THE MASS OF SAINT SÉCAIRE
There are those who do not dare to boldly attack their enemies, nor to poison them, out of their fear of justice. Those who kill have earned death, and the executioner's axe taking their heads.

So what can these ne'er-do-wells do? They seek out witches, to do evil to their enemies. Once, witches were burned on sight by judicial order. Now, the swine can do whatever they like, and no one can do anything to interfere. Luckily, more than one of these cadavers has been burned, justice never knowing anything of it, and without calling witnesses who would be found guilty if they spoke.

There are other ways to protect yourself against these vermin, without fear of punishment. If you know that a witch wants do you wrong, keep an eye out for her. When she passes close to you, and she extends her arm to do her evil work, say to yourself:

May the Devil blow up your ass!

At once, the witch will suffer a hundred times more than you would have suffered, and
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you will no longer have anything to fear from her. A similar thing will happen, when you see her coming from a distance, if you say, to yourself:

"I suspect you.
I fear you.
Fart without sheet. [?]
Go up the chimney. "

Now, you've been warned, and you know what you have to do.

There is something rather rarer, but rather more fearsome, than this evil done by witches: the Mass of Saint Sécaire. The man for whom it is said withers little by little, and dies without knowing why nor how, and even the doctors will understand nothing of it.

Very few priests know the Mass of Saint Sécaire, and three quarters of those who know it will never say it, for gold or silver. Only bad priests will undertake such a task. These priests never stay two days in a row in the same place. They always travel at night, leaving today from the mountains[1], arriving tomorrow in the Moors of Bordeaux or Bayonne.

The Mass of Saint Sécaire can only be said in a church where it is forbidden to congregate, because it is half-ruined, or because things were done there which no Christian should do. From these churches, the horned owls, the screech owls and the bats make their paradises. Gypsies lodge there. Under the altar, there are a bevy of singing toads.

The bad priest brings with him his mistress, to serve as his clerk. He must be alone in the church with this sow, and to have enjoyed a good supper. At the first stroke of eleven o'clock, he begins the mass, reading the whole thing backwards from the end, finishing at midnight exactly. The host is black, and has three points. The bad priest does not consecrate wine. He drinks the water of a well into which a child, who died unbaptized, has been thrown. The sign of the cross is always made on the ground, and with the left foot.

[1] The Pyrenees.
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And many other things occur at the Mass of Saint Sécaire, things that nobody knows, and that a good Christian could not see without immediately being struck blind, deaf and dumb forever.

And that is how some people make their enemies to wither little by little, and die without knowing why nor how, and even the doctors will understand nothing of it.

You understand, of course, that the bad priests, and people who pay them for this work, will have a great account to render on the day of the last judgment. No priest or bishop, not even the archbishop of Auch, has the right to forgive them. That power belongs only to the pope of Rome, who then orders the guilty, for the rest of their lives, to undertake penances more terrible than deepest hells. But very few of these poor wretches will submit themselves to it, and the majority die damned without remission.

There is however a means of protecting yourself against the mass of Saint Sécaire; but I do not know the black mass that you'd have to say. You must believe, Mr Bladé, that if it had been taught to me, I would teach it to you in good conscience. Your poor father (God have mercy on him!) was a good man, who helped me more than once. Try to be as good. I have heard it said that you speak French as well as those lawyers in Auch, and even in Agen.[1 ] For all that, you're no "francimant,[2]" and there is no sharecropper who knows the patois better than you. Today, consider [?] the middle-class man of Lectoure, who has twenty-four hours of leisure a day, which he can spend reading the news, and arguing over who will win the elections. They pretend not to believe in wizards and loups-garous. But I know some of them who, at night, tremble in fear in their beds, when they've blown out their candles.

All this, Mr Bladé, is to say to you that if I knew

[1] Agen is the chief town of a Court of Appeal, comprising the three départements of Lot-et-Garonne, Gers and Lot.
[2] Said of a man who affects the language and the manners of the Northern French.
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the black mass of Saint Sécaire, I could tell you the whole thing in good conscience, so that you could put it in writing, because I believe you wouldn't use it for evil. Because this mass can kill the bad priest and people who paid him. They wither little by little, and die without knowing why nor how, and even the doctors will understand nothing of it.[1]

[1] Related by the late Cazaux, of Lectoure. Belief in the mass of Saint Sécaire is still extremely widespread in Gascogne.
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