


NOSTRADAMUS
His Life and Prophecies
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IS A trait in universal human nature, 
to want to know accurately what the fu
ture may consist of. People may not 
relish predictions of calamity, but they 
will return again and again to the knees 
of the seer who has proven his abilities 
to foretell the imminent.

Three hundred and eighty-six years ago this coming au
tumn, a queer-looking individual walked into the print- 
shop of Bonhomme, the Publisher, in Lyons, France.
When Bonhomme, the Publisher, laid down his crude com
posing-stick and came to the front of his shop to see 
what the customer wanted, he saw a man 60 years old, in 
the garb of a cleric of the period, with locks hanging to 
his shoulders and a gleam in his eyes.
"I have a manuscript here,” said the customer in the 
French of the time, "that I want to get published. It con
tains eight hundred quatrains, or four-line verses, each one 
containing a prophecy of some event to transpire in the 
four hundred years ahead.”
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La Bonhomme looked at the cascading ringlets, the ascetic 
face, the veiled lambent eyes. He had heard of this man.

"You’re Nostradamus?” he asked.
"Yes, I ’m Nostradamus. And I want to put into printed 
form these eight hundred quatrains, dedicated to my son 
Caesar, in order to leave for future generations a prophetic 
record of what will occur in human society for the next 
dozen generations.”

BONHOMME had heard plenty about Nostradamus.
He knew that the man was the grandson of the 

physician to the French King, who had been educated as 
a physician and mystic, married happily, had several sons, 
lost them in the Black Plague that swept southern France 
a generation before, gone wandering in his grief across the 
Mediterranean countries, and finally come back to take 
quarters in an attic in the vicinity, where he spent 
his nights in seclusion "communing with familiar spirits” 
as the superstitious citizens of the neighborhood whispered 
among themselves.
Bonhomme knew other things. He knew that when this 
man before him had first come back from his wanderings, 
he had walked down a certain Lyons street one day when 
a common parish priest approached him, striding between 
two lay companions. Nostradamus had waited till the 
priest got abreast of him, dropped to one knee in his path
way, made the priest halt, and kissed the edge of his cas
sock. The priest had demanded why the curious-looking 
doctor had done such a thing. "I kiss the robe of the next 
Pope!” the stranger had announced. The priest, not a little
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