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T0 MY WIFE

At pour side, and under your gentle yet firm
influence, a new life has arisen in me on the ruins
of the old.

With courage and a loving devofion that shrank
from no sacrifice, you joined your fafe to mine in
despite of the hard and tormenting difficulties that
towered like mountains before you.

It was you who strengthened my power of endur-
ance and increased my joy in creation. It was your
wise judgment that waiched over my labours. All
that I have attained in face of a world of difficulties,
is, in part, your work.

That is why love and gratitude that will endure
till death dedicate to you this book of my life.



“ 1 will answer also my part, I also will shew mine
opinion. For I am full of matter, the spirit within me
constraineth me. Behold, my belly is as wine which hath
noe vent; it is ready to burst like new bottles. 1 will
speak, that I may be refreshed.”—JoB xxxii. 17-20.



TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE

TuE translation here offered to English readers is slightly
abridged in certain portions. The main omissions in
Volume I. are an excursus by Professor Morgenstern on
the Latinity of the Jesuit Order; a correspondence
between the Jesuit General and the Austrian Minister
of Education in regard to Austrian schools; and a
“ Retrospect ” by the Author, intended as a conclusion
to Volume I, which was published separately in
Germany, some months before the appearance of
Volume II. In Volume II. the chapters on ‘ Abuses in
the Jesuit Order,” and on the *“ Suppression of the Order,”
have been omitted, as well as a few of the very numerous
quotations from Jesuit writers, particularly in the chapter
on “ Jesuit Morality.” A few notes and explanations of
Roman Catholic customs which are also Anglican have
been omitted, and two or three translator’s notes inserted
at points which might puzzle the English reader.

The translations from the Latin have been made
“from the Antwerp and Prague editions of the Imstitute,
as the Roman edition, which is usually quoted in the
references, does not appear to be in the British Museum
or the Cambridge University Library. For the loan of
the Antwerp edition I have to thank the Librarian of

*



viii Translator’s Preface

Dr. Williams’ Library. Quotations from English works
are copied from the originals, and in the case of
Taunton’s “ History of the Jesuits in England” I
acknowledge the courtesy of Messrs. Methuen & Co.,
Limited, in allowing the use of extracts from that work.

I am indebted to the courtesy of Count Hoensbroech
for explanation of a few difficult points, and some help
in the correction of proofs.

ALICE ZIMMERN.

Lorpox, 1911,
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INTRODUCTION

ON the 4th of November, 1878, at half-past four in the
afternoon, I crossed the threshold of the novitiate house
of the German province of the Society of Jesus at Exaeten,
near Roermond, in Holland, to announce my intention of
joining the Order.

On the 16th of December, 1892, at half-past twelve
in the afternoon, I crossed the threshold of the same
house, to leave the Society of Jesus and the Roman
Catholic Church for ever.

What motives led me to take the first step, and what
the last ?

To these questions this book will supply the answer.
Between these steps lies a whole world—at any rate for me.
Within it are comprised religious enthusiasm, lofty ideal-
ism, and complete disenchantment ; religious despair and
the very depths of pessimism ; ardent faith and stubborn
unbelief ; spiritual struggles, self-denial, verging on self-
annihilation, suffering that penetrated the very marrow of
my being, stabbing me to the quick and crushing me as
with the weight of a millstone; the sweat of anguish
and the night vigil; penance and scourgings; the
whole inner and outer being trodden under foot; and
at last a struggle for freedom like that of a suffocating
man for air. .

Even before I took these two steps a whole world lay
behind me—the world in which I was born and educated,
my own surroundings, my family, my class; the world in
which I grew to boyhood, youth and manhood.
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On both these worlds I wish to throw light. I shall

Aosrmhe hath hanavniga thav halang tacgsthar as aan D'nll
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effect.

The first part of the book deals with my early
life and the Ultramontane Catholic world in which
I grew up, and describes my life down to the time
of my entering the Society of Jesus. This is s
necessary part of a book written by me about the
Jesuit Order, for its influence upon me dates from
my earliest youth, and continues without interruption.
The second part which describes my life in the Order,
while constantly referring to my own personal expeflenCes,
gives fundamental and systematic information concerning
the Jesuit Order, with the omission only of its systems
of instruction and education. With these I deal in
Cha.pters II1.-VL, in my account of the Jesuit training
establishment at F eldkirch, which I entered at ten and
left at seventeen years of age.

My book is essentially of a personal character, since it
describes my life down to my fortieth year.

Yet it is also impersonal, for he who writes it to-day
is in the strictest sense no longer the man whose experi-
ences are described. Were it indeed possible for a man
to retain the consciousness of his individnalitv and vpf
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become a different person, I could assert that in my
case this apparent psychological impossibility had been
achieved.

The years that have elapsed since the 16th of December,

1009 hawa 4ranafnrmad m intn r 3 S 1
15v4, N&Ve Transiormea me invwo & new bemg—new mn

thought, feeling, and action. Fresh springs of knowledge
and conduct arose in me which, gradually increasing from
a few scanty drops to a full stream, washed away my
cold self till not a trace of it remained. When I look back

P fode: —onmg f e S hald o
over the 10Tty yeals o1 Iny iire before 1892 I behold a

stranger.
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The history of my transition from one being to another
is a story full of instructive detail. The influence of
education, the immense power of old and inherited pre-
judices, the tyranny of a misinterpreted religious system,
are disclosed in the telling. But along with these stands
revealed the elemental, even creative, power of a personal
consciousness which has reawakened to freedom in and
through the strength of that freedom itself. A mechanical
being, fashioned by traditions of family and creed, was
transformed into an individuality: a man who, after
decades of dependence, developed a consciousness of his
own, who after forty years of bondage attained the right
and capacity to rule and to guide his own destiny, who
passed from self-annihilation to self-accentuation, and won
back for himself his lost—or, rather, unrecognised—self,
his innermost being, his own true nature. The slave
perished, and the free man began to live.

My physical youth was gone, but at the age of thirty-
nine my intellectual youth began to put forth shoots
which are still growing. I became young in mind, and
this made me a new being. When I was young in years
I was weighted with an old age, a load of centuries of
thought, judgments, and feelings. Now, in my actual old
age, “ I plough new lands”:

“The old gives way, and time beholds his changes,
New life arises from the ruined old.”*

In my case these words have been actually fulfilled.
Therefore this book is both personal and impersonal ; it
is also fundamental.

I do not propose to set forth the outward events of
my life in the order of their occurrence. It is that on
which they are based, their fundamental significance, that
I wish to emphasise. The particular spot where I stood

* Sohiller, Wilhelm Tell, Act IV. 8. 2.
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at any time, and the exact manner of my life there, are
comparatively unimportant; the essential is the reason
why I stood there and lived thus.

Everything I say about the Jesuit Order is my exclu-
sive property, because it gives the experience of my own
mind and body during fourteen long years, and because
my judgment rests exclusively on my personal experience.
What I state is my own opinion of the Jesuit Order.
Though I make some use of material supplied by others,
where it is of value, the judgment drawn.from it is my
own. I belonged to the Order long enough not to need
the judgment of others when I write about Jesuits and
their system.

An enormous amount of literature on the Jesuits has
been published by friends and foes ; and the mass of books
and treatises, articles and pamphlets, contains a great
deal that is valueless—unmerited praise, unmerited blame,
exaggerations of good as well as of evil, fabrications now
on this side, now on that. I have no intention of sifting
this accumulation. But undoubtedly my book will sweep
away much that has been copied and re-copied by a whole
geries of critics, along with the lies that have been coined
for and against the Society.

Fifteen years have gone by since I burst the bonds of
the Order, and bade farewell to the creed and family in
which I was born. Long enough surely to enable me
to form an objective judgment. But though my judg-
ment is impartial, its expression will not be dispassionate,
for passion only dims our vision and weakens our judgment
when it takes possession of us before the object has been
grasped by our vision and understanding. When we have
recognised and understood, then we may call in its aid.
Indeed, it would be well if convictions were more frequently
upheld with passion. There would be' less uncertainty,
weakness, and insincerity in the world. Many a good
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book would not have missed its effect had it been written
with more of passion.

How, indeed, would it be possible to write dispassion-
ately about that which has stirred our souls to their depths ?
The aim of these pages is to show the part the Jesuit
Order played at every epoch of my life from my earliest
youth to the ripeness of manhood; the harm it caused
and the good it brought me ; the havoc it wrought in my
soul, and the edifice it erected there. To tell all this
without passion is beyond the bounds of possibility.

- For what did not my religion and my family signify
to me! To both I was bound by traditions reaching
back for more than eight centuries; the life of both
pulsed through my blood; I clung to them with every
fibre of my whole burning heart. Yet both of these I was
forced to leave for ever, to break down every bridge and
plank that stretched between us. How would it be
possible to think and speak of such a parting without
passion ? The man who could dispassionately describe his
highest and deepest experiences, the shattering of an old
world ardently loved for a whole generation and the build-
ing up of a new one, must have a stone in place of a heart.

My book has been written entirely from memory. I
have no notes on which to baseit. Before I entered the
Society I only kept a diary when travelling, and this is
of no value for my development. While in the Order I
made a number of valuable notes, but I brought none
of them away when I left it. At that time I thought I
was right in so acting, but I now regret it.

These notes which I left behind dealt with the Ascetic
Discipline, Learning, and Constitution of the Order.

The notes on the Discipline, which began with the first
day of my novitiate, showed the development of my inner
religious life under its ascetic influence, and more particu-
larly of the Annual Exercises (exercitia spiritualia). They
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also contained statements as to my own spiritual activity in
the Order when preaching, hearing confessions, and conduct-
ing Exercises and popular missions. This work was done in
England, Holland, and Germany. My notes on the Learn-
ing treated of my own humanistic, philosophic, and
theological studies, and the examinations which concluded
each section, as well as my literary contributions to the
periodical, Stimmen aus Maria-Laack, written after the
completion of my seven years’ course of study. My notes
on the Constitution of the Order were copies of the Instruc-
tions (instructiones) which I received during the first and
second as well as the third or last probationary year
(tertius annus probationis), concerning the spirit and con-
stitution of the Order from the Master of the Novices,
Father Meschler and the “ Imstructor” of the tertiate,
Father Oswald. These Instructions were exceedingly valu-
able on account of their official as well as their intimate
character. I can only express my lively—though, alas,
unavailing—regret at no longer possessing them. For, if
published, they would afford the deepest, because most
authentic, insight hitherto available into the inner life of
the Jesuit Order. Yet even the Instructions did not
supply the very last word, because they were meant for
all tertians, <.e. all persons in their third year of probation,
whether destined for the grade of coadjutor or pro-
fessed. And only the professed—and among these only
the thrice sifted—become true initiates. Valuable mate-
rial, also left behind when I left the Order, was contained
in a number of letters addressed to me by the General,
Antonius Maria Anderledy, by Father Hovel, for many
years his assistant, and Father Ratgeb, at that time my
Provincial. These I received in the course of my Jesuit
training. Several particularly interesting letters were
written me by the General and Father Ratgeb during my
stay in Berlin in 1889. 8till, there is a good deal in the
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letters bearing an intimate character and referring to
persons (members of the Order or public characters) which
I should not have published, however characteristic they
might have been of the mode of direction within the
Society, and the method of judging public affairs on the
part of its superiors (General and Provincials).

I am thus without any written basis for the long period
of forty years, with all I experienced in their course. There
may, therefore, be small errors in dates, names and places.
T can no longer recall in every detail the external life of
the Society, the daily routine, the arrangement of studies,
and many single incidents. But the account as a whole
is in no way affected by this.

Nor is this a book written with a didactic purpose.
My object is to tell my own experiences, to set down the
thoughts that arise in my own soul. Standing as I do in
the lagt third of my strange life, I feel the need of looking
back and setting down for myself and others that which
I have beheld.

Nor yet is it meant as an attack—at least not a cal-
culated one. Its effect as such is due not to me, but to
the inner and outward circumstances which it records.

Neither is it a polemic in the ordinary semse. I do
not deliberately explain my views to opponents or friends
of the Roman Church or the Jesuit Order, to persons whose
point of view and conception of the universe differ from
mine. Whenever I do this I am compelled to it by the
exposition of my own views.

Only in dealing with the literature of the Jesuit Order
do I depart from this rule. Jesuit literature is the exponent
of the Jesuit system. To pass it by without drawing the
sword is impossible where the aim is to unmask the Jesuit
spirit.
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PART 1

THE ULTRAMONTANE WORLD IN WHICH I WAS
BORN AND EDUCATED

CHAPTER 1
HOME AND PARENTS

THE castle of Haag, my childhood’s home, lies on the
pleasant banks of the Niers in the Rhenish-Prussian dis-
trict of Guelders. '

Meadows, fields, and woods, intersected by ponds and
streams, surround the massive building with its four
flanking turrets. A broad moat, the remains of old draw-
bridges, portholes, gloomy dungeons with armour, chains,
instruments of torture and executioners’ blocks, an array
of helmets, cuirasses, and swords, everything here recalled
wild, warlike days, stories of knightly deeds and baronial
feuds.

How oiten, as we played among those roomy buildings,
was the departed world re-peopled by the boy’s imagi-
nation !

The castle offered a wide field for memory and fantasy.
There was the “Emperor’s Room,” a large and lofty
chamber, adorned with wood-carvings and costly tapestries
from designs by Rubens, in which Frederick the Great,
Napoleon I., the Tsar Nicholas I. of Russia, and later

B v
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the Emperor William I. had spent the night—this last on
two occasions, as Regent and as King. From its walls
hung ancient works of art, pictures by celebrated masters,
innumerable portraits of ancestors with their legends
and history, and weapons of every description. Then
there was the great dining-hall, decked with white and
gold, hung with tapestries representing stories from
Roman history, with its pictures over the folding doors,
and mirrors of Austrian emperors and Prussian kings.
There was jewellery set with diamonds and other precious
stones which my mother wore on great occasions, old
plate which adorned the gala board, and in the castle
chapel a shrine with honoured relics of apostles, martyrs,
and saints, even reputed fragments of the Cross of Christ,
and an authenticated imitation of one of the nails used at
the Crucifixion.

All these objects,- connected for centuries with the
destinies of my family, made a powerful impression on
my youthful mind, and filled me with religious and his-
toric traditions which turned my thoughts and ideas into
one definite direction.

Haag Castle was not the ancestral seat of my
family. It was a marriage in the sixteenth century that
brought it to us along with several other estates. Our
own ancestral castle, Hoensbroech, a structure of remark-
able grandeur and beauty, is situated in what is now the
Dutch province of Limburg, between Aix and Maestricht.
In olden times the castle and dominion of Hoensbroech
belonged to the Duchy of Juliers. My family is there-
. fore not of Dutch but of very ancient German origin.
Even at the fatal battle of Worringen on the 5th of June,
1288, when Duke John of Brabant conquered Count
. Reinold of Guelders, and the Archbishop of Cologne, Sieg-
fried von Westerburg, was taken prisoner, two knights of
the name of Hoensbroech fought and fell.
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I was born on the 29th of June, 1852, the festival of
SS. Peter and Paul. My father was Franz Egon, Count
of the Empire and Marquis of Hoensbroech, Hereditary
Marshal of the Duchy of Guelders, Privy Councillor of the
Kingdom of Prussia, Honorary Officer and Grand Cross
Knight of Malta. He died on the 19th of December, 1874.
My mother was Matilda, Countess and Marchioness of-
Hoensbroech, née Baroness von Loé. She died on the
19th of December, 1903. Both my parents belonged to
the old school of nobility, with all its simplicity, dignity,
and the sense of noblesse oblige. In their eyes it was
character and not the accident of birth or title that gave
the true stamp of nobility. In intellect both were far
above the average; and their interests were numerous,
though limited, as I must afterwards show, by their
extreme ultramontane views.

My father only remains in my remembrance as a blind
man, During his residence at Berlin in 1849, on the
occasion of the ‘ United Diet,” he was afflicted with an
eye trouble which, in spite of all Professor Grife’s skill,
led to permanent blindness. It was probably due to this
cause, as well as to his deliberate manner, which found
expression in a countenance recalling that of Napoleon,
that we children never learnt to know him intimately,
and that, in spite of all our love and reverence, there was
never anything like familiarity between us.

This blindness, which overtook him in the full VlgOllI
of his manhood, must have been a severe trial to an
energetic man like my father, whose position, ability, and
the respect that he enjoyed on all hands would naturally
have secured him a wide field of activity. Though com-
pelled to renounce almost everything, we never heard him
utter a word of complaint. With a calm and equable
self-control he endured the inevitable, and submitted to
the heavy fetters which his blindness laid on body and
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spirit. His own strong character was naturally suited to
endurance, and his burden was lightened by the wonderful
devotion and inexhaustible affection of my mother; yet
there is no doubt that the main source of his strength lay
in his religion, which he embraced in what I can only
call a masculine spirit, as an ancient family inheritance.

Indeed, there was nothing sentimental about  the
Marquis,” as he was universally called ; even his religion
had a certain hardness. It was to him principle, law, and
the tradition of centuries. In spite of his remarkable
intelligence, I doubt whether it ever occurred to him that
religion must be a possession freely acquired ; that to it
above all the saying applies:

“ And what thy fathers handed down of old,
That earn, that thou mayst truly call it thine.’”*

No; in my father’s eyes religion was something handed
down by our fathers. That was decisive for him. He
had no thought of earning what he had inherited. Just
as he clung resolutely to other family traditions, so he
regarded the inherited trust of his religion as an entail
to be maintained whole and entire, as it had been
handed down to him. I do not wish to imply that he
was not genuinely religious; but the emotions of his
heart were only an accompaniment and addition. The
iron bond which united him to the Catholic Church was
tradition.

It was tradition that led him every evening to preside
over his whole household in the castle chapel, and himself
recite the rosary; which sent him almost every Sunday
to the parish church at Guelders, though he might have
heard the obligatory mass in his own chapel, and led him

every year, till he reached extreme old age, during the
" octave of the “ Assumption of the Virgin,” to march for

* Goethe, Faust, 1., Soliloguy.
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two hours in all weathers with the procession from Guelders
to the shrine at Kevelaer, and kneel down amid the crowd
in the public street before the miraculous image. I can
only repeat that a critical examination of religion was a
thmg unknown to my father.

How closely he clung to tradition in religious matters
a slight incident may show. In the first year of my resi-
dence at the Jesuit school at Feldkirch I had learnt to
say the Ave Maria in Latin. Now the ILatin, 7.e. the

Avava Ay AL Yraa, AUV VLU advadag  VeUe VAT

official, text differs from the German in use in my home,
and, indeed, elsewhere in (Germany, in the omission of the
word “ poor” before “sinners” which occurs in the
German (ora pro nobis peccatortbus). On one occasion,

h T 4
when I was driving out with my parents in the holidays, we

said the rosary, as was our frequent custom, and I, literally
translating the official Latin, omitted the word * poor.”
In answer to my father’s question as to why I did so, I
replied with true schoolboy pride, that this was the correct
form according to the Latin text. But he would not hear
of it ; we had always said “ Pray for us poor sinners,” and
must continue to do so.

This adherence to tradition is, indeed, a characteristic
of Catholics in general, and especially of the nobility. They
are born Catholics, they have inherited Catholicism ; that
suffices.

How many a time have I since been bitterly reproached
by my relations for abandoning my inherited religion, and
thus sinning against the  traditions ” of my family! In
my present view—and would it had been mine for thirty
years and more !—religion has nothing to do with inherit-
ance and family tradition. Among all a man’s possessions,
religion is the most individual, that which most needs
winning by personal activity. Unless it proceed from this
source, it is the husk without the kernel. The more marks
of past centuries the kernel shows, the more must the
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religion identified with it bear the character of something
petrified and benumbed, the fetish of a family or caste.

This theory of religious heredity and prescription has
penetrated even into the ranks of orthodox Protestantism.
Hence its spiritual and religious numbness; hence the
tendeney in these circles to look back rather than forward.
Soon after my breach with the Roman Church I made
the acquaintance in Heligoland of the late Count Fincken-
stein-Madlitz, one of the ultra-Conservative members of
the Upper House. In one of our first conversations he
told me how hard he found it to get over the circum-
stance that I had broken with “ the religion of my fore-
fathers.” My reply was: * But what about your ancestor,
who turned Protestant and thus brought you and your
whole family over to that faith ?”” To this he could give
no answer.

I never really understood my father’s political views.
The reason is, perhaps, that he never talked confidentially
with us in our childhood, and at the time of his death I
was only twenty-two. The papers which were read aloud
to him were the Catholic Kolnische Blitter (now Koélnische
Volkszeitung), the ultra-Ultramontane French journals,
L’Univers and Le Bien Public, and the Kreuzzeitung. The
reagon for the admission into our house of this orthodox
Protestant journal was its reputation as the aristocratic
paper par excellence. This was probably the only con-
cession made by my father to a narrow class prejudice.
And he found it hard enough, for the paper had a Pro-
testant flavour, and I am sure that it was with a light
heart that he at last agreed to give it up.

His reason and manner of doing this are so character-
istic of the antipathy to everything Protestant which still
prevails in Catholic circles that they are worth recording.

It was the custom of our friend and relation, Count
Caius zu Stolberg-Stolberg (son of the poet Friedrich
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Leopold zu Stolberg-Stolberg, who had gone over to Catholi-
cism), to pay us a week’s visit every year with his whole
family. They all had the true convert’s hatred of Pro-
testantism, combined with a dislike of everything con-
nected with Prussia and Berlin. How often have I heard
old Count Caius, my godfather, speak of William I. as

“that hardened old sinner”! Now the Stolbergs were
horrified at always finding in our house this Protes-
tant and Prussian paper. On one occasion the fanatical
daughters set upon my father, with the support of my
mother, and came off victorious. A copy of the Kreuz-
zeitung was twisted into human shape, suspended from
the chandelier of the “ White Room,” and solemnly burnt.
In this way the Kreuzzeitung vanished from the list of the
papers to which my father subscribed. There is some-
thing of the inquisitor and heretic-burner in every Ultra-
montane Catholic, especially in the recluse nobility, and
most of all in their female relatives. The words, *“ Ye
blessed flames of the pyre,”* are not a mere aberration of
a fanatical Romish editor, but a cry of the heart, con-
scious or unconscious, low or loud, that springs in every
ultramontane bosom.

My father was prevented by his blindness from taking
any public part in politics. Whether he belonged to the
Centre, or rather, would have belonged to it, since the
Centre was only just forming at the time of his death,
I cannot say. In the struggle with Rome (Kulturkampf)
which was just beginning, he was, of course, to be found
on the side of his inherited religion.

That he was loyal to his King and his hereditary Prince
there can be no doubt. MBut I feel less certain about his
affection for the Protestant Royal Family of Prussia.
Frederick William IV, was most gracious to him; even

* From Analecta Ecclesiastica, a journal published at Rome under Papal auspices,
January, 1895,
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more g0 William I. and Queen Augusta, who treated him
with especial favour. In return it seems to me he gave
them dutiful loyalty, but not affection. On one occa-
sion, when Queen Augusta telegraphed from Coblence to
announce a visit for the following day, my father had
the horses put in at once and took us all away to one of
his estates just across the neighbouring Dutch frontier. A
telegram was then sent to the Court Marshal to the effect
that the family was away from home.

Here is another characteristic circumstance. Count
Hompesch, afterwards so well known as leader of the
Centre and for many years President of the Centre
group in the Reichstag (died 1909), was often a guest
at our house. Always a witty and amusing talker,
his best stories related to his experiences as cham-
berlain to the Queen-Empress Augusta, who favoured
him particularly as her travelling companion. He
had a store of entertaining anecdotes about her,
and we never could stop laughing at the expense of
these exalted personages. For instance: the Empress
was at Baden-Baden, and wanted to travel incognito to
Geneva. A telegram was sent to the Emperor William
at Ems: “May I goto Geneva?” Answer: “Go.” From
Geneva the Empress wished to go to Turin. Another
telegram, and the same answer: *“ Go.” And so again
and again, till at last, according to the Hompesch account,
the concluding telegram was worded, “ Go to the deuce ! ”
During the Kulturkampf a nunnery at Coblence was
threatened with dissolution. The Empress, who was
particularly fond of these nuns, begged the Emperor to
avert their doom. He said i was impossible. Thereupon
the Empress:  William, if the nuns do not remain at
Coblence, I shall always remain with you.” The nuns
remained ! .

In all the Rhenish-Westphalian noble families, with
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very few exceptions, there was—and probably still is—an
anti-Prussian feeling which at times, especially in 1866,
came strongly into evidence. The real cause was the
antagonism between Catholicism and Protestantism. Their
hearts inclined towards Catholic Austria, and even Napo-
leonic France. A great many noble families allowed their
sons, in spite of considerable annoyance from the authori-
ties at home, to become officers in the Austrian army ;
and scions of Catholic Prussian nobility, closely related to
me (Wolff-Metternich, Westphalen, Schmising-Kerssen-
brock, and others), served in the Austrian army against
Prussia in 1866.

This dislike of Prussia, so characteristic of the Catholic
portions of the Rhinelands and Westphalia, was common
to all classes and grades. Many a time, when out riding
or hunting, I have asked a peasant or farmer where his
son was, and received the typical answer, “ With the
Prussians ”—.e. he is serving his time in the army. In
the eyes of the Catholic Rhinelanders and Westphalians,
the Protestant Prussians were foreigners, if not actual
enemies, although they had been united to them for nearly
two hundred years.

Even to this day, the anti-Prussian feeling survives
among Catholics, and at times manifests itself with great
violence. On the occasion of an election trial before the
Court at Tréves, on the 1st of April, 1908, the Catholic .
Pastor, Leinen, from the village of Orscholz in the district of
Tréves, was reported to have said : “T hate all Prussians,
from the Emperor downward! I am no Prussian, but a
Rhinelander, and our country did not belong to Prussia
in former times.”*

There is no doubt that in Ultramontane Catholicism it
is the resemblance or difference of creed that determines
the degree of affection for dynasty and country.

* Kolnische Zestung of April 3, 1908.
/
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My father never went to the university. He entered
the army early, and afterwards undertook the manage-
ment of the family estates. Still, he was highly educated,
though on Catholic lines. He had a number of books
and magazines read aloud to him, but only those of an
ultramontane stamp were allowed in the house. Among
these were Historisch-politische Blitter, the Jesuit Stimmen
aus Maria-Laach, and a great many bigoted and one-sided
journals. Non-Catholic and Liberal Catholic writings were
excluded. In spite of all this, his interest in questions of
the day kept my father from mental torpor. His blindness
was illumined by an active intellectual life, based on the
literature, art, and science of Ultramontane Catholicism.

It was, indeed, this culture which marked him off so
advantageously from many other members of his class in
Rhenish Westphalia, who, even at the end of last century,
were for the most part distinguished by their ignorance.
Very few young nobles even matriculated. Some of my
cousins are unable to write the simplest letter correctly.
Nowadays things are improving. Even the “ Junker ” of
the Western Elbe has come to realise that education is one
of the needs of the day. My father was always convinced
of this, and therefore insisted that his sons should devote
themselves seriously to study.

Side by side with my father was always my never-to-
be-forgotten mother, the soul, light, and spirit of the
house. She possessed all the graces that make a woman
honoured and loved. Beautiful, clever, wise, a devoted
and self-sacrificing wife and mother, of heroic strength in
grievous trials, as shown at the dying beds of her husband
and seven children, she was held in honour by all who
knew her. Only my blind father could know all her
devotion, but even we children guessed and felt that she
was everything to him, just as she was to each of us till
the last breath of her long and sorrowful life.
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As T write these words her beloved picture stands on
my writing-table and inspires me with longing for this
unrivalled mother and her inexhaustible love. Yes, and
also with the sad consciousness that it was I who inflicted
the deepest wound on her heart when I left the Jesuit
Order and broke with the Catholic Church.

Though she had no desire to govern, it was she, in
point of fact, who ruled the house. Though outwardly
my father was the centre of everything, in reality the work
was hers. It was she who gave its stamp to our family
life in all its relations. Never opposing her husband nor
acting without him, she yet supplied the initiative and
standard to this strong-willed man with the imperial
countenance.

I wish T could give a faithful appreciation of my
mother. Her nature was not a simple one, for her main
characteristics were intellectual nobility and an absolutely
unlimited power of self-abnegation. But from this basis
sprang variety and even opposition. Of a warm, passion-
ate temperament, she yet had a clear vision, with good
reasoning power and presence of mind. She combined
kindness with harshness, candour with diplomatic calcu-
lation. She had an unlimited capacity for loving, with a
corresponding faculty for disliking ; and had her religion
permitted her to hate, she would have been a good hater
of many things and many people. Though a grande dame
in society, she knew how to touch the hearts of the lowest,
and was a true mother to the poor and needy. Naturally
gentle, she was yet no stranger to wrath. Kind and loving
in consolation, she was severe, even cutting, in blame.
But her whole being, in all its harmonies and discords,
was dominated by a perfect self-control which never failed
- in her outer bearing, nor, I believe, in her inmost being.

Still, the true essence, the dominant note of her nature.
its very base and source, were to be sought in her religion.
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Her Catholicism was so distinctive, so complete and
passionate, that her thoughts, feelings, and acts were
filled and penetrated with it. In a word, she was an
Ultramontane Catholic.

What this means no one can understand who is not
himself a Catholic. No other religion takes such com-
plete possession of a man’s whole being, because no other
makes such demands on understanding, heart, feelings,
senses, instincts, and impulses, body and soul, outer and
inner life, nor penetrates so deeply into the very marrow
of his being. Not every Catholic is a whole Catholic;
even among good Catholics there are grades of com-
pleteness. In the whole Catholic the man is absorbed
in the Catholic.

Catholicism abounds in heights, depths, grandeurs, and
elevations, mountain summits whence may be seen re-
ligious and mystical vistas into metaphysical domains of
fantastic beauty. Such are the Catholic doctrines concern-
ing God, Salvation, and the Sacraments, which, in spite
of their objective untruth, captivate the mind and heart
like beautiful legends and symbolic pictures. But it also
" abounds in doctrines that are narrow, petty, absurd, and
revolting, abysmal depths of irreligion and ignorance.
Such are the highly developed belief in the devil with all
its horror and folly, the whole farrago of indulgences,
scapulars, pilgrimages, and relics, and much else that is
in violent opposition to common sense and common feel-
ing. In a word, Catholicism includes religious and ethical
contradictions such as are nowhere else to be found.

Yet the  whole ” Catholic does not recognise them.
In his eyes the sublime and elevating, and the absurd and
degrading, are alike Catholic; in his daily life he makes
no distinction between dogma, <.e. that which is absolute,
and that which is not dogma, but only relative. All
that the Church tolerates in the wide domain of inner
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and outer life, in doctrine and form, in prayer and pious
practices, is in his eyes good, beautiful, religious; and he
loses himself in it, convinced that he is breathing the
spirit of God and Christ in the depths as well as on the
heights.

Such an one was my mother. There was nothing
against which her intellect revolted so long as it bore
the ecclesiastical hall-mark. She belonged to an endless
number of iraternities, she wore and made us wear every
sort of scapular and consecrated medal. The lives of
the saints, crammed with the most amazing stories of
revelations, visions, apparitions, ghosts, and devils, were
regarded by her as devotional books. Among those she
especially honoured were the * Revelations of St. Brigitta
of Sweden,” * Life of the Honourable Maid Anna Maria
Taigi,” * Revelations of the Blessed Catharine of Emme-
rich,” “ Revelations of the Blessed Maria Margareta
Alakoque,” books abounding in- the crudest superstition,
but approved by the Church. Even religious “ litera-
ture,” such as the monthly Messenger of the Sacred Heart
of Jesus, whose wonderful stories of miracles and answers
to prayer made the most incredible things seem common-
place, and other publications of the same description,
were among the favourite reading of my highly intel-
lectual mother.

In her medicine cupboard there stood, side by side with
ordinary ointments and drugs, bottles of the miraculous
water from La Salette, Lourdes, and the Ignatius water,
so called from the founder of the Jesuit Order, and the
oils of SS. Walburga and Apollinaris. These miraculous
remedies were applied for sickness and injuries in the same
way as court-plaster, camomile tea, or boric ointment. I
remember distinctly how my father, when he lay uncon-
scious from a stroke on his dying bed, was aneinted again
and again by my mother with St. Walburga’s oil. During
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thunderstorms she lighted a * consecrated > taper in the
chapel to avert the lightning. Ordinary conductors of
brass and copper wire were insufficient to protect the
rambling buildings of my home with its turrets and lofty
chimneys, but a consecrated taper and a prayer sufficed.

My mother’s piety led her to even greater depths. The
disgusting custom had been introduced from France into
German Catholic circles of swallowing as remedies pictures
of the Madonna printed on some soluble and harmless
substance. These were sold in sheets like postage stamps,
and my mother was among those who bought them and
mixed them with her food and drink as well as
ours.

Yet the Bible was very seldom in her hands. We
children only saw it at religious lessons and divine ser-
vice, when portions were read. We never saw it in our
parents’ house, and I cannot remember that my mother
ever read it aloud to us, though she many a time read out
portions of the above-mentioned ° Revelations.” This
neglect of the Bible is typically Catholic, for Catholics go
for teaching, help, and comfort not so much to the Scrip-
tures as to the thousand books of devotion which the
Catholic publishing world supplies in every shape and size.
Non-biblical piety is an ordinary thing in Catholic circles.
This is a matter to which I shall return later.

Still my mother’s religious being was not entirely
absorbed in such sordid ways, else, indeed, she would have
degenerated into a creature of mere superstition instead
of being, as she was, a woman of strong faith and courage-
ous religion. Her faith and religion gave her a firm
support against all the storms of life. Like all “ whole”
Catholics, she lived a religious double life, united into one
by the bonds of ecclesiasticism and blind submission, which
reconciled contradictions, elsewhere irreconcilable. This
strange fact, with all its psychological mystery, of which
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I was later to have experience in my own person, must
also be dealt with elsewhere.

- With unswerving fidelity and piety my mother obeyed
the spirit and commands of her Church. Both in outward
observance and in spirit she celebrated the whole of the
Church year, with all its festivals and usages. Every
other duty had to give way to religious duties, and in
the fulfilment of these she thought no sacrifice too
great. To her all pious observances—sacraments, prayers,
masses, meditations, novenas, fasts, and penances—were
the expressions of a real need. Instead of the yearly con-
fession and communion enjoined by the Church, she con-
fessed and communicated every week, and in later life
~even every day. She would often rise at earliest dawn
and go alone on foot—mno matter what the weather, in
winter and summer alike—to the parish church at Guelders,
though carriage and horses awaited her bidding, there to
confess and communicate, if, owing to the absence or illness
of the castle chaplain, there was no celebration in her own
chapel. None of us guessed, when she afterwards presided
at the family breakfast table, that she had been up since
five o’clock, and taken this long walk in damp, cold, or
heat.

While my father was a Catholic in intellect, my mother
was devoted to religion with a passion that often amounted
to fanaticism. The extremest demands of religious as of
political Ultramontanism were those of her own heart.
And since her Ultramontanism determined her politics too,
she was anti-Prussian just as she was anti-Protestant.
On two occasions she entertained William I. of Prussia
with all becoming honour and splendour; many a time
she sat at the table of the Empress-Queen Augusta, but
her heart was never reconciled to the Protestant dynasty
and kingdom of Prussia. There was no hypocrisy about
ber attitude; she merely submitted to existing circum-
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stances, When opportunity offered she expressed her
convictions in plain terms.

After my father’s death (1874) the Emperor William
sent my mother a telegram of condolence, which com-
bined with genuine sympathy a gracious expression of
regret for the reserved attitude he had shown towards the
King during the last few years, 7.e. since the beginning of
the Kulturkampf. In her answer my mother expressed her
dutiful thanks for the royal sympathy, but stated her
emphatic conviction that my father, now that he had
entered on eternal life, would be more than ever convinced
that he had acted rightly.

All her political and religious dislike to Prussia was
concentrated on the person of Bismarck. Had hate been
permitted, she would have hated him. Ever since he over-
threw Catholic Austria in 1866 he was, in her eyes, a per-
secutor of the Diocletian type. I am firmly convinced
that if the King had desired to enter her house along with
Bismarck she would have refused to receive the lord of
the land. During the years of the Kulturkampf I heard
her denounce Bismarck in terms that would have exposed
her to certain condemnation for insulting his person. My
father, too, was a rigid opponent of Bismarck. Owing to
the difference in disposition, his dislike did not find as
strong expression as my mother’s, but there is no doubt
that it was just as deep-rooted.

I must give one more instance of the political views
of my parents and their antagonism to Bismarck. At
the end of the ’fifties they went on several occasions to a
little watering-place in the Taunus, Weilbach, near Frank-
fort-am-Main, and in 1858 and 1859 they took me with
them. There was a good deal of intercourse between the
visitors there and the diplomatic world of the Frankfort
Federal Diet. It would have been natural that my parents,
as Prussians, should have associated with the Prussian
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deputy, Otto von Bismarck, but they took the greatest
pains to avoid him; while the Austrian deputy, Baron
von Kiibeck, frequently visited them at Weilbach, and
they in turn sought him out in Frankfort. I remember.
too, that the French ambassador—whose name I cannot
now recall—was often in the company of my parents.

Bismarck was, and remained, intensely disliked, if not
hated, in our home. Not even his great achievement, the
establishment of the German Empire, could moderate this
feeling. I was the only member of the family who stood
up for him, and in this, as in other respects, of which I
must speak later, I differed from my surroundings and
tradition.

This account of my parents must suffice for the present.
In the course of my narrative opportunity will offer for
the addition of other characteristics.



CHAPTER 1I
EARLY EDUCATION AND FAMILY LIFE

TrE official beginning of the day in our home was the
Mass in the family chapel, attended by masters and
servants. Before this each individual had performed his
own private devotions, on the regular observance of which
my mother rigidly insisted. Aifter Mass, which took place
on weekdays at half-past seven and on Sundays at eight
o’clock, came breakfast, often a lengthy meal, especially
when guests were present, which, indeed, was almost
always the case. At midday a bell, suspended from
one of the turrets, rang the Angelus, and every one—
my father as well as a groom or labourer—stood still,
bared his head, and said the Angelus. One o’clock was
dinner-time, before which members of the family and
guests assembled in the  Cabinet” or the * White
Room.” At four o’clock we all took coffee together. At
eight the bell again sounded for the Rosary, a private
devotion at which my father said the rosary. This
service concluded with the Litany of the Blessed Virgin,
and the blessing spoken by the chaplain. Then followed
supper, and the interval between this and bedtime was
devoted to music, reading, and playing games, which
often lasted till far into the night.

As long as we were little we were sent to bed early.
Our mother said her prayers with us, and while she knelt
on the faldstool we were grouped around her on the

ground. It was a special privilege for one or other of us
18 :
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to be allowed to kneel close beside her on the narrow
praying stool. When we lay in our little beds this was
the last prayer that she spoke as she bent over us:

“ At evening, when I go to rest,
There guard me fourteen angels blest :
Two at my head,
Two at my feet,
Two at my right hand,
Two at my left hand,
Two to cover me,
Two to wake me,
Two to lead me to heavenly rest!”

Within this frame, in spite of its savour of church and
cloister, there pulsed a gay and happy life: Looking back
over the decades, the early days of boyhood and family
life seem aglow with golden sunshine. Few children can
have a brighter childhood than fell to my lot. It wasmy
parents who gave the tone to the household; the dignity
of their position and disposition filled our home with
comfort, joy, and a fine hospitality,

. Everything that a large country estate can supply was
afforded by my old home and its family life. Luxury was
excluded on principle, but there was excellence and plenty,
giving and receiving, with no lack or stint.

I grew up among four brothers and four sisters. Such
a number of children alone was sufficient to ensure a lively
household ; and house and yard, stable and garden, fields
and woods, resounded with the life of happy childhood.
Of course, we lived out of doors as much as in, and ranged
in our games and wanderings through the whole neigh-
bourhood. And as our house was the centre of a large
circle of relations and friends, we had constant inter-
course with families, for the most part related to us, on
the neighbouring estates. .

The monotony of ordinary life was varied by expe-
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ditions on foot, horseback, or driving, visits to relations,
picnics, hunting parties, and coffee at the farms (a special
delight to us children). Visits often lasting several weeks
were of frequent occurrence. So there was plenty of
social life, and our long dinner-table was almost always
lengthened still further, owing to the presence of guests.

But our society had one peculiarity-—denominational
exclusiveness. Protestants and non-Catholics were from
our earliest childhood quite outside the pale of our lives.
Except when the heads of the provincial government paid
my parents official visits, there were, I fancy, but few
occasions when a Protestant sat at our table, though
many a convert to Catholicism was welcomed as a guest.
Among these I may name Baron von Schrétter, Rochus
von Rochow, Major of the 1st Prussian Regiment of Uhlan
Guards, Michael von Michalowski, also an officer in the
Prussian Guards, and Prince Alexander of Solms-Braunfels
(step-brother of the last King of Hanover), who, at the end
of a very stormy life, went over to Catholicism and married
a kinswoman of mine, the Baroness of Landsberg-Steinfurt.

Of course, our life was not solely devoted to society,
as is sufficiently proved by the daily routine already cited.
We were kept hard at our studies by a tutor and governess,
who taught us under the general supervision of my mother.

The pivot on which all the teaching revolved was
religion, which exercised an almost indescribable influence
over the whole of our outward and inward life. It was
always present with us, not vaguely, nor yet as a mere
human aid to education, working in conjunction with the
hopes and ideas of another world. It was rather a super-
natural force, closely linked about us, absolutely com-
plete in every detail, which would tolerate no free and
independent action, with a rule for every act, a formula
for every idea, ready to direct—even dictate—every
emotion of the soul. |
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The influence of this all-embracing, divine power work-
ing thus silently within us was not consciously recognised
by us children, nor fully perhaps even by our elders, since
we had all grown up in this ultramontane atmosphere,
and lived and breathed in it without actually realising
it. The religious conceptions familiar to us from the
earliest awakening of our intelligence, beyond whose
borders there was and could be no real and true religion,
came to us by nature, not by learning or from without.
They included every external observance which Ultra-
montane Catholicism demands of her votaries.

And how numerous were these! Our childish eyes,
ears, lips, hands, knees, and feet were pressed into the
service of religion from our very earliest years. Adoration
of the Virgin, saints, and relics, the wearing of scapulars *
and medals, the repetition of prescribed prayers, ritual
observances (masses, meditations), took complete possession
of us, and left no opportunity for individual religious
action. \

Yet I could not truthfully assert that all this struck
me as in any way compulsory, unnatural, or exaggerated.
Up to my tenth year, and even beyond, the Catholic sky
above my head shone bright and cloudless, and my childish
eyes looked devoutly upward to the lofty dome painted
and adorned by the countless images and figures, gilded
scrolls and gay arabesques, inseparable from the Romish
religion, and without which Ultramontanism would lack
both life and reality. My whole childish spirit entered

* A scapular consists of two pieces of woollen cloth, fastened together by
string in such a way that the one falls over the breast, the other at the back between
the shoulder-blades, while the strings lie on the shoulders. They must be of wool
and woven, the colours are brown, blue, red, or white. With the wearing of these
certain indulgences are connected. Special confraternities have been founded in
connection with this practice. For a detailed account of the whole practice, see
Die Ablisse, thr Wesen und Gebrauch, by the Jesuit Beringer, Consultor of

the Holy Congregation of the Indulgences (Paderborn, 1906), 13th edition, pp.
406 e seq.
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unhesitatingly into the sensuous metaphysical world of
Ultramontane Catholicism, and found contentment there.

How, indeed, could it have been otherwise? This
world had been mine from the moment of birth, and
everything about me, both great and small, pointed in
one direction. The speech and example of my parents,
the order of our day, my companions, and the members
of our household, our intercourse at home and abroad,
the principles and methods of our education, all that we
heard and read, the nursery and drawing-room—none of
these supplied even the tiniest loophole through which a
ray from another world could have entered, or a breath
of alien air blown upon us.

We boys were very early taught to * minister ” at the
daily Mass in our chapel, ¢.e. to perform the duties of
the Mass attendant, on weekdays in a black cassock with
red buttons, but on Sundays and festivals in scarlet robes
with white lace-trimmed surplices. Before we under-
stood a single word of Latin we recited the responses of
the Latin Mass read by the officiating priest.

Only those who know the theatrical nature of this
ceremony, with all its minutis, its liturgical utensils and
vestments, its prayers recited now loudly, now in under-
tones, its gleam of tapers and ringing of bells, its mystical
culmination in the transformation of bread and wine into
the body and blood of Christ, can realise the impression
it makes on the minds of children who actually participate
in the celebration.

But even this participation in the Mass did not suffice
for my mother. One Christmas we received as a present
a ‘ Mass-game,” consisting of all the objects required for
the celebration—an altar, vestments, missal, and all the
utensils—chalice, wine- and water-cans, candlesticks and
bell, which enabled us children to celebrate Mass in play,
and occasionally to add to it a sermon. Even our sisters



Early Education and Family Life 23

put on the vestments, and, contrary to all discipline and
dogma, said Mass and preached, in spite of the exhortation
Mulier taceat in ecclesia. If other children came to visit
us, we entertained them with a solemn service and choral
High Mass, when our juvenile vivacity often led to drastic
scenes between the officiating priests and the faithful con-
gregation. As this “ Mass-game * was not specially made
for us, but was to be had by purchasing, it is probable
that 1t is still played in many an ultramontane house-
hold. ‘

Conceive of it: the very culmination of the Catholic
religion, around which, in the words of theologians, all
else revolves ‘“ as around the sun,” the fearful mystery
(tremendum mysterium), at whose celebration * worshipping
angels attend,” is turned into a children’s game!

Does this not afford one more proof that ultramontane
piety 'marches unsuspectingly over startling contrasts,
making no distinction between the seemly and unseemly ?
Still, it also bears testimony to the energy which seeks to
impress its piety on the earliest days of childhood.

The Mass at which we children ministered was read
by the regular chaplains. They were, for the most part,
good and worthy men, succeeding one another in this easy
and agreeable position. But almost all had one character-
istic—pride of position, emphasising the divine dignity of
the priest.

Catholic priests, as a rule, come from the less cultivated
classes; many of them are sons of peasants. If a peasant’s
son studies for the priesthood and receives consecration,
he is regarded by his family as a higher being, who must
be addressed by his father, mother, brothers and sisters
as “8ir” and “ Your Reverence ”; his parents scarcely
venture even to sit down beside their priestly son, and
the “ condescension ” and “ affability >’ which the conse-
crated son shows to his parents often assume a form
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scarcely consistent with the fifth commandment or the
dictates of good taste.

Of course, there was no scope for such condescension
in our household. Still, the typical priestly conceit found
other no less unpleasing ways of manifestation. One
chaplain demanded to be served before anyone else, even
my parents, on the ground that this was due to his
position. With -all reverence for the priestly dignity and
their adhesion to the dogmatic mystic conceptions of the
priesthood taught by Catholicism, my parents still retained
the correct view that the priestly dignity was to be honoured
on the domain of religion, and not at the dinner-table or
in the drawing-room. They therefore consistently refused
to allow this claim, thus arousing the annoyance and even
the anger of the chaplain. Unfortunately, as will be shown,
my parents departed from their correct attitude in the
cage of the higher grades of the hierarchy, such as bishops
and cardinals.

Similar etiquette difficulties, springing from the same
type of conceit, occurred on neighbouring estates, where
there were chaplains in residence. One of these events may
be described here, though it occurred much later. I had
gone on a hunting expedition with my uncle, my mother’s
eldest brother, Count Max von Loé. After the last drive
I accompanied him in an open carriage to his castle of
Wissen, to spend the night. On the way we met two
priests from a neighbouring village. Neither of them bowed
tous. My uncle turned to me and said, ““ The stupid pride
of these men! I am their chief benefactor. I pay many
of them out of my own pocket the salary that the State
withholds from them” (it was during the Kulturkampf),
““and yet these clerical boors will not even bow to me;
their priestly pride forbids it.” '

I was a particularly pious child. 8o, at least, I was
repeatedly assured by my mother and other persons,
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speaking with the best intentions but with what unfortu-
nate results! And whenever I recall the earliest recol-
lections of my childhood I find this encomium confirmed.
I was at home in every kind of pious practice.

No one had a stronger influence over me in this respect
than an old lady who, till the last day of her life, enjoyed
the hospitality of our household, lovingly dispensed to
her by my parents, and who, confined by gout to her
bedroom or chair, lived a life wholly devoted to religious
contemplation.

Dear old Friulein von Meulen! How and in what
capacity she first entered our home I do not know. She
was the sister of two priests, who were held in great honour
by my parents, especially my mother—the Rector of the
priest-house at Kevelaer, and the Abbot of the Trappist
convent “ Mount of Olives,” in Alsace. All the bigotry
and pious exaltation of her priestly brothers, the guardian
of the miraculous Madonna at Kevelaer, and the President
of the Trappists in their living death, had been absorbed
by their sister, who, not being really educated, reproduced
it in a coarser form. Her head and heart were crammed
with tales of miracles and legends of saints, which she
depicted with remarkable power of narration and repre-
sented as “ facts.” She knew how to people heaven and
earth with good and bad spirits, angels and devils, and
to fill our eager, childish imaginations with fantastic or
horrible creatures of light and darkness.

Many an hour I spent in her company, now playing,
now listening to her stories, prayers, and pious exercises,
especially telling the rosary, litanies, and the ‘‘ Stations of
the Cross.” Before I was eight years old I was immersed
In a sea of mysticism and asceticism—or, rather, pseudo-
mysticism and pseudo-asceticism.

Above all, the belief in guardian angels became strong
and vivid in the invalid’s quiet room. Every Christian,
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probably every human being, has an angel of his own, a
guardian angel, appointed by God to accompany him
from the cradle to the grave. So the Church declares.
Naturally this doctrine, supported by pictures and prayers,
takes a strong hold of a child always inclined to the mar-
vellous. He enters into a confidential relation with his
guardian angel, believes him near, even imagines that he
can see him, and thus the supernatural becomes for him
the natural. This appears in the prayer of the guardian
angels, already quoted, which my mother used to recite
when we went to bed.

Guardian angels and ghosts are closely connected. The
“ suffering souls ’—.e. those that still await their deliver-
ance from purgatory—have become, in a sense, guardian
angels. In return for prayers, indulgences, masses, and
good works, by which we shorten their purificatory suffer-
ings, they give protection in spiritual or physical dangers.
Friulein von der Meulen, my guide through the super-
natural world of Ultramontanism, of course took care to
introduce me to the mysterious and gruesome world of
the “ suffering souls ”; and I heard endless tales of true
apparitions and their helpfulness to the living.

I think all this worthy of mention, not only for its own
sake as an instructive extract from the religious education
of Ultramontanism, but also because this kind of sensuous
transcendental mysticism supplies the best explanation of
a phenomenon very common and deep-rooted in Catholic
circles, the fear of ghosts.

Ghosts are, so to speak, the counterpart of the suf-
fering souls, for they are the spirits of the dead con-
demned to hell. Apparitions of ghosts and devils are the
terror of Catholic Christianity. Of course, it is for the
most part saints who are persecuted by them, rather
than the ordinary Christian ; still, the belief and fear are
common to all. Besides the “real ” ghosts, the whole host
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of angels and souls in purgatory find a place in the ghostly
world. For though these are represented in theory as
spirits of light, yet in fact the belief in them excites,
especially in children, a feeling of terror connected with
night and darkness. No doubt the fear of ghosts also
exists in non-Catholic circles, but not to such a degree,
for only here does it rest on a basis of dogma and religion
strong enough to resist every attempt at instruction.

Indeed, stories of ghosts, devils, and suffering souls
form a common subject of evening talk in ultramontane
families, and childish spirits hang on these gruesome tales
with shuddering curiosity. Here is one of many hundred
stories which left an inextinguishable impression on my
childish fantasy., I once heard one of our relations,
Count Ludwig Waldburg-Zeil, Austrian general and
private adjutant to the Archduke Charles Louis, tell a
story of his own experience. In the castle of Zeil (Wiir-
temberg), his family home, one of the wings was haunted ;
indeed, there is scarcely a castle belonging to a Catholic
noble which is not haunted. All prayers, exorcisms, etc.,
were unavailing, until the chaplain went from room to
room carrying the * holy of holies ’ (the consecrated wafer
in the pyx). When he came to the last room the windows
suddenly flew open, and he, standing in the inner court,
saw a black form, wrapped in smoke and fire, appear at
the window, stretch out its arms threateningly to heaven,
and disappear. From that time the wing ceased to be
haunted. . ‘

Another event which occurred later may show how
firmly the belief in ghosts is rooted in the Catholic Church.
At Miiffendorf, near Godesberg, there lived one of my
 uncles, Baron Joseph von Fiirstenberg, with his two
daughters, with whom we carried on a lively intercourse.
In 1875 the eldest daughter, Mia, wrote in despair to my
mother to say that their house was haunted ; every night
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a mysterious phantom figure was seen going up and down
one particular staircase. She asked whether we could
not give them help, since we had a Jesuit chaplain in the
house, who could surely exorcise the ghost. As a matter
of fact, ever since the expulsion of the Jesuits from Ger-
many, we had always had a Jesuit chaplain, doubtless
with a view to more literal obedience to the law. My
mother actually did send this Jesuit, Father Platzweg, to
Miiffendorf with the consent of his Superior, and he watched
the mysterious staircase for one whole night, offered up
special prayers, and never again was the ghost seen.

The torments I endured, even into advanced youth, in
consequence of these stories of angels, suffering souls, and

devils, imbibed in my earliest years, are beyond descrip-
tion. And my experience was only in a greater or less
degree that of every child brought up in this ultramontane
atmosphere.

This childish piety of mine was intensified by a pil-
grimage undertaken about this time by my parents to
La Salette, in the south of France. According to the
miraculous tale, two shepherd children, Maximin and
Melasie, were tending their flocks on the mountain pasture
of La Salette in the Department of Isére, on the 19th of
September, 1846, when Mary the Mother of God appeared
to them and revealed to each a special * secret ™ concern-
ing the fate of France and the world, which they might
only communicate to the Pope. When Pius IX. read
these secret revelations in a letter, he shed tears at the
prospect of the terrible fate impending over France and
the rest of the world as a punishment for impiety.* A
fountain gushed forth on the spot where the apparition

* The “ secrets ” were afterwards published “ with the consent of Mary and
the Pope.” They contain mere rubbish. Cf. my book, Das Papsitum tn seiner
sozial-kulturellen Wirksamkeit, pp. 302 et seq. (5th edition; Leipzig—Breitkopf
und Hértel).
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was seen, and soon many thousand persons hastened to
the secluded mountain village to seek a cure for their
ills. The water from the spring was sent to all the ends
of the earth. It penetrated to our home among others;
it was hoped that it would cure my father’s blindness.
When it proved ineffectual, my parents determined to set
out for the miraculous place itself, where, of course, the
same disappointment awaited them. Even this did not
destroy their pious faith, and on her return my mother
kindled my religious fancy by her enthusiastic accounts
of all the glorious and wonderful things she had seen and
heard. The * miracles and mercies” of La Salette
attended the whole of my childhood, along with the
“ miracles and mercies >’ of Kevelaer, which affected me
even more intensely because of their close proximity and
the constant intercourse between our home and the
celebrated pilgrims’ shrine on the Lower Rhine.

Many hundred times as child, boy, and youth have I
been to Kevelaer, and on each occasion I was seized and
penetrated by the storm of religious mysticism that per-
vades all great centres of pilgrimage, arousing afresh all
the inherited religious enthusiasm, the belief in miracle
and the fanaticism which slumbered latent within me. At
a later period it was this same storm that drove the dark
cloud of doubt over my soul; but during my early child-
hood, of which I am now writing, Kevelaer was the bright
sunshine of my childish heavens.

It would take too long to describe the effect of the
monster processions, the pomp of the services, the count-
less rich dedicatory offerings, the continuous song and
prayers that rose day and night, of the torchlight pro-
cessions, the unending rows of booths crammed with every
kind of ware, sacred and profane, the mass benediction of
rosaries, medals, and crosses, the noisy traffic in inns and
hostels, the pomp which attended the pilgrim bishops and
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abbots—in a word, the extraordinary mixture of worldliness
and religion which filled the narrow villagelstreet of Kevelaer.

The main stream of this religious tide passes through
the Kapellenplatz, where stands the insignificant Chapel
of Mercy, with its little sordid miraculous image of Mary.
From June to November a ceaseless stream of travel-
lers from the Rhineland, Westphalia, Holland, and
Belgium passes through it; unceasing is the flow of
offerings, from the humblest to the greatest, dropped into
the great funnel-shaped vessels which stretch out their
greedy arms from the interior of the chapel into the
surging crowd ; hymmns to the Virgin, in German, Dutch,
Flemish, Walloon, often to strains more suggestive of
dance-tunes than pious measures, rise unceasingly into the
air, heavy with the odours of tapers, incense, and perspira-
tion. Unceasingly the crowds press forward to the sacred
image, and hand crosses, medals, and missals to: the
brother on duty, who consecrates them by laying them
against the glass covering of the image. Unceasingly
the surrounding tapers, of every size, shape, and colour,
offered to the Madonna by the faithful pilgrims, sputter,
flare, and smoke around her image. Unceasingly those
who have found, or yet seek, healing adorn the exterior
of the image—and, indeed, the whole chapel—with ex voto
offerings, gold and silver legs, arms, feet, hands, heads,
hearts, recalling the manifold ills of the body and mind.
From earliest dawn till far into the night the pilgrim
crowds press through the befrescoed Hall of Confession,
where the confessionals stand side by side in double rows,
and hundreds of thousands cast their sins away from them ;
while in the vast pilgrimage church next door dozens of
priests are occupied serving the Communion, which is
partaken in a single day by from ten to fifteen thousand
persons. One High Mass succeeds another ; the sounds of
organ and choir never cease.
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The combination of all these elements produces, at
any rate from the Catholic point of view, an overwhelming,
almost intoxicating, effect. And countless times was I
subjected to the impression of this gigantic drama of
ultramontane piety and religion; its outward splendour
a8 well as its inner mystic effect are closely bound up
with the earliest emotions of my soul.

I was, besides, under the impression of the example
of my parents, brothers and sisters, and, indeed, all my
relations, in whose eyes Kevelaer was a sanctuary of
especial holiness. Think of the impression made on my
childish spirit, when my father and mother set out on foot
for Kevelaer, and there knelt down, in rain, snow, or sun-
shine, to pray and sing in all the dirt and dust of the street !
The road from our house to the estates of my mother’s
brothers, whom we frequently visited, lay through Kevelaer.
Every time our carriage passed through we slackened pace,
raised our hats, and as we drove past the image saluted
it with prayer. Often my father or mother stopped the
carriage to say a prayer by the shrine. Any domestic
event, whether sad or joyous, was an occasion for a
pilgrimage to Kevelaer. In sickness we asked for cure or
deliverance from our worst fears; all our sorrows and
anxieties were carried to Kevelaer. When my sisters
were betrothed, they presented their future husbands to
the Madonna there. We children found a special con-
solation of our own at Kevelaer, for we never returned
without a particular kind of gingerbread, with an imprint
of the Madonna in sugar. It was excellent eating !

Among the many other religious customs and observ-
ances which influenced my piety, and by their strong
appeal to the senses and their ceremonial mysticism
enwrapped my awakening soul in an atmosphere of super-
stition, I may here mention two.

Every year, on the 3rd of February, the feast of
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St. Blasius, the holy martyr-bishop of Sebaste, in Armenia,
we children received the Blasius blessing. St. Blasius
saved a boy from suffocation through swallowing a fish-
bone, and thus became a helper in cases of throat
trouble. The priest, while uttering the specially appointed
prayers, holds two consecrated candles, fastened together
after the fashion of a St. Andrew’s cross, in front of
the sufferer’s throat. In spite of the regularity with
which the formula of exorcism was pronounced over me,
I was not delivered from my chronic throat troubles.
Still, I never doubted the magic power of the taper bless-
ing, and I always stretched out my neck as close as
possible to their mysterious gleams.

With similar regularity we went every year to receive
the cross of ashes on Ash Wednesday. On that day the
priest takes some moistened wood-ash between his thumb
and first finger (though in some places a special cork
mould is used for the purpose), and with this marks a
cross on the forehead of the faithful, while saying, “ Remem-
ber, O man, that thou art dust, and to dust again shalt
return.” This cross of ashes is the outward token of the
season of prayer and penance which begins with Ash
Wednesday. Catholics of every grade of society set their
hearts on getting this cross; to dispense with it, indeed,
would be regarded as religious neglect. In places where
the carnival is observed, men and women, who have spent
the night of Shrove Tuesday in reveiry, may be seen still
wearing their masquerading dress, kneeling by the altar,
to receive the impress of the cross. Those who retain it
longest on their brows are the recipients of special favour.
This led us children to employ various methods for making
the cross permanent, such as putting glue over the ashes
and refraining for days from washing our faces.

O sancta simplicitas! we exclaim; but more rightly :
O blind and contemptible superstition, which the Romish
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Church impresses even on the souls of children so deeply
that it is all but ineradicable.

Two important events of my childhood have yet to be
mentioned : the beginnings of Jesuit influence in our home,
and my first confession.

I cannot be sure of the exact year when the Jesuit
Order gained a footing among us; it must have been in
the fifties of the last century, and therefore in my extreme
youth. At that time the Jesuits had founded a settle-
ment, called a “ Residence,” at Cologne, whose superior
was Antonius Maria Anderledy, afterwards General of the
Order. As my parents often stayed at Cologne, and the
sermons and confessionals of the Jesuits there were very
largely attended, it was probably by way of sermon and
confessional that they were first brought into contact with
the Order. Thanks to my mother (though perhaps it is
no cause for gratitude), this intercourse quickly developed
into a close and general relation. In this particular, I
feel sure, my father submitted to my mother’s influence.
Her hunger after Christian perfection and spiritual guid-
ance made her seize with eagerness the opportunity of
surrendering herself to the Jesuits, at that time at the
height of their religious and disciplinary fame. And she
did so with all her body and soul.

Gradually husband, children, house, and servants were
placed under Jesuit influence. Before long the most
influential members of the German Province of the
Order, Fathers Anderledy, Roh, Faller, Pottgeisser, Roder,
Zurstrassen, Hasslacher, von Waldburg-Zeil, Wertenberg,
Brinkmann, Ryswick, began to frequent her house and to
guide and direct everything there. To how great an
extent will be shown later. Above all, the Jesuit Behrens,
at one time Provincial Superior of the German Province,
a tall, thin, bony figure, with coarse features, succeeded
in winning an unbounded and mischievous influence over

D
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my father and mother. They sought his advice in every
detail, even to the dresses of my sisters,

I was, of course, too young to be conscious of the new
intrusive influence, and in any case incapable of appre-
ciating its significance. That it was I who was destined
to succumb to it, that its final effect on me was to be the
destruction of an old life and the laborious building up
of a new, was what no one could have foreseen when the
jolly Jesuit, Roh, took the little fair-haired seven-year-old
boy on his knee and sang his native Swiss songs to amuse
him.

My first confession was made in my seventh year.
The fourth Lateran Council, held in the year 1215, laid it
down that every Christian, “ after reaching years of dis-
cretion ” (postguam ad annos discretionts pervenerit), must
confess at least once a year. Gradually it came about, not
without . the conscious and powerful assistance of the
hierarchic organs, that the word postquam was inter-
preted ““as soon as” instead of ““after”; at the same
time the period of attaining to discretion—i.e. the power
of distinguishing (discretio) good and evil—was pushed
forward as far as possible. As a result children were taken
to confession during their earliest years. '

All manner of disciplinary reasons were given for this
early confession. The true one is the hieratical deter-
mination that the Church shall take the children as early
as possible under her training and under the supervision
and direction of her priests.

The harm done both to religion and morals by this
early confession is obvious to anyone who is not blinded
by the dogmatic and hieratic conceptions of Ultramon-
tanism, All healthy and natural educationists are deci-
sively opposed to it. It is most injurious to childish
unconsciousness, for confession actually attracts a child to
things, faults, and sins of which it hitherto had no con-
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ception. In preparing for confession the child’s soul is
tortured by a fixed set of questions and inquiries; there
is no end and no respite from the conscience searching.
If he is of a delicate and timid nature, confession becomes
a torment, a source of doubt and trouble; if made of
coarser stuff, the mechanism of confession tends to destroy
what little delicacy of conscience he possesses. Again it
impairs the confidential relation with parents, above all
with the mother. A child loses the habit of taking refuge
with her when he has committed a fault or is troubled by
doubt. A strange element—the priest in the darkness of
the confessional—steps between mother and child, and all
the “ divinity * which attaches to it is incapable of replacing
the childish naturalness and simplicity which formerly
sent the little culprit full of shame and penitence to his
mother to seek peace for his troubled spirit. For this he
must now go to the sacrament of confession and the
priest.

And what effect can this too early confession have on
the child’s religious relation to God, whom his mother has
taught him to regard as a loving Father ? Henceforth
the conception is changed to that of an avenging God
calling for penance. Definite prescribed outward forms
are now required in order to obtain reconciliation and
regain His friendship. In the intervals between con-
fessions, the consciousness of unforgiven sin, of enmity
to God, weighs down the childish soul. .

That is one side of this religious medal. The other
is even less attractive. A child learns to estimate the
weight of a sin by the weight of the penance which the
priest imposes and the amount of shame which he feels
when confessing it. The deeper conception of sin as an
insult to God’s holiness, and in itself an evil, finds no
place here. Instead, the wholly non-religious conception
comes into the forefront, though at first, perhaps, not con-
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sciously. “I can sin as much and as grievously as I like,
for everything can be put right by confession.” Thus
the Church and the priest come between the human soul,
only just awakened to consciousness, and its God. The
personal and individual relation between God and man
gives way to ‘a mechanical sacramental and priestly
mediation.

This compulsory confession when a child is just begin-
ning to develop is a violation of the childish soul due to
the Church’s craving for rule—an unjustifiable attack on
childish simplicity and naturalness in respect of morals
and religion.

A “conscience-searcher ” (known as the ‘ Mirror of
Confession ”), from a popular “ Little Confession Book for
School Children » approved by the Church,* will justify
my statements.

* Ask yourself which of the followmg sins you have
committed, and take careful note of them. And also
consider, at any rate about the grievous ones, how often
you have committed them.

“Sins against God’s First Commandment: I neglected
my morning or evening prayers (from laziness or false
modesty ?) ; I omitted grace at meals (from laziness or
false modesty ?) ; I was ashamed to pray or cross myself ;
I prayed without devotion.

“ Against the Third Commandment: I uttered the
name of God and other holy names lightly ; I used their
names in anger. How often ? I swore. How often? 1
uttered careless oaths. ‘

‘ Against the Fourth Commandment: I was absent
from Holy Mass on Sundays and festivals by my own
fault. How often? I came to Mass too late through
my own fault; I behaved badly in church.

Against the Fifth Commandment: I was insolent and

* Paderborn, 1901, 12th edition.
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obstinate to my parents and teachers; I was disobedient
to them ; I made them sad or angry; I omitted to pray
for them ; I mocked at old people.

“ Against the Sixth Commandment: I abused, beat,
kicked, and knocked down other boys; I fought and -
quarrelled with them; I enticed others to theft, lies,
unchastity. How often ? I ill-treated animals.

* Against the Seventh and Tenth Commandments: I
meditated willingly on unclean things. How often ¥ I
spoke of impure things. How often? I listened with
pleasure to unclean talk. How often? I committed
unclean actions (alone or with others ?). How often ? 1
permitted the doing of unclean actions. How often ? I
felt a desire to sin against modesty. How often ?

‘“ Against the Eighth and Tenth Commandments: I
have stolen (fruit, eatables, school utensils, clothes ?).
I took money (how much ?—from parents, relations, or
others ) How often? I found (what?), and did not
give it back; I wantonly injured the property of others
(books, clothes, trees ?). How often ? I felt a desire to
steal. How often ? I felt a desire to injure the property
of others. How often ?

* Against the Ninth Commandment: I have told lies.
I repeated the faults of others unnecessarily. How often ?
I have borne false witness against them. How often ?

‘ Against the commands of the Church: I have eaten
meat on fast days deliberately. How often ? On the
seven deadly sins: I was vain; I was obstinate ; I was
envious and grudging ; I was glad when others were pun-
ished ; I was immoderate in eating and drinking; I was
wrathful; I was lazy (in getting up, praying, work,
lessons ?) ; I was inattentive at school; I did not learn
my lessons; I played truant.”

Here sins are invented for the tender and inexperienced
childish conscience which are none in reality. The whole
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searching of conscience concerning the First Commandment
consists of such sins: omission of the morning and evening
prayer, or grace at meals and the sign of the cross. In
this way the child is inoculated with a false conscience.
Henceforth the merest trifles—cribbing dainties, quarrel-
ling, telling tales—weigh on his heart as “sins.” If he is
ashamed to confess them afterwards, and this happens
often enough, he believes himself guilty of unworthy
confession—i.e. sacrilege—and the feeling of guilt and
torment of conscience this can cause are known only to
the Catholic soul.

There are other sins, too, which the Confession-book
commits against the childish soul.

“If it is not yet your turn to confess, think upon this :
Adam and Eve committed only one sin, and for this were
turned out of paradise. And I? I who have committed
so many sins ? O God, what punishment must Thou lay
upon me ! The bad angels, too, committed only one sin;
they rebelled against God, and for this were eternally
condemned to hell. I have sinned so often. O God, if
Thou hadst permitted me to die suddenly, whither must
I have gone ? 7'*

Thus the most terrible sins known to the Catholic
faith, which brought into the world death, devil, and
hell, the fall of the first man and woman and of the angels,
are cast upon the tender conscience of a little child. “ See,”
they say, “ your sins deserve a still worse punishment !”
Must not his judgment become quite unbalanced ? Must
not his growing religious and moral conceptions fall into
hopeless confusion, and must not a consciousness of
inexpressible wickedness spring up in the little soul—a
wickedness which henceforth will weigh on him like a
mountain ?

Again, the seven questions dealing with impurity and

* Paderborn, pp. 12 et seq.



Early Education and Family Life 39

immodesty are a sin against educational and religious
truth which must bear grievous consequences. Instead
of preserving the child’s imagination as much as possible
~ from such thoughts, the ultramontane teaching actually
thrusts him into the mire. The great injury done by
confession is the disproportionate stress it lays on the
details of sexuality. This is closely connected with the
error of which the whole of ultramontane morality, disci-
pline, and education are guilty. Natural sexuality is dis-
torted into something unnatural and sinful; innocent
naturalness scarcely exists. Everywhere the Ultramontane
Catholic suspects vice. In this way he either helps to
cultivate it, or produces such unhealthy and tormenting
ideas about the human body and its functions that all,
especially young persons, in whose head and heart such
unnatural, or rather perverted, v1ews have taken root
are greatly to be pitied.

'In our family a comparatively healthy tone in the
treatment of sexual matters prevailed. The intercourse
between brothers and sisters was a natural one; at any
rate, we were not driven by our education and religion
to look upon ourselves as sexual creatures, and *imme-
diate occasions for sin.”” Although the stork that brings
the babies was not unknown in our family, his dominion
was not silly and, above all, not poisonous. But even
we had to pay our toll in some grotesque ways to the
mischievous perversity of ultramontane morality.

At night we had to wear a closed night-dress made like
a sleeping sack. This prevented us from even seeing or
touching our naked bodies. And if one of us took a bath
by himself in the bathroom, he had to put on a bathing
costume reaching to his feet. Even when I had grown to
manhood I should have thought it sinful—or at any rate
morally wrong—to enter a bath unclothed, or to contemplate
my own body. So strong was the influence of this training.
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Yet I designate all this as simplicity, because matters
were far worse in the homes of some of our relations. There
even brothers and sisters might never play together with-
out supervision, lest there should be any risk to their
innocence and modesty.

Though the responsibility for this immodest *“ modesty
lies largely at the door of Catholicism with its confessionals
and its morals, it would not be fair to make it bear all the
blame, for a large measure of it belongs unfortunately to
every shade of Christianity, which, while departing in respect
of morality as well as of religion, from the teaching and
example of Christ, transforms thenatural into the unnatural,
and the healthy use of the senses into unhealthy vice.

The human body with its sexual differences has been
regarded by the zealots of all Christian denominations as
something naturally sinful ; to speak of it and the sex func-
tions, and to enlighten children and young people about
it is considered wrong. What corrupt ideas of God and
Nature, what irreconcilable contradictions are implied
by such ideas of modesty ! Marriage, family and children
are regarded as “sacred,” a favour and gift from God ;
but all that leads to them, what God and Nature have
themselves placed before these sacred things as the gate
through which they can alone be approached—the differ-
ence of the sexes and the natural intercourse between them,
to the end of founding families and begetting children—is
a shameful thing that must not be mentioned. We are
removed by our feelings as much as by our age not only
from the doctrine of Christ, but also from His natural
view of sex. The fact that a lawful, joyous, bright and
happy use of the senses and of sex is permissible seems
to be lacking to the consciousness of the Christian masses,
leaders and followers alike.

Nowhere, perhaps, is the inconsistency of present-day
Christianity more remarkable than in the treatment of
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sex questions, and especially procreation. Here the doc-
trine and practice of Ultramontanism present the worst
inconsistencies and most irreconcilable contradictions.
Surely that branch of Christianity which claims to embrace
the whole world in the widest sense of the word “* catholic,”
and to explain body and mind, natural and supernatural,
this world and the next, as one single whole, ought above
all to include the source of human existence, and therefore
of the “ world-riddle,” in the harmony which it claims to
have established in the universe.

Christianity—by which I mean in the first instance
Catholicism (though in this respect orthodox Protestantism
does not differ greatly)—teaches us as a dogma that at the
moment of procreation God implants a soul in that which
is created. Therefore the union of man and woman calls
forth a creative act on the part of God—that divine function
with which nothing can compare in greatness and power.
For by this act man, as it were, compels God to exercise
His highest activity. Just as, according to Catholic dogma,
the priest, by uttering the words “ This is My body,” and
“ This is My blood,” compels God to transform bread and
wine into the body and blood of Christ, the man and woman
by their union compel Him to create an immortal soul.
Tt is therefore an act of consecration, because connected
with the highest activity of the eternal Deity, and because
God by His act completes and perfects the human act.
It would, therefore, be right and reasonable if Catholicism,
which honours and elevates the priest because of his power
of compelling the Deity to enter the bread and wine, were
also to honour and elevate the procreating pair, because
they set His creative power in motion. But instead, what
bappens ? Christianity, both Catholic and Protestant,
regards with contempt all that appertains to sex, and
often pours shame on the act in which God’s power is
specially manifest.
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The reason is that such Christianity lacks the power
of seeing things as they are, or even as its own official
doctrines represent them. Where Christianity ought to be
logieal, it fails us; and it offends against religion and
morality, and sins against God and Nature, by taking its
stand on crumbling ground, instead of on a rocky founda-
tion. ‘

That is why the men who grow from this crumbling
ground are incomplete beings, with uncertain view and
insecure outlook on the world and man, and are ashamed
of that which, according to their own teaching, contains
a divine element. The paths which have been blocked
by false asceticism, false belief, false modesty, must be
once more cleared. Not that they may lead to sexual
licence and shamelessness, but in order that the human race
may step onward in moral freedom, strength, and joy, and
lose the contemptible and harmful sense of shamefulness
in its origin.

Of course, such thoughts did not occur to me at the
early age of which I am writing; it was long afterwards
that they came to me. But as the first confession is usually
the occasion when the child’s attention is drawn to sexual
matters, as it were, officially and under religious influence
(by the “ Mirror of Confession ” and the questions asked
by the confessor), this seemed a suitable place for explain-
ing my views on it. I shall have occasion later to show
how this extravagant and truly unnatural Christianity
acts injuriously upon the psychological, ethical, and intel-
lectudl development of those who come under its dominion.

To return to the first confession. How often and how
sadly did T in later years, when myself a confessor, note
the evil results of this early confession, with its conscience-
searching, so calculated to draw attention to evil, and
this in quite different countries—Holland, Belgium, Eng-
land, and Germany—thus proving how uniform are the
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ill effects of ultramontane¥education and early confes-
sion. Little boys and girls of seven and eight reel off a
list of possible and impossible sins with exact enumeration
—e.g. “1 failed in devoutness 567 times; I was dis-
obedient 215 times; I laughed in church 122 times; I
lied 435 times; I pushed or beat other children or pulled
their hair 249 times; I stole cakes or sweets 84 times; I
prompted other boys at school 110 times; I was unchaste 96
times ”’—though inquiry on this point generally discovers
that this refers to mere trivialities or the satisfaction of
natural needs. I have even heard from the mouth of
children the words, “I have committed adultery so-and-so
many times.” In a word, the child’s mind is a perfect
whirl, a maze of numbers and sins that can scarcely fail
to stifle any real religious emotion.

Fortunately for me, my first confessor was a very
matter-of-fact person, Briihl, the pastor of Guelders, who
did not worry me with questions, but settled matters in
a short and business-like fashion. So my early confessions
did me little harm. I cannot say as much for my later
ones. One evil result was, however, inevitable—the priest
must take the place of God. Man, in his search for peace
and reconciliation with God, finds a man in His place,
and soon ceases to seek after God at all. The most
intimate and truly religious emotion of the soul, its reunion
with God, becomes through the medium of secret con-
fession a mere outward act, and no amount of prayers and
penitentiary formul® can avail to cover the inward lack
of all true religion.

Though this injury to the religious life was not manifest
to its full extent in my case, yet it inevitably begins in
every child on his first confession, for this engenders the
worm that gradually effects its secret destruction.

Again, the decree of the Lateran Council insists on
annual confession. But ultramontane practice, in its lust



44 Fourteen Years a Jesuit

for rule, requires frequent confession. Now what can a
child of six or seven know of a Lateran decree ? The only
decree, law, and duty he knows are those laid down by
his parents, teachers, and priests; and they all bid him
confess frequently. From the time of his first confession
till his first communion—i.e. till his thirteenth or four-
teenth year—he goes to confession every six weeks. After
this children are expected to go even oftener—a procedure
which is ensured by careful supervision and admonition.
So the pious Ultramontane Catholic acquires the habit of
‘confessing once a week, and many thousands, not content
even with this, pay a daily visit to the confessional. This
gives the priest a power over individuals and families to
which nothing else can compare in strength and the extent
of its influence. No longer a mere confession of sin, it
becomes a directing influence in all the private and public
affairs of the penitent. It is by means of the confessional
that Rome directs the souls and bodies, the family and
social relations, of the faithful. I shall have occasion to
speak later of the good effects of confession. They are
due, not to its religious and sacramental influence, but
rather to its natural and human aspect.

In other respects, my early development was absolutely
normal. I was a cheerful, amiable, and intelligent child,
the delight of my parents and friends. No special difficulties
were experienced in my education or in the instruction
which I received at home from chaplains, tutors, and
governesses. 1 was deeply attached to my numerous
brothers and sisters.

Only one dark memory belongs to that period. A
tutor, a pupil of one of the Catholic seminaries, behaved
indecently to me, under the pretence of helping me, a
child, to perform natural functions. In my unsuspecting
innocence I related the circumstance to my mother. Next
morning the miscreant had left the house. This event left
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no injurious effects. It was many years later that I came
to understand the danger which then threatened me.
The atmosphere of our home was pure, and so was my
childish soul. It is to show this that I relate the circum-
stance. :

Apart from its religious foundation, our education was
based on absolute faith in authority and unreasoning
obedience. No doubts or objections, far less criticism,
were permitted us. Everything that our parents said and
did was right, true, good, just, because they said and did
it. I seem still to hear the answer  Because” to my
questioning “ Why ?” Now the words and actions of
my parents were undoubtedly good, but, being human,
even they were liable to error, and our perception of such
errors, combined with their demand of unconditional and
uncritical submission, often troubled my childish soul even
then, and led in later years to many an inner and outer
struggle.

Wise and excellent as were my parents, they, like many
others, failed to realise that even a little child is an in-
dividual with independent thoughts, feelings, and judg-
ments ; that education is meant for counsel and direction,
not for moulding characters on the same pattern, and
should aim at development, not at mechanical drill.
“ Children have no will of their own,” was a pedagogic
maxim in our household. It is scarcely necessary to prove
the falsity of this principle and the harm done by carrying
it into effect.

Doubtless the great stress laid on authority and blind
obedience was closely connected with the general views
of my parents, the ultramontane doctrine of blind sub-
jection of the inner and outer man. For the same reason
they approved of corporal punishment. Still, our tutors
and governesses were not allowed to strike us. While we
were quite small my mother punished us herself; after-
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wards this duty was undertaken by my father. It was
always attended by a certain amount of solemnity; it
never took place immediately after the offence—as a rule,
only on the following day. My mother was always present.
The whole procedure was calculated rather to produce a
moral effect than to cause physical pain. It closed gener-
ally with the text of the father who chastises his child
because he loves him. When I look back at these execu-
tions—which were quite free from any coarse or rough
element—I still realise their absolute futility. Whatever
the Bible may say, there is no true educational value in
blows.

In our educational system there was no place for art.
This is indeed characteristic of Ultramontanism, which
instinctively keeps aloof from this as from every other
manifestation of a free spirit. It recognises only eccle-
siastical art, and compels literature, sculpture, painting,
and even music, to keep within the bounds laid down by
ecclesiastical dogma and morals. The development of a
free human spirit in word, speech, or image is not per-
mitted in Catholic art. And beauty, its very life, must
submit to have her wings clipped by Ultramontanism.
The basis of all these checks—one might almost call them
castrations—to art and beauty is the unnatural and
excessive fear of vice. For the cult of the senses, which it
Interprets as licence, is the bugbear which Ultramontanism
opposes to every product of the liberal arts, whether
expressed in colour or form, in word or sound. It regards
the unclothed human body—especially the female—the
very highest manifestation of art and beauty, as some-
thing sinful. The most that is permitted by its teaching
is to find beauty in face or hands. A man who speaks of
the beauty of a woman’s leg or bosom, or the curve of her
back, who takes pleasure in seeing them represented in
pictures and statues, or who depicts human love in its
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consuming passion, or takes pleasure in such a description,
is regarded as vicious. This accursed Catholic ““ morality,”
closely related indeed to that of orthodox Protestantism,
transforms God’s fair world into something unnatural and
vicious, and relates as edifying and commendable incidents
out of the lives of its saints, that such a one, even as an
infant, proved his love of chastity by refusing to suck at
his mother’s breast, while another in his youth would not
even look at his mother.

How is it possible for any one holding such views to
study the theory and practice of art ? It was not till
after my breach with Ultramontanism, in my fortieth year,
that I learned and dared to admire and study beauty in
its various manifestations. ‘

What does the Ultramontane Catholic do when he
visits museums and art exhibitions? He goes timidly
past the highest revelations of art, the creations of Michael
Angelo, Titian, Correggio, for he is not permitted to gaze
upon the glorious beauty of a nude female figure. He
does not know the meaning of delight in beauty, thanks
to the moral teaching with which he has been inoculated,
and which always thrusts the notion of sexual desire into
the foreground.

Those who have received this education do not seek
for art on the heights, where the air blows fresh and the
outlook is wide. Timidly slinking past all purely human
beauty, and shrinking from the sight of nudity, their road
leads downward into narrow places, lest they wander on
forbidden ground. As children we often went with our
parents to picture galleries, but we could never give our-
selves up to free, unhampered enjoyment, on account of
the “ dangerous” pictures and statues that met us at
every turn. To stand in front of the Venus de Medici or
similar works would have been held immodest.

The beauty of literature was also hidden from us. No
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classic work was ever laid on our tables at Christmas or
on our name-day festival, nor were extracts read aloud to
us. Although Cologne and Diisseldorf were within easy
reach, and we were often taken there, the theatre and opera
remained sealed books for us. _

The closing event of my early childhood is the entrance
of my eldest sister Luise into a convent, an event which
in its consequences was to have a fatal effect on my life.

My two sisters, Luise and Antonia, were sent while very
young to the educational institute of the Dames de St.
André at Tournai, in Belgium. After completing her edu-
cation at the age of seventeen, Luise took the veil there.
After thirty-five years of monastic life she died in 1894.
Her example, letters, and conversation when we visited
her there almost every year, had a powerful influence on me
during the years when the idea of escape from the world
was taking shape in me. But for my monastic sister
Luise it is probable that I should never have crossed the
threshold of the novitiate house at Exaeten.



CHAPTER III
THE JESUIT SCHOOL AT FELDKIRCH

In October, 1861, my life underwent a momentous change,
for my parents sent me to the Jesuit school,  Stella Matu-
tina ” (Morning Star*), at Feldkirch, in the Vorarlberg,
whither two of my brothers—Adrian, who died in 1864, and
William, the present owner of the property—had already
gone in the autumn of 1860.

Even at the present day Feldkirch, in Austria, is the
educational resort of the German Catholic nobility.
Though not, like some similar establishments, exclusively
aristocratic—since, as a matter of fact, the majority of its
pupils are not of noble birth—most of the noble Catholic
families of Germany send their sons to be educated there.
Indeed, its roll of alumni contains some of the most aris-
tocratic names in the country.

A custom peculiar to German Ultramontanists is that
of sending boys and girls of the better classes to be educated
at religious establishments conducted by international
communities in other countries, e.g. Belgium, Holland,
France, and England. This circumstance, though a matter
of common knowledge, is unfortunately not sufficiently
recognised by public opinion. Yet it is of the first signifi-
cance from the point of view of politics, economics, religion,
and education, and supplies the key to many of the internal
phenomena of Catholic circles.

For several decades thousands of German chlld_ren have

* One of the forty-six epithets of the Virgin in the Litany of Loretto.
E 49
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been sent out of the country to receive from non-Germans
an expensive education and initiation into ultramontane
principles. They return six or seven years afterwards
thoroughly penetrated by bigotry and superstition, and
animated by the crudest intolerance for all who do not
ghare their views. Their sentiment of nationality has been
weakened during the long years spent in foreign surround-
ings. They have been inoculated with that international-
ism so typical of Ultramontanism. And their education,
given in a foreign country by nuns, priests, and monks, if
compared with the corresponding German instruction,
appears both superficial and incomplete.

The evil influences of this custom are of the most wide-
spread description. All the leading journals of German
Ultramontanism (Kolnische Volkszeitung, Germania, Schles-
1sche Volkszeitung, Tremonia, Neiderrheinische Volkszeitung,
Echo der Gegenwart, ete.), at the beginning of every school
term, publish columns of advertisements of Belgian, Dutch,
English, French, Austrian, even Italian and Spanish
convent schools; and hundreds of German families—
especially from the Prussian provinces of the Rhinelands,
Westphalia, Silesia, and, next to them, Bavaria, Baden,
Wurtemberg—respond eagerly to the appeal, sending both
girls and boys away for years into a foreign land, to grow
strange to the manners and customs of their own.

Of course, Ultramontanism is fully conscious of the end
to be thus attained. These institutions are, above all,
nurseries for the priestly order. A great number of the
young people of both sexes educated here are led to become
priests, monks, and nuns.* This kind of education also
provides a similarity of type in men and women, who,
returning to their families, and themselves in turn becom-
ing parents, maintain and spread the ultramontane spirit.

* The ¢ German ” Province of the Jesuit Order owes a great part of its growth to
ite institute at Feldkirch. Several Feldkirch pupils join it every year.
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The thousands of youths and maidens who in the course
of years have been educated in the convents of Belgium,
Holland, France, and England, are true Ultramontanes,
t.e. men and women in whose eyes Rome takes the first,
and their German Fatherland the second place. There is
no getting away from this; however much those con-
cerned may object or complain of “ libel,” no matter how
much German sentiment they possess, nor how eager they
may be to rank as patriots, to a true Ultramontane it is
impossible. For the Romish doctrine of the dominion of
the Church over the State, the absolute and all-compre-
hending obedience due to the Pope, leave no room for a
sound, sincere, and independent feeling of nationality.
Ultramontane patriotism is, hard as it may sound, a
conditioned patriotism ; and the voice of Rome, when
uttered with authority, always drowns the cry of the
Fatherland.

This is the first effect of education in foreign convents.
The second relates to the teaching given there.

The young people who are sent to these educational
establishments come completely under the influence of ultra-
montane culture, the very foundation of which is lack
of freedom in mind and thought. Such freedom is intoler-
able to Ultramontanism, which clips the young wings and
holds them down with the leaden weight of ecclesiastical
authority. There must be no independent thinking., This
watchword gives the direction in which every personality,
except under very special circumstances, must develop,
a direction confirmed by Pius X. in his encyclical of the
11th of February, 1906, by the words, ““ As for the multi-
tude, their only duty is to let themselves be led and to
follow their shepherd as a docile herd.”

- On this foundation of intellectual bondage the education
of the young is based. Of the treasures of our national
literature the pupils at these foreign convent schools learn
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nothing, except, indeed, in a distorted form ; while *“ good ”’
Catholic literature occupies an inordinate place in their
studies. The martial deeds of Germans which brought
about the establishment of the new German Empire are,
to put it mildly, not represented in the only permissible
light of national advance and greatness. Anyone can
picture to himself the history lessons on these and similar
periods in the numerous French educational establish-
ments at Brussels, Namur, Tournai, Paris, Angers, fre-
quented by German Catholic children.

The stamp of all these establishments is international.
Teachers and pupils present a perfect medley of nations
and languages. What opportunity is there for the growth
of any national feeling? Even in those who naturally
possess this, it is either destroyed or grievously
diminished.

The actual instruction, too, is, as already pointed out,
extremely unsatisfactory and quite inadequate for German
requirements. Especially is this the case in the convent
schools for girls. It is perhaps not quite so bad for boys,
who will afterwards, to qualify for their future professions,
have to pass examinations at a German gymnasium. This
very necessity produces some improvement ; and recently,
in the Catholic schools abroad, an attempt has been made
to adopt the German curriculum. But in the girls’ schools,
conducted by nuns, the instruction, even at the present
day, is extremely bad. The teaching nuns themselves
lack all intellectual training. The young ladies who,
after passing through their hands, return to their families
in Germany, may chatter French or English, and are
drilled in the most various and amazing exercises of piety,
their imaginative heads and hearts are crammed with
extreme and extravagant ideas about religion, Church,
Protestantism, and heretics, but of real knowledge they
have scarcely a conception. I saw this in the case of my
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own sisters, who were educated in a Franco-Belgian
boarding-school of a model type.

These evils, which I here sketch briefly in introducing

the record of my own education and training in 