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Lee Morgan is a timeless modern prophet who evokes stunning and powerful beauty with this awe-inspiring poetry and prose. When I read the writing of Lee Morgan I am seen and I See. One of the greatest and most artful voices of contemporary Craft.

Fio Gede Parma, initiate, mentor, cunning person, and author

Morgan exhibits a puckish pleasure in crafting an interior world for the reader to cross into while hedge-riding his language, so that they may immerse themselves within the crucible of embodied knowing. It is no small feat to write from within the place one desires to occupy; it is a singular and distinguished mark of an artist, and an artist Morgan certainly is.

Sasha Ravitch, author and astrologer





[image: image]





[image: image]





[image: image]

First published by Moon Books, 2024

Moon Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., No. 3 East Street, Alresford

Hampshire SO24 9EE, UK

office@jhpbooks.net

www.johnhuntpublishing.com

www.moon-books.net

For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.

Text copyright: Lee Morgan 2023

ISBN: 978 1 80341 521 5

978 1 80341 539 0 (ebook)

Library of Congress Control Number: 2023935063

All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.

The rights of Lee Morgan as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Design: Lapiz Digital Services

UK: Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY

Printed in North America by CPI GPS partners

We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.





Also by Lee Morgan

A Deed Without a Name

Unearthing the History of Traditional Witchcraft

ISBN:1780995490

Standing and Not Falling

A Sorcerous Primer in Thirteen Moons

ISBN: 1789040140

Sounds of Infinity

Traditional Witchcraft and the Faerie Faith

ISBN: 1881098540

Wooing the Echo

Book One of the Christopher Penrose Novels

ISBN: 1780998961

The Bones Would Do

Book Two of the Christopher Penrose Novels

ISBN: 1782798714

The Gusty Deep

ISBN: 1608642216





This book was written on kunanyi, muwinina country — it always was, and always will be.

This land was never ceded.





Foreword

by Sasha Ravitch

Those who have been privileged with the sensorium-melting experience of reading Lee Morgan’s books — both his charming fiction as well as his immensely popular explorations of witchcraft — have already been initiated into the ecstasy of his language. With preternatural grace, he expertly weaves together eloquence and accessibility, poetic finesse and acute candour, hypnotising imagery and cunning praxis, and leaves one both furiously enraptured and mesmerised in the process. There is a great legacy of writers within the Western canon who seek to facilitate experience through their work: Jacques Derrida applied his deconstructive tools to the language in Of Grammatology as a way of exhibiting the deconstructive method, and J.G. Ballard swerved the structure of language into sentence-long pile-ups in his novel Crash.

Morgan exhibits a puckish pleasure in crafting an interior world for the reader to cross into while hedge-riding his language, so that they may immerse themselves within the crucible of embodied knowing. It is no small feat to write from within the place one desires to occupy; it is a singular and distinguished mark of an artist, and an artist Morgan certainly is. People of the Outside takes an enormous risk in giving a shape and form — teeth and claws — to nascent sensations and dark-of-the-night thoughts many of us have quieted away, kept secret and safe from the Over-Culture’s disparaging fluorescent lights of judgement. But what enlivens that throbbing red serpent, what makes it grow fat and wet with the pulse of the thing, comes alive within the pages of this new work: as bold and subversive, perhaps, as it is brazenly relaxed.

Cannibalism is inseparable, inextricable from, and mutually inclusive with Witchcraft, and those who endeavour to sever the two only exsanguinates the hallowed symphony of blood-and-bone-memory the Witch carries in their twisted veins. While historical documents, papers of inquisitorial interrogation, reports from this and that witchfinder general, and legends and lore have no problem reminding us of the cannibalising nature of the Witch, it does appear that the modern revival of interest and, perhaps even romanticisation of the Witch, has erased from her a certain monstrosity — erased her appetite. Morgan adroitly reminds us of the discomfiting truth of our origin stories — from Neanderthal to Denisovan, from Cagot to Christian. Within these pages we are linked, by large intestine and cerebral cortex, to our “unclean conspirators”, and subsequently find ourselves answering in daylight the questions we ask ourselves in the dark.

He does not choose to focus on solely one region, but guides us on a journey through European and Basque witches, the Benandanti and Malandanti of Italy, the Hungarian Taltos, the Aboriginal Spirit Doctor, the Phi Krahang and Krasue of Thailand, and so much more. One begins to recognise the vast sea of immeasurable interconnectivity we share with the Elder Folk and their descendants — these qualities mythologised in our folklore, but still active in our culture. The profound vastness of sympathetic folklore regarding witches, even as it expands across the tremendous arc of the earth, helps situate the reader and witch within the context of a greater ancestral inheritance, and a legacy one is best integrating instead of rejecting. Honest integration: a courageous and authentic acknowledgement, incorporation, and even direct invitation, this is exactly what Morgan asks of us.

Beyond the generous amount of anthropological, genetic, and folkloric research Morgan provides, he pivotally challenges the reader to recognise the Elder Folk’s reddened imprint in their genetic memory. Why should we not invite the cannibal within to break (sweet)bread with us? This is an alien gift but a gift nonetheless: our own mini-initiatory cauldron to roil in as we scry cannibalism’s state of interiority for Sapiens. Where we are pushed to recognise the ways in which we actively, even if unconsciously, self-cannibalise the Elder Folk within us. Suspended and sundered, we are caught in the crosshairs of contradiction: desire and disgust as both what churns the scarlet waters of the witch-blood, while simultaneously wrecking us against its cliffs.

While he never explicitly refers to it by name, we are absolutely directed toward acute analysis of our neglected projective identification. For those unfamiliar, projective identification was coined by psychoanalyst Melanie Klein, student of Freud, in her specialised research on the psychopathology of children. Klein recognised many things which popular society around her wished to reject (similar to her mentor), such as the innate homicidal impulse within children. But most useful and immensely applicable within the context of this work, and the proffered rejection of the Elder Folk within us, is this particular Kleinian theory. Klein posited that we, indoctrinated by the rules and mores of “civil society”, develop deep and masterfully complex pathological processes in order to protect ourselves from the truly “amoral” or “evil” parts of ourselves; to confront that we had desires, thoughts, impulses which violated the social contract would be like ego-annihilation, and subsequently, must be avoided at all cost. But we have to put those very bad feelings somewhere, because the longer they are within us, even unconsciously possessed, the greater our sense of dread that we are “bad, wrong, and evil”.

People love to offload the things they don’t want any more onto others, and that is what we do with all our “bad” desires, impulses, and thoughts, as well. We project them into another person (or peoples), and for one blissful moment, we are emptied of our fears that we are the bad guy, because we are certain the Other is the bad guy. But alas, there is a greater issue here: we still (unconsciously) identify that those projected identities are ours. This portends a more sickening discomfort, as we feel empty of what was intrinsically ours, and paranoid that the other person will harm us with ourselves. This often goes in one of two directions: we attempt to punish the other person for representing and reminding us of our horrible outsourced qualities, ultimately leading to the termination of the relationship, or, at best, it allows us to have a moment of awakening wherein we recognise that these are our horrible qualities and that we must find a way to integrate and reconcile with them.

It becomes imminently clear throughout People of the Outside how this trick of projective identification plays a treacherous role in divorcing ourselves from, well, ourselves — and the significant cost this disintegration has taken on intersectionality marginalised people. While we return time and time again to the role of the cannibal, Morgan also explores the ways in which the Other, itself, both becomes, and is inborn, as the Witch within the popular imagination. He is thorough in his exploration of the demonic Other, whether the moniker of Witch is attributed via neurodivergence, gender identity and sexuality, race and ethnicity, the immense stigma around menstruating people, a societal contempt for women, and even different religions. He takes a risk in sharing what he does, as it is an act of courage to hold a mirror up to Sapiens — so prone to avoiding the truth in ourselves — while asking us to introject, swallow whole, the monstrosity of both our spirit-selves and our psyche-pathology. The Witch as abject, as abomination, and that-which-transgresses has been replaced by a sanitised, digestible, costume in the 21st century in ways few of our ancestors could have ever suspected.

That beautiful ‘dark continent’ of the Witch’s body, as Hélène Cixous coined it, has become a technicolor spectacle. But when we investigate closely, it is not the Witch which has become marketable, an object of desire, but rather some strange claw-less imago. For how can anything pleasing or consumable truly be Witch? The Witch, if one looks closer, is still that which society recoils from: the figure who forces our defensive projections, who makes a shrill cathexis in our unconscious cauldron, conjuring a fear (that we might, ourselves, become that dreaded other thing) that becomes hatred. In an attempt to make the Witch a palatable good-object, a performative costume, it has been turned only into an image — divorced of the blood-lusting, power-churning, anti-human force which it has always been. But the feelings reserved for the Witch still exist, and they are found within the grossular alembic of the Over-Culture’s coupled disgust and fear of aberration from the narrow margin of “normal”. That is as unchanging in the 21st century as it was in the 16th century, as it was in the 12th century.

While reading the advanced copy of this book, I attended our local opera house’s performance of Englebert Humperdinck’s Hansel & Gretel. The spirits which populate the pastoral of witchcraft are prone to blending the margins of our mundane with synchronicities simply too visceral to reject, and so, too, became my experience at the opera. When the Witch was revealed, I was struck by the casting choice: the singular person of colour in an entirely white cast, a man who would spend the entirety of the performance wearing a costume inspired by drag queens during Mardi Gras. It is not unusual in opera for genders to be swapped, of course, but within the context of reading Morgan’s work, I could not avoid the slow climb of goosebumps as I sat with the casting choice of the Witch as a black man in drag (replete with sequins and pink bouffant wig), singing with an intentionally comically feminine affect. When Hansel and Gretel trick the Witch into her own oven and she’s proclaimed dead, the entire audience — children and adults alike — launched into raucous applause and cheers — going as far as to stand up from their seats, shouting their celebration of her death. While the Witch was boo-ed for her cannibalism, the audience laughed when the townsfolk, in turn, cannibalised the Witch.

The unconscious casting and design choices for the Witch, and the collective response of the audience, proved a corroborative nod to the prescience of Morgan’s observations. People of the Outside is a challenging work. I would argue that all texts on witchcraft should, in fact, be challenging works, as witchcraft and the role of the Witch are by their very virtue adversarial. We should not feel comfortable, we should not be made to feel safe when we find ourselves at the nexus of the crossroad, or at the threshold of the hedge. If we disavow part of who we are, then all of who we are remains a stranger to us, and that is where the truest danger lies — a fear of oneself, a fear of the Other as it exists at all times within Us. My sense is that this work will become increasingly relevant as time unwinds its crooked path before us (and behind us), and more and more details about the Elder Folk become clarified — both through the advances in genetic science, and through other avenues of knowing.

When one reads what Morgan posits, the heavy, felt-sense, viscosity of knowing sits like the forbidden flesh in the pit of the stomach. There is the signature nausea, the thread of rejection, but the implicit recognition of something nearly-forgotten whispering first in the fetch before stirring up the blood. We owe Morgan a debt of gratitude for the courage and the consistency with which he tenderly regards what is subversive in our nature — the rejected hiding in plain sight, the Elder-Folk in the room. We owe him a debt of gratitude for the research he compiled, and the honesty of his self-reflection. We owe him a debt of gratitude for encouraging, granting a sort of permission, for us to fall in love with the blood and bone memory of what makes us Other to begin with — why we find ourselves hissing into chalices and shapeshifting through the eye of a needle. Never to be cut off above the breath again, we demand — and so we must recognise the legacy from which we descend. Morgan illustrates that legacy, and connects those amongst us called Witch back to our long-toothed antecedents of yore. May your family reunion be an ecstatic one.

Happy Feasting,

Sasha Ravitch





Chapter 1

What Sews a Witchcraft from a Baby Hide?

Witchcraft owned your skin before you ever thought you did. You slipped on into it down the drain-pipe of a birth cord and witchcraft had you sewn into the flesh-purse of your baby hide. You absorbed her along the ancestor life-from-death cord, and she made you a little alien. People make words up for things. People like to hedge things in and around with noises. They made the word ‘witch’, using different sounds in multiple noise-making systems, as they wandered through our uncanny valley. A smattering of poetry, a series of key taboos that work like a key to a mystery-lock in a highly visible, and therefore largely invisible, back-to-front door between your legs. People will talk about what makes a witchcraft, what makes a witch, which stitch sews in a witch to our blood knowing? How many eyes do we have when all are considered? Some of the answers to these crooked riddles will have value, at some level. Only at the level of the gaze. Words are an extension of the gaze, sticking everything to the look of itself. Regardless of the appearance of our human mother we all slipped out of the cunny of a ghost-woman with the hair of the Neanderthals on her chin. Yet words for all their battering never did stretch around the slick sensation of drawing out the liquid essence of the fetch bones, your back and ribs cracking into a new shape as you prepare for flight. Words never did define the difference between the quick and the dead in the moment where you show The Devil you’re brave, and canny, and too twisted for the straight or the narrow… The moment the show him the back of your neck and open your skull-door for the darkest and brightest of adventures.

We cannot define the slippery edges of an horrendous transformation into the stuff of nightmare and dream, and worst of all the middle seam that sticks them to each other in a slow, gelatinous gleam. But we can dance with it. We can fuck it, and kiss it, until it is known to us in the biblical sense. Then when we speak about it well enough, when we undress its history in the strange language of thorn-sharp reason, and the other type of rose-like reason we call instinct, we will find echoes of the third path of witching-reason behind those words. But never in front of them. I was there when the books I write became haunted, yet I did not make them haunted. I was made to get out of the way of the birthing labours of the foremother who grew hair on her chin and whose teeth were somewhat longer than my own. So, welcome to what is left. A hearth inside a cave. It’s a cave not because the story is primitive, but simply because it is empty, a place the wind makes its music through, much like a hollow bone. What you will read here is a book about being strange. It’s a book about being a little alien. Through the use of the thorns and the flowers it will wear away at the tangled binding threads, trying to feel how deeply placed they are. It will take us all to an encounter with the monstrous, in whose reflection we might see ourselves.

For the first time in history this is possible. This is no small thing. A witch’s voice cracking out into the primary narrative, making them tremble…





Chapter 2

What in the Dark They Fear We Witches Do

There is a stranger at the door, the smoke hole or the window. Our forebears understood this enough to feel fear. They were the People of the Outside, after all, cultural-bearers of everything rejected. Yet they are also someone from within. They’ve been at your fireside and chuckled with you about the behaviour of geese and children. It is not clear if they are a someone, or a something, this well-known stranger. Though by their nature you can never pick it when you meet them. They seem like an ordinary reddened human being. They even bleed that colour when you cut them above the breath to steal their witch-blood.

Judging from their hidden character they should be of the outside. They resonate with the outsider qualities of the wild, they have the fox’s eyes of cold fire, they should be exiled, and yet in some form they usually reside inside the human community. Often this Other is not defined as fully human, despite being as familiar as your aunty and carrying out normal daily tasks. Their existence seems like a kind of betrayal of all this normality. Though they likely can’t help it, their night function, when paired with those other mundane bonds is part of the horror, the lingering fear of predation from a trusted familiar. That feeling when someone saw the otherwise respectable Goody Procter with the devil…

Until recently the voice on this topic has belonged to the accuser and we have not yet fully appreciated the luxury of our new voice. Not at a truly historical level anyway. The voice is now given to the one who would have been cut above the breath in the past, rather than only handed only to the cutter. The voice is now with shared even with the one who often, if not always, acts in favour of the more-than-human over the human. Though witches are capable of taking away ills from humans, they generally do this by transferring the problem elsewhere. Their voice, our voice, is defined by some simply as the opposite to the belief of the mainstream. Whether the mainstream are Christians or Atheists their opposite principle changes from fearsome devil worshipper to irrational idiot.

This is probably because most of humanity seems to find it easier to think in twos rather than threes or anything higher, let alone to be able to flexibly move around between different possibilities based on context. Gaining a voice allows us to talk back and contaminate discourse with our cunning perspective. It allows us to engage in the discourse of our age. It allows us to challenge the dominant forms of social engagement with something from the Outside.

I use a certain amount of reason in this book naturally, or perhaps sometimes it uses me. Research, that process of digging into the archeology of written things, requires it. Yet there are different forms of reasoning available to the witch, different ways of feeling into things to discern their shape and to sing them into being. There is an accumulative language of symbols, where we build a story through inference, sigil, and dream.

Our heretical gaze and sophisticated habits of thought are imagined from the world inside the boxes to be part of a well-constructed conspiracy, one made up of people in power mingling with those who are not thought to have any power. It is imagined to be physically vaster in scale than it is, this witchcraft of the eyes and brain, probably more so than it’s ever been in reality.

In a smaller tribal or village context the accusations and the punishments are more personal, more intimate and perhaps therefore more terrible. The intimate quality of the initial betrayal engenders this violence from the inside. It is not uncommon for there to be one or two people who are not as they appear, who are People of the Outside, capable of working against the day-lit, cohesive values of the group, possibly even whilst upholding those values in other contexts and other actions.

There are two popular ways to explain the paranoia that lies behind this almost universal happening. It could be a form of neurosis that seems to be so central to Sapiens that it exists the world over. If it is not a mental illness, some intrinsic perversity of this species, it must connect us to a common experience in humans. There is also a dark, hidden heart present both in the practice of witchcraft and the intrinsic fear of it, a third option that partakes of both of the others and may be integral to Sapiens as a species. What then is this history that is at once comprised of a forgotten event, a neurosis. and a reality?

To add yet another dimension to this tale it might even be the case that how efficiently a culture finds ways to integrate and sublimate divergent individuals, and to manage the fear of the insider-outsider relationship determines how long and how well that culture continues to thrive, and how long before they begin dunking one another in water to determine guilt or innocence. If we look closer at these Othered individuals, or clusters in some cases (as numerous divergent conditions pass to children in the blood), we discover a basis in fear of this scapegoat population, a fear they may somehow, just through dreaming it, have an underhanded way to push back against established power stories.

Around the world these People of the Outside are very often, but far from always, women, and the reason why from a purely social perspective seems obvious. Women possess the enormous power of birth-giving, and yet are most often smaller and less physically powerful as individual bodies, they also possess the uncanny blood that flows with the moon. Menstrual blood is so often strictly tabooed in cultures all around the world, to the extent of some rules providing for women to have to stay down wind rather than up wind of the other people, that one questions if these practices take us all the way to the door of the most primordial taboos of Sapiens? And if those taboos are potentially that old, what is the forgotten story behind their early and pre-emptive violence of this plot-line?

There is this sense that when our species represses or sanctions a group or a practice that inevitably do so through a repression of the qualities we identify in them inside ourselves as well. Not only must the characteristics of the oppressed be repressed in ourselves, but also the humanity of the Other, like the witch they are no longer a full person but a monster, they must somehow be storied as uncanny, even if it requires stories with no basis in reality. Here we find the narratives of explanation in myth that help to explain why that group is treated differently, what damaging effects will occur if the tradition of persecuting them is neglected, and why this tradition is crucial to the upholding of all order and decency.

If you neglect the persecution of the half-blind widow then it will only be so long before rampant animal sodomy will overtake the land. This may help the pro-social animal Sapiens to block out the inevitable guilt they will feel when punishing the said widow. This line of thinking will continue up until contemporary times where some people still believe that marrying another adult human should be compared to marrying bridges or dogs. These aggressive stories also help to work away at the resentment that an oppressed group, or person, is likely to feel towards those in the privileged group. It’s harder to hate the oppressor when you’ve been fed the story you are inherently a monster from the first taste of your mother’s milk. As a born member of the Othered group you will be expected to repress or internalise the aggression of that story, turning it inward as shame, or even masochistic identification with the oppressor, if no other ritual outlets are available to you. All too often such narratives end in self-deletion by that Person of the Outside.

It is arguable that this violence comes into play whenever humans kill anything or use literal violence to oppress others, whether human or non-human animals. There is mental work required both for the aggressor and the victim, repressions and delusions, self-trickery and sublimated sadism enter a heady soup in the cauldron of humankind… So it is little wonder this bubbling mess creates a plethora of psychic phenomenon that are tossed up in a way that seems almost random. To put it another way, there is little wonder to it, as our breed of witches and nightmares gurgles away from sight in the blackness of the lower gut.

Humanity’s Other, this one that so worries people they fill their homes with charms against it, walks with us through every part of the world we have ventured. Some cultures are better at expiating our alien-style inheritance in cathartic rituals that often involve seeming punishments of self or others. There is always this internal struggle, perhaps typical of us as a hybrid still evolving into its most effective fusion-form.

On average our species has quite highly developed empathy even when compared to other animals, many of whom still rival us.1 It is an empathy capable of walking hand-in-hand with an almost equal need for catharsis through savagery and scapegoating, anyone who has taken in even a casual sense of the history of the species could not deny either of these facts. Luckily we are mercurial or it would be easy to give up on us. It is fair to say though that part of the sensations of solidarity and tribalism spring from being united in hatred for outsiders or a specific enemy.

We are very intelligent animals, yet almost entirely blind to the sources of that drive and control our behaviour simply because we are so wrapped up in them. The familiar has always been terribly unfamiliar to us. This is why hearing from our more often rejected minorities is a new opportunity for our species. We are hearing the voices of witches, of queer people, trans people, neuro-divergent people and some of us, like myself, who are all of these things, and some unnamed ones also. As a species we play out the fate-loops of insider and outsider in this way for survival and reproduction in such an unconscious way that it can appear we are often strangers to emotional reason.

One part of Sapiens satiates itself on the group cohesion created by the stress of shared hatred, shared self-righteousness, and other people’s confirmation that one is indeed virtuous and caring. The other parts of ourselves, like the socialised self, have to turn their eyes away from the implications of our lifestyles. The modern psyche therefore has perhaps the greatest gulf between the socialised-self and the Othered impulses. We project all that when we point the finger at our witch, our scapegoat, our heretic, our diseases, our terror. This is dangerous as it makes the return of the darkness more unpredictable.

Whilst we tend to look down on societies and call them primitive when they hold sacrificial and expiation rituals they might actually have more emotional intelligence and realism, one built up over generations. When it comes to understanding sublimation, and how to trigger release in the human limbic system, their intelligence might far surpass our own. Without this crucial skill there is likely to be some far worse result later. Instead of simply opposing religion our world will need to learn how to think in layers, to use both the insider and the outsider parts of the self at the same time.

When people are crushed to death in frenzies during soccer matches we see that this primal instinct of tribal connection and blood-letting is still entirely present in modern people. No doubt this is why something which is merely a game is treated with such reverence as sport is by Sapiens. It is such a simple interaction that every so-called race in our whole genetic diversity-lacking species relates to chasing balls and trying to get somewhere very fast.

This distance between our primal impulses and our socialisation isn’t unique to humans, however. Here I will provide a poignant example the uneasy feeling given off by a tale of murder that arises from an Orangutang who lost his mother and was raised by humans. Unlike the rather emotionally sophisticated cage rats this primate behaves far more like the worst of Sapiens.

Sugito was staring off into space with a funny look that I had never seen before. He studiously avoided looking in Doe’s (foster sister) direction. After some time… he slowly approached. He held her under the water until she stopped fighting. Then, standing on two legs, he raised both arms over his head and brought them down, fluttering, in front of him [like] a shaman… performing rituals of obsequiousness to his god… Sugito knew perfectly well that Doe was dead. He had killed her.2

There is something naked about this account. The simplicity of the words make you feel as it has watched the elicit murder of a Sapien. Probably also because the behaviour sounds eerily familiar. We will never know what (beyond perhaps a perceived flickering of the perverse in Sugito, a curiosity about destruction) drove him. But when we read this we must recognise, given that Orangutangs who are mothered in the wild seldom murder, that this impulse and this process of dehumanising the victim exists overtly in Sapiens too. The way Sugito needed to look away and couldn’t look into her face, could not share the open door of his gaze with her, is a simple form of converting Doe from a fellow Orangutang-person into a witch.

This act of looking away, of denying the sticky, psychic interaction of the gaze, and the strange ritualised behaviour Sugito followed with, comes from the same root as the stories Sapiens have told about witches, Jewish people, or the queer. Elicit, pointless, murder from within the group of this sort is highly socialised against in most human societies, yet it can in some places still be called gay panic if there is existing monsterisation built up around the victim.

The gay and trans panic defences are examples of why Sapiens usually needs to invent stories to justify the need to commit a perverse and anti-social act, especially on repeat. And, of course, as a creature with intact second level intentionality we know that others likely think as we think, and feel similarly to how we feel, therefore for all but the most sociopathic, guilt must be defended against via stories that monsterise.

For people who share a magical worldview, including the major world religions, it is an easy step to consider that such tendencies as exist in Sapiens, when repressed from expression might then be spiritually weaponised. This paranoia of the gaze lives in us as well as Sugito. That fear that someone who was looking at you judgmentally might in fact be looking balefully, that they might have subtly brought you misfortune with their evil eye, is a very widespread human concern. Perhaps it is even one of the core entirely Sapien beliefs. Furthermore, accusing someone of such a largely unprovable crime against you gives license to carrying out punishments that allows the expression of repressed sadism, and perhaps even internal self-hatred for all of our own personal, hidden, Otherwise characteristics.

Let us talk about those marks of the Other…

One of the earlier accounts of a witchcraft we would recognise is from The Books of Samuel (600-500BCE).3 Here we meet the Witch of Endor, she is a woman, her art of raising the dead is forbidden. With necromancy she conjures the deceased from a pagan netherworld from which they rise, and we know she has The Sight, because no one else present can either see or hear the ghost. Despite this, after the encounter Saul collapses in terror and is so worn down by being in the presence of the dead that the witch, who is herself not impacted, kills a fatted calf to restore his vitality.

In the Yalkut of Judaic tradition it is asserted that whilst the querent can’t see the ghost they can hear them, and the necromancer themselves can see them but not hear them. In these traditions we find the witch as an interactive go-between with the querent and the Underworld who is not depleted in the presence of these powers, and whose art is already forbidden in her culture. Whatever that force is that rises from the earth as both plural, Elohim meaning gods, who she describes as rising as a singular. This may tell us something about the deeper structure of her way of thinking. Naturally though the biblical emphasis is not on her.

A detailed written accounts of familiar witchcraft beliefs in Rome also appears in The Golden Ass by Apuleius4 (125-185 CA). Here we see a couple of witches, one old and leathery the other described as attractive, both are highly sexual and adulterous and dishonest, they are closer to their animal nature, with transformation and flight as a bird through the means of an ointment. Even as early as this there is mention of witches cannibalising human flesh from corpses, and the taking of human body parts for their spells. Witchcraft seems to be entirely related to women, as Medea, Meroe, and Pamphile are the only witches mentioned.

Despite this fact it can clearly be contracted by men, as the ointment for transformation and flying still works when rubbed on a man’s body, causing him to transform into an animal, just as the women do. It’s hard to know whether the story as a whole should be read as a half ironic or semi-serious treatise against the dangers of women. Either way it is clear that witchcraft seems to rest primarily in the hands of women, but is highly contagious.

Apuleius was a Berber of Nubian extract educated in a Roman style, though it is noteworthy that he himself was accused of bewitching the rich widow he married.5 Whether writing about witchcraft was so contagious it caused this belief or whether it had some basis in fact is unknown. Here the enemy within the gates is distinctly womanly in nature and has a lot to do with the lure of sexual temptation, which men seem curiously helpless in the grip of. Nonetheless, a very evident cruelty is perceivable in the actions of women, along with a sense of a secret inversion of the overt power structure, one that even leads to them actively pissing on men.

The story seems to tell us that whilst men might believe they are in charge, underneath this surface illusion arcane powers are allowing women to pull all the real strings. Apuleius seems kind of cheerfully resigned about this fact, but nonetheless records the recognisable tropes of what will later erupt into full scale witchcraft hysteria in the future. What he is good-humoured about the future will put into a thumbscrew. If we cast our gaze on what witches would later be accused of we find them to be a kind of elaboration on themes that were already established centuries before of the beginning of the common era.

Whilst the accusations would become more detailed in the future one would be surprised if Apuleius was not drawing from a well-fleshed-out source of folk knowledge. Sorcery of the necromantic, Underworldly nature was already banned in some places hundreds of years before Christianity emerged. The most common later accusations we will explore below (other than the obvious one of maleficium or harmful magic) are: possessing an ointment that can help witches to fly, the profane kiss, turning into beasts, cannibalism — often of baby flesh — women as the perverse mother figure who kills her child or performs abortions or possesses a beard, feeding an imp from a secret teat even if a man, hagging as the classical nightmare riding astride the victim, sexual perversions including incest and sodomy practiced by both sexes, and vampire-like life force theft of men’s virility.

The witch’s behaviour represented a complete inversion of the life way of the culture making the accusation, a world turned upside down, and all major taboos violated. We don’t hear much about paedophilic behaviour among witches, the absence of which perhaps speaks loudly in and of itself. This may all sound a bit obvious until we really think about it. Because it is at once both created by a shared, hybrid, form of mental life, and also something that becomes nothing less than utterly true. It is a truth that makes you wonder if the accusation of witchcraft itself forms a primordial human release valve, existing as much for the explanation of People from the Outside as it does for a channelling of the perverse joy of persecution?

If, much like the Orangutang murder by Sugito, the witchcraft accusation allows a strange curiosity to be sated in Sapiens? For people to enjoy the salacious entertainment of dark and forbidden activities that excite strong feelings of disgust and horror? The thrill of horror and pity are known to be the cornerstone of the tragic genre after all. When we watch horror play out on a stage or screen we can safely identify with the blood-shed and struggle of the characters.

Through the real-life-story of witchcraft people could exercise their own Othered, sexual, and cannibalistically predatorily fantasies, fantasies that might consist of epigenetic or ancestral memories of times in the past where our forebears were performing, or forced to perform, these taboos. The accusation of witchcraft came to seem a safe way to project those feelings onto an Other — safe at least until someone turns a gaze on another, until someone points a real finger, or a bone.

Witches and destructive sorcerers, often cannibalistic ones, haunt the consciousness of most Sapien societies. It is kind of obvious, almost too obvious maybe, to mention the lack of scientific explanations in the past for the workings of nature, the ones we may now tell ourselves we have the true explanation for. The smaller number of witch terrors in post-industrial cultures may be due to greater safety, higher living standards and life-expectancy. Despite these seeming improvement other scapegoats are still found. We are not without our state-sanctioned bogeymen, whether they be religiously extreme Islamic sects, communism, Satanic Panics, supposed homosexual agendas, or conspiracy theories that in some circles take the place of the witch. In other circles the witch continues in the place of the witch.

Today the current theories of evil in English-speaking countries focus a lot on pedophiles, that group who are interestingly absent from the earlier church-led accusations against witches. Perhaps stranger than the fact scapegoating and fear of hidden evil still exists in our post-scientific world is the fact that the very things witches are accused of (I say are, rather than were, because there are a number of countries where witchcraft killings are still current) were once thrown by Rome at early Christians. It is strange for its precision as much as its lurid quality that we find many of these same tropes applied by Roman pagans to their new competitor religion.

Though we don’t find night-flight, ointments, or animal transformation in the mix we do find worship of the sex organ of the male leader ‘as if he were their father’ (not quite sure what they meant by that), incest, bisexual sex, sex between elderly and younger people, incest — otherwise described as indiscriminate sex — followed by cannibalistic feasts on sacrificed dead babies.6 It is significant to note that this cannibalistic feast supposedly happened after the light was put out by the involuntary actions of a tied up dog. This is significant because like Sugito during his orangutang murder, it denies the possibility for a witnessing gaze.

The indiscriminate orgiastic rite happens in darkness with lamps out, like many of the Greek mystery traditions, where none may see with whom they are intimate and the putting out of the light is something that they do not take responsibility for. The light is extinguished by the will of a type of beast given little social merit in that culture. The language of what these early Christian heretics were being accused of is very clear, they are putting out the light of reason and decency, denying the holy gaze which affirms our appearance in the eyes of others, and doing it with the will of the dog within themselves.

Everything deemed unclean by Roman pagan society is connected with the canine and it is easy to see why. The domestication of the dog likely followed the same format as that of dingoes in Australia, where one could speak of wild dingoes and ‘camp dingoes’, who were still partially wild but went back and forth between the human and the wild. This going back and forth likely impacted people with a sense that they were a crossing-over animal, one who was involved somehow in protecting and guiding humans when they passed out of the camp, away from the fire, and out into the wild zone of the ancestors into what we now call death.

The early Christians who refused their social duties to the state, and therefore threatened its integrity. Jews, various heretics, Templars, and even lepers have also been accused of many of these things, as Carlo Ginsberg showed.7 Even things like the profane kiss on the arse was not only ascribed to the devil and the witch but to the Waldenses, Templars, Bogomils, and the Cathars who were all accused of variants of the ‘the kiss of shame’8 which is associated by the accusing cultures with ritual uncleanliness.

We will return later to this notion of ritual cleanliness and uncleanliness, and the ways that the breaking of this sense of order interrupts the gaze, time itself, and creates the discord of devil’s acres from which phantoms begin to emerge.
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