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John recalls that year in Detroit. He relates how Carl, even
as a newly professed Passionist student, had hopes of one
day going to the missions. Of course, in the nineteen-thirties
‘’going to the missions’’ meant China. Later in the nineteen-
seventies Father John and Carl would be together in the Phil-
ippines.

Another classmate, Father Frederick Sucher, summed up
these years in his homily at the memorial service for Carl:
During our student days we grew closer and closer, in the
three years of Philosophy in Detroit, two years of Dogma
right here in Chicago and wound up with two years of Moral
Theology in Louisville. In some ways, these were our rich
years, our springtime when we not only acquired profes-
sional competence for the ministry, but day by day entered
more deeply into a prayerful understanding of the mean-
ing of Jesus and His glorious sacrifice for us and for all. We
were bonded to one another in the Lord. We had our good
times together, our cook-outs, our swims in Pickerel Lake,
our near escape from drowning when a tornado struck our
houseboat on the Ohio River. The Lord had other plans for
us.

Carl was a twin—with two families. His death brought his
two families closer together. Frederick noted this in his
memorial homily when he addressed Marian Crimmins:
“’Our family shares your pain, as your family shares our
pride.”’

Carl and his class were ordained on April 26, 1944. In a
few years he and his classmates would be journeying on
different paths. He alludes to this in a letter of 1987 to
his classmate, Father Leo Patrick Brady. Carl called him
‘’the outstanding Itinerant Preacher of the Class of '44’’
and added: ‘“We're all very proud of you, Leo. There
was a day when the two of us were competing along these
lines, but then our paths suddenly veered in differing direc-
tions. . . .”” In the spring of 1948 Carl received word that
he was to leave for China. That was the moment when their
‘“paths suddenly veered in differing directions.”’

CHAPTER TWO

MOUNTAINS OF CHINA
TO MOUNT ADAMS!

Since 1923 the Passionists of the Chicago Province had
joined the eastern province in sending missionaries to
China. In 1948 after the Second World War, Fathers Carl
Schmitz and Paul Placek joined six eastern Passionists as
a new band of missionaries set sail for China.

The formal departure ceremony was held in Chicago on
July 6 at Immaculate Conception Church. The ceremony in-
cluded the solemn commission to the missionaries by the
western Provincial, Father James Patrick White, the sermon
by Cardinal Stritch, who presided at the service, and Solemn
Benediction by the Eastern Provincial, Father Gabriel
Gorman.

The chronicler reported this celebration with these words:
‘’His Eminence laid stress on the great number of ‘other
sheep’ that have still to be won for Christ. He spoke touch-
ingly of the Passion. In his fatherly way he told of the mis-
sionary endeavors of the Church and of the great work
remaining before the knowledge of Our Lord and His
Passion is diffused throughout the world.”

The chronicler added ‘“During the ceremonies the students
sang hymns in harmony, and an appropriate solo for the
occasion was sung by Confrater Kent Pieper. Among those
present in the well-filled church were forty-two priests,
beside the Cardinal and Monsignors, the parents and rela-
tives of Father Carl and the sister of Father Paul.”

In an article in the Chicago Tribune on August 1, 1948, as
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the missionaries were arriving at Shanghai, mention was
made of Father Carl and the departure ceremony earlier at
the Immaculate Conception Church. The article continued:
““Father Schmitz’ parents, Mr. and Mrs. William C. Schmitz,
held a farewell open house party in their home at 3047 North
Major Avenue. Nearly 150 friends and relatives attended,
including the priest’s twin sister, Mrs. Marian Crimmins,
5649 Wellington Avenue, and his aunt, Sister M. St. Mel,
who is stationed at St. Mary’s College, Holy Cross, In-
diana.”’

Father Carl’s ‘“Twin-Families’’ were supporting him on this
his first venture into foreign mission fields for Christ.

After finally reaching Peiping, Father Carl wrote a general
letter for The Passionist, an in-house periodical of the Pas-
sionists. This is the first of many, many letters Carl will write
from his various mission centers.

Our odyssey was brought to a close when we arrived in
Peiping by plane from Shanghai, Monday, August 9th, al-
most a whole month since we left San Francisco. Our ac-
tual ocean voyage consumed twenty-three days. Despite this
length of time, and despite the lack of conveniences aboard
the General Gordon, our trip was most enjoyable. This was
the unanimous opinion of all. We had a very find group
of fellow passengers, twelve other Priests, and only a small
handful of Protestant Missionaries . . . we were much in
the majority. The crew of officers and men were very sym-
pathetic and friendly to us. Much good was accomplished
among the passengers and ship’s personnel. Several were
brought back to the Sacraments. And through the untiring
zeal of Father Julius, we had a First Communion Service
on the top deck the Sunday before landing at Manila. A
little girl, ten years old, of Filipino descent received her First
Holy Communion. The Filipino women made her white
dress, and sang hymns during the Mass. The majority of

the first-class passengers, Catholic and non-Catholic alike, -

were present for the occasion; and all were much impressed.
Even the Captain deigned to put in an appearance. Fortune
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smiled upon us in that we saw a bit of the Pacific (South)
world on our trip, whereas most others cut right straight
across to Japan and then here to China. We spent a whole
day in Honolulu, during which we swam at Waikiki Beach,
much to our disillusionment—we passed right next to Wake
Island—docked at Guam for about five hours—followed
MacArthur’s wake throughout the Philippine Islands,
docked at Ilo Ilo for several hours—spent a day and a half
in Manila (guests of the Columban Fathers and the Chris-
tian Brothers)—another day and a half at Hong Kong (reci-
pients of the magnificent hospitality of the Maryknoll
Fathers at Stanley—and finally six days in Shanghai with
our own Father Arthur Benson, a grand host. But we were
happy to leave this latter city—the weather was swelter-
ing—the Customs was exacting—the city itself, mostly com-
mercial, is not representative of China at all—it has a bad
reputation and a low class of Chinese—the foreign element
are all being squeezed out.

The only other way to get here from Shanghai, besides
plane, is by ship to Tientsin, and then by Chinese railroad
to Peiping. That would take about three days; whereas we
made the trip in four hours. However, we are still waiting
for our trunks to arrive.

Perhaps you can well imagine the deep peace and happiness
that flooded our hearts as we stepped into our own rooms,
after being on the go for so long, and faced with so much
uncertainty. Great was our thanksgiving as we knelt in our
beautiful little Chapel. HOME!—What a wonder world! Per-
manence at least for two years, if nothing drastic happens.
We are not worried about the Communists, even though
their large armies are only fifty to a hundred miles from the
city, and small marauding bands are within ten miles.
Should the U.S. and Russia become embroiled in War, then
we shall be in quite a predicament—but we hope and pray
that such a situation shall never develop. We saw too much
of the ravages of war in once beautiful Manila, the erstwhile
Pearl of the Orient, and now a shambles in great part. We



16 Father Carl — Passionist

see the horrors of war stamped on the poor ragged refugees
that crowd our city from the north country—many fleeing
to preserve their Catholic Faith.

Peiping is the Chinese city. It was the former capital, and
the residence of the Emperors, so there are many pictur-
esque spots of interest to visit. You have likely often seen
pictures of the famous Summer Palace, the Forbidden City,
the Winter Palace, the Huge City Gates, the large Temples,
the Great Wall of China, which is not very far distant. All
these are really spots of beauty and charm—architecturally
and aesthetically—though much of the pagan overtones and
atmosphere palls upon you and even nauseates you. One
famous temple has over five hundred buddhas, sitting row
upon row in leering and grimacing throngs. One of them
is a replica of Marco Polo—we imagine he would have re-
traced his steps could he have seen himself in such a role.
One of these buddhas is even supposed to represent the
Apostle St. Thomas.

Yes, China and Peiping, are full of contrasts. In contrast to
all the splendor of these palaces, there is the inevitable and
ever-present filth and dirt, the entire lack of hygiene and
sanitation, the offensive sights and odors. However, despite
all this, the people are very likable, especially the children.
We are anxiously awaiting the time we shall be able to talk
with them in their own language.

We have a nice setup here—nothing pretentious, but very
cozy and homelike. It is called ‘“The Refuge’’ by the rest
of the American and Irish clergy throughout the city. Most
other religious groups are international, that is, members
from all countries . . . so their diet is European or Chinese.
Hence many welcome the opportunity to drop in here for
a bite of American food and a bit of American companion-
§hip. All our meals are American style. We did accept an
invitation last Saturday night to partake of a fourteen course
Chinese banquet—chopsticks and all. The individual dishes
were tasty enough for the most part, but there was no bal-
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ance—they were sweet and highly seasoned. The result was
gastronomically terrifying. All the bowls are placed in the
center of the table, and then everybody helps themselves
from these. Some enjoyed the banquet; some hope they will
be very few and far between.

Our compound is in true Chinese style. All residences in
Peiping are surrounded by high walls. Within is the com-
ound, or courtyard, and the one-story, narrow buildings

around this. We have two compounds, one newly-acquired.

Three of us live there, and the others are to our right. Most
of the buildings are separate. Our Chapel is right next to
the Hutung or alley (maybe we should call it a lane, but
all it is is a narrow mud alley). This Chapel is extremely
beautiful and well decorated. Outside it is a flagstone walk
bordered by another wall—beyond which is a courtyard—
to the right the guest house, to the left the washroom and
showers, straight ahead is the dining room and recreation
room, with a small veranda—beyond the dining room is an-
other courtyard, and around this are the quarters for the
other six. At present Father Justin Garvey is our pro-tem
Superior, and he has been a prince to all of us. His kind-
ness and sympathy and understanding, his knowledge of
Peiping and things Chinese, have been of inestimable value
in enabling us to step right into our new mode of life with

ease.

School begins Monday, August 23rd. It is going to be plenty
tough—we place great trust in the prayers of our brethren.
However, the beauty of it is that it is only one day at a
time—our confidence is placed in the Mercy of God—it is
to do His Work that we have come here, and He will never
be outdone in generosity. This language is most difficult,
and even a lifetime is not enough to master it. All we can
hope for is to make ourselves understood and understand.
We have our Chinese gowns, called ‘ishangs,” white silk
for the summer, and black for the winter—the really heavy
ones will be padded with cotton. These, or other suitable
clerical attire, must be worn at all times, under pain of
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‘suspensio a divinis, ipso facto.” The most common form
of transportation is by bike. We have our own hand-me-
downs from past residents. There must be several hundred
thousand cyclists in the city. When riding our bikes, we
merely tuck the ‘ishang’ into our belt, put on our sun hel-
met, and sally forth to do battle with the dragon of Chi-
nese traffic. What a feat . . . thousands and thousands of
bikes, rickshaws and peddle cabs (rickshaws with bikes—
very common), occasional trucks and automobiles and jeeps,
endless lines of coolies driving, pulling, pushing, or carry-
ing huge loads, pedestrians, and children (scads of chil-
dren—the birth rate is enormous—it is a woman’s glory to
have a large family, and the greater the number of children,
especially male children, the greater the face of the husband
and the wife) and then the dogs. So every time we venture
out, we court disaster a thousand times before we reach our
journey’s end. The Chinese seem to lack the proper reflexes
necessary for handling mechanical devices on wheels. And
except for the main streets, which are few, all the other
Hutungs are mere mud alleys, receptacles for a diverse
category of things—and when it rains, well, you can imag-
ine what it is like—and then ride a bike through it!

It is difficult for a beginner to evaluate these people—their
habits and customs, their temperament and outlook, their
morals and life—so we shall not even make an attempt at
present.

The present rate of exchange in Peiping now tops 12,000,000
Chinese dollars for one American dollar. It sounds very
amusing and ridiculous—at least it did to us before coming
over here. Now we see the terrific complications. When it
“will end, nobody knows—or seems to care. Imagine hand-
Ing our notes of currency totaling $500,000 Chinese just for
a postcard or a bottle of coca-cola (and the Chinese are rabid
devotees of this beverage). An ordinary shopping tour de-
mands a suit-case full of money. Household budgets run
into billions and trillions of dollars. But at least China is one
country where every man is a millionaire!

e
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Our first Sunday in Peiping we went to the French Hospital
to sing a High Mass for La Mere—for her Feast Day. That
too is an international setup, with one English-speaking
Sister of Irish extraction. What a predicament! Then we went
across to the Legation Grounds and had a baseball game.
Four of us, two Vincentians, one Dominican, two 5.V.D.’s,
and a Franciscan, played the members of the Army and the
Consulate. It was a good game—real American style—with
Catholic Action being victorious in the end by a score of
seven to six. We shall have another game next Sunday. That
afternoon we visited a large Girl’s Orphanage run by the
Daughters of St. Vincent. There are 1200 girls there, all ages.
Girl babies are still an unwanted burden to so many Chi-
nese. One or two a day are left on the doorstep of the Or-
phanage. Most of these are sickly; about eighty or ninety
percent die in infancy—little Angels of Almighty God. A
wonderful work!

What impresses us most is the great Blessing we have in
China, in that we have Poverty, Mortification, Sacrifice, the
Spirit of Faith and Prayer and Supernatural Living as our
daily and constant companions due to the whole setup of
our Apostolate and the pagan atmosphere in which we live.
By that very fact we stand in great need of Prayers.

In a postal air letter Father Carl wrote from Shanghai to his
sister: This is the most practical way of sending a letter from
China, but it cuts down on verboseness. | have been intend-
ing to send a letter to you for a long time—here it is. We
have been in Shanghai about five days, and will be more
than happy to get to Peiping and settle down in our own
home. I am getting tired of living out of a suitcase.

Shanghai is an intriguing place with all the overtones of a
Sax Rohmer’s Fu Manchu Detective Story. Several evenings
a few of us have taken walks down the side streets and by-
ways of this neighborhood. Everything is so different and
extreme, and so diametrically opposed to our American way
of living, that it is impossible to describe. Everybody lives






