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PREFACE

Tuis little book is only the first instalment of a much
more extensive history of the Jesuits which the War and
other contingencies have at least temporarily frustrated.
It is published separately now because not even Bellona
herself, that grim dame with bombs in her hair, would
begrudge so tiny a tribute to the Society of Jesus on the
attainment of its fourth centenary. Besides, some of the
people in the book, especially St. Ignatius and St. Francis
Xavier, are peculiarly fortifying company in times of
danger. They here speak very largely in their own voices,
sometimes even in their native tongues, as does Our Lord
in the Gospels. If thé book has any merit at all, it is in
allowing them that rather unusual liberty. A strenuous
effort was made to keep the spelling of names uniform,
but, owing to the diversity of sources, that could not
always be attained. At any rate, the reader will always
recognize his man, which is the main thing. If the same
reader shows any disposition to welcome further instal-
ments of the story, progressively more exciting instalments,
then in God’s good time they will be gladly provided.
]. B.






CONTENTS

CHAP, PAGE
I. A Goob SOLDIER OF JEsus CHRIST . . I
II. BRETHREN BY THE NAME OF OUR LOorD .34
III. Tue Ferrowsnip or His Son . . . 07
IV. AiL THINGS TO ALL MEN . . . . 103
V. AFAR UNTO THE GENTILES . . . . 13§
VI. TtAcHERS OF GOOD THINGS . . . . 182

VII. ENTREATING AND COMFORTING, AS A FATHER
poTH His CHILDREN . . . . 219

INDEX . . . . . . . 265

vil






CHAPTER I

A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

HE early history of the Society of Jesus is very large-
ly the history of two Basque gentlemen, Ignatius

Loyola and Francis Xavier. It was Xavier’s good
fortune to labour far away from the contentions of
Europe, and to die young, so the world, Protestant and
Catholic alike, has agreed to overlook the fact of his
having been a Jesuit and to love him as a man. Loyola,
on the other hand, whose very name has come to sound
like a challenge, lived out his days and often a good part
of his nights at the G.H.Q. of the Catholic crusade for
the soul of Europe. In a sense, he personified the crusade,
and the other side, whose attempts at expansion he was
largely the means of thwarting, have never forgiven him.
Even now, a measure of cold respect, tempered with
polite suspicion, is all that he can look for in history books.
People who do not much believe in God have discovered
a new formula for him: they compare him to Lenin and
leave it at that. But it is only necessary to study the
many extant letters of Ignatius and Francis to see that in
the broad essentials of character they were wonderfully
alike, Basque to the bone, intense, practical, steadfast, un-
effusive, completely self-forgetful. Their passionate ortho-
doxy and their clear-cut vision of human life as a battle-
ground of God and the devil were inheritances from the
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THE ORIGIN OF THE JESUITS

age-long struggle of Spain against the Moslems. Francis
as much as Ignatius bears the stamp of his proud country
and tumultuous age, and Ignatius as much as Francis is
a star in the eternal where there are no countries and no
ages. To find the poetry of saintliness in the one and
only its cold prose in the other is to misread the
evidence.

The background of the two men’s lives was Spain of
the last Moslem wars and the first great discoveries,
Spain of Isabella, Columbus and Cortez. But in the fore-
ground rode a Basque edition of the gaunt Knight of La
Mancha. The grandfather of Ignatius might have served
for a model of the immortal Don, so much did he make a
habit of charging windmills and of challenging his peace-
able neighbours. To cool these feudal ardours, the King of
Castile demolished the old swashbuckler’s stronghold of
Ofiaz and demilitarized the Castle of Loyola. At Loyola
near Azpeitia in the province of Guiptizcoa, Ignatius was
born, the last of thirteen children, including three who
fell in the foreign wars of Spain. The year was most
probably 1491. Of his youth very little is known, except
that he learned the “‘Exercises of a Gentleman,” and not
much else, in the household of Queen Isabella’s chief
treasurer. To judge by a minute of the correctional court
of Guiptzcoa before which he was cited in 1515 for
brawling, he was the true grandson of the Quixote of
Otiaz. He claimed benefit of clergy on the ground that
he had received the tonsure, but the lay court appealed
to two bulls of Alexander VI, de gloriosa recordagion, in
proof that his claim must be called and considered nullum,
cassum, irritum, subrecticium et obrecticium. The bulls laid
down that a cleric who, for four months before the
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A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

commission of a crime, had not gone about in the dress
and tonsure becoming to his state, thereby forfeited his
privilege. Now this Enecus de Layolla had so offended,
not for four months, but for many years, wearing, against
all the regulations “long locks down to his shoulders, and
parti-coloured hose and a coloured cap.” Moreover, he
was not registered as a cleric with the Vicar-General of
Pamplona, and “usually appeared in public in a leather
cuirass and breastplate, carrying sword, dagger, musket,
and all other sorts and descriptions of weapons.”* That is
plainly the portrait of a gentleman looking for trouble.
And he found it readily. Four years after his death, one
of his spiritual sons pronounced his final vows at Salamanca.
Suddenly, in the midst of the simple ceremony, the guest
of honour, Salamanca’s bishop, astonished all present by
bursting into tears. Later, at the festive dinner, the good
old man explained to the Fathers that he could not for-
bear to weep when he beheld their rector taking his vows
in a religious order founded by a man whom he had seen
with his own eyes charging, sword in hand, a gang of
armed roughs in Pamplona. They had jostled him as they
passed, whereupon his sword was out in a flash, and had
somebody not seized him from behind and restrained him,
concluded the bishop, “either he would have killed some
of them or they would have killed him.”? In an oral
account of his life from the time of his conversion to the
date, thirteen years later, when he founded his Society,
Ignatius avowed by way of preface that up to the age of

1 Monumenta Historica Societatis Jesu. Monumenta Ignatiana, Scripta de Sancto
Ignatio, vol. I, pp. §88-92. The Monumenta which have now reached their
sixty-fourth volume will be referred to henceforth by the initials, M.H.S.J.

2 M.H.SJ., Scripta de Sancto Ignatio, vol. 1, p. 566.
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thirty? “he was a man given to the vanities of the world,
whose chief delight consisted in martial exercises, with a
great and vain desire to win renown.”? Polanco, after-
wards for many years his secretary and intimate friend,
adds a more sombre detail to that laconic bulletin, namely
that in his youth he had been ““satis liber in mulierum amore.”
It was the bad way of his world, and he had, at any rate,
the reputation of being a chivalrous and very generous
foe who bore no malice against his enemies and always
fought like a gentleman.? '

Meantime, in a grim castle on the confines of Navarre,
Francis Xavier had come into the world while priests
retained by his parents chanted the Vespers for Good

1 The age mentioned by the Saint was twenty-six but that seems to have
been a mistake. Perhaps he thought that the year of his birth was 1495
rather than 1491, as did his closest associate, Polanco.

2 It was only with the greatest difficulty and after years of earnest plead-
ing that the Fathers of the Society of Jesus in Rome persuaded Ignatius in
the last year or two of his life to relate the story of God’s dealings with
his soul. Even when begun, the story was interrupted constantly, some-
times for months on end, because Ignatius gladly seized any excuse to stop
talking about himself. That we possess it at all is due to the almost heroic
persistence of Father Luis Gonzales de Camara, a man of portentous
memory who listened to the story and then, in spare moments, wrote it
down or dictated it to amanuenses word for word. The original manu-
script is in the Vatican Library. It is written in Spanish or Italian, accord-
ing to the nationality of the amanuenses available to Father Gonzales. A
transcription and an early Latin translation of it are given in the M.H.S.J.,
Scripta de Sancto Ignatio, Vol. I. A very good English version of the Latin
text was made forty years ago by E. M. Rix and published under the
ttle, The Testament of Ignatius Loyola. Most of the Spanish and Italian
text is translated in Professor Paul van Dyke’s sympathetic and scholarly
biography of St. Ignatius, published in 1926. The Testament or Auto-
biography or Confessions, as we choose to call it, is written throughout
in the third person. All quotations relative to St. Ignatius in the following
pages for which no reference is given are from this source.

8 M.H.S J., Polanco, Chronicon, vol. I, pp. 10, 13.
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A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

Friday of the year 1506 in the family chapel. It was
rumoured of him and also of Ignatius that at the time of
their birth their respective mothers had retired to a stable
out of devotion to the mystery of Bethlehem. But, to
quote the dry comment of a modern writer, neither of
them began his imitation of Christ as early as all that, and
the stories are mere legend. The Xaviers were noble
people of trifling political but tremendous personal impor-
tance. In spirit they exactly resembled the Loyolas. Juan
Xavier, the favourite brother of Francis, would never
attend a bull-fight, because, as he put it, “there a man
learns the habit, not of attacking the foe nor even of waiting
for him, but of dodging him altogether.”* It was a great
spirit, though it had only a very tiny stage at first for its
deployment. Nowhere more markedly than in Navarre
is to be found that “splendid smallness which is the soul
of local patriotism.” In 1478, the King of the country,
desiring to recompense the father of Francis for services
rendered, granted by royal patent “to him and his heirs
for all time the civil jurisdiction of Ydocin which is
situated in the valley of Ybargoiti, with all the homicides,
demi-homicides, sixantenas, calonyas, and civil rights
which obtain in the said district of Ydocin, . . together

1 Cros, Saint Frangois de Xavier, sa vie et ses lettres, Paris, 1900, vol. I, p. §4.
Pere Cros, S.J., the son of a notary and cradled among archives, pursued
for twenty years what a friendly critic called enquétes acharnées into the his-
tory of the Xavier family. He would have loved, if able, to trace St. Francis
back to Noah’s Ark. His prefaces are full of delightful grumbling against
the obduracy of publishers who would not allow him space for all the
bits and pieces which he had unearthed about the aunts and uncles and
cousins of St. Francis. Unless we believe in a rigid determinism of the
blood, we must side with the publishers. It was this same indefatigable

Pére Cros who collected the invaluable three volumes of documents en-
titled, Histoire de Notre-Dame de Lourdes.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE JESUITS

with the right to create mayors, judges, bailiffs, and other
officials in the said jurisdiction.”* Very grand it reads,
but the fact is that Ydocin was merely a Spanish Stoke
Poges. Whatever else a man might cultivate in Navarre,
he always grew a family tree. Pride of family and pride of
orthodoxy went hand in hand. When some local genea-
logist twitted an uncle of Francis on his pretensions to
nobility he answered with spirit that he came from two
castles which were standing before Charlemagne’s day,
and that he belonged to two families which ““thanks be to
God were never in their existence tainted with heresy.”?
To the disgust of their peasantry, but to Pére Cros’
great content, the Xaviers insisted very rigidly and proudly
on their demi-homicides and other seignorial rights. A
mere dispute about a tax for grazing sheep led to the
following declaration in court by Juan de Jaso y Atondo,
Francis’s father, who was a doctor of laws of Bologna:
“The House of Xavier is one of the most ancient and
privileged of the Kingdom of Navarre. Its Lord enjoys
sovereign seignorial rights, without being held to any
duty of recognition or feudal homage to the King or
Crown of Navarre, save only the obligation of making
war or peace at his command. The House of Xavier has
had at divers times Lords of great distinction, several of
whom were governors of the Kingdom or in other emi-
nent posts at the Court of the King.”’s Francis himself

1 Cros, Saint Frangois de Xavier, son pays, sa famille, sa vie. Documents
nowveaux, 1re série, Toulouse, 1804, p. so. Homicides were tributes paid
by a locality for the privilege of shielding a murderer, and calonyas were
fines for libel.

2 Cros, S.F.X., sa vie et ses lettres, 1, p- 20.

3 Cros, S.F.X., sa vie et ses lettres, 1, p. 54. “Quel bruit d’armures,”
remarks the French Academician, André Bellessort, in his charming sketch
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A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

first enters the pages of history with a rush, in the guise of
a hot, indignant little boy chasing and helping to round
up a flock of sheep which their crafty owner had tried to
smuggle across the estate without paying toll. A time was
to come when he would not stop rushing, and chasing
another sort of sheep, right across the world, until he fell
with his dying gaze upon China.

Navarre straddled the Pyrences and had one foot in
France, from which fair land it drew most of its princes.
From 1234 to 1512 the country on both sides of the
mountains was either united to the Crown of France or
ruled independently, except for one Spanish king, by
sovereigns of French extraction. This naturally did not
please Ferdinand and Isabella who dreamed of a united
Spain and only bided their opportunity to annex Navarre.
It came in 1512 when Pope Julius II, the Emperor, the
Venetian Republic and Henry: VIII of England combined
in what they were pleased to call the Holy League against
France. Ferdinand then promptly sent his troops into
Navarre and three years later formally joined the country
to Spain, with the Duke of Najera for its first viceroy.
'This nobleman, one of the richest and most powerful
grandees in Spain, was a friend of the Loyola family, so
to his court at Pamplona Ignatius betook himself, be-
striding a charger and in full martial array. It was his
glorious hour, but the day of doom for the Xaviers who,
unflinchingly loyal to the lost cause of Navarre, had their
castle half pulled down about their heads and all their
treasured seignorial rights abolished. The father of Francis

of St. Francis, “et quel froissement de parchemins A propos de brébis
paissantes!” Bellessort’s book, which appeared originally in the Revue des
Deux Mondes in 1916, is easily the best popular account of St. Francis.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE JESUITS

went into exile with his king but did not long survive his
little country’s disasters. However, Ferdinand died too,
and that was Navarre’s opportunity. While the new king,
Charles, tarried in his native Flanders and the proud com-
munes of Castille organized revolt, a French army streamed
through the pass in the Pyrenees where Roland had blown
the last undying notes on his horn. Among those who
marched and sang that day were Juan and Miguel Xavier,
the two brothers of Francis. Soon they were in Pamplona
and had driven the small garrison of Spain there into the
citadel. One soldier raged at the ignominy, remembering
how a short while before it was he, Ignatius, the ever-
undefeated, who had charged through the breach at Najera.
And he had scorned the prizes of victory, for it was booty
enough in his eyes to be a victor.! Now, at Pamplona,
when the commandant and senior captains debated sur-
render, he cried out to them to remember their honour,
that word of magic power for the chivalry of Spain. It
was enough to rally them. No priest being available,
Ignatius confessed his sins to one of his companions-in-
arms in token of true repentance, and then made ready to
die on the last redoubt with his honour untarnished. On
May 20th, 1521, at the climax of the bijou battle which was
yet one of the most decisive in the history of Christen-
dom, a cannon ball, fired perhaps by Juan or Miguel
Xavier, shattered his right leg that had been wont to step
so proudly in its coloured hose. He was badly wounded
in the left leg too, and with his fall all the heart went out
of the forlorn little band in the citadel. When the French
marched in they found him in his blood and honoured
him as a gallant foe. After some surgery that was not the

1 M.H.S.J., Polanco, Chronicon, vol. I, p. 13.
8



A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

cqual of their courtesy, they sent him home on a litter,
the long via dolorosa to the castle of his ancestors.

The doctors summoned in haste by his brother shook
their heads over him, and, no doubt, passed acid judgment
on the handiwork of their French confréres. The leg must
be reset, they declared, or the bones would never knit.
Then began again what Ignatius, the least exaggerative of
men, called ““that butchery.” More than thirty years
later, when he had long shed the last vestiges of his
hidalgo pride, he could not forbear to tell how “in all those
operations which he suffered before and after this, he
never spoke a word, nor showed any sign of pain except
to clench his fists tightly.” But his fortitude did not save
him from physical collapse. He must rally, said the
doctors, by midnight of June 28th, when St. Peter’ feast-
day began, or else surely die. Now, he had always felt
a special devotion to St. Peter, perhaps because he recog-
nized in him a brother soul, impetuous and quick to strike
with the sword, “so it pleased God that by midnight he
had taken a turn for the better.” Soon he was out of
danger but that only meant into greater pain. As the leg
mended, it became obvious that the Spanish surgeons
had bungled almost as badly as the French ones, for a piece
of bone protruded below his knee and the damaged limb
threatened to be shorter than its fellow, on which only a
flesh wound had been inflicted. To a man proud of his
appearance and bent on military glory, such disfigure-
ments were more intolerable than any suffering. The
doctors warned him that the trcatment necessary to remedy
them would involve prolonged and terrible pain, but he
bade them procced and endured his fresh *“butchery” with
the same silent, stoical courage as before.

9
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The species of rack attached to his leg in order to
lengthen it obliged him to remain in bed, which bored
him unutterably. To relieve the tedium and to help him
forget the pain he asked for some tales of knight-errantry
wherein distressed and lovely ladies were rescued by
gallant gentlemen like himself with infinite daring. Sur-
prising to tell, that castle of Quixotes was bare of such
literature, and the invalid had to content himself with
lives of Our Lord and the Saints, mere women’s reading.
As he idly turned the pages of the big, uncouth volumes,
his mind used to wander for hours at a time, building
much finer castles than the one he lay in. He imagined
himself the squire of a great lady, and planned the sallies
of wit, the gallant speeches he would make to her and the
yet more gallant deeds that he would do in her service.
He was as sentimental as any Orlando. However, he
began in time to take a certain speculative interest in the
stories of the saints. He thought, talking with himself:
“How would it be if I did this thing that St. Francis did,
or what St. Dominic did?” Already, the ambition of his
generous heart, its delight in difficult and heroic feats, was
moving on to a higher plane, though for a while longer
his Dulcinea would by no means capitulate to St. Francis
or St. Dominic. Remembrance of her and sweet plotting
for the favour of her eyes alternated in his mind with
grim projects of fasting and faring barefooted to Jerusalem.
Only he began to notice a curious difference in the way
those competing day-dreams affected him. While the
image of his Dulcinea was present to him it made him
happy, but when through weariness or pain it receded, he
felt himself dry and discontented, like 2 man who after
a glorious sunset finds the sky grey and a chill in his

10



A GOOD SOLDIER OF JESUS CHRIST

bones. On the other hand, musings about the saints and
plans to emulate their austerities rendered him contented
and joyful, not only while he dwelt upon such thoughts,
but afterwards, when weariness had eclipsed them. The
uniformity of the experience gradually arrested his atten-
tion and made him seek for its cause, which little by little,
and not quite clearly untl a later stage in his pilgrim’s
progress,* he discerned to be the working of God or the
devil in his soul. “This,” he said, “was his first reasoning
about the things of God.” The facts, as simple as the
fall of an apple, led eventually to a theory of history on its
own level no less far-reaching and profound in conse-
quences than the law of gravitation. Two flags unfurled
before his eyes, the flag of God and the flag of the enemy
of God, planted in every soul, waving over the nations,
disputing and deciding all human destinies. Whatever in
other times people may have thought of this conception,
they will not be disposed to question its stark symbolic
appropriateness in 1940.

His reading of the saints and a vision which he had one
night of Our Lady and the Holy Child filled Ignatius with
loathing of his past life and its carnal indulgences. Soon
his thoughts of penance turned to resolutions, and he made
up his mind to go to Jerusalem in the true spirit of a pil-
grim, which from then on he accounted himself. When
able to move about the house again, he set himself with
great diligence to copying into a large, lined note-book
excerpts from the lives of Our Lord and the saints which

1 There is a remarkable parallelism between the early religious develop~
ment of Ignatius and of John Bunyan, though, as has been pointed out,
had they met, they would have shrunk from one another in horror, uncon-
scious of their decp kinship.
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had done his soul such service, “putting the words of
Christ in red ink and those of Our Lady in blue.” He was
proud of his beautiful handwriting, and carried with him
wherever he went that treasured note-book, three hundred
quarto pages in size. Much of his time he spent in prayer,
“and the greatest consolation he had was in looking at
the heavens and the stars, which he did very often for a
long time, because when so engaged he felt in himself a
very great power to serve Our Lord.”?

That last conviction of God’s raw recruit shows him
full of goodwill but still very remote from any true
understanding of Christian holiness. Before he attained
to it, he had a pilgrimage to make far longer and more
full of heart-break than the journey to the earthly Jerusa-
lem. “Itseemed to him then,” he told the Fathers in Rome
the year before his death, “that holiness was entirely
measured by exterior austerity of life and that he who did
the most severe penances would be held in the divine
estimation for the most holy, which idea made him
determine to lead a very harsh life.”? Of any interior
virtue, he said, of humility, of charity, of patience, of
discretion, he knew nothing, “but all his purpose was to
do those great outward works because the saints had done
them for the glory of God.” He was still Ignatius the
caballero, drecaming of renown, even if he now sought it
in a nobler form than the smiles of fair ladies.

His brother, who greatly desired him to resume his
promising military career after convalescence and so to

1 Like the Psalmist, Dante, Kant, Gladstone, and other great men,
Ignatius was an inveterate star-gazer. ‘How mean carth seems when I
look up to the heavens!” is one of his exclamations.

2 M.H.SJ., Scripta de Sancto Ignatio, vol. I, p. 101.
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bring glory to Loyola, was much perturbed by the change
in his conduct. It was not like him to be so long on his
knees or to talk so much about God, and some violent
break with the past appeared imminent. Ignatius himself
contemplated joining the Carthusians in Seville as a lay-
brother after his return from Jerusalem, allured to the life,
it seems, by the strange bait that “he could there live on
herbs and nothing else.” His brother’s persuasions he put
aside very gently and without detriment to the truth,
which “even then was one of his strongest principles,”
by saying that he was going to Najera to rejoin the
Viceroy of Navarre. This he did, and, as only a slight limp
was left to remind him of Pamplona, he might have been
a dashing cavalier again in a little time, because the Duke
offered him a handsome commission. But his face was
set steadfastly towards Jerusalem. With some arrears of
his soldier’s pay which he collected, he settled a few debts,
restored and adorned a neglected shrine of the Blessed
Virgin and rode off alone on a mule to the famous sanc-
tuary of Montserrat in Catalonia, “still blind, but all on
fire with longing to serve God to the best of his know-
ledge.” How poor that best was became apparent in his
encounter with a Moor, a civil and companionable man,
who, having the topic forced on him, professed a willing-
ness to believe that Our Lady was a virgin before Our
Lord’s birth, but not afterwards. For a Moslem it was no
mean concession to admit half of the Catholic truth, but
Ignatius chose to imagine that Our Lady had been insulted
and perhaps also felt a need to vindicate his own honour
after failing to convince a mere Moor in argument.
Long and earnestly he debated with himself whether he
had not a duty to kill the unsuspecting infidel who had

13
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ridden on ahead to a certain town beyond a fork in the
road. “Wearied with debate and unable to come to any
conclusion, he decided to give the mule her head and if,
when they came to the parting of the ways, the beast
turned towards the place where the Saracen was, then he
would seek him out and stab him; if she kept to the
highway, he would let him be.” The mule, a near relative
of Balaam’s ass, kept to the highway.

At the first big village on his route, Ignatius, dreaming
always of “the great things he meant to do for the love of
God,” bought a piece of cloth such as was used for making
sacks, ““which is very prickly,” and had a garment tailored
for himself reaching down to his feet. He also bought a
pilgrim’s staff or bordort, a calabash for holding water, and
hempen sandals, of which he retained only one for his
bad leg that was still bandaged and swollen. Arrived at
Montserrat, he made a general confession of his sins in
such detail that it took three days to write down. Then
he hung his sword and dagger, the emblems of his aban-
doned dreams, beside the Lady-statue in the church of
Montserrat, and surely Mary, the Mother of pity and
understanding, smiled as her Quixote deposited the
weapon lately intended for a perfectly innocent Mussul-
man. With great secrecy he bestowed all his fine raiment,
blue mantle, yellow hose, and gaily coloured cap, on an
astonished tramp, and, clothed in the sackcloth, went to
spend the entire night of March 24th, 1522, in vigil before
Our Lady’s altar. That inspiration had come from Amadis
de Gaul and other manuals of chivalry, but Ignatius
meant desperately well by God, for all that he still knew
so little of His ways. To avoid any danger of recognition,
he set out at daybreak for Barcelona and his ship by a cir-

14
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cuitous route which took him through “a town called
Manresa.” Little did he guess that his detour would fill the
whole world with Manresas, or that there he would be
recognized down to the last concealment of his subtle and
complicated pride by no less a person than Ignatius Loyola.

He had not intended to delay more than a few days in
the town, “to write down a few matters in his book,
which he had brought with him carefully and much to
his consolation.” But the new Pope, Adrian VI, from
whom permission for the pilgrimage had to be obtained,
delayed his entrance into Rome, and afterwards the
plague descended on Barcelona, so the few days grew into
ten months, grew for significance into an eternity. He
who was to gain the title of ““the world’s novice-master”’
was himself now to be a novice, to be treated by God,
as he expressed it, “like a boy at school.” It is fascinating
to watch the process of his education, which God carried
out by a curriculum of trial and error as hazardous and
heart-breaking as any Desert Father ever became involved
in. He lived by turns in a hospice for the poor and in a
cell put at his disposal by the kindly Dominican Fathers.
Daily, like any vagrant, he, the proudest of the proud,
begged his bread in the streets. He ate no meat at all, but
on Sundays, observing a tiny ritual in his austerities, would
drink a little wine if anybody gave it to him. From the
time of his convalescence he had been wont to scourge
himself once a day; now he scourged himself mercilessly
three times a day. ““As he had been somewhat nice about
the arrangement of his hair,? as was the fashion of those

1 A fellow-Spaniard, Pedro Ribadeneira, who knew Ignatius intimately,
says that his hair was of “a reddish tint and very beautiful.” He did not
have much of it in his later years.
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days and became him not ill, he decided that he would
allow it to grow naturally, and neither combed it nor
trimmed it nor wore any head-covering by day or night.
For the same reason he did not pare his finger- or toe-nails,
because in his care of them he had been extremely fastidi-
ous.” Daily he was present at the High Mass and at Vespers
and Compline in the Dominican church, and during Mass
“it was his custom to read the story of the Passion, always
possessing his soul in tranquillity.”

But the tranquillity did not last, though he spent seven
hours a day in faithful prayer and at midnight always
broke his scanty sleep for the same parpose. A great deal
of his time was passed communing with God in a cave of
the hills outside Manresa which became his Sinai, his
Valley of Achor, his Gethsemane. There he went through
the dread, mysterious Dark Night of the Soul known to
the great mystics, and there too he was caught up into
Paradise and heard secret words which it is not granted
to man to utter.

Utterance was never one of Ignatius’s strong points.
Basques are famous for their taciturnity and when they
speak they do so right on, as plain, blunt men, unaddicted
to rhetoric. Azpeitia and Avila might have been in differ-
ent hemispheres for any resemblance in power of self-
expression between Ignatius and Teresa, though as mystics
they were brother and sister. Using music as an illustra-
tion we might say that Teresa was a master composer,
developing her themes and conveying by shecr genius
all the rich harmonies of her experience. The most that
Ignatius could do, or indeed wanted to do, was to hum
the bare melody of his. ““One day,” he says, “while he
knelt on the steps of the monastery reciting the Hours of
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the Blessed Virgin, the eyes of his mind were opened and
he saw the Most Holy Trinity as it were under the likeness
of a triple plectrum or of three keys on an organ.” No
doubt whatever, that is what he did see, but would such
a simple vision have caused him to weep uncontrollably
out of sheer joy for the rest of the day, or have left so pro-
found an impression that throughout his subsequent life
“he was filled with warm devotion whenever he prayed
to the Most Holy Trinity,” unless it had been accom-
panied by a marvellous divine illumination of which he
says nothing? It is the same with his visions of Our Lord’s
Humanity, of Our Lady, of how the world was created,
of the manner in which Our Lord is present in the Blessed
Sacrament. So vivid and penetrating was his apprehension
of these mysteries of faith that he said “even if Scripture
had not taught them, he would have been resolved to die
for them after what he himself had seen,”” and that was all
he could tell. Put beside St. John of the Cross or St.
Teresa or Mother Mary of the Incarnation, he seems at
first sight like a sparrow among nightingales, but deeper
understanding reveals him as belonging absolutely to their
company.

There is a charming naiveté in his account of his educa-
tion. “He began,” he says, “to experience great changes
in his soul; sometimes he was destitute of all taste for
spiritual things, and found no sweetness in saying prayers,
nor in hearing Mass, nor in the practice of any other
devotion; sometimes, on the contrary, the very opposite
feelings would arise within him, and that so suddenly that
all heaviness and sorrow were taken away, like as when
one snatches a cloak from a man’s shoulders. When he
became aware of these changes hitherto unknown, he

17



THE ORIGIN.OF THE JESUITS

grew astonished and said within himself, “What new kind
of life is this on which we are entering?’” Among the
vicissitudes was an attack of scruples caused by his newly
awakened but still uninstructed conscience. It brought
him to the very brink of despair, so much so that he felt
violently tempted to end the misery by jumping out of
a window. For months the agony persisted in spite of
the remedies recommended to him by priests whom he
consulted. “Greatly distressed, he gave himself to prayer,
and as he prayed his heart became hot within him untl
he broke out and cried with a loud voice to God, saying:
‘Make haste to help me, Lord, for there is no help in
man, neither in any creature do I find relief! Ah, if I
knew where I might find it, no labour would seem great
nor hard. Lord show me where it is hid. As for me, had
I to go after a dog’s whelp and take my cure from him,
I would do it.”” Overwhelming indeed must have been
the anguish that wrung such a cry from Ignatius who
had borne the butchery of his leg without a moan.

So the stern education went on. Daily the pupil
learned to know better the real Ignatius, long masked from
him by the tawdry shibboleths of Spanish knight-crrantry,
and daily he learned to see more clearly Jesus Christ,
long hidden in the mists of conventional devotion. A
holy old lady of the town said to him on one occasion:
“Oh, would that my Lord Jesus Christ might appear
to thee some day!” Taking the words literally, he was
shocked, and answered, exactly in the vein of his friend,
St. Peter: “How could Christ appear to me?” Christ did
indeed appear to him, appeared to his mind and heart,
and awakened in him a passion of personal love and
loyalty that may be measured only by the burning
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paradoxes of St. Paul. Our Lord’s sufferings were his
constant meditation and from them he learned the unim-
portance of everything, long hair, long nails, long fasts,
long prayers even, compared with the long love that bears
out the will of God even to the edge of doom. More
and more, his meditations kindled in him a great eager-
ness to bring others to the knowledge and love of Christ.
In his soul Martha and Mary kissed, for, while remain-
ing all his life a profound contemplative, he became also
a most ardent apostle. Indeed, the apostleship had begun
at Loyola as soon as he was out of bed, and he continued
it, in the spirit of the Sons of Thunder, on the road to
Montserrat. In Manresa, his zeal, kindled to a bright,
illuminating flame by the Gospels, led to the first big
surrender of his own spiritual notions. “‘Seeing,” he says,
“the fruit reaped from helping other souls, he ceased
from this time from the cxtreme severities which he had
been wont to practise, and also he began to cut his nails
and his hair.” Thus were means and ends steadily falling
into their right relation. Ignatius became spiritually by
one impulsion of grace after another the most tidy-minded
of saints. He had always been neat in his dress and habits;
now he acquired a splendid supernatural neatness, an
instinct for decorum in God’s business, the fruit of that
Divine Wisdom which ordereth all things sweetly. His
dialectic of the matter is charming in its simplicity. “When
it was time for him to go to bed,” he told his blessedly
persistent Roman sons, “often great spiritual consolation
came to him and intimations of divine things which made
him lose a large part of the time destined for sleep—and
that was not much. Considering this, he reflected that
he was giving all the rest of the day, besides the fixed
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hours set aside, to communion with God. And so he
came to doubt whether these enlightenments were really
from the Good Spirit, and arrived at the conclusion that
it was better to ignore them and sleep the hours allotted
to sleep. And so he did.” By similar tactics he won his
long battle with the demon of scruples, and even took to
eating meat again in spite of the hint of his confessor that
the impulse to do so might be a temptation.

It is now an established historical fact that Ignatius
at Manresa sketched out roughly the main lines of his
famous little book, the Spiritual Exercises, which, unemo-
tional almost as a treatise of geometry, has yet set so many
loving hearts on fire and filled the history of the Church
with heroes. During the years between Manresa and the
final redaction of the book in Rome about 1540, Ignatius
constantly retouched and added to his notes as he himself
progressed in his knowledge of God and his understand-
ing of human nature. The originality of the Exercises
lies in the fact that, though completely traditional in its
ascetical teaching and based to some extent on the work
of other spiritual writers, the book is not so much a book
as the condensed, the suffered experience of a most noble
heart that had wrestled with God and won emancipation
at tremendous cost. Could we get behind the letter to the
history of its many rules and annotations and additions,
all to appearance so like the dreary paraphernalia of a
Latin grammar, we would see how each of them is, as it
were, the survivor of a grim battlefield, a war-wom
veteran, stiff-jointed indeed, but wise beyond the fashion
of many more graceful counsellors.

One thing more must be added. The “sublime vaga-
bond” who limped into Manresa from Montserrat could
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never of his own unaided powers have achieved the little
divinely simple masterpiece. It is a manual, and the best
ever written, of Christian prudence, whereas he had in
the beginning no prudence; it concentrates, codifies,
systematizes the entire ascetical tradition of Christianity
with a marvellous taut energy and utter kenosis of literary
embellishment, whereas he was ever one for the appear-
ances, a deviser of high-flown gallantries, who had to
have his leg blown to bits in order to discover that there
existed such a thing as Christian asceticism. That such a
one who hardly knew the alphabet of Christian humility,
who thought a dagger might be a theological argument
pleasing to God, who found his highest inspirations in the
rubbish of Amadis de Gaul, should in ten short months
have become one of the supreme masters of the spiritual
life is not explicable except by the clue which he himself
provides. Once, on his way to a little chapel a short
distance from Manresa, he sat d