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‘THE life of every man,’ says our friend Herr Sauerteig, ‘the life even
of the meanest man, it were good to remember, is a Poem; perfect
in all manner of Aristotelean requisites; with beginning, middle, and
end; with perplexities, and solutions; with its Will-strength (Willen-
kraft) and warfare against Fate, its elegy and battle-singing, courage
marred by crime, everywhere the two tragic elements of Pity and
Fear; above all, with supernatural machinery enough,—for was not
the man born out of NONENTITY; did he not die, and miraculously
vanishing return thither? The most indubitable Poem! Nay, whoso
will, may he not name it a Prophecy, or whatever else is highest in his
vocabulary; since only in Reality lies the essence and foundation of all
that was ever fabled, visioned, sung, spoken, or babbled by the hu-
man species; and the actual Life of Man includes in it all Revelations,
true and false, that have been, are, or are to be. Man! I say therefore,
reverence thy fellow-man. He too issued from Above; is mystical, and
supernatural (as thou namest it): this know thou of a truth. Seeing
also that we ourselves are of so high Authorship, is not that, in very
deed, “the highest Reverence,” and most needful for us: “Reverence
for oneself?”

‘Thus, to my view, is every Life, more properly is every Man that
has life to lead, a small strophe, or occasional verse, composed by the
Supernal Powers; and published, in such type and shape, with such
embellishments, emblematic head-piece and tail-piece as thou seest,
to the thinking or unthinking universe. Heroic strophes some few
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are; full of force and a sacred fire, so that to latest ages the hearts of
those that read therein are made to tingle. Jeremiads others seem;
mere weeping laments, harmonious or disharmonious Remonstrances
against Destiny; whereat we too may sometimes profitably weep. Again
have we not flesh-and-blood strophes of the idyllic sort,—though in
these days rarely, owing to Poor Laws, Game Laws, Population The-
ories, and the like? Farther, of the comic laughter-loving sort; yet ever
with an unfathomable earnestness, as is fit, lying underneath; for,
bethink thee, what is the mirthfullest grinning face of any Grimaldi,
but a transitory mask, behind which quite otherwise grins—the most
indubitable Death’s-head! However, I say farther, there are strophes
of the pastoral sort (as in Ettrick, Afghaunistan, and elsewhere); of
the farcic-tragic, melodramatic, of all named and a thousand unname-
able sorts there are poetic strophes, written, as was said, in Heaven,
printed on Earth, and published (bound in woollen cloth, or clothes)
for the use of the studious. Finally, a small number seem utter Pasquils,
mere ribald libels on Humanity: these too, however, are at times
worth reading.

‘In this wise,’ continues our too obscure friend, ‘out of all imag-
inable elements, awakening all imaginable moods of heart and soul,
“barbarous enough to excite, tender enough to assuage,” ever con-
tradictory yet ever coalescing, is that mighty world-old Rhapsodia of
Existence, page after page (generation after generation), and chapter
(or epoch) after chapter, poetically put together! This is what some
one names “the grand sacred Epos, or Bible of World-History; infi-
nite in meaning as the Divine Mind it emblems; wherein he is wise
that can read here a line and there a line.”

‘Remark too, under another aspect, whether it is not in this same
Bible of World-History that all men, in all times, with or without
clear consciousness, have been unwearied to read, what we may call
read; and again to write, or rather to be written! What is all History,
and all Poesy, but a deciphering somewhat thereof, out of that mystic
heaven-written Sanscrit; and rendering it into the speech of men?
Know thyself, value thyself, is a moralist’s commandment (which I
only half approve of); but Know others, value others, is the hest of
Nature herself. Or again, Work while it is called To-day: is not that also
the irreversible law of being for mortal man? And now, what is all
working, what is all knowing, but a faint interpreting and a faint
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shewing forth of that same Mystery of Life, which ever remains infi-
nite,—heaven-written, mystic Sanscrit? View it as we will, to him that
lives Life is a divine matter; felt to be of quite sacred significance.
Consider the wretchedest “straddling biped that wears breeches” of
thy acquaintance; into whose wool-head, Thought, as thou rashly
supposest, never entered; who, in froth-element of business, pleasure,
or what else he names it, walks forever in a vain shew; asking not
Whence, or Why, or Whither; looking up to the Heaven above as if
some upholsterer had made it, and down to the Hell beneath as if he
had neither part nor lot there: yet tell me, does not he too, over and
above his five finite senses, acknowledge some sixth infinite sense,
were it only that of Vanity? For, sate him in the other five as you may,
will this sixth sense leave him rest? Does he not rise early and sit late,
and study impromptus, and (in constitutional countries) parliamenta-
ry motions, and bursts of eloquence, and gird himself in whalebone,
and pad himself and perk himself, and in all ways painfully take heed
to his goings; feeling (if we must admit it) that an altogether infinite
endowment has been intrusted him also, namely, a Life to lead? Thus
does he too, with his whole force, in his own way, proclaim that the
world-old Rhapsodia of Existence is divine, and an inspired Bible; and
himself a wondrous verse therein (be it heroic, be it pasquillic) study
with his whole soul, as we said, both to read and to be written!

‘Here also I will observe, that the manner in which men read this
same Bible is, like all else, proportionate to their stage of culture, to
the circumstances of their environment. First, and among the earnest
Oriental nations, it was read wholly like a Sacred Book; most clearly
by the most earnest, those wondrous Hebrew Readers; whose reading
accordingly was itself sacred, has meaning for all tribes of mortal
men; since ever, to the latest generation of the world, a true utterance
from the innermost of man’s being will speak significantly to man.
But, again, in how different a style was that other Oriental reading,
of the Magi; of Zerdusht, or whoever it was that first so opened the
matter! Gorgeous semi-sensual Grandeurs and Splendours; on infinite
darkness brightest-glowing light and fire;—of which, all defaced by
Time, and turned mostly into lies, a quite late reflex, in those Arabian
Tales and the like, still leads captive every heart. Look thirdly at the
earnest West, and that Consecration of the Flesh, which stept forth
life-lusty, radiant, smiling-earnest, in immortal grace, from under the
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chisel and the stylus of old Greece. Here too was the Infinite intel-
ligibly proclaimed as infinite; and the antique man walked between a
Tartarus and an Elysium, his brilliant Paphos-islet of Existence em-
braced by boundless oceans of sadness and fateful gloom.—Of which
three antique manners of reading, our modern manner, you will re-
mark, has been little more than the imitation; for always, indeed, the
West has been rifer of doers than of speakers. The Hebrew manner
has had its echo in our Pulpits and choral aisles; the Ethnic Greek and
Arabian in numberless mountains of Fiction, rhymed, rhymeless,
published by subscription, by puffery, in periodicals, or by money of
your own (durch eignes Geld). Till now at last, by dint of iteration and
reiteration through some ten centuries, all these manners have grown
obsolete, wearisome, meaningless; listened to only as the monoto-
nous moaning wind, while there is nothing else to listen to:—and so
now, well nigh in total oblivion of the Infinitude of Life (except what
small unconscious recognition the “straddling biped” above argued of
may have), we wait, in hope and patience, for some fourth manner of
anew convincingly announcing it.’

These singular sentences from the Æsthetische Springwürzel we
have thought right to translate and quote, by way of proem and
apology. We are here about to give some critical account of what
Herr Sauerteig would call a ‘flesh-and-blood Poem of the purest
Pasquil sort;’ in plain words, to examine the biography of the most
perfect scoundrel that in these latter ages has marked the world’s
history. Pasquils too, says Sauerteig, ‘are at times worth reading.’ Or
quitting that mystic dialect of his, may we not assert in our own way,
that the history of an Original Man is always worth knowing? So
magnificent a thing is Will incarnated in a creature of like fashion
with ourselves, we run to witness all manifestations thereof: what
man soever has marked out a peculiar path of life for himself, let it
lead this way or that way, and successfully travelled the same, of him
we specially inquire, How he travelled; What befell him on the jour-
ney? Though the man were a knave of the first water, this hinders not
the question, How he managed his knavery? Nay, it rather encourages
such question; for nothing properly is wholly despicable, at once
detestable and forgettable, but your half-knave, he who is neither
true nor false; who never in his existence once spoke or did any true
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thing (for indeed his mind lives in twilight, with cat-vision, incapable
of discerning truth); and yet had not the manfulness to speak or act
any decided lie; but spent his whole life in plastering together the
True and the False, and therefrom manufacturing the Plausible. Such
a one our Transcendentals have defined as a moral Hybrid and chi-
mera; therefore, under the moral point of view, as an Impossibility,
and mere deceptive Nonentity,—put together for commercial purpos-
es. Of which sort, nevertheless, how many millions, through all manner
of gradations, from the wielder of kings’ sceptres to the vender of
brimstone matches, at tea-tables, council-tables, behind shop-counters,
in priests’ pulpits, incessantly and everywhere, do now, in this world
of ours, in this Isle of ours, offer themselves to view! From such, at
least from this intolerable over-proportion of such, might the merci-
ful Heavens one day deliver us. Glorious, heroic, fruitful for his own
Time, and for all Time and all Eternity, is the constant Speaker and
Doer of Truth! If no such again, in the present generation, is to be
vouchsafed us, let us have at least the melancholy pleasure of behold-
ing a decided Liar. Wretched mortal, who with a single eye to be
‘respectable,’ forever sittest cobbling together two Inconsistencies,
which stick not for an hour, but require ever new gluten and la-
bour,—will it, by no length of experience, no bounty of Time or
Chance, be revealed to thee that Truth is of Heaven, and Falsehood
is of Hell; that if thou cast not from thee the one or the other, thy
existence is wholly an Illusion and optical and tactual Phantasm; that
properly thou existest not at all? Respectable! What, in the Devil’s
name, is the use of Respectability, with never so many gigs and silver
spoons, if thou inwardly art the pitifullest of all men? I would thou
wert either cold or hot.

One such desirable second-best, perhaps the chief of all such, we
have here found in the Count Alessandro di Cagliostro, Pupil of the
Sage Althotas, Foster-child of the Scherif of Mecca, probable Son of
the last King of Trebisond; named also Acharat, and unfortunate
child of Nature; by profession healer of diseases, abolisher of wrin-
kles, friend of the poor and impotent, grand-master of the Egyptian
Mason-lodge of High Science, Spirit-summoner, Gold-cook, Grand
Cophta, Prophet, Priest, and thaumaturgic moralist and swindler;
really a Liar of the first magnitude, thoroughpaced in all provinces of
lying, what one may call the King of Liars. Mendez Pinto, Baron
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Münchausen, and others, are celebrated in this art, and not without
some colour of justice; yet must it in candour remain doubtful wheth-
er any of these comparatively were much more than liars from the
teeth onwards: a perfect character of the species in question, who lied
not in word only, nor in act and word only, but continually, in thought,
word, and act; and, so to speak, lived wholly in an element of lying,
and from birth to death did nothing but lie,—was still a desideratum.
Of which desideratum Count Alessandro offers, we say, if not the
fulfilment, perhaps as near an approach to it as the limited human
faculties permit. Not in the modern ages, probably not in the ancient
(though these had their Autolycus, their Apollonius, and enough
else), did any completer figure of this sort issue out of Chaos and Old
Night: a sublime kind of figure, presenting himself with ‘the air of
calm strength,’ of sure perfection in his art; whom the heart opens
itself to, with wonder and a sort of welcome. ‘The only vice, I know,’
says one, ‘is Inconsistency.’ At lowest, answer we, he that does his
work shall have his work judged of. Indeed, if Satan himself has in
these days become a poetic hero, why should not Cagliostro, for
some short hour, be a prose one? ‘One first question,’ says a great
Philosopher, ‘I ask of every man: Has he an aim, which with undivid-
ed soul he follows, and advances towards? Whether his aim is a right
one or a wrong one, forms but my second question.’ Here then is a
small ‘human Pasquil,’ not without poetic interest.

However, be this as it may, we apprehend the eye of science at
least cannot view him with indifference. Doubtful, false as much is in
Cagliostro’s manner of being, of this there is no doubt, that starting
from the lowest point of Fortune’s wheel, he rose to a height univer-
sally notable; that without external furtherance, money, beauty, bravery,
almost without common sense, or any discernible worth whatever, he
sumptuously supported, for a long course of years, the wants and
digestion of one of the greediest bodies, and one of the greediest
minds; outwardly in his five senses, inwardly in his ‘sixth sense, that
of vanity,’ nothing straitened. Clear enough it is, however much may
be supposititious, that this japanned Chariot, rushing through the
world, with dust-clouds and loud noise, at the speed of four swift
horses, and topheavy with luggage, has an existence. The six Beef-
eaters too, that ride prosperously, heralding his advent, honourably
escorting, menially waiting on him, are they not realities? Ever must
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the purse open, paying turnpikes, tavern-bills, drink-monies, and the
thousandfold tear and wear of such a team; yet ever, like a horn-of-
plenty, does it pour; and after brief rest, the chariot ceases not to roll.
Whereupon rather pressingly arises the scientific question: How? Within
that wonderful machinery, of horses, wheels, top-luggage, beef-eat-
ers, sits only a gross, thickset Individual, evincing dulness enough;
and by his side a Seraphina, with a look of doubtful reputation: how
comes it that means still meet ends, that the whole Engine, like a
steam-coach wanting fuel, does not stagnate, go silent, and fall to
pieces in the ditch? Such question did the scientific curiosity of the
present writer often put; and for many a day in vain.

Neither, indeed, as Book-readers know, was he peculiar herein.
The great Schiller, for example, struck both with the poetic and the
scientific phases of the matter, admitted the influences of the former
to shape themselves anew within him; and strove with his usual im-
petuosity to burst (since unlocking was impossible) the secrets of the
latter: and so his unfinished Novel, the Geisterseher, saw the light. Still
more renowned is Goethe’s Drama of the Gross-Kophta; which, as
himself informs us, delivered him from a state of mind that had
become alarming to certain friends; so deep was the hold this busi-
ness, at one of its epochs, had taken of him. A dramatic Fiction, that
of his based on the strictest possible historical study and inquiry;
wherein perhaps the faithfullest image of the historical Fact, as yet
extant in any shape, lies in artistic miniature curiously unfolded. Nay
mere Newspaper-readers, of a certain age, can bethink them of our
London Egyptian Lodges of High Science; of the Countess Seraphi-
na’s dazzling jewelleries, nocturnal brilliancies, sibyllic ministrations
and revelations; of Miss Fry and Milord Scott, and Messrs. Priddle
and the other shark bailiffs; and Lord Mansfield’s judgment-seat; the
Comte d’Adhémar, the Diamond Necklace and Lord George Gor-
don. For Cagliostro, hovering through unknown space, twice (perhaps
thrice) lighted on our London, and did business in the great chaos
there.

Unparalleled Cagliostro! Looking at thy so attractively decorated
private theatre, wherein thou actedst and livedst, what hand but itch-
es to draw aside thy curtain; overhaul thy pasteboards, paintpots,
paper-mantles, stage-lamps, and turning the whole inside out, find
thee in the middle thereof! For there of a truth wert thou: though the
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rest was all foam and sham, there sattest thou, as large as life, and as
esurient; warring against the world, and indeed conquering the world,
for it remained thy tributary, and yielded daily rations. Innumerable
Sheriff ’s-officers, Exempts, Sbirri, Alguazils, of every European cli-
mate, were prowling on thy traces, their intents hostile enough; thyself
wert single against them all: in the whole earth thou hadst no friend.
What say we in the whole earth? In the whole universe thou hadst no
friend! Heaven knew nothing of thee; could in charity know nothing
of thee; and as for Beelzebub, his friendship, it is ascertained, cannot
count for much.

But to proceed with business. The present inquirer, in obstinate
investigation of a phenomenon so noteworthy, has searched through
the whole not inconsiderable circle which his tether (of circumstanc-
es, geographical position, trade, health, extent of money capital) enables
him to describe: and, sad to say, with the most imperfect results. He
has read Books in various languages and jargons; feared not to soil his
fingers, hunting through ancient dusty Magazines, to sicken his heart
in any labyrinth of iniquity and imbecility; nay he had not grudged
to dive even into the infectious Mémoires de Casanova, for a hint or
two,—could he have found that work, which, however, most British
Librarians make a point of denying that they possess. A painful search,
as through some spiritual pest-house; and then with such issue! The
quantity of discoverable Printing about Cagliostro (so much being
burnt) is now not great; nevertheless in frightful proportion to the
quantity of information given. Except vague Newspaper rumours and
surmises, the things found written of this Quack are little more than
temporary Manifestos, by himself, by gulled or gulling disciples of
his: not true therefore; at best only certain fractions of what he wished
or expected the blinder Public to reckon true; misty, embroiled, for
most part highly stupid; perplexing, even provoking; which can only
be believed—to be, under such and such conditions, Lies. Of this sort
emphatically is the English ‘Life of the Count Cagliostro, price three
shillings and sixpence:’ a Book indeed which one might hold (so
fatuous, inane is it) to be some mere dream-vision and unreal eido-
lon, did it not now stand palpably there, as ‘Sold by T. Hookham,
Bond Street, 1787;’ and bear to be handled, spurned at, and torn
into pipe-matches. Some human creature doubtless was at the writing
of it; but of what kind, country, trade, character, or gender, you will
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in vain strive to fancy. Of like fabulous stamp are the Mémoires pour
le Comte de Cagliostro, emitted, with Requête à joindre, from the
Bastille, during that sorrowful business of the Diamond Necklace, in
1786; no less the Lettre du Comte de Cagliostro au Peuple Anglais,
which followed shortly after, at London; from which two, indeed,
that fatuous inexplicable English Life has perhaps been mainly man-
ufactured. Next come the Mémoires authentiques pour servir à l’Histoire
du Comte de Cagliostro, twice printed in the same year 1786, at
Strasburg and at Paris; a swaggering, lascivious Novellette, without
talent, without truth or worth, happily of small size. So fares it with
us: alas, all this is but the outside decorations of the private-theatre,
or the sounding of catcalls and applauses from the stupid audience;
nowise the interior bare walls and dress-room which we wanted to
see! Almost our sole even half-genuine documents are a small barren
Pamphlet, Cagliostro démasqué à Varsovie, en 1780; and a small bar-
ren Volume purporting to be his Life, written at Rome, of which
latter we have a French version, dated 1791. It is on this Vie de Joseph
Balsamo, connu sous le Nom de Comte Cagliostro, that our main de-
pendence must be placed; of which Work, meanwhile, whether it is
wholly or only half genuine, the reader may judge by one fact: that
it comes to us through the medium of the Roman Inquisition, and
the proofs to substantiate it lie in the Holy Office there. Alas, this
reporting Familiar of the Inquisition was too probably something of
a Liar; and he reports lying Confessions of one who was himself not
so much a Liar as a Lie! In such enigmatic duskiness, and thrice-
folded involution, after all inquiries, does the matter yet hang.

Nevertheless, by dint of meditation and comparison, light-points
that stand fixed, and abide scrutiny, do here and there disclose them-
selves; diffusing a fainter light over what otherwise were dark, so that
it is no longer invisible, but only dim. Nay, after all, is there not in
this same uncertainty a kind of fitness, of poetic congruity? Much that
would offend the eye stands discreetly lapped in shade. Here too
Destiny has cared for her favourite: that a powder-nimbus of aston-
ishment, mystification, and uncertainty, should still encircle the Quack
of Quacks, is right and suitable; such was by Nature and Art his
chosen uniform and environment. Thus, as formerly in Life, so now
in History, it is in huge fluctuating smoke-whirlwinds, partially il-
lumed into a most brazen glory, yet united, coalescing with the region

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



32 H I S T O R I C A L  E S S A Y S

of everlasting Darkness, in miraculous clear-obscure, that he works
and rides. ‘Stern Accuracy in inquiring, bold Imagination in expounding
and filling up; these,’ says friend Sauerteig, ‘are the two pinions on
which History soars,’—or flutters and wabbles. To which two pinions
let us and the readers of this Magazine now daringly commit our-
selves. Or chiefly indeed to the latter pinion, of Imagination; which,
if it be the larger, will indeed make an unequal flight! Meanwhile, the
style at least shall if possible be equal to the subject.

Know, then, that in the year 1743, in the city of Palermo, in Sicily,
the family of Signor Pietro Balsamo, a shopkeeper, were exhilarated
by the birth of a Boy. Such occurrences have now become so frequent
that, miraculous as they are, they occasion little astonishment: old
Balsamo for a space, indeed, laid down his ell-wands and unjust bal-
ances; but for the rest, met the event with equanimity. Of the
possettings, junkettings, gossippings, and other ceremonial rejoic-
ings, transacted according to the custom of the country, for welcome
to a New-comer, not the faintest tradition has survived: enough, that
the small New-comer, hitherto a mere ethnic or heathen, is in few
days made a Christian of, or, as we vulgarly say, christened; by the
name Giuseppe. A fat, red, globular kind of fellow, not under nine
pounds avoirdupois, the bold Imagination can figure him to be; if not
proofs, there are indications that sufficiently betoken as much.

Of his teething and swaddling adventures, of his scaldings, squall-
ings, pukings, purgings, the strictest search into History can discover
nothing; not so much as the epoch when he passed out of long-
clothes stands noted in the fasti of Sicily. That same ‘larger pinion’ of
Imagination, nevertheless, conducts him from his native blind-alley,
into the adjacent street Casaro; descries him, with certain contempo-
raries now unknown, essaying himself in small games of skill; watching
what phenomena, of carriage-transits, dog-battles, street-music, or
such like, the neighbourhood might offer (intent above all on any
windfall of chance provender); now, with incipient scientific spirit,
puddling in the gutters; now, as small poet (or maker), baking mud-
pies. Thus does he tentatively coast along the outskirts of Existence,
till once he shall be strong enough to land and make a footing there.
Neither does it seem doubtful that with the earliest exercise of speech,
the gifts of simulation and dissimulation began to manifest them-
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selves; Giuseppe, or Beppo as he was now called, could indeed speak
the truth,—but only when he saw his advantage in it. Hungry also,
as above hinted, he too probably often was: a keen faculty of diges-
tion, a meagre larder within doors; these two circumstances, so
frequently conjoined in this world, reduced him to his inventions. As
to the thing called Morals, and knowledge of Right and Wrong, it
seems pretty certain that such knowledge, the sad fruit of Man’s Fall,
had in great part been spared him; if he ever heard the command-
ment, Thou shalt not steal, he most probably could not believe in it,
therefore could not obey it. For the rest, though of quick temper, and
a ready striker where clear prospect of victory shewed itself, we fancy
him vociferous rather than bellicose, not prone to violence where
stratagem will serve; almost pacific, indeed, had not his many wants
necessitated him to many conquests. Above all things, a brazen im-
pudence developes itself; the crowning gift of one born to scoundrelism.
In a word, the fat, thickset Beppo, as he skulks about there, plunder-
ing, playing dog’s-tricks, with his finger in every mischief, already
gains character; shrill housewives of the neighbourhood, whose sau-
sages he has filched, whose weaker sons maltreated, name him Beppo
Maldetto, and indignantly prophesy that he will be hanged. A predic-
tion which, as will be seen, the issue has signally falsified.

We hinted that the household larder was in a leanish state: in fact,
the outlook of the Balsamo family was getting troubled; old Balsamo
had, during these things, been called away on his long journey. Poor
man! The future eminence and pre-eminence of his Beppo he foresaw
not, or what a world’s-wonder he had thoughtlessly generated; as,
indeed, which of us, by much calculating, can sum up the net-total
(Utility, or Inutility) of any his most indifferent act,—a seed cast into
the seedfield of TIME, to grow there, producing fruits or poisons,
forever! Meanwhile Beppo himself gazed heavily into the matter; hung
his thick lips, while he saw his mother weeping; and, for the rest,
eating what fat or sweet thing he could come at, let Destiny take its
course.

The poor widow, ill-named Felicità, spinning out a painful liveli-
hood by such means as only the poor and forsaken know, could not
but many times cast an impatient eye on her brass-faced, voracious
Beppo; and ask him, If he never meant to turn himself to anything?
A maternal uncle, of the monied sort (for he has uncles not without
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influence), has already placed him in the Seminary of Saint Roch, to
gain some tincture of schooling there: but Beppo feels himself mis-
placed in that sphere; ‘more than once runs away;’ is flogged, snubbed,
tyrannically checked on all sides; and finally, with such slender stock
of schooling as had pleased to offer itself, returns to the street. The
widow, as we said, urges him, the uncles urge: Beppo, wilt thou never
turn thyself to anything? Beppo, with such speculative faculty, from
such low watch-tower, as he commands, is in truth, being forced to
it, from time to time, looking abroad into the world; surveying the
conditions of mankind, therewith contrasting his own wishes and
capabilities. Alas, his wishes are manifold; a most hot Hunger (in all
kinds), as above hinted; but on the other hand, his leading capability
seemed only the Power to Eat. What profession, or condition, then?
Choose; for it is time. Of all the terrestrial professions, that of Gen-
tleman, it seemed to Beppo, had, under these circumstances, been
most suited to his feelings: but then the outfit? the apprentice-fee?
Failing which, he, with perhaps as much sagacity as one could expect,
decides for the Ecclesiastical.

Behold him then, once more by the uncle’s management, journey-
ing, a chubby brass-faced boy of thirteen, beside the Reverend Father
General of the Benfratelli, to their neighbouring Convent of Carte-
girone, with intent to enter himself novice there. He has donned the
novice-habit; is ‘entrusted to the keeping of the Convent Apothe-
cary,’ on whose gallipots and crucibles he looks round with wonder.
Were it by accident that he found himself Apothecary’s Famulus,
were it by choice of his own—nay was it not, in either case, by design,
of Destiny intent on perfecting her work?—enough, in this Carte-
girone Laboratory there awaited him, though as yet he knew it not,
life-guidance and determination; the great want of every genius, even
of the scoundrel-genius. He himself confesses that he here learned
some (or, as he calls it, the) ‘principles of chemistry and medicine.’
Natural enough: new books of the Chemists lay here, old books of
the Alchemists; distillations, sublimations visibly went on; discussions
there were, oral and written, of gold-making, salve-making, treasure-
digging, divining-rods, projection and the alcahest: besides, had he
not, among his fingers, calxes, acids, Leyden-jars? Some first elements
of medico-chemical conjurorship, so far as phosphorescent mixtures,
aqua-toffana, ipecacuanha, cantharides tincture, and such like would
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go, were now attainable; sufficient, when the hour came, to set up
any average Quack, much more the Quack of Quacks. It is here, in
this unpromising environment, that the seeds, therapeutic, thauma-
turgic, of the Grand Cophta’s stupendous workings and renown were
sown.

Meanwhile, as observed, the environment looked unpromising
enough. Beppo with his two endowments, of Hunger and of Power
to Eat, had made the best choice he could; yet, as it soon proved, a
rash and disappointing one. To his astonishment, he finds that even
here he ‘is in a conditional world;’ and, if he will employ his capability
of eating or enjoying, must first, in some measure, work and suffer.
Contention enough hereupon: but now dimly arises, or reproduces
itself, the question, Whether there were not a shorter road, that of
stealing! Stealing—under which, generically taken, you may include
the whole art of scoundrelism; for what is Lying itself but a theft of
my belief?—stealing, we say, is properly the North-West Passage to
Enjoyment: while common Navigators sail painfully along torrid shores,
laboriously doubling this or the other Cape of Hope, your adroit
Thief-Parry, drawn on smooth dog-sledges, is already there and back
again. The misfortune is that stealing requires a talent; and failure in
that North-West voyage is more fatal than in any other. We hear that
Beppo was ‘often punished:’ painful experiences of the fate of gen-
ius;—for all genius, by its nature, comes to disturb somebody in his
ease, and your thief-genius more so than most!

Readers can now fancy the sensitive skin of Beppo mortified with
prickly cilices, wealed by knotted thongs; his soul afflicted by vigils
and forced fasts; no eye turned kindly on him; everywhere the bent
of his genius rudely contravened. However, it is the first property of
genius to grow in spite of contradiction, and even by means there-
of;—as the vital germ pushes itself through the dull soil, and lives by
what strove to bury it! Beppo, waxing into strength of bone and
character, sets his face stiffly against persecution, and is not a whit
disheartened. On such chastisements and chastisers he can look with
a certain genial disdain. Beyond convent walls, with their sour stupid
shavelings, lies Palermo, lies the world; here too is he, still alive,—
though worse off than he wished; and feels that the world is his
oyster, which he (by chemical or other means) will one day open.
Nay, we find there is a touch of grim Humour unfolds itself in the
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youth; the surest sign, as is often said, of a character naturally great.
Witness, for example, how he acts on this to his ardent temperament
so trying occasion. While the Monks sit at meat, the impetuous vo-
racious Beppo (that stupid Inquisition Biographer records it as a
thing of course) is set not to eat with them, not to pick up the
crumbs that fall from them, but to stand ‘reading the Martyrology’
for their pastime! The brave adjusts himself to the inevitable. Beppo
reads that dullest Martyrology of theirs; but reads out of it not what
is printed there, but what his own vivid brain on the spur of the
moment devises: instead of the names of Saints, all heartily indifferent
to him, he reads out the names of the most notable Palermo ‘unfor-
tunate-females,’ now beginning to interest him a little. What a ‘deep
world-irony,’ as the Germans call it, lies here! The Monks, of course,
felled him to the earth, and flayed him with scourges; but what did
it avail? This only became apparent, to himself and them, that he had
now outgrown their monk-discipline; as the psyche does its chrysalis-
shell, and bursts it. Giuseppe Balsamo bids farewell to Cartegirone
forever and a day.

So now, by consent or not of the ghostly Benfratelli (Friars of
Mercy, as they were named!), our Beppo has again returned to the
maternal uncle at Palermo. The uncle naturally asked him, What he
next meant to do? Beppo, after stammering and hesitating for some
length of weeks, makes answer: Try Painting. Well and good! So
Beppo gets him colours, brushes, fit tackle, and addicts himself for
some space of time to the study of what is innocently called Design.
Alas, if we consider Beppo’s great Hunger, now that new senses were
unfolding in him, how inadequate are the exiguous resources of Design;
how necessary to attempt quite another deeper species of Design, of
Designs! It is true, he lives with his uncle, has culinary meat; but
where is the pocket-money for other costlier sorts of meats to come
from? As the Kaiser Joseph was wont to say: From my head alone (De
ma tête seule)!

The Roman Biographer, though a most wooden man, has inciden-
tally thrown some light on Beppo’s position at this juncture; both on
his wants and his resources. As to the first, it appears (using the
wooden man’s phraseology) that he kept the ‘worst company,’ led the
‘loosest life;’ was hand in glove with all the swindlers, gamblers, idle
apprentices, unfortunate-females, of Palermo: in the study and prac-
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tice of Scoundrelism diligent beyond most. The genius which has
burst asunder convent-walls, and other rubbish of impediments, now
flames upward towards its mature splendour. Wheresoever a stroke of
mischief is to be done, a slush of so-called vicious enjoyment to be
swallowed, there with hand and throat is Beppo Balsamo seen. He
will be a Master, one day, in his profession. Not indeed that he has
yet quitted Painting, or even purposes so much: for the present, it is
useful, indispensable, as a stalking-horse to the maternal uncle and
neighbours; nay to himself, for with all the ebullient impulses of
scoundrel-genius restlessly seething in him, irrepressibly bursting
through, he has the noble unconsciousness of genius; guesses not,
dares not guess, that he is a born scoundrel, much less a born world-
scoundrel.

But as for the other question, of his resources, these we perceive
were several-fold, and continually extending. Not to mention any
pictorial exiguities, which indeed existed chiefly in expectance,—there
had almost accidentally arisen for him, in the first place, the resource
of Pandering. He has a fair cousin living in the house with him, and
she again has a lover; Beppo stations himself as go-between; delivers
letters; fails not to drop hints that a lady, to be won or kept, must be
generously treated; that such and such a pair of earrings, watch,
necklace, or even sum of money, would work wonders; which valu-
ables, adds the wooden Roman Biographer, ‘he then appropriated
furtively.’ Like enough! Next, however, as another more lasting re-
source, he forges; at first in a small way, and trying his apprentice-hand:
tickets for the theatre, and such trifles. Ere long, however, we see him
fly at higher quarry; by practice he has acquired perfection in the
great art of counterfeiting hands; and will exercise it on the large or
on the narrow scale, for a consideration. Among his relatives is a
Notary, with whom he can insinuate himself; for purpose of study, or
even of practice. In the presses of this Notary lies a Will, which Beppo
contrives to come at, and falsify ‘for the benefit of a certain Religious
House.’ Much good may it do them! Many years afterwards, the
fraud was detected; but Beppo’s benefit in it was spent and safe long
before. Thus again the stolid Biographer expresses horror or wonder
that he should have forged leave-of-absence for a monk, ‘counterfeit-
ing the signature of the Superior.’ Why not? A forger must forge what
is wanted of him: the Lion truly preys not on mice; yet shall he refuse
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such if they jump into his mouth? Enough, the indefatigable Beppo
has here opened a quite boundless mine; wherein through his whole
life he will, as occasion calls, dig, at his convenience. Finally, he can
predict fortunes, and shew visions; by phosphorus and legerdemain.
This, however, only as a dilettantism; to take up the earnest profes-
sion of Magician does not yet enter into his views. Thus perfecting
himself in all branches of his art, does our Balsamo live and grow.
Stupid, pudding-faced as he looks and is, there is a vulpine astucity
in him; and then a wholeness, a heartiness, a kind of blubbery impet-
uosity, an oiliness so plausible-looking: give him only length of life,
he will rise to the top of his profession.

Consistent enough with such blubbery impetuosity in Beppo is
another fact we find recorded of him, that at this time he was found
‘in most brawls,’ whether in street or tavern. The way of his business
led him into liability to such; neither as yet had he learned prudence
by age. Of choleric temper, with all his obesity; a square-built, burly,
vociferous fellow; ever ready with his stroke (if victory seemed sure);
nay, at bottom, not without a certain pig-like defensive-ferocity, per-
haps even something more. Thus, when you find him making a point
to attack, if possible, ‘all officers of justice,’ and deforce them; deliv-
ering the wretched from their talons: was not this, we say, a kind of
dog-faithfulness, and public spirit, either of the mastiff or of the cur
species? Perhaps too there was a touch of that old Humour and
‘world-irony’ in it. One still more unquestionable feat he is recorded
(we fear, on imperfect evidence) to have done: ‘assassinated a canon.’

Remonstrances from growling maternal uncles could not fail; threats,
disdains from ill-affected neighbours; tears from an expostulating
widowed mother: these he shakes from him like dewdrops from the
lion’s mane. Still less could the Police neglect him; him the visibly
rising Professor of Swindlery; the swashbuckler, to boot, and deforcer
of bailiffs: he has often been captured, haled to their bar; yet hitherto,
by defect of evidence, by good luck, intercession of friends, been
dismissed with admonition. Two things, nevertheless, might now be
growing clear: first, that the die was cast with Beppo, and he a scoun-
drel for life; second, that such a mixed, composite, crypto-scoundrel
life could not endure, but must unfold itself into a pure, declared
one. The Tree that is planted stands not still; must pass through all
its stages and phases, from the state of acorn to that of green leafy
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oak, of withered leafless oak; to the state of felled timber, finally to
that of firewood and ashes. Not less (though less visibly to dull eyes)
the Act that is done, the Condition that has realised itself; above all
things, the Man, with his Fortunes, that has been born. Beppo, every
way in vigorous vitality, cannot continue half painting half swindling
in Palermo; must develope himself into whole swindler; and, unless
hanged there, seek his bread elsewhere. What the proximate cause, or
signal, of such crisis and development might be, no man could say;
yet most men would have confidently guessed, The Police. Neverthe-
less it proved otherwise; not by the flaming sword of Justice, but by
the rusty dirk of a foolish private individual, is Beppo driven forth.

Walking one day in the fields (as the bold historic Imagination will
figure) with a certain ninny of a ‘Goldsmith named Marano,’ as they
pass one of those rock-chasms frequent in the fair Island of Sicily,
Beppo begins, in his oily, voluble way, to hint that Treasures often lay
hid; that a Treasure lay hid there, as he knew by some pricking of his
thumbs, divining-rod, or other talismanic monition; which Treasure
might, by aid of science, courage, secrecy, and a small judicious ad-
vance of money, be fortunately lifted. The gudgeon takes: advances,
by degrees, to the length of ‘sixty gold Ounces;’1 sees magic circles
drawn in the wane or in the full of the moon, blue (phosphorus)
flames arise, split twigs auspiciously quiver; and at length—demands
peremptorily that the Treasure be dug. A night is fixed on: the ninny
Goldsmith, trembling with rapture and terror, breaks ground; digs,
with thick breath and cold sweat, fiercely down, down, Beppo reliev-
ing him: the work advances; when, ah! at a certain stage of it (before
fruition) hideous yells arise, a jingle like the emptying of Birming-
ham; six Devils pounce upon the poor sheep Goldsmith, and beat
him almost to mutton; mercifully sparing Balsamo,—who indeed has
himself summoned them thither, and as it were created them (with
goatskins and burnt cork). Marano, though a ninny, now knew how
it lay; and furthermore that he had a stiletto. One of the grand
drawbacks of swindler-genius! You accomplish the Problem; and then—
the Elementary Quantities, Algebraic Symbols you worked on, will fly
in your face!

1 The Sicilian Ounce (Onza) is worth about ten shillings sterling.
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Hearing of stilettos, our Algebraist begins to look around him,
and view his empire of Palermo in the concrete. An empire now much
exhausted; much infested too, with sorrows of all kinds, and every
day the more; nigh ruinous, in short; not worth being stabbed for.
There is a world elsewhere. In any case, the young Raven has now
shed his pens, and got fledged for flying. Shall he not spurn the
whole from him, and soar off? Resolved, performed! Our Beppo quits
Palermo; and, as it proved, on a long voyage: or, as the Inquisition
Biographer has it, ‘he fled from Palermo, and overran the whole
Earth.’

Here then ends the First Act of Count Alessandro Cagliostro’s
Life-drama. Let the curtain drop; and hang unrent, before an audi-
ence of mixed feeling, till the First of August.

Flight Last.

BEFORE entering on the second Section of Count Beppo’s History,
the Editor will indulge in a philosophical reflection.

This Beppic Hegira, or Flight from Palermo, we have now arrived
at brings us down, in European History, to somewhere about the
epoch of the Peace of Paris. Old Feudal Europe, while Beppo flies
forth into the whole Earth, has just finished the last of her ‘tavern-
brawls,’ or wars; and lain down to doze, and yawn, and disconsolately
wear off the headaches, bruises, nervous prostration, and flaccidity
consequent thereon: for the brawl had been a long one, Seven Years
long; and there had been many such, begotten, as is usual, of Intox-
ication from Pride or other Devil’s-drink, and foul humours in the
constitution. Alas, it was not so much a disconsolate doze, after ebriety
and quarrel, that poor old Feudal Europe had now to undergo, and
then on awakening to drink anew, and quarrel anew: old Feudal
Europe has fallen a-dozing to die! Her next awakening will be with
no tavern-brawl, at the King’s Head or Prime Minister tavern; but
with the stern Avatar of DEMOCRACY, hymning its world-thrilling birth
and battle song in the distant West;—therefrom to go out conquering
and to conquer, till it have made the circuit of all the Earth, and old
dead Feudal Europe is born again (after infinite pangs!) into a new

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



C O U N T  C A G L I O S T R O 41

Industrial one. At Beppo’s Hegira, as we said, Europe was in the last
languor and stertorous fever-sleep of Dissolution: alas, with us, and
with our sons for a generation or two, it is almost still worse,—were
it not that in Birth-throes there is ever Hope, in Death-throes the
final departure of Hope.

Now the philosophic reflection we were to indulge in, was no
other than this, most germane to our subject: the portentous extent
of Quackery, the multitudinous variety of Quacks that along with our
Beppo, and under him each in his degree, overran all Europe during
that same period, the latter half of last century. It was the very age
of impostors, cut-purses, swindlers, double-goers, enthusiasts, ambig-
uous persons; quacks simple, quacks compound; crackbrained, or with
deceit prepense; quacks and quackeries of all colours and kinds. How
many Mesmerists, Magicians, Cabalists, Swedenborgians, Illuminati,
Crucified Nuns, and Devils of Loudun! To which the Inquisition
Biographer adds Vampires, Sylphs, Rosicrucians, Freemasons, and an
Etcetera. Consider your Schröpfers, Cagliostros, Casanovas, Saint-
Germains, Dr. Grahams; the Chevalier d’Eon, Psalmanazar, Abbé Paris,
and the Ghost of Cock-lane! As if Bedlam had broken loose; as if
rather, in that ‘spiritual Twelfth-hour of the Night,’ the everlasting
Pit had opened itself, and from its still blacker bosom had issued
Madness and all manner of shapeless Misbirths, to masquerade and
chatter there.

But indeed, if we consider, how could it be otherwise? In that
stertorous last fever-sleep of our European world, must not Phan-
tasms enough, born of the Pit, as all such are, flit past, in ghastly
masquerading and chattering? A low scarce-audible moan (in Parlia-
mentary Petitions, Meal-mobs, Popish Riots, Treatises on Atheism)
struggles from the moribund sleeper; frees him not from his hellish
guests and saturnalia: Phantasms these ‘of a dying brain.’ So too,
when the old Roman world, the measure of its iniquities being full,
was to expire, and (in still bitterer agonies) be born again, had they
not Veneficæ, Mathematici, Apolloniuses with the Golden Thigh,
Apollonius’ Asses, and False Christs enough,—before a REDEEMER

arose!
For, in truth, and altogether apart from such half-figurative lan-

guage, Putrescence is not more naturally the scene of unclean creatures
in the world physical, than Social Decay is of quacks in the world
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moral. Nay, look at it with the eye of the mere Logician, of the
Political Economist. In such periods of Social Decay, what is called an
overflowing Population, that is a Population which, under the old
Captains of Industry (named Higher Classes, Ricos Hombres, Aristoc-
racies, and the like), can no longer find work and wages, increases the
number of Unprofessionals, Lack-alls, Social Nondescripts; with ap-
petite of utmost keenness, which there is no known method of
satisfying. Nay more, and perversely enough, ever as Population aug-
ments, your Captains of Industry can and do dwindle more and more
into Captains of Idleness; whereby the more and more overflowing
Population is worse and worse governed (shewn what to do, for that
is the only government): thus is the candle lighted at both ends; and
the number of social Nondescripts increases in double-quick ratio.
Whoso is alive, it is said, ‘must live;’ at all events, will live; a task
which daily gets harder, reduces to stranger shifts. And now further-
more, with general economic distress, in such a Period, there is usually
conjoined the utmost decay of moral principle: indeed, so universal
is this conjunction, many men have seen it to be a concatenation and
causation; justly enough, except that such have very generally, ever
since a certain religious-repentant feeling went out of date, commit-
ted one sore mistake: what is vulgarly called putting the cart before
the horse. Political-Economical Benefactor of the Species! deceive
not thyself with barren sophisms: National suffering is, if thou wilt
understand the words, verily a ‘judgment of God;’ has ever been
preceded by national crime. ‘Be it here once more maintained before
the world,’ cries Sauerteig, in one of his Springwürzel, ‘that temporal
Distress, that Misery of any kind, is not the cause of Immorality, but
the effect thereof! Among individuals, it is true, so wide is the empire
of Chance, poverty and wealth go all at haphazard; a Saint Paul is
making tents at Corinth, while a Kaiser Nero fiddles, in ivory palaces,
over a burning Rome. Nevertheless here too, if nowise wealth and
poverty, yet well-being and ill-being, even in the temporal economic
sense, go commonly in respective partnership with Wisdom and with
Folly: no man can, for a length of time, be wholly wretched if there
is not a disharmony (a folly and wickedness) within himself; neither
can the richest Crœsus, and never so eupeptic (for he too has his
indigestions, and dies at last of surfeit), be other than discontented,
perplexed, unhappy, if he be a Fool.’—This we apprehend is true, O
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Sauerteig, yet not the whole truth; for there is more than days’ work
and days’ wages in this world of ours; which, as thou knowest, is itself
quite other than a ‘Workshop and Fancy-Bazaar,’ is also a ‘Mystic
Temple and Hall of Doom.’ Thus we have heard of such things as
good men struggling with adversity, and offering a spectacle for the
very gods.—‘But with a nation,’ continues he, ‘where the multitude
of the chances covers, in great measure, the uncertainty of Chance,
it may be said to hold always that general Suffering is the fruit of
general Misbehaviour, general Dishonesty. Consider it well: had all
men stood faithfully to their posts, the Evil, when it first rose, had
been manfully fronted, and abolished, not lazily blinked, and left to
grow, with the foul sluggard’s comfort: “It will last my time.” Thou
foul sluggard, and even thief (Faulenzer, ja Dieb)! For art thou not
a thief, to pocket thy day’s wages (be they counted in groschen or in
gold thousands) for this, if it be for anything, for watching on thy
special watch-tower that God’s City (which this His World is, where
His children dwell) suffer no damage; and, all the while, to watch
only that thy own ease be not invaded,—let otherwise hard come to
hard as it will and can? Unhappy! It will last thy time: thy worthless
sham of an existence, wherein nothing but the Digestion was real,
will have evaporated in the interim; it will last thy time: but will it last
thy Eternity? Or what if it should not last thy time (mark that also,
for that also will be the fate of some such lying sluggard); but take
fire, and explode, and consume thee like the moth!’

The sum of the matter, in any case, is, that national Poverty and
national Dishonesty go together; that continually increasing social
Nondescripts get ever the hungrier, ever the falser. Now say, have we
not here the very making of Quackery; raw-material, plastic-energy,
both in full action? Dishonesty the raw-material, Hunger the plastic-
energy: what will not the two realise! Nay observe farther how
Dishonesty is the raw-material not of Quacks only, but also, in great
part, of Dupes. In Goodness, were it never so simple, there is the
surest instinct for the Good; the uneasiest unconquerable repulsion
for the False and Bad. The very Devil Mephistopheles cannot deceive
poor guileless Margaret: ‘it stands written on his front that he never
loved a living soul!’ The like too has many a human inferior Quack
painfully experienced; the like lies in store for our hero Beppo. But
now with such abundant raw-material not only to make Quacks of,
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but to feed and occupy them on, if the plastic-energy of Hunger fail
not, what a world shall we have! The wonder is not that the eight-
eenth century had very numerous Quacks, but rather that they were
not innumerable.

In that same French Revolution alone, which burnt up so much,
what unmeasured masses of Quackism were set fire to; nay, as foul
mephitic fire-damp in that case, were made to flame in a fierce, sub-
lime splendour; coruscating, even illuminating! The Count
Saint-Germain, some twenty years later, had found a quite new ele-
ment, of Fraternisation, Sacred right of Insurrection, Oratorship of
the Human Species, wherefrom to body himself forth quite other-
wise: Schröpfer needed not now, as Blackguard undeterred, have
solemnly shot himself in the Rosenthal; might have solemnly sacri-
ficed himself, as Jacobin half-heroic, in the Place de la Révolution. For
your quack-genius is indeed born, but also made; circumstances shape
him or stunt him. Beppo Balsamo, born British in these new days,
could have conjured fewer Spirits; yet had found a living and glory,
as Castlereagh Spy, Irish Associationist, Blacking-Manufacturer, Book-
Publisher, Able Editor. Withal too the reader will observe that Quacks,
in every time, are of two sorts: the Declared Quack; and the Unde-
clared, who if you question him, will deny stormfully, both to others
and to himself; of which two quack-species the proportions vary with
the varying capacity of the age. If Beppo’s was the age of the De-
clared, therein, after all French Revolutions, we will grant, lay one of
its main distinctions from ours; which is it not yet, and for a gener-
ation or two, the age of the Undeclared? Alas, almost a still more
detestable age;—yet now (by God’s grace) with Prophecy, with irre-
versible Enactment, registered in Heaven’s chancery,—where thou too,
if thou wilt look, mayst read and know, That its death-doom shall not
linger. Be it speedy, be it sure!—And so herewith were our philosoph-
ical reflection, on the nature, causes, prevalence, decline and expected
temporary destruction of Quackery, concluded; and now the Beppic
poetic Narrative can once more take its course.

Beppo then, like a Noah’s Raven, is out upon that watery waste
of dissolute, beduped, distracted European Life, to see if there is any
carrion there. One unguided little Raven, in the wide-weltering ‘Mother
of dead Dogs:’ will he not come to harm; will he not be snapt up,
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drowned, starved, and washed to the Devil there? No fear of him,—
for a time. His eye (or scientific judgment), it is true, as yet takes in
only a small section of it; but then his scent (instinct of genius) is
prodigious: several endowments, forgery and others, he has unfolded
into talents; the two sources of all quack-talent, Cunning and Impu-
dence, are his in richest measure.

As to his immediate course of action and adventure, the foolish
Inquisition Biographer, it must be owned, shews himself a fool, and
can give us next to no insight. Like enough, Beppo ‘fled to Messina;’
simply as to the nearest city, and to get across to the mainland: but
as to this ‘certain Althotas’ whom he met there, and voyaged with to
Alexandria in Egypt, and how they made hemp into silk, and realised
much money, and came to Malta, and studied in the Laboratory
there, and then the certain Althotas died,—of all this what shall be
said? The foolish Inquisition Biographer is uncertain whether the
certain Althotas was a Greek or a Spaniard: but unhappily the prior
question is not settled, whether he was at all. Superfluous it seems to
put down Beppo’s own account of his procedure; he gave multifar-
ious accounts, as the exigencies of the case demanded: this of the
‘certain Althotas,’ and hemp made into false silk, is as verisimilar as
that other of the ‘sage Althotas,’ the heirship-apparent of Trebisond,
and the Scherif of Mecca’s “Adieu, unfortunate Child of Nature.”
Nay the guesses of the ignorant world; how Count Cagliostro had
been travelling tutor to a Prince (name not given), whom he mur-
dered and took the money from; with others of the like,—were perhaps
still more absurd. Beppo, we can see, was out and away,—the Devil
knew whither. Far, variegated, painful, might his roamings be. A
plausible-looking shadow of him shews itself hovering over Naples
and Calabria; thither, as to a famed high-school of Laziness and Scoun-
drelism, he may likely enough have gone to graduate. Of the Malta
Laboratory, and Alexandrian hemp-silk, the less we say the better.
This only is clear: That Beppo dived deep down into the lugubrious-
obscure regions of Rascaldom; like a Knight to the palace of his Fairy;
remained unseen there, and returned thence armed at all points.

If we fancy, meanwhile, that Beppo already meditated becoming
Grand Cophta, and riding at Strasburg in the Cardinal’s carriage, we
mistake much. Gift of Prophecy has been wisely denied to man. Did
a man foresee his life, and not merely hope it, and grope it, and so, by
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Necessity and Freewill, make and fabricate it into a reality, he were no
man, but some other kind of creature, superhuman or subterhuman.
No man sees far; the most see no farther than their noses. From the
quite dim uncertain mass of the Future, ‘which lies there,’ says a
Scottish Humorist, ‘uncombed, uncarded, like a mass of tarry wool
proverbially ill to spin,’ they spin out, better or worse, their rumply,
infirm thread of Existence, and wind it up, up,—till the spool is full;
seeing but some little half-yard of it at once; exclaiming, as they look
into the betarred, entangled mass of Futurity, We shall see!

The first authentic fact with regard to Beppo is, that his swart
squat figure becomes visible in the Corso and Campo Vaccino of
Rome; that he ‘lodges at the Sign of the Sun in the Rotonda,’ and
sells pen-drawings there. Properly they are not pen-drawings; but
printed engravings or etchings, to which Beppo, with a pen and a
little Indian ink, has added the degree of scratching to give them the
air of such. Thereby mainly does he realise a thin livelihood. From
which we infer that his transactions in Naples and Calabria, with
Althotas and hemp-silk, or whatever else, had not turned to much.

Forged pen-drawings are no mine of wealth: neither was Beppo
Balsamo anything of an Adonis; on the contrary, a most dusky, bull-
necked, mastiff-faced, sinister-looking individual: nevertheless, on
applying for the favour or the hand of Lorenza Feliciani, a beautiful
Roman donzella, ‘dwelling near the Trinity of the Pilgrims,’ the
unfortunate child of Nature prospers beyond our hopes. Authorities
differ as to the rank and status of this fair Lorenza: one account says,
she was the daughter of a Girdle-maker; but adds erroneously that it
was in Calabria. The matter must remain suspended. Certain enough,
she was a handsome buxom creature, ‘both pretty and lady-like,’ it is
presumable; but having no offer, in a country too prone to celibacy,
took up with the bull-necked forger of pen-drawings, whose suit too
was doubtless pressed with the most flowing rhetoric. She gave her-
self in marriage to him; and the parents admitted him to quarter in
their house, till it should appear what was next to be done.

Two kitchen-fires, says the Proverb, burn not on one hearth: here,
moreover, might be quite special causes of discord. Pen-drawing, at
best a hungry concern, has now exhausted itself, and must be given
up: but Beppo’s household prospects brighten, on the other side; in
the charms of his Lorenza he sees before him what the French call ‘a
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Future confused and immense.’ The hint was given; and, with reluc-
tance, or without reluctance (for the evidence leans both ways), was
taken and reduced to practice: Signor and Signora Balsamo are forth
from the old Girdler’s house, into the wide world, seeking and find-
ing adventures.

The foolish Inquisition Biographer, with painful scientific accura-
cy, furnishes a descriptive catalogue of all the successive Cullies (Italian
Counts, French Envoys, Spanish Marquises, Dukes and Drakes) in
various quarters of the known world, whom this accomplished pair
took in; with the sums each yielded, and the methods employed to
bewitch him. Into which descriptive catalogue, why should we here
so much as cast a glance? Cullies, the easy cushions on which knaves
and knavesses repose and fatten, have at all times existed, in consid-
erable profusion: neither can the fact of a ‘clothed animal,’ Marquis
or other, having acted in that capacity to never such lengths, entitle
him to mention in History. We pass over these. Beppo, or as we must
now learn to call him, the Count, appears at Venice, at Marseilles, at
Madrid, Cadiz, Lisbon, Brussels; makes scientific pilgrimage to Quack
Saint-Germain in Westphalia, religious-commercial to Saint James in
Compostella, to Our Lady in Loretto: south, north, east, west, he
shews himself; finds everywhere Lubricity and Stupidity (better or
worse provided with cash), the two elements on which he thaumatur-
gically can work and live. Practice makes perfection; Beppo too was
an apt scholar. By all methods he can awaken the stagnant imagina-
tion; cast maddening powder in the eyes. Already in Rome he has
cultivated whiskers, and put on the uniform of a Prussian Colonel:
dame Lorenza is fair to look upon; but how much fairer, if by the air
of distance and dignity you lend enchantment to her! In other places,
the Count appears as real Count; as Marquis Pellegrini (lately from
foreign parts); as Count this and Count that, Count Proteus-Incog-
nito; finally as Count Alessandro Cagliostro.2 Figure him shooting
through the world with utmost rapidity; ducking under here, when
the sword-fishes of Justice make a dart at him; ducking up yonder, in
new shape, at the distance of a thousand miles; not unprovided with
forged vouchers of Respectability; above all with that best voucher of
Respectability, a four-horse carriage, beef-eaters, and open purse, for

2 Not altogether an invention this last; for his granduncle (a bell-founder at
Messina?) was actually surnamed Cagliostro, as well as named Giuseppe.—O. Y.

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



48 H I S T O R I C A L  E S S A Y S

Count Cagliostro has ready money and pays his way. At some Hotel
of the Sun, Hotel of the Angel, Gold Lion, or Green Goose, or
whatever Hotel it is, in whatever world-famous capital City, his char-
iot-wheels have rested; sleep and food have refreshed his live-stock,
chiefly the pearl and soul thereof, his indispensable Lorenza, now no
longer Dame Lorenza, but Countess Seraphina, looking seraphic
enough! Monied Donothings, whereof in this vexed Earth there are
many, ever lounging about such places, scan and comment on the
foreign coat-of-arms; ogle the fair foreign woman; who timidly re-
coils from their gaze, timidly responds to their reverences, as in halls
and passages, they obsequiously throw themselves in her way: ere
long one monied Donothing, from amid his tags, tassels, sword-belts,
fop-tackle, frizzled hair without brains beneath it, is heard speaking
to another: “Seen the Countess?—Divine creature that!”—and so the
game is begun.

Let not the too sanguine reader, meanwhile, fancy that it is all
holyday and heyday with his Lordship. The course of scoundrelism,
any more than that of true love, never did run smooth. Seasons there
may be when Count Proteus-Incognito has his epaulettes torn from
his shoulders; his garment-skirts clipt close by the buttocks; and is bid
sternly tarry at Jericho till his beard be grown. Harpies of Law defile
his solemn feasts; his light burns languid; for a space seems utterly
snuffed out, and dead in malodorous vapour. Dead only to blaze up
the brighter! There is scoundrel-life in Beppo Cagliostro; cast him
among the mud, tread him out of sight there, the miasmata do but
stimulate and refresh him, he rises sneezing, is strong and young
again.

Behold him, for example, again in Palermo, after having seen many
men and many lands; and how he again escapes thence. Why did he
return to Palermo? Perhaps to astonish old friends by new grandeur;
or for temporary shelter, if the Continent were getting hot for him;
or perhaps in the mere way of general trade. He is seized there, and
clapt in prison, for those foolish old businesses of the treasure-dig-
ging Goldsmith, of the forged Will.

‘The manner of his escape,’ says one, whose few words on this obscure
matter are so many light-points for us, ‘deserves to be described. The Son of
one of the first Sicilian Princes, and great landed Proprietors (who moreover
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had filled important stations at the Neapolitan Court), was a person that
united with a strong body and ungovernable temper all the tyrannical caprice
which the rich and great, without cultivation, think themselves entitled to
exhibit.

‘Donna Lorenza had contrived to gain this man; and on him the fictitious
Marchese Pellegrini founded his security. The Prince testified openly that he
was the protector of this stranger pair: but what was his fury when Joseph
Balsamo, at the instance of those whom he had cheated, was cast into prison!
He tried various means to deliver him; and as these would not prosper, he
publicly, in the President’s antechamber, threatened the plaintiffs’ Advocate
with the frightfullest misusage if the suit were not dropt, and Balsamo forth-
with set at liberty. As the Advocate declined such proposal, he clutched him,
beat him, threw him on the floor, trampled him with his feet, and could
hardly be restrained from still farther outrages, when the President himself
came running out, at the tumult, and commanded peace.

‘This latter, a weak, dependent man, made no attempt to punish the
injurer; the plaintiffs and their Advocate grew fainthearted; and Balsamo was
let go; not so much as a registration in the Court-Books specifying his dis-
missal, who occasioned it, or how it took place.’3

Thus sometimes, a friend in the court is better than a penny in the
purse! Marchese Pellegrini ‘quickly thereafter left Palermo, and per-
formed various travels, whereof my author could impart no clear
information.’ Whether, or how far, the Game-chicken Prince went
with him is not hinted.

So it might, at times, be quite otherwise than in coach-and-four
that our Cagliostro journeyed. Occasionally we find him as outrider
journeying on horseback; only Seraphina and her sop (whom she is
to suck and eat) lolling on carriage-cushions; the hardy Count glad
that hereby he can have the shot paid. Nay sometimes he looks utterly
poverty-struck, and must journey one knows not how. Thus one
briefest but authentic-looking glimpse of him presents itself in Eng-
land, in the year 1772: no Count is he here, but mere Signor Balsamo
again; engaged in house-painting, for which he has a most peculiar
talent. Was it true that he painted the country house of ‘a Doctor
Benemore;’ and having not painted, but only smeared it, was refused
payment, and got a lawsuit with expenses instead? If Doctor Bene-
more have left any representatives in this Earth, they are desired to

3 Goethe’s Werke, b. xxviii. 132.
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speak out. We add only, that if young Beppo had one of the prettiest
wives, old Benemore had one of the ugliest daughters; and so, putting
one thing to another, matters might not be so bad.

For it is to be observed, that the Count, on his own side, even in
his days of highest splendour, is not idle. Faded dames of quality have
many wants: the Count has not studied in the Convent Laboratory,
or pilgrimed to the Count Saint-Germain, in Westphalia, to no pur-
pose. With loftiest condescension he stoops to impart somewhat of
his supernatural secrets,—for a consideration. Rowland’s Kalydor is
valuable; but what to the Beautifying-water of Count Alessandro! He
that will undertake to smooth wrinkles, and make withered green
parchment into a fair carnation skin, is he not one whom faded dames
of quality will delight to honour? Or again, let the Beautifying-water
succeed or not, have not such dames, if calumny may be in aught
believed, another want? This want too the indefatigable Cagliostro
will supply,—for a consideration. For faded gentlemen of quality the
Count likewise has help. Not a charming Countess alone; but a ‘Wine
of Egypt’ (cantharides not being unknown to him), sold in drops,
more precious than nectar; which what faded gentleman of quality
would not purchase with anything short of life? Consider now what
may be done with potions, washes, charms, love-philtres, among a
class of mortals, idle from the mother’s womb; rejoicing to be taught
the Ionic dances, and meditating of love from their tender nails!

Thus waxing, waning, broad-shining or extinct, an inconstant but
unwearied Moon, rides on its course the Cagliostric star. Thus are
Count and Countess busy in their vocation; thus do they spend the
golden season of their youth,—shall we say, ‘for the Greatest Happi-
ness of the greatest number?’ Happy enough, had there been no
sumptuary or adultery or swindlery Law-acts; no Heaven above, no
Hell beneath; no flight of Time, and gloomy land of Eld and Desti-
tution and Desperation, towards which, by law of Fate, they see
themselves, at all moments, with frightful regularity, unaidably drift-
ing.

The prudent man provides against the inevitable. Already Count
Cagliostro, with his love-philtres, his cantharidic Wine of Egypt; nay
far earlier, by his blue-flames and divining-rods, as with the poor
sheep Goldsmith of Palermo; and ever since, by many a significant
hint thrown out where the scene suited,—has dabbled in the Super-
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natural. As his seraphic Countess gives signs of withering, and one
luxuriant branch of industry will die and drop off, others must be
pushed into budding. Whether it was in England during what he
called his ‘first visit’ in the year 1776 (for the before-first, house-
smearing visit was, reason or none, to go for nothing) that he first
thought of Prophecy as a trade, is unknown: certain enough, he had
begun to practice it then; and this indeed not without a glimpse of
insight into the English national character. Various, truly, are the
pursuits of mankind; whereon they would fain, unfolding the future,
take Destiny by surprise: with us, however, as a nation of shopkeep-
ers, they may be all said to centre in this one, Put money in thy purse!
O for a Fortunatus’-Pocket, with its ever-new coined gold;—if, in-
deed, the true prayer were not rather: O for a Crassus’-Drink, of
liquid gold, that so the accursed throat of Avarice might for once
have enough and to spare! Meanwhile whoso should engage, keeping
clear of the gallows, to teach men the secret of making money, were
not he a Professor sure of audience? Strong were the general Scep-
ticism; still stronger the general Need and Greed. Count Cagliostro,
from his residence in Whitcombe Street, it is clear, had looked into
the mysteries of the Little-go; by occult science knew the lucky number.
Bish as yet was not; but Lotteries were; gulls also were. The Count
has his Language-master, his Portuguese Jew, his nondescript Ex-
Jesuits, whom he puts forth, as antennæ, into coffee-houses, to stir
up the minds of men. ‘Lord’ Scott (a swindler swindled), and Miss
Fry, and many others were they here could tell what it cost them: nay
the very Lawbooks, and Lord Mansfield and Mr. Howarth speak of
hundreds, and jewel-boxes, and quite handsome booties. Thus can
the bustard pluck geese, and, if Law do get the carcass, live upon
their giblets;—now and then however finds a vulture, too tough to
pluck.

The attentive reader is no doubt curious to understand all the
What and the How of Cagliostro’s procedure while England was the
scene. As we too are, and have been; but unhappily all in vain. To that
English Life of uncertain gender none, as was said, need in their
utmost extremity repair. Scarcely the very lodging of Cagliostro can
be ascertained; except incidentally that it was once in Whitcombe
Street; for a few days, in Warwick Court, Holborn: finally, for some
space, in the King’s Bench Jail. Vain were it, meanwhile, for any
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reverencer of genius to pilgrim thither, seeking memorials of a great
man. Cagliostro is clean gone: on the strictest search, no token never
so faint discloses itself. He went, and left nothing behind him;—
except perhaps a few cast-clothes, and other inevitable exuviæ, long
since, not indeed annihilated (this nothing can be), yet beaten into
mud, and spread as new soil over the general surface of Middlesex
and Surrey; floated by the Thames into old Ocean; or flitting, the
gaseous parts of them, in the universal Atmosphere, borne thereby to
remotest corners of the Earth, or beyond the limits of the Solar
System! So fleeting is the track and habitation of man; so wondrous
the stuff he builds of; his house, his very house of houses (what we
call his body), were he the first of geniuses, will evaporate in the
strangest manner, and vanish even whither we have said.

To us on our side, however, it is cheering to discover, for one
thing, that Cagliostro found antagonists worthy of him: the bustard
plucking geese, and living on their giblets, found not our whole
Island peopled with geese, but here and there, as above hinted, with
vultures, with hawks of still sharper quality than his. Priddle, Aylett,
Saunders, O’Reilly: let these stand forth as the vindicators of English
national character. By whom Count Alessandro Cagliostro, as in dim
fluctuating outline indubitably appears, was bewritted, arrested, fleeced,
hatchelled, bewildered, and bedevilled, till the very Jail of King’s
Bench seemed a refuge from them. A wholly obscure contest, as was
natural; wherein, however, to all candid eyes the vulturous and fal-
conish character of our Isle fully asserts itself; and the foreign Quack
of Quacks, with all his thaumaturgic Hemp-silks, Lottery-numbers,
Beauty-waters, Seductions, Phosphorus boxes, and Wines of Egypt, is
seen matched, and nigh throttled, by the natural unassisted cunning
of English Attorneys. Whereupon the bustard, feeling himself so pecked
and plucked, takes wing, and flies to foreign parts.

One good thing he has carried with him, notwithstanding: initi-
ation into some primary arcana of Freemasonry. The Quack of Quacks,
with his primitive bias towards the supernatural-mystificatory must
long have had his eye on Masonry; which, with its blazonry and
mummery, sashes, drawn sabres, brothers Terrible, brothers Venera-
ble (the whole so imposing by candle-light), offered the choicest
element for him. All men profit by Union with men; the quack as
much as another; nay in these two words, Sworn Secrecy, alone has he

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



C O U N T  C A G L I O S T R O 53

not found a very talisman! Cagliostro then determines on Masonship.
It was afterwards urged that the Lodge to which he and his Seraphina
got admission, for she also was made a Mason, or Masoness, and had
a riband-garter solemnly bound on, with order to sleep in it for a
night,—was a Lodge of low rank in the social scale; numbering not
a few of the pastrycook and hairdresser species. To which it could
only be replied, that these alone spoke French; that a man and mason,
though he cooked pastry, was still a man and mason. Be this as it
might, the apt Recipiendary is rapidly promoted through the three
grades of Apprentice, Companion, Master; at the cost of five guineas.
That of his being first raised into the air, by means of a rope and
pulley fixed in the ceiling, ‘during which the heavy mass of his body
must assuredly have caused him a dolorous sensation;’ and then being
forced blindfold to shoot himself (though with privily disloaded pis-
tol) in sign of courage and obedience: all this we can esteem an
apocrypha,—palmed on the Roman Inquisition, otherwise prone to
delusion. Five guineas, and some foolish froth-speeches, delivered
over liquor and otherwise, was the cost. If you ask now, In what
London Lodge was it? Alas, we know not, and shall never know.
Certain only that Count Alessandro is a master-mason; that having
once crossed the threshold, his plastic genius will not stop there.
Behold, accordingly, he has bought from ‘a Bookseller’ certain man-
uscripts belonging to ‘one George Cofton, a man absolutely unknown
to him’ and to us, which treat of the ‘Egyptian Masonry!’ In other
words, Count Alessandro will blow with his new five-guinea bellows;
having always occasion to raise the wind.

With regard specially to that huge soap-bubble of an Egyptian
Masonry which he blew, and as conjuror caught many flies with, it is
our painful duty to say a little; not much. The Inquisition Biographer,
with deadly fear of heretical and democratical and black-magical Free-
masons before his eyes, has gone into the matter to boundless depths;
commenting, elucidating, even confuting: a certain expository ma-
sonic Order-Book of Cagliostro’s, which he has laid hand on, opens
the whole mystery to him. The ideas he declares to be Cagliostro’s;
the composition all a Disciple’s, for the Count had no gift that way.
What then does the Disciple set forth,—or, at lowest, the Inquisition
Biographer say that he sets forth? Much, much that is not to the
point.
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Understand, however, that once inspired, by the absolutely un-
known George Cofton, with the notion of Egyptian Masonry, wherein
as yet lay much ‘magic and superstition,’ Count Alessandro resolves
to free it of these impious ingredients, and make it a kind of Last
Evangile, or Renovator of the Universe,—which so needed renova-
tion. ‘As he did not believe anything in matter of Faith,’ says our
wooden Familiar, ‘nothing could arrest him.’ True enough: how did
he move along then? to what length did he go?

‘In his system he promises his followers to conduct them to perfection, by
means of a physical and moral regeneration; to enable them by the former (or
physical) to find the prime matter, or Philosopher’s Stone, and the acacia
which consolidates in man the forces of the most vigorous youth and renders
him immortal; and by the latter (or moral) to procure them a Pentagon,
which shall restore man to his primitive state of innocence, lost by original
sin. The Founder supposes that this Egyptian Masonry was instituted by
Enoch and Elias, who propagated it in different parts of the world: however,
in time, it lost much of its purity and splendour. And so, by degrees, the
Masonry of men had been reduced to pure buffoonery; and that of women
been almost entirely destroyed, having now for most part no place in com-
mon Masonry. Till at last, the zeal of the Grand Cophta (so are the High-priests
of Egypt named) had signalised itself by restoring the Masonry of both sexes
to its pristine lustre.’

With regard to the great question of constructing this invaluable
Pentagon, which is to abolish Original Sin: how you have to choose
a solitary mountain, and call it Sinai; and build a Pavilion on it to be
named Sion, with twelve sides, in every side a window, and three
stories, one of which is named Ararat; and there, with Twelve Mas-
ters, each at a window, yourself in the middle of them, to go through
unspeakable formalities, vigils, removals, fasts, toils, distresses, and
hardly get your Pentagon after all,—with regard to this great ques-
tion and construction, we shall say nothing. As little concerning the
still grander and painfuller process of Physical Regeneration, or grow-
ing young again; a thing not to be accomplished without a forty-days’
course of medicine, purgations, sweating-baths, fainting-fits, root-
diet, phlebotomy, starvation, and desperation, more perhaps than it
is all worth. Leaving these interior solemnities, and many high moral
precepts of union, virtue, wisdom, and doctrines of Immortality and
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what not, will the reader care to cast an indifferent glance on certain
esoteric ceremonial parts of this Egyptian Masonry,—as the Inquisi-
tion Biographer, if we miscellaneously cull from him, may enable us?

‘In all these ceremonial parts,’ huskily avers the wooden Biographer, ‘you
find as much sacrilege, profanation, superstition, and idolatry, as in common
Masonry: invocations of the holy Name, prosternations, adorations lavished
on the Venerable, or head of the Lodge; aspirations, insufflations, incense-
burnings, fumigations, exorcisms of the Candidates and the garments they
are to take; emblems of the sacro-sanct Triad, of the Moon, of the Sun, of
the Compass, Square, and a thousand thousand other iniquities and inepti-
tudes, which are now well known in the world.’

‘We above made mention of the Grand Cophta. By this title has been
designated the founder or restorer of Egyptian Masonry. Cagliostro made no
difficulty in admitting’ (to me the Inquisitor) ‘that under such name he was
himself meant: now in this system the Grand Cophta is compared to the
Highest: the most solemn acts of worship are paid him; he has authority over
the Angels; he is invoked on all occasions; everything done in virtue of his
power; which you are assured he derives immediately from God. Nay more:
among the various rites observed in this exercise of Masonry, you are ordered
to recite the Veni Creator spiritus, the Te Deum, and some Psalms of David:
to such an excess is impudence and audacity carried, that in the Psalm,
Memento, Domine, David et omnis mansuetudinis ejus, every time the name
David occurs, that of the Grand Cophta is to be substituted.

‘No Religion is excluded from the Egyptian Society: the Jew, the Calvin-
ist, the Lutheran, can be admitted equally well with the Catholic, if so be
they admit the existence of God and the immortality of the soul.’ ‘The men
elevated to the rank of master take the names of the ancient Prophets; the
women those of the Sibyls.’

*  *  ‘Then the Grand Mistress blows on the face of the female Recip-
iendary, all along from brow to chin, and says: “I give you this breath, to
cause to germinate and become alive in your heart the Truth which we
possess; to fortify in you the” &c. &c.—“Guardian of the new Knowledge
which we prepare to make you partake of, by the sacred names of Helios,
Mene, Tetragrammaton.”

‘In the Essai sur les Illuminés, printed at Paris in 1789, I read that these
latter words were suggested to Cagliostro as Arabic or Sacred ones by a
Sleight-of-hand Man, who said that he was assisted by a spirit, and added that
this spirit was the Soul of a Cabalist Jew, who by art-magic had killed his pig
before the Christian Advent.’

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40



56 H I S T O R I C A L  E S S A Y S

*  *  ‘They take a young lad, or a girl who is in the state of innocence:
such they call the Pupil or the Columb; the Venerable communicates to him
the power he would have had before the Fall of Man; which power consists
mainly in commanding the pure Spirits; these Spirits are to the number of
seven: it is said they surround the Throne; and that they govern the Seven
Planets: their names are Anael, Michael, Raphael, Gabriel, Uriel, Zobiachel,
Anachiel.’

Or would the reader wish to see this Columb in action? She can
act in two ways; either behind a curtain, behind a hieroglyphically-
painted Screen with ‘table and three candles;’ or as here ‘before the
Caraffe,’ and shewing face. If the miracle fail, it can only be because
she is not ‘in the state of innocence,’—an accident much to be guard-
ed against. This scene is at Mittau;—we find, indeed, that it is a Pupil
affair, not a Columb one; but for the rest that is perfectly indifferent:

‘Cagliostro accordingly (it is his own story still) brought a little Boy into
the Lodge; son of a nobleman there. He placed him on his knees before a
table, whereon stood a Bottle of pure water, and behind this some lighted
candles: he made an exorcism round the Boy, put his hand on his head; and
both, in this attitude, addressed their prayers to God for the happy accom-
plishment of the work. Having then bid the child look into the Bottle,
directly the child cried that he saw a garden. Knowing hereby that Heaven
assisted him, Cagliostro took courage, and bade the child ask of God the
grace to see the Angel Michael. At first the child said: “I see something
white; I know not what it is.” Then he began jumping, stamping like a
possessed creature, and cried: “There now! I see a child, like myself, that
seems to have something angelical.” All the assembly, and Cagliostro himself,
remained speechless with emotion.  *  *  *  The child being anew exorcised,
with the hands of the Venerable on his head, and the customary prayers
addressed to Heaven, he looked into the Bottle, and said, he saw his Sister
at that moment coming down stairs, and embracing one of her brothers. That
appeared impossible, the brother in question being then hundreds of miles
off: however, Cagliostro felt not disconcerted; said, they might send to the
country-house where the sister was, and see.’4

Wonderful enough. Here, however, a fact rather suddenly tran-
spires, which, as the Inquisition Biographer well urges, must serve to

4 Vie de Joseph Balsamo; traduite d’après l’original Italien. (Paris, 1791.) Ch. ii. iii.
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undeceive all believers in Cagliostro; at least, call a blush into their
cheeks. It seems: ‘The Grand Cophta, the restorer, the propagator of
Egyptian Masonry, Count Cagliostro himself, testifies, in most part of
his System, the profoundest respect for the Patriarch Moses: and yet
this same Cagliostro affirmed before his judges that he had always felt
the insurmountablest antipathy to Moses; and attributes this hatred
to his constant opinion, that Moses was a thief for having carried off
the Egyptian vessels; which opinion, in spite of all the luminous ar-
guments that were opposed to him to shew how erroneous it was, he
has continued to hold with an invincible obstinacy!’ How reconcile
these two inconsistencies? Aye, how?

But to finish off this Egyptian Masonic business, and bring it all
to a focus, we shall now for, the first and for the last time, peep one
moment through the spyglass of Monsieur de Luchet, in that Essai
sur les Illuminés of his. The whole matter being so much of a chimera,
how can it be painted otherwise than chimerically? Of the following
passage one thing is true, that a creature of the seed of Adam believed
it to be true. List, list, then; O list!

‘The Recipiendary is led by a darksome path, into an immense hall, the
ceiling, the walls, the floor of which are covered by a black cloth, sprinkled
over with red flames and menacing serpents: three sepulchral lamps emit,
from time to time, a dying glimmer; and the eye half distinguishes, in this
lugubrious den, certain wrecks of mortality suspended by funereal crapes: a
heap of skeletons forms in the centre a sort of altar; on both sides of it are
piled books; some contain menaces against the perjured; others the deadly
narrative of the vengeances which the Invisible Spirit has exacted; of the
infernal evocations for a long time pronounced in vain.

‘Eight hours elapse. Then Phantoms, trailing mortuary veils, slowly cross
the hall, and sink in caverns, without audible noise of trapdoors or of falling.
You notice only that they are gone by, a fetid odour exhaled from them.

‘The Novice remains four-and-twenty hours in this gloomy abode, in the
midst of a freezing silence. A rigorous fast has already weakened his thinking
faculties. Liquors, prepared for the purpose, first weary, and at length wear
out his senses. At his feet are placed three cups, filled with a drink of greenish
colour. Necessity lifts them towards his lips; involuntary fear repels them.

‘At last appear two men; looked upon as the ministers of death. These
gird the pale brow of the Recipiendary with an auroral-coloured riband, dipt
in blood, and full of silvered characters mixed with the figure of Our Lady
of Loretto. He receives a copper crucifix, of two inches length; to his neck

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40



58 H I S T O R I C A L  E S S A Y S

are hung a sort of amulets, wrapped in violet cloth. He is stript of his clothes;
which two ministering brethren deposit on a funeral pile, erected at the other
end of the hall. With blood, on his naked body, are traced crosses. In this
state of suffering and humiliation, he sees approaching with large strides five
Phantoms, armed with swords, and clad in garments dropping blood. Their
faces are veiled: they spread a carpet on the floor; kneel there; pray; and
remain with outstretched hands crossed on their breast, and face fixed on the
ground, in deep silence. An hour passes in this painful attitude. After which
fatiguing trial, plaintive cries are heard; the funeral pile takes fire, yet casts
only a pale light; the garments are thrown on it and burnt. A colossal and
almost transparent Figure rises from the very bosom of the pile. At sight of
it, the five prostrated men fall into convulsions insupportable to look on: the
too faithful image of those foaming struggles wherein a mortal at handgrips
with a sudden pain ends by sinking under it.

‘Then a trembling voice pierces the vault, and articulates the formula of
those execrable oaths that are to be sworn: my pen falters; I think myself
almost guilty to retrace them.’

O Luchet, what a taking! Is there no hope left, thinkest thou? Thy
brain is all gone to addled albumen; help seems none, if not in that
last mother’s-bosom of all the ruined: Brandy-and-water!—An un-
feeling world may laugh; but ought to recollect that, forty years ago,
these things were sad realities,—in the heads of many men.

As to the execrable oaths, this seems the main one: ‘Honour and
respect Aqua Toffana, as a sure, prompt, and necessary means of
purging the Globe, by the death or the hebetation of such as endeav-
our to debase the Truth, or snatch it from our hands.’ And so the
catastrophe ends by bathing our poor half-dead Recipiendary first in
blood, then, after some genuflexions, in water; and ‘serving him a
repast composed of roots,’—we grieve to say, mere potatoes-and-
point!

Figure now all this boundless cunningly devised Agglomerate of
royal-arches, death’s-heads, hieroglyphically painted screens, Columbs
in the state of innocence; with spacious masonic halls, dark, or in the
favourablest theatrical light-and-dark; Kircher’s magic-lantern, Bel-
shazzar hand-writings, of phosphorus; ‘plaintive tones,’ gong-beatings;
hoary beard of a supernatural Grand Cophta emerging from the
gloom;—and how it acts not only indirectly through the foolish sens-
es of men, but directly on their Imagination; connecting itself with
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Enoch and Elias, with Philanthropy, Immortality, Eleutheromania,
and Adam Weisshaupt’s Illuminati, and so downwards to the infinite
Deep: figure all this; and in the centre of it, sitting eager and alert,
the skilfullest Panourgos, working the mighty chaos, into a creation—
of ready money. In such a wide plastic ocean of sham and foam had
the Archquack now happily begun to envelop himself.

Accordingly he goes forth prospering and to prosper. Arrived in
any City, he has but by masonic grip to accredit himself with the
Venerable of the place; and, not by degrees as formerly, but in a single
night, is introduced in Grand Lodge to all that is fattest and foolish-
est far or near; and in the fittest arena, a gilt-pasteboard Masonic hall.
There between the two pillars of Jachin and Boaz, can the great
Sheepstealer see his whole flock of Dupeables assembled in one pen-
fold; affectionately blatant, licking the hand they are to bleed by.
Victorious Acharat-Beppo! The genius of Amazement, moreover, has
now shed her glory round him; he is radiant-headed, a supernatural
by his very gait. Behold him everywhere welcomed with vivats, or in
awe-struck silence: gilt-pasteboard Freemasons receive him under the
Steel Arch of crossed sabres; he mounts to the Seat of the Venerable;
holds high discourse hours long, on Masonry, Morality, Universal
Science, Divinity, and Things in general, with ‘a sublimity, an empha-
sis, and unction,’ proceeding it appears, ‘from the special inspiration
of the Holy Ghost.’ Then there are Egyptian Lodges to be founded,
corresponded with,—a thing involving expense; elementary fractions
of many a priceless arcanum, nay if the place will stand it, of the
Pentagon itself, can be given to the purified in life: how gladly would
he give them, but they have to be brought from the uttermost ends
of the world, and cost money. Now too, with what tenfold impetu-
osity do all the old trades of Egyptian Drops, Beauty-waters,
Secret-favours, expand themselves, and rise in price! Lifeweary, mon-
ied Donothing, this seraphic Countess is Grand Priestess of the Egyptian
Female Lodges; has a touch of the supramundane Undine in her:
among all thy intrigues, hadst thou ever yet Endymion-like an in-
trigue with the lunar Diana,—called also Hecate? And thou, O antique,
much-loving faded Dowager, this Squire-of-dames can, it appears
probable, command the Seven Angels, Uriel, Anachiel and Company;
at lowest, has the eyes of all Europe fixed on him!—The dog pockets
money enough, and can seem to despise money.
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To us, much meditating on the matter, it seemed perhaps strangest
of all, how Count Cagliostro, received under the Steel Arch, could
hold Discourses, of from one to three hours long, on Universal Sci-
ence, of such unction, we do not say as to seem inspired by the Holy
Spirit, but as not to get him lugged out of doors directly after his first
head of method, and drowned in whole oceans of salt-and-water. The
man could not speak; only babble in long-winded diffusions, chaotic
circumvolutions tending nowhither. He had no thought for speaking
with; he had not even a language. His Sicilian-Italian, and Laquais-
de-Place French, garnished with shreds from all European dialects,
was wholly intelligible to no mortal; a Tower-of-Babel jargon, which
made many think him a kind of Jew. But indeed, with the language
of Greeks, or of Angels, what better were it? The man once for all has
no articulate utterance; that tongue of his emits noises enough, but
no speech. Let him begin the plainest story, his stream stagnates at
the first stage; chafes, “ahem! ahem!” loses itself in the earth; or,
bursting over, flies abroad without bank or channel,—into separate
plashes. Not a stream, but a lake, a wide-spread indefinite marsh. His
whole thought is confused, inextricable; what thought, what resem-
blance of thought he has, cannot deliver itself, except in gasps,
blustering gushes, spasmodic refluences, which make bad worse.
Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble: how thou bubblest, foolish ‘Bub-
bly-jock!’ Hear him once, and on a dead-lift occasion, as the Inquisition
Gurney reports it:

‘“I mean and I wish to mean, that even as those who honour their father
and mother, and respect the sovereign Pontiff, are blessed of God; even so
all that I did, I did it by the order of God, with the power which he vouch-
safed me, and to the advantage of God and of Holy Church; and I mean to
give the proofs of all that I have done and said, not only physically but
morally, by shewing that as I have served God for God and by the power of
God, he has given me at last the counterpoison to confound and combat
Hell; for I know no other enemies than those that are in Hell, and if I am
wrong the Holy Father will punish me; if I am right he will reward me, and
if the Holy Father could get into his hands to-night these answers of mine,
I predict to all brethren, believers and unbelievers, that I should be at liberty
to-morrow morning.” Being desired to give these proofs then, he answered:
“To prove that I have been chosen of God as an apostle to defend and
propagate religion, I say that as the Holy Church has instituted pastors to

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



C O U N T  C A G L I O S T R O 61

demonstrate in face of the world that she is the true Catholic faith, even so,
having operated with approbation and by the counsel of pastors of the Holy
Church, I am, as I said, fully justified in regard to all my operations; and
these pastors have assured me that my Egyptian Order was divine, and de-
served to be formed into an Order sanctioned by the Holy Father, as I said
in another interrogatory.”’

How then, in the name of wonder, said we, could such a babbling,
bubbling Turkey-cock speak ‘with unction?’

Two things here are to be taken into account. First, the difference
between speaking and public speaking; a difference altogether gener-
ic. Secondly, the wonderful power of a certain audacity, often named
impudence. Was it never thy hard fortune, good Reader, to attend
any Meeting convened for Public purposes; any Bible-Society, Re-
form, Conservative, Thatched-Tavern, Hogg-Dinner, or other such
Meeting? Thou hast seen some full-fed Long-ear, by free determina-
tion, or on sweet constraint, start to his legs, and give voice. Well
aware wert thou that there was not, had not been, could not be, in
that entire ass-cranium of his any fraction of an idea: nevertheless
mark him. If at first an ominous haze flit round, and nothing, not
even nonsense, dwell in his recollection,—heed it not; let him but
plunge desperately on, the spell is broken. Common-places enough
are at hand; ‘labour of love,’ ‘rights of suffering millions,’ ‘throne
and altar,’ ‘divine gift of song,’ or what else it may be: the Meeting,
by its very name, has environed itself in a given element of Common-
place. But anon, behold how his talking-organs get heated, and the
friction vanishes; cheers, applauses, with the previous dinner and strong
drink, raise him to height of noblest temper. And now, as for your
vociferous Dullard is easiest of all, let him keep on the soft, safe
parallel course; parallel to the Truth, or nearly so; for Heaven’s sake,
not in contact with it: no obstacle will meet him; on the favouring
given element of Commonplace he triumphantly careers. He is as the
ass, whom you took and cast headlong into the water: the water at
first threatens to swallow him; but he finds, to his astonishment, that
he can swim therein, that it is buoyant and bears him along. One sole
condition is indispensable: audacity, vulgarly called impudence. Our
ass must commit himself to his watery ‘element;’ in free daring, strike
forth his four limbs from him: then shall he not drown and sink, but
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shoot gloriously forward, and swim, to the admiration of bystanders.
The ass, safe landed on the other bank, shakes his rough hide, won-
derstruck himself at the faculty that lay in him, and waves joyfully his
long ears: so too the public speaker. Cagliostro, as we know him of
old, is not without a certain blubbery oiliness of soul as of body, with
vehemence lying under it; has the volublest, noisiest tongue; and in
the audacity vulgarly called impudence is without a fellow. The Com-
mon-places of such Steel-Arch Meetings are soon at his finger-ends:
that same blubbery oiliness and vehemence lying under it, once give
them an element and stimulus, are the very gift of a fluent public
speaker—to Dupeables.

Here too let us mention a circumstance, not insignificant, if true,
which it may readily enough be. In younger years, Beppo Balsamo
once, it is recorded, took some pains to procure, ‘from a country
vicar,’ under quite false pretences, ‘a bit of cotton steeped in holy
oils.’ What could such bit of cotton steeped in holy oils do for him?
An Unbeliever from any basis of conviction the unbelieving Beppo
could never be; but solely from stupidity and bad morals. Might there
not lie in that chaotic blubbery nature of his, at the bottom of all, a
certain musk-grain of real Superstitious Belief? How wonderfully such
a musk-grain of Belief will flavour, and impregnate with seductive
odour, a whole inward world of Quackery, so that every fibre thereof
shall smell musk, is well known. No Quack can persuade like him who
has himself some persuasion. Nay, so wondrous is the act of Believ-
ing, Deception and Self-deception must, rigorously speaking, coexist
in all Quacks; and he perhaps were definable as the best Quack, in
whom the smallest musk-grain of the latter would sufficiently flavour
the largest mass of the former.

But indeed, as we know otherwise, was there not in Cagliostro a
certain pinchbeck counterfeit of all that is golden and good in man,
of somewhat even that is best? Cheers, and illuminated hieroglyphs,
and the ravishment of thronging audiences, can make him maudlin;
his very wickedness of practice will render him louder in eloquence
of theory; and ‘philanthropy,’ ‘divine science,’ ‘depth of unknown
worlds,’ ‘finer feelings of the heart,’ and such like shall draw tears
from most asses of sensibility. Neither, indeed, is it of moment how
few his elementary Common-places are, how empty his head is, so he
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but agitate it well: thus a lead drop or two, put into the emptiest dry-
bladder, and jingled to and fro, will make noise enough; and even, if
skilfully jingled, a kind of martial music.

Such is the Cagliostric palaver, that bewitches all manner of be-
lieving souls. If the ancient Father was named Chrysostom, or
Mouth-of-Gold, be the modern Quack named Pinchbecko-stom, or
Mouth-of-Pinchbeck; in an Age of Bronze such metal finds elective
affinities. On the whole, too, it is worth considering what element
your Quack specially works in: the element of Wonder! The Genuine,
be he artist or artisan, works in the finitude of the Known; the Quack
in the infinitude of the Unknown. And then how, in rapidest progres-
sion, he grows and advances, once start him! Your name is up, says
the adage, you may lie in bed. A nimbus of Renown and preternatural
Astonishment envelopes Cagliostro; enchants the general eye. The
few reasoning mortals scattered here and there who see through him,
deafened in the universal hubbub, shut their lips in sorrowful disdain;
confident in the grand remedy, Time. The Enchanter meanwhile rolls
on his way; what boundless materials of Deceptibility, what greedi-
ness and ignorance, especially what prurient brute-mindedness, exist
over Europe in this the most deceivable of modern ages, are stirred
up, fermenting in his behoof. He careers onward as a Comet; his
nucleus, of paying and praising Dupes, embraces, in long radius, what
city and province he rests over; his thinner tail, of wondering and
curious Dupes, stretches into remotest lands. Good Lavater, from
amid his Swiss Mountains, could say of him: ‘Cagliostro, a man; and
a man such as few are; in whom however I am not a believer. O that
he were simple of heart and humble, like a child; that he had feeling
for the simplicity of the Gospel, and the majesty of the Lord (Hoheit
des Herrn)! Who were so great as he? Cagliostro often tells what is
not true, and promises what he does not perform. Yet do I nowise
hold his operations as deception, though they are not what he calls
them.’5 If good Lavater could so say of him, what must others have
been saying!

Comet-wise, progressing with loud flourish of kettledrums, every-
where under the Steel Arch, evoking spirits, transmuting metals (to
such as could stand it), the Archquack has traversed Saxony; at Leip-

5 Lettre du Comte Mirabeau sur Cagliostro et Lavater. (Berlin, 1786.) p. 42.
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zig has run athwart the hawser of a brother quack (poor Schröpfer,
here scarcely recognisable as ‘Scieffert’), and wrecked him. Through
Eastern Germany, Prussian Poland, he progresses; and so now at
length, in the spring of 1780, has arrived at Petersburg. His pavilion
is erected here, his flag prosperously hoisted: Mason-lodges have long
ears; he is distributing, as has now become his wont, Spagiric Food,
medicine for the poor; a train-oil Prince, Potemkin or something like
him, for accounts are dubious, feels his chops water over a seraphic
Seraphina: all goes merry, and promises the best. But in those despot-
ic countries, the Police is so arbitrary! Cagliostro’s thaumaturgy must
be overhauled by the Empress’s Physician (Mouncey, a hard Annan-
dale Scot); is found naught, the Spagiric Food unfit for a dog: and
so, the whole particulars of his Lordship’s conduct being put togeth-
er, the result is that he must leave Petersburg, in a given brief term
of hours. Happy for him that it was so brief: scarcely is he gone, till
the Prussian Ambassador appears with a complaint, that he has falsely
assumed the Prussian uniform at Rome; the Spanish Ambassador with
a still graver complaint, that he has forged bills at Cadiz. However,
he is safe over the marches: let them complain their fill.

In Courland and in Poland great things await him; yet not unal-
loyed by two small reverses. The famed Countess von der Recke, a
born Fair Saint, what the Germans call Schöne Seele, as yet quite
young in heart and experience, but broken down with grief for de-
parted friends,—seeks to question the world-famous Spirit-summoner
on the secrets of the Invisible Kingdoms; whither, with fond, strained
eyes, she is incessantly looking. The galimathias of Pinchbecko-stom
cannot impose on this pure-minded simple woman; she recognises
the Quack in him, and in a printed Book makes known the same:
Mephisto’s mortifying experience with Margaret, as above foretold,
renews itself for Cagliostro.6 At Warsaw too, though he discourses on
Egyptian Masonry, on Medical Philosophy, and the ignorance of
Doctors, and performs successfully with Pupil and Columb, a certain
‘Count M.’ cherishes more than doubt; which ends in certainty, in a
written Cagliostro Unmasked. The Archquack, triumphant, sumptu-
ously feasted in the city, has retired with a chosen set of believers,
with whom however was this unbelieving ‘M.,’ into the country; to

6 Zeitgenossen, No. XV. § Frau von der Recke.
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transmute metals, to prepare perhaps the Pentagon itself. All that
night, before leaving Warsaw, ‘our dear Master’ had spent conversing
with spirits. Spirits? cries ‘M.:’ Not he; but melting ducats: he has a
melted mass of them in this crucible, which now, by sleight of hand,
he would fain substitute for that other, filled, as you all saw, with red-
lead, carefully luted down, smelted, set to cool, smuggled from among
our hands, and now (look at it, ye asses!)—found broken and hidden
among these bushes! Neither does the Pentagon, or Elixir of Life, or
whatever it was, prosper better. ‘Our sweet Master enters into expos-
tulation;’ ‘swears by his great God, and his honour, that he will finish
the work and make us happy. He carries his modesty so far as to
propose that he shall work with chains on his feet; and consents to
lose his life, by the hands of his disciples, if before the end of the
fourth passage, his word be not made good. He lays his hand on the
ground, and kisses it; holds it up to Heaven, and again takes God to
witness that he speaks true; calls on Him to exterminate him if he
lies.’ A vision of the hoary-bearded Grand Cophta himself makes
night solemn. In vain! The sherds of that broken red-lead crucible,
which pretends to stand here unbroken half-full of silver, lie there,
before your eyes: that ‘resemblance of a sleeping child,’ grown visible
in the magic cooking of our Elixir, proves to be an inserted rosemary-
leaf: the Grand Cophta cannot be gone too soon.

Count ‘M.,’ balancing towards the opposite extreme, even thinks
him inadequate as a Quack.

‘Far from being modest,’ says this Unmasker, ‘he brags beyond expres-
sion, in anybody’s presence, especially in women’s, of the grand faculties he
possesses. Every word is an exaggeration, or a statement you feel to be
improbable. The smallest contradiction puts him in fury: his vanity breaks
through on all sides; he lets you give him a festival that sets the whole city
a-talking. Most impostors are supple, and endeavour to gain friends. This
one, you might say, studies to appear arrogant, to make all men enemies, by
his rude injurious speeches, by the squabbles and grudges he introduces
among friends.’ ‘He quarrels with his coadjutors for trifles; fancies that a
simple giving of the lie will persuade the public that they are liars.’ ‘Schröpfer
at Leipzig was far cleverer.’ ‘He should get some ventriloquist for assistant:
should read some Books of Chemistry; study the Tricks of Philadelphia and
Comus.’7

7 Cagliostro démasqué à Varsovie, en 1780. (Paris, 1786) p. 35 et seq.
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Fair advices, good ‘M.;’ but do not you yourself admit that he has
a ‘natural genius for deception;’ above all things, ‘a forehead of brass
(front d’airain), which nothing can disconcert?’ To such a genius,
and such a brow, Comus and Philadelphia, and all the ventriloquists
in Nature, can add little. Give the Archquack his due. These arrogan-
cies of his prove only that he is mounted on his high horse, and has
now the world under him.

Such reverses, which will occur in the lot of every man, are, for
our Cagliostro, but as specks in the blaze of the meridian Sun. With
undimmed lustre he is, as heretofore, handed over from this ‘Prince
P.’ to that Prince Q.; among which high believing potentates, what
is an incredulous ‘Count M.?’ His pockets are distended with ducats
and diamonds: he is off to Vienna, to Frankfort, to Strasburg, by
extra-post; and there also will work miracles. ‘The train he commonly
took with him,’ says the Inquisition Biographer, ‘corresponded to the
rest; he always travelled post, with a considerable suite: couriers, lack-
eys, body-servants, domestics of all sorts, sumptuously dressed, gave
an air of reality to the high birth he vaunted. The very liveries he got
made at Paris cost twenty Louis each. Apartments furnished in the
height of the mode; a magnificent table, open to numerous guests;
rich dresses for himself and his wife, corresponded to this luxurious
way of life. His feigned generosity likewise made a great noise. Often
he gratuitously doctored the poor, and even gave them alms.’8

In the inside of all this splendid travelling and lodging economy,
are to be seen, as we know, two suspicious-looking rouged or un-
rouged figures, of a Count and a Countess: lolling on their cushions
there, with a jaded, haggard kind of aspect, they eye one another
sullenly, in silence, with a scarce-suppressed indignation; for each
thinks the other does not work enough and eats too much. Whether
Dame Lorenza followed her peculiar side of the business with reluc-
tance or with free alacrity, is a moot-point among Biographers: not
so that, with her choleric adipose Archquack, she had a sour life of
it, and brawling abounded. If we look still farther inwards, and try to
penetrate the inmost self-consciousness, what in another man would
be called the conscience, of the Archquack himself, the view gets
most uncertain; little or nothing to be seen but a thick fallacious

8 Vie de Joseph Balsamo, p. 41.
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haze. Which indeed was the main thing extant there. Much in the
Count Front-d’airain remains dubious; yet hardly this: his want of
clear insight into anything, most of all into his own inner man. Cunning
in the supreme degree he has; intellect next to none. Nay, is not
cunning (couple it with an esurient character) the natural conse-
quence of defective intellect? It is properly the vehement exercise of
a short, poor vision; of an intellect sunk, bemired; which can attain
to no free vision, otherwise it would lead the esurient man to be
honest.

Meanwhile gleams of muddy light will occasionally visit all mor-
tals; every living creature (according to Milton, the very Devil) has
some more or less faint resemblance of a Conscience; must make
inwardly certain auricular confessions, absolutions, professions of
faith,—were it only that he does not yet quite loathe, and so proceed
to hang himself. What such a Porcus as Cagliostro might specially
feel, and think, and be, were difficult in any case to say; much more
when contradiction and mystification, designed and unavoidable, so
involve the matter. One of the most authentic documents preserved
of him is the Picture of his Visage. An Effigies once universally dif-
fused; in oil-paint, aquatint, marble, stucco, and perhaps gingerbread,
decorating millions of apartments: of which remarkable Effigies one
copy, engraved in the line-manner, happily still lies here. Fittest of
visages; worthy to be worn by the Quack of Quacks! A most porten-
tous face of scoundrelism: a fat, snub, abominable face; dew-lapped,
flat-nosed, greasy, full of greediness, sensuality, oxlike obstinacy; a
forehead impudent, refusing to be ashamed; and then two eyes turned
up seraphically languishing, as in divine contemplation and adoration;
a touch of quiz too: on the whole, perhaps the most perfect quack-
face produced by the eighteenth century. There he sits, and seraphically
languishes, with this epigraph:

De l’Ami des Humains reconnaissez les traits:
Tous ses jours sont marqués par de nouveaux bienfaits,
Il prolonge la vie, il secourt l’indigence;
Le plaisir d’être utile est seul sa récompense.

A probable conjecture were that this same Theosophy, Theophilan-
thropy, Solacement of the Poor, to which our Archquack now more
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and more betook himself, might serve not only as bird-lime for ex-
ternal game, but also half-unconsciously as salve for assuaging his
own spiritual sores. Am not I a charitable man? could the Archquack
say: if I have erred myself, have I not, by theosophic unctuous dis-
courses, removed much cause of error? The lying, the quackery, what
are these but the method of accommodating yourself to the temper
of men; of getting their ear, their dull long ear, which Honesty had
no chance to catch? Nay, at worst, is not this an unjust world; full of
nothing but beasts of prey, four-footed or two-footed? Nature has
commanded, saying: Man, help thyself. Ought not the man of my
genius, since he was not born a Prince, since in these scandalous
times he has not been elected a Prince, to make himself one? If not
by open violence, for which he wants military force, then surely by
superior science,—exercised in a private way. Heal the diseases of the
Poor; the far deeper diseases of the Ignorant: in a word, found Egyp-
tian Lodges, and get the means of founding them.—By such soliloquies
can Count Front-of-brass Pinchbecko-stom, in rare atrabiliar hours of
self-questioning, compose himself. For the rest, such hours are rare:
the Count is a man of action and digestion, not of self-questioning;
usually the day brings its abundant task; there is no time for abstrac-
tions,—of the metaphysical sort.

Be this as it may, the Count has arrived at Strasburg; is working
higher wonders than ever. At Strasburg, indeed, in the year 1783,
occurs his apotheosis; what we can call the culmination and Fourth
Act of his Life-drama. He was here for a number of months; in full
blossom and radiance, the envy and admiration of the world. In large
hired hospitals, he with open drug-box containing ‘Extract of Sat-
urn,’ and even with open purse, relieves the suffering poor; unfolds
himself lamblike, angelic to a believing few, of the rich classes; turns
a silent minatory lion-face to unbelievers, were they of the richest.
Medical miracles have in all times been common: but what miracle is
this of an Oriental or Occidental Serene-Excellence who, ‘regardless
of expense,’ employs himself not in preserving game, but in curing
sickness, in illuminating ignorance? Behold how he dives, at noonday,
into the infectious hovels of the mean; and on the equipages, haugh-
tinesses, and even dinner-invitations of the great, turns only his negatory
front-of-brass! The Prince Cardinal de Rohan, Archbishop of Stras-
burg, first-class Peer of France, of the Blood-royal of Brittany, intimates
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a wish to see him; he answers: “If Monseigneur the Cardinal is sick,
let him come, and I will cure him; if he is well, he has no need of me,
I none of him.”9 Heaven, meanwhile, has sent him a few disciples: by
a nice tact, he knows his man; to one speaks only of Spagiric Med-
icine, Downfall of Tyranny, and the Egyptian Lodge; to another, of
quite high matters, beyond this diurnal sphere; of visits from the
Angel of Light, visits from him of Darkness; passing a Statue of
Christ, he will pause with a wondrously accented plaintive “Ha!” as
of recognition, as of thousand-years remembrance; and when ques-
tioned, sink into mysterious silence. Is he the Wandering Jew, then?
Heaven knows! At Strasburg, in a word, Fortune not only smiles but
laughs upon him: as crowning favour, he finds here the richest, in-
flammablest, most open-handed Dupe ever yet vouchsafed him; no
other than this same many-titled Louis de Rohan; strong in whose
favour, he can laugh again at Fortune.

Let the curious reader look at him, for an instant or two, through
the eyes of two eye-witnesses: the Abbé Georgel, Prince Louis’s dip-
lomatic Factotum, and Herr Meiners, the Göttingen Professor:

‘Admitted at length,’ says our too-prosing Jesuit Abbé, ‘to the sanctuary
of this Æsculapius, Prince Louis saw, according to his own account, in the
incommunicative man’s physiognomy, something so dignified, so imposing,
that he felt penetrated with a religious awe, and reverence dictated his ad-
dress. Their interview, which was brief, excited more keenly than ever his
desire of farther acquaintance. He attained it at length: and the crafty empiric
graduated so cunningly his words and procedure, that he gained, without
appearing to court it, the Cardinal’s entire confidence, and the greatest as-
cendency over his will. “Your soul,” said he one day to the Prince, “is worthy
of mine; you deserve to be made participator of all my secrets.” Such an
avowal captivated the whole faculties, intellectual and moral, of a man who
at all times had hunted after secrets of alchemy and botany. From this mo-
ment their union became intimate and public: Cagliostro went and established
himself at Saverne, while his Eminence was residing there; their solitary in-
terviews were long and frequent.’  *  *  ‘I remember once, having learnt, by
a sure way, that Baron de Planta (his Eminence’s man of affairs) had frequent,
most expensive orgies, in the Archiepiscopal Palace, where Tokay wine ran
like water, to regale Cagliostro and his pretended wife, I thought it my duty
to inform the Cardinal; his answer was, “I know it; I have even authorised

9 Mémoires de l’Abbé Georgel, ii. 48.
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him to commit abuses, if he judge fit.”’  *  *  ‘He came at last to have no
other will than Cagliostro’s: and to such a length had it gone, that this sham
Egyptian, finding it good to quit Strasburg for a time, and retire into Swit-
zerland, the Cardinal, apprised thereof, despatched his Secretary as well to
attend him, as to obtain Predictions from him; such were transmitted in
cipher to the Cardinal on every point he needed to consult of.’10—

‘Before ever I arrived in Strasburg,’ (hear now the as prosing Protestant
Professor), ‘I knew almost to a certainty that I should not see Count Cagl-
iostro; at least, not get to speak with him. From many persons I had heard
that he, on no account, received visits from curious Travellers, in a state of
health; that such as, without being sick, appeared in his audiences were sure
to be treated by him, in the brutallest way, as spies.’  *  *  ‘Nevertheless,
though I saw not this new god of Physic near at hand and deliberately, but
only for a moment as he rolled on in a rapid carriage, I fancy myself to be
better acquainted with him than many that have lived in his society for
months.’ ‘My unavoidable conviction is, that Count Cagliostro, from of old,
has been more of a cheat than an enthusiast; and also that he continues a
cheat to this day.

‘As to his country I have ascertained nothing. Some make him a Spaniard,
others a Jew, or an Italian, or a Ragusan; or even an Arab, who had persuad-
ed some Asiatic Prince to send his son to travel in Europe, and then murdered
the youth, and taken possession of his treasures. As the self-styled Count
speaks badly all the languages you hear from him, and has most likely spent
the greater part of his life under feigned names far from home, it is probable
enough no sure trace of his origin may ever be discovered.’

‘On his first appearance in Strasburg he connected himself with the Free-
masons; but only till he felt strong enough to stand on his own feet: he soon
gained the favour of the Prætor and the Cardinal; and through these the
favour of the Court, to such a degree that his adversaries cannot so much as
think of overthrowing him. With the Prætor and Cardinal he is said to de-
mean himself as with persons who were under boundless obligation to him,
to whom he were under none: the equipage of the Cardinal he seems to use
as freely as his own. He pretends that he can recognise Atheists or Blasphem-
ers by the smell; that the vapour from such throws him into epileptic fits; into
which sacred disorder he, like a true juggler, has the art of falling when he
likes. In public he no longer vaunts of rule over spirits, or other magical arts;
but I know, even as certainly, that he still pretends to evoke spirits, and by

10 Georgel, ubi supra.

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



C O U N T  C A G L I O S T R O 71

their help and apparition to heal diseases, as I know this other fact, that he
understands no more of the human system, or the nature of its diseases, or
the use of the commonest therapeutic methods, than any other quack.’

‘According to the crediblest accounts of persons who have long observed
him, he is a man to an inconceivable degree choleric (heftig), heedless, incon-
stant; and therefore doubtless it was the happiest idea he ever in his whole
life came upon, this of making himself inaccessible; of raising the most ob-
stinate reserve as a bulwark round him; without which precaution he must
long ago have been caught at fault.’

‘For his own labour he takes neither payment nor present; when presents
are made him of such a sort as cannot without offence be refused, he forth-
with returns some counter-present, of equal or still higher value. Nay he not
only takes nothing from his patients, but frequently admits them, months
long, to his house and his table, and will not consent to the smallest recom-
pense. With all this disinterestedness (conspicuous enough, as you may
suppose), he lives in an expensive way, plays deep, loses almost constantly to
ladies; so that, according to the very lowest estimate, he must require at least
20,000 livres a-year. The darkness which Cagliostro has, on purpose, spread
over the sources of his income and outlay, contributes even more than his
munificence and miraculous cures to the notion that he is a divine extraor-
dinary man, who has watched Nature in her deepest operations, and among
other secrets stolen that of Gold-making from her.’  *  *  ‘With a mixture
of sorrow and indignation over our age, I have to record that this man has
found acceptance, not only among the great, who from of old have been the
easiest bewitched by such, but also with many of the learned, and even
physicians and naturalists.’11

Halcyon days; only too good to continue! All glory runs its course;
has its culmination, and then its often precipitous decline. Eminence
Rohan, with fervid temper and small instruction, perhaps of dissolute,
certainly of dishonest manners, in whom the faculty of Wonder had
attained such prodigious development, was indeed the very stranded
whale for jackals to feed on: unhappily, however, no one jackal could
long be left in solitary possession of him. A sharper-toothed she-
jackal now strikes in; bites infinitely deeper; stranded whale and he-jackal
both are like to become her prey. A young French Mantua-maker,
‘Countess de La Motte-Valois, descended from Henri II. by the bas-
tard line,’ without Extract of Saturn, Egyptian Masonry, or any verbal

11 Meiners: Briefe über die Schweiz, (as quoted in Mirabeau.)
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conference with Dark Angels,—has genius enough to get her finger
in the Archquack’s rich Hermetic Projection, appropriate the golden
proceeds, and even finally break the crucible. Prince Cardinal Louis
de Rohan is off to Paris, under her guidance, to see the long-invisible
Queen, or Queen’s Apparition; to pick up the Rose in the Garden of
Trianon, dropt by her fair sham-royal hand; and then—descend rap-
idly to the Devil, and drag Cagliostro along with him.

The intelligent reader observes, we have now arrived at that stu-
pendous business of the Diamond Necklace; into the dark complexities
of which we need not here do more than glance: who knows but,
next month, our Historical Chapter, written specially on this subject,
may itself see the light? Enough, for the present, if we fancy vividly
the poor whale Cardinal, so deep in the adventure that Grand-Cophtic
‘predictions transmitted in cipher’ will no longer illuminate him; but
the Grand Cophta must leave all masonic or other business, happily
begun in Naples, Bourdeaux, Lyons, and come personally to Paris
with predictions at first hand. ‘The new Calchas,’ says poor Abbé
Georgel, ‘must have read the entrails of his victim ill; for, on issuing
from these communications with the Angel of Light and of Darkness,
he prophesied to the Cardinal that this happy correspondence,’ with
the Queen’s Similitude, ‘would place him at the highest point of
favour; that his influence in the Government would soon become
paramount; that he would use it for the propagation of good princi-
ples, the glory of the Supreme Being, and the happiness of Frenchmen.’
The new Calchas was indeed at fault: but how could he be otherwise?
Let these high Queen’s favours, and all terrestrial shiftings of the
wind, turn as they will, his reign, he can well see, is appointed to be
temporary; in the mean while, Tokay flows like water; prophecies of
good, not of evil, are the method to keep it flowing. Thus if, for
Circe de La Motte-Valois, the Egyptian Masonry is but a foolish
enchanted cup wherewith to turn her fat Cardinal into a quadruped,
she herself converse-wise, for the Grand Cophta, is one who must
ever fodder said quadruped with Court Hopes, and stall-feed him
fatter and fatter,—it is expected, for the knife of both parties. They are
mutually useful; live in peace, and Tokay festivity, though mutually
suspicious, mutually contemptuous. So stand matters, through the
spring and summer months of the year 1785.
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But fancy next that,—while Tokay is flowing within doors, and
abroad Egyptian Lodges are getting founded, and gold and glory,
from Paris as from other cities, supernaturally coming in,—the latter
end of August has arrived, and with it Commissary Chesnon, to lodge
the whole unholy Brotherhood, from Cardinal down to Sham-queen,
in separate cells of the Bastille! There, for nine long months, let them
howl and wail, in bass or in treble; and emit the falsest of false
Mémoires; among which that Mémoire pour le Comte de Cagliostro, en
présence des autres Co-Accusés, with its Trebisond Acharats, Scherifs of
Mecca, and Nature’s unfortunate Child, all gravely printed with French
types in the year 1786, may well bear the palm. Fancy that Necklace
or Diamonds will nowhere unearth themselves; that the Tuileries
Palace sits struck with astonishment, and speechless chagrin; that
Paris, that all Europe, is ringing with the wonder. That Count Front-
of-brass Pinchbecko-stom, confronted, at the judgment-bar, with a
shrill, glib Circe de La Motte, has need of all his eloquence; that
nevertheless the Front-of-brass prevails, and exasperated Circe ‘throws
a candlestick at him.’ Finally, that on the 31st of May, 1786, the
assembled Parliament of Paris, ‘at nine in the evening, after a sitting
of eighteen hours,’ has solemnly pronounced judgment: and now that
Cardinal Louis is gone ‘to his estates;’ Countess de La Motte is
shaven on the head, branded, with red-hot iron, ‘V’ (Voleuse) on both
shoulders, and confined for life to the Salpêtrière; her Count wander-
ing uncertain, with diamonds for sale, over the British Empire; that
the Sieur de Villette, for handling a queen’s pen, is banished forever;
the too queenlike Demoiselle Gay d’Oliva (with her unfathered in-
fant) ‘put out of Court;’—and Grand Cophta Cagliostro liberated,
indeed, but pillaged, and ordered forthwith to take himself away. His
disciples illuminate their windows; but what does that avail? Commis-
sary Chesnon, Bastille-Governor De Launay cannot recollect the least
particular of those priceless effects, those gold-rouleaus, repeating
watches of his: he must even retire to Passy that very night; and two
days afterwards, sees nothing for it but Boulogne and England. Thus
does the miserable pickleherring tragedy of the Diamond Necklace
wind itself up, and wind Cagliostro once more to inhospitable shores.

Arrived here, and lodged tolerably in ‘Sloane Street, Knightsbridge,’
by the aid of a certain Mr. Swinton, whilom broken Wine-merchant,
now Apothecary, to whom he carries introductions, he can drive a
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small trade in Egyptian Pills, such as one ‘sells in Paris at thirty-
shillings the dram;’ in unctuously discoursing to Egyptian Lodges; in
‘giving public audiences as at Strasburg,’—if so be any one will bite.
At all events, he can, by the aid of amanuensis-disciples, compose and
publish his Lettre au Peuple Anglais; setting forth his unheard-of
generosities, unheard-of injustices suffered, in a world not worthy of
him, at the hands of English Lawyers, Bastille Governors, French
Counts and others; his Lettre aux Français, singing to the same tune,
predicting too, what many inspired Editors had already boded, that
‘the Bastille would be destroyed,’ and ‘a King would come who should
govern by States-General.’ But, alas, the shafts of Criticism are busy
with him; so many hostile eyes look towards him: the world, in short,
is getting too hot for him. Mark, nevertheless, how the brow of brass
quails not; nay a touch of his old poetic Humour, even in this sad
crisis, unexpectedly unfolds itself. One De Morande, Editor of a Courier
de l’Europe published here at that period, has for some time made it
his distinction to be the foremost of Cagliostro’s enemies. Cagliostro,
enduring much in silence, happens once, in some ‘public audience,’
to mention a practice he had witnessed in Arabia the Stony: the
people there, it seems, are in the habit of fattening a few pigs annu-
ally, on provender mixed with arsenic; whereby the whole pig-carcase
by and by becomes, so to speak, arsenical; the arsenical pigs are then
let loose into the woods; eaten by lions, leopards, and other ferocious
creatures; which latter naturally all die in consequence, and so the
woods are cleared of them. This adroit practice the Sieur Morande
thought a proper subject for banter; and accordingly, in his Seven-
teenth and two following Numbers, made merry enough with it.
Whereupon Count Front-of-brass, whose patience has limits, writes
as Advertisement (still to be read in old files of the Public Advertiser,
under date September 3, 1786) a French Letter, not without caustic-
ity and aristocratic disdain; challenging the witty Sieur to breakfast
with him, for the 9th of November next, in the face of the world, on
an actual Sucking Pig, fattened by Cagliostro, but cooked, carved,
and selected from by the Sieur Morande,—under bet of Five Thou-
sand Guineas sterling that, next morning thereafter, he the Sieur
Morande shall be dead, and Count Cagliostro be alive! The poor
Sieur durst not cry, Done; and backed out of the transaction, making
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wry faces. Thus does a kind of red coppery splendour encircle our
Archquack’s decline; thus with brow of brass, grim smiling, does he
meet his destiny.

But suppose we should now, from these foreign scenes turn home-
wards, for a moment, into the native alley in Palermo! Palermo, with
its dinginess, its mud or dust; the old black Balsamo House, the very
beds and chairs, all are still standing there: and Beppo has altered so
strangely, has wandered so far away. Let us look; for happily we have
the fairest opportunity.

In April 1787, Palermo contained a Traveller of a thousand; no
other than the great Goethe from Weimar. At his Table-d’hôte he
heard much of Cagliostro; at length also of a certain Palermo Lawyer,
who had been engaged by the French Government to draw up an
authentic genealogy and memoir of him. This Lawyer, and even the
rude draught of his Memoir, he with little difficulty gets to see;
inquires next whether it were not possible to see the actual Balsamo
Family, whereof it appears the mother and a widowed sister still sur-
vive. For this matter, however, the Lawyer can do nothing; only refer
him to his Clerk; who again starts difficulties: To get at those gene-
alogic Documents he has been obliged to invent some story of a
Government Pension being in the wind for those poor Balsamos; and
now that the whole matter is finished, and the Paper sent off to
France, has nothing so much at heart as to keep out of their way:

‘So said the Clerk. However, as I could not abandon my purpose, we after
some study concerted that I should give myself out for an Englishman, and
bring the family news of Cagliostro, who had lately got out of the Bastille,
and gone to London.

‘At the appointed hour, it might be three in the afternoon, we set forth.
The house lay in the corner of an Alley, not far from the main-street named
Il Casaro. We ascended a miserable staircase, and came straight into the
kitchen. A woman of middle stature, broad and stout, yet not corpulent,
stood busy washing the kitchen dishes. She was decently dressed; and, on our
entrance, turned up the one end of her apron, to hide the soiled side from
us. She joyfully recognised my conductor, and said: “Signor Giovanni, do
you bring us good news? Have you made out anything?”

‘He answered: “In our affair, nothing yet: but here is a Stranger that
brings a salutation from your Brother, and can tell you how he is at present.”

5

10

15

20

25

30

35



76 H I S T O R I C A L  E S S A Y S

‘The salutation I was to bring stood not in our agreement: meanwhile,
one way or other, the introduction was accomplished. “You know my Broth-
er?” inquired she.—“All Europe knows him,” answered I; “and I fancied it
would gratify you to hear that he is now in safety and well; as, of late, no
doubt you have been anxious about him.”—“Step in,” said she, “I will follow
you directly;” and with the Clerk I entered the room.

‘It was large and high; and might, with us, have passed for a saloon; it
seemed, indeed, to be almost the sole lodging of the family. A single window
lighted the large walls, which had once had colour; and on which were black
pictures of saints, in gilt frames, hanging round. Two large beds, without
curtains, stood at one wall; a brown press, in the form of a writing-desk, at
the other. Old rush-bottomed chairs, the backs of which had once been gilt,
stood by; and the tiles of the floor were in many places worn deep into
hollows. For the rest, all was cleanly; and we approached the family, which
sat assembled at the one window, in the other end of the apartment.

‘Whilst my guide was explaining, to the old Widow Balsamo, the purpose
of our visit, and by reason of her deafness had to repeat his words several
times aloud, I had time to observe the chamber and the other persons in it.
A girl of about sixteen, well formed, whose features had become uncertain by
small-pox, stood at the window; beside her a young man, whose disagreeable
look, deformed by the same disease, also struck me. In an easy-chair, right
before the window, sat or rather lay a sick, much disshapen person, who
appeared to labour under a sort of lethargy.

‘My guide having made himself understood, we were invited to take seats.
The old woman put some questions to me; which however I had to get
interpreted before I could answer them, the Sicilian dialect not being quite
at my command.

‘Meanwhile I looked at the aged widow with satisfaction. She was of
middle stature, but well-shaped; over her regular features which age had not
deformed, lay that sort of peace usual with people that have lost their hear-
ing; the tone of her voice was soft and agreeable.

‘I answered her questions; and my answers also had again to be interpret-
ed for her.

‘The slowness of our conversation gave me leisure to measure my words.
I told her that her son had been acquitted in France, and was at present in
England, where he met with good reception. Her joy, which she testified at
these tidings, was mixed with expressions of a heartfelt piety; and as she now
spoke a little louder and slower, I could the better understand her.

‘In the mean time, the daughter had entered; and taken her seat beside
my conductor, who repeated to her faithfully what I had been narrating. She
had put on a clean apron; had set her hair in order under the net-cap. The
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more I looked at her, and compared her with her mother, the more striking
became the difference of the two figures. A vivacious, healthy Sensualism
(Sinnlichkeit) beamed forth from the whole structure of the daughter: she
might be a woman of about forty. With brisk blue eyes, she looked sharply
round; yet in her look I could trace no suspicion. When she sat, her figure
promised more height than it shewed when she rose: her posture was deter-
minate, she sat with her body leaned forwards, the hands resting on the
knees. For the rest, her physiognomy, more of the snubby than the sharp
sort, reminded me of her Brother’s Portrait, familiar to us in engravings. She
asked me several things about my journey, my purpose to see Sicily; and was
sure I would come back, and celebrate the Feast of Saint Rosalia with them.

‘As the grandmother, meanwhile, had again put some questions to me,
and I was busy answering her, the daughter kept speaking to my companion
half-aloud, yet so that I could take occasion to ask what it was. He answered:
Signora Capitummino was telling him that her Brother owed her fourteen
gold Ounces; on his sudden departure from Palermo, she had redeemed
several things for him that were in pawn; but never since that day had either
heard from him, or got money or any other help, though it was said he had
great riches, and made a princely outlay. Now would not I perhaps undertake
on my return, to remind him, in a handsome way, of the debt, and procure
some assistance for her; nay would I not carry a Letter with me, or at all
events get it carried? I offered to do so. She asked where I lodged, whither
she must send the Letter to me? I avoided naming my abode, and offered to
call next day towards night, and receive the Letter myself.

‘She thereupon described to me her untoward situation: how she was a
widow with three children, of whom the one girl was getting educated in a
convent, the other was here present, and her son just gone out to his lesson.
How, beside these three children, she had her mother to maintain; and
moreover out of Christian love had taken the unhappy sick person there to
her house, whereby the burden was heavier: how all her industry would
scarcely suffice to get necessaries for herself and hers. She knew indeed that
God did not leave good works unrewarded; yet must sigh very sore under the
load she had long borne.

‘The young people mixed in the dialogue, and our conversation grew
livelier. While speaking with the others, I could hear the good old widow ask
her daughter: If I belonged, then, to their holy Religion? I remarked also that
the daughter strove, in a prudent way, to avoid an answer; signifying to her
mother, so far as I could take it up: that the Stranger seemed to have a kind
feeling towards them; and that it was not well-bred to question any one
straightway on that point.
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‘As they heard that I was soon to leave Palermo, they became more
pressing, and importuned me to come back; especially vaunting the paradisaic
days of the Rosalia Festival, the like of which was not to be seen and tasted
in all the world.

‘My attendant, who had long been anxious to get off, at last put an end
to the interview by his gestures; and I promised to return on the morrow
evening, and take the Letter. My attendant expressed his joy that all had gone
off so well, and we parted mutually content.

‘You may fancy the impression this poor and pious, well-dispositioned
family had made on me. My curiosity was satisfied; but their natural and
worthy bearing had raised an interest in me, which reflection did but in-
crease.

‘Forthwith, however, there arose for me anxieties about the following
day. It was natural that this appearance of mine, which at the first moment
had taken them by surprise, should, after my departure, awaken many reflec-
tions. By the Genealogy I knew that several others of the family were in life:
it was natural that they should call their friends together, and in the presence
of all, get these things repeated which, the day before, they had heard from
me with admiration. My object was attained; there remained nothing more
than, in some good fashion, to end the adventure. I accordingly repaired next
day, directly after dinner, alone to their house. They expressed surprise as I
entered. The Letter was not ready yet, they said; and some of their relations
wished to make my acquaintance, who towards night would be there.

‘I answered that having to set off to-morrow morning, and visits still to
pay, and packing to transact, I had thought it better to come early than not
at all.

‘Meanwhile the son entered, whom yesterday I had not seen. He resem-
bled his sister in size and figure. He brought the Letter they were to give me;
he had, as is common in those parts, got it written out of doors, by one of
their Notaries that sit publicly to do such things. The young man had a still,
melancholy and modest aspect; inquired after his Uncle, asked about his
riches and outlays, and added sorrowfully, Why had he so forgotten his
kindred? “It were our greatest fortune,” continued he, “should he once
return hither, and take notice of us; but,” continued he, “how came he to
let you know that he had relatives in Palermo? It is said, he everywhere denies
us, and gives himself out for a man of great birth.” I answered this question,
which had now arisen by the imprudence of my Guide at our first entrance,
in such sort as to make it seem that the Uncle, though he might have reasons
for concealing his birth from the public, did yet, towards his friends and
acquaintance, keep it no secret.
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‘The sister who had come up during this dialogue, and by the presence
of her brother, perhaps also by the absence of her yesterday’s friend, had got
more courage, began also to speak with much grace and liveliness. They
begged me earnestly to recommend them to their Uncle, if I wrote to him;
and not less earnestly, when once I should have made this journey through
the Island, to come back and pass the Rosalia Festival with them.

‘The mother spoke in accordance with her children. “Sir,” said she, “though
it is not seemly, as I have a grown daughter, to see stranger gentlemen in my
house, and one has cause to guard against both danger and evil-speaking, yet
shall you ever be welcome to us, when you return to this city.”

‘“O yes,” answered the young ones, “we will lead the Gentleman all
round the Festival; we will shew him everything, get a place on the scaffolds,
where the grand sights are seen best. What will he say to the great Chariot,
and more than all, to the glorious Illumination!”

‘Meanwhile the Grandmother had read the Letter and again read it. Hearing
that I was about to take leave, she arose, and gave me the folded sheet. “Tell
my son,” began she with a noble vivacity, nay with a sort of inspiration, “Tell
my son how happy the news have made me, which you brought from him!
Tell him that I clasp him to my heart”—here she stretched out her arms
asunder, and pressed them again together on her breast—“that I daily be-
seech God and our Holy Virgin for him in prayer; that I give him and his wife
my blessing; and that I wish before my end to see him again, with these eyes,
which have shed so many tears for him.”

‘The peculiar grace of the Italian tongue favoured the choice and noble
arrangement of these words, which moreover were accompanied with lively
gestures, wherewith that nation can add such a charm to spoken words.

‘I took my leave, not without emotion. They all gave me their hands; the
children shewed me out; and as I went down stairs, they jumped to the
balcony of the kitchen window, which projected over the street; called after
me, threw me salutes, and repeated, that I must in no wise forget to come
back. I saw them still on the balcony, when I turned the corner.’12

Poor old Felicità, and must thy pious prayers, thy motherly bless-
ings, and so many tears shed by those old eyes, be all in vain! To
thyself, in any case, they were blessed.—As for the Signora Capitum-
mino, with her three fatherless children, shall we not hope at least,
that the fourteen gold Ounces were paid, by a sure hand, and so her
heavy burden, for some space, lightened a little? Alas, no, it would
seem; owing to accidents, not even that!

12 Goethe’s Werke (Italiänische Reise), xxviii. 146.
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Count Cagliostro, all this while, is rapidly proceeding with his
Fifth Act; the red coppery splendour darkens more and more into
final gloom. Some boiling muddle-heads of a dupeable sort, there
still are in England: Popish-Riot Lord George, for instance, will walk
with him to Count Barthélemy’s, or d’Adhémar’s; and, in bad French
and worse rhetoric, abuse the Queen of France: but what does it
profit? Lord George must one day (after noise enough) revisit New-
gate for it; and in the meanwhile, hard words pay no scores. Apothecary
Swinton begins to get wearisome; French spies look ominously in;
Egyptian Pills are slack of sale; the old vulturous Attorney-host anew
scents carrion, is bestirring itself anew: Count Cagliostro, in the May
of 1787, must once more leave England. But whither? Ah, whither!
At Bâle, at Bienne, over Switzerland, the game is up. At Aix in Savoy,
there are baths, but no gudgeons in them: at Turin, his Majesty of
Sardinia meets you with an Order to begone on the instant. A like
fate from the Emperor Joseph at Roveredo;—before the Liber mem-
orialis de Caleostro dum esset Roboretti could extend to many pages!
Count Front-of-brass begins confessing himself to priests: yet ‘at Trent
paints a new hieroglyphic Screen,’—touching last flicker of a light
that once burnt so high! He pawns diamond buckles; wanders neces-
sitous hither and thither; repents, unrepents; knows not what to do.
For Destiny has her nets round him; they are straitening, straitening;
too soon he will be ginned!

Driven out from Trent, what shall he make of the new hieroglyph-
ic Screen, what of himself? The wayworn Grand-Cophtess has begun
to blab family secrets; she longs to be in Rome, by her mother’s
hearth, by her mother’s grave; in any nook, where so much as the
shadow of refuge waits her. To the desperate Count Front-of-brass all
places are nearly alike: urged by female babble, he will go to Rome
then; why not? On a May-day, of the year 1789 (when such glorious
work had just begun in France, to him all forbidden!) he enters the
Eternal City: it was his doom-summons that called him thither. On
the 29th of next December, the Holy Inquisition, long watchful
enough, detects him founding some feeble moneyless ghost of an
Egyptian Lodge; ‘picks him off,’ as the military say, and locks him
hard and fast in the Castle of St. Angelo:

 Lasciate ogni speranza, voi che ’ntrate!
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Count Cagliostro did not lose all hope: nevertheless a few words
will now suffice for him. In vain, with his mouth of pinchbeck and
his front of brass, does he heap chimera on chimera; demand religious
Books (which are freely given him); demand clean Linen, and an
interview with his Wife (which are refused him); assert now that the
Egyptian Masonry is a divine system, accommodated to erring and
gullible men, which the Holy Father, when he knows it, will patron-
ise; anon that there are some four millions of Freemasons, spread over
Europe, all sworn to exterminate Priest and King, wherever met with:
in vain! they will not acquit him, as misunderstood Theophilanthro-
pist; will not emit him, in Pope’s pay, as renegade Masonic Spy: ‘he
can’t get out.’ Donna Lorenza languishes, invisible to him, in a neigh-
bouring cell; begins at length to confess! Whereupon he too, in torrents,
will emit confessions and forestall her: these the Inquisition pocket
and sift (whence this Life of Balsamo); but will not let him out. In
fine, after some eighteen months of the weariest hounding, doubling,
worrying, and standing at bay, His Holiness gives sentence: The
Manuscript of Egyptian Masonry is to be burnt by hand of the com-
mon Hangman, and all that intermeddle with such Masonry are
accursed; Giuseppe Balsamo, justly forfeited of life for being a Free-
mason, shall nevertheless in mercy be forgiven; instructed in the duties
of penitence, and even kept safe thenceforth and till death,—in ward
of Holy Church. Ill-starred Acharat, must it so end with thee! This
was in April 1791.

He addressed (how vainly!) an appeal to the French Constituent
Assembly. As was said, in Heaven, in Earth, or in Hell there was no
Assembly that could well take his part. For four years more, spent one
knows not how,—most probably in the furor of edacity, with insuf-
ficient cookery, and the stupor of indigestion,—the curtain lazily falls.
There rotted and gave way the cordage of a tough heart. One sum-
mer morning of the year 1795, the Body of Cagliostro is still found
in the prison of St. Leo; but Cagliostro’s Self has escaped,—whither
no man yet knows. The brow of brass, behold how it has got all
unlackered; these pinchbeck lips can lie no more: Cagliostro’s work
is ended, and now only his account to present. As the Scherif of
Mecca said, “Nature’s unfortunate child, adieu!”
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Such, according to our comprehension thereof, is the rise, progress,
grandeur, and decadence of the Quack of Quacks. Does the reader
ask, What good was in it, Why occupy his time and hours with the
biography of such a miscreant? We answer, It was stated on the very
threshold of this matter, in the loftiest terms, by Herr Sauerteig, that
the Lives of all Eminent Persons, miscreant or creant, ought to be
written. Thus has not the very Devil his Life, deservedly written not
by Daniel Defoe only, but by quite other hands than Daniel’s? For
the rest, the Thing represented on these pages is no Sham, but a
Reality; thou hast it, O reader, as we have it: Nature was pleased to
produce even such a man, even so, not otherwise; and the Editor of
this Magazine is here mainly to record, in an adequate manner, what
she, of her thousandfold mysterious richness and greatness, produces.

But the moral lesson? Where is the moral lesson? Foolish reader,
in every Reality, nay in every genuine Shadow of a Reality (what we
call Poem), there lie a hundred such, or a million such, according as
thou hast the eye to read them! Of which hundred or million lying
here in the present Reality, couldst not thou, for example, be advised
to take this one, to thee worth all the rest: Behold, I too have at-
tained that immeasurable, mysterious glory of being alive; to me also
a Capability has been entrusted; shall I strive to work it out, manlike,
into Faithfulness, and Doing; or, quacklike, into Eatableness, and
Similitude of Doing? Or why not rather, gigman-like, and following
the ‘respectable,’ countless multitude,—into both? The decision is of
quite infinite moment; see thou make it aright.

But in fine, look at this matter of Cagliostro, as at all matters, with
thy heart, with thy whole mind; no longer merely squint at it with the
poor side-glance of thy calculative faculty. Look at it not logically
only, but mystically. Thou shalt in sober truth see it (as Sauerteig
asserted) to be a Pasquillant verse, of most inspired writing in its
kind, in that same ‘Grand Bible of Universal History;’ wondrously
and even indispensably connected with the Heroic portions that stand
there; even as the all-showing Light is with the Darkness wherein
nothing can be seen; as the hideous taloned roots are with the fair
boughs, and their leaves and flowers and fruit; both of which, and not
one of which, make the Tree. Think also whether thou hast known
no Public Quacks, on far higher scale than this, whom a Castle of St.
Angelo never could get hold of; and how, as Emperors, Chancellors
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(having found much fitter machinery), they could run their Quack-
career; and make whole kingdoms, whole continents, into one huge
Egyptian Lodge, and squeeze supplies of money or of blood from it
at discretion? Also, whether thou even now knowest not Private Quacks,
innumerable as the sea-sands, toiling as mere Half-Cagliostros; im-
perfect, hybrid-quacks, of whom Cagliostro is as the unattainable
ideal and type-specimen? Such is the world. Understand it, despise it,
love it; cheerfully hold on thy way through it, with thy eye on higher
loadstars!
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