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INTRODUCTION.

HERE is in Northern Italy a mountain district
known as L.a Romagna Toscana, the inhabitants
of which speak a rude form of the Bolognese
dialect. These Romagnoli are manifestly a very
ancient race, and appear to have preserved tra-

(8]
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W

ditions and observances little changed from an incredibly carly time. It has
been a question of late ycars whether the Bolognese arc of Ltrurian origin,
and it scems to have been generally decided that they are not. With this I
have nothing whatever to do. They were probably there before the Etruscans.
But the latter at one time held all Italy, and it is very likely that they left in
remote districts those traces of their culture to which this book refers. The
name Romagna is applied to their district because it once formed part of the Papal
or Roman dominion, and it is not to be confounded with I.La Romagna proper.
Roughly speaking, the region to which I refer may be described as lying between
Forli and Ravenna. Among these people, stregeria, or witcheraft—or, as I have
heard it called, “/a wecchia religione™ (or “the old religion ”)—exists to a degree
which would cven astonish many Italians. This stregeria, or old religion, is some-
thing more than a sorcery, and something less than a faith. It consists in remains
of a mythology of spirits, the principal of whom preserve the names and attributes
of the old Etruscan gods, such as 77nia, or Jupiter, Faflon, or Bacchus, and Zeramo
(in Etruscan Zurms), or Mercury. With these there still exist, in a few memories,
the most ancient Roman rural deitics, such as Silvanus, Palus, Pan, and the Fauns.
To all of these invocations or prayers in rude metrical form are still addressed, or
are at least prescrved, and therc are many storics current regarding them. All of
these names, with their attributes, descriptions of spirits or gods, invocations and
legends, will be found in this work.

Closcly allied to the belief in these old deitics, is a vast mass of curious
tradition, such as that there is a spirit of every clement or thing created, as for
instance of cvery plant and mincral, and a guardian or leading spirit of all
animals; or, as in the case of silkworms, two—one good and one cvil. Also
that sorcerers and witches are sometimes born again in their descendants ;
that all kinds of goblins, brownies, red-caps and three-inch mannikins, haunt
-forests, rocks, ruined towers, firesides and kitchens, or cellars, wherec they
alternately madden or delight the maids—in short, all of that quaint company
of familiar spirits which are boldly claimed as being of Northern birth by
German archacologists, but which investigation indicates to have been thoroughly
at home in Italy while Rome was as yet young, or, it may be, unbuilt. Whether
this “lore” be Teutonic or Italian, or duc to a common Aryan or Asian origin,
or whether, as the new school tecaches, it “growed” of itself, like Topsy,
spontancously and sporadically cverywhere, I will not pretend to determine;
suffice to say that I shall be satisfied should my collection prove to be of any
value to those who take it on themselves to settle the higher question.

Connected in turn with these beliefs in folletti, or minor spirits, and their
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attendant observances and traditions, are vast numbers of magical cures with
appropriate incantations, spells, and ceremonies, to attract love, to remove all
evil influences or bring certain things to pass; to win in gaming, to evoke
spirits, to insure good crops or a traveller's happy return, and to effect
divination or deviltry in many curious ways—all being ancient, as shown by
allusions in classical writers to whom these spells were known. And I believe
that in some cases what I have gathered and given will possibly be found to
supply much that is missing in carlier authors—sét wverbo wvenia.

Many peasants in the Romagna Toscana are familiar with scores of these
spells, but the skilled repetition and execution of them is in the hands of
certain cryptic witches, and a few obscure wizards who belong to mystic
families, in which the occult art is preserved from generation to generation,
under jealous fear of priests, cultured people, and all powers that be, just as
gypsies and tramps deeply distrust everything that is not “on the road,” or
all “honest folk,” so that it is no exaggeration to declare that “travellers ” have
no confidence or faith in the truth of any man, until they have caught him
telling a few lies. As it indeed befell me myself once in Bath, where it was
declared in a large gypsy encampment that I must be either Romany or
of Romany blood, because I was the biggest liar they had cver met—the lie
in this case having been an arrogant and boastful, yect true, assertion on my
part, that though penniless at the moment to stand treat, I had, at home,
twenty-four gold sovereigns, cighteen shillings in silver, and twopence in
“bronze. “And I don't believe,” added the gypsy, “ that he had a d d sixpence
to his name. But hi's all right” So these travellers on the darkened road of
sorcery soon recognised in the holder of the Black Stone of the Voodoo, the pupil
of the Red Indian medaolin, and the gypsy #ye (and one who had, moreover, his
pocket always full of fetishes in little red bags)—a man who was worthy of confi-
dence—none the less so since he was not ungencrous of pounds of coffee, small

bottles of rum, cigars,and other minor requisites which greatly promote conviviality
and mutual understanding in wisdom. Among these priestesses of the hidden
spell an elder dame has gencrally in hand some younger girl whom she instructs,
firstly in the art of bewitching or injuring enemies, and secondly in the more
important processes of annulling or unbinding the spells of others, or causing
mutual love and conferring luck. And here I may observe that many of the
items given in this book are so jealously guarded as secrets, that, as I was assured,
unless one was in the confidence of those who possess such lore, he might seek it
in vain. Also that a great portion has become so nearly extinct that it is now /»
articulo mortis, vel in extremis, while other details are however still generally known.
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An interesting and very curious portion of my hook consists of a number of
occult remedies, still preserved from remote antiquity among the mountain
peasantry. Marcellus Burdigalensis, court physician to the Emperor Honorius
made a collection, in the fourth century, of one hundred magical cures for dis-
orders, such as were current in his time among the rural classes. He gathered
them, as he informs us in a work entitled De Medicamentis Empiricis,“ ab agrestibus
et plebeis” (“ irom rustics and common people”).  The collection has been edited
by Jacob Grimm in a work entitled Uber Marcellus Burdigalensis, Berlin, 1849.
These “charms” were very ancient even in the time of Marcellus, and, like most
carly Roman magic, were probably of Tuscan or Etrurian origin. Of these one
hundred sorceries I have found about one-half still in current use, or at lcast
known. As given by Marcellus they arc often imperfect, many incantations being
wanting. Some of these I have been able to supply, and 1 think that no critical
reader, who will compare a// that I have collected, will doubt that these Italian
formulas contain at least the spirit of antique originals.

In addition to this I havc included a number of curious tales, anecdotes, and
instances, many of which are identical with, or allied to, much which is narrated by
Ovid, Virgil, Pliny, Cato, Varro, and others—the result of it all being that a careful
comparison of the zw/ole can hardly fail to convince us that the peasantry of the
Romagna Toscana, who have lived with little change since prehistoric times, have
preserved, through Etruscan, Latin, and Christian rule, a primaval Shamanism or
a rude animism—that is, worship of spirits—and a very simple system of sorcery
which can hardly fail to deeply interest every student of cthnology.

The result of my researches has been the collection of such a number of magic
formulas, tales, and poems as would have exceeded reasonable limits, both as to
pages and my rcaders’ patience, had I published them all. What I have given
will, I belicve, be of very great interest to all students of classical Jore of cvery
kind, and extremely curious as illustrating the survival to the present day of “the
Gods in Exile” in a far more literal manner, and on a much more extensive scale
than Heine ever dreamed of. And 1 think that it will be found to illustrate many
minor questions. Thus, for example, Miiller in his great work on the Etruscans
could hardly have doubted that thc Lases were the same as the Lares, had he
known that the spirits of ancestors are still called in the Romagna, Laszi, Lasi, or
llasit.

I must here express my great obligations and gratitude to my friend, Pro-
fessor—now Senator—D. Comparetti,of Florence, who not only placed his admirable
library at my disposal, but also aided me materially by “advice, cautions, and
criticistn.”  Also to his son-in-law, Professor Milani, the Director of the Archao-
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logical and Ltruscan Museum, and who, as an Etruscan antiquary is, I believe,
second to none. I would here direct attention to his great forthcoming work, Ze
Divinite ¢ la religione degli Etrusci(“On the Deities and rcligion of the Etruscans™),
which is a complete account of all which is known on the subject.

As regards truthfulness or authenticity, I must observe that the persons from
whom these items were obtained were in every instance far too illiterate to com-
prehend my real object in collecting. They were ignorant of cverything classical
to a degree which is supposed to.be quite unusual in Italy. I have read many
times lists of the names off Roman deitics without having one recognised, till all at
once I would be called on to stop—generally at an Etruscan name—there would
be a minutc’s reflection, and then the result given. It was the same with regard to
accounts of superstitions, tales, or other lore—thcy were very often not recognised
at all, or else they would be recalled with very material alterations. Had there
been dcceit in the case, there would have been of course a prompt “yes ” to every-
thing. But in most cases my informants gave me no answer at the time, but went
to consult with other witches, or delayed to write to friends in L.a Romagna. Thus
it often happened that I was from weeks to years in collecting certain items. The
real pioneer in folk-lorc like this, has always a most ungrateful task. He has to
overcome difficulties of which few readers have any conception, and must struggle
with the imperfect language, memories, and intelligences of ignorant old people
who have half-forgotten traditions, or of more ignorant younger ones who have
only half learned them. Now I have becn, as regards all this, as exact as circum-
stances permitted, and should any urge that #i%:/ est, quod cura et diligentia perfic
haud possit, I can only rcply that in this work I exhausted mine. And it is un-
fortunately true that in collecting folk-lore, as in translation, the feeblest critic can
pick out no end of errors as he will, or show how /7 could have bettered it, in re-
viewing the very best books on the subject—which is onc great causc in this our
day why many of the best books are never written. Ior truly there is not much
money to be made thereby, and if discredit be added therecunto, one can only say
as the Scotch “ meenister ” did to his wife: “If ye have nac fortune, and nac grace,
God knows I have got but a sair bairgain in ye.”

It should be observed that a// these superstitions, observances, legends, namecs,
and attributes of spirits are at present far from being generally known. Much of
the lore was originally confined to the sfrege, or witches—who are few and far be-
twecn—as constituting secrets of their unlawful profession. Again, of late, the
younger gencration have ccased to take any interest in such matters, and as regards
the names of certain spirits, it is with difficulty that a few old people, or even one
herc and there, can be found who remember them. Mindful of this, I took great



6 INTRODUCTION.

pains to verify by every mcans in my power the authenticity of what I have given,
especially the names and attributes of spirits or gods. My most intelligent col-
lector did her best to aid by referring to more than onc wecckia,or old woman. An
intelligent young contadino was specially employed at this work. He went on
market days when the peasantry camc down in numbers from the mountains, and
asked the old women and men from difterent places, if they knew this or that
spirit. He was eminently successful in verifying nearly all the names which T have
here given. But he declared that he found it very difficult as regarded some of them,
firstly, because only a very few old people knew the names which I was specially
desirous of confirming, such as those of Tinia, Faflon, and Téramd, and that,
secondly, these people were very averse to communicating what they knew, because
such subjects arc scougiurati, or prohibited by the pricsts. Adhering closely to
the letters of his instructions, hc however not only obtained the verifications, but
induced a number of old peasants to write certificates, or fogliettini, as to what
they had affirmed. Thesc, written on strips of writing-paper of different colours,
have a curious effect, looking something like testimonials of character of the ancient
deitics, as if the latter werce seeking situations or charity. The following are speci-
mens of these documents :— '

¢ The Lasii are spirits of our ancestors, and are known at Santa Sofia.

o “ AvgusTO FIERRARI.
“ Marck, 1891.

< Fafllond {Zaflor) or Fardel is the spirit of wine. He is known at Politeo (¢.c., Portico).
* Orravio MAGRINL
“ Tigna, the great spirit of lightning, has been generally known here in Dovadola from ancient times.
“V. DEL’ Vivo.”

““ Teramo is the spirit of merchants, thicves and messengers. Ile is known at San Benedelto, where the
deeds of this spirit have been related for many years.

A el *“T170 FORCONI.
LEnrico Rossi testifies of Mania della Notte—the nightmare—that, “ She was
remembered once by many, but now it is a long time since any onc at Galeata has
spoken of her.,” T have more of these certificates ; suffice it to say that the youth,
aided by his father and fricnds, succeeded in abundantly verifying all the names,
save thrce or four. T should say, however, that thesc agents werc exceptionally
well qualified for the task, there being a very wisc woman—in fact two—in
the family. In some few cases they varied the orthography of the names.
Thus “Peppino” declares in a letter that the correct name of Faflon is Laflo,
and that the Lasii arc /lasie. What 1 would say is that I took all the pains
in my power to verify the truth as to the actual existence of thc names and
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attributes of these spirits, as well as of the other subjects of folk-lore given in this
work. ‘

There is another difficulty or contradiction to be noted. Many superstitions
and observances are recorded as if they were still in familiar current use, or well
known, which are in reality almost forgotten ; while others again are tolerably
familiar to the multitude. I have often spoken of things as living which are rapidly
becoming obsolete because my informants did so, after the fashion of old people—
ut est & nobis panloanté commemoratum. 1 have been told that these stories and
rites are perishing very rapidly, that twenty years ago an incredibly vast and curious
collection of them could have been made, and that ten years hence it will probably
be impossible to find the names of the old deities, or more than a mere fragment
of what I have preserved,and thata great deal has perished or vanished from among
the people even since I first began to collect it. For all of this I crave due allow-
ance. I have also to request it for what may strike some readers as a defect. A
great deal of this folk-lore came from persons who had'learned it long ago, and
who, consciously or unconsciously, had often only a dim recollection of a song or
incantation, and so, voluntarily or involuntarily, repeated it, perhaps impérfectly,
just as it would have been done among the contadini, who are by no means ac-
curate in such matters, and yet arc endowed with a great gift for improvising.
That the motive or tradition existed in every case, and that its sense is preserved, I
am sure. I simply urge that I have collected and published as well as I conld,
doing my best to select from a terribly mixed and confused mass of material, and

that I can do no more. Further sifting must be done by those better qualified
than I am, '

What will seem strange to many readers is that so mnany of the incantations
and other portions of narrative which I have given in measure or rhyme, are in the
original quite devoid of both, and seem to be mere prose. I call special attention
to this, because it has been to me a special difficulty. What I have heard sung to
airs, so that it sounded melodiously, I have rendered in something like poetic form
What is called cantare alla contadinesca (“singing country fashion ”) means to sing
prose in a peculiar kind of chant. To illustrate this I may mention that there is
one very popular little song :—

“¢Ma guerda la Rusena
A fazeda a la finestra,”

which has not either in Romagnolo nor in Italian a trace of rhyme or rhythm, and
which, as it was given to me in writing, seemed much more prosaic than are the
majority of the incantations, or poems, in this work.
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I am indebted to Senator COMPARETTI, of Florence, for pointing out to me
the fact that this would strike many readers as a fault, and I have therefore devoted
to it a special explanation. But [ also owe to his extensive knowledge the remark
that it is not less true that in many countrics, as for instance the Slavonian, we see
popular incantations now passing rapidly from poetry into mere prose. TFor this
is the first stage of decay, and it is natural enough that those who have acquired
folk-lore in this uncertain, half-changed, shifting form should give it again im-
perfectly. When the next gencration comes it will be altogether lost, and then
perhaps antiquaries would be thankful for such books, even if they were as full of
defects as this of mine. Of which it may be observed that those who insist that
all which is collected and published shall be absolutely and unquestionably
Sfaultless as regards every detail, while they certainly secure for themselves the
gold all smelted and certified for them to manufacture or coin, exclude from
commerce all ore or alloyed metal from which more skilful metallurgists may
extract even greater values. I do not by saying this offer an apology for
carelessness, or worse, but a hint that by exacting too much we may lose a
great deal, as did the ancient Greeks who threw away as refuse from the
mines of Laurium a vast amount of prccious metal which modern science has
turned to great profit.

But I have what [ think is a good reason for giving translations of so many
incantations and songs in measurc and rhyme. There is a remark by Heine to the
effect that many people think that when they have caught a butterfly, put a pin
through it, and preserved it with some chemical, that they really have a perfect speci-
men ; and it is in this spirit that many study folk-lore. But that is not a butterfly
at all. For to such a “flying flower,” as the Chinese call it, there belongs the
exquisite fluttering in sunshine, the living grace of its moving wings, and lines of
flight—curves within curves, as in a living arabesque of motion—* from shade to
sunlight among summer flowers.” One of these contadina songs, as sung with
melody and expression, is a living butterfly, but when written down—with a pen
through it—it has lost its life. And as rhyme and measure to a degree restore this,
I have thought that by giving these songs such form I have come somewhat nearer
to the spirit of the originals. I could also have given in every instance the
Romagnolo-Bolognese, but this my limits positively forbid. Many, perhaps most,
of my readers will understand Italian, but very few Romagnolo or Bolognese. As
regards the very bad quality of the Italian, every reader will understand that I
have given it with very little correction.

I will not, however, be understood as going to the very extreme limits of
humility and apology as regards these poems. A great many are in themselves
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strikingly beautiful, original, and imbued with a classic and often delicately appro-
priate spirit—as in those to Pan and Faflon—and the women from whom they were
derived could absolutely have no more invented them than they could have
invented the flying-machine of the future or settled “the great national Italian
problem ” of flaying peasants without hurting them, or cating a cake and having it.
This is simply truc, and as not a line or letter of them came ever so indirectly from
me, the question is simply, how could women, so illiterate as to hardly understand
what they repeated, have invented it all—much more, how could they have woven
into them, as is done in most cases, the most classical and appropriate allusions,
characteristics, and colour ? Of all of which I can truly say, that if my informants
really manufactured these incantations, the intercst and value of my book is
thereby augmented a hundredfold, as being the most remarkable pidce de manu-
Jacture ever presented to the public.
What will strike many readers as strange is that therc should have existed to
. the present day—though it is now rapidly disappearing—in a Roman Catholic
country, an ancient heathen religion of sorcery, from earliest Tuscan times. That
such a survival under such a stratum is not without parallel, I have shown by
an incident, which is thus described in my Gypsy Sorcery :—

It has been discovered of late years in India, that during thonsands of years of Brahminie, Buddhistic
and Mahometan rule, there always existed among the people a rude Shamanism, or worship of spirits and
slones, eked out with coarse sorcery, which formed a distinct religion by itself, and which came to light as soon
as British governnent removed religious oppression.  This religion consisted of placing small rocks after the
fashion of Stonehenge and other ¢ Druidic’ monuments, and in other rites of the most primitive kind. And
it is very evident that the oldest religions everywhere are founded on such a faith.”

But I was much more astonished to find that in Tuscany, the most enlightened
portion of Italy, under all Roman rule an old pagan faith, or something like it, has
existed to a most extraordinary degree. For it is really not a mere chance sur-
vival of superstitions here and there, as in kngland or I‘rance, but a complete
system, as this work will abundantly prove. A few years ago Count ANGELO DE
GUBERNATIS informed Mr. GLADSTONE, in conversation, that there was actually
among the Tuscan peasantry ten times as much heathenism as Catholicism. 1
repeated this remark to a woman whom I employed to collect folk-lore, and her
reply was : “ Certainly, there is ten times more faith in /a vecchia veligione” (“ the old
religion”).  “ For the peasants have recourse to the priests and the saints on great
occasions, but they use magic all the time for everything.”

At another time when I expressed my astonishment that a certain girl who
had grown up in the country was utterly ignorant of the name of a single spirit,

3
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and could recall nothing relating to witchcraft, she became scornful, and then
excited, exclaiming :—

“And how should such a stupid fool, who is afraid of the priests and saints,
know anything ? I call myself a Catholic—-oh, yes—and I wear a medal to prove
it ”—here she, in excitement, pulled from her bosom a saint's medal—‘but I
believe in none of it all.  Yox know what I believe.”

«“S7 s la veechia religione” (“ the old faith ”), I answered, by which faith I meant
that strange, diluted old Etrusco-Roman sorcery which is set forth in this book.
Magic was her real religion.

Much of this magic is mixed up with Catholic rites and saints, but these in
their turn weére very often of heathen origin. Some saints such as Antony,
Simeon, and Elisha, appear as absolutely sorcerers or goblins, and are addressed
with ancient heathen ceremonies in cellars with magical incantations. The belief
in follett7, a generic.term for goblins, and other familiar spirits, has not sunk as yet
to the “fairy-tale” level of beings only mentioned for entertainment—as in
Grimm’s Tales—they enter into popular belief as a part of the religion, and are
invoked in good faith. There is actually in Tuscany a culture or worship of
fetishes which are not Catholic, ze., of strange stones and many curious relics.

But there is, withal, as I have remarked, a great deal of mystery and secrecy
observed in all this cult. It has its professors: men, but mostly women, who
collect charms and spells, and teach them to one another, and hold meetings ; that
is, there is a kind of college of witches and wizards, which, for many good reasons,
cludes observation. It was my chance to become acquainted in Florence with the
fortunec-teller referred to, who was initiated in these secrets, and whose memory
was stocked to an extraordinary and exceptional degree with not only magical
formulas but songs and tales. Such familiarity with folk-lore and sorcery as I
posséss, resulted in confidence—the end being that I succeeded in penetrating this
obscure and strange forest inhabited by witches and shadows, faded gods and
forgotten goblins of the olden time, where folk-lore of every kind abounded to
such excess that, as this book shows, I in time had more thercof than I could
publish. To do this I went to strange places and made strange acquaintance, so
that if the reader will kindly imagine something much out of common life, and
often wild and really tweird—i.e., prophetic—when fortune-telling was on the cards,
as the dramatic accompaniment of every charm and legend in this book, he will
but do it justice. To collect volumes of folk-lore among very reticent Red
Indians, and reserved Romanys is not unknown to me, but the extracting witch-
craft from Italian strege far surpasses it.  “I too was among the shadows.”

There are many people, even Italians, who will say, “It is very remarkable



INTRODUCTION. 1t

that zoe never heard of any association of witches nor met with any of all this
mythology or lore—we who know the people so well” J.ust the same might have
been said of almost cvery respectable white native of Philadelphia when I was
there a few year§ ago, as to the Voodoo sorcerers, \vho; silent and ﬁnseen, conjured
and worked in darkness among the coloured pcople of that city. ‘What did any
of us know about even our own black servants in their homes? And the class
which corresponds to the Voodoo acts in Tuscany, in opposition—unlike the
American—to a powerful national religion which tlll of late ruled by the strong
hand, and it fears everybody.

The extraordinary tenacity and earnestness with which the peasant Tuscans
have clung to thesc fragments of their old faith is quite in accordance with their
ancient character. LIvy said of them they were “a race which excelled all in
devotion to religious rites and in the art of cultivating them” (v. 1. 6). But as
KARL OTTI‘RIED MOLLER remarks in Die Etrusker—a work which has been of
great use to me—* while the Grecks expressed their rcligious feelings with bold-
ness in varied forms . . . the Tusker (Tuscans) blended them in the most intimate
manner with every domestic practical interest. Tuscan divination was con-
sequently the most characteristic trait of the nation and the Hauptpunkt, or
beginning of their intellectual action and education.” And this spirit still survives:.
Among all the wars and convulsions of Italy the peasants of Tuscany have
rcmained ¢%e same race.  Englishmen and Frenchmen are the result of modern
_mixtures of peoples, but the Italians, like HAWTHORNE’S Marble Faun, are
aBsolutely ancient, if not prehistoric. There are families in Italy who find their
fa;mily names in LEtrurian monuments on their estates. And CICERO, TACITUS,
Livy, VIRGIL, and many more, testify that all their divination and religioqs‘
observances were drawn from and based on Etruscan authority. ¢ This,” says
MULLER, “was shared &y the common people. There were in Italy schools, like
those of the Jewish prophets and Gallic Druids, in which the system was
thoroughly taught.” And there is the last relic of these still existing among the
Tuscan “ witches.” In later times the Chald®an sorcerers took the upper hand in
Rome with their astrology, but the Etruscan angures were still authorities, so late
as the fifth century, A.D,, since they were consulted at the birth of CLAUDIUS. In
408, they protected Narnia by invoking lightning against the Goths (MULLER).

The Etruscan books of magic were common among the Romans, In Cicero’s
time (Cic. de Div. i. 33), there were many of them. I have been assured that there
is in existence a manuscript collection of charms and spells such as are now in use
—in fact it was promised me as a gift, but I have not succeeded in obtaining it. I
have, however, a large MS. of this kind which was written for me from collection
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and memory, which I have used in writing this book. It is true that all I have is
only the last sparks, or dead ashes, and coals of the ancient fire, but it is worth
something.

I have freely illustrated my collection with instances drawn from reading, and
have added to it certain tales, or stories, which have very curious connections with
classic lore and superstitions. There arc also a few records of certain plants,
showing how the belicef that many herbs and flowers have an indwelling fairy, and
are in fact fairies themselves, still survives, with a degree of personification which
has long since disappeared in most other European countrics. There has been
much collection of plant-lore of late years by many writers, but I am not aware
that any one has observed this faith 7z t/e plant itself as a creature with a soul.

There is the same superstition as regards minerals, the reason being very
curious. For there are in the carth deep mysteries; the earth-worm and mole
are full of them because 2z foot of the sorcerer passes over them, and gives power,
the salagrana, or stalagmite, and different metallic ores are really holy, from being
subterranean, and yet sparkling with hidden occult light when broken they meet
the sun ; and plants which send their roots deep down into the earth draw from it
mystic force which takes varied magic forms according to their nature when brought
up into light and air. Owing to the inability of my informant to express herself
clearly, I had difficulty for a long time in understanding this properly clithonic
theory ; when I did master it, I was struck by its Paracelsian character—this
belief in a “ geomantic force” which Chinese recognise as Fengshu:.

Should the reader be astonished at the number of incantations which occur in
this work, I would remind him that among the peasantry in Italy, but especially in
the Tuscan Romagna there is, or has been, till of late years, some formula of the
kind uttered for almost every conceivable event in life. And this is perhaps a

proof of their antiquity. PRELLER, in his Roman Mythology, speaks as follows on
this subject :—

‘‘ The belief in a fate in every form conceivable, such as Fortuna, the goddess of destiny, oracles, and all
varieties of divination, was always very aetive in Italy, especially in divine omens, warnings, forebodings which
developed themselves in the most varied phases and kinds, and it resulied in Rome in such a mass of marvels
and superstitions running into every possible shape, as never was hcard of in such a high stage of eivilisation.”

For cvery onc of these fancies there was an incantation : if salt upset they
said, “Dii avertite omen !” But the great source of it all was Etruria, from which
the Romans derived the laws of their religion—that is to say, a divination which
had a spell for almost everything which the heart of man could conceive. And it
was from Etrurian Tuscany that I took thesc spells, which, by comparison with
those which remain from Roman times, a/ bear unmistakable marks of antiquity.
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I would also observe that though I have spoken of these sorceries and super-
stitions as passing away rapidly, they are very far from having disappearcd.
While I was writing the foregoing, that is to say, on the second day of March,
1891, there was going on in Milan one of the most serious outbursts of a mob
which had occurred for years. It being belicved that a child had been bewitched
by a certain woman, the populace in wrath pursued the sorceress with much abuse
into a church. The details of this outrage, which occupy a column in the Secolo
of April 3.and 4, 1891, will be given in the following pages. Milan, be it remem-
bered, is “far away ” the least superstitious city in Italy, and much in advance
of Florence as regards such matters, while Florence is as light to darkness com-
pared to the Romagna.

Since the manuscript of this work was put in my publisher’s hands something
has occurred which should properly have found an carlier place in this Preface.
It is this: Some years ago I published a work on the Algonkin Legends of New
England. Within a few months a contributor to the English Folt-Lore Journal
has made a remark to the effect that he had always doubted the authenticity of
these Legends, while another has said in Z/%e American Folk-Love Journal that
Mr. Leland is throughout inaccuratc when reporting what Indians had told him.
This last writer had gone to the same tribe, though probably to ofZer Indians,
and taken down with a plonograpl, in the original Indian tonguc, the samec tales.
His contribution consists in a measure of comments on my stories, which do not
suffer in the least by his subsequent collection.

When I began to collect those Indian legends, all that I knew of them was
that a Catholic missionary, who had lived many years among the Penobscot or
Passamaquoddy tribes, had succeeded in getting only one story, so reticent were
the Indians towards white men regarding their myths. During an entire summer
I was very intiinate and confidential with a very intelligent Abenaki, or Saint
Francis, Indian, who, as he spoke and wrotc well both French and English, might
be supposed to have been superior to vulgar prejudice. I endeavoured constantly
—sometimes by artful wiles or chance remarks—to draw from him something like
a legend, but he constantly declared that he did not know one, or anything
relating to old beliefs, and that all had long since perished. There was also a
jolly old Indian woman, one of the samc tribe, who told fortunes by cards, and
she sang the same song. A .ycar after I succeeded better with Tomah or Toma-
quah, a Passamaquoddy, who not only rclated to and collected for me a vast
number of rcmarkable legends, myths, and folk-lore items of all kinds, but who
told me that my two Abecnaki friends were noted repositories or living chronicles
of such learning. As for the authenticity of the legends, there is hardly onc
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which has not its close parallel, in some particulars at least, in the MS. folio
of Mic Mac legends, collected by Rev. S. Rand, or among the cognate Chippeway
records of Schoolcraft and Kohl. As for accuracy, the pionecr who first makes
his way into such a jungle, or cane-brake, has enough to do to keep the twigs out
of his eyes and clear away the brush, withont thinking of leaving a macadamised
road for his followers.

After I had madec a beginning, the Indians, finding that one or another had
let out a cat, or told a legend, and also that the telling thercof was productive of
dollars and tobacco and pounds of tea, did somewhat abate their ancient reticence,
and the path having been cleared, several followers walked in it—among others
the gentleman with the phonograph, who, as is usual, grumbled at the road. It
was casy cnough to collect stories ke, and to detect inaccuracies in the first
reported.

But the difficulties which I had in collecting Red Indian legends were but an
inch of pin-wire compared to a crowbar with what I had to encounter in gathering
these Italian rclics. Very recently, as I write, I told my chief authority that I
expected to publish all these accounts of spirits, tales, and conjurations in a book,
and that if there was aught in it noz perfectly authentic that 1 should incur un gran’'
disgrasia. To which she with some excitement replied :—

“Signore, you know very well how difficult it has been for you to gather all
this. I do not belicve that any other signore in Italy could collect it among the
people. For all the strange things of antiquity which you seek are mostly known
only in a very few families, or to some old people or witches who are mortally
afraid of the pricsts, and who are very timid, and conccal everything from their
betters. And then therc is the much greater number of those who really belicve
that when a learned man asks them for such things that he himsclf is a stregone, or
wizard—oh, the pcople are wery superstitious and fearful as to #kaz! And you
must remember that, as regards what I have told you, I have had to go about
among old people, and question many, and have becn often seeking for wecks and
months before I could answer many of your questions.”

To which she might have added that much was only half-recollected or
jumbled up, or, worse than all, restored by lively Italian minds gifted with the
fatal gift of improvisation, as, for instance, when a sorceress rctains only the idea
or general features of an incantation, but proceeds to utter it boldly, believing that
it is “about the thing.” And becaring in mind what has been said in rcputable
journals of my work on Algonkin Legends, every fraction of which was honestly
given from good authoritics, every one of which I named, I would here declare
that I rcceived everything in this book from Italians who declarced that all had
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been derived from tradition, and that where it was possible—which was often not
the case—I verified this as well as I could. But as regards possible imposture, or
error, or lies, or mistakes, I hold myself responsible for nothing whatever, limiting
everything to this simple fact-—that I very accurately recorded what was ‘told me
by others. I believe that the names of the old Etruscan gods, as I have given
them, still exist, because “Peppino’

)

actually, with much trouble, verified them
from the memories of old people, and if he, a contadino, and one of themselves,
had to complain that he clicited this information with great trouble, because it was
forbidden knowledge, and “accursed by the priests,” it may be inferred how hard
it would be for a superior to obtain it. As for the incantations, or ‘aught else—
bearing in mind the criticisms which I have received—I utferly disclaim all
responsibility, and wash my hands clear of the whole concern, saving and except
this, that I myself believe—unconscious errors excepted—that it is all honest,
earnest, and true. In the main I propose it as a guide to be followed by other

and more learned or better qualified scholars and seekers, who may correct ‘its
~ errors, only begging them to do so in civil language, and not accuse me directly or
indirectly of recklessness or untruthfulness or carelessness.

And a nice time they will have of it if they walk the ways which I have
walked, in the paths which I have trod. I have just heard that one old woman who
is several times cited as authority in this book has died in a den of infamy, and that
on the day of her decease® her son, who had been doing three years for a murder,
“in the heat of passion,” left prison. There has always been a dread sense of the
" existence of a Prefect and the police hovering like a dark shadow over me while
pursuing my researches among my Etruscan friends; to them, unfortunately, these
powers that be occasionally assumed a far more tangible form, and even the best
and most respectable among them was once cited before the former, only escaping
durance vile by a fine, which is recorded in my diary as “ Expenses in collecting
Folk-Lore.” Feliciter evasit—and to this escape the recovery of three lost Etruscan
gods is truly due! There are records of several great works written in conse-
quence of their authors having been in prison—this portion of my book is; I

* The manner of her death was characteristic, as described o me by another. ‘¢She was all her life a
very wicked old woman, believing nothing, and she died in exireme sin because she would hear nothing of
priest or prayer ; and what was more, had all my béancheria (underclothing), which I had asked her to keep,
but which she would not return, and so I lost it utterly. And the night she died there was another old woman
watching by her, and the other one fcll asleep. After a while she was awakened by Something on her chest,
and thinking it was the little dog, grasped it and cast it from her, and slept again. And it came again, and
this time, still thinking it was the old woman’s little dog, searched all the room closcly for it, but found
nothing. And going to the bed she found that the old woman was dead. And it was her soul which had
awakened the onc sleeping.” “ Did she dic @ witch ?” ‘¢ Sicuro—certainly.” )
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believe the only literary labour described which was duc to the author’s keeping
out of the penitentiary, which—it must be candidly admitted—is a much cleverer
and far more difficult feat.

That there are a few decent Italians who know something of this witch-lore
is proved, for instance, by the shoemaker to whom I owe the legends of Ra and
Bovo. But the sorceries, and all relating to them, are chiefly in the hands of
“witches,” who tell fortunes and prepare spells and charms, and who, far from
being desirous of fame, or “greedy for glory as authority,” rather shrink from
celebrity, albeit from no marked scnse of modest merit, but rather from a vivid
sense of justice—that is, of the manner in which it may be meted out unto them,
Therefore 1, in this book, have made no great parade of my authoritics. Some-
thing of this may be due to the fact that, as chief of the English gypsies—or at
least as President of the English Gypsy-Lore Society, which amounts to the same
thing—I have a natural proclivity for ways that are dark and low society, e? cetera ;
—it may be so, the spell was wrought by other hands than mine—but so far as I
know, ¢kis manner of Folk-Lore cometh not from going among a poor but
virtuous peasantry, or by collecting penny broadsides, or walking in the paths of
grace according to the handbooks of criticism.

I bring you not the metal, but rude ore ;
I gathered as I knew-—what would you more?

Now, to meet all queries from critics, I declare distinctly that, as regards all
authenticity, I am one with the man of the tale told by Panurge in the Chronicles
of Rabelais. This worthy, who was a beggar in Paris, went about with two little
girls in panniers, one hung before and the other behind him. And he being asked
if they were truly maids, replied, “ As for the one whom I carry in front, I am not
sure, but I incline to believe that she really is what you inquire ; but as for the one
behind, of her I will assert nothing.” So I declare that, as for the names of the
Etruscan gods which I have given iu front, I believe they are authentic, but do not
swear to it; while as for all the rest, I affirm nothing. If all the bishops in
England had sworn to it, somebody would have denied it ; and those from whom
I obtained it were not even bishops’ daughters, albeit they may have been those of
priests.

For there has sprung up of late years a decided tendency in critics to uzterly
condemn books, no matter how valuable they may be, for small faults or defects,
just as a friend of mine trcated all the vast mass of learning and ingenious
observation in the works of De Gubernatis as worthless trash, because the Count
has carried the Solar Myth too far. To all such I can only say that they need



INTRODUCTION. 17

read no further in this work of mine, for it is not written for them, nor by their
standard, nor to suit their idcas. It is simply the setting down of a quantity of
strange lore as given by certain old women, living or dead (among which latter I
class divers deceased antiquaries)—and further than this the deponent sayeth not.
The moral of all which is that if a work like the Algonkin Legends, which is
very accurate in all save, perhaps, in a few zezy trivial details, and whose absolute
truth is confirmed by a thunder-cloud of witnesses, can be openly accused in the
two leading Folk-Lore journals of England and America of sinning in these
respects, what may not be alleged or said of this, which was compiled, collected,
and corrected under circumstances where I had, so to speak, to feel my way in the
lurid fog of a sorcerers’ sabbat, in a bewildering, strangely scented “ witch-aura,”
misled ever and anon by goblins’ mocking cries, the tittering cheeping of bats on
the wing, the hoots of owls—yea, and the rocking of the carth itself—as the text
abundantly witnesseth, secing how often I in it go blindly feeling my way from
the corner of one runined conjecturc to another, ever apprehending that I have
found a mare’s-nest—or, more properly, that of a nig/Z¢mare of the most evasive
kind? Now, as it is no light thing to be accused in high places before the world
of folly and falsehood, when the author has done his work with very careful
honesty, it may well be understood that as “the combusted infant manifests
apprchension of the igneous element,” so I, knowing very well that a crafty Italian
is not in the same boat with an “honest Injun,” naturally take precautions against
the captious critic by admitting @/ possible imperfections. To which there will
be others of these noble souls to cry, “Qui s'excuse, s'accuse.”  Certainly there will

be, as ever.
Ah well, and let them cry it an they will!
There never yel was castle built so fair,
So strong, or deeply founded, but some Lhiet
Or pelly spy did worm his way therein.
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analogous 10 the Zeus of the Greeks and the
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Jituus, and a paper of old bronze medals. Of these I took twelve, paying for them
two or three pence each as I pleased—and as the price was accepted with smiles, I
knew that the blue-eyed dealer had realised several hundred per cent. profit. On
examination I found that I had bought :—

I. The bronze medal, which the brazen Pietro Aretino had struck in his own
honour with the inscription, Divus P. Aretinus flagellum Principum, of which I had
often read but never scen, and would have given twopence any day to behold.

2. A very good bronze of Julius Casar—the reverse utterly hammered flat,
but the great man himself fine and bold.

3. Nero Claudius Casar. A gold-like bronze, in good preservation—the
wicked eye and bull neck to perfection.

4. A strange old Greck medal in hard white bronze of Luson Basileis,
reverse, apparently three Graces, with the word Ape/, and beneath Dionuso
Lares. *“Witch-money” so-called here.

5. A medal of 1544, perfect, representing a Cardinal who, reversed, is a jester
with cap and bells, with the motto, £¢ Stulti aliquando sapite.

That will do; all were interesting and curious, but I do not propose to
catalogue them. What struck me was the remarkable resemblance of the
whole find, and the manner in which it was obtained, to the legends and
other lore which I have got together in thesc pages. These, too, have come
down from old Roman times; some are sadly battered and worn, some, like the
Nero, have been covered with a rich olive patina, which has again—more’s the
pity !'—been scaled away to restore it, cven as an English curate “restores” a
Gothic church ; others, like the Julius, have only a slight @rugo-rust ; some are
of the Catholic-Hecathen Renaissance—one is a Leo I.; in short, there are the
same elements of society in the one as in the other, Christian and Heathen
Lares turned to goblins, Dionysius-I‘aflon, witch-money, vulgarity, and Imperial
grandeur.

And they were all picked up, the medley like the medals, both bearing legends,
from poor peasant women who were in blessed ignorance as to their classical
origin, save that there was something of sorcery in it all. I say this because
there will be many to think that I have been over-keen to find antiquity and
classic remains in these literary fragments; but no native Italian scholar who
knows the people would say this. For here in Italy, just as one may find a
peasant girl selling old Decretals, and Dantes, and Roman lamps, and medals from
a wheelbarrow, you 1nay find in her mind, deeply rusted and battered remains
corresponding to them—and, indeed, things far older. For if you will reflect a
minute it will occur to you that the bronze of my Julius Caesar medal may have
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come from melting some otker coin or medal or object which was primavally old,
ere ever he who bestrode the world, like a Colossus, was born. The ruder a
bronze, the older it may be; so it may befall that these rough legends touch the
night of time. True it is that therc are rude things also of later date, and such

APLU. TINIA. TERAMO.

often occur and are intermingled in this collection, and 1 also admit that with
few books at my command, I have not been able to push the process of analysis
and discovery very far, But there will be no lack of others to correct me where
I have conjectured wrongly. I will now proceed to one of my first discoveries.
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HEINE has shown in his Gods in Exile, how the old classic deities came
down in the world after being dcthroned. Had he been awarc of the humble
condition to which they have been reduced in Tuscany he could have added much
curious confirmation of his view. Let us begin with Jupiter :—

““ The Etruscans,” writes OTTFRIED MULLER, ‘“adored a god who was compared to the Roman
Jupiter, the leading decity, and who was often called so, but who in Tuskish was known as Tina or
Tinia. Tina was thereforc the highest of their gods; the central point of the wholc world of deities. He
was lionoured “in every Tuscan city, as in Rome—at Jeast since the times of the Etruscan kings, with
Juno and Minerva—in the temple of the citadel. Lightning was, in the Tuscan art, ever in his hands;
he is the god who speaks in it and descends in it to earth.”

Do you know the name of Zunia?” I asked of iy witch authority, who
knows not only the popular names of the current Tuscan mythology, but the
more recondite terms preserved among the sfrege, or sorceresses.

“Tignia or Tinia? Yes. Itis a great folletto” (a spirit, or goblin) ; “but an
evil one. He does much harm. Si ¢ grande, ma cattivo.”’

And then bethinking herself, after a pause, awaiting the cxpected memory
as one waits a moment for a child whom one has called, she resumed :—

“ Tinia is the spirit of the thunder and lightning and hail. He is very great”
(2e,, powerful). “Should any pecasant ever curse him, then when a zemporale, or
great storm, comes he appears in the lightning, and druccia tutta la vaccolta, spoils
all the crop.

“Should the peasant understand why this happened and who ruined the
fields he knows it was Tinia. Then he goes at midnight to the middle of the
field or vineyard, and calls i—

st

“*Folletto Tinia, Tinia, Tinia ! S OEPAD
A ti mi raccomando 3 )
Che tu mi voglia perdonare, S i
. Si ti ho maladetto, ( LIBRARY REE

Non lo ho fatto o

Per cattiva intenzione, \\: P =
Lo ho fatto soltanto e

In atto di collera,

Se tu mi farei

Tornare una buona raccolta.
Folletto Tigna !

Sempre i benedico!’?”

(‘¢ ¢ Spirit Tinia, Tinia, Tinia!
Unto thee T commend me
That thou wilt pardon me.

-

>

—
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to
to

If T have cursed thee

I did not do it

With il will.

I did it only

In act of anger :

If thou wilt give me a good harvest,
Spirit Tinia,

I will cver bless thee !””’)

This, I think, establishes the identity of the modern Tinea with the ancient
god of thunder. According to MULLER the name occurs only once as Zina.
His form is often found on mirrors. It is very interesting to learn that an invoca-
tion to the Etruscan Jove still exists as a real thing, and that, after a humble
fashion, he is still worshipped.

There is another invocation to the thunder and lightning, but it is not
connected with this deity. It is as follows :—

“When you see thunder and lightning you should say :—
‘¢ Santa Barbara, benedetla,
Liberateci dalla sactta,
E dal gran tuono!
Santa Barbara e San Simone,
San Simone e San Eustachio,
Sempre io mi raccomando !’”

Or in English freely rendered :—

¢Saint Barbara, the blest, I pray,
Kecp the shafts from me away !
And from thunder in the skics,
Simon—Barbara likewise—
Saint Eustace and Simon loo
I commend myself 10 you!’

For there are two distinct religions, “one good if the other fails,” in La
Romagna, and many still believe that that of the spirits, or ancient gods,
is, on the whole, the most to be relied on. It is true that it is departing very
rapidly, and that now only a few of the faithful still know the chief names and
invocations, yet, after slender fashion, they still exist. Ten years hence some
of the most important of these names of the gods will have utterly passed
away ; as it is, they arc only known to a few among the oldest peasants, or
to a strega, who keeps the knowledge as a secret.

Strangely allied to Tinia is the herb or plant of the same name, which
is popularly regarded with great respect from its superior magic gualities. It is,
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in fact, a spirit itsclf. A specimen of it was obtained in Rocca Casciano for
me, and with it I received the following :—

“The plant Tigna should be held of great account, because when one is afflicted by the spirit Tigna
(Tinia) this herb should be put in a little (red) bag and always worn, and specially on children’s necks.

““When Tigna begins to vex a family it is terrible. Then with this plant we should make cvery
morning the sign of the cross and say :—

‘“‘*Padre in pace se ne vada
Per mezzo di questa erba,
Quella testa in Tigna.
Figlio in pace sene vada,
Quello spirito maligno,
Spirito in carna ed ossa,
In pace te ne possa,
Te ne possa andare;
Amenne per mezzo di questa erba
In casa mia pin tn non possa entrare,
I3 forza di farmi del male
Pin non avrai !’”

This incantation, which was cither imperfectly remembered, and is certainly
in a somewhat broken form (as is the case with others which had not been recalled
for many years), may be rendecred in English as follows:—

‘ Father, let depart in peace,
By means of this herb,
That witness (bears) Tigna !
Son, let depart in peace
That malignant spirit |
Spirit, in flesh and bones
In peace thou shalt not go,
Until by means of this herb
Thou shalt no longer enter my house,
And no longer have power
To do me harm ! "

““ And never forget to Dless yoursell with this herh.”

Tigna, as the reader may recall from the Preface, was testified to by V. Del
Vivo as “ The great folletto of lightning, who has been long in Dovadola, e s/
conoscie tuttora, is still known.” His existence is well confirmed, but he is still
one of the deities who are rapidly passing, and who are now known to very few.
That he is on the whole far more feared than loved is manifest, and the Tinia
of the Etruscans was altogcther a deity who was, unlike Jupiter, one of horror and
dread. Nearly all the deitics of the Etruscans were—as compared to the Graeco-
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Roman—of a horrible or malevolent nature, and a number of them wielded
thunder and dealt largely in storms and hail. Al of which in due proportion the

TERAMO (TURUS; MERCURY).

reader will find to be the case with the spirits which exist in popular belief at
the present day in La Zoscana Romagna.
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It is to be observed that the name of Z774q, or its equivalent, is found in Tuscan
legends as that of a great and wealthy lord—un milionario—the richest in all the
country. Thus in the tale of La Golpe in the Novelle Popolare Toscane of Pitré,
the Marquis of Carabas in the Italian Puss and Boots is called “I1 Sor Pasquale
del Tigna.” In both the English and Italian stories the mysterious and unseen,
or hidden Marquis, like the Sor di Tigna, is a deus ex machina, or higher power,
who is exploited for the benefit of the poor hero. I do not think it is forcing the
question when we conjecturc that we have in him a god in exile, or one come
down in the world.

““ Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,
Fallen from his high estate.

TERAMO.

The following account of this spirit, which was obtained from several authorities,
but especially from an old woman living not very far from Forli, is for several
reasons very interesting :(—

 Téramd is a spirit favourable to thieves and merchants. When a band of /adr7, or robbers, meet in
some secluded place fo arrange a theft, Téramb is always present to aid, unless they intend murder (se 202
ragionano di spargere sangue). But if no violence of that kind be meant, he is always there, though they do
not see him but only a shadow. Then he says, ¢ Giovanetti—boys, get to work, 1 will help you—preszo all’
opera ¢ io sono in vostro afuto—work in peace and do not be afraid, and you will not be discovered, but do
not forget to help the poor who are in such great need. Do this and I will show you myself what to do ; but
if you forget charity then you shall be found out, ¢ cosi non godrete niente—and so you will enjoy nothing.’

*¢ But if they intend spilling blood he will probably put their victims on guard, and cause their arrest.

“ With merchants, or dcalers, if one had cattle or anything of the kind to sell,’ Téramé was always
busy. And sometimes he played roguish tricks, as when one had a very preity wife or daughter he wonld go
1o the house disguised as a very handsome young man, and so delude her that the affair ended by two in a bed.
Or if a merchant agreed to deliver goods to a customer at a certain time, and broke his appointment, Téramd
would make the goods disappear, and the man to whom they were promised would find them in his house, and
be under no necessity of paying money. Or if he had paid he got the goods.

“ Téramo is also a spirito messagiero, a spirit of messengers, one who carries notices or news from one city
to another or from onc part of the world to another very quickly. But to have his aid one must be one of his
kind (bastara pero @ farsi prendere da lui o sinpatia), such as a statesman or thief, or such as are his friends.

“When any one, say a thief or lover, wishes 1o send news to a friend, he must go into a cellar by night
and pray to Téramd, and say : —

t Téramd, or Hermes, true to his first impulses, is always concerned with caitle.

“ The babe was born at the first peep of day ;
e began playing on the lyre at noon,
And the same evening he did steal away
Apollo’s herds.”
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¢ ¢ Téramé, Téramd, as it is true,
That you are my friend I pray to you,
And may this message which I send,
Quickly and safely reach its end !’

¢ Then the one praying lakes a pigeon, and fastens his note to its wing, or neck, and says :—

¢ Go fly afar for me!
And Téramé keep you company!’*

“ But one should never forget the spirit Téramé !* (Sempre pero rammentarsi dello stivito di Téramd).

This last exhortation means that one should never forget to make the proper
invocation or address to him at proper times.

We have here evidently enough Mercury, “the guardian deity of the mercatores
and collegii mercatorum,” as well as of thieves, who was the swift-footed messenger
of the gods ; although those who told the tale knew nothing of such a name as
Mercurio, let me twist it as I would. But it may be that we have here in Téramé
the old Etruscan name for Mercury, very much changed. “In Etruria,” writes
PRELLER (Rom. Myth. p. 597,) “the Greek Hermes was called Turms, which is
formed from the Greek name, just as Turan came from Urania.” That is to say,
Turms or Turmus would be Italianised to Turmo, which in the harshly accented
Romagnolo, with its prolonged R, would naturally pass to Zuramo.

The reader must not neglect to observe the pious adjuration at the end of the
communication. It is a strange reflection that there are still people who cherish
religious sentiments for the son of Jupiter and Maia.

As the name of Téramé was of importance, special pains were taken to verify
the fact that what I have given is authentic. Asthe reader will have seen by the
Preface, Tito Forconi testified that at San Benedetto the deeds of Téramd, as
guardian spirit of merchants, thieves and messengers, “ have been related for many
years.” And, since then, others have testified to knowing him. He is, however,
one among those who are rapidly becoming unknown or forgotten, save by a few

3¢ Téramd, Téramd, Téramd !
Che tu ai le sinpatie
E credo fra questi esserci
Io pure e non mi vorrai abbandonare

Questa notizia nella tal citta,
Di farmi arrivare.

“E cosi si presentera un eolumbo, silega a Iui al collo un foglio scritto, a si dice :—

‘¢ Vai vola, lontan lontano!
Che lo spirito di Téramb
Ti accomnpagnia 1’
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old people, as Peppino declared—being, I suppose, naturally obnoxious to the
priests who love no rivals in granting pardons to thieves, eamorrists, &c. “ Fur ac
nebulo Mercurius,” says Lactantius, “quid ad famem sui reliquit, nisi memoriam
fraudum suarum?”

It is worth remarking that I had most trouble to collect evidence of the
existenee of the .few special names such as Tignia, Faflon, and Téramé, which
were, however, of the most importanee. “1It is well, since you care for such things,
that you came when you did,” said an informant, “because in a few years’ time
most of these names will have been forgotten by everybody.” And I sincerely
believe that ten years hence not a tenth part of it will survive.

And it was by a remarkable chance that I hit upon, in Florence, the one
person of all others who had an innate love of sorcery, strange tales, and old songs,
who was herself a fortunc-teller, and had been taught the old names of spirits and
innumerable incantations by a witch foster-mother. But for this “find” I might
‘have sought in vain for the best part of what I have here given.

It is perhaps worth mentioning in connection with Téramé—once Teramus—
that there was an old Scythian god, Z/aramis, of whom Lucan (l. 1. Pharsal.)
Says —

¢“Et Tharamis Scythice non mitior ara Dianz.”

He appears to have been a Celtic god, worshipped by the Britons. Selden
gives an inscription conneeting Tharamis deabus matribus, with the maternal
deities, which would identify him, not with Jove, but Mercury. But of this Celtic
god, and any possible connection with Téramd, there is really no proof whatever.
On Etruscan mirrors, says Dennis, the name of this god is generally Turms or
Thurms, in one case he is called Turms Aitas, or the infernal Mercury (Gerhard.
Etrus, Spiegel. ii., plate 182). He was assoeiated by Tarquin with the three great
gads (Serv. ad Zn. ii., 296).

BUSCHET.

This narrative was given as a conelusion to that of Térambé with which,
however, it has very little connection :—

“The spirit Busche! was always a companion with Téramé in all his dealings. If a man had pretty
daughters then all went well (with him}, if there were none there was mischief.

“ Now there was a merchant who had a very beautiful daughter, but Buschet could not prevail upon her,
nor enter thehouse, For she had had a lover, and when he died, she had his body turned to stone, and put it in
a chest, and kept it secretly under her bed. And Buschet could not entera house in which there was a corpse.
Then he thought he would sing a song which would alarm her; but she was not to be frightened at anything,
so great was the love which she had for the dead man.
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*“ And he began to sing :—

* Oh, rose, oh, lovely rose ! for so 1 call thee,
Because thou art so fair that thon dost seem
To be a rose indeed ; and since thou’rt fair,
'Oh, beauty, 1 would press thee to my lips,
And fain would kiss thee sweet.*

And yet it seems to me an evil thing

That thou hast a dead lover 'neath thy bed,
'Tis not a fitting tomb, and if thy father

Knew it was there, ah, then what would he say
Tell me, poor girl !

I warn thee now, and tell thee what to do:
Take that dead lover from beneath thy bed ;
Take him away. The devil else will come.
Thou art in deadly danger; so beware,

Now thou art warned!’

¢ But she paid no heed to this, nor was she at all frightened, bhut went to pray, as was her wont, over the
body of her lover. Then Buschet went and sang under the window of her father :—

¢ 10Oh, good merchant, 'neath thy window
I will sing a small stornello,
And I hope that you, with patience,
Now will listen to my ditty ;
Otherwise I ween that you'll repent it !?

Well thou knowest that thy daughter
For a year has kept her chamber ;
Thou didst think she was so saint-like,
Or perhaps a real angel,

And did’st always speak so well of her!

But instead of that, good merchant,
Know that she betrays you—truly

I am grieved that 1 must tell you—

All her life is given to evil,

And she covers you with great dishonour.

Rosa, o bella Rosa cosi ti chiamo,
Perche siei tanto bella mi sembri,

Un vero fior di rosa, e quanto siei
Bella vorrei posarti sopra i labbri miei,
E ti vorrei bacciar!”

2 ¢ ¢Sotto alla tna finestra,
O buon’ mercanta, una piceola
Stornello vengo a cantare ;
Spero che mi vorrei ascoltare,
Altrimenti te ne vorrai pentire.’
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Go into thy daughter’s chamber;

Go at ten, and you'll not find her

Sleeping in her bed, but kneeling

O'er a chest which holds a dead man

Turned to stone ; oh, shame and sorrow for you !

Bear away at once that coffin,

Hide it quickly, for if Justice

Knew of it you’d come to trouble

As you know, and that full quickly,

All occasioned by your shameless daughter.’

Hearing this, the merchant, rising,

Sought the chamber of his daughter,

Oped the door and found her praying,

Praying o’er her stone-cold lover,

And he asked her how the dead man eame there?

And all wailing, thus she answered :
¢This was he who loved me dearly—
Ah, too dearly !—here together

Every night we slept till morning,

But one night he died in my cmbraces.

And I did as God inspired me,

From my chamber he should never

More be borne, for I would have him
Here to pray for, ever loving,

Now he is dead it is no sin to kiss him.’

But the father would not listen

To her wailing nor entreaty ;

Little cared he for her sorrow,

So at once they bore the lover

Off and placed him in the campo santo.

So of course Buschet was happy.

Time passed on, in time she listened

For a pastime to his singing ;

Listening, she forgot her lover,

And the end was that the spirit triumphed.”

This is a very close translation both as regards words and metre, though it
wants the delicate grace of the original—which original recalls the Pot of Basil.
The reader cannot fail to observe in it, however, the wild, uncanny spirit of witch-
craft, the utter want of a proper moral or human feeling, and the extraordinary
manner in which this “ poor simple Isabel,” after such exquisite devotion to the
dead lover, forgets him for Buschet. But to the witch all of this suggests something
so entirely different that it is almost impossible to explain it. Her feeling or
sympathy is with the goblin or god; he is to her like the Indian deity and the
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bayadere, in Gocthe’s poem. The girl is supposed in the German ballad to pass
through fire to rise to heaven ; so here she endures a penance to fit her for the spirit
Buschet. It is the triumph of his unscrupulous sorcerer’s cuuning which pleases
the Romagnolo poet, and which interested the woman who gave it to me.

Apropos of the Dien et la Bayadere, or the plot of the Indian play Vasaun-
tasena which Heine declared was so immoral that it would be hissed off any stage
in Paris. This suggested to some French manager an idea, and it was soon
brought out, and had an immense success all over Europe and America. Perhaps
some #mpresario would like to try Buschet. True, it is not so very improper, as
I have given it here—but a vivid French imagination may make wonders of it.
There is the midnight prayer over the dead lover, the demon’s serenade, the
Mephistophelean song to the father, and finally the great love scene. What an
opportunity for a dramatic poet !

This incident of the girl who has kept in a coffin her dead lover, over whom
she nightly mourns, bears a grecat resemblance to a tale in the Arabian Nights'
Eutertainments, “ wherc a beautiful princess, who is also a sorceress, keeps the
body of her negro lover, by her magic art, in a kind of apparent life, and covers it
with the kisses of despair, and which she would fain, by the greater magic of
love, wake from the twilight-dimmering half-death to the full truth of life.” Of
which Heine remarks: “Even as a boy [ was struck, in reading the Arabian
talc, with this picture of passionate and incomprehensible love.” t

It only remains to be remarked that “ Hermes and Apollo in the myths
became fast friends” (7%e Etruscans, by John Fraser, B.A.). Buschet, as the ally
of Téramd, would thercfore be Aplu, Aplus, or Apolio; but I cannot establish any
identity between the names. Seket is a Romagnola termination, and Apluschet
is quitc possible, nor is it more remotc from the original than Téramé from
Hermes ; but guess-work like this is hardly philological. Apollo, like Buschet, had
a great antipathy for corpses and pestilence.

IMPUSA DELLA MORTE.

“ Vidi un Fanlasma, in disusato aspetlo,
Che richiamd dal suo furor la mente,
Mirabil mostro, e mostruoso oggetto.
Donna giovin di viso, antica d’ anni.”
Satire di Salvator Rosa.

The Impusa della Morte is probably the Empusa of the Greeks. She is a
terrible sorceress, much drcaded. There is a short saying, or invocation,

' Heine's Shakespeare’s Maidens and Women : Desdemona. Translated by Charles G. Leland.  London :
W. Heinemann. 1891.
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addressed to her: “ Jmpusa della Morte me destavo! (or, mi svegliavo!)” She

appears, as a wandering beggar, to be confused with Feronia of the Markets. Of
her T learned :—

“ Impusa (also called /nfrusa and Infusa) was a witch, so wicked that she did all the harm she could,
and was so avaricious that she would not give a 50/ cven to any one who had earned it. However, this old
witch owned 2 fine castle, but would not suffer even one of her own relations to enter it, for fear lest they
should carry something away. . She died at last ; and before she departed she concealed all her riches; but
was scarcely dead before all the palace shook as if by an earthquake, and there was a rattling of chains as if
all the devils from hell were around, and then the window was flung wide open, and there flew from her
hand a crow (cornacchia), and this was her soul, which went to hell. They buried her in that corner of the
churchyard which is kept for the unbaptised.

‘“ The palace remained, with little furniture, unoccupied, though it was known that great treasure was
buried in it. And some of those who entered it died of fright. Yet this witch had a nephew to whom she
was attached. And to hiin she appeared one midnight, and said ;—

¢¢ ¢ Nipotino, bel nipotino,
Per il bene che ti ho voluto
Levami di queste pene,
Perchio no ho bene,
Fino che tu non avrai
Scoperto il mio tesoro,
To sono la tua zia,
La tua zia Znfrusa,
Cosi cost mi chiamo
Essendo sempre la Infrusa,
Col mio danaro, ma se
Tu avrai tanto coraggio
Di scoprire il tesoro,
Che ho nascosto, io saro

R Felice, e tu sarai

Rieco, ma ti raceomando,
Che tu «bhia coraggio
E non sparventarvi, perche
Tutti quelli che son’ morti,
Sono morti per la panra.’

¢ Little nephew, fair young nephew,
By the good I ever wished thee,
Free me from the pain I suffer !
And I must endure the torment,
Suffer till thou hast discovered
Where it was I hid my treasure;
For I am thy aunt /ufrusa ;
So I call me, being always
La Infrusa with my money
But if thou hast only courage
To discover all the treasure
Which I buried, then I truly
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Shall be happy, and thou alse

Wilt be rich; but this I tell thee:
That thou’lt need thy utmost courage ;
In that search full many perished,

And they died from naught but terror.’)

“Then the nephew of the Infrusa went to sleep in the palace, and he made a good fire and provided
good wine and food, and sat by the fire and ate. But just at midnight he heard a voice howl down the
chimney, * Butto?’ (* Shall I throw ?’)  And he replied, * Throw away !’ When there was thrown down first
a man’s leg, then a foot, an arm, a hand, and head, and so all the parts of twelve men. And when all were
thrown they reunited and made twelve men, who all stood looking at him. But he, cool and ealm, asked
them if they would like to eat or drink.

¢ And they answered, ¢ Come with us!”  But he replied, ¢T have eaten and drunk, and do not wish to
go.” Then they took him on their shoulders, and bore him far down into a vault, and took spades, and bade
him choose one and dig. And he replied, ¢ I have eaten and drunk, and am willing.” Then they all dug
together—when at last they eame, indeed, to the trcasure, and it was very great. Then one said to him :—

¢ Va a letto, tu che sei
11 padrone del tesoro,
E di questo bel palazzo,
E di tutte queste richezze,
Per il tuo gran coraggio ;
E la tua zia Znfrusa;
Stara in pace, ma sara
Sempre un folletto, che verra
Tatte le notte a vedere
I suoi danari, essendo
Tanto egoista, ma tu
Sarei sempre il padrone.’”

(‘‘ * Go to bed, now thou art master .
Of the palace and the treasure ;
By thy courage thou hast won them,
And at last thy aunt Infrusa
Rests in peace, yct ever will be
Through all time a wandering spirit ;
Every night she’ll come to look at
Her old treasnre—'tis her nature—
But thow’lt ever be the master.” )

This is a variation of a well-known Italian “ fairy tale,” but it has some value
in this connection as indicating the character of the Zmzppusa. It is possible, from
its rude poetry, that this may be a very ancient version of the tale.

There is a point to be observed that in this, as in all other Tuscan tales of
the kind, the witch is freed from her sufferings as soon as she is relieved from
the responsibility of her treasure. In other narratives she is at peace as soon as
she can put off the witch-power on another.
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It has been suggested to me that in all this, only the name is in common with
the Greek account of Empusa, who had one leg of an ass and the other of brass.
All of which should be carefully considered by the investigatcr. It is not remark-
able that the name is Greek, since the Tusci had from the carlicst times much
intercourse with Greece, and, what is more to be considered, that the name became
popular in Italy at a later date as that of a bug-bear spirit which was onc of the
minor faun-like gods. " Thus in a very curious and rare work, entitled, /dea de/
Giardino del Mondo, by Tommaso Tomai of Ravenna (sccond cdition), Venice,
1690, there is mention of “demons called incubi, succubi, or empednsi, and other
lemuri, who arc enamoured of men or women.” What is indeed remarkable in
these Tuscan names is that there has been on the whole so little change in them.
It is of little matter that the Z/mpnsa does not appear in the modern account with
one foot of brass or like that of an ass (alterum verd habeat encum aut asininum
—Snidas), since during the Middle Ages the word was often used-as a synonym
for Lamia, Lemur, or witch of any kind. If Italian writers could describe the
Empusa as being the same with Lemures and Incubi, it is not remarkable that
mere peasants should have applied the name quite as loosely.

SIERO.

SIERO, in the modern Tuscan mythology, is a folletto cattivo birbone—a very
mischievous evil spirit. There is also a feminine of the same name, of Siera. Of
him I have the following account :—

* When S7ero is angry with a peasant’s family, and the head of it goes to milk the cattle, he draws what
appears 1o be very fine milk ; but when it is to be used it turns to green water, for which reason it is so-called
from the goblin. (Latin, serum ; Italian, stero—whey, buttermilk.)

¢“Then the peasant, to make matters right again in his house, implores S7ero 1o be favourable. Upon
which the goblin comes and knocks at the house-door, and if the contadino has a pretty daughter, eries, ¢ Ves,
I will make you happy; but you must let me sleep one night with your daughter.” But if he has a plain
daughter, Stero langhs, and says, *If you had a girl less ngly, and had mocked me less, I would have made
you prosperous. But since your daughter is so plain, I cannot revenge myself for all the ill things you have
said of me.” And if the peasant has girls neither pretty nor plain, then Siero calls, ¢ If you will remember to
bless me every day, I will make you happy; but should you forget it, you will be wretched while you
live,””

With Siero was associated Chuculvia, or Cluckulvia (with the strongly
aspirated Tuscan ¢/’), of whom all I could learn that hc was on carth a great
sorcerer, now become an cvil spirit.  He is a kind of bugbear.

I do not pretend to suggest that these are descendants or forms of Etruscan
deitics, but I would point out a very singular coincidence of names in a passage
in MULLER'S Ztrusker, vol. ii., p. 110 note.

6
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* On a vasc there is a goddess of death, 4siza, who flourishes an axe over the head of Amphiarus. A
fury, Tuyuyla (Tuchulcha), with a hird’s beak, lashes with snakes Thescus, condemned to the lower world, in

a picture on a wall in the tomb dell’ Orco, in Corneto.”

There is probably nothing whatever in this similarity of names; but it is

worth noting.

NORCIA, THE GODDESS OF TRUFFLES.

“Ye elves of hills, brooks, slanding lakes and groves,
And ye that on the sands with printless foot
Do chase the cbbing Neptune, and do fly him
When he cames bhack ; you demi-puppets, that

By moonshine do the green-sour ringlets make

Whercof the ewe nol bites ; and you whose pastime

Is 1o make midnight munshrooms.”

The Tempest, Actv., s. 1.

““ Nortia was the goddess of destiny.”—Zstory of Etruria, THOS, TTAMILTON GRAY.

AN IO

$ HERE is a Tuscan rural
sy

sprite of whom I could learn
little, save that she is dis-
posed to be troublesome.
One of her specialities is to
distract and disturb dogs
when hunting for truffles,
It may be that she has more
dignified work at other times.
Her name is MNorcia, or
Nortia. Nortia was of yore
a very great Etruscan god-
dess—a Fortuna, according
to MULLER., Her temple
was known to Roman anti-
quaries by the calendar nails
driven in it. An inscription
in hexameters from Volsci-
nium (BURMANN, Aunthol.
Lat., el 1, cplsixt W )
begins with “ Nortia te vene-
ror lare cretus Volsiniensi.”
But T find no truffles in all




NORCIA, THE GODDESS OF TRUFFLES.

#M NORTIA
“Y8 TVSCORVMDEA:

-

NORTIA.

From the Etruscan Museum of Gori (in which the head is wanting).
Another is given by Gerhard.

35
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this pa#é, only the reflection that the peasantry everywhere bring down great gods
to small uses. True, we have two goddesses of the same name in the same country,
and that is something.

Since writing the foregoing, I learn that when a truffle-hunter has no fortune
in discovering the precious farfufi, he addresses his dog thus :—

¢ O cane, cane chi da me sici tanto amalo,
La fortuna tu mi ai levato,
Non trovandomi piu i tartufi,
Dunque cane, o mio bel cane,
A folletta di Norcia va ti & raccomodare
Che i tartufi ti faccia ritrovare,
I cosi io lo potro tanto ringraziarc,
Che la fortuna mi voglia ridare!”

(¢ Oh dog, my dog, so dear to me;
We're out of luck T plainly see!
No truffles hast thou found to-day,
So then to Norciz go and pray ;
For if her favour we implore,
She’ll grant us truffles in such slore,
Fortune will smile for evermore.”)

By an extraordinary coincidence truffles are also called nails, as their heads
are round and small. And Norcia was identified with #aé/s (PRELLER, Myth.
p. 231).

“And, after all, it is altogether possible—or even probable—that this Norcia of
the Truffles has nothing whatever to do with Nortia, but takes her name from the
town of Norcia,or Norchia, famous for its pigs and its truffies.” So a very learned
friend suggests. However, all the principal Etruscan gods gave names to towns.
Of which I find in DENNIS'S Efruria (vol. i, p. 204) that “ Orioli suggests that
the town of ‘ Norchia’ may be identical with Nyrtia, mentioned by the ancient
scholiast on Juvenal (x. 74) as a town, the birthplace of Sejanus, giving its name
to, or deriving it from, the goddess Nortia, or Fortuna.” As I said, this goddess
was identified with nails, because in her temple at Vulsinii every year the priest
drove a nail into the door, to serve as a kind of register (PRELLER). It mmay seemn
ridiculous to connect this with the slang name for mushrooms and truffies ; but
such similes are common among the pcople, and they never perish.

It may be remarked here that Saint Antony is invoked when seeking ttufﬂes
by peasants of a Roman Catholic turn of mind. But Norcia, as a goddess of the
earth, may be supposed to know better where they ate to be found; for she was
unquestionably of the under-world, and a form of Persephone.

Nortia is still very generally known in La Romagna, as peasants certified.



APLU. 37

Of one thing there can be no doubt—her specialty is to make “midnight
mushrooms.”

ArLu.

¢¢ Sadly is gazing Phoebus Apollo,
The youthful ; his lyre sounds no more
Which once rang with joy at the feasts of the gods.”
“ The Gods of Greece, by H. HEINE.

“The name.of the Greek God Apollon frequently ocenrs on Etruscan bronze mirrors as Aplun, Apulu,
Aplu."—Uber dic Sprache der Etrusker, by W. CORSSEN, vol. i., p. 846.

When I returned to Florence in November, 1891, after some research I found
my chief authority in ancient lore, installed in what had been, some threec or four
hundred years ago, a palace. It is true that its splendour had sadly departed.
The vast and dismal rooms were cither utterly unfurnished, or supplied with
inferior mobiglia, placed at such distances from one another as to be hardly
within call, unless they called very loudly. But there were frescoes on the walls
which had been sketched by no mean hand—(they set forth charming scenes from
Tasso)—and though the bare stone floors suggested a dreary cellar, there was a
walled-up fireplace, over which rose a boldly arched and curved remainder of a fine
Renaissance focolare. A single window badly lighted a great, grim apartment in
which there was absolutely not a single article of furniture, save a small table
and two chairs. From that window I sketched the fourtcenth-century statue of
a rain-worn saint on an opposite wall. Everything was in keeping with the lore
which I had come to collect—very old, rubbed-down, and degraded from its high
estate.

I asked the strega if she knew the name of Aplu. It was known to her,
and it awoke some shadowy reminiscences ; but she said that she must consult a
vecchia, an old woman of her acquaintance, regarding it. “It would come with
talking.” And this was the result of the consultation :—

¢ Aplu is a spirit who greatly loves hunters. But if they, when they have bad luck in the chase, speak
evilly of him, then in the night he comes and pulls the bed-clothes from them, and gives them dreams of
being in the cold open air, and having a prosperous hunt. Then he sits on them in nightmare, and the
game seems lost. And they wake inspired with a desire to seek the woods, and if they express-a wish
to him (7.c., invoke him) they will return that evening with much game.” 7o which was added somewhat
vaguely the words: “ £ lo spirito &’ Apln sempre nella mente” (*“ And with Aplu ever in their minds ).

Then there was a pause, and 1 was told :—
*“ Aplu is the most beautiful of all the male spirits. He is also a spirit of music, and when any onc

would become a good hunter, or good musician, or a learned man—use uomo dotto ¢ di talento—he should
repeat this :—
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¢ Aplu, Aplu, Aplu!
Tu che sici buono, tanto di sapicnza !
L siei dotto ¢ di talento,
Aplun, Aplu, Aplu!
Tu che siei buono tanto,
I da tutte le parti del mon (mondo) sici rammentato
E da tutli si sente dires:
Aplu, Aply, Aplu!
Anche lo spirito deve essere generosa
E addatarci di fortuna e di talento
Aplu, Aplu, Aplu!
Io ti prego darmi
Fortuna e talento!”

This was given to me so irregularly and in such a confused state, owing

to the imperfect memory of the narrator, that I had trouble to bring it to this
form. It is in English as follows :—

“ Aplu, Aply, Aplu!
Thou who art so good and wise,
So learned and talented,
Aplu, Aplu, Aplul
Thon who art so good
And through all the world renowned ;
And spoken of by all,
Aplu, Aply, Aplu!
Even a spirit should be generous,
Granting us fortune and talent.
Aplu, Apluy, Aplul
I (therefore) pray thee give me
Fortune and talent ! ”

Aplu, as is recorded in detail by all writers on Etruscan mythology, was
Apollo. His is one of the commonest figures on vases and mirrors.

My informant had, as I learned from close questioning, never heard the name
“Apollo.” 1 asked her if she had never seen his statue in Uffizi? But though
she had lived many ycars in Florence she had never been in a gallery, so I gave
her a franc and rccommmended her to invest it in a practical lesson in mythology.
Neither did she remember to have heard of Penere, or Venus, whose name is very
familiar to all middle and Southern Italians, though she knew all about Turana,
her Etruscan original, as appears in another chapter. Ad alteram jam partem
accedamus, as Gladstone says.

TURANNA,

* Zuran is the Etruscan namé of Venus, and il occurs so frequently with the most unmistakable
representations of the goddess that it is time lost to seek its Etruscan origin, as Miiller has done, in
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the Latin Venus Frufi, or to identify it, according to Schwenck, with Hera” (Uber dic Gottheiten der
Etrusker. Ed. Gerhard, Akademische Abhandlungen, Erster Band, p. 324).

+ APLU (APOLLO) AND ARTEMISIA,

It was a long time before I could find out this now almost forgotten name;
but one day it came forth as if by chance or inspiration, and then I was told
the following details :—
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“Turanna is a spirit who was when in life (or on carth) a fairy, and being very beautiful and good,
she did good to all who were like her.

“ There was in a land mother and son, who lived in great misery. This fairy with her magic wand
caused this youth—all tattered and torn (4wffo straccialo) to be transported to a distant place.

““The fairy was there, and she asked him how it was that he had come so far into a country where
there were no herbs to nourish him?

“The youth replied that it was a spirit of kindly disposition who had borne him thither to make his
fortunc.

“The fairy answered, ¢ That spirit am I, and will make thee king.’

““The youth looked at her, marvelling, and said, ¢Lady, it is impossible that one so miserable as
I can ever become a king.’

¢4 Go, youth, to that tree which thou scest. Go below that tree.

¢ There thou wilt find nuts to carry to the king.

¢ ¢Thy fortune is sworn, and thy fortune will be when thou art under the tree—

«¢ Tree which thon seest there below. Carry its nuts to the king.’

«“Ile saw (found) himself dressed like a lord, and found a basket of nuts, all brilliant diamonds and
precious pearls,

« And with a crown, on which they sang and danced.?

¢¢4 Carry these things,” said the fairy, ‘to the king, and tell him that thou desirest his daughter for
wile. e will drive thee forth with ill-will.

«¢¢ At that time by magic I will make it appear that the princess is with child, and she will say
that thon wert its sire.

¢¢Then the king, to avert scandal, will give her to thee. And the instant thon art married all
that appearance of being with child will vanish.’

*So it came to pass. When the king was in a rage Turanna was in a dark forest, with the card
of the king of hearts, which was the poor youth, and the king of spades, which was the king, and the
queen of hearts, which was the princess.

“ Her incantation (7.c., what she sung to enchant the king) :—

*“¢ To sono Turanna la fate.
Fino che vivro, la fata Turanna io saro.
E quando morta io saro
La spirito di Turanna che verro
Sempre scongiurata, e chi lo meritera
Molte grazie da me ricevera!

To, Turanna, bene e fortuna

Per quel giovane io voglio farc,

Tre diavoli benigne vengo a scongiurare :

Uno per il re che lo faccio convertire,

Uno per il povero che fortuna le faccia avere,

Uno per la figlia che la faccia presentare

Al padre incinta, ¢ dire

Che e incinta del giovane che a chiesto la sua mano.
Questi tre diavoli scongiuro che piglino

It re per i capelli ¢ lo trasinino

* Here there is manifestly something omitted.  “ Colla corona sopra quali cantavano, tallavano.”
Perhaps ‘“around which fairies sang and danced.”
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Forte, forte gli faccino

Le pene della morte che non possa vivere,
I non possa stare,

Fino che la figlia a quel giovane

Non a consento dare’

(* ‘T am Turanna the fairy,
While I live that fairy I shall be.
And when I shall be dead
I shall become the spirit of Turanna,
Ever to be invoked, and those who merit it
Shall reccive many favours from me.

I, Turanna, wish to Destow

Prosperity and fortune on that youth ;

I conjure threc beneficent demons,

One for the king whom I will change,

One for the poor young man that he may succeed,
One for the daughter whom I will present

As with child to her sire, and say

That she is enceinte by the youth who sought her hand.
These three demons I conjure that they may take
The king and drag him by the hair!

Strongly, strongly they shall do so,

Cause him deathly pain that he may not live

Nor shall he be able to stand

Till he consents to give his daughter to the youth.’)

‘“And so the king consented, and when he saw in an instant that his daughter was not with child,
he said, ‘I have been deluded hy the fairy Turanna, and it seemed to me that I was as if dying, and
were dragged by the hair of my head.’

“But his word having been given, he could not withdraw it, so they were married. and happy.
And so the poor youth, by the protection of Turanna, won a kingdom and a wife, and took care of his
mother, and in time had a fair son.” :

This whole narrative is properly a song. It appears to be very old, and
is evidently given in an abbreviated or almost mutilated form, for which the reader
must make allowance. Nor was it well remembered by the old woman who
repeated it.

And of Turanna I was further told that:—

“ She is the spirit of lovers, of peace and of love, and the goddess of heauty. When a youth is
n love he should go into a wood and say :—

¢ ¢ Turanna, Turanna |
Che di belta sci la reginal
Del cielo e della terra,
di felicita e di huon cuore!

7
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Turanna ! Furanna !

In questo folto bosco

Mi vengo a inginnochiare

Per che tanto infelice

E sfortunato sono

Amo una donna e non sSono Corrisposto.

Turanna ! Turanna !

A te mi vengo a raccommandare !
Le tue tre carte a volere
Scongiurare che quella

Giovanc mi possa amare.

Turanna ! Turanna !

Yallo per il bene che ai scmpre fatta,
Sei stata sempre tanta buona generosa,
Sei buona quanto e bella,

Che di Delta siei la stella!’”?

(¢ ¢ Turanna, Turanna !
Thou who art the queen of beauty!
Of heaven and of earth,
And of happiness and fortune!

Turanna, Turanna !

In this dark forest

1 come to kneel to thce,

For I am unhappy and unfortunate ;
I love a girl and am not loved again.

Turanna, Turanna !

1 commend me unto thee,
Enchant thy three cards at will,
Conjure that maid to love me!

Turanna, Turanna!

Do this. By the good which thou hast done!
Thou hast ever been so good and gencrous,
Thou are good as thou art fair,

For of beauty thou art the star!’”)

Ere 1 forget it, I would remark that Turanna performs her miracles and
confers fortune by means of the three winning cards. Cards are the successors
of dice in this modernised mythology, and it is significant that among the Romans
the highest cast of dice, or three sixes, was known as the Venus-throw. Here
again I regret not having by me my copy of Pascasius Justus de Alea—a little
Elzevir which I well remember buying in my sixteenth year with my only shilling.
But I might as well sigh for the lost work, De Alea Lusu (Of the Game of Dice),
by thc Emperor Claudian, of which Suectonius tells. But I learn from Pauly’s
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Real Encyclopedia that the jactus Veneris, or “ Venus-throw,” was three sixes,
when thrown with three dice (Martial, 14, 14), or 1, 3, 4, 6 when with four dice.
Hence Venus as Queen of Hearts, and also with three cards.

Turanna is therefore probably Turan, the Etruscan Venus. Of which Corssen
says in Sprache der Etrusker, to which I have been greatly indebted for this
subject, as well as to Gerhard, Inghirami, and Lauzi: “ 7uran is the name of a
goddess often represented on Etruscan mirrors as a beautiful woman, fully naked,
or naked to-the hips, or in Greek female apparel, her hair flowing in ringlets, or
artistically bound up, wearing much rich jewellery. She is evidently the Etruscan
duplicate of the Greek Aphrodite.”

It is very characteristic of the gambling Italian and fortune-teller that the
dealing out the fate of mankind with cards should be characteristic of Turanna.
The conception of her managing their destiny with dice is probably known to
the reader, as it was to Rabelais, who made the old judge decide cases by it.

I have already, in the Introduction, expressed my great obligations to
Professor, now the Senator Domenico Comparetti, of Florence, owing to whose
friendly advice and suggestions my attention was first directed to these researches.
I am again reminded of it by the aid which I have received from him, and also
from Professor Milani, director of the Archaological and Etruscan Museum in
Florence, in the chapters on Turanna, Aply, and Pano.

“Remains to be said,” that the ancients regarded dice as sacred things,
mysteriously inspired and moved by the Spirit of Chance, or, when favourable, by
Lady Venus in her gentlest mood ;—the great, good, and glorious Emperor
Claudian having written a book in praise of dicing. (I extol him because he was
the first who ever went heart and soul into raking up Etruscan antiquitics and
folk-lore—eloguentissimaes juxta et sapientissimus scriptor.) But the later Christians
abominated them—bccause the Roman soldiers gambled with them for Christ’s
garments ; and Bartolomeo Taegis, in his Risposte, or Essays (Novara, 1554), says
that they were invented by the devil, and that ““ this game is a tempest of the soul,
a fog of fame, a sudden shipwreck of fortune—as was shown by the king of the
Parthians, who sent unto another monarch golden dice, all to remind him of his
fickleness.” That will do for to-day.

Apropos of Turanna and her cards I have something to say. It has been
remarked of my Gypsy Sercery that it does not deal sufficiently in the romantic
clement or minister unto the marvellous, looking rather for the sun by noon-
l.ight than with Dame Crowe at the night side of Nature in the dark. Now that
the lovers of the incomprehensible may not be utterly disappointed, I give, on my
honour as absolutely true, or as strictly “on the cards,” the following :—
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Several weeks before the failure and evasion of Emanuele Fenzi, the banker,
in Florence, January, 1892, the woman specially referred to in these pages as a
fortune-teller, was, more for her own pleasure than iine, consulting the cards to
find out whether I would find the lost books of Livy, or the Annals of Claudian,
or something clse in the way of transcendental cartomancy, when she found that
certain incidents or predictions not connected with the main inquiry kept forcing
themselves forward, like unbidden guests, into the play : as often happens when
the twenty-five demons who are always invoked at the beginning of such divina-
tion are more than usually friendly, and not only come in person but bring with
them all their friends. The chief intruder on this occasion was a distinguished,
great or rich, man, with whom I was to have, or about whom there would be, #n
gran’ disturbo, that is, great trouble and rumour, noise or report. Through him I
was to lose a small sum, but narrowly escape a great loss.

I had not forgotten, but I gz{vc no heced to this suggestion by Turanna,
when some weeks later the failure of Fenzi the banker made a tremendous
disturbo in fair Florence. By which fraudulent bankruptcy I did indeed lose four
hundred and sixty francs; but as I had been on the point of depositing with
Emanuel—who did but little credit to his name—a very much larger sum which
would have caused me serious inconvenience, my culpable neglect of business in
this instance saved me more money than I should have made all the winter by
diligently attending to it. Then I was reminded of the prediction by my Sybil,
and I give very accurately what I remember of it. On asking the divineress if she
remembered what she had said, and how the cards had “ come,” she replied “ Yes,”
and wrote me out these words :—

““YWhen the cards were ¢ made >—guando i fecero le carfe—they announeced that yon ought to have money
from (or with) a great sigrore, and through this would be greatly troubled, but the trouble would come to no
great loss (veniva a essere non tanto grande); and in fhis disturbance was involved a journey, between you
and the other signore,

““ And you will come well out of it, but there will be tears and great trouble for him.”

Truly there was a voyage—a shooting of the moon, and a moving between
two days—unto Corfu, as it is said, by the banker. The two accounts—mine and
the witch’s—are interesting as setting forth exactly the prediction as we both
recalled it. Be it observed that, as the cards fell, the interpretation was perfectly
correct. “ Haec ita clara, ita explorata sunt, ut frustra sit qui testium nubem in
fidem vocaverit.”

“'Tis all so proved, explored, well tried, and plain,
That he who douhts it does so all in vain.”

'y
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Manuscripts of the Middle Ages, such as the “ Othea” of Christina de Pisa,
establish Venus as dealing out hearts, and her connection with lucky cards. She
became the Quecen of Hearts at a very early period. It is worth noting in this
connection that Friday, the dies Veneris, was always a lucky day, especially for
marriage, till the priests spoiled it. The Turks still insist on this great truth,
because, as they believe, it was on a Friday that Adam married Eve; Solomon,
Balkis; Joseph, Zulcika (z.e., Mrs. Potiphar) ; Moses, Sisera ; and Mahomed, Cha-
didscha and Ayesha. IFor according to authentic records given by the Persian and
Turkish pocts, Joseph, it appears, after the little incident recorded in the Bible,
subsequently “thought better of it,” and Mrs. P
own way in the end. Alors—uvivé le Vendredi !

, as women always do, had her

PaNo.

‘““Pan! oh, Pan—we sing Io thee!
Hail, thou king of Arcady!”
WiLsoN.

‘ Eca sithi nésl Pan . . .
I1anc (cellam) moriale posuit Pan. . . . ”
Uber die Spracke der Etrusker, Vox W. CORSSEN, 1874.

Every rcader of these pages will remember to have learned, long ago, that
“great Pan is dead,” and how the fact was revealed to Thamnus, an Egyptian,
who proclaimed it to the midnight by command, whereupon there was heard such
a wailing of nymphs, satyrs, dryads oreads, and all the sprites who live in woods
or streams, that it would scem as if all the fair humanities of olden time—umzortein
obversart ante oculos—did sce grim death itself before their cyes, “since 'twas in
Pan that they all held their life.” All of which Eusebius, and in later times an
exceeding sweet English poet, have discussed, while others have contended that he
is not dead at all, but lives for ever on in all Nature. “ This thing did often
occupy my thought,” therefore it was with a strange feeling, like that which was felt
by him who, opening an Etruscan tomb, saw, for a minute only, an ancient warrior
—perfect as in life, cre his face fell into ashes—that I discovered that in the
Romagna Toscana there is a perfect solution of the question and a reconcilement
of this difference of opinion. Ior there the great Pan did indeed once die—for
the love, as it secms, of some beautiful nymph—but now lives as a spirit who is
exceeding kind and gracious to all who approach him with the proper incantation
or hymn in her name, the which scougiurazione 1,to my great joy, succeeded in
obtaining. What I was told of him was in these words—he being called Pano :—
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¢ Pano is a spirit of the country, and benign—one of whom bencfits are sought. (% wo spirito benigno,
per la campagna ¢ per chi le chiede del bene.)

*¢ Pano when in this life had a love whom he indced did very greatly love.

¢ Whoever would beg a favour of him must go in the evening, and kneel to him in a ficld by the light
of the moon, and say :-=

PAN,

¢¢ ¢ Pano, Pano, Pano!

Inginnochio in un’ campo,
Sono 2 lume della luna,
In nome dela tua bella
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Che tanto amavi,

Che da un campo di sera via
Ti fu portata ¢ ti fu uccisa,
Per il pene di quella 1i prego
Di farmi questa grazia !’

(¢ * Pano, Pano, Pano!
I am kneeling in a field,
I am here by the light of the moon
In the name of thy beautiful one
Whom thou didst so much love,
Who from a field one evening
Was rapt from thee and slain;
By her sufferings, I adjurc thee,
To grant me this favour!’)

‘“Then one asks of him some favour, as that the country may become beautiful” (this, I take it, is a
prayer for good erops), * or aceording to that which one requires.” ‘

From all which we may observe that even in the end of the tail of this great
serpent-century Pan still lives. And of those who wail for, and sympathise with,
and invoke him, it cannot be said with Salvator Rosa :—

““Non & con loro una voce Etrusca.

(* There is not with them one Elruscan voice.”)

Though indeed there are not many of them, for Pan is now one of the
obscurest and least-known spirits.

It is significant of ancient Pan that he was noted for his loss of lady-loves.
He mourned for Echo, and Syrinx turned to a reed to escape him, so he made of
her pan-pipes on which he wailed her evanishment. She was really “rapt from
him in a field at eventide,” and it was her voice which he ever after awoke in the
Pandean pipes, which in latter days became the church organ. But as a Joser of
loves Pan is alone among the deities.

Were the name wanting this circumstance would be a clue, Whether Pan was
cver evoked in Latin times by memories of Syrinx or Echo, I do not know, but it
is very significant that peasant tradition has preserved this very peculiar feature of
his history. Pan, the great god of earth, made of his memory an endless tomb.

But though as god of the earth, fields, and crops, Pan is a benevolent spirit,
yet as one who may be offended, and who has the power to destroy the harvest,
he is also dreaded. From another authority in the Romagna Toscana, I learn by
letter that “ he is regarded by old men in Premilcuore as a spirito maligno, because
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when the corn is high he comes in roaring winds which beat it down. As it does
not rise again, it cannot be sold, and for this the peasants curse him.”

A certificate signed by C. Placidi, Dec. 12, 1891, now before me, attests that :
“Here in Premilcuore much is remembered of the spirit Pano.”

Pan, it may be observed, was, as a windy spirit, also feared of yore. Hence
the panic terror (Gazaus, p. 174). And an ass was often sacrificed to him (Ovid,
Fasti, 1., 425).

I have given a great deal of cautious and fearful apology in this my book, as
regards possible errors or improvisations in tradition and especially incantations.
But I must remark of this one to Pan (and it may be said of nearly all of them),
that any true scholar critic, and above all true poet, cannot fail to at once perceive
that it is a composition far above the intellectual capacity of a woman who actually
could not be made to take an interested comprehension of the fable of Pan, or to
sce how it agrecd with her verses. That is, she did not actually understand what
she repeated, which cffectively disposes of the question as to whether she altogether
invented it. That some and perhaps many of these incantations only set forth
a shadowy or shifting forh of what is said, or may be said, in calling certain
Solletti, 1 have already clearly declared, but that others are used as here given is
also true. Thus in several cases those who were consulted, said there zvere
incantations referring to this or that spirit which they could not recall. But in
all cascs they cxisted.

According to Friedrich, who has devoted a chapter to the subject (Die Welt-
korper, &c., 1864), Pan and his seven reeds sets forth the music of the spheres,
when this god is the chorus leader of the hcavenly dances, who playing on his
pipe inspires the Seven Spheres, and the divine harmony (Serv. to Virgil, Eclogues
ii, 31). Hence Pan is invoked in an Orphic hymn (xi,, 6) as :—

¢ Inspired among the stars,
Playing the harmonics of creation
Upon the jesting flutes.”

Which idea of the All-god of Nature and the seven planets suggested, as I
think, a verse to Emerson :—

‘1 am the ruler of the sphere :
Of the Seven Stars and the solar year.”

It was just at the time when he wrote this that my old schoolmaster,
J. Bronson Alcott, published his Orphic Sayings in the Dia/. And they were
very intimate in those days.



CHAPTER SIL.

MASO.

“Omnia transformat sese in miracula rerum.”’—VIRGIL, Giorg. 1. 4.

““As to what became of the old god of war Mars since the victory of the Christians I can tell you but
little. I am inclined to believe that during the Middle Ages he exercised the law of the strong hand.
The nephew of the executioner of Miinster once met him in Bologna.”—HEINE, Diéc Gitter irn Exil.

F Maso I could learn nothing more, save
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that he was a very great jfolletto,
or spirit, who protects or presides
over the crops, and is a special
patron of girls or “women who
make love,” by which, I suspect,
those are meant who make it
rather freely than otherwise.
“The old root of Mars,” re-
marks PRELLER, “seems to be
Mar or Mas, and indicates, the
virile strength of a generating
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and inspiring deity, who was
originally a god of nature, but

whom later ages reduced to
simply a god of war. From mar
came by reduplication Marmar
and Marmer, by which name he
is invoked in the soug of the
Arval Brothers, to protect and
bless the fields. In old times he
was honoured as a protecting
deity of marriage and of married life. Here Martea is allied to Mars as the
goddess of love and of desire.”
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If Maso be Mars, it is probable that we have him here known only by his
first name and eatliest attributes. My informant positively denied that Maso was
in this case only the diminutive of Tommaso, or Thomas—as was (of course)

WINGED MARS.
Maso.  After Gerhard and Gori.

promptly suggested by onc of the learned. And I am inclined to believe the
former, because there is no apparent reason whatever, beyond mere resemblance
of namc, why a spirit of nature should be called Thomas after a saint, while that
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between the modern Maso and the ancient Mas is very great. A single coinci-
dence, be it of name or attribute, or incident, gives basis for nothing more than
an hypothesis, or supposition ; o, as of name and attribute, entitles us to form a
theory ; Ziree, as when both are borne out by established tradition and testimony,
constitute authentic history. In this case the latter is wanting, but great allowance
must be made for the fact that A7ase appears in company with a number of others
of whose authenticity there can be little doubt.

It is to be particularly obscrved that in the prayer to Mars given by Cato
(de re rustica, cap: 141), which is of very great antiquity, this deity is, as Panzer
(Bayerische Sagen, p. 5235) observes, invoked solely as a god of crops, “ st ganz
als Arntegott dargestellt,” and that all the offerings brought to him indicate that he
was a god of harvests. This view of Mars, according to Panzer, is confirmed by
passages in the ILugubcean tablets, so far as they have been deciphered.

Elias Schedius (De Dis Germanis) has gathered together much learning to
prove that Mars antens nulins alius nisi Sol (“ Mars is none other than the Sun”),
that is to say, the fructifying and vivifying principle of nature. And it is as such
that he appears in old Etrnscan mythology.

MANIA DELLA NOTTE.

“The real god of the world below among the Tuscans, or Tusker,” writes
OTTFRIED MOULLER, “ was ealled Mantus, who was therefore compared with Dis-
pater. In Etruscan histories the name of Mantua was derived from him. With him
was worshipped a goddess of the lower realms—the Mania. . . . This was a traly
FEtruscan divinity. . . . To the strange and terrible gods to whom the Tuscan
libri fatales give human sacrifices . . . belong Mantus and #ania. Terrible to
the old Italians scemed Mania . . . who is inscparable from the Tuscan faith of
the Lares, being allied to the Manes. She was an awful divinity to whom, under
TARQUINIUS SUPERBUS, boys were offered. Her fearful image—afterwards a
child’s toy—was in early times hung on doors to avert econtamination. This
Mania was the mother or grandmother of the Manes, also the mother of the
Lares.” MULLER indulges in much speculation as to this chthonic goddess,
or deity of darkness. ’

And she still lives in Tuscany, and is called Mania della Notte (Mania of the
Night), but regarded simply as the Nightmare, and Suceuba, and as a mysterious
nocturnal spirit inspiring wanton dreams,

It has been suggested to me that “the Greck word mania, meaning insanity
or madness, has nothing to do with the Latin mania,” which to a degree weakens
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the connection between the nightmarc and the spirit of the night, This I lcave
to others to discuss; it is enough for me to have shown that there was an
LEtruscan Mania of the Night of old, and that the nightmare is called by the same
name now, in La Romagna Toscana.

It may be observed that both Mania of the Night and Martha of the Day,
or her prototype Mater Matuta, were said to be the mothers of the Lares. This
indicates the existence of a primal goddess of both night and day. “ Mania,” writes
Mrs. Hamilton Gray (Hist. of FEtruria), “was a most fearful spirit to the old
Italians. Her frightful image used to be hung over the doors, like a scarecrow, to
frighten away cvil.” This is quite identical with the old Assyrian obsecrvance
recorded by Lenormant of placing the images of cvil or dreaded deities in places
to scare away the demons themselves.

I have mentioned in the Preface that Enrico Rossi testified of Mania
della Notte that she was “remembered once by many, but it is now a
long time since any onc at Galeata has spoken of her.” TFrom which it
may be inferred that the name is passing away rapidly, and but for my
inquiries would soon have been among those

¢ Of the gods who had their turn,
And whose fires no longer burn.”
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FERONIA,

*“ The Etrusean Feronin—the Dawn—is also the goddess of trade.”—2%¢ Etruscans, by JoHN FRASER.

 Vividi gaudens Feronia luco.”—VIRaGIL, AZneid, viii., 8oo.

“ Ora manusque tua lavimus,
Feronia, lympha.”—II0oRACE, Sal. i., v. 24.

l

a)l

HERE is a kind of argument

very much in vogue among
historians of the Mommsen
class. It consists in pick-
ing a small flaw in a legend
or incident, or even offering
an unproved conjecturc of
onc’s own, as Mommsen does,
and then boldly assuming from
it that all is false. No heed
whatever is taken of the fact
that this incident, or narrative,
taken with others as a whole,
may have a basis of truth—
no—all must go at a gucss.

I beg the reader to bear this
in mind as regards several
chapters, of which the fol-
lowing is a type, requiring
a broader and more liberal
method of judgment.

There is a goddess of whose
identity with a modern spirit,

or folletto, there can be very little question.  Jferonia, according to MULLER, was

54
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the ancient goddess of the market-place and fairs. This would, as a matter of
course, identify her with, and make her the patron of, all strolling characters who
frequent such places. MULLER expresses a doubt whether she was really a
member of the Etruscan Heiligthum, or mythology, since VARRO claims her as
Sabine. But as she had temples in Etruria, he deems it possible that she was
common to both races. The ancients were at a loss where to place her among the
deities ; she appears, however, to be a goddess of the earth, and allied to Mania,
“which makes it intelligible how it was in her power to give to the Pranestic
Herilus three souls from the lower world.” But what is most important of all
for my purpose is that she was feared, and that people brought her offerings.

Feronia is at the present day “a strega-folletta—a witch-spirit who goes
wandering about the country begging alms in disguise. When the peasants are
liberal to her all goes well with them ; but should they give her nothing then they
suffer for it. She bewitches children, oxen, horses, and all the beasts cke tengono
nella stalla—which are kept in stables.”

A wandering witch, who exacts offerings, and who is rather evil than good, is
a very legitimate descendant from a goddess of the markets, and who, as a form
of Mania, is prone to mischief and revenge. There can be no question but that
the ancient Feronia was Persephonic or chthonic, or a queen of the realm below :
therefore a witch now, who, if not propitiated, inflicts on the peasants what they
most dread—loss of children and cattle. Sabine or LEtruscan, she still lives, and
is much feared in Tuscany.
~ Since writing the last line I have learned that Feronia haunts market-places,
specially “ Perche ¢ lo spirvito del mercato.” 1 have, regarding her, also the
following, which was attributed to Zmpusa, but which, I am quite sure, was
an error of the copyist :—

“ Feronia was an old woman who went about begging in the country, yet she always had a
gran pulitica—that is, she was intelligent or shrewd or very cunning in manners—and, as one would
have believed, she was a witch.  All who gave her alms were very forlunate, and their affairs prospered.
And if people could give her nothing because of their poverty, when they returned home after (he
sun rose (dopo chiaro) they found abundant gifts—enough to support all the family—so (hat henceforth

all went well with them; but if any who were rich gave her nothing, and had evil hearts, she cursed

them thus :—
¢4 ¢ Siate maledetti

Da me che vi maladisco
Di vero cuore !

E cosi i voslr 'affari
Yossono andare

A rotto di collo !

Fame e malaltie !

Cosi non avrele,

Non avrete piu bene !’
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(*“ ¢ Be ye all accursed
By me who curse you
With my heart and soul !
May your lives for ever
Go to ulter ruin;
Illness and starvation
Be ever in your dwelling!’)

« By this they knew she was a witch. But when she was dead she became lerrible, and did much
harm. ITowever, when those who had wronged licr, and knew it, went to her tomb and begged pardon
they were always sure to obtain it.”

The incident of the begging, and the elegant style and distinguished air
indicate a character like that of Juno and Ceres combined. The curse attributed
to her has a great strength, and may be of extreme antiquity. The connection of
Feronia with Mania explains why she was feared as a witch. And it is very
remarkable indeed that while MULLER lays stress on the fact that she had
offerings brought to her, the modern Tuscan account makes it a main incident.
Taking her altogether, Feronia appears to be exactly what such a goddess would
naturally come to be in the minds of the people at a stage while they still belicved
in and feared her, and before she had sunk to a mere reminiscence in a Makrchen.
And it is the Mdélrchen, or child’s tale, alone which is chiefly sought by folk-lorists
who have no conception of the extent to which the, as yet, living myth exists.

The Roman-Etruscan Feronia was very famous for the extent of the offerings
made to her. “All who dwelt near brought her the first fruits, and many
offerings, so that in time an immense quantity of gold and silver formed a
treasurc in her temple, which was all carried away by the soldicers of Hannibal”
(Livy, xxvi,, 11; Silius Italicus, Pun. xiii.; Preller, Rom. Myth., 377). This
agrees with the modern story of her exacting tribute. Again, she was the special
protectress of the freed slaves—that is a friend of the poor—and the Liébertins in
Rome made offerings to her (Livy, xxii., 1.). This is curiously identical with the
legend. If, as MULLER asserts, Feronia was a duplicate of Persephone, who was
often a counterpart of the charitable Ceres, this would explain the very singular
statement that the poor always received their gifts from her “ after the sun rose,”
i.e, they came, or were given, during the night. Her market and temple were also
a great resort for merchants and traders, which scems to cast some light on the
otherwise uncalled-for statement that she was of gran pulitica—very shrewd.
The modern Feronia is also a great friend to the poor.

But there is yet another rcason why Feronia may have retained a reputation
as a witch or wonder-worker. She was of old especially identified with the great
miracle, of which so much was made during the Middle Ages, of walking on red-
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hot ploughshares or glowing coals. As appears by the following passage from
Strabo, Lib. 5:—

“Sub monte Soracte urbs est Feronia, quo nomine et Dea quedam nuncupatur, quam finitimi miro
dignantur honore. Eodem in loco ipsius templum est, mirificum sacrigenus babens, Nam qui ejus numine
afflantur, nudis pedibus prunas calcant. Eo6 ingens mortalium multitudo convenit, et celebritatis ipsius,
quee quotannis celebratur, gratia, paritur et spectaculi,”

The ordeal of hot coals was very commonly applied to witches, and it is not
improbable that the accused appealed to Feronia to protect them, owing to some
tradition. One thing is apparent both in the ancient and modern Feronia, that
she is, or was, a protector and friend of the poor, one of slaves and refugees, as now
of paupers. The identification of the elder goddess with the ordeal indicates
protection and benevolence. On which interesting subject the reader may consult :
I. Roth, De more quo apud plevosque Europeos populos per fervum candens ardentes
prunas rogumgque probatur, Ulm, 1676. Lescher, De probatione rerum dubiarum
per tgnem facto, Leipzig, 1695. Eckard, De ritu antiquissimo per ignes et carbones
candendes incedendi, 1791, and Nork, Sitten und Gebriuche der Deutschen.

It will be seen, therefore, that the modern Feronia corresponds to the ancient
character of the same name in many ways. And I would call attention to the
fact that beyond the nawme itself (for which I indeed inquired) nothing was by mec
suggested or demanded.

According to Fraser (7/e Etruscans),“ Feronia in Etruria held an honour-
able position, for not only was she goddess of Falerii, but she had a sanctuary also
at the Etruscan town of Losna (Latin, Zuna). The name of this town, Losna,
is another proof that Feronia is the goddess of the Dawn, for it comes from the
Greek /Jos or las, light”

Monti has written a very beautiful, though rather feeble poem, called the
Feroniade, in which the heroine, as a goddess, approaches much more closely to
the same character as set forth in modern popular legend than to the stately
goddess Feronia of classic tradition. For she is with him at first only a small
sylvan Etruscan deity, the queen of the violets, who wanders through ravines and
forests, or “a nymph.”

“Ella per fiere
Balze e foreste erro gran tempo
Una ninfa gia fu delle propinque
Selve leggiadra abitatrice, ed cra
1l suo nome Feronia.”

This is altogether our Feronia, and not the great goddess of the olden time,
9
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which she is subsequently represented as being—the reason for which very
cvidently was that Monti began with an inspiration derived from the popular
Tuscan legend, and, as he wrote, by going back into classic lore for material,
entirely changed the character of his heroine. This is absolutely the only
explanation which can be offered of this manifest blunder.

SILVIANO.

¢ Silvanus ” (the god of ficlds and cattle) *“ has still dominion in the land.”—Z7%¢ Cities of Etruria, by
GEORGE DENNIS, vol. i., p. 229.

¢ Quin et Silvanos Faunosque ¢t decorum genera silvis ac sua numina tanquam et ccelo attributa credimus.’’
—PLINY, Hist. Nat., xii., 2.

“Fama est, Cyparissum puerum ab ipso fuisse amatum, quare nbi in arborem sui nominis mutatus
fuisset, Cupressum manibus semper gestasse Sylvanus dictus fuit.”—2De Hermapkroditorum, Monstrosorum,
&, Caspari Bauhini, 1614.

Silviano was described to me, as “ Lo spirito dei boschi” (“the spirit of the
forests or woods ”), and his peculiarities were set forth as follows :—

¢ Silviano is very fond of annoying the peasants who burn charcoal (cke fanno le cataste di carbone—
literally, who pile up the heaps and then ignite them). And when all the sticks are piled, then comes
Silviano and npsets them, and the contadsni begin to quarrel among themselves, accusing one another of the
decd. So they have to begin their work over again. Then Silviano roars with laughter, and the men begin
to swear and perhaps to fight, every one thinking that the other is laughing at him. And while all this is
going on Silviano piles up the wood again—to their great amazement when they return to work.

* This happened once to two men, and they thought it must be a miracle worked by some saint. So
they went to the parocco, or parish priest, and told him of it. So he went there and examined, but found
nothing remarkable, and told them they were fools for their pains, and so returned with all his precissione
(procession), persuaded that nothing wonderful had happencd.

““But good-natured as Silviano is, he is altrettanto vendiccativa—tolerably revengeful. And from that
day, whether in wood or grove—nclla macckia o sia nel boscho—nothing went well with them. Other men
found their work all done to hand for them, while theirs was spoiled. And this time they went to an old
witch who understood the business, and knew what to do.  And she said:—

¢ < E il folletto Silviano,
Che Il'avete contradito,
E ora li vi fa tutti
I dispetti, ma dell’erba
Che vi daro vi fara tornare
In la sua buona grazia.

(“* ¢ ’Tis the spirit Silviano,
‘Umo him ye were ungracious,
Therefore he has made these troubles
For you—but I'll give you something,
'Tis an herb which will restore you
Once again to his good graces.’)
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¢ Then she took the herb called sé/zestra and also ginestra, or broom, and made of it a small square,
and said, putting it on their backs i—

SILVANUS*(SILVIANO) AND NYMPII.

¢ ¢ Questo e lo spirito
Di Silviano che mi protegge!

¢ This is in truth the spirit
O Silviano who protects me!’)
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¢¢So they returned again into his good graces, and never did anything morc to offend him. And they
learned from this a lesson not to go and call on priests when there had been a spirit present.”

Silvianus is plainly cnough the old Roman Silvanus, of whom Preller
remarks: “ He was like Faunus, a good spirit, but now and then a spuk Geist
who frightened people. He was identified with cverything beautiful, romantic,
and rural. Planted pleasant ficlds, openings in the forest, wherever there was
a cool shelter, a shady grotto, or where a murmuring brook attracted the shepherd
in the mid-day heat, there was a spot always sacred to Silvanus.” So he became
very dear to all rural folk; he was like one of themselves, and traces of this love
arc to be felt in this Tuscan talc.

For reasons, which I have not space to give, I would here say that the ancient
identification of Sylvanus with the ¢ppress-tree fully explains his connection with
charcoal-burning and burners, And as a spirit who specially haunts such men
Silviano is identical with Rubeczahl of Germany. PRELLER declarcs that the
Silvane, or Silvize wood-nymphs, belong rather to the German, Celtic, and Slavic
races, than to the Latin. But why ? May not Rubezahl himself be of Italian
birth? Silvanus was the son of a river-god and a she-goat, and cverything
rclated of him is far more suggestive of pastoral Italy than of wild Germany.

The utter heathenism of this story and its “ moral ” cannot have escaped the
reader. The narrator was as absolutely a heathen herself as any who ever lived in
the time of Tarquin, and never missed an opportunity to show that she considered
the worship of the spirits of the olden time, and all its incantations and ceremonies,
far superior to the Roman Catholic, for which latter she had a special aversion.
With the old s#7ege this religion of ancient times is not fo/k-dore but a living faith,
and I was often as strangely moved by this reality as if I had becn taken back
two thousand years.

This chapter, and others, therefore suggest the possibility that the Northern
mythology of goblins may have been originally of Italian origin, or from a common
source.

PALO.
This deity was described to me in the following words :—

““Pald is a spirit of the ficlds, vines, meadows, for all kinds of crops, and when men work, be it in
planting maize, or in the vineyards, they wust never forget to say :—

¢ Lo spirilo Pald
Sara quello
Che mi fara
La buona fortuna !’
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(¢ ¢ The spirit Palé
He shall be
The one who brings
Good luek to me!’)

¢ And thus the peasant will be sure to ever have good fortune.’

It is not difficult to recognise in Palé the Pales of the Romans, or the ancient
deity of agriculture of all kinds. To him or to her—for Pales appears to have
been recognised both as male and female—offerings were made by the peasants
who also drank much, and leaped over flames. PRELLER writes that in the
morning the shepherd uttered four times an invocation to Pales, then drank a
mixture of milk and new wine, and then jumped over blazing straw. Thercfore
the invocation must have been very short, since it was so often repeated. It
would be strange—and yet it is not impossible—that in the four lines here given
there is an echo at lcast of the early invocation. There is so much which is
unquestionably ancient in these Tuscan traditions that I find it almost impossible
sometimes to belicve that there is anything modern in them. Critics may very
reasonably indicate many crrors and inconsistencies in details, but a comparison
of the whole must leave the impression of antiquity. A single negro would not
absolutely prove the existence of a black race, but a number of them would
render it extremely probable,

As was the case with most deities, Pales had a town named after him. It is
the modern Palo, half way between Rome and Civita Vecchia. [ mention this
because it may be thought—as was indeed urged as to Norcia—that the modern
Tuscan deity was so called after the town.

ESsTA.

“ Nee tu aliud Vestam quam vivam intellige flammam,
Nataque de flammis corpora nulla vides.”
Ov1p, Fast. 6.

When a light is suddenly and mysteriously extinguished or goes out
apparently of its own accord, cspecially when two lovers are sitting together,
it is commonly said in jest that “Esta did it.” Esta is supposed to be a spirit
who pays particular attention to lights, but beyond this I could learn nothing of
her.

Hestia was an ancient name for Vesta, and CICERO thought that Vesta was
derived from 'Estia. In any case the sudden extingnishment of a light or fire,
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and the satirical covert allusion to love in the dark, seems to indicate that the
goddess of chastity and her light are here alluded to. However, this is a matter
which those who are best able to determine must settle for themselves if they
think it worth the while. I do but record the fact that Esta put out the light,
and #zen put out the light which was extinguished over Evelyn’s bower.

CARMENTA.

When I asked if the name Carmenta was known it was promptly recognised
as that of a spirit who gives, presides over, and loves children, who aids in birth,
and who is dear to mothers. Then the following was repeated :—

‘¢ Carmenta, Carmenta !
Che tanta bella sei!
E inamorata sei
Tanto dei fanciulli !
Tante spose sono venute
A te a raccomandare
Che dei figli tu gli facesse fare,
E tu buona quanto e,
Bella i suoi voti tu ai,
Ascoltati ti prego pure
I miei di volere ascoltare
Perche sono molto infelice,
Il mio marito non mi ama pii
Che tanto m’amava perche figli crear
Non so, ma date, o bella Carmenta,
Mi vengo a raccomandare
Che un figlio tu mi possa far fare,
E la pace con mio marito possa ritornare!”

(‘¢ Carmenta, Carmenta |
Thou who art so fair,
Thou who truly lovest
Children, everywhere!
As I come to thee,
So have many others,
Knelt before thy shrine,
Seeking to be mothers!
Thou didst grant their wishes,
Thou as good as fair,
Listen unto me,
Grant my humble prayer!
Onee my husband loved me,
Now he loves no more 3
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Because I hear no children
All his love is o'er,

Make me once a mother,

IHe will love me as before!”’)

This corresponds in name and in every detail to the Latin Carmenta or
Carmentis, who was another form of the Fauna or Bona Dea. Of her PRELLER
says: “ The Goddess of Birth, Carmenta, was so zealously worshipped near the
Porta Carmentalis, which was named from her, that therc was a ZKFlamen
Carmentalis, and two calendar days, the eleventh and the fifteenth of January,
called the Carmentalia, devoted to her worship. These were among the most
distinguished festivals of the Roman matrons. She was peculiarly the goddess of
pregnancy.

I SENTIERO.

The boundary-stones which determine the limits of fields are belicved in
Tuscany to have in or attached to them spirits called Spiriti dei sentiers, which
means, however, “ spirits of the paths,” or lines of demarcation. It was, however,
distinctly asserted that they lived in the stones. “And if any one removes them
the spirit will quite ruin him.” The single spirit is a sentzero.

This spirit is exactly the Terminus of the Romans, or the divinity of the
boundaries. Fearful penalties were attached to the removal of such landmarks.
The inscription of a ferminus reads: Quisquis hoc sustulerit aut leserit, ultimus
suorum moriatur (“Should any one remove or injure this stone, may he die the
last of his race ! ”). There is indeed quitc a litany of old Latin curses, almost cqual
to a Roman Catholic excommunication, extant, as applied to these “land-
grabbers” That the memory of these has survived is evident from the only
comment which my informant made—J// spirito lo guasta (“The spirit ruins
them ”).

Lactantius, heaping ridicule on the heathen for worshipping many deities of
small duties, specifies Terminus as one because he was rough and rude.

¢ He was the stone which Saturn swallowed thinking it was Jupiter. When Tarquin wished to build the
Capitol and found thesc shrines of many ancient gods, he consulted them by augury whether they would yield
to Jupitcr. All agree to go save Zerminus, who was suffered to remain. Hence the poet calls him the
immovable rock of the Capitol. And what can I say of people who worship such stocks and stones (/apides
et stipites) save that they are stocks and stoncs themselves ?” (Adversus Gentes, hook i., chap. xx.).

It is a pity that Lactantius could not have lived to the end of the nineteenth
century, when he might have seen among Christians an array of saints of small
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things, compared to whom all the heathen gods whom he mentions as laughable
are grave and respectable deities. Terminus, a rock, as the emblem of stability
(for he was truly nothing more), is a sound and sensible image, but what shall we
think of Antony as the saint of pigs and truffles; Simeon of lotteries, or the
Roco-co saint of dogs; or why is the Latin Cunina, who presided over children
in the cradle, and whom Lactantius calls on us to laugh at, more ridiculous than
Santa Anna who does the same, or even the Madonna herself—the incarnation
of nursing motherhood ? But the saints—and even the Virgin—had not “come
up” as yet in those days! Taking them all through, the most crushing and
terrible condemnations of the later Catholic Church and its Hagiology are to be
found in the arguments of the Fathers against the Gentiles, and especially in the
vigorous satire of “the Christian Cicero.”




CHAPTER 1V.

FAFLON.

¢ Oh, Fufluns ! Fufluns ! awful deity ! ”—2umpus of Perusia in the Gaudeamus of W. SCHEFFEL.

““But it went better with Bacchus than it did with Mars or Apollo after the grand retreat of the

gods.”—HEINE, The Gods in Exile.

men in Tuscany, with all their buckets, could make no estimate of its water.

10

HE Arno, which rushes
roaring before the window
where T am writing, swelled
by much rain to a spring
flood, is now a great river,
very muddy and somewhat
unmanageable. I have seen
it in summer when it was
limpid and clear, but then it
was only a rivulet which went
from onc shining pool to
another, like a silken thread
scantily strung with sun-lit
pearls, or a pilgrim wander-
ing from shrine to shrine,
It would have been easy
then for a hundred people
to carry it all away in barrels,
or for all the population of
the place to drink it up—as
they would assuredly have
done like “ Macpherson,” had
it been wine. Now all the

6s
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APLU, FUFLUNS, AND SEMELE.

This reminds me of the task on which I am engaged. If it were only to
gather, collate, and correct a collection of fairy tales, or proverbs, or parables,
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or games, or Exempla, it would be an easy, or at least a defined work. Such
pools are not hard to fathom, or count, or measure, or exhaust. But this mass
of old, obscure,' unrecorded mythology, comes pouring and foaming down like
the Arno from the mountains of La Romagna, in whose mysterious recesses
still dwells

‘“the dragon’s ancient brood,
And rocks fall over roaring in the flood.”

Well, it is a strange country little known—we have Goethe’s word for that—
and it has sent me, all in a spring freshet, obscure deities of doubtful name
and fame, sorceries, rhymes, legends—dirt and diamonds—zueti confusi e misti.
What should I give? What should I suppress? As compared to anything
which 1 have as yet met in folk-lore this has been more like counting Ossian’s
ghosts than aught eclse. Many a time have I almost despaired over it, and
many a time been awed.

But hope springs eternal in the human breast, and so I will proceed to
discuss my last discovery of a divinity who is generally supposed to have
utterly died out nearly two thousand years ago, and yet who lives as a real
Jolletto among a few old witches in La Romagna. I mean Faflon.

FUFLUNUS was the Etruscan Bacchus. “His name,” writes MULLER (Die
Etrusker, vol. ii, p. 79), “was sounded (lantef) Fuflunus, Fuflunu, Fufluns—
generally Fufluns. GERHARDT, i., 83, 84, 87, 90, &c.; CORSSEN (i., p. 313-5)-
We find on goblets Fufun!/ (FAHR. P, Spl. n. 453) and Fuflunsl (CORSSEN, i, p.
430), according to CORSSEN from poculum, and poculum Bacchi. He derives
the name of the god from the Indogennanic root fu, to beget, ab. Gerhard
from Populonia "—which is very doubtful.

On inquiring from my best authority if there was in La Romagna Toscana
a spirit of the vineyards, or of wine, I was promptly informed that there was
such a being known as JFuardel, or Flavo, but among the witches, or those better
informed in such mysteries, as Faflon. And at once there was narrated to mc
a legend which was then written out:—

“ Faflon is a spirit who lives in the vines, and when women or men have gathered grapes and
filled the panniers, then comes this Zaflon and scatters them all on the ground ; but woe to the contadini
should they be angered at it, for then Faflon knocks them right and left, and tramples (on the grapes),
so that they get no profit. But if they take it good-naturedly, he gathers them again; and replaces them
in the panniers.

‘“Now there was a peasant who greatly loved the spirits, and frequently blessed them. One year

: verything went wrong with him; his crop of grapes and all other fruit failed, yet for all 1his he still
loved Faflon and blessed him.
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““One morning he rose to gather what little therc was on the vines, but found that even that little
was gone. The poor peasant began to weep, and said: ¢ Nou mi resta che morire. All that remains
for me now is to die, for I have lost what little crop I had in my little vineyard.,” When all at once
Faflon appeared, but beautiful with a beauty like enchantment—ma tanto bello di una bellesza da fare
incantare—and said : * Oh, peasant with great coarse shoes, but with a fine brain, thou hast loved me
so well I will reward thee. Go to thy cellar, and there a great quantity

¢ D’uva mastatata tu troverai
E gran vino tu lo farai.

(* Pressed grapes thou shalt sce,
And great thy store of wine will be.)

‘“ Now what /aflon had said seemed to be like a dream to the peasant, but he went to his cellar,
and truly the wine which he had that year made him rich, ¢ non ebbe pisi biogna di fare il contadino—
he was no longer obliged to live as a peasant.”

No one can doubt that this Faflon—it was written in the MS. sometimes
Flaflon—is the Fufluns, or Fufunal, of the Etruscans. His appearance as a
very beautiful being is perfectly in accordance with that of Bacchus. It is exactly
in this manner that Bacchus flashes up in beauty from disguise in classic tales.
Bacchus of old carried off mortal beauties for mistresses, and 1 now give word
for word as related by a witch a story of a modern Ariadne :—

“ There was a contadino who had several vineyards, yet all went so ill with them for several years
that he had not wine enough to drink for his family.

“Now he had a daughter—di una bellesa da fare incantare—of enchanting beauty. And one evening
as he was sitting almost in despair, his daughter said: ¢ Father, dear, do you not know how all
this came to pass? Have you forgotten that strange and beautiful youth who once came to you and
begged for me—he was so much in love? And when you denied him what he asked, he replied: “If
I cannot have her neither shall you have any vintage.”’

““Then the peasant was very angry, and heat his daughter, so that she had to go to bed. Then
he went into the cellar, but what a sight he sawl  On all the Dbarrels were devils frolicking; fire
flashed from their eyes and flamed from their mouths, and as they danced they sang :—

¢ ¢Give Faflon that gir} of thine,
And henceforth thou shalt have wine :
If the maiden you deny,
As a beggar thou shalt die.’

“Then the man gave his daughter to Faflon, and lol all the barrels were filled with the best,
aud from that time his vintages were abundant.”

The picture of the cellar full of frisking Bacchanals and Fauns is good.
I suspect that a Catholic influence made them “devils with fire coming out of
their mouths.” But perhaps it was only
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‘Il vino divino
Che fiammeggia nel Sansovito.”

(‘“ The wine divine
Which flames so red in Sansovine.”)

I should have been recally sorry if, after all this fine Bacchic lore, I had
not found a hymn to him. And here it is, When a peasant wants a good
vintage he may possibly pray for it in church, but to make sure of it he repeats
the following to the jovial god :—

*¢ Faflon, Faflon, Fatlon !
A vuoi mi raccomando !
Che P'uva nella mia vigna
E nulta scarsa,

A vuoi mi raccomando,
Che mi fate avere
Buona vendemmia !

Faflon, Faflon, I‘aflon!

A vuoi mi raccomando !

Che il vino nella mia cantina
Me lo fate venire fondante,
E molto buono,

Faflon, Faflon, Faflon!”

(‘¢ Faflon, Faflon, Faflon !
Oh, listen to my prayer.
I have a scanty vintage,
My vines this year are bare;
Oh, listen to my prayer !
And put, since thou canst do so,
A Detter vintage there !

Faflon, Faflon, Faflon!

Oh, listen to my prayer !
May all the wine in my cellar
Prove to be strong and rare,
And good as any grown,
Faflon, Faflon, Faflon!”’)

There, reader, is the very last real and sincere hymn to Bacchus which
was ever sung in Italy—probably the last truly Bacchanalian song which will
ever be heard on earth. There have been whole libraries of such lyrics—Della
Cruscan Redi wrote a Bacco in Toscana; but that was art—this is religion.
And what is stranger is that this Bacchic hymn was possibly, in some form,
not-much unlike it, also the first which was cver composed.
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I should add that after the above was written my two confadinoe friends,
who madc a special business of going on market days to pick up the testimony
of old peasants from all parts of La Romagna, fully confirmed the existence
of this spirit, with this variation—that Ottavio Magrini wrote the name
Faflond, while Peppino declares, “ 7/ name legitimo di questo spirito e Faflo”
(“ The legitimate name of this spirit is Faflo”). It was one of the gods who
were specially inquired for or cried at the market-place and elsewhere with
satisfactory result.

Fufluns was also anciently known as Vertumnus. * Allied to him,” says
Dennis, “probably more than in name, was Voltumna, the great goddess at
whose shrine the confederate princes of Etruria held their councils ” (Citees, &e.,
of Etruria, vol. i, p. lvii.).

.o SPIRITO DELLA CONTENTEZZA.

The spirit of Content is certainly a very good one, and I wish with all my heart
that it may dwell with my reader, not only as regards this book, but be in all his
life in cverything. It is very creditable to the Italians that in such a terribly
overtaxed country the idea of a spirit of content can be entertained, however, it
is certain that they do invoke her when setting out on a journey to seek fortune.
And it is uttered as follows :—

““When one is about to travel to seek fortune he says to his friends :—

¢ ¢Vado in viaggio
Per fare fortuna.’

(*¢I am going on my way
To find a fortune if I may.’)
““Then his friends reply :—
¢¢ ¢ Che lo spirito della contentezza

Ti possa guidare sempre !’

(*“* May the spirit of content
Guide thy steps wherever bent 1')

¢“Then the traveller may go his way joyous and at ease, sure that he will succeed, but he must
never forget that it is due to the Spirit of Content.”

There can be no question but that this Spirit of Content is the Forfuna
Redux, “the goddess of happy journeys, and of prosperous returns, to whom, after
the long absence of the Emperor AUGUSTUS, altars, temples, and sacrifices were
ordained.” When Augustus (B.C. 19) returned, October 12th, from a long absence
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in Asia, this day was appointed for an annual celebration of the event, and an
altar raised which was consecrated on the 15th of the following December.

It should not escape the notice of the reader that the Italian account of this
goddess concludes with an exhortation never to forget that one’s good fortune will
be due to the spirit which has been invoked ; that is to say, it is to an old Roman
deity under another name that you will owe success, and that the traveller is to be

grateful to Fortuna Redux. This is in truth a most naif unconscious survival of
heathenism. - Y

¢ Still in our ashes glow the wonted fires.”

Schedius gives in relation to this divinity the following inscription from a
monument :—

“ FORTUN/
REDUCL  LARI
VIALL. ROMZE
AETERNZE
Q. AXIS. AELIA.
NUS. VE. PROC.
AUG.
i
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CORREDOIO,

T may be observed as a very singu-
lar fact, that all these Tuscan
spirits of the forests and fields,
the fireplace and vineyard, are of
a perfectly fresh, unaffected sim-
plicity, befitting the out-of-door
nature from which they are derived.
Herein they differ radically and
entirely from every personifica-
tion of the Roman Catholic
Church, from the Trinity itself
which is a “mystery,” down to the
Cupid-cherubim, gilt lightnings,
hammers and nails, hearts on fire,
Madonnas in silks with gold
surroundings, jewelled shepherd’s
crooks, and the whole mass of
mystical theatrical properties
which indeed take hold of vulgar
nature in part, but not of all
This natural simplicity was of
yore heathen, and its existence in
folk-lore is always a proof of
certain clements, at least of
] antiquity.

I remarked in my Gypsy Sorcery that if the Pope and Cardinals of 1891
had lived in 1484 and dared to express what they all (with the exception perhaps
of the Spaniards), now think of witchcraft, they would all have been tortured
horribly, and then burned alive as heretics. So we may observe, that the whole
modern machinery of the Church would have been utterly damned by the Fathers,
from its immensely artificial, stagey character. Very revolting to many would
have been its miserably affected, moping melancholy, its wretched ideal of life
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without laughter, and innocence without smiles. Apropos of which I come to the
charming spirit Corredoio, who is purely heathen.

There is in the Romagna a spirit, fairy or goddess (male or female), who is of a
gay and festive nature. She is called Curedoia or Corredoio, and loves dances
and festivals. She is a vera fanatica per la musica—wild after music—and though
you may not suspect her presence, she is sure to attend wherever there is a frolic
or a ball. I offer with all modesty, or even distrust, the suggestion that we may
have in her the dean reste or possible fragment of Curitis or Quritis—the 7s and us
of Latin arc very commonly changed to vowels in Italian, which would make
Curitoio at once.

“ Curitis,” says MULLER, “ was the name in Falerii, where she was zcalously
worshipped, of Juno.” Magnificent festivals with every circumstance of splendour
and gaicty were held in her honour. White cows were sacrificed, the streets laid
with carpets (OVID, iii,, 12, 13, 24), maidens wrapped, according to Greek custom,
in white garments, bore as canncphoroe, the holy utensils on their heads. The
Etruscans surpassed any race of antiquity in their passion for processions,
festivals, and the intensity of their frolics. The Romans scem to have taken their
style from Grecece, but their keen relish for splendid pleasure from the Zust.  And
if Curitis was the popular name for Juno, and if she was indeed above all others
the goddess of the pompa and the festivals and of joyousness, it is not impossible
that the name survives in the modern deity of the dance, and what most nearly
corresponds to the grand displays of the olden time. Of Corredoio I have the
following :—

* Corredoio ¢ uno spirito che va molto nelle feste da ballo, Corredoio is a spirit who much frequents dances
and who in every way diverts himself. (There are conflicting accounts as to the sex of Corredoio or Corredoia).
He is delighted to come in like a wentata—a gust of wind—e cosi si alza le sallane a quelle Signore—and
so raisc the devil—or the skirts—among the ladies, then he (or she) bursts into loud laughter, so that the
ladies blush. Then Corredoio flics up into the orchestra, and makes all the musicians whirl round, and
then he makes all the instruments sound of themselves, and everybody is amazed to hear music and see
no performers—at which he utters another roar of laughter—e se 7¢ za—and flies away.”

There is an incantation or invocation to Corredoio which is ecxtremely
curions :—

¢ Corredoio, Corredoio, Corredoio
Che siei 1anto buono ¢ gentile,
Che tu non ai fatto mai male
Quando viene del male in casa mia
O Dbel Corredoio vai ‘e la discacei
Con una bella risata,

Il



74 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.

Tu o bel Corredoio sci un spirito
E vero, ma sci anche lo spirito
Dell’ allegria ; tu vai nelle case
A meltere la buona armonia ;
Dunque bel Corredoio 1u che sci
Tanto bello, viene qualche volta
In camera mia, e cosi

Mi aiuterai a stare allegro,

E non avere mai guai ¢ cosi

Se qualche grazia ti chiedero,
Da te bel Corredoio, sono certo,
Che quella grazia di te io avro.

(“ Corredoio, Corredoio, Corredoio !
Thou who art so pleasant and benign,
Thou who never dids't do harm to any,
Should any sorrow come into my house
Oh, fair Corredoio, send it flying
With a ringing peal of merry langhter.
Thou, fair Corredoio, art a spirit,
Truly but thou also art a spirit
Of all merriment, thou enterest houses
To promote all loving peace and union,
And so, fair spirit, since thou art so kind,
Come now and then I pray thee to my room,
And help me to maintain a merry mind,
And never know a sorrow—and if thou
Can’st grant me some small grace whieh I may ask
Of thee, fair Corredoio, this is sure,
That when I ask that grace thou'lt grant it me.”)

The rcader who understands Italian, if he will make allowance for the fact
that it is only that of a poor peasant woman, translated “ as she went along,” from
Romagnola, may admit that this is a very remarkable and beautiful invocation
with a ring as of Shakespearc in it. It is utterly out of the pale of the Church
and as heathen as can be.  There is in the whole Catholic—I may say Christian—
religion, no trace of such a glorious Robin Goodfellow as Corredoio—one who goes
to all the balls, plays on all the instruments, whirls all the women in a wild
waltz, then wends him laughing, ho, ho, ho! and yet makes it his constant occu-
pation to go into familics and promote peace and harmony, or please and play
with the children, and depart, leaving everybody jolly.

This invocation is as earnest a prayer in the Romagna as any in the Prayer
Book, and it begs the deity to sometimes “look in on a fellow and cheer him up
in a friendly way "—a deity who is very beautiful, graceful, accomplished ; it is
only in Italy that one could find a god who can “do the whole orchestra,” and
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who makes it the business of his life to make people happy. Truly I cannot
but feel grateful that such a fragment of light-hearted Paganism has survived, if
only to show to an astonished world that Piety and Jollity can go hand-in-hand.
The priests in Italy have been teaching the pcople that religion and salvation and
everything saintly is of tears, wails, fasting, blood, torture, and death—yet all the
while under these ashes of misery, the old heathen Roman-Etruscan spirit of
human nature and genial tenderness still survived. In all the religions current in
all the world therc is nothing so #ea/, so touching, and so beautiful as this spirit of
Corredoio. Sancte Corredoio ride pro nobis!

Orco.
“ Cast up the account of Orcus, the account thereof cast up.”-—Codex Nazaraus.

It would hardly be worth while to mention Orco, the Italian form of Orcus,
who has passed into innumerable fairy tales as the Ogre, and who is known to
cvery Italian child, were it not for the peculiar description of him given by my
chicf authority. “Orco,” she said, «%s a terrible spirit who was once a great
wizard.” For this is all the world over the earliest conception of spirits, and
especially of those who are feared. Among savage tribes in the early stages of
Shamanism, like the Red Indians of America, every remarkable spirit was once a
man, always a magician. We may say that thc Latin Orcus was a personification
of hell, or of the horrible, just as Jupiter was of lightning,r but, etymology to
the contrary, it is a fact that rude races apply such names as hell and lightning to
men. According to Euhemerus of Messina, who derived all gods from men, in
which he appears to have been, to a certain degree, right, so far at lcast as rude
races are concerned.

TESANA.

Tesana is “the Spirit of the Dawn,” one may say Aurora—*/o spirito della
alba.”  She is good, and while a contadino is sleeping when the morning red is
first seen on the hills she comes to him in dreams and says :—

* Svegliando H
Pian piano,
O buon uomo !
Sveglia te,
Che T'alba spunta:

* ¢ Pluton Latiné est Diespiter : alii Orcum dicunt ”” (Zertulltan Div. Instit, Lib., i., chap. 14).



76 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.




TESANA.

Sono un spirito
Consolatore,

Che vengo per aiutarti
Al huon coraggio,

Ed alla buona fortuna,
Ma pero sempre

Col tuo lavoro,

E cosi con la buona—
Buona volenta

Di lavorare

Avrai sempre

Buona salnte

E volenta di lavorar,
11 ricco ¢ nato ricco
Per aiutar il povero,
E il povero

Per aiutar il ricco,
Col suo lavoro

Perche il signore

Non sarebbe copare
Alle fatiche:

Lavora o buon contadino !
Che al momente
Spunta il sole,
Quando sei stanco
Chiamami

In tuo soccorso,

°d io saro sempre

Il tuo angelo
Consolatore !

Waking, awaking,

Softly and gently,

Thou truly good man,
Rise from thy sleep !
The day is dawning,

I am a spirit ;

One who brings comfort ;
1 come to thy aid,

To give to thee courage,
To give thee fortune,

But it will come

Ever from labour ;

Thus thou shalt have
Always good health,

And good will to work.
The rich is born rich

To give aid to the poor man,

77
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The poor man lo aitl

The rich by his labour,
For the rich is unequal
To such heavy labour ;
Work then, good peasant !
The sun is rising.

When thou art weary,
Call me to aid thee,

And I will be ever

An angel consoling.)

* And so the peasant awakes and gocs 1o his work, contented and allegro— gay at heart—Dbelieving that he
has seen in a dream and conversed with a saint—sanlo, 0 una santa—when instead of that he has been talking
with a spérét.”

This is absolutely hecathen—ywitch-heathen—and a protest of “the old religion ”
against the new. For “ a spirit znstead of a saint” means here simply nothing but
an old Romano-Etruscan or pure Etrnscan deity. There are no such very beau-
tiful incarnations of the Dawn in the Roman Catholic mythology with its wooden-
plaster rococo saints who are all of the stage stagey, and of the shop shoppy, even
here in Italy. This graceful Aurora—this spirito delle alba—belongs to a purer
and better race of beings. She comes out of truc love to the peasant, asking
neither tithes, prayers, or worship, fasting nor vigils, to please her vanity, but
simply cheering him. This is very heathenish indeed, and quite in keeping with
her simple old-time conservatism—that rich and poor must exist and observe
mutual obligations onc to the other.

A learned friend who has revised this work, remarks of Tesana, that Thesan,
according to Corssen, is an Etruscan goddess of the dawn (Die Spracke der
Etrusker, i., p. 259).

It cannot have escaped the reader that Tesana appcars strangely in this
legend as reflecting on stages of society, human laws, and relations. This is
decidedly marked. And Gerhard (Gottheiten d. Etrusker, p. 39, and Etrus.
Spiegeln, plate 76) remarks that there was an identity between Thesan and
Themis. This if accidental is certainly extraordinary, Before I had met with
this observation I had been deeply impressed with the remarkable character of
the reflections as to social rights which are so prominent in the song, and which
were far above the range of thought of the woman who sung it.

SPULVIEROQ.

It is remarkable that as the ancient Tusci surpassed all other nations in the
number of their gods of thunder and storm—having, indced, one for every secason—
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so their descendants have also great fear not only of Tinia, or Jupiter, but also
of Spulviero, the dreaded spirit of the wind and tempest, of whom there is an
account which might have originated among the Algonkin Indians.

Spulvicro, also Spolvicro, is the Spirit of the Wind. His name literally is
probably derived from polvere—* dust,” referring to the cddies or whirls of dust
caused by the wind—the Pau-pu-ke-wiss of the Chippeways. It may conceal,

however, a derivation from pluvio—“rain.” But this is the legend as recited to me
and then written :—

““The Spirit of the Wind, called Spulviero, is an evil spirit—spirito chattivo—who in his lifetime was a
wizard, one of those wizards so evil that he mined many good families, people of good hearts—&onguore— who
did good to all—even those who had done good to him. For he was so wicked that when any one had done
him good, he at once did them harm ; nor could any one revenge himself on him, because he flew swift as the
wind. :

“ Bul, cvil as he was, his turn came and he died, bnt before dying he was in a hospital. And he com-
mended himself to all there, paticnts and servants, and asked if any one would take the inheritance of his
witcheraft ; but none replied, for they knew him well. Bata servant took two hrooms, and pul them nnder
his bed, and said : *“ Leave it to these,” since hut for this he could not die. ‘

¢ So he died at once, but snddenly there arose a great, terrible wind so that the hospital was nearly blown
over, and his spirit departed in the wind.”

The legacy refers to the belicf that a wizard or witch cannot dic till his or her
power is transferred to another. The broom is an old Latin charm against
_ sorcery. What is very ancient and purcly Shamanic in this legend is the faith that
all spirits or deitics were once sorcerers.  The train of facts is intricate, but it may
be followed out. The Etruscans had risen to polytheism, still retaining Shamanic
forms—but the people have remained in an earlier stage, belicving that every great
spirit was once a man. So that they have here really led back a myth to its
beginning. So Chuchulvia is declared to be a wizard, now become an evil spirit.
But I doubt if this really be a relapse since it is not probable that the pcasants of
Romagna have ever really changed since the beginning. The Etruscan great and
wisc men developed gods, but the people while accepting them always believed in
Euhemerism—that they were only developed magicians.  And whether this
legend be modern, or older than the earliest Tuscan records, onc thing is sclf-
evident—that the spirit of it is as old as anything recorded. Those who love the

antique do not always reflect that a pcbble may be older than anything man ever
made.

URFIA.,

Of this spirit I know nothing save that I heard it remarked, “ E una donna che
si presente nella casa” (“It is a lady who manifests herself in houses.”) I believe
she is a benevolent spirit.



CHAPTER V.
LARES, LASA, AND LASSL

“E nos Lases iuvate,
Neve luerve Marmar sins incurrere in
pleoris.

Satur furerc Mars limen sali, sta berber.
Semunis alternei advocavit conctos

£ nos Marmo iuvalo.

Triumpe. Triumpe.”

Song of the Arval Brothers.

Y the Latin words Lar and
Lares we generally understand
domestic family spirits, on which
subject MULLER (dZe Etrusker)
gives much information and
conjecture. He writes : “ That
the Lares belong to the Tuscan
mythology is shown by the
name, for as Larth and Laris
were common surnames, they
must have originated in an
Ehrennalme (some common
name of honour). But both

among Tuscans and Romans it was a very comprechensive name. . . . There were

8o
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Lares coelopotentes, pevmarini, vidles, vicorum, compitales, civitatum, rurales,
grundules, and finally the domestici and familiares, the comprehension of which

= Q/ E "\“7;
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1.ASA, OR GUARDIAN SPIRIT.

in the course of time has become obscure, owing to confusion with the others. The
rural Lares, on the other hand, arc those which in the very ancient song of the
Arval brothers are called on as E wos Lases iuvate”

12
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« Lases was certainly in Rome the oldest form of the word ” (Noze p. 93).

“ Now it is very remarkable at first sight that under these extremely varied
deities there are Juman souls.” This is confirmed by MULLER with a mass of
proofs. He then adds :—

¢ The Lares familiares must necessarily be included among these, as they were generally nothing else than
souls of ancestors become gods, many of the ancicnts {APULEIUS, MARTIAN, and VARRO) having dcclared that
genius and lar, referring especially to domestic lares, were one and the same.”

Our author declares that the Lasa were gencrally female spirits occupied in
adorning men and women, as depicted on vases, and that, “so far as Etruscan is
concerned, it is doubtful whether Lasa and the Lares are connected.”

Conversing one day with my best authority on Tuscan folk-lore, I asked if she
knew such a word as Lar, Lares, or Lare ? “ No, she had never heard it.” “Did
anything with a similar name haunt churchyards?” “No; but,” reflecting a
minute, “there are the Lassi or Lassie” “And what are they?” The answer
was as follows :(—

“ Lasst are spirits which are heard or seen in a house when one of the family
dies. They are the ghosts of the ancestors of the family, who come at such a time.”

This was conclusive, and I have no doubt that these Lassi or Lasie are the
Lasa referred to in the song of the Arval brothers. Of course this is not
absolutely proved, but when we consider that Tinia, Fufluns, Feronia, and Mania
all exist with most of their ancient characteristics, it must be admitted that we
have here an extremely strong probability. The Lasa were in the very oldest
Latin in existence ghosts of ancestors, or domestic familiar spirits, and so arc the
Lassi. And MULLER gives no proof whatever that the Lasa, or “ winged spirits
on the vases, with a frontal band or cap and earrings, naked or in a short ¢kiton
with armlets, half boots or shoes,” and holding a great variety of objects in their
hands, were not Lares deified. It scems to me to be most natural that the spirits
of the ancestors, revived in youth and beauty, should be the first to wait on and
aid the descendant risen to paradise. MULLER himself says elsewhere, “ In the
Lar the Genins always comes to light.” What are these Lasa if not the geniuses
of the departed ? Unfortunately, MULLER, though gifted with perfectly German
industry, and not deficient in sagacity, had not a gleam of intelligence as regarded
the folk-lore of a race, or the immense value of minor matters. To write in an
admirable and clear style, en grand critigne, over the great events or subjects of
a race is certainly very fine, but it is to be hoped that a time is coming when we
shall have seen the last of these Mr. Dombeys of History, with their prize works
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crowned by Academics, in which there is not a gleam of intuition, nor a »#xzance of
colour, and as little real knowledge of /zfe.

There is a story of the Lasi or Lasii, also an invocation to them. I would
say that, as regards the songs or metrical passages in all such accounts, I have not
been able, with all care, to give them in the original or best form. In most cases
my informant translated them from the original Romagnola dialect into Italian,
and they were often manifestly imperfect or partly supplied. The tale is as
follows :—

“Therc was once a greal lord who was very rich, and he had a son who was a great prodigal—cA¢
sciupeva tullo ¢l danaro. 1is father said to him, ¢ My son, I cannot live long, thercfore I beg you to always
behave well. Do not go on gambling, as you are wont to do, and waste all your patrimony. While I live 1
can take care of you, but I fear for you after my death.” After a little time the father dicd. And in a few
days the son brought all to an end. Nothing remained but the palace, which he sold. But those who
occupied it could not dwell there in peace, because at midnight therc was hecard a great clanking of chains
and all the bells ringing. And they saw black figures like smoke passing about, and flames of fire. And they
heard a voice saying :—

‘¢ Sono il Lasio,
In compagnia
Di tanti Zasi,
E non avrete mai
Bene, fino che
Non prenderete
Questo palazzo
A mio figlio.”*

(*“*T am the ZLasio,
And there are with me
Many more Zasti.
No good shall come to you
Till you restore
This place to my son!’)

*“So they gave back the palace to the heir. But he too was greatly terrificd with the apparitions, and
thcre came to him a voice which said:—

“¢Sono il Lasio
Di tutti Lasii,
Son’ tuo padre,
Che vengo adesso
In tuo soccorso
P’urche tu m’ubbedisca,
Smetti il givoco,
Altrimenti non avro
Mai pace—e tu

* In all cases where the text is in metre the original was chanted or intoned.
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Ti troverai ancora

In miseria estrema ;
Ma se tu m’ubbedisca,
Io vivro in pace,

E sarai tanto ricco
Da non finirc

Il tuo patrimonio ;
Anche divertendo te
E faccendo molto bene,
Ma prometté mi

Di non piu givocare.’

(“““I am the Lasio
Of all the Lasii.
I am thy father
Come to thy succour ;
If thou’lt obey me,
Cease gaming for cver,
Or thou shalt never
Know peace . , . and thou
Wilt again find thyself
Sunk deep in misery ;
But if thou obey'st me,
I shall have peace again,
And thou shalt be wealthy
Far beyond measure,
Living in pleasure ;
Only this promisc me,
Never to play again.’)

““Then thc son answered :—

‘¢ Padre perdonatemi |
Non giuochero piu.’

(‘* ¢ Father, forgive me;
I will ne’er play again.’)
*“Then the father replied :—

“*Rompi quante trave
Che son’ nel palazzo
E pienc di danaro,
Le trovarci,
Cosi starei henme,
Ed io staro in pace,
Nclle require
E mettermi. Amen!’”

(** Break down the beams
Which are in the palace ;
They are full of money,
As you will find.
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Then I shall be quiet
In the rest of the dead.
There I go. Amen!’”)

It was explained to me that by the beams meant breaking away the ceiling.
Two things strike me in this strange semi-poem. Onc is that the story is very
much like that of the Hcir of Lynne in PERCY’S Relics. Secondly, that it is
altogether more like an Icelandie narrative than anything Italian. It is grim,
strong, and very simple—one may say almost archaie.

There is also an invocation of witcheraft to these spirits of aneestors which
is not less curious :—

“ Lasii, Lasii, Lasii!
Che tante buoni siete !
D’una grazia io nc ho
Gran bisogno ;
E da vuoi spiriti
Spiriti e Last,
In mezzo a uno cantina,
Mi vengo inginnochiare
A vuoi altri
Mi vengo a raccomandare
Che questa grazia.
Mi vorrete fare!
Lasii, Lasii, Lasii!
A vuoi vi presento,
Con tre eandele,
Candele accese,

- Tre carte, l'asso di piéche,
Quello di fiori,
E quello di quadri,
Le buttero per I'aria,
Che vuoi certo mi vedete ;
Per cio le bntto
In vostra presenza
Nell punto della mezza notte,
Queste carte
Per 1'aria Dbuttero,
Se la grazia mi farete,
L'asso di fiori scoperto,
Trovare mi farete,
Se scoperto Vasso di pique,
Mi fate trovare,
E segno che la grazia
Non me volete fare;
Se mi farete trovare
Quelio di quadri
Segno e che
La grazia mi fate.”
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(‘¢ Lasii, Lasii, Lasii!
Ye who are gracious !
There is a favour
Which I need greatly,
And of ye spirits,
Spirits and Lasii,
Here in a cellar

Now I am kneeling,
And T commend myself
Unto your graces,
That ye will grant me
This special favour !

Lasii, Lasii, Lasiil

Here I present myself,
Bearing three candles,

Three candles lighted,
Three cards—the aee of spades,
And that of clubs,

And that of diamonds.

I fling them in the air

That yon may see them
Plainly before you,

Ilere just at midnight

In air I throw them ;

If you grant me a favour,
Cause me to find

The ace of clubs plainly.

If *tis the ace of spades
"Tis a sign that you will not
Grant me the favour;

But if you make me find
The ace of diamonds,

Then ’tis a sign

That my wish will be granted.”)

“But,” added the fortune-teller, in a prosaic voice, “it will not be until after a
long time.”

Games of chance and lotteries are such a serious element in Italian life that
no onec need be astonished at an invocation like this being addressed to the Lares.
Perhaps the Romans did the same for luck at a/ea, or dice. I would that I had by
me my copy of PASCHHASIUS JUSTUS’ De Alea. 1 might find it in that|

It may be remarked that in this account the Zaséi appear as benevolent spirits,
devoted to a family. Since recording this Tuscan story of the Lasio who gave

the treasure, I have met with the following in the Romische Mythologie of L.
PRELLER :—
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*“The lar familiaris is the Sc/'ml.,rrez:l—guardxan spirit of the family. Next to the Lar familiaris, who
is simply called the /ar or lar pater (the father lusio), there are many lares familiares. . . . It happens,
perhaps, that the grandfather confided a treasurc to him which he secretly hid . . . and he gives this to the
only daughter of the honse, a good girl who has always given him daily offerings such as incense or wine
or garlands.”

This is briefly the same story as that which I have related. The Lar or
Lasio has a‘treasure in reserve which he gives to the heir. It was comfortable to
think that there was in the house an attached family spirit who might do one a
good turn, and therefore the belief lasted long among all rural people:

The young man Peppino, who went about much, at home and in the market-
places, to collect evidence of knowledge of the spirits by me recorded, found that
the Lasii were known, but gives the name as f/asiz.  This is evidently only an
addition of the plural article 7 (the) to Lasii. ’

Some time after I had written the foregoing relative to the Lasii, I heard
the following, which I made the narrator repeat, and took down accurately:—

“ When I was about twelve years of age something happened to me which I thought at the time was
funny or quecr (mi trovai & un caso bufo—cosi io lo chiamar), but I have since regarded it in a very different
light. Once I went with some relations into the country. Onc day I was in a dark forest, and wandered
about picking leaves and wood-flowers, and at last found myself in a very lonely place. by a siream. I had
a habit of talking aloud to myself, and I said, ¢ Oh, I would like to bathe there>—the weather was very
hot—when all at once there stood beforc me an old woman, who said: ¢Dear child, if thou wouldst liké
to bathe, undress without fear, I will protect thee.” There was something about her which. pleased me
greatly, a carc and kindness and sweetness which I cannot describe. And when I had bathed and dressed
myself she said : ¢ Bimba, thou hast had many troubles, and many more are before thee, but be not afraid
(rnon ti sgomentare), for in thy old age thou wilt have good fortune,’ and so she disappeared, and I never
saw her again—and I still await the good fortune which has not as yet come to me.

“T belicve this was indeed a lzsia, a spirit of some ancestor long dead, who wishes me well.”

What was best in this story I cannot relate, and that was the carnestness
with which it was told, and the manner in which the narrator repeated the
details, and the deep faith with which shc‘cxpressed the conviction that this
was really a Jasia. Truly they are a strange race, these Etruscan mountaineers
—their young folk sce visions and their old men dream dreams.

Pictures of Lases abound on Ltruscan vases. They arc represented as
beautiful spirits, young, and more frequently feminine than male. They are,
I believe almost always, winged, and generally bear a bottle or large phial. The
old Etruscan religion, which was distinctly Luhemeristic, regarded the becoming
a Lar as the first step to becoming a god. On which subject the following is
of interest :— '

‘*“Les Lares, ou Lases, qui jouent un rble si important dans les ancienncs rcligions de I'Italie, qui
peuplent le monde romain, qu'on trouve partont, au foyer de la famille, dans la ville, 2 la campagne, sur

I3
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les routes —Lares familiares, urbani, rurales, viales, &c.; les Zares ont sans acun doule fait partie de la
cosmogonie Etrusque. Leur nom seut sembie le prouver, Larth ou Laris est un nom ct un titre d’honneur
que Yon rencontre fréquemment sur les inscriptions funéraires de U'Etrurie. On lisait, d’ailleurs, dans les
Livres Achérontiens qui faisaient partie de la doctrine de Tages, que les dmes humaines pouvaient, en
vertu de certaines expiations, participer a Pessence des dieux, et sous le nom de déé animales, ou ames
divines, prendre place parmi les Pénates et les Lares ™ (Servius ad den., iii., 168 ; cf. Fabretti, Gloss. Ital.
s. v.). ** Ainsi s'accomplissaient dans les croyances de I'Etrurie les mysterieuses destinées de 'dme humaine.
Le Genius jovialis, aprés Yavoir recucille comme une émanation de la divinité, lui donnait entrée dans la
vie ; puis quand la mort venait séparer de la mati¢re ce sonffle divin, 'dme, éprouvée par les sacrifices, ou
Iexpiation, pouvait rctourner parmi les dieux, ct comime pénate elle remontait au rang ou le Genius Jovialis,
ainsi que nous l'avons vu, était placé lui-meme” (L'Etruric ¢t Les Etrusques, par A. Nodl des Vergers,
Paris, 1862, vol. i., pp. 301, 302).

It will be seen by this extract that the still existing very singular belief that
certain sorcercrs’ souls arc sometimes reborn as mightier sorcerers than before,
and from this procced to be spirits, is exactly paralleled by the old Ltruscan
doctrine taught by Tages.

LOSNA.

MULLER (die Etrusker, p. 81) says that CORSSEN (i, p. 346-7) “has crro-
ncously attributed LoOsNA, a goddess of the moon, to Etruria. She only
occurs on a single mirror from Praencste (GERHARD, i., clxxi.), and is Latin
(Lucna, Luna).”

“It is not for us to settle the question.,” But on asking my authority if
shc knew of such a being as Losna, I reccived the following reply, which 1
wrote down as uttered :—

¢ LOSNA is a spirit of the sun and moon—of Jotk, not of the moon alone. When a Dbrother debauches
his sister it is always her doing. She loves to deride people gaily. When she has made her mischief she
will appear at the table where a confadino is with his family, and laugh and say : ¢ Thon art a stupid fellow,
thou knowest not that thy daughter is sncinta (with child) by her brother, for thou didst once say, ““ £ un
grande piacere & fare Pamore col proprio fratello.,”’ And when she has done this mischief she goes away
singing, becanse she has caused discord in the family.”

This startling myth has that in it which secems to prove great antiquity.
The gypsies in the East of Europe have a legend that they are descended from
the Sun and Moon ; the Sun having debauched his Moon sister was condemned to
wander for ever, in consequence of which they also can never rest. The natives
of Borneco and the old Irish believed that the Man in the Moon is imprisoned
there for the same deed. Finally, the Esquimaux have a similar story. These
coincidences are fortuitous, but in any casc they are rcmarkable. As for
its character, I have already remarked that if these tales arc truly handed down
from the olden time they ought to be replete with scnsuality—as they are.  In
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the spirit of collection, first established by GRIMM, nothing was preserved, much
less sought for, which was not fit, I will not say for young ladies, but even for
the nursery. In fact, fairy tales suggest nothing as yet, even to well-informed
people, but innocent, sweet, pretty, and amusing Méilrchen., But the old myths
out of which these grew were nothing of the kind. However, it has come to
pass that most collectors, influenced by fear of the Major-General Reader,
quictly pass over this element which was, if not the great guiding influence in
myths of what we may call the tertiary formation (or polytheism as it was
passing into pantheism), was at least almost the chief. And if we wish to
investigate the witcheraft of the first period, or this of the time when men had
begun to regard Fertility and Reproduction, and such reviving influences as
Light and Wine and gaiety as causes of life, we must turn over a vast amount
of what is fearfully “shocking ” to all who do not scek “ abditis revum causis”—
into the hidden causes of things. For it was out of what could most terrify
and revolt man that all primitive sorcery and much secondary Shamanism
were formed, and if we would know Man’s early history we must not, or
cannot, avoid® such study. Religious magic, at present, has dropped this
portion of its first state, only retaining, or returning to, the carly fear of
infernal agency, or devils and hell, as the chief motive power in duty and
incentive to worship. To fully understand all that now exists, and have a clar
idea of what we really believe—which no living believer has—we must under-
stand man in the past. Till we do we shall not comprehend the present nor
clear the way for the future.

“Losna, that is Louna,” says PRELLER, “appears on an Etruscan mirror
with the half-moon associated with Pollux, on another monument as Lala,
ie., Lara, désrrotva, with the sun-god Aplu” It is just possible that some
tradition of such association with the sun may have given rise to the Tuscan
story which is probably a mere fragment. In any case it is remarkable that in
it there is an allusion to the sun and moon as an incestuous brother and sister,

I call the attention of the reader specially to the picture representing
LosNA. It is from a mirror which has for a century been frequently engraved
in works on Etruscan art. This is now in my possession, and lies on my paper
as I write. According to Corssen (Sprache der Etrusker, vol. i, p. 346), who refers
to Gerhard's Etruscan Mirrors, iii., 165, Ritschl, Cavendoni, Schoene, Benndorff,
Helbig, &c., as discussing it, it is from Praeneste, also that Lwsna was the
original name, and that Los»a is a dialectical form peculiar to Praeneste,

This mirror had greatly interested me. I had purchased in London one
book simply because it contained an engraving of it, and had made with great
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LOSNA.

(T'rom the original Etruscan bronze mirror, now in possession of the Author.)




LOSNA. 93

care three or four drawings of it from different works, with all of which I was
dissatisfied, and when my publisher, Mr, Fisher Unwin, went over my illus-
trations with me here in Florence, March 5, 1892, I threw “Iosna” out—very
unwillingly. I state simply the trnth when I say that of all the mirrors cver
made, it was this one 'in particular which I most desired to see, and I remember
that it was much on my mind. On the afternoon of the following day I went
by chance, or led by my Socratic demon, into a shop for odds and ends, or
“ curiositics,” and there in a glass case, and very much out of place, found an
ancient Etruscan mirror—the wery one which had been engraved, and which I
so longed to see. I nced not say that I purchased it at once. I should
mention that the engraving here given is absolutely correct, having bcen
made on a tracing or rubbing from the mirror itsclf, which is.in a state of
perfect preservation, .

These mirrors were belicved among the Etruscans to possess magic power.
It is the same with the Chinese of the present day who make similar ones, the
reason being this : The Chinese mirror, like the ancient, is polished on onc side
and has a picture, or more commonly an inscription, on the other. If we let the
sun shine on the mirror and reflect it on a smooth white surface, the picturc on the
other side is distinctly visible in the reflection. I have heard explanations of this
which did not satisfy me. About the ycar 1856 a daguerrotypist in the United
States having cut two lines in a cross on the face of a copper plate found that
though the cross was not perceptible on the back, yct that when reflected in sun-
light it could be distinctly scen in the reflection. Hence I inferred that the
pressure on the face hardened the metal throughout, which perfeetly explains the
phenomenon. I suppose that the Etruscan mirrors when new had the same
quality. Of which invention there is no mention, not even by J. Baptista Porta
in his many recipes for making marvellous “ mirrors.” The same may be made of
glass by annealing the picture. That is, we take a pattern in hard glass, cast a
bed of soft glass about it, and when cold grind off and polish the surface, which
will secem uniform. But the reflection against the sun will show the light from the
soft glass as duller than that from the hard.

All mirrors are, according to ancient and modern superstition, repulsive to
witches, or evil spirits, and good against the evil eye and its like. Fascinators—
like basilisks—had their own terrible glance turned against them if they saw
themselves reflected, “ Si on luy presente un miroir, par endardement reciproque,
ces rayons retournent sur Yautheur d’iccux.” As a lunar-solar goddess, I belicve
that Losna was peculiarly associated with the mirror as a magic object. Philo-
stratus declares that if a mirror be held before a sleeping man during a hail or
thunder-storm, the storm will cease.
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LARONDA,

Laronda in Tuscany is a very kind, benevolent spirit, who, strangely enough, is
peculiar to, or who dwells in, cascrme, or soldiers’ barracks—* Sarebbe un spirito
delle caserme dei militari. E molta buona.”

She seems to be identified with the-old Etruscan Larunda, or Lara, of whom
Lactantius remarks : “Who can keep from laughter when he hears the silent goddess
mentioned ? T  This is she whom they call Lara, or Larunda” (i, 20, 35). OVID
speaks of her as the Dea muta, or silent goddess. But from a passage in
PRELLER'S Mythology, 1 infer that she was specially known as good, since in
reference to a prayer to her he remarks: “Here we plainly understand iz guter
Geist—ein seliger —a good or happy spirit.

But what is certainly very remarkable is that Larunda was especially the
mother of the Lares compitales. “ Compitum is a point where several roads meet.
At such a place the Romans erected large buildings with passages and rooms,”
literally corresponding to modern barracks. *In them all the people round about
met to discuss business and hold festivals.” Thercfore the Lares compitalinm
were the guardian spirits of such large public buildings, where great bodies of men
lived, or met. And Larunda was literally then, as Larunda is now, the chief
spirit of what corresponds most accurately to the modern caserme which is now the
only building in Italy which is quitc like the ancient comgpitum. All of which
PRELLER illustrates with much learning, and of all this I knew nothing when 1
first ascertained what I have written of the modern Tuscan spirit. And when we
read that these ancient buildings were the resort of boxers, actors, gladiators, and
of political clubs, we may well infer that soldiers also occupied them.

In the course of time stories grow up or are attached to names with which
they have very little real connection. Such a legend relating to Laronda is the
following :—

“Laronda is the folletto of the casernes. Once she was a donna named Rosa who, during her life, was
devoted to soldiers.  After a while the officers noticed it and forbade her frequenting the barracks, at which
she was so much grieved that she fell ill, and was long confined to her bed. Then the soldiers themselves
missed her sadly, and so arranged it that she conld come sccretly among them ; so for a time all went well,

““ Among these soldicrs was one who had a sweetheart who was a zingara, or gypsy, as well as witch.
Now the wilch discovered that Rosa visited the caserme, and that all the soldiers'were devoted to her, and that
less for her beauty than for her gaiety and goodness 3 and with this the gypsy was ill-pleased and said to Rosa :—

t ¢ Quis, quom audiat deam Mutam tenere risum queat ?  Hanc esse dicunt, ex qua sint nati Lares, et
ipsam Laram nominant, vel Larundam.” Which is what an ancient heathen might have said al seceing a
Spanish Virgin Mary in an old French bonnel, or cven some of her similitudes here, in Italy, which are ten
times sillier and morce langhter-moving than the rudest works of Roman times.
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‘¢ Rosa, oh, Rosa, oh, fair Rosa ! it is true that I am not so beautiful as thou art, for I am a gypsy. And
thou art esteemed by all the soldiers and my own lover loves thee, so I beg thee not to frequent the barracks
any more !

‘¢ Per cio ti voglio pregare
Nelle easerme di non pilt andare !’

‘“ Then Rosa replied frankly but resolutely, that she would yield nothing whatever to please her foolish
jealousy, at which the other, in a rage, said: ‘ May my curse fall like lead upon thy head, nor wilt thou live
long—Dut one year do I give thee.

“¢L fin anno che tu eamperai,
Tu non avrai che pene e guai.

“ ¢ A year thou’lt live in pain and grief, .
Ere death will come to bring relief.

‘¢ And since thou lovest soldiers so well, thou shalt have no rest after death, but shalt become &7 folletto
della ronda (the spirit of the patrol, or night-guard), and LA RoNDA thou shalt Le.’

‘¢ As she threatened so it all came to pass, and the soldiers grieved for her death. But while they were
sorrowing they were suddenly amazed to see at a window the apparition of a lady of great beauty clad in
white, who said :—

¢ To sono la bella Rosa, I am the beautiful Rosa—but now I am dead I have become the Folletto della
Ronda of the soldiers, and when night flees from the world of the eternals T will come to seek you, and when
you hear me eall, then open the windows to La Ronda.”

There will be many to whom this adaptation of a modern pun to a word will
quite suffice to destroy all connection with the classic Larunda. In this way we
might utterly invalidate all and any tradition whatever, just as VOLTAIRE
declared that the petrified shells found on mountain-tops had probably been
scallop shells dropped by pilgrims from the Holy I.and. But Laronda was from
very ancient times the guardian spirit of the public building, while this story turns
upon a mere resemblance of the word to a technical term with a very different
meaning. I think it most probable that some ingenious but ignorant person,
hearing of Laronda, adapted it to the word for patrol or “round.”

I have since heard it asserted that Laronda may be, or is, the spirit of any
large building frequented by many people, such as a hotel. This seems to be the
old and generally entertained idea, while I have no guarantec whatever that the
story is not a mere modern fabrication founded on a jest. '

If Larunda be modern decanse there is a modern story fitted to the name,
then of course any myth may be punned or conjectured out of existence.

LEMURI.

On asking if such a word as Lemures was known, I was told that Zemuri sono
i spiviti dei campo-santi—* Lemuri are the spirits of the churchyards.”” This
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clearly enough identifies them with the Latin Lemures, which were the same
as the Larvae, or the unhappy and terrifying ghosts of thosc who have died evil
deaths, or under a ban, to which there are innumcrable allusions in all Latin

writers.!

TAGO.

Tago is a spirit whose name appecars to be known only to a few old people.
He is described as a spirito bambino, or appearing as a little boy. Of him FFavi
Gustavo declared : “Tago is a spirit who is invoked, when we see
children suffering, with an invocation which causcs them to recover
their health. But this prayer I do not recall so that I could
write it.”

Another authority informed mec that there is a spirito bam-
bino, or spirit like a boy, who is, however, a wizard. His name
is Zerieg’h (harsh and guttural and uncertain). He comes up out
of the ground, and predicts the future or tells fortunes. As these
arc the only spirits in such form I suppose them to be the
same being.

The namc Tago will naturally suggest to the scholar that of
Tages, “the wise Etruscan child plowed from the carth,” whose
history is given in dctail by Preller and many more, but by no
one so succinctly or clegantly as by Petrarch in his Italian-

Latin. This child, one day, as a peasant was ploughing—/Hetrusco
quodam arante in agro Targuintensi—leapt from the furrow, an infant in form but
with an old man’s head and wisdom—puerili ¢ffigie sapientia senili—and procecded
forthwith to astcnish everybody by his prophesics and instructions in what was then
religious wisdom, but what we should now call magic. And it was indeed from
his books and teachings that all Roman divination and sacred observances were
drawn. And as Etruscan lore began with him, it would be indced deeply
interesting if we could prove that he still lives in his Etrurian home as Tago or
Terieg’h. Truly such survivals as these may not be of the fittest for the spirit of
the age, but it is befitting that they be recorded, if only to show the extraordinary
manner in which they arc frozen up in popular tradition to be now and then

* ““Verum illi manes, quoniam corporibus illo tempore tribuuntur quo fit prima conceptio, ctiam post
vitam iisdem corporibus dclectantur, atque cum iis manentes appellantur Lemures” (MARTIAN, Cap de
Mess., ii., 9, p. 40; ap. MULLER). ‘‘Lemures larvee nocturnie el terrificationes imaginum et bestiarum

(AUGUSTIN, c. Dei. ix. 115 ap. PRELLER). * Lemures umbras vagantes hominum ante diem mortis mortuorum
ct ides metuendus”’ (PORYM. ; ap. PRELLER).
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TAGES.

(From the Etruscan Museum of Gori.)

14
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thawed out to some sceker. But whether Tago or Terieg’h really be Tages I lcave
for others to settle. Dawvus sum non (Edipus. Tor, as Johannes Practorius says in
his Aunthropodemus Plutonicus, that “all this story of Zages may be a mere fable
wherewith the devil, after his fashion, hath deluded and betrayed man with a
wonder, that he might use the many superstitions which had their beginning in
Tages, his fortune-telling and sorcery.”

FANIO.

¢ Hace loca capripedes, Satyros, nymphasque tenerx,
Finitimi fingunt et FAUNOS csse loquntur,
Quorum noctivago strepitu.”
LUCRETIUS, iv., §84.

To a person of humanity and tender feclings there is something very touching
or indescribably pitiful in the manner in which the people in Europe clung to their
old gods and resisted Christianity. For it is #of truc at all, as is generally mis-
represented, that they gladly took to the mystical, abstract, Hebrew-Persian
Roman Catholic religion of professed love, and priestly and feudal oppression
which they did not understand. Nor did they find any attractions in its making
a duty of obedience to cruel feudal tyrants, of asceticism, fasting, and dread of the
devil. It was all forced on them, and they long resisted it. Despite cruel perse-
cution (as Horst and Michelet observe), the peasants persisted in their devotion to
the poor old forbidden gods, and every few years, so late as the fifteenth century,
councils thundered at, colleges condemned, and priests burned people for heathen
sacrifices. And they were not a few who thus clung to the ancient faith. They
were all over Europe, and, as I have shown, there are some still left in the Toscana
Romagna.

This old rcligion of naturc was congenial to the people because they under-
stood and deeply felt it. They had, as I hope the reader has, an impression that
there is a spirit in the pathless woods, deep song in silent shade, life in the long-
forgotten land of early days—homes of visions in the old grey rocks with possible
portals through which elves or their own elfin thoughts may pass. They know the
Voice of the Waterfall, and what the stone said when it was thrown at twilight into
the well or silent pool “under the stars,” and why the laurel crackled when it burned,
and what words it said—these were all spirits, and they had learned the spirit-lan-
guage from their fathers. There was an indescribably delightful, companionable
sensc in believing that there was a jolly, mischievous, familiar goblin who lived in
the fire, or haunted the fireplace, who teased the girls and bothered the boys, and was
“so sociable.”  All of these were like themselves, and within their natural compre-



FANIO. 99

hension, and they wou/d believe in them because, as they mus? adopt some kind of
supernaturalism, they took that which was most natural, sensible, and congenial to
them. A haggard, bleeding, pallid spectre, cverlasting goody-goodiness. of

ETRUSCAN RURAL DEITIES.

Madonnas, and the agony of tortured saints with no end of fasting and prayer,
are not congenial to us, nor did healthy humanity cver accept them in loving
carnest, as it did the old heathen gods. The whole history of the Middle Ages—or
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you may continue it later an you will—is one of mankind making believe that
they believed in misery. And the proof of it, reader, is very plain, and it is
simply this—that wherever and whenever Christianity has any “ superstitions ” or
clements quite in common with the old heathenism, there people are most truly
religious. “Man is properly the only object which interests man ;” he feels and
lives in Humanity and Nature, and never truly cares for what is remote from or is
forced into these.

You and I, reader, feel the true spirit of old heathen religion when we walk in
the forest and skirt the line of “thus far—and then no more—the language of the
sounding sea to the sands upon the shore,” or are sitting by the fire in silent night.
We do not make it into goblins, but our own thoughts and mcmories become to
us quite the same as spirits, for we feel or scc how we can give them life or
expressed thought in act or words. Make this Jizera/—not a mere figure of
specech—and then, friend, you will be as happy as a heathen suckled in a ereed
outworn—yca, quite as well off—which was all that Wordsworth wished for, and
was not unlike the desire of Francois Villon, who yecarned for the ladies of the
olden time.

It is a great pity, but pity ’tis ’tis true, that owing chiefly to the affected-
sentimental, or falsc influences of mediaval religion and its resultant “art,” we do
not really know what we ougkt to admire or “fecl beautiful” over, or enthuse
about, till somebody has told us how. Then we go and “do it.” We do it by
going to see all the places prescribed by the hotel directions, “there and back,
twenty-five francs for a party of four,” and duly admiring them, and pass by without
note a hundred spots even more beautiful. And verily such a doing thereof as 1
behold here among tourists in Italy to see what it is “the thing” to sce (ze,
cverything, according to Ruskin, Badcker, and Co.), might draw tecars from a
millstone. A child or a peasant is better off—it or he takes Nature as it comes—
naturally. The tourist who goes by precept may #hznk that he can feel nature as a
child, but he does z#of.  You cannot serve God and Mammon together.

This old spirit of unaffected feeling of nature without “culture” is deeply
impressed in all this Tuscan-Etruscan folk-lore, and I would that my heart could
utter the thoughts which it often inspires. It was all summed up for the ancients
in the single word Faunus. Faunus and the Fauni were the incarnation of forests,
streams and ficlds, fairy-life and flowers. Therefore 1 was glad to find that this
deity, who is only another form of Pan, still lives in the Romagnola, as is set forth
in the following passages.

“JFANIO is a wizard who comes in the form of a spirit.” This appcars to be
the Euhemeristic conception of all the spirits in this very primitive Tuscan
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mythology. First a wizard, or a man of power on earth, who is remembered after
death, and then is supposced to still haunt the scenes of his former life. What
Fénio does was narrated as follows :—

¢ Fanio frightens peasants in the woods, He appears as a man leaping up with his hands wide open,
thrown forward, or looks like a devil, scattering fire, and then laughs at the fear which he has caused. And
when there is a-wedding he often anticipates the bridegroom in his kisses, and when the hnsband ecomes and
would embraee his wife he feels invisible blows and euffs, whieh put him in a rage, when Fanio bursts out
laughing, and says :—

¢ Vuoi sapere chi sono?
Sono lo spirito Fdnio,
Che cio che m’e piacuto in vita,
Mi piace al altro mondo;
Mi dovresti ringraziare,
Che ti ho risparmiato tanta fatica !’

(*“Who I am?—if you would know,
I'm the spirit Fanio!
What in life once gave me bliss,
Pleases mie as much in this;
And T think that thanks are duc
Unto me for helping you!’)

** Then if the husband is vexed at this, and if his wife is angry and curses the goblin, he only torments
-her the more and returns as a nightmare to disturb her sleep.”

It is not difficult to recognise in this Fanio the Faunus of the Latins, All of
the characteristics attributed to him in the account agrec accurately with what
PRELLER relates : —

¢“ In some phases of popular belief Faunus appears as nearly allied to Silvanus, as a spirit of the forest,
who lurks in deep shadows, in hidden caverns, or by rustling waterfalls, where he predicts fortunes or eatehes
birds, and chases the nymphs. . . , The fauns as a elass were much given to teasing and tormenting mortals
in their sleep, so that they sometimes appear altogether as annoying imps—like the nightmare to us—against
which attacks people nsed all kinds of roots and quackeries, especially the root of the forest-peony (W ald-
pdonie), which had to be dug by men by night, else the great wood-pecker would peck out their eyes. But,
ahove all, the women had to be on their guard against the fauns and Silvani, for these lecherous wood-goblins
readily slipped into their beds, whence the popular name of Zucubus for them.” * From their lechery they
were called Faunificarii. ¢ Vel Incubones, vel Satyros, vel sylvestres quosdam homines quos nonulli Fawunos
picarios vocant * ¥ (Hieron. in Isai, v. 13, 21).

These fauns and silvani of Tuscan belief are very much allied to the mis-
chievous houschold goblins. They all make naughty love to women, and act as
incubi, or nightmares, and cause wild dreams. Quite the same spirits were known
of old in Assyria. Lenormant says (Magie Chaldaienne) :—
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“To the Incubus and Succubus was joined the Nightmare in the Accadian A7c/-udda-karra, in the
Assyrian, Ardafs . , . It is prohable, judging from its name, that it was one of those familiar spirits which
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ke the stables and the houses the scene of their malicious tricks ; spirits whose existence has been
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admitted by so many people, and which are still Lelieved in by the peasants in many parts of Europe.”
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It may be remarked that nearly all the spirits which occur in this peasant
mythology are of the nature of the fauns. Also that while the Romagnola
contadino has retained old Etruscan namecs of gods, and those of the minor
sylvan and rural deities, such as Sylvanio, Fano, and Pald, he has not the great
Latin gods. Bacchus is commonly enough sworn by, but 1 could gather no
information regarding him, save that he was “the god of wine, and there-
forec must be the same as Faflon.” The best treatises which I have met on the
Fauns, Satyrs, Silvani, Incubi, &c., form chapters in that strange work by C
Bauhinus, 1667, entitled De Hermaphroditis, &c.

The peony was, on account of its red colour, regarded as great protection
against the fauns as nightmares. PRAETORIUS (Anthropodemus Plutonicus; Von
Alpmannrigen, 1666) mentions that pcople, to keep away the Incubus, wear
round their necks, or hanging from them, “flints, corals, or peony roots.”

It is worth observing that the cegppo sacro, a holy log of wood which is burned
on Christmas Eve—the yule-log of the, North—is taken with due observance and
incantation to the fauns or other spirits of the forest. For, despite his immoral
and mischievous conduct, Fdnio is a general favourite, as was Faunus of old, for
many reasons not too far to find, but not worth specifying,

In a work on Faunus, Del Dio Fauno, ¢ de suoi segnaci, di Odoard Gerhard
(Eduard Gerhard, Naples, 1825), the author declares that whatever deity he may
‘have been, mixed and mingled as he was with others, is not difficult to determine.
The truth is that all these minor spirits of forests and fields, firesides and bed-
rooms, were naturally familiar and mischievous creatures, as much alike as romping
schoolboys, therefore all nightmares; teasers of girls, therefore seducers, and
consequently wanton and gay. They were in reality more distinguished by
names than by natures.

QUERCIOLA.

This word refers to an herb or small plant which, as in the case of rue,
rosalaccio, and others, is by mysterious association also a fairy. Quercinola is
properly, in ltalian, a small oak-tree, but, as in many other instances, it has
been transferred from one plant to another in Romagnolo. What I learned
of it (given to me with specimens of the plant), is as follows :—

““When one has quarrelled with a lover, one should go and sit beside the plant called Querciola,
wherever it is growing, because the fairy of thal name is a greal friend lo lovers. So when one is distant, or
separated, be il as (o the heart or place, the other sits by the herb and sings :—
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Fata Querciola !

Sei tanto bella quanto buona
A ti mi vengo raccomandare,
Che il mio bene

A mi tu facecia ritornare.

Fata Querciola !

Ai fatto tanto bene

A tante persone

Anch’ io voglio sperare
Che di me non ti di me
Vorrai dimenticare.

Fata Querciola !

Sei tanto bella e altra tanto buona
Ti chiedo una grazia sola

E spero non me la vorra negare,
E lo mio amore

Mi farai ritornare.

Fata Qucrciola !

Softitei tante pene;

Se da me non tornasse il mio bene,
Ma da me le conviene si ritornare,
Perche la fata me 'ha promesso,
Di farlo ritornare sotto al mio tctto.

Fairy Querciola !

Thou art good as fair ;

Let me hope and not in vain,
That thou wilt send happiness
Unto me again !

Fairy Qucrciola !

Thou hast blest so many,

Send a blessing unto mc,

Let me hope that I, though humble,
May not forgotten be !

Fairy Querciola !

Fair as thou art good ;

One favour I implore,

Which 1 hope thou'lt not deny :
Make him who was my lover
Return to me once morc,

Fairy Querciola !

I shall suffer sore

Unless my love as lover

Comes back as oncc before.)

But, fairy, thou hast promised me,
And what thou sayst will surely be,
He'll seek my roof once more.’ )




QUERCIOLA. 105

Querciola, or Querciuola, as the name of a nymph or sylvan spirit, is clearly
enough closely connected with that of Querguetiulana, an old Roman or Italian
simile for Vira (which see), a wood-nymph ; though the term, like Querciola,

SETHLANS, VULCAN, AND THE TROJAN HORSE.

refers especially to a dryad, or spirit of an oak. So FESTUS observes (PRELLER,
R. M., p. 89, second edition) : “ Querquetulane Vire putantur significari nymphe
presidentes querqueto virescenti, quod genus silve indicant fuisse intra portam que
ab eo dicta sit Querquetnlaria” Querciola is therefore clearly a dryad.

15
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These Querquetulane have an apparent, or barely possible, survival in the
spirits called Querke/n in Bavaria. They emigrated from that country, passing
over the river Main by the village of Wiesen (Bayerische Sagen wvon Fried.
Panser, Munich, 1848).

SETHANO.
L]

I am not sure whether this name is Sethano or Sethlrano or Settrano, nor
have I been able to learn more than what is contained  these lines :—

“Settrano is the spirit of fire. He is remembered by all here. They know a
proverb (Ze., a saying, invocation, or spell) which is repeated. When they do not
wish the fire to burn they invoke (se woca) that spirit.”—SETTE TIico.

Of all these spirits there are invocations and tales, but I have not in all
instances been able to collect them.

Sethlans was the Etruscan Vulcan.
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CARRADORA.

ARRADORA was in her lifc una
strega buona—a good witch—who
protected infants against other or
evil witches. She appecars to be
well known, While the following
story was being narrated, the one
who told it paused, not remembecr-
ing the name of the plant which
was used, whereupon an old woman
who was present—not from the
Romagna, but a Florentine—gave
it at once as corbessolo (arbutus).

I infer from this that the story is widely spread.

107
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“ There was once in the country a lady who had a small baby. It was a pretty child, but day by day it
began to weaken—diminuire—nor did the mother know what to do. Then she was advised to go to
Carradora, who could explain it all, because she was a witch who did good as well as harm (¢ male).

“ Then the lady went to the witch, who said : ¢ Go to thy home and pat the babe to bed, and put a knife
in the window, and then return to me.’ So the lady did, and returned to Carradora, who said : ¢ Witches
come by night to suck the blood of thy child, and it must be prevented.’

“Then the witch took corbeszole, and thorns, and put them in red bags and bound them to the door-posts
and windows, and then took the entrails of a very small pig (w2 maialino), and said :—

¢ Questi sono gl’interiori
D’un piccolo maiale,
Che servono per le strege
Discacciar, e gl'interiori
Di si bella bambina
Sono giovani quanto lei cara,
Ed e proprio ad atta
Per amare. E le corne
Alle strege bisogna fare,
Che qui dentro non possino pil cntrare.’

¢ Then Carradora took the child and made a skein of thread (ne fecé 1en gomitolo) and threw it in the air,
and so it was cured.”

The story was imperfectly told, because it was mentioned in connection with
it, that thorns in the form of a cross were cither laid in the window or should be
put in a window to keep witches from entering.

Carna or Cardea was a very ancient Roman minor goddess. “Some writers,”
says PRELLER, “ describe her as a goddess who strengthened the heart and entrails.
Others call her Cardea, a goddess of the door-hinges, and class her with Forculus
and Limentius”  Of her he relates the following, which has certainly an extra-
ordinary resemblance to what I have related :—

‘“ There was by the Tiber an ancient grove of Ielernus, to which the Zontifices brought offerings. IHence
came the nymph who was really called Crance, but who, by means of Janus, became Carna, or goddess of all
hinges of doors (doors ?) and entrances or exits. As a nymph she was chaste as Diana, and by speedy flight
avoided the glance of cvery man. But she conld not escape the double sight of Janus who won her love and
gave her for reward the jus cardinis, or sway over all hinges, and the white thorn (spina alba) in order to

kecp evil from all doors, and especially to cxclude the witches who come in the night to suck the blood of
children.
¢ Proca was the daughter of a Latin prince. When the child was only five days old the witches began to

suck its blood. The nurse came and saw the marks of the witches’ claws on the baby’s cheeks—the child was
pale as a faded leaf. So they went to Carna—or Cardea—who first touched the door-posts and threshold thrice

\\:ith arbutns (Italian, cordezsole), and sprinkled the cntrance with water, and took the entrails of a sucking-
pig in her hand. Then she said :—
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‘¢ Ye night-birds (witches) spare the bowels of the habe
The tender creature is for dainty boys;
Heart for heart !
Bowels for bowels !
Soul for soul !’

¢ Then she laid the entrails in the open air, and no one dared to look at them.” (This, I am sure, means
that they went away without looking back at them.) ‘¢ After that no witch could enter, and the child soon
rccovered.”

This is essentially the same story with the one previously narrated. But quite
independently of it, I was informed long before that the w/iite 2iorn laid in a
window kept witches from entering, and that the entrails of a pig were a most
potent means of exorcising them. That the Latin Cardca should have become
Carradora is natural enough.

Carnea-Cardea seems to have been interested in pigs. It is remarkable that
the dish of pork and beans (which, as Sir THOMAS BROWNE remarks, the Jews and
Pythagoreans contrived to spoil between them) was sacred to her ; it was caten in
her honour on the 1st of June. This fact alone would convince any native of
Boston that she must have been the most genial, humane, and @sthetic spirit in
existence—cuz pulte fabacia et larido sacrificatur '—and 1 am not sure that, if a
copy of this work should ever find its way to the Hub, the modern Athenians
“will not erect a church or temple to her, unless indced they have one already, for
there are few things which they do not know, and nothing which they have not
tried in the way of religion. 1n any case it is a remarkable historical fact that
pork and beans—probably baked—was an Athenian dish, associated with the
deepest mythological mysteries.

VIRA.
Of this spirit I have the following account and story :—

““Vira is a fairy who, from a fairy (faze) in her life, became a spirit who by day and night is always in
the forests. And when she sees any handsome young man busy in cutting wood, or making charcoal, if he
pleascs her she appears to him in the form of a very beautiful girl—da furne a bagliare—snch as to dazzle him
—and then he finds his work all done to his hand, or else she shows him a treasure.

¢ One day she found a handsome youth who was in great sorrow becanse he was so poor. Ie began to
cut wood, yct weépt while so doing because he could bring nothing home to his mother. Then Vira appeared
to him and said :—

* MACROBIUS, i., 12, 33-
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¢ ¢ Buon giovane non ti disperare,
A far fortuna ti voglio mandare,
Vi e un piccolo paiese vicina & Benevento
E la vi e la figlia del re
Che aspetta il mago delle sette teste,
Che vada a mangiarla I'aspetta,
A sedere al balcone ma pero basta
Che uno vada dal re con le teste del mago,
Che sia stato capace d'ammazarlo.’

(*“*Good youth be not in despair!
There's a small place near Benevento
Where dwells a king who has a daughter fair,
Who waits for the seven-headed ogre
Who will devour her, but her father there
Hopes that some one ere long may slay him,
And bring the ogre’s heads unto him.’)

¢“*And he who will do this may wed the princess. Now this ogre has been slain by the Signore Slaniani,
who will now carry the heads to the king and claim the hand of his daughter, but that is reserved for thee and
not for him. For when the heads were put on a waggon to be carried to the king I took from them their
seven tongues, and thou shalt carry these tongnes to the king and say that thou didst slay the ogre and that
thou dost wish for his danghter. Then the king will say that it was another who gained the victory, the proof
being that he has the heads. To which thou wilt reply, “ Who should be the conqueror—the one who has the
heads or the tongues?” And it will be admitted that the victor would have secured the tongues althongh he
might have neglected the heads, but that it would be most unlikely that he would have cut out and thrown
away the tongues.’

¢“And thus did Vira;
The youth was clad in splendid attire,
He too was very beautiful,
Boldly he went to the king,
Boldly he claimed to have slain,
Single-handed, the ogre,
And asked for the beautiful princess
As a reward for his valour.
¢It may not be’ said the king ;
‘He who slew the monster
Has brought with him its heads,
No better proof can be found.’
€A Dbetter proof is the tongues,’
Answered the youth, undaunted,
*And I can show all the seven.’

*“But the Signore Slaniani maintained that these were not the tongues of the ogre, because no one could
have taken them from the heads, which had never been out of his sight. Then the king said :—

‘“ “Well, then bring here the heads!
If they all have their tongues
The princess shall be your wife,
And this youth must be cast into prison,
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But, if the tongues are gone,

Gone with them are your chances,
Youw’ll be a prisoner then,

And the youth shall have the maiden,’

““But as he had no witnesses Signore Slaniani depended on the heads, and what was his amazement
to find when they were brought that the tongues were gone.

““ Therefore it came to pass
That the poor youth who was favoured
By the help of the fairy
Carried away the reward.
So it often goes in this world—
He who does the hard work
Often misses his pay,
When some one more favoured by fortune
Steps in and securcs lhe prize.
Higher beings than man
Play with us all like toys.
The youth was as nothing in this;
All that he won he owed
To the loving spirit Vira.”

This is, as regards the incident of the dragon’s or maga’s heads and tongues, a
~very common fairy tale. We have the last echo of it in Quentin Durward, where
the hero appears with the head of William de la Mark, the Wild Boar of Ardennes.
But it is very peculiar that in this version the whole principle of the story is
reversed. In the others it is the true slayer of the dragon who gets the tongues,
and the impostor who has the heads but in this story.

‘“ The page slew the boar,
The king had the gloire.”

This indicates an extremely archaic form of the tale. Among rude races it
is the crafty man who is most admired. The Algonkin Indians call their great
god Glooskap or Glusgabe, which means “the Liar,” as Dr. J. G. Brinton declares,
because they thought it the most distinguishing attribute of wisdom to be able to
deceive. Highly civilised people are ashamed to boldly admire such a mean trick
as that which was played by the protigé of Vira, It cannot have escaped the
reader that, taking these tales and myths as a whole, they indicate a really
primaval antiquity. Their morality is antique and they are all based on the
idea that human beings or fairiecs who are a kind of human beings (a belief
which Pratorius and many more defended only two hundred years ago), became
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spirits or deities. This is the very oldest form of supernaturalism, or animism.
And in accordance with it is this naif admiration of deceit.

But what is most interesting in this tale is the name VIRA4, that of the heroine
who is described distinctly as a fairy “who is always in the forests.” In ancient
times the Vira was strictly a sylvan spirit, and is thus mentioned by PRELLER
(Rom. Myth., p. 89): “But the women of ancient times whom we call scias (wise
women or witches) . . . were also called in early times Vire or Vires, for this form
also occurs, and they were indeed chiefly known as Baunmauymphen (¢ree-nymphs) the
word virere and viridis being clearly connected with this name.” But the name
being very old Italian, scems to be peculiarly appropriate to a very old story of
the Toscana Romagna. “The race of wood women,” says PRELLER, “is generally
indicated by the Greek names of Nymphs and Dryads, while in the very earliest
Italian antiquity, and in hoary popﬁlar tradition, they are called Vire, Vires,
Virgines and Viragines” In the story which we have given, Vira acts more like
a witch than a fairy.

Taking the name Vira into consideration, with other characteristics, it is there-
fore possible that we have here perhaps the most ancient form of the legend.

BERGOIA.

Bergoia is a spirit sempre perfido, always treacherous, who was in her lifetime
a very mischievous witch. Yet when young she was really good, and she was in a
great and wealthy family by whom she was loved like a daughter. And there was
a young girl, a daughter of the family, who also loved her very dearly. But little
by little, no one knew how or why it was, Bergoia began to change her nature and
became as evil as she had before been amiable.

“ Now the change was so great that the young lady was certain that some strange cause lay behind it, and
Deing a very shrewd girl she resolved to watch Bergoia closely, and find out what it meant. And one evening
when Bergoia bade her go 1o bed carly, she did so, but kept awake to watch. And when midnight came, she
heard the voice of a man without, singing :—

¢ O Bergoia ! o bella Bergoia !
Vieni mi aprire,
Che da questa finestra,
Non posso salire,
Bada i tnoi padroni non sveglia,
Perche con te una affare
Abbiamo da combinare ;
Se questa affare combineramo,
La tua signorina streghercmo,
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Se la tua signorina
Non mi farai stregare,
Una strega di te faro diventare.’

(““ O Bergoia! fair Bergoia!

h A3
Come open unto me ! e
For thou knowest through the window { i " y
I cannot come to thec. LISRARY, 1894

Beware, lest the master wakes, N ’A <
For we have work to do \_‘__;,r
There is witch-work which calls us, Bergoia !

Witch-work for me and you ;

We must bewitch the maiden

And win her from her home ;

Unless the spell pass on her,

A witch thou must become!’)

*“ Then the young lady, terrified at what she had so nearly escaped, ran screaming to her parcnts, and told
them what she heard. Then he who had called, and who stood without, in a rage changed himself into a
black dog,* and disappeared ina terrible flash of lightning with Bergoin, who was never seen on earth as a true
woman again.

*“ After her death, Bergoia became a spirit of thunder and lightning, and was seen darting in the fire—
si converte molte wolte in saietta. She, however, often took human form, and would go to a honse and ask for
food and shelter ; if she obtained it she would content herself with making thunder and lightning roar and flash,
and if her hosts showed fear then there wonld come hail to devastate theircrops. But woe to those who utterly
refused her shelter, for then there would come a flash (sase?/a) which would destroy or burn the house, or set
fire to the trecs.

““ So men lose thousands on thousands

Of money by crops destroyed,

For the flash is a ray of fire,

And the bolt like a splint of iron,
And he who is struck by it dies,
As he may by the deadly odour
Which lightning spreads around.
Such is the work of Bergoia.

‘“ Sometimes it comes to pass that Bergoia fancies a 'youth, and passes the night with him. He is
bewitched and makes love, but never sees her, for she comes and goes in darkness, and suddenly departs in
a flash of lightning which kills her paramour.

¢ And so she is ever doing evil to all,
Evil to those who have never done her wrong.”

The Tusci, as OTTFRIED MULLER observes, had in their mythology an extra-
ordinary number of spirits of thunder and lightning, furies and infernal witches,

T ¢ Any voodoo is supposed to change himself into a black dog, black wolf, black cat, owl or bat at night.
The way to stop the metamorphosis is to find either the human or the animal skin and salt it. These black
animals spit fire at you if you have their human skin ; but you must not fear, but hold it fast until you have
salted it well.”—MARY A. OWEN.

16
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and, as 1 have observed, there are a great many in the Romagnolo mythology.!
The Etruscan, like the Turanian everywhere—and the Mexican so far as we know
jit—scems to have been a religion or cult which was, especially in a certain stage,
onc of blood and of the grotesque horrors which always appeal to primitive man. In
such religions thunder and storms, death, bloody sacrifices and evil spirits take
precedence of more refined conceptions.  The god is always a human sorcerer who
continues to haunt mankind and exercisc the same functions which he practised
while living. No one can fail to recognise very distinct traces of this in these
Romagnolo traditions.

This account speaks of “the deadly 6dour which lightning spreads around.”
The Hungarian gypsies say that it has a smell like garlic.

It may be observed that these Tuscan legends deal, not indirectly, but very
cvidently and closely, with their original myths. Many of the names of Etrusco-
Italian deities are preserved in them almost unchanged. Now in no part of the
Roman empire was the worship of Ceres so zealously maintained as in the Tuscan
land ; hence the idea of a wandering goddess, going about in disguise, soliciting
shelter and food, and cruclly punishing those who treat her unkindly, appears more
than once in these traditions. And it cannot be denied that by considering them
as a whole, comparing one incident with another, or all the special characteristics
of the legends, no one can fail to see that all agree marvellously with what we
know of Etrurian or Old Latin origins, and manifest little admixture from other
sources.

This being truc, it is curious that therc was an Etruscan minor goddess
named Begoe who appears to have communicated to mortals the whole theory and
system of thunder, or an ars fulguritorum, which was preserved with other
writings, after the time of Augustus, in thc temple of the Palatine Apollo.
Fulguritus really means id quod est fulmine ictum—that which is thunderstruck.
Begoe was at least one who was concerned with thunder, storms, and the spoiling
of harvests. But here—as in all such cases—I only make a mere suggestion, to be
corrected or set aside by those who are better qualified to decide.

Bergoia in this Tuscan myth kills animals and men at a flash or in an instant.

' The Tuscans (Zusker) who devoted much attention to investigating thunder and lightning . .
recognised three kinds—that which gave counsel or advice, that which confirmed events and indicated how
something which had happened would turn out, and the third which came unexpectedly and predicted according
to circumstances. It would weary the reader should I relate more of this greatly spon-out lightning-lore,
For further details he may consult : SENECA, Nature Quest., ii., 32, &ec.; PLINY, Hist. Nat., ii., 53;
VALERIAN, De fulminum significationobus in Grawvii Thesaur., v., p. 600 ; MULLER, Die Etrusker ; CREUZER,
Symbolik, 3rd cd., vol. iii.,, p. 650; NORK, Real Worterbuck, vol. i., p. 160; DOLLINGER eidenthum,
p. 461 ; FRIEDRICH, Symbolik der Natur.
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“Begoe,” as we are told (History of Etruria, by Mrs, Hamilton Gray) “slew an
ox simply by whispering in its car the fearful nawie of the Highest.,” This I think
refers to lightning.  “ The highest and most irresistible of all the powers dwells in
the divine and mysterious name—*the supreme name,” with which Hea alone is
acquainted. Before this name everything bows in heaven and in earth and in
Hades, and it alone can conquer the Maskin (evil spirits), and stop their ravages.
“ Awe her (Ninkigal) with the names of the great gods” (IFox Talbot, cited in
Lenormant, Magie Chaldaienne). Thus nowmen est numen, according to Varro,
to which we may here appropriately add e2 numen est lumen--the divinity being
lightning.

BUGHIN.

Of this spirit I have the following account :—

“ Bughin is a spirit who does both good and cvil. Abont harvest time he causes the cardonchialo? in the
grain, or makes it become black, whence the bread made from it is also dark, having such a vile smell and
taste that it cannot be caten, which is a sad loss for the poor peasants—e cosi 7 povers contadini se avessero la
disgrazia. And when they have suffered much from this, say for three or four years, then they take two or
three ears of wheat or of the grain (spighe @i grano). These the peasant must husk or shell (sfard), clean,
and put them on the hearth where it is very hot, and throw the refuse out-of-doors, and when putting the grain
on the hearth say :—

*¢¢ Metto questo grano carbonchiato
Perche lo spirito di Bughin mi ha rovinato,
A lui mi voglio raccomandarc,
E lo voglio tanto pregare,
Che aquesta male voglia riparare ;
Se questa grazia mi vuol fare,
Questo grano in mezzo della stanza
Mi deve fare saltare!’

(*“ “As these rusted grains I see,
I fear Bughin hath ruined me!
Therefore unto him I pray,
That this harm may pass away ;
May this corn now he a sign
That all is well for me and mine,
May it, if I escape a doom,
Jump to the middle of the room !’)

*¢ Should the heated grains burst and jump well, it is a sign that the rust or mildew will not attack the
grain. But the peasant must be on the look-out to secure two grains of wheat of the very first which ripen

before the smut, or carbonchiato, manifests itself.”

The Romans had a god or rural deity who presided over the rust in wheat.

* Carbonchio, a discase in grain by which it appears black and scorched. The smaut or mildew. Carbon-
chioso, affected with the smut, burnt or scorched (BARETTI'S /alian Dz'(/iwmry).
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His name was Robigo, and there is much about him in the lore of the Latin
harvest gods, of whom I would say incidentally that they seem to have been the
prototypes of the same “Corn gods” in Germany, or sprung from the same
source. The Latins had indeed quite a minor mythology of these. Seia, or
Segetia, guarded the sced while in the ground. She was also called Fructiseia
and Semonia. Segesta attended to it when sprouting. The Deus Nodotus aided
the development of the joints—dicitur deus qui ad nodos perducit ves satas
(ARNOBIUS, iv. 7 ; ap. PRELLER). Volutina formed the husk, Patelena opened
the ear (vide Patclana). With these were twelve male gods who presided over
all the separate processes of sowing and harvesting, besides the Deus Spinensis
who was invoked to kecp the crop free from thorns and weeds. In Bolognese,
Robigo would ecasily and naturally be changed to Bug/in—~big, the root, becoming
bug or bugh by many analogies. /z is a common termination for proper names.

GANZIO.

““Festa para Conso: Consus libi cetera dicet;
Ipso festa die dum sua sacra canes.”
Ovip, Fastorum Lib. iii.

The contadino when in difficulty on any subject has always his choice
Between appealing to a Christian saint -or an ancient heathen god: “ One good
if the other fails.” So if his horse be ill, he may begin with a prayer to Saint
Antony of whom I was told that :—

¢ Ie is 2 saint who protects all animals, especially horses. And when one has a horse in bad condition
he goes 1o Saint Antonio and says :—

¢¢ ¢ Saint Antonio mio benignol
Di pregarvi non son digno ;
Ma voglio voi pregare,
Che il mio cavallo mi volcte liberare
Da tutte le malattie;
Sano et svelte me le farete stare!’

(““ “ Most benign Saint Antony! '
Though unworthy I may be,
Yet to thee I pray, of course,
And beg that thou wilt free my horse
From all evils in him found,
Make the creature safe and sound !’”)

But should Saint Antony turn a deaf ear to this humble petition, the
suppliant appeals to a much older, and therefore probably more experienced
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deity, that is Gansio, who is “of the horse, horsey,” as he dwells in stables, and
who, though not devoid of trick or vice, is always willing to give his aid as an
experienced “ vet.” when politely requested. Of him I have the following
account :(—

“ Ganzio is the spirit who is over horses.  Now it is not with evil intent Lut for fun that it often happens
when a coachman goes into the stables Ganzio makes the horses mishchave, and throws impediments in the
way, especially if the master be waiting without, and very impatient, begins to secold.

““ITowever, if the master do not become too angry, or treat the coachman badly, Ganzio contents
himself with making the horse rear and curvet a little (fa fare qualche capriciola). But if the master is
unreasonably angry, then the horse will take the wrong road if it be possible, or get into a dangerous place, or
leap or bolt, but still withont hurting his rider.

“ Now if it be thought that Ganzio is playing these tricks the rider shonld say :—

¢ ¢Ganzio, Ganzio, benedetto tu siei !
Buono quante bello. Son cattivo, ai
Bene ragione trattero bene i servitori,
Giacche tu me ai data
Una lezione, ma ti vengo a pregare,
Ganzio non me piu spaventare
Che mi ai fatto una gran panra
Ma e vero la valuta,
Ganzio vienc in casa mia,
Vieni a tenermi compagnia
Ma non farmi spaventare,
Nei burroni non mi gettare.’

(*“ ¢ Ganzio, Ganzio, heed my song !
Thou art right and I am wrong,
I will treat the servants better,
And will mind thee to the letter
For the present I implore,
That thou frighten me no more !
Also that thou’lt ever be
In my house, as company ;
And may I ne’er again be secen
So near the edge of a ravine!’”)

I must remark that my informant did not very well recall this incantation,
and “ picced it up,” so to speak, as well as she could. But who was this Ganzio
originally?  Consus was a very old Roman minor deity, who was closely connected
with animals, and especially with horses and races. “The Greeks,” says PRELLER,
“declared that on account of the chariot-races at his festival, and his altar buried
in the carth that he was the same as their Poscidon Hippios.” It is to be
remarked that he was regarded as being very kind and considerate to animals,
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therefore on his festival all horses and mules were allowed to rest, and were
crowned with flowers and otherwise well treated.

Consus would naturally become Conso or Consio in Italian, which in Tuscan
is Chonsio, the ¢k in Romagnola often changing to a g, as, for instance, lonbrigoli
for lombrici (earthworms), and piga for pica (wood-pecker or magpie), old Umbrian
pei gn.  This ctymology may or may not “hold water,” I only suggest it as the
only one which occurs to me. But, according to it, Consus would almost
inevitably become Consio and Ganzio.

I forgot to mention that Ganzio may bc invoked for any matter relative to
a horse,

ALPENA.

“Der Name der Gottin Alpan erklirt sich durch Vergleichung stammverwandter Namen von ahn-
lichen Gottheiten bei den Indern und Germanen.”  ¢“Diese schafft und bringt nach der Darstellung des
Spiegelbildes durch die Luft dahin schwebend den Schmuck der Panzenwelt.”—CoRsSEN, Uber dic Sprache
der Elrusker.

Alpena, as I was told, is a beautiful female spirit who always flics in the air.
She is very charming, and in addition to her name is entitled Za Bellaria. She
is a la dea dei fiori—the goddess of flowers. The name recalls the Etruscan ALPAN,
who was also an aerial goddess, or rather peri, who appears on a mirror from Vulci
now in the Vatican (vide Mus. Etruse. Vaticana, i., vol. xxiii., and Gerhard,
Etrns. Spregel, v., 28 f. t., ccexxxi. f 2141) as holding leaves or flowers. Every
detail as given to me agrees curiously with what is said of Alpan, by Corssen
(Uber die Sprache der Etrusker, vol. i, p. 255). “ Alpan,” he says, “creates the
ornamental part of the world of plants, and brings it, sweeping through the air,
in the train of Adonis, the goddess of spring.” The name Alpena, with the
description of her attributes, were given to me, not as the result of inquiry, but as
information, volunteered by a peasant woman. :

As Alpena or Alpan is, like Albina, one of the Licktgottinin, or goddesses of
light, it is probable, from the similarity of name, that they are the same. From
Alpan the Etruscans developed another goddess, Adpanu, or Alpru, who appears to
have been an inferior form of Venus (vide CORSSEN, Uber die Sprache der Etrusker
—a work of no value as to philology, but full of curious materials).

It is remarkable that in modern Tuscan tradition there are several spirits of
light and air called Bellaria, corresponding to the Etrusco-Roman group of Eos
and the nymphs of the dawn. Though Eos had few temples (“7arissimna templa
per orbem,” OVID, Met., xiii., 588), the Etruscans made great account of her, and her
son Memnon (Memrun) often occurs on vases (vide Die Welthorper in ihrer



120 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.

mythiscl symbolischen Bedentung, von J. B. Friedrich, 1864). All of the Etruscan

ALPAN.  (dlpena or Albina.)
(From Corssen. The ornament from a vase.)

winged spirits bearing flowers, and connccted with rainbows, clouds, air, and light,
were in fact Bellarie, and a part of the Lase, who carry bottles probably of
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perfume—though it may have been something more substantial—wherewith to
welcome the soul of the life-weary mortal cntering heaven. As is beautifully set
forth in my own French romance of Le Lutin du Chateau, which was refused by
Hachette because of its worldly-minded gaiety and freedom from bluc-nosed
straight-lacedness,

17



CHAPTER VII.

TiTUNO.

“Tituno is the spirit of thunder—forgore—and he is known in all the
Romagnie.” So asserts Naudo Papetti. Another authority (Peppino) gives the
name as Tit'uno “/o spirito del folgore,” adding that he regrets that he cannot
communicate much on the subject, but that when the season of the silk-worms shall
have passed he will go forth among the contadini, and gather up what unearthly
lore he can. Meanwhile he has noted down as to Tit'uno the following :—

¢ This spirit did marvellous things in the ancient time when Jupiter * was wont to let loose his thunder-
bolts over great plains, destroying everything. Then the people invoked this spirit, saying :—

¢ ¢ Spirito infernale ti scongiuro
In nome di Dio e del santo Isodorio.’

‘“ Then they took salt and holy water and sprinkled the house or the place where they were. Then the
thurder deparled and did not return to repeat the mischief, the invocation being a protection. And I have
found a contadino who repeats it, but he says therc was a time when every one in the Romagna did so.”

It cannot have failed to strike the reader, as I have indeed observed it more

than once in this book, that there are many spirits of thunder and lightning, which
was also the case with the Etruscans of olden time.

* This was written by a youth who had received some education, hence the association with Giove ot
Jove. Here the latter is dews ex machina,
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ALBINA.

‘ Obstinet dicebant antiqui quod nune ostendit, ut in veteribus carminibus: sed iam se calo cedens
Aurora obstinet suum patrem.”—FESTUS, p. 197.

It will come to pass, and that at no very distant day, when—although there
will be no lack of pcople who will understand this book perhaps better than I do—
there will not be a soul living who can fee/ it. For a copy may be kept in some
library, even unto the time when therc will be no more wild woods, or wilder-
nesses, either rural or human ; when every tree and rock will be recorded, and every
man and woman be well educated—and all the better for them—probably into
something far more sensible than sentimentalism or superstition, but the ancient
spirit in which the past was lived will be irrecoverably lost. I have no fear that
the outlines, or drawing, of my humble pictures will perish, but I know that the
colours will inevitably fade, and yet it is the colour which most impresses me as I
now write. A few days ago a dealer in bric-a-brac here in Florence showed me a
picture which he said was by Beato Angelico. It was not by that master, for it
was very correctly and beautifully drawn ; what was remarkable in it was that it
was utterly faded, all was dead grey-white, figures as well as ground being quite
uniform. But the artist had outlined, or stamped every detail with tracer or wheel,
so that the original conception of form still remained, and I—knowing the time
and school to which it belonged—could conjecture what it must once have been.

. So I beg the reader to endeavour to re-colour or revive these outlines. After all,
that is a poor portrait which only conveys an idea of the great s£#// of the artist;
at least half of its effect should consist in giving us some vivid idea of what the
original must have been, as man or woman, and a very badly executed sketch
often does that, better than a very artistic work, as cheap popular caricatures of
public characters abundantly prove.

These thoughts occurred while disentangling the meaning of a rude fragment
which was half-recited and half-sung to me, and then written down as roughly as
it had been repeated, yet in which there is a certain mysterious beauty, as of a
dayspring obscured by clouds. Itis of a spirit of the dawn who is supposed
very appropriately to herald a bright day, or promise hope to unfortunate lovers.

‘¢ Albina is a fairy who appears when morning dawns—guando spunta I’alba—to lovers who love in vain.
She herself once, when in life, loved and was beloved, but she was in the power of an aunt who was a
sorceress, and who opposed her love, and said fo her: ¢ Leave this lover of thine, or evil shall befall thee.
Firstly, thou shalt be a fairy, and when I die thou wilt take my witcheraft and never more have peace nor
happiness.’
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«¢ Albina replied : ¢ Though all the world should perish, I will wed my love, and if I must become witch
or fairy, then I will use all my power to benefit lovers.”
¢« T wilt do evil to women who betray their lovers.” So Albina kept her word. Ifa youth inlove prays
10 her at early dawn he will be sure to gain her favour.
“ When a youth loves and meets with no return he must rise before daybreak, and, kneeling in an open
field, say :—
“¢Alba, alba, che 1u spunti
¥a spuntar per me l'aurora |
Che I’Albina venga fuori !
Una grazia mi deve fare
A lei mi vengo a raccomandare,
Dalla mia amante sono disceaciato,
Sa anche PAlbina per amore,
Quante mia passate sa che I'amore,
E tanto forte che si preferisce,
Preferisce piu tosto la morte,
Che da un amante abandonati.’ ”

Albina is, by name, allied to Alba the dawn, or is plainly enough Aurora
hersclf. Further questioning I leave to the learned. But what is worth remark-
ing is that in this wild, imperfect sketch we have the fragment of some ancient and
possibly far more perfect poem, utterly beyond the creative power of a mere
illiterate contadina. Albina dreads the becoming a fairy, spirit, or witch. It may
be observed that in all this lore there is something mysterious and terrible, to
gentle natures, connected with the transfiguring of mortality into folletti. Albina
fears it, but rather than relinquish her faith to her lover, and even though she
lose him, she will not yicld one whit, and declares that if unearthly power be
forced upon her, she will exert it in behalf of unfortunate lovers. Which is realised.

All of this is not clearly and artistically devcloped in the incantation, but it
was apparent cnough in the glances and expression of the strega, who simply had
a rough diamond which she could not polish. To better understand this let the
rcader supposc a Hampshire peasant singing such a song.

There was an old Roman, now Tuscan, town called A/bznia.

VERBIO

The strange manner in which dim recollections of ancient myths are handed
down in names, and how they are worked over and varied by the people, is
illustrated by the following story from the Romagnola :—

* Verbio was a beautiful youth, as good as he was beautiful, and he loved with all his heart a maid who
seemed 1o return his love.
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*‘ But she soon was tempted,
Tempted by another
Youth of greater beauty,
Which was like enchantment ;
Yet he was a stranger,
And he had no story,
For this handsome stranger,
Verbio was slighted.

¢ Then Verbio fell ill in despair, and seemed to be dying, and the girl learning this repented, and in grief
said to her new lover : ‘I have done wrong, and I now see that Verbio loved me truly as thou dost not and no
one can.” Then her lover gazed at her and she saw he was not a man but a devil.  And he said :—

‘¢ See what thou hast done,
See how thou art wicked,
Leaving one who loved thee
With all soul sincerely !
Yet for me you left him,
Yes, for me, a devil;

Now you both are lost,
For thou'st truly promised
To Le mine for ever,

As thon holdest Verbio.
But if you will sign

With your blood a contract
To be mine, I'll grant ye
Many, many years

Of happiness together.’

““Now Verbio did not believe in the power of devils, and was only too glad to get his love again, and so
signed the contract, as she did also. And they lived happily indeed for many years ; but years must end, and so
it came to pass that when the time of the contract expired both died at once. And all at once there was an
awful storm over all the land, the heavens grew dark by day, and horrible fires flashed out of the darkness,
and amid the storm was heard a voice which sang :—

“¢Women, learn to love
One true love, and truly;
When you’re truly loved
Be warned by my example!
Now I pay the fee
For my fatal falsehood.’

¢ And since that time the two have gone about as spirits knowing no rest.”
Virbius was the attendant—* genius or indiges of the forests of Diana, or the

oldest king and priest—zrex Nemorensis—who founded her worship.” He was,
says PRELLER, a male demon, worshipped with Diana. He was compared with
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and in fact was, “ the Greek Hippolytus who, after he had been trampled to death
by the wild horses of Poseidon, was revived and carried away by Diana.”

Diana is known popularly to-day as the Queen of the Witches, but rather
as Hecate, in a dark and terrible sense. And if Verbio be the modern form of
Virbius it is evident how he has become a spirit of the night, knowing no rest. 1
suspect that in an older version of this story Verbio dies and is revived.

Pico de Mirandola, attacking the moral character of Diana, declares that “she
was very liberal with that virginity which she feigned to adore, possibly to
stimulate those who hated luxury. Thus, as the moon, Endymion lay with her,
as did Hippolytus and Virbio.” And Tertullian (De falsa Religione, lib. i., cap. 17),
who naturally wanted to destroy the good fame and name of every lady in every
mythology not Christian, holds forth in much the same manner, asking why she
should take such pains to save Virbius from being killed by the horses—* gui erat
“ What, [ ask,” cries the holy man, inspired,

turbatis distractus equis"—unless
“does all this nasty horse-business mean ? (guid equorum tam pertinax abominatio)
—unless it be a conscientia stupri, et amorem minime virginalem ?7—a con-
sciousncss of—ahem !—and a love of anything but a virginal sort?” Ixactly.
And so, ever since then Diana, as the ever-wandering moon, and Virbio—the man
in the moon—have gone wandering over the face of the heavens “as spirits finding
no rest.”

I suspect that there is much more to be found out about this Romagnolo
Verbio, and that what I have given is like many other accounts—only a mere
fragment of some much completer story. The idea of signing a compact and
assigning the soul is a very late Christian invention, though Horst finds traces
of it a thousand years ago.

Dusito.

‘¢ Augustine (testimonio famoso) dice al quindicesimo libro della Citta di Dio, che i Silvani ed i Fauni
(volgarmente detli Incubi), di molte volte sono stati maligni verso le donne, e che le hanno desiderate, e
finalmente son giaculi con loro, e che alcuni demonj, chiamali da Franzesi Dusi del continuo vanno cercando-
tal disonesta, e mettonla ad cffetto.”’—ZLa Strega di Pico della Mirandola.

In what may be called the Irregular Minor Mythology of Anglo-Saxony,
or Saxonyankeedom, and in which Jingo and the Dickens are prominent deities,
there is one power known as the Dexece. 1 have always inclined to think that this
word is only the Latin Deus, but philologists deduce it from a French goblin, one
Dus, who is described as early as the fifth century as Dusius.  Dens means God,
while Dus, according to DU CANGE, is found in almost all the Slavonic, Celtic,
and Teutonic tongues of Europe, always as a kind of devilkin, a seducer of virgins
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and a being of familiar, easy, make-yourself-at-home habits. It is true, however,
that the word for God has beecn elsewhere made to do diabolical service. In
English gypsy it is Dirvel, from the same Aryan root as Deus. Some years ago
an English lady teaching religion to some gypsy children, asked them how the
Creator was called? Whereupon a small traveller, thinking the name was wanted
in Romany,.cried out “ Diivel” Soon after there appeared in the newspapers an
Appalling instance of Ignorance and Depravity, showing that the lower orders
actually believed that the world and all things were made by the devil—ad /
MovrocH or MALLOCH. For they do indced sound very much alike (Ze., Duvel
and Devil), and when we consider the extraordinary preponderance of power
awarded to the devil in Catholic Christianity, it is a marvel that these names were
not interchanged long ago.

Isidore of Seville (7n Gloss) speaks of Dusii as demones. Another ancient
authority declares that there are actually women so devoid of decency or so
worldly-minded as to solicit the embraces of those demons, guos Galli Dusios
nuncupant, qua assiduc hanc peragunt immunditiam—* whom the French call
Dusii because they so constantly persevere in such impurity.” PAPIAS writes:
“ Dusios nominant quas Romani faunos ficarias vocant” (“ They call those Dusii
whom the Romans call Faunos ficarios ”). TioMAS of CANTERBURY speaks of
them as forest or sylvan gods in Prussia, and that the “ gentiles ” there dare not
cut the woods consccrated to them. And a Codex of the cighth century, cited
by Du CANGE, speaks of aligui rustici homzines, “some rustics who believe in
witches, dusiolas and acquaticas or genisons.”

But the word seems to exist in most Northern languages. ZEUSS gives
Dusmus, diabolus, for Dusius. DIEFENBACH (Origines) finds a Prussian Dussia
or Dussas, “ perhaps dwase, geist, a spirit.” And VILLEMARQUE, gives as British
or Breton, Dus, Dus, plural, Duszed, an incubus, Dus appears also in Old Friesic
as Das, and in Middle High German as Daus. 1 conjecture that there was an
Etruscan or Sabine Dus—-the parent or origin of the domestic goblin, also of the
fauns. There occurs very often on vases the fox-tailed, phallic, laughing god
with a flat face and snubbed nose—always as wanton and indecent.

None of the authors whom I have cited mention any Italian equivalent for the
word. I was thercfore pleased at finding on inquiry that not only was the name
at once recognised, but that the description of the goblin corresponded in every
detail to that which appears in all the carlier writers. This is the more interesting
because Dus, at present, in all the rest of Europe is little heard of, and may
perhaps be put down as one of the gods gone to sleep. This is what was
told me :—
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 Duséo is a mischievous little folletto, or goblin. He teases girls, sometimes he acts as a nightmare,
very often he inspires lascivious drcams and has connection with women. Sometimes as a little imp not
more than three inches high he perches on their pillows. Ile is not bad, but mischievous. Iie haunts houses

and fireplaces.”

Afterwards the following was first narrated and then written out for me :—

“ Dusio is a folletto—goblin or spirit—who sits on girls’ shoulders. In a district of La Romagna there
was a girl at service in a gentleman’s family. In this palace the aunt of the proprietor had died. The family
consisted only of two brothers, a young son, and a girl. After the aunt died, . . . the father also passed
away. And after these deaths there was no peace in the house for strange noises.

“ At first the girl was afraid, but she soon became accustomed to the sounds. Steps were heard all the
time going up and down stairs, doors banging. Then Virginia—such was her name—beheld at times a
form as of a lady dressed in black enter and sweep by. And then came the Dusio, who played her all kinds
of wanton tricks, ¢ faceva lamore. Now Virginia did not like this, for she had a lover who wrote frequently
to her, and she had carefully hidden these letters for fear lest # padroni or her masters and mistresses should
find them. One night Dusio entered, and began his pranks. First he teased her in every way—faceva tutti
{ dispetti—and pulled all the bed-covering, sheets and all, from Virginia. Then he went and brought out
some of her letters, and lighting them at the candle burned them all up in the scaldino, or brasier.

 The next day she went to walk with an old woman who was to her as a mother, to whom she told
all the tricks which Dusio played, and how he was teasing the very life out of her. Then the old woman
said : * Should he try to do that again say to him :—

‘¢ ¢ Dusio—d7osio—vattene via!
Vattene in pace che Dio ti benedica!

¢ ¢ And then he will go away and trouble you no more.’
¢ But Virginia was so forgetful, or so much excited, that instead of repeating these words she said :—

¢¢ ¢ Dusio, Dusio, cosa fai?’

“That s, ¢ Dusio, Dusio, what arc you doing ?’ And he, bursting into a loud laugh, said : ¢ Taking care
lest your master and mistress find your letters.” ”

I have omitted from this story some family details and their name and the
place where it occurred. 1 was assured with great earncstness that it all really
took place as I have given it. What is remarkable in it, beyond the fact that
Dusio corresponds cxactly to the wanton sprite Dusius of the old writers, is the
word diosio in the incantation. My informant could not explain it. I think
I have met with it before, but cannot remember where. 1 conjecture, haphazardly,
that it is equivalent to “ Thou who mayecst be, or art, a god "—i.c., dio sia !

Praetorius has, in his Blockes Berges .Berz'c/mmg (1669), something to say
about Dusius, and of course in his fashion it is something quaint and strange.
“It hath been observed,” he statcs, “yea, and cxperienced and made known
by many credible men, that the Sylvani or Little Forest men and Zrni, which are
otherwise commonly known as Incubos and Squatters (Aufricker) arc madly lewd
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for women. And there are others of the same kind whom the French call Duszi
who are fully their equals in such impurity, so that it is verily a sin and a shame,
and Giraldus, Livy, and Isidore I. 1, testify to it. But they have all been wrecked
on the word Dusius. For it should be Drusius, and mean forest-devil, whom the
Latins in the same sense call S#Zvanus. So that which Saint Augustine saith, that
our ancestors of old time called thesc spirits and devils Druter is most probable,
since the word agrees well with that of Druids who lived in wood and forests.”

Which may or may not be. Duws is distinctly marked in all its early
forms, although the intercalation of 7 is extremnely common, even to children.

Pliny tells us that hand-mills were invented at Volsinii, and that some of
them turned of their own accord (Pliny, xxxvi. 29), “from which,” says Dennis,
“it would appear probable that ‘that shrewd and knavish sprite called Robin
Goodfellow * was of Etruscan origin—a fact worthy the attention of all Etrusco-
Celtic theorists.” The reader will find in several chapters of this my book much
to confirm this conjecture.

REMLE.
The following account as to this spirit came from a family living ncar Forli :—

¢ Remle is the spirit of the mills, and when a peasant who has offecnded him in any manner takes his
corn to be ground, then the miller finds that something is out of order and that the wheel will not turn,
because Remle has meddled with the works (va #7 mez20 alla macina), and hinders the grinding of the grain.
‘“ Then the miller must say :(—

‘¢ “Remle, Remle, a ti mi raccomando,
Che siei tanto buono e grande,
Ti prego la macina lasciami andare,
Perche a da fare, e il contadino ti mandero,
A far ti ringraziare!'”

(‘ ¢ Remle, Remle, on thee I wait,
For thou art so good and great,
I pray thee let the mill-wheel go,
For there’s work to do, and the peasant shall know
How much to thee he doth truly owe!’")

I can find no name like that of Remle connected with any carly Tuscan or
Latin divinity. In Italian Remolare means to rctard, or to hinder, and as
Remle retards or hinders the working of the mill, it is most probable that this
is the origin of the word. Mola, a mill-stone, permolare, to grind, moldto (Ital.)
ground, seem all to be closely associated with it. In Romagnolo the word
Remle is the same as the Italian crusca, or bran. Yet I doubt whether this be

18
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the original name or indicative of its real meaning. It is worth noting that it
seems very natural to suppose that there is a goblin dwelling in the mys-
terious chiaro-oscuro of a mill—

‘‘ Made misty by the floating mcal.”

JaNO, MEANA, MONTULGA, AND TALENA.

‘“ Now, by two-headed Janus!
Nature hath formed strange fellows in her time.”

¢ Quod quidem apud Thuscos Italize populos accidisse, historia traditur, neque ego hac logquor quasi
poéticum fabulam.”—Psellus de Daemonibus.

As my limits forbid much further printing, I include in one section four
spirits who came flying in late after the rest. The first of these is Jano, who
is thus described :—

‘“JANO is a spirit with two heads, one of a Christian (/.c., human), and one of an animal, and yet
he hath a good heart, especially that of the animal,® and whoever desires a favour from them should
invoke (deve pregarle) both, and to do this he must take two cards of a Zarocco pack, generally the
wheel of forlune and the diawolo indiavolato, and put them on the iron (frame) of the bed, and say :—

‘“ ¢ Diavolo che sei capo
Di tutti i diavoli!
La testa ti voglio stiacciare
Fino che o spirito di Jano
Per me non vai a pregare 1’”

(*“ * Thou devil who art chief
Of all the fiends!
I will crush thy head
Until the spirit of Jano
Thou callest for me!’”)

Jano is herc plainly enough Janus, who was of yore a god of chance and
fortune, and who has descended legitimately and naturally, as surveying the
past and future, to association with cards. I have seen an carly Romanesque
or Lombard statue of this god in which onc of the heads was of an animal
and the other human (vide Gypsy Sorcery, p. 208, in which, however, otk heads
arc erroneously given as animal).

I believe that there were few gods with whom there were so many occult,
strange, and forbidden mysteries connected, as with Janus, and there are marked

* There is manifest confusion here.

D pan e e oeanns
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traces of this in the modern tradition. As having two heads, or being all-
seeing, he became the symbol of Prudence—the Prudentia of Gothic sculpture,
which is also the mystic Baphomet, or two-headed figure girt with a serpent,
of the Knights Templars. There is one of these on the door of the Baptistery
here, in Florence. The Baphomet signified secrecy and “illumination”—or,
properly, freethought, nature-worship, or agnosticism to the adepti.  Janus was
the god of the door, i.c., the entrance or admission to the mysteries. By him
the chief devil (or evil) is conquered, and fortune or fate mastered. The
incantation to Jano is thercfore of great interest and value as possibly indicating
a very curious tradition handed down from the old initiation. He is thc wesrd,
7.¢., prophetic spirit.

MEANA.—Of this spirit I have the following written :—

“ Meana is a spirit who is amiably inclined to people, and especially to lovers. When we desire
a favour of her we should say:—

¢ ¢ Per Pimagine di Meana !
E per la sua bella persona
Uno che la guardi bisogna
Che T'adori sulla sua tomba
Preghero fin che il suo spirito non vedro,
Se vederlo io protro il suo spirito
Sempre preghero che nessun spirito maligno
Mi possa molestare
E Satanas lc converra
Sempre lasciarmi stare

Lo spirito di Meana sempre preghero
! "

E saro certo che mai non periro

As this is to me intranslatable nonsense, I have not attempted to give
a version of it. MEANA, according to Eduard Gerhard (Gesammelte Alcademische
Abhandlungen, 1866), the Etruscan name of a winged goddess of fate. He
connects it with mens, Menerva (Minerva) and Mnemosyne. Her pictures as
given indicate an aerial, /Jasa-/ike spirit, resembling Bellaria, or such as in
popular tradition is connected with benevolence and love.

Since writing the foregoing there has fallen into my possession, “for the
second time in life,” a copy of the Miracles of the Living and of the Dead, by
Henry Kornmann, Frankfort, 1614. I have not now space wherein to print all
that I have learned regarding Meana ; suffice it to say that as a love-goddess,
specially devoted to drides, she is identical with Mena, thus described by Korn-
mann in language which I really musz be excused from translating :—
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“ Quastinncula. Cur novis nuplis Mena appareal ?

Latet ibi mysterium magnum scrpentis antiqui. Id quod ¢t Romanis ignotum non fuit. Quia
nova nupta super ingentcm fascinum, id est membrum Priapi sedere jubebatur, qui erat in loco altiori,
quem indicat Lucanus inquiens., Torvus stat, id est, stratum, pendulum, et ercctum. In quod ascende-
batur gradibus ebore ornatis, hoc autem ficbat propterca, ut illarum pudicitiam prior Deus delibasse
videretur, docet ex Varrone Aurel. Augustinus lib. 6, Civit Dei, c. 9, et Lactantius, lib. 1.

According to that strange book, the Delineatio Impotentie Conjugalis of
John G. Simon, 1682, the serpent, if not conciliated and buried under the
threshold, prevented conception. Vide also De Natura Hermaphroditorum, of
Caspar Bauhinus, 1614, containing interesting chapters on satyrs, fauns, &e.
The tale of the Zolian virgin and her serpent-love belongs to this series.

Last of all there was sent to me a very long paper stating that MENA or
MERNA is a spirit who appears to brides in the Romagna Toscana in the form
of a serpent. DBut only to those who know the proper invocation. Should the
serpent appear perpendicnlarly, at full length (.., Phallic), this means a long
life, and happy ; if twisted up, it presages many sorrows, &c.; but if Mena
comes as a woman, it forbodes unhappiness and discord. The incantation is as
follows in such a case:—

¢ Ti scongiuro, o Serpente !
Merna! Merna! Mecrna !
Del malaugurio, e che
Tu mi faccia tornare
In pace col mio marito!
Se no come mi indichera
La fata Merna, io ti confinero
Nel piu profondo abisso
Che possa esisterc
Sopra la terra. Merna | Merna!”

Then if Mena appears as a serpent all is well ; but if not, the bride must
sit for three nights under a juniper-tree by a running stream, and cast into it

three juniper berries, make a fire of three twigs of birch (éezo), throw the ashes
into the brook, and repeat :—

¢ Fata Merna, ti 'nvoco !
Per la tranquillita
Dell’ anima mia, ¢ per quello
Di mio caro maritol”

Then the spirit will appear in the form of a fish, and bid the bride take
of the mud of the stream, mingle it with salt and oil, warm it, if possible, against
the husband’s body, make it into a box (or take a box) and put the mud into
it shaped like fish, carry it into the church where the wedding took place.
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Then Mena appears and tells the bride in long detail to be three nights in the
church, and to burn the box and fish with ¢gypress wood, and cause the husband
to swallow the ashes in soup. Then all will be well.

MONTULGA.—Of this spirit I am told :—

‘“Montulga is a very beautiful spirit, called Aontulga della Bellaria. Unto him who believes in
her all his affairs will prosper. He who would invoke her should go into a pine-tree grove and say:—

¢ ¢ Qui si resposa,
Al odore dei pini
L’odore piu bello,
Piu bello che ci sia,
E qui inginnochio
. di un pino io mi metto
A pregare la regina—
La regina delle stelle—
O sia regina della luna
E del sole la prottelrice—
Prottetrice dell’ amore
Lo regina dell’ aria pura
Che di par bene
Agli infelici
Sempre si chura (eura).””

I believe that AMontulga may be the Etruscan
Munthuck. A Bellaria in modern Tuscan tradition
is an acrial spirit of grace, and flowers, of which
family are Albina, or Alpena, and these are the com-
panions or counterparts of Venus. Of Munthuch I
lecarn from Corssen that the name had also the older
form, Munthu-cha. “She belongs to the world of
plants in spring., In one mirror she dances with
a satyr,” all of which associates her with fields and
forests, “ piny grove and shady fountain.” If Mun-
tucha be the name, the / and g come naturally into {
Muntulga in Bolognese. MUNTHUCHA, OR MONTULGA.

TALENA.—This is written Salena, I #in#, in the letter in which this spirit is
given,but I am altogether uncertain as to the initial. She is thus described : —

“Talena is a female spirit which causes terror in the night, She is clad in white,”

* The manuseript being here illegible it was mislaid, hence a portion is wanting.
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BELLARIA,
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If this name be Talena there is nothing in the description which connects
it with that of Talena, or Thalna, of the Etruscans, of whom Gerhard says,
“Thalna, and Thalne, and perhaps also Zalena . . . is on the Etruscan mirrors
a goddess,” of whom I may bricfly say (to condense the mass of authoritics
whom he cites) has been believed to be a form of Venus, Juno, and Diana,
none of whom is a nightmarc. If it be Salena there is no deity known to me
with whom she corresponds.

The woman who sent me the information relative to thesc four spirits,
adds in a postscript : “ This is all which I have been able to learn from scveral
people.” I believe that the information was chiefly, if not all, derived from
Volterra, but to what degree I could not verify.

Pico.

Of this spirit I am very uncertain, and regarding him I know nothing.
I find him entered among notes taken and neglected as “un piccolo spirito
colla beretta,” a goblin with a cap, probably a form of the Red Caps or
House Goblins. He is, almost certainly, the ancient Picus, or red-headed wood-
pecker spirit. ,

Still later, while this work was being printed, I collected, or received in
letters, accounts of, or tales relating to, a number of spirits, which, if fully
translated, would have made perhaps sixty more pages, for which there is, of
course, no space. These were briefly and in part as follows :—

Nurbia e la Pietra di Salute (cf. Nurbia, the spirit of disease, who is invoked
while preparing the stone of health, or a pebble used to cure rheumatism, &c.).
Lamia, or the serpent-witch. A story and a long poem, now lost, I fear.

La Strega Zumia.

1l prete Stregone Arvimine (“ The wizard-priest Arrimini”),

La fata Julda. A tale. Including an account of the three spirits 77z/lo,
Jullo, and Burillo.

The Witch-spirits Gerda and Meta. With a tale.

The Baker Tossi and his Daughter Fiorlinda. A tale.

La Peuna Maligna. An indescribably revolting ceremony with incantation.
From Volterra.

La Corda, or the Incantation of the Vintage (Roman Catholic).

To these I may add many poems or ballads all referring to witchcraft, and

all, with one exception, as yct unpublished. These would fill about one hundred
and fifty pages.



CHAPTER VIIL

FLORIA.

¢ Dictes moy, en quel pays,
Est Flora la belle Romaine.”

FRrRANGO1S VILLON.

‘“¢Alla scra, ’la sera,

Sc presente al giovane

Col nome di Floria,

Essendo una strega.’
136

HIS very curious tale was

one of my latest dis-
coveries ;—

¢ This spirit, Floria, was once
a fair girl who loved a youth who
loved her as well.  But Floria had
a female friend, and they trusted
in and told to one another every:
thing. And Floria did not know
that her friend was a witch, or
that she loved her own lover and
hid it all from her. But it was
true, and thc witch was very
jealous and envious and cvil. And
so one day when they were walk-
ing alone in the country the witch
slew Floria, and put on her gar-
wments, Then in the evening she
came to the lover,
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(*““In the evening, the evening,
She came unto the youth,
With the name (form) of Floria,
As a witch she had the power.’)

*“So the youth married her, and she had a beautiful boy. DBut one night as the mother held it
there came the spirit Floria, who took the child and put it under the bed, and said to the husbhand —

‘¢ ¢ Guarda che quella non ¢ Floria !
Floria son’o, io sempre,
Quella che tu hai sposato,
E Pamica che m'uccise
Per sposarti, ma guarda
Che a mezza notte ti scappa,
Perche non e che una strega.

(““ ¢ Seest thou that is not Floria—
I am Floria, I ever;
She there whom thou hast married
Is the evil friend who slew me
That she might marry you; but watch
Lest she slip away at midnight,
For she is a sorceress truly.’)

‘“And further that if he would slay the witch, she would ever protect him and the babe, and
come every night to visit him.

““Then the youth seized the witch by the hair and bound her to the bed, and she howled and
blasphemed horribly (from midnight) till three o'clock. Then her witch-power left her, and she be-
came as other women, and said to her hushand :—

“‘Look at the baby,
Look in his bhed,
There thou wilt find
Crosses and garlands.
It is a year now
He has been enchanted.’

““Then (the husband) gave her a blow with a hammer and slew ler, so that she died. And from
this time he always loved the spirit of Floria.”

In this tale, which was collected and sent to me by Peppino, it is properly
Floria who gives the blow with the hammer, and it is cvident that Floria
is the real mother of the child, and that the witch came after the marriage
in the wife’s form. Floria—Flora~—was certainly equivalent with Horta, who
in Etruscan times was one with Nortia—Fortuna—who drove the nails of
Fate. I forget now whether it is in the work of Inghirami or that of
Eduard Gerhard that she is twice depicted as holding a hammer. Padre
Secchi follows Miller (Etrusker, iii. 3, 7) in declaring that Horta, an Etruscan

19
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goddess, equivalent to Salus, gave name to Orte, and that she is distinct
from Nortia, or Fortuna, the great goddess of Volsinii. “A distinction
between her and Fortuna is indicated by Tacitus” (vide Dennis, Cities
of Etruria, vol. i, p. 140 in note). But these very objections prove
that Nortia of the hammer was regarded as onc with Horta by many.
And this legend of DPeppino agrees curiously with it. Dennis suggests
that Horta was a goddess of gardens, therefore a synonyme with Flora.
Pomona was also a form of Flora, and in her legend, by a strange change,
it is not the witch who takes a female form, but Vertumnus who appears
to her as an old woman. Confused as all this seems, I believe this legend
to be ancient or classic. But it is very significant indeed that on Etruscan
vases the hammer specially occurs as the implement of death in the hands
of the equivalent of Nemesis, as in this tale. It is, in fact, the invariable
symbol of death, and is in the hands of Charun and all the demons. Lanzi
gives a beautiful female spirit holding it.

The crosses and garlands alluded to, refer to the “guirlanda delle strege,” or
Witches’ Ladder, elsewhere described.

RaA.

I am indebted to Mrs. Hayllar for the information that there is a spirit
named Ra, who is much talked of in Volterra. I had not far to go for knowledge
as to this folletto, for the first native of the town, a young shoemaker, who was
questioned on the subject, at once narrated the following :—

“Ra is a spirit who protects children. When they arc in danger the parents apply to him, and
/i {ncanta, charm him with these words :—

* ¢ Dormi, dormi bambino mio !
Dormi il sonno degli angioli,
Quando tu ti sveglierai,

La felicita riaquisterai.’

(“ ¢Slecp, slecp, my little one !
Sleep the sleep of angels,
When thou shalt awaken
Thou shalt be happy again.’)

““Then the child will awake free from pain or trouble, scenred from all danger, especially from that
of falling into the Jalsc (precipices, subterrancan pits or cavitics) of San Giosto in Volterra.

*“Thisspirit Ra was known in Volterra in the year 1001, for just in that year he protected a little
child which had heen enchanted to him, which fell from a height of several yards in the da/ze, but upon
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a pile of broom-plant (g7nestra). Then the peasants came running to save him, but he kept crying, ‘Ra!
Ra!’ and when they had let him down a ladder, he would not climb it. And while they stood above
there came a strange signore, who said: ‘ Ye cannot save him; I only can do it by supernatural power.
I am the spirit Ra, and now ye shall see how I will effect it.’

¢ Saying this, he stamped thrice on the ground, when there rose a great mass of broom-plants
growing, by means of which, as from branch to hranch of a tree, they descended and bLrought up the
child.”

I am indebted to Professor Senator Comparetti for the suggestion that Ra
may be Rhea Sylvia. ‘The Etruscans made all their deities male and female.
Rhea Cybele, the wife and sister of Cronos, and mother of Jupiter, was specially
the patroness of ravines, cliffs, and rocks (Die Gotter und Heroen. von Stoll).
And it is as at homc in ravines that Ra appears. Rhea was also a nursing
goddess, or protector of children. The change of sex is of no consequence,
for, as we have seen, Cupra and Siera have changed theirs, and this was even
commoner of yore. In the story Ra raises a poor child from an abyss by
means of the broom-plant, and it is a curious coincidence that Deus exaltat
knmiles (God exalteth the lowly) was always in the Middle Ages the motto
accompanying the ginestra, both being worn by Louis the Pious of France in
1234 (Helyot.  Description of knightly and monkish orders. German version,
1756).

Bovo.

““ Come conosci tu Buovo? Mi sapresti dare notizia alcuna di esso?”—/ Reali di Francia. .

It is an extraordinary fact that one may ask a hundred peasants or other
humble folk in Tuscany for mythical folk-lore and not find a trace thereof,
and then meet with one who would seem to be the chronicler, or keeper of a
museum of such curiosities. This is "just the same among American Red
Indians, and it was explained to me in Florence, as it had been in America,
by the fact that in certain families only are such records preserved. "Thus,
while my very intelligent friend, Signora la Marchesa di T., could not by
the most masterly and adroit cross-questioning elicit from her maid, who was
of Volterra, the least indication of any knowledge of such things as éorcery or
spirits, I, on the contrary, got from the young shoemaker of that ancient ville
much that was marvellous, and, thereamong, the following relative to the spirit
Bovo :—

“Volterra was not the first name or our city, for that was Antona, the second Voltona, and the
third Volterra. In the time when it was called Antona therc lived a prince called Bovo di Antona, who
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was held by the people to be a stregone, or wizard; they also said he was immensely rich, becanse he
had madc a golden chariot with four horses of gold, and when in his last illness he reclined (s7 fece
adagiare) in it, and there died after long suffering. And when dead, his spirit apgcatcd and ordered that
they should set in motion the grand carriage bearing his body, and going forth from Volterra unto a
mountain called Chatini (Catini), which is in sight of the city, there bury him. This was done, and the
people Dbelieve that the chariot and the body of the king still exist. For there have been many exca-
vations in which they have found relics of ancient days recording the epoch of this Bovo di Antona,
and in recent times they found, /% sue carte, his records with pictures representing his age (rafiguranti
¢ medesimi tempi), but they have not found as yet the great chariot.

“ After this burial the spirit of Bovo rcturncd at night to his palace, which he adorned with alj
possible magnificence, and illuminated brilliantly.” And all the multitude secing this illumination and
festival could not imagine what it meant, knowing that the prince Bovo was alone. But one evening
certain bold spirits among them, moved by curiosity, knocked at the gate, but there was no reply.
After midnight they heard merry laughter, and then they knocked again, when the gate opened by magic,
but in an instant all was dark, and the people entering found all things as they had been in the time
of the late king's life.

‘¢ Then they knew not what had become of all that splendour which they had seen from the outside,
and concluded it must be done by the spirit of Bovo. So it was decided that the boldest four among
them should remain there the following night, which they did. And at midnight all the carpets and
tapestries began to wave and move, and all the furniture changed into objects of great value. Then they
decided to invoke the spirit of Bovo, which being done, he appeared, wrapped in a great white cloak,
and when asked what he required ” (i/.c., what made him restless and haunt the palace), * replied :—

¢¢¢ Never having been loved by woman in all my lifc, I wish that this palace shall be inhabited by
a Deautiful girl, to whom I will appear as a heantiful youth. Should my suhjects not succeed in finding
such a della donna, then I shall be confined in this palace, disturbing the peace of the citizens. But if

it should be done, in recompense I will appear to him who brought it to pass. At midnight he may
invake the spirit of Bovo and I will ever aid to do him good.””

This is evidently only the beginning of a legend. Buovo of Antona
as a hero of popular romance is well known. There are poems on him, and
Reiner has written a monograph on the subject, showing that he was one
of the champions of Christendom, and, in fact, our old friend Bevis of South-
ampton,  But 1 suspect that in this particular case a local folletto with
a similar name has borrowed the fame of the mediaval hero. For, having
read the popular romance of Buowvo di Antona, which forms the fourth
part, or 142 pages, of the Reali di Francia (Florence, 1890), I find that there
is not in it a single point of resemblance to the hero of this story, and that,
far from having lived unloved, the champion wooed and wedded the beautiful
Drusiana, who died of grief for him forty days after his death. The only
Antona recognised in the chronicle is very evidently the seaport of South-
ampton in England, founded by Bovetto and named after his queen, Librantona.

* The scquel indicates that this was only done temporarily, by magic illusion or glamour.
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ATTILIO.

Attilio, Atiglio, Ottilio or Tilio—for I cannot quite determine his name—is a
buon folletto—a merry devil, very much the same as Dusio, or a jolly Brownie in
English folk-lore. But he is an awful tease, especially of servant-girls, to whom,
however, he makes love and with whom he behaves quite like Dusio, sharing their
couch, and in grateful return doing all the housework for them, and making them
no end of presents. And it must be reluctantly admitted that despite his immoral
character Attilio is very popular with them.

GUISEPPE PITRE, who certainly cannot be accused of credulity remarks (572.,
vol. xviii,, p. 163), that if we listen to what people of the lower class relate, in all
honesty, we must remain uncertain whether these men and women are a prey to
continual visions, or whether we ourselves are dreaming with our eyes wide open.
For my own part, I firmly believe that in very credulous communities there are
people, especially girls, who honestly believe that they see, and sometimes hear
and touch, supernatural beings. There are powers latent in us of which we have
no comprehension whatever, and one of thesc is that of creating sensations, that
is of reproducing or forming from Memory any sensations, be they of touch or
taste, which we have once experienced.

Unless this be true, I absolutely cannot explain many things which I met with
among the believers in all these marvels. The strege, with all their tricks, believe
in their own art, and carry fetishes. And that there are girls who have Attilios and
Dusios, and people who catch glances of Faflon in the vineyards at sunset and in
the wine cellar at midnight, cannot be denied. So all life is for them a fine-land
fairyland, or a witch and devil dream, according to their disposition or freedom
from dyspepsia.

The following is the history and mystery of ATTILIO, as it was narrated to me
on the 1st of January, 1891, by a Maddalena from Rocca Casciano :—

¢« Attilio is a good goblin, but he does everything he can think of to worry servant-girls. There was
once a very pretty onc, but she had harsh and exacting padroni” (superiors—master or mistress). “ Well, it
happened that every day for three days, when the poor girl had cooked the dinner, and gone to sprcad the
table, she found on returning that all the food had been overturned and scattered about. The maid wept
bitterly, but she did not know what to do. Was ske scolded ?—indced she was, 1ill she was almost mad.

“ But when the dinner was ruined on the third day in the same manner, the master and mistress were
tutti arrabiati. Then they said that they were tired of going out o the ¢rafforia o dinner, and that she
must do the best she could a 7ifare to dress up the remains. So she went into the kitchen, sorrowfully
enough, and felt more sorrowful still when she looked over the wreck, and saw how little could be made of it.
When all at once she heard the sweetest voice close by her sing these words :—
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“¢Dimmi a me Attilio,
Se ami Attilio,
Perche se mi ami,
Il pranzo sara gia pronto.’

‘“ And as she stood amazed and speechless, lo there stood before her the most beautiful young fellow
she had ever seen in all her life. He was dressed in old style with long stockings, and velvet tunie, with
long curling golden locks and a little velvet cap with a white feather, and the maid felt as if she could fall
down and worship him, be was so clegant and stylish.” And what he sang was in English :—

‘“¢Say you love Attilio,
For his love is steady,
And if you will love me
Dinner shall soon be ready.’

“ To which the girl, quite enraptured, could only answer, ¢ Si—si—yes, indeed !’ Then Attilio sang :—

¢« Attilio son io,
Ed io’. bisogna d’amare
E tu sci quella,
Chi mi ai ispirato
Tanto amore.’

(‘I am Attilio, ‘
My heart for love doth call;
And thou art the beanty
Who inspired it all.’)

‘“You may suppose that the girl was plcased. And he sang on:—

“¢Si ti amo
E ti amo tanto ;
Siei tu mi ami
Sono Attilio.
E sono un spirto folletto !’

(““ ¢ If thou wilt love me
I'll come at thy ecall ;
All because I love thee,
For T am Attilio,

The merriest sprite of all.’)

“When lo! at a touch the dinner was all right again, and when the girl scrved it the padron: said
they had never enjoyed such a nice meal. And cvery day Attilio did most of the work and was always
with her, and she could sec him though he was invisible to every one else.”

It is remarkable that while in all the Oricntal and German or French mediweval
tales it is a knight or favoured man who wins the love of a spirit, the Italian
rather give the fairy lovers to girls. This is a very curious point in folk-lore.

L
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The Dusio and Faun, and every one of the prototypes of Robin Goodfellow and
Puck, and the House-Brownie are represented as frolicking sprites, always mis-
leading girls. In the North, under chaster influences, these wanton sprites soon
sobered down into very. moral beings, not going beyond boyish mischief. But
in Italy nothing has changed, and so they still remain the same rogues among
the girls which they were even while satyrs hopped about in the woods, and
lemures prowled near tombs and witches took out men’s hearts—and people
were all so happy!

Attilio is certainly here a lar familiaris, a spirit of the fireplace, a sprite
who ever since the days of Tarquin and Tanquil has seduced the servant-maid in
Tuscan families, even as he seduced Ocris, “ she who waited on the table” of yore
He is in the kitchen and he cooks the dinncr, and is altogether of the fireplace
Of his existence I have but a single authority or witness. He corresponds alto-
gether to the French Lutin.

LA BELLA MARTA.

(La Madre del Giorno, or Mother of the Day.)

¢ Nam ct Romulus post mortem Quirinus factus est, et Leda Nemesis, et Circe Marica, et Ino, postquam
se precipitavit in Mare, Lucothea, Mater que Matuta.” —LACTANTIUS, Drz. Institul. de falsa Religione, lib.
i., cap. 2I.

By far the most prominent character in the popular mythology of Tuscany,
or of that which is not Catholic, is La bella Marta, also called Madre del Giorno,
or the Mother of the Day. I was at first misled by the name into believing that it
was Saint Martha confused, as arc Saints Antony and Simcon, with old heathen
deities. But I soon found that she had nothing in common with the Martha of
the Bible, nor the one of Roman Catholic hagiology whosc image conquering: the
Tarascon I copied in the cloister at Arles in 1846. 1 have, indeed, very little
doubt that this beautiful Martha is a transformation of the ancient Mater Matuta,
in which I am guided not so much by the resemblance of name as by the fact
that she has as Besnalme, or attribute, that of de/ giorno, “ of the day.”

‘“ There was,” writes MULLER, ‘‘in the haven Pyrgoi, the great and richly endowed temple of a god-
dess who was generally called by the Greeks Leukothea. . . . It was doubtless the honoured Aater Matuta,
worshipped since the time of Servius in Rome in the Volscican land and also in Etruria. The Greek and
Roman antiquaries classed the two as one. However, in Rome this Mater Matuta was regarded much
more as a goddess of the morning than as of the sea, for her name clearly means the Mother of the Day,
and when the Greeks translated it to Leukothea, or white goddess, they may have thought more of early morn-
ing light than on the white foam of the sea. The mother of the light of day could readily be regarded as the
deity which led man to daylight ; for which reason, as it would appear, STRARO called her Eileithyia. Accord-
ing to this the goddess of Pyrgoi was one of the dawn, and of mankind.”
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The Bella Marta of Tuscany dwells in forests or fields, and, though a spirit
of the day, is worshipped by night. This, however, is to be explained by the
fact that all “spirits” are connected with the old religion, now called witchcraft,
and that its rites are conducted in secrecy and obscurity. Martha is favourable
to lovers and conjugal love. The following incantation, which tells its own
story, indicates clearly as can be the fact that the sylvan gods are still
literally worshipped like saints, and are not merely evoked like goblins. A wife
or girl who is jealous of her lover goes by night to the most becautiful garden
to which she has access, and kneeling pronotunces—

THE PRAYER TO ILA BELLA MARTA.

“ Bella Marta! Bella Marta! Bella Marta!
Tu sei bella come una stella,
Io ti vengo a rimirare,
E da te mi vengo ad inginnochiare
Ter poter ti meglio pregare.
La mezza notte e ora suonata,
E da te sono inginnochiata,
In mezzo ad un bel giardino,
Che tu Marta Bella ne sei regina,
To ti porto un fazzoletto
In una punta troverai,
1 capelli del mio amor
E tu bella Marta fannccio
Che vuoi, purche il mio hene
Tu faccia tribolare,
E mio marito tu lo faccia diventare,
E che altra donna non possa mai amarc ;
Se questa grazia mi farai,
Tutte le sere una candela
Accesa tu Iavrai,
Questa grazia certo tu mi ai fatto,
Bella Marta ti ringrazio ;

In English :—

* Beautiful Martha! Beautiful Martha ! Beautiful Martha
Thou art beautiful as a star.
I come to behold you once more,
Once more to kneel before you,
That I may adore you better.
Midnight has struck,
I am kneeling before you;
Kueeling in a fair garden,
Where thou, beautiful Martha, art queen.
I bring thce a handkerchief;
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In a corner thou wilt find

The hairs of my beloved,

And thou, oh Martha, cause
What thon wilt that my trouble may pass to my good,
Cause him to marry me,

May he never love other women ;
Grant me this grace,

And thou shalt have .
Every evening a lighted eandle.
This thou wilt surely grant me,
Beautiful Martha, T thank theel”

In the next incantation La bella Marta is distinctly invoked from hell. I do
not think that she is at all popularly regarded as infernal or cvil, but that this
was donc to distinctly distinguish her from the sainzs—a ‘matter which is strictly
observed among the sorcerers.  And as the priests have always tanght the people
that a// spirits not sanctioncd by thc Church are devils, it indicates great con-
stancy to the customs of their ancestors that the peasants continue to adore them
cven as infernal.

THE INVOCATION TO LA BELLA MARTA BY NIGHT.

““ For this you should go into a wood or forest at midnight and look at a star, and say : —

¢ ¢ Buona notte o Donna Marta, 5
Non chiamo la Marta di casa del Paradiso,
Ma chiamo quella di casa dell’ inferno.
Prenditi dei panni belli
Alla prescnza de . . .

Prima mi era tanto amico,

Ora mi e tanto nemico,

Amici e nemici,

Tutti gli scmbrino brutta gente,
Fuor che io la sua stella rilucente,
A stella stella da levante oscie,

Da lui portante :

Cinque dita per lui io batto al muro,
Cinque anime io scongiuro,

Cinque preti, cinque frati,

Cinque anime dannate,

All anima, alla vita

Del tal. .. .

In vita ne anderete,

In pensiero la porterete,

Per la barba e capelli lo piglierete,
Col pensiero da me la strascinerete ;
Se questo mi farete,

Tre segni mi darete,

20
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Or in English :—

This is considered as a very serious, terrible, and powerful incantation or
imprecation.  The looking steadily at a star connects Martha apparently with
Mater Matuta or Leucothea, the goddess of light, and Marta of the Day, for '
this star I suppose is Venus or the Morning Star. There is a portion of this
incantation which occurs in others. This is the invoking several fives of pricsts
and devils to enter into the soul and life of the onc banned. This, both as
regards a category of numbers and calling on the spirits to enter into the life
and soul and body of some one, corresponds precisely to what is found in

Chaldaan spells.

Porta picehiare,

Cane abbiare,

Unno fistiare ;

Se questo mi farai,
Tre segni mi darai!’”

“ Good evening, O Lady Martha ;

1 do not call thee Martha called of heaven,

I call upon the Martha named of hell.

Take these fine cloths

In the presence of . . . (here the name is given).
Once he was so much my friend,

Now he is so much my foe:

May enemies and friends

All secm the same to him

Save me, his shining star.

I beat five fingers for him on the wall,
Five souls do I conjure,

Five priests, five friars,

Five damned souls,

Into the soul, into the life

O

May they pass into the life!l

Bear 1his into his thoughts,

Drag him by beard and hair,

Drag him by remembrances of me!!

If you will do this for me,

Three signs you will give me—

A knoeking at the door,

A dog barking,

A man whistling.

Should’st thou favourable be,

These three signs thouw’lt grant to me!”

R
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A Paracelsian, or almost any writer of the sixteenth century, would have
recognised in this regarding the star an invocation of the astral spirit, especially
as it is mysteriously connected with ordering spirits to possess a certain person.
I do not doubt that there arc in it strange relics of ancient beliefs; one thing
is certain, it is regarded as very powerful by the witches, who recite it with deep
feeling. And it is remarkable how passionately this witch spirit manifests
itself when scriously relating spells or even while writing them down.

Bella Marta appears in one narrative as onc of the benevolent witches
of Benevento, and also as a dryad.

BELLA MARTA AND THE YOUNG CONTADINO.

‘“Once therc was in Benevento a great trec—o sia una quercia—probahly an oak, in which there was
‘a cavity. The peasants passing by it often saw a very beauliful woman, who disappeared they knew not
where. )

‘¢ But there was one young man who, moved by curiosity, said: ¢ I will come here carly, and I will follow
the lady, and find out where she dwells.” So he went to the wood, and quietly waited till she appearcd, and
then went after her till she came to the great oak and entered it as if it were a door.

‘“And then he also stepped in alter, and lo, he found himsclf in a great and splendid palace ! One might
have walked three days in it from room to room without entering a new one—camminando tre giorni, non si
sarebbe mai finito di girare—and all of marvellous beauty.

“ And so the pcasant stood amazed,
As on the wondrous scenc he gazed,
When entering the oak-trce there,
He found a palace wondrous fair :
Hec knew not wherce to turn his feet,
To forward go or back retreat——

“When all at once a small whitc hand was laid on his shoulder, and a soft swect voice was heard saying,
‘Welcome !’ And torning, he saw the beautiful lady of the forest whom he had followed, and she said :
‘ Be not afraid, I wclcome thee, and will make thec happy, for thou art a good youth. And I am the Bella
Marta. Go thou and play, and always win, and when thou wilt have anything, pronouncc this spell :—

¢ ¢ Bella Marta ! bella Marta ! bella Marta!
Sei pitt bella d'una santa
Al albero tuo vengo a pregare,
Se una grazia mi vuoi fare,
Se questa grazia mi farai,
La mia padrona lu sarai,
Qualunque casa mi chiederai,
Bella Marta tu l’avrai.’

¢ ¢Lovely Martha, this I vow,
Fairer than any saint art thou.
Ifere 1 stand before thy tree,
Grant, I pray, a grace to me,
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And thou my patron ever shalt be,
And if there’s aught beneath the sun
Which I can do, it shall be done
Yor thee, thou ever lovely one.

“ Qalunque cosa mi chicderai—bella Marta tu Pavrai. So, whenever you sec a greal oak in the forest,
and repeat to it this incantation, you will do well.”

Here Marta is unquestionably a dryad, and the contadino is RUQCUS.
Rheecus was a great player—it was because he was absorbed in a game of
draughts that he beat the bee who told the nymph who blinded the boy who cut
down the tree which fell on the youth who had such a passion for gambling.

This may be all guess-work and pot-shot hunting or point-blank firing, but
here in Tuscany the spirit of the olden time is still alive, and I am writing in sight
of olive-trees and crumbling towers of the Middle Ages, and these stories of
Rheecus and the fair Martha, and the mystic oak, seem, I will not say more
credible, but more connected and intelligible than they would in the North.

In the year 1846, in Florence, an English gentleman who had passed most
of his life in Italy, consulted mé gravely and seriously as to what numbers of
several which he had chosen would win in a lottery. This spirit of play and
chance and of inspiration connected with it enters deeply here into all Italian
life, as it did of yore. Therefore I am not astonished that it was the first thought
of the beautiful nymph. She knew her man.

It is worth noting that in Sicily the Mother of Light is invoked when salt is
spilt (PITRE, B#b., vol. iv., p. 144)—

“Matri di lu lumi, cugghitivillu vui.”

La bella Marta is invoked when three girls, always stark-naked, consult the
tardco, or cards, to know whether a lover is true or who shall be married. This is,
indeed, connected with the two incantations alrcady gi;len. According to PITRE,
Saint Martha is one of those who are sometimes consulted in sorcery. Thus
Archbishop TORRES (Ricordi di Confessori, &c.; PITRE, Bib., vol. iv., p. 148)
excommunicates “those who utter prayers which are not approved, or even
disapproved of by the Holy Church, to bring about lascivious and dishonest love,
and such are the prayers falsely attributed to Saint Daniel, Saint M arfa, Saint
Helena, and the like.” The Mater Matuta, or Mother of the Dawn—that is,
Venus—may very well have been the patroness of lovers and the Donna del
Giorno, but it is difficult to connect the Martha of the Bible or the Provencal
congueror of the Tarascon with any such aiding and abetting of amours (to say
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nothing of card-playing or divination) as we find in this Queen of Beauty and
FFortune-telling.

As regards the ¢eree girls meeting to divine who shall be married, I think it is
DioN Cassius who remarks as regards divination by mcans of ashes, “ Vel cum
aliquem tres personas cogitare jubct, quibuscum matrimonii inire optet, tum tres
ducunt sulcos in cinere” (“ When three meet to find out whom they are to marry,
they draw three lines in the ashes”). This confirms in the main the antiquity of the
rite. The reader will find more as regards this in the chapter on Divination by
Ashes.

It may be observed that in the last incantation Bella Marta is addressed
as being “fairer than any saint.” Here the Romagnola séregeria, or witchcraft,
which is utterly heathen and always jealous of Roman Catholic influence, shows
itself.

The festivals of the Mater Matuta, which were widely spread in Italy, were
called Matralia or Martralia, may give some clue to the modern name of
Marta. But I repeat here that I at first attached no significance to the
resemblance of the word Martha or Marta to Mater, though there is absolutely
no reason why it may not have been derived from the latter, just as “ pattering,”
or talking slang has been conjectured to have come from pater in the pater-
noster. But I have since found that M. L. F. Alfred Maury, in Les Fdes du
Moyen Age, had the same idea as to a perfectly analogous conception. He
writes :—

“Les epithetes données sans cesse aux fées, sont celles de bonnes, bonnes
dames, bonnes et franches pucelles. Ces qualifications ne sont évidemment que
la traduction du titre de done donné aux parques, plutét sans doute par anti
phrase que par reconnaissance, et de puelle attribué¢ aussi bien aux nymphes
qu'aux fata. Le nom de Matte donné a une fée célébre d’Eauze, pour laquelle
on avait reproduit la fable du Minotaure, semble venir du mort mater abrége.”

On this name Fraser (Z%e Etruscans) has the following :— '

“ Max Miiller also speculates (Scéence of Languages, vol. ii., p. 152) on the derivation of manc and
matute. He says : ¢ From this it would appear that in Latin the root man, which in the other Aryan
languages is best known in the sense of thinking, was at a very early time put aside, like the Sanskrit
budh, 1o cxpress the revived consciousness of the whole of Nature at the approach of the light of the
morning, unless there was another totally distinet root pcculiar to Latin expression of that idea.’”

Was this root possibly maz? It is worth observing that Tertullian observes
that the Etruscan Venus was called Murtia (vide Dennis, Cities of Et., vol. i.,
p- 58). And as Bella Marta is called the most beautiful of the spirits, is asso-
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ciated with cards, and is identificd with the morning star, it seems probable
that she is a form of Aphrodite or Venus.

DiaNA AND HERODIAS.
(The Queens of the Witches in Italy.)

“ Horstt dimmi, o buona Strega, che vuoi dire che non andavi a questi balli e ginochi di Diana o
di Herodiade, ovvero si come le chiamate, a quelli de la Donna ? *—Za Strega di Pico della Mirvandola.

“ Iecate trium potestatum numen est. Ipsa est cnim Luna, Diana Proserpina.”’—SERVIUS.

It is remarkable that while witchcraft was regarded in later times among
Northern races as a creation of Satan, it never lost in Italy a classic character,
In this country the witch is only a sorceress, and she is often a beneficent fairy.
Her ruler is not the devil, but DiANA, with whom, as I shall show, there
is associated HERODIAS. The latter, as presiding at the dances of the witches,
was naturally connected with the Herodias of the New Testament, but there
was an older Herodias, a counterpart of Lilith, the first wife of Adam, by whom
she became the mother of all the minor devils or goblins. .

It is evident that in this capacity Herodias was confused with Diana. The
latter had been as Hecate the ruler of all the witches, while Lilith-Herodias
was the same among the Jews. There is a passage in Odericus Vitalis (born in
England in 1075—Hist. Eccl. v. 556) which illustrates this, that Diana was parent
or protectress of goblins. It is as follows :—

“ Deinde Taurinus fanum Diane intravit. Zabulon que coram populo visibilem adstare coegit, quo
viso ethnica plebs valde timuit. Nam manifeste apparuit eis wthiops niger et fuligo, barbam habens
prolixam et scintillas igneas ex ore mittens. . . . Dwmon adhue in eadem urbe degit et in variis frequenter
formis apparens, neminem laedit. Hane vulgus Gobelinum appellat.”

(““ Then Taurinus entered the temple of Diana and compelled Zabulon to appear visibly before the
people, who, being seen, was greatly dreaded by the heathen folk. For he plainly showed himself as a
black, grimy Ethiopian, having a full beard and emilting sparks of fire from his mouth. The demon went
forth often in the same town, appearing in many forms, yet injured no one. The common people called
him Goblin, and declare that by the merits of Saint Taurinus he was withheld from doing harm.”)

Here we have the Goblin as the familiar spirit of the temple of Diana, the
witch-mother, just as the Jews declared that goblins were the children of Lilith-
Herodias. How it was that the Shemitic myth came to unite with the Graco-
Roman is a matter for investigation. That it existed is proved by the testimony
of several old writers.

In the Daemonomagie of HorsT (1818), a writer who was far beyond his
time, I find the following :—
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“In the indictments of witches it is generally stated that ——, the party accused, acted with™"
(worshipped) ¢ Diana and Herodias.” It is very remarkahle that we find this among the declarations of
public Church council—that of Ancyra in the middle of the fifth century—just as in later witch-trials. Tt
was asserted that certain women imagined that they flew by night through the air with Diana and Herodias.
But as this was spoken of at the Council of Ancyra as a well-known thing, the belief must be much older,
and I do not doubt that there exist much earlier historical records of this, which are unknown to me.”

PAULUS GRILLANDUS, in his 7reatise on Witches (1547), a great authority
in its time, speaks several times to the same effect, that witches—puzant Dianam
et Herodiam esse veras deas—* think that Diana and Herodias are true goddesses,
so deeply are they involved in the error of the pagans” And he deduces all
the evil of their ways from this false and heathenish beginning—ex gua omunes alii
errvores ct illusiones successive dependent cum credant illas Dianam et Hervodiadem
esse veras deas.  In which he very inconsistently ignores the fact that he has
elsewhere declared Satan to be sole master of the entire sisterhood.

~ JEROME CARDANUS (De Subtilitate, |. 19), in describing an altogether
diabolical evocation by a sorcerer of his time (Quoties veneficus ille vem non
drvinam sed diabolicam facturus essct) says no word of the devil whatever, but
represents Hecate, or Diana, as the leading spirit (Execratur illis precibus,
Hecate dictante, primumne adorandam, &c.). That Diana-Hecate was Queen of the
witches in classic times is known from many authors ; also that she was invoked
in all dithonic, dark, or nocturnal sorcery. She was compared, as the goddess
of the moon, to a cat which chases the star-mice. Herein she was like Bast of
Bubastis, the cat-goddess of Egypt; and Freya, of the North, whose car is
drawn by cats, is clearly a Norse Diana. What is remarkable, and to my
purpose, is that while witches in Italy are supposed to do harm like Canidia of
yore, they do it simply as sorceresses. The Catholic Church ‘imposed on the
popular belief in witchcraft much that was foreign to it, in Christian diabolism,
and yet it is most remarkable that even to-day Diana, and not Satan, is the
leader and ruler of Italian witches.

And therc arc many points in this popular belief which are much more
ancient than Christianity, Thus in Venice, as in Florence, witchcraft is not at
all a result of a compact with the devil, but a peculiar endowment, which may
be transferred, even by a trick, to an innocent person. I will illustrate this
with a story which I heard told in good faith in 1836 as having happened in
Florence, and which has already appeared in my book on Gypsy Sorcery -—

““There was a girl here in the city who became a witch against her will. And how? She was ill in
a hospital, and by her in a bed was wna vecchia ammalate gravamente, ¢ non poleva morire—an old woman
scriously ill, yet who could not die. And the old woman groaned and cried continually, ¢ Oimé! muoio!
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A chi lascid? Non diceva che’ (* Alas, I die! To whom shall I leave——") But she did not say whar.
Then the poor girl, thinking, of course, she meant property, said : ¢ Lasciale @ me—son lanlo poveral’
(¢ Leave it to me—I am so poor’). At once the old woman died, and /e povera giovana sc ¢ trovalo in
eredita della streghoneria (the poor girl found she had inherited witcheraft).

“Now the girl went home 1o where she lived with her mother and brother. And having become a
wilch, she began to go out often by night; which the mother observing, said to her son : ¢ Qualche volta
tu troverai tua sorella colla pancia grassa’ (* Some day you will find your sister with child’). *¢Don't think
such a thing, mamma,’ he replicd. “ ITowever, I will find out where it is she goes.’

¢ Sg he walched, and one night he saw his sister go out of the door sullo punto della mezza-nolte
(just at midnight). Then he caught her by the hair and twisted it round his arm. She began to scream
terribly, when—ezcco /—lhere came running a great number of cats (¢ cominciarono & miolare, ¢ fare un
gran chiasso) they began to mew and make a great row, and for an hour the sister struggled to escape,
but in vain, for her hair was fast, and screamed, while the cats sereeched, till it struck one, when the cats
vanished, and the sorella was insensible. DBut from that time she had no witcheraft in her and became a
buona donna, or a good girl—comzs era prima—as she had been before.”

There is nothing of a compact with Satan in this—it is a witch of Diana,
bound to the spell of the moon, one of the cats of the night. In the Venctian
storics a witch loses all her power if she is wounded and spills a drop of blood,
or cven if detected. It is true enough that the monks imported and forced into
popular Italian superstition strong infusions of the devil. Yet with all this, in
the main, the rcal Italian witch has nothing to do with Satan or a Christian
hell, and remains as of yore a daughter of Diana. There is something almost
reviving or refreshing in the thought that there is one place in the world—and
that in papal Italy itsclf—where the poison of diabolism did not utterly prevail.

There are in the treatise on the Magic Walnut Tree of Benevento, by P.
Pipernuns (Naples, 1647), several passages in reference to Diana as Queen of the
Witches, one of which is curious as it scems in a manner to identify Lamia with
Lilith and Diana. It is to the effect that the witches who of yore seduced youths
to their death, were the same with Lamia—a Lilit): ficbraco, whence the Empusee,
Marmolici or Lares and Lemures, appearing on one foot in various figures dedi-
cated to Diana—in variis figuris Dian® dedicatis. But Elias Schedius (sec Dis
Germanis, Amsterdam, 1648), has with great industry brought together from many
sources, Hebrew and others, strong proof that Diana was identical with Lilith,
the two being identified in the Roman Lucina :—

“ Tu Lucina volentibus

Juno dicta puerperis

Dicta lumine Luna.”
(Catullus Lpigr., 35.)

Luna meaning here, Diana.
Another singular remark is to the cffect that there were as communitics of
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witches in ancient times the Eriphia, from Eriphia, the Michaleie, from Michala,
Hecateiz, Mede® Circe®, Thessale, in Sicilia Cyclopas Lestrygonas and
Herodiades—* communiori vocabulo in aliquibus regionibus nuncupantur ex
Idumaa Herodiade prope Jordani flumen habitante, choreis, ludisque venerecis
cffuse fruente, qua multos et multas ad suum convictum trahebat, Dianz
ludorum memorans.” In another passage Pipernus conjectures that there was
a Herodias earlier than the one who was the cause of the death of Saint John.

In the Slavonian spells and charms, which are generally very ancient, and of
Oriental origin, Lilith appears the same as Herodias. She has twelve daughters
who are the twelve kinds of fever. This arrangement of discases, or evil spirits,
into categories of sevens, twelves, &c,, is found in the Chaldeean magic as given by
Lenormant. All things duly considered, I agree with Pipernus that there was a
Herodias long before the lady of the New Testament who danced Herod off his
head and the head off Saint John.

In regard to which transaction I marvel that [ have never yet seen it treated
by any writer from a modern society-Christian practical point of view. Supposc a
lady, an intelligent, accomplished widow, who had a good thing of it as wife of the
governor-general of —say Cathay. The governor dies and his brother succeeds to
the appointment, and marries the widow (a thing actually commanded in the Old
Testament, and a common custom in the later time), or it may be the fraternal
divorced wife. Uprises a clergyman of a new sect, with eccentric new views, who
has tremendous influence among the people, and informs the governor that his
marriage is illegal. And then fancy the feelings of Herodias! On one hand,
divorce—perhaps death or poverty—with a charming daughter just coming out;
on the other, a prophet of the wildest description. And it was considered to be
such a remarkably natural, trifling, and commonplace thing in those days to put
anybody to death who was in your way, if you had the power to do it—just as
CALVIN did with SERVETUS when the latter got in /s way, or as some millions
of herctics were disposed of—some for their money—by Mother Church. And
so Herodias did what I believe a very great majority of worldly-minded High
or Low Church Christian matrons and mammas would do to-day under the same
circumstances—if they con/d—and put Saint John out of the way.

What I most wonder at in this story is, who wwas this Herodias—what was her
blood, what were her “havings,” or belongings? There is nothing whatever, after
all, in this story of commonplace revenge to account for her being taken up and
made to occupy the position of joint-queen with Diana of an immensely widely-
spread confederacy of sorccrers and witches. Above all, how came it that her
daughter, presumably a Roman or Jewish young lady, who had been respectably

21
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brought up, danced a gypsy can-can pas sen/ before Herod and his court?  The
mediaval writers have it that she “tombelede,” or tumbled, ze., threw flip-flaps,
and “made the wheel” (as POCAIIONTAS uscd to do for the common soldiers in
Virginia—as I have read), but then they knew nothing about it. Or was she
perhaps really one of those Syrian-Hindoo-with-a-touch-of-Persian dancers —
actually gypsies—who in those days strayed about to every corner of the Roman
empire ?

Therc were mixed marriages in those days, cven as there are now, and there
lives at present in England a lady with a very great title, who was once a dancing
Hungarian gypsy. Onc of these dallerine might have wedded Herod’s brother.
Assuredly the dance which Miss Herodias executed was not the holy Chagag which
David danced before the Lord (2 Sam. vi.), the sight of which had, however, such
an effect on the king’s daughter Michal. And yet cven the holy Chagag was
considered a vulgar performance—Princess MICHAL called it shameless—from
which we may infer what kind of a wasp or busy-bee performance the after-
supper tipsy-chorean bayadere posing of Mademoiselle Erodiade must have been!
No, it was not the Chagag which Rabbi DAvID KIMICHI says was danced to the
singing of the forty-seventh Psalm, but a very different kind of a gag indeed,
and in faster time.

But admitting that therc was—’tis a mcre conjecture, my cousin—a strain of
Syrian-gipsy—witch and devil-blood in these Herodiades—I can well understand
how the whole sisterhood of fortune-tellers and sorceresses took up the story, and
made the most of it—how one of their kind had bewitched a tetrarch, and played
Lola Montez queen in a kind of Hamlet drama.

The dance was in ancient days something so wild and passionate, so bewilder-
ing and maddening, that we of the present day can form no conception of its real
nature. I can remember when TAGLIONI, and ELLSLER, and CARLOTTA GRISI, and
CERITO turned the heads of the world, as no dancer has cver done since. Before
them ot/ers had maddened the multitude still more, so it went back in compound
ratio till we come to the witch-times. Now, whether witches and wizards ever
practised sorcery or not—whatever that was—one thing is certain, that bands of
male and female sinners believing themselves to be inspired by the devil—and I
doubt not being very much inclined to raise him in a general way—went forth by
moonlight, armed with sundry brooms, divers pitchforks, certain goats, ef cwtera,
and did drink, dissipate, and dance all night.

Dance! 1 should think so! PRATORIUS says: “But the dances of the
sorcerers make people mad and raging, so that the women lose the fruit of their
bodies.” Now it may be natural for certain females everywhere in cvery country
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to dance naked and mad—even among those in the first court circles—but I must
declare that the traditions of antiquity all point to a certain Syrian-Indo-Persian
origin for all this. “ MOSES MAIMOND tells us that when the sun rose the daughters
of the ancient Persians danced naked, singing to music. DELANCRE, writing
of witches, observed that witches did the same as Persian girls at sacrifices in this
respect. Now to this day the dancing women of India and Persia arc of common
stock and origin. Tradition says that a certain king of India once sent ten
thousand dancers and musicians as a present to the king of Persia, and that
they all turned out to be irreclaimable vagabonds. And all of these dancers in all
times formed a close corporation. It was only professionals who danced. So that,
taking cverything into consideration, I think it possible, if not probable, that
Herodias, mother and daughter, belonged to the very ancient if not honourable
company of witches and gypsies, and that their name, while coinciding with that
of Herod, had been attached in earlier times to a form of Lilith. And it is not
impossible that the chance coincidence of this name of Herodias with that of the
carlicr witch-queen, had as much to do with raising the Idumean damsel to
cclebrity among the witches as her share in the decapitation of Saint John. For,
justly considered, this latter gives us no reason at all why she should have been
preferred to such position, while her bearing such a name would account for it all.

There arc many people in Italy, and I have met such, who, while knowing
nothing about Diana as a Roman goddess, are quite familiar with her as Queen of
the Witches. One day I had brought to me as an invaluable secret of witch-lore
something which had been treasured up by the sisterhood for a long time. What
was my astonishment to find that it was an old chemical trick, which, discovered
by some disciple of Paracelsus or Schecle, became common in books of “ natural
magic ” in the last century, and was familiar to me in my tenth year in the Boy's
Own Book. This is simply a composition of nitrate of silver and mercury, or
silver and mercury in aqua-fortis, which, when put into a flask, causes an incrusta-
tion like foliage, whence it is called the Trec of Diana. That name was enough
for my innocent witches who, not doubting that it was a deep work of dark magic,
had treasured it up accordingly, perhaps for gencrations, and gave it to me with
the superscription : Albero di Diana—la Mga (magia) delle Streghe (The Tree of
Diana, the magic mistress of the Witches).

On one occasion I was given as a great find in the way of sorcery and witch-
craft, some poetry which 1 soon found consisted of about one hundred and fifty
lines from Ariosto. Truly it was full of supernatural diabolical description, but it
was not exactly what I wanted. At which my friend who had written it out was
very much astonished, declaring that as it was all about supernatural things she
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thought it must be all right. And—*“Dove diavolo avete pigliato tutto questo
coglionerie ?” I asked in the words of Cardinal d’Este—* Where didst thou rake
out this trash?” “ Aa Signore, 1 got it from an old woman who had kept it for
a long time as streghoneria,” te., magic.

As regards Diana, it may be observed that in the Roman times she was
specially worshipped by fugitive slaves, ¢ perhaps because they hid themselves in
the forests.” Thus it may be that the witches and wizards as outcasts inherited
a certain predilection for her. As goddess of secrccy and of sorcery she would
also be the patroness of those who shunned the day and intercourse with mankind.
Witches, outlaws, broken men, runaway slaves, minions of the moon, and all the
Children of the Night were under her protection, and it is pleasant to think that in
ages when there was such ecnormous oppression of the unfortunate, that the victims
had, if not a God, at least a goddess to whom they could pray.

OFFERINGS TO SPIRITS.

As the same spirits of rock and river, fountain, cavern, and forest, arc believed
in and invoked as in the carliest Tuscan time, so the same offerings continue to be
made to them as of yorc. And when asking for information on the subject, I
promptly reccived several explanations or illustrations of what the auditors under-
stood by votive gifts. 1t must be understood that these differ entirely in spirit
and in form from anything which is given to saints.

“Yes. For instance, if a contadino passcs by a grove or a rock where fo/letti or fairies or spirits live, he
will there put into the ground money or pins to please them, and say :—

¢ ¢ Questo lo sotterro
Per far piacere
Agli spiriti (o alle strege)
Che ne potrebbero
Averc bisogna,
E cosi a me
Pure mi contra,
Cambierrano
Colla buona fortuna !’

(““ ¢ Thesc things I bury,
That I may gralify
Spirils or witches!

That they may never
Such things be wanting !
Or go against me,
Changing my fortunc
From good unto cvill’)
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 Or it may be that he passcs by a fountain or a streain, when he will throw his gift into it and repcat
the samne words, adapted to it.”

But I was further informed on the subject in these words :—

¢ Offerings to spirits or folletti? Si. When a spirit comes by night into a house and causes much
annoyance as a nightmare, sitting on people’s breasts, and stifling them, when, if they show fear, the folletto
will tear all the covering from them, pull them out of bed, and depart with a roar of laughter.
““To prevent this, make him an offcring.  What he likes best is three sunflowers, laid outside on the
window-sill. Then say :—
¢ Metto questi tre girasoli
Alla finestra, perche lo spirito
Non mi venga tormentare,
Dove si trova il sole a girare,
Se in casa mia vuol venire,
Almeno non mi faccia ingrullire,
La notte in pace mi faccia dormire !’

(‘¢ In the window sunflowers three
I put; and may the spirit be
Here no longer to torment mec,
And with that T will content me,
If so long as the sun goes round
He may ne’er in my house be found ;
Let at least his troubling cease,
So that I may sleep in peace!’)

“ And when this is done and said, the spirit will cease from troubling—non potra pifc darle noia—and
the weary will be at rest.”

The next illustration is very curious :—

¢ Sometimes goblins and witches mect in groves or gardens, and should any one care to know who or
what they are, let him watch from a window at midnight. And he will see forms assembling under the trees,
with one who is capo, or their head, who gives orders. If they appear in human forms they are spirits who
pass freely as they will, and therefore remain as they are. But if they are witches and wizards, they come in
the shapes of goats, kids, moles, or other animals, because when they leave their homes they also leave their
human forms asleep in their beds, even to their shirts, and so must assume the appearance of or become
animals.

“ Now, these witches do much harm by pulling up plants and breaking boughs to make beds for their
love-making, and so the contadini, or the owners of the gardens or groves, spread hay or leaves or herbs as an
offering, and say while so doing :—

¢ ¢ Questa erba fresca per terra
Voglio spandere perche le strege
Vengono a riposare coll’amante.’

(* ¢ T lay this grass upon the ground,
So that if witches here are found
They may comfortably rest,
Each with him whom she likes best.')
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¢ And this is the power which they have, that if they asswme the form of goats, they ean take people who
are not witches, he they gentle or simple, in their sleep, away to their witch-meetings, and so they choose the
most beautiful youths and girls to make love with. Now, among the wizards and witches are even princes
and prineesses, who, to coneeal their debauchery and dishonour, take the ‘goal form and carry away partners
for the dance, bearing them on their backs ; and so they fly many miles in a few minites, and go with them
to distant cities or other places, where they feast, drink, dance, and make love. But when dawn approaches
they carry these partners home again, and when they awake they think they have had pleasant dreams. But
indeed their diversion was more real than they suppose.

“ But if they look about they will always find in their room some money, be it copper or silver, for this
witch-money must always be paid. And when they find it, or any pins or needles, they ought to cast them
all into a runving river or current, for thus they will be freed (revenged on potrebbe essere vendetta) from
witcheraft.”

The object of laying sunflowers on the window-sill, according to ancient
symbolism, is to detect or find out the offender ; that is to siznify to him that he
is found out or known. Thus, in accordance with this, ALBERTUS MAGNUS
informs us that if any man has been robbed, if he will sleep with sunflowers under
his pillow, he will dream who was the thief. For it is an emblem of the sun which
shines on—that is, who sees and searches out—all things. And as an image of
the day it frightens away spirits of darkness.

The third illustration, while it apparently flies wide of the mark, is extremely
valuable in really explaining one reason at least why coins and pins are thrown
into fountains. And it is of very great importance as casting quite a new light on
the cause of the transformation of witches into animals. For in all the many works
which T have read on witcheraft I do not remember to have scen it explained why
witches assume the shapes of animals. According to this probably ancient theory,
their bodies—as BAPTISTA PORTA and many more believed—remain asleep while
the soul goes forth, or else the witch-ride is only dreamed. According to my
Romagnola authority, the witch-soul, for want of a better shape, enters into some
animal.

And yet further. In the works of PRATORIUS and others I have met with
mention of people who had often gone on goats to the Sabbat and returned, yet
who had never been wizards or witches. There is a story in several books of a
man who said he was wicked enough to have done so several times in his youth,
but who had discontinued the practice. I confess that this puzzled me much,
and often till I heard this explanation of it. Those who took the goat-ride were
not wizards, but the mere dupes or victims of the stregoni.  Still, they had enjoyed
the frolic, and were willing to have such dreams again. What the basis for it all
was I do not know, but incline to think that persons, while under the influence of
opiates or narcotics, were taken to wild-dances, then doscd again and taken
home, as happened to the shoemaker described by Shakespeare.



f;,éfm”““*
i

iy
r Wi, %
" ! ;-l;\
y ) J
A

|

- ,
i% -~
i
- wm'\

CHAPTER IX.

I, SPIRITO DEL SCALDINO.

(g AR ARy URING the reign
“g‘ (tl ‘( )’
I ® 3 /WWHMJMM%}&M&WM H! of Charles the

A e

"Ly Second it was
often said in
England that
the women of
Holland became
pregnant simply
from their habit
of carrying and
keeping under
their petticoatsa

{
;ﬂ‘
N

23w

small receptaele,

—

or hand-stove, in

N

-’

o

=

Tt

which  burning
charcoals were
placed.  These

_——=toe T

hand-stoves,
made of wood
and tin, may still

(e N _— iy[u'gi
AL DL ...&M%’iﬁﬂ[ﬂwﬂmmnlnuean'%.'L%‘M”ﬂfL‘f [

' be seen among
i :
market - women
in Philadelphia. The result of sueh pregnancy was a small elf or goblin, that is, a

strange little creature of flesh and blood.
159



160 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.

In Italy women carry a scaldino, a veceptacle exactly in the form of a basket,
but made of glazed carthenware. It is filled with ashes and charcoal, and is so
common that there are as many of them in Italy as there are inhabitants—at
least, in the north, And as they arc very often put under the garments next to
the body, it is not remarkable that the idea that the very agrecable warmth would
be impregnating should have occurred. It was known in carlicst times, and
Spenser has told us in the “Faeric Queene” how a beautiful lady, falling asleep,
was exposed to the rays of the sun, which, entering her person, caused her to

bear a child.
The Tuscan, more poetical or more classically-minded than the Dutchman,

believes that the hand-stove makes the donna incinta, or enceinte, but with a
folletto or pretty airy fairy, the rule of whose life is “light come, light go,” since it
is but a short time in the womb, and escapes, or is born unnoted at night, vanishing

unnoted, like air.
When a girl or woman suspects that she has thus been made a madre, or

mother, should she desire to see her offspring she repeats the following lines :—

“Folletto! Folletto! Folletto!
Che vole per I'aria,
Pin lesto che del vento,
Tu fai per non farti vedere
Da ’alcuno, ma io
Che desidero di vederti
Sono una persona
Che tanto ti amo;
Sono la tua vera madre,
Per cio mi raccomando
Che tu 1i faccia vedere
Al me per una volta!”

(“ Spirit ! Spirit ! Spirit !
Airy fairy light,
Fleeter than the wind,
Thou keepest from my sight,
And from all ; but now
Come unto my spell,
Truly I am one
Of all who loves thee well,
Thy mother, too, I am,
And that I may see
What my child is like,
Come, I pray, to me!”)

So he cometh in a dream, or it may be in reality—who knows? Who knows
anything of it all, or in what lifc they live who believe in these things ? Something
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must be secen or imagined, else how can these pcople maintain these fancies from
age to age, from father to child, ever on. Or is all life a dream ?

And yet how they can do it appcars intelligible on reflection. When a man
is not entirely absorbed by the life of cities, in factorics, counting-houses, or
“society,” and when he is at home “in woodlands wild where the sweet birdes
singe,” then nature, or his instinct for companionship, makes him feel as if there
were souls in trees, a spirit dwelling in the hearth, under the threshold, even in the
scaldino of glowing coals. The polypantheistic stage, when man was passing from
the phase of making gods of every object, to that of feeling one spirit 7z all, must
have been coeval with a somewhat greater development of social life, yet when out-
of-doors, rural or wild life or nature still exerted a deep influence. In such a life
we gladly surround oursclves with strange companions, and believe that nature,
which is so wonderful and apparcntly inspired with life and thought as a whole,
also exists in separate beings. Men do not reason this out in thesc words, but
Red Indians or Tuscan peasants feel it and act in its spirit.

While this spirit of nature still existed, SHAKESPEARE wrote under its inspira-
tion, and artists painted, and all art came from it. And since it died out, what we
call poetry and art are imitations of what they really did who lived in it.

What is most curious as regards this having a child begotten by fire in such
a familiar domestic manncr is that the very oldest story of the kind in existence
is Etruscan. The tale is told by D1oNyYs, OvID, and PLUTARCH, and runs thus :—

“ Tarquinius and his wife, the wise Tanaquil, were seated at their meal, while Ocris, the caplive daughter
of the king of Corniculum, waited on them. As she went to the fire to throw into it the usual offering to the
Lar familiards there came out of the flames a fascinum (phallus).  Alarmed at this she told it to Tanaquil,
who bade her dress herself in bridal array and sit on the hearth. She did so, and conceived from the heat, and

bore a son, Servius Tullius. And it was said that when he once slept his hair appeared to be like flames.”

This is effectively in another form the story of the child begotten by the
Scaldino. The reader will observe that Dusio, Cupra, Attilio or the lar fam:iliaris
who is the spirit of the fireplace, in these Tuscan tales, always seduces a maid-
servant. And this suggests a remark which the reader would do well to bear in
mind. It is that, taking them all together, one with another—modern popular
Tuscan tales, spells, incantations, and observances or descriptions of spirits—and
comparing them with what is given by Latin writers, we find the ancient con-
tinually confirming the extreme antiquity of the modern. Be it a tract here, a small
observance there, now an herb in an incantation, and anon a couplet in a charm,
they continually interlace, cross, touch, and coincide. I find these nnobserved
small identitics continually manifesting themselves, and they form a chain of
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intrinsic evidence which is as valuable to a truly critical scholar as any historical
or directly traditional confirmation. That fire was a creature, or a living existence
(as is still recognised by the Church of England) was believed in by all religions of
all ages, as is illustrated by Schedius and Friedrich with a vast array of authoritics.
That it should as a spirit be capable of begetting spiritual children was a natural
sequence. I think therefore that, all things duly considered, we have in the belief
in the Scaldino a probably wecll-established continuation of the old Etruscan tale
of the goblin of the firc and the fair queen’s daughter, fallen to a servant-maid.

It is worth remarking that in the Tomba Golini at Orvieto, as in Pompeii, a
fascinum, or phallus,was depicted over the oven or fireplace, probably to signify the
spirit of the fireside.

ARTEMISIA.

I was astonished to find that the name Artemisia is known only as that of a
strega—here a vampire—who sucks the blood of the dead in their graves. This
indicates some connection with Diana as.a witch of the evil kind. The name was
promptly recognised, but I could learn nothing more regarding her. PRELLER
identifies Diana Artemis with Hecate. As to which as with all others, I leave it to
the more learned to investigate, examine, prove or disprove to their heart’s content,
I only professing to record, as in every case, what was told me.

RED Capr.

“ Lord Foulis sat within his tower,
And beside him old Red Cap sly;
‘ Now tell me thou sprite who art mickle of might,
The death that I shall die.””
Minstrelsy oy the Border.

“1lere is an ancient description of the dress of the fairies : ¢ They wear a red conical cap ; a mantle of
green cloth inlaid with wild flowers ; green pantaloons, buttoned with bobs of silk, and silver shoon. They
carry quivers of arrow-slough, and hows made of the ribs of a man buried where ¢“ three lairds ” lands meet ;
their arrows are made of bog-reed tipped with white flints and dipped in the dew of hemlock ; they ride on
sleeds whose hoofs would not ¢ dash the dew from the cup of a harehell.” * *— Asonymous.

There are in the Romagna Tuscana a class of goblins or fairies who are almost
identical with the Irish Leprachaun who possesses treasures which are yielded only
under compulsion. I could not learn that the Italian elf has any other name than
1l Folletto colla Beretta—the imp with the cap. He was described as follows :—
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‘“When mysterious noises and knocks or a rnmmaging sound are heard in your rooms by night, and you
are sure it is made by unearthly visitors, prepare for them by putting a lighted lamp in the room, and covering
it over with an earthen pot, but very carefully so that not a gleam can be seen.

“ Then when you hear a noise in the room, uncover the light as quickly as possible, and if goblins are
there catch the cap from onc if yon can and say :—

“‘La beretta ti ho portato via!
Ma non ti ho portato via,
Ma la pace che pit non ti daro
Se non mi dice prima
Dov’e nascosto il tesoro.’

Which.is in Romagnola :—

“¢A to porte via la bretta,
Ma an té porte via la bretta;
A to porte via la pes,

Che piu an te daro in fé
Che tun ma vre det en dove
Le piate e tesor !’

(““ I have taken thy cap away,
And yet ’tis not a cap I say,
But thy peace which I'll not give
Unto thee while thou dost live,
Till thou tellst me, as thou’rt bid,
Where a treasure now lies hid.’)

““ Then the spirit, to redeem his cap, will tell where a treasure is concealed.”

This is classic enough. “They knew in Italy,” says PRELLER (Romische
Mythologie, p. 488), “ a class of spirits who knew where treasures were hidden, and
who guarded them. They were called Jucubones, and wore caps (the symbols of
their hidden secret natures). If any one can steal these caps he can compel them
to tell where thesc treasures arc hidden ” (PETRONIUS, s. 38 ; see GRIMM, Deutsche
Mythologie, 479).

This elf with the red cap and a scanty shirt is common in Roman mural
paintings and on Etruscan vases. He spread all over the world, unto Germany
and the Scandinavian countries, even the Algonkin Indians of America got him
from the Norsemen. But it is very probable that the Etruscans or their neighbours
had him first of all. Which, however, I leave for more lecarned men to determine.
It is, however, certain that the Red Indians and Romagnolo peasants are the only
people at the present day who really believe in him as existing.

It is not improbable that the goblin with the red cap is derived from the red-
headed wood-pecker Picus, who was in the earliest times believed in Italy to be a
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sprite who guarded treasures, and sometimes, under compulsion, showed where they
were hidden, as is shown in another chapter. All of which—as with everything
clse in this work—I submit as material only, the real value of which others must
determine.

Preller assumes, quitc as a matter of course, that the red-caps and other
minor deities, or honse-gob-
lins of a frolicsome brownie
character, belong rather to
Teutonic and Celtic myth-
ologies than to the Italian.
Herein he quite forgets that
though the world has through
Grimm’s fables or carly per-
sonal influences learned to
~associate these sprites with
= the North, yet that in reality
written and authentic history
shows them as familiar to
carly Latins centuries long
before German or Celtic
beliefs were, so to speak,
cver heard of. According
to David MacRitchic, the
origin of all “wee folk” is

to be sought in antccedent
RED-CAP ON A ROMAN LAMP. dwarf races, driven out by
larger and more vigorous people—a process which probably went on all over
the world. This would not interfere with the creation of other personifications
of manikins, such as the very obvious one which occurs to most children of
treating the thumb and fingers as a kind of fairies, or belicving that frogs and
birds assumed dwarf human forms. As regards Red-cap, as I have already
said, testimony scems to indicate that he is of Etruscan origin, and is a personi-
fication of the red-hcaded wood-pecker; that is, a small form of DPicus or
Picumnus.*
* “The negroes and half-breeds in Missouri consider the red-headed wood-pecker a greal sorcerer, who
can appear either as a bird or as a red man with a manile or cloak on his arm., e is supposed lo be
very graleful and very vengeful. Ile made the bat by putting a ral and a bird logether. He sometimes

bores holes in the heads of his enemies while they sleep and puts in maggots which keep them for ever
restless or crazy.”—Note by MArY A. OwWEN,
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The TItalian house-goblins, like those of the North, are given to imitating
sounds. One of the sixteenth-century writers tells us that the day before a
party of merchants arrive at a country house the people dwelling therein often
hear the Elves imitating the sound of scales rattling as if making weight, the
ring of money, and all the circumstance of buying and seclling. And it is
very remarkable that, as one may see by the Zzruscan Museum of Gori, the
réd-cap goblins of ancient [taly are sometimes represented with weights and
scales and behaving like merchants. But in all countries they are given to
holding fairs, as Christina Rossetti’s “ Goblin Market ” bears witness. He who
finds himself in such fairs may buy diamonds and pearls by the pound for a
peniny, but he must escape ere they close, or he will come to woes. And ere
a visitor arrives his voice may be heard, and the night before a rain or a storm
the little pecople make sounds as of a shower or the blowing of winds when
all is still.

*¢ What ripples and rapples so fast and near ?
Is it the rain on the roof I hear?
It is not rain, it is not hail,
But the Elves and Witches who dance in a gale.

First in a palter and then in a prance,
That is the way the Elfin dance.”

A writer in the Pliladelphia News sums up the different names by which
the wee folk are known. These are “fairies, elves, elfe-folks, fays, urchins,
ouphes, ell-maids, ell-women, dwarfs, trolls, norns, nisses, kobolds, duende,
brownies, necks, stromkarls, fates, little wights, undines, nixes, salamanders,
goblins, hobgoblins, poukes, banshees, kelpics, pixies, moss pcople, good people,
good neighbours, men of peace, wild women, white ladies, peris, djinns, genii,
and gnomes.”

Making allowance for mere synonyme, all of these are to be found in early
Ttalian lore, and they still exist in the mountains. But in reality they may be
found all the world over, be it in Eastern lands or in America.

OF SORCERY IN ANCIENT ART.
(The Interlace, or Tiwining Serpents, Vines, and Kunots, as belicvea in in Tuscany.)

¢ Twist ye, lwine ye, even so,
Mingle threads of joy and woe.” !
GuYy MANNERING.

* Pingue duos angues : pueri, locus est sacer.”—PERSIUS (sat. i. 113).

There is a passage in Heine’s preface to his Germany which must appeal to
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every collector of folk-lore.  In speaking of the traditions and tales of the humbler
rural folk he says :—

“I have here given more than one of these which I myself heard by hearths
in huts, narrated by some vagabond beggar or old and blind grandmother, but the
strange, uncanny reflection which the flickering fire of twigs cast on the face of the
narrator, and the beating of the hearts of the hearers who listened in happy silence
I could not render, and these rustic, well-nigh barbaric stories when deprived of
that lose their wondrous and secret charm.”

Heine had been, as we may gather from his’life, perhaps half a dozen times in
such scenes, and heard, it may be, about as many tales of the Grimm kind. I
wonder what he would have written had he been for years almost constantly among
gypsies and witches, especially the latter, and secn and felt to perfection the sur-
vival of the strange wild classic sf7¢ga, whose soul is still inspired with carly Latin
or Etruscan sorcery,and from whosc inner life was ever and anon flashing out
something far more uncanny and unecarthly than all the flames of twigs which he
had ever scen. Many a time have I been awed at these living dreams, these for-
gotten visions of yore, incarnate in strange women, who spoke of an old, old faith,
long in its grave, once held by a race whose very langnage is now as unknown, as
their origin. And I avow that this has ever moved me as a sincere lover of
antiquity as a real romance, without equal in this our age of prose.

She was seated by the table on which was one of thosc simple, beautiful long
brass lamps with three lights, such as have come down unchanged since the Roman
time ; in her hands she held a sca/dino, which was all the fire for warmth known to
her; in the window grew herbs of deeply mystical meaning, not for show but for
sorcery, when I by chance asked her if people found many objects of antiquity
where she dwelt. And reflecting an instant as usual—which always inspired a
marvellously antique-wild expression which suggested classic art—she said :—

““Molti.  Strangers come to us and dig np vascs, black and yellow, which our ancestors made long ago.
There at Cesena, for example. Cesena, is in thc Romagna. Sometimes the contadini, excavating the ground
for a Luilding, find medals as well as antique vascs, thousands of years old.

‘“ And these were all made for witches according to their helief, and all these things arc of magic and
witcheraft, for in thosc times all the land was full of witches. And the reason why they are found in sccret
places and old ruins and the like is this: When the pricsts camc in, they would not let the witches be huried
in the campo santi, because they said the witches and wizards were scomunicati—excommunicated.

¢“ So they arranged it to bury one another, and when onc witch died the others interred her secrelly in
her own cellar or house * with her vases and witch-medals, and all the things which she used in her art. And
before dying she taught all her secrets to the others. And this is why it is we never find them buried in

* As the Etruscan tombs were oftcn exact copies of the homes of the departed, this idea would be very
naturally formed by the peasantry.
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Christian burying grounds, and why we do find vases and very ancient medals in their graves, for these things
are all of their own ancient belief, or for witchcraft, and so they could not be placed in the canzpo santi.

“For in the old tinies witchcraft had a religion, and it was called la religione della stregoneria—the
religion of sorcery—and what yon see on the old vases are the names and portraits of witches and wizards of
the olden time. And on them are the pictures of Tigna and Faflon and all other witches or magicians who
became spirits.”” *

I have read of a man who had * foregone to be a Christian reality, and per-
verted himself into a Pagan idealist.” This was in a novel, but my friends werc
real/ Pagan survivals, and though the spirit fire had burned low, so that it smoul-
dered in _the ashes, and only now and then sent out a jet of flame, still it was
marvellous to me—yea, az/u/—that through the ages such a glimmering had come
down of a heathen faith outworn, and that women now live who speak of the
Etruscan Jupiter and Bacchus as of deities whom a few still adore, and whose pic-
tures arc to be seen on ancient vases ! Though degraded to the humblest condition
and fast fleeting, Stregoneria is still a belicf, and not mere fragments of folk-lore or
of ancient superstitions. Yes, the ceremonies and incantations, charms and amu-
lets which I have so often seen practised or prepared, till they were to me as
familiar things—all, as I have elsewhere shown, were of the same hoar antiquity.

Heine could not give the flicker of the fire nor the beating of hearts ;
what I would fain convey is the classically stern, alinost terrible beauty which
appears in the face of an old Italian witch when it is illuminated by an
earnest thought, and the same beauty in the thoughts themselves. The reason
why there seems to be so much light in an Italian smile, such intensity in
the passion, even of peasants, allied to a certain indescribable picturesqueness, is
because all their habits of thought and traditions have been derived for thou-
sands of years from stages of society in which A#¢ and IFaith in their most com-
prehensive sense influenced every act of life.  And though the Art no longer
cxists, the impulses which it created still live in blood and brains, and are trans-
mitted by heredity—even as the water of a stream continues to leap and sparkle
long after it has passed some mighty cataract. That was Art which inspired
Itruscan vases, and jewellery, and mirrors ; not less artistic was the feeling which
created deities, goblins, spiriti fo//ettz:, and elves, with their lays and legends, and
mystical cognate sorcery. Faith without art is an egg not yet hatched ; art with-
out faith is an empty egg-shell worth nothing—unless it be for some wizard, like
Zola, to make a boat of to ride to the devil withal. These descendants of the old

* The nakedness, the dancing and wild revelry depicted on the Etrusco-Greck vases, with their satyrs,
goblins, and winged /ascs and mysterious cmblems or hieroglyphs, would all very naturally suggest to the

contadini magic and sorcery, Does not all this Greck beauty and joyousness seem even to us like a dream of
fairyland—a Paradise ?
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[talians who have kept in simple faith their old superstitions, have also kept with
them, unconsciously, the a»£ which giveth life—and life is light and fire and feeling.

This speaking of old Ltruscan art made me think of serpents, and I asked if
the peasants in le Romagne had any beliefs regarding them.

“Yes. They sometimes paint a serpent on the wall to keep away the evil eye or witch evils, and to bring
good Inck. But the head must be down and interlaced, and the tail uppermost.” *

““ And do interlaced serpents mean good fortune? ”

¢ Ah, that is a well-known thing, and not as to serpents alone, hut all kinds of interweaving and braiding
and interlacing cords, or whatever can attract the eyes ol the witches, When a family is afraid of witchery
they should undertake some kind of levori intrecciati—braided work—for witches cannot enter a house where
there is anything of the kind hung up, as for instance, patterns of two or three serpents twining together, o
altri ricami, or other kinds of embroidery, but always of intertwining patterns. So in making shirts or-
drawers or any garments for men or women—camice, muntande o vestiti—one should always in sewing try to
cross the cotton (thrcad) as shoemakers do when they stitch shoes, and make a cross-stitch, hecause shoes
are most susceptible to witcheraft (perche le scarpe sono quelle pite facile a prendere le stregoneric).  And when
the witches see such interlacings they can do nothing, because they cannot count either the threads nor the
stitches (ne ¢/ filo ne § punti). And if we have on or about us anything of the kind they cannot enter becanse it
bewilders or dazzles their sight (/% fu a bagliare la vista), and they are incapable of mischief. And to do this
well (zenere il sistema) you should take cotton, or silk, or linen thrcad, and make a braid of six, seven, or
cight columns, as many as you will—the more the better-—and always carry it in your pocket, and this will
protect you from witches. You can get such braids very beautifully made of silk of ail colours in some shops ;
and they keep them for charms against the evil eye.”

I took great pains to have this carefully recorded, for it is intimatcly con-
nected with an interesting subject which possibly enters into the raison d’etre or
rcal inspiration of all the most characteristic decorative art of all Europe, especially
during the Middle Ages. In my work on Gypsy Sorcery the following passage
occurs (page 98) :(—

““There is a very curious belief or principle attached to the use of songs in conjuring witches or in averting
their own sorcery. Tt is that the witch is obliged, willy-nilly, to listen to the end what is in metre—an idea
founded on the attraction of melody, which is much stronger among savages and children than with civilised
adults. Necarly allied to this is the belief that if the witch sees interlaced, or bewildering and confused pat-
terns, she must follow them out, and hy means of this her thonghts are diverted or scattered. Ilence the
serpentine inscriptions of the Celts and Norsemen, and their intertwining bands which were firmly belicved to
bring good luck, or avert evil influence. A traveller in Persia states that the patterns of the carpets of that
country are made as bewildering as possible ‘to avert the evil eye.’” And it is with this purpose that, in
{talian as in all other witcheraft, so many spells and charms depend on interwoven braided cords (zide the
Spell of the Holy Stone).

“The basis for this belief is the fascination or interest which many persons, especially children, feel to
trace out patterns, to thread the mazes of labyrinths, or to analyse and distangle knots and ¢ cats’ cradles.” Did
spacc permit, nor inclination fail, T could point out some curious proofs that the old belief in the power of
long and curling hair to fascinate, was derived not only from its beanty, but also because of the magic of its
curves and entanglements.”

¥ Probably the caduceus of Mecrenry, which often appears on vases as simply two serpents with interlaced
heads.
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I have madec serious and extensive study of interlaced patterns, beginning with
Westwood’s Paleographia Picta in which the claims of the Irish to be the originators
of such art are upheld, down to the latest works on design. I have studied them
with intensc interest in the museums of Ireland, Norway, Sweden, and Denmark,
England, and Scotland, and copied literally thousands of them. And I was decply
convinced from the beginning that in all these Celtic intertwinings of infinite Irish
lizards, and eternal Scandinavian serpents, down to Gothic ribbon and Florentine
cord and vine braidings, there ran a mystic meaning, expressing as it were in an
occult writing, deep and strange secrets of sorcery. What gave me the suggestion
is worth mentioning. There is a book of which TROLLOPE declared that he
believed he was the only person in Europe who had ever read it. 1 had, however,
perused it thrice in as many versions before I was sixteen years of age, which I
mention to show what an impression it made on me, for such reading at such an
age sinks deep into the soul. This was 7/e Unheard-of Curiosities, by GAFFAREL,
in which he sets forth natvely, yet strikingly, a grand Paracelsian idea that the stars
in heaven in their relative aspects and courses form the points’ of Hebrew or
geomantic letters, and that the lines on the bark of all trees, and the marks on sea-
shells and fishes, the curve of the watersas they wind in the brook or bound upwards
in the ocean-wave, the flight of the bird and the flickering bend of a flame ; or all
forms, inspired by the spirit of Nature, or the A#cleus, form ecternally varied
hieroglyphics of a vast writing, to which we may get the key by inspiration and
study. The poetry of this idea entered into my soul, and I cherished it for a long
time, the more so as I read much in Wordsworth and Shelley. It was in my first
year at college, where I took daily long and lonely walks in wild woods, and seated

be grey rocks and silent waters, tried to trace by the aid of poetry some of this
Divine caligraphy. About the same time I began to study Gothic art, and to copy
illuminations, and, as may be supposed, the spirit of Gaffarelius gnided me here to
many deep and strange conclusions. And from it I have since drawn many more
which have apparently no connection with it. That some tradition and association,
some extremely decply-seated feeling and serious sense of meaning must have
attached itself to this immensity, this universality of a system of design which en-
dured for a thousand years, and was found in every work of art, every letter, every
article of Northern jewellery, stands to reason. In an age when symbolism and
magic permeated everything it would have been a miracle indeed if Art were
meaningless. And what the Interlace meant everywhere has been, as I think,
clearly set forth by the Italian strege in the preceding pages.

Identical with this law, or instinct, by which the evil eye must perforce trace

out patterns is that which compels the witch to count, con g#é mal gré, all the

23



170 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.

grains of fice or sesame or corn which she may encounter. So in the Arabian
Nights the ghoul Amina smust eat her rice grain by grain with a bodkin. In
South Carolina, rice strewed in the form of a cross about a bed prevents a
witch from getting at her victim, for she must remove it, grain and grain, ere
she can reach him, nor must she shirk thc task. And as I have clsewhere
shown the erba Rosolaccio, or Rice of the Goddess of the Four Winds, is
csteemed as a protective, because the witches cannot count its rice-like lcaves,
and so they get bewildered in them. This belief was carried to the extent of
regarding corrugated and rugged surfaces of any kind as protecting from evil.
Hence the stalagmite, or salagrana stonc, is very popular against malocckio, which
means a// inimical sorccry.

I conjecturc—for it is not as yet a matter of proogf/—that the Celtic peoples
from the carlicst times, in the East, during the migration of races, eg., through
Hungary, and in Great Britain aud Gaul, had the interlace and constantly
used it. The Britons, generally, made gaily-paintcd baskets—dascande—which
were sent to Rome. This suggests interlaces. The Irish monks and artisans
developed these basket-patterns, manifestly using, as a more pliable suggestive,
ribbons, ropes, or cords, as I have often done myself to make designs. I do not
think it necessary to adopt the rather unpleasant idea set forth in a great book
on needlework that the entrails of animals were thus used for models. A month'’s
work of intelligent designing is worth all the theory in the world, and I no
more believe that “insides ” were employed to suggest motives than I do that
carth-worms were taken for the same purpose, as was indecd once suggested to
me by a certain wood-carver, who could see no beauty in anything save darogue
patterns. 3

I have been told, or I have read, that the theory of the basket-pattern is
now “exploded ” as also that of the Irish claim to have developed or invented
the interlace; in fact, I find that everything nowadays is “exploded ” almost
before the powder has been put into it. Thus a certain blue-stocking lady,
speaking to mc of agnosticism, declared languidly that she had gone through
with it all, and that it was a vanished quantity. I begged her to define it for
me. “Let me hear your definition first ?” asked the dlasée-blene. But 1 was not
to be caught thus, and the learned dame, with an ill grace, explained that an
agnostic was “a kind of infidel-sceptic,—but all that sort of thing is quite out
of fashion now, you know.” So I have been told, on the best authority, that
somebody—I forget who—has exploded the Altaic-Tartar Accadian theory—a
theory which, however, the firm and gentle Sayce and the fiery Oppert still
maintain. And I am also told by other men that Fetishism is exploded, or
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utterly blown up, though I have before me, specially manufactured for my own
use, as undeniable specimens of fetishes of many kinds as could emanate from
the brains of Italian witches and American Voodoos. So they go on, building
up every man his little cardboard system and blowing down those of others—
“and one live nigger would walk over the whole of them,” as I heard it tersely
expressed at the termination of the Folk-lore Congress of 1891.

But to return to the interlace, or the magic power of intertwining knots,
for there is more of it in the lore of the strege. The mulberry-trce, being of
great importance in Italy, has, of course, its peculiar superstitions, and curious
among them is the following :—

““When a peasant prunes the mulberry-trees which are for silkworms, he must trim them so that the
bonghs restiné intrem'az;z'——may remain interlaced—in which case the silkworms will be protected against
any malocchio, or evil influence from any witch.

““But care must also be taken that, however fine (4e//7) the silkworms may be, no one shall say so,
because calling them ‘fine’ during the three trials (malattic) which they pass through hefore spinning
their silk wonld cause their death.

‘“ Be therefore attentive that if any one entering the housc should say, ¢ Belli quei bacchi® (* Those
are fine silkworms’), to throw at that person a handful of leaves, because the person, being vexed, will
throw the leaves at the silkworms, and the evil charm, if they have taken it, will be removed.”

In Italy, as in the East, there is great dread of unpremeditated praise, be
it of animals or children, because those who fascinate or bewitch always use it.
The convolvulus, which includes the honeysuckle and morning-glory, and
indeed all that twincth as a vine or “bine,” is also a protection against witches,

. owing to its twisted tendrils.

“Those who fear enchantment or the evil eye should have the convolvolo in their gardens or in a pot
in the window, because it is of all others the flower which witches cannot endure. And they cannot enter
a house where it is, becanse it bears teundrils (ne7bolini) like a mass of little serpents intertwined (come
tante piccole serpia rotolate) and all eutangled, for which reason it keeps them out. This plant flowers hy
night, and ‘its beautiful flowers in a bouquet and its tendrils bewilder the sight (fa efogliare la vista) of

sorceresses, and keeps them afar.”

All of which, if the reader be “a thinking character,” may give him some-
thing to think over when he sees a Gothic interlace, or serpentine ornaments, or
love-knots, or fish-nets, or Hegel's sentences !

Lenormant, in his Magie Chaldaienne, speaks of the very ancient weaving of

magic knots—that is, pla1tmg interlaces, as old Assyrian, of which he says that
the efficacy was so firmly beliecved in, even up to the Middle Ages, and gives
in illustration thc fo]lowmg against a disease or pain in the head :—
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““ Knot on the right and arrange flat in regular bands—on the left a woman’s diadem ;
divide it twice in seven little bands ;
gird the head of the invalid with it;
gird the forehead of the invalid with it
gird the seat of life with it ;
gird his hands and his feet ;
seat him on his bed ;
pour on him enchanted waters.
Let the disease of his head be carried away into the heavens like a violent wind ;
may the earth swallow it up like passing waters !”

From which we can sec that plaiting the hair in interlaces was a charm
for a headache. Taking it altogether, this application of interlacing cords to
the temple or other parts of the body is quite identical with modern usage.

This subject of the interlace as a guard against evil magic, or an amulet, is
nearly allied to the idea of holes and corrugations in stones—wvide the Sala-
grana—to magic rhymes and bewildering music, and mingled colours, and all
that attracts and confuses the mind. All produce one effect.

I am indebted to Miss Mary Owen, of Missouri, for the following (learned
from a black sorceress), which is nearly connected with the interlace :—

““When a man is visited in sleep by witches who ride or torment him, you should fasten in the
chimney a coarse linen cloth or a sicve; tie at the head of the bed a pair of wool cords or a branch of
fern leaves, in which the seeds are almost ripe ; sprinkle a cup of mustard sced on the door-sill. The
witch must count the interstices of the cloth or sieve, the seeds of the fern or the teeth of the cords, and
must pick up every mustard sced, counting as she does so, erc shc is free to torment thc slecpers by
knotting their feathers, riding on their breasts, or whispering to them awful drcams.”

The black Takroori, or sorcerers of Africa, draw their magic and lore largely
from Arabic-cabalistic sorcerers, as I know, having examined their books when
in Egypt, and all this is known to the Arabs. It is very curious that Pratorius
speaks of a man who, in jest, used curry-combs or wool-cords to defend himself

from a nightmare witch. Here, I think, in these cases we probably have tradition
or transmission,

THE GODDESS OF THE FOUR WINDS—L'ERBA ROSOLACCIO.

“Come from the four winds, O breath, and breathe upon these slain, that they may live” (Ezekiel
xxxvii. 9).

Among all primitive or superstitious people, the medicinal or other virtues of
herbs are attributed to some deeply mysterious cause of a supernatural nature. In
the Romagna, just as among the Red Indians of America, this faith is carried so far
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that certain plants are regarded as being in some strange way fairies or spirits in
themselves. He who bears one of these about him—always in a red bag, as in old
Etrusco-Roman times—carries a small guardian angel, or, if he plants it in a pot,
he will be like the ancient Egyptians of whom Juvenal said they had gods growing
in their gardens—in allusion to their reverence for onions or garlic.

One of these plants which is an object of culture not only in a literal, but also
in a religious and @sthetic sense, is the Rosolaccio which has also the cturious
double-meaning name of the rice (#4s0), also laughter, or the smile, of the Goddess
of the Four Winds. I had the following account given to me with a specimen of
the herb :—

¢ Rosolaccio is a plant the lcaves of which, drawn up like a many-fingered little hand, look like grains of
rice, whence it is called the rice (or the smile) of the Goddess of the Four Winds. It is also called the plant
of good luck because it brings great good fortune. A sprig of it may be kept growing in a small pot, or, if this
be impossible, in a red bag. If the former, it must always be in the window, if in a bag, the latter should be
hung up behind the window, and this done, no witches can enter, for there are so many grains (or grain-like
leaves), or eyes, that the witches cannot count them and therefore cannot pass by. For they are so closed
together that counting is impossible. And should it happen that in any family a child or grown person is
bewitched, then we take this plant, either growing or else in the bag, and go to the sufferer who must be fast-
ing, even from water, early in the morning, and say : —

“¢Dca, o dea dei quattri venti,
Non ¢i e altra bella al par di te
Un’ erba miracolosa I'hai fatta nascere,
Perche la stregoneria passi . . .!’

(*° *Goddess, O goddess of the four winds !
There is no one equal to thee in beauty,
Thon hast made a miraculous plant to grow,
That the bLewitchment may pass from . . .%)

Then let the sign of the cross be made three times with the herb, and this must be donc for three
mornings.
¢“ ¢ But who was the Goddess of the Four Winds 2’
““Well, I have heard that her mother was a beautiful girl who was of great rank, perhaps a princess ;
however she loved a poor young man, and her parents would not hear of such a match.

" ¢¢ How it came to pass, who knows ? but thc young man dwelt near her, and they found a subterranean
passage which led to her room-—some say she had it dug, for she was of fairy kind—but it came to a trap-door
in her room, and nnder her bed.

¢* And the end was that she was with child, and remained many months in her room, lest the world should
know it. And she prepared a fine cradle all made of roses. And her mother, who was a fairy, kept her
seeret, and aided her, and when the time came for the princess to give birth to the child, the mother made a
firc of laurel, so that in its crackling the cries of the babe should not be heard.

¢¢ And when this happened, and while the mother burned the laurel, she said :—
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¢ ¢ Figlia mia, amata, amata,
A batta di lauro tu sei nata,
E di rose conbugigata,
Figlia mia, amala, amata,
Una fata di te pure ho fatta.’

(‘¢ ¢ Darling danghter in the morn,
To the sound of laurel thon wert born
Wrapped in roses thou shalt be,
Daughter, daughter, dear to me,
A fairy I have made of thee.’)

¢“ And this child was the Goddess of the Four Winds. £ questa fu la fala detta la dea des quattro

venti’

This marvellous and mysterious story can hardly fail to suggest much to every
folk-lorist. First of all the infant goddess of the wind is rocked in a cradle of
roses. FRIEDRICH (Symbolit d. Natur) observes that in the Greek myth, the
Wind, Zolos, has in his home six sons and six daughters—awoll die @lteste
Andentung einer Windrose—the first indication of the wind-rose or anemone.”
The real rosalaccio (rose-lace) is the red poppy or corn-flower, but the name rose
refers to the colour. We have in it, however, a connection of roses with the wind,
and of the dew-drop, “rocked by the wind in the cradle of a rose.” The anemone
or wind-flower sprung from the blood of Adonis, that is, in the flower he lives again
as a spirit of the wind. Adonis, the spirit of spring, is the same with Favonius,
“the Greek zephyr, the sweet and fructifying south wind who comes with the
swallow and the spring.” It can hardly be denied that all this seems to be
indicated in this strange Tuscan tale.

The burning of laurel twigs so that they shall make a noise is of ripe antiquity.
‘“ There was a special divination or foretelling the future by burning laurel leaves,
and it was regarded as a good sign if they crackled and made a loud noise”
(TiBULLUS, Eleg., ii. 6, 81). Hence came a common proverb, Clamwosior lauro
ardente—* Noisier than burning laurel.” Or, as we are told by the author of the
Trinum Magicum (AD. 1611), “ Et lauri quoque ramis divinatio sumebatur, and
there was also divination by a branch of laurel, which if it made a loud sound was
a good sign, and the contrary if it burned out quictly.”

But the chief aim of this story is to show how it was that the babe was madc
to pass from a mere mortal into a fairy or goddess, as Ceres attempted to do with
the infant Triptolemus. She also employed a fire, but I do not know that it was
of laurel boughs. But the laurel, as FRIEDRICH declares, was not only consecrated
to prophecy or magic, and, as an evergreen, to immortality, but it was peculiarly a
symbol of a new life—neucs Leben i Tode. “ Among the Romauns the corpse in a
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funeral was sprinkled with water from laurel boughs; and in the early times of
Christianity the dead were laid on laurel leaves to signify that those who died in
Christ had not ceased to live. And the baptism, or the new life in CHRIST, was
also symbolised by laurel ” (WINCKELMANN, Versuch einer Allegorie, besonders fiir
die Kunst, iii. c. ; also HARTUNG, die Relig. der Romer, part i, p. 46). WINCKEL-
‘MANN also mentions that on a rare medal, Lueillg, the wife of the Emperor Lucius
Verus, is represented as holding a branch of laurel, near her kneels a woman
drawing water, and there stands by her a half-naked child awaiting baptism.
This has a special application to the Tuscan tale, with this difference—that in one
case there is a baptism by fire, and in the other by water. In both the babe is to
be prepared for a new life by means of the mystic laurel.

There is some obscurity in this myth, but it may be remarked that the zephyr,
the dew-drop, and the rose, were mystically combined in ancient fable, and that
they reappear in the birth of the Goddess of the Four Winds. Again, peasants
usually retain, or relate, only fairy stories, whereas this is not a Za/e at all in the
real sense of the word, but an explanation of the origin of a spirit who is, we may
say, worshipped in a plant.

In another Romagnolo legend the Wind appears as male and female. It is as
follows :—

¢ The Wind is a magieian (72ag0) and Corina (Romagnolo, Curena) is his sister.
* A youth had a sweetheart and helieved she had been false to him while she was innocent. But the
youth in his sorrow fled far, far away so that he might see her no more.
““ Then she went to a wise old woman, who consulted the cards (that is ¢ divined’ in any way), to know if
she would ever find her lover again, and the old woman bade her go to the Wind, and to his sister Curena.”
- (IHere there is a manifest hiatus.) “And they departed with her ; the morning had just dawned when they came
to a city, they put her down before the window of her love, and she sang :(— '

‘“¢Love, thou hast been false to me,
While I was ever true to thee,
Thou for me didst leave thy home,
Now unto thee I have come,

In two hours’ time I travelled here,
Yet ’twas the journey of a year,

The wild wind bore me like a cloud,
And Curena whistled loud,

They have put me on thy track,
Thou from me wilt ne'er turn back;
Now our sufferings are o’er,

Thou shalt leave me nevermore.’

“So they were united, and lived happily ever after.”
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It is possible that in this Curena we have the Teutonic “ Wind’s bride,” who
is ever hunting, and who blows a horn which is indicated in cor or curen. Corinth,
Corinna, and Curena seemn to be certainly allied to Coronis, the wind : raven,
typical of the north-west wind, or Skiron.

As regards the rosalaccio it is evident that the names and associations of the
herb which I have described are confused and intermingled with those of the poppy
or red corn-flower, which is the true rosalaccio, and the red anemone or wind-
flower. And there are those in Ireland who maintain that the so-called wild wind-
flower, which is white, and has a triple leaf, is the real shamrock. Out of all which
those who have better material wherewith to work than I, may make what they
can. There are some also who assert that the »¢d sorrel is the true shamrock
because the blood of the Saviour dropped upon it, cven as the blood of Adonis
dropped on the anemone.

Of which confusion there is a great deal in all legends of a people in which
old tradition has long since run into decay and new growth, and I beg the reader
to pardon me if I cannot clear it up.

MADONNA DEL Fuoco.

* Sic in igne praetcr alia elementa, sacra omnia insistebant, quod is, credo, proximus ccelo sit, quod in
specie ignis Deus Mosen primum alloculus.”—EL1As SCHEDIUS, D¢ Dis Germanis, 1648.

It was formerly a custom at Forli in the Romagna Toscana to give annually
a grand procession, the occasion of which was the showing an image of the Virgin
scated on a dragon surrounded by flames. This extremely heathen cercmony
is now discontinued, so far as Forli is concerned, but it is still kept up in the
neighbouring small town of Civitella.

I have looked over a rather large Latin work, profusely illustrated, published
about two hundred years ago, which is entirely devoted to describing this
Madonna of Fire and Dragons, from which I gather that once upon a time the
festival must have been very magnificent. It is remarkable that the witches and
wizards, either guided by a sagacious intuition or ancient tradition, regard this
Madonna as one of their own hecathen deities who has been unjustly filched from
them, and placed in the Christian pantheon. On which subject one of the sister-
hood expressed herself not without a certain amount of rightecous or pious
indignation, to the effect that the Lady of the Fire was a great spirit before the
other Madonna was ever heard of ; her words being, in part, as follows :—

¢¢ She was a spiril (7.c., healhen) who indeed worked many miracles, and so the priests took her and ealled
her la donna miracolosa del fuoco.
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““Bul in truth the priests knew that this Madonna del Fuoco did many miracles, and revived those who
had fallen dead, before they had ever done anything. (The scnse here is that she did all this before she was
claimed or known as Christian.)

““The first that was known of her was that she appeared as a beautiful lady in a eertain garden, and so all
the neighbourhood began to talk of her and said it was Our Lady, or the Madonna.

¢‘In Civitella there was an ancient and rich family. And in their fields there was a very small boy who
kept sheep and was dumb.  One morning the lady came to him, and this ehild who was mute began to speak
and said : ¢ Lady, I could never speak before, dumb I was from my birth. Thou art a miraculous virgin. Tell
me what T must do to express my thanks.’

¢t And she replied : ¢Go 1o the great family and tell them they must go to Rome for a eertain large stone
and send it to me, and that by doing this their race will never end, bul if they neglect it their troubles will
never eease.’

* This he did, but was treated as a lunatic. Yet while they did this therc appeared before them great
flashes of fire—gran fiaccole del fuoco—and they knew it was the Lady of Fire. So they sent for the stone,
and as soon as the lady had it she ascended it and remained there as an image. So they bore it to a church
and placed it there—e le misero nome, la Madonna del Fuoco, la Madonna Miraculosa—and called it the
Lady of Fire and the Miraculous Madonna.

¢ And this family left it by will that the festival with miraculous ﬁre should be commua]ly kept up. And
all peasants when they have any illness or bad erops, or any trouble, attend this ceremony.”

Ottfried Miiller and Preller observe from good authority that the Etruscans
paid very great attention to thunder and lightning, and that all their principal
gods and goddesses were believed to wield, during certain months, the terrible
power. Traces of this continually reappear in the legends of Le Romagne, as
the reader may find in several places in this work, such as the tale of the Spirito
del Giuoco. I think that this, taken in connection with the witch belief that this
Madonna del Ifuoco is really one of their own spirits, indicates a pre-Christian
origin for the Madonna del Fuoco. It may be, indeed, that she is Vesta, the
‘Roman goddess of firc, converted and Christianised. The miraculous stone
refers possibly to the flint from which fire is struck.

I.A CAVALLETTA.
* Thou holdest the Cicada by the wings.”’—ARCHILOCHUS.

La Cavalletta is defined as “a locust or grasshopper,” but as I understand, it
is neither, but what is known in America as the Kafydid, a cicada which indeed
resembles the Oriental locust in its general shape, but is somewhat larger, and
is of a clear green colour, its wings being quite like leaves. Its cry is like that of
the locust, but much louder. It appears to play an important part among the
superstitions of the Romanga.t

* ¢ That animal which the Freneh call sauterelle, we a grasshopper, is named Axpec by the Greeks, by the
Latines locusia, and by ourselves a loeust. Again, between a cicada and that we eall a grasshopper the

24
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1 was first induced to notice it by hearing a woman sing a song, alla conta-
dinesca, about it, in Romagnola, which 1 wrote down, and then received the
following account in Italian :—

““ The Cawalletta is an inscct of a green colour with long legs. Tt is a sign of good luck—e fanto di buon
augurio. When it comes into a room one should at ounce close the windows to prevent its escaping, and if
there should happen to be sleeping children in bed, so much the better. Then one should tie a thread to the
leg of the Cawalletta and the other end to the bed, and say or sing :—

“¢Q Cavalletta che tanto bello sei!
E da per tutto la buona fortuna porti,
E quando va via tu la lasci,
Percio sei venuto in casa mia
Per portarmi Ja buona fortuna,
E neppure non riportarmela via,
La Dbuon’.fortuna lascia in casa mia;
I specialmente ai figli mici,
Che cri tu pure in vita una donzelia
Bella ¢ buona ¢ piena di talento,
E cosi ti prego se tu vuoi far’ venire
I figli mici di gran talento,
E se cosi farai ne sarai sempre benedetta ;
E ben vero che ora tu hai
La forma di una bestia, ma una bestia tu non sei
Sei uno spirito della buona fortuna.’

(‘“ ¢Oh, Katydid, so fine and fair,
Who bringst good fortune everywhere !
Leave good luck in this my home
Since into the house you've come.
Bring it unto me I pray,
And do not take the least away ;
Bring it to me and every one,
Most of all unto my son ;
In life you were a lady, full
Of talent, good and beautiful,
Let me pray, as this is true,
You'll give my children talents too,
And where you fly from East to West,
May you in turn be truly blest !
Since though an insect form you wear,
You are a spirit good and fairl’)

differences are very many, as may be observed in themsclves, or their descriptions in Matthiolus Aldrovandus
and Muffetus. . . . Our word is borrowed from the Saxon Graest-hopp, which our ancestors, who never

beheld the cicada, used for that insect which we yet call a grasshopper ** (Psendoxia Epidemica (Vulgar
Errors), by Sir THomMAs BrowN, London, 1672).
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* Then when the child shall he of an age to understand this, he should be taught to.sing, when he sees
a Katydid :—

‘¢ ¢ fo son giovane ¢ vero,
Ma lo tengo un gran talento,
Un gran nomo io saro,
Ma la cavalletta posso ringraziare,
Per che nella culla il gran talento
Mi e venuto a porta mia,
Portato la buona fortuna per la cavalletta,’

(‘I am but little, as you see,
And yet I may a genius be,
And if when grown I should be great,
And make a name in Church or State,
I’ll not forget that one fine day,
As I in cradle sleeping lay,
Iow all my wit, as mother bid,
Was Dbrought me by the Katydid.’)

““ But when the Cavalletta has been ticd one hour to the cradle of the child, it must be frced, and 1he
window opened, and it should be allowed to depart—not driven away—bul suffered 1o leave at its own
free will.”

It is altogcther impossible to separate the ancient folk-lore of the locust, grass-
hopper, and cricket, or cicada. FRIEDRICH remarks that in the magical practices
of the ancients the grasshopper was supposed to possess such powers of divination
that it was called pavris, or the soothsayer. It often occurs on monuments as an
amulet against evil. One which represents a Cupid holding a butterfly, while

-a grasshopper is close by on an ear of corn, scems to me to sct forth the spirit of
the song which I have cited.

But the cavalletta is properly in legend the same as the cicada which was
regarded as the emblem, and almost as the genius, of song and poetry, or the
highest forms of intellect. The Greeks and old Italians loved this inscct more
than the nightingale, they associated it strangely with a higher genins and stronger
powers of magic and prophecy. It was to them the herald of spring, a song
of rivulets and fountains sparkling in the shade, a calling to green ficlds, a voice
of the flowers.

Thus ANACREON sings:—

* We praisc thee auspicious Cicada, enthroned like a king
On the tree’s summit, thou cheer’st us with exquisite song,
Living on dew-drops, and all men bestow on thee honour
As the sweet prophet of summcr—the Muses all love thee,
So does Apollo the golden who gave thee thy song.”
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Ulysses holding a cicada to Cerberus, as it occurs in gems, significs the
power of evil or horror, captivated by genius or song. The old story was that
these insccts were once men and women, who, having heard the Muses sing, were
so enchanted or enraptured that they could think of nothing else—yes, they forgot
all carthly things, including cating and drinking, and so starved to death in pure
asthetic absence of mind. So the Muses turned them into the beautiful cicade,
which, when they have sung themselves out in summer shades, return to the
Muses. Therefore the Athenian ladies wore golden cicada in their hair as a sign
of culture and refinement, also to indicate their patriotic attachment to their small
country or city, because it is said that the insect never quits the place where
it is born.

The whole spirit of the ancient belief in the cicada, or grasshopper, as a
prophetic spirit, and the genius of song, is perfectly reflected in this Romagnolo
ballad, which is in reality a rough but very fine diamond. Tor it is beautiful to see
how the refined old classic feeling that the cicada is the spirit of genius and poetry
has survived among these humble peasants, and how as a mantis it is believed to
be capable of bestowing genius ou the little bambino. 1t is absolutely the same
idea or inspiration, but in a far sweeter and nobler form, which made the Greck
maiden wear a golden cicada in her hair, that induces the Italian mother to tic
a cavalletta by the leg to her baby’s cradle, and sing to it the incantation or prayer
to give it talents or genius, or make of it a poet.

There is something very antique in all this, as well as original and beautiful,
so that, taking all others into consideration, I have very little doubt that this
ceremony, as well as its song, may have come to us from the early spring-time
of Latin, Greek, or Etruscan song. Ancient !—why there is nothing of the kind
here given which is nct, as the Germans say, stone-old, among the mountains of
La Romagna Toscana. Every idea there which has a form, took it in ncolithic
or certainly bronze times. This of the cavalletta can at least be proved to be
almost prehistoric.

The original Romagnolo which was sung like all contadino songs to a
monotonous air, which, like the words, gave the impression that it was being
improvised, was as follows :—

“ B spirit la cavalclia,
Le un spirit et bona fortona,
E sla ven in ca’ vostra
Nola fe mai scape.

Sla ven in ca’ vostra
Piutost lighela a una gamba
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E po lighcla a e let de vostra bordel
E quella lav portera fortona
Ai vostre fial.

Lav portara fortona

Ai vostre fial e lai portra

La fortona pur et gran talent,

E la vi librara pur dal regiment.

En fen caiari pze an pense mai,

A quant chi andara a fer i solde

Ma quan chi e grend e chi belle aloe
Per vo o sara un gran dalor.

Per cio pensei sempre per temp,
Arcorder ed la Cavalletta,

Per che se le a pregari i vostre fiol,

Da feri solde ai librari a punti ste sicur.”

It may be observed that this was described to me as Lo Spiritola Cavalletia—
the Spirit Cavalletta. That is to say the insect is recognised as a spirit which was
once human, just as it is set forth in the Latin or Greck legend. The ancient
myth declares that the cicade were once very much refined maidens, who were
turned to insects by the Muses. The modern incantation says that the katydid

was in life—

“a lady full
Of talent good and beautiful,”

Of those who attribute all of these identities in tradition to ckance coincidences
and “ development under like causes,” one can only say, as did the old orthodox
Christian of the doctrine of atoms, and fortuitous combinations, that it put upon
the back of Chance more than it would bear.



CHAPTER X.

CUPRA.

“ Ex eo tempore , . . illum sic concubisse sccum, ut viri cum feeminis solent, nec percipiente viro, cum
simul in lecto essent,”—BODINUS, lib, 2, capit. 7

T \Wm\m mg\m.““mI F this spirit all that I know is given in the
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following strange story :—

““Cupra is a folletto, or spirit, who when
se prende a sinpatia wna donna, he takes a
liking to a woman, and inspires her with it,
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follows her about all the time even by day.
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“ There was once in a town in La
Romagna a girl of extraordinary beauty,
who was morcover strangely fortunate in all

nm\""\uw.mq things—quello che desiderava e quello che le
ST
@ "ﬁ\\‘ appariva. Now it came to pass that waking

in the night she found that she had by her
a very beautiful youth, and this happened
often, till at last she told her mother of it.

* Iler mother bade her carefully close
the door, and not to go to bed till morning.
And he came all the same; but the mother, -

who was secrctly watehing, saw no one.

Then she strewed leaves all about, thinking
that when this mysterious lover passed over
them there would be a rustling. And he
came and made a great noise with the leaves
and laughed loudly, but not a leal stirred.
Then the mother, being angry, said to her
daughter : ¢ Go to bed, and I will lie by thy
side ; but I do not belicve that there is any
anc here save us.’

“Then Cupra laughed aloud and
sang i—
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¢ ¢ Si—sono a letto,
Con tua figlia,
E incinla
D’un bel bambino :
Son’ un spirito folletto
Che la tua figlia voglio amar,
E molti figli voglio creiar,
Molti figli io I'avro,
E tua figlia
Sempre amero.’

(““ ¢ Yes—I am lying
Here by thy daughter ;
She has by me, too, unborn,
A beautiful boy.
I am a spirit
Who loves her—you’ll see
She will bear many
More children to me,
And your fair daughter
Long loved shall bel’)

“ Now after this nobody would marry her ; yet she was happy and contented, for she had all she desired,
being long and well loved by her amante.”

There is in this a little, as it were, of Cupid and Psyche, which beautiful myth
doubtless grew out of some rude and simple old story of a girl and a spirit lover.
I have no doubt that the tale as here given is a mere fragment. As among the
Red Indians, we find loose pieces of stories, sometimes fitted into one another.

It cannot fail to strike the reader that there is a very loose moral tone—a gay
and festive sensuousness evident in these tales. These follett: are all, when not
terrible, very much like the Fauns and Sylvans, spirits of yore, from whom they
are, beyond all doubt, legitimately descended. In fact the spirit of Dyonisia, the
worship of Bacchus and Venus, and of Pan—of Dryads and Oreads, and a
multitude of hard-drinking, free-loving, rakish divinities, all of whom, from great
Jove himself down to the Satyrs, set the example of embracing every pretty
woman who came in their way, could hardly be wanting among people who still
actually invoke these deities by their old names. And this is—inter alia—a
strong confirmation of the heathen antiquity of all this Tuscan lore.

I deem this thing well worth dwelling on, that while in the folk-lore and fairy-
tales of the rest of Europe there is but little account of fairies, brownies, elves, and
sylvan goblins seducing maidens and abusing wives, it is in the Romagna at the
present day their chief mission or amusement. A ringing melody of forest glee
does not come more surely from the Waldhorn of a hunter when sounded by
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some skilful woodcraftsman than a tale which is “ naughty, but nice,” to youthful
sinners, comes when conversation turns on these mysterious beings. I could have
made a very distinguished acquaintance indeed—namely, that of the Lord
Chancellor—had 1 published in a book all the Merrie Tales of the kind which 1
have, or could have, heard of such “shoking” culpabilitiecs—which seem to be
almost the only kind of abilitics now manifested by these “geniuses.” In all which
they are truc as steel to the traditions of their ancestors, the dii minores, the
minor or sylvan gods, of whom Pico della Mirandola—whose tomb is not far off
from here—informs us that “ Saint Augustin declares in the fifteenth book of the
City of God, that ‘the Sivani and Fauni have many times sinned with women,
who, however, greatly desired it, the end thereof being that they lay with them.
And that certain demons, called by the French Dusii, went about continually
secking such carnal iniquity, and—wettendola ad effetto—putting it into effect.””

All of these, as I have shown in chapters on them—Fauns, Silvani, and Dusii
—still live in the Romagnola. There the contadina maiden half fears and half
hopes in the forest shades, as twilight falls, to meet with a handsome, roguish,
leering, laughing lover; there, it may be, among reedy rocks, will rise from the
whitening water of the hcadlong stream somec irresistible EIf. Ma—che wvolete?
Girls will be girls!

This Cupra talc is much like one in BoDINUS, where, however, the devil him-
self is the lover, and a girl of twelve his donne fortune. They may both have come
from a common source.

According to PRELLER (Romische Mythologie), there was on the coast of
Picenum a goddess named Cupra, who is supposcd to be a Juno, of Etruscan
origin. Her temple was renewed by Hadrian. “ But the name is probably to be
explained by the Sabine word ¢yprus (good), whence the Vicus Cyprius in Rome
and a Mars Cyprius in Umbria” 1 do not feel authorised to suggest any con-
nection between these names and that of the Cupra in the story. Nor do [ insist
on any positive identity of any of my discoveries with ancient ones. There may
have been, for aught I know, mistakes or misunderstandings as regards any or all
these names. I have simply written down what I gathered, and I dare say there
will be correctors enough in due time to verify or disprove it all.

All of the old LEtrusco-Roman deities were in pairs, male and female, hence
possibly the mmodern confusion as to certain namecs. They also “crossed” one
another. “ Thalua, or Cupra,” says George Dennis (7%¢ Cities and Cemeteries of
FEtruria, 1878), “ was the Iitruscan Hera or Juno, and her principal shrines scem
to have been at Veii, Falerii, and Perusia. Like her counterpart among the
Greeks and Romans, she appears to have been worshipped under other forms,
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according to her various attributes, as Feronia, Uni, Eilithya-Lucothea.” The
incident of the leaves connects Cupra with classic lore. Gerard (Gottheit : der
Etrusker, p. 40) thinks Thalna is descriptive of Cupra as a goddess of births and
light.  We learn the name of Cupra from Strabo, v., p. 241.  Of which Noel des
Vergers says in L' Etrurie et les Etrusques, Paris, 1862, that :—

“Junon, que Strabo appelle Cupra, bien que nous ne trouvious pas ce nom sur les monuments cerami-
ques ou les miroirs, avait comme Jupiter un temple dans arx ou la citadelle des villes Ltrusques.”

WaALNUT WITCHES.

‘“In Lenevenlo a nnt-trec slands,
And thither by night from many lands,
Over the waters and on the wind,
Come witches flying of every kind,
On goats, and boars, and bears, and cats,
Some upon broomslicks, some like bats,
Howling, hurtling, hurrying, all
Come to the trcc at the master’s call.”
Doy PIcCINI, Ottava delle Notte.

¢ Solt’acqua e sotta viento,
Sott’ ’e nuce ’e Veneviento.”
Neapolitan Saying.

It is probable that one of the earliest supernatural conceptions formed by man
was that of the 7°adu, or Zaboo. It was that if the witch, or shaman, or conjuror
_wished to guard, or keep, or protect a certain property from depredators, he by
magic power or spells cansed the person trespassing to suffer. If a sorcercr or a
chief had a valuable weapon or ornament, spells were pronounced over it to protect
it, and if it were stolen some mysterious disease soon after attacked the thief. By
a little judicious poisoning here and there of suspected offenders, the Zaboo of
course soon came to be firmly believed in and dreaded. Naturally enough it was
extended to trees bearing valuable fruit, ficlds and their crops, wives and cattle.
Then in time everything belonging to priests and chiefs was Zadooed. In the
Pacific islands at the present day where the natives have not been civilised, it
often happens that a man who has ecaten fruit, or even touched an article belonging
to a chief, though he did not know at the time that it was prohibited, will soon die
of merc fecar. The laws of Zaboo in ¥iji and many othier places were so numerous
and intricate that if written out they would make a work quite as extensive
and difficult to master as Blackstone’s Commentary. Little by little it entered
into cvery relation of life. Wherever the power of the priest came—and it went

25
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everywhere—there was the terrible faboo. It sat by every fireside—it was with
man when he awoke in the night ; there were kinds of food which must not be
caten, certain positions which must not be assumed, thoughts which must not be
entertained. There were words which must never be spoken, names of the dead
which must never be uttered ; and as people were named from things, therefore
language was continually changing. Over all and under all and through all was
the zaboo, or will of the priest.

In CATLIN’S great work on the North American Indians there is the portrait of
a Chippeway emaciated to a living skeleton. There was, about fifty years since, in
his country, in a remote place, a vast mass of virgin copper, which was regarded
with superstitious reverence. The sorcerers of the tribe had decreed that any
Indian who should guide a white man to this great nugget would surely be
accursed and dic.  One man, tempted by gifts, and in an hour of temporary free-
thought, broke the ban and led a white trader to the mysterious maniton. Then
came the reaction. He believed himself to be accursed, and so pined away. A
traveller in Fiji has recorded that a native having once by mere accident touched
somcthing which belonged to a chief, and learned that it was Zadoo, died in a few
days from terror,

An accurate and impartial history of the development of Zaboo, or prohibition,
would be the history of religion and of the human race. As regards church
property it became known as sacri/ege—the conversion of sacred things to secular
uscs. The cvempla of the preachers of the Middle Ages show us the doctrine of
Zaboo carried to the cextremes of absurdity. RABELAIS ridiculed these extrava-
gances, but the shafts of his wit fell back blunted, even as the arrows of the scoffer
missed the nark when shot at a leaf taken from the Holy Decretals. But fadoo is
yet strong everywhere, I can remember that once when I was a very small boy I
unwittingly—this was in a New England village—injured a pamphlet or book
which had been lent by the local clergyman. “Don’t you know,” exclaimed a lady
who was reproving me, “that that book belongs to Dr. L——2?” And I was
aghast, for T felt that the crime was far greater than if the injured property had
belonged to one of the laity.

Making cvery allowance for the natural limitations and necessities of Evolu-
tion, Zaboo was productive of some good but also of great evil. At present, its old
mission being worked out among enlightened people, the bad is predominant.
Under the influences of the Church it was so freely, so recklessly, and so unscru-
pulously applied that millions of lives were crushed by it or made needlessly
miserable. 1t enforced celibacy ; it compelled injudicious charity, which enlarged
the area of poverty instcad of relieving it ; it made idleness, coloured by super-
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stition, holy ; it exalted in cvery way the worthless idle shaman, or sorcerer, above
the productive citizen ; it laid great curses and cternal damnation on trifling
offences, on no offences, and on the excrcise of natural human rights and
privileges. And it still contrives to do so to an extent which few realise.  For the
prohibition or punishment, or causing suffering in any form whatever, when it is
applied to anything which is not in itsclf wrong, is fadoo. But what 7s wrong?
That which injures others. And what arc injurics? Firstly, those which the law
defines as to person and property, dircctly or indirectly, in law or equity.
Secondly, those which are conventional and spring out of our artificial social con-
ditions. These are mostly of the feelings, or sentimental—regarding which it
becomes us to excrcise the strictest discipline over oursclves, and to make the
utmost allowance for others.

It is as regards these conventional and sentimental wrongs in social relations,
and in really artificial matters, that Zaboo, be it rcligious or secular, makes its
tyranny most keenly felt. Not to wander too widely from the subject, I can only
say that a vast amount of all social injustice docs not spring, as is generally
assumed, or supposcd, from unavoidable current causes, but from mere custom and
use derived from tradition. He who will look carcfully, honestly, and above all
boldly, into this, will be astonished to learn how powerful still is the old shaman
of the very carliest stage of barbarism. The demon of the Threshold—he who
lay in wait at the very entrance of the first hut of humanity—is still lurking by
thine though thou scest him not.

It would be interesting to know how many objects which were regarded as
accursed and bedevilled owed their evil repute in the beginning to faboo.
During the Middle Ages, and indced from carlier times, the walnut-trec was
regarded as being dear to demons and specially chosen by witches as a place of
meeting. Among the Romans it typified darkness or cvil, hence it was belicved
that if it stood near an oak they mutually injurcd onc another, because the latter
was sacred to Jove, the god of lightning, the principle of light (NORK, Realzvirter-
buely, vol. iii., p. 387. FRIEDRICH). In the carliest mythologics the nut was an
erotic symbol. On the bridal night the married pair among the Jews praise God
for planting the nut-trec in the Garden of Eden ; and among the Romans it was
a custom spargere nueces to scatter nuts on such occasions. “But as sensual
passion is allied to sin, it is plain that the walnut-tree is also a demoniac symbol.
The Rabbis dcclared that the devil chose it for a favourite resting-place, and advised
people never to sleep under it, because cvery twig thereof has nine leaves, and on
every leaf dwells a devil ” (FRIEDRICII, Symibolik, p. 315).

BUNSEN (Rom. iii,, 3, 210), tells us that there once stood in the Piassa della
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Chiesa del Poprlo a great walnut-tree whose leaves were so infested by devils that
Pope PASCHAL the Second cursed it, had it cut down, and a church built where it
had stood—an act quite becoming a shaman or voadoo in every respect.  Male-
dicta sis o nuce ! “ Be thou d——d, oh walnut-tree, root and branch, nuts and bark,
und to hell vit you!”

All of this rubbish of ecroticism, diableric and darkness, doubtlessly gathered
about the tree from maiy sources, but the beginning of it all was that some carly
sorcerer, to save his walnuts, informed his ncighbours that the tree was faboocd,
and that devils sat on it to torment those who should rob it. I have heard of a
German precacher of the mob who explained the origin of evil by the fact that,
“ Eve did rop a Bawumgart” (or orchard), and 1 know a perfectly authentic case of
theology in the nursery, in which a small girl, being asked why God forbade Adam
and Eve to cat the apples, replied that e wanted them for pies, but was corrected
by another, who told her, “ No—that Ile wanted to keep them for his cwinter
apples "—that kind being usually prohibited to children. However, in any case it
was the first faboo on rccord ; and because simple Adam and IEve had been
crcated of a heedless curious human nature, and not wisc enough to resist Sutan,
the incarnate spirit of genius and evil, their descendants have been damned
cternally to hell by hundreds of millions. Which cheerful myth in 70 respect
invalidates the many great truths which abound in the Bible, as PAINE and
INGERSOLL arguc—nay, it contains a great truth : that idle curiosity and childish
disobedicnce are a great source of evil. The Jews regarded unflinching, un-
conditional obedience, with no allowance for human weakness, as the law of laws.
It was well for them as they were, but it was going too far to make it all in all.
It had held Egypt together in good condition for thousands of years, and MOSES,
who was a great student of laws, applied it. But it is not applicable to England.
or Amcrica, or indeed to any republic, or semi-republic, to-day. Freethought
now has its rights, and is a law like others.

But to return to our trysting-trec—the walnut. As all the witches of Germany
were accustomed to assemble on the Blocksberg, so those of all Ttaly had their
rendezvous or sabbat, or, in Italian, freguenda, at a great walnut-tree in Benevento.

This terrible tree is mentioned by many writers on witchcraft, and allusions
to it arc very common in Italian literature, but 1 never met with anything in
detail till I found a pamphlet—De Nuce Maga Beneventana—which is by PETER
PIPERNUS, and forms a supplement to his work De Ejfectibus Magicis, of which I
have elsewhere written. In which, as it never rains but it pours, I met with such
an excess of information that I had some trouble in condensing it, the work
being composed on the picturesque, but not lucid principle, followed by
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PrAETORIUS, of writing down anything whatever about everything which comes
into one’s head, on slips of paper, which are then thrown into a basket without
numbers, and set up by the printer as they occur. So, after cight pages of
skimblec-skamble, including a short essay on the sins of keeping bad company
and of telling indecent storics, or comicas fabulas de stupris virginnm, we scc a
gleam of coming day in a chapter on Nuts in general, with the comforting
assurance that, as a tree, the walnut is endowed by Nature with both good and
bad qualitics—of which chapter we may note that if the walnut really does possess
the extraordinary number of medical and other virtucs ascribed to it by PIPERNUS,
it is no wonder that it was supposed to be in the highest degree supernatural—
albeit not a word is said in it of catsup or pickles. Could the men of old have
forcseen the sauces of to-day, and the part which walnuts would play in them
all, Heaven only knows what witcheraft they would have ascribed to them!

Finally we come to the fact that from the testimony and traditions recorded
in the manuscripts of an old witch-trial, and from information gathered by many
holy Inquisitors, that it was beclieved in the fraternity of sorcerers that not only
from the times of the Lombards, but even from those of the ancient Samnites,
there had cver been at Benevento an immense walnut-tree which was ia leaf all the
year (the same tale was told of old Druidical and German oaks), the nuts of
which were of a pyramidal form, “qua tragularibus lineis emittebat” These nuts
sold for a high pricc, pcople belicving that they protected against accidents,
carthquakes, and cured cpilepsy, also that they were sure to produce male off-
spring, refentis intra matricem nuclezs.  And they were also valuable amulets
against witchcraft, though used by witches in much deviltry. I think that we
have here a hint of the curious triangular nuts which come from the East, and
of which such numbers arc sold in Florence, made into rosarics. These are also
carried singly as magical amulets. There is a variety of them found in China
which exactly resembles the head of a buffalo, horns and all. I have specimens
of both kinds.

Next we have the topography of the region where the tree grew—for
PIPERNUS approaches the enemy very gradually—and finally of the field in
which this King of Darkness stands, as our author puts it very ncatly, “ more
likc a Nox than a Nux” Which pun of darkness casts, however, not a
little light on the tenebrific nature of this tree, and its noxious nature, with the
suggestion that it was the mere resemblance of name which drew to it an associa-
tion with the powers of the underworld. PIPERNUS gives us a long array of
causes why the nut-tree was dreaded by Christians, and loved by witches, the only
sensible one of which is that it was of yore, because of its dense shade, sacred to
Proserpine, Night, and the Infernal Gods.
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Well, as it happened that the good pcople of Bencvento had a great walnut-
tree where they worshipped serpents, or “divinity in the likeness of a beast, which
is vulgarly called a viper,” and what was also horrible, held horse-races in which
the riders caught at bunches of sumach suspended in the trec—after the fashion
of the profane and ungodly gamnc of flying horses and hand-organ which we have
scen at irrcligious, worldly-minded, country fairs. There was in Benevento a great
saint, Barbatus, to whom these goings-on of the heathen with their great moral show
of snakes and races, and the rest of the circus, were a terrible annoyance—for
then, as now, two of a trade did never yet agree. Competition was not, with
himn, the soul of business. The ruler of that region was ROMUALDUS, who was
a heathen. And BARBATUS tricd to convert him, but he did not convert worth
a button. In vain did BARBATUS flourish and coruscate his miracles—ez miracnlis
cornscans—round the head of this impenitent mule—I could almost fancy that
Rom must have been a gypsy. His only reply was to the effect that “that
cock won't fight” For I must mention that it is also recorded that he kept
race-horses and game-cocks—and that there is in bad Latin mournful evidence
of the truth of it all.

By and by there were rumours of war in the land. Constantinople—I mecan
CONSTANTIUS—the emperor, was coming zunumera multitndine suornm collecia,
with a vast army to wipc out Benevento. Romualdus was a hard fighting man,
but as Saint CHRYSOSTOM said, “There is no use in a goat’s trying to buck
against a bull” He was reduced to extremes, and it was finally found that
CONSTANTINE, like a truc and gentle Christian, had decreed that on a certain day
he would take the city and put every human being in it, wériusque sexus, to death.

Arrepta oceasione—BARBATUS saw his opportunity and improved it. Ilec held a
grand public meeting, in which he attributed all these troubles to that nasty Viper,
and their heathenish horse-races, and wicked walnuts. I dare say, too, that they
had wine with their walnuts—but of this the history says nothing. And he ended
by telling them that if they would raise their eyes above vipers and walnuts, and
the turf, up to heaven, they would all be saved. Whercupon Romualdus said if that
would save the town, he, for one, would raise /7s—and, to cut the tale short,
CaisSAR CONSTANTINE and his army, Bencventum non penctrabit— did not take
Beneventum.”

And then BARBATUS had a beautiful time. He cut down the walnut-tree,
killed the snakes, stopped the horse-races, confiscated all the “poultry ” of the
cock-fights, threw the gaffs into the river (“they used slasher-gaffs in all pits in
those days,” Alectromachia, vol. i.), and what with baptizing, confessing, and
burying, got to be as rich as a Jew, .
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It is not difficult to sec how this miracle was worked. When you are in
correspondence with your CONSTANTINE, it is casy to arrange that he should not
penetrate to your Beneventum. A chief who, like ROMUALDUS, might be obliged
to fight to the death by force of public opinion when it was only a question of
war, could nicely compromise on a miracle. The entire history of the progress
of Christianity in Sweden, Norway, and Denmark, is a chronicle of heathenism
extinguished by brute force, or marriages, or by this same old trick of BARBATUS,

The nut-tree was cut down, but the king never dies. It is true, adds
PIPERNUS, that there is now in the same place another tall and great walnut-tree,
in the hollow of which threce men might hide—and near this are somectimes found
bones and bits of flesh, the signs of witches’ banquets—probably chosen to take
the place of the ancient one. As appecared by the testimony of one VIOLANTA,
who being interrogated-—probably witli a rack and red-hot pincers in the Christian
manner of 1519 (that being the datc)—said that she had been at such a tree.
There they worshipped Diana (not the devil—he was only adored in Germany)
or Herodias, the goddess of dancing, who, however, as before said, appears in
Rabbinical writings as Lilith, who was the Hebrew Diana, or mother of all the
witches, and held high revel and “had a good time.”

It may be observed that PIPERNUS declared that women became pregnant
simply by means of the nuts from this tree. There is no mention of male assistance
in this matter. Very recently, as a write, I inquired in Florence if there was any
account current of magical properties in walnuts, and was promptly told the
following tale, regarding which I had made no suggestions and given no hints
whatever. It was written out for me, not by any means in choice Italian.

*“ The country of Bencocnto is in the Romagna, and that is the real posto delle streghe, or witeh meeting-
place. One cvening a gentleman went to walk with his danghter whom he adored. And as they passed
under a walnut-tree, and there were so many fine nuts, she desired to eat of them. But hardly had she
eaten one when she felt herself ill, @//o stomaco, and went at onee home, and to bed. And all her family were
in despair, because they loved her tenderly.

*¢ Nor was it long before they saw her body increasing in size, and thought she was incinta, or with child,
and began to treat her harshly, till at the end of nine months she gave birth to a little lamb ; it was very
beautiful, and her parents knew not what to think of this phenomenon. And they questioned her closely as
to whether she had ever had a lover, but she swore this had never been the case, and knew nothing beyond
this—that she felt ill after having eaten the walnut.

“Then the father took his daughter to the tree, and she ate another nut; when all at once the tree
vanished, and there appeared an old wilch, who touched the lamb, when it beeame a handsome young man,
and the witch said, ¢ This is the lover whom you would not permit your daughter to marry. I by my sorcery
made him enter and leave her (sortive dalle sue viscere), and so shall she be compelled to wed him.” ”

On hearing this mystical tale I remarked, “ Then the lover became father to
himself ?” “ Sicuro—certainly,” was the reply. Here I might tell the story of the
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nun who becamne posscssed, or as some say, enceinte, by swallowing a diawoletio,
or little devil, in a lettuce leaf, she having taken her salad without first praying, and
so on, such tales, suggested by meditations on immaculate conception not bcing
rare. But what is to the purpose is to show that the idea of the walnuts of the
tree of Benevento producing such results is ancient and widely spread. The story
seems to be a witch parody of the birth of Christ.

The witches of Benevento do not seem to have been by any means a bad lot.
lu this story they appear as succouring—in a strange way to be sure—a pair of
unfortunate lovers, which is certainly the ideal of human benevolence to most young
ladies. Auad in Spain, Ircland, and clsewhere, the fairies have taken from them the
credit of a tale which is very much to their credit, and which was attributed to them
lang syne. This is the story of the Hunchback who lost his hump. Among the two
or three hundred jolly little comediettas in which good-natured, honest dumimklug
STENTORELLO is the hero, and which are played at present all the time in
Florence, there is one called The Witches of Benevento, which is founded on the
legend, and 1 find it in PIPERNUS. Perhaps your memory may be a little rusty—
nulladiméno—anyhow, I will tell it, with interpolations.

“ There was a man named Lambertus Alutarius, who was a hunch-back, gay and cheerful, popular
with everybody. One niglt, returning home by the light of the moon, he passed near the great Walnut-Tree
of Benevento. There he saw a great assembly of people, men and women, in fine array, daneing and singing,
jolly as sand-boys—but their song was strange and somewhat monotonous, for it was merely :—

¢ Ben venga il Giovedie Venerdi)
(¢ ¢ Welcome Thursday and Friday !’)

¢ Thinking they were a party of reapers—putans esse messores—by way of helping them on, Lambert,
catching the tune, sang in rhythm :—

“‘E lo Sabato, ¢ la Domenica.’
(* ¢And Saturday—Sunday too.’)

“ Which was so well done that the dancers all burst out laughing, and feeling respeet for such an admirable
poet, pulled him out, made him dance and feast with them. And then a merry devil ”” (PIPERNUS ealls him a
diabolus, but he must have been a jolly one) “‘jumped up behind, and with one tremendous jerk, which was like
drawing a tooth, causing great but momentary pain—intenso sed momentaneo dolore—took away his hump.
At which Lambert sereamed out, O JEsu, Virgo MARIA! when the whole spwk, or enchantment, vanished—
lights, plate, dishes, all the splendour and glory of the festival had gone.  Still Lambert had not exactly the
fecling of one who treads alone some banquet hall deserted—for the hump had gone too with all the witches,
and he found himsell a magnificently tall, straight figure ;—when witches o do a thing, they “does it hand-
some,’ as a certain ‘ unfortunate nobleman ’ was in the habit of saying.

““Ile went home and knocked in the early dawn, while it was three-quarters dark, and la signora
Lambert looking out bade him begone. Quis est iste temerarius >—* Who is that cheeky vagahond ?’ was her
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indignant cry. Zambertus tuns—<“ Thy Lambert !’ he replied. ¢ The voiee indeed is Lambert’s,’ she answered,
* but you’re not the man.’ And then a/fa woce proclamans—raising a row—she called in all the neighbours and
relations, who, after duly examining him and listening with awe and delight to his tale of the adventure
by the great Walnut-Tree, passed him on as all right.  But the change in his personal appearance must have
been very great, for our author states that ‘the next day when he walked the streets of Altavilla even his
best creditors did not recognise him.” To which he adds in an airy, impudent manner, * Such cases are very
common with us,” and many writers record them guos brevitate omittimus—which 1 omit for want of

ot

room.””

I should like to have seen some of those “numerous cases.”
It is—as I have before remarked—very remarkable that in Italy thert'aré
. \ Q
two very distinct and contradictory currents of Witch-lore. Onc is the trhe,ﬂd

Latin-Etruscan legend, in which the witch is merely a sorceress or enchantress,

generally benevolent and kind.  She is really a faza, like the French fde, who
is always a lady, loving children and helping poor men. There is in this witch-
craft nothing to speak of, of sclling souls to the devil, and all the loathsome abomi-
nations of living only for evil. There are good witches and bad, the old Canidia
of Horace still exists, but though she lames donkeys and blasts vines, she docs
‘not make a specialty of getting people to hell. The Italians seem to have
believed that men could do that abundantly well for themseclves, without help.
The other current is of the diabolical sort, and it is due almost entirely to thc
Church and the priests. This is the kind which caused the witch-mania, with its
tortures and burnings. It is very curious that despite all the efforts of Saint
Barbato, and an army of thcologians after him, the old genial classic associations
still survive, and the witches of Benevento are still believed to be a beautiful, gay
and festive society, whose queen is Diana—with very little of Hecate-Hexe in her.
In proof of this I am supplied with another legend by the same authority as that

from whom I obtained the tale of the lamb.

“There was at Benevento a poor family whose members gained their living by going about the country
and getting fruit, which they sold.  One day the youngest son was roaming, trying to see what he could find,
when he beheld a Walnut-tree—but onc so beautiful c/e era una cosa di non credere—"twas hardly credible
what nuts werc on it !

* Truly he thought he had a good thing of it, but as he gathercd the nuts they opened, and from every
one came a beautiful little lady who at once grew to life-size. They were gay and merry, and so fair—
parevano occhi di sole—they seemed like eyes of the sun.  Sweet music sounded from the leaves, they made
him dance ; 'twas a fine festa !

“But he did not for all that forget why he had come there, and that ihe family at home wanted bread.
But the ladies, who were fairies ( fatc), knew this, and when the dancing was over they gave him some of the
nuts.  And they said: ¢ When you shall be at home open two of these, keep a third for the king’s daughter,
and take this little basket- (pagmerina) full to the king.  And tell the queen’s daughter not to open her

“walnut il she shall have gone to bed.’
¢ And when he had returned and opened his nut there poured from it such a stream of gold that he

206



194 ETRUSCAN ROMAN REMAINS.

found himsell richer than the king. So he built himself a castle of extraordinary splendour, all of precious
stones. And opening the second nut there came from it such a magnificent suit of clothes that when he put
it on he was the handsomest man in the world. .

“So he went to the king and was well received. But when he asked for the hand of the princess, the
monarch replied that he was very sorry, but he had promised his daughter to another prince. For this other
the princess had no love at all, but she was enamoured @ prima wista with the youth,

* Sa she accepted the nut, and went to bed, but oh wonder ! what should come out of it but the young
man who had asked her in marriage! Now as she could not help hersclf, and, moreover, had no special
desire 1o be helped, she made the best of it, and suffered him not only to remain, but 1o return, which he did,
zealously, full many a time ; with the natural result that in the course of events the princess found herself
incinta, or with child, and declared that ¢ something must be done.’

“And this was arranged.  She went to her father and said that she would never marry the prince to
whom he had betrothed her, and that there should be a grand assembly of youths, and they should agree that,
let her choose whom she would, they would support her choice.  So it was done, and there were feasts, balls,
and at last a great assembly of young men.

‘“ Among these appeared her own lover—gquel giovane delle noce—*that young man of the walnuts.’
And he was dressed like a poor peasant, and sat at the table among the humblest who were there.  Then the
princess went from one to the other of those who wished 10 marry her.  And she found some fault in every
one, til she came to her own lover, and said : ¢ That is the one whom 1 choose,” and threw her handkerchicf
at him—which was the sign that she wounld marry him.

 Then all who were present were enraged that she should have selected such a pezsente, or beggar, nor
was the king himself well pleased. At last it was arranged that there should be a combat, and that if the
young man could hold his own in it he might marry the princess.

*“ Now he was strong and brave, yet this was a great trial. But the Ladies of the Walnut Tree helped
their friend, so that all fell before him. Never a sword or lance touched him in the fray, he bore a charmed
life, and the opposing knights went down before him like sheep before a wolf.

*Fu il vicitore, He was the victor. And he wedded the danghter of the king ; and after a few months
she gave birth to a d¢/ bambino—a Leautiful babe who was called, in gratitude to the fairy ladies, The Nut of
Benevento. And so they were happy and contented.”

I have done scant justice to this poem—for a poetn it was, as I heard it
sung with feeling and expression, and yet there was in it neither metre to speak
of nor rhyme to mention, only such as the beautiful Italian language supplies to
all who can sing. It does not secem to be known to all that all Ttalian fairy
tales arc really pocms, and often sung by the contadine—as were alt the American
Red Indian traditions. The witches of the Walnut-Tree appear in this tale as
fairics, but ’tis all one—they are the same charming souls as those who remove
Lamberto’s hump, and make the young man his own father. I cannot deny that
they certainly do manifest a decided disposition to play the most eccentric erotic
tricks, and confirm what William Grant Stewart says of the Scotch fairies, that
“their appetites are as keen and voluptuous as their inclinations are corrupt and
wicked "—wicked here meaning what I once heard another Scotchman define as
“vara lcecherous.” It will be observed that the walnut which produces a child
is effectively given in another guise in this tale, and that this, coupled with the
assertion of PIPERNUS, induces me to believe that in substance these two tales arc
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extremely ancient. They are also valuable in proof of the fact that, in spite of
the incessant ecfforts of the monks to carry out the declaration made in Psalm
xcvi. 5, that “all the gods of the Gentiles are devils,” there were exceptions in
which the beautiful and bencvolent spirits of the ancient time survived the
Hebrew-Catholic calumnies. It is worth noting that the last half of this tale
corresponds exactly with an incident narrated in an Icclandic saga.

But to return to our Walnut-trce.  Janet Ross tells us in her Land of Manfred
that Monsignor SCIINOST gave her the following from a MS. history of Bencvento
by Nicastro :—

" “In the time of Romuald the Longobards worshipped golden vipers, and the Duke himself, though he
had promised 1o Bishop Barbatus that he would embrace Christianity, had an altar in his palace on which
stood a winged two-headed golden dragon, with two sphinxes in jasper on either side, and varions idols from
the temple of Isis. This angered the bishop, who, helped by the Duchess Theodorada, his disciple, went
with an axe and broke the dragon and idols to pieces.  Of the fragments of the winged monster he made a
chalice for his church. 1le then cut down the tree.”

It may be all as true as the other tale, but this account of gold vipers, dragons,
and Egyptian idols has a bric-a-brac shop-look which seems to have come—if a
look can comec—from the rococoanut of some later writer. But it may be all
vight.  Non nobis tant@ componere lites.

WITCHES AND WITCHCRAFT.

“Qec eru ther hiner mestu flaugd konur, ther kanna Galldra oc fiolkyngi, so ecki standist noytt vid

them.”
(*“ And there are many evil women who know incantations and magie, so that no one ean harm them.”)—
ULF UGGASON's Saga.

“Tt scems to me strange,” I remarked one day, “that no snenz scem to practise
witchcraft!”

“Oh, but there are, though,” remarked my Head-Collectress.  “ Why, there is
a priest here in Florence who is a streghone.”

“Santo! Now, if you had told me therc was a thicf in the police T should
not have been astonished. But he can’t be a real wizard.”

“Ma si. GESUALDA there knows him. And you can sce him yoursclf if
you want to.” ,

I thought on the whole I did not want to. For I knew that, in the first
place, I should be introduced as a stregone Inglese, and then something came into
my head about one CATO, who matvelled that onc agur could look another in the
face. Not that I had any fcar of mutual smiling or winking—the confessional
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gives a command of countenance beyond words. But I was seized with great
admiration of a priest who could be honest enough to call himself by his right
name, and asked how he came to practise our noble profession.

“Ah!” cried the witch, with a smile, “he couldn’t help himself. He /4ad to
become one. He was called in to confess a witch who was dying, and did not
know with whom he had to deal. So she got her confession, and then said
she had something to leave him. Would he have it? Oh, wouldn’t he! .S
stenro, ‘Then,” she cried, ‘I leave you my witcheraft!’ And before he could
say a word she was dead and off, and he found himself a wizard.”

Some time after T had written the foregoing sentence [ received from another
source the following additional authentic information regarding this goblin priest,
of whose real existence I have not the least doubt :—

“This priest was called in to convert an old woman, who, saying thal she had something, continually
repeated @ ¢ I have no relations—to whom shall I leave it ? to whom shall 1 leave it? 1 cannot leave this
world till that is left.” Then the priest said: ¢ Leave it to me !’ Then the old woman at once gave him a
small key fo a eertain box or easket, and died. When the pricst opened the easket he found in it a mouse.
And so the spirit of witchcraft came on him.

*“ And when it eomes, if the witch touches any person, he or she will be bewitched, and waste away or
die. But this priest, being a good man, would not touch or embrace people at such times, but, going into
the eountry, touched trees, or grain, or maize, and whatever he touched dried up. So he did as little harm as
was possible ; but for all this he could not help being a wizard.”

This story is extremely interesting from the mention of the mouse. This
was the soul of the witch. Preetorius, in his Awthropodemns Plutonicus, tells a
marvellous story of a witch whose soul came out of her mouth as a red mouse,
which idea Goethe uses in Faust. As my informant was herself in the sister-
hood of sorcery, I have no doubt that she made out as strong a case as was
possible to prove that all the power and sanctity of the Church and of
Christianity could not avail to remove the awful might of sfregoneria. But
she believed what she narrated to me, and it is interesting to know that in the
city of Florence in the month of January, 1891, there were people who believe
in a prehistoric Shamanism which is stronger and mightier than that of the
Church. Ages have lapped over ages, the Etruscan and Sabine-Latin and Roman
and Christian cults have succeeded one to the other, but through it all the
witch and wizard, humble and unnoted, have held their own.

But, in fact, as I became familiar with the real, deeply seated belief in a
religion of witcheraft in Tuscany, I found that there is no such great anomaly
after all in a priest’s being a wizard, for witchcraft is a business, like any other.
Or it may come upon you like love, or a cold, or a profession, and you must
bear it till you can give it or your practice to somebody clse. What is pleasant
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to reflect on is that there is no dews/ in it. If you losc it you at once become
good, and you cannot die till you get rid of it. It is not considered by any
means a Christianly, pious possession, but in some strange way the strege works
clear of Theology. Truc, there are witches good and bad, but all whom I ever
met belonged entirely to the bwone. 1t was their rivals and cnemics who were
maladette streghe, et cetera, but the latter I never met. We were all good.

What scems incredible and utterly contradictory to all this is the fact that
during the Middle Ages witcheraft, supposed to be based on a compact with the
devil, raged in Ita]y—witncss the rubbish written by P1CcUs DE MIRANDOLA,
GRILLANDUS, PETER PIPERNUS, and scores more. And it is absolutely true
that before this Hell carnival, and after it, and decp, deep under it, there was
alive all the time among the people the old ante-Etrusco-Roman sorcery, and with
it another witchcraft which had nothing to do with hell or devils, or original sin
or anything Hebrew-DPersian-Christian—and it lived, unheeding learned men and
priests and their picty.

The witch-mania died, and the Church is dying fast, and yet here, in Tuscany,
the witcheraft without a devil or a god—the Shamanism of oldest times with a
little later Etruscan-Roman colouring, still survives—as indeed everything in this
book indicates. The knowledge inspires a very strange reflection as to what the
rea/ naturc of the Northern Italian can be like. For such a capacity for survival
indicates character. The conservatism of the old Roman was his peculiar trait.
It was not a’blind adherence like that of the Egyptian to an established order of
things, for it was basecd on common sense. This is strongly manifested in the
works of CATO and of VARRO on agriculture. They strictly observed all the old
ritcs ; nay, they even taught spells, much like the incantations of the witches. But
under it all there was a spirit of independence. CATO says (De Agricultura, c. 3,
5): “Rem divinam, nisi Conpititalibus in conpito aut in foco ne facit—haruspicern,
augurem, hariolum, Chaldeum ne quem consulisse velit, segetem ne defrudet, nam
id infelix est.”

Italy has ncver wanted in her darkest hours—as in the days of CRESCENTIUS,
or in those of the Borgias—for CASAR BORGIA aimed at a united Italy ; and
MACHIAVELLI was a truc patriot—a few enlightened minds. So it scems to me
that even in this peasant witchcraft which held its own despite the Church, there
is a kind of conservatism which will not yield to the Church, that is to a form of
supernaturalism which is too powerful. It is blind, humble, and ignorant, but it
has a kind of vitality and of independence which indicates great power.

It is not so very absurd, in the face of hypnotism and the known influences of
the imagination (whatever that may be), for ignorant peasants to believe in a Zimited
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amount of spells and magic. CATO did as much, and he was as sensible a man as
cver lived. 'What is wonderful in it is that this limited amount of superstition has
held its own against the stupendous, subtle influence of a far greater superstition.
It may be as Marcellus says, Veneuwum veneno vincitur,

When I have been asked by pcople of average ordinary minds “ In what do
gypsies belicve?” it often occurred to me that the proper answer would be “In
just what you do—that is, in nothing at all.” For the mere indifferent, unthinking
admission of the truths of a religion, or the existence of a God, does not constitute
Jaith, and there are very few persons, let us say in London, who, if a new kind of
religion should become fashionable, would not fall in to it with very little thought
as to itsreal nature. But a question in science, be it of chemistry, political economy,
public health, navigation, or morals, cannot be thus casily acquiesced in, for it
demands acfzve intelligence. A priest settles a disputed point in theology very
casily by his zpse dixiz, but a lawyer cannot clear his client by merely expressing
his conviction of his innocence. He must work hard to prove his point.

But however lukewarm an indifferent Christian may be, there is always that
to be drawn from his general course of life which shows the faith in which he was
born, and so as regards Tuscan or other witches and wizards, while they make no
profession of any doctrines, onc can deduce from their traditions and spells
several curious and very original points, which were doubtless at one time taught
or belicved in with great zeal. They are as follows :—

The reader will have observed from scveral passages or ancedotes in this work
that witchcraft as it now exists in Italy is utterly unlike the same as it was or is
represented to be in Northern Europe.  Sometimes the latter as it was taught by
pricsts, with its principle of sclling the soul to the devil, and as a thing entirely vile
and diabolical, appears. But this is all Christian. The rcal stregoneria of Italy,
and especially of Tuscany, is 7z s¢ absolutely heathen. It has nothing to do with
pacts with Satan, or hell, or heaven. When the devil, or devils, are mentioned
in it, they are under false colours, for they are simply spirits, perhaps evil, but not
beings solely intent on destroying souls. According to Roman Catholic, and 1
may truly add carly Protestant, doctrines there arc incredible swarms of devils (far
outnumbering the good spirits), who are all the time occupied in tempting and
damning mankind, in most cases succeeding with great case.

The Ttalian stregoneria is like an endowment. It may be voluntarily assumed
by keeping company with witches, studying their lore, and taking part in their
cnchantments.  But this may be done cither in a good or evil spirit, and in neither
casc is the soul to be damned for it in a Christian sense. The witches evidently
arc not so far advanced in humanity and the religion of illimitable Divine mercy
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and love as to conceive that a soul can be sent to hell eternally for a forgotten
Awe Maria, as is beautifully illustrated by a number of well-authenticated Catholic
tales. The gift of witchcraft is not indeed for every one. Many long for it, but in
fact very few attain it in its upper or higher grades. Butone who gets it must keep
it till some other person will take it—in which case the witch is, as it were, absolved
and washed clean of all her sins. Nay, she can cunningly induce an unsuspicious
person to take, the power, by pretending to leave her a legacy—the precious
legacy being her stregeria. For as she cannot die while she is a witch, and very
often desires to do so, either to go to hecaven or otherwisc occupy hersclf, it
sometimes requires all her ingenuity to work off the commodity. As 1 have
mentioncd, there is now a priest in Florence who was thus taken in by a dying
witch, who after getting absolution from him, ungratefully swindled him by offering
a legacy which he accepted and which turned him into a wizard. And now he
runs about town, alternately confessing and conjuring—giving the sacraments I
suppose “in cither form,” like an cclectic doctor who treats his patients either
allopathically or homeopathically, just as they prefer. ‘

Italian witchcraft may be lost, in Venice, by the witch’s spilling even one drop
of blood while she is exercising her supernatural power, or even by being caught
atit. In a Florentine story, told in another place, a girl is un-witched by being
violently detained from going to the sabbat. All of this indicates a radically
different kind of witch from the one described by Sprenger Bodinus, Wierus, and
a thousand other writers.

But what is most remarkable of all is the belief that very great wizards and
. witches when they die become great spirits, who sweep over the country in clouds
or vapours or storms, or wander on carth disguised as mortals. This is precisely
the doctrine of North American Red Indians, among whom one hears continually
of Glooskaps, Manobozhos; and Hiawathas, once human sorcercrs, but necvera
word of any Great Spirit, except at treaties with the Government and interviews
with missionaries, such a being having been quite unknown to them till they heard
of him from the whites. In the shamanistic stage,;man is always Euhemeristic,
and makes his departed friends or great men into spirits.

It is also believed in the Romagna that those who are specially of the strega
faith die, but reappear again in human forms. This is a rather obscurc esoteric
doctrine, known in the witch families but not much talked about. A child is born,
when, after due family consultation, some very old and wise stzega detects in it a
long-departed grandfather by his smile, features, or expression. So the world-old
Shamanism of the Grand Lama of Thibet is maintained—that strange and mys-

terious centre of the world’s earliest “ religion.”
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Dr. O. W. HowMmESs has shrewdly observed that when a child is born, some
person old enoungh to have triangulated the descent, can recognise very often the
grandparent or great-uncle in the descendant. In the witch families, who cling
together and intermarry, these triangulations lead to more frequent discoveries of
palingenesis than in others. In one of the strange stories in this book relating
to Benevento, a father is born again as his own child, and then marries his second
mother.  But the spirit of the departed wizard has at times certainly some choice
in the matter, and hie occasionally clects to be born again as a nobleman or prince.
Hence the now and then startling phenomenon of a count or marquis with an un-
usual amount of intelligence, for which nobody can account, not even on the ground
of a clever and handsome German tutor, or a scason in London or Paris. There
are always some wise men in Italy who are truc and honest patriots, and
according to the doctrines of stregeria we owe them all to the very ancient and
lcarned if not quite respectable college of wizards, to which, however, if this
doctrine be true, the country owes its salvation. At any rate the idea is
original, and it might be adopted to advantage in some other countries where
the statesmen are certainly no conjurors.

Since writing the above 1 obtained the following information regarding the
transmigration of souls, and the reappearance of ancestors in their descendants.
And a precious time I had to disentangle or make sensc of it—which may serve as
a hint to those who come after the pioneer in such a wilderness, who has made the
path straight for them, not to sneer at him for “inaccuracy.” Truly my informant
was not wanting in faith or zeal, but she was far inferior to a Passamaquoddy
Indian who has been trained in tradition in the art of understanding onc’s self.

‘“ Sometimes in his lifc a man may say, ¢ After my death 1 may be horn again a wizard, (for) I would like
to live again !’ But it is nol necessary even to declare this, because if he has said such a thing, even unthink-
ingly to witches—sensa neppure pensarvi ai stregoni—they hear and observe it. So it will come 1o pass that
he may be born again even from the children of the children of his children, and so be his own great-great
grandson, or great-grandson, or grandson.

““ And when such a one is born he or she is known as wizaed or witch, for such an one will have ficrce
eyes (con occhi burbert), very lowering or evil, very thick hair, and such arc the most malignant of all.  And
such a one was born in a parl of the Romagna called Castrocaro. This was a girl who grew up with a wicked
mind, and a hard heart, or rather no heart at all, so that as a woman she had none for her own children.  And
she said one day that she would be born again as a witch to be revenged on those whom she hated, which
meant everybody, for she loved nobody.

““ And so it came lo pass many years after, the wife of her nephew gave birth to a daughter with lowering
bad eyes, and heavy black hair, the very picture of a witch. And in a dream the mother heard :—

“¢This thy child
Is not thy child,
Butl an evil witch
Who will be full wild!
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And befal what may befal,
She will do much ill to all 1’

“ And so it turned out that she was re-born a girl in form, but really a spirit of evil and revenge ; for
before long everybody in Castrocaro was ill and the children bewitched. The poor mother was obliged to
become a witch, and obey her terrible daughter, and do all the wicked deeds which she commanded, and
dared confess it to no one,

““The father of this terrible being at last understood the whole, and acted thus : He arranged a grand
festivity and ball in a great open public place.  And he assembled there on one side all who had heen the
victims of the witch, while on the other were many priests with holy water. At cleven o’clock they had
supper, and at fwe/ze the witches wished to cscape.  But the priests held them fast, and obliged the
daughter to cure, or unbewitck, all her victims.  And they bound her with ropes and sang : —

*“ ¢ Tutto il male che tu ai fatta,
Tu lo possa riparare,
E in ciclo tu tu non possa andare,
Ne in forma di gatto ¢ di nessuno animale,
Tu possa tornare
Requia scan tinpace. Amen!’

(“ “Every sin beneath the sun
Due to thec must be undone !
Happiness thou ne’er shalt know,
Unto heaven thou canst not go,
As a cat no more thou’lt glide,
Or in such forin on earth abide,
Neither shalt thou vex or slay men,
Reguiescat in pace. Amen!’)

* And then the witch-spirit, making a terrihle sound as of rattling chains, and spreading fire, disappeared
and was never seen again.”

In this we may trace the process by which the witch or sorcerer, by being
re-born, becones more powerful, and passes to the higher stage of a spirit. This
is extremely interesting, because it gives a clearer understanding of the method
by which the man or woman who is feared is developed to a god. It is quite the
samc in Brahminism, or Buddhism, or Tibctan Shamanism. New incarnations in
human form give greater power. This story is the more remarkable because the
narrator was perfectly convinced of its truth.

In connection with this tale, the narrator observed that there are witches
very good as well as very bad, and an aristocracy far above the vulgar or common
kind. She, in fact, impressed it on me that there are the same distinctions in the
world of sorcery as in this of ours.

“The belief that men could become gods,” writes Mrs. Hamilton Gray
(Hist. of Etruria),“is very old Etruscan. In the Acherontic Books of Tages,
translated by Labeo, there were certain rites through which the souls of men
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could become gods, entitled “ Dii-Animales,” because they had been human souls.
These were first Penates and Lares, before they could become superior divinities.”
Which agrees accurately with the modern belief as here set forth.

What is very peculiar is that these devotees believe in #we distinct sets or
systems of supernatural beings—one of the saints, angels, and the “hierarchy
celestial” of the Scriptures, and the other of “the spirits,” which latter, when
examined, turns out to be the old Etruscan mythology, with such Shamanic
additions as have been made to it by the deaths of distinguished wizards. As
illustrating both this and the belief in the power of a promisc or vow oncc made
to the spirits, I give a curious story, which is the more curious because the woman
from whom I obtained it absolutely believed in its truth. Its proper place would
perhaps have been among the Spirits, as it was given me to illustrate the manner
in which spirits, or folletti, came into existence; but it has a closer relation to
wflat is discussed in this chapter.

ZANCHI.

‘¢ Zanchi was a man who was generally loved and estcemed, and who was devoted to his family. He
had first one wife, who died, and then another, who did not live long, and by each of these he had a son.
His heart was, however, passionately set on having a daughter. Then he married again, and had two
more sons hy this third wife, at which he was sutto disperato, oxr almost desperate, to think that he could
not have so small a favour granted, which wonld have been such a great one to him. Now, of his children
all died save two. And he continued to pray for a daughter, and appealed not only to all the saints, but
also to the ancient spirits of the land, declaring that if he could only have his desire he would gladly die
—that is, provided he could revisit earth and see the child.

“ Now this vow did not pass unnoticed ; for though the saints heeded it not the spirits did, and not
long alter he had a daughter, whom he loved dearly ; hut when the little girl was eight months old, the
vow was called for, and the father left this world for another. Now his widow was a {ender-hearted and
devout woman, loving the sons of her husband as much as her own daughter. And every night she prayed
before an image for her son and husband who had passed away.

““And one night she saw a form bending over the sleeping daughter, and as it looked up she saw
that it was the spirit of her husband. And so he came night after night. In time the widow died; but
Zanchi, from his vow, became a spirit, and continued to visit his children, especially the daughter.”

Here we see that a man, by a prayer to the heathen spirits of old, becomes
one of them. There is no indication that he is punished—he simply is transferred
entirely into another region.

It may be observed from all the incantations in this book, that even the
worst of the mischief-making by Italian witches is based on individual ill-feeling.
In German or English witchcraft the sorceress acts from “pure cussedness,” on
general principles, not sparing friend or foe, and doing anything which would
please the devil. The Stregone or the strega, acts from jealousy, envy, or personal
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hatred. Or he or she injures a person because of being paid to do it to please a
third person. The follettz, or spirits, do mischicf, but it is because the peasants
ncver bless them, or, worse still, speak disrespectfully of them. It is said quite
exceptionally of Spulviero that, when alive as a wizard, he was so cvilly-disposed
that he injured every one indifferently. This would have only been his duty,
according to the pictures of his class as drawn by the old ecclesiastical witch-
doctors. In Italy revenge is almost as deeply cherished as it is in the frontier
lands of Amecrica—hence we find a great deal of it in witchcraft ; but this is mere
human nature.

The following sketch of witchcraft is very curious, as giving in fullest form
the counter-charm against sorcery. It was partly recited, partly sung or mur-
mured :—

¢‘In the Tuscan Romagna are always many witches, and twice a week they meet in council.

¢ Witches greal and small,
Meet to consider
What they must be doing
On Friday and Tuesday.
On Friday and Tucsday
Then they hold meeting
In other forms, changed
To dogs, cats, or mules,
Of goats there arc many,
And go forth to follow
The tasks which arc set them.

¢ Now it happened two ycars ago (1889) that a poor woman had a very beautiful baby, two months
old. And one morning, after having attended to it, she went forth to work out of the house, when,
turning round, she saw a strange cat leap out of her door. And feeling that it was a witch who had
injured her child, grasping the cat in a great rage, she tore from it a handful of fur.

‘“ Entering the house,
She sought in the chamber—
Sought for her infant—
On the bed, under,
But nowhere could find it,
When in the fireplace
She heard a strange wailing ;
And in the fireplace,
On coals hot-glowing,
'Mid the wood flaming,
She saw the baby,
As in a glory,
Quietly seated,
Harmed in nothing.
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¢“So she took her child up, and being sure that this was witchcraft, she made a charm.

¢ Vor she put the cat’s hair
In a red scarlet bag,
With the juniper berries,
Frankincense and cummin,
Salt, crumbs of bread,
Many iron filings,
Iorse-scrapings in powder,
With a witch-medal,
Three black-headed pins,
Three red, and three yellow,
Three cards from a pack—
From a pack which is Roman—
The seven of spades,
Which causes confusion ;
The seven of clubs,
Which makes tears and sorrow ;
And the queen of spades,
Ordained for the witches.”

““Then all this is put under a heavy weight—let it be as heavy as possible—and then say :—

‘< All of this I do
For the acenrsed witch,
That she may not live,
Nor cat, nor drink (in peace) !
And T put not this bag
Under the weight,
But the body and soul
Of that witch accursed,
That she may not live or stand
Until she gives health
Again to my child !’

* Then the witch will come again to the door cvery day in the form of a cat, wailing and imploring
peace. And so this one came; and then the woman took a skein (gomitolo, a bottom) of thread, and

threw it three times in the air. Then the child recovered its health and the mother burned the cat’s hair ;
and so there was an end to the bewitchment.” 2

It secems as if, by the putting the child in the fire, where it sat unharmed,
there is a reminscence of Ceres, who did the same with the infant Triptolemus,
to make it immortal. Perhaps the witch did it to make a witch of it. There is
no cxplanation of the reason, and it scems altogether misplaced and mysterious,
unless this be the cause of it. If we take it altogether, this story is as strange
—one may say as classical—as any of Roman times.

* In the original—* Che si battezza per la sirega”: that is, baptised or consccrated for the witch.
2 ] am obliged to omit the original text for want of space.
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Witches of a certain class have their homes in wild and strange places. Thus
I have been told that—

“ When one passes by a cavern where witches dwell—o sian folletti, o siano le fate—or it may be
goblins or fairics—one makes the sign of /a castagna, and repeats :—

¢ ¢ 0O strega maladetta !
Che da me tu possa stare
Sempre distante !’

(*“ “Oh witch accursed !
Mayst thou ever be
Far away from me!'")

Information on this subject was often given to me in such a mad, eccentric
manner with wild sounds that it is really difficult to convey it by writing. The
following was half-sung, half-recited ; but the “ sz, 55, or “yes, yes,” was always
sung, and sometimes with a strange laugh :—

“ Witches make boats with the feathers of birds. And in a minate they fly—

‘“In a minute they fly
Over land and rivers ;
But you must beware, sz, 57/
How yon make children’s beds with feathers,
And if one has children, s7, 57/
With the feathers of beds they will do them great harm.
And you'll find within them, sz, 57/
Crowns made with feathers in the form of a capon.
And look out for that, sé, si/
Dal farci dormir i bambi
Se non veli volete fare stregar.
If yon want the children to sleep,
And not have them bewitched,
Yon mnst keep them away from feathers.
And now it is finished, sz, si/
Tell your story, my friend, s, s¢/
For mine has come to an end, sz, sz!”

In this wild song, which was not improvised but repeated as if it were well
known, and a part of some longer narrative (my informant was very particular as
to my putting s7, 57 in the right places), the allusion to boats made of feathers is
classical. “ Feathers,” says FRIEDRICH, “arc a symbol of flight and inspiration.
So the Muses were represented as having feathers on their heads to express poetic
flight and rapture.” “ They had won them from the Sircns.” The allusion to the
capons is explained in the chapter on the Spell of the Black Hen.
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But there was in all this mad witch-song a somcthing mocking, and, as it
were, unexplained. Perhaps the final rccommendation to keep children from
Jeathers—that is, from poetry and inspiration—unless we would have them become
witches or lunatics, explains it all. But the rcader cannot fail to observe that in
many of the incantations which I have given there is an inexplicably wild mysterious
spirit, which seems derived from unknown sources, and which differs entirely from
thosc of other countries. There is hardly a trace of it in the gypsy incantations
of WLISLOCK]I, or in those of the English Book of Fate.

As there are witches good and bad, so they give presents which may bring
good or cvil fortunc ; but these must be accepted with great suspicion, or a man
may find himself indiavolato, or bedevilled, erc he knows it. If one has unwittingly
accepted from some old woman dried chestnuts, or nuts, or almonds, and then
suspects she is a witch, they should not be caten, or he may find himself
bewitched.

““In such a case, let him wait till Tuesday or Friday, and then take green broom-plant {ginestra),
exactly at noon or midnight. Then make the broom into a cross, and put it on the fire, and on it the
gifts of the suspected witch, and say :—

¢ ¢Sec sei una strega!
Strega, strega, strega!
Tu sia maladetta,
E sia per il camin
Maladetta, tu possa saltare
Come queste nuoce—
(O qualunque altra cosa sia)
Brucciata tu possa restare !’

(“ < If thou art a witch !
Witch, witch, witch!
Cursed shalt thou be !
And if, like these nuts,
I can sec thee jump,
Jump up through the chimney,
And burn away from me!’)

“ But the witches are crafty. One of their tricks is to let fall an enchanted ring. And if any person
picks this up, and pats it on a finger, he will begin to waste away like a burning candle. Then le, finding
this, must make a great fire of broom (ginestra), and barracocolo di ginestra and put the ring close by the fire
and say :—

¢ ¢ Se questo anello e stregato
Su per il cammino possa saltare,
Incompagnia della granata
Che io ho appogiato,
Appogiato al focolare !’
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(¢ ¢ If this ring should be bewitched,
May it up the chimney fly
With the broom which I for peace
Have leaned against the mantlepiece !’)

“Then if the ring be bewitched it will fly up the chimney, but be prompt at that instant to make the
castagna with both hands, else it will fall back and the man Le as bewitched as ever.”

There is yet another incantation when one has received any gift of eatables
from an old woman. Take a broom and put it by the firc, and throw some of the
suspected food into the flame and say :—

¢ Se la robba
Che tu o vecchia indegnata
Mi ha data,
Lei ¢’ stregata,
Nel tempo stesso che la Lutto,
Nel fuoco o vecchia indegnata :
Tre colpi possa fare,
Uno sopra il cammino,
Che tu possa accetare,
Uno dalla finestra,
Che quella sempre arda c la tempesta,
Ed uno della porta
Che in casa mia entrare
Pilt non possa !
Strega, strega, strega'!
Vile e ncra, brutta stregal’”

(** < If these things which here I see,
By thee, vile witch, bewitched be,
In the fire the things I throw,
And as sign to let thee know :
Three blows I strike, to let thee see—
One on the chimney, straight at thee,
One on the window at thy form—
And may it stir thee like a storm—
And one at last upon the door,
That thou mayst never enter more !
Witch, witch, accursed witch,
Vile and dark and black as pitch !’ ")

It may be here observed that witches of the wicked kind work their worst
spells by means of giving food, and that this forms a much more prominent feature
in Italian sorcery than in any other. Thus they make pecople into animals or
compel them to believe themselves changed into persons of another sex. For this
they were famed of old as Fulgosus (lib. 8, cap. 2) relates: “There are in Italy
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certain women, who by certain kinds of food, act on human minds so that they
believe themselves to be what they are not.” These ideas were probably produced
firstly by suggestion or hypnotism, and sccondly by admiinistering certain poisons,
such as stramonium which causes strange delusions. Fulgosus, indeed, suggests
that these are delusions, and that probably the turning men into pigs by Circe, and
the Egyptian girl who believed herself to be a mare and was cured by Hilarion,
were all cakes baked from the same meal. In which the reader will no doubt
agree with him.

The street-boys and canaille, who are as cruel in Italy as in other countries,
have a very casy mecthod for ascertaining whether an old woman is a witch.
Should you sce one in the street, you must follow her, making the sign of the
castagna, and cry out many times aloud at her, “ Witch, witch, witch! Zico 7’
(a fig, meaning the sign of the castagna). And if she turns round and answers :
« Zident ! ” ( Romagnola, in Italian, Accidente I) “ Bad luck to you!” you may be
sure she is a witch. But she must reply with this word, and not with any other.

The witch is not so much identified in Italy with the broom as a steed, as in
Northern Europe. She generally rides a goat. But she is kept away or exorcised
with ‘a broom, which is of very old Latin origin. The broom was anciently a
symbol of purification—hence a magic protection against evil spirits who love
dirt. Thus VARRO reclates that when a child was born, the threshold was
touched with a broom, a hatchet, and a pestle, to keep away spirits, which is
quite like the Romagnola custom of laying a broom across the door to prevent
the entrance of witches. In fact, in cevery one of the instances which I have
collected the only allusion to the broom as regards witches is as a thing which
they utterly dread.  What Silvanus (regarded as a mischicf-making spirit) chicfly
drecaded was the broom, the hatchet, and the pestle, or the three principal symbols
of culture, clecanliness, and fertility.

Since writing the foregoing I have lecarned the following, which proves that
the whole of the ancient rite as described by VARRO is still observed.

““When a babe is born, 1o free it from witches one should take a haichet, a pestle, and a broom, and all
these are to be put in a cross on the threshold of the door, and the onc who does this must say :~-

“ ¢ Tulto questo I'ho incrociato
Perche voialtre strege maladelte,
11 soglio della mia (casa)
Non potete traversare !’ ”

(‘‘ * With thesc things a cross 1 make,
Cursed witches, for your sake,
That ye may no further come,
To trouble me in this my home!’”)
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The pestle, for some reason, is regarded as being very effective in magic.

Witches in Italy as in the Danubian provinces love to dance and rock and fly
in wild mazes, chasing onc another on the summits of waving branches, and when
these move much in but little wind you may be sure that they or the fairies arc
there.

“ On the tops of waving trees,
When they’re bending in the brceze,
That is where the witches dance,
How they caper, and they prance !
Up and down to a piper’s tune,
Frisking in the light of the moon!”

HA1. AND CLOUD MEN.

‘¢ Hast thou entered into the treasures of the Snow ? or hast thou seen the treasures of the Hail ?"—
JoB. xxxviil. 22.
¢¢ Fleeting clouds—sailors of the air ! "—SCHILLER.

I think it is WASHINGTON IRVING who describes a man who wished that he
were superstitious because he fancied that such a person must live in a kind of
fairy-land. WALTER SCOTT, too, was always wanting to belicve what his strong
Scotch common sense, fortified by cducation, rejected. And if the faith of the
Middle Ages had not taught men that every supernatural conception whatever not
included in the teachings of the Church was hellish, and fairies and clves, devils,
men might certainly in the old days of belief have been much happier, and
surrounded themselves with ever-varying, many-wreathing, golden-starred canopies,
recognising a spirit-artist’s hand in the dew, decking with liquid pearl the bladed
grass, seeing eyes of light in rain-drops, and hearing love-whispers in thc breeze.
It is worth considcring that though CHAUCER wrote that in his time—

“ Now can no man see non elvés mo,"”

Yet that the instant the curse, or ban, of the Church was removed from
poetry by the Reformation, Fairy-land revived and flourished in the works of
SHAKESPEARE, and indeed in thosc of hundreds if not thousands of other writers.
In truth, although its firss causes were dying out, it received such a great develop-
ment that its rcal power was greater than ever, like a strawberry-vine, which, dying
in one place, sends out its tendrils to another, and from being barren at first,
becomes in a few removes fertile, bearing abundant ivory blossoms and coral
_golden-spotted fruit. Which indeed holds well, because the strawberry is par
eminence the fairy-fruit—Jerome Bosch in a picture gives it the power of changing
28
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men into strange beings. This has been little considered. The Elf, who had been
a literal and yet very limited, or almost commonplace being to the pecasant,
became apotheosised to the refined and cultivated minds of the golden age of
English literature into an Aricl. And in sober truth, there is no such exquisite
worship of Elfland as is to be found in the works of SHAKESPEARE, HERRICK,
DRAYTON, and in innumerable ballads and legends which this fairy Renais-
sance called to life. >Bishop CORBET was quite wrong when he said that the
fairies

“Were of the old profession,”

or Catholic. They were all devils damned under the Church, and only became
delightful little deities to the Protestants.

This view may be new to many of my readers, but it is worth seriously con-
sidering how very valuable a highly cultivated sense of art, or an instinct for the
beautiful, preserves men from evil and revolting influences. The peasantry in
Italy to this day do not quite identify witches with the horrible hags of Germany
and England, who meet simply to worship the devil. Their chief is not the dirty
vulgar Devil but beautiful lady-like Diana. Herein we have the result of a
certain refinement of art which even the monks could never quite extinguish.

Not only is it true that a man who believes—like a Red Indian—that every tree
and stone has its indwelling spirit, is always in a kind of fairy-land, but what is also
worth envying, he is never aloze. When he sits in woodland wild ‘neath green or
russet tree, he knows the presence of the Elves, or sees by many a sign where they
have passed. Every rclic of the olden time, arrow-heads, pottery, and hollow
flints, have been touched by fairy hands, much more those older relics of an older
time, rocks, rivers, and forests. ;

There is to the truly refined or cultivated mind an infinite ficld for this fecling,
if its possessor is very familiar with such lore, for with it we too can live in Fairy-
land, and—

“By a spell to us unknown,
‘We can never be alone.”

I do not think that SHAKESPEARE or HERRICK rcally “belicved ” in the
existence of fairies, but I am very sure that no peasant of the tenth century
ever peopled the forests and fields with more beautiful fairies and associations
than they did. And, after all, w/ho #Anows how much life and mystery and
fairydom and spirithood really lics hidden in nature—what clements and senses
and laws underlying laws not as yet known to us? Sleep on, and dream—it
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is not yet time for man to be quite aroused from his rest—you may lie a little
longer !

Read, master, and inwardly digest, oh reader, all this folk-lore of the olden time.
It will do you no harm though your mind were as full of fairy fancies as ever that
of Don Quixote’s was of the dreams of chivalry. For while the childlike charm or
poetry is none the less, the historical value and the lessons which it teaches are of
very great value. You will have read this book to little purpose if it has not
induced you to reflect on the fact that by studying the stupendous errors of the
past we learn how much of them still remain, and how few of us realise it.

There is, however, a distinct charm in knowledge of what man has really be-
lieved, whether it be true or false. I love to look at the knurls or knots in trees,
and remember that they are caused by the heads of witches buried near them, and
forcing themselves again to life ; or to peer through a flint with a hole in it to help
my sight, and perhaps see Elves. Or watch the clouds like ships— sailors of the
air "—and think of the “treasures of hail ” stored in them !

And this recalls one of the strangest and most daintily beautiful conceptions of
the olden time—that there is afar in Cloudland a mysterious city called Magonia,
where the hail is manufactured, and whence it is carried in ships which look to us
like “ clouds sailing along in golden sunset green.”

The monks who bedevilled, belittled, and dirtied everything, added to this
fancy that these ships were loaded and manned by witches and devils in order to
destroy crops, and that for return cargo they were freighted with the fruit thus
injured or destroyed. On which subject the tenth-century Archbishop AGOBARD
of Lyons delivered himself as follows * :—

“Most people are so stupid and unintelligent that they believe and declare that there is a land called
Magonia, from which come ships sailing through the air, which receive on board all the fruit which is destroyed
by hail and storms. And that the sorcerers who cause the storms are in connection with the ship-people, and
are paid by them.”

The same bishop relates that he himself once saved the lives of four human
beings, three men and a woman, whom the populace wished to stone to death
because they believed that they were people from Magonia, who had fallen from
a cloud-vessel, having been “shipwrecked” during a thunder-storm. It is to be

Y Des Deutschen Mittclalters Volksglauben wnd Hercensagen, von F. L. F.von DOBENECK. Preface
by JEAN Paur RICHTER, Berlin, 1815. This Bishop Agobard was a noblc-minded man, a miracle
for his age, quite free from vulgar superstition, and determinedly opposed to that kind of Christianily
which believes that there are a million of devils lempting man where one angel comcs to his aid, and that
the devil is far superior to God in power, since he gains more souls than are saved. For such views the
bishop was greatly persecuted by the Orthodox believers, and died in misery (vide HORST, Dzmonomagia).
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deeply regretted that the bishop did not give us some account of this quartette—
how they looked, and what language they spoke. I fancy myself that they would
have proved to be gypsies !

“Like ships far off and out at sea!” Reader, is there not a charm in this
conception ; and will you not sometimes recall it when you sit at cvening and look
at the rosy, golden sunset—it may be at the trysting-tree—and sec the cloudlets
steering in the fiery sea, and wish that you two could take passage therein for the
beautiful, far-away, forgotten city—for Magonia, whose walls are of acrial
amethyst, and citadels of vapoury emerald ?

*¢ All over doth this outer earth
An inner earth enfold,
And sounds may reach us of its mirth,
Over its pales of gold ;
There spirits live, unwedded all
From the shapes and lives they wore,
Though oft their printless footsteps fall
By the hearths they loved before.
We mark them not, nor hear the sound
They make in threading all around,
Their bidding sweet and voiceless prayer
Float without echo through the air;
Yet often in unworldly places,
Soft Sorrow’s silent vales,
We mark them with uncovered faces
Outside their golden pales;
Yet dim as they must ever be,
Like ships far off and out at sea,
With the sun upon their sails.”

Floating away, away, and ever on: gleaming in glory on the heavenly plane—
blending in darkness, glittering in rain, or in hail-diamonds seeking earth again,
mingling and changing like all things for ever! Z7/wox hast been there many a time
and oft in very truth, and there thou wilt be many time, thou Child of the Mist,
or ever Eternity shall end !

Sic vita. But I learn from PRETORIUS, in his Anthropodemus Plutonicus,
that these Graupenmenschen, or Hail-men of Magonia, are rare elfin-artists, and that
now and then they fashion their ware in strange forms, and even enter into their
work themselves, or else by magic might cause small fairies to appear in it, in order
to mystically forebode strange things.

“Very memorable is that which happened in the year of Christ 1395, when there fell, like a rain of
pebbles, wonderful hailstones on which were human faces, both male and female. The former had beards like
those of men. The female bore long hair and veils, which were seen by a very credible man, who also had
them in his hands, as CrANz1Us declares in Wandal, lib. 9, ¢. 3.
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“And in Cremona, in the year 1240, in the cloister of Saint Gabriel, there fell a hailslone on which could
be seen, as if most carefully engraved, the form of a cross, with the face of the Lord Christ, and the letlers
JESUS NazARENUS.  And one of the drops of waler from it wetling the eyes of a blind man caused him to see.
As appears by the writer VINsICH, Histor. lib. 30, ¢, 138, and from him MajoLus, p. 15. d. tom.
also NAUCLERUS, Gener, 41.”

Which well-authenticated fact should of itself show that thc inhabitants of
Magonia were good Christians—* and wider.”

““M. HEINRICH GOBALD in Breviar. Histor., p. 473, declares that in 1650, on the 18th of June, as
announced from Presburg, there was a terrible hailstorm, such as no one had ever beheld. The stones were
of very varied forms, and some of them were like Turk’s heads.”

From which soon came wars, famines, revelations and revolutions, adulterers
and harlots struck dead, and from this it was deduced that—

“ A Child of Midnight will ere long reign, and his rule will be hard as iron and full of grief; when
peslilence, hunger, and war will take the upper hand. Vet first will he govern Moscow with much peace, and
become a mighty moparch.”

Which is followed by forty pages of grim and wild prophesying as to what
will take place in the year 1666, as foreboded by the hailstones.

I, and it may be you also, oh reader, have seen a great and a small hailstonc
stuck together, so as to much resemble a Turk’s head with a turban ; but truly it
never occurred to us that there was a volume of political presage therein. We did
not even think of the Child of Midnight which, by the way, is a fine term, and
might serve for the title of a novel or poem. Yet when you see the cloud-ships
far sailing in the sky, you may perchance recall the mysterious city of Magonia,
and when hit by a hailstone regard it as done in sport by the fairy artisans of
that famed town.

What appears from several authorities is that what seem to us to be
“fleeting clouds—sailors of the air,” are in reality mysterious barks, or very often
spirits, hastening across the sky, the ships and sailors of “cloud-land gorgeous
land” bent on errands far away ; of which there is a very strange story told by
Meteranus (Niederland Histor., b. 28). Firstly be it remembered that as the
Norse heroes of Valhalla meet every day to rehearse their ancient duels, and fight
and be killed, and then revived, so the mysterious dwellers in the land of air
return -to earth on the anniversary of somc great battle of the olden time, just
as in America the battles of Bunker Hill, Concord, Saratoga, and others, even as
late as that of Gettysburg, are celebrated by spectral armies, who fight by night
the conflict o’er again. So it came to pass that in the land of Angouléme in
France, in December, 1608, many small clouds came drifting o’er the sky, looking
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like the pebbles on the strand moved by the rising tide. Then, one by one and
two by two, they began to fall, softly and gently as snowflakes, to earth—* One
by one and two by two, they to a mighty squadron grew ”—and as they touched
ground they suddenly became warriors. “All” as Meteranus declares, “ were
very tall, straight, handsome men, having blue weapons, flags, and everything
else cerulean or sky-blue—and of them all were 12,900. And they divided
into two armies, and fought from five o’clock in the afternoon till nine, when
they all vanished.”

But it is mostly in the silent desert or in loncly mountains, in hidden places
far beyond the plain, that we see these beings who are corpore aérea, tempore
eterna (airy of form, yet with eternal soul), who go fleeting over the sky on
mystic errands bent. Sometimes they pause, however, for a time, either of their
own free-will or at a sorcerer’s spell, and build up, at a thought, cloud-capt towers
and gorgeous palaces, rosy and golden in the setting sun, pillared domes, pearly
citadels, and rows on rows of battlements, repeated like giant stairs until high
lost in the air. To those who are “gifted,” these appear to be actually humanly
built ; and no wonder, for they are only made to seem like clouds to delude
mankind. For Magonia truly is—

‘“A great strange city, lovelier in its lights
Than all the golden greenness of the hills,
And in its shadows glorious far beyond
The purple dropping skirts of thunder-cloud,
A city of all colours and fair shapes,

And gleams of falling water day and night . . .
Lit up with rainbow fountains in the day,

Lit up with rain of coloured stars by night . .
And out beyond and sleeping in the light
The islands and the azure of the sea,

And upwards, through a labyrinth of spires
And turrets, and steep alabaster walls,

The city rises—all its jewelled fronts

Shining to seaward . . .

Until at last through miles of shadowy air
The blue and violet mountains shut the sky.” *

I had written the foregoing in the city of Florence in May, 1891, when-
I was conversing one day with a woman who came into the house just as a
storm was raging without. And she said: “I was going to the post-office, and

as I went some one said to me, ‘ Truly thou art a witch, for the hailstones Icap
up from beneath thy feet.’”

* The Disciples, by Harriel E. H. King.
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Then we all laughed, and I asked if witches made hail ; and this was the
answer, which I wrote down, word for word, in Italian :—

“ People say that when the weather becomes bad (guando i! tempo si guasta), and thunder and lightning
begin, that it is a storm caused by wind, and that the dark clonds are water, and the wind bears along those
clouds which shed water. But really it is a very different thing. For up in the sky there arc cities made by
the witches and wizards who were once driven out of paradisc or who left this world, and they have
made for themselves another world in heaven.

““But even in heaven they keep those evil feelings (fengono sempre i suoi rancord) which they ever had,
and so they choose the worst weather, so that they may do much mischief to men. And then they enter a
vessel (barca) and load it with hail ; and all the clouds which we see arc not clouds of air, but boats. Then
their leader takes a hailstone and throws it at a witch, and so they all pelt one another and sing :—

¢ ¢ Tiro queste granate,
Ma non tiro le granate,
Le tiro perche si devono
Convertire tntte in grandine
E voglio sperare
Che tutta la campagna
A male voglia andare
E cosi tutti di fame
In terra dovranno andare !’ ”

This spell was sung also in Romagnola, and it means:—

T throw these grains of hail,
But not merely these grains,
I throw them that they may convert
All (the rain) to hail ;
And I wish, I hope,
That all the country
May suffer from it,
And all the pcople thercin
May go their graves from hunger !”

Of this Hail-land in heaven I received another history, which is different in
a few details, but which, I think, is not less interesting :—

* People when they sce clouds in air say it is az» (vapour) and a sigu of rain, but there is more in them
than they suppose. For there is in the sky another world made by wizards and witches who, when they died,
were not admitted to heaven, and so they made a world for themselves, which has a sea (lake) in it. And
when the weather is dark, and clouds fly before the storm, those clouds are boats full of hail, and in them are
wizards and witches, who throw the hail at onc another, and so it falls to earth and does great harm. When
this happens one should invoke the spirit of thunder (Tituno or Tignia).

“ The light, small clouds which pass along in snnlight in fine weather are small boats in which are girls
" and children whom the witches have taken and kecp as prisoners. But sometimes when it is plcasant they
send them out sailing in the air.”
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I have, indeed, a third account in MS. devoted to these captives, but after
six readings I have been obliged to give it up as unintelligible. It is only
additional testimony. There is something to the cffect that the witches have
mirrors with which they flash out signals to the boats to return, or with which
they make lightning.

Witches on earth sometimes pay visits to this Magonia, or Cloud City land,
but they run a risk of being caught or killed in the storms of their own raising.
Thus Friedrich Panzer tells us in his Bavarian Tales, that during the first half
of the last century there was such a tremendous tempest, with hail, in Forchheim
in Upper Franconia, that the people feared lest the whole town should be
destroyed. Then the Franciscan brothers met in their cloister garden, when,
just as the first blessing was pronounced, lo! a beautiful woman, stark-naked,
was thrown headlong from a passing thunderstorm on the grass in their midst;
and the holy brothers, greatly amazed at this, doubtless to them, utterly novel
sight, drew near, when they recognised in her who had indeed dropped in on them
so suddenly, the wife of the town miller, a woman long suspected of witchcraft.
Whercupon one of the monks threw a garment over her, and she was brought
into the cloister—* By means of which,” says the account (semewhat obscurely),
“they averted from her the death by fire” Which means, I suppose, that she
made so favourable an impression on the Franciscans that they protccted their
prote inattendue (vide Le Moyen de Parvenir) from being roasted.

The conduct of these sorcerers and witches, unfit for heaven and averse to
earth, building for themselves starry palaces and rose-red citadels with all the
glory Dream to genius yields, reminds me of what Professor Shairp rcmarks
of Shelley, and that very markedly indeed :—

“ The real world-existence as it is to other minds he recoiled from—shrank from the dull, gross earth
which we see around ns—nor less from the unseen world of Righteous Law and Will which we apprehend.
The solid carth he did not care for. Heaven—a moral heaven—there was that in him which he would not
tolerate.  So, as Mr. Hutton has said, his mind made for itself a dwelling-place midway between heaven and
carth, equally remote from both—some interstellar region, some clear, cold place

¢ Pinnacled dim in the intense inane,’

which he peopled with ideal shapes and abstractions wonderful or weird, beautiful or fantastic, all woven out
of his own dreaming phantasy.”

Once in a while one of these dwellers in the violet Nifelheim, or Magonia,
escapes and comes down to earth, and is born as a Shelley or a Keats—I think
that Mr. J. A. Symonds is really one of them—or a Swinburne, or Ruskin, or
Heine, or Carlyle, or Victor Hugo, or anybody else who is magnificently illogical,
splendidly rhapsodical, sublimely cgoistical (or subjective)—men whose thoughts
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are streamed and dashed with startling hues, and who think showers of stars,
and who, when they do teach us something new—
¢ Shoot out a scarlet light which seems as if
The torch of some explorer shone in them,

Revealing mysteries of caverns deep
‘Which had heen hidden from the birth of Time.”

So from old days these hardened stories live as if trenched in ice, like
mammoths in Siberia, to the world unknown till some discoverer reveals them,
and then there is marvelling here and there that such things could have been
so long frozen up. So into time old time returns again, and the ancient mecdals,
thus disinterred, are all the more beautiful for their rust. And it went deeply to
my heart that after I had read the story of Magonia, and thought it was a tale
utterly dead on earth and embalmed in a chronicle, to find a sorceress in whose
faith it ZZves. It was as if an Egyptian mummy, revived, had suddenly spoken
to me, and told me a tale of Thebes, or declared that Cloud-Cuckoo land was
a reality which he had known when he beheld— ‘

‘“ Against an orange sky a purple cloud,
A cloud that did not change nor melt nor move,
And still there were faint shadows in the cloud ;
A mystery of towers and walls and hills,
And the shadow of a great dome in the midst,
All purple.”

How deeply (or one may say how terribly) impressed the Italian peasantry
are by the belief that hail is caused by devils and witches appears from the
following from a London newspaper of September, 1891. It is curious as
involving the ancient Roman belief in the sacred power of bells as devil-drivers
which was in later times turned to such good account by the priests :—

“The schoolmaster is still but very moderately abroad in Italy, as the priest of Montalto in that country
has too good reason to know. When a storm comes on there it is the practice to ring frantically one of the
church bells, which is supposed to have good effect on the temper of the clerk of the weather. This was duly
done by the sexton one day last week, and indeed it is lucky for him that he does not hold office in our climate,
or he would scarce have left the belfry this summer. However, the priest has the misfortune to be far too
much ahead of his flock, and stopped the ringing, telling the people to come into church. As soon as the bell
ceased the hail began, and no sooner had the priest reached the altar than a peasant named Marca bitterly
upbraided him for causing the hail by stopping the bell. Producing a billhook, he attacked the priest, who
parried one blow, but presently received a fearful gash, a woman, said to be Marca’s mother, mcanwhile
calling out, ¢ Give it him !’ Marca then fled, and has not yet been caught. A little more spent by the
Italian Government on spelling-books and a little less on ironclads might possibly prevent such unpleasant
contingencies.”

Truly Marca was much more of a heathen than a Christian. The spirit
of old Rome was great in him—he would not yield to feeble modern faith.

29
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Stories oF WITCHEs AND (GOBLINS.

Story-telling in the Tuscan Romagna is an institution with observances.
The peasants in winter meet together, “ perhaps ten, there may be twenty or
thirty, around a fire, and first of all recite with due solemnity a zosario, or five
paternosters with the aves and other prayers, and then begin to raccontare, or
relate tales of fairies, witches and follettz” This very ancient custom is still very
generally observed. First of all some old man gives a story, which is commented
on, cliciting from the hearers their own reminiscences, then another is suggested,
and so the folk-lore is kept alive. In the year 1808 therc was published in
Bulgnese, or Bolognese—which is, with trifling difference, the same dialect as that
which these peasants specak—a translation of Neapolitan fairy tales, which
appears to be in the main taken from the Pentamerone of Gian Battista Basile,
but which is very much varied to suit new surroundings. Hence the same stories,
now known all over Italy, have penetrated to the Romagna. But they have, in
the Bolognese region, many of which no traces are to be found in the usual range
of Italian legends, and very often even the latter have here either taken of later
years, or derived from very ancient sources, elements and characteristics which
are quite peculiar, and often bewildering ; all of which the folk-lorists of the
future will doubtless duly consider and sift even to powder.

The following are a few of the tales which I have heard. I could have given
many more—several do indeed occur in other portions of this work—but I have
been too much occupied with other subjects, nor indeed would space or the
publisher permit further addition.

THE WITCHES AND THE BOAT.

“ There were two witches, mother and daughter, who lived by the sea-side, and the younger was a beauti-
ful girl, who had alover, and they were soon lo be married. But it began (o be reported that the women
were given fo sorcery and had wild ways, and some one told the young man of it, and that he should not lake
such a wife. So he resolved (o see for himself by going to their honse, but intending to remain (ill midnight,
when, he knew, if they were witches they conld not remain longer at home. And he went and made love,
and sat till it was after eleven, and when they bade him go home he replied, ¢ Let me sit a little longer,’
and so again, till they were out of patience.

“Then seeing that he would not go, they cast him by their witcheraft into a decp sleep, and with a small
tube sucked all his blood from his veins, and made it into a blood pudding or sausage (migliaccino), which
they carried with them. And this gave them the power to be invisible till they shonld return.

¢ But there was another man on the look-ont for them that night, and that was the brother of the youth
whom (hey had put to sleep, for he had long suspected them, and it was he who had warned his brother.
Now he had a boat, and as he observed for some time every worning that it had been untied and used by
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some one in the night, he concluded it was done by these witches. So he hid himself on board carcfully,
and waited and watched well.

““ At midnight the two witches came. They wished to go to Jerusalem to get garofani (clove gilly
flowers, or the clove plant, much used in magic). And when they got into the boat the mother said :—

¢ ¢ Boat, boat, go for two!’

“But the hoat did not move. Then the mother said to the daughter, * Perhaps you arc with child—
that would make three.” But the daughter denied it. Then the mother cried again :—

¢ Boat, boat, go for two !’
¢4 Still it did not move, so the mother cried again :—

‘¢ Vai per due, vai per tre,
Per quattro, per cuanto tu vuoi!’

(“ *Go for two or three or still
For four, as many as yon will!’)

¢ Then the boat shot away like an arrow, like lightning, like thought, and they soon came to Jerusalem,
where they gathered their flowers, and, rc-entering the boat, returned. Then the boatman was well satisfied
that the women were witches, and went home to tell his brother, whom he found nearly dead and almost out
of his mind. So he went to the witches and threatened them, till they gave the youth the migliaccino.
And when he had ecaten it, all his blood and life returned, and he was well as before. But the witches
flew away as he arose, over the house-tops, and over the hill, and unless they have stopped they are
flying still.

BERNONI tells this story in his narratives of Venctian witches, but less
perfectly, since he makes no mention of a lover or of the witches sucking and
restoring his blood. In the classical tales of APULEIUS and others, sucking the
blood was the chief occupation of the szviga, for which reason I think that this
may be the carlicst version of the tale. In the Venetian story the boat goes
to Alexandria and the boatman while there obtains fresh dates and leaves, which
hie exhibits on returning as a proof of his adventure. The obtaining the mystic
clove flowers gives a far better reason for the voyage. HAWTHORNE has written
a story in which a boat full of witches, in the form of cats, make such a trip to
obtain 7osemary, also a witch-herb.

LA VENDETTA DI PIPPO.
¢ There was a man named P1rpo, and he had not been long married to a young and beantiful wife when
he was obliged to go on a long journey. And it so chanced that this journcy was by accident prolonged,
nor did his letters reach home, so that his wife, who was young and very simple, belicving all the gossip and
mischievous hints of everybody, soon thought that her husband had run away. Now there was a priest in
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the village who was flastansa furbo—not a little of a knave—and to him she Dbitterly complained that her
husband had abandoncd her, leaving her incénta, or with child.

“ At this the pricst looked very grave, and said that it was very wicked in her husband to act as he had
done ; yes, that it was a mortal sin for which both she and P1pro would be damncd, even to the lowest
depth of hell, because she would give birth to a child which had only been begun, and not finished, for that
it would probably be born without a head or limbs, and she would be very lucky if only a hand and foot, or
the eyes were wanting. And that all women who bear such monsters would be certainly condemned to
the worst.

¢ Now the wife, being only a simple contadina, was very devout, and went frequently to confession, and,
believing every word which the priest said, was terribly frightened, and asked him what could be done
in this case? Then he replied that there was a way to remedy it, which he should most unwillingly employ,
yet still to save her soul, and for the child’s sake, he would try it. And this was that she should pass the
night with him, when by his miraculous power as a priest, and by his prayers, he would so effect it that the
infant would be perfected—and so she could be freed from sin. But he made her swear an oath not to tell a
word of all this to any human being, and especially not to P1pro, clse all would fail. So she assented, and
the priest had his will.

“ Now no one knew it, but P1pro was a streghone, or wizard, and casting his mind forth to know how all
was going on at home, learned all this fine affair which had passed. Then returning, instead of going to his
house, he put on the form of a beautiful nun, and went to the priest’s. The priest had two young sisters,
famous for their extraordinary beauty, and P1rro was very kindly reccived by them as well as by the
brother. And when he begged for a night’s lodging, the two young girls bade him sleep with them, which
he did, of course seducing them thoroughly.

““The next morning, being alone with the priest, he first ogled him, and as the cther caught eagerly
at the chance of sinning with a nun, he plainly asked him if they should nét go into the cellar, per fare
Pamore. At which the priest was enraptured ; but when they were alone togcther Pirro assumed his natural
form, which was a terrible one, and said: ‘I am Prrro, whose wife thou didst wrong with thy lies. Evil
hast thou done to me, but I have done worse to thy sisters, and worst of all to thee, for now thou art accursed
before God, thou falsc priest !’ And the preze could do nothing and say nothing. And there came before
him all the time many spirits who mocked him, and he had to leave holy orders. And this was the revenge
of Pirro.”

I should have omitted this very Bocaccian tale had it not been that it
illustrates very strikingly the antipathy of the believers in witcheraft and the
spirits of old for the priests. A merely loose, licentious story makes no such deep
moral or immoral impression on the Southern Europecan mind as it does on the
Northern, but the distinetly placing wizard against priest, or old sorcery against
Christianity, is, if the reader will reflect, a very singular incident. It is in this
that the point lies for a sfrega, and it is most remarkable as showing that such
antagonism between Shamanism and the Church should still exist, as it has
undoubtedly existed through the ages. I may add that among the tales
received after this work had gone to press is onec entitled 7/ke priest Arrimini,
in which a priest becomes a wizard, manifesting, like this narrative, a marked
heathen or anti-Christian spirit.
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Pisrr.

“In a district of La Romagna, there was a man named PIsPI, who was a great robber ; yes, one who
carricd away vast treasures and yet was never detected. He would go to a café and meet gentlemen whom
he had plundered immensely, and on departing he would say, ¢ Signori, I am Pisri, the famous robber,’
but nobody could catch him or lay hands on him, and when they met him they did not recognisc him at

any time, for he changed his face and form continnally, until at last it was gencrally belicved that he was
a devil.

“ But he really was a wizard. And at last he lay dying, but could not die. And he groaned, and
implored those present to take his power, but none would accept it because he was believed to be a devil,
At last some one put two brooms under his bed, and so he died. But his spirit had no peace, for he had
left a 1reasure. Now PispI was really a good spirit, becanse he rohbed very rich people and gave a great
deal 10 the poot. Then he sought about for some poor and deserving man, and finally found one in a prisoner
who was condemned to the galleys for life, and he said to him, I will by my conjuring deliver thee from
thy sufferings and set thee free.  Then go into the woods in such a place, and there stands an oak-trce called
ZIstia, buricd onc yard’s depth you will find a treasure, it is in a boot and in an earthen pot. And when thon
art rich and free do not forget the poor1’ And so Pisrr had peace, and the poor prisoner became rich and
happy.”

It would not have been worth while to give this vulgar and rather flat tale,
had it not been for the name of its hero. PISpI is a typical thief, and in Holland
the mandrake, which is there supposed to grow from the droppings of a thicf’s
brain, &c., on the gallows, is called Pisdifje, or little brain-thief. He who has this
pisdifje can enter all houses, open all doors, and rob freely, without being detected.
This root was called by many names, such as mandrake, mandragora, alraun,
gallows, mannikin and earth-mannikin in Germany, and was regarded as a demon
and received offerings or a kind of worship. There is of course no rational
philological connection between the names of Pispi and Pisdifje, but the connec-
-tion of associations between these names and the thief who could never be
detected, and the root-demon who enables a thief to avoid detection, is very
curious indeed. It may be remarked in this connection that the Vocabulario delle
Lingue Furbesche—or Vocabulary of Thieves’ Tongues—indicates much intercourse
in common between the thieves of Northern Italy and those of Germany.

THe WitcH CAT.

It has been well said that one half the world does not know how the other
half lives, and while collecting these instances of strange superstitions, I am
tempted to think that almost one half does not at all understand how the others
think, feel, or what is the moral atmosphere which they breathe. We Znow that
there is no truth in anything supernatural, but these others who appear to be
so ignorant and indifferent live in a different life, and see and hear—or believe
they sec and hear—ghosts and marvels and all strange things. Witness the
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following, which the woman who told it to me certainly belicved she had
witnessed :—

““ When I was a small child I went frequently to the house of a woman who had a éambina—a girl bahy
—and we often made a noise when playing together, but woe to us whenever we did so, playing with the ecat,
for the child’s mother said that cats are all wizards and witches. As I indeed learned only too soon how true
it was,

** There lived near us another woman who had also a little girl ; this child was very impertinent. One
day while we threc were playing together and making a tumult, my friend gave this other one a cuff. So she
ran howling to her mother, and the woman said to the mother of my friend, ‘I will be revenged for this;’
and, per troppo fu wero, it was only too true.  For after a few days my little friend fell ill and no one knew
what was the matter, nor could any doctor explain the malady.

““ Then her mother began to think that the woman who had threatened vengeance was a witch. And she
vzas sure of it when she observed that a cat came by night into her house, and that it, instead of lying down
always remained standing | So she watehed, and when at midnight the cat came again, she took it and bound
it to the child’s bed and beat it with all her might, saying, ¢ Cure my child or I will kill you !’

¢ Then the cat spoke with a human voice, and said, ‘I can endure no more. Let me go and your child
shall he well.” But at that instant there was heard a horrible roar and clanking of chains as if many demons
were about, and the mother instead of letting the cat free went and called the priest that he might give his
Dblessing. And the mother clipped the hair from the cat, and in the morning when the church-bell rang the
cat became nothing more nor less—»on divento altro—than the woman who had vowed revenge. And so she
could no longer be a witch ; and all the neighbours seeing her naked, and without a hair left, knew what she
was, and so she practised witcheraft no more.”

This is interesting because it shows plainly the belicf derived from pre-
Christian times, that the witch once detected, or stripped—in this case literally—of
her disguise, can no longer be a witch. Here it is not a question of a soul sold to
the devil, but only of power held on a very precarious condition.

Apropos of this subject, I have the following in a letter by Miss Mary A.
Owen :—

The negroes in Missouri say some cats are real cats and some arc devils,
yvou never can tell “which is which,” so for safety it is well to whip them all
soundly. The voodoo does not whip her own cat, but she excepts none other.
A strange black cat that runs in at onc of your doors and out at another,
puts “a trick” on somebody in the house. A grown-up black cat which comes
and cannot be driven away voodoos the whole house in spite of blows.

THE DWARFS.

“ ¥on wilden Getwergen
Han ich gehoeret sagen,
Sie sin in Holn Bergen.”
Das Nibelungenlied,

One day 1 inquired if there were any Elves, or little dwarfs, in L.a Romagna ;
and I was at once informed that there were, in these words :—
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*“ Dei nani! Dwarfs! There are many. They dwell in lonely places, far away in the mountians, deep
in them, in caves or among old ruins, and rocks. Sometimes a confadino sees one or more ; he may behold
them far away, going home very early between night and day, hurrying before the sun rises to get into their
homes. They live like other people, they are good and bad like other people, but they are fo/etti, really.
I will tell you an old, a very old, story about them :—

‘ Once there was a girl who had been betrayed by her lover and abandoned for another, and so she, in a
wild fit, determined to go in search of him.

*“ Over the high blue mountain,
Over the rolling rivers,
Through the wet grass,
Along the hard highway,
Into noisy cities, in churches,
Where there were people or none,
Si mise in cammino
D'andare in cerca di lui,
She set herself on the journey
To go in search of him.

¢ And when she had travelled many days and longed for a little rest, she came to a small house far away
among the rocks and knocked at the door. There came out a little dwarf, who asked her what she wanted.
And she answered :—

¢ ¢ Good friend, a little lodging,
I beg it in charity,
For my feet are weak and weary;
I am seeking, seeking my lover,
Whom I wish to kill for his falsehood,
Yet I hope I shall not find him,
Because I love him still.’

“ Then she entered and supped and went to bed. And at midnight there came leaping and laughing and
frolicking into the room swarms of little dwarfs or goblins—tutti womini piccioli—who shouted for joy at
sceing her. And they pulled her hair and danced on her, and tweaked her cars and nose, and she, in a rage,
pushed and beat them and gathered them up and threw them as she could against the wall, but they did not
mind it in the least, but climbed in crowds like bees on her bed till dawn came, when they disappeared,
when she fell asleep.

“ And waking she rosc and went her way, when fromn a hill came out another dwarf, who said :—

¢¢ ¢ Stop and talk with me ;
I can truly tell thee
Where to find thy lover,
And if thon would’st find him
Come to me at midnight,
And I'll truly tell thee
Where to find thy lover !’
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“Then the girl replied :—

“ But the dwarf answered :—
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“ ¢ Dammi la tua mano,
Pegno de la parola!’

(¢ ¥ Give me, then, thy hand ;
Pledge that truth thou speakest.’)

¢ ¢J cannot give my hand,
As 'tis given by mortals,
For I am a spirit,
And spirits were the goblins
Who this night did tease thee,
Still thou didst well please them
For thou didst show spirit.’

«Then at midnight the girl went to the dwarf, and he gave her a feather, and she was turned into a

swallow, and he said :—

“Then he will wed thee after three days, but during the time thou must come every day at noon to my

grotto and say :—

‘¢ Fly upon the wind
As the wind directs thee;
Follow, follow, follow,
And thow’lt find thy lover
And when thou hast found him
Then thou wilt have travelled
Two months’ distance, but I
By my incantation
Truly shall have made thee
Fly it in a minute.
Yhen thou seest thy lover
Touch him with this feather,
Then he'll love thee only,
Nor think upon the other.’

¢ ¢ Grotto, grotto, grotto!
By the incantation
To call on all good spirits,
Enchant, I pray, my lover,
So that he may never
Love another woman !
So that three days over,
He may be my husband !’

¢ And when the three days had passed she touched him with the feather, and resumed her own form, and

by his side—

¢E si incominciaro
A baciare,
E altre donne
Non potiede pilt amare




THE APPLE-TREE. _ 225

La sua prima amante
Le tocco sposare.

Tutto e finito

Non voglio piu narrare.”

* Then the pair began
Kissing as before ;
And to other women
He made love no more,
But married her; the story
Now is fairly o’er.”

The swallow as the bird of spring brings luck ; hence in Tuscany swallows’
feathers tied with a red string form an amulet. This story is only a variation from
one in Grimm’s Kinder und Haus Mihrchen, but it may be observed that there is
in the Tuscan tale more of chiaro-oscuro and incantation. In fact I cannot
imagine one of this country without the latter. The magic song enters into every-
thing of the kind. This was probably the case in ancient times in Germany, but
as stories become fairy tales for children alone, it naturally disappears, and the
narrative alone is then the subject of interest. These Romagnolo stories are all in
that state when the narrator—as I have often tested—uvill tell or sing them just as
requested. This is the case among all primitive people in the magic epoch, and I
might with truth, had I pleased, have given any story in rude metre as weil as
prose. Somectimes the rhymes and attempt at metre are unmistakable, and in
such cases I have given them in a form as near to the original as I could make it.
But in the original, two or even three lines are often run into one and the voice
modulated to suit the variation.

THE APrPLE-TREE.

Had I found the following story in any country save the Romagna Tuscana,
I might have passed it by as possibly modern. But in this region the peasantry
have learned so very little that is new, that novelty in their legends and customs is
very exceptional. This is the tale, which I have somewhat abridged :—

¢¢ Once there was a beautiful lady who married a wealthy and handsome lord. And the great desire of
his heart was to have an heir, but as his wife bore no children he became almost mad with disappointment and
rage, threatening her with the worst ill-usage and torture unless she became a mother. And she spent all her
time in prayer and all her money on the poor, but in vain. Then her husband hated her altogether, and took
a maid-servant in her place. And finding her one day givilig a piece of bread to some poor person, he had
her hands cut off, so that she could no more give alms. And she lived among the lowest servants in greal
distress.

¢ One day there came to the castle a friar, who begged for something in charity of her ; and she replied

30
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that she had nothing to give, and that if she had aught she could not give it, being withont hands. And so he
learned how she had been treated, for she said .:—

¢ ¢ Becausc I have not bore a child
My husband is with anger wild,
For giving alms, the truth I say,
He had my hands both cut away;
Heaven help me, and help the poor!
For I can give them nothing more!’

¢ Then the friar looked a long time at ler in silence, considering her extreme misery and goodness, and
said :—
¢t ¢ Lady, in the garden go,
Where an apple-tree doth grow,
Fairer one did never see;
Lady fair, embrace that tree,
And as you embrace it, say
These words as closely as you may :

¢« Pano o mio bel pomo!
A te con grande amore,
Ti voglio abbraciare,
Che mio marito
In letto con se questa notte,
Mi possa portare,
E cosi possa ingravidare
E che il mio marito
Mi possa amare!”’

(‘“ ¢« Apple-tree, fair apple-tree!
With my love I come to thec.
I wonld be to-night in hed
With my hushand as when wed:
May I so become a: mother.
Grant this favour; and another
Still T earnestly implore—
May he love me as before!"™’)

¢« And this done, take from the tree two apples and eat them. And go to your husband and he will love
you and take you to his bed, and you will in time bear two beautiful babes.’

¢ And so it came to pass, and the husband bitterly regretted his cruelty and the loss of her hands. And
she bore the two children ; but the girl who had been a servant and his mistress persuaded him that his wife
had been unfaithful, and that they were not his, Then he took a donkey, on it were two panniers, and he pul
a babe into each and sat her in the middle, and bade her ride away.

«So she rode on in utter gricf and sorrow, hardly able with her stumps of arms to manage the children
or to drive. But at last she came to a well and stooped to drink. And lo ! as soon as she did this her hands
grew again, for it was the fountain which renews youth and life. Then her heart grew light, for she felt that
fortune had not left her. And indeed all went well, for she came to a castle where no onc was to be seen.
And she cntered and found food on the tables, and wine and all she required cverywhere, and when she and
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the children had eaten, at the next meal there was food again. Now this castle belonged to fairies, who,
sceing her there, pitied her and cared for her in this manner.

¢“ And considering her case they sent a Dream to her husband. And the Dream came to him by night and
told him all the truth, how his wife had been true to him, and how evilly he had done. Then he rode forth and
sought far for the castle till he found it. And he took her and the children home. And as they came near
the gate they saw before it a statue which had never been there. Now the wicked servant had said, ¢ May I
be turned to stone if this be not true which I have said of thy wife.” And the words were remembered by the
fairies (spirits), for they hear all things. And the statue was the figure of the girl turned to stone. But the
husband and the wife lived together happily ever after.”

The story is the widely spread one of patient Griselda and Genevieve
de Brabant, and was perhaps in truth that of many a suffering wife in
early times. But the conception from the apple-tree suggests the story
of Juno, who conceived Mars without the help of Jupiter from the touch
of a flower (OVID, Fasti, v. 253). The fountain of youth in this story
also recalls the golden apples of the Hesperides, and especially those
guarded by the Scandinavian Iduna, which kept the gods young. There is
a mass of myths in all countries connecting the apple-tree with generation and
birth. So in this story, as in all which come from this country, there are through-
out sketches and touches which are possibly copied from more ancient pictures.
It is worth observing, that even in this story the incantation must be spoken to
the tree before it exerts its fertilising power.

IL SririTO DEL GIUOCO.
This is a curious and evidently very ancient tale, probably modernised :—

* He is an evil spirit now—as one may say, a devil—but he was once long ago, before any tree which is
now growing had begun to sprout, a handsome and rich young lord : yes, he had as many olive-trees as I ever
atc olives, and more vines than I ever drank glasses of wine; but he wanted more, and so he gambled. Now
some men spend all their patrimony in a jolly way, but he wasted his, quarrelling, cursing, and hlaspheming.
And at last, when nothing was left of all he had but some barren fields, and he was mad for money to play
with, he looked at the wretched farm which remained and said :—

¢¢ ¢ This, too, I would sell,
Yes, and to the devil,
And give him my soul to boot
When my life comes to an end:
Yes; he might kill me with lightning.
And a roaring crash of thunder
Bursting up from the earth,
If, when I went, I could burn
All the crops of grain,
Vines, mulberries, figs,
And the olives—blast them ]
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\Which T see all around and afar!
Once they were wine ; see the grain
Shining like gold in the sun;
Gold T had—gold T lost !

Gold is our only life s

What if the devil eould give nie
Power to win at play!

And then when I won

To hear the thunder roar,

With a flash of lightning,

As the card turned!

Burning the crops,

Homes and all,

Of those who once stripped me,
Aye; and when dead—

E guando saro morto |—

I would haunt the gambling room,
And if some fellow won

Make him hear thunder

And see lightning to fright him
(Of eourse burning his erops).

But if some poor devil—like me—
Would pray to me for aid

When he has lost at play,

Then I would gladly give him
The devil’s own luck at cards,
And—burn up the crops of his enemies,
To whom he had sold his lands!’

“ When the young man rcturned home he found wun bel signore—a fine gentleman—waiting to see him.
And the stranger said, very politely :— 3 TR

“¢ You wish to sell, I think,
That little estate of yours,
And I am willing to buy:
You are a bold, brave fellow—
Galanse di prim’ordine.
I like to please such men,
For I know when the time shall eome
For them to enter my service,
They make the best of servants.
Well, I agree to your terms,
All your demand you shall have :
Luek at eards for life—
Thunder and lightning included—
You shall have your riches again:
Le richesze tormeranno.

# S0 it came to pass, and for a long time he won. And it was observed that when he played high at he
last eard there always was heard a clap of thunder, and a great storm raged somewhere, ncar or far. Years
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passed, but one day, when his time had come, there was a tremendous burst of fire which lighted the room—
and lo ! the gambler appeared all at once like a glowing coal from head to foot, and a voice exclaimed :—

¢ ¢ That which was asked for
Was granted to fulness;
This is thy last day,
This is thy final hour ;
Thou didst ask for the lightning—
Thou hast had it;
Thou hast it now—
Now live in its fire !’

‘“ E cost sprafondo nella terra—and so he sank into the ground. And they remembered what he had said,

and many regretted him, and when they were in trouble and needed his help they called on him. And they
said :—

‘¢ Spirit of thunder and lightning !
Spirit of help! Help us!
For of thee we have great need!
As thou wert as are we,
Aid us, aid us in our play !
Make us win much money,
Else ruin is before us;
Thou wilt not abandon us!
We hope that thou wilt come
And play in our company.”

There is apparent in this tale something of a modern spirit of composition,
as if it had been subjected to liberties. But though the form may have been
changed, there is reason to believe that under the mosses and flowers .is an
ancient rock. As no ome can listen long to an Algonkin Indian story without
coming to meeteonlin, or sorcery, so all these Romagnolo tales turn on the transfor-
mation of a man to a spirit, and are therefore myths, and extremely interesting as
indicating the process by which myths were first made. Gambling is so deeply
seated in the Italian, as it was in the old Latin, nature—every man, woman,
and child in the entire population buys, on an average, at least ten lottery
tickets every year—that a spirit of play would naturally be one of the first
placed in a popular pantheon. Therefore it is probable that from an early time
there has been a legend of some Don Juan or Don Giovanni di Tenorio, whose
main vice was not women but play. It may be remarked, indeed, that in a
great proportion of Italian tales gambling, and not drinking or lust, is supposed
to be the chief cause of moral destruction.
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PATANA.

“ Patalena protected the growing or shooting corn. In Germany such a deity was called the
Roggenmutter, whence the saying to children:

“ ¢ Leave the flowers standing !

Go not into the corn!

There the Roggenmutter
Stands from night to morn ;
Now adown she’s ducking,
Now all up she’s looking,

She will catch the children all,

Who look for flowers, great or small.’”

FRIEDRICH, Symbolik.

The following story is very curious in several respects :—

¢ Patina was a beautiful girl, but she had a stepmother who was a witch, and malicious too, so that
she kept Patana shut up in a tower, into which no one was allowed to go. The old woman went every
day into the city to sell milk. One day she passed by the king’s palace. Now the king had a son whom
he loved so much that there was nothing else in the world for which he cared.

<« The young prince was at the palace window, and held in his hand some pebbles. The old woman
came and sat down opposite, putting her pitchers of milk on the ground. And the young prince, out of
heedless mischief, threw a pcbble and broke a pitcher. The old woman, being angry, cried to the youth :—

¢ Tu sei il figlio del re \
E crederesti di esser piu potente di me,
Ed io ti faro vedere, ail
Che saro piu potente assai.'

¢ ¢ Though the king’s son thou mayst be,
And think thou hast more power than me,
I can show thee, and I will,
That I have more power still ;
Thou shalt have no joy in life
Till fair Patdna is thy wife,
And that will never come to pass,
For thou shalt never have the lass.’'

“Then the prince had no more rest nor happiness by day or night. And at last he went out into
the world to seek for Patina, travelling far, till one day he met a poor old man who begged something
to eat for he was starving, The prince gave him something, and said, * Thou art not so wretched as
1 am, for I can have no rest till I shall have found the beautiful Patina, and I know not where she is.’

*“The old man replied, ¢ That I can tell thee—

¢ ¢ Go along the road
Till thou seest a tower
Rising in a forest ;
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There Patina dwells

With her stepmother,

But be sure to go

When the witch is absent,
And be sure to give

Food to everything

Which is in the tower,
Even the smallest pot

By a magic spell

Will tell the old witch all,
Unless it has been fed ;
Take this pebble too,

It will give thee power
To speak with the witch’s voice,
And then ery aloud :

¢ Beautiful Patdna,

Fairer than a sun ray,

Let thy tresses down

And then draw me up !’

“So he did, and was drawn up into the tower, where Patdna received him with joy. Then they
made a great pot full of pappa (bread crumbs boiled), and he fed, as he thought, all the furniture and
utensils, all except one earthenware pot, which he forgot. And this was the chief spy, and it betrayed
him.

‘“Then Patina took a comb, a knife, and 2 fork, and said, ‘Let us be free !’ and the door of the
tower opened, and they fled. But before long beautiful Patina, looking behind, saw her mother-in-law
flying after them, for the pot which had not been fed had told her all, and the way which they had gone.
Then beautiful Patdna stuck the fork in the earth, and it became a church and she was the sacristan.
And the witch, not recognising her, asked her if she had seen the king’s son go by with a girl. And the
sacristan replied :—

¢ ¢ This is not a time
To answer idle questions,
. Twice the bell has rung
For mass, come in and hear it!’

“ Then the witch went away in a rage, and they proceeded. But before long they saw her flying
after them again. Then the beautiful Patina threw down the comb and it became a garden and she
the gardener. When the witch came up she put the same question as before, and Patdna answered :—

“ ¢ If yon wish to chase them,
You'll have need of horses;
I have two to sell you,
Fine ones at a bargain,
Pray come in and see them !’

‘ Then the witch in a rage went home to the tower, and the pot told her that the garden was only
a comb and that the gardener was the beautiful Paténa. So she set out again, and they soon saw her
flying after them. Then beantiful Patina threw down the knife, and she became a vasca (basin of a fountain
or reservoir), and the prince a fish swimming in it. But this time ere she made the change she said :—
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¢ ¢ Herc I take this knife
And plant it in the ground,
That I may become
Now a sparkling fountain,
And my love a fish;
May he swim so well
That the witch new coming
May never, never catch him!’

‘e And the witch coming up tried and tried to catch the fish, but in vain. So at last in a rage she
cried :—
¢ ¢ Mayst thou leavc Patdna,
Leave her in the castle,
If to thy home returning
Once thy mother kiss thee
Thou'lt forget Patdna !’

“ So she departed. And when they came to the castle the young prince left Patina there for a while
to go and see his parents, being determined, however, that his mother should not kiss him. And she,
being overjoyed to sce him, tried to do so, but he avoided it. Then every preparation was made for
his marriage, and he, being weary, fell asleep, and then his mother kissed him. When he awoke he saw
all things got ready for a wedding, but he could not remember anything about the bride.

““So time passed, and he was about to marry another lady. When beautiful Patdna heard this she
went to the palace and said to the cook, ‘Iam the lady of the castle, and 1 wish to make a present
for the wedding dinner, and that it shall be two fishes.” Then she had the oven made ready, and bade
the wood go into it, and it went in of itself, and then bade it burn, and then went into the fire and came
out, and there were two such fine fish as no one had ever beheld. And when they were carried to the
tahle everybody was amazed at them, and the cook being called, when asked where they were caught,
replied they had not becn caught but made by the lady of the castle as a gift.

““Then the bride, who was herself something of a witch, said, ‘¢ Oh, that is nothing; I can do
that.’ But the wood did not obey her, and when she entered the oven it blazed up and she was burned
to death.

‘¢ And as this was done the two fishes on the table began to converse one with the other, as follows :—

“ ¢ Dost thou remembher
How the king’s son
Entcred the tower?’

“ ¢ Well I remember
How he fled away
With beautiful Patina.’

‘¢ ¢ Dost thou remember
How she preserved him
From the wild sorceress?’

“ ¢« Well T remember
The church and the garden,
The fish and the fountain.’
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4
¢ ¢ Dost thou rementher
His mother's kiss,
How he forgot Patina?’

“ ¢ Well T remembher
All the strange story,
But now he remembers.’

“Then the prince, who heard this, remembered all.  So he married the heautiful Patina, she who
is now the Queen of the Fairies.”

This is perhaps the commonest of all Italian fairy tales, and in some form
it is known all over Europe. I have given it here because the name of the
heroine, Patdna, is interesting as connected with some of the incidents of the
story. Patiéna was a Roman goddess who appears with greatly varied names,
sometimes as a derivation from Ceres or a Cerean deity, and somectimes as
Ceres herself. Thus there was Patelena, who opened the husk of grain, Patellana
and Patella, who induced the grain to come forth, or presided over it when it
came to light. She was the goddess of the sprouting grain or of growth (Vide
Bughin, p. 160). '

* Thus,” says PRELLER (&. Ayti., p. 592), “‘she was the goddess of the harvest, the Llonde Ceres
of the Greeks, and, in fact, as the goddess of crops secems to have heen chiefly known under this name
in ancient Italy. At least the Inguvinic (ablets mention a goddess Padella, and the Oscan volive lablet a

PATANA, which are most probahly identical with Patelia, as is the deity Panda. 11 even seems that this
name was the common one for such a goddess instead of the Roman-Latin Ceres.”

I had asked my authority if she knew the name of any spirit who caused
crops, trees, or the like, to grow. She at once suggested latdna, who in a
tale made a garden, a church, and a fountain spring out of the earth. These
are of some little value taken in connection with the name. VARRO [De vite
pop. Ro. cited in PRELLER] mecntions that this Panda, or Pandana, “ whom
AELIUS thought was Ceres, had a sanctuary where bread was given to those
who took refuge in it.” In the Italian tale bread boiled in water is given
to all the articles of furniture and utensils to eat, even as the spirits of the
dead are pacified by food ; here the furniture may mean the refugees, who
receive pap or boiled bread.

As Patina has been confused with Ceres, and made into her minor, or
daughter, so it is possible that the heroine of the story has changed place with
the stepmother. 1In this case we have a very curious parallel to Ceres pur-
suing Persephone, or Proserpina. In the onc, as in the other,”a mother—
mother-in-law—pl'lrsues the fugitives, Ceres puts Triptolemus on the fire to
make him immortal (which occurs in a Romagnola witch-tale), in this story
Paténa hersclf enters the firee. In Rome Ceres was regarded as a foe to

31
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marriage, “ Al dicunt Cererem propler vaptum filive nuptias execratam (SERV.
V. A. iii, 139). And it is evident that in our legend she opposes the match
for no apparent reason. Ceres in the Latin legend is mocked by a boy, the
son of Metanira, and punishes him by changing him to a lizard, the witch
mother of Paténa is angered by the young prince and inflicts a penalty.

It is perfectly true that with some ingenuity parallels like these may be
established between almost any fairy tale and some ancient myth. But where
we have a leading nmame in common with corresponding incidents, we ay
almost assume an identity of origin. If we found the story of Whittington
and his cat among South American Indians we might suppose it had originated
there. But if the hero was called Whittington, or even Vidindono—as it pro-
bably would be—we might very well assume transmission. Till within a very
few years the apparent coincidence system as a proof of origin was extravagantly
overdone, and has since been succceded by an opposite one, which has in
turn been carricd to as absurd extremes. The best test for the value of
these Romagnolo traditions, as remains of antiquity, is to carcfully study them
as a whole, and compare them as a whole with what we know of Etrusco-
Latin myth and legend. There may be crror in any onc minor detail,
however strong the identity may appear to be, but there can be none as
regards the asthetic or historic spirit and character of a great number of
tncidents taken togcether,

It may be added in reference to the tell-tale pot which was not fed, that
the forgotten or neglected fairy who revenges herself for the slight is of very
ancient origin.  We find her first in Discord, who was enraged at not being
invited to the marriage of Tethys and Pelius (LucClaN, Dialog. Marin., v.; cf.
HYGNI, fol. 92, COLUTIUS, De raptn Helen, v. 60). This incident reappears
in the Middle Ages in the fairy who was not invited to be present at the
birth of Obcron, and thcrefore condemned him to remain a dwarf. This is
not necessarily derived from tradition, but it may have its value, as indeced all
incidents may in folk-lore—a fact which is much too frequently and rudely set
aside by a large class of the critics who peel away the onion till there is
nothing left, forgetting that to have any result or profit one must stop after
reimnoving the rough outside leaves. There is a spirit in tradition as well as
the letter.

Schedius in an enumeration of minor Roman deitics includes “Patellana
seu Patula.”
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1. Moro.

“There was in the Romagne a rich lady who was unkindly treated by her husband because she had
* no children.  And he often said to her that nnless she gave birth to a son or daughter, and that soon,

he would leave her and take another. So the poor signora went every day to the church to pray to God
that I1c would he so gracious as to give her a child; but it was not granted to her, therefore after a time
she went no more to church and ceased to give alms.

“One day she stood quite disconsolate at the window, because she loved her husband and met with
no return, when, from a window opposite, a dark signore (Signore AMoro—a Moor or Negro, as in German)
called to her, and she, raising her head, asked him what he would have?

“The Moor, who was a wizard, or magician (wno streghone, o sia nno magliatore, o maliardo),
replied, ¢ Look’ me steadily in the cyes, and then all will go well with thee. And this night when thy
husband shall embrace thec think steadily of me, and thus thou wilt be iucinte, or with child.

“This came to pass, and the poor lady was very happy to regain the love of her hushand, and at
the samc time become a mother. Dut joy flies like the clouds, and so did hers, for when her child was
born it was dark as the Moor, ycs, and looked altogcther like the Moor himself. Then the husband
abandoned Doth wife and child, saying that the infant was none of his. And the lady reproved the
Moor, saying that hc had hetrayed her. )

“But the Moor replied, ¢ Grieve not, O good lady, for I can still make peace between thee and
thy husband. To-morrow a charity sermon will be preached, and when the friar shall give thee benediction,
-put the child on the ground and let it go whither it will.” So the lady did. Now her husband never
went to any church, but, hearing that there was to be a famous preacher this day, he was present.  And
when the lady put the little habe on the ground, what was her utter amazement to sce it rise and run
on its little feet, and go to its father, and embrace him with its little hands, and say, in distinct words :
¢ Babbo, perdona mamma, & innocente’—* Papa, pardon mamma, she is innocent; and thou scest it is a
miracle of God that I have come to thee.” And from that time the babe never uttcred a word till he
had come to the age when children usually talk.

‘“Then the father, being moved by the miracle, was reconciled with his wife, and they returned home
together and lived happily.”

This will suggest much which is familiar to the reader, such as Othello,
Tamora, and Aaron, the beautiful sorceress and her negro in the Arabdian
Nights, and chiefly the mysterious story of the French queen and the black
page. What is chicfly remarkable in it is that sorcery is made superior to
religion, for all is cffected by the Moor, though in the end the miracle is
wrought in a church, and is, so to specak, given to God.

The incident of a babe’s speaking is found in the folk-lore of every land ;
but it is remarkable that the ecarliest instance of it in Europe is that of the
Etruscan infant Tages, who was ploughed out—possibly in the place whence
I derived this tale.

THE WITCH LEA.

“This witch was a wealthy lady, very sclf-willed and licentious, who often changed her lovers. So
she would keep one for a time, and when she was tired of him she would lead him into a room in
which thcre was a trap-door in the floor, throngh which he would fall into a deep pit, and into a
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subterranean dungeon, where he miserably perished. And so she had many victims, and the more she
sacrificed the better pleased she was, for she was a wicked sorceress, insatiable in lust and murder.

““But it went not thus with one of her lovers, who knew her nature. And when she asked him
to pass the secret gate, he replied ;:—

“¢Thou, vilest of women,
Thinkest because thou art rich and powerful
That all must bow before thee?
Rich and’ powerful, and beyond that
A harlot and coquette,
Vile thou art. To hide thy dishonour.
Thou sendest many to God—
Makest thy lovers die.

““But so thou wilt not do with me, for I too am of the wizards, a son of a witch, and more powerful
than thou art. And at once thon shalt have proof of it.

¢ ¢ Three times I call thee,
Lea, Lea, O Leal
Thou art cursed from the very heart,
By my mother and by me,
For thou didst kill my brother ;
For that I come to condemn thee ;
A serpent thou shalt become,
Every night as a serpent
Thou shalt suck the blood of corpses—
The corpses of thy dead lovers ;
But first of all thou shalt go
Unto the body of my hrother,
Thou shalt put life into him,
Breathe into him, revive him.
Henceforth all men shall know thee
As an aceursed witch !’

““And so it came to pass that after three days the dead brother was revived, but the beautiful Lea
was always a serpent witch.”

It would seem as if therc were an echo in this tale of the Libitina, the
goddess of lust itself, as well as of death. “Ab lubendo libido, lubidinosus,
ac Venus Libentina ¢t Libitina” (VARRO, l. 1, vi. 47 ; apud PRELLER, p. 387.)
She was also the generally rccognised goddess of corpses and of the dead.
PRELLER quotcs several instances to illustrate the fact that death and luxuriant
life — schavellendes Leben—were thus intimately connected in one myth, in a
single person, and that the Sabine Feronia was paralleled with the Greek
Persephone, and Flora. There arc also the affinitics between Venus and
Proscrpine.
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The story has a great resemblance to one of Odin, which has been set
forth in a German poem by Herz It also recalls—

““The proud and stately queen
By whose command, De Buridan
Was thrown at midnight in the Scine.”

That is to say, the well-known legend of the Tour de Nesle. But I believe
that this is a very old Italian tale, and possibly archaic, because the connection
between lust and death is so strongly and strangely marked in it. That Lea is
given the form of a serpent in order to revive the dead cannot fail to strike
every onc who is familiar with classic serpent-lore.

It is far too bold a conjecture that the word Lia or Lea is derived from
Libitina; bnt it is certain that the characteristics of the two are the same.
Libitina was also known among the Romans as Lubia, and as a goddess of lust
(PRELLER, 581), “cui nomen ab libidine” (AUGUST. iv. 8), and the name may have
been still more abbreviated. The step from Libia, or Livia, to Lia, would be in
peasant dialect almost incvitable. We must always remember the fact in such
‘cases that the tale is from the same country as the ancient characters.

WIZARD SAINTS.

It was the most natural thing in the world that there should be certain
blendings, compromises, and points of affinity between the Stregeria—witchceraft,
or “old religion,” founded on the Etruscan or Roman mythology and rites—and
the Roman Catholic : both were based on magic, both used fetishes, amulets,
incantations, and had rccourse to spirits. In some cases these Christian spirits
or saints corresponded with, and were actually derived from, the same source
as the hecathen. The sorcerers among the Tuscan peasantry were not slow to
perceive this. How deeply rooted the old religion really is, occasionally, even
to-day, may be inferred from the story told in Zaflon, of the peasant who,
whatever happened, never neglected to bless the folletti—meaning the rural
deities. As for the families in which streglkeria, or a knowledge of charms, old
traditions and songs is prescrved, they do not among themselves pretend to be
even Christian. That is to say, they maintain outward observances, and bring
the children up as Catholics, and “keep in” with the priest, but as the children
grow older, if any aptitude is observed in them for sorcery, some old grand-
mother or aunt takes them in hand, and initiates them into the ancient faith.
That is to say it was so, for now all this is passing away rapidly.
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Certain saints are regarded as being folletti. A jfolletto is a generic term
for almost any kind of spirit not Christian, Fairics, goblins, spectres, nymphs,
are all called by this name. There is a Manuale di Spiriti Folletti published
at Asti (1864), which includes devils, vampires, undines, and comets under this
word.?

The chicf of the goblin-saints is Saint Antonio, Antony, or Anthony.
This character was remarkably familiar with strange spirits of all kinds. The
priests represented that he was beset and tempted by devils ; but the sorcerers
knew that all their dear and beautiful gods, or folletti — their Faflon-Bacchus
and Bella Marta of the Morning — were called devils, and so had their own
idcas on the subject. They did not object to being tempted by these “devils”
when they came as beings of enchanting beauty, to fill their wine-cellars and
give them no end of good luck in gambling and naughty love. Even the
pricsts made it very prominent that Autony comsmanded all kinds of devils and
Jolletti—ergo he was a conjuror and streghone and “in the business,” like
themselves. “Saints Antonio and Simcone cannot be saints,” said. a sfrega to
me, “because we always perform incantations to them in a cellar by night.”
This of course is always done to heathen spirits, and never to saints. But
what is very conclusive is this: It is decidedly a matter of witcheraft, and most
un-Christian, to say the Lord’s prayer ecither backwards, or “double"—that is,
to repcat cvery sentence twice.  This—the pater-noster a doppio—will call any
heathen spirit in double quick time; and it is peculiarly addressed to Saint
Antony, and bears his name.

Thus when one has lost anything—gquwando si perde qualche cosa
a double paternoster to San Antonio, thus :(—

you say

‘ Pater noster—Pater noster !
Qui es in coelis—Qui es in coelis!” &e., &e.

“Ma dire il paternoster cosi ¢ della stregheria, ¢ non della vera religione
Cattolica” (“But to say the paternoster thus, is of witchcraft, and not the rcal
Catholic rcligion”). So said one who had rececived a liberal education in the
art.

Quite as heathen does this saint appear in the following ceremony, cvery
detail of which is taken from ancient sorcery : When a girl wishes to win or
reclaim a lover, or, indeed, if anybody wants anything at all, he—or gcnerally

* According to PivRE: (Usie Custome, &e., vol. iv., p. 69) the folletto in Southern Italy is only one
kind of spirit—non sc ue pud ammettere pisc duno.  This is a buon diavoletto, and the exael counter-
part of Dusio, or Puck, a trifling airy Robin Goodfellow, or fairy of the Shakespeare and Drayton type.
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she—puts two flower-pots, containing /’éréa San Antonio, one on either side of
an open window at midnight, with a pot of rwe in the centre. These must be
bound with a red-scarlet ribbon, made in threc knots, and pierced or dotted
with pins, as a tassel (fatto con tre nodi e puntati con tre spilli per fiocchio), and
turning to the window, say :—

‘“Sant’ Antonio, mio benigno,
Di pregarvi non son digno,
Sc questa grazia mi farete,
I're fiammi di fuoco per me facete;
Una sopra la mia testa,
Che per me arde e tempesta,
Una canto al mio cuore,
Che mi levi da questo dolore,
Una vicino alla mia porta
Che di questa grazia non se ne sorta ;
Se questa grazia mi avete fatto,
Fate mi sentir tre voci !
Porta bussare
Uomo fistiare,
E cane abbiare!

English :—

(*‘ My benign Saint Antony !
I am not worthy to pray to thee,
This grace I modestly require ;
Pray light for me three flames of fire,
And of these the first in turn
On my head may storm and burn,
One I pray within my heart,
That all pain from me depart,
And the third beside my door,
That it may never leave me more.
If this grace be granted me,
Let threc sounds be heard by me:
A knock at a door,
A whistle, before,
Or the bark of a dog—1I ask no more.)

““When this prayer shall have been uttered, wait attentively at the window, and if a knock at a
door be heard, or a man whistling, or a dog barking, then the request—grasia—will be granted; one
alone of these sounds will suffice to make it known. But should a dark (»er0) horse or mule pass, Qr
a hearse, bearing a corpse, then the prayer is refused.

““But if a white horse goes by, the favour will be conceded—ma con niolto tempo—after some time
shall have passed.”

It may always be borne in mind that though this be addressed to a medizval
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saint, there is every probability, and, judging by every analogy and association,

a certainty, that San Antonio is some Roman or IEtruscan spirit in Christian

disguise. For all the details of the ceremony are old heathen, as is the di-

vination by sounds.

Saint Antony protects his friends from many troubles, but specially from

witcheraft. Therefore they say to him in Romagnola :—

In Italian :—

_—

“ Sant’ Antogne, Sant’ Antogne
Sopre came, liberez dai sase !
Liberez dai asase !

L dal streghi chliuvengu,

In camia a stregem

I mi burdel chi ’e tent bel !
Sant’ Anlogne e santa pia,
"Tui lontan ¢l Streghi da camia,
So ven el streghi in camia

Ai buttar dre la graneda,

Chi vega via ! "

¢ Santo Anto super (sopra) il cammino
Liberate ci dagli assassini !
Liberate ci dagli assassini !
F dalle Strege che non vengano
In casa mia a stregare
I miei bambini che sono tanti belli,
Santo mio, Santo pio !
Tenetemi lontano le strege.
Di casa mio !
Se viene le strege in casa mia,
Buttatele dietro la granala
Che vadino via !'”

Saint Antony on the chimney-piece
Let our fears of murderers cease !
Free us from all evil which is

Round us—specially from witches
Who come in our minds bewilderin’
To enchant my pretty children :

Saint Antonio—I pray—

Keep such creatures far away !

If you'll throw the broom behind ’em,
I at least will never mind ’em !”)

This is not very beautiful poetry, but it is as good as the original, which is

not in either form “ written in choice Italian.” The reader may judge from them
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what troublc I have sometimes had to disentangle an incantation from the
bristling dialect in which it was surrounded.

In allusion to Saint Antony on the chimney-picce I was informed that
he is specially the folletto, or spirit, of the fireplace.  'Which makes him quite the
same as the Russian Domovoy, and gives him—which is worth noting—a distinct
place as a Lar or spiritus domesticus, lar familiavis.

Santo Eliseco is unquestionably at first sight Elisha. He has a bald head, and
appears as the destroyer of bad boys. But—scratch a Russian and you find a
Tartar—when we look into this intercsting Christian he appears to be sadly
heathen, even Jovial, for there is a distinct trace of Jupiter in him. When a
young lady finds that her lover is going astray, she, after the fashion followed in
the blackest witcheraft, takes some of the hair of her lover, goes into a ccllar at
midnight and curses, blasphemes, and conjures after the following good old
Tuscan style :—

« Santo Eliszeo dalla testa pelata,
Una grazia mi vorrcte fare,
I ragazzi da un leonc
Li avete fatti mangiare,
Spero di me vi non vorrcle dimenticare
Stanotte a mezza notle,
Dentro alla cantina,

Vi verro a portarc

I pcli del amor mio
Perche una paruccha

Ve ne potrete fare,

E nel posto dei peli

Del amor mio

Tutti diavoli e strege

Li farcle diventare,

Che non possa vivere,
Non possa stare,

Che non abbia pit pace,
Ne a bere ne a mangiare,
Fino che Pamor mio

Alle porte di casa mia,
Non fanno ritornare ;
Non le diano pace,

E con altre donne

Non la facciano parlarc !

In English :—

<« Saint Eliseco, bald-headed one !
For a special favour I pray ;
"Tis said that boys once by a lion
Were eaten for you onc day ;

32
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Therefore I trust from your memory
1 shall not pass away.

Here in this cellar at midnight
Ever devoted and true,

I have brought some hair from my lover,
To make a wig for you :

And for all the hairs

Which I have taken away,

May just as many devils

About him ever play,

May he not live,

Or stand or think,

Or know any peace,

Or eat or drink

Until he shall come

Again to my door,

With true love returning

As once before,

Nor with other women

Make love any more ! ™

Truly a curious invocation, and a nice occupation for a Christian saint! But
who was this Elisao, or Eliseus? There was of yore a certain Jupiter Elicceus,
or Aclisaus, not unconnected with lions, who was well known in this same Tuscan
land ; but I leave all this to others. Elisha of the Bible was a wonderful worker
of miracles, and this may have established him as a magician among the Tuscans.

Saint Elia is Saint Elias. He appears in the following prescription and
invocation :—

“ To cure an affliction of the eyes, take three roots bound with a red ribbon, three leaves of trefoil
and then say :—
¢ Staceo queste trefoglie per Santo Elia,
Che il mal d'occhio mi mandi via.’

(‘ ¢TI take thesc three leaves by Saint Elias,
That he may banish the pain from my eyes.’)

““ Then take three peppercorns and a bit of cinnamon, three cloves, and a large handful of salt, and put
all to boil in a new earthenware pot, and let it boil for a quarter of an hour. During this time put your face
over it so that the eyes may be steamed, and keep making Ja castagna (the sign of the thumb between the
fingers) into the pot and say :—

c¢ <SRey che maladetto sia |
(Then spit thrice behind you)
Per Santo Elia, Santo Elia, Santo Elia !
Che il male degli occhi mi mandi via !’

*“ And this must be done for three days.”
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Another sorcerer-saint is Simeon. As he is sometimes called Simecone
Mago, there cannot be the least doubt that he is quite confused with
Simon the Magician ; in fact, I ascertained as much from a witch who was
much above the average of the common people as regarded education.
For when people are not encouraged to study the Bible, such little mistakes
are of unavoidable occurrence. But before I conclude this chapter I shall
show that there is a complete confusion in Italy between old sorcery and
Christianity, and that the priests, far from opposing it, in a way actually
encourage and aid it, on the principle that you can always sell more goods where
there is a rival in competition. The following was taken down word by word
from a witch :—

“IL. VECCHIO SIMEONE SANTO.

“This saint is a folletto—i.e., a heathen spirit. There are many of these
spirits who in witchcraft are called saints. And this is not all. For as you
invoke Simeon, so you may call other spirits fuccendo la Novena—repeating the
Novena.” (This is a Roman Catholic incantation, a copy of which was purchased
for me in a cross and rosary shop.) “ You simply substitute the name of a folletto
for Simeon—any spirit you want.

“But for Simon himself, when you go to bed you must repeat his Novena
three nights in succession at midnight.

“But you must be fearless (bisogna essere di coraggio), for he will come in
many forms or figures, dressed like a priest in white, or like a friar with a long
beard. But do not be afraid however he may change his form. Then he will
ask, ‘Cosa volete che mi avete scommodato?’ (‘What do you want, that you
trouble me thus?’) Then answer promptly whatever it may be that you require
—three numbers in the lottery, or where a hidden treasure is concealed, or how
you may get the love of a certain woman : gualunque fortuna si desidera—what-
ever fortune you desire.

“But be very careful in repeating the Novena not to err in a single syllable,
and to repeat it with a fearless mind (colla mente molto ferma), and so you will get
from him what you want. :

“But if you are not [fearless] and prompt to answer, he will give you a
stiaffo forte (a sound slap or cuff), so that the five fingers will remain marked on
your face—yes, and sometimes they never disappear.”

The Novena itself is as follows :—
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“ O gloriossissimo S. Vecchio Simeone che meritaste ed aveste 1a bella sorte di ricevere e portare
nella vostre fortunate braccie il Divin Pargoletto Gesti—I le annunziaste ¢ profetiziaste ¢ le vostre Profezic
furono sante veritai—Oh Santo concedetomi la grazia che vi addomando. - Amen.”

This is the inscription under a coloured print in which Saint Simon is
represented as clad in a grey skirt to the ground, a scarlet gown to the knee, a
yellow sash and girdle, and a kind of high mitred cap—quite such as was worn by
magi and sorcerers and Igyptian priests of yore—whence it came in the second
or third century with a mass of other Oriental propertics and wardrobes to the
Roman Catholic manager of the Grand Opera of Saint Peter.

This is the account of the spell as given by one who was a believer in this
hcathen Tuscan magic. In it we have, plainly and clearly, an old heathen spirit
or the magician Simon, who changed his forms like Proteus. It is very curious to
contrast this with the following Roman Catholic method of working the oracle, as
given in the Libretto di Stregonerie, a halfpenny popular, half-pious work.

“ I BUON VECCIHIO SIMEONE.

¢ Procure an image or statuette in plaster of this great saint, who presided at the circamcision of our Lord
Jesus Christ, with the old Saint Joseph and the Virgin Mary, both being the very much beloved progenitors of
the Lord God the Redeemer.

¢ It makes no difference if the image of the saint be of plaster or a picture, if we repeat the marvellous
Oration (Nowena) dedicated to him, and if according to the instructions in it we recite the customary prayer.

‘¢ And it is certain that after the Movena, the good old man will appear in some form, and give to the one
praying his request ; but what he principally bestows is lucky numbers in the lotiery.

¢“ There is no occasion to fear, for the saint generally appears in a dream while you sleep, and his forin
is so good and benevolent that there is no danger of awaking trembling and terrified.

““ The whole difficulty is to know how to decipher the exact meaning of the words and signs which the
saint will give. Many people miss their meaning, according to what many have experienced, so difficult is
it to decipher and unravel the problems or ¢ figurations.””*

There, reader, you have the two—take your choice. One is the downright
grim old hcathen classic Proteus Simon, who requires the courage of an old
Norse hero to face him, or one of the kind who—

¢ Ransacked the tombs of heroes old,
And falchions wrenched from corpses’ hold,”

while the other is all rose-water—sucré—and light pink ribbons. But you
should have scen the sorceress who prescribed the allopathic spell!  She /ooked

* It is a fact worth noting that in all religions of all ages the inspiring spirit of oracles, like Martin Van
Buren, the American President, seems to suffer from a decided inability to give a plain straightforward
answer to a plain question. The prophecies of the Old Testament, like those of the Pythoness, or Merlin,
or Thomas Nixon, or Mother Bunch, or Truc Thomas, or Nostradamus, are all frightfully muddled. T
believe that no theologian has ever accounted for this divine inability to speak directly or to the point.
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her part. One day I said to her that I wanted a photograph of a certain other
old woman professor of the art, but she must look animated like a witch. “ Oh,
you want her to look like THIS!” cried my oracle. And she put on for an instant
the witch-look—and, as Byron says of Gulleyaz, it was like a short glimpse of
liell.  She actually seemed to be another person. Then I realised what the
Pythia of yore must have looked like when inspired—or the old Etruscan sor-
ceress described in 7% Last Days of Pompeti—who was possibly an ancestress of
my friend. A photograph of ?Zaz? Why, it would be like the likeness of a devil
with the hydrophobia.

One day I gave a young woman an amulet—a stone in the form of a mouse—
for luck. Her first question was, “Will it enable me to win in the lottery?”
“For that,” I replied, “you must put it under your pillow, and pray to San
Simcone.” “Sz—sz” she eagerly cried, “I know the MNovena” When I mect
her some time after she declared that the mouse (which she was wearing in
a little red bag hung from her neck, but hidden), had promptly brought her a
prize in the lottery, and much other unexpected good luck.

What we have here are two forms of sorcery—one the old Roman-Etruscan,
and the other its modification under.Roman Catholic influence. I suspect that
the first was in the bcgi;ming purely Etruscan, but modified to agree with Simon
Magus. I have other forms of diabolical or heathen spells which are unquestion-
ably ante or anti-Christian, and which agree with it so much as to prove a
common origin. I will now proceed to “further instances.”

It is not remarkable that there should be saints half heathen in a country
where the established Christian religion itself makes extraordinary and frequent
éompromiscs with common sorcery and black witchcraft. In old times those
souls of men who had slain many victims were invoked above all others, the
belief being that they carried into the other world the audacious power which
they had won by blood. This foul and atrocious worship of dead criminals is
to-day in full action in Sicily with the cordial sanction of the priesthood, as the
rcader mmay learn in detail from a chapter in the Biblioteca delle Tradizioni
popolari Siciliane, edited by GIUSEPPE PiTRE, vol. xvii, Palermo, 1889. In it
we are told that when murderers and other atrocious criminals have been beheaded,
if they do but confess and reccive absolution before death, they are believed to
become a specially favoured kind of saints, who, if invoked when any one is in
danger of being robbed and slain, come down from heaven and aid the victim.
And this is carried so far that there is actually a chicsa delle anime de corpi
decollati (a“church of the souls of behecaded bodies”) in Palermo, with many
pictures of the holy miracles wrought by the sainted murderers. M. PiTRE has
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devoted twenty-five pages to this subject, showing the extent of this vilest form
of superstition and witchcraft, the zeal of its worshippers, and the degree to
which it is encouraged by the priests. There is a work entitled Saint Francis of
Assissi, Sacred Discourses, delivered by the Rev. FORTUNATO MONDELLO,
Palermo, 1874, in which such worship is commended and exalted with much
sham-second-hand fervour, in that wretched fervid style of writing, which
reminds one of third-rate plaster statues of saints in Jesuit churches of the last
century, which the sculptor attempts to make holy-sentimental but has only
succeeded in rendering spasmodically silly, There is, according to him, some-
thing exquisitely tender and beautiful in giving “to these pilgrims of eternity
when about to rise to heaven, the refreshment of that sublime word, “Sons of
penitence—fly—fly to glory!” “So religion ennobles and sanctifies their death
when they take the cross of the Redeemer,” &c., and so forth, as usual, when
the stream of such holy commonplaces is once turned on.

What this really 7s, is devil-worship. These saints have been the very scum
of Sicilian brigandance, outrage, robbery, and wickedness—incarnate fiends ; and
now, because they went through a mere form of words and were sprinkled and
oiled, they are adored like God, are prayed to, and their relations are proud of
them. In all this there does not appear a word as to their unfortunate victims.
No ; because these latter went straight to hell, having mostly died “in sin,”
without confession.

“It is believed about Naples or in Sicily, that a man will be safe not to go
to hell if he will take some flour, roll it up in a paper, carry it to a priest who lays
it on the altar near the cup and renders it potent with the words of the consecra-
tion ” (/éid., p. 142). This practice was condemned in 1638, but there are many
similar ceremonies still practised with the aid of priests. Thus in Florence if a
woman wishes to be with child, she goes to a priest and gets from him an
enchanted apple, after which she repairs to Saint Anna, /2 San 'Na who was
Lucina of Roman times, and r'epeats a prayer or spell. And all this is not
sorcery! Oh dear no—that is guste a different thing! Thana was in fact the
Etruscan Lucina, or goddess of birth, and Anna may be derived from this.
She was identical with Losna.

Saint Lawrence, or San Lorenzo, is another old heathen in disguise. He
was grilled on a gridiron. His day is the 1oth of August, when innumerable
children visit his church and turn three times round before the altar, or go round
it thrice for good luck, reciting orazion:, incantations, and prayers. “E ciascuna
volta far mostra d'uscise di Chiesa.”

This turning or going round for /uck is a remnant of the old worship of
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Fortune, and of the turning of her wheel. To this day in Sicily the turning a
kaife or spinning a chair is an invocation of Fortune according to Pitré.

To rccur to Simon, onc can hardly fail to inquire of him as the Christian
Saint of the Circumcision, since he performed the deed and Christ submitted to
it), giving us thercby a divine example, and since the circumcision is glorified in
every church, and in thousands of pictures, as in this Novena), why do not all
Catholics submit to it? Surely the Pope, cardin