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Roman ghosts
Austria

Once upon a time there was a strong young man with a tanned face and a walking stick in his hand. He walked across the plain of Leibnitz. He had left his dear mother and his faithful sister in order to go to war against the Turkish army. He had wanted to gain victories for his emperor and make a small fortune for himself, so he and his family could have a comfortable life. Sure enough, the lad had fought in hard battles, but he did not get rich. 
He was tired from the long journey, so he sat down on a small mound under a shade-giving tree and fell asleep. Suddenly, someone tapped  him lightly on his back. He started up from his sleep and looked up to an old man in a strange robe and a peaceful expression. The old man waved to him, and the lad followed him willingly. So they wandered across a few grave mounds and entered one of them, into the earth. They went into to a high vault where many strange men gathered around a long table, they all had the same outfit as their chief. They welcomed the surprised young man, filled his pouches and pockets with pieces of gold and one of them even served him a goblet of wine. 
Although the lad could not understand the language of these strange but friendly men, it seemed to him that they spoke Latin. It was the same language the priest used when he offered the sacrifice of the mass in the church of his village. To thank the old men, he courageously raised his goblet, emptied it and cheerfully said “Vivat!” From all sides of the vault the toasts resounded: “Vivat, vivat!” It looked as if one single Latin word could invoke the souls of all Romans who had quietly rested in their graves for more than one and a half thousand years. They were all pleased to hear a word in their mother tongue. They had not listened to it for a long time, as they were exiled in foreign, northern soil. 
More and more bodies crowded around the lad, toasted and cheered. Again and again he bravely exclaimed “Vivat!” It was the only Latin word he knew. All of a sudden the lad shook. He started up and still found himself lying on the mould. He thought that it was only a dream. But when he put his hand in his pocket, he found it was full of ancient gold coins. He understood that what he had seen was not a dream. He had become rich. 
He continued his way and happily reached his home. The neediness, from which his mother and his sister had suffered, ended. Soon, the young man found a bride. When he celebrated his wedding with her, he also commemorated his benefactors in the plain of Leibnitz and raised his glass to them. “Vivat!”
Source: 
“Sagen aus der grünen Mark“ by Hans von der Sann, Graz, 1911. pp. 262-264.

Translation: 
Wolfgang Moser
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