocl only knows whether you yourselves 
could have stood in the heroic conflict in which the) 
fell. These women frequently have children : I ha\Te 
seen many of them in their dens of squalor, and have 
watched their doom of hopeless misery. The following, 
cut from a newspaper which lies before me, is only a 
fair specimen of their birth nnd life, and death and 

epitaph :- 

Dr. George Danford Thomas hell1 an inquest at St. I’ancras 
Coroner’s Court reln:ive to the death of \Villinm Keeling, aged 
tight months, son of a single woman, whose death took place nt 
73, Brighton Street, Gray’s Inn Road, under the following circum- 
stances. Alice Keeling, the mother, who described herself as an 
unfortunate, stated that she was confined in the St. l’nncras Work- 
house, and she left there when the deceased was six weeks old, and 
at first she put it ~1 Lv nurse, arter which she took the child to live 
jvith her. For the last two months witness had been living in an 
empty room in an empty house, and it was her practice to go out 
nightly and leave the child in the room, and a person who was 
staying in another room of the house used to see to it when she 
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was out if she heard it cry. On Wednesday week she went out, 
rind on her returning to the room the fotlowing day she heard it 
was dead. 

The Coroner said that the information hc received ahout this 
cast was that the deceased’s mother was in the habit of going about 
at night leading an immoral life, and that she left the child alone 
for hours together. At last a person went into the room, and 
fonnd the child lying on a pillow on a box, nncl in a neglected con- 
dition; and, that person being alarmed about its condition, she 
went and informed the relieving officer, who got the medical officer 
to see it. It did seem to him thar the mother, knowing her condi- 
lion, should have stayed in the workhouse. 

Dr. Sidney Lloyd Smith, one of the mctiical oficers of St. Pan- 
eras, stated that hc was called to set the deceased, whom he found 
lying in a dirty box in an empty room, and it was quite dead. The 
body was much emaciated, and it weighed only y,:Jlbs., whereas it 
should weigh double that weight. He had since made a post- 
mortem examination, and found that death had resulted from 
exhaustion while suffering from tubercular meningitis. He found 
that there was a heap of rags in the room, which he understood 
\vns whnt the mother slept on. The child cortainlv did not receive 
that care and attention that it should have rccfived. It would 
have been impossible for the &ceased to have lived, owing lo the 
diseases it was suffering from. 

The jury returned a verdict in accordance with the medical evi- 
dence, adding that the mother was deserving of censure for having 
left the child without care and attention. 

The coroner censured the mother, and said that he hoped it 
w.wld be a lesson for her for life. 

That child of Ahce Keeling dying among 61th in an 
old tcschest in that empty room is only a specimen 
.tlrop in the horrible bucket of crime and sorrow which 
we have among us after WC have had tens of thousands 
of Christian pulpits for century upon century. Where 
was the “ halo of sacred innocence ” here “ round the 
tender years of the child”? Was the “halo ” the filth 
in the old tea-chest, was it the poor young mother’s bed 
of rags, was it her life of flaunting infamy? 

..Inother cutting from the same newspaper of the same 
date is an evidence of the sanctity in which infant life is 
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held when the existence of the infant entails some dis- 
grace and, what is a far more serious consideration, some 
expense :- 

At Birmingham, James Albert Hint, a painter, was scntmced to, 
three months’ hard labour for assaulting his illegitimate son, an 
infant eleven months old. When the woman who nurss. the child 
called on him for payment he took the infant from her and threw 
it into the fireplace. When it was rescued from the fireplace Flint 
threw the chikl on the floor, kicked it, and attempted to jump on 
it, but was knocked down by an indignant bystander, who thereby 
saved its life. It nppearccl that Flint had previously &erecl ihc 
woman a sovereign to make away with the child. 

In this Christian land, illumined and refined by Itthe 
blessed Gospel,” there are very numerous pious church- 
going men who have married one wife publicly before 
the altar and married one or more wives privately before 
God, asking heaven to witness that hc pledged his. 
honour to faithfully observe a sacrament of dishonour.. 
The unlawful wife, often incomparably superior to the 
lawful wife, but who is minus a dowery, listens to the im- 
passioned pleadings of him who woos her. To a woman 
it is sweet to be loved. Her heart is an &oli,an harp, 
whose strings, touched by the breath of the faintest sigh 
of the lover, throb and ring and respond in ecstatic 
melody. Earth bath no joy like that of the maiden 
when the hitherto vague longings of her being are 
realised and the thrilling tendrils of her pure and exalted 
soul twine themselves around the wooer who has wooed 
and won. Sober forethought is trampled under foot, 
discretion lifts up her voice in vain. The whisper of 
“ What-will-the-world-say ?” is drowned in the sirocco 
whirlwind of her emotion ; and there is no dream that 
the apples of Gomorrah may grow upon the myrtle-tree 
of love. She throws at the feet of her conqueror her 
honour, her life, her all, and waits not to think that its 
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being iIlicit can stain a passion so high and holy as hers. 
And-the following is the record of her fate :- 

Mr. C. C. Lewis, the coroner for South Essex, opened an inquest 
on the bodies of I?ertie Morris Aston, aged two, and I;rank l\iorcis 
Aston, aged one, who were alleged to have been murdered by their 
mother, a single woman, at 36, Whitfield Road, Upton Park, East 
Ham, on Monday morning last.” 

Miss Alice Jones, of 36, Whitfield Road, Upton Park, deposed 
that she lived at the address given. with her mother, who was a 
,widow. The mother of the two deceased children came to her 
.house about eight months ago as a Mrs. Styles, and they had always 
known her by that name. She hired a front room and two back 
rooms, the back rooms being a kitchen and a scullery. No one 
visited the woman except a Mrs. Scrivens. who had come with her 
to hire the apartments. Styles said that her husband wasa traveller, 
that he was at Manchester, and that he was seldom at home. 
During the tight months she had lived at 36, W%itfield Road no 
man had come to see her. She never said how she was living. At 
first she received a letter each week ; but they had not come SO 

regularly since a short time before Christmas. She had waited in 
suspense for letters to come, and during the last few weeks, while 
her children hnd been ill, she had wanted money very badly, and 
appeared to feel herself negIected. Latterly, however, she had 
got behind ; and, from what she saw on Monday, it seemed that she 
had had a hard struggle of it. She had only made general remarks 
about being neglected. By the last post on Saturday night she 
receied a letter containing a postal order for JI. She then CXWYI 
five weeks’ rent at 3s. ~1. She owed witness IZS., and on the 
Monday she expected to have to pay the doctor, while she also had 
to meet a taker’s bill. On Sunday murniog, after service, wirness 
saw her with the baby, and she did not again see her till Monday 
morning. On Sunday witness’s sister took up a hot dinner to the 
woman, who remarked, “ Why do you trouble aLout me ?” That 
day she had nothing in the house. On the Saturday night the order 
came so late that she was nnnble to get anything. Each day that 
week they had given her a meal, knowing that she had nothing 
herself except a loaf of bread, which she got daily from the baker 
for the children. Un the Monday morning, between half-past seven 
and eight o’clock, witness found Mrs. Styles sitting on the sofa by 
the side of the kitchen fire-place. No fire had been lighted. She 

l February zoth, 1588. 



was in a reclining position, resting her head on her right xrn. She 
was dressed, and had a shawl around her head and shoulders. She 
was crying. On her saying she had kill4 her children, witness 
called hlr. Eoocock, the lodger, and all three went up to the Led- 
room, where the children were lying in the bed. In the room 
Mrs. Styles said : “ I am not married, and I know, if I went to that 
man this morning, he would not give me any money.” She then 
went on to say t “ J tried !n cut Frank’s throat, and, finding the 
knife was Wmt, I put my hand over his mouth. He was not long 
in dying.” Witness further understood her to say that she put the 
bedclothes over Bertie , c.ml, as that was not sutticient, she put the 
pillow on him. Infxmation was afxrwards given to the police. 
After she came downstairs, Mrs. Styles said she was very sorry she 
hnd done it ; but something impelled her. She said: “Oh, my 
poor, dear little babies-to think 1 loved you so much, and then to 
have taken your lives.” she was J. most devoted mutllrr. 31e 
spent nearly all her time with her children, and seldom went out. 
Witness did not think she had ever neglected the children. She 
thought she gave them their bread and milk, even if she went with- 
out food herself. 

“I am not married, and I know, if I went to that man 
this morning, he wnuld not give me any money.” Thus 
the flood of man’s faith flows and ebbs. Thus the soul’s 
oblation sinks to the venal obolus. Thus the babes, the 
blossoms of Eden on the tree of Love, are changed to 
the black grapes on the vine of Death. Thus does un- 
requited affection and faith rush into desperation and 
flame into madness. 

The one child of “ Mrs. Styles ” was aged two years 
and the other child one. Children born under such an 
evil star do not, as a rule, live to such a mature age. In 
the newspapers, the record of the passing hour, there are 
paragraphs daily, of which the following is one of the 
least revolting specimens :- 

At the “Crown Tavern,” Lamheth Road, Mr. \Villiam Carter, 
the East Surrey coroner, held an inquest on the body of a newIy. 
horn female child, which was discovered dead with the head severed 
from the body. 



HER GLORY, HER SHAME, tlh-D HER GOD. 463 

Alfred Furnstan, 32, Lang:on Road, deljosed that on the 
afternoon of the 2nd inst. he took some manure from some 
ground which he hired in llollnnd Grorc, 1’nssnl Rozxl, whrn Itis. 
attention was called to a bundle lying in the garden. Hc securctl 
thebundle, which contained something tied up in a piece of grey 
Iinsey. Wilncss opened it, and found it to contain the dead body 
of a female child, with a terrible cut in the thront. 

Police-constable John O’Brien, 164 1’1’ Division, deposed to rc- 
ceiving the bundle from the last witness, and removing it to Brin ton 
Police Station, where it was seen and examined by Dr. Knight, the 
divisknlal surgeon to the police, who ~vx~~~nced it to be the deud 
body of a newly-born female chiId, with its head nearly sercretl 
from the body as by some sharp instrumen!, and which child had 
not been attended to at birth in any manner. The body weighed 
6,PgLs. 

The jury found n vcrdic? that the dcceascd was found dead with. 
its throat cut. 

“ Found dead with his throat cut,” as recorded of an 
illegitimate child, indicates that the baby, nameless and 
unknown, had a merciful fate compared with certain of 
its compeers begotten outside wedlock and outside love, 
and simply the nlournful rcsuIt of the humarl brute’s 
instinct to procreate his horrible species. Henry Smith 
was ushered into this England and introduced to “the 
halo of sacred innocence ” without being at all consulted 
on the matter. His outside must be of iron and his 
inside of ben leather, or (being unbaptisedj he would 
have left earth for hull long ago, owing to the devilish 
injuries hc has sustained at the hands of his “clevatcd” 
mother. When he does get to hell he will find few 
tortures there with which he has not already become 
acquainted. His record on th roll of fame reads thus :- 

At the Middlesex Sessions to-day,* Theresa Smith was indited 
for assaulting anJ causing grievous bodily hnrm to Ilenry Smith. 
The evidence showed that the prisoner had been living with a man 
called Wright at Catherine Buildings, Cartwright Street, FVhite- 

* April Ilth, rS85. 
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chapel, and that the prosecutor was her child, aged five years. 
Xcts of cruelty to the child were deposed to, including knocking 
him down and forcibly filling his mouth with his own fzces; 
and, in the early part of hiarch, a woman, named Annie Edwards, 
living next door, saw a wound on his back, which was bleeding 
freely. On asking the prisoner why she did it, she said because 
the bc~y had helped himself to a lump of sugar. She saw the prisoner 
hum the child with a poker, deliberateIy holding the hot iron for 
several minutes upon his shrivelling flesh. Edward Edwards spoke 
to seeing blood flowing from the child’s ears on February zgrd. Its 
face and calves were covered with bruises, and one side of the head 
was much swollen and the hair off. At another time he saw the 
prisoner take the child by :he hair and throw him acrc~~s the room, 
when he was bumped against the wall with great violence. Further 
evidence showed that in February the prisoner struck the boy on 
the head a. violclrt bluw, knocking him down. The prisoner said 
the boy was so dirty in his habits that she had to beat him. Dr. 
Macintosh stated that the child was imperfectly nourished. The 
features were pinched, and his weight was only z6%ib. There was 
a large blister on the right side of the head, and the hairs about it 
wece removed nt the roots. On the left shoulder wars n large cicatrix 
two inches long, and on the right and left elbows sores. There 
were also wounds and scars on the hands, and scars and wounds 
were scattered all over the limbs. On the right foot there were 
symptoms of burning. The jury found the prisoner guilty, and a 
police officer stated that she was the mnther of three illegitimate 
children. 

And thus the gilded car of Christian hypocrisy rolls 
on amid the groan of prayers and the howl of psalms, 
while Lust finds refuge behind the bloody hands of 
-Murder-hands red with the gore of countless infants, 
infants horn only as the result of their parents’ shame, 
and slaughtered that their parents may indulge in lasci- 
vious sin without incurring financial sacrifice. Thus, in 
our unspeakably tragic midst, does Christianity “ elevate 
the woman and cast a halo of sacred innocence round 
the tender years of the child “! And the flowers con- 
tinue to bloom on the earth’s green bosom, and the 
stars look down as of old from the silent sky. When 
will retribution come, when will vengeance awake? Cry 
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aloud, 0 xoman’s trampled honour and the spilt blood 
of the babe ! Be assured that they who sow shall yet 
reap what they have sown, and cant shall not save them, 
and hypocrisy shall he their refuge no more. The grass 
and the flowers of earth shall yet wither under the tramp 
of the fire-shod feet of Retribution; and, on the black 
concave of a starless sky, ‘L Vengeance is’ mine, saith the 
Lord,” shall glare forth in the characters of hell and in 
the ha,ndwriting of Doom. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

I HAVE shown, in colours lurid, but not untruthfully 
intense, the fate that almost inevitably awaits the woman 
who gives her heart, but is not asked to give her hand. 
The light I have thrown upon illicit conjugality and its 
concomitant guilt and misery has shone only athwart 
the modest tenements and the fcetid dens of the hum- 
bler and shadier waiks of life. Illicit marriage prospers 
no better even at the highest point in the social scale. 
‘( Forsaken, Starved, Broken-hearted ” is the legend 
written by inexorable fate upon the future of the “ kept- 
miss ” of the costermonger and the concubine of the 
king. The fate of Ii Mrs. Styles ” was the fate of Jane 
Shore. ‘IMr. Styles,” the commercial tramp, was only 
an exceedingly human copy of Edward IV., King of 
Great Britain, France, and Ireland. “Mrs. Styles ” is 
only a humble post-type of Mrs. hfary Robinson, who, 
in lieu of waiting, waiting by a bundle of dirty rags and 
an old tea-chest in a wretched attic, was wont to bask 
beneath the grandeur of a throne and in the flash of a 
diadem. And hers was the form of a goddess, the 
passion of a woman, and the talent of a poet. In a 
state of society where intrinsic worth was the only test 
of merit she would have been set down as a queen and 
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George IV. as a swine. And yet George IV. was her 
lord, and she was only-his mistress. Her published 
volume of poems, with which I have long been familiar, 
evinces delicacy of sentiment and deftness of literary 
execution, and gives here and there a gentle and pleasing 
echo of the pastorak of Shenstone. Her “ Bosworth 
Field” induces one to wonder and lament that she 
should have become the ephemeral plaything of a royal 
libertine. I have long admired the constrained but 
veraciously passionate lines of Moore in which, after 
she had been flung aside as R faded flower, she gave 
expression to her sadness, her scorn, and her love :- 

When first I met thee, warm and young, 
There shone such truth about thee, 

And on thy lips such promise hung, 
I did not dare to doubt thee. 

I saw thee change, hut still relied, 
Still clung with hope the fonder, 

-4nd thought, though false to all hcside, 
From me thou could’s~. l,at wan&r. 

But go, deceiver ! go ; 
The heart whose hopes could make it 

Trust one so false, so low, 
Deserves that thou should3 break it ! 

When every tongue thy follies named 
I fled the unwelcome story ; 

Or found in cvcn the faults they blamed 
Some gleams of future glory. 

I still was true, when nearer friends 
Conspired to wrong, to slight thee ; 

The heart that now thy falsehood rends 
Would then have bled to right thee. 

But go, deceiver ! 60 ; 
Some day, perhaps, thou’1 t waken 

From pleasure’s dream to know 
The grief of hearts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed, 
No lights of age adorn thee ; 
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The few who loved thee once have Aed, 
And they who Hatter scorn thee. 

Thy midnight cup is pledged to slaves, 
No genial ties enwreath it ; 

The smiling there, like light on graves, 
Has rank, cold hearts beneath it ! 

Go, go ! though worlds were thinc, 
I would not now surrender 

One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour ! 

And days may come, thou false one, yet, 
When even those ties shall sever, 

When thou wilt call, with vain regret, 
On her thou’st lost forever ; 

On her who, in thy furtunc’s fall, 
With smiles had still received thee, 

And gladly died to prove thee all 
ller fancv first believed thee. 

Go, go ! ‘tis vain to curse, 
‘Tis weakness to upbraid thee ; 

Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have made thee. 

While no one is more keenly conscious than I am of 
the unhappiness and the wrong that the obligations of 
legal marriage only too frequently perpetuate, yet, as a 
system, marriage is incomparably preferable to concu- 
binage, in the highest interests of mankind. Man is, at 
best, an animal of varying moods and fitful caprice, and 
the obligatory character of Iegal marriage prevents him, 
in the whim of an hnur, with impunity, abandoning an 
unprotected woman and his and her helpless progeny. 

It is in vain you hold up to me instances of more or 
less felicitous concubinage, and remind me of Shelley 
and Mary Godwin, of George Henry Lewes and Marian 
Evans (George Eliot), of Comte and Clothilde de Vaur. 
You simply point to certain individuals who have been 
characterful enough, self-sustained enough, to be a law 
unto themselves ; but the masses of mankind are neither 
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ethereal poets, who soar on pinions torn from the warp 
and woof of the rainbow, nor trained thinkers who 
cerebrate with brains of polished steel, but arc only very 
weak and very erring creatures, who, in their own best 
interests, have to bind themselves up with solemn vows 
and voluntarily load themselves with stringent obliga- 
tions. We have to deal with man as he is, not with 
man as he should be, and that woman stands on the 
brink of red ruin who will to-day take his word without 
his bond, even after he has been preached at and 
Christianised for nearly 2,000 years. 

I have been assured by more than one Christian 
apologist that the adoration paid by Christianity to the 
“ Virgin Mary ” is of itself a special guarantee for Chris- 
tianity’s devotional gallantry and a pledge that woman 
should occupy a social eminence illumed by the hal- 
lowed light of poetic and religious fervour. The only 
man who will venture to stand as an apologist for Chris- 
tianity is the ignorantly valorous man, who knows no 
religion save his own, and who knows only the chapel 
echoes and pulpit catch-words of that. 

It is notorious with all except the psalm-singing masses, 
who, from their knowledge of a few hymns and howls, 
cm dispense with all knowledge of history, that the 
“ Virgin Mary ” is a modern adaptation-that sacred 
virgins who bore god-sons were common to religions 
that wcrc grey with age before Christianity was born. 
May I venture to cast a ray of light through the igno- 
rance-fog of Clod’s people by referring them to Brahm, 
the androgenous creator; to the virgin Isis, with her 
son Horus ; to the Medic virgin, Indranee, mother of 
the saviour-god, Indra ; to Lakshmi, the virgin-mother 
of the god, Vishnu ; to the vi@, Devaki, and her 
divine child, Chrishna, of whom Christ is a copy, spoilt 
in the copying ; to the virgin, Parvati, mother of the 
god, Siva; and to the Assyrian virgin, Ishtar? The 
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“ Virgin Mary ” is one of the stalest and meanest of 
plagiarisms ; and, if her ideal was sufficient to ennoble 
religious aspiration and refine rdligious sentiment, then 
,should religious aspiration have been ennobled and 
religious sentiment relined thousands of years before 
she emanated from piratical superstition and mimetic 
ignorance. 

But, pirated or not pirated, plagiarised or not pla- 
giarised, did the existence of the “Virgin Mary” as an 
integral part of the Christian myth sweeten and brighten 
what would otherwise have been the acerbities and the 
asperities of the Christian life ? 0 that it had ! Then 
I, for one, would have loved that myth more than I ever 
loved earthly maid. Had this Mary been only fable, 
phantasy, vision, but yet a lamp that lit the desolation of 
men’s souls, that strewed more roses on the life-path of 
woman, that flung an additional ray of happiness on the 
careless curls of the child, then would I have been a 
,Christian and Mariolater, and bowed the devotional 
knee to one in the highest sense Mother of God and 
Queen of Heaven. Then should I have gazed into her 
eyes in visions, kissed her hand in reveries, and clasped 
her jewelled anklets in dreams. In vain you should 
have argued with me that such a person never existed. 
I should have spurned your reasonings, and should have 
thrust your historic scrolls into the fire, and have 
~exclaimed : “Away! Tempt me not : what is good 
must be true !” 

But has the presence of the plagiarised “ Virgin Mary ” 
in the Christian myth ever raised man to his purer and 
nobler manhood; has it ever made maidenhood or 
motherhood more joyous and more beautiful ; has it 
ever softened the hue of the tender light that flickers on 
the path of childhood and innocence ? Never, never ! 
Proof? Proof would be supererogation to all who know 
the Christian faith, and, through the ages, its harsh and 
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horrible career. The ideal of the I‘ Virgin Mary ” soften 
and humanist ! In the Irish Massacre the Popish Chris- 
tians made candles out of the fat of the Protestant 
Christians they had murdered, and burnt these candles 
on the shrines of the Virgin. The fat of loved and 
lovable women, the fat of prattling and innocent chil- 
dren, was made into candles and burnt on the altars of 
the Mother of God-on the altars of that faith which 
has “ clcratcd the woman " and *’ shrouded as with a 
halo of sacred innocence the tender years of the child,” 
and which owes so much to the fnct of its having had a 
woman for the mother of its Christ. 



CHAPTER L\rIII. 

Injuence of iVie Ideal of fhe &%-gin Mary-MacaulaJ 
on the Irish ~ussa~-re-“~~a7/1~lzy, Mummy, save m,ny .I” 
Enactments OJ the Treaty of Limerick-Fees of tke 
Pope’s C~anccry-A~solut2b*ts-licE?tce~~ces-Ifz~uZge~zces 
--The Dedurfio~z. 

THE ideal of the “Virgin Mary” incite Christians to 
tenderness and love ! Wc have seen that it inspired 
some of the most genuine Christians and Mariolaters in 
Europe to burn upon the shrine of Our Lady candles 
m‘ade out of the tallow of Christians whom they had 
murdered in tens of thousands. Let us glance at the 
sweetness and light, the lov& kindness and tender 
mercy, the delicacy of sentiment of those who were the 
votaries of the Virgin. Let us see how, under the 
auspices of the Virgin, with these candles burning upon 
her shrine, man was ennobled, woman elevated, and 
children sanctified. 

“Nor age, nor sex,” writes Macaulay, “nor infancy 
were spared ; all conditions were involved in one general 
ruin. In vain did the unhappy victim appeal to the 
sacred tics of humanity, hospitality, famiIy connection, 
and all the tender obligations of social commerce ; com- 
panions, friends, relations, not only denied protection, 
but dealt with their own bands the fatal blow. In vain 
did the pious son plead for his devoted parent ; himself 
was doomed to suffer a more premature mortality. Ill 

vain did the tender mother attempt to soften the obdu- 
rate heart of the assassin in behalf of her helpless chil- 
dren ; she was reserved to behold them cruelly butchered, 
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and then to undergo a like fate. The weeping wife, 
lamenting over the mangled carcase of her husband, 
experienced a death no less horrid than that which she 
deplored. This sccnc of blood received yet a deeper 
stain from the wanton exercise of more execrable cruelty 
than had ever yet occurred to the warm and fertile 
imagination of Eastern barbarians. \Vomcn whose feeble 
minds received a yet stronger impression of religious 
frenzy were more ferocious than the men .; rind children, 
excited by the example and exhortation of their parents, 
stained their innocent age with the blackest deeds of 
human butchery. ’ 

“ Some thousands of English were burnt in their 
houses, others were stripped naked, and, in hundreds in 
a drove, pricked forwards with swords and pikes to 
river sides, and from thence pushed headlong into the 
stream ; some were manacled and thrown into dungeons, 
and there left to perish at leisure ; others were mangied, 
and left to languish in the highways ; some were happy 
enough to suffer the milder death of hanging; other 
more unfortunate wretches mere buried alive---this was 
the fate of a poor little infant, who, while he was being 
put in the grave, cried out to his dead parent, ‘ Mammy, 
mammy, saw2 mc !’ yet could not his innocent cry 
pierce the heart of the hardened wretch from whom hc 
received his fate; some were mangled 2nd hung upon 
tenter-hooks ; some, with ropes round their necks, were 
dragged through woods, bogs, and ditches, till they 
died ; some were hanged up by the arms, and then cut 
and slashed; some \vere ripped U~J, and their entrails 
left hanging about their heels. These kinds of cruelties 
were exercised on children of all ages, and many women 
with child suffered the same fate. Children were forced 
to carry their sick and aged parents to the place of 
slaughter : there were of these barbarians some so inge- 
nious in their cruelty as to tempt their prisoners, with 
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the hope of preserving their lives, to imbrue their hands 
in the blood of their relations. Children were, in this 
manner, impelled to be executioners of their parents, 
wives of their husbands, mothers of their children ; and 
then, when they were thus rendered accomplices in 
guilt, they were deprived of that life they endeavoured 
to purchase at so horrid a price. Children were boiled 
to death in cauldrons ; some were flayed alive ; others 
were stoned to death ; others had their eyes plucked 
out, their ears, nose, cheeks, and hands cut off, and 
thus rendered spectacles to satiate the malice of their 
enemies; some were buried tip to thtir chin, and were 
left to perish by degrees. Yarents were roasted to death 
before their children, and children before their parents. 
When any one on the brink of mortality desired to say 
a short prayer the bigoted barbarians would exult over 
rhe fearful wretch, and tell him that the agonies to be 
inflicted were but the beginning of infinite and eternal 
torments. If any &caped the murdering hands of these 
human fiends, they were hunted, baited, and worried to 
death by their dogs ; nor could the miserable condition 
of these wretches’ excruciating pangs, their anguish of 
mind, their agony of despair, assuage the lust of cruelty 
which precept, bigotry, national prejudice, and the con- 
tagion of exampIe had kindled in the depraved nature 
of their brutal enemies. In the last stroke of death 
they expressed their malice with the following valedic- 
tion, ‘Thy soul to the Devil! and, at the hazard of a 
contagion, obstinately refused burial to their mangled 
bodies.” 

These Christian women with child ripped open with 
Christian knives call to us over the bloody gulf of two 
centuries, and give the Christian Church the lie when it 
claims to have elevated their sex : but for the rancours 
of this baleful faith they had never been outraged and 
massacred. The words, “A?&PJ~, ?/la?z?ll)r, save me/” 
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from the lips of the Christian child being buried alive 
by Christian grave-diggers, still echo through the 
vaults of the ages in shuddering soprano, and shall do 
so when the guilty faith that doomed that child and 
millions of others shall have passed away into the limbo 
in which it shall be only thought of with a shudder and 
remembered with a curse. Break into rhapsody about 
your crucified Jesus ; my sympathies are with this prat- 
tling and innocent English child, who, for the sake of 
this Jesus, and by his followers, was buried alive. EZi, 
Hi, Zama sabach‘hani / if you like, for you ; but for me 
the more sublime and terrible words of the child in a 
realm which Jesus and his creed had cursed : “ MAMMY, 
MAMhIY, SAVE ME !” 

“ Oh, but,” I hear such of my readers as are Protes- 
tants exclaim, “ persecution rests entirely upon the head 
of the horrible Papists. It is opposed to the teachings 
of the meek and lowly Jesus.” Indeed ! If this be so, 
the meek and lowly Jesus must have remarkably few 
followers for Papist and Protestant alike, according to 
their power and opportunity, have persecuted in the 
name of this meek and lowly Jesus. We have seen 
what the Papists did in Ireland when they had the entire 
ascendancy; now let us see what the Protestants did 
when, in their turn, they had the partial ascendancy. 
By the Treaty of T.imerick (~692) it WRS enacted that- 

I. The Catholic peers were deprived of their right to 
sit in Parliament. 

2. Catholic gentlemen were forbidden to be elected 
as Members of Parliament. 

3. Catholics were denied the liberty of voting, and 
were excluded from all offices of trust ; and, indeed, from 
all remunerative employment, however insignificant. 

4, They were fined A60 a month for absence from 
the Protestant form of worship. 

5. They were forbidden to travel five miles from their 



476 WOMAN : 

houses, to keep arms, to maintain suits-at-law, or to be 
guardians or executors. 

6. Any four justices of the peace couId, without 
further trial, banish any man for life if he refused to 
attend the I’rotestant service. 

7. Any two justices of the peace could caI1 any man 
over sixteen before them ; and, if he refused to abjure 
the Catholic religion, they could bestow his property on 
the next-of-kin. 

8. No Catholic could employ a Catholic schoolmaster 
to educate his children ; and, if he sent his child abroad 
for education, he was subject to a fine of ;C;IOO, and the 
child could not inherit any property, either in England 
or Ireland. 

9. Any Catholic priest who came to the country 
should be hanged. 

IO. Any Protestant suspecting any other Protestant of 
holding property in trust for any Catholic might file a 
bill against the suspected trustee, and take the estate or 
property from him. 

II. Any Protestant seeing a Catholic tenant-at-will on 
a farm which, in his opinion, yielded one-third more than 
the yearly rent might enter on that farm, and, by simply 
swearing to the fact, take possession. 

12. Any Protestant might take awa$ the horse of a 
Catholic, no matter holv valuable, by simply paying him 
.L;s- 

13. Horses and waggons belonging to Catholics were 
in all cases seized for the use of the militia. 

14~ Any Catholic gentleman’s child who became a 
Protestant could at once take possessio!l of his father’s 
property.* 

So much for a specimen of Protestant peace, good- 
will, and toleration, all for the sake of the gentle Jesus, 

* See J, Morrison Davidson’s “ Book of Erin.” 
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and his mother who, being a woman, yet bore a God 
and thereby rendered woman exalted and holy. 

The introduction of n woman 3s the mother of the 
.&vine Kedeemer has ensured that the faith that bears 
that Redeemer’s name shall teach with exceptional force 
the virtue of chastity and of purity in thought, word, 
and deed, and place every outrage upon the modesty of 
woman in the black list of the most unpardonable of 
sins. Let us see :- 

For fornication in the Church . . . . . . . 
For wilful perjury . . . . . . . . . . . . 
A priest for simony . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
-4 layman for murdering JI liryman . ,. . . ._. 

For murdering father, mother, or kinsman . . 
For a priest to keep a concubine . . . . 
For defiling a virgin . . . . . . . . . . . . 
For lying with mother, sister, godmother, etc. . . . 
For robbery, or burning R neighbar’s house . . . 

For forging letters apostolical . . . . . . . . , . . 
A king going to the holy sepulchre without licencc . . . 

To change a vow of going to Kome _._ ___ 

That a king, on Christmas Day morning, may have a 
naked sword borne before him, as the Pope has .., 150 

To have a portable aItar . . . . . . . . . . . . IO 

ToeatfleshinLent,etc. . . .., . . . . 12 or 16 
That one who preaches before a king may give indul- 

gences to all his hearers . . . . . . . . . . . . I2 

~nliw?~emer. 

For a remission of a third part of one’s sins . . , . . . IO0 
For an hospital or chapel for seven years .,. . . . 50 
That a layman may remove the relics of saints to his 

own chapel . . . . . . . . . . . . . ,.. 56’ 

l From “ Taxa S. Cancellariz Apostolicrc. ” 
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The Church that claims to have elevated woman and 
to have had a woman for the mother of its God safe- 
guarded feminjnc purity by making Absolution for “ for- 
nication in tire tJIu~c15 ” 6 grossos, while “ going to the 
holy sepuIc.hre without licence ” was a more than sixteen 
times more enormous offence, and could be atoned for 
only by the payment of 100 grosses. The religion that 
is so pure because the mother of its God was a woman 
would allow its votaries to defile a virgin for 6 grosses, 
but enjoined that ISO grossos must be paid for the 
empty privilege in the ceremonial of carrying a naked 
sword before the king on Christmas Day. This Church 
that had a woman for the mother of the thrd jarf of 
its God, and which was at the same time the mMe of its 
God, permitted its saints to commit incest with their 
own mother or sister for 5 grosses, but charged them 16 
grosses for eating flesh in Lent ! This, mark you, is 
the religion that “ elevated the woman (’ this is the 
creed which “shrouded as with a halo of sacred inno- 
cence the tender years of the child.” 



CHAPTER LIX. 

EngZish COW fry Lunes-The G&y’s Van-.%&t5 q/ 
Coalvillz’s Desm)tion of a C3$sy Camp-Children II2 
the Canal Barges-Moral Heroisnz among the POOY- 
“JO&J Anderson my~‘o”-Die Rnfhrr i?zan Sepavate- 
The Al,bess Jouare in the Ressis-Ginewa Married 

from fhe &a7le. 

PERCHANCE Rrchdcacon Farrar, Iike myself, accounts it 
a halcyon day when he can escape from the city’s dust 
and glare, the blazing street and the roaring wheels, to 
wander in England’s country lanes, such as till lately 
lay round Dulwich, and in which John liuskin, like 
myself, loved to saunter, but which are now no more. 
One can wander into England’s rural lanes and breathe 
the air of Paradise before the Fall. Over the path, with 
its wheel-ruts nearly hidden with matted grass and 
creeping moss, the old elm and the older oak shake 
hands and mingle their verdure into one variegated mass 
of foliage, that throws back the sunlight from the track 
below. There the hedge of hawthorn is green and trim ; 
but there it is blighted and stunted and brown and 
rough with weather-worn shreds of wool, which evince 
that the roving sheep have crept through it in quest of 
clearer streams and fresher pastures. And next, for fence, 
there is a mound of turf, surmounted by dead thorns, 
and behind it the field is full to the brim with deep, 
waving rye-grass, and the heavy heads of the red clover 
nod drowsily over the grey and decaying ridge of thorns. 
The breeze whispers, and there is the more audibIe 
murmur of the stream, and by it stands the alder, half- 
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killed by the heavy mass of ivy that has climbed almost 
to its top, darkly verdant, nearly black below, hut at top 
shooting up into delicate leaves of a light and tender 
green. And there, mixed up inextricably with the leafy 
mass, is the honeysuckle with iLs deep red bursting into 
yellow, and the dog-rose which has strewed the grass 
with its petals, making a carpet ethereal enough for 
Oberon and too grand for Solomon. There is the faint 
boom of the vesper-hell falling on the ear like a far-off 
echo of the hymns of heaven; and in the solitude the 
soul mingles with the universe, and is akin to the wild 
flowers and the stream, the sweep of the fields and the 
majesty of the trees, the mystery of the clouds and the 
glory of the sun. 

A turn in the lane, and we at once plunge to the neck 
into the earth earthy. The fragrance of the clover and 
the honeysuckle is rank with the effluvium of stale 
herrings being fried in rancid oil. A rope extends 
across the lane from the elm on the one side to the 
chestnut on the other, and from this rope are suspended 
under-articles of male and female attire, yellow and half- 
washed, and horrible stockings with ghastIy holes in 
their toes and in their heels. The grass is trampled, 
dusky with ashes, bumpy with cinders, desecrated with 
scraps of old shoes, and glittering meretriciously with 
clippings of tin. Amid the ashes and the cinders, the 
bits of old boots and the shavings of tin, graze four 
emphatically osseous horses, tethered to pegs driven 
into the ground. .%nd high over the clothes-rope towers 
the summit of the gipsy’s van. In its kennel-like but 
dirtier inside, “ elevated ” specimens of women are 
begotten and born, and there they live and there they 
die ; and outside are fastened, reel-rail, chairs and 
baskets and cradles, all constructed from peeled willows ; 
and there, on another van, blazing in the sunlight, so as 
to bewilder the eye, is a collection of pots and IadIes 
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cut out of glittering tin. Questionable-looking tramps 
lie under the hedge smoking their black pipes and 
watching their horses. A number of European squaws 
wash rags and scrape potatoes and swear, and a number 
of wild-looking children of both sexes-each child, of 
course, radiant with “ a halo of sacred innocence “- 
glower through rags and dirt and matted hair, and 
scratch themselves, and swear in a tongue which may 
possibly be understood in hell, but which, strictly speak- 
ing, does not belong to any of the languages written or 
spoken on the face of the earth. I have spoken to 
many of these children; but I never found one who 
knew or cared whether Jesus was a “ saviour ” or a 
“peeler,” or a tinker or a jailor. They know nothing of 
Jesus of Nazareth, and, what is worse, they never heard 
of Farrar of Westminster ! 

George Smith, of Coalville, who has devoted as much 
generous zeal to the humanising of the poor van waifs 
as Howard did to ameliorating the evils of the prison 
system, and as Wilberforce did to the liberation of our 
West Indian slaves, recently expressed himself thus in a 
letter written to the newspapers : (‘ In visiting a camp of 
so-called English gipsies in the East of London a week 
or two ago, 1 had to wade through slush and mud a 
foot deep to get at them. There were thirty-nine 
families in tents and rickety vans, consisting of eighty 
adults and one hundred poor children, of whom only 
about six could read and write a little. In two of the 
vans there were infectious diseases. A mile from this 
camp there were eighteen families of town-bred English 
gipsies in tents and vans, surrounded by good houses, 
and not one of the children was going to school ; and, 
so far as I could Iearn, not more than two or three of 
the adults could read and write. A thin wood fence 
only separated them from a large public day-school, and 
a church into which ueither the forty or fifty children 
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nor the adults ever entered. In one tent, about three 
feet high, there were a man, a woman, and eight chil- 
dren ; in another, adjoining, there were a man, woman, 
and six children, some of them big girls. The man and 
woman in this tent have recently spent 650 in drink. 
There were no sanitary arrangements of any kind. 
Births were taking place frequently-some on straw, 
some on the mud floor, and others in the vans. At the 
last Northampton races I ‘found in one van a man, a 
woman, and eight children, seven of whom were of 
school age. What the future of these poor children 
will be no one can imagine, and neither our statesmen, 
Christians, nor philanthropists want or care to know, or 
they would not pass by our 30,000 lost English gipsy 
and van dwellers, with their eyes shut and their hearts 
steeled against the cries of the little ones. At the sound 
of the school bells the State guides and helps other chil- 
dren into school J but it passes by the gipsy and van 
children, and leaves them to die in the ditch.” 

And then, along our English canals, crawl the lazy 
barges, which barbour an, if possible, less civilised com- 
munity than the vans. The same philanthropic George 
Smith recently read a paper* entitled “ Our Canal, 
Gipsy, Van, and Other Travelling Children.” In the 
course of a painfully interesting address the philanthre 
pist urged that “many cabins in the barges were 
in a most filthy state, and births and deaths took place 
in these little floating boxes under most revolting cir- 
cumstances. There was a fearful amount of cruelty to 
child life, and children of tender years, from three, four, 
five, and six upwards, were put upon the towing-paths to 
drive the horses and donkeys. He had known cases 
where boys had been sold to boatmen, like slaves, for 
drink. A vast amount of immorality existed in the 

* Before the Association of Public Sanitary Inspectors. 
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cabins, and the marriage laws were openly violated 
without shame or remorse. As a consequent result of 
the want of any sanitary arrangements on board the 
barges, there was considerably more sickness and disease 
among the boatmen and their children than among 
householders, and in some instances the death-rate was 
almost double . . . . . . There were cIose upon 30,000 chil- 
dren of school age, in England, living in vans, tents, 
shows, and like places, not five per cent. of whom could 
read and write, and about fifty per cent. of the gipsy 
parents were living in an unmarried state.” 

Fifty per cent. are living in an unmarried state, and 
with the other fifty per cent. the marriage is merely 
nominal and decency is utterly unknown. I do not wish 
to drag ethics down to depend absolutely upon how 
many cubic feet are devoted to its action ; but I say 
truthfully and mournfully, there is 110 accommoduficn fo?- 
m?Yazs. So here are some thousands of English women 
not quite so decent as cows, and some 30,000 children 
of school age who have not even LI sham ‘I halo of sacred 
innocence,” but whom Christianity has never yet reached, 
although the country to which they belong spend 
AI,O~O,OOO a year in sending the gospel to distant 
regions of the earth, and to peoples who neither desire 
the said gospel nor require it. 

And yet, amid the ragged and the squalid poor, there 
are not infrequent instances of moral heroism, incorrup- 
tible fidelity, Gal affection, and marital love as lofty as 
ever consecrated the haIls of princes and the palaces of 
kings. They are, indeed, bound together with bands of 
steel, who have fought together for long years through 
poverty arid toil and sorrow, who have ,eaten the same 
poor crust and travelled with bleeding feet on the same 
rough road of woe, who have dandled the same children 
on their knees, watched over them when sick, and 
watered their little graves with tears. If there is any 
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moral phenomenon more beautiful than the love of two 
young lovers in life’s rosy morn, it is the love of a vener- 
able wedded pair in life’s closing eve. In all the 
minstrelsy of love and home there is no sentiment 
higher, holier, than- 

‘I John Anderson my jo, John, 
We’ve seen our bairns’ bairns, 

And yet, my dear John Anderson, 
I’m happy in your airms.” 

And when the Elohim, after six days’ work, had 
“created” the world, and had then sat down to con- 
gratulate themselves upon its being “ all very good,” they 
had not as solemnly beautiful a song of gratulation to 
sing as- 

u John Anderson my jo, John, 
We’ve clamb the hill together, 

An’ mony a canty day, John, 
\\‘c’vc had wi’ ane nnither. 

Noo we maun totter doun, John, 
But hand in hand we’ll go, 

An’ sleep thegether at the foot, 
John Anderson my jo.” 

When “age and want, 0 ill-matched pair,” ‘accom- 
pany John Anderson and his dearie down the hill to 
the kirk-yaird that lies below, a career of honest struggIe 
ends in the gloom of tragedy. The following paragraph, 
which appeared in the ‘newspapers last year, about the 
merry Christmas time, depicts only too terribly the too 
frequent end of the modern John Anderson :- 

On Wednesday afternoon* Mr. Carttar, the West Kent Coroner, 
held an inquest at the City Arms, High Street, Deptford, on the 
body of Thomas Ansell, aged eighty-eight, of 27, Griffin Street, 
Deptford. 

Ann Ansell, aged seventy-seven, said deceased was her husband, 
and they lived in a furnished room. They had 3s. 6d. a week 
from the parish, out of which they paid PS. rent. They had nothing 
else to live upon. She used to go out with a basket and laces ; 
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tmt her hawker’s licence expired six months ago, and she could 
not raise 5s. to renew it. Dcccased, who was taken ill about a 
fortnight ago. had not left the house for twelve months. It was 
arranged they should go into the workhouse on Tuesday. On 
Isoxing Day, however, she got out of bed to get him a cup of tea, 
and then hc “closed his poor, dear eyes,” and she sent for a neigh- 
lmur. ,411 she had was a cup of tea and a piece of bread. Her 
husband had said if he went into the workhouse he would not live 
a week. The relieving officer had never suggested he should go 
there. She intended to enter Greenwich Union Infirmary now; 
hut not bcforc the funcml. On Chrjstmas Day she had a little 
meat given to her, but had very little firing last week. She owed 
no rent. 

.\Irs. Murphy, the landlady of the house, said she let the room 
furnished, and reduced the rent from 3s. to 2s. The wife worked 
hnrrl with her basket, but, being very feeble, did not sell much. 
Ansell had told witness that, if he and his wife could be together, 
they would go into the “ house ;” but, if they could not, they would 
tlje together. The wife was very devoted to the deceased. 

Mr. Pilcher, Relieving Officer, statctl that he had told Ansell he 
would be better off in the workhouse : but he would not listen to 
it. There were wards at ?hc house for old married couples ; but 
they were not kept together if one were sick. IIc did not tell 
deceased he could be with his wife in the workhouse. 

A juryman said nineteen old couples out of twenty would not 
enter the house for fear of being separated at the door. 

Police-constable Woodings, Coroner’s officer, declared, on open- 
ing the door of the room, that the stench was dreadful, and he had 
the window opened before entering. Iie found Ansell lying on 
the bed terribly emaciated, and concluded that it was a case of 
starvation. 

The Coroner said it appeared to him that the case was one of 
sheer destitution and starvation, and that the old man would not 
enter the workhouse for fear of being nqmrated from his wife. 

Mr. render, a juryman, deposed that AnselI had told him that, 
sooner than enter the workhouse and be separated from his wife, 
he would die on the doorstep. IIe (Mr. l’ender) had been ilI 
through going into the room. The only food he ever saw there was 
dry bread, with a little dripping, perhaps a herring, and, in season, 
a pennyworth of sprats between the old couple. They were married 
when the wife was twenty-one (fifty-six years ago). 

The jury returned a verdict of death from decay of nature, death 
being accelerated by the want of sufficient nourishment. 
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Such paragraphs strike the eye with pity and the heart 
with pain; but they have their use in this frivolous and 
venal age in showing that affection can live even in the 
bleakest blast of penury, and that moral endurance and 
the heroic virtues are not dead. 

It is only in the moments that try men’s souls that 
we find what heights of tragic woe can be reached by 
men and women who, even themselves, never suspected 
that they had within them aught of the hero and the 
heroine. It is only the stress and storm of Fate that 
can bring into relief, like a dark pine tree against the 
background of the midnight lightning, the Love that 
can conquer Death. Who that has read that record 
written with gore on the parchment of terror, and known 
as the French Revolution, does not remember the tragi- 
cally romantic story of the Abbess of Jouare* and her 
lover? The Abbess and the man she loved were each 
condemned to death, and were thrown together for the 
night into the dismal prison of the Plcssis to await the 
death-cart in the morning to take them to the guillotine. 
In that dreary gaol they dedicated the night to Love 
and left the morning to Death. God alone, who is the 
searcher of hearts, would know how that night had been 
spent; but it would be dnrk forever to the sons of men, 
for the Abbess and her lover would be mouldering 
together in the grave long bcforc their love in the 
dungeon could blossom into a child that could witness 
to earth what was known only to heaven. They clasped 
each other% necks, they kissed each other’s lips, they 
spake only in whispers and in ardent sighs-necks which 
the bloody knife must crunch through on the morrow ; 
lips which, in an hour, must be pale and cold ; whispers 
and sighs which so soon must sink into the solemn 
silence of the voiceless Past. 

l Ernest Renan has written a tale with this .4bbess for heroine. 
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The morrow came, and, in the weird, sardonic irony 
of Fate, the death-cart took away her lover and left the 
Abbess of Jouare : she had been reprieved. They who 
had loved in life were in death to be divided. Her 
head was not destined to roll with his into the basket, 
with its crimsoned and smoking saw-dust. She iived 
and bore his child-the tragic glory overmastering the 
meretricious shame. Even a gross age had to speak with 
reverence of her clcvatcd passion, her pure life, her 
stainless soul, her devotion to her babe, the sweet, sad 
earnest of her love for him whom she had loved with 
the love which only a noble, passionate, and heroic 
woman can know. Through poverty, through what the 
uncharitable ones of the world called disgrace, she 
clasped to her intense heart her child--the pledge which 
he had flung to her while his foot was already upon the 
bloody road which led out to the awfulness of the 
Eternal. 

Those who have read the “ Italy” of the banker poet, 
Samuel Xogers, are acquainted with the pathetic story 
of Ginevra; but a story of another Ginevra, an almost 
equally wild romance of Love and Death with the 
romance of the Abbess of Jouare, is on record. The story 
has been epitomised thus :--Married to Francesco degli 
Agolanti, the one of her tKo lovers who loved her least, 
Ginevra was buried alive during a trance or collapse 
which looked like death. Waking up to consciousness 
in the moonlight, she freed herself from her grave- 
clothes and crawled to the house of her husband for 
shelter. He, sorrowful for her death as he was, refused 
to believe that this pale mvenanfe, crying at his door, 
was his living wife, and superstitiously denied her admit- 
tance. So did her mother ; so did her uncle. Then, 
nearly dying in good earnest, she, true to the instinct 
of love too real to be conventional, betook her to the 
house of her other truer lover, Antonio di Rondinelli, 
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and sank fainting on the threshold, after she had cried 
aloud for help. And Kondinelli, enlightened by love’s 
mystic monition, recognised her voice, took her in, 
warmed, fed, comforted her, and eventually married her 
as by right. The bishop consented to the divorce as 
having been made by death, and to the remarriage as 
having been consecrated by love ; and faith gained what 
fear had lost. It is ever thus 

“ 0 woman, in our hours of ease 
Uncertain, coy, and hard io please, 
And varying as the shade 
lly the light quivering aspen made.” 

But in life’s tremendous crises, whether in the gipsy van 
or the pauper’s cellar, whether amid the desolations of 
Doom or the dismalness of Death, woman is ever 
woman, irrespective of rank or creed or clime, and the 
moral force which in the sunshine seems feeble as webs 
of gossamer becomes in the storm strong as bands of 
steel. 



CHAPTER LX. 

Tke Purveying of Mauvied Women-Tke Path to Dis- 
lwnour-Tke H4ayranfy for Alluding io such &falters 
-Tke Exfenf of Ckristiani@‘s ResponsibiZi&--Lazu 
of tke Ancient h’riions against Adultery--lWora8 
Decadence of fifo&m Britain-Mass Perfoor7ned fo 
Leckers in Bed witk thir Conrrrbhes-Tke Byin,n 
Faitk in ifs Last Strongkold. 

WE are ever being asked by the pulpitccr to be grateful 
that we were born “in a Christian land and under 
the gospel dispensation.” Vet truly might the moralist 
3Sk: 

“What sin in Sodom ever grew 
That Britain’s people never knew ?” 

Christianity, that has “ elevated ” woman, has from the 
press or the pulpit not dared to stigmatise and offend 
its wealthy patrons, who can afford all the ingenuities of 
incontinence and the luxuries of lust. The purveying 
of female children for the wealthy lecher is not by any 
means Christian England’s only commercial refinement 
of debauchery. No minister of the gospel dare say it, 
and consequently I feel it devolves upon me to say it, 
and tell the revolting truth in the presence of Man and 
God : married women living with their husbands are as 
strongly desiderated by one class of sensualists as girl 
children are by another class. To my certain know- 
ledge, there is a select establishment in a certain 
fashionable English town the speciality of which is to 
purvey married women. The procuress is notoriously 
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well known by a familiar name, which Christian gentle- 
nlen over their wine are not ashamed to mention ; nor 
are they reluctant to relate their experiences in her 
house, which is surely not the vestibule, but the very 
atrium, of hell. No women are kept on the premises. 
If you desire to enter, you use, as pass-word, the name 
of some patron of the establishment-for the secret of 
the existence of this vortex of iniquity is kept pretty well 
by a “ set,” and that a wealthy one-and you describe 
the sort of woman you wish introduced to you ; and the 
one that comes closest to the description is immediately 
sent for. In the books of the establishment is kept a 
record of the hours in which each married woman on 
the list can leave home without attracting suspicion-in 
other words, the hours during which her husband is 
absent at business. The women belong, as a rule, to 
the respecra6Ze middle classes, and, with their husbands, 
they attend church or chapel, and have their children 
(by whom ?> solemnly baptised in the name of the 
Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost, A 
guarantee that the women are married, are living with 
their husbands, and arc of ~espectubZe position must be 
given to the customer ; and upon the purveyor’s integ- 
rity and truth in this respect depends the success of her 
establishment. The customer is frequentIy seized with 
a morhid desire to visit the husband’s place of business, 
and to make some trifling purchase the excuse for seeing 
the man whose wife he has debauched. 

Can, in this England of the open bible, married 
women be had on such terms ? They can, with shame 
be it admitted, be had in abundance. Every woman 
has some friend or friends deep in her confidence. 
She cannot divulge a secret like her visit to this estab- 
lishment all at once, but she can proceed step by step 
with her insidious poison, and when it is deemed 
prurient passion is sufficiently excited she tells the 



HER GLORY, HER ,SHAME, AND HER GOD. 49’ 

whole damning tale, showing the glittering gold for 
which she has bartered her honour, and she finds her 
lady friend not only willing, but eager, to participate in 
her crime. This is no hypothetical theory; it is the 
actual admission of the women themselves when they 
can be induced to speak on the subject. 

There may be some who read these words who 
may, in the light of experience, recognise them to be 
true-true as far as they go, but only half the truth, the 
other half being beyond the adaptability of treatment by 
the pen of mortal. On the other hand, there may hc 
those who may question the truth of my words : let 
them do so; T am willing to he discredited rather than 
willing to give them names and addresses, that they 
may find out the sickening truth for themselves by 
walking, as I have done, through the darkness in the 
Valley of Devils? agitated with loathing and pity and 
bitterness and despair. The subject is one of such 
ineffable repulsiveness that I cannot dilate upon it. To 
my own certain personal knowledge, there is more than 
one who will read these lines who knazus that what I 
say is true, but that I have left much untold, and that, 
if I liked, I could give names and addresses, and these 
names and addresses not in hell either, but on earth, 
and in no mean city and in no malodorous slum ; and, 
moreover, the names are known and respecied in rcli- 
gious, social, civic, and political circles. 

Do you tell me I should not allude to such matters, 
even if they be true ? I answer, the most fearful truth 
that was ever announced is preferable to the politest lie 
that was ever uttered. Invoke not my rage with hypo- 
critical canting about Christianity “ elevating ” woman, 
and then I may cease, with hand as ruthless as the 
spread paw of the tiger, to rend the masque of Sham 
from off the hideous face of Hypocrisy. Truth is 
always the daughter of God, even when, to the squeam: 
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ish, her red skirts seem to drip with stertorous fire from 
the blast-furnaces of hell. There is something sound in 
our England yet; but beneath much of what seems 
holiest and brightest and fairest there lies a substratum 
of leprosy and cancer and gangrene and rottenness, and 
he who knows this and fears to say it is not England’s 
friend, and he is treacherous to Humanity and a traitor 
to Truth. 

Is Christianity responsible for aZZ of the unspeakable 
moral evils to which I allude? Those who answer 
“Yes ” push their argument against the barbaric and 
baleful creed farther t.han I do ; but surely it cannot be 
denied that where Christianity is not potent to damn it 
is at least impotent to save, Why, then, not acknow- 
ledge this ? Why pay churches and chapels to teach us 
to lean upon a broken staff which, when we depend 
upon it for support, we get stabbed by its sharp and 
poisonous splinters ? If, on this plane of existence, WC 
cannot know upon what to safely lean, it is at least 
useful to know upon what not to implicitly depend. If 
we cannot be what we should be, it may surely yet be 
ours to claim the honest merit of not having canted 
ourselves into the deception that we are better than we 
really are. 

England owes the purity and fidelity of her daughters 
to Christianity-does she ? It would be quite as true 
to say that she owes that purity and fidelity to loga- 
rithms, to Grimm’s Law, or to the vernal equinox. If 
the cleric would admit that public opinion demanded a 
&r higher code of morals in pre-Christian than in Chris- 
tian England, he would tell only the truth; but, alas, 
his “ gospel ” is a fable, and it is his business to keep it 
from coming anywhere in contact with the truth. The 
Christian cleric dare not tell us that a law obtained 
among the Ancient Britons which enacted that, “if an 
unmarried woman were once frail, she should be thrown 
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from a precipice and her paramour beheaded ; among 
the Saxons that she should be buried alive, and her 
accomplice hanged over her grave ; or she should else 
become a common prostitute, and be compelled to 
submit to every one’s will; in other words, to be de- 
graded to the lowest depths of infamy, and thereby 
banished from all respectable society.“* 

How high Christian England has risen above that 
Pagan standard let any modern man of the world say. 
Let the Christian England who went into hysterics over 
Sarah Bernhardt say. I.et England stand on her Bible, 
the source of her greatness, and point to this woman 
and her commission to chisel a bust of the English 
Prime Minister, and her eni& into the highest circles 
of English society, openly accompanied by h-e~ iileg-ihhate 
son/ 0 druidical Briton with your awful Hesus, 0 
Saxon with your tremendous Thor, yours was a higher 
conception of the sacred obligations of sexua1 ethics 
than enters the brain of our modern Christian system, 
with its moribund falsehood and leprous hypocrisy. 

After they had had for some centuries the advantage 
of the “ blessed gospel ” of Christianity, our l%nglish fore- 
fathers seem to have lost much, if not all, of their high 
idea1 of the purity and fidelity of woman. At the time 
of the Norman conquest “such was their degradation 
and such the irreverence with which the half-converted 
barbarians conformed to the religious usages of the age, 
that the nobles, instead of attending at church, would 
have matins and mass performed in the chambers where 
they were in bed with their wives and concubines . . . . . . . . . . 
It was common for these petty tyrants to sell their female 
vassals for prostitution at home, or to foreign traders, 
even though they were pregnant by themselves.“t So 

l r‘ Europe in the Middle Ages,” vol. iv:, pp. 64-5. 
+ Southey, “Book of the Church,” vol. I., p: IIS. 
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much for the attitude of the England that was Pagan 
against the England that was Christian, in so far as public 
opinion as to sexua1 morals was concerned. 

It was this Christianity that had its masses and matins 
said and sung by the bed where she lay as a courtezan 
that the Englishwoman supports to-day. It was this 
Christianity that reared her fur prostitution for the 
home and foreign market for debauchery that the 
English woman believes in till this hour. It is for this 
faith, that has degraded and betrayed her, that she brings 
up her children in the way of the Lord, that, when they 
are old, they may not depart from it. Christianity found 
the Englishwoman ignorant and credulous, and it has kept 
her so. I am free to admit that she is stil1 amiable and 
loveable after more than a thousand years of Christian 
degradation. The dash and romance of feudal chivalry 
and the delicacy of modern culture have done much to 
cancel the mark of Cain writ upon her brow by Jesus 
and Paul and the Christian Fathers. Yet she is ignorant, 
ill-educated, and credulous even now, compared with 
the male Christians, and hence she is a better Christian 
than they. She still, in baptism, dedicates her children to 
the Moloch of a dying faith ; she still, with a pathos and 
religious sublimity worthy of a better cause, teaches our 
offspring to kneel at her knee and lisp in the innocency 
of their earliest speech, “Our Father which art in 
heaven.” 

&it a house built upon sand cannot possibly endure. 
For well nigh two thousand years this Christian creed 
has stood on the sand of Ignorance and Tyranny ; but 
two thousand years is a small matter in the endless age 
of the World. What antecedent rehgions have held 
their empery longer we know not andcannot know. The 
very names of Time’s olden gods are lost; the winter 
snow lies cold on the spot where their altars flamed, 
and, where their anthems rang, the whispering winds of 
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autumn waft the breath of the meadows and the down 
of the thistle. Christianity is following them into the 
Silence. Virile mau has deserted her temple. It now 
rests on a basis of petticoats-frail and unstable founda- 
tion for an edifice which pretends to reach from earth 
to heaven. Precarious is the faith that hangs from an 
apron string. That, whatever it may be, will not long 
colour the destinies of mankind when once the brains 
of the thinkers have deserted it and the throbbings of 
the noblest hearts have burst the withes of its pseudo- 
morals. Wo worth the fate of the system which woman 
holds on to and man practically deserts. For, ere a 
long time pass, woman follows wherever man leads the 
way. 

God forbid that mine should be the ungallant pen that 
should write a single unchivalrous sentence. But God 
forbid that even gallantry itself should have claims upon 
me paramount to those of truth. Woman is too frivo- 
lous to, on her own shoulders, permanently support an 
anachronistic faith. Hers is the E;race of the sylph, 
but not the fibre of the titan. She has often been 
hurnt as a witch, seldom burnt as a martyr. She has 
much heart, but little backbone. She has keenness of 
instinct, but lacks in solidity of thought. For grim and 
patient determination she has only sentimental ebulli- 
tion. Her passion evaporates in phrenzy and her zeal 
effervesces into hysterics. A glorious and a loveable 
creature, but too weak in the shoulders and the loins to 
be the Atlas to bear the globe of the Christian faith. Let 
the minister of Christ twaddle ever so divinely, and an 
April shower suddenly patter against the windows of his 
church, and two or three hundred women who have not 
brought umbrellas wiII think more about the draggling 
of their spring bonnets than about the jeopardy of their 
immortal souls. Long-legged Tim, with perfumed hand- 
kerchief, with diamond studs and shirt-front from chin 
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to navel, with particularly well-brushed hair outside his 
head and no brains in particular inside his head, attends 
church. And Araminta the pious is drawn to “the 
house of God” by this powdered and scented dandy, 
and not by Jesus Christ the carpenter. Peter, the fisher- 
man of Galilee, may have something to do with taking 
women to church ; but another Peter, Peter Robinson, 
of Oxford Street, has more. An outpouring of the Holy 
Spirit may be languidly desired ; but an outpouring from 
the summer cloud is vehemently dreaded. Woman’s 
Christianity is sadly mixed up, redemption and sanctifi- 
fication and adoption being curiously blended with 
parasols and lace and feathers, rings and bracelets and 
six-buttoned gloves. All this is too unstable a basis for 
thy throne, 0 pale Galilean ; and, amid a medley of fur- 
jackets, high-heeled boots, necklaces and scented hand- 
kerchiefs, you are already disappearing from the world, 
forever and forever, and the eagles of Intelligence 
rejoice and the owls of Superstition mourn. 



CHAPTER LXI. 

‘Arry of the Gutter-The Evidence of our Police-courts 
--Husbands Conniving at the Prostitution of their 
Wives--Method of Rearing Prostitutes-2”e Bidwj 

of Durham’s Admission-Monogamy and Hypoc~~lsy 
-“ReguZation of Vice “-Appeal to the Manhood OJ 
E&and. 

VIRTUOUS blockheadism is shocked at my revelation re 
the high-class establishment for certain married ladies, 
upon whom lasciviousness sits heavily, and upon whom 
the sanctity of their marriage vows sits lightly. This 
establishment, which is most likely typical of many 
others throughout the land, is admittedly “ high class.” 
There are lies everywhere; hut our conventional demo- 
cratic lie, that the humbler orders are more virtuous 
than “ their betters,” is one of the most repulsive of our 
conventional falsehoods. Of course, the wives of the 
men of the “ masses “-the women of the Spurgeon 
and Booth type of gospel culture-are virtuous as 
Lucretia and chaste as Diana. 0 ‘Arry of the gutter, if 
you say so, you are an Ananias, and you know it. As 
a rule, the husbands of the wives of the men of the 
“ classes ” do not know of the delinquencies of their 
wives ; but, as a rule, the husbands of the wives of the 
men of the “ masses ” not only know of the delinquen- 
cies, but actually connive at them. I am one of those 
who master my subject bcforc I begin to write upon it, 
and I say authoritatively that there are thousands of 
married women on the streets of London after sunset. 
The husband is often drinking in a public-house hard 
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by, and waiting till his wife come in with her gains in 
order to enable him to settle his score. 

If, disguised as a tramp, but with his eyes wide open, 
the Rev, Archdeacon Farrar had seen what I have seen, 
he would not have written the passage in his “Life of 
Christ ” which I impugn. I could, in a single night, 
show him that which would forever dispel his optimist 
dream about the prevalence of woman’s “ elevation ” 
and childhood’s “ halo of sacred innocence.” Very ire- 
quently our police-courts confirm, with unmistakable 
voice, the truth of what I say about husbands volun- 
tarily bartering the honour of their wives for a pint of 
“Burton and Stter” and a quid of tobacco. Society 
does not wish to be made aware of such facts, for Society 
is a lying sham, and does not know how to face them. 
Even when now and again they are forced upon Society’s 
notice, Society regards them with averted eyes as merely 
sporadic and exceptional instances of moral debasement, 
upon which it would be illogical to found any wide and 
comprehensive generalisation. Not one case in a thou- 
sand ever comes up for discussion in a police-court, and 
yet, as I have said, the police-court revelations are far 
from infrequent. In the first weekly newspaper I find 
to hand* I read two such instances. ‘They are as 
follows :- 

Charles Kitt, aged 21, was charged with assaulting his wife. 
Alice Kitt, of Vine Court, Great Pearl Street, SpitalfieIds, said : 
‘6 Last night I was in a public-house in Leman Street, when the 
prisoner called me out and asked me if I had any money, and I 
gave him sixpence. Ten minutes afterwards he again called me 
out, and asked me for money, and, on telling him that I had not 
got any, he struck me one in the mouth. Three months after I 
was married he hinted how I could enrn money, and I have since 
gone on the streets to keep him.” Francis Simes, SOH, deposed 
to taking the prisoner into custody. In answer to the charge, he 

l May 6th, 1888. 
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made no reply. Mr. Lushington sentenced the prisoner to two 
months’ hard labour. 

Frederick James Woods, 43, of James Street, Camden Town, 
was charged at Marylebone on a warrant with violently assaulting 
Elizabeth Woods, his wife, on the 2nd inst. and other days. Mr. 
Freke Palmer, solicitor, prosecuted, and, from his statement and 
the evidence of the prosecutrix. it appeared that the prisoner had 
been ill-using his wife for a long period. Last Easter Monday’ the 
accused wanted her to supply him with money, hut she had none to 
give him, and, when she told him so, he kicked her in the ribs with 
great violence. Next day she went to the North London Hospital, 
when the surgeons found her ribs were broken. From there she 
went into the parish infirmary, and remained until the following 
Friday, when she went home. Her husband, in spite of her deli- 
cate condition, ordered her to wash the room out with cold water, 
and, although she refused to do so for some time, she at length 
submitted, and commenced the work. When on her knees her 
husband dealt her a very dangerous kick. She screamed with the 
pain, and he at once threw a bucket of water over her, and after- 
wards thrust her head into the pail IO prevent her screaming. As 
he dragged it off the handle caused a long wound on the face. 
Subsequently to that he demanded money of her, and because she 
had none for him hc took her boots off and pawned them. The 
next day he threw her down some stairs and struck her, cutting her 
lip and cracking her teeth. Last Tuesday week he dragged her 
out of bed by the hair, and said, holding up a knife the while, that 
she must give him money, and if she had none she must go into 
the streets and earn some, or else rob some one. She refused to 
live an immoral life or to thieve, and then he stabbed her in the 
body with the knife. He had also bitten her finger. A girl named 
Casey gave corroborative evidence, and said the prisoner had pur- 
chased paint and powder for his wife to put on her face in order to 
get her living on the streets, which she had refused to do. Detec- 
tive-Sergeant Fox, S Division, having proved the arrest of the 
defendant, the case was remanded. 

Facts such as these paragraphs reveal are as accessibIe 
to the Rev. Archdeacon Farrar and the clergy as they 
are to me. If, as a preacher of righteousness, he does 
not know them, he should know them. Whether the 
disease be physical or moral, the first duty of the thera- 
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peut is to diagnose the disease, and know exactly its 
character and virulency. If the diagnosis be wrong, the 
treatment can hardly be right. They who dream, in a 
fool’s paradise, that we live in a pure and virtuous age, 
can never possibly do much to alleviate the ghastly 
moral evils with which the age is sick, even unto death. 
Richard Cob&n is rcputcd to have said that, for us, 
there is more to be learnt from a single issue of the 
27~~s newspaper than from all the writings of Thucy- 
dides. IVould the erudite and dainty clergy in their 
libraries and their studies only trike the spirit of this 
aphorism to heart, their practical life, instead of being 
wasted among the classical shadows of a dead Past, 
might bc useful to the living tnan of the living Present. 
One of the most useless creatures that eats the world’s 
bread is your academical doctrinaire. 

Since the days of the Saxons and of Norman WilIiam 
much has come and gone, and a civilisation which, with 
much standing still and much staggering, has been 
pushed on in spite of Christianity, has contributed to 
exalt the status of woman. English noblemen do not 
now overtly rear, on their estates, young wonlen to be 
offered for sale on the shambles of lust in the home or 
foreign market. Eight hundred years intervene between 
our days and the days of the Conqueror-eight hundred 
years of Christianity--and the method of rearing prosti- 
tutes has somewhat differentiated. After century upon 
century of Christianity somebody rears them still, for 
they are yet to be had in any number by those able and 
willing to buy them. Hundreds upon hundreds of years 
of Christianity have differentiated the commerce in Iicen- 
tiousness ; but to differentiate does not mean to abolish. 
Moreover, Christian ‘England still, as in Saxon times, 
ships prostitulcs to the foreign market ; and so flagrant 
is this fact that, in this Christian London, there is a 
periodical published the unison d’&e of which seems to 
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be to inveigh against this export of English girls to 
Antwerp and elsewhere. 

I have said that, although recent refinements have 
been added to Christian debauchery, the old standard 
lines have not been neglected and forgotten. The .Lord 
Bishop of Durham, some little while ago, admitted at 
Bradford that Christian England has 180,ooo profes- 
sional prostitutes, and that London has Go,ooo* all to 
herself. My brothers, there is no blinking the fact that, 
under this piebald social garment of ours, made of the 
prim petticoat of Grundy and the seamless coat of 
Christ, monogamy alone is legalised ; but, practically, 
bigamy, trigamp, and downright polygamy are winked at. 
This comes of the refined nastiness that sets its laws 
against the canons of nature. A number of male Lon- 
doners have one wife a piece, and, assisted by a few 
boys and bachelors, they maintain an army of 60,000 
courtesans. They raise the dykc of conventional eti- 
quette against the ocean of the passions. Against this 
ocean they erect the dyke of monogamy ; but the moles 
have burrowed in it and the rats have’sapped it, and the 
ocean rushes in Go,ooo strong. Still, we are such a 
good people, so moral and so pious, that we go on from 
age to age pretending that the dyke remains effective and 
intact, although the sea bursts through it at every point 
and the billows leap over it and seethe and boil and 
roar. Rather than honestly and orTertly admit this dyke 
to be a sham, we go on consigning tens of thousands of 
our women to misery, with our fingers stained with the 
blood of infanticide, and with our manhood damned and 
dwarfed by disease that must be suffered, but cannot be 
named. 0 England, if there be a corner in bell spe- 
cially set apart for the slow roasting, the cremacausis of 
Hypocrites, that corner is yours against all competitors ! 

l A more recent calculation states the number as 80,000. 
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Earl Shaftesbury’s motion in the House of Lords 
empowering the police to arrest men “who habitually or 
persistentIy importune or solicit women or girls ” is a 
secular groping in the dark, but in the right direction, 
by a man of correct and elevated, albeit of religiously- 
distorted, instincts. But, 0 Lords and Commons, there 
must be no measures for “the regulation of vice.” It is 
not for your august assemblies to even tacitly admit that 
the “vices” of mankind, of the nature of which we 
speak, can he “regulated ” only, and cannot be eradi- 
cated. To “ regulate vice ” sounds like contracting to 
supply fuel to hell that it may cease to smoulder on the 
one hand, or flare on the other, but may burn with 3 
steady, uniform intensity. “ Regulate ” virtue, 0 my 
masters, and thereby let vice perish. Look the subject 
in the face with a bold, clear eye, with no fear of social 
aversion and domestic prejudice. Begin with first prin- 
ciples, physiological and sociological, and look upon 
nothing as right simply because it at present obtains, 
and Grundy, in the light, sings its sacredness, and, in 
the dark, ever subjects it to violation. Let us cease to 
have a formal and written code of morals for overt use, 
and an informal and unwritten counter-code, of which 
our ~So,ooo Magdalenes, ancl far more, are the appalling 
evidence. Let us cease to be sneaks and hypocrites, 
with one moral code for the light of day and another 
for the shadows of night. 

Men of England, ye support the 180,000 in idIeness ; 
could ye not support them in domestic industry? Ye 
support them in shame; cannot ye support them in 
honour ? These poor girls are all somebody’s daughters, 
and there was the time, in their young lives, when, in 
sweetness and purity and innocence, they were as irre- 
proachable as are the wives of your bosoms. Their 
blood is on your head: are ye patriots, are ye men, are 
your hearts of flesh or steel ? Ye made them what they 
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are. The reins of legislation are in your hands, and so 
is the forming of public opinion. You made laws by 
which vast numbers of the noblest and best of our 
women can never possibly be wives ; then you proceed 
to make them the ministers of your passions, and when, 
at your mercy, they have become so you turn round and 
socially damn them. Yours is the guilt, not theirs. 
They, in their poor, weak way, bear your sins, and they 
hide your iniquities in lock-hospitals and dishonoured 
graves. Englishmen, is this what the women of England 
deserve at your hands 7 Is this your vaunted Christian 
charity ? If so, I am afforded one more reason to 
rejoice that I am not a Christian. But, 0 my brothers, 
for your own sakes, if not for the sakes of the dis- 
honoured and fallen, at last, at the eleventh hour, begin 
to set your house in order. The most sacred feature of 
mundane life is woman’s tenderness and devotion and 
love. If you desire to make your lives true and noble, 
heroic and sublime, utilise the best heart qualities of your 
women, even if you should cease to utilise your coal- 
fields. Ye do not mean ill ; but ye are so busy that ye 
go on with olden customs without looking into them or 
being tolerant to those who do. Ye might have had 
r80,ooo blessings in your hearts and homes ; instead, 
ye have domestic hypocrisy and social blight and mildew, 
and the curses of some two hundred thousand women 
whom ye have degraded and ruined ! 



CHAPTER LXII. 

A GZance at the Iliad-Hector and Andromade- 
Jewish v. Heathen Morals-U&sses and Pcndope- 
Thoxener-Tarquin and Lucretia-Appius Claudius 
and Viryinia-Arabella Churchill-A Contrast- 
OtZw Ueathn Ladies-The Ho@ and SuUime Voca- 
fion of TVoman. 

WHEREVER man has risen, even approximately to the 
standard ofhis own being, a chivalrous tenderness towards 
woman has been the charm and the grace of existence. 
Wherever there has been a civilisation that developed a 
settled government, literature, arts, and arms, the general 
degradation of woman has been impossible; she has 
been the joy of the citizen’s home, the subject of the 
poet’s ecstatic vision, the glory of the painter’s dream, 
the rapture of the sculptor’s ideal, and her love the 
guerdon that invested with valour and romance the 
soldier and his sword. 

We will take a glance at a book that lays a more valid 
claim to antiquity than the Bible can, and where woman 
is a nobler figure tlran the Bible limns. \Vho that in 
his boyhood has read Homer has not, in spirit, leant 
against the Ikrdan gate and mingled his tears with those 
of Andromache, while, round Ilium, three circles were 
being trarcd in the bloody dust with Hector’s mangled 
remains ? Who remembers not how, all unconscious 
that the javelin was quivering in the throat of Hector, 
she sat at the “ melancholy loom ” where- 

“ A growing work employed her secret hours. 
Confusedly gay with intermingled flowers. 
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IIer fair-haired handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord’s return : 
In vain, alas ! her lord returns no more ! 
Unbathed he lies and bleeds along the shore !“* 

Where in all the works of the Holy Ghost is there one 
flash of woman’s passionate fidelity like that struck from 
the lyre of the blind old Greek when he pours from the 
lips of his heroine the pathos of dolour and woe : the 
tale that told of her father and mother in the grave and 
the helpIess friendlessness that followed the event of 
her seven brothers being mown down by the sword? 
The afflicted Andromache exclaims at parting :- 

“ l’ct, while my llcctor still survives, I see 
My father, mother, brethren, all in thee : 
Alas ! my parents, brothers, kindred all, 
Once more shall perish if my Hector fall. 
Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger share : 
0 prove n husband’s and a father’s care !” 

The hero gloomily forebodes the event of his wife falling 
into the hands of his enemies, and exclaims :- 

“ May I lie cold before that dreadful day, 
Pressed with a load of monumental clay ! 
Thy Hector, wrapt in everlasling sleep, 
Shall neither hear thee sigh nor set thee weep. 

Thus having spoke, the illustrious chief of Troy 
Stretched his fond arms to clasp the lovely boy. 
The babe clung circling to his nurse’s breast, 
Scared at the dazzling helm and nodding crest. 
With secret pleasure each fond parent smiled, 
And Hector hasted to relieve his chiId ; 
The glittering terrors from his brows unbound, 
And placed the beaming helmet on the ground, 
Then kissed the child, and, lifting high in air, 
Thus to the gods preferred a father’s prayer.’ + 

Where is there in all the writings of the Lord, where 

+ “ Iliad,” bk. xxii. t Ibid, bk. vi. 
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is there in all tbe Iying sanctities of the Fathers, a 
passage like that I have quoted ? The Greeks and their 
adversaries could fight and did fight after a fashion, 
compared with which the military feats of the Jews look 
like vulgar and bloodthirsty riots at a country fair. 
The Pagan Greeks were men, beside whom Jehovah- 
tsidkenu’s pampered Jews could no more be compared 
than you can compare the most stalwart guardsman at 
\Vhitehall with the most hulking oldxlothes man in 
Houndsditch. And see how the Homeric conception 
of woman towers like a Norway pine over the nauseous 
toad-stool of the Mosaic ideal. Against this incident 
from the Greek, passionate and tearful in its stately 
tenderness, what incident shall we place from the 
Hebrew? Shall we refer to Abraham twice over pocket- 
ing the gains from his wife’s prostitution? Shall we 
allude to J,ot and his daughters, to Judah and his 
daughter-in-law, on the day when she sat by the way- 
side and played the part of a harlot ? Shall we refer to 
Onan, to ‘I‘amar, to the Levite and his concubine, to 
David and Bathsheba, to Ruth, to Rahab, to Aholibah, 
to Mary of Bethlehem, to Mary of Magdala 7 Take 
your choice of these men and women of the Bible, and 
place them anyway you like, as best you can, against the 
man and woman, Hector and Andromache of the 
“Iliad,” and then dare to tell me that woman and the 
home owe their beauty, love, and sanctity to the Scrip- 
tures and to Christianity. 

In the presence of its mother, whom he loved with 
manhood’s noblest love, Hector took his child and hers 
in his arms. It cried in fright at the brazen helm and 
nodding plume. He doffed these, and placed them on 
the ground, then held the babe aloft, and, looking heaven- 
ward, called upon the immortal gods to bless his boy. 
From “Holy Writ” what are ye going to place against 
this, ye hireling buffoons of the pulpit? Will ye place 



HER GLORY, HER SHAME; AND HER GOD. 507 

Zipporah raving with rage and denouncing Moses as “ a 
bloody husband ” ? Will ye place Abraham sending 
off his child and its mother into the desert to die; or 
will you quote to me the case of the Jewish parents who 
~0oiZcd iheir c/ri~Vren arid a& Ihenr ? We owe so much of 
all that is manly in man and womanly in woman to the 
Scriptures : do we ? I have given you a picture of 
Father, Mother, and Child from Homer. Give me a 
parallel picture from “ The Rook of God.” 

Many were the lovers that her exquisite grace and 
beauty brought to the feet of the lonely Penelope. 
“ Why wait for your husband Ulysses ; Ulysses is dead,” 
urged they. Even her own parents upbraided her as 
foolish for refusing princely suitors and waiting for the 

return of her lord, while them was a probability, amount- 
ing almost to certainty, that he lay in some distant and 
bloody grave, or that his bones were mouldering on the 
floor of the sea. ‘1’wenty summers touched the flowery 
plains of Hymctus with glory ; twenty winters flung their 
snows against the brow of Olympus in desolation ; anal, 
still putting off her lovers with the rzlse of the never- 
ending web, the faithful Penelope waited for the return 
of her absent lord. 

At length, weary and worn out with storm and battle 
and hardship and time, a frail old man, penniless, scarred 
with wounds and covered with rags, arrived in Ithica. 
That tottering step was once the gallant stride of one of 
the most stately of the Greeks. That feeble arm mas 

wont to wield a glaive, terrible as the bolt of Jove. 
That ill-shod and faltering foot has been red over the 
ankle in the best blood of Troy. That voice, so tremu- 
lous and thin, has shouted the battle-cry of the Hellenes, 
where the hosts dashed together like clouds of exploding 
thunder, whi!e the earth reeled like a drunkard-drunk 
with the red vintage of the sword-and phalanx and 
line crashed and rose and ebbed and flowed and sank 
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and staggered and surged like the boiling waves of hell. 
And that voice had whispered in the ear of the daughter 
of Icarius the whisper that is born of love’s young dream. 
Could the maiden who had heard it plead for the empery 
of her heart ever forget its tones ? Weak, yes ; tremu- 
lous, aye. But it is the voice that once whispered love 
to a maid under the moonlight and the myrtle. 0 gods, 
it is the voice of Ulysses-her Ulysses ; and the desolate 
woman who had refused the hand of kings utters a 
scream of joy, and clasps the old man in rags to her 
heart-her husband, her lift, her long-lost Ulysses! And 
this Pagan Penelope was a woman who lived and died 
some ten centuries before Christianity had been heard 
of, and who owed nothing to the precepts of Jesus and 
the apothegms of Paul. 

It was not because she was deeply imbued with the 
spirit of the Scriptures and Christianity that Theoxener, 
a noble lady of ThessaIy, when pursued by the soldiers 
of Philip of Macedonia, voluntarily rushed into the sea 
and drowned herself, preferring death to life retained at 
the sacrifice of her chastity. 

Sex&, son of Tarquin the Proud, learnt that the 
Koman matron, Lucrctia, sat up late in her chamber at 
her embroidery during the absence of her husband. 
He stealthily invaded that chamber, and attempted to 
persuade the lady to be faithless to her marital vow-s. 
Finding that, in spite of his being the son of the Ring 
of Rome, he had set himself an impossible task, he 
resorted to force. He drew his sword, and threatened, 
if she would not minister to his lust, to stab the faithful 
wife through the heart and then kill one of his own 
slaves and lay him on the same couch with her in a 
manner which should support his statement that he had 
found her lying in the embraces of the slave, and that, 
in the interests of outraged honour, he had slain them 
both. Resoked that her husband and friends should not 
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hear the infamous falsehood of her dishonour when her 
tongue and that of the slave on the couch with her 
should be s~~cccl~less in death, she fell 3 victim to Tar- 
quin’s villainy-not that she feared death in such a 
crisis, but that she shrank with horror from shame 
being associated with her name and memory. 

As soon as Sextus had gone Lucretia sent for her 
husband and her father, and with sobs and tears ad- 
mitted to them her involuntary act of adultery. Before 
they had recovered from their stupor of commingled 
rage and bewilderment, snatching a dagger which she 
had concealed under her clothes, she struc:k it to the 
hilt into her own breast, determined not to outlive the 
chastity she had been unable to defend. This Pagan 
lady had no Bible, and the wondrous star in the East 
had not yet led the shepherds to the Bethlehem manger. 
Mrs. Donald Crawford had a Bible. Christianity, which 
has done so much to ennoble and purify woman, has 
had far over a thousand years to ennoble and purify 
Mrs. Donald Crawford’s native land. And how high 
the moral tone of Christian England is above that of 
Pagan Rome the records of the Divorce Courts tell us 
with a thousand tongues. 

Appius Claudius, the decemvir, had a strong desire to 

possess, with a view to ilIicit amours, the young Vir- 
ginia, daughter of a Roman centurion. He had to 
resort to false and nefarious measures in order to bring 
her into his power. Learning that his daughter must 
inevitably fall into the meshes of the high-born lecher, 
the centurion left the army and hurried back to Rome. 
He demanded to see his child. On his demand being 
complied with, he seized a knife, and exclaiming, “ZYzis 
is alZ, my dearest daughter, I can give t/ice to preserve 
fhy chasfity from f?ze hst and nioZence of a @-ant,” he 
plunged the knife into the maiden’s heart. 

11 certain English king, as lustful and a meaner crea- 
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ture than this Roman decemvir, desired, for the purpose 
of illicit amours, a young English woman of the name of 
Arabella Churchill. He did not require to resort to 
mean and nefarious measures to secure her. He had 
her for the holding up of his little finger. No Churchills, 
burning under a sense of their kinswoman’s disgrace, 
sought to plunge a knife into the breast of Arabella. 
They rejoiced that their relative had become the mis- 
tress of so influential a personage, as it gave them a 
pretext for pestering her paramour for favours and pre- 
ferment to themselves ; they blessed their stars for their 
good luck, and expressed their surprise that his Majesty 
should have had a fancy for such a plain girl as Arabella. 

So much for old Rome, so much for modern England, 
as far as the honour of woman is concerned. Virginia 
and her father were heathens ; Arabella and her kindred 
were Christians. Virginia had no Bible ; Arabella had, 
or might have had, a barrowful of Bibles. To avenge 
the insult offered to the chastity of Virginia, heathen 
Rome took up the sword, and in one bloody surge of 
righteous rage hurled the Appian line from the throne 
to the grave. Christian England drew no sword of 
vengeance to wipe out the insult offered to the honour 
of her maidenhood. She fawned upon and licked the 
feet of the dull beast whohad seduced Arabella Churchill;+ 
and from that hnrlotry to the present hour Churchills 
have had money from the public purse, and Churchills 
have had a voice in the government of this England, 
which is so jealous for the purity and honour of woman, 
and which has a Bible for the source of her greatness. 
Virginia was born in Pagan Rome nearly five centuries 
before Christ ; Arabella was born in Christian England 
some seventeen centuries after Christ. And remember 

* Her father actually wrote a volume in praise of monarchs and 
monarchy (vidc Macaulay, “ HisL of Eng.,” vol. i., p. 218). 
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it is from Christ and Christianity we have derived all 
our ideas of the u elevation ” and nobility and purity of 
woman ! 

In dealing with noble and virtuous but he&en 
womanbuod, time fails me to speak of Pandora and 
Protogenia, of Hipparchia, of Cornelia, of Arria, of 
Pompcia Plautina, of Plotina, and of Pompeia Paulina. 
These are a few stately figures culled from the temple of 
Pagan antiquity. These are women whose hair floated 
on the zephyrs that kissed the Isles of Greece, or whose 
sandals trod the shores of Ausonia long centuries before 
the Jordan had murmured itself into immortality, long 
ages before the halo of sacred romance had shed a glory 
on the hills of Galilee. I think not so lightly of woman 
as to be of opinion that Christ coula either damn or 
save her. 0 Christian, she is holier than your Christ 
and mightier than your God. After weary centuries of 
suppression and debasement, she, and she alone, is the 
salt of the earth. Your brothers are debauched, your 
sons incontinent. It is that healthy and innocent, even 
if simple and uneducated, girl that bears on her fair 
shoulders and rounded bosom the weight of the destiny 
of your nation and your race. It is her pure and un- 
vitiated blood that must bear the barque of Human 
Kind down the river of Time. Untainted by alcohol 
and narcotics, unpoisoned by nicotine, undefiled by the 
lewd language which is the index of corrupted thought, 
she stands in the pass of Humanity’s Thermopyke and. 
beats back the demons that would ruin and exterminate 
Man. 

Physical dwarfs, shambling abortions, mental imbe- 
ciles, and moral cowards fill [our streets and do their 
vermin-crawl to dusty death on this globe to-day. But, 
long ago, the crawling would have been over if woman had 
not infused her more delicate morals and purer veins into 
the mystery which evolves from embryo into fcetus, from 
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f&us into child, from child into man. Verily woman 
is an Elinor of Castille that, with her holy lips, sucks 
rhe poison from the arrow-wound, and thereby keeps 
restoring strength to the right arm of the world’s Edward 
of manhood rind vaiour. The gaIaxy, the mythic milk 
of Juno, is resplendent with the sheen of stars. But 
Ihe galaxy of England is the milk of England’s mother- 
hood ; from thence shine her stars ihe holiest and the 
mildest, the fiercest and the wildest; thence the pale 
lustre of Venus, thence the red shimmer of Mars ; 
thence the might that has carried England’s language 
into every zone, that has horne her banner to the utter- 
most sea; and thence the enterprise that has, in its 
efforts, dotted every land with her graves and belted the 
globe with her bones. 

THA? END. 
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