
  Acknowledgments


  The authors would like to express their thanks and appreciation to the following sources for permission to use previously published materials:


  Kessinger Publishing Company has generously given permission to use extended quotations from The Cloud of Prejudice: A Study in Anti-Masonry by Arturo de Hoyos.


  The Scottish Rite Journal, official publication of The Supreme Council, 33°, has generously given permission to reprint “Please Look a Little Closer” (Journal, Nov. 1996) by Dr. James T. Tresner II, Director, Masonic Leadership Institute; and “Garden of Evil?” and “Stones of Evil” (Journal, Oct. and Dec. 1996) by Dr. John W. Boettjer.


  Heredom, the transactions of the Scottish Rite Research Society, has generously given permission to reprint “Anti-Masonic Abuse of Scottish Rite Literature” by Arturo de Hoyos.


  The authors would like to acknowledge the assistance they have received from many different sources:


  Mrs. Inge Baum, retired Librarian of the Supreme Council, 33°, SJ, for her always gracious assistance.


  Bro. Alain Bernheim, for his correction to our statements on French Freemasonry.


  The late Bro. David Blackey Board, for his detailed research and bibliography of Léo Taxil.


  Bro. John W. Boettjer, for his permission to use the articles “Garden of Evil?” and “Stones of Evil.”


  Bro. Roger Kessinger, Kessinger Publishing Company, for permission to use extended quotations from The Cloud of Prejudice: A Study in Anti-Masonry by Arturo de Hoyos.


  Bros. Irwin Kirby and James Prigodich, General Secretaries, Valley of Miami, A&ASR, for information on Rev. James D. Shaw’s Scottish Rite membership in Florida.


  Ms. Joan K. Sansbury, Librarian of the Supreme Council, 33°, SJ, for her kind assistance.


  Bro. Rollin O. Simpson, Grand Secretary, Grand Lodge of Indiana, F&AM, for information on Rev. James D. Shaw’s Masonic membership in Indiana.


  Bro. Eric Serejski, for his assistance in translating passages from Le Femme et L’Enfant dans le Franc-Maçonnerie Universelle.


  Bro. Arthur Schechner, Secretary, West Dade Lodge No. 388, for information on Rev. James D. Shaw’s membership in Allap-attah Lodge No. 271.


  Bro. William G. Wolf, Grand Secretary, Grand Lodge of Florida, F&AM, for information on Rev. James D. Shaw’s Masonic membership in Florida.


  Bros. Sidney Baxter, John W. Boettjer, Richard Curtis, Richard E. Fletcher, Wallace McLeod, Pete Normand, James T. Tresner II, and the late Thomas E. Weir for their invaluable textual corrections and suggestions.


  Appendix 1


  The Confession of Léo Taxil


  Translated by Alain Bernheim, 32°,


  A. William Samii, 32°, and Eric Serejski, 32°


  A good practical joke can produce weeks of laughter; a grand joke is retold as the centerpiece of later get-togethers; a few jokes become legendary. Gabriel Jogand-Pagès, better known as Léo Taxil, played a legendary practical joke a century ago. He chose to ridicule the Roman Catholic Church’s credulity about Freemasonry, and he seemed to have thought it all good fun. He invented an elaborate hoax of “Luciferian High Masonry” with Albert Pike as the “Sovereign Pontiff of Universal Masonry.” On April 19, 1897, Taxil confessed everything at a public meeting in Paris. His confession, however, hasn’t stopped anti-Masons from rediscovering the hoax and reusing it to attack the Craft. Monsieur Taxil, like Dr. Frankenstein, could not foresee what his creation would do.


  A transcript of Taxil’s confession was published in the weekly Parisian newspaper, Le Frondeur, on April 25, 1897 (figure A1-1). It is a long, rambling speech that was first published in English in Heredom, the transactions of the Scottish Rite Research Society, vol. 5 (1996), pp. 137 to 168. It is reprinted here with the permission of the Scottish Rite Research Society. Taxil’s confession is both amusing and appalling and gives the reader a glimpse of the magnitude of his deceit. Taxil’s text was colloquial and un-grammatical in many places, as well as taken from a verbal presentation. The translators have tried to be faithful to the original format while producing a readable text.
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  Twelve Years Under the Banner of the Church


  THE PRANK OF PALLADISM


  MISS DIANA VAUGHAN—THE DEVIL AT THE FREEMASONS


  A Conference held by M. Léo TAXIL

  at the Hall of the Geographic Society in Paris


  With more or less impartiality, all newspapers reported the memorable evening at the Geographic Society on April 19. We thought the best thing to do was to reproduce the full text of M. Léo Taxil’s conference.


  Let us say first that the very numerous audience consisted mainly of press representatives from various countries and of all opinions, many priests, monks, very many ladies, some free-thinkers, some freemasons. The nunciature had sent two delegates; the archdiocese was also represented. Entrance was free, but one could get in only by showing nominal invitation cards which had been sent one month in advance.


  First thing in the evening, a splendid typewriter offered by Miss Diana Vaughan was raffled. Its lucky winner was M. Ali Kental, Editor of the Ik-dam, at Constantinople


  Then M. Léo Taxil addressed the audience:


  MY REVEREND FATHERS,

  LADIES,

  GENTLEMEN,


  First of all, it is appropriate to convey some thanks to those of my colleagues of the Catholic press who—suddenly undertaking a campaign of vociferous attacks six or seven months ago—produced a marvelous result; we already witness it tonight and tomorrow will witness it even better, Imean the quite exceptional explosion of the manifestation of truth in a question whose solution might possibly have passed completely unnoticed without them.


  To these dear colleagues, accordingly, my first congratulations! And they will understand in a moment how much these thanks are sincere and justified.


  This evening, I shall strive to forget all the unjust and offensive things which have been published against me during the polemic I just mentioned. Or, at any rate, if I come to elucidate specific facts in a way unexpected for many, I shall merely tell the truth, setting aside the very shadow of the lightest resentment from my thoughts.


  After the explanations whose time has come at last, maybe these Catholic colleagues will not disarm before my peaceful philosophy. However, should my good dispositions annoy them instead of calming them down, I assure them that nothing will induce me to set aside the equanimity I acquired over the last twelve years and which makes me infinitely happy.


  Besides, if this exceptional audience is truly made of the most disparate elements—since all opinions were indiscriminately invited—, nevertheless I am convinced that this audience is possessed of the sweetest tolerance, as far as survey is concerned. To call things by their proper name: we are here among well-educated people. All of us are all able to make allowance for what is earnest and to take it under consideration with the required seriousness and without passion. However when a fact submitted to us is above all on the witty side, we do not get excited either. Better to laugh than cry, as the nations’ wisdom goes.


  The Prank Outlined


  Now, I address myself to the Catholics.


  I tell them:—When you were told that Doctor Bataille, pretending to be devoted to the Catholic cause, spent eleven years of his life exploring the darkest dens of secret societies, Lodges and Back-Lodges,1 and even Luciferian Triangles, you fully approved him, you found his behavior admirable. He was overwhelmed with congratulations. Laudatory articles were written even in the publications of the party which, today, can’t hurl enough thunderbolts to reduce Miss Diana Vaughan to ashes, here calling her a myth, there an adventuress and a fortune-teller.


  Should the cheers which greeted Doctor Bataille be now reconsidered, they existed nonetheless and were thunderous. Illustrious theologians, eloquent preachers, eminent prelates congratulated him, each louder than the other. And I do not say they were wrong.


  I merely and simply determine a fact.


  And the purpose of this determination is to allow me to say forthrightly:


  “Do not get angry, my reverend fathers, but do laugh heartily when you are told now that what did happen is the very opposite of what you expected. There wasn’t the shadow of a dedicated Catholic exploring the High-Masonry of Palladism under a false nose. But, on the contrary, there has been a free-thinker who, for his own edification, not because of any hostility, came into your camp and strolled, not during eleven years but during twelve, and … it is your servant.” (Various reactions: murmuring, laughter).


  There wasn’t the least Masonic plot in this story, which I shall prove to you shortly. We must leave to Homer, singing the exploits of Ulysses, the adventure of the legendary Trojan Horse; that formidable horse has nothing to do in this case. Today’s tale is much less intricate.


  Your servant told himself once that having gone for irreligion too young and possibly with much too much spirit, it was well possible that he might not be aware of the true situation. Then, not acting in anybody’s name, willing to change his mind if there were reasons to do so, entrusting no one at first with his decision, he thought he had found the means of knowing better, of ascertaining better, for his own instruction.


  Add to this, if you wish, a touch of prank at the back of his temper— he wasn’t born in Marseille in vain!2 (Laughter)—Yes, add the lovely pleasure, that most people ignore but which is quite real, the intimate joy of playing a good turn on an opponent, without malice, just for fun and to have some laughs.


  Well, I must say so at once, this twelve-year long prank taught me something valuable from the start, namely that I had acted without moderation indeed, that I better should have stayed on the ground of ideas, and that in most cases, it had been a mistake to make personal attacks.


  I feel bound to make such a statement and I also admit that I make it easily. During these twelve years spent under the banner of the Church and although I registered as a prankster, I realized how wrong it is to impute the malice of some people to doctrines. It results from mankind itself. A bad man remains bad, just like a good man acts with goodness, whether he keeps his faith or loses it. Dishonest people as well as honest ones are found every-where. (Marks of approval.)


  Accordingly, I made for myself a study which has born fruit. That study gave me the equanimity, the inner philosophy mentioned before.


  I came at first as a curious person, a bit at random,—but of course intending to withdraw once the experience had come to its end.—Then, the sweet pleasure of pranking took over, overwhelming everything, I lingered in the Catholic camp, gradually developing my plan of an altogether amusing and instructive mystification, and giving it ever broader proportions as things went along.


  In the course of time, I happened to secure two collaborators, not more than two: one was a fellow I knew since childhood, whom I took at first for a ride and to whom I ascribed the pseudonym of Dr. Bataille; the other was Miss Diana Vaughan, a French Protestant, rather on the free-thinking side, a professional typist and the representative of one of the typewriter manu-facturers in the United States. I needed both to achieve the success of the last episode of this joyful prank, which American newspapers call “the biggest hoax of modern times.” (Many laughs. Murmurs.)


  The Origins of a Prankster


  Of course, this last episode had to end in April, the month of gaiety, the month of pranks,—and let us not forget that the hoax also started in April, on April 23, 1885,—this last episode is the only one which has to be explained today, though in broad terms only; because if everything was to be told and secret aspects disclosed from the start, it would take many days. This April Fools catch brought home a gigantic whale. (Explosion of laughter.)


  However, it is necessary to illuminate the starting point with a few rays of gentle light.


  Among the maxims of the culinary art, an often-quoted one says: “One becomes cook, but one is born a roaster.” Perfection in the science of roasting cannot be learned. I believe the same can be said of pranksterism: one is born a prankster.


  Here are some admissions concerning my outset in this noble career:


  The Sharks of Marseille


  Let us begin with my native town. In Marseille, nobody has forgotten the celebrated story of the coves ravaged by a school of sharks. Letters from local fishermen describing their escape from the most awful dangers began to flow in. Panic spread among swimmers, and beaches were deserted for several weeks from les Catalans to the Prado beach. The municipal Commission felt upset; the mayor suggested, quite judiciously, that the sharks, plague of the coves, likely came from Corsica, following a ship which, no doubt, must have thrown overboard a spoiled cargo of smoked meat. The municipal Commission voted an address to General Espivent de la Villeboisnet—martial law was then in force—requesting a company armed with Chassepot-rifles for an expedition on a tugboat. The worthy general, only wanting to please the administrators he had picked out himself for the dear and good city where I was born (Laughter), General Espivent, presently a senator, thus granted one hundred well-armed men, with an ample stock of ammunition. The rescuing ship left the harbor under the cheers of the mayor and his deputies, coves were explored in all directions, but the tugboat returned empty-handed; no more sharks than here in this room! (General laughter) A later inquiry showed all letters of complaint from various local fishermen to be fanciful. Such fishermen did not exist in the localities where these letters were posted; and once the letters were collected, one noticed that they all seemed to have been written by the same hand. The author of the hoax was not found out. Here he stands before you. All this happened in 1873; I was then nineteen years old.


  I do hope that General Espivent will forgive me for having once com-promised his prestige in the eyes of the population with a prank. He had sup-pressed my paper, La Marotte, journal des fous.3 The stuff about the sharks was a most harmless vengeance, wasn’t it?


  The Underwater City


  Some years later, I was in Geneva, absconding from a few press sentences. In the mean time, La Fronde, then Le Frondeur,4 succeeded La Marotte. One fine day, the scientific world was thrilled to hear of a wonderful discovery. Some one in the audience may remember what it was about: an underwater city was said to have been perceived rather confusedly on the bottom of Lake Geneva between Nyon and Coppet. Letters were dispatched to the four corners of Europe, keeping the papers informed of the alleged searches. They relied upon a most scientific explanation founded upon the Commentaries of Julius Caesar: this city must have been built during the Roman conquest, at a time when the lake was so narrow that the Rhone traversed it without disturbing its waters. Well, the discovery made lots of noise everywhere—everywhere, except of course in Switzerland. The inhabitants of Nyon and Coppet were not a little astounded when tourists, arriving every now and then, asked to see the underwater city. The local boatmen ended by resolving to take the most insistent ones on the Lake. Oil was spread over the water in order to see better and, indeed, there were some who did manage to perceive something … (General laughter) remnants of streets rather well set in a line, crossings, what do I know? A Polish archaeologist who made the trip returned contented and issued a report in which he asserted he had very well recognized the remainder of a place in the middle of which a nondescript object might well be the remnant of an equestrian statue. An Institute delegated two of its members; but upon their arrival, they got in touch with the authorities and being told that the underwater city was a pure humbug, they returned from whence they came and, alas, did not see anything!


  The underwater city did not survive their scientific proceedings (Prolonged laughter). The father of the city under the Lake of Geneva— presently speaking—had a precious auxiliary for the spreading of the legend in the person of one of his fellow exiles—it is hardly necessary to stress that he too was born in Marseilles—, my colleague and friend Henry Chabrier, presently residing on the borders of the Seine, just as I am. Both anecdotes, among a hundred that I might quote, are told merely to assert that your servant’s inclination for great and joyous pranks goes back more than twelve years ago.


  The Most Grandiose Prank


  I come now to the most grandiose prank of my existence. It comes to an end today and will evidently be the last because, after this, I doubt whether any colleague, even belonging to the Icelandic or Patagonia press, would confidently accept the report of any extraordinary event upon my rec -ommendation or that of one of my friends! … (A voice: Obviously!— Laughter.)


  One will easily understand that the formidable fame of my irreligious writings didn’t make it easy for me to be accepted in the bosom of the Church without being met with an even more formidable mistrust. I needed, however, to get there and to be greeted, so that once the mistrust had faded away completely, at least in high quarters, I could organize and lead the prodigious prank of contemporary devilry. (A voice: Distasteful! How can one admit to being such a prankster?)


  In order to reach the goal I had set to myself, it was necessary, indispensable, to entrust no one with my secret, absolutely no one, not even my most intimate friends, not even my wife, at least in the beginning. It was better to be deemed to have turned crazy in the eyes of those who approached me. The least indiscretion could ruin everything. And I was playing for high stakes because I faced a powerful opponent. (A voice: Oh! yes!) On the contrary, the hostility of some, the saddened and vexed annoyance of others, were my best trumps since—as was to be expected—I was set under close scrutiny during the first years.


  Nevertheless, a few particulars will strike a bell for my old friends if I recall them now.


  Expulsion from the Anticlerical League


  Thus, after the publication of the letter in which I disowned all my former irreligious writings, the Parisian groups of the Anticlerical League gathered in a general assembly to vote upon my expulsion. People were surprised to see me arrive there; the Leaguers were baffled, and my presence was incom-prehensible indeed, since I had not come to defy those from whom I seceded, and didn’t say a word either to try and gain them over, as a convert would have done in his neophyte’s fervor. No! I came to the meeting under the pretense of making my farewells—though having demitted for more than three months!—but in fact in order to seek and find the opportunity to place a word I could remind them of later, when time would be ripe.


  Most of these anticlerical leaguers were my friends. Some of them cried and Iwas moved myself… .


  A Catholic journalist: You, moved? … Come on now! … Yo u made fun of them like you make fun of us!


  M. LéOTAXIL—Iassure you that Iwas not taking leave from them un-concerned. Well, take it as you wish. Though Ifelt affected, Ikept cool in the middle of a true tempest; Irefer you to contemporary newspapers.


  In order to close the meeting, the president submitted the following resolution which was agreed upon through an unanimous vote:


  Considering that the individual named Gabriel Jogand-Pagès, called Léo Taxil, one of the founders of the Anticlerical League, has disowned all the principles he stood up for, has betrayed free-thinking and all his fellow-un-believers:


  The leaguers attending the meeting of July 27, 1885, without taking into consideration the motives which dictated such an infamous behavior to the individual named Léo Taxil, expel him from the Anticlerical League as a traitor and renegade.


  Iobjected then against one word, one single word of that resolution.


  Presumably, old friends who attended the July 1885 meeting are in this room. Ishall remind them of the formulation of my protest.


  Isaid the following in a most peaceful voice: “—My friends, Iaccept this resolution, except one word… .”


  The president interrupted me and exclaimed: “—Indeed, this is cheeky!”


  Ikept on undisturbed: “—You have the right to say that Iam a renegade, since Ijust published, four days ago, a letter in which Iexpressly retracted and disowned all my writings against religion. But Ibeg you to cross out the word traitor which in no ways applies to my case; there is not the shadow of treason in what Ido today. What I tell you here, you cannot understand at the present moment; but you shall understand it later.”


  Irefrained from putting too much insistence on this last sentence, be-cause Icould not let them get suspicious of my secret. But Isaid it clearly enough so that it would stick in their memories, though it laid itself open to various interpretations.


  And, when Ihad the opportunity to issue a report of that meeting, Itook great care to omit this declaration which indeed could have put people on their guards.


  Faithful Friends


  Second fact. Between the day in April when I came to a priest and trusted him with my conversion, and the day of the meeting when I was expelled from the free-thinkers, an anticlerical congress took place in Rome, of which I had been one of the organizers. Nothing was easier for me than to disorganize it and to make it fail completely. This congress took place in the first days of June. All the leaguers know that, until the end, I devoted all my strength for its success; only the death of Victor Hugo, which happened at that time, turned public attention from this congress.


  Later, when it was learned that since April I had seen priests again, it was said and printed that, under the pretense of this congress, I had gone to Rome to negotiate my betrayal and was received secretly at the Vatican. It was even inserted in my biography that I was given a large sum, it was said “one million.” (Laughter)


  I let it go because I didn’t care much and laughed inside myself.


  But today I have the right to say that things were quite different. Amongst the guests of the present evening, there is an old friend who made the trip with me, who accompanied me everywhere, who did not leave me for a minute. He is here and will not contradict me. Did he leave me a minute? Did I leave him to undertake anything suspicious: No!


  This is not all. During the same trip, while returning to France, we stopped in Genoa. I insisted on visiting someone with whom I was bound by friendship: general Canzio-Garibaldi, Garibaldi’s son-in-law.


  During this visit, I was accompanied by the friend I just mentioned and another one, he is still alive, was with us: Doctor Baudon who was recently elected Deputy of Beauvais.


  Both can testify to the fact that during the visit, I withdrew one moment aside with Canzio. And then Canzio can testify to what I told him:


  “—My dear Canzio, I have to tell you, under the seal of secrecy, that in a short while, I shall make a complete and public break. Be surprised at nothing, and keep your trust in me in your heart.”


  I did not insist much with him either, and later I was even afraid of having said too much. For the next two or three years, Canzio sent me his card on New Year’s Day, in spite of our break. Then, likely estimating that things took too much time, he must have gotten tired and stopped manifesting himself.


  Lastly, one of my former co-workers who liked me a lot, kept on seeing me in spite of everything. He is now dead: his name was Alfred Paulon, a former magistrate.5 (A voice: He is dead! So he won’t disown you.) Please wait. I know that through his shrewd and constant observation, he reached the conclusion that I was hoaxing people. (Various reactions.)


  A voice: Then you boast about deceiving Catholics! … It’s a scandal!


  M. LÉOTAXIL—Paulon, my former co-worker who kept on associating with me, had a way of defending me which was often in my way.


  This is what he said of me to his friends: “Léo is hard to get. I thought first that he had turned crazy but when I resumed relations with him, I noticed on the contrary that he is in full possession of his mental faculties. I don’t get it: something tells me he is still with us in his heart and mind; I can feel it. I never touch religious matters with him, because I noticed he doesn’t want to let the cat out of the bag, but I would stake my life on it, he does not work for the clerics; one of these days, we shall have a big surprise.”


  Alfred Paulon cannot testify to what he noticed; but he mentioned it to many friends. And if there are any in this room, I ask them: “Is it true that when he spoke of me, Paulon expressed himself that way?” Various voices.— It’s true! It’s true!


  Penance and Confession


  Let’s now come to the hoax itself, to this funny as well as instructive hoax. In high quarters, they did not rely upon that good man of a vicar, a priest with a simple soul, to whom I confided how I had been struck by grace, like Saul on the road to Damascus.


  “This block covered with flour somehow looks suspicious,”6 it was thought among the “big hats” of the church. (Laughter)


  Accordingly, it was decided that the day after my letter of retraction, they would let me make a good little retreat at the reverend Jesuit fathers’ house, and one of the most expert ones in the art of turning over souls and searching them was picked out to take care of me. The choice was not made immediately. They let me wait a good week for the great searcher who was to be my lot.


  He turned out to be a former military chaplain who became a Jesuit, a sly one among the sly! His appreciation was to be weighty.


  Ah! It was a tough game that the two of us played! … I still have a headache when I think of it … Among other things, the dear director made me practice the Spiritual Exercises of Saint Ignatius. I thought little of these exercises, but at least I had to skim through the pages, so as to look as if I had gone deeply into these extraordinary meditations. It was not the right time to be caught.


  My general confession let me win the battle. This general confession did not last less than three days. (Prolonged laughter) My last crushing blow came at the end of it.


  I said everything, this, that, and other things, but my partner suspected there was a further big sin, very big, very big, which was hard to confess, a sin more painful to come out with than the admission of thousands and thousands of impieties.


  At last, it had to come out, this monstrous sin.


  Ladies and gentlemen, I don’t want to keep you waiting as long as he had to: my big sin was a murder, a first-class murder, one of the best downright assassinations. No, I had not slaughtered an entire family, but without being a Tropmann or a Dumolard,7 I was good for the guillotine, no doubt, had I been found out.


  I had taken care to investigate a few disappearances reported three years before by newspapers, and had imagined a little fairy-tale based upon one of them. But my reverend father didn’t let me tell it all in details. He thought me capable of the most dreadful sacrileges, and found grounds to be pleasantly surprised. He did not however expect an assassin at his knees. (New laughter)


  When the first words of admission fell from my lips, the reverend fa-ther jumped backwards in a most significant way. Ah! Now he understood my embarrassment, my difficulties, my way of discussing certain sins of less significance at such length … And how ashamed I was when I confessed my crime! … Not only ashamed, but disconcerted, frightened… . A widow was part of the story, the reverend father let me promise that, in an indirect and indeed most ingenious way, Iwould bestow a rent on my victim’s widow… . He did not want to hear any name, but what he was interested in was to know whether Ihad murdered with or without premeditation. After beating around the bush and falling under the weight of shame, Iadmitted premeditation, a true ambush.


  A churchman: What you are doing right now is abominable, Sir.


  Another listener: For your punishment, a priest will never receive your confession. Yo u are an utmost rascal! (Tumult)


  Other listener: All priests in this hall ought to leave at once!


  Abbott Garnier: No! We must listen to the scoundrel to the end! (Some people in the audience stand up and leave.)


  M. LéOTAXIL—Whether you leave or not doesn’t matter. Iproceed… .


  It is my true duty to pay tribute to this reverend Jesuit father. Inever got into troubles with the law. My prank thus allowed me to test the secrecy of confession. If one day Itell the story of these twelve years in details, Iwill do it just as today, with the strictest impartiality and with calm, Abbot Gar-nier! (Approval)


  The main point at this stage was my first victory in the opening of the battle. Had anyone dared and told the reverend father Iwas not the most earnest convert, he would have gotten a strong rebuke. (Laughter)


  Into the Vatican


  It was not part of my plans to hurry and see the Sovereign Pontiff.8


  My confession of assassination was indeed a fantastic success; but the director of my retreat at Clamart had kept it secret. Evidently, what else could he tell the hierarchical authority who entrusted him to inspect the depths of my soul, except: “Léo Taxil? … Ivouch for him!”


  Once the mistrust of the Vatican was set aside, how could Imake myself agreeable? In order to bring the hoax to the heights Idreamed of and which Ihad the inexpressible joy to reach, Ihad to make good a point most cherished by the Holy See within the program of the Church.


  This part of my plan was settled from the start, as soon as Idecided to inquire into Catholicism.


  One year earlier, the Sovereign Pontiff had made himself notorious with the encyclical Humanum Genus, and this encyclical agreed with a well-established idea of the militant Catholics. Gambetta9 had said, “Clericalism, there is the enemy!” The Church, on the other side, said, “The enemy is Freemasonry!”


  Accordingly, slandering Freemasons was the best way to establish the foundations of the colossal prank of which I savored all the suave happiness in advance.


  At first, Freemasons were indignant; they did not foresee that the pa-tiently prepared conclusion of the hoax would result in a worldwide outburst of laughter. They actually thought I had joined for good. It was said and repeated that it was a way of avenging myself for having been expelled from my Lodge in 1881, a well-known story which was not in the least dishonorable for me, but the mere consequence of a little row initiated by two men having nowadays disappeared, and disappeared under sad circumstances.


  No! I was not avenging myself, I was having fun. And if one examines now the undersides of this campaign, even the Freemasons who were most hostile to me will acknowledge that I did not harm anyone. I would go as far as to say that I did a good turn to French Masonry. (Interruption: Yo u go too far! … ) Pardon me, wait until I explain myself, and I am sure you will agree with me. I mean that my publication of the rituals was certainly not irrelevant to reforms which resulted in suppressing outmoded practices which had become ridiculous in the eyes of all masons befriended with the notion of progress.


  A Good Canon of Fribourg


  Let us leave this aside and summarize facts. Since my goal was to invent all the elements of contemporary devilry—which was a good bit stronger than the city under the Lake of Geneva—it was necessary to proceed step by step, foundations had to be set, the egg from which Palladism was to be born had to be laid and incubated. A prank of this size cannot be created in one day. (A voice: Obviously!)


  From the first moment of my conversion, I had found out that a certain number of Catholics strongly believed that the name “Grand Architect of the Universe,” adopted by Freemasonry to designate the Supreme Being without relating it to the particular way of any specific religion, that this name, as Isay, is used in fact to skillfully conceal Master Lucifer or Satan, the devil!


  Various voices:—Enough is enough! He has become a freemason again! (Laughter)


  Other listeners:—Keep on! … It’s interesting.


  M. LéOTAXIL—Stories are told here and there in which the devil suddenly appeared in a Masonic Lodge and presided over the meeting. This is admitted among Catholics.


  More good men than can be imagined believe that the laws of nature are sometimes set aside by good or bad spirits, and even by simple mortals. Iwas amazed myself to be asked to perform a miracle.


  Agood canon of Fribourg10 once dropped by like a hurricane at my house and told me literally: “—Ah! You, Mister Taxil, you are a saint! Because God rescued you from so deep an abyss, you must have a mountain of graces upon your head [sic]. As soon as Iheard of your conversion, Itook the train and here Iam. On my return, Imust be able to say not only that Isaw you, but that you performed a miracle in front of me.” (Laughter)


  Iwas not expecting such a request.


  “—Amiracle! Ianswered: Idon’t understand you, Mister Canon.


  “—Yes, a miracle, he repeated, it does not matter which, just so that Ican bear witness to it! … Whatever miracle you wish! … What do Iknow? … Here, for example … This chair … turn it into a cane, an umbrella… .” (Prolonged laughter)


  Ihad gotten his point. Igently declined to perform such a wonder. And my Canon returned to Fribourg saying that if Iwas not performing miracles, it was out of humility.


  Several months later, he sent me an gigantic Gruyère cheese on the crust of which he carved pious inscriptions, wild mystic hieroglyphs, with a knife—an excellent cheese by all means, which seemed never to come to an end and which Iate with infinite respect. (Laughter increases. Some Catholic listeners protest.)


  Accordingly, my first books on Freemasonry consisted in a mixture of rituals, with short innocent parts inserted, apparently harmlessly interpreted. Each time an obscure passage occurred, Iexplained it in a way agreeable to Catholics who see Master Lucifer as the supreme grand-master of Freemasons. But only with a touch of suggestion. I was slowly smoothing the field first, in order to plough it later on, and then scatter the mystifying seeds which were to sprout so well.


  An Audience with the Holy Father


  After two years of this preparatory work, I went to Rome. (A voice: Ah! Here we are!)


  Received at first by Cardinals Rampolia and Parocchi, I had the pleasure of hearing them, one as well as the other, tell me my books were perfect. Yes indeed, the books unveiled exactly what was so well known in the Vatican, and it was truly fortunate that a convert published these famous rituals. (Laughter.)


  Cardinal Rampolia called me “my dear,” thick as thieves. And how much he regretted that I had been only a mere Apprentice in Masonry! But since I succeeded in getting at the rituals, nothing was more legitimate than printing them. He said he could identify therein all his previous readings from documents in the Holy See’s possessions. He identified everything, even that which, by my doings, had the same worth as the sharks of Marseilles or the city under the Lake of Geneva. (A voice: Rascal! Scoundrel! Blackguard! Rogue!)


  As for Cardinal Parocchi, what interested him most, was the question of Masonic Sisters. My precious revelations had taught him nothing new either. (Murmurs on one side; laughter on the other.)


  I had come to Rome unexpected, unaware of the fact that a request for a private audience with the Sovereign Pontiff must be made a long time in advance, but I had the pleasant surprise of not waiting at all, and the Holy Father received me for three quarters of an hour. (A voice: Yo u are a ruffian.)


  To win this new game, I had played it safe during the first evening I spent alone with the Cardinal Secretary of State. Evidently, he had been entrusted with my preliminary examination. But the impression I wished to give him was that I was somehow exalted—not quite as much however as the good Canon of Fribourg. (Laughter)


  The verbal report which Cardinal Rampolla must have given to the Holy Father granted me the reception I desired.


  Since the time of my admission under the banner of the Church, Ihad convinced myself of a basic truth, namely that one could not become a good author11 if one does not put oneself in the body of the person one represents, if one does not believe—at least momentarily—that all of it is true. When a scene of despair is played on the stage, tears should not be faked: the third-rate actor wipes dry eyes with his handkerchief; the artist cries actually. (A voice: Rascal! Rascal!)


  Which is why, along the morning before my reception, Ifilled myself so completely with the situation that Ibecame ready for anything and incapable of flinching despite any kind of surprise. (Speaker’s voice gets momentarily lost in tumult.)


  When the Pope asked me:—My son, what do you wish?


  Ianswered:—Holy Father, to die at your feet, right now! … This would be my greatest happiness. (Laughter)


  A listener: Respect Léo XIII. Yo u have no right to utter his name!


  M. LéOTAXIL—Smiling, Léo XIIIdeigned to tell me that my life was still very useful in the fight for faith. Then he touched upon the question of Freemasonry. He owned all my new works in his personal library. He had read them from one end to the other and insisted upon the satanic guidance of the sect.


  Having been an Apprentice only, Ihad great merit to have understood that “the devil is there.” And the Sovereign Pontiff stressed on the word devil with an inflection which is easy for me to render. It seems that Ican still hear him repeating: “The devil! The devil!”


  When Ileft, Iwas sure that my plan could be carried out to the end. The important thing was not to stand out any more, once the fruit was ripe.


  Now, the tree of contemporary luciferianism began to grow. Igave it all my care for a few more years … Then Ire-wrote one of my books, introducing a Palladian ritual in it, allegedly obtained in communication, in fact prettily fabricated by me from beginning to end.


  Alistener.—And we have to hear that! … It is disgusting!


  M. LéOTAXIL—Now, Palladism or Luciferian High-Masonry was born. The new book had the most enthusiastic reception, including all the magazines issued by the Fathers of the Society of Jesus.


  The Search for Collaborators


  The time had come now for me to step aside, otherwise the most fantastic hoax of modern times would have failed sadly.


  I started looking for the first collaborator I needed. It had to be someone who had traveled a lot and who might be able to describe a mysterious investigation in the Luciferian Triangles, in the dens of this Palladism described as secretly directing all the Lodges and Back-Lodges of the entire world.


  I happened then to meet again in Paris with an old college friend of mine, who had been a doctor aboard ships.


  At first, I did not put him on to the secret of the hoax at all.


  I let him read various books of authors enthralled at my wonderful revelations. The most extraordinary one was authored by a Jesuit bishop, Msgr. Meurin, bishop of Port-Louis (Mauritius), who came to Paris in order to consult me. One can imagine how well informed he became! … (Laughter)


  This excellent Msgr. Meurin, an erudite Orientalist, came out equal with the Polish archeologist who had recognized a fragment of an equestrian statue in the middle of a place in my underwater city. (New laughter)


  Starting from the determined idea that Freemasons worship the devil, and convinced of the existence of Palladism, he discovered the most extraordinary things behind the Hebrew words used as passwords, etc., in the innumerable degrees of Masonic rites.


  Sashes, aprons, ritualistic tools, he scrutinized everything. He examined the smallest embroidered figures on the most insignificant pieces of material having belonged to a Freemason and, in the best faith in the world, he found my Palladism everywhere.


  Among the most joyous times of my life, I will always recall the hours during which he read his manuscript to me. His thick volume, Freemasonry, Synagogue of Satan, was a wonderful help in convincing my doctor friend that there truly was a secret Luciferian meaning in all of the Masonic symbolism.


  In fact, the doctor did not care a rap. But he had really studied spiritualism out of curiosity as an amateur. He knew that believers in supernatural manifestations, phantoms, ghosts, werewolves, etc. existed throughout the world. He knew that within small groups of occultists, likable pranksters let specters appear to good people who forgot all of Robert-Houdin’s12 technique. But he did not know that such operations ever occurred in freemasonry. He did not know that there was a specific rite of Luciferian and Masonic occultism. He knew nothing of Palladism and of its triangles, of the Elected Wizards and of Templar Mistresses, and of all the astounding supreme organization imagined by me, the existence of which became scientifically established through the productions of Msgr. Meurin and others.


  Sophia Walder, Grand Mistress of Palladism


  In my book, Are There any Women in Freemasonry?, I created the part of a Grand Mistress of Palladism, a Sophia-Sapho, disclosing only the initial letter of her alleged true name: a W. I confided the whole name to my doctor friend. He believed in the existence of Sophie Walder.


  Let us understand each other right. Because of books such as Msgr. Meurin’s, the doctor believed in Palladism and in the various individuals, heroes of my hoax, who began to appear therein. But I did not try in the least to make him believe in the reality of the supernatural manifestations which had to be told.


  (Renewed tumult. A monk bursts out laughing and begins to applaud. There is deep amazement by priests who sit next to him.)


  This is how I asked my friend the doctor to work together with me.


  “—Do you want to collaborate on a work on Palladism? … As for me, I am thoroughly familiar with the subject, but the issue of rituals is far less interesting than recounting adventures as a witness, especially unbelievable ones … Besides, to move good souls best, the narrator must himself be a hero. Not a convinced Palladist, but a zealous Catholic having put on the Lu-ciferian mask in order to make this mysterious inquiry at the peril of his life … I will give you a pseudonym, because we shall say that for all sorts of reasons, the author cannot surrender his name to publicity: for example, he still has to write an inquiry about the nihilists … (Laughter) Yo u will be known only to a small group of ecclesiastics, that will be enough … Yo u will hand over to me the route of your voyages whereupon I shall design an outline which you will only have to embellish. Then I shall recopy your manuscript, correct it, cut out some parts and above all add a few ones… . Yours will be the medical part, the description of towns and some narratives. Mine will be the technical aspects of Palladism, information on all the individuals who are going to appear, and most of the added episodes… . I need your collaboration for some thirty or forty installments altogether … Now don’t worry about denials … As you noticed in the works I gave you to read, there are two kinds of Palladists: nuts who really believe that Lucifer is the Good-God whose cult must be kept secret for a few more years still, and the wire-pullers who use the nutty ones as excellent subjects for their occultist experiments … Neither sort will be able to protest publicly, since the first condition of belonging to Palladism is the most rigorous secrecy. Besides, should some of them protest, their denials would be without effect, since they would appear to have been made in self-defense.”


  My doctor friend agreed and in order to strengthen his own belief in the existence of Palladism in spite of the hoax of marvelous facts attributed by us to its Triangles, I let him receive several letters from Sophie Walder. Sophie was indignant that he pretended to have met her.


  The doctor faithfully related these letters to me.


  After receiving three or four of them, he told me: “—I am afraid that this woman is going to make a scandal and demonstrate that the load of crap we spout about her is sheer nonsense.” (Laughter.)


  I answered: “Calm down. She protests for form’s sake; in reality, she is thrilled to read that she has the talent of walking through walls and owns a snake who writes prophecies on her back with the tip of its tail. (Laughter) I got in touch with her and was introduced to her. She is a good girl. She is a Palladist hoaxster. She laughs her head off about all that. Do you want me to introduce you to her?”


  He wanted to indeed! Boy! Wa s he happy to strike up an acquaintance with Sophie Walder! Several days later, I forwarded to my friend a letter from the Palladist grand-mistress. She agreed with the introduction. We were to meet at my house, and go from there to Sophia-Sapho who even invited us for dinner… . My friend came to my house in ceremonial full dress as if he was invited at the Elysée.13 I showed him the table in my house and then told him everything … or, at least, almost everything.


  Sophie Walder, a myth! Palladism, my most beautiful creation, only existed on paper and in a few thousand brains! He could not believe it. I had to show him some proof. Once convinced, he found the hoax even funnier and kept on working with me.


  The Creation of D r. Bataille


  Among the things I forgot to tell him, there is one which he will learn at this conference, namely the reason why I picked Dr. Bataille14 as his pseudonym.— Allegedly, it was to stress the offensive character of war against Palladism. But my own true reason, my intimate reason as a dilettante hoaxster, was this: one of my oldest friends, deceased by now, a hoaxster of the supreme category, was the illustrious Sapeck, prince of hoaxterism in the Latin Quarter.15 In a way I was bringing him to life again without anybody’s notice. Then Sapeck’s true name was Bataille. (Long laughter.)


  However my doctor friend was not enough to work my plan out. In The Devil in the 19th Century, my plan was to set the stage for the conversion of a Luciferian Grand-Mistress.


  The book I had authored introduced Sophia-Sapho under the blackest colors. I had taken pains to make her as distasteful as possible for the Catholics: the accomplished type of an incarnate she-devil, wallowing in sacrilege, a true Satanist, such as one meets in Hymens’ books.


  The Birth of Diana Vaughan


  Sophia-Sapho, or Miss Sophie Walder, was there only to serve as a contrast to another Luciferian, a sympathetic one, an angelic creature living in Pal-ladist hell through the chance of birth. Her existence was to be revealed to the Catholic public through a work signed by Bataille. (A voice: Oh! The rogue! … Oh! The base villain!)


  Now, since this exceptional Luciferian woman was to convert at a given moment, I had to have someone in flesh and blood on hand, should it become necessary to produce her.


  A little while before meeting again with my childhood friend, the doctor, the necessities of my profession let me meet a typist who was a European representative of one of the large typewriter manufacturers in the United States. At that time, Igave her lots of manuscripts to type. Imet with a woman who was intelligent, active, sometimes traveling for business. She was further gifted with a playful humor and an elegant simplicity, as in most of our Protestant families. One knows that Lutheran and Calvinist women, although proscribing luxury in the way they dress, nevertheless make concessions to fashion. Her family was French, father and mother French but deceased, the American origin went back to her great-grandfather only. In spite of the similarity in names, she had no family ties with Ernest Vaughan, former administrator of L’Intran-sigeant.16 There are several Vaughans in France. In England and in the United States, Vaughans are innumerable. Ihave to say that, because one might believe that Mr. Ernest Vaughan, with whom Iwas acquainted in the past and whose brother-in-law always remained one of my best friends, one might believe, as Isay, that Mr. Ernest Vaughan was more or less indirectly an accomplice in my hoax. Such a misunderstanding should be avoided at all cost. Miss Diana Vaughan is in no way related to him, the homonymy is no more than sheer coincidence.


  My luck could not have been better. Nobody was better qualified than Miss Vaughan to assist me. The question was: would she accept?


  Diana Vaughan


  I could not ask her point-blank. I studied
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