
Zeri Tales 

 
The Cry of the Gordana. (Tale by Gabriele Felloni) 

 

 
Stretti di Giaredo – Gordana river (photo by L. Pietronave) 

 

 

Many, many years ago, there was an event long forgotten by the people of Zeri. At Patigno there  

was a house larger than the others, while the village itself was still a small village of stone houses, 

where the shepherds lived. In that big house lived Peter. He was a big man, tall and bald headed  

with an eye  half-closed since birth. He had a big head, as if without a neck, attached to his large, 

curved shoulders due to a problem with his spine. His large mouth was empty of teeth, and opened 

in his face like a huge cave. He frightened people. Neither was he a lover of water, he washed 

himself only during rainy days. He lived by himself since his parents’ death, and the house was near 

a wood. He was still young and he had to strive to cope with life. Although people were afraid of 

him, they mocked him because of his deformities. 

 He suffered for that, but he tried to ignore them and looked for a job to make a living. People asked 

him to do heavy work and he was often paid with only a little bit of food.  

Every now and then he left the village to work, and when he came back he’d have saved some 

money.  

With that money he bought a little piece of land near his house and also two sheep to pasture there.  

The rumour spread among people of the village that Peter had become rich and had hidden a lot of 

money in a hole in the wall of his house. When they met him, they asked: “Hey Gordin! Did you 



hide the money in your back? Gordin was the nickname given to him because of his appetite, but he 

ignored the mockery of people, stood tall and went on his way. Peter became richer and richer, and 

year after year he bought more and more land and houses, so that eventually, the other villagers 

used his fields under the crop-rotation system.   

To compensate for the mockery he received, he didn’t allow any delay in payments and no 

discounts. People kept mocking him, but not to his face. The years passed by for Gordin, until he 

found himself old and alone. Master Simone, accountant, notary and scribe, was the only person 

who respected Gordin.  

But that was due to financial interest, not because Simone liked him. One hot summer’s day, 

Simone visited Peter. Gordin was seated on a rocking chair under a big nut tree, enjoying its shade.  

He was in bad shape, sweating, hardly breathing, the smell of goats was better than his own. Master  

Simone got closer to him, but not too close to avoid the smell, his purpose was to find out from  

Gordin the place were he kept his money. 

- To whom should I leave my money? I haven’t any relatives!  

- - You can leave it to the community. 

- - What community? Nobody loves me here, They would kill me to get my money. 

- - So, you have much money, then, Peter? 

- - I have and I haven’t, anyway it is none of your business! 

- -  If you don’t want to leave it as a legacy to the community, you can leave it to the church. 

- - What a thought! That avaricious old man has never done anything for me. He is looking  

- forward to my death to get my land that is near to the church. 

- - Don’t you really have any relatives? 

- - No, not that I know of. 

- Peter closed his eyes as if falling asleep and as the notary was going away,  Gordin with  

- gloomy voice said: 

- - Did you come to get a will from me? Well, let us do it, then. 

- Master Simone hoped to get some money, and by being with Peter, maybe come to know  

- the hiding place of his treasure. 

- - Are you ready? Start writing. All my land must remain uncultivated until I die, and then  

- the first one to use my land after my death can become the owner. 

I give the houses to those who loved me even a little bit: do you know of anyone? I see that  

you don’t answer, master Simone! And finally, I don’t want to be buried in the cemetery, but  

outside of the walls. 

- - Why don’t you want to be buried in the cemetery with all the others? 

- - Because they always mocked and hurt me; I don’t want it going on even after I’m dead. 

- When Master Simone had stopped writing, he waited for Peter to make payment and hoped  

- he would see where he hid his money, but he was disappointed. Gordin put his hand in   

- pocket of his jacket, and took out a couple of coins to pay him. The elder read the greed in 

the eyes of the notary and said: 

- - What were you looking for Master Simone? 

- - I hoped for a little inheritance, I am the only friend you have.  

- - Dear scribe, you are no friend of mine, but of my money. You are like all the others, you 

are nice to my face but not behind my back. For you too, I am only Gordin, the hunchback. 

-  Have you finished with my will? Master Simone rose in a state of confusion. 

-  

-  

-  

-  

 

 

 



      - Yes Mr. Gor. . . Sorry, Mr. Peter. Please sign here, on this line. 

- - I’ve never learned to write. 

- - I know. It is enough to put a cross. After Peter signed the will with a cross, the notary  

- went away.  

- Soon, the harvest of chestnuts and nuts was done; the wine fermented in the big vats and  

- the first snow fell on the peaks of the mountains. Patigno village was covered with a white  

- mantle of snow and Peter died. People realized what had happened because of the loud 

bleating of  

- his sheep, left without food. For the wake, the notary invited all the citizens and read Peter’s 

last will and testament. The reading caused so much anger in many people, one of them took 

the will  

- from the hand of Master Simone and burnt it. 

- - Now there is no testament, he said. Everyone keeps his own lands, others will look after 

-  the treasure. You’re right, they said. We will demolish the house stone by stone til we find 

it.  

- Tomorrow we are going to have a nice funeral to keep him quite.  

- The day after, the procession led toward the cemetery where he was to be buried. Soon,  

- more snow fell to cover Peter’s tomb. The people in their homes enjoying the warmth of  

- their fireplace, forgot the old hunchback. The nights were long and very cold and the  

- wind blew non-stop through the valleys.  One night a terrific cry woke up all the  

- village. People came out of their houses to see what had happened. They looked at each  

- other without knowing what was happening. The howling went on for several nights without 

anyone knowing where it came from. After some months of interrupted nights they 

discovered that the cries came from the cemetery. Nobody, though, was brave enough to go 

to that place of death, to find out who was yelling so terribly. Someone thought that it was 

Gordin’s ghost causing such troubles. 

- - The elder didn’t want to be buried in the cemetery. They said. 

- - So, let us bring him out. 

- During a violent storm, one night, some men went to the cemetery and opened the tomb and  

- removed the corpse. Without a word they brought Gordin’s corpse to the river and threw it  

- in. The whirlpool of the river swallowed up the corpse, suddenly carrying it away,  

- disappearing into the dark night. 

-  The spring passed by and summer came. Two friends went down to the river to fish. They 

were looking for a big trout in the depths of the clear waters of the river. Beyond a curve of 

the river the friends jumped into a large pool. After a while they got out and sat on a rock to 

dry themselves under the sun. One of them gazed at the rock in front of him, and the blood 

froze in his veins. Unable to speak he touched his friend on the shoulder. 

- - What is going on, James? You look absolutely stunned. 

- - Wat. . .watch over there! 

- Selmo turned his eyes in the direction pointed out by James and screamed, terrified by  

- the horrible  sight. In front of them they saw Gordin’s big head, with an eye half-closed and 

the large mouth open in a silent cry. Nowadays, when violent storms strike nearby the 

Gordana river, it is possible to hear the terrifying cries of the stone man of Gordana. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Bridge of Noises 

 

 

The bridge, located not far from Noce, on the road towards 
Pontremoli – (photo by collection S. Mezzetta) 

, 
 

Once upon a time a wicked man lived in Noce. One day he went to the 

church and stole the holy host, cut his hand and hide it under his skin. 

From then on, each time he fought with someone nobody was able to hurt 

him. He was excommunicated, and after dying was buried in the cemetery. 

When the bells rang he awoke in the tomb making strange noises. The 

dead man was exhumed, put in a sack and thrown from a high rock into the 

river not very far from the village. While the corpse was falling down into 

the river,  terrible noises were heard, similar to chains beating on rocks. 

People tell that ever since, the same noises are heard every time someone 

goes to that place. From that story the bridge got the name: The Bridge of 

Noises, and it’s still called that today. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Reedy Lake. 

 

 

The Reedy lake, located above the Villaggio Aracci. 
 

It was a Sunday morning, many years ago, and a family: father, mother 

and son, instead of going to Mass tilled the ground with an ox. Those who 

passed by asked them why they didn’t go to Mass, and they answered with 

scorn, saying that they didn’t need to go. The punishment from heaven 

didn’t take long to arrive. A very thick fog descended over them and they 

were unable to move around and so found themselves very frightened. 

They were working near the Reedy Lake, and having lost any sense of 

direction,  they fell into the lake. The story tells that even nowadays by 

looking closely at the centre of the lake it is possible to see the eyes of the 

ox and the clothing of the baby. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Montelama: the wizards’ village. 

 

 

Montelama village – photo by M. Malachina 
 

Montelama is a little, characteristic village of  the Zeri valley. Few 

inhabitants still live there. This tale was told throughout the centuries and 

it tells of people with wondrous powers who were able to make other 

people fly and transform them into animals. The story was told of a 

migrant from Corsica, who felt deep melancholy because his girlfriend 

was left behind in his home village.  The young man asked an expert 

magician to enable him to fly to said village. With a special ointment the 

young man was transformed into a cat, then he was able to enter the room 

of his girlfriend by night. Inside the room a candle was burning, the cat, 

with very good eyesight in the darkness, was able to see his girlfriend with 

another man. The girl, angry to be discovered, cut off the cat’s paw. The 

day after the girl met her boyfriend – now missing one of his hands. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Disappearance of Agnudano. 

 

Near to Noce, and not very far from Patigno, there was once a little village 

called Agnudano, located near a lake. It happened one day that the lake 

became drier and drier till it was completely gone. After some time, people 

saw that, at the bottom of the old lake, the ground was moving. Puffs of 

smoke and mud were coming out of the ground. It was the end of 

Agnudano as it was soon completely swallowed up in that big hole. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Disappearance of Lubia. 

 

 

Passo Due Santi (under the fog). (photo by A. Rubini) 
 

Once upon a time there was a village named Lubia, built beneath Passo 

Due Santi. One day a terrible storm struck and between the fury of the 

elements, it was possible to hear the two saints saying to each other: 

“Should I save it or should I leave it?” referring to the village of Lubia. 

The other answered: “Save it, save it!” But even using all his powers the 

saint was unable to save it in the end. A big landslide caused the 

disappearance of Lubia. The bell of the village kept on ringing until it was 

completely swallowed up. The story tells that a big rock was carried down 

by the landslide. It is the one in the river above Noce, called: “Tecchion 

d’baracan”. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Unmarried Woman of Noce. 

 

 

Inside of S. Bartolomeo chapel – Formentara (photo by E. 
Malachina) 

 

 

 

An unmarried woman from Noce lived at Formentara, where she entered 

the little chapel dedicated to Saint Bartolomeo with the intention of asking 

for grace. Kneeling in front of the altar, she asked the saint: “Please find 

me a good husband!” Hidden behind the altar there was a young man, who 

promptly answered. “With or without prayer you will not find a husband!” 

Surprised and hurt because of that answer the unmarried woman said: 

“Well, dear saint, if you were a good saint you would not have been 

skinned alive!.” 
 


