THE SCIACUDDHI AND THE FARMER
Sciacuddhri,  Scazzamurrieddhi,  Laurieddhri, Carcaluri, Mininceddhri, Rumpicuperchi, Lauri, Uri - as people in the villages of Salentine Grecìa, in Lecce and in the other parts of the Salentine region call them - were an integral part of every day life in the ancient days.
Has any of you ever seen a Sciacuddhi? Well, actually, few people could see him: only if he wished, anybody could see him. If you were among those  fellows, well, you would realize he looks like quite ordinary people but is far smaller. The Sciacuddhi is a small, big-bellied but nimble black-eyed barefooted elf wearing a tobacco suit and a black hat. But, above all, he’s such a pest!
Once upon a time in Martignano there lived an honest farmer named Pantaleo. Now, the Sciacuddhi chose as his home, guess?, yes,  he chose the house where Pantaleo lived with his wife, his children and his farm animals. You cannot believe what an annoying lodger a Sciacuddhi can be! He was a mischievous creature  that had a whale of a time at playing pranks to the unfortunate master and lady of the house and to their children and their animals. In short, he spent all his time harassing the people and the animals of the farm and making their life impossibile. He used to jump onto the chests of his victims at night while they were sleeping, and pressed and pressed until they could hardly breathe. He enterd the henhouse and plucked the poor chickens. He moved and hid kitchen stuff and poor’s Pantaleo tools in the workshop. He whispered in the middle of the night. He used to get into the stable at night and plaited and entangled and tousled the mane and the tale of Pantaleo’s horse in such a way that his master, poor devil, had to struggle all morning to disentangle them. 
In the long term, the Sciacuddhi became such a torment that the farmer and his wife decided to move house and leave their home to the Sciacuddhi. Easy said, easy done, they loaded all their furniture and stuff onto the cart and got ready to relocate. While they were carrying their things to the new house, feeling relief for setting themselves free from such a harassing creature, Pantaleo asked his wife: -Have you taken everything?- He had just finished talking that they heard a treble voice coming from a jug: -“Yes, we have. We’ve taken everything!-.  – To hell! - shouted poor Pantaleo,  -If I knew that you would come too, I wouldn’t have moved!  It isn’t worth the effort. Let’s get back home! – he said to his wife. 
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