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THEiPxASIîNG 0UF THE
CHRISTMAS GHOST

À Farewell to the Good Old Ghost Story

By STEPHEN LEACOCK
llustrated by FEGUS KYLE

17th century, and to cal1 up pictures of Sometimes at a Christmas gathering round the
cavaliers withpone bearde and long reat fir e in the hall below, the bolder of the sprits
rapiers, and Roun= a soldiers with steel fa challenged one another to enter the -east wing on
caps and cropped hiair. In such a manor the stroke of rnidnight. But at the font of the dark

there was ai- stairway, their hearts had failed thern.
ways - was So with each generation was handed down the
there flot? - legend of the haunted room and of the price
one particular that must be paid with a life to restore the honor of
tower where Sir the Dighys. And witheach generation the blood/
Everard Dig- feud between the cousins of the two branches of the
b's ghos t bouse had continued. With each generation a
'walked" (thait RnadadnEerd Digby hadt lived with hatred
1 think, ie the in their hearts, unforgiving. The fortunes of the

~/phrase: these yongr brancb had risen, those of the eider
-~were, of. course, brac had declined. The manor house for want of

the days be- mneans,. had fallen into îl-repair. The park had
a V,,fore h ,otor)7j, grown into a tangled wood; the wide lawns and the

h a Xene- sunken gardens were overgrown witb matted grass
liest of the and withidank shrube. And here lived, in the shame j
towers with a of a concealed poverty, at the time when the storyV

Ilte Cwl.t., ieught&. et* Y.W1t4udy ' circular, or no, opens on the world of to-day, the let of the eider
A n octagonal branch of the family, young Everard Digby and hie

N th gon oldroom far up. in the top of it, round only sîster Madeleine. The younger branch, grown

das- which which the wind moened sdly o an rich and prosperous, lhad bougtajiin ad n
men-drigwinter night. Event ite broad ligbt built on it a stately bome-living in opulence, but

t hat hright epoc of day few visited it, and those who did casting still a covetous glance up on tM ancestral
When 1I myself was young- climbed up the winding stairway, dark, manor of the family which the chnces of descent
-Christmas Time and dim, and, dust-strewn, with something might throw into their bands at any moment. For if
Christmas gatherÎigeý and of a shudder, or with the bravado of a young Everird died, the manor paesed to hie cousin
the Christmas num1bers of I aey bad.
the magazines were par- Into tbe tower room one mighit, Meantime the war lied corne and the cousins
ticularly associated wth Say, in daylight penetrate: and gaze Everard and Ronald had passed beyond the seas.

Ghost Stories. wîb a sort of awe at the quaint Jaco- And the,%,Christmas season lied found Madeleine
ýEverybody knows that there are cer- bean furniture, unchanged and undis- alone beside the fire in tbe great hall. The bouse le/d)

tain timres of year especially adapted for turbed (so ran the légends oft almost deserted, untenanted except by Madeleine
the radingof crtainkind of tles.farnily) since one CbrismsEeo and two or tbree ancient servants bound to the

Love stories are for the summer tine, to ago wben Sîr Everard sat at the little family by long association.
be read in a hammock swinging under the oaken table, a pen in bis liand, and
june leaves, or in the cushîoned end of a the thougbt of murder in bis beart. A !T isrnidnight, the. midnight of Cbristmnas. The
cance, moored beneath the overbanging branches long quili pen, it was, and with it Sir Everard was A lire bas burned low. The girl's bead is sunk upon
of a willow tree. Sea stories belong with the abouit to aigni the parcbment with the terme of bier handsa. She does not beed or bear the winter
roarin wlnds of the equinox. Detective stories surrender on it, bnnding over.the manor bouse to his stormn that drives against the lattice windows. She
flourisf best in the murky eveninge of November, cousin and is victor, Ronald Digby, the Roundbead does not note the dying of the fire. For bier tbougbts
when the fog lies thick upon the strete, and the geneal-that grim stern mari who stands beside the and bier heart are far away, with hier brother, sorne-
autumn burglaries send a chill to the heart of the table on the other aide, wth eyes of steet fixed on wbere in France, wondering and dreaming of bis
householder. Sir Everard's face. The portraits of both of themi retumfi. Then suddenly she lifts bier head. For a

But for Christmnas time with its roaring fies and now dim-jçwith age, are in the dining-balI below. Ad, -call haskechoed tbrougb the blouse, one clear strong/
ite bright holly and its merry gatheringe, the story from them the ghostly forme of the two men rise/ * cry. She runs to the casernent and looks eideways
of tonies was always, tilI verY recently, the Ghost before the mind's eye as one looks at the sniootb oak front it througzh the driving snow towards tbe east
Story. table, and marks the trange dark stain that stili wing of the house f rom wbicb the cry bas cone.

No dout there was a certain reasonableness in shows, deep and uity, aft-er the lapse of two centur- There is, a light in the window of the baunted tower,
this. The love tory, as compared with the wider jes-the stain of 5..d. not'the dimn ligbt of the gbostlyr legend, but a bigbt
love of Christmas time, ebrinks to a poor selfieh For it was here, was it not, that Sir Everard, for- dcean, illumination, that floocie outward into the
thing. "Why can't they,- exclaimed the Christmas etful of the honor of hie bouse, truck the fouI blow Storm,.
reader, filled with roast turkey and mince pie and tog ftor which bis ghost muet walk two hundred years. The girl enatches a candile from the table and
somnolent to folow the elaborae intrigues of 'the The steel-gray eyes of the Roundhead were turned a hurries through the dark corridors towarde the wind-
hero and heroine, 'why can't they love evervbody? moment, let us say, fromn Sir Everard's face. Per-.4q,ing stairway. The faded banginge rustle in the cold
Why doesn't he marry both of tliem, ail tfree of bnps themeKwas a certain sobbing intbnihwnd magto the night winîee n ase.Th adl)iS

them, any number of themi?" With which lie pute ouside, ffoaning over a Christmas-ieo tie sudr aaftfu ihbotn ra bdw i

the book aside and failst t thinking of thse Chldren's anid bloo-l, that made the man turn towards thse tbe w;tll. But Madeeine knows no fear.1 Her face
Party that is to corne that e ve ning and wishing tlhat casement to stare out into thse dark. And in that ie white and set but not with terror for berself. For
lie knew of a good ghost story to tefi beside thse e.r moment thse poignard leaped from Sir Eveard'est~ a er n eonzdtevieta ald

Su owt h eetv an hthv rm belt and was bus ied in hie couin's heart. They el a er n eonzdtevieta ald
Sornle*o, we bothe settItestoryamn, down taeewcndieg She burries up the windin g tairway toward the

and rohbery, prsitand burlary to (do with h sf crid t he bot, lth e oye n ontewnig oe om zt lght Lstîesfrom beneath the
atmospheme of Christmas? Why, blesse m sou], a star-Sir Everard wt.nvr a word, the mens- twrro.Abhi s~n

Chritmas detective coudn't pursue a Jh a$evants as they bore it whiepering together i dooy. Sse~ burets lit open and stands a moment

buWlar a hundred yards. Theyd both si down orr but falthf ut evea in ttheir fear. Somiewhere trnfeduothtmsolattevionbor
,uflng for breatis aad burst out Iaughing, each of below they buried it, under the flagtones of tise lber.

the, ~ hejolyre fceoftie thr luhe wth voaut beneatb the towr. It je not the bent figure of thse Jacobean soldier
Chimas he o e ace o the ecief unssatise it And that was Christmas Eve of 1645. Since that that she, sees standing besîde tbe table-bt n

Cst.myown opiind the that ve un M ithe day, so uns thejýegend, on every Christmas Eve at //Oyounger, nobler form--be figure of a boylike soîdier
snw ono pinsiontofata p istat Ch r.tmas tîme, midiigt yo may see the light burning in the of tor-day.There je n steel cap upon bis bead. Hie
Hotlns s. haggarat ppeara beofov-atehr ctatty, windows of the tower oomi; and you may catch, hand je pressed agaiflet bis beart. Hie lips/are

off d agrdapaaneo oe-nedcuaiy if you dame liten, from thse darkness of tbe bloodiese and hie face te pale; but on bis couiften-
sworeof cocaine, gave up drawng deuctbons, 1 ébubberies ousdth on offot ance a.-look of no mere mortal

resented a pair of bedroom lippers to his friencidts sud fot apaes eelsts asigo

Wateun, stupefied himself for two weeks witli mince wtepeala the roaand gonfIs a i soul ins at pence.
pie and Iptumepdding, and tisea "came to" smre- wyanI is mainhoeasol nhen witb a cmyste fale forward

wher a~u tis frt weKjn4nssmy asd sud- distrese that corne. to >'ou l in e
whr bu is ee.iVaur n hd pauses of thse wiad. For tisey say acrosg the thresboîd. There tbey

dered baclk agin, as we aîl do, lato hie everyday life. tîsat Sir Everard'e spirit evemy year, finde ber ila the rnorning, dead.
Jut witb eJliOt Stories it is-or it was tilt yester- each Chrjstmnas Eve, le doomed toTh servants bear bier down the

day-a very differet matter. The briglit eyes of come ack gain ti> the scene of bis windi.ng tair fearful of vhat should

chilidrea gathered round tise ire, gistened brigiter crime There lie mut waîk, eacl conse. And witb thse war newe of
still witli the fearful fascination of tise tales oflissunted Christmas night tbrough, in the towe/ ths day theme cones thse brief an-
houses andI mysterious apparitions, of ghosts tiet anIuat dwstewiin nouncement. 'Lieutenant Everard

usand t nl~ltortht lalcd her hanin stair. Nor ehait hieseul ever know ,, Digliy of Digby Manor suas killedl in
up peuple, who profesed nso belief in KbostB what- tili somse one~ of bis descendants shal il'Zn savzng the lii. of hii cousi.

eeretimedi to bed b tise ligist of a flickeriug candle buy bak bis reet and tise bron honor I Lieutenant Ronatd Digby."
and shuddered at the gvuesone eliadewe that 't ._of tise Digbye with tise price of bis life.
tbrew iutste di- corners of tise room.T HE RE l That is about thse size

'HAT i, or used te bc, tise kind and kind of thse good oltI
SUT mut of ail was thse Gisost Story a prime T of bakkgound out of whicis the ,Christmas Ghoet Story. Round it

3Jfavorite fom the stuy-witer's point of vlew. goed oltI Christmas Ghst Story was and a hundred like it flowed out
it was su easy te construct. Tise shuddering rea4er umade. With suds a start as that tise Christmnas/ tears, or ehook oum
camne balfway te meet it. The dark night outside çet was easy. Tise titie zaturalty -iChristmnae ehuddeme. (Odd Ian-
supplied tise background. Tisere was no< local color came drippiag fom oae's pea-THEI guage, 1 admit, but it is bard te
needed-no character te delineate-nothuing. One HONO UR) OF TH-E DIGB YS - or expess it otherwise.)
had but to begin witli an ancieit andI g1uomy manor verds to tIet effect. But, Ias, euch tories are no

house-y peace a jacebean nanor Iseuse, wth Nuw notice iow easy it is to un longer for to-day. Our overwise
~ anI twems clusterinç inils te <thestory on.anissing them te the,

rofwitlia winding staircase somevisere inie, ~ ad At every Ciristmas-tide for ýenera- finiboof forgotten hiigs.Th
panes inthewatts voncealeit behind tise por-traits of tions thse tigbt isad burned itcide ft-ay cuitdwf

dpre ancestors. ý 1windows of thse tower, and 1the fout- sucis thînge ae physical science
deosuhahos n a ol opt or te sugst, stees lied souasded on tise stair. I' andI chernical reactions,l' would

ah buse ofnirE e ad siy r te Coo putt oon hdevrdae t en-'1 reduce pour Sir Everard and hie
tis gst fSrEmadDbyoSiCioo ley Itneuer 0la evedrd orpne- ihtdtw to

ilnsuby, in fact of Sir Anybywhsenainse seemss tate within ts suie eui ~ iidtwrte oeonýe sot 0

to cai~ry itIs it thse aseroriesote civil war of the Chisitmaesuglit. The Spirit of To-Day (CONTINUE» ON PAGE 28F)b(


