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THE CHARLOTTETOWN GUARDIAN

Some Seasonable Superstitions

| e——
Origin of Ancient Beliefs that Still Persist
By Sir Charles Igglesdon, Author of Those Supcrstllions

Chuwsima-tide arrives in an at-
mosphere of supe.stition for t must
be remembered that the ntrodu.tion

' of Chuistianity was responsible for

many of the commonplace supersti-

v tions of today.

The strict lne of demarkation
petween the priesthood and the
uneducas d pecple was very pio=
nounced and many common Super-
stit ons of today symbolical of re-
ligious r tua., can be ‘raced to this
faot, The exp.anation of the super=-
1ected with the ladder is
hen placed again a wall; it
the emblem of the Trinity,

foims
and only the priet could pass under
it in the old days.

The orign of a vast number of

other superstitions apparently
ansurd can be traced to the witch,
who carried on her trade, or ne-
far'ous p-actices--whichever term
you like to use—by  scaring the
people of the countryside.

For instance, she might see a
woman pass a load of hay and
warn her that un’ess she bought an
at once, bad luck would
Thus, the meet'ng with a
was henceforth looked
upon as unlucky. And hundreds of
5imil instances can be found—
ions utterly rid!culous with
1\(1' of tangible explanation other

than the one I have given.

load of hay

* Holly Customs

Much superstition ohce surround:
the head o. a

ed une msaeboe.
fum ly cons.dived b incumbent up-
on h.m to K.s every woman IL

tile house, the dghf.ed Wi fe, his
chee.y daughters and giggling maid-
servants. Unless this custom = was
car.ied out bad luck would befall
the house for twelve months, In the
We:t of Engiand it s urged that if
the m stletoe be not burned on
Twelfth Night, al., unmarried coup-
les who have kissed beneath it will
be foes belore the end of the year.

Holly must be brought into the
house at Christmast'de but it 1is
absolutely necestary to burn it and
never to throw it away in the dust-
bin. The orgin of ths superstition
is that the holly berry is the food
of the robin which, in ancient days,
was looked upon as a holy. bird.

No Christmas evergreen should
ever he alowed to remain in the
house after Twelfith Night and even
at the present time a formal cere-
mony is carr'ed out in some parts
of England by tak ng down the dec-

© orations, carrying them into a gar-
den and burning them. If this sol-
emn ritual be not carried out, the
house will be visited By evil spirits.

Christmas Babies

A chld born during @hristmas-
tide, lasting from Christmas Day
until New Year's Day, will always
be lucky, but it must always be
pricked with a holly leaf, on the
right leg if it be a hoy and on une
Jeft leg if it be a gift, Should snow
ke on the ground ‘}L the time of its
birth, the infant should be rolled
in it before it is six hours old.

This custom of rolling a newly-
porn child in the snow was carried
out by the old m dwives untl quite
recently, and one of these old wo-

. men whispered to me that she be-

lieves in many places this risky
mact ce is indulged in surreptitious-
ly today.

A lover on Christmas morning
nould walk to the house of h's
petrothed and, if the snow is on
the ground, throw a snowball at
her window. If there he no snow, a
small pebble also ensures happiness
and possibly marriage during the
year.

There is a general superstition
that if a girl sits on a table she
will never be married. But Chrst-

mas Day is an exception, If she

should be desirous of attracting the
attention of a man in the room on
that day, she should sit on a table
and thus secure his admiration. If

It is the Christmas time,
And up and down 'twixt heaven
and earth
In glorious grief and solemn mirth
Te shinins angels climb.,

the bat is taken, the fish will be
landed before the 2lst of June.

Down the Cihmney

Green, excepl lor an Irish girl, is
4 Culor (uUNS ucied U.UCKy i0r @
OI.GE, DUL alyule mari.ed on Carist
nas lay or boxwug lbay can wear
.U w.taoup the shguwest risk. We
110 Several o.ues .noances wheie a
cérvain aci.on may brng pad luck
qur.Lg tue Ivol of the year put
good  luck on Carstimas Day. ror
nstance, bt it is uniucky to cut your
nais on a Fr.day, but shouid Chrisi-
.ias Lay fal on a Friday, you
shou d muke every effort to cut ab
seast one nail for good luck.

In the ordinary way jt .8 consid-
ered nececsary to rake out al
embers from a fire-grate before re=
dring to bed, to keep the
Devil from coming down the chim-
ney; coal s repugnanc to him, while
on the other hand, he enjoys the
warmth of hot embers. On Chr st-
mas Night, however, the Evil One
dare not come down. the = chimney
whether the embers be red or black
and you can safely leave the fire
purn:ng all n ght.
< You wiil find no mcre
tfous men than the shepherds, and
there is a tradition in  Romney
Marsh than at dawn on Christmas
morning every sheep faces the East
and bows three t mes.

A parson once visited an old shep-*
herd on his sic kbed and was re-
questod to read h's favorite hvmn
n which the following line ozcur-
ved: “The roseate hues of early
dawn.” The old man, who could not

always belleved these
“The rows of ewes at

supersti-

read, had
words were:
early dawn.”

A common practice: of the shep-
herd on his seck bcd and was re-
fingers on the back of f fty-two
sheén on Christmas Day. This en-
sures fifty-two lucky weeks for the
flock.

Candles and Mince Pes

Some. cottagers .n Ireland .ive in
awe of Christmas Day for it is a
custom of the head ot the house to
light ‘a huge candle on Christmas
Eve and the manner in which .t
burns determines the fa.e of at least
one member of the family.

This candle is placed in the
window, andJighted, wh le the fa-
mily gather round in fear and
trembling lest, it should flicker out
after burn ng on'y a few seconds. 1f
this untoward event happens, it
means a death in the family; if,
however, the flame burns on, it
means a lucky year for all those
who are assembled in the room.

To have the good old Chr stmas
pudding served without a sprig of
holly would be unthinkable; bub it is
not generally known that the reason
for burnnig sp rits is not to give the
puddmg a special taste, but the
f'ames drive the Evil Sprit away,
leaving the holly surrounded by
good luck.

The eating of a mince-pie starts
on Christmas Day and continues to
he a dish for twenty eight days, For
every m nce-pie eaten in a different
Hbiice a month of good luck for the
coming year is ensured.

SPELLING KITTEN

A dear little girl

With her brain in a whirl,

Was asked the word ‘kitten” to
spell,

“K double i-t-t-e-n,” said she;

Angd thought she had done
well.

“Has kitten two 1's?”
And the teacher's surprise

very

‘With mirth and patience was
blended

“My kitten has two,’ sald Marjorie
Lou,

And she looked as she felt—quite
contented,

Feast of Lighis

The oldest name for Christmas is
“The Feast of Lights"—a reference
to the glory in the heavens when
angels sang their song announcing
Christ's birth to the shepherds. It
is of interest to note that the Chin-
ese, in their astronomical records,
entered an account of a new and
travelling star, which appeared a
few months after Christ was born,
Thus the Biblical story of the Wise
Men being guided by a star has out-
side * corroboration.

A PICTURE

A picture is a poem without
words.—Horace.

THE KELDERCOTES HAPPENING

By VINCENT CORNIOR

First of all there was the light—
a long and sontillant passage of
whi.e fire describing an arc through
the air. And from the light devolv=
ed something that rang like a true
and tiny bell, someth ng that oound-
ed along the polished floor and came
to'a rest n a corner with a whir-
ring mnote, as of a Billiputian hum-
ming-top. When and where it stop-
ped, the light persisted n the form
of a fiercely and intolerably radiant
stud.

The two men who had just enter-
ed the .panelled corridor stopped
and ex hanged start’ed glances. The
face of the younger had become
drawn and grey but the elder man
was suddenly flushed w.th exciied
color,

“Now what's this,” he softly chal-
lenged his host, “a manifestation of
the Keldercote's haunting, or simp-
ly a tom-fool trick?”

“It's cer'a nly after the style of—
of the other occurrences,” Riddie-
haugh, the owner -of the old house
(. Kelderco¥s, wearily sighed
nis answer, “that's all I can say.”

Professor Cunningham robbed ..is
¢h'n. He did not care for the resign-
ed and_dull attitude of R:ddiehaugh.
His experience of mank nd and its
peculiar nervous ills was sufficient to
make him realize Ridd ehaugh was
on the. verge of a complete break-
down,

“No one could have p'ayed &
trick.” The scientist looked back
from the -corridor to the group of
guests - who were langudly enjoying
themselves about the big fire in the
1a'), “The.e's no one intere.ted en-
h and no cn2 near enough for that
:des, people don't chuck dia-

le
nonds turough the ar for a joke.

Bruce Riddiehaugh gasped and
stared at Professor . Cunningham,
uamf_u-ded. The liitle sc'entist
shu k’ed and pointed to the glow-
ng’ po nt.

“Well, can't you be'ieve me? Pick
the thing- up and see if Im not
right, Go on, it won't bite you!”

Riddiehaugh stooped and retriev-
ed the my:terious globule. Hs hands
trembled as he touched it . | .

“By jove, Professor—you haven't
made any mistake! It's a d amond!
And a beauty.”

“I could tell that from the ring
it made when it struck the floor.
There's no sound in the world quite
so precse as that of ‘diamond-tone.
Let's have a look at it.”

Riddiehaugh took the opportunity
while Cunningham metodically ex-
am ned the large stone, to scrutinise

the pargetted ceiling and the linen-
fold panelling of the corridor . . .
He suspected a trick, for all that he
had accuiesced in the scientist's de-
nial that trickery was possible. There
was no place he could define, either
in ceiling or in walls, from which
the thrown gem could have proceed-
ed.

Certainly it had not come from
the hall. The brilliant arc of its pas-
sage had been clearly seen—an arc
which had seemingly been describ-
ed from left to r'ght across their
view, Granted so much, the gem
had traversed the corrdor from
some unknown genesis which could
be dc...mned only as the solid
fabric of o!d oak—which appeared
absurd. The path had not been one
of fall: the stone had not dropped
from the decorated ceiling, There
was nothing else for it . . . what-
ever agency was behind its move-
ment, that agency had directed it
from the left hand panels to the
right,

4D'you know,” exc'tement still
tinctured Professor Cunningham’s
voice, “this thing is more of a mys-
tery than I thought at first, It's a
cabochon-lapped stone which was
shaped as long ago as the fifteen-
hundreds, Riddiehaugh! None of
your modern workmanship here, old
fellow. The art of cutt ng a diamond
to this exact shape has not been
practised for centur es.”

“It's ‘a fit match then for the
silver comfit-box, the lace and all
the rest of the trifles our spook

leaves about the place.” Riddiehaugh

had livened. Cunningham was sec-
retly pleased to hear the more ro-
bust talking. “They're all Elizabeth-
an, I think you said?”

“That's the dev.l of it.” The Pro-
fessor quetly gave the big diamond
to the owner of Keldercotes, “That's
why I suspect an agency at work,
behind all this strange business,
which has more than merely psy-
chic sentience, If you notice, all the
things you mention, and this stone,
are absolute top-notchers of their
type and class.”

“That's correct so far as it goes."

“But they are—"

“To our valuat'on,” Riddiehaugh
grooothly argued, “But, Cunn'ng-
ham, don't you see my pont , o
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rarities of the kind we've found here
in Keldercotes during the last year
or two might not be rarities among
the hoard whence they are taken.”

“You're at it again—at it again!”

“I thing I'm r'ght in what I sur-
mise.” Riddiehaugh laughed, but
still remained dogged., “There's a
load of treasure secreted somewhere
in this place—stuff we should dub
‘treasure’ today; stuff that was
merely decorative and of ordinary
util ty centures ago. That silver
comfit-box weighs about two Troy
ounces—worth, intrinsically, = five
shillings.”

“But worth, to a connoisseur my
1ad, six hundred guineas!” Professor
Cunningham was suddenly testy.
“Don't you go on annoying my ord-
erly mnd! I tell you I'm by way
of be'ng definitely inclined to my
first theoiy—that something more

wthin her own: “Wish I hadn't
mentioned it—"

“Lorna’s had a visit from - the
spirit world,” Miss Magerison had
not Lorna's reticence. Her drawl
‘nfuriated the quieter girl. “A dear
little spook has made her a pres-
ent!”

Lorna shot a glance, coldly, at the
effervescent Miss Mager'son , ., .
then outstretched her right - hand.
Riddiehaugh jumped. A second dia-
mond was in that palm. '

‘1 —I found it on my dressing
table,¥ the girl said. “One of the
queerest things I've ever known . . .
I was just telling them  all about
1

“Yes,” a man's vo'ce this; the
so'gnee Marjorie's admirer of the
moment—who had interpreted, with
-dicopproval, Lorna’s attitude, “as
Marjorie says, you ought to write

Seream  Cut Through  The House Like a Banshee Wail

than a ghostly agency is having 2
rare old t:me here; designed for
your espec:al benefit.”

“But—but; in the name of all
that's wonderful,—why?”

“That remains for proof, Riddie-
haugh. Let it suffice that here's a
phantom Christmas box; a speci-
men d amond worth much more
than ‘the comfit-box . . . destined, I
suppose, to share the fate of all the
rest of your ghostly treasure trove."

“I' shall put it in my safe along
with the other th'ngs and wait
until—"

“Walit, my grandmother!” Cun-
ningham suddenly buffeted Riddie-
haugh’s shoulder. “You make me
wild! Sell the things—sell 'em, my
Boy! They're planted here and there
for that especial purpose.”

“One can't presume a magpe O
a daw responsible for this diamond.”
Riddichaugh mused. “The lace and
the comft-box and the other
things might have been oddments
picked up by birds and dropped . . .
Keldercotes is a veritab'e haven for
both kinds of bird. My theory there:
fore must go phut—still, I'll ot
subser be to yours.”

“Then, said Professor Cunnizig-
ham, “shut up and take me to
somewhere quiet where I can have
a long drink and a rest. You clear
off and look after your other
guests. I want to think,”

R ddiehaugh grinned and led the
way to his study. He felt happier.
This blunt little scientist was
thoroughly to be trusted. If any-
one cou'd solve the mystery of the
haunting of Keldercotes, 1v was
Cunningham . . .

Bruce Riddiehaugh was consclom
of the seething excitement before he
reached the hearthside in the hall,
after composing Professor Cunning-
ham in a deep chair with a tray of
creature comforts with n reach, The
rather languid air of half an hour
ago was gone, Faces were eager and
voices were intent. A pewcomer to
the circle, Lorna Baynton, appeared
to be the nucleus of the change.

“Ah, here's our plot-weaving
Bruce,” Marjorie Mager'son, soig=
nee and provocative, leaned back in
her chair and extravagantly waved
to Riddiehaugh, “He'll make some-
th'ng of it, Lorna. What a fine title
for his next thrifer—'The Phan-
tom Lady's Maid’ , ., , or, ‘Lorna's
Leap—"

There was some laughter ab this,
but it died when R'ddiehaugh asked
questions, Again that drawn air was
on him. None could fail to notice it.

“Oh, all rather slly, Mr. Riddle-
haugh,” Lorna Baynton looked
straight into her host's troubled

eyes, betraying the real concern

a thriler on it, old man. A daylight
ghose, b'jovel!”

I “you never told us Keldercotes
was haunted, Bruce.” Guy Ponsonby,
a big bluff and hard-riding fellow
who lounge dback .n an inglenook,
ook up the plaint. “Rather tough on
us—what?”

“Haunted—rub'sh!”

Ridd'ehaugh would. have gone on
in reckless denial, had he not ob-
served something more than mere
concern in Lorna Baynton's beauti-
ful eyes. The girl was afraid—afraid
with that dim and creep ng atrophy
of a'l healthiness of sprit which
had grown on his own sturdy nat-
ure, to make him weak. For her sake
he decided to be frank. ,

“Perhaps,” he amended, “I
shouldn's be so forthright as that.”
Immediately he found a coherence
among his guests. They each settled
into a mould of purest and enthrall:
ed interest. Apparently Lorna had
captured ther attention to a fine
degree; even the ultra-sophisticated
Marjorie had lost her lazy hardness
for und sguised eagerness. ‘“Some-
thing certainly is curiously at work
in this place.”

He sowly lit a cigarette and
thought over what he was going to
cay . . . He decded to tell them
all he knew. If any wanted to leave
the party after that—they could do
50.

“It all started in May of last
year. I'd only been here a matter of
a few months, and my sister's
health was improving—" R ddie-
haugh, the novelist who was their
host, had an invalid sister who kept
house for him—"when the first set-
back came. Norah, as you all know,
is by manner of means a foolish
type of woman, desp te her various
ailments . . . She told me the first
story.

“She had been. quietly s'tting by
an upstair window watching a par-
t'cularly beautiful sunset when, she
told me, she became aware of some=
one in the room with her. 8he turn-
ed and saw—or thought she saw—a
little old woman just making out of
the door.

“Norah was quite tongue-tied for
a moment but when she called out
and people came, a search was
made , . . Note a trace of the little
old creature was found, :

“What was d'scovered, however,
was a silver comfit-box. An old-
fashioned thing you know—I'll have
to show it to you. Certainly ‘t
wasn't in Norah's room hefore the
apparition—and certainly no one
could lay claim to it in this house.
It had the dross of centur'es on it.
We had it valued and examined and
it turned out to be Elzabethan,
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A GOOD OLD WISH

In Warwickshire Arden at Middleton Hall,
When the Yuletide was nearly at prime,

With ice on the waters ,and snow on the wall,
And-window-panes pattern'd in rime,

The Squire stood up at the bountiful board,
A hearty, old-fashion’d good soul,

And quaffing a bumper the butler had pour'd,
This ditty proceeded to troll—

“A good old wish in the good old way,
A merry and prosperous Christmas Day;/

May peace and plenty and all things dear
Surround our lives in the coming year!”

The words of the lilt and the jovial refrain
We echo’d in chorus with might,

And now that the season is with us again,
We'll sing it all over tonight.

May we meet as we met at this time of good-wul
But should the ways force us apart,

The song shall remain in our memories still,
And speak to the heart from the heart.

A good old wish in the good -old way,
A merry and prosperous Christmas Day,
May peace and plenty and all things dear
Surround our lives in the coming year!

s~

“Then, time after time, we came
across queer things, A plece of
ancient lace and a child’s ring—a
mouldy old book and & crystal hilted
poignard, a piunce-box and a siwver
qu lcutter. In every instance, these
things showed sgns of great age
and in every case they were put in
concp.cuous places « o o I had a
theory that the magples hereabouts
were play.#g tricks, But I hold to
that no longer,” he shook some ash
off his cigarette, “for reacons 1
might disclose to you later.” He
laughed., “Well, you've got the tale
out of me—it’s Christmas time—
surely you also ought to get a seas:
onab'e crnglng of the spine out
of it, if nothing else . . .”

After a time of strained quiet, it
dawned on Riddiehaugh that every-
one was regarding Loina with a new
The mocking air of
Marjorie Mager son was d ss.pated.
Even the bluff huniing man was
scratching at his bullet head with
something like rueful consternation.

"1 declare,” Loma's voice was
shaky but held laughter. “That's
absolutely marvellous, Mr. Riddle-
haugh! Oh, thank yoel”

«Er—that's all right; Ridd!ehaugh
was flustered. “But how have I
sarmed—"

“What you've sa\d " the hunting
man grunted, ‘‘bears out, .all M1=s
Baynton had been telling us.”

“Yes . . . phantom lady’s ma'd
and. all,”. Marjore was not to be
denied. “Really, my dear, thrilling
is not the word for it!"” She sighed.

.«And a diamond thrown in as—as

sort of supernatural compens.ation
. . . world’s more than thrilling,
you kanow!”

Lorna answered Riddiehaugh's
quest'on ng - gaze.

, “Exactly my experlence this af-
temoon." she calmly stated. “I had
a feeling someone was in the room
with me and started to look about
me. I thought of that tall powder
closet’—Riddiehaugh widened his
eyes—“dnd opened its door. Noth-
ing there . . . but, as I turned
round a little old woman -1 the
quantest dress imaginable was just.
sidling through the bedroom door.”

«The powder closet,” Riddiehaugh
echoed softly. “Then—of course, I
remember now—you have the room
my sister was occupying when she
saw the old woman!”

“Oh, horrors!” Marjorie Magerison
shrieked and made a show of ar-
tistic shudders, “Lorna darl ng, see
how the c-hurse hath come upon
thee! Ye guest in ye haunted
cha b 3

m about the dlamond?” The
hunting man evidently pelieved in
keap'ng to main essentials, “Tell
him of that Miss B&ynton—what?"

“yes,” lovingly Lorna regarded
the perfect stone she sti!l held in
her hand, “this magnificent thing
caught my eye. Whoever, or what-
ever, the old woman was—she left
this behind her. It was gleaming on
the bed, just as though it had been
carelessly flung there. And what
Im to do with it I really don't

kxnow.” A sweet and chill voice
made an answer. :
“Consider it as you\' own, my dear

M ss Baynton, I'm sure all these

Lucky Number

(Continued from page 3)

“I wouldn’t poach on old ‘Toddy's’
presérves even for you,” retorted
Mr. Prothero, indignantly. “Good
uck to him, says 1.”

They emerged into the spacious
hall the electric lamps shaded with
Chinese lanterns,

“There, what did I tell you,” whis-
pered Mr. Prothero, nodding in the
direction of the inglenook that no
longer had occasion to yearn for ro-
mantic occupation.

Lady Helena looked and her’com-
plexion passed from pink to purple.
" “How dare the man?” she cried.

“Such impertinence. Is that how
you repay my generosity in helping
you?” This latter accusation was
made as she confronted the smil-
ing Freddy and the fearful Rose=-
mary.

“T certainly owe you an apology,
Lady Helena,” confessed Freddy,
“but you must admit that you drag-
ged me in to dinner the other
night, and as I mentioned to
George, thirteen was always my
lucky number. Perhaps you would
lnh‘oduce me, Basil?” he added,
tumlng to the very amused figure
of ‘Mr. Prothero.

“Lady Helena—the
Freddy Toddington.”

But Lady Helena was accustomed
to emergencies and she did not even
falter for a moment.

“How utterly stupid of me,” she
smiled, “but then something told me
you were not Mr, Toddy.”

“I object strenuously to being re-
ferred to as ‘something’” com-
plained Mr. Prothero.

The four of them laughed good
humouredly and in that laughter
everything was dissolved.

“And did Rosemary know, too?”
asked Lady Helena,

To Freddy's amazement she nod-
ded shly. “I knew him the first time
he came to dinner,” she confessed.
“He's so like the photograph I saw
of him in one of the illustrated
papers a few weeks ago taken at a
hunt ball.”

“Then that's all right,” said
Freddy, as they returned to the
inglenook, “but the answer will no
longer be in the negative I hope.”

And in due season it was as
Freddy hoped.

(Copyright in all countries: Pub-
lished by arrangement with News-

paper Features, Limited.)

Honourahle

weird gifts are intended to become
the property of their finders—al-
though my very hair-splitting bro-
ther wi'l not have it so.”
“Hear-hear to that!” A second
voice boomed, “That’s the way to
talk, Miss Riddehaugh! Just what
T've been trying to din nto Bruce's
thick head this afternoon.”
Professor Cunningham and Miss
Nora Riddiehaugh had come S0
quietly on the absorbed guests, they
had not been heard. Now everyone
turned . . . the rosy faced little
sclentist and the pall’d woman were
dwarfed behind Ridd'ehaugh and
the gigantic Guy Ponsonby.
(Continued on page 6)
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