
































































































































































































CAGLIOSTRO 99 

what does he accuse me? Of having been loved by the Cardinal? Of loving 
him in my turn ? Of not having deserted him? Of having good friends wher
ever I have been? Of searching for Truth, of uttering it, of defending it, when 

God has given me his command to do so by offering the opportunity ? Of suc
coring, of aiding, of consoling suffering humanity by my alms, by my medicines, 

by my advice? There you have all my crimes. Has he made another out of my 
petition for leniency ? That was returned to me - strange error ! But hardly 
had I presented that request when, seeing my portrait-bust at the Cardinal's 
house, he said in anger, muttering, "One sees that face everywhere ; it is neces
sary that this should come to an end ! It shall end ! "  

They say m y  courage has irritated him ; h e  cannot stomach the fact that a 

man in irons, a foreigner under the bolts of the Bastille and in his power, should 
have raised his voice against him - a minister worthy of that horrible prison -

in order to make him, his principals, his agents, and his creatures known to the 
French tribunals, to the nation, to the King, to all Europe. I acknowledge that 
my conduct must have astonished him, but in any case I adopted only the tone 
which was my right. I am quite sure that this man, if himself in the Bastille, 
would do the same. 

As for the rest, my friend, clear up a doubt for me. The King has driven 
me from his kingdom, but he has not heard my defense. Is it thus that lettres de 

cachet, private royal warrants, are used? If that be so, I am sorry for your 

fellow citizens ; above all while the Baron de Breteuil has such a dangerous De
partment. What, my friend ! Are your persons, your goods, at the mercy of 

that one man? Can he deceive the King with impunity ? Can he, unhindered, 
unopposed, on the strength of libelous misrepresentations, issue orders and have 
them executed by men like himself? Or may he even give himself the terrible 
pleasure of personally executing rigorous decrees which plunge an innocent man 
into a dungeon and deliver his house up to pillage ?  I venture t o  say that this 

deplorable abuse deserves the attention of the King. And is the common sense 

of the French, which I like so much, different from that of all other men ? 
Let us forget my own cause, and speak in general terms. When the King 

signs a letter of exile or of imprisonment, he has judged the unfortunate per
son upon whom his all-powerful rigor is about to fall. But upon what is his 
judgment based? On the report of his minister. And this minister, upon what 
has he based his opinion ? Upon unknown complaints, upon dark and treacherous 
reports which have never been made public ; sometimes upon mere rumors, libel
ous scandals sown by hate and reaped by jealousy. The victim is struck with

out knowing whence the blow comes ; he is fortunate if his enemy is not the 

minister who has immolated him ! 

I ask him, ls this a real judgment ? And if your lettres de cachet are not 
private judgments, what are they? I believe that these considerations, if put 
before the King, would touch him. What would happen if he entered into the 
details of all the evils which his severity occasions ? Do all the prisons of the 
State resemble the Bastille? You have no idea of the horrors of that one ; of 

the cynical impudence, the odious lying, the false pity, the bitter irony, the un-
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bridled cruelty, the injustice and death, that reign there. A barbarous silence 
is the least of the crimes committed there. I was for six months fifteen feet from 
my wife, and I did not know it. Others have been buried there for thirty years, 
reputed dead, unfortunate in not being so ; having like the damned souls of 
Milton, only enough light in their abyss for them to perceive the impenetrable 
thickness of the gloom that enfolds them. They would be alone in the Universe 
if the Eternal did not exist, that good and truly almighty God who will one day, 
in spite of men, do them justice. Yes, my friends, I said it when I was a cap
tive, and now that I am free I repeat it : there is no crime which could not be 
expiated by six months in the Bastille. It is said that torturers and executioners 
are not lacking there ; I have no difficulty in believing that. 

Someone asked me if I should return to France if the embargo which keeps 
me away were rescinded. Assuredly, I replied, provided that the Bastille be
come a public promenade. God will it so ! You have all that is necessary to 
be happy, you Frenchmen ; fertile soil, mild climate, good hearts, charming gay
ety, genius and grace in everything ; you are fit for everything, without equals 
in the art of pleasing, without a superior in the other arts. There is only lack
ing to you, my good friends, one little point. That is - to be sure of sleeping 
in your beds when you are innocent ! "But what about honor? What about 
[the rights of] families? Those lettres de cachet are necessary evils . . . .  " 
How simple you are ! You are lulled to sleep with those tales. Well-informed 
people have told me that the petition of a family is often less effective in obtain
ing a lettre de cachet than the hatred of an underling or the reputation of an un
faithful wife. Honor ! Families !  You think a whole family is dishonored by the 
punishment of one of its members. What a pitiful idea ! My new hosts think a 
little differently ; change your minds then, and deserve your liberty through reason ! 

Your Parliaments would find it worthy of them to work toward this happy 
revolution ; it is difficult only for feeble souls. Let them be prepared - there 
you have the whole secret - but don't let them be too hasty. They have on 
their side the obvious interests of the people, of the King, of his House. Let 
them also have Time - Time, the Prime Minister of Truth ; Time by which 
the roots of good as well as of ill, spread and gain a hold. Let them have 
courage, patience, the strength of the lion, the prudence of the elephant, the 
simplicity of the dove, and this Revolution which is so necessary will be peace
ful - a condition v1ithout which one must not think of it. Thus you will owe 
to your magistrates a happiness which no nation has known, that of recovering 
y@ur liberty without striking a blow, of receiving it from the hand of your 
Kings. Yes, my friend, I declare that there will reign over you a Prince who will 
glory in the abolition of the lettres de cachet, in the convocation of your States
General, and above all, in the re-establishment of the true religion. He will 
feel, this Prince beloved of heaven, that the abuse of power is destructive of 
power itself in the long run. He will not content himself with being the first 
of his ministers ; he will wish to become the first of the French. Happy the 
King who will bear this memorable edict ! Happy the Chancellor who shall 
sign it ! Happy the Parliament which shall carry it out ! What am I saying, 
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my friend? The times have perhaps already arrived. At least it  i s  certain that 
your sovereign is the right one for this great work. I know that if he would 
only listen to his heart he would work for it : his severity as regards myself 
does not blind me to his virtues. 

Adieu, my friend. What do they say of the Memoi1·e ? The last time that 
Thilorier read it at Saint-Denis gave me much pleasure : did he read of the in
cidents at Boulogne in time to make an article of them? Is the M emoire publi c ?  
I t  ought to be. Good night ! Speak of us to all our friends ; tell them that we 
shall be present everywhere ; ask d'Epremesnil if he has forgotten me - I have 
no news of him. Adieu, adieu, my good friend, my good and true friends ! It 
is to you that I address myself. Think of us ; this letter is for you all in com
mon ; we love you with all our heart.* 

From the Printing-house of D. de Lormel. Rue du Foin Saint-Jacques. 

A modern writer who has dealt with the Diamond Necklace Trial, 
M. Franz Funck-Brentano, despite the handicap of some historical inac
curacies, is worth quoting at this point. In his Cagliostro and Company, 

translated by George Maidment, he says of the letter just quoted : 

These lines, dated 1 786, are really astonishing. People speak sometimes of 
the predictions of Voltaire and Rousseau. "We are approaching a condition of 
crisis and the age of Revolutions," wrote Rousseau ; "all that I see is sowing 
the seeds of a revolution which will inevitably come," wrote Voltaire - stray 
utterances culled from a mass of writings filling fifty or sixty volumes . . . .  

Voltaire and Rousseau were men of letters who wrote admirably and ex
pounded very interesting theories ; but what a vivid, concrete, precise intellect 
Cagliostro must have had, along with an intuitive perception of realities, to say 
to the French in 1 786 : "Within a very short time, your States-General will be 
convoked, your Bastille will become a public promenade, and your letters de 
cachet will be abolished." 

The writer notes the tremendous effect of  this letter upon Breteuil. 
He shows the extraordinary concessions the guilty .Minister of Police had 
to make to public opinion, and the unheard-of reforms at last permitted 
to take place, for "Cagliostro dealt him a blow, in regard to public opin
ion, from which he never recovered . . .  and the news that he had re
turned to power was the signal for an insurrection." 

There is something - a power, a force, an undercurrent - about the 
simplest words of such a man as Cagliostro that seems to bring forth 
results tenfold as momentous as the words, spoken or written, of others. 
When he was cruelly persecuted in England by overt enemies , and even 
the magistrates and the police showed themselves to be utterly corrupt 

*This letter was known at the time, and the printer has an original copy. 
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- always excepting Lord Mansfield, who was far too great for such mean
ness - he bore it without retaliation, leaving his wrongs to be righted 
and his name to be vindicated by that Law of Divine Justice in which 
he trusted so implicitly. Nor was his trust ill-founded, for within a very 
few years all of his persecutors had either miserably perished or were 
in positions of such degradation and suffering that death would have been 
preferable. Again in England, when attacked by the infamous Morande 
- a once beloved disciple who turned Judas - he retorted with no more 
than a mild, though wittily written, newspaper joke, a wager - but the 
result was to turn the tables against his persecutor so definitely that the 
latter never recovered from the effect of it. And yet Morande, by means 
of blackmail and similar tactics, had been holding the highest society in 
both France and England in terror, not of their lives but of their repu
tations, and with such complete impunity that the French police, in self
defense, had to make him one of their agents ! 

(To be continued) 

WHEN THE TEACHER COMES 

A Mystic Vision of Years Ago 

CONSTANCE ALLEN 

SUNSET on the Himalayas ! Against the massive side of the moun
tain-range nestles, like a swallow's nest, the humble cottage belong

ing to one of the Masters of Wisdom. One golden ray drifts through the 
surrounding forest of the tall fragrant pines as if to hallow this abiding 
place with additional blessing. 

Presently figures are to be seen appearing from various paths through 
the now dusky twilight of the woods. The Brothers are directing their 
steps to this cottage. Their faces reveal that something of unusual 
interest is pending. Together with some chelas they finally assemble in 
the living-room of their Brother who has not yet appeared. 

The room is spacious , running the entire length of the house. Win
dows surround its three sides. A tumultuous mountain stream flows past 
through the valley below, amid banks of vivid foliage and masses of rho
dodendrons. Winding paths lose themselves in the dim depths beyond. 

The assembled Brothers converse in cheerful, but subdued tones. One 
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young Brother, the youngest, stands by the west window as though 
earnestly watching for some one. His lips move as if in prayer, yet one 
might almost hear the whispered words, "If only I might be the one 
chosen." Then suddenly he exclaims aloud, "He comes." 

Through the deepening dusk a white radiance is first seen, then the 
figure of  the Master appears. The final gleam of the setting sun pierces 
the shadow of the woods, and for an instant rests like a halo over his 
head. He pauses a moment, then with uplifted arms he pronounces his 
solemn sunset-blessing to the world, "May Love Divine illumine, and 
Peace Divine abide, to everlasting--ever-lasting," to which the Brothers 
chant the same in an impressive response. 

The Master then enters the cottage. Darkness settles over the nar
row valley. At a gesture from him, the Brothers silently assemble on the 
veranda, facing the valley and the world beyond. 

A mystical scene of the world and its inhabitants appears before 
them, represented by lights - a scene familiarly described as standing 
on a hill at night, overlooking the electric lights of the surrounding city ! 
Lights of every degree of color and hue are to be seen. These suggest the 
group-effect of the thought-vibrations created by man. Some portions 
of the lights are sadly blurred, and dimmed by dark, murky reds and 
browns ; others show spot-lights of occasional pink, blue, yellow, luminous 
greens, and at rare intervals a few points of pure white are seen. 

The Master turns to the other Brothers, "Behold our field for service. 
All human creatures love, and hate, and suffer, and struggle, and hope 
but how few understand ! "  

He turns again towards the lights. His eyes sweep thoughtfully over 
the scene before him, then with impressive solemnity he again speaks : 
"May the universal Law of Divine Love guide the one who goes forth 
from our midst in his service to mankind. Where shall his ministrations 
begin ? "  

Almost simultaneously the answer comes. A shaft o f  intense white 
light streams over the entire picture of the world, and finally rests over 
one particularly active spot. The Master's voice rings out with rejoicing, 
"The United States of America, our offspring from the past, is now to 
live again ! " 

The young Brother who is standing close beside the Master now be
gins earnestly to entreat the Master and assembled Brothers that he be 
the one chosen to go forth on this mission of service. But he is so young, 
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they tell him; that in th as forcing experiences in undertaking this mission 
it is premature, and consequently his trials will be more difficult to master. 

"Some one is calling who needs me," the young Brother insists. 
"I know," the Master replies. "Because this one needs you we con

sent to the departure." 

The final blessing is given, the Brothers chant, "Divine Will is ever a 
blessing,' '  and with the radiance of the final benediction enveloping him, 
the young Brother goes forth on His mission of mercy and love to strug
gling humanity. 




