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TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE.

Ir happened one day that a Wolf and a Lamb came
at the same time to quench their thirst at a clear run-
ning brook. The Wolf, that was further up stream,
having a mind to quarrel with the Lamb, asked what
he meant by disturbing the water and making it so
muddy as to be unfit to drink. The Lamb meekly
replied that there must be a mistake, as the water he
was drinking came down to him from where the Wolf
was. “You are a rascal anyway,” said the Wolf,
‘““and I hear that you slandered me six months ago.”
“Really,” said the Lamb, “that, too, is a mistake, for it
s not so long since I was born.” But the Wolf, finding
himself unable to argue with any success, fell inlo a
great rage, and, growling between his fierce teeth, “If
it was not you it was your father, and that is all one,”
sprang upon theinnocent creature and made a meal of
him.

No doubt there will be many a knowing smile at the
coﬁtparison of a Jesuit to a lamb, as though the com-
parison in this wise were manifestly absurd. Yet the
same tncredulous smiler would have his suspicions
violently aroused if he saw a mild and unresisting
old man dragged to the bar of justice by a gang of
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4 TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE.

common ruffians and law-breakers. Well, it is a
notorious fact, that the most selfish, as well as the
vilest of men, from the sardonic aristocrats, who bai-
tened in the infamous luxury of the Bourbon courts,
to the inhuman wretches who made a carnival of hor-
rors under the Commune of Paris in 1870, have been
outspoken and bitter enemies of the Jesuits.

Thank God, we Americans have been exempt from
the violent outbursts that have periodically shaken
Furope during the last hundred years. And we are
bound, as thoughlful men, to turn a deaf ear to the
often repeated and as often refuted charges that are
* made against the illustrious Company of Jesus, when
we remember the character of its traducers and remem-
ber, too, that this Company has had in France alone,
either as members or as puptils, such men as Descartes,
Corneille, Kircher, Montesquieu, the great Condé,
Bourdaloue, Bossuet, Jean Baptiste Rousseau, Bosco-
vich, aye, and Voltaire himself. OQur own Charles
Carroll of Carrollton was proud to owe his educa-
tion to the Jesuits.

M. Féval is a prolific writer and needs no intro-
duction to those who are acquainted with the French
literature of the day, but for the benefit of such as do
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not know him, ©t may be as well to say that he s the
author of Les Mystéres de Londres, Les Contes de Bre-
tagne, L'Homme de Fer, Chéiteaupauvre, and more
recently Les Etapes d’une Conversion. M. Féval,
until lately, was not what would be called a clerical—
Sar from it. As he himself says, he was an intimate
Sriend of Eugéne Sue, and his first conneclion with
the Jesuit controversy was as an antagonist of the
Society.

The Author’s description of the foundation of that
Society is sktlful and picturesque, as might be expected
JSfrom so experienced a wriler, but it is true to history,
and cannot be read without a betler appreciation of
the noble career of the much vilified orgonization.

The saintly heroism of Francis dez’er, the keen,
persevering devotion of the wonderful Ricci, the quiet,
courageous and single-hearted missionary work of the
Society in Asia and America, are all strikingly pic-
tured. Choiseul in France, Pombal in Portugal,
Aranda in -Spain, and the smaller diplomatists of
Parma and of Naples, are faithfully portrayed, per-
haps as they never were before.

The Translalor is sanguine enough lo consider the

work a complete answer to one class of the accusations
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that are wont to be made against the Society of Jesus.
If the English translation shall prove at all compa-
rable to the French of the original—which ¥s hardly to
be hoped—the reader will not doze during its perusal.

The Translator begs to remind the reader that the
book being originally addressed to Frenchmen, there-
fore, largely overlooks the cruel and wanton persecu-
tions directed against the Society of Jesus throughout
the British dominions in former days. The many
sirictures on the animus of the encyclopadias relate
of course to those of the Author’s own country, but they
wtll be useful to remember when consulling works of
reference in other languages.

T. F. G.

CLEVELAND, Omi0, November, 1878.
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JESUITS!

A PRELIMINARY CHAT.

They knelt down and Ignatius prayed thus: O God! grant
that the house of Thy servants may be built not for themselves
alone, but for others, so that, having given their life for the
salvation of men in Jesus Christ, they may never cease to be
persecuted for Thy greater glory, who livest and.reignest,
world without end. Amen.” And having made the sign of
the cross, they arose.

Tuis has been a brilliant century. When I came
up from my province, I fell into the middle of
sparkling skepticism, where the eyes were dazzled
by the incessant flashes of wit. My charming com-
panions were engaged in publishing newspapers or
in managing theatres.

One of them, the great Boniface of the Constitu~
tionnel, was so given to the welfare of his country
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10 JESUITS!

as to invent the sea-serpent. I remember Gavarni
once said to an intimate friend of this great Boni-
face and of M. Thiers: “ People will go so far one
of these days, perhaps, as to think about the good
God.”

That caused a laugh. It was in the time of Louis
Philippe: to speak about God without laughing was
considered heroically courageous. The poor God!
Why, Béranger’s songs had exiled him to Yvetot
forever,

When the sea-serpent had died of old age, Roque-
plan was the first to suggest that the Jesuits might
take the place of the illustrious beast with great ad-
vantage.

“Gloomy characters, and they’re worn out!” re-
plied the giant Boniface, whom posterity will never
properly appreciate.

But Jérome Paturot was no longer amusing, and
the feuilleton-novel was just beginning to appear.
Good-natured, portly Doctor Véron wanted a sensa-
tion. Ie said nothing to Boniface, but set himself
to thinking. He it was who had concocted the Pdte
Regnault, invented the Revue, and governed the
Opéra. He was a man of science and was not a
raw doctor. His specialty was fattening ideas which
he bought lean in the market.
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Jesuits! thut name, which is gathering in sound,
and is heard everywhere now, is intimately asso-
ciated with my first hopes of fortune, with my ear-
liest literary recollections. I believe I was pre-
destined to write a book on this subject, which
renews its youth, for I began one a good while ago
and I am now thinking of writing at least two. If
it is true that there is a legend to every book,
habent sua fata, then the story of mine will per-
haps seem strange,
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II.

I was still young in literature; I ran wildly about
after popular success, and I won it to a degree; I
had my day, like another, in the society of my
associates and friends, Alexandre Dumas, Balzac,
Frédérick Soulié, Eugene Sue.

This last had just published the Wandering Jew,
which, after all was merely an idea of Roqueplan’s
fattened by Dr. Véron and baked according to
orders. Dr. Véron had nothing against the Jesuits,
nor had Eugeéne Sue. Dr. Véron was a thorough-
paced bourgeois, with a double chin and a triple
belly ; he had a lively horror of revolutions, and in
the interest of his business he helped revolution
without being aware of it: an extreme conservatist,
he yet dealt in all the materials that build barri-
cades; he was like those unyielding manufacturers
who unpave the streets of the city, burn palaces,
and profane churches; not with their own hands,
great God! Oh, no, they are too prudent for that;
but by the manufacture of petroleum, which they
sell every day.
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A man of intelligence, too, though he had small
regard for spelling; of some wit; giving remarka-
ble dinners, and disapproving, as perhaps unneces-
sary, of any assassination of an Archbishop. He
has left nephews.

Eugtne Sue was very different. Though far
below Balzac as a painter, or Alexandre Dumas as
a story teller, he had an undeniable skill in the pre-
sentation of his characters, For a moment he had
been admitted to the exclusive society of the Fau-
bourg St. Germain, and he showed himself vain of
it; why he left it I cannot say, but his portraits
of that society are so dark and spiteful, that the idea
of some personal difficulty naturally arises: Prince
Tugene, too, is said to have passed over to the
enemy from a fit of the pouts.

Eugene Sue was one of the most pronounced
aristocrats I have ever met: a real Sybarite, who
was tortured by the fold of a rose-leaf. When the
enormous success of the Mysteries of Paris had given
him over to the democracy, Doctor Véron said to
him: ¢ There is a fortune to be made in attacking
the Jesuits.” And he laid a hundred thousand-
franc notes on the table.

That is the history of the Wandering Jew, related
by Dr. Véron, himself, in the Constitutionnel, and

o



14 JESUITS!

that was the lofty philosophy which directed the
contrivance for mowing Jesuits: Doctor Véron after-
wards freely confessed that the dearly bought scythe
had mown nothing at all, unless it might be the
subscribers.

And now let me relate an anecdote about myself.
At the height of the din caused by the feuilleton and
its children, who were laying about with their rods
on the bushes supposed to contain St. Ignatius, I had
a visit from the manager of a very great Parisian
journal, who said to me, too: “There is a fortune
to be made with the Jesuits.”

When I objected that the Constitutionnel had got
the start, he shrugged his shoulders, and replied :
“It is old, worn-out matter, nothing but an ap-
peal to the old hatred of priests, We want some-
thing different, and I have bought a warehouse
full.”

And he added in a tone of confidence, “I have
a room full of DOCUMENTS: five manuscripts relat-
ing to Father Guignard and to Jean Chatel, a
thundering exposure of the Gunpowder Plot, the
details of the persecutions directed against that
unfortunate Abbé, St. Cyran, cooped up in the
castle of Vincennes, two unpublished volumes of
the first Arnauld, heavy, but full of spleen, a proc-
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lamation of Titus Oates, a dispatch of the Duc de
Créqui, a letter of I'énelon’s, three of the Regent’s,
and two good ones, there they are! of the Cardinal
de Noailles: and I've got all of the Pombal busi-
ness, a wonderful affair! Ah! that scoundrel of a
Malagrida! and that poor thing, the Marchioness
of Tavora! but perhaps it was the other woman,
An immense portfolio belonging to Choiseul, con-
taining the consultations of the Jansenist lawyers,
and more than a hundred lines of notes in Madame
de Pompadour’s own hand, authentie, and enamelled
with gay little smirtches! what do you think of it?
And a very funny, really moral note from Louis
XV, with an entire page scrawled by the historical
quill of M. de Chalotais, of which Voltaire said:
‘That trifle is stronger than Archimedes’ lever, for
it has upset the world, without a point of support !’
We shall give a fac-simile of the page, and at the

foot a portrait of the quill. In fact, I have a treas-
»

ure, a mine, a quarry ! and I offer you

But hush ! It is of little moment what he offered
me: I was not worth mnch. I was only twenty-
five, and vainer than any peacock you could find.
I was carried away by excitement and even by
scandal, which I very innocently took to be glory.
I knew the Jesuits only through Provinciales and
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the Encyclopzedia: T accepted the offer with a lively
determination to mow more thoroughly than Eugéne
Sue had done, or at least to glean all that his engine
had left standing in the field of Loyola.

Behold me then, at work ! and with a will! And
truly the manager of the great daily had not mis-
led me, for he had treasures of papers, cases of
pamphlets, and great heaps of what he took delight
in calling “documents.” All day long, the men of
his establishment made journeys between his office
and me with fragments of Jesuits under their arms,
in baskets, in napkins: our manager came with
his pockets full; and in addition to all this, he
wrote me letters that were so heavy as to have four
stamps; the post-office would carry nothing heavier!

Our manager was not a great scholar, but he
was so good-natured! and so positive! and so
savage in our undertaking! I remember an ex-
pression of his, written on a card accompanying
some scribbling attributed to Mme. de Pompa-
dour: traced by that hand of velvet
(velours) which atoned for Latude, by caressing
Voltaire!” Well, he was drawn in a vague, sad
sort of way towards style! But velours was written
without s. He and I worked like negroes for a
month: he especially. I am not sure but his ter-
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rific passion was directed more against Eugéne Sue
and the Constilutionnel, than against the Jesuits.
He became so embittered in the work, that he used
to fancy every morsel of Jesuit served out to appease
the craving of the Constitutionnel’s subscribers, was a
palatable tid-bit that Doctor Véron had snatched
from his mouth. ¢ Let us begin to appear,” he said
to me with tears in his eyes, “let us begin at once,
or there will be nothing left!”

What a mistake! There was still something left,
and something will always be left, for after thirty
years have passed, four or five hundred thousand
Frenchmen and Frenchwomen breakfast every morn-
ing on the meats which were first cooked by Eugéne
Sue, and have since been stewed and made over into
hash in the miserable little skillets which replace
his generous kettle of Christian flesh.

At the end of a month, I wrote to our excellent
manager one fine spring morning: “I am going
to Brittany, and I have thrown the sheets of our
book into the fire. Pardon me for returning your
“documents’ and your money, but I find that I
undertook in a trifling way, and ignorantly, a task
that does not become an honorable writer, and
though I am utterly indifferent as far as religion
goes, I am as careful of my literary honesty as I
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am of the apple of my eye. Understand, I am not
attacking others’ honor or honesty: opinions are
free: I speak for myself alone.

“T have delayed longer than was necessary per-
haps in writing you this, but I was anxious to keep
my promise if possible. I have found out by read-
ing your own ¢ documents,’ that I had undertaken to
calumniate for so much a line, men who are not only
innocent of all crime, but are useful citizens, bene-
factors of mankind, soldiers of science, peaceful con-
querors, apostles, heroes, saints whose only fault is
having excelled all other bodies of men in bringing
out by the strength of their arms, their sweat, their
blood itself, what is perhaps the most astonishing
work of civilization in modern times. All this I
have read in your own house in one of D’Alem-
bert’s beautiful pages. Certainly such a task cannot
be suitable for me.”

I wrote those lines thirty years before my conver-
sion.

You shall see that our manager was not a difficult
man. While I was busy with my trunks, he burst
into my room like a bombshell, and, almost before
he was over the threshold, broke out:

“Bravo! You are on the right track! You see
things from an original point of view! We shall
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make the sensation of the day! At all events, they
will not accuse us of keeping in the wake of the
Constitutionnel!  You know the religious sentiment
is not dead. Why, my wife hankers after holy
water, and I think a man can never be much out
of the way in trusting to the feminine instinct. So
here goes, then, for our new manceuvre. Change
direction to the right! and then forward along the
whole line! But then we shall have to be serious
about this! We must not indulge too much in play-
ful humor. We shall turn the Provinciales inside
out! But no offensive language, mind ; that sort of
thing has had its day! a dignified impertinence !
And documents! Tacts, my boy, facts! some wit,
the Devil himself! powder, torpedoes, a few martyrs,
not too many, you know; a great many good-looking
people, the deacon Paris, if need be. And soldiers,
headstrong fellows, but honorable! Excitement!
passion! drums and trumpets! Ten volumes! or
fifteen! or twenty! That funny little note of yours
can be put in as a sort of introduction. I’ll give it
back to you, so that you can fix it up, and spice it,
and lengthen it a little. I tell you what, I think
this is a capital idea. A young writer sets himself
to work to destroy those modern vampires, the
Jesuits, who have been so awkwardly attacked by
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an organ of the old school of liberalism, giving its
readers their fill of worn-out lies and exploded cal-
umnies, and who suddenly discovers—I mean the
young writer—that Rodin is a noble exponent of
the principles of ’89, and that Father d’Aigrigny
was playing with Eugéne Sue when he passed him-
self off for a meek sufferer. It is a great idea! it is
magnificent! Of course it don’t agree exactly with
the politics of our paper, but then we must try to
keep a little on all sides at once, and, besides, a little
bit of paradox is always agreeable—and here is the
title: Rodin’s Revenge! Ten thousand dollars for
advertisement!  Walking-signboards on all the
boulevards; a direct challenge to Voltaire! We
shall send up advertising balloons that will shower
our prospectuses broadecast! Béranger will be an
old song! We shall have troops of equestrians to
distribute our dodgers! And the clergy will be
with us! And little circulars, neatly got up, you
know, with an engraving, must be left at every
house in the Xth arondissement! And perhaps we
can get the Jesuits themselves to work for us—
they’re a deep lot, you know! They will give us
one of their gallions, loaded to the water’s edge with
quadruple pistoles, worth 87 francs, 38 centimes
apiece, and a draft for five hundred thousand rupees
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on one of their banks in Camboge, or Bimilipatum,
or Ellisheepoor. What do yon think of that?”

All this was said with a laugh, so as not to com-
promise himself too much, even with me. But you
know the laugh of an editor-in-chief, who is beating
the bushes and not very sure whether an elephant
or a hare will pop into view. Under his irony
there was an emotion that could turn into enthu-
siasm. His paper was a great one, but new. He
could set his sail to any wind, that was likely to
be a favorable one. And, of course, the principles
of ’89 have never interfered with a speculation;
quite the contrary.

While “he was indulging in his cackling, there
was passing before my eyes all that I had found in
his “ documents” : the humble and magnificent pro-
cession of those great men who, since the first years
of the X'VIth century, whether conquerors or mar-
tyrs, have bared their breasts to all sorts of lies, and
tyrannies, and opposition, and ferocity, and beast-
liness, and I asked myself, how could any one make
up the character of that evil-minded little monster
of a Rodin out of the knightly Loyola, or Francis
Xavier, the miraculous apostle of tenderness; Can-
isius, the oracle; the brilliant Laynez; Cardinal
Toledo, who gave absolution and the crown of

3
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France to the best of our kings; Matthew Ricei,
who overcame the impossible; Claver, slave of the
slaves; Francis Regis, Ravignan—but why name
them? 'There is not room enough for them here,
and indeed the list of their heroic names would take
many a page; names of statesmen like Bellarmin,
names of orators like Bourdaloue, names of savants,
of fathers of the Church, of luminous masters; true
friends and benefactors of youth, who put the spirits
of darkness to flight, though the imps made use of
the old trick of crying ¢ Stop thief”” as they scamp-
ered away.

I asked myself, what sort of rage is it that makes
the enemies of truth deceive the herd, and what sort
of curse has seized the crowd that they depend upon
the orbs of blind men, instead of turning their own
eyes towards the blazing light of evidence.

I said to myself, it would be of some use, and easy
enough, too, to call out ¢ take care” to the fools who
are hoodwinked with the rags of sophistry and are
reeling and staggering in the mud of their ignorance
as they wend their way to the cabaret to take part
in its enlightened discussions. It would be useful;
there is not a poor wife of one of those unfortunate
men, who devour the dry crusts that are left for
their little one’s nourishment, because the philoso-
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phers have robbed them of their heart when they
took away their God, not one of those women but
would thank me. And how easy it would be!
undeniable facts are plentiful; they talk, they ecry
out, they glitter in their beauty under the brushwood
that has been systematically thrown upon them.
And it would be opportune, for Diogenes has been
too long strutting about with his lantern, at high
noon, denying the glorious daylight. And there
would be something admirable in running the risk
of being stoned to death by cynicism, by absynth,
by the burlesque song, by the enormous varieties of
small trades which deal in vice, in crime, in enerva-
tion, in defeat, and which would have to shut up
shop if, by chance, Tom Goodfellow should awake
some morning with a clear head and a pair of eyes
of his own.

All these things passed through my mind, and I
confused, as you see, the cause of the Jesuits with
the cause of God, which was, which is, and which
always will be the cause of the poor man, even in
spite of the poor fellow himself and his poisoners.

And yet I let our manager go away full of his
notion, though perfectly impartial, ready to profit by
the right or by the left, without love, hate, or con-
viction, but possessed by an enthusiasm ever ready
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for anything black or white according to the wind,
the tide, and the opporiunity ; an image of the won-
derfully empty activity which is the very life of our
day, at once so intelligent and so cramped.

I refused to take sides, for the wrong out of hon-
esty, disgust, and manly honor; for the right out of
cowardice. I was afraid.
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ITI.

I was afraid of falling into bad odor with the
people who dispense success, and I worshipped suc-
cess; my only God was success. I was afraid of my
enenies, but, above all, I feared my friends. To
make known all the testimony unwillingly favorable
to the Jesuits that T had found, while bent on their
condemnation, amid the heap of papers livid with
their adversaries’ hatred, would have been to com-
promise” me for ever.

My disposition is such that I cannot do things by
halves. Had T inserted only the tip of my finger,
I should have thrown myself in bodily. With my
disposition and the recklessness of my age, at that
time, I saw that I would be defiantly insulting a
consecrated iniquity, which had grown into “ public
opinion ” since the time of Pascal, the great unfor-
tunate tool of the Calvinistic treason that dwelt only
half-concealed beneath the solemn robes of the “sol-
itaires ” of Port Royal,

This lie, or if we must be polite to those who
insult us, this error, thanks to the different layers of

g%



26 JESUITS!

opposition that had become a solid residuum forming
guano during three centuries, had acquired what
might be called an official sanction; for the oppo-
sition always becomes the government in the course
of time, to teach simpletons that it is in opposition
for no other purpose than to become the government,
and that the high sounding phrases by which it pre-
tends to attack the ills of society contain nothing at
all but the insanity of a few ambitious fellows who
overturn the State in order to be able to put on an
embroidered coat in place of the felon’s suit they
have deserved! this lie, said I, or this error, ap-
proved in the palaces of kings by their favorites,
their ministers, by their parliaments, by a portion
happily small of the clergy, by poets, lawyers, phil-
osophers, by conceited marquises, by hangers-on, in
a word, by the opposition of the palace, the bureau,
or the alley ; by all those who delved at revolution
kuowingly, or ignorantly, had appeared to liberal
people with the form of something so holy as to be
unassailable. From the doctors who calumniate in
immense volumes too heavy for a weak man to lift,
to the devil-may-cares who penny-a-line their insults
in the daily papers, who bake them in small ovens
for the news column, who dress them out in carica-
ture array for the humorous periodicals, every one
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gave the obligatory kick to the Jesuits, just as every
one is vaceinated, just as every one takes his chance
in the conscription. I had seen this often; not to
spit on the Jesuit was indecent.

When a miserable pleasantry has reached that
monumental state of ¢ respeetability,” it is better
than a dozen and a half of maxims, because of the
countless army of fools who are gulled by it, and
because of the regiment of less honest men, the
jokers who have concocted it and have set it afloat,
and who consequently watch its course with an inter-
ested devotion.

I was afraid of the journals I contributed to, I
was afraid of my readers, whom I liked, and who
liked me. It made my flesh creep to think of the
amount of popular prejudice.

But how often between that hour of my flight
and the moment when I surrendered to truth and
the duties it imposes, how often has the proposition
of our facile manager taken hold of my thoughts ?
I eontinued to think of the Jesuits in spite of my-
self: I read with a strange eagerness whatever bore
upon the Jesuits. When they were well attacked,
I was pleased to a certain degree: for it seemed
to countenance my prudence, but then in the store-
house of my recollections I always found, in spite
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of myself, some “document” to thwart the most
plausible attack: and it must be confessed, that
what fell into my hands was mostly poor rubbish.
The trade of slapping at the Jesuits is so profitable
that the publishers accept a pamphlet from any pair
of paws: they no longer condescend to examine, and
when one of the filthiest of the literary scavengers
is at a loss how to buy a dinner, he has only to
write JESUITs at the head of his “copy,” to entice
some unprincipled bookseller first, and then one or
two thousand readers, who make a specialty of con-
ning the bookstands every morning for fresh infor-
mation on the new crime of the Jesuit. It is so
profitable a sort of work that princes of the pen are
not ashamed to be found in this rich gulch, plunging
their arms with their sleeves rolled up into the
brook whose bed is covered with precious metal so
easy to reach.

Nevertheless God sought me out. My wandering
path happened once upon a time to cross the straight
and beautiful way on which was walking Father
Olivaint, crowned a martyr shortly after by some
misguided ones belonging to that people of Paris
whom he loved so ardently and had worked for all
his life. My two eldest sons had been confided to
the Jesuits, and the other two followed as soon as
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they were old enough. Did I understand then the
greatness of the Institution? I think not, for in
fact I still knew the Jesuits only through the hymn
which their calumniators in empty rage chanted in
their praise. I needed something better than that,
I was dozing in my wordly prosperity, I needed
misfortune to awaken me, and a sorrow that should
scald my eyes with tears. The misfortune came: an
unaccustomed sorrow fell upon me without warning,
threw me to the earth, and in that solemn moment
when the soul hesitates and shivers, called on one
side by repentance and life, on the other by revolt
and death, I was assisted by a Jesuit who touched
the crucifix to my pains and lifted me out of despair.

And one day, the happiest of my days, I knelt in
a chapel of the Jesuits before a tomb where repose
the mortal remains of that man so mild, so humble,
that proud spirit, that apostle, that Jesuit Pierre
Olivaint who was between the altar and me and was
praying for me at the moment when I was receiving
pardon from my God in the sacred host.

I have said that before: here, there, everywhere ;
do not blame me for saying it over again, it would
be of no use. I will say it, and say it again in the
thankful joy of my heart until the last hour of my
life.
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My conversion constitutes my nobility, my glory,
and my triumph in this world, and it will be my
salvation in the one to come. And I gather with a
pious care whatever relates to my conversion. I
have already made one book about it, and I shall
make others, repeating : Quia fecit mihi magna qui
potens est. Is it not my right and my duty to chant
the Magnificat of my conversion ?

God, sovereign saviour and helper, thou dost not
lead all hearts by the same means; thou dost offer
to every spirit, long before the time of need, a way
of crossing the abyss, suitable to his nature. I was
frivolous and keen: thou didst throw in my road
this little adventure both frivolous and keen, this
affair of “ documents” contrived to crush thy serv-
ants, and which tossed about by the hand of a mer-
cenary (I mean my own hand) looking for weapons
and munitjons for a bad cause, suddenly revealed the
truth flashing amid the calumny so laboriously col-
lected and concentrated.

I think nothing could have struck me so forcibly
as that coup dethédire. Fabricating catastrophes and
surprises, I found myself face to face with a surprise
and a catastrophe that had been arranged by God’s
own hand. I was not yet converted, because 1 did
not desire conversion, but I was warntd. The artil-
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lery borrowed by me from skepticism, Jansenism,
Protestantism, and nihilism, from all who take the
thirty pieces of silver that they cannot carry beyond
the grave, had done like the Chinese cannon we read
of, which spit fire at the breach. That much I had
found out even before engaging in the fight, merely
while learning how to unse the weapons. And I so
easily discovered the poor quality of these arms that
I can never bring myself to believe in the good faith
of those who use them.

Certainly we have a right to allow for prejudice,
stubbornness, blindness, hatred, all the passions that
weaken our miserable nature, but there is evidence
so loud that the ears must be stopped up that do not
hear it, even if one has put out his own eyes so as
not to see. We belong to such and such a party, or
are under the influence of such a set of opinions, and
1t is no longer noblesse oblige, it is, alas, “business is
business!”

Corner one of those people, for instance, who is
prating about the nuns shutting up girls in their
convents, and they will willingly confess that they
are only indunlging in harmless metaphor.

The only thing inconvenient about all this, is that
at the next martyr’s day some of those sisters will
have to suffer for these metaphors. So far I believe
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they have omitted to shoot any of the sisters: it is
an oversight. If you only knew, gentlemen, you
who denounce piety, what an enthusiastic hymn of
mercy these brave women will sing in your behalf
on the day when your pens that, in the Chinese
fashion discharge in the rear and on the side, shall
have violently opened, though in spite of you, the
gate of the heavenly paradise for them.

As we are in the mood for a few minutes chat,
my dear friends, of former days that I still love,
and that I pray for tenderly morning and evening
without asking the least thanks from you for it, I
remember how indignant, how grieved, above all,
how frightened you were six years ago, just after the
terrible events that stupefied Paris, France, and the
whole world. I think I can say that the assassina-
tion of the hostages (even including the Jesuits)
caused you a feeling that was almost akin to horror,
and you indignantly protested when the logic of
some of us pointed out the connection between those
disasters and the charming wit of your articles.

You were displeased. You would not acknow-
ledge that the chassepot of a drunkard reeking in
blood was aimed with greater precision because
your essays had indicated the game to be brought
down.
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And yet for three months your articles took a
certain tone—indeed, they took a tone that was
almost edifying.

Of course I can understand how it was. When
a child, T happened to set fire to our house, as I was
playing with some matches, and, for three months
after, matches caused me a good deal of repugnance.

At the end of three months, like you, I opened
the match-box again. Well, you may believe me if
you choose, the same cause produced the same effect,
and something was burned at our place. Fortu-
nately our house was insured. My friends, is France
insured ? If I were in your place, I should be cer-
tain of this before playing with fire.
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IV.

Thirty years have passed since that excellent,
skilful director of the great daily proposed to me to
put the Jesuits in the pillory, or set them up on a
pedestal to be hooted at, according to my preference.
I have spent thirty years, not in making this book,
which I entitle JEsurrs! with an exclamation point,
but in summoning up courage enough to write the
first line of it.

Would to God that I had spent this better half of
my life in letting light on the subject to the extent
of my poor ability! But I have sown my long road
with light pages that have been the sport of the
wind. In them the name of God is dubiously hon-
ored, religion receives an empty respect, and there
is scarcely one of those pages that I can read with
unmixed pleasure. I have lost too much time.
Thirty years! Jesuits! How often, and for how
long a time I have lightly used that word, before
considering it as the greatest title of honor that can
be given a servant of Jesus.
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I use it here in its opprobrious sense, humbly and
proudly accepted, containing the ountraged name of
God and much more insulting to God than to the
men of God. T call my book Jesuits! just as I
should call it Thieves! or Felons! just as Voltaire
called Jesus or His Church infdme! It is still the
thrice holy name of the Saviour of men, spit upon
in the presence of men, and with the approbation
of men, by the descendants of those who founded
Christianity in spite of themselves, when they nailed
Christ to the cross.

Whatever is done against God is for the glory of
God.

I care not if T am charged with confounding
matters that are independent of one another, or with
making the Church, by confusing two inseparable
causes, bear the weight of that miraculous “ unpop-
ularity ” of the Company of Jesus.

Is not this unpopularity, indeed, the greatest pop-
ularity that the centuries have had to love or to hate
next to the very glory of God, and the holiness of
the Charch ?

And may we not even say that, to a slight extent,
it is a part of the very popularity of God and of the
Church ?
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I am ready in advance to withdraw from this
book every word that shall not have the entire
approval of the common Father of the faithful, but
I know in advance, too, that God and His Church
are masters, who do not disown their servants. The
Jesuits are neither God nor the Church; they issue
from the heart of the Church to carry the standard
of the Heart of God at the front, and on the flanks
of the Church.

As heavy as may be their cross, made of glorious
insults, and borne in the presence of the world’s
contempt, yet what is that cross and the insults that
weigh it down, compared to the Cross of the great
Infdme drinking shame and sorrow such as must be
the shame and the sorrow of a God!

The Company of Jesus attracts most of the enmity
for the Church because it bivouacs nearest to the
enemy and has from its beginning formed the out-
posts of God’s army. It has a large share of the
heritage left to the family of Apostles, by Christ’s
own words, a precious threat, and a terrible promise,*
because it was expressly instituted to oppose its

* ¢t Blessed are you when men shall revile you, and perse-
cute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you falsely,
for my sake; rejoice and be exceeding glad, because your re-
ward is very great in heaven:” S¢. Matthew, v, 11 and 12.

B st ———
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naked breast to the revolt brought forth by the
double apostasy of Luther and of Calvin, one a
brutal rebel, the other a despot and a persecuting
fanatic of the stake and faggot: both prophets and
workers of convulsions that are unsettling the earth
in our own unfortunate day, just as if the cruel bar-
barism of science and intelligence, the intoxication
of effete civilization, was determined to work more
ruin than that robust barbarism of our first ages,
which, in spite of its horrors, was at least the fruitful
progenitor of modern nations.

On the contrary, nothing can be expected from
the negations that surround us. The deluge of
strong, ferocious men that engulphed the Lower
Empire brought chaos, it is true, but it was a con-
fusion teeming with sap and riches that Christianity
utilized by its teachings; to-day the flood brings
nothing but Prussian brass and American gold,
selfishness, book-keeping, a chilling fever, and the
putfed-up emptiness of hate.

It is undoubtedly a sorrowful thing to see ancient
nations, dazed by mathematics and deceived by pro-
tocols, so industriously preparing the great jubilee
of universal war: a mingling of millions of men
who will massacre one another by unthought-of
mechanical inventions.

4%
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This is what comes of wisdom without God.
Materialist politics, whose maxim is the one used
by despairing power, “After me the end of the
world,” has no expedient left but to drench the
frontiers in blood in order to keep its place in the
interior.

Europe waits, Europe trembles; ah! but Europe
is occupied, for in spite of her fears, she speculates,
she trades, she treats, she votes, and sometimes she
reasons, all because she must live ; when she suffers
from weariness she may amuse herself by the sight
of the big cannons.

‘What magnificent cannon! It has taken ten cen-
turies to bring them to their present high condition
and nothing better will ever be made,—till next year.

Is that all? No, I have just said: the cannon will
enact the part of the famous organ of Barbarism in
Causes Célebres, which sang “ Malbrouck ” outside,
while Fualdes was being assassinated within.

Then what are these sounds that are to be drowned
by the monstrous oran of war in Europe and in
Asia? What is going on inside those great houses
called kingdoms, republics, or empires? Whom are
they deceiving ?

That is the secret of the eternal comedy which
every one knows and every one ignores. Kings are
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very skilful and tribunes are very eager; truly the
most murderous arm in all this is not cannon.

But why, then, cry out “Jesuits!” and what
place amid the rattle of war or of revolution is
there for a book which speaks of neither the arms
of the tribunes, nor the arms of the soldiers ?

Look closely, listen attentively ; beneath and above
these hoarse sounds other voices wail and ery out.
God punishes but he will not slay before the last
fixed hour, and there is one empire that shall never
perish, that of Faith: the Church.

To the end of time the Church shall fight its
rugged and glorious hattle and will never be utterly
victorious, but she will never be vanquished : Non
preevalebunt.  Just as she appears cast down for all
time she will arise more valiant than ever and more
than ever full of life.

In an opposite direction to the impiety and mad-
ness of our century, another movement is taking
place. It does not become me to speak lightly of
the importance of this movement, which, only begun,
has already done so much; its capabilities may be
judged by the anger and the fury it evokes. The
Company of Jesus, ever exposed to the first fire,
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has had to feel the first attack excited by this move-
ment; again they are assailed with charges a hundred
times refuted, and yet always repeated since the day
when the parliament of Paris, that was so kind to
Henry IIT’s assassin, erected opposite the Palais de
Justice, the famous pyramid declaring the Jesuits
convicted of the crime of assassination on the person
of Henry IV.

Henry IV was well, thank God, and in no humor
to put up with this pastime of the austere hypocrites
who covered up their real felony by a false parade of
devotion. He knew his parliament, and he knew
the Jesuits.

Henry IV became the barrister for the innocent
Jesuits and the judge of their eriminal judges who
listened with bowed heads and pallid faces to his
eloquent summing-up and his rigorous sentence.

Never was Henry I'V more of a king than on
that day; never did he better display the sturdy
reason of his language at once keen, manly, clean,
and thoroughly French. Why is there not a picture
in the Louvre to immortalize that striking scene
which more than others showed the first steps of the
Bearnese after recovering his authority. The chil-
dren of Henry IV reigned for nearly two centuries
after his death, The Bourbons had plenty of time

—
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to set their painters in ordinary at work to depict
that sovereign act of justice, so proudly, so elo-
quently wrought out that it has for three hundred
years won the admiration of all historians, the ene-
mies of God and of kings.

But no, the canvass of our museums are covered
with other subjects, and in the Louvre the dazzling
debauch of color led by the brush of Rubens is
wholly occupied with the gods of fable. These are
represented leading to some pagan altar that young
Florentine, who brought us a dark future in the
folds of her bridal robes.

Pictures, like poems, celebrate only success, and
are the slaves of success; they are only dedicated to
what flatters the prejudices of the herd. A triumph
of Jesuits! Where is the unlucky poet or painter
to dare the extravagant task? As for Jesuits, it is
proper to strike, ridicule, calumniate them: that is
the rule of success, and the well-trod path to glory.

Some one has said the greatness of deeds and of
men is exactly measured by the hatred aroused by
these men and these works, and this is undeniably
true. Nations seem to have lived out their history
in the series of ages only to put the truth of this
maxim beyond a doubt. In all pagan antiquity there
were but three unanimously acknowledged as “just
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men,” and almost in the Christian sense. They
wore a crown of hatred, and were very properly
chastized for their insufferable virtue.

The first, Aristides, was driven from his country
like a malefactor, as an example; as examples, and
like malefactors the other two, Socrates and Phocion,
were put to death by hemlock.

For twenty centuries or more these anecdotes have
been told, and a certain melancholy morality is de-
rived from them. I have read in a book intended
for youth this bitter reflection on Aristides: It
is lawful to be lame among people who are well
formed; that is liberty; but in a nation of cripples
no one should appear without a crutch, which also
is liberty.”

The contrary would be impertinence and even
oppression: it is the cripple’s right to see none
but cripples.

Aristides deserved death: he was a Jesuit before
the time of Jesus. He is not entitled to pity. It
is the Athenians in this case who deserve compassion.
Aristides went into exile, and his exile magnified
him. Socrates and Phocion drank their punish-
ment, and their punishment glorified them. But the
Acthenians slipped down that decline up which noth-
ing could raise them, for civilizations once dead do
not rise again.
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Nations die utterly when they die at all.

Oh! certainly, Aristides had need of no advocate,
Plato defended Socrates only after his death, and
Demosthenes would only have weakened while at-
tempting to defend the cause of Phocion. If any
eloquent or generous person had raised his voice
during that trial, celebrated in the glory and misfor-
tune of Athens, it would not have been for Socrates,
or Phocion, or Aristides, but for the Athenians rush-
ing on to their ruin.

Thus, too, with the cause of the Just of the just,
Christ, condemned one day by the wicked Jews and
ever since crucified over and over again by all the
wicked of all nations. Neither Christ nor the Church
of Christ needs an advocate.

They who plead in defence of God and of the
Church are in reality defending the true interests of
the persecutors of God and of the Church. They
raise their voice in the universal agora and cry out:
“Athenians! have pity on Athens.”

Thus, also, in the case of that sacred batallion of
the Catholic army : the Company of Jesus. No one
has a right to defend it for itself, because the hero
who founded it was careful to stipulate in the con-
tract made by his sublime ambition with the omnipo-
tence of God, that persecution ought and would be
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the agreed price, the necessary equivalent, the endur-
ing emolument of its untiring effort: so that any
truce would be an insult, any relaxation a breach of
agreement.

Ah! this is unlike the stipulations that enter into
contracts between individuals or nations! Let us
not attempt to explain the folly of the cross, but let
us see what it compasses in regard to human welfare.

In the supernatural order of ideas is not the inte-
rest, the welfare, the salvation of men hidden behind
every epithet apparently intended to express an attri-
bute of God?

There is only God for the spiritual man, for the
saint, for the martyr, and that is why the saint is
holy, but with God there is nothing but mankind;
the martyr in dying for God serves mankind only
by the wonderful reflection of merit. It is God who
first had the folly of the cross.

What Scripture designates by the strange, proud
phrase, “the glory of God,” is only the redemption
of man.

The eternal God who by the most impossible of
miracles suffered death, died only for man. When
people kneel and kiss the ground—I am speaking of
those who have the precious treasure of faith—what
do they do if not to beseech God to give them more
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faith and to bestow that supreme gift on those unfor-
tunately deprived of it? Our Father who art in
heaven, what do we ask you if not that ¢thy king-
dom come?” And what is thy kingdom if it be not
the accomplishment of Jesus’ dying wish: heaven’s
pardon of earth ?

In the beginning there was a great chastisement
for the crime of the first disobedience. A veil cov-
ered the sight of the man and woman exiled from
Paradise. This veil which shut out the view of
heaven did not prevent them from seeing earth, but
they no longer had that sense that makes the easy
comparison between the few hours of time and the
billions of years which are but a speck in eternity.

In the blindness of their fall they chose the little
To-day rather than the immeasurable Ever. And
the absurdity of this choice was felt for ages by
mankind and by the religions of mankind.

Jesus came, man raised his eyes above the earthly
horizon and was taught that he has a providential
mission to reconquer lost immortality in a contest
that will not end here below. “O God!” says the
prayer that accompanies the mingling of the water
and the wine in the Holy Sacrifice, “G God who
hast wondrously established the dignity of the
human‘creature and who hast raised him up more

b
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wondrously, grant that through the mystery of this
water and this wine we may have a part in the
divinity of Him who was willing to partake of our
humanity. ...”

He was willing, but fifteen hundred years after
the nativity of the Word made flesh, there were
born men who refused to be any longer partakers
of His divinity. A riotous and troublesome beast
breaks away from the cloister and entices ignorance
and misery to make the ancient bargain of its divine
birthright for a mess of pottage. And it scemed for
a moment as if the whole universe was about to
grovel upon the coarse fare reeking in the trough of
apostacy.

Then was born another man, who did not begin
as a monk, but as a soldier, and having been
wounded in a heroic struggle was visited by God,
while extended on his bed of suffering. He was the
son of that military obedience and discipline that
gain battles. He saw the evil and devoted himself
to good, in the firm conviction that he would be met
by the allied enmity of all for whom he uffered his
life; for this is peculiar to all the imitators of Jesus
Christ; like Jesus Christ they ascend Calvary,
willingly and knowingly.
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This soldier was the first Jesuit, and the father
of the Jesuits. He found the device of the Jesuits,
in his deep, burning love of humanity.

“For the greater glory of God,” cried he, when
first setting out on his crusade against Protestantism
which nursed the weak pride of wan and opposed
the all-powerful humility of God.

Ad maiorem Dei gloriam! It was a loud cry and
was heard alike by hatred and by love. It soared
as high as the purified soul could rise. It rose like
burning incense towards the heavenly throne, but it
swept about, too, on the level of the earth, because
the few words of this device translated into the
universal language of Christ mean: “ For the greater
happiness of man!”

It was the truth, the whole truth, as regards what
may be done here below for the human race, since
the greater glory of God is but the richer and more
complete redemption of man.

When, then, will it be understood that to serve
God, our friend. above, amator noster, is to con-
tribute, every one according to his strength, to the
masterwork of God, which is the redemption of
men! We cannot serve God, because nothing can
be added to ALL THINGS which God possesses.
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We do not defend the imperishable Church; we
do not plead the cause of the Jesuits, who have a
right to persecution made necessary by the very
agreement at their institution,

What we serve, what we defend, and what we
plead for, is the greater good of men in God.
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. V.

It may be that my language seems lofty, but it is
because I amn setting down, as well as I can, noble
thoughts that are far from being of my own concep-
tion. But I shall descend to earth again, and in a
few words unfold the plan of this book, which shall
be as a preface to a more considerable work for
which I have gathered the materials.

In the account-currant that balances the humble
elements of my life by debit and credit, I am in
debt for this work to a creditor, who is “my con-
version.” I have said, and I repeat it, the reckless-
ness of calumny against the Jesuits has done a good
deal for me, for it has enlightened me, at least, in
moments of doubt, as to the good faith of the ene-
mies of God.

I know very well that most readers are not eager
for enlightenment, and that there are some who are
unwilling to be enlightened at all, but what Beau-
marchais (who was well informed in these matters)
said about calumny, can equally apply to truth;

5%
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there always remains a little something of the truth
once spoken, and I shall be generously rewarded for
my effort if, out of a thousand readers, there shounld
be one who, walking in uncertainty, as I have done,
between evil that kills and life-giving consolation,
shall be determined to the side of life by my book.

I am in debt—1TI shall pay. But how? Am I
going to try a vehement and serious refutation of
falsehood ? It has been done over and over again,
and well done. And with what result? 1 don’t
know. I have been told that it has passed a few
arm’s-lengths above that frolicsome audience which
plays the game of stopping its ears whenever its
babyish prejudice is not pampered.

This is not encouraging, and, besides, to speak
with violence, there must be a feeling of astonish-
ment, of excitement, of indignation ; now, I have
no astonishment; the only thing that can astonish
men who know the world is, not to hear the voice of
calumny ; I have some emotion, but it is tempered
by habit, and does not go beyond the limits of my
little patience; I can pardon a troublesome buzzing,

As for indignation, alas! where shall I vent it?

Can T forget that once upon a time I was ready
to make my voice heard in the concert that I now
complain of] and to howl like the wolf I was trying



A PRELIMINARY CHAT. 51

to be, not at all gratis, but for a sum of money,
which I gave back, it is true, but with much grief?

Can 1 forget above all that in place of restoring
the thirty pieces, I should have earned them with a
loyal rascality had not my conscience been offended
by the odor of others’ calumny, which my skilful
manager had piled up on my table as “ documents” ?

But wait! I am really ashamed to admit it, but
it was not even the grossness of the calumny that
annoyed me. I thought it “ridiculous” to do as
those others had done, and go only as far as one
might go with the credulity and consent of readers;
this flattered the contempt I had for my neighbor
betore learning to love and respect him; my only
ambition was to go further than any one else in this
impertinent way. The blows of a bludgeon did not
suit me, for I was desirous of dealing still heavier
ones; but, as was always the case with me, and I
confess it here by way of penance, I was taken up
with the little side of the comedy.

I, who without any effort, had swallowed untruths
as large as a house, false testimony of immorality, of
murder, of ferocity, of ignorance, and even of heresy,
stood still, astounded like Robinson Crusoe when he
found a foot-print in the sand of his lonely isle, as
I came to the end of a sentence at the bottom of
Pascal’s 9th Provincial Letter.
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I remember it distinctly. In that famous 9th
letter, so full of perverted sense, of dislocated, inter-
polated, and even falsified texts, Pascal takes up
books of ¢ easy devotions” in general, and those of
Fathers Binet and Barry in particular. It is very
witty, though a little drawn out, very perfidious and
stuffed with generosity. One cannot help seeing its
frankness! As for good faith, Pascal never makes
light in this respect, and is even more strict than
Voltaire !

But there was a postseript which said quietly:
“ Since writing my letter, I have read Fathers Barry
and Binet. ...

At first, it is true, I paid no attention to this post-
script as was natural; for Robinson Crusoe must
have reflected a little before the simple mark of a
heel could make his flesh creep.

I was going to pass beyond, when reflection under-
lined the candor of the phrase: “SiNcE wRITING
MY LETTER, ]| HAVE READ FATHERS BARRY AND
BiNgr. ...

There is nothing in that, do you say? Ah! I
agree with you. Nothing, less than nothing! At
most only the distraction of an honorable heart led
into a shameful path, and in an unguarded moment
betraying its natural honesty.
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And yet, in spite of myself, I again read the phrase
which this time appeared to be printed in immense
characters: “SINCE WRITING MY LETTER,
I HAVE READ FATHERS BARRY AND
BINET....” And I finished Pascal’s book, the
whole collection of Jansenist juggleries, with bursts
of laughter.

Is it my fault if gaieties of this sort strike me
more forcibly than heavier villainies? No one can
put aside his own nature. That adorable postseript
set fire to all the other “documents” which had been
scorching % long while on my table.

Pascal ! the great Pascal, the Pascal of the Thoughts
had skinned those unlucky Fathers Barry and Binet
in the dark; he said so himself in the postseript
without the slightest remorse and even with a certain
pride in the task he had accomplished !

Pascal who wrote those splendid pages on death!
He boasted in his postseript of having when a judge
tied the rope about the victim’s neck before hearing
the accused’s defence !

Listen! I thought a great deal of Pascal before
that, but his postseript entitled him to my lasting
gratitude, and I regard him, seated on the dead
body of the Jesuit puppet he massacred, as one of
the most active instruments in giving me that light
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as to the Company of Jesus, which was, glory to
God! the prelude to my conversion.

No one, in fact, will deny that Pascal is not only
the greatest, the most Christian, the most eloquent,
but also the keenest, the hardest, and the cruelest of
all the Jesuits’ enemies, and without slighting the
talent of their more modern executioners, who have
carried the cruelty of the Provinciales to assassination
itself, it can be affirmed that since Pascal nothing
has been said against the Jesuits which Pascal had
not said and better said. It was a providence for a
mind like mine, which is rather dull and indolent
and only open to trifles, to perceive Pascal careful
to add a postseript to his 9th letter, that would have
done so well without it, just on purpose to slap
me on the shoulder and tell me with a bewitching
good nature: “I, who am the most conscientious of
this drum-head court summoned to exterminate the
Jesuits, use my authorities in that way; I begin by
chopping my man into small pieces, and afterwards
look over the papers in the case at my leisure; this
saves time!”

Never certainly was there a happier or more strik-
ing proof of the uselessness of attempting to convinee
those who shut their eyes and stuff’ their ears.
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It has not been proved that Pascal, as said in
a Jansenist legend, had divined Geometry himself
before having opened Euclid, for there was a copy
of Euclid in his father’s library, but it is clearly
proved that Pascal, according to his own boast, con-
structed, arranged, and bent the sails on those very
wind-mills, which he called Jesuits, so as to attack
them with mighty strokes of his pen. He made
them or received them ready-made from the hands
of some Nicole, or of some Arnault; he colored the
caricature which this Arnault or this Nicole had
roughly outlined, in his bitter and painful humor;
he clothed it in his own style and all the warmth of
the fever that killed him when he was so great, so
young, so unfortunate, turned to the sorrowful result
of being a tool—a golden tool!—in the disloyal
hand of heresy !

I pity Pascal above all men, because my admira-
tion of him is full of tenderness, but I cannot admit
the objection that, “ It matters little whether one
reads before or afterwards, provided one reads.”
Those who read afterwards have ¢ taken a posi-
tion.” They are no longer looking for the truth,
but for a makeshift that will give their position the
appearance of truth,
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Those who “read afterwards” take their places
amongst those very deaf people who do not wish to
hear. And I have all the more suspicion of them
that the very paradox of the cause they champion
constitutes the popularity of their pleading. Whether
it be a cause they have chosen purposely or one that
they have taken up unintentionally, the great ease
of their success attaches them to their work. They
keep on; do not count on their hesitation; they find
error too convenient and too profitable.

And do not count, either, upon their being held
back by the coarseness of certain means, for it is the
grossness of these falsehoods that pleases the glut-
tony of their customers, who devour large slices
and swallow great bumpers; and nothing is poured
out so easily or so easily gurgles down the throat
as sophistry. It is a mathematical law that the
boldness of calumny cannot exceed the prowess of
credulity.

Now, do you know what these students can give
to amuse their doctors? They can give them the
money they lack themselves, the success they will
never gain, and they, obscure as they are, can give
them glory! There are many of those who can do
nothing for themselves but can do everything for
the tavern-keeper who makes them drunk, for the
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mountebank who makes light of them. You do not
suppose that the professor, the tavern-keeper, or the
mountebank is going to abandon his bread, his votes
or his glory, to go chasing the truth which brings
neither votes, glory, nor bread? Expect nothing of
the sort: it would be against nature,

Hope only in God, but pray in peace. For nine-
teen centuries there has been the same spectacle of
error always triumphant and always dying, to reap-
pear, it is true, but ever in a new form, while truth
remains fixed, the same truth, for there is but one
truth against millions of errors.

That is enough. Let us pray in peace, even if
the thousand errors should be reinforced by another
thousand, for they pass away and our one Truth is
eternal.
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VL

For whom then am I going to write?

I am going to write for those who have not yet
taken a “position,” for young people, for men of
the world, and also for triflers like myself, undecided,
as I was for a long time, and indifferent, between
error which they are not well acquainted with and
truth which they do not care to know.

I do not know if I shall be read, but I hope so.

For some, my bad books of former days will serve
as a passport to this book, and that at least will be
good. With others, ill-will may awaken some curi-
osity, for certain poor little pens already accuse me
of having returned to God as a speculation . .. How
truly those little pens speak, O Lord! What a great
fortune I have gained by humbling myself beneath
thy feet! DBut I have no desire now to sing the
canticle of thanksgiving that fills my heart. It
would be too long and I have only a few lines to
indicate the scope of my work. DBut I will add that
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the insinuation against my honor is a lie: it will
bring me readers.

Is it not strange and amusing to see an honorable
man, in the decline of his life, displaying himself in
all the trickery of hypocrites? I look for this, and
I hasten to strike while the iron is hot.

This book, providing its execution is equal to the
conception, will be a wide sketch, and will compass
in a general way what will form my large picture,
“The General History of the Jesuits,” which I shall
complete if God gives me strength and life. I must
begin by fixing the principal lines and regulating
the perspective. This, then, will be a simple sketch,
drawn in outline, or, to speak plainly, a rapid sum-
mary, since it will be all in one volume, but from
this general view I intend to make certain capital
facts project beyond their plane; precisely those
facts which have ever been the theme of calumnia-
tors, and which are, as it were, the legend of calumny.

The exclamation point following my title is a
promise to lay some stress on the constant assaults
with which the hatred of three hundred years crushes
and sometimes slays the Company of Jesus, that
always rises again; it seems to me proper to choose
the most striking of the crimes laid at the door of
these eternal defendants, so as to exhibit them under
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a somewhat dramatic form before proceeding to
appeal the whole case.

I remember reading in Gioberti, that melancholy
Christian and sorry politician, a page full of the
Italian emphasis, but eloquent and original, where
that mortal enemy of the Jesuits, in Plutarch’s
fashion, compares Ignatius Loyola and Julius Caesar.
Gioberti gives the preference to the founder of the
Company of Jesus, but only so as more distinctly to
mark the pretended decline of the children of Igna-
tius in analogy with the real decline of Cesar’s suc-
cessors,

I shall say nothing of the parallel itself, for I
have no fancy for anagrams, acrostics or parallels.

Ceesar was a mighty soldier : he passed the Rubi-
con. I do not know whether he founded anything.
Brutus slew him. It is wrong to assassinate Ceesar
or any other human creature. But I know that
Ignatius founded something humble, though gigan-
tic from its cradle, and which, instead of declining,
has continued its growth.

I know that this thing won over to God, for all
time or transitorily, the Indies, China, America,
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