
This trance speaking exerpt can be found in the book "BIRTH THROUGH DEATH" in the E-
library of our website.

AMBITION

How strange is that urge that causes one to be ambitious! And yet, is it strange after all? The books 
of history shower us with stories of war-power. I think ambition would be a magnificent point from 
which to start the march of life if one could only leave ambition behind and at night bivouac on the 
sleeping field of the ideal, for then, when the bugles of morning awaken him, he finds himself a 
soldier in the army of humanity.

I found myself one day emperor of France. I shall never forget the thousand leagues of snow, the 
fields and rivers of ice and the march to Moscow. How my heart thrilled before the eagles of France 
and the inspiration of the tricolor when, with a strong and brave army, we marched from France to 
Russia. I live again now, as I shall always live, the horrors of that march. I shall regret like the moan 
of a sepulchral bell that I, Napoleon Buonaparte, led the army of France on the great march of 
death, my chief general — Ambition. The ambition in me led me, with fixed resolve and without 
pity, to see my army, as we advanced towards Moscow, melt with disease and death like snow in the 
rays of fire. Still we marched.

We were fired by ambition and valour, but our foes were disease, hunger and the enemy. Why did 
we enter Moscow? Humble the Slavs? I said ambition. Was it to make any one happier? France 
greater? I must say "no" to the first question, and to the second, "only in part".

My chief desire was to write myself in history as Napoleon the Great! the man who had conquered 
nations, and out of the wreck of countries built an empire. It seems like a dream now, how in a 
fortress, some aides de camp went to sleep with me at Moscow, and then a wild cry of fire was 
heard, and in an instant the whole city was swept and engulfed in a sea of flame. Yet I was 
unmoved, I and the general I followed — my ambition.

A few more battles! I return to France. More bloodshed! The battle of Waterloo! I am defeated by 
the British. Exile and St. Helena and a fond adieu to la belle France, Still I follow my general — the 
leader Ambition. Then death and a long sojourn in the valley of contemplation, till I ascertain that 
the one cursed leader I must part with is my ambition. I longed on earth, through my ambition, to be 
called the great Napoleon. Now I have learned that my ambition was a serpent, and that true 
greatness in the history of any world is to be known as a gentle-man.

To war-lords of the earth; to exiled monarchs without a country; to the leaders of the people in 
offices of power, I say: If you have the slightest element of an unworthy ambition in you, remember 
that your ambition cannot steal the wealth of life from the people without making you a culprit 
doomed to expiate your sin up to a point where both earth and heaven are appeased through your 
bitter remorse, your purgatorial purification. I, Napoleon, solemnly warn all warlords, monarchs, 
and demagogues that there is no satisfaction to be derived from false ambition until the God of love 
is satisfied that you are no longer ambitious.


