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FATAL OMENS.

Thers may be some advantage in believing in lucky omens,
since the believer enjoys his good fortune in expectation, if
not in fruition ; but, unless it be good to meet trouble con-
siderably more than half way, those who have faith in death-

" tokens are not to be envied. If they would not make them-
selves miserable with dismal guesses as to the coming vacancy
in the home circle, they must keep every window close, lest
gome erratic bird fly in and out again ; and even then a robin,
intent on a friendly call, may tap thrice at the glass barrinz
his entrance, a heedless swallow may tumble down the chim-
ney, or a lively crow croak thrice as he flies overhead—all in-

fallible signs of a speedy visit from' the grisly king. In Nor--

thamptonshire it is sufficient to see three magpies in sociable
communion, to become aware & burying is at hand, although
elsewhere the sight is & welcome one, for

One 18 & 8ign of sorrow, two is a sign of mirth,

Three are a sign of wedding, and four & sign of birth.
Chaucer speaks of the « owl eke that of death the bode bring-
eth,” and Spencer's “ whistler shrill, that whoso hears shall
die,” has but to flap his wings against an invalid’s chamber-
door, and the doctor may go his way. The owl's evil repute
reaches even to S8iam, where his perching upon a roof is held
prophetic of at least one death in the house it covers. The
only bird rivalling the owl in this sinister respect is the raven.
«1 had as lief hear the night riven, come what plague could
have come after it,” says Benedick. Full of her fell parpose,
Lady Macbeth exclaims,

The raven himself is hoarse
That croaks the fatal entranoe of Duncan
Under my battlements;
and the victim of Iago’s treacherous counsel, and his own weak
credulity, cries, ’
It comes over my memory,
As doth the raven o’er the infeoted house,
Boding to all. ‘

According to an Eastern tradition Cain, after committing
the first murder, wandered about the earth with his brother’s
body, knowlng not how to rid himself of the ghastly burden.
One day he came upon two ravens in fisrce conflict, and saw
the victor make a hole in the gronnd with his talons and beak,
and deposit therein the body of his foe, Taking the hint,
Cain set to work with his hands, and hid Abel's corpse in a
grave benea'h a palm tree. When h+ had finished his task
his instructor, who had watched the operations from a tree
branch, flow to Adam with the news, From that time the
raven has been a messenger of ill to mankind. The grim as-
pect of the raven, his sombre plumage, and his odd croak, in
some measure- excuse his libellers; but it is hard upon the
pigeon that he cannot rest on a tree or stray into a house
without being scouted as the harbinger of death. Fowls roost-
ing at noon lie under the same imputation, and if a hen so far
forgeta herself as to crow, the only way of preventing a death
following such an asdartion of the equality of the sexes is to
wring the offcitder's neck,

The liability of insectsto play the part of death-seers seems
to be limited to the bee, the butterfly, and the death-watch.
The ticking of the last behind the wainscot, the appearance
of three butterflies taking the air in company, or the mare en-
trance of a wild hammer into & house, are equally fatal. Ifa
swarm of bees choose to settle upon a dead hedge-stake, a
dead tree, or the dead bough of a living one, a death is sure to
occur in the tamily of the owner before twelve months have
gone by. It isa still more serious matter for an ox or a cow
to break into & man’s garden ; that is a warning he will hear
of three deaths in his family in the ensuing half year. Does
the feminine horror of mice spring from a latent belief in the
superstition that a mouse running over a person, or squealing
behind a bed, is as ominous of drawn blinds as the howling of
a dog outside a sick man's house? .

Some shrewd old farmer, we suspect, first promulgated the
notion that tho missing of a drill in sowing betokenéed the de-
mise of somebody employed on the farm before the season was
out ; but how the idea could obtsin anywhere that a sinilar
misfortune is entailed by growing parsley in a garden is be-
yond comprehension. Thaunks to gas, colsa, and rock-oil, one
is preity safe now-a-days from having one's equanimity dis-
turbed by a tallowy winding-sheet; but, uuless we eschew
open fires, we must remain liable to receive an unpleasant no-
tification by s coffin-shaped cinder popping out upon us. - Ma-

terfamilias should look to it that nurse makes sure baby is in

the cradle ere she sets about rocking it, for if the cradle be
tenantless when rocked a little coffin will soon be required.

Ladies who love their lords must bewary of fra.turing the

symbol of wedlock, the breaki g of a wedding-ring being a

certain gign that its owner will soon wear the weeds of widow-

hood. We sappose the rarity of such an accident has invested
it with fmch dire significance. Rarer still is the substitution
of a mourning ring for the cirolet of plain gold ; and no won-
der Mauritia de Nassau swooned when she discovered her
careless bridegroom had bound herto him with & death's-head
ring. When he should have been at church the young Earl
of Baloarres waa quictly taking breakfast in his nightgown
and slippers, oblivious of the fact that it was his wedding
moming. Reminded that the fair Mauritia was waiting
for he dressed - hurriedly, and hastened to charch.

When wedding-ring was wantod it was not forthcoming,

and Balcarres taking s ring froms friund's band, placed it apon

the bride's finger. After the ceremony was over, the lady

glancing at her hand beheld a death’s head and cross-bones u

the ring, and fainted. When she recovered, she declared she
. was destined to die within the year—a presentiment that pro-

bably helped to brin; about its own fulfilment, for bufore the
twelvemonth expired the heedleas Earl was a widower,
When the Scottish “ duad-bell ® tinkled in Lord Marmion's

ears, the forger-hero addressing Fits-Eustace, said :

Is it not strangc, that, as ye sung,

Boeemed in mine ear a death-peal rung.

Such as in nunneries they toll

For some departing sister's soul

8ay, what may this portend ?

but the squire-left the Palmer to snswor—<* The death of &'

true friend”—a very safo interpretation upon the eve of Flodden.
Persons possessing the uncomfortable faculty of second sight,
know that an individual will succumb to death within a year
when they 8.6 him or her accompanied by a shadowy shroud,
invisible to less-favoured eyes; the nearer the shroad rises to
the doomed one’s head the closer is the end at hand. Lord
Reay writes to Mr. Pepys, “ A gentleman who was married to

a cousin of Drynie’s, living in the county of Ross, coming on a
visit to him at his house, called him'to the door to speak to
him about some business. But when they went out he was so
frightened that he fainted, and, having recovered, would in
no wise stay in the house that night, but went with his wife
to a farmer’s hard by, where, she asking him why he lefi the
house, he told her publicly that he knew Drynie would die
that night, for when they went to the door he saw his wind-
ing-sheet about him. And acoordingly the gentleman did
die that night, though he went to bed in perfect health, and
had had no sickness for some time before., I hai thisstory
from Dryuie’s own son, the farmer, his servant, and the man
himself who saw it.” Henry, Earl of Olarenéon, son of the
famous Chancellor, sets down a still stranger story for the
Secretary’s edification. ¢ One day, I know by seme remark-
able circumstances it was towards the middle of February,
1661-2, the old Earl of Newborough came to dine with my
father at Worcestér House, and another Scotch gentleman with
him, whose name I cannot call to mind. After dinner, as we
were standing and talking together in the room, says my Lord
Newborough to the other 8cotch gentleman, who was looking
very steadfastly upon my wife,  What is the matter, that thou
hast had thine eyes fixed upon my Lady Cornbury ever since
she came into the room? Isshe not a fine woman? Why
dost thou not speak ?’ ¢She’s a handsome lady, indeed, said
the gentleman, ¢ but I see her in blood’ Whereupon my Lord
Newborough laughed at him ; and all the company going out
of the room we parted, and I believe none of us thought more
of the matter, I am sure I did not. My wife was at that time
perfectly weli in health, and looked as well as ever she did in
her life. In the beginning of the next month shoe f:ll {1l of
the small-pox; she was always very apprehensive of tht
disease, and used to say if ever she had it she should die of it.
Upon the ninth day after the small-pox appeared, in the morn-
ing, she bled at the nose, which quickly stopped; but in the
afternoon the blood burst out again with great violence at her
nose and mouth, and about eleven of the clock that night she
died, almost weltering in her blood.”

To see ourselves as others see us is sentence of death, with
speedy execution. - In 1793, the hostees of the Thres Stags in
8t. George’s Flelds foll one day into a sort of slumber as
she was gitting in thg: bar. When she awoke she said
that she hal dreamed she saw herself enter a room where
she was sitting; getting up from her seat she spoke to
her gocond self, taking the phautom, which resembled
her in every particular, by the hand. Nothing her friénds
could say would convince her it was only a dream. * Whether
it was her eldolon or not” say; the ndwspaper chronicler of
the strange vision, ¢ w3 shall not pretend to say, but cértain
it is that the next morning, after eating her breakfast, she
wag taken ill, and expired in a guarter of an hour.”

Were omen-mongers content with drawiag dire conclasions
from doleful visions, there would be something like method in
their madness, but they make joy prophetic of sorrow, a light
heart premonitory of heavy woe. Since prevision is happily
deniod mankind, it were odd, indeed, if instances could not be
cited of merriment proluding misfortune. Jimes the S8econd,
of Scotland, held high revel and was unusually gay,a few
hours before he was muriered. Buckingham cut a caper or
two upon rising from his bed the day Feltoun's kaif: split his
proud heart in two A youag offizsr pat on new regimsutals
% to meet Master 8qult,” and was full of fua on the moraing of
Vimiera's fight, in which he was killed. The idea that high
spirits presage impend ng calamity does not lack postic au-
thority. Bomeo has only just uttered the words,

My bosom’'s lord sits lightly on his throtne,
And, all the day, an unaccustom'd s&pirit,
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts,

when Balthasar com3s with bad nows from Verona. Hastings
josts at the doubts of the boar-fearing Stanley, asking,

Thiuk you, but that I know our state secured,
I would bolso triumphant as 1 am ? .

but a little while before he hears G!o'ster awear he will not
dine before he sees his head. King Dancan had been in una-
sual pleasure before seeking the bed from which he was not
to rise again. But in truth Shakespeare might be quoted as
effoctively to prove that low spirits forerunevil hap. Hamlet
fuels ill about the heart when summoned to meet Laertes with
the foils “such a gainsaying as would, perhaps, trouble a
woman,” but he defles the augury, and goes to his death,
Sunday funerals would need no official discouragement were
it an article of common belief that if & grave ba open on the
first day of the week the sexton will have v ply his spade
before another Sunday comes ; but sofar as we know this no-
tion is peculiar to a solitary parish in Suffolk, Another saper-.
stition of the sam': sort is the bulief that one dea-h in & house
will be speedily followed by another if the door is closed upon
& corpse—that is, if the house door be shut before the hearse
has started on its journey. )
Mr. Fludd told the author of * A History of R:markable
Providences,” that James the First was earnestly entreated to
forego disturbing the remains of his uchappy mother, it being
very well known that if a body were removed from its grave
some of the family would die shortly afterwards; « as did,”
says Turner, ‘‘ Prince Henry and, 1 think, Queen Anne” He
was half right, halt wrong. Prince Henry's death followed
hard upon the removal of Mary's body from Fotheringay to
Westminster Abbey. That took place in the autumn of 1612,
in September the Prince sickened, in October he took to his
bed, and when, upon the twonty-ninth of the month, a lunar

pon  rainbow for seven hours seeraingly spanned the palace of St,

James's, the crowd of gasers accepted the unusual sight as a
fatal omen, add upon the fifth of November he who might
have saved his race from ruin passed away to his rest. James
did not lose his consort till seven years afterwards, and we
have his royal word for it that a comet appeared specially for
the sad cccasion. His bereaved majesty, turning poet in his
grief, wrote, )

Thee to Invite, the great God sent & star;

His nearest friends and kin good princes are,

‘Who, though they run their race of men, and die,
Death serves but to refine their majesty.

80 did my Queen her court from hence remove,
Anund left thiy earth to be enthroned above;

Tuen i she changed, not dead. No good prinoe dies,
But, like the sun, doth only set to rise.

Baxter astures us that the well at Oundle # drammed ” in
anticipation of the decease of Charles 1i. When Shakespearv’s

Henry 1V. swoons after hearing good tidings from the seat of
war, Prince Humphrey deems he will soon be sireless, becauve

The river has thrice flowed, no ebb between ;

And the old folk, Time’s doting chroniclers,

Say it did so a littie time before, .
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick’d, and died.

The Welsh captain in Richard 1I. declares his countrymen
cannot be longer kept together, the withering of the bay-trees,
the bloody aspect of the moon, and meteors fighting the fixed
stars, all assuring them the king was dead. When there were
lions in the Tower the death of one of the royal beasts was
supposed to herald the demise of the wearer of England’s
crown, as surely as any extraordinary disturbance of the éle-
ments announced & great man was dead. The Greeks, throng-
ing Missolonghi’s streets, to learn how it went with their poet-
leader, cried with one accord, as a violent thunderstorm broke
over their heads, ¢ The great man is gone | ” and they divined
rightly, for at that moment Byron died. :

Not a fow old families pride themselves upon inheriting
certain omens, whereby they are warned of death’s approach.
Some are warnedl by a meteor's light, some by melancholy
strains of music floating from the mansion to die away in the
woods. A mysterious knocking, never heard at any other time,
tells the lords of Bampton that oue of their race is bound for
the silent land. A stamping by unseen feet on the palace
floor predicates a death in the family of the Ducal house of
Modens. A sturgeon forcing its way up the Trent towards
Clifton Hall, is a sign that the Oliftons of Nottinghamshire
will have to rut on mourning. For some days before the death
of the heir of the Breretons, the trunk of a tree is to be seen
floating on the Iake near the family mansion. Two giant owls
perch upon the battlements of Wardour Castle when an Arun-
del's last hour has come, If a Devonshire Oxenham is about
o die, a white-breasted bird flutters over the doomed one’s bed.
A local ballad relates how on the bridal eve of Margaret, heir-
ess of the brave and generous Sir James Oxenham, a silver-
breasted bird flew over the wedding gaests, just as Sir James
rose to acknowledge their congratulations. The next day the
bride fell dead at the altar, stabbed by a discarded lover.

“Now, marry ms, proud maid,” he orled,
. “ Thy blood with mine shall wed ! ”
Hoe dashed the dagger in her side,
And at her feet foll dead.
Poor M irgaret, t20, grows cold with death,
And round her, hovering files
The phantom bird for her last breath,
To brar it to the skies. N
Howell saw a tombstone in a stone.cutter's shop in Fleet-
street in 1632, incribed with the names of sundry persons who
thereby attested to the fact that Johu Oxenham, Mary, his
sister, Jam1s, his son, and Elizabeth, his mother, had eachand
all died with a white-crested bird fluttering above their berds,

A family of Rock Ranza, Arran, kuow when one of their kin
is about to die by an invisible piper playing a lament on the
hill-side. When Doath purposes visiting a McLean of Loch-
Lury, the unwelcome caller is heralded by the spirit of & bat-
tle-slain ancestor ringing the bells on his fairy bridle, as he
gallops twice round the old hom2stead. As a rule, death-an-
nouncing phantoms are of the feminine gender. No Lady Hol-
land expects to shuffl ; off this mortal coil until she has seen &
shadowy counterfuit presentiment of herself. The Middletons of
Yoskshire, as becomes an ancient Oatholic house, have a Bene-
dictine nun io apprise them of a reduction in the number of
Middletons. A weeping, moaning, earthy sprits warns the
Stanleys of the death of a distinguished member of the family .
A hiiry-armed girl, called May Moullach, briag the like sad
news to the Grants of Grant; the Bodach-am-dun, otherwise
the ghost of the hill, performs the office for the Grants of
Bothiemurcus ; and .most old Highland families boast their-
own familiar Banshee, whose wailing, screaming, and weeping
tells them ths head of the house must make room for his ketr.
Lady Fanshaw, visiting the head of an Irish sept in his moat-
od baronial! grange, was made aware that banshees are not
peculiar to Bcotland. Awakened at midnight by an awful
unearthly scream, she beheld, by the light of the moon, a fe-
male form at the window of her room, which was too far from
the ground for any woman of mo tal mould to reach. The
creature owned a pretty pale face, and red dishevelled hair,
and was clad in the gurb of old—viry old—Ireland. After
exhibiting herself for some time, the interesting s|
shrieked twice and vanished. When Lady Fanshaw told her
host what she had seen he was not at all sucprised. ¢t A noar
relation,” said he, ¢ died last night in this castle. Wo kept
our expectations of the event from you, lest it srould throw's
cloud over the cheerful reception which was your dae. Now,
before such an event happens in the family and castle the fo-
male spectre you saw always becomes visible. S8hs is believed
to be the spirit of a woma of inferior rank whom one of my
ancestors married, and whom he afterwards caused to be
drowned in ‘the moat, to expiate the dishonour done to our
race.” If all banshees originated in the same way the less
the proprietors of such things brag of the matter better.
If wo must believe in omens, rather than own a banshve, we
would put our faith in warnings that are common property,
liko the credulous who behold

No nataral exhalation 1n the sky,

No scope of nature, no distamper’d day,

No commoa win{, n»castomé ! event,

But they wiil plack away his natural cause,
And call them meteors, prodigies, and sigus,
Abortions, presages, and tongues of heaven.

~ ODDITIES.

Dio Lewis is the man who kvpt a Utica audience until 10.30,
explaining to them ths good resnits of goiug to bed promptly at
nine, -

A pack of wolves in Sherbourne Conaty, Minnesota, chased a
couple of lawyers five miles, and the New Urleans Republican
thinks it showed & lick of professional coartesy.

An exolninge says that & Michigau raan dreamed recently that
his aunt was dead. The dream proved true. He trieid the same
dream on his mother-in-l1aw, but it didu't work.

They were going to put a man out of & S8an Franciseo theatre .

"for oreating a disturbance, wheu a voice cried, « Ho's all right—

he's killed & Chinaman! ” @nd they let the man alone.

A well-dressed, matronly-looking lady watked into a saloon
iu Oswego the other day, laid her muff on the counter, and took
out & pair of spectacles, When the bar-tender promptly informed
her that no Bibie reading would be in order there. Reaching
down into her dréss pocket the woman produced a flat bottle
and coolly oalted for & pint of whiskey. She doesn’t know yet
what that bar-tender was alarmed about.




