W. B. SEABROOK. Of all travellers into
out-of-the-way places W. B. Seabrook has a
Just claim to have participated in the strangest
local rites and customs. His *° Adventures in
Arabia " and * Jungle Ways " rank with the
best modern travel books. ‘' Goat-Cry, Girl-
Cry,” is an episode from his book, * The Magic
Island,” dealing with his adventures in Hanti,
where he investigated the ancient African rites
of Voodoo, the African form of witchcraft.

GOAT-CRY, GIRL-CRY

N the afternoon of the Friday set for my blood baptism,
Omorc than fifty friends and relatives gathered at the

habitation of Maman Célie. There was no reason to
suppose that we might be disturbed, but as an extra precaution
a gay danse Congo was immediately organized to cover the real
purpose of our congregation. Maman Célie had told me that
I would get no sleep that night ; so despite the noise I napped
until after sunset, when she awakened me and led me across
the compound to the houmfort.

Through its outer door, which Emanuel stood guarding like
a sentinel and unlocked for us, we entered a dim, windowless,
cell-like anteroom in which were tethered the sacrificial beasts,
a he-goat, two red cocks and two black, an enormous white
turkey, and a pair of doves. Huddled there in a corner also
was the girl Catherine, Maman Célie’s youngest unmarried
daughter ; why she was there I did not know, and it is ncedless
to say that I wondered.

From this dim, somewhat sinister ante-chamber we passed
through an open doorway into the long, rectangular mystery
room, the temple proper, which was lighted with candles and
primitive oil-lamps that flickered like torches. Its clay walls
were elaborately painted with crude serpent symbols and an-
thropomorphic figures. Papa Legba, guardian of the gates,
god of the cross-roads, was represented as a venerable old
black farmer with a pipe between his teeth ; Ogoun Badagris,
the bloody warrior, appeared as an old-time Haitian revolu-
tionary general in uniform with a sword ; Wangol, master of
the land, drove a yoke of oxen; Agoué, master of the seas,
puffed out his cheeks to blow a wind and held in the hollow
of his hand a tiny boat; the serpent symbols stood for the
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great Damballa Oueddo, almighty Jove of the Voodoo pantheon,
and his consort Ayida Queddo.

At the near end of the room, close to the doorway through
which we had entered, was the wide, low altar, spread over
with a white lace tablecloth, In its centre was a small wooden
serpent, elevated horizontally on a little pole as Moses lifted
up the serpent in the wilderness ; around this symbol, which
was ancient before the Exodus, were grouped thunderstones,
Christian crucifixes made in France or Germany, necklaces
on which were strung snake vertebrz, others from which hung
little medallions of the Virgin Mary. On the corner of the
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altar nearest me my ouanga had been placed. Grouped also
on the altar were earthen jugs containing wine, water, oil ;
platters of vegetables and fruits, plates containing common
bread, and plates containing elaborate sweet fancy cakes,
bought days before down in the plain. There were bottles
of expensive French-labelled grenadine and orgeat, a bottle
of rum, kola-champagne, etc. There were also three cigars,
not of the rough sort the peasants smoke, but fat and smooth
in their red-gilt bands. With a naive but justifiable rationality,
these worshippers, whose gods were vitally, utterly real, saw
no anachronism in offering to their deities the best of every-
thing that could be procured. Maman Célie herself, accom-
panied by Papa Théodore, had gone by narrow trails across
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mountains and valleys, leading a donkey down to the modern
city, shopping therc for their celestial guests and returning
with the donkey’s panniers heavy laden.

On the altar also was a cone-like mound of cornmeal
surmounted by an egg, and before the altar candles were
burning, and wicks floating in coco-nut shells of oil. At the
left were the three Rada drums, at the right was a low wooden
stool placed for me.

At the other end of the mystery room, so that a ten-foot
open space was left before the altar, were seated on the greund
the eighteen or twenty people, all close relatives or trusted
friends, who were to witness the ceremony. When I entercd,
they were swaying and singing :

Papa Legba, ouvri barriére pour moins !
Papa Legba, coté petits on ?

Papa Legba, ou oué yo!

Papa Legba, ouvri barriére pour li passer /

(Father Legba, open wide the gate !

Father Legba, where are thy children ?

Father Legba, we are herc.

Father Legba, open wide the gaie that he may pass!)

The papaloi, a powerful clean-shaven black man of middle
age with red turban and a bright-coloured embroidered stole
over his shoulders, traced with cornmeal this cahalistic design
on the bare earth before the altar :
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It measured perhaps twelve feet from end to end. The
circles, it was afterward explained to me, represented, from
left to right, earth, sky, and sea. (Adepts of the esoteric
will read here earth, air, and water, cr if of a certain school
will read earth, air, fire, and water, accepting the central
sky-circle as a symbol also of the sun.) All these matters
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indeed entered into it, but the simpler interpretation was
dominant. The forked marks, all connecting, with lines
interjoining them with the three circles, thence radiating
toward the altar and reversely toward the worshippers, were
symbols of tne invisible paths through which the gods and
mysteries would move.

Into the earth circle the papaloi poured oil, flour, and
wine, while the people chanted, ‘‘ Wangol mait’ la terre”
(Wangol is master of the earth). Into the sky circle he poured
rum and ashes, while they chanted, *“ Damballa Oueddo, ou
matt’ la ciel ” (Damballa Oueddo, thou art master of the sky).
Into the sea circle he poured water, while they sang, *“ Papa
Agoué, li mait’ la mer > (Father Agoué, he is master of the
sea).

)A number of solos interspersed this general chanting. It
was impossible to retain them all in memory., I could not
make pencil notes there; not even Maman Célie was able
afterward to repeat them all for me, and the next day some
of the singers were gone. There was one song to Papa Agoue,
however, which I partly remembered because it had seemed to
me beautiful, and later I rode to find the singer and transcribe
it. It was:

Agoué, wovs ! wove !
Mait’ Agoué reter lans la wer:
Li tirer canot.

Bassin blé

Reter toi zilet ;

Nég coqui’ lans mer zorage ;
Li tirer canot 1a.

Agoué, wovd ! woys !

(Hail to Father Agoué
Who dwells in the sea !
He is the Lord of ships.

In a blue gull

There are three little islands.
The negro’s boat is storm-tossed,
Father Agoué brings it safely in.

Hail to Father Agoué!)

When this singing and pouring of libations were ended,
the papaloi sealed the open doorway by tracing thus across its
earthen sill :
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Evil or unwelcome forces which sought to enter woui.l
become entangled in the lines and go wandering from circle
to circle like lost souls among the stars.

This done, he began the real service, for which all thus
far had been but a preparation. He stood with arms raised
before the altar ancf) said solemnly, *“ Lans nom tout Loi et
tout Mystére” (In the name of all the gods and all the
Mysteries).

Maman Célie advanced at a sign from the papaloi and
was invested by him, with the scarlet robe and headdress of
ostrich feathers black and red, as mamaloi or priestess. This
was accompanied by a shrill chant :

Ayida Oueddo, ou couleuvre moins !
Qui 1¢ ou filer ou cou z'éclai !

{Ayida Oueddo, my serpent goddess
When you come it is like the hghtmng flash !)

At the same time now I heard through the chanting a
sharp long-drawn continuous hissing. It was Maman Célie,
hissing like a snake, drawing and expelling the breath througl
her teeth.

I looked for Maman Célie’s familiar sweet, gentle face,
but beneath the black and scarlet plumes I saw now only
what seemed a rigid mask. I felt that I was looking into the
face of a strange, dreadful woman, or into the face of some-
thing which I had never seen before. As I watched, the
cheeks of this black mask were deeply indrawn so that the
face became skull-like, and then alternatcly puffed out as
if the skul! had been covered with flesh and come alive.

MBT 17
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As the chanting died away, she whirled three times and
flung herself prostrate before the altar with her lips pressed
against the earth.

Emanuel, without donning sacerdotal garb, but now acting
as a sort of aliar servant, brought in the two red cocks. Each
was handled gently, almost reverently, by the papaloi, as he
knelt holding it and with white flour traced on its back a cross.
One of the small sweet cakes was crumbled, and each cock
must peck at it from the mamalo’s hand, This was awaited
patiently. At the moment when each bird consented to
receive the consecrated food, the priestess seized it and rose
wildly dancing, whirling with the cock held by its head and
feet in her upstretched hands, its wings violently fluttering.
Round and round she whirled while the drums throbbed in a
quick, tangled, yet steady rhythm. With a sudden twist the
cock’s head was torn off and as she whirled the blood flew out
as if from a sprinkling-pot. The other birds, the black cocks
and the dove, were dealt with similarly. As she danced with
the white living doves, it was beautiful, and it seemed to me
natural also that they should presently die. Blood of the
doves was saved in a china cup.

A thing which had a different, a horror-beauty like a mad
Goya etching, occurred when the black priestess did her
death dance with the huge white turkey. Though far from
fecble, possessed of great vitality, she was a slender woman,
slightly formed, whose nervous strength lay not in muscular
weight. When the turkey’s wings spread wide and began to
flap frantically above her head as she whirled, the great bird
seemed larger and more powerful than she; it seemed that
she would be dragged from her feet, hurled to the ground,
or flown away with fabulously into the sky. And as she
sought finally to tear off its head, sought to clutch its body
between her knees, it attacked her savagely, beating her face
and breasts, beating at her so that she was at moments enfolded
by the great white wings, so that bird and woman seemed to
mingle struggling in a monstrous, mythical embrace. But
her fatal hands were still upon its throat, and in that swan-
like simulacre of the deed which for the male is always like a
little death, it died.

So savage had this scene been that it was almost like an
anticlimax when the sacrificial goat was now led through
the doorway to the altar, but new and stranger things, con-
trasting, were yet to happen before other blood was shed.
He was a sturdy brown young goat, with big, blue, terrified,
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almost human eyes, eyes which scemed not only terrified but
aware and wondering. At first he bleated and struggled,
for the odour of death was in the air, but finally he stood
quiet, though still wide-eyed, while red silken ribbons were
twined in his little horns, his little hoofs anointed with wine
and sweet-scented oils, and an old woman who had come
from far over the mountain for this her one brief part in the
long ceremony sat down before him and crooned to him alone
a song which might have been a baby’s lullaby.

When it was finished, the papaloi sat down before the
little goat and addressed to it a discourse in earnest tones.
He told the little goat that it would soon pass through the
final gates before us all, instructed it in the mysteries, and
pleaded with it concerning its conduct on the other side.
But before it passed through the gate, he explained, certain
magical changes, making its path easier, would occur on this
side. Therefore it need have no fear. Upon its forehead
he traced a cross and circle, first with flour and afterward with
blood of the doves. Then he presented to it a green, leafy
branch to eat.

This goat had by now become inevitably personal to me.
I had conceived an affectionate interest in him while the old
woman was singing. I recalled what had happened to the
other creatures at the moment they touched food, and I had
an impulse to cry out to him, ‘ Don’t do that, little goat !
Don’t touch it 1" But it was a fleeting, purely sentimental
impulse. Not for anything, no matter what would happen,
could I have seriously wished to stop that ceremony., I
believe in such ceremonies. I hope that they will never die
out or be abolished. I believe that in some form or another
they answer a deep need of the universal human soul. I,
who in a sense believe in no religion, believe yet in them all,
asking only that they be alive—as religions. Codes of rational
ethics and human brotherly love are useful, but they do not
touch this thing underneath, Let religion have its bloody
sacrifices, yes, even human sacrifices, if thus our souls may be
kept alive. Better a black papaloi in Haiti with blood-stained
hands who believes in his living gods than a frock-coated
minister reducing Christ to a solar myth and rationalizing the
Immaculate Conception.

And so I did not cry out.
And the goat nibbled the green leaves.
But no knife flashed.
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In the dim, bare anteroom with its windowless grey walls,
the girl Catherine had remained all this time huddled in a
corner, as if drugged or half asleep.

Emanuel had to clutch her tightly by the arm to prevent
her from stumbling when they brought her to the altar.
Maman Célie hugged her and moaned and shed tears as if
they were saying good-bye for ever. The papalo pulled them
apart, and some one gave the girl a drink of rum from a bottle.
She began to protest in a dull sort of angry, whining way
when they forced her down on her knees before the lighted
candles. The papaloi wound round her forehead red ribbons
like those which had been fastened round the horns of the
goat, and Maman Célie, no longer as a mourning mother
but as an officiating priestess, with rigid face, aided in pouring
the oil and wine on the girl’s head, feet, hands, and breast.

All this time the girl had been like a fretful, sleepy, annoyed
child, but gradually she became docile, sombre, staring with
quiet eyes, and presently began a weird song of lamentation.
I think she was extemporizing both the words and the melody.
She sang :

Cochon marron saché chemin caille ;
Moins mandé ¢a Ii gagnin.
*“ Nans Léogane tout moon malade O !"

Béf marron saché chemin caille.
Moins mandé ga li gagnin.
“ Nans gros morne tout moon malade O !

Cabrit marron saché chemin caille.
Moins mandé ¢a li gagnin.
““ Nans Guinea tout maon malade O !’

M’pas malade, m’a p'mourri !

(The wild pig came seeking me ;
I said why have you come ¢
‘“ Every one is sick in Léogane!”

The wild bull came seeking me ;
I said why have you come?
‘“ Every one is sick in the mountains!”

The wild goat came seeking me ;
I said why have you come ?
“ Every one is sick in Africa!”

So I who am not sick must die!)
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And as that black girl sang, and as the inner meaning of
her song came to me, I seemed to hear the voice of Jephthah's
daughter doomed to die by her own father as a sacrifice to
Javeh, going up to bewail her virginity on Israel’s lonely
mountain. Her plight in actuality was rather that of Isaac
bound by Abraham on Mount Moriah ; a horned beast would
presently be substituted in her stead ; but the moment for
that mystical substitution had not yet come, and as she sang
she was a daughter doomed to die.

The ceremony of substitution, when it came, was pure
effective magic of a potency which I have never seen equalled
in dervish monastery or anywhere. The geat and the girl,
side by side before the altar, had been startled, restive, nervous.
The smell of blood was in the air, but there was more than
that hovering ; it was the eternal, mysterious odour of death
itself which both animals and human beings always sense,
but not through the nostrils. Yet now the two who were
about to die mysteriously merged, the girl symbolically and
the beast with a knife in 1ts throat, were docile and entranced,
were like automatons. The papaloi monotonously chanting,
endlessly repeating, ‘ Damballa calls you, Damballa calls
you,” stood facing the altar with his arms outstretched above
their two heads. The girl was now on her hands and knees
in the attitude of a quadruped, directly facing the goat, so
that their heads and eyes were on a level, less than ten inches
apart, and thus they stared fixedly into each other’s eyes, while
the papaloi’s hands weaved slowly, ccaselessly above their
foreheads, the forehead of the girl and the forehead of the
horned beast, each wound with red ribbons, each already
marked with the blood of a white dove. By shifting slightly
I could see the big, wide, pale-blue, staring cyes of the goat,
and the big, black, staring eyes of the girl, and I could have
almost sworn that the black eyes were gradually, mysteriously,
becoming those of a dumb beast, while a human soul was
beginning to peer out through the blue. But dismiss that,
and still I tell you that pure magic was here at work, that
something very real and fearful was occurring. For as the
priest wove his ceaseless incantations, the girl began a low,
piteous bleating in which there was nothing, absolutely nothing,
human ; and soon a thing infinitely more unnatural occurred ;
the goat was moaning and crying like a human child. I
believe that through my Druse and Yezidee accounts I have
earned a deserved reputation for being not too credulous in
the face of marvels. But I was in the presence now of a thing
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that could not be denied. Old magic was here at work, and
it worked appallingly. What difference does it make whether
we call it supernatural or merely supernormal ? What differ-
ence does it make if we say that the girl was drugged—as I
suspect she was—or that both were hypnotized ? Of course
they were, if you like. And what then? We live surrounded
by mysteries and imagine that by inventing names we explain
them.

Other signs and wonders became manifest. Into this little
temple lost among the mountains came in answer to goat-
cry girl-cry the Shaggy Immortal One of a thousand names
whom the Greeks called Pan. The goat’s lingam became
erect and rigid, the points of the girl’s breasts visibly hardened
and were outlined sharply pressing against the coarse, thin,
tight-drawn shift that was her only garment. Thus they faced
each other motionless as two marble figures on the frieze of
some ancient phallic temple. They were like inanimate twin
lamps in which a sacred flame burned, steadily yet unconsuming.

While the papaloi still wove his spells, his hands moving
ceaselessly like an old woman carding wool in a dream, the
priestess held a twig green with tender leaves between the
young girl and the animal. She held it on a level with their
mouths, and neither saw it, for they were staring fixedly into
each other’s eyes as entranced mediums stare into crystal
globes, and with their necks thrust forward so that their fore-
heads almost touched. Neither could therefore see the leafy
branch, but as the old mamaloi’s hand trembled, the leaves
flicked lightly as if stirred by a little breeze against the hairy
muzzle of the goat, against the chin and soft lips of the girl.
And after moments of breathless watching, it was the girl’s
lips which pursed out and began to nibble at the leaves.
Human beings, normally, when' eating, open their mouths
and take the food directly in between their teeth. Except
for sipping liquids they do not use their lips. But the girl’s
lips now mibbling at the leaves were like those of a ruminating
animal. Her hands, of course, were flat on the ground so that
in a sense she perforce must have eaten without using them,
somewhat in the manner of a quadruped; but in a castle
near the edge of the Nefud desert I once watched closely a
woman eating whose hands were tied behind her back, and that
woman, opening her mouth and baring her teeth, took the
fragments of food directly between her teeth, as any normal
human being would. But this girl now pursed her lips and
used them nibbling as horned cattle do. It sounds a slight
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thing, perhaps, in the describing, but it was weird, unnatural,
inhuman.

As she nibbled thus, the papaloi said in a hushed but
wholly matter-of-fact whisper, like 2 man who had finished a
hard, solemn task and was glad to rest, “ ¢a y est”’ (There
1t 1s).

')I‘he papaloi was now holding a machete, ground sharp
and shining. Maman Célie, priestess, kneeling, held a gamelle,
awooden bowl. It was oblong. There was just space enough
to thrust it narrowly between the mystically identified patr.
Its rim touched the goat’s hairy chest and the girl's body,
both their heads thrust forward above it. Neither seemed
conscious of anything that was occurring, nor did the goat
flinch when the papaloi laid his hand upon its horns. Nor
did the goat utter any sound as the knife was drawn quickly,
deeply, across its throat. But at this instant, as the blood
gushed like a fountain into the wooden bowl, the girl, with a
shrill, piercing, then strangled bleat of agony, leaped shuddered,
and fell senseless before the altar.

At the moment the knife flashed across the goat’s throat,
the company had begun to chant, not high or loud but with
a sort of deep, hushed fervour, across which the girl’s inhuman
bleating had shrilled sharp as another invisible blade. Now
they continued chanting while the celebrants performed their
various offices. They chanted :

Damballa Oueddo odan g'icit
Mandé ¢a la! Oué!
Ayida Queddo odan q'icit
Mandé ga la! Oué!
(Damballa and Ayida, behold the deed we have dome as you
commanded.)

The body of the goat was thrown as a ritually useless
and no longer sacred thing through the door into the ante-
room. The body of the unconscious girl, spattered with
blood, was lifted carefully into Emanuel’s arms and carried
away, "followed by two old women versed in magic who would
attend her recovery. If Maman Célie, her face still like a
terrible, inspired mask, bestowed one fleeting glance on either
body, I did not see it. She was revolving slowly before the
altar with the bowl in her outstretched arms and now held it
to the papaloi, who received it, drank, then placed it on the
altar, and with a little china cup poured libations within each
of the three cabalistic circles on the earth, They also sang an
invocation to Ybo, another of the ancient gods.
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There was a pause, a lull, in which | who had been for
hours too utterly absorbed to give myseli a thought, recalled
that all this ceremonial was leading up to an event which
concerned me more deeply than any other present. The time
had now come. A very old black man, deeply wrinkled,
with a beard that was like Spanish moss turned snowy white,
who had been sitting silent all the while, took from a bag
at his feet a white cloth which he wound around his head,
and a white embroidered garment like a cassock which he
put over his shoulders. He invested himself without the aid
of other hands as a black pope or emperor might have done.
Ile was not of our mountain. He had come riding upon a
donkey from beyond the great Morne. Maman Célie had
summoned him and had paid the expenses from her own
purse. It was a thing for which she would never permit me
to repay her. As he arose and beckoned me to kneel at last
before the altar, there was absolute silence. He was Voodoo
of the Voodoo, but as he laid his hand upon my head it was
neither in creole that he spoke, nor French, nor even the
almost forgotten language of old Guinea. I heard as in 2
dream, low, clear, and deep as the voices of old men rarely
are, ‘* In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti. Amen.”

And when still kneeling there with my eyes closed I heard
as from a great distance and as an echo from years long past
his sure voice intoning that most marvellous and mysterious
of all Latin invocations, * Rosa Mystica . . . Tower of
David . . . Tower of Ivory . . . House of Gold . . . Gate
of Heaven,” it seemed to me that I heard too the rolling of
mighty organs beneath vaulted domes. . . .

Oil, wine, and water were poured upon my head, marks
were traced upon my brow with white flour, and then I was
given to eat ritually from the cakes upon the altar, to drink
from the wine, rum, and syrups there. Parts of many cakes
were crumbled together in a little cup and were put into my
mouth with a spoon ; likewise were mingled a few drops
from each of the many bottles.

This, it seemed, had been a preliminary consecration rite
in sincere inclusion of the Christian divinities, saints, and
powers. Now the Voodoo chanting recommenced, and for
the first time my own name was mingled with the creole and
African words. They were beseeching Legba to open wide
the gates for me, Damballa and Ayida to receive me. A sort
of mad fervour was again taking possession of them all. The
old hougan, shouting now so that his voice could be heard
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above the singing, demanded once more silence, and placing
both hands heavily upon my head, pronounced a long mixed
African and creole invocation, calling down to witness all
the gods and goddesses of ancient Africa. Still commanding
silence, he dipped his hand into the wooden bhowt and traced
on my forehead the bloody Voodoo cross.

Then he lifted the bowl, hesitated for a queer instant
as if in courteous doubt—it was a strange, trivial thing to
occur at such a moment—and then picked up a clean spoon.
Maman Célie interfered angrily. So the bowl itself was
lield to my lips and three times I drank. The blood had a
clean, warm, salty taste. In physical fact, I was drinking
the blood of a recently slain goat, but by some mysterious
transubstantiation not without its parallels in more than one
religion other than Voodoo, I was drinking the blood of the
girl Catherine who in the body of the goat had mystically
died for me and for all miserable humanity from Léogane to
Guinea.

One small thing yet remained to be done. 1 had been
told that it would be done, and its meaning explained to
me. 1 had been told also that for no white man alive or dead
had it ever been done before. The papalo: took from the altar
an egg which had surmounted a little pyramid of cornmeal,
and holding it aloft in his cupped hands, pronounced incanta-
tion. As the blood had represented the mystery of death,
sacrifice, and purification, likewise fertilization as it was pourcd
upon the earth, the egg now represented rebirth, productivity,
fertility, re-creation. Maman Célie, the priestess, took it
from the hands of the papaloi, traced with it a new cross on
my forehead, and dashed it to the earth. My knees wer:
spattered. Then the priestess tore off her feathered head-dress.
and Maman Célie, the old woman, sank down beside me, put
her arms around me, and cried, ‘‘ Legba, Papa Legba, open
wide the gates for this my little one.”



