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1 - Witchcraft Among the Ancients

Witchcraft has been classed properly as the world's oldest profession. Among the Australian
aborigines, who are the earth's most primitive people, the only professional class is the witch doctor,
who reputedly can kill victims at a distance or bring back a victim from the brink of death by
counteracting the evil efforts of afellow member of the craft.

Similar powers have been claimed by witches and their kind in every land in every period, and the
scope and complexity of the powers of witches have increased as man has attained higher levels of
civilization. But the basic pattern is the same and the potential — often solely for evil — is as great
whether the practitioner is an ignorant native squatting in the Australian bush or the "god" of a
modern witch coven disporting in aluxurious "temple" laden with the smoke of exotic incense and
buoyed up by LSD.

Among the services performed by the primitive Australian wizard is that of placing a stone in the fork
of atreeto hold up the setting sun long enough for hunters to return home before dark. African witch
doctors do exactly the same for atraveler starting out in the morning, prolonging hisday, at least in
his imagination. Australian witch doctors, working in concert, are said to make or break storms, either
bringing rain or diverting damaging winds, as the situation may demand; and the same power was
long attributed to English witches, though always with ill intent.

Australian bushmen have even sworn that they have seen those same witch doctors riding the clouds
they have summoned, which is not surprising, since European peasants long insisted that they often
spotted local witches skimming along the crests of hailstorms and even claimed to have brought some
down with gunfire.

While witchcraft was well-known throughout the ancient world, it really hit its stride among the
Romans, and it is from their period that much of modern witchery is derived. There are three
outstanding reasons for this: First, the Romans inherited a strong brand of witchcraft from the
Etruscans, who inhabited Italy before them. Next, the Romans were great borrowers from other
religions; whenever they conquered a nation, they felt free to take over its gods as well asits
government, and that included witch lore. Finally, as the empire spread, the Romans superimposed
their traditions upon those of other lands.

Peculiar to the Romans were the Lares and Penates, household gods that protected hearth and home;
though there were Lares and Penates that belonged to the state as well. In addition, the Romans
worshipped the Manes, spirits of their ancestors, who supposedly dwelt deep below the earth and
emerged through sacred pits on special days. Through witchcraft, the Manes could be raised as ghosts,
but they could also appear in dreams to give warnings of their own accord.

Sibyl, the witch of legend who lived to an age of a thousand years, guided the Trojan hero Aeneas to
Avernus, as the realm below was called, through a volcanic fissure in the area of Mt. Vesuvius. There
Aeneas met heroes of the past and saw those of the future, as yet unborn. It is said that some centuries
later that same Sibyl offered nine books of prophecy to King Tarquin at a price that he thought was far
too high. So she burned three and offered the remaining six at the same price. When Tarquin again



refused, she burned three more and still asked the original price for the last three. Then the king,
realizing his mistake, bought the three books, which thereafter were kept in the Temple of Jupiter in
Rome and consulted as oraclesin times of national emergency. Whenever the Sibylline Books failed
to yield an answer, the blame was placed on King Tarquin, for the assumption was that one of the lost
books could have provided it. But the Sibyl still ranked high in Roman estimation, even though the
books that she allegedly burned could very well have been blanks.

This legend shows how witchcraft was acknowledged and esteemed in ancient Rome. It has been
linked with the worship of Diana, the goddess of the moon, but it really belongs to Hecate, who was
Diana's antithesis. Whereas Diana danced in the moonlight, Hecate skulked in the dark of the moon.
What happened there in the darkness was dastardly, indeed. The Roman poet Horace gives a graphic
description of two haggard crones stalking the Esquiline cemetery, gathering ingredients for awitch's
brew. That done, they wailed awild chant to Hecate, followed by the slaughter of a black lamb, whose
blood was poured into a pit to invoke departed spirits. As snakes and hell-hounds appeared, one of the
witches threw a wax image representing avictim into ablazing fire. Asit melted to the
accompaniment of hideous howls from fleeting ghosts, so did the life of the intended victim wane.

The witch's brew itself served various purposes, and the more unsavory its contents, the better the
results. One such concoction, used for rejuvenation, was attributed to alegendary witch named
Medea. It included the dried skin of awater snake, hoar frost gathered by moonlight, the head and
wings of an owl, the entrails of awolf, chunks of tortoise shell, the head and beak of an ancient crow,
the liver from aliving stag, and other items too unpalatable to mention. Medea stirred the mixture
with a dried branch of an olive tree, which promptly bloomed, proving that the potion could restore
youth to a human being as well, which it did when properly administered.

Tales of this kind have been cited as evidence that witchcraft cannot be all bad; but more to the point,
it cannot be all good, either. From the time of Medea, ancient witches had away of tricking people
into quaffing what they thought was something pleasant, like alove potion, when in fact they had
gulped adeadly poison, the slower acting the better, asit gave the witch more time to taunt the dying
victim.

A noted authority on Etruscan lore, Charles G. Leland, aptly summed up the subject of witchcraft with
the comment, "The farther back we go, the darker and more vindictive it becomes." It is quite easy to
trace many seemingly innocent practices of today back to roots of atruly insidious sort. Always, too,
there is the prospect of some amost forgotten ancient rite erupting into some modern madness, just as
Medea's dried tree branch burst into fruitful bloom.

One striking phase of witchcraft that has been recurrent since antiquity is that of turning human beings
into animals or vice versa. The legendary pioneer in that practice was a princess hamed Circe.
Banished to alonely island for murdering her husband, she sought revenge by transforming visiting
navigators into lions, tigers, wolves, and eventually pigs. Some have questioned whether these
transformations were actual, or whether they took place only in the minds of the victims or persons
who saw them; either way, this could have indicated the use of hypnotic suggestion or the effect of
drugs, both of which figured in Roman witchcraft of alater era.



Belief in witchcraft had reached large proportions by the year A.D. 160, when a Roman author named
Lucius Apuleius wrapped it al up in astory called The Golden Ass, which was related as a series of
personal adventures and readily accepted as fact by the superstitious readers of that period. In the
course of his adventures, Apuleius traveled into aregion of Greece where witchcraft was notoriously
rampant. Stopping at the home of a wealthy man named Milo, he became enamored of Fotis, a serving
maid, who confidentially informed him that Milo's wife, Pamphile, was a witch and frequently turned
herself into abird and took off on nocturnal flights to meet with others of her ilk. All agog, Lucius
persuaded Fotis to provide him with a hiding place from which he could watch her mistress undergo
such atransformation.

Fotis agreed and L ucius watched Pamphile disrobe and cover her body with a special ointment that
she took from ajar. As she shook herself, she began to sprout feathers; her nose became a beak, her
toes turned into claws, and her arms took on the shape of wings. As she uttered aloud screech, Lucius
saw to his amazement that she had changed completely into a huge owl. Moments later, she had flown
out the window.

Here the narrator interpolated the touch that made his story seem valid. He felt that either his senses
had completely left him, or that he himself was the one who was bewitched — aline of reasoning that
was to persist through later centuries, when persons like Pamphile were accused of witchcraft.
Whether such transformations were real, or whether they took place only in the minds of the
onlookers, the accused would be blamed and forced to take the consequences.

When Lucius "came back to himself," as he aptly put it, he decided to make the only sure test. He
persuaded Fotis to bring him the ointment so that he, too, could become an owl and go flying off to
learn what was happening in the world of witches. Naturally, he wanted to be sure that he could be
transformed back into himself when he returned, and Fotis assured him that such a process would be
simple — she would give him adrink of water flavored with laurel leaves, which she always had
ready for her mistress when she returned. That was the sure antidote for the charm.

So Lucius shed his clothes and anointed himself lavishly, but when he flapped his arms, hoping to fly,
he found that his hands, instead of sprouting feathers from their fingertips, were hardening into a solid
mass. His feet and toes were doing the same, his face and jaws were becoming wide and monstrous
and his earslong and hairy. When he tried to utter an impressive screech, he brayed instead. Fotis had
brought the wrong jar. Lucius had become a donkey.

Though tempted to kick Fotisinto oblivion, Lucius restrained himself, since she was his only hope.
He listened patiently while she told him that if he ate some rose petals, he would become himself
again. Unfortunately, Fotis had neglected to pluck any roses during the day, but she promised to bring
some in the morning. So Lucius went to the stable and picked himself a stall for the night, thinking his
problems would soon be over.

Instead, they had only begun. During the night, a band of robbers broke into the house, found Milo's
treasure chest, and looted it. Their plunder was far more than they could carry, so they loaded the bulk
of it on Lucius and another donkey that they found in the stable. Then they headed for the hills.

L ucius, the donkey who could do everything but talk, was embarked on a series of frustrating



adventures that ended only when he resorted to silent prayer and was fed some roses by akindly priest
of Isis.

The Golden Ass, while replete with satire and ribaldry, still stands as a monumental landmark in the
history of witchcraft, because Lucius Apuleius personally learned it the hard way. Born in Africa, he
studied law in Rome and religion in Greece, and returned to Libya, where he married a rich widow.
Soon her relatives were accusing Apuleius of having used witchcraft to win her love, and of poisoning
her son in order to take over her estate.

Apuleius was charged with applying that ancient whammy, the Evil Eye, to several Libyan youths,
and brought to trial. But his accusers were able to produce only one victim. Apuleius, acting in his
own defence, calmly presented evidence to prove that the boy had been addicted to fits before he had
met him. He was also accused of possessing a special image of the sort used in witchcraft, but when
he offered it as an exhibit, close examination showed it to be a miniature statue of the god Mercury,
whom Apuleius had every right to worship.

In short, the case was virtually laughed out of court, but nobody laughed off witchcraft itself,
especially Apulelus. His acquittal was the one-in-a-thousand that pointed to the guilt of the nine
hundred and ninety-nine who were not smart enough to keep ajump ahead of their accusers.

One reason why the witches of antiquity frequented cemeteries was because there they could obtain
parts of newly buried bodies to use in mixing brews and ointments. It was much better, of course, to
get at the bodies before they were buried, but that could be very difficult if close watch was kept over
acorpse until the time of itsinterment. Still, the wily witches found ways to accomplish their
gruesome aim.

According to an authoritative account by Apuleius, ayoung man was once hired to watch over a body
during the night. Warned that any witches seeking to dismember it might come and go in the form of
animals, birds, or even insects, he was particularly on the lookout for dogs or mice, as they were
creatures that would cause the least suspicion, but all he spotted was a small weasel, which he chased
away whenever it appeared. Between times, he noted that the corpse was undisturbed, so when people
arrived in the morning, he proudly boasted that his vigil had succeeded. But close scrutiny in the
daylight showed that the nose, lips and ears had been skillfully severed from the dead face and
replaced with replicas made from wax. One or more witches, playing the part of aweasel, had done
the ghoulish job piecemeal, covering each step before taking the next.

Such hideous practices are associated with a special breed of ancient witches known as Lamias.
Lamia, alegendary queen of Libya, had had her children stolen by the goddess Juno. Thereupon
Lamia began to kill other children and so gained the power of perpetual rejuvenation by feasting on
human blood. A "Lamia" thus came to mean any witch or demon with similar proclivities, and
therefore is generally recognized as the forerunner of the modern vampire.

Whether demon or human, a Lamia used witchcraft to assume a seductive beauty that would lure
susceptible youths into her power. Apollonius of Tyana, a philosophical mystic who slightly antedated
Lucius Apuleius, was credited with breaking up the wedding of a young man named Menippus and a



beautiful woman from Corinth by denouncing the bride-to-be as the Lamia she really was.

That was easy then, and till is, provided you can apply a whammy of your own. Apollonius had the
formula. All he had to do was prove that beauty was only skin deep by snatching away the Lamia's
mask and revealing either the leering visage of a hellish demon or the haggard countenance of a
superannuated witch. Either way, Apollonius could not lose. But still, the Lamia beat him to the
punch. She gave a shriek and disappeared intact, along with the sumptuous surroundings of the
wedding party that she had provided, including a host of servants as nebulous as herself.

If al thesetales read like a flashback to an age of myth and fable, it is. But every item so far
mentioned had a deep significance for the future. Some of these ancient practices have continued
through until today and may carry over to tomorrow, perhaps even more strongly than before.



2 - The Druidsand Their Legends

As the Roman Empire spread, so did Roman ideas and traditions, among them witchcraft. It did not
just have to go with the Romans,; sometimes it was there ahead of them, waiting, willing, and wanting
them to catch up with it which, naturally, they did. Often the Romans identified the local godsin
terms of their own, for the fact that the Romans were the victors proved that the gods were on their
side, and that in itself was sufficient reason for the vanquished nations to accept the Roman rule. In
short, Roman domination was furthered by making due allowance for the superstitions of the
conguered peoples; and that included witchcraft.

One notable exception was Britain, where the real rulers consisted of a cult of robed and bearded
mystics called Druids, who practiced potent witchcraft of their own. They performed their rites out of
doors, either amid great circles of massive stone monuments, such as those at Avesbury and
Stonehenge, or in the shelter

of sacred groves of oak trees. The Druids were supposedly the offshoots of a much earlier race of sun
worshippers, the real builders of the monuments; but it was definitely known that the Druids
themselves practiced afire ritual in which human beings were sacrificed. Only desperate criminals
were supposed to be thrown into the flames, but there was no telling what the Druids might do if they
ran out of such timber. Then, any hapless person might be sacrificed.

That, at least, was the argument the Romans used against the Druids. What really worried the Romans
were the claims the Druids made; claims which their followers implicitly accepted. Supposedly, the
Druids could turn people into stones, like the circles of monoliths where they held their rites. They
could raise fogs and create clouds from which they could bring down showers of fire and even blood.
They could cause darkness and floods, provide antidotes for poisoned darts, and, best of al, produce
tempests strong enough to scatter any enemy fleet that dared approach their shores.

When Julius Caesar invaded Britain in 55 B.C., he met with resistance from the moment he landed,
largely because the Britons relied on the Druids to back them. Once established, Caesar sent for
cavalry to reinforce his army but, true to form, the Druids raised a tempest that scattered the Roman
fleet asit neared the shore, wrecking the ships so badly that the Romans barely managed to piece
enough together to withdraw their forces to the mainland.

Caesar came back in 54 B.C., so fully arrayed that the Britons retired before his army's advance. But
when they finally gave battle, another tempest — of Druid origin, no doubt! — drove the Romans
back to the coast and forced them to begin all over. Caesar termed this expedition a " conquest,” but
after the tribes submitted one by one, he left Britain and never returned; nor did the Romans attack the
island again for nearly a hundred years.

Then, in the wake of a new invasion, the Emperor Claudius arrived with aforce so formidable that
resistance was impossible. He occupied the native capital of Camulodunum (now the city of
Colchester), and Roman legions fanned out from the site of modern London, establishing
encampments, encouraging settlers, and driving the Druids into the remote hinterlands. Claudius, on
his return to Rome, was honored as a god under the name of Brittanicus in recognition of this



achievement.

To give the Britons some form of worship, atemple to Claudius was erected in Camulodunum, with a
statue of Victory inits midst. That was a double insult. Brought up to worship nature in the great
outdoors, the Britons could not comprehend the confinement of a god within atemple; and the mere
sight of Victory in frozen, statuesque form, made them realize that they, the vanquished, were still
very much alive. They only wished the Druids would do something about it. So the Druids did.

One sunny day in Camulodunum, the statue of Victory toppled from its pedestal, landed flat on its
face and cracked apart. The Britons, knowing nothing of leverage, gunpowder, TNT, or atomic
energy, did not have to guess why it happened, because they knew why it did. The Druids did it —
and that was that.

So revolt broke out all over Britain. Everything that the Romans had established was torn down,
including the Temple of Claudius, alias Deus Brittanicus. However, after the Romans pulled
themselves out of the ruins of everything, including Londinium, as they then called London, they went
out to find the Druids.

They found them on the Isle of Mona, off the northwest coast of Wales. The island, now called
Anglesey, was separated from the mainland by a narrow channel easily crossed by flat-bottomed
boats. Asthefirst wave of Romans landed, they were met by a motley army, consisting of the Druids
themselves, surrounded by their hard-core followers, including black-clad women with disheveled
hair, who rushed about screaming like the Furies and brandishing lighted torches in the faces of the
foe.

The robed Druids topped it by raising their hands and eyes to heaven and delivering aloud, weird
chant to bring down fire from the sky. Thus encouraged, their armed followers charged the stupefied
Romans and would have driven them back into the water but for the fact that new boatloads of arrivals
goaded the front ranks forward. The Romans went into action and, when the heavens failed to deliver
the anticipated fire, the result was a wholesale slaughter of the Druids and their fanatical followers.

The Romans established an encampment on the island and chopped down the sacred grove where the
Druids had held their rites. Though their power as a cult was broken, the scattered remnants of the
Druids continued to practice witchcraft and hold secret ceremonies in caverns and forests throughout
the remote provinces that marked the fringe of Roman domination, which ended about the year 400.
But by then Christianity had gained a hold in Britain, so there was no strong reversion to Druidism.

Instead, many Druid traditions were absorbed into British folklore, along with Roman superstitions,
thereby accounting for tales of elves, gnomes, goblins and various forms of fairy folk. These traditions
were mixed with the primitive beliefs of the Angles and the Saxons who invaded Britain after the
departure of the Romans, driving many of the native Britons into exile. In the course of afew
centuries, these newcomers blended with the populace and adopted Christian ways, but many of the
old customs still prevailed.

The centuries from the year 500 to 1000 have been aptly termed the "Dark Ages’ of European history,



due to the disintegration of the Roman Empire and the culture that it represented. So many valuable
artifacts and records, which could have shed light on the era, were destroyed by barbarian hordes, that
whatever records did remain were amingling of fact and fancy. English history provides an
outstanding example of this blending in the Arthurian Legend, which is of special interest here
because it is replete with tales of witchcraft that bridge the gap between ancient and modern beliefs
and superstitions.

The real King Arthur was probably a British commander in the service of the Romans, who rallied the
native chieftains about him when the legions were withdrawn, thus becoming the nominal king of a
temporarily united Britain. The coalition apparently held off the early Teutonic invaders during
Arthur'sreign, but later, the Britons were driven to the wilds of Wales and Cornwall, from where
many eventually sailed for the French coastal region of Armorica, across the English Channel, and
founded a colony from which the name Brittany is derived.

Thus, as bards sang the praises of King Arthur through the ensuing centuries, they wove in tales of
other heroes until a mighty monarch emerged as head of a heroic band of knights whose exploits were
drawn from Roman, Briton, Welsh, Breton, Anglo-Saxon and even Scandinavian lore. By the year
1100, English historians were accepting many of these composite claims as facts and describing the
court of King Arthur in terms of the rising chivalry of their own period. But the tales of witchcraft
came from those earlier days and their fanciful notions still persisted.

The Arthurian Legend centered about a mythical wizard named Merlin, who packed as much mystic
power as awhole den of Druids. He was credited with having transported the huge stone monoliths at
Stonehenge from some remote spot across the sea. It was Merlin who provided a marble block
containing a mysteriously imbedded sword which Arthur drew from the stone to prove his right to the
throne.

King Arthur and his knights frequently encountered witchcraft, good and bad, in the course of their
adventures. Once, King Arthur met a warlock disguised as a knight, who suggested a duel in which
each, in turn, would have a chance to chop off his opponent's head. He gave King Arthur first turn,
and with a single stroke, the king sent the warlock's head rolling on the floor; but the warlock's body
sprang after it and his hands placed it back on his neck as good as ever.

The pretended knight gave King Arthur ayear to put his affairsin order, before taking histurn to be
beheaded. To worry Arthur further, the warlock posed ariddle: What is it that a woman desires most
in the world? If the king came back with the right answer, he would call off the duel. All during the
year, King Arthur pondered the riddle with the knights of his Round Table, but none of their guesses
sounded satisfactory. So at the end of the year he set out for his appointment with doom, with little
hope of returning.

On the way, the king met aweird old witch who not only recognized him, but knew of his problem
and the answer to the riddle. That which awoman most desires, the old crone cackled, is to have her
will. Aiding Arthur even more, she also revealed the secret of the warlock's immunity to sword
strokes. Instead of carrying hislifein his body, the imitation knight kept it in asmall crystal ball
inside alarge locket that hung from a chain around his neck. At the warlock's castle, King Arthur



answered the riddle, snatched the locket from the warlock's neck and broke the crystal it contained,
whereupon the conniving warlock dropped dead.

The amulet of the Arthurian legend may have its roots in Druid witchcraft, for they wore large beads
of striped colored glass, called "adder eggs"’ or "snake stones," which they claimed were generated by
serpents and could only be gathered on a certain day of the moon. These, when worn, were regarded
as charms against various ailments, sometimes even death. Asfor the life of a person residing in such
an object rather than his own body, that notion of an "external soul" could have been brought to
England by the Romans, for it isfound in ancient Italian witch lore. Or it might have come from
Norway viathe Hebrides Islands, for it belongs to Norse legend, too; while other fantastic versions
have been told throughout the Orient.

Asareward for giving King Arthur the warlock's secret, the old witch demanded the right to marry a
knight of the Round Table. When she chose Sir Gawain, King Arthur's nephew, he not only accepted
his fate, but treated the old crone with all the courtesy due a bride. The respect Gawain accorded the
crone broke a spell that had bewitched her and she turned back into the beautiful woman she was
originaly. This, too, was typical of the witchcraft of the period.

Beautifully bewitching women abound in Arthurian lore, and sometimes even the power of a
sorcerer's magic meets its match at afair woman's hand, as Merlin himself found to be true. Merlin's
first — and most regrettable — mistake was to choose a damsel named Vivien as an apprentice. Once
having learned his secrets, Vivien wasted no time in binding Merlin with one of his own spells. So
doing, she went on her merry way and established herself in an enchanted castle with aretinue of
servants — and there began her woeful deeds. ... Vivien attended a tournament which was won by a
knight named Sir Sagron; but instead of being swayed by Vivien's wiles, he bestowed the victor's
chaplet upon alocal beauty, the Lady Lesolie. Viven, greatly piqued, promptly put an enchantment on
afountain near Lady Lesolie's castle, so that if anyone poured water on a slab beside it, aviolent
storm would arise and deluge the area.

When aknight in quest of adventure stopped at Vivien's castle, she dyly directed him to the enchanted
fountain where he unwittingly raised a storm by pouring water on the slab. Promptly Sir Sagron
arrived and challenged him to combat, in behalf of the Lady L esolie, whose domain had been
damaged.

A knight of the Round Table, Sir Uwaine, undertook the adventure at Vivien'sinstigation; and in the
conflict that followed, Sir Sagron finally met more than his match. When Sir Uwaine nearly unhorsed
him with a tremendous sword stroke, Sir Sagron, realizing he had suffered a mortal blow, fled for the
safety of Lady Lesolie's castle. Sir Uwaine pursued him through the entrance, where the warder let the
portcullis fall, killing Uwaine's horse and trapping him within a grilled gate.

That night, while Sir Sagron lay dying, a damsel named Elose approached the gate and slipped
Uwaine aruby ring, telling him to wear it with the stone turned inward. Uwaine did and became
invisible, so that in the morning, when men-at-arms opened the gate to look for him, he walked out
safely and unseen. Uwaine later returned the magic ring to Elose and she introduced him to the Lady
Lesolie, to whom he offered his services as Defender of the Fountain, as a replacement for the dead



Sir Sagron.

A romance devel oped between Uwaine and Lesolie, but as their wedding day approached, he felt it his
duty to make a brief trip to Camelot and report to King Arthur. On the way, he made the mistake of
stopping at Vivien's castle; and the sorceress, as a pledge of her friendship and good faith — elements
entirely lacking in her nature — gave him aring with ayellow stone, probably a chrysolite, which
immediately caused him to forget all that had happened since his previous visit. So Uwaine might
never have returned to claim his bride, but for the fact that he stopped overnight at a hut frequented by
aband of thieves, who attacked him while he slept and robbed him of all his valuables, including the
ring of forgetfulness. Immediately he recalled the Lady Lesolie and returned to her castle and married
her, despite Vivien's treachery.

Those were but two forms of belief in the power of magic rings, out of dozens dating from ancient
times, with various gems figuring in other forms of witchcraft, such as giving immunity to poison,
inspiring happy dreams, increasing wisdom and improving eyesight. In contrast, some could bring
misfortune, like Vivien's gift to Uwaine, but that was something the donor never mentioned.

If the skeptics of the Arthurian Era needed anything to convince them that witchcraft existed, nature
itself provided the affirmative answer. Just as the Roman god Jupiter hurled down his shafts of
lightning, so did Thor, the Teutonic thunder god, but usually with alouder rumble. Eclipses of the sun
or moon, appearances of the aurora borealis, otherwise known as the northern lights, and other such
natural phenomena were also attributed to supernatural forces.

One of the most notable casesin point involved King Arthur's sister, Morgana Le Fay, who was
amost as well-versed in witchcraft as Merlin. She and her followers were supposed to dwell on a
floating island called Avalon, which drifted far out to sea, but occasionally came so close to shore that
it could be seen from the mainland. Observers gazed in awe at the castellated walls of the mystic city,
with turrets and towers surrounded by green groves and sloping lawns. Often, viewers claimed that
they heard elfin voices raised in song, coming across the placid seafrom Avalon; but that touch was
sheer imagination.

What they thought was afairy isle was actually a mirage, the inverted image of some headland, such
as Land's End or another British promontory, whose cliffs produced the illusion of towering walls
rising above grassy, tree-studded slopes. Word of that enchanted land spread far during the years and
Morgana must have decided to steer Avalon southward during the winter season, for the floating
island made occasional appearancesin the Straits of Messina, between Italy and Sicily, usually being
viewed from the Italian town of Reggio, where it was known by the name of Fata Morgana.

According to legend, when King Arthur was mortally wounded in battle, Morgana Le Fay carried him
by boat to Avalon, where heis supposedly still living, due to the potency of her witchcraft, waiting for
the day when Britain will need his services again. Meanwhile, the Isle of Avalon has extended its
cruising range, for only about half a century ago, strollers on the boardwalk at Atlantic City saw the
Fata Morgana floating offshore in all its castellated glory.

Apparently, Morgana had either improved her witchcraft or had put propellers on Avalon in order to



make a transatlantic voyage. But such notions faded away like the isle itself, when experts on mirages
identified it as the reflected image of Rehobeth Beach, Delaware, aresort |ocated south of the New
Jersey coast.

An equally fantastic phenomenon, dating from the days of the Druids, or earlier, concerns the gigantic
guardians of the Brocken, the highest peak of the Harz Mountainsin Saxony. There, witches galore
were supposed to assemble on May Day and Midsummer Eve to perform ancient rites akin to those
attributed to the Druids at Stonehenge. Other summits served as similar gathering places, but the
Brocken was the most fearful of all. Among the grotesque formations of granite found there are the
"Witch's Chair" and the "Devil's Pulpit,” which undoubtedly had earlier names of equally grim
significance.

In contrast to the Isle of Avalon, which no ordinary mortal could even approach, the Brocken was
easily accessible. But no one dared to climb it, except in broadest daylight, for the King of the
Brocken took charge at night and sometimes his huge, spectral figure could be seen looming from the
mists that gathered in the early dawn, occasionally flanked by equally formidable companions. Sight
of such towering guardians invariably scared away the boldest climbers; and all during the period of
witchceraft persecutions in Germany, which began about 1500 and persisted for nearly three centuries,
the legend of the Brocken grew in proportion to the size of its weird custodians.

It was not until comparatively modern times that this strange phenomenon was both confirmed and
explained ailmost simultaneously. Mountain climbers, who no longer believed in witchcraft, began
ascending the Brocken to view the sunrise; and an inn was established there to accommodate them
overnight. One man who happened to get up early caught the reflection of the sunrise from low
hanging clouds and mist; there, to his amazement, he saw the huge specter, bigger even than the
fanciful reports. A wind was stirring and, as the man recoiled, it blew away his hat. He made an
Instinctive grab and the mammoth figure did the same.

The viewer knew then that he was looking at a projected image of himself, magnified against the mist
where it was cast. He hurriedly summoned the innkeeper and when they reached the spot where he
had seen the specter, two were there to greet them and mimic al their actions. That explained why
superstitious witnesses of an earlier period had seen two or more such phantom shapes. The more
viewers, the more reflections, and therefore the more giants.

Of such stuff are legends made, particularly when witchceraft is supposedly involved. But many
centuries were to pass before the age of science dawned to counteract such beliefs. What happened
during those years between, our next chapters will reveal.



3 - Witchcraft Comes of Age

When Europe emerged from the Dark Agesin the year A.D. 1000, the art of witchcraft took on as
many aspects as there were customs of the countries to which it spread. Among other things,
witchcraft became either the toy or the tool of the ruling classes, and for atime, it was tolerated; that
IS, until it raised problems that demanded drastic action.

In the centuries encompassing the Roman Empire, stern edicts against witchcraft were essential soon
after the establishment of Christianity as the state religion, for witchcraft represented areturn to the
worship of Diana, whose very existence, along with the rest of the Greek and Roman pantheon, was
no longer recognized. But in England, France, and Germany, it marked a merging of Roman and local
traditions that promised to cancel each other out when Christianity increased its hold.

An interesting case of how Roman methods of witchcraft were adapted by the English isfound in the
tale of Sir Marrok, which though legendary, is an accurate recital of the superstitious beliefs and
practices in England, from the Arthurian eraon. Sir Marrok, off for the Saxon wars, |eft the Lady Irma
(whom he married after hisfirst wife's death) in charge of his castle and his young son. When reports
arrived of Marrok's death in battle, Irma dismissed his trusted servants and sent the boy away to parts
unknown, intending to take over the castle for her own.

Unexpectedly, Sir Marrok returned, alive. Lady Irmareceived him cordially, explained that his son
was asleep and offered him a goblet of spiced wine. As he drank, grayish hair spread on his face,
which in turn became a muzzle, and his hands and feet were transformed into paws. He landed
bewildered on all fours and saw himself reflected in amirror as alean gray wolf. Before he could turn
on the woman who had bewitched him, her shrill call brought a squad of armed retainers and the wol f
was lucky to outrun them from the castle and escape into the surrounding forest.

During the ensuing years, the great gray wolf not only eluded all hunters; he outfought the biggest
wolves he encountered and drove their packs from the forest. He also sprang surprise attacks on
outlaws, killing enough to discourage others from remaining in that vicinity. He even set fire to the
huts of warlocks and witches who served Lady Irma. But he was wise enough never to venture near
the castle.

Then late one afternoon, the bewitched Marrok saw a young knight riding toward the castle and from
his accoutrements, the observant wolf decided that it was his own son, come back to claim his
patrimony. Knowing the fate that awaited the youth, Marrok desperately pawed his way to a secret
exit from the castle that he had avoided during all those years. He worked hisway up to an
underground chamber and there he found his own sword, cloak and armor on permanent exhibit,
across from a shelf where awax image of an owl gazed unblinkingly from above three lighted
candles, colored respectively red, green and blue. But above, on a higher shelf, stood the hardened
figurine of alone gray wolf. With one swing of his forepaw, Sir Marrok knocked the clay image from
its perch, and as it cracked on the stone floor, he became — this time not to his surprise — his own
familiar self, Sir Marrok.

Grabbing his cloak and sword, Sir Marrok rushed up to the great hall, where he found Lady Irma



proffering a chalice to the young knight, saying, "Pledge me in thiswine, Sir Knight, and | shall tell
thee where to find thy father." No pledge was needed. Papa was aready there, swinging his sword
toward the chalice, hoping to break it. But Irma, fast as ever, was ahead of him. She snatched it away,
gulped its contents and flew hooting out through a high window that she had fortunately left open asa
quick exit for Marrok's son.

This furnishes a good clue to what was going on in England at that time. Spiced wine that turned
knights into wolves or witches owls were dlightly on the fantastic side; but there were more prosaic
concoctions as well, such as love philtres and death potions, with a whole range of mixtures that
served in-between purposes and worked slowly or swiftly, as preferred, but always surely.

In later centuries, these brews were to gain recognition on their own merits, but during the Middle
Agesthey were generally regarded as adjuncts to witchcraft, with their potency depending on
gruesome ingredients stirred at the right time of the moon. When administered, they were usually
fortified by a glare of the Evil Eye or the muttering of some mumbo jumbo that served as an
Incantation.

While the secrets of witchcraft could be taught to willing pupils, contact with more virulent sources
was essential to make the initiate function to his fullest; and sometimes warlocks and witches cropped
up so unexpectedly that they appeared to be self-made. With Diana and her sinister opposite, Hecate,
branded as myths along with the Norse and Teutonic deities, theol ogians were confronted with a real
dilemma. To class witchcraft itself as sheer imagination would be to deny the potency that it
obviously possessed. To allow its practice would be a direct reversion toward the outlawed pagan
worship with which it was so solidly linked.

So they blamed it on the Devil, as head of a horde of demons and lesser imps, whose activities
expanded in proportion to the reported facts that could be attributed to them. Any assemblage of
witches could thus be condemned as aform of devil-worship, but it was quite as easy for anyone to
form an individual pact with the Devil or one of his subordinates. Among the latter was a specific type
of male demon known as an incubus, which supposedly haunted women in their sleep; and to whose
nocturnal forays the birth of witches and warlocks was attributed. The female equivalent of the
incubus was called a succuba and caused similar problems where men were concerned.

Vivid nightmares were often blamed on these demons, although they may have served as alibis where
actual lechery was involved. Their prevalence was partly explained by the claim that a group of incubi
and succubae had long ago taken over an island in the Mediterranean as their very own and that the
present inhabitants were therefore a race of full-fledged demons, capable of taking off on flights
throughout the world and doing their usual mischief wherever they happened to land.

Confirmation of such theories was built into the Merlin legend. It istold that the Devil approached a
pious young woman during an unguarded moment and thus Merlin was engendered. The purpose of
this liaison was to provide the world with a human fiend possessed of such hellish powers that he
could stop therising tide of Christianity; but an alert priest baptized the infant Merlin so promptly
after birth that his Satanic sire was thwarted. Merlin still possessed his diabolical talents, but instead
of using them for evil, he became the champion do-gooder of his era.



Shortly after the year 1000, asimilar, but far more plausible story was built around areal-life
personage, Robert, Duke of Normandy, popularly known as "Robert the Devil." His mother, wanting
another child and finding that prayers were to no avail, implored the Devil to grant her wish. Robert
was born soon afterward and though generally conceded to be the true son of the current duke, he
acted as though he were the Devil's own. He was reputedly versed in witchcraft and even in his youth,
he became both the hero and the villain of fantastic adventures that studded his singularly sinful and
ferocious career. His brother, Richard, inherited the dukedom in 1026 and when he died mysteriously
two years later, Robert took over in his stead.

Whether Richard died from poison or witchcraft (which often were one and the same), Robert was
generally suspected of the crime, although it was never proven. However, several years later, he set
out on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, which was regarded as aform of penance. As his successor, he
named his young son William, whose mother was a tanner's daughter who had succumbed to Robert's
blandishments during one of his devilish misadventures. Robert died while in Syriaand William
became Duke of Normandy, later to claim the throne of England and gain it as William the
Conqueror.

William, too, was frequently suspected of using witchcraft to achieve hisaims. Duke Alain of
Brittany, who acted as regent during William's minority, died very suddenly; and years later, when
William was about to embark for the conquest of England, Alain's son, Conan, turned against him,
claiming that Alain should have been the rightful ruler of Normandy, but that William had poisoned
him. Rather than leave Normandy open to attack by Duke Conan, William sent conciliatory messages
back and forth by a mutual friend and trouble was averted.

Shortly thereafter, an infection appeared on Conan's hands and when he unthinkingly stroked his face,
it spread there, too, so rapidly that he soon died from the effects of a mysterious and virulent poison.
Hisfollowers were of the opinion that while Conan was preparing areply to William's last message,
the messenger sprinkled a special powder in the duke's gloves and on his horse's reins. But the charge
remained unproven.

Other rumors, however, were equally to William's discredit. The province of Maine was ruled by
Count Herbert, whose brother Walter, the next in line, died quite suddenly. Soon afterward, Count
Herbert also died under mysterious circumstances, and with Walter already gone, the province went to
William.

So it was little wonder that Duke William was generally regarded as a worthy son of "Robert the
Devil" and theillegitimacy of his birth added to the sinister touch. All through hislife, luck and
omens favored him and he made the most of them. In 1066, he timed hisinvasion of England to the
appearance of agreat comet and it proved to be his lucky star. When he landed on the English coast,
he tripped as he came ashore and a moan came from the superstitious Normans, who took it to be a
bad sign. But the moans changed to cheers when William came to his feet, clutching afistful of sand
and proclaiming it atoken that al the remaining land of England would be his, which it rapidly
became.

Y et William, like his father, affected a pious attitude that would have disclaimed witchcraft entirely, if



he hadn't used it when the time was ripe. A die-hard Saxon named Hereward, popularly termed
"Hereward the Wake," defied the Normans until they drove him to the Isle of Ely, in the heart of the
marshy fenlands. When the Normans tried to build causewaysto get at Hereward, his men sprang up
apparently from nowhere, with sudden attacks that smacked of witchcraft.

To counteract that, William, ever resourceful, and perhaps equally sure of his diabolic ancestry,
ordered atower to be built in the heart of the disputed fenlands. There, he installed a resident witch
whose job was to overwhelm the fenlanders with spells more powerful than any they could produce.
Good thinking on William's part, as he probably figured that the Saxons hadn't any worthwhile spells
to begin with.

Except they didn't need spells. They simply crawled through the rushes, and set fire to them, directly
under the wooden tower, sending it up in flames and taking the witch along with it. By the time the
Normans had recovered from the shock, the incendiaries were off through the brakes to rejoin
Hereward on his final flight from the fens. That was one witch burning that was really justified.

The pattern of witchcraft in high places was strongly evidenced during the next few centuries, but its
constant tendency was to spread to lower circles of society. As robber barons and feudal lords rose to
the rank of kings, they passed laws against its practice, often for their own protection, since they had

become so powerful that witchcraft was one of the few remaining ways their rivals could undermine

them.

When such attempts were made, the instigators, in their turn, generally delegated the work to
subordinates or secret accomplices, so asto be clear of blame if things backfired. Also, if they
believed in witchcraft, they preferred to leave it to hands more skillful than their own; while if they
doubted it and were merely plotting an insurrection or assassination, a pretence of witchcraft was a
good way to play on the gullibility of their followers and rouse them to fanatical action.

Most attractive of all, from the standpoint of the lawmakers themselves, was the chance this gave
them to beat prospective plotters to the punch by the simple expedient of accusing them of doing the
very thing they would have liked to do. Persons paid to spread rumors of a plot would name higher
ups from whom confessions, wrung by torture, named those still higher, until it reached the level of
someone whose property it would be worth confiscating.

The best way to appreciate the viciousness of this circle is through a brief survey of some of the more
spectacular witchcraft cases as reported in the early years of the fourteenth century: In the year 1323,
some shepherd dogs attracted attention at a cross-roads on the outskirts of Paris, where they kept
whining and digging at a patch of ground despite all efforts to call them off. Their owners dug there
and pried up some stones under which they found a strongly constructed box containing a large black
cat with a supply of food and some articles used in religious rites.

Two tubes ran from the box to the ground above, furnishing the cat with air; and the scent from those
had caused the dogs to dig. The police were notified and questioned all the carpentersin the
surrounding villages until they found one who remembered making the box for a man named Jean
Prevost. Prevost was arrested and after being given the customary torture, he admitted that he and an



accomplice named De Persant had been employed by the Abbot of Sarcellesto find out who had
stolen some money from him and that they were using witchcraft for that purpose. Their procedure
called for leaving the cat in the box for three days, then killing it and cutting its skin into long, thin
strips so asto form a charmed circle. From within the circle, they were to invoke a demon called
Berich; and once he appeared, he would reveal the desired details.

The fact that they had been forestalled before going through with the malevolent ceremony apparently
delayed thetrial, for Prevost died before it was completed; but De Persant was convicted soon
afterward and was burned alive, along with the body of his dead partner in witchcraft. The abbot,
though perhaps more a dupe than a guilty party, was sentenced to prison along with some other
persons who admitted knowing of the transaction. In the year 1323, when England was suffering
under the misrule of King Edward Il and his chief advisor, Hugh Despenser, and the latter's son, also
named Hugh, a group of men in Coventry turned to witchcraft as a means to end the nation's woes.
Headed by a man named Richard Latoner, they chose Hallowe'en as an appropriate night to visit John
of Nottingham, a veteran warlock, and make a proposal which he readily accepted.

John was supplied with wax, canvas and other materials, along with enough food for several months,
so that he and an accomplice named Robert Mareschal could set up shop in an old deserted manor
house outside Coventry. The place, which was reputedly haunted, was ideal for their clandestine
operations, which involved the fashioning of lifelike images of their prospective victims. These were
seven in al: King Edward, the two Despensers, the Prior of Coventry and two lesser prelates, with an
extra figurine representing a court favorite named Richard de Sowe, who was chosen for experimental
purposes, since he was generally detested.

The warlock and his apprentice must have gathered many weird ingredients from graveyards and
elsewhere during baleful periods of the moon, for their work was not completed until the following
spring. The figures, too, were exact to the last detail, even including a miniature crown on the head of
the image representing the king. Late one spring night, after all was complete, John of Nottingham
showed Robert Mareschal a curiously fashioned pin made of pure lead and thrust it into the head of
the experimental puppet.

In the morning, John told Robert to stop by the house where Richard de Sowe lived and find out how
the witchcraft was doing. It was doing very well, but Richard wasn't. He had awakened screaming in
the night and was now practically out of his mind, unable to recognize anyone. His delirium continued
intermittently during the next three weeks, until John of Nottingham decided to ease Richard's
torment.

Again with Robert Mareschal as witness, the warlock drew the curious pin from the puppet's head;
then, as an afterthought, he thrust it into the figure's heart. Next day, when Robert stopped at the de
Sowe house, he learned that Richard's delirium had ended, but that he was confined to bed, suffering
from severe chest pains. Three days later, Richard de Sowe died, apparently from a heart attack.

All was then ready to begin work on the figures of the king and his ministers, much to the joy of
Richard Latoner and his two dozen associates. But they, along with John of Nottingham, had
overlooked the weak link in their chain — Robert Mareschal; either his frequent calls at the de Sowe



house had roused suspicion by the authorities, or he had been so shaken by the result of John of
Nottingham's witchcraft that he went to the constabulary himself and revealed the whole conspiracy.

Mass arrests followed. John of Nottingham and Robert Mareschal were charged with murder by
witchceraft; but Richard Latoner and his associates denied any complicity, so the trial was delayed
until some timein 1325. By then, John of Nottingham had conveniently died in jail and although
Robert Mareschal was sentenced to a prison term, his unsupported testimony was not enough to
convict Richard Latoner or any of his group.

There was still the matter of conspiring against the life of King Edward 11 and his principal ministers,
the Despensers, who all were anxious to press charges against the Coventry plotters. But more delays
followed and, by the end of 1326, arevolt of the English barons resulted in the capture and execution
of both Despensers, followed by the deposition and murder of Edward |1 in Berkeley Castle the next
year. S0, seemingly, crime triumphed over witchcraft, or vice versa, though the two could have been
hand in glove.

Ireland, too, underwent a fantastic witchcraft scandal at this same time. Lady Alice Kyteler, who lived
near Kilkenny, had been married to a wealthy banker named William Outlaw, who had died around
the year 1300, leaving her a son, William, Junior. Following that, she had three more husbands, each
with children of their own. Every new spouse apparently was eager to marry the wealthy widow, but
after two had died mysteriously and the third was practically on his death bed, it became painfully
evident that she was diverting their wealth, as well as her own, to her son.

This was confirmed by citizens of Kilkenny who noted that on certain evenings, toward twilight, Lady
Alice assiduously swept quantities of rubbish from along the street, piling it up in front of her son's
door, while she repeated alow chant:

To the house of William, my son,
Hie all the wedlth of Kilkenny town.

The wealth, meanwhile, hied itself William's way, so Lady Alice was quite properly suspected of
using witchcraft to achieve her aims. But charges much more serious than the reciting of a mere
doggerel verse were soon leveled in her direction. Her fourth husband, before he succumbed,
managed to get hold of various concoctions and implements that she had been using for malevolent
purposes and these were turned over to the Bishop of Ossory, who was aready looking into the case.

William's money stalled any action by the civil authorities long enough for Lady Alice to escape to
England, but a dozen of her subordinates, including William, were rounded up and put on trial. One of
Lady Alice'swomen, named Petronilla, claimed that her mistress had a knowledge of witchcraft
unequalled in al the world and proceeded to give the gruesome detalils.

At Lady Alice's command, Petronilla had frequently sacrificed roosters at a certain crossroads, with
the result that a mysterious being invariably appeared, sometimes as a huge cat, other timesasa
shaggy dog, and occasionally in hideous human guise. His name was Robert Artisson and he not only
furnished competent advice in the preparation and casting of spells, but occasionally doubled as Lady



Alice'sdemon lover, visiting her boudoir while Petronilla was present and therefore able to describe
the extravagant orgies that transpired.

The most powerful ingredient concocted under the demon's supervision consisted of baneful plants,
ground up with squirming worms and mixed with the brains of an unbaptized child in the skull of a
robber who had been beheaded. Hair from the heads of executed criminals, nails from dead men's
fingers, the entrails of sacrificed animals, also went into various unguents and powders which were
used to excite love or hatred, whichever might be preferred in a specific case.

Among the exhibits at the trial was a staff which Lady Alice smeared with a special preparation so
that she could ride it like a hobby horse and make her appointed rounds more speedily. From the
historic standpoint the staff had a double significance: it represented an early version of the familiar
broomsticks on which succeeding generations of countless witches were purported to fly; and it
involved a new use for the "flying ointment" that dated from the time of Apuleius and wasto figure
more and more strongly in the witchcraft of yearsto come.

The fact that Lady Alice had twelve accomplicesis aso of historical significance, asit added up to
thirteen, the exact number of a coven, or organized group of witches. This has been cited in support of
atheory that witch cults were of very ancient origin, although covens, as such, did not come into
vogue until a comparatively modern period, as will be discussed |ater.

The most important aspect of Lady Alice's sordid practices was the invoking of the alleged demon,
Robert Artisson, who is still a subject of controversy. Possibly he was a mere human masquerading in
adevil's guise to awe such dupes as Petronilla, in which case he probably fled to England along with
Lady Alice, to become her fifth husband, since neither was ever heard from again. Conversely, he
could have been afabric of Petronilla's own imagination, if only to crawl out from under the dilemma
in which Lady Alice had left her.

Only it didn't work out for Petronilla. She was burned at the stake, along with afew others of the so-
called coven. William Outlaw apparently kept much of the loot that his mother had so symbolically
raked to his door, except for paying off the civil authorities and putting a new roof on the local
cathedral to satisfy the ecclesiastics.

But demonology had gained its foothold. Devil worship and Satanism were on the way up, as opposed
to mere wildcat witchcraft. The Establishment of that period depended on the cooperation of state and
church to insure civilized progress; so it was logical that persons who rebelled against one would
occasionally find allies among those who opposed the other. Civil law treated witchcraft as a crime;
ecclesiastic law branded it as heresy. Troubled times were due for witches and their craft in the next
few centuriesto follow.



4 - The Devil's Disciple

Amid the increasing conflict between godliness and deviltry, witchcraft unquestionably attained the
ultimate in horror through the machinations of Gilles de Laval, Seigneur de Rais, who at the age of
thirty-six completed a career of wanton lust, cruelty and mass murder that stands practically
unparallelled. Gilles de Rais, as he was officialy known, was not motivated by political hate,
vengeance, nor even afanatical cause. His sole aim was to amass wealth without end by offering the
bodies of countless tortured victims as a sacrifice to a Satanic Mgjesty in whose existence he ardently
believed.

Far from outwardly betraying himself as the monster that he was, Gilles de Rais impressed the public
as the magnificent seigneur that he was supposed to be. For years, he completely covered his
unspeakable excesses; and as both a soldier and a scholar, he rated with the best in France. Craftily, he
chose associates who, like himself, were outwardly cultured but inwardly calloused; and his only
weakness was the fact that although he was unquestionably the instigator of the hideous ceremoniesin
which they joined, he naively let them play upon his own gullibility. As aresult, he was duped into
perpetrating further and unnecessary outrages that they turned into profit for themselves.

Gillesde Laval, later de Rais, was born in the year 1404, in the -midst of the period when, as already
mentioned, witchcraft was figuring heavily in high places. But important persons who resorted to it
were usually seeking to overthrow some existing power; or openly grasping so much wealth that they
excited the envy or cupidity of those higher up. At the same time, they were frequently lax in religious
observances and therefore reluctant to appear in social circles where their piety might be questioned.

In short, once their ambitions were recognized and feared, they were open to charges of treason by the
government, and to charges of heresy by the ecclesiastic councils. Either crime could be charged
against anyone using witchcraft, or even countenancing it, which accounted for all the trumped up
charges against over-ambition in that period. But Gilles de Rais met the requirements of both state and
church, giving each far more than they either demanded or expected. His security lay in the fact that
he was obviously ruining himself through reckless squandering and extravagance, which would
eventually reduce him to a hel pless nonentity. Hence, he was able to pursue the most horrendous
career on record, in the foolish belief that it would turn out all the grander.

Born of noble lineage, Gilles was the grandson of a famous knight who inspired him to deeds of valor
which, for atime, appeased his wildly sensual nature. Among his vast holdings was the barony of
Rais, from which he took histitle. When only sixteen, he helped release his overlord, Duke John of
Brittany, from rival hands and was rewarded with more lands. At the same age, he married wealthy
Katherine of Thouars, whose immense dowry added that much more to his exchecquer.

In 1426, de Rais raised seven companies of soldiers and was assigned to accompany Joan of Arc when
she set out to free France from the English. Later, he became a Marshal of France, but by 1432, after
the death of his grandfather, he began to retire from military life to enjoy his vast possessions which
included the castles of Champtoce, Tiffauges, and many lesser strongholds. Two hundred horsemen
accompanied him as a bodyguard and in Orleans, he spent 80,000 crownsin four months, with his
retinue taking over all theinnsin town.



He produced immense theatrical extravaganzas, all free to the populace, as were the great banquets
that followed. But he did not neglect the nobility and clergy. Rather than rouse Duke John's envy by
all this pomp, de Rais increased his friendship by selling him choice estates at bargain prices. He
gained the good will of John de Malestroit, Bishop of Nantes, by giving vast sums to charity and
splendid church rites. De Rais private chapel was attended by a chapter of thirty canons with choir
and servicefit for a cathedral.

Apparently, Gilles de Rais was so inculcated with the religious doctrines of the period that he felt
capable of choosing between God and the Devil as tangible realities. So he cannily concluded that no
matter how much he paid to church and state, the Devil could match and doubleit, or perhapstripleit,
or even quadrupleit, if properly evoked. And in a secret sanctum in the dungeon of the Chateau de
Tiffauges, de Rais did indeed evoke the Devil. The ruins of these sordid surroundings were vividly
described by Montague Summers, one of the most notable modern writers on the subject of witchcraft
and demonology:

At Tiffauges today, from the lonely broken arches of the Chapel, one may pass through a cellar door
into the crypt below, which dates from the eleventh century. Of no great size and low-sprung, the
solid roof istransversed by heavy, yet not ungraceful, semicircular arches supported by massy pillars
whose capitals are relieved with carved lozenges and croziers. The place is gloomy and but awan,
watery daylight seems to filter in, showing the rough broken floor, in one corner of which gapes the
naked opening of some oubliette or little well, down which, no doubt, were thrown the dead bodies of
the children offered upon the altar-stone.

In such a setting, Gilles de Rais was aided and abetted in his devil worship by two renegade

churchmen, Antonio Francesco Prelati and Gilles de Silles. He depended upon several confidential
servants to kidnap youthful victims for Satanic sacrifices and also to quash rumors regarding their
disappearance. Meanwhile, the hidden crypt was functioning as the center of hideous, sacrilegious
rites, which, according to Montague Summers, were probably performed in the following manner:

One can well picture the scene illumined only by two black candles, reeking of bitumen and pitch, and
by the faint flicker of the rushlight set upon the ground. The silence is broken but by the hoarse
blasphemy of the acolyte as he respondsin alow tone to the hurried mutter of the young priest clad in
the strange vestments of hisinfernal cult, the mock chasuble of murrey, the hue of dank clotted gore,
marked with the inverse cross. The sacred words of power are spoken with a sneer. The golden
chaliceisraised in hideous parody; the keen knife flashes with swift light; a moment more and the
fresh blood gushes into the sacramental cup, from the gaping throat of the youth lying fettered there;
poor blood commingles with the saving Blood of God, and as the film of death closes over the
agonizing eyes of hisvictim, Perlatti calls aloud upon Apollyon, the Prince of Darkness, to accept the
sacrifice, to manifest and show himself gracious unto his faithful worshippers, granting their desire.

According to one well-authenticated report, Gilles de Rais made hisfirst great stride toward
irrevocabl e perdition when he inherited another castle containing alibrary with books written in Latin.
These profusely illustrated books related the lives of the early Roman emperors with special emphasis
on their vices. After reading and viewing these samples of imperial debauchery, de Rais decided that
since he was of equally high estate, he was entitled to similar privileges. But those early emperors



were pagans, and thus lost souls regardless of their morals, or lack of them. In contrast, de Rais would
be taking areal risk if he emulated them.

So he calculated that risk and took it. So depraved were his desires that he tortured the victims whom
he outraged and gloated as he watched their death agonies. According to some estimates, their number
ran into the hundreds, for the greater and more wanton the slaughter, the more de Rais proved himself
atrue disciple of the Devil, whom he was ready to accept as master.

To that end, de Rais wrote out pactsin his own blood, and he was said to have used the blood of many
victims to inscribe red-lettered pages of conjurations calculated to bring the Devil himself.

De Rais actually counted on the Devil to provide him with needed riches, and to that end he reserved
the choicest victims of hislust as human sacrifices on the Satanic altar where Prelati, de Silles, and
other specialistsin evil, performed their diabolical rites. They not only went along with whatever de
Rais wanted; they tended to increase the tempo of his monstrous urges, for as Gilles financial status
reached a precarious stage, the greater their priority became.

Fundamental to all this was the fact that de Rais retained the right to buy back any of the holdings that
he was selling off so cheaply to Duke John and others. Always, he was anticipating vast wealth to
arrive from infernal sources overnight; but finally, he was willing to settle for anything. The main
reason why de Rais had chosen Prelati to conduct the diabolical rites was because the renegade
supposedly had a familiar demon of his own, called Barron, whom he could summon almost at will.
So de Rais ordered Prelati to evoke hisfamiliar and let Barron listen to arequest for gold that de Rais
would make in person.

Prelati went through all the required formalities, but Barron failed to appear while Gilles de Rais was
around, so Prelati promised to summon the familiar privately and put in the request himself. He did so
and came to de Rais with the enthusiastic report that Barron had delivered a quantity of gold ingots
that were stacked about Prelati's apartment; but, in accordance with demoniac procedure, they were to
be left untouched for a specified number of days.

Gillesde Raistried to wait it out, but couldn't. He ordered Prelati to unlock the apartment before the
appointed time. The door, when opened, revealed the golden glitter that de Rais had hoped to see, but
moments later, Prelati, who had entered first, came rushing out, warning de Rais back and barring the
door from the outside, just in time. Prelati, it seemed, had practically stumbled over a huge green
serpent that Barron had installed as guardian of the gold; and he had ailmost fallen prey to its deadly
fangs.

De Rais wanted to enter the apartment with a crucifix to drive away the serpent, but Prelati warned
him that it might cause Barron to stay away as well. So they waited until the stipulated day and found
that the guardian serpent was gone, but that the gold ingots had been turned to tinsel, which crumpled
under touch. But gullible Gilles, far from suspecting that Barron was a product of Prelati's fertile
imagination, kept begging the renegade to let him sign blood pacts pledging direct obedience to the
demon in return for gold that would remain real long enough for him to pay off his most pressing
debts.



Prelati insisted that Barron would first have to be reconciled by a major sacrifice, so de Rais supplied
a glass receptacle containing a child's heart, hands, eyes and blood as a special offering to the
offended demon. Further rituals followed on a more gruesome scale than ever, but before Barron
could be sufficiently appeased to deliver, Gilles de Rais came to the end of his rope; not just
figuratively, but literally as well.

Gilles wife had left him soon after he had launched on his monstrous career and the disappearance of
so many children from the neighborhood of his various castles during half a dozen years had excited
increasing rumors. Finally, one of his confidants, who had not been taken into his diabolical rites,
became suspicious and fled from the Castle of Tiffauges.

Thus a case was building up against de Rais when he made the mistake of using force to take back a
castle he had sold to Duke John's treasurer. This caused the rift that the duke had long awaited and
Gilles de Rais was soon brought to trial, both in ecclesiastical and civil courts, where aformidable list
of forty-nine counts was brought against him. As more and more evidence was produced, de Rais |ost
his haughty composure and admitted his guilt. Then, after two of his servants testified that they had
counted the heads of nearly fifty children as his victims and followed with first-hand descriptions of
his orgies, de Rais, under threat of torture, made what was claimed to be afull confession.

Brought before his judges, he added abundant details of his atrocities, graphically reenacting his
sadistic outrages and gloatingly recalling his monstrous motivations. According to accounts, his
listeners sat in stunned silence while de Rais completed his tale; then, reversing his manner entirely,
he delivered an impassioned plea to the parents of those he had so cruelly slain, begging them to
forgive him and pray for him.

Though sentenced to be burned for his crimes, Gilles de Rais was first hanged; then his body was
dropped from the gibbet into the flames, from where it was promptly reclaimed by hisrelatives and
given an honorable burial. Apparently he died in the firm belief that his gruesome confession had
expiated al hiscrimes and sins, which had at least a touch of warped logic, considering that the Devil
had totally rejected his overtures and refused him aid that he should have rightfully or wrongfully
received.

But the popul ace thought differently. During the centuries that followed, the children of Brittany were
taught never to loiter around castle gates nor follow in the wake of an elegant parade of cavalry.
Legend related how Gilles de Rais had originally worn a ruddy beard, but year by year, its redness
gradually disappeared, until of al things, it finally turned blue, which could only have happened if all
the blood had been drained from it — by the Deuvil.

From that conjecture developed the fanciful tale of Bluebeard, a very tame character compared to his
prototype, Gilles de Rais. All that Bluebeard did was chop off the heads of seven wives, who by his
standards, may have properly deserved it for letting their curiosity get the better of them and looking
into aroom which each had been instructed never to unlock. But it was atale good enough to frighten
children far from Brittany through many successive generations and discourage them from prying into
places where they had no right to go.



The case of Gilles de Rais stands as alandmark in the annals of witchcraft because it shows the
fantastic limits to which such beliefs could go. Whether or not all the charges against him were trueis
open to debate, but the people who accepted them as fact began to wonder, not why Gilles de Rais had
done what he had, but why he hadn't gotten away with it. The courts that convicted de Rais did not
dismiss the Devil as non-existent, for if they had, they might have had to declare de Rais innocent. So
the net result was twofold:

People in high places didn't blame the Devil for not coming to the aid of Gilles de Rais; they blamed
Gilles de Rais. Maybe he had used the wrong approach, squandering his money on the Devil, who
didn't need it. Maybe they could do better in a more subtle way, particularly if they dealt more sharply
with the in-between operators, like Prelati and de Silles, so they did.

Those of lesser personage, however, were in their heyday. Every creepy little witch or warlock who
was trying to invoke the Devil's aid, but couldn't, due to lack of finances, now was sure that finance
wasn't needed.

Asfor Gilles de Rais, this much might be said in his behalf, even though he in no way deserved it: For
the dozens, and perhaps hundreds, that he wantonly sacrificed to witchcraft, there were to be not only
hundreds, but thousands, and, by some estimates, hundreds of thousands sacrificed for the same
reason. Maybe Gilles de Rais triggered it; maybe he didn't. Anyway, it happened.



5 - Witchcraft on the Wing

Among the ancient myths that carried over to the Middle Ages was that of a skyland called Magonia,
whose inhabitants sent fleets of ships disguised as clouds to plague the people of this earth. Very
probably, the shapes of certain clouds suggested mammoth sailing ships, while the way in which low
clouds scudded swiftly before a heavy wind seemed further proof that they were bound upon some
monstrous mission. But the final and most convincing touch was supplied by hailstorms, which were
plausibly attributed to the Magonians dumping cargoes overboard, obviously with malice
aforethought, because they not only damaged crops, but drove people to shelter, so that it was
impossible for people to protect their fields.

Thisled to the belief that the cloudmen landed their ships at the finish of such storms, loaded the
crops that the hailstones had beaten down, and took off again for Magonia, greatly enriched at the
expense of the poor earthly peasants, who were left to reap the pitiful remnants of their devastated
harvests.

Thisfitted the pattern of ancient pirate raids along the shores of the Mediterranean Sea, as well as
later ravages of the Vikings and the Norsemen on the coasts of England and France. Just as such
Invasions were often aided by spies who signalled from land, so did the Magonians depend upon
treacherous earthly folk. Their raids were blamed on a special class of witches known as Tempes-tarii,
who actually raised the storms that brought the ruthless cloudmen.

Fleecy clouds, drifting over the ripening fields, were cover for Magonian scout ships, picking up
signals from the ground below. Flashes of lightning, rumbles of thunder and especially chill winds
that preceded hailstorms, were proof that the Tempestarii were at work. After the damage was done,
the outraged peasants, looking up to the sky, not only saw long rakish clouds that represented
departing Magonian ships; sometimes they spotted stray, scudding wisps that resembled human
shapes. Those, of course, were the Tempestarii, chasing after the Magonians to collect their fees,
fitting the notion of witches flying into the sky.

As aresult, the peasantry was easily bamboozled by a special class of practitioners who claimed they
could nullify the machinations of the Tempestarii, but demanded a share of the undamaged cropsin
return. Thus the ancient art of witchcraft merged with the coming science of insurance. Unfortunately,
these practitioners lacked the modern devices so necessary to their trade — statistics and computers.
When they guessed wrong, which was often, they attributed it to increased activity by the Tempestarii
and awitchhunt was apt to follow.

Charles Godfrey Leland (1824-1903), noted student of European folklore and gypsy sorcery, has
traced the Magonia legend back to the ancient Etruscans (about 600 B.C. or before), basing his
findings on the survival of such myths among the natives of modern Tuscany. Other scholars,
however, have found similar legends throughout the Orient, notably in Japan, and amid the Mayan
lore of Mexico and Central America.

Around the year 820, Agobard, Bishop of Lyons, rescued three men and a woman from a mob that
was about to stone them to death, thinking that they were Magonians who had fallen from one of their



cloud ships. More probably they were stray members from a band of roving gypsies. Agobard also
denounced other superstitions prevalent in histime, but to little avail. They continued to spread and
the Magonian legend was confirmed four centuries later by a historical writer, Gervase of Tilbury,
who told how one of their ships dropped an anchor from alow cloud, only to have it hook so firmly in
amound of earth that they could not free it.

Thereupon a sailor came down the rope, but before he could release the anchor, he slumped to the
ground, gasping from the increased air pressure. Some people arrived and started pulling the rope
downward and the Magonians, hearing the shouts from below, cut the rope and took off through the
clouds, abandoning their comrade to his fate. He soon died from the crushing force of air pressure
upon his chest and was buried with due ceremony, while the anchor was mounted over the door of the
local church as proof positive that the Magonians had been there.

Oddly, this account may have had some bearing on modern talk of flying saucers and mysterious
space ships, a phenomena which can be traced back through the centuries. Maybe the Unidentified
Flying Objects (UFQO's) of today were the things that they reported then. Whether they were or not, is
something that does not matter. That people will believe in anything, no matter how absurd, is an
axiom, or self-evident truth that does not have to be proven.

Since witches could raise tempests at command, they naturally could perform other wonders, such as
damaging property, killing animals or people, causing injuries, sickness, love, hate, in fact about
anything they wanted, especially if it happened to be baleful. This demanded a cooperative effort on
the part of witches, including the instruction of new recruits, the exchange of trade secrets, and above
all, worship of the Devil as grand master of the entire show. Hence, by the time such aristocratic
Satanists as Gilles de Rais were invoking His Mephistophelean Majesty with bloody rites in secret
crypts, witches of the commoner sort were allegedly assembling in vast conclaves for the same
Insidious purpose.

Thiswas by no means a mere reversion to the amost totally forgotten Diana cult in a new guise of
devil worship, though afew off-trail authorities are inclined to such opinion. Other factors were
definitely involved and loomed to greater proportions as time went on. Almost from its beginning, the
Christian Church was confronted by one heresy after another, the term "heresy” meaning "areligious
error held in willful and persistent opposition to the truth after it has been defined and declared by the
Church in an authoritative manner."

Before the year 400 or so, the heretical trend was to inject pagan elements into the Christian faith, so a
recurrence of Diana worship would have been understandable. But by that time, the Church had
attained a distinctive character that rendered it virtually immune to such inroads. In later centuries, the
situation changed. Then, many of the heresies became differences in the interpretation of Christian
truths, which, according to one school of thought, did not really threaten the very life of the Church.

Others, however, saw a new and greater menace from such sects as the Cathars, or Cathari, who
flourished from A.D. 900-1300. These worshippers attributed so much earthly power to Satan that
they came to regard him as aimost the equal of God in heaven. Hence the Cathari were charged with a
dualistic form of worship and were accordingly branded as heretics. Wholesale suppression of such



groups caused their scattered remnants to go underground and become still more virulent; while other
sects arose who finally went all-out for devil worship.

About the year 1350, one cult, the Luciferians, were accused of catering to demons with rites as foul
asthey werefiendish. Their infernal ceremonies, according to confessions that some allegedly made
to their inquisitors, read like something out of modern fantasy fiction. Possibly, when questioned, they
tried to cover up their actual activities with fabrications that they thought were too ridiculousto be
believed; yet they were. Or possibly, they remained so sullenly silent that their interrogators simply
wrote their own imaginary accounts, confident that people generally would believe anything, which,
in those times, they did.

Until that period, witchcraft, though denounced and punishable in various ways, had seldom evoked
severe penalties from civil and ecclesiastical courts. But witchcraft was apparently on the increase, if
only because more people were on the watch for it, so the obvious conclusion was that many cases
were probably the outcrop of the underground activities of the suppressed heretic sects. There was one
sure way to counteract that; namely, to denounce witchcraft itself as aform of heresy and treat it just
asrigoroudly.

During the three hundred years between 1450 and 1750, death at the stake was the common mode of
dealing with heretics in Europe, and as it was believed that most witches were heretical in their views,
witch-burning followed as alogical matter of course.

Actually, as we have aready seen, witchcraft was surging to the forein all its Satanic fury, prior to
1450, as witness the case of Gilles de Rais; and it wasto carry over long after the year 1750, indeed
into the world of today. But those three centuries represent the Great Witch Delusion in al itsfiery
fury. So widespread was the mania that no exact figures can be compiled as to the extent of its
ravages, but conservative estimates run to about 200,000 victims, half of those in Germany aone,
although others claim that the total may have run into millions.

So ardent was the urge to stamp out witchcraft that any trumped up charge was sufficient to bring an
unfortunate victim to trial. Equally great were the effortsto tie in individual witches with groups
ranging in size from local covens to massed assemblages, in order to prove the added crime of devil
worship. Decrepit hags were frequently accused of witchery by spiteful neighbors and, since they
were often too infirm to hobble to the alleged witch meetings, they were credited with riding
broomsticks or fiends disguised as animals in order to reach their goal.

That rather unorthodox manner of transportation gave them unlimited range, but still allowed them an
alibi if they were never seen to leave the hovels where they dwelt; so to offset that, imaginary flights
were accepted as realities. Anyone seen and recognized as a participant in adiabolical conclave, had
no course but to admit having been there, which, in turn, meant naming others who were present.
During the years, such accounts increased in number because the interrogators found new and more
terrifying instruments of torture for squeezing confessions from the persons they accused.

Germany was a special target of such campaigns, primarily because it had been a hotbed for so many
rebellious outlanders who had indulged in diabolical rites. Some of those groups may have done no



more than mock the solemn pomp of the Church, which the rebels felt was allied with the feudal
barons who tried to rule them; while others might have represented outright Satanism. Either way, the
fact that they persisted in secret was proof that the Devil had really taken over; hence the continued
reports of vast assemblages of witches and their accompanying fiends on the summit of the Brocken.

Such arendezvous was styled a sabbat, or witches' sabbath, and the Brocken was the reputed scene of
an annual convention of international proportions, which brought witches from all parts of Europe to
celebrate Wal purgis Night, the eve before May Day. Regional meetings were also held there and at
certain high, forbidding summits, bearing the common title of Blocksburg, in countries other than
Germany.

But lofty heights were not always needed for the grand Sabbats, as the more important events were
known. In Brittany, witches were supposed to meet among the ancient cromlechs of that land, which
like the ruins of Stonehenge are of Druid origin. In England, open commons served as meeting spots,
though the witches sometimes preferred the depths of forest glades, where the Devil would obligingly
appear to them at high noon. In the Channel 1slands, between England and France, witches chose open
beaches or the shelter of high rocks; but either formed convenient |ookouts from which they could
combine their efforts to produce sudden and unexpected storms to wreck the fishing fleets plying in
those waters.

L esser Sabbats were held in any handy place that people habitually shunned at night, such as aremote
crossroad, a cemetery, aravine, aruined church or a supposedly haunted house. They were held
weekly, originally on Thursdays, which through some form of rationalization, was regarded as
neutral; but sooner or later, the Devil was allowed his due on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.
That raised the question: Why shouldn't he have them all? So he was granted any day, which meant
that every day could be Devil's day, where witches were involved.

The approximate data of 1450 is significant, asit represents one of the earliest mentions of the
witches' sabbat. The link with the night riders who worshipped Dianais quite evident, along with
Norse and other legends, including that of Magonia. The "flying ointment," as the mixture used by
witches for aerial transportation came to be called, can be traced back to the time of Apuleius. The
emergence of such old ideas in the new guise of devil worship ssimply served to mark witchcraft asa
heinous crime indeed.

The pattern was set for things to come. As fast as witches were brought to trial, they were questioned
regarding their attendance at their secret conclaves and the wilder they let their imagination run, the
more their inquisitors embroidered upon it. On the contrary, if they minimized their descriptions, or
truthfully detailed the stupid get-togethers of local malcontents who had nothing to gain and
everything to lose, their confessions were reduced to the most sordid terms. Instead of feasting on rich
delicacies, as described at so many Sabbats, they were presumably compelled to dine on pie baked
from disinterred corpses, garnished plentifully with garbage.

On at |least one occasion, the choicest delicacies were replaced with rancid, stinking fare and the finest
wines were supplanted by athick, unsavory liquid that looked, smelled and tasted like blood, because
it was blood. Y et the participants were supposed to enjoy such banquets; and what was more, they did.



Acceptance of such ghoulish provender was the sure way to establish oneself as a Grade-A witch.

Such ideas did not spring full-blown in the year 1450. Rather, they were the result of slow, but steady
evolution during the next thirty-five or forty years, when they were forged, tempered and finally
struck into the most powerful weapon of their day — the Malleus Maleficorum, or "Hammer of the
Witches," asit was appropriately termed. Thiswas a literary work penned by a pair of highly able, but
much less amiable, authors, who set a pace for persecution that persisted for the next few centuries.

So strong were the strokes of that hammer, both theoretically and theologically, that the Malleus
Mal eficorum deserves a chapter of its own.



6 - The Hammer of the Witches

Don't think that witchcraft had an easy time establishing itself as Satan's Number One Secret Weapon,
back in the year 1450. It had a very active and endurable rival for that claim in the form of anew and
utterly fantastic mechanical device that could only have been concocted by the Devil himself, with all
of Hell's minions standing by to help. That thing, which was horrible then and may still be far more
horrible today, was a contraption called the printing press.

Until then, books were produced by scribes who laboriously copied them by hand. The mere thought
of stamping them out by the hundreds was harder to believe than tales of the witches' sabbat, so it was
not surprising that an ignorant and superstitious public would put them in the same category. Witches
supposedly had helpers known as "familiars’ who were actually demons disguised as animals or other
creatures; and that could be why an apprentice in a print shop came to be called a " printer's devil."

Among early examples of the power of the press were certain books attacking and denouncing
witchcraft in al its virulent forms. These circulated far wider, faster, and in much greater number than
the old handwritten manuscripts. The Malleus Maleficarum was the most important and most popular
of these works. Appearing first in 1486, it summed all the known facts and fancies then current
regarding witchcraft, handling the subject in such scholarly and authoritative style that it became a
manual for witch hunters from then on.

This book was published in dozens of editionsin Latin, German, French, Italian and finally English
versions, retaining its superior status over a period of two centuries. It was written by two of the most
learned men of their day, Jakob Sprenger, Dean of Cologne University, and Prior Heinrich Kramer.
Both were inquisitors who had been granted special powers to suppress witchcraft in Northern
Germany, where such enormities and abominations had been notoriously rampant due to the laxity
and even the possible connivance of some of the local magistrates. So Sprenger and Kramer spelled it
al out in Malleus Maleficarum, or Hexen-hammer. The book covered all phases of witchcraft,
including the identification of culprits and every stage of procedure to be taken against them.

Modern opinions regarding Malleus Maleficarum are varied indeed. It has been classed as "a very
great and very wise book" rating as "the most prominent, the most important, the most authoritative
volume in the whole vast literature of witchcraft,” and that "from the point of psychology, from the
point of jurisprudence, from the point of history, it is supreme.”

Other reviewers, while in agreement regarding its importance, are less enthusiastic as to the other
claims. One terms the Malleus Maleficarum "the most portentous monument of superstition which the
world has produced" and defines Sprenger, its chief author, as "aman of the most dangerous type, an
honest fanatic." Another critic regardsit as "without question, the most important and most sinister
work on demonology ever written," largely on the ground that it "opened the floodgates of
inquisitorial hysteria."

Still other opinions categorize Malleus Maleficarum as "a notorious work," or "an enormously
interesting and disturbing work," or "one of the most appalling books that has ever been written," or
simply "the terrible Malleus Maleficarum.” Other critiques are directed more at its context, thereby



echoing a summarization which Sir Walter Scott once applied to witchcraft trials in general, namely
that "the mode of judicial procedure against witches, and the nature of the evidence admissible,
opened a door to accusers and left the accused no chance of escape.”

So the best course is to consider the general contents of the highly disputed Malleus Maleficarum and
follow with some pointed excerpts from this great-grandaddy of all treatises on witchcraft and let the
material speak for itself. Merely remember that it represents propositions that were established about
1480 or perhaps much earlier, but that they carried through amost to modern times and are il
accepted in some remote localities today.

The great work is divided into three parts, the first dealing with what the authors regard as the three
necessary concomitants of witchcraft — the Devil, awitch and the permission of Almighty God. This
is subdivided into lesser parts, covering many phases of witchcraft as accepted at the time, but giving
final opinionsin cases where there might be any doubt. In so doing, the authors assiduously
demolished the arguments of any persons who disagreed with them on even the finest points, thereby
setting themselves up asfinal authoritiesfor all time.

The second part treats the evils wrought by witches and gives instructions on how they may be
nullified or neutralized. This consists of two general sections, one covering the operations of the
witches themselves; the other, remedies for persons who have been bewitched, as well as
counteractive measures against those employed by witches. Each of these partsis divided into lesser
sections or chapters.

The third part, which may have been chiefly the work of Kramer, concernsthe judicial proceedings as
held in both ecclesiastical and civil courts, not only against witches but all heretics as well. However,
the emphasis, as would naturally be expected, is heavily on witchcraft, as that was the menace
Sprenger and Kramer were assigned to combat. The broader coverage is atribute to the workings of
their keen judicial minds, since they left not the slightest loophole in any procedure they advised.

Thisthird part has three heads: The first deals with such matters as initiating proceedings, the number
of witnesses and who may qualify as such. The second goes into matters of the trial, whether a witch
Isto be imprisoned and the manner of taking her, the appointment of an advocate for the defence, and
finally the questioning of the suspect, along with the application of tortures. The third head covers the
kinds of sentences, determined by the type and degree of witchcraft involved.

To do even a chapter outline of Malleus Maleficarum would be difficult indeed, for the book isalarge
one, containing some eighty chapters, or questions, as some of them are termed, and it runs to atotal
of nearly a quarter-million words. Much of this would also be superfluous where modern readers are
concerned, because Sprenger and Kramer were master hands at building up long-winded arguments
and theories just for the fun of knocking them down in equally verbose style.

Thisis no reflection on their ability. Quite to the contrary, they treated the subject skillfully and
systematically, apparently proving to their own satisfaction that witches can change themselves into
animals and accomplish other wonders with Satan's aid. They speak convincingly of dangersto which
they personally were exposed; and they quote witnesses of seemingly unimpeachable character to



back up their findings.

Dr. Henry Charles Lea (1825-1909) spent a long lifetime researching and writing about church history
in the Middle Ages. Of Sprenger, in particular, Dr. Lea stated:

All hisvast experience and wide erudition are brought to the task of proving the reality of witchcraft
and the extent of its evils; and further, of instructing the inquisitor how to elude the wiles of Satan and
to punish his devotees. He was no vulgar witch finder, hut a man trained in all the learning of the
schools. He apparently was not inhumane. In many places he manifests alaudable desire to give the
accused the benefit of whatever pleas they might rightfully put forward, but he is so fully convinced
of the gigantic character of the evilsto be combated, he so thoroughly believes that histrib