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In "The History of Witchcraft in Europe," readers discover a captivating exploration of magic, myth, and the supernatural as represented in European lore. Spanning a rich tapestry of historical periods and literary styles, this anthology delves into the nuanced portrayals of witchcraft, weaving together narrative accounts, historical analyses, and folklore. With highlights that transcend mere fictional representation to offer an insightful glimpse into societal fears and fascinations, the compilation serves as both a literary and cultural artifact reflecting Europe's complex relationship with witchcraft myths. This collection assembles the works of renowned writers such as Bram Stoker and William Godwin, alongside scholars like Jules Michelet and Margaret Murray, whose collective endeavors capture the multifaceted nature of witchcraft's role in cultural history. Each contributor brings a distinct perspective, whether drawn from the Gothic imagination, Romantic literary styling, or rigorous historical scholarship, knitting together a pastiche of voices that illuminate the broader mystical landscape within various European contexts. Their work engages with the historical and cultural currents that have shaped witchcraft's enduring lore. For readers, this volume presents an unparalleled chance to navigate the intricate web of witchcraft narratives across time and geography. It invites a deep reflection on how these stories continue to inform contemporary understanding of fear, power, and magic. "The History of Witchcraft in Europe" not only serves as an educational resource but also as a dynamic dialogue between diverse authors, offering a myriad of insights into the fascinating underworld of European folklore and beyond.
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In "Marsk Stig's Daughters, and Other Songs and Ballads," a collection steeped in Scandinavian folklore, readers are invited into the lyrical world of Danish ballads, where themes of love, betrayal, and the supernatural intertwine. The anthology showcases the rich tradition of oral storytelling, drawing from historical sources and folk narratives that resonate with emotional depth. The literary style is characterized by its rhythmic structure and vivid imagery, capturing the essence of the characters' struggles while reflecting the cultural values of the time. This exquisite collection is not only a testament to Denmark's storytelling heritage but also positions itself within the broader context of European balladry, emphasizing the interconnectedness of national narratives and their universal themes. The compilation is attributed to various authors, celebrating a lineage of storytellers who have passed down these evocative tales through generations. Their collective experiences and the sociopolitical landscape of their times influenced their creative expressions, leading to the preservation of these folk tales that often convey poignant lessons about human nature. This anthology serves as a cultural artifact, revealing the historical context from which these songs emerged, echoing the sentiments of an era ripe with change. "Marsk Stig's Daughters, and Other Songs and Ballads" is essential reading for anyone intrigued by the dynamics of folklore and its ability to capture the human spirit. Scholars and casual readers alike will find value in the intricate narratives and poetic language, gaining insight into the cultural tapestry of Denmark. This collection promises both emotional engagement and scholarly enrichment, making it a valuable addition to the library of anyone interested in literary traditions.
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'Mount Music' emerges as a masterful anthology, weaving together a rich tapestry of narratives that reflect the comedic vibrancy and cultural nuances of 19th and early 20th-century Ireland. As a collection, it stands distinguished by its brilliant fusion of romanticism and satire, elegantly balancing between heartwarming rural escapades and incisive societal commentary. Readers are ushered into a world where every tale pulsates with life, painting vivid portraits of Irish landscapes and the intricacies of its social fabric without affixing authorship, thereby maintaining the harmony of collective creativity. At the helm of this anthology are Martin Ross and E. Oe. Somerville, whose influential literary partnership is celebrated through an array of stories that contribute to the legacy of Anglo-Irish literature, and specific themes vividly explored include the complexity of social hierarchies and the genial humor underpinning Irish gentry life. Their collaboration exemplifies a seamless blend of narrative voices that engage with the vibrant cultural and historical landscapes of their time, offering readers a chance to engage deeply with the prevalent themes of regional identity and the irony of post-colonial sensibilities. This collection stands as an essential compendium for those seeking to traverse the myriad layers of the Irish experience. It invites readers into a reflective exploration of universal themes adjusted through an Irish lens, making 'Mount Music' not just an anthology but a scholarly journey through cultural and literary symphony. To engage with this work is to embrace a multitude of perspectives that illuminate the literary dynamism of a bygone era, proving invaluable for those in pursuit of both entertainment and intellectual enrichment.
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In "More Tales of the Ridings," F. W. Moorman crafts a vivid tapestry of life in the Yorkshire Dales, blending whimsical folklore with stark realism. This collection of short stories is characterized by its lyrical prose, rich imagery, and keen observations of rural existence, reflecting the unique cultural landscape of the Ridings. Each tale serves as a microcosm of community dynamics, exploring themes of tradition, nature, and the passage of time, all while invoking the oral storytelling traditions of the region. Moorman's narrative style resonates with a timeless quality, immersing readers in the idiosyncrasies of everyday life. F. W. Moorman (1851-1924) was an eminent figure in English literature, known for his deep appreciation of the Yorkshire countryside. His upbringing in a rural setting stimulated his lifelong fascination with its people and tales. A poet and translator, he imbued his stories with a nuanced understanding of language and character, drawing from his own experiences in Yorkshire as well as his broader literary influences, such as the Romantic poets who celebrated nature and locality. "More Tales of the Ridings" is an essential read for anyone interested in regional literature or the interplay between culture and storytelling. This enchanting anthology offers a rare glimpse into the heart of Yorkshire, making it a valuable addition to both literary and cultural studies, while providing readers with a deeply engaging and reflective experience.
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Set against the rich backdrop of German literature, "Tales from the German" offers a curated anthology of exquisite narratives that showcase the depth and diversity of the country's literary heritage. Drawing from a range of celebrated authors, this collection intricately weaves themes of romance, folklore, and philosophical inquiry, reflecting the stylistic evolutions from the Enlightenment to the Romantic movement. The anonymous compiler masterfully balances the poetic and the prose, providing readers with a seamless journey through varying narrative voices, each echoing the cultural zeitgeist of their time. While the true identity of the compiler remains a mystery, their endeavor to introduce and preserve these pivotal tales speaks to an intense appreciation for German literature and the desire to share its jewels with a broader audience. The compiler's choice of selections—from the enchanting fairy tales of the Brothers Grimm to the poignant stories of lesser-known writers—highlights an awareness of the broader European literary currents that influenced German writers, revealing an intimate connection to their cultural heritage. This anthology serves not just as an introduction for the uninitiated but also as a treasure trove for the seasoned scholar, inviting readers to immerse themselves in the beauty and complexity of German storytelling. Whether one seeks to explore themes of morality, identity, or the human condition, "Tales from the German" promises to captivate, leaving a lasting impression on all who delve into its pages.
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My hero's name was Bartek Słowik[1]; but owing to his habit of staring when spoken to, the neighbours called him 'Bartek Goggle-Eyes.' Indeed, he had little in common with nightingales, and his intellectual qualities and truly childish naïveté won him the further nickname of 'Bartek the Blockhead.' This last was the most popular, in fact, the only one handed down to history, though Bartek bore yet a fourth,—an official—name. Since the Polish words 'man' and 'nightingale'[2] present no difference to a German ear, and the Germans love to translate Barbarian Proper names into a more cultured language in the cause of civilization, the following conversation took place when he was being entered as a recruit.

'What is your name?' the officer asked Bartek.

'Słowik.' 

'Szloik[3] Ach, ja, gut.'

And the officer wrote down 'Man.'

Bartek came from the village of Pognębin, a name given to a great many villages in the Province of Posen and in other parts of Poland. First of all there was he himself, not to mention his land, his cottage and two cows, his own piebald horse, and his wife, Magda. Thanks to this combination of circumstances he was able to live comfortably, and according to the maxim contained in the verse:


To him whom God would bless He gives, of course,

A wife called Magda and a piebald horse.



In fact, all his life he had taken whatever Providence sent without troubling about it. But just now Providence had ordained war, and Bartek was not a little upset at this. For news had come that the Reserves would be called up, and that it would be necessary to leave his cottage and land, and entrust it all to his wife's care. People at Pognębin were poor enough already. Bartek usually worked at the factory in the winter and helped his household on in this way;—but what would happen now? Who could know when the war with the French would end? 

Magda, when she had read through the papers, began to swear:

'May they be damned and die themselves! May they be blinded!—Though you are a fool—yet I am sorry for you. The French give no quarter; they will chop off your head, I dare say.'

Bartek felt that his wife spoke the truth. He feared the French like fire, and was sorry for himself on this account. What had the French done to him? What was he going after there,—why was he going to that horrible strange land where not a single friendly soul was to be found? He knew what life at Pognębin was like,—well, it was neither easy nor difficult, but just such as it was. But now he was being told to go away, although he knew that it was better to be here than anywhere else. Still, there was no help for it;—such is fate. Bartek embraced his wife, and the ten-year old Franek; spat, crossed himself, and went out of the cottage, Magda following him. They did not take very tender leave of one another. They both sobbed, he repeating, 'Come, come, hush!' and went out into the road. There they realized that the same thing which had happened to them had happened to all Pognębin, for the whole village was astir, and the road was obstructed by traffic. As they walked to the station, women, children, old men and dogs followed them. Everyone's heart was heavy; but a few smoked their pipes with an air of indifference, and some were already intoxicated. Others were singing with hoarse voices:


'Skrzynecki[4] died, alas!

No more his voice is heard;

His hand, bedeckt with rings,

No more shall wield the sword,'



while one or two of the Germans from Pognębin sang 'Die Wacht am Rhein' out of sheer fright. All that motley and many-coloured crowd,—including policemen with glittering bayonets,—moved in file towards the end of the village with shouts, bustle, and confusion. Women clung to their 'warriors′' necks and wept; one old woman showed her yellow teeth and waved her arms in the air; another cried: 'May the Lord remember our tears!' There were cries of: 'Franek! Kaśka! Józek! good-bye!' Dogs barked, the church bell rang, the priest even said the prayers for the dying, since not one of those now going to the station would return. The war had claimed them all, but the war would not give them back. The plough would grow rusty in the field, for Pognębin had declared war against the French. Pognębin could not acquiesce in the supremacy of Napoleon III, and took to heart the question of the Spanish succession. The last sounds of the bell hovered over the crowd, which  was already falling out of line. Heads were bared as they passed the shrine. The light dust rose up from the road, for the day was dry and fine. Along both sides of the road the ripening corn, heavy in the ear, rustled and bowed in the gentle gusts of wind. The larks were twittering in the blue sky, and each warbled as if fearing he might be forgotten.

At the station there was a still greater crowd, and more noise and confusion! Here were men called in from Krzywda Gorna, Krzywda Dolna, from Wywłaszczyniec, from Niedola, and Mizerów. The station walls were covered with proclamations in which war was declared in the Name of God and the Fatherland: the 'Landwehr' was setting forth to defend menaced parents, wives and children, cottages and fields. It was evident that the French bore a special grudge against Pognębin, Krzywda Gorna, Krzywda Dolna, Wywłaszczyniec, Niedola, and Mizerów. Such, at least, was the impression produced on those who read the placards. Fresh crowds were continually assembling in front of the station. In the waiting-room the smoke from the men's pipes filled the air, and hid the placards. It was difficult to make oneself understood in the noise, for everyone was running, shouting, and screaming. On the platform orders were given in German. They sounded strangely brief, harsh, and decisive.

The bell rang. The powerful breath of the engine was heard in the distance coming nearer,—growing more distinct. With it the war itself seemed to be coming nearer.

A second bell,—and a shudder ran through every heart. A woman began to scream. 'Jadom, Jadom!' She was evidently calling to her Adam, but the other women took up the word and cried, 'Jadą.'[5] A shrill voice among them added: 'The French are coming!' and in the twinkling of an eye a panic seized not only the women, but also the future heroes of Sedan. The crowd swerved. At that moment the train entered the station. Caps and uniforms were seen to be at all the windows. Soldiers seemed to swarm like ants. Dark, oblong bodies of cannon showed grimly on some of the trucks, on others there was a forest of bayonets. The soldiers had, apparently, been ordered to sing, for the whole train shook with their strong masculine voices. Strength and power seemed in some way to issue from that train, the end of which was not even in sight.

The Reservists on the platform began to fall in, but anyone who could lingered in taking leave. Bartek swung his arms as if they were the sails of a windmill, and stared.

'Well, Magda, good-bye!' 

'Oh, my poor fellow!'

'You will never see me again!'

'I shall never see you again!'

'There's no help for it!'

'May the Mother of God protect and shelter you!'

'Good-bye. Take care of the cottage.'

The woman embraced him in tears.

'May God guide you!'

The last moment had come. The whistle and the women's crying and sobbing drowned everything else. 'Good-bye! Good-bye!' But the soldiers were already separated from the motley crowd, and formed a dark, solid mass, moving forward in square columns with the certainty and regularity of clockwork. The order was given: 'Take your seats!' Columns and squares broke asunder from the centre, marched with heavy strides towards the carriages, and jumped into them. The engine, now breathing like a dragon and exhaling streams of vapour, sent forth wreaths of grey smoke. The women cried and sobbed still louder; some of them hid their eyes with their handkerchiefs, others waved their hands towards the carriages; sobbing voices repeated the name of husband and son.

'Good-bye, Bartek!' Magda cried from amongst them. 'Take care of yourself!—May the Mother of God—Good-bye! Oh, God!—'

'And take care of the cottage,' answered Bartek.

The line of trucks suddenly trembled, the carriages knocked against one another,—and went forward.

'And remember you have a wife and child,' Magda cried, running after the train. 'Good-bye, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost! Good-bye——'

On went the train, faster and faster, bearing away the warriors of Pognębin, of both Krzywdas, of Niedola, and Mizerów.
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Magda, with the crowd of women, returned crying to Pognębin in one direction; in the other the train, bristling with bayonets, rushed into the grey distance, and Bartek with it. There seemed to be no end to the long cloud of smoke; Pognębin was also scarcely visible. Only the lime-tree showed faintly, and the church tower, glistening as the rays of the sun played upon it. Soon the lime-tree also disappeared, and the gilt cross resembled a shining speck. As long as that speck continued to shine Bartek kept his eyes fixed upon it, but when that vanished too there were no bounds to the poor fellow's grief. A sense of great weakness came over him and he felt lost. So he began to look at the Sergeant, for, after the Almighty, he already felt there was no one greater than he. The Sergeant clearly knew what would become of Bartek now; he himself knew nothing, understood nothing. The Sergeant sat on the bench, and, supporting his rifle between his knees, he lighted his pipe. The smoke rose in clouds, hiding his grave, discontented face from time to time. Not Bartek's eyes alone watched his face; all the eyes from every corner of the carriage were watching it. At Pognębin or Krzywda every Bartek or Wojtek was his own master, each had to think about himself, and for himself, but now the Sergeant would do this for him. He would command them to look to the right, and they would look to the right; he would command them to look to the left, and they would look to the left. The question, 'Well, and what is to become of us?' stood in each man's eyes, but he knew as much as all of them put together, and also what was expected of them. If only one were able by glances to draw some command or explanation from him! But the men were afraid to ask direct, as war was now drawing near with all the chances of being court-martialled. What was permitted and was not permitted, and by whom, was unknown. They, at least, did not know, and the sound of such a word as 'Kriegsgericht,' though they did not understand it, frightened them very much.
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